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THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

T h e  P a f  J av is  S c h o o l  is  t h e  O rig in a l  and G e n u i n e  A d v e r t i s in g  S c h o o l  Of the  W orld

$ so o

LEARN TO WRITE

* 9 5 0 .  ^  W o n
B y

P a ^ f e 'D a v is  S t u d e n t s

RN  f r o m  $ 2 5 2 2
o n ’t you learn  th e  adv ertis in g  business? 

verv business m an needs th is  education . I t  helps 
e ry  d e p artm en t of h is .w ork . W e receive 
rv .d a y  from  business m en expressing  
is h m e n ta t  th e  genera l benefit ou r course 
o them  in all th in g s  p e rta in in g  to  th e ir  

es. O ne business m an said :

V'hen I e n r o l l e d  w i t h  y o u  I t h o u g h t  o f  b u t  o n e  
10 b e  g a in e d  f ro m  y o u r  i n s t r u c t i o n  a n d  t h a t  

o  b e  a b le  t o  i m p r o v e  m y  o w n  a d v e r t i s i n g .  b u t  I  
t o n i s h e d  a t  t h e  g e n e r a l  b e n e f i t  y o u r  l e s s o n s  
•ee n  to  m e  in  e v e r y  p h a s e  o f  m y  b u s in e s s ,  
ill d o  n o t  s a y  e n o u g h  a b o u t  th e ’ g e n e r a l  b u s i-  

► l ie  d u c a t io n  a’ m a n  g e t s  o u t  o f  t h i s  w o n d e r f u l  
P a g  D a v is  c o u r s e . ”

T h e  sam e genera l education  ex ten d s  to  em ployee 
as well. I t  is a usual th in g  for us to ge t le tte rs  like  
th e  fo llow ing o n e :

“  I w is h  to  s a y  t h a t  w h e n  I  b e g a n  y o u r  c o u r s e  o f  
i n s t r u c t i o n  t h e r e  w a s  b u t  o n e  t i l i n g  I h a d  in  m in d ,  
t h a t  w a s  a  p o s i t io n .  I  h a v e  n o w  c o v e re d  a b o u t  o n e -  
h a l f  t h e  c o u r s e  a n d  I w is h  to  s a y  t h a t  i f  I n e v e r  r e ­
c e iv e  a  d i p lo m a ,  a n d  if  y o u r  f u r t h e r  i n t e r e s t  in  m e  
c e a s e s ,  I  s h a l l  s t i l l  b e  s t r o n g  i n  t h e  k n o w l e d g e  w h ic h  
y o u  h a v e  a l r e a d y  i m p a r t e d .  1 n o w  k n o w  I a m  
w o r t h  m o r e  r i g h t  in  m v  p r e s e n t  p o s i t io n ,  b e c a u s e  
y o u  h a v e  t a u g h t  m e  th e  la w  a n d  g o s p e l  o f  a d v e r t i s i n g .  
T h e r e  is  m o r e  i n  y o u r  l e s s o n s  t h a n  a  m a n  c o u ld  e v e r  
i m a g i n e ,  t h a t  h e lp s  a m a n  i n  t h e  p o s i t io n  h e  n o w  holds.”

—A nd th en  w ith  all th is  g en era l benefit com es also 
th e  o p p o rtu n ity  of g e tt in g  a position  as an ad v ertis­
in g  m an, a t a sa lary  of tw enty-five to one h u n d red  
d o lla rs a w eek. T here  is no way for a m an to  lose 
h is tim e or m oney, because he  is sure  to  g e t a two-

to  $10022 a  W E E K
fold benefit ou t o f the  in stru c tio n . T h a t is w hy  we 
pronounce  ad v ertis in g  the  m ost p rofitable w ork  in  
th e  w orld. T h a t is w hy m en and  wom en are  iti love 
w ith th e  ad v ertis in g  business. It pavs w ell—it 
b roadens the  m en ta l capacity  and  is a d irec t benefit 
in any  line  of w ork  you u n d e rtak e , and th en  a g a in  
you have th e  fasc in a tin g  o p p o rtu n ity  of w inn ing  
prizes.

A sh o rt tim e ago th e  la rg est coffee house  in th e  
world se t aside n ine  h u n d red  and  fifty d o lla rs to be 
g iv en  to th e  seven-Page-D avis s tu d e n ts  w ho w ould 
su b m it th e  best p lan s to  advertise  th e ir  coffee. T he 
first prize was five h u n d red  dollars, won by a young  
m an in th e  coal business in  B rooklyn , N. Y. T he 
second prize, tuTo h u n d red  do llars, was won by a 
y o u n g  lady v io lin is t in Ju n c tio n  C ity, K ansas. T h e  
th ird , one h u n d red  dollars, by a  y oung  lady  e locu­
tio n ist in A urora , Illino is; th e  fo u rth , fifty dollars, 
by a  y oung  m in is te r in L aconia, N. H .; th e  fifth, 
fifty dollars, by a hardw are  m erch an t; th e  s ix th , by 
a  p r in te r ;  th e  seven th , by  a g rocer. So you  see, 
success in ad v ertis in g  does no t dep en d  on past 

...w ork  or experience . M en and  w om en in  all 
trades, professions and c le rica l positions in  life 
can  becom e successfu l ad v ertisem en t w riters capa­
ble o f  lead in g  in th e  m ost fa sc in a tin g  an d  profitable  
business in th e  w orld.

I t  is w orth  y o u r w hile to w’r ite  an d  le t us send  you 
ou r beau tifu l prospectus. I t  will give you an in te lli­
g e n t idea of th e  w hole business and  we w ill also 
tell von w hat we can do for you personallv . You 
are u n d e r no ob lig a tio n  w h a tev er w hen you w rite, 
and  we will be g lad  to g ive  you fu ll in fo rm ation .

Page-D avis School
Address f D ept. 241, 9 0  W a b a sh  A v e n u e .  C h ic a g o .  I l l in o i s

Either Office \ T)ept. 241, 150 N a ssa u  S tree t .  N e w  Y o rk  C ity ,  N. Y.

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention T h e  A rgosy .



THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

While the Fire is Low.
A  hot breakfast in a cozy warm room starts one right for the 

day. A  cold dining room spoils the enjoyment of the meal.
The dining room or any room in the house can be heated in 

a few minutes with a

PERFECTION Oil Heater
(Equipped w ith  Sm okeless Device)

For instance, you could light it in your bed­
room to dress by, then carry it to the dining room, 
and by the time the coffee is ready, the room is 
warm. Impossible to turn it too high or too low—  
never smokes or smells— gives intense heat for 9 
hours with one filling. Every heater warranted.

The J P zw /ir\  T a m  n  is the best lamp for all~W \ M L m jr 1—J c X l l i y )  round household pur-
poses. G ives a clear, steady light. 

Made of brass throughout and nickel plated. Equipped with the 
latest improved central draft burner. Handsome— simple— satis­
factory. Every lamp guaranteed.

If you cannot get heater and lamp ::t your dealer's, write to 
our nearest agency.

S T A N D A R D  O I L  C O M P A N Y
(In corpo rated)

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention T h e  A bgoAy .



The Argosy for February
O n e  C o m p l e t e  N o v e l

THE TAIL OF THE LUMBERBEAST. Afloat on a strange craft, which 
brought its passengers, willing and otherwise, into a whirlpool of 
lively scenes................................................................... SEWARD w. HOPKINS 385

S i x  S e r i a .1 S t o r i e s
1 HE BATTLE OF THE WEAK. Part i .  The story of what happened in 

one case after riches took to themselves wings..ELIZABETH YORK MILLER 
THE TIME LIMIT. Part 1. A disappearance which seemed to have no

explanation but one which was beyond belief...............BERTRAM LEBHAR
A MAN’S COUNTRY. Part II. The terrific adventure of the tenderfoot 

on a visit that was meant to be purelv One of pleasure and turned out
dramatic to a degree............................ ..................... EDWARD P. CAMPBELL

A CONFLICT WITH C/ESAR. Part III. A story of the Roman conquest 
of Gaul, in which one of the barbarians is pitted against another under
a vow before witnesses......................................................... f. K. SCRIBNER

ON THE BRINK OF THE PRECIPICE. Part III. What it is like to be
accused of an awful crime............................................ FRED V. GREENE. Jr.

THE PRICE OF SILENCE. Part IV. A Western tale of an awful alter­
native ...........................................................  .................... EDGAR FRANKLIN

E l e v e n  S h o r t  S t o r i e s
UNCLE JERRY’S DOG FIDO.......................lee  BERTRAND......................
IN TIGHT CINCH GAP..................................BURKE JENKINS....................
KATY’S ACCOMPLICE ................... ............... MABEL GERTRUDE DUNNING..
STRATEGY TO THE RESCUE..................... EDWARD S. SORENSON..........
HIS VALENTINE CLUE................ ...................CHARLES B. FREMONT.......... .
THE TRAMP ON THE CAR ROOF...........HOWARD DWIGHT SMILEY.......
WHEN ARCHIE GOT MARRIED........ ..........DWIGHT SPENCER ANDERSON.
THE DELUSIVE DOLLARS............................ w. HANSON DURHAM.............
MAKING A BLUFF G O O D ............................GARRETT SWIFT.............. .
A FREE SHOW ...................................................ZGE ANDERSON NORRIS........
WI THOUT A CLUE TO FOLLOW ...........j. F. VALENTINE .......... .

• p.:.
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47b

501

521

537

427
457
476
491
515
532
543
545
.550
562
565

THE A R G O S Y ’S L O G - B O O K . . .  ................ THE EDITOR......................
H<»w the M arch  cumriete novel came to be- written—  H ints on the k ind  of stories the Editor wants— The 
wrong: way to start a n d  that “ fool fin ish  ‘‘— How some of The A r g o sy 's  authors were d isc o ve re d -• 
Fam iliar chat about storv-w riting.

w “WithSealed Lips’and“Left in the Lurch w
are the names of Two New Serials of powerful interest that will begin in the March Argosy.

I S S U E D  M O N T H L Y  B Y  T H E  F R A N K  A .  M V N S E Y  C O M P A N Y  
175 F i f t h  A v e n u e .  N e w  Y o r k ,  a n d  T e m p l e  H o u s e .  T e m p l e  A v e n u e ,  E.  C. ,  L o n d o n

CJl* YKJO HT. 1907, BY THE F it A M i A. MUN-KY
ItK iKhu H T irii»w w iv» . Secretary. i ' iim utoi-hek It ]-,.»•». Treamirer

ENTERED AT THE NEW YOltK POST-OFFICE AS SECOND-CLASS MAIL MATTER.

A3
•OMF A NY.



CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING
$1.50 a line. F o r  A rgosy and A ll-S tory  com bined $2.25 a line. M inim um  space four 
lines ; m axim um  space tw elve lines. T en per cent, discount for six consecutive insertions.

As it is imiiossib/e fo r  ttstn know each advertiser personally, tee ask the eoopera- FOUIIS fo r  M a rc h  ClOSC J a i l .  2 3  
t io tio f  our reader#.in keeping aII questionable advertising out o f  these column* .

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES
L E T  M E  S E L L  Yu F R  P A T E N T .— M y huyk!" Imst-fl~upTm 

IT y e a r s ' e x p e r ie n c e  a s  :t p a te n t  s a le s m a n . e x p la in in g  how . 
m a iled  flits*: p a te n t  sab -s  e.vclivsive]y. IT yo u  h a v e  U n ited  
S t a le<  i.r  i‘i »r»*iuru p a te n t s  to  so il , r a i l  o r  w r i te .  \V. K. 
H o y t . I>at.-iit s a le s  s p c - ia l i s t .  2 0 n  H . B ro a d w a y . Now Y ork .

u p p < i l lT C N  IT T E S . d e s c r ib in g  h u n d re d s  o f  p o s it io n s  now  
o jirn  in t h is  c o u n tr y  a n d  som e in fo re ig n  ro u ti tr io s ,  f re e  if  
you  w r i te  u s  to d a y , s ta t in g  e x p e rie n c e . IlAi'<;ooi»s, :>n.>;in7 
B ro a d w a y . N ew  Y ork.

I F  YOU N E E D  C .U T T A I .  to  e x te n d  o f  s t a r t  b u s in e s s , 
w r i te  m e to d a y , g iv in g  fu ll  p a r t i c u l a r s .  M y f re e  p la n s  a re  
n o t e ip ia le d  a n y w h e re , E v k u et t  D i t o e i :. C o rp o ra t io n  A t ­
to rn e y . L>- In -.d r  B ld g .. W a sh in g to n . D . C.

A M a n ii fa e r ii re r 's  P e rm a n e n t  B u s in e ss  t .life r,— $3.0 to  $ 1 5 0  
p e r  w eek  o p e ra t in g  d ire e t  s a le s  p a r lo r s  fo r  tin* b e s t 
s |> ee ja lty  d re s s  sh o e  know n fo r  m en  a n d  w om en . O u ts e l ls  a ll  
o th e r s .  E v e ry  p e rso n  a  p o ss ib le  c u s to m e r. .Vo r isk . A n sw e r  
nou’. K r s n i o x  K o m io jjt  ,S11ui-; C o .. 11 S o u th  S t . .  B o sto n .

B E  Y u C R  O W N  B O S S .— M an y  m ak e  $ 2 .n u n  a  y e a r.  
Ymi h a v e  sa m e  c h a n c e . S t a r t  a  M a il-O rd e r  B u s in e ss  a t  
hom e. W e t e l l  you  how . V ery  good p ro fits . E x p e r t  a d ­
v ic e ;  e v e ry th in g  fu rn is h e d .  No s m a ll,  c h e a p  c a ta lo g  p re p o ­
s i t io n .  W ri te  a t  o n ce  fo r  *• S t a r t e r  *' a n d  free  p a r t i c u l a r s .  
A . I t. K i;i:r« ;i:u  I 'u . ,  155 W a sh in g to n  S t . .  C h icag o , i l l .

$3.<m n T o  .S lo .o p o  Y EA  KEY H A S 11 ,Y M A D E  in  re a l  
e s ta t e  b u s in e s s :  n o  c a p i ta l  r e q u i r e d : w e w il l  te a c h  you 
th e  b u s in e s s  by  m a il ,  a p p o in t  you  sp e c ia l  r e p r e s e n ta t iv e  
o f  le a d in g  te a l  e s ta t e  c o m p a n y , l i s t  w i th  y o u  r e a d i ly  s a la b le  
p ro p e r t ie s ,  c o -o p e ra te  w i th  a n d  a s s i s t  yo u  to  p e rm a n e n t  
su ccess . V a lu a b le  book f re e .  A d d re s s  T h e  C u o s s  C o., 
lo o t;  Hen p e r  B lo ck . C h icag o . S ee  o u r  o th e r  a d v e r t is e m e n t  
in tin- h ack  p a g e s  o f  th is  issu e .

“ S I T T k s S 1N T H E  S l o t  T \ A T a K K E T \^  T ) u r  l i t t l e  
book g iv es  i n te r e s t in g  d e ta i ls .  I t ' s  y o u rs  fo r  th e  a sk in g . 
W r i te  f o r  i t .  J o h n  A . B oa it to t  a x  & C o .. S to c k  B ro k e rs .  
5 3  B ro a d w a y . N ew  Y ork .

L E A R N  M O K E  A N D  E A R N  M OH E .— W ~ t e a e h  I ,uw. 
E n g in e e r in g , O ra to ry .  A d v e r t is in g ,  B u s in e ss  C o rre sp o n d e n c e . 
S h o r t-S to ry  W ri t in g ,  a n d  15o o th e r s .  B e s t  schoo l on  e a r th .  
S m a ll c o s t.  E a s y  p a y m e n ts .  A sk  fo r  c a ta lo g  (i a n d  n a m e  
c o u rse  w a n te d .  In te r c o n t in e n ta l  U n iv e rs i ty . W a sh in g to n . L 
~  OC A L R E  B it E S E N T A T  l V E W A N T E D .— A la rg e  incom e 
a s su re d  to  a n y o n e  w h o  w il l  a c t  a s  o u r  r e p r e s e n ta t iv e  a f t e r  
l e a r n in g  o u r  b u s in e s s  th o ro u g h ly  b y  m a il. E x p e r ie n c e  u n ­
n e c e s s a ry , A ll w e r e q u ir e  is  ln m e s ty . a m b i t io n  a n d  w i l l in g ­
n e ss  to le a r n  a lu c r a t iv e  b u s in e s s . No s o lic i t in g  o r  t ra v e lin g .  
An e x c e p tio n a l  o p p o r tu n i ty  fo r  th o se  w h o  d e s ir e  to  b e t te r  
t h e i r  c o n d it io n s  a n d  m a k e  m o re  m o n ey . F o r  fu ll  p a r t i c u la r s  
w r i te  n e a re s t  office fo r  f re e  book. N o. 3 4 5 . N a t io n a l  Cn- 
Oi'EKATtvK R e a l t y  C o .. A tb o m em n  B ld g .. C h ic a g o . 111. ; 
5iiT E S t . .  N . W .. W its liin g to n . I». < P h e lp s  IU dg.. 
S c ra n to n , p a .  : a n d  I M g a r  B ld g .. O a k la n d . C al.

l > V E R T J S E U S ' M At JA Z IN E  ' ' — s h o u ld " r e a d  "by
»‘Very a d v e i r is e r  a n d  m a il-o rd e r  d e a le r .  B es t “  Ad School 
in  e x is te n c e .  T r ia l  s u b s c r ip t io n  lo c .  S a m p le  copy  f re e . 
A i >v tu rn  s k i:.■A M a e a z in k . s 2 s  G ra n d . K a n sa s  C ity . NIo.
'  S T A R T  MA ! iV o R D F R  B1 SI N E S S — S ell g oods _hy~laaTF 
c a sh  o rd e rs ,  b ig  p ro fits . C o n d u c te d  b y  a n y o n e  a n y w h e re :  
mu* p lan  p o s it iv e ly  s u c c e ss fu l.  A b s o lu te  s a t i s f a c t io n  g u a r-  . 
a n te e d .  W r i te  fo r  f re e  bonk "  H ow  to  M ake  M oney in  M ail* ■ 
O rd e r  B u s in e s s ,”  C k x t k a l  S i f f i .Y  C o .. K a n s a s  C ity . Mo.

W e s ta r t  yo u  in  a  p e rm a n e n t  b u s in e s s  w ith  u s  a n d  f u r ­
n ish  e v e ry th in g .  C u ll c o u rse  o f  in s t r u c t io n s  f re e . W e a re  
m a n u f a c tu r e r s  a n d  h a v e  a n ew  p la n  in  th e  m a il o r d e r  lin e . 
L a rg e  p ro ti ts .  S m a ll c a p i ta l .  You p ay  u s  in  t h r e e  .m ouths 
a n d  m ak e  b ig  p ro fit. R e fe re n c e s  g iv e n . P h a s e  Ma x e - 
t A c n  n ix o  C o m p a n y . •"■14 P e a se  B u ild in g . P.ntt’a l" .  N. Y.

BI II.11 A $ 5 .o o o  B U S IN E S S  in  tw o  y e a rs .  W e s ta r t  you 
in  th e  c o lle c tio n  b u s in e s s , N o  c a p ita l  need ed  : b ig  field . W e 
te a c h  s e c re ts  o f  c o lle c tin g  m o n e y : r e f e r  b u s in e s s  to  you. 
W ri te  to -d a y  fo r  f re e  p o in te r s  an d  new  p la n . AM Etr.cAx 
C o l l e c t io n "’ S e iiv ic k . u  S ta te .  D e tro i t .  M ich .

AGENTS WANTED
A G E N T 'S — P o r t r a i t s  3 5 c ,  F r a m e s  15c ,  S lm - q  P i c t u r e s  1c .  

S t c r c o s ' - i - p c s  2 5 c .  V i e w s  1 c .  :'.o  d a y s  c r e d i t .  S a Y u p le s  a t u l  
C a t a l o g  F r e e .  n » N s o i .n > A T H i*  P o u t i i a i t  C o . .  2 1 0 -2 1 7  W e s t  
A d a m s  S t . .  C h i c a g o ,

A G E N T S  W A N T E D  in e v e ry  c o m ity  to  soJl th e  T rans­
parent llm t'il' Pocket K n ife ,  B ig  c o n im iss io n  p a id . F ro m  
$7 5  to  $ 3o o  a m o n th  r a n  he  m ad e . W ri te  fo r  te rm s . 
N o v e l ty  C e t l e u y  C o .. N o . 77  B a r  S t . .  C a n to n . O hio.

CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
B E  A D O C T O R  O F  M E C U  A NO-T1 i E R A  P Y. th e  w o n d e rfu l 

n e w  s y s te m  o f  h e a lin g . $ 3 iiimi-$ 5 ooo a  y e a r .  W e te a c h  you 
by m a il.  G r e a tly  s u p e r io r  a n d  m o re  s im p le  th a n  O s te o p a th y . 
A u th o r iz e d  d ip lo m a s  to  g ra d u a te s .  S p e c ia l term ?. now . W rite  
to d a y  fo r  p rn sp » d .u *  f re e . A mkku  ax  C o l  l e ek  «»r M K 'I ia No - 
TTik ija e y . D e p t. ‘.M o. 1 2 o - ig 2  R a n d o lp h  S t ..  C h icag o .

PICTURE POST-CARDS
IM P O R T E D  C O L O R E D  PO ST' C A R D S  7no co m ic  T."~ U trr 

l a t e s t  c a ta lo g u e  o f  o v e r  U nion  s u b je c ts .  h i s to r ic a l  p laces , 
e tc . ,  fo r  tin* a s k in g .  S ta x u a k u  C auu  C o . ,  H a v e r h il l ,  M ass . 
S a m p le s  an d  C a ta lo g u e , ten  c e n ts .

D O E S  s i n :  L O V E  Y O U ? T h e  A ffin ity  P o st C a rd  V a  lu te  
t in e  h a s  re p ly  c a rd  a tt a c h e d ,  th a t  t e l l s  th e  st**r\. C u te s t  
th in g  o u t .  A g e n ts  w a n te d . S a m p le  D u -; a s s o r te d ,  fo r  
2 5 c . E. L. H a im u x i;. 31 *  B ro a d w a y . N ew  Y ork.

PIANOS
YP(| R  J U D G M E N T  in b u y in g  a  P ia n o  em ls  w ith  ■ 'seeing '*  

a n d  ' ‘h e a r in g ."  a n d  you m u st re ly  on  th e  m a k e r  fo r  th e  r e s t  
—-how  i t  w e a rs ,  s ta y s  in tu n e . e tc .  H e r e 's  w h e re  tin - " P e a s e ”  
•>3 y e a r  rec o rd  c o u n ts .  S p e c ia l p r ic e s , f re e  d e li  v e ry  a n y ­
w h e re . e a sy  p a y m e n ts .  M any  tin e  b a rg a in s ,  u sed  pianos,, 
le a d in g  m a k e s . $ 1 2 5  u p , fu ll  g u a ra n te e .  W ri te  fo r  c a ta lo g  
a n d  b a rg a in  l i s t .  P h a s e  a- Co .. 12S W est 4 2 d  S t . .  New Y ork .

AUTOMOBILES
H O W  T o  R C N  AN  A I T d  fu lly  t a u g h t  in H om ans* S e lf  

P ro p e lle d  V eh ic le s , th e  b e s t ......... on  tile  c a re  a n d  m a n a g e ­
m en t o f  m o to r  c a r s .  P r ic e  $ 2  p o s tp a id .  A h u l l  & C o .. 
0 3  F i f th  A v e .. N ew  Y ork .

PATENT ATTORNEYS
P A T E N T S — A d v ic e  f r e e ;  te rm s  r e a s o n a b le :  h ig h e s t  r e f ­

e re n c e s  ; b e s t  s e rv ic e . P a t e n t s  a d v e r t is e d  f re e  <>f c h a rg e  to 
in v e n to r .  W a t s o n  K. C o l e m a n . P a t e n t  L a w y e r . W a sh in g ­
to n . P .  o p p o s ite  I". S . P a te n t  Office. S end fo r  book.

P A T E N T S  T H A T  P R O T E C T .— O u r th re e  b ooks fo r  in ­
v e n to r s  m a iled  on re c e ip t  o f  s ix  c e n ts  s ta m p s .  R , S . &
A . B . L ahky . W a sh in g to n , P .  C. E s ta b l is h e d  1 SOD.

P A T E N T  S E C U R E D  o r  fee  r e tu r n e d .  S en d  s k e tc h  fo r  f re e  
r e p o r t  a s  to  p a te n t a b i l i t y .  (I it hit Bunk  a n d  W hat to In ven t, 
w ith  v a lu a b le  l is t  o f  in v e n t io n s  W a n te d , s e n t  f re e . One 
M illion Dollars o tfe red  fo r  one  in v e n t io n :  $ 10 .o u n  fo r  o th e r s .  
P a t e n t s  se cu re d  by  i t s 'a d v e r t i s e d  f re e  in  W o rld ’s P r o g re s s ;  
s a m p le  f re e . E v a n s . W il k k x s  & C o .. W a sh in g to n . D . ( ’■

POULTRY
G RE! 1 M a c s  “ ElN  I-r 1 ’o f  1;T R Y 1  ’ATALOGC E —  "BesTiitf- 

fu lly  il lu s tra ted . ’Je lls  a ll about pure-bred pou ltry , and 
il lu s tra te s  s ix ty  v arie ties. C onta ins ten beau tifu l chrom es. 
G ives reasonab le prices o f stock  and eggs. T ells how to 
cu re diseases, kill lice, m ake m oney. Only ten cen ts, 
postpaid . It. TL Gnr.M'Ki:. Rheum s. Pa.

POPULAR MUSIC
•'  S c h o o l  D a y s . "  ** D r e a m i n g . "  “  I d a h o . * '  •• B y e  B y e .  

D e a r i e , "  *' H o n e y  P» o y ."  ** M a r i n t c h . "  ** M o n t a n a . "  ** M y  
V i r g i n i a , "  '* ' X e n i h  t i e '  <»M A m n i  T r e e . "  "  S o m e b o d y ' s  
W a i t i n g  f o r  V o n . "  ■ ■ - S ta r l i g h t . "  1 5 c e a c h ,  p o s t p a i d ,  ( h i t n i o g  
f o r  s t t o n p .  Ta p r .  5 3 .  W a l t o n  C o . .  2 5 2 4  W e b s t e r  A Vc . . N . Y .

MUSICAL
SUNGS P C B L IS Iliv It K ltEK. Writ.* the word and 

mail to ns. A fte r  the  m usic is w rit ten we w ill 
publish on R oyally  a t our >ovn ex|ieu>e. A h it may 
m ake you rich  and fanes!?. .1. A. Bakti.k r r  P e e . Co.. 
F la t iron Building. New York.

FOR PHONOGRAPHS
Im p ro v e  tlie  tom* o f  y o u r  ta lk in g  m ac h in e  d u G  w ith  tin* 

P e tm e c k y  M u lt i- to n e  n eed le . E a c h  n e e d le  p h iy s  P> r e c o rd s :  
r e s to re s  old reco i'tls . K iee sam ples. T r ia l  1 .CmHi n e e d le s  p o s t ­
p a id . $ 1 . P k t m k c k v . Room  M m ,  3 4 0  B 'w a y .  N**w Y ork .

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention T h e  Akgosy.
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HELP W A N T E D
B O O K K E E P E R , $ 1 0 4 0 ;  A u d i to n - $ 2 0 0 0  ; M ail O rd e r  M a n ­

a g e r.  $ 2 5 0 0 :  .F lo o r -w a lk e r ,  $ 10 0 0 : S te n o g ra p h e r .  $ 1 0 4 0  : 
D e s ig n e r  a n d  E n g in e e r ,  lo cu tio n  G e rm a n y . $ 2 0 0 0 . H a p - 
o o o d s , 3 0 5 -307 B ro a d w a y . N ew  Y o rk .

W A N T E D  M E N . E  V E R Y  W11 E R E — G ood p a y — t o T i s -  
t r i b u te  c ir c u la r s ,  a d v . m a t te r ,  ta c k  s ig n s , e tc .  No c a n ­
v a ss in g . A d d re s s  N a t i o n a l  A nv. a m i  D i s t k i m i  t i n g  B ufti-nu . 
S u i te  K . O a k la n d  B a n k  Blilg^. C h icag o . 111.

C IV IL  S E R V IC E  E M P L O Y E E S  a re  p a id  w e ll f o r  easy , 
w o rk  : e x a m in a tio n s  o f  a ll  k in d s  soon . E x p e r t  a d v ic e , s a m p le  
q u e s tio n s  an d  B o o k le t L i s .  d e s c r ib in g  p o s it io n s  a n d  te l l in g  
e a s ie s t  an d  q u ic k e s t  w ay  to  s e c u re  th em . fre e . W r i te  now . 
W a s h in g t o n  C iv il S k i:v ic e  S c h o o l . W a sh in g to n . D . C.

L A D Y  S E W E R S  to  m a k e  u p  s h ie ld s  a t  h o m e :  $ 1 0  p e r  
100 . cun  m ak e  tw o  a n  h o u r :  w o rk  s e n t  p re p a id  to  r e l ia b le  
w om en : se n d  r e p ly  e n v e lo p e  fo r  fu ll  in fo rm a t io n  to  U n i - 
k r s a l  R e m koyJ / o . . D e p t .  I I . . W n lu u t  S t . .  P h i la d e lp h ia .  P a .

C IV IL  S E R V IC E  E X A M IN A T IO N S  w il l  soon be h e ld  in 
e v e ry  s ta t e .  F u l l  in fo rm a t io n  a n d  q u e s t io n s  r e c e n tly  u sed  bv 
th e  C iv il  S e rv ic e  C o m m issio n  f re e . C o l u m b ia n  Co r r e s p o n d ­
e n c e  C o l l e g e . W a sh in g to n . D . c .

W A N T E D — 3 .0 0 0  R a ilw a y  M ail C le rk s  a t  from  $ S o o .im  
to  $ 1 4 0 0 .0 0  p e r y e a r .  A g e  IS  to  3 5 . E x a m in a t io n s  every­
w h e re  in  M a rc h . C a n d id a te s  p re p a re d  f re e  to  a d v e r t is e .  
F r a n k l i n  I n s t i t u t e * D e p t.  J L .  R o c h e s te r .  N. Y.

FOR TH E HOME
B u tc h e r ’s  B o s to n  P o lis h  is  th e  b e s t fin ish  m ad e  lo r  d o o rs  

a n d  i n te r io r  w o o d w o rk . N o t b r i t t l e :  w il l  n o t  s c r a tc h  o r d e ­
face  l ik e  s h e lla c  o r  v a rn is h .  S en d  fo r  f re e  b o o k le t. F o r  s a le  
by  d e a le r s  in p a in ts ,  h a rd w a re  a n d  h o u s e f i irn is l i iu g s . T h e  
B u t c h e r  P o l i s h  C o . .  3 5 6  A t la n t ic  A v e ..  B o s to n . M ass.

STAM PS A N D  RARE COINS
$ 5 .75  p a id  fo r  R a re  D a te  185 3  Q u a r te r s .— K eep  a ll  m oney 

c o in e d  b e fo re  1875 a n d  se n d  1U c e n ts  a t  o nce  fo r  a s e t  o f  2 
C oin  & S tu m p  V a lu e  B o o k s. I t  m ay  m ean  y o u r  fo rtu n e . 

F , C l a r k e  A  C o ., D e p t. Le R oy. N. Y. ___________

FOR TH E OFFICE
W H Y  D O N ’T  YOU B U Y  a  tim e -s a v in g , b r a in - re s t in g  

“ L o ck e  A d d e r " ?  R a p id , a c c u r a te ,  s im p le , d u ra b le .  
C a p a c ity . 9 9 9 .b 9 0 .9 9 9 . P r ic e  o n ly  $ 5 .0 0 . B o o k le t free. 
C. E . L o c k e  M f g . C o .. 5 5  C S t ..  K e n s e tt .  Io w a . U . S . A .

C A D I I B O O K K E E  p i n c
LCARIio r  s h o r t h a n d
BY MAIL— AT YOUR OWN HOME
A nyone  can learn  it easily  in a few  w eeks. W e are  u n a b le  to 

su p p ly  th e  dem and fo r b o o k k e e p e rs  and  s ten o g ra p h e rs . 
e h a i ’g e  f o r  t u i t i o n  u n t i l  p o s i t i o n  i s  s e c u r e d .  W rite  
today  for p a rticu la rs .

MICHIGAN BUSINESS INSTITUTE.
576 In s ti tu te  B uild ing . - - K alam azoo. M ich.

I Teach Sign Painting
S h o w  C a r d  W r i t i n g  or L e t t e r i n g  by
mail. Only field not overcrowded My instruc­
tion is practical, personal and thorough. My 
graduates are successful. Easy terms. Write 
for large catalogue. (lias. J . Strong, Pres.
DETROIT SCHOOL OF LETTERING

Depl. .16. Detroit, Mich.
“ Oldest a n d  L a rg est School o f  its K in d ."

Government Positions
^  41 877  A n n o in tm en ts  " cre made t0 Civil Sen-ice places4 4 , 0 / /  A p p o i n t m e n t s  during the past year Excellent 

opportunities for young people. Each year we instruct by mail thousands of 
persons who pass these examinations and a large share of them receive appoint­
ments to life positions at $840 to $1200 a year. If you desire a position ot 
this kind, write for our Civil Service Announcement, containing *u"  
tion about all government examinations and questions recently used by the 
Civil Service Commission.

COLUMBIAN CORRESPONDENCE COLLEGE. WASHINGTON, D. C

p o m rm ou a re  an  A m erican  o v er 18 y e a rs  o f 
a n d  can  r e a d  a n d  w rite  w e  w ill 
l yo u  F R E E ,  T h e  C iv il  S e rv ic e  
k , te llin g  you h o w , y o u  can

O F F im 1
f q u a lify  a t  hom e, to  pass a n y  C ivil 

Service E x a m in a tio n  a n d  th u s  
becom e e lig ib le  fo r  a  G overn ­
m en t P osition , W r ite  a t  once.

POSITICMMIKSSm

ELECTRICITY 
Girdles the Globe
It is the giant force of the Century. 

E lectricity  offers larger rewards 
to PRACTICALLY trained followers 
than any of the o ther professions.

Learn it and you have mastered 
the most ’fascinating and BEST 
PAID calling of to-day.

Our school, the most thoroughly 
equipped in the U nited States, 

teaches PRACTICAL ELECTRICITY 
in all its branches, and nothing else.

Individual instruction, day or evening, 
by skilled teachers.

Booklet “ 20” tells the story. W rite for 
it. I t ’s FREE.
THE NEW YORK ELECTRICAL TRADE SCHOOL

39 W est 1 7 th  S tree t, New York

lion. David J. Brewer

Literary Department
Intercontinental 

University
1415 L  Street  

W A S H I N G T O N ,  D. C.
T each ing  by M a i l  Only.

J a m e s  C h a m p l i n  F e r n a l d . L  H .D .,  
D ean.

J u s t i c e  D a v i d  J .  B r e w e r , U . S St 
S u p r e m e  C o u r t .

H o n .  M a r t i n  A . K n a p p , C h a i r - *  
m a n  I n t e r s t a t e  C o m m e r c e  C o m ­
m is s io n .

lion. Mail in .4. Knapp E D W A R D  E V E R E T T  H A L E .
M em bers o f  the B o a rd  o f  D irectors.— 

S p e c ia l ly  o r g a n i z e d  f o r  t h e  h o m e  
t r a i n i n g  o f  s t u d e n t s  i n  o r a to r y ,  
l i t e r a r y ,  a n d  s c h o la s t i c  c o u r s e s .  
S p e c ia l  e m p h a s i s  is  l a id  o n  t h e  h ig h  
c la s s  o f  e x p e r t  i n s t r u c t i o n  ; d i r e c t ,  
p e r s o n a l  a n d  i n t i m a t e  a t t e n t i o n  to  

Edward Everett llale t h e  i n d iv i d u a l  n e e d s  o f  t h e  s tu d e n t -

We Train  Young Men for Better  
Positions and Higher Salaries

160 c o m p l e te  c o u r s e s  i:i L a w ,  E n g i n e e r i n g ,  A g r i c u l ­
t u r a l ,  A d v e r t i s in g ,  A c c o u n t in g ,  B u s in e s s ,  C o l le g e  a n d  
C o m m o n  S c h o o l  B r a n d i e s .  M o d e r a t e  c h a r g e s .  T h e  
G r e a t e s t  S c h o o l  o n  E a r th .

W r i t e  f o r  f r e e  c a ta l o g  111 . p a r tic u la r ly  m e n t i o n in g  
s u b je c t  t h a t  i n t e r e s t s  y o u .

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention T h e  A rgosy .
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Music
Lessons Free

IN YOCR OWN HOME.

STUDY
LAW

A T
HOME

The oldest ami bent school. Instruction by mail 
to every one. Recognized by comtH and 

educators. Experienced and competent instructor?. 
Takes spare tune only. Iluee — Preparatory,
Unsiiie-s, IV. I’jepal-e* !r.; practice. Will Letter

i i i i s i f i e s . v sy E W it* am i k'ladrt-

ia l  - .»:.•) I ’ i l . )  I I U M ll1*1 it ti IVee.
TIm< S priiyrtir  

( '« N ‘c s |)o n ile iM ‘i' f ic l io o i  
o f  L i i u  .

•>{*.’> T In je st ir  l l ld i ' . ,  D iM ro it, M id i.

wonderfu l  offer to t v  to y '.ov-.r of music  w h e th e r  
a beg inner  or an advanced  player.

X inety-six  lessons i or  a le^s n u m b er  if you t ie " ; r e ! 
for c i the r  Piano. Organ. Violin, Guitar,  Banjo. 
Cornet, .Sight Singing, or  M andol in  will be g iven free 
to m ake  ou r  hom e s tudy  courses fur these in s t ru ­
m e n ts  known in your  locality. You will get one 
lesson weekly ,  and  your only  expense  d u r in g  the 
t im e  you take  th e  lessons will be the cost of postage 
and  the  m us ic  you use. w hich  is small . Write  at  
once.  It will mean m uch to you to  g e t  our free 
booklet .  It will place you u n d e r  no.obligation w h a t ­
ever to it- if you n ever  w ii te  again. You and  your 
f r iends  shou ld  know  of th is  work.  H u n d re d s  of our  
p u p i ls  w r i t e ;  " W i s h  I had know n of your  school 
b e fo re ."  " H a v e  learned ni><rc in one term  in m y  
hom e with  your  weekly  lessons than  in th ree  terms 
with p r iva te  teachers , and at  a grea t  deal  less e x ­
pense. ’ ‘ " 1*1 very th ing  i" so thorough and  co m p le te .”
" T h e  lessons are marvels  of simplici ty , and  my 11 
year old boy lias not had the lea-U troub le  to lea rn ."  
One m in is te r  w i i te s :  " A s  each succeed ing  le-son ; 
collies I am more and  more fu'-lv persuaded  I made ; 
no m is take  in becom ing  your  p u p i l . "

We have been es tablished n ine  years—have thou­
sands  of  pup i ls  from eigh t  years of age to seventy.

D on 't  say you cannot learn music  till you send for 
our  free bookle t  and tui t ion  offer. It will be sent  bv I 
re tu rn  mail free. A ddress  lb S. SC H O O L OK 
MUSIC. Box i, 225 F if th  Ave., New York City.

Abu Can Be An Artist
$  5 0  to $ 2 0 0  P e r  W e e k .,

EASILY EARNED, in hiacinatiiz w .rk . t j  ILLUSTRATOR:
PKsPiNKKS, '\\RY (n.iN  I-T'S—'we have trad  u at*., <‘V.T»wher©

'■'■tiz !.':;ti-»o'aried vVitiuiis. Our <'otir?cs « f  PERSONAL 
‘■ME l N STJtn 'T it >N. !>v mail, avo '" !a i leto, practical. " ’rite 
r  llA N P-uM K  ART J.<n>K. FREE, with SPE ' lAL DEFER 

icbool of A p p lied  A r t ,  L 3  F in s  A r ts  B ld g ., B a tt le  C reek . MicH

Do You Like to Draw ?
T hat’s all we want to know

I 'lr ll hi a "eek.

p- ■ : ; • i .-  »■:■ t .;i .■ w i:!i f ir .  :n
pin*IfoiIn • :  ■■ ........... .-  - : . i t  -am pk*

!»*>s<ni p l i i t f ,  JiTi'l :>-! i '  ■■xpi.-i.i
T in ;  w . i.. k v a .n s  si i h i o i . o k  a i n o o M M i .

I l l  ( i’» i field B ids., < liM idiin d, Ohio.

D o  Y o u r  O w n  P r i n t i n g
p r in t s  r a n i " ,  h th e K  e tc . C ir c u la r ,  

b tio li, iir\vs]M iper p iv i-f s'IS. M u n cy  .-aver, 
m a k e r . A ll e a sy . rult*s s e n t .  W rite  fa c to ry  
f o r  p re s s  c a ta lo g , ty p e ,  p a p e r ,  e tc .

I U K  I 'K K S S  t o . ,  M e r i d e n .  C o n n .

C O O D  P IA N O  T U N E R S

Earn $5 to $15 per Day
W e will teach you Piano Tuning, Voic­

ing, Regulating and Repairing, quickly 
by personal correspondence. New Tuuc-a- 
Phone Method. Mechanical aids. Diploma 
recognized by highest authorities. School 
chartered by the State. W rite for ircc 
illustrated catalogue.
Siles Brvant School of Piano Tuning

67 Music Hall. Battle Creek, Mich,

Cl C “GEM”
Adding Machine 

10 Days’ Trial 3t Our Expense
Ha* an .UMum/.v r-j. ,-,v • ..nU u 

t: .it .-le.i3 > the 
dials tu zero. A Hisrii-Urade 
Al»*rhaniral Psod'n'tion. Does

li ltin '* ". i i  a a i'.u i t '.*<*■  1 !' o r  f ir u  
: vai “. Special offer to aeeuts. 

S . ii A V i 11 K It 
3:f2 lii'nai! 11 ay. New York.

W e te a c h  yo u  b y  m a i l  to  stu ff  an d  m o u n t a ll  
k in d s  o f  B i r d s ,  A n im a ls ,  G a m e  H e a d * .  AIbo 

to  tan skingand make rugs. B e y o u r  ow n ta x id e r ­
m is t. D eco ra te  y o u r  h o m e w ith  y o u r  b e a u tifu l 

t ro p h ie s ,o r  In crease  y o u r  Incom e s e ll in g  sp ed - 
m ens a n d  m ounting : f o r  o th e rs ,  E a s ily , qu ick ly  

lea rn e d  in  s p a re  t im e , by  m en  an d  w om en. H ighest 
e n d o rse m en ts  by th o u sa n d s  o f s tu d e n ts . W rite  to ­
d ay  fo r o u r g r e a t  f re e  book “ How to Sloont Bird* and 
AnimaU. ’’ F r e e —w rite  to d ay . K , W . SC H O O L  

O F  T A X I D E R M Y , B o x  0 5  S O m a h a ,  \ e l » .

FLASH LIKE GENUINE
Day ur night. Y<m ■ ;iii ua : a Diamond 
equal in In illimii-y t<< .111. cm.nine Stone at 
oik- th irtie th  the O’g.l.

I S A K O I )  A D I A M O N D S  
I A  S O L I D  « ; O M >  1 ( | A O S

Clift! a iitc i*  Mu-Ill. Si*L* *. 111- ’ I . ii : S t .  th e n  p ay . 
4 'n t  ;il«>mi<* I‘T*<‘<*. I 'at-n t lliue Measure
in c lu d e d  f i v e  t « . . ‘-.-nt

T 1IK  IIA R O D  % t  O.
Dept. 32. 230 North Mate Sirn-t, Chicago.

PRIZEOFFER
We have just made arrangements whereby we are able to offer a valuable prize, 

to those who will eopv this ca r ’ oon. Take Y o u r  Pencil Now , and copy this sketch 
on a common piece of paper, and send it to us today; and. if in the estimation of 
our Art Directors, it is even 40 per cent, as good as the original, we will mail to 
your address.  F R E E  O F  C H A R G E  F O R  S IX  M O N T H S ,

T H E  H O M E  E D U C A T O R
This magazine is fully illustrated and contains special information pertaining to 

Illustrating. Cartooning, etc , and published for the benefit of those desirous of 
earning larger  salaries. It is a  Home Study magazine. There is positively no 
m oney considera tion  connected with this free offer. Copy this picture n ow  and
s e n d  u  today. Correspondence Institute oi America, Box 787 Scranton, Pa.
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'There s Delight in Every “ Turn

NDESTRUCTIBLE
..... .... RECORD
Fit all standard size cylinder machines

Are not damaged by ordinary use or abuse. a

Not affectedby changes of temperature or climate.
^  Always as good as new; they never become scratchy or unmusical; never wear ^  

out. That’s the real Indestructible feature. That the children can play with them or 
you can knock them off the table without danger of breaking them, is incidental.

OTHER EXCLUSIVE ADVANTAGES ARE:
1. M usical Improvement. The “ loud” selections are the loudest ever made, and 

without jar or screech; but others are beautifully soft; all are exquisitely modulated, 
adding immensely to your cnjbyment. Only the highest order of performance is worthy 
of reproduction in this permanent form.

2. Play Longest. A  very marked improvement obtained by omitting announcements 
and recording music on the full length of the record, since the metalled ends centre the 
records in the same spot every time, hot or cold.

3. No Scratching. The smoothest surface ever made.
4. hnproved Reproduction. You gain immediately in clearness and volume by 

using these records.
5. Safely Mailed. Being indestructible they can be mailed singly or in small lots to

your home. We guarantee their arrival in 
perfect condition. The only advantage not

TRADE MARK

i'

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention T h e  A r g o s y .
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No Hard Times for Skill
When dull nr hard times set in. it is only the ordinary worker 

that reallv suffers loss of position and Opportunity. Men and women 
trained in advertising have something more than a trade ; they have 
a profession that is not overcrowded. High-class positions multiply 
instead of diminish.

For years the Powell System of Advertising Instruction has been 
the one recognized standard, because it lias done far more for its graduates than all other methods com­
bined. Young men and women in every State, whose salaries and incomes have been doubled and quad­
rupled. are so numerous that a large percentage of my new students is now due to their recom mendation.

The Powell System is something more than a “ ready-made M plan of teaching, for I have always 
given that personal element so essential to each individual student's advancement.

Every real duty required of the ad writer or manager is a matter of practical, actual labor by 
the student. He or she is made skilful in arrangement, in style, in originality, in expression. 
And evervthing is solid meat. Purely technical matters are not mixed in the regular correspon­
dence lesson work, hut are amplified at great length in my magnificent book, Powell’s Practical 
Advertiser, supplemented by a valuable series of new Side Helps.

By this plan, the regular drill on ad writing and invention is a matter of concentration, and 
when entire I \ through the course the graduate is more expert than is possible from the makeshitt 
methods that, tile most famous specialist cmi'J possible give an assistant.

Post Graduate Course Free
After my students are qualified in this pjoclioal way. and have completed the Powell System. 

I give them a Post Graduate Course frrr so thev will be doubly competent. By this plan, the 
only one in existence. 1 further train them in a campaign for themselves >-r their employers, thus 
producing quick results—a free service worth sioo to any business house.

I shall be glad to mail inv elegant Prospectus and explanatory matter to all amb pious sub­
ordinates or business men. Address me

GEORGE H. POWELL, 735  Metropolitan Annex, NEW YORK
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T H E  T A I L  OF T H E  L U M B E R B E A S T .
By SEWARD W. HOPKINS,

A uthor of " A  Prisoner of Luxury,”  “ T he Hoodoo Ranch," “ A n Age of Madness,”  etc.

Afloat on a strange craft, which brought its passengers, willing and otherwise, into a
whirlpool of lively scenes.

( C O M P L E T E  I N T H I S  I S S U E . )

CHAPTER I.
A MYSTERIOUS VISIT.

EBB—are you awake?”
“ Yes. That you, Garry? 

What do you want? ”
“ Better come and take a look at the 

thing. Moon’s under a cloud and likely 
to stay there. We can get out to the 
Lumberbeast without being seen. The 
—place is ready.”

“ I ’ll be with you in a moment.”
Garry, the midnight interrupter of a 

good man’s sleep, quietly sat down on a 
log and puffed his pipe. Webb, awakened 
from his slumbers, quickly dressed.

The lantern, by the light of which he 
hurriedly slung on his clothes, revealed 
a young man, almost boyish, so smooth 
and fresh was his countenance, of me­
dium height, but apparently solidly built 
and strongly knit. He was a fair type 
of the young man who had had his share 
in the winning of the West, and his 
movements, though quick, were devoid of 
nervousness.

He had on, when dressed, a rough cap, 
a blue shirt, common trousers, and the 
legs of these were thrust into the tops 
of heavy boots.

He slipped a revolver into his pocket 
and joined Garry outside the hut.

“ Did I wake the Chinaman?” asked 
Garry.

“ Never mind if you did. I ’ll have 
to take Chin Lee into the game to stock 
up. We can trust him.”

“ Great guns, I should hope so. 
Don’t get us all pinched by trusting too 
many.”

“ Don’t worry. Nobody thinks Tom 
Collamore is guilty except those who find 
it convenient. Do you think I ’d risk 
state prison for this thing if I thought 
he was guilty? ”

“ Yes.”
“ You—what do you mean?”
“ I think you would risk prison, the 

gallows, or Hades itself for Kate Colla­
more, and you know you would. You’d 
be a fuzzy wuzzy if you wouldn’t. But 
never mind whether Collamore is guilty 
or not. The thing is, the palace in the 
wildwood is ready, and I -want you to 
take a look at it. Then my part’s done, 
and you can finish the job.”

“ Come on.”
The scene was on the shore of Wig- 

wood Bay, between that arm of the 
Columbia River and the town of Wig- 
wood, Oregon. It was not far from the 
log cabin to the shore, but the w*ay lay 
through a thick grove of firs.

“ Better not talk in here,” said Webb. 
“ Kane has been spying around a good 
deal since I hit him. He lied at the 
examination. You know that.”

“ I believe it, if I can’t prove it,” 
replied the man called Garry. ~r< But 
you sure did give him one. You almost 
knocked his head off, and then he banged 
up against a wall, and his eye is black, 
and. oh, in his heart he has a spot for 
you.” \
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“ He’d no. business to drag Kate’s 
name into the talk. If I hit him 
again—

“ Sh! ” said Garry, and the two made 
their way in silence to the shore.

To one who had known Dave Webb 
when he was at school in the East, and 
who had followed -his career since he 
had taken up lumbering, this midnight 
excursion might have been surprising had 
the full significance of it, and the causes 
that led thereto, been left untold. These 
will make themselves clear in their own 
way. We must follow Webb and his 
trusty Garry.

Within a little pocket of the shore a 
boat lay hidden, and into this Garry 

„ stepped, followed by Webb.
“ Where is Jones? ” asked Webb, look­

ing at a long, peculiar dark shape in 
the water.

“ Gone into quarters. I ’m on watch 
alone. J ones is as tight as a drum. N o 
squeal to Jones. We’re safe enough. I 
made sure of that before I came after 
you. Murphy is getting his men to­
gether, and half of them need some 
sobering up, and Watson is with Burke, 
making out the final pay-roll. To-mor­
row will see the last log placed on the 
raft.”

While Garry was speaking he was also 
rowing the boat toward one end of the 
long black object in the water.

“ She certainly is a monster,” remarked 
Webb, looking at the thing with some 
pride. “ Funny Burke & Bavliss never 
thought of this scheme before.”

“ Who the mischief would think of it 
but you?” answered Garry. “ The raft 
Jones took down to ’Frisco in 1902 was 
only seven hundred feet long, aiid that 
tore apart in a storm and was. three weeks 
making the trip. They lost about five 
thousand dollars’ worth of good lumber. 
But this thing of building a raft like a 
wasp takes the cake. I t’ll go, too. 
Don’t worry. It’ll go.”

As may be gathered from this conver­
sation, the long black object in the water 
was a^raft. But what a raft! As Garry 
had said, it was the creature of Webb’s 
own brain.

Burke & Bayliss, a big lumber firm in 
Oregon, had received so many orders for 
lumber since the great earthquake and 
fire in San Francisco that the imperfect

facilities of transportation had hampered 
them. They had thought of trying the 
old raft system, but the danger and 
almost certainty of loss in case of heavy 
storms had deterred them until Webb, 
who was one of their foremen, had ad­
vanced his own theories.

This was nothing more than the state­
ment of his belief that the trouble hereto­
fore with big lumber rafts had been their 
unwieldiness, and their lack of pliability. 
They resisted the rise and fall of the 
ocean swell, so he claimed, and their own 
rigidity had been their undoing.

His plan was to build a raft—as long 
as was desired, but instead of having it 
a monstrous thing seven hundred or more 
feet in length and sixty in width, to 
.build it in swells, or as Garry had said, 
like a wasp, with wide bodies coming 
together at-the ends in narrower connec­
tions, allowing sufficient pliability to give 
a little with the waves and relieve the 
strain.

And this was the thing that lay in the 
water in Wigwood Bay, and this was the 
thing that the lumbermen of northern 
Oregon had been for months engaged in 
building.

Murphy, the captain and owner of the 
sea-tug Growler, and the commodore of 
the towing fleet that was to haul the raft 
to ’Frisco, had christened it the “ Lum- 
berbeast.”

The raft was composed of five parts, 
each containing about two thousand 
logs, seventy feet wide at the belly of 
each section, and twenty-two feet wide 
at each “ waist.”

It was sixteen feet above water at the 
center of each “ whaleback,” and a line 
drawn from this center straight to the 
bottom would be forty-five feet long.

It was a beauty, as rafts go, and the 
admiration and wonder of the lumber 
world.

Three hundred and ten experts out of 
a possible four hundred had declared 
that the huge monster would never reach 
San Francisco “ alive.” But Burke & 
Bayliss had learned to trust Webb’s 
judgment, and as their own coincided 
with his in this instance they were willing 
to take the risk.

And they had to take it, because no 
marine insurance company would insure 
it against loss except by fire.
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And it was toward the last section of 
this gigantic wooden sea-serpent that 
Garry rowed the boat.

The logs were held together by great 
chain cables, and to one of these Garry 
fastened the boat’s painter. Then the 
two men, stepping carefully, began the 
climb up the slippery side of the Lumber- 
beast’s tail.

“ Go easy,” said Garry. “ Don’t fall 
in the stew and make a mess of it. Hang 
onto the chains.”

“ Shut up. Haven’t I been on board 
this craft every day since she was 
started,”

“ That’s so,” chuckled- Garry. K I ’d 
got it into my head you were Collamore.”

Up they went, till they were within 
five feet .of the top.

“ Here it is,” said Garry. “ Wait till 
I get a lantern. It’s inside.”

And as Webb knelt there, hanging to 
a cable, Garry disappeared.

CHAPTER II.
■THE PURPOSE OF IT.

I n  a moment there appeared before 
Webb the gleam of a lantern. It came 
from a hole in the rear of- the raft, and 
behind the light he could see the grin­
ning face of Garry.

“ Come,” he said. “ Try the Jonah 
business.”

Webb laughed as he crawled toward 
Garry. The aperture was about two feet 
square, almost regular in its shape, and 
led straight into the great pile of logs.

It was so arranged that it would 
scarcely be noticed by an observer who 
had not been told that the hole was there.

There was a tunnel of about ten feet, 
and then the walls began to rise and -di­
verge laterally, until the two men, stand­
ing on the floor as flat as well-laid logs 
could be made, had ample head-room.

“ What do you think of th is? ” de­
manded Garry, swinging his lantern. It 
lighted up the log sides, the vaulted 
roof, and showed a small door at the 
farther end.

• “ What’s that? ” asked Webb.
“Well,” said Garry, “ when you begin 

the job of transporting a gentlemai^ out 
of his own State into another, to give him 
a chance to^begin life over again some­

where in the world where he won’t be 
molested by people who insist on hanging 
him for a crime he didn’t commit, there 
is nothing like being thorough about it. 
You didn’t say anything about economy 
of space. You insisted that as the old 
Jones raft was three weeks making the 
blamed trip, this might be four, and so 
I went in for comfort. This here float­
ing palace has all the comforts of home. 
Bedroom, living-room, bath-room.”

“ What joke is this—a bath-room on a 
ra ft?”

“ ’Tis no joke. Have a look? Have 
a bath if you like.”

Garry led the way with the lantern to 
the door. An exclamation of pleasure 
came to the lips of Webb.

Here there was a square room, about 
ten -feet in diameter, and in the center of 
this a well down among the logs deep 
enough for the sea-water to have full 
sweep in and out again, owing to an 
ingenious method of leaving out a log 
or two here and there in the construction.

“ How did you come to think of this? ” 
asked Webb.

“ I didn’t think of it. It thought itself 
into being. Honest, I was arranging the 
logs and Jones was shoring them into 
position, and as w-e were cabling them, 
some of them slipped and the -well was 
the result. Jones said: ‘ Leave it there. 
Collamore won’t dare show himself dur­
ing the trip, and it will be convenient.’ ”

Webb nodded.
“ And this—on this side—another 

room?”
“ Yes,” said Garry coolly. “ Didn’t 

I tell you? I ’ve built the house. Now, 
it’s up to you to furnish it. I ’ve got to 
go to the hills to-morrow. Wish I could 
give you a hand, but if I play any ex­
cuses somebody may suspect—especially 
after Collamore is missed.”

“ You’ve done well, old fellow. 
When this old timber whale is sold and 
I get my share I ’ll make it right.” 
._ “ Take it easy. Invite me to the wed­
ding when you get back, and that’ll do. 
Kate Collamore is worth all this, even 
as the wife of a friend. By Jove, Dave! 
I don’t know of a girl who deserves you 
any more, and I don’t know a fellow who 
deserves her as well as you. I t’s a cinch 
on Kismet. But I hope everything will 
turn out w-ell. Are you sure of Byke?”
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“ Yes, I can trust Byke. The devil of 
it is I’ve got to wound, him, and I don’t 
like to do that.”

‘‘ Wound him ?”
“ Why, yes. You know how strict 

Sheriff Curtis is. If Byke lets anybody 
break jail and don’t show blood, either 
his own or the other fellow’s, there’ll 
be a devil of a row. And I can’t shoot. 
That’d bring Curtis and all the rest of 
the gang. Byke is the only one who be­
lieves Collamore innocent. Wouldn’t it 
be a shame, Garry, to let the law hang 
Tom Collamore when we know he never 
killed Billy Evans?”

“ Suref ’ said Garry, squinting at the 
well, “ especially when we’re all in love 
with his sister.”

“ Drop that. It’s so, though, and I 
don’t care how much you chaff. And I 
told Kate if she’d marry me when I came 
back from ’Frisco I ’d see that Tom got 
away—somehow.”

“ Sure, haven’t you told me that a 
hundred times, and haven’t I said it was 
worth it? Man, your hand. We may 
never meet again, with me up in the hills, 
and you on the Pacific with this thing. 
But you’ve my love to take with you and 
my heartiest wishes that everything comes 
out right. Amen and amen. Now, if 
you’ve seen enough, we’ll go. Look 
where I put the lantern, here at the right 
at the end of the tunnel. See? ”

“ I see,” said Webb, who was already 
half-way through the tunnel and did not 
stop to "look.

Once more in the boat, Garry cast off, 
and the long, black, strange looking 
Lumberbeast in the w'ater was left alone.

Again on shore, Webb wrung the hand 
of Garry, who had so ably assisted in this 
half mad undertaking, and then as Garry- 
started off alone in the boat, the builder 
of the Lumberbeast walked slowly toward 
his lonely hut.

Nmv and then some sound would reach 
his ears and he would touch his revolver. 
For it was no slight thing, this under­
taking, and Dave Webb, boyish though 
he looked, knew- the desperate chances 
he v’as taking.

But down in his heart he knew the 
man for whom he wras taking these 
chances was innocent of the crime of 
which he had been convicted on the 
charge made, by a man of power, and a

jury that stood by -power against the 
young fellow who had seemed, through 
circumstances, to be the perpetrator of 
both murder and robbery.

Here is the history of the matter told 
as briefly as possible, that the reader may 
know' why Dave Webb and the few' men 
he could trust were taking this’ great risk 
to help a prisoner escape and cheat the 
law of a victim.

Tom Collamore and his sister Kate 
lived in a small house left them by their 
father, who had been killed in a sawmill. 
Their mother, an invalid, lived with 
them,

Tom Collamore worked for Peter 
Davig, in the hardware business.

Davig passed for a wealthy man, but 
not a generous one. Fie was careful, how­
ever, to maintain a good standing in the 
community, and as he made few friends 
he was also fortunate in' having few 
enemies.

Like many others he filled a position 
in society not exactly important, but at 
least respectable.

Tom Collamore was simply the av­
erage young man. Strong, and full of 
animal spirits, he liked the sports to be 
enjoyed in a small lumber town, but 
never had the tongue of scandal attached 
his name to a single evil deed.

The time came when Davig and Colla­
more could no longer agree, and as Davig 
had other interests to attend to, he sug­
gested that Collamore buy out the hard­
ware business. This Collamore agreed 
to do if he could raise the money.

There w’ere some high words betw’een 
- Davig and Collamore over the price, but 

Collamore appeared at the appointed 
time, paid the money, and the papers 
were signed.

Then came the news that Billy Evans 
had been murdered and robbed.

Evans was the treasurer of a big firm 
that ran a mill on Wigwood Creek, and 
it was his habit every Saturday to go to 
Portland and draw from the bank enough 
money to pay the hands, and return on a 
certain train.

And the day the papers w’ere signed 
between Davig and Collamore the bodv 
of Evans had been found on the road 
from the station to the mill, and his 
satciiel. empty and open, a short distance 
away.
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The body of Evans 'had been discov­
ered by a young man named Kane, a 
nephew of Davig, and one of the wilder 
set of young men known as the Blue Hill 
gang. Between Kane and his crowd and 
Collamore, Webb, and their friends, 
there had long been ill feeling. Kane 
aspired to the hand of Kate Collamore, 
and Tom had stood by her in her attach­
ment for Webb.

Kane went at once to Sheriff Curtis, so 
he said, and reported that he had seen 
Evans alight from the train as usual, and 
had seen Collamore follow him into the 
road through the woods. He had heard 
a shot and a cry for help, and had run 
to where Evans lay dead. ■

Curtis investigated at once. Davig 
was questioned, and told about the deal 
with Collamore, and exhibited the money 
Tom had paid. It was afterward identi­
fied by the paying teller of the Portland 
bank as the same money he- had paid to 
Evans.

Collamore was at once arrested for the 
murder. At the trial he had testified 
that he had received the money he paid 
Davig from his invalid mother. This 
was corroborated by Mrs. Collamore, but 
as she was always looked upon as poor 
and dependent -upon Tom, her testimony 
did not weigh, and Tom was convicted.

Naturally, Webb and others who 
knew Tom well repudiated the finding 
of the jury, and felt that the young fel­
low had not had a fair chance. And 
they swore that Tom should not be 
hanged until they had had time to ferret 
out the truth and place the crime where 
it belonged.

It was,no easy thing to get a prisoner 
away from Wigwood jail, and Webb was 
too shrewd to make an attempt before 
success was certain. He knew one fail­
ure meant death to Collamore and inp 
prisonment for his friends.

Therefore, they had worked long and- 
stealthily, and with Webb in charge of 
building the big raft they found less 
difficulty in carrying out his plans than 
would otherwise have been the case.

Webb’s idea was simply to build'a hid­
den cabin in Whaleback number five, 
and when it was finished get Collamore 
out of jail, secrete him* in the raft, and 
take him to San Francisco. When they 
had reached port they would manage

some way of getting him out of the 
country.

The reader has seen that the first part 
of the plan had been successful. The 
next step was to help Collamore escape.

CHAPTER III.
GREAT PREPARATION'S.

T h e  great floating derrick that was 
anchored alongside of whaleback num­
ber three was sending out noise and 
smoke while it hoisted into place the last 
of the logs that were to complete the 
Lumberbeast.

Men were working furiously, and many 
eyes were watching, for the success of 
this great enterprise was vital to many. 
It was to save Burke & Bayliss from 
bankruptcy, put several thousand dollars 
into Webb’s pocket, enable him to marry 
Kate, and it was to carry Tom away from 
the danger that now hung over his head.

There was activity all around. The 
fleet of big sea-tugs under Captain 
Murphy was getting ready for its share 
in the work. Murphy’s men were busy 
coaling, carrying food supplies, aboard, 
and making general preparations for the 
greatest job any of these boats had ever 
undertaken.

Even in the cottage of Kate Collamore 
there was more than the usual bustle. 
Mrs. Collamore was too ill to be around, 
but she knew what Kate was doing.

From the back door of the Collamore 
home a straggling path wound its way 
to a gate in the 'garden fence, and this 
gate opened onto another path that led- 
to a road through the woods and thence 
to the shore of Wigwood Bay.

Inside the house, with this back door 
locked, Kate was busy.

Days and weeks she had spent getting 
ready for this great day, and a store of 
necessities had been collected in a way to 
avoid suspicion.

N e a r  the door a la rge  ru g  was rolled 
tightly. There was a chair, to go out 
with the rest. Then there were boxes 
and baskets containing all sorts of food 
and enough clothing for Tom’s new start 
in life.

As no cooking could be permitted on 
board the raft, there was an ample supply 
of canned food. There were crackers



390 THE ARGOSY.

and biscuits of various kinds. There 
were jars of fruits and jellies, tarts, and 
many other delicacies that would keep 
at least for a portion of the tedious 
trip.

Webb iiad undertaken the matter of 
fresh water, and two large barrels were 
ready to be filled at the last moment at 
a spring and taken aboard the raft under 
cover of the darkness.

That day was a feverish one in Wig- 
wood. especially among those interested 
in the building and departure of the 
Lumberbeast. -Everybody who kept a 
music hall or dance house was preparing 
for the evening.

Word had gone aboard that the last 
log would be in place that day, and the 
great cradles which held the raft would 
be loosened, and then everybody was 
going to have a good time. And Wig- 
wood knew what it meant when every­
body started in for a good time.

When evening did come, it chanced, 
fortunately, to be dark. At about half 
past nine,. when the music of the bands 
could be heard in the town, and the 
shouts of the merrymakers reached the 
ears of Webb, he left his log house, and, 
followed by Chin Lee, proceeded to Kate’s 
cottage.

He knocked in a peculiar manner on 
the back door and Kate opened it.

“ Oh, Dave! ” whispered the girl. 
Now that the supreme moment had come, 
she was afraid. “ Is everything safe?”

“ As safe as we can expect,” he an­
swered. “ The town is having its fun 
and won’t miss me. What’s here?”

She showed him what she had done 
and his jaw fell a little.

“ 'Well,” he said, “ we’ll get it there. 
It’s a good deal like fitting out a steam- 
yacht for a cruise. . But there’s plenty 
of room. Here, Chin.”

“ Can’t I carry some to the boat ? ” 
asked Kate.

“ No, it would not be safe. If I am 
seen I can explain that I am going to 
give Chin a free ride. If you were with 
me they would know where Tom* was 
afterward.”

“ All right. Dave. You know best.”
Her confidence in this boyish lumber­

man was supreme.
When they had gone with the first load 

site sat down to wait.

“ Are you there,"?- dear? ” called her 
mother. “ The house is so still.”

“ I am here,” said the girl. “ Don’t 
be afraid, mother. Dave wily be back 
soon for more of the stuff.” - -

Dave and the Chinaman returned and 
took the last load. Kate kissed her lover, 
and then-locked the door.

“ Now, God be with them,” she 
breathed.

Under the shelter of overhanging 
boughs there was a big fiatboat. This 
already held the first load, and the rest 
was packed in. Then the two water- 
casks were filled and added to the load, 
and the two strangely united conspirators 
stepped aboard.

Webb took the oars. Slowly the punt 
started toward whaleback number five, 
and Jones, who was on watch that night, 
heard it coming.

“ Come along here,” he said in a low 
tone. “ I ’ve a place for you.”

The boat was shoved close to the side 
and made fast to two cables.

The stuff was then unloaded and car­
ried, not without considerable difficulty, 
up to the opening of the tunnel. It was 
shoved through this and distributed in 
the cabin.

“ So far, so good,” said Jones. 
“ Hanged if you ain’t the manager. 
Now, if everything else' comes off right, 
hurray for us. When do you pull off 
the big performance ? ”

“ At one o’clock. I can’t wait, for 
Byke is relieved at two. And one o’clock 
ought to be safe enough. Everybody 
that drinks ought to be drunk, and every­
body who don’t drink ought to be in 
bed!”

“ Good. What’s the next move?”
“ Well,” said Webb, “ Kate and her 

mother want to see Tom before he comes 
aboard, and although it’s devilish risky 
I ’ll have to do it. I ’ll leave Chin here 
now. You’d better stay till I bring Tom, 
or until we start. I ’ll come and get you. 
I want to go back to town and prowl 
round a little to show myself after I get 
Tom out here.”

“ Good. You’ll do. If you lived in 
them ancient times you’d have rolled into 
old Troy in a lemon and had that wooden 
horse of the Greeks skinned to death.”

Webb grunted, stepped into the boat, 
and shoved off.
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He rowed back~as rapidly as possible, 
fastened the boat where it belonged, and 
then strolled slowly away.

CHAPTER IV.
A NARROW ESCAPE.

I n one matter, at least, Webb had not 
been a good prophet. At one o’clock 
those who drank in Wigwood were not 
all drunk, nor were all those who were 
known as “ temperance ” in bed.

Every place of entertainment, good or 
bad, in Wigwood, was still in full blast 
when Webb approached the wooden jail 
by a cut through the woods, where he 
was less likely to meet with acquaint­
ances than on the highway.

The jail w7as a low, heavily built affair, 
strong enough for the purposes it might 
be called upon to serve.

As Webb approached he saw that it 
was dark, save- for one light that shone 
through a window. He chuckled a little 
when he saw this light. He had ex­
pected to see it in that very window7. It 
was a prearranged signal, and meant that 
all was well.

Webb felt of tw7o or three little 
packages in his pockets, and after making 
a hurried trip completely around the 
stockade that enclosed the jail on three 
sides, thus making sure there w7ere no 
lurking spies, he crept through the 
shadow’s of the near-by trees to the door.

He waited there. He did not knock. 
He gave no signal. Webb did not man­
age these things clumsily.

But just at the moment of one o’clock 
the heavy door opened cautiously and 
noiselessly, and a good-looking face was 
thrust out toward Webb.

“ How7 are things in the town? ” asked 
a whispering voice.

“ Lively enough, Byke,” wras Webb’s 
answ’er. “ I wish they’d quit sooner, but 
we had set the time and I must take the 
chances. Are you ready?”

“ Yes. Come in.”
“ We can’t waste time,” said Webb as 

he entered. “ The town’s alive, and 
Curtis liable to come. I ’ve brought 
chloroform for a bluff. The smell lasts 
a long w’hile. We’ve got everything 
fixed. Jones is waiting on the raft. 
Hold out your arm.”

It certainly wras a strange scene. Byke. 
extended his arm.

“ There,” said Webb. “ That hurt 
much ? ”

“ Not so very much,” said Byke, 
wincing at the blow7 Webb had given 
him. Here:—take the keys and hurry
up. This is no picnic.”

Webb spilled some chloroform around 
and then opened a cell door.

“ Come, Tom,” he whispered.
The young fellow who stepped out was 

far from a murderer in appearance. He 
was more slightly built than Webb, and 
his face more regular and handsome.

No evil shone from his eyes.' He was 
pale, but it was not the pallor of fright.

He saw Byke with a red-stained sfceve, 
and rushed up to him.

“ Get away,” . said Byke. “ Don’t 
waste time.”

Webb seized the liberated man and 
dragged him to the door.

“ You can thank him aftenvard,” he 
said. “ Come this way. I think it is 
safe. The fools are celebrating yet. 
Your mother and Kate want to see you.”

They ran through the darkest places, 
and began again to skirt the town. Sud­
denly the music of the bands stopped and 
a great shouting arose. The mad rush 
ceased and the tw7o stood still.

“ My Heaven! What shall wre do 
now7 ? ” asked Collamore.
■ Up from the town there came a swell­

ing roar.
“ To the jail! Hang Tom- Collamore! 

Kill the man who robbed Billy Evans.”
Webb set his teeth.
“ This wray, Tom,” he said. “ That’s 

Kane and the Blue Hill gang. You 
can’t go home to-night. They’ll have to 
stand it without seeing you. Keep close 
and follow me. Step high—there are 
stones in the w7ay.”

With his arms tight to his side, Webb 
turned, and Tom followed, till breath­
less they stood on the shore of the bay.

“ In with you. Here’s the boat,” said 
Webb, as he began to unfasten the rope 
and pull the craft from cover.

“ Thank God, here they are,” breathed 
Jones to himself a moment later as he 
saw7 the dark form of the boat start aw7ay 
from shore.

He crept to the lowest logs to give 
Webb a hand.
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In a moment after the boat touched, 
Tom was on the whaleback.

“ You take him to the cubby,” said 
Webb. “ I ’ll have to hurry back and scat­
ter myself in town a bit. I ’ve got to know 
what’s been done. I’ll try to see Kate and 
explain.”

“ All right,” replied Jones. “ I ’ll 
take care of Tom.”

Again the punt scudded back to its 
place, and Webb, after making it secure, 
hurried to his shanty.

He quickly took some envelopes and 
wrote some addresses. Into each envel­
ope he thrust enough folded paper to 
make a good-sized letter. Sealing the 
envelopes, he put stamps on them, and 
then =inked his fingers.

He had the look of a careless man who 
had written much. Then with his letters 
he started for the town.

It was Murphy he saw first.
“ Where’d you come from?” almost 

roared the captain of the Growler.
“ From my shanty,” said Webb inno­

cently. “ Why?”
“ Well, this blamed town’s turned 

crazy.” said Murphy. “ Everything was 
going well when a scrap started about 
Collamore, and the Blue Hill gang set up 
the cry to lynch him. They are up there 
now.”

“ Let’s go up and see what’s doing.”
The two started. They found a silent, 

wondering throng about the jail, with 
Curtis in the doorway, 
e “ Here’s Webb, now,” said the sheriff. 
“ Conte in here, Webb, and you, Mur­
phy.”

They, went into the office of the jail, 
followed by the crowd. Byke was lying 
on a lounge, his shirt-sleeve ripped and 
a physician dressing his wound.

“ Gentlemen,” said ^Curtis slowly, 
“ Tom Collamore is gone?’

“ Gone? Escaped? ” gasped Kane, who 
was in the crowd.

“ Gone as clean as a whistle, and Byke 
laj' moaning on the floor, the place full 
of chloroform and that cut in his arm. 
Byke says ten masked men attacked the 
jail. I want to know who hasn’t been 
seen to-night. How about you, Webb?”

“ Here is where I ’ve been,” said Webb, 
taking the letters from his pocket and 
throwing them down. “ They are letters 
to my people I wrote because I am not sure

of the safe arrival of the flotilla at San 
Francisco. You mav read them if you 
like.”

“ No," said Curtis. “ A letter to your 
mother wouldn’t -give any information 
about breaking into jail and stabbing a 
deputy sheriff. And you surely wrote 
them. You look as if you’d taken a bath 
in the ink-pot.

“ I’ll find Tom Collamore and I ’ll find 
the men who took him. And I’ll have no 
more talk of lynching. Understand, 
Kane?”

Kane mumbled something under his 
breath.

“ Where’s Garry? Where’s Jones?” 
asked Curtis, turning to Webb.

“ Garry finished his work on the raft 
yesterday and went up in the hills for 
Burke & Bavliss. , Jones is on the raft, 
where I ordered him to stay till daylight. 
Want him?”

“ No. But there’s something blamed 
queer in this. I’ll be glad when this raft 
gang gets out of town.”

“ Dorkins,” said Murphy to the mate 
of the Growler. “ gather in every man that 
belongs on the Growler. You, Captain 
Betts, and you. Pettison. get your men. 
The raft begins to move at daybreak, and 
I don’t want a man missing. If any man 
sees Tom Collamore, report to me. I ’ll 
send word to the sheriff. There will be 
no more shore-leave till we reach San 
Francisco,”

“ All right, sir,” said Dorkins.
The mob began to melt away from 

around the jail, and those who were going 
to San Francisco betook themselves to­
ward the sea-tugs at the wharves.

C H A P T E R  V.

SAFE OX THE PACIFIC.

W ebb had little to say during the short 
time that intervened between this inter­
view at the jail and daybreak.

But he was doing a prodigious amount 
of thinking, studying, and planning.

And he knew' that in order to insure 
safety for Tom Collamore, and success.in 
the undertaking he had thus far carried 
through perfectly, some sacrifices must 
be made.

He heard Curtis say that he did not 
believe Collamore would leave Wigwood
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without seeing his mother and sister. 
He knew Curtis would make an investi­
gation at their cottage, and had also 
heard him give orders to another deputy 
sheriff to watch the house to make sure 
Collamore, if he was there, could not 
escape, and to arrest him if he appeared.

So far as Collamore was concerned, 
Webb knew he would not be found at the 
house.

But there w^re other things to be con­
sidered. Fie believed it , wiser on his own 
part not to attempt to see Kate before 
the ■ sailing of the Lumberbeast, for he 
knew how she loved Tom, and it would 
be impossible to see her without answer­
ing questions, and even the walls, in this 
case, might have the fabled ears.

He feared the emotional nature of 
Mrs. Collamore, and knew that one word, 
at random spoken, would destroy the en­
tire fabric of mystery he had built up.

It was a wrench to leave Wigwood 
without seeing Kate, but he knew she 
was a sensible girl and would understand. 
And he could telegraph from San Fran­
cisco when he arrived, and when the great 
raft had been taken apart by the same 
men who had built it he would return with 
money and marry Kate, and everything 
would go smoothly on, while he worked 
to prove Tom innocent and some one else 
to be the murderer of Billy Evans.

So, instead of risking defeat and detec­
tion by visiting the cottage, he kept away, 
and also kept away from Curtis and his 
men.

He had heard the sheriff say he would 
telegraph to all near-by towns and send 
out an alarm. This suited Webb to per­
fection. While Curtis- was waiting for 
his answers the raft would be gliding 
down the broad mouth of the Columbia to 
safety.

So he busied himself in getting his 
men ready for the trip.

It had been decided by Burke & Bay- 
liss that the same men who had so skil­
fully built the big raft should take it 
apart. The number of these made it 
necessary for them to divide into three 
parties, Webb and a third of his gang 
going on the Growler, and the other two 
parties on the two other sea-tugs in Mur­
phy’s fleet.

Daylight saw an unwonted activity on 
Wigwood Bay. The long row of whale-

backs, as each section of the raft was 
called, lay like some fabulous monster 
of the deep waiting for the puffing tugs 
to give it motion.

The only sign of life on the long levi­
athan was Jones, who placidly sat on 
the top of whaleback number five and 
smoked his pipe, waiting for Webb to 
come and take him off. But Webb did 
not go.

Webb had no more orders to give, no 
more responsibility, until the great raft 
was anchored in San Francisco Bay and 
the work of dismantling began. He was 
a passenger, and therefore voiceless. 
Murphy was in command.

Curtis, having accomplished everything 
else he could think of as well as he was 
able, looked long and suspiciously at the 
steaming craft in the bay. A sudden in­
spiration had seized him.

Pressing a small tug into service, he, 
with two deputies, went scudding hither 
and thither, first visiting one vessel and, 
after a thorough exploration, scudding to 
another, till he was assured that the 
escaped prisoner was not on board of any 
craft that was going to leave the bay.

And then his tug went down the side 
of the long five-bellied raft, while he 
stood in the bow and scanned the hills 
of well-cabled logs for some sign of the 
missing man. He might be clinging to 
the chains, flattening himself against 
the logs, or trying to squeeze into some 
crevice till the raft had been pulled out 
past Fort Stevens.

Down to the tail of the Lumberbeast 
he went, and Jones still, sat placidly 
smoking his pipe, gazing with a peculiar 
eye at the little tug and the burly form 
of the sheriff, and wondering if that offi­
cer would pay him a visit.

The tug did steam in close to the very 
tail of the Lumberbeast, and the sheriff 
called.

“ Have you seen anybody? A pris­
oner is missing.” So called the sheriff.

“ I’m a prisoner myself,” said Jones. 
“ Why don’t they come and take me off?, 
I haven’t seen nobody.” Which, to 
speak grammatically, was true.

Jones was sitting squarely in front of 
the opening to the cache when the sheriff 
called, and the quick eye of Curtis di$ 
not see the spot where there might have 
been logs but were not.
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And then up again on the other long 
side the tug bearing the sheriff made a 
trip, but here, as before, all he saw was 
logs, logs, logs. Thousands of logs, 
chained fast and close together, and no 
place for a man to hide.

And Murphy was about ready to start. 
“ Get your men all aboard,” he said to 

Webb. “ I’ll send a boat from the Harry 
B. to take off Jones.”

There was no help for it. Webb 
dared not offer a suggestion, much as 
he would have liked,to see Jones and ask 
how Collamore was then.

Jones, seeing the boat from the Harry 
B., looked surprised and said things under 
his breath. Then he stuck his head in the 
outer end of the funnel and shouted:

“ Don’t one of you show a head for 
your life and mine. Remember Dave. 
They are coming for me from the Harry 
B., and I can’t tell Dave anything. It’s 
tough, but I can’t help it. I t’s safe 
enough if you don’t show yourselves. The 
boat—I scuttled that. I t’s gone to the 
bottom. I’m off. Remember, don’t show 
yourselves at all till we get to San Fran­
cisco. I ’ll manage then—with Dave.” 

Some of which might seem a little ob­
scure to those who have been following 
Dave Webb all night long, and through 
the morning hours, but was perfectly clear 
to Jones and those to whom he had shout­
ed in the cache.

“ Come on,” said the man in the boat 
from the Harry B. “ We’re off.”

Jones got into the boat.
Murphy had done big things before, 

and he felt himself equal to the big thing 
he had to do now.

“ You see,” he told Webb, as they stood 
together on the Growler, “ the formation 
of this beast is such as to make the tug- 
work different than it was with the one 
that lost some logs. With that one we 
had to hitch on all forward, for no tug 
could stand the banging of a big raft.

“ This one is built to swing and give 
like a snake. So the Growler, the strongs 
est tug of all, will go ahead, with a thou-; 
sand feet of cable fastened to the nose of 
whaleback number one.

“ The Smidge will take the port side of 
whaleback number two, and the Harry B. 
«will hook onto the starboard side of 
number three. This will leave four and 
five free to wiggle, as the tail of all sea-

serpents must wiggle to keep the balance 
even. I t’ll be a slow wiggle, but God 
help the thing that gets in the way. If 
old number five begins to swing in the 
wash, it’ll knock any ocean steamer out 
of commission the first crack.”

11 Your arrangements are excellent,” 
said Webb. “ I believe we shall get 
through all right.”

“ Get through? Wlm of course we’ll 
get through all right. \W ’ll haul this old 
monster into San Francisco Bay, and— 
what the devil now ? ”

The Harry B. had taken her station 
alongside whaleback number three and 
had signaled that all was ready. Mur­
phy, even while talking, had rung the 
bell to go ahead slowly, and immediately 
from every steam vessel on Wigwood Bay 
there came the wildest screeching and 
.tooting that placid body of water had 
ever heard.

The steam-yacht of Mr. Burke, which 
was provided with a cannon and was go­
ing to accompany the raft as far as the 
Pacific, boomed her salute. From the 
town there came the sound of factory 
whistles, bells ringing, and the mob on 
shore, in the ecstasy of their enthusiasm, 
fired guns and pistols in 'the air.

And then began that voyage of the 
Lumberbeast that was destined to make 
history in the lumber trade and shipping 
world.

It was slow-going at first, for Wig- 
wood Bay was not the safest navigation 
for such a monster, but Murphy knew his 
business, and the leviathan glided slowly 
on, gradually gathering headway, till at 
la&t it glided out on the broader bosom of 
the lower Columbia.

And here, taking a turn toward the . 
Pacific, Murphy signaled for full speed 
from all the tugs, and the Lumberbeast 
began to shove her nose still harder into 
the water.

A fleet of small vessels accompanied 
her, making hideous noises in their boister­
o u s ly .

The trip down the river was uneventful 
so far as this story goes, .though every 
foot of the way was a grand marine march 
of triumph, and Burke, on the deck of his 
steam-vacht. thanked his stars for such a 
man as Webb.

It was daylight the next morning when 
they sighted the Pacific, so carefully had



THE TAIL OF THE LUMBERBEAST. 395

they felt their way. They had been sa­
luted at Brookfield on the Washington 
side, and Astoria on the Oregon side, and 
then from Chinook in Washington had 
come the tooting of whistles, and at last, 
as they crawled out past Port Adams, the 
guns of 'Fort Stevens bellowed and 
boomed their good wishes for a successful 
voyage.

And Webb, after a good night’s sleep 
and a hearty breakfast, stood smoking a 
cigar and looking at the long, long line 
of logs he had chained together, .and 
wondered what was going on in that secret 
cache in the tail of the monster his genius 
had called into being.

But they were on the Pacific. That 
was the main thing. Tom Collamore was 
safe from prying sheriffs and inquisitive 
deputies till they reached San Francisco, 
and then there would be another chance 
to show his nerve and genius.

But Collamore needed no watching 
now. He was safe. And Webb’s mind 
turned to the beautiful girl he had left 
in Wigwood— left without a word of 
farewell, without a message that her 
brother was safe.

But it was better so. And Webb knew 
that he had nothing to regret.

CHAPTER VI.
W H A T HAPPEN ED TO WEBB.

It was fun for Webb to stand on the 
stern of the Growler and with a glass 
watch the billows of the Pacific roll up 
on whaleback number one and break and 
then roll off on either side. This was, in 
fact, about the only amusement he had.

Others of his construction-gang played 
cards either on deck or in the cabin, and, 
not being under the same restraint as 
when they were in active service, smoked; 
drank, and enjoyed the good things 
Burke & Bayliss had provided as part 
of the inducement for them to make the 
trip.

But Webb was inuio mood for any such 
entertainment. That dead-looking long 
monster that came crawling along a 
thousand feet behind the Growler was 
more than a mere raft of logs to him. 
It was his fortune.

He had never been able to accumulate 
money. He had earned fair wages, but

he was, not the penurious kind, and en­
joyed such things as his pocket could 
afford. And he wanted to marry Kate 
Collamore.

But in that dark long line of logs lay 
possibilities for him that kept him alert, 
watching for any danger that might 
threaten his cherished infant. For so he 
regarded the Lumberbeast, and so it was.

Five thousand dollars over and above 
his wages were his when those logs had 
been taken apart and sold according to 
the contracts he had saved from cancella­
tion for Burke & Bayliss.

It was no wonder, then, that he watched 
the slow-moving mass anxiously as the 
Growler, leaving the mouth of the Co­
lumbia and the booming guns of Fort 
Stevens, went straight out ‘ into the 
Pacific, turning neither to the north nor 
south till the tail of the great •• wooden 
vertebrate was far beyond the shoal-lines 
of. the coast and Point Adams loomed up 
a misty hill in the distance.

Then the Growler slowly swung to the 
southward. Murphy taking the gentlest 
care of the Lumberbeast, not to jostle it 
nor awaken it from its lethargic sleep, for 
he, too, was pecuniarily interested- in its 
safe arrival at the Golden Gate, and he, 
as well as Webb, dreamed, dreams of 
what his share would bring to him in the 
way of advancement.

And the grim old sea-tug captain 
smiled as the dull nose of the big raft 
bowed to him.

“ One thing, Webb.” he said; “ you 
brought that infant up properly. It obeys 
well. You deserve credit for that, and 
you so young.”

Webb grinned appreciatively.
“ But it’s calm now,” he said. “ If the 

weather remains like this- we’ll have no 
trouble. You see, my little one has never 
been to sea before, and I don’t know how 
she’ll act in time of trouble.”

“ Oh, she looks pretty gentle,” remarked 
Murphy. “ Sort of phlegmatic tempera­
ment, don’t you think?”

“ Yes.” replied Webb. “ I never no­
ticed any signs of a hysterical nature.” 

Murphy' swept the horizon with his 
weather-wise eye, grinned again, and went 
about his business. Webb once more put 
his glass to his eye and studied the raft.

“ I wonder,” he said to himself, “ how 
Tom is getting along. Anyway, he’s
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more comfortable there than in jail, and 
he escaped being lynched. That meets all 
arguments. I am really upholding the 
law.”

This was such pleasant reasoning that 
he laughed a little.

“ And, after all,” he went on, “ Chin 
Lee isn’t bad company. He’ll play fantan 
or something with Tom to kill time,”

They were far out on the Pacific when 
they passed Tillamook Plead, and still 
farther out when they left Cape Lookout 
behind. In fact, they could scarcely see 
the cape.

And the tugs puffed and shrieked back 
and forth to each other as they steadily 
but slowly pulled the fortune in logs to­
ward its destination.

Webb went to bed one night when they 
were off Capt Blanco with less easiness 
in his mind than he had felt since the work 
of constructing the raft had begun. It 
looked, according to his own observations 
and Murphy’s assertion, like a nasty night. 
But Webb was sleepy, and Murphy had 
insisted on his turning in.

“ Can’t tell,” said the commodore of the 
fleet, “ what this change of wind may kick 
up. I ’ve seen storms come up suddenly 
off here. We’ll have a blow. That’s sure. 
And sure rain. How bad a sea it’ll be I 
can’t tell’now. If it gets bad and I need 
your men, I ’ll call you. ^But they’ll only 
be in the way now.”

So Webb ordered his force to bed and 
went himself.

But he did not stay there long.
Inside of two hours the wind had in­

creased to a hurricane. The rain was 
pelting down on a roughening ocean, and 
the great choppy waves slammed over the 
deck and up against the pilot-house in a 
way that was most unpleasant.

Webb could not sleep. He could not 
even remain in bed. Risking Murphy’s 
anger, he got up, dressed himself, and 
went on deck.

He did not see Murphy. Murphy was 
at the wheel, and Webb had sense enough 
to keep away from there.

The great tug was plunging and groan­
ing in the stress, but Webb made his way 
to the stern.
“ It was almost totally dark. He tried 

to make out the long black line of the 
whalebacks, but the weather -was so thick 
he could see nothing.

“ I hope Tom won't be frightened,” he 
muttered to himself. “ He's safe enough 
if he only stays under cover. But what 
else would he do in this storm?”

Webb felt of the two powerful cables 
that reached from the tug to the raft. 
He could feel the strain on them, and 
knew they were holding fast.

They were new, and had been con­
structed for this very task. He knew there 
was little danger of either of them giving 
way.

Ifr the other two tugs could hold their 
own, and the raft came through this or­
deal without injury, he knew the trick 
was won, and that nothing could stop the 
raft from entering San Francisco Harbor 
safe and sound.

Suddenly he saw the outlines of Mur­
phy’s form as he came aft, slopping 
through the foaming seas that broke over 
the starboard rail, and Murphy himself 
was examining the steel hawsers.

“ I guess they’ll hold,” said Webb.
“ Hello! You here? Couldn’t sleep, 

eh ? I don’t wonder. But this is a hum­
mer of a storm, eh? Never saw a worse 
one off the Oregon coast. Well, the 
cables are all right. They’ll hold. Now, 
if the old behemoth only holds herself to­
gether. That backbone business may be 
all right. It may let her yield a little 
where too stiff a resistance would smash 
her.”

“ Sure,” said Webb. “ That 'was my 
theory. It was to meet just such an 
emergency as this that I built her that 
way.”

“ Wise guy, you. But I must get back. 
I’ve got all hands busy. Suppose you stay 
here and watch the cables. First symptom 
you find of any strands giving way, let 
me know. I can’t lay to, for the cables 
would get tangled up.”

“ I’ll stay,” said Webb.
He settled himself for a long lone watch 

over the straining cables, and thought no 
more of Murphy.

He frequently tried to get a glimpse 
of the raft or one of the tugs, but even 
the lights on the Harry B. were hidden 
by the storm.

Now and then the Growler would let 
out a weird shriek, asking the others if 
all was well, and an answering shriek 
assured him that it was.

Webb had been there perhaps half' an
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hour, perhaps more* soaked to the skin, 
when he started suddenly. He fancied lie 
had heard a snapping sound not far from 
the stern rail.

He quickly reached out and grasped 
one oLthe cables as far along its slippery 
length as he -could go. It gave back a 
solid touch. He felt that this one was 
safe.

He went to .the other, and ran his hand 
along that. His heart beat more rapidly 
as he felt one or two loose strands of 
steel thread.

“ By Heaven, she's broken ! ” he mut­
tered.

Then, grasping the rail with his left 
hand, and getting onto it, he reached 
farther out. His position was perilous, 
but the need of knowing the truth was 
great.

He felt relieved when there were no 
more loosened strands, and began to re­
cover his position, but his joy perhaps had 
made him careless. However that may be, 
his hold on the rail was precarious. And 
then a tremendous sea came crashing over 
the side.

Not a heavy sea alone, but something 
it had picked up in its angry ravings—a 
barrel, a log, a hatch-cover, Webb never 
knew.

But whatever it was, it slammed against 
him, broke his hold, and with a shout 
that no- one on board could hear above 
the din of the tempest, he went down 
into the foam-lashed water, and the 
cables had lost their watchman.

CHAPTER VIE 
A FIG HT FOR LIFE.

W e b b  had received a good many hard 
knocks in his day, and the blow’ that 
loosened his hold on the stern rail did 
not stun him. In fact, it had not hit 
his head.

It had not apparently done him any 
more injury than to plunge him help­
lessly into the boiling sea, and that was 
injury enough.

He went down like a stone, and it was 
■well he did, for he thus escaped the 
terrible sucking action of the immense 
propeller of the tug that would have 
carved him into sharks’ food in no time.

He did seem for an instant to lose

consciousness, but it was only for an 
instant. Which way he went while sub­
merged, or what good his writhing and 
fighting did, he was not sure, but he did 
come to the surface.

He could see the tug. her lights dancing 
a diabolic jig on the waves, and he 
shouted at the top of his voice. But the 
raging wind carried his voice another 
way, and Murphy, at the w’heel, steered 
the Growler as best he could, ignorant 
that his friend Webb was calling to him 
to save his life.

Any attempt to swim with the mourn 
tains of water tossing him like a cork 
to suit their demoniac fancy was useless. 
An effort or two showed him the futility 
of it all and the necessity of reserving 
what strength he had left.

He was tossed high on the pinnacle 
of a thirtv-foot wave, .and then plunged 
like a stone far beneath the surface till 
he thought he would never breathe again.

He made no effort except to maintain 
his presence of mind and control his 
almost overwhelming desire to. gasp for 
breath, when a single instant of for­
getfulness meant certain death.

If there was any hope of rescue in his 
mind he did not know it.

Before him there rose a picture of a 
beautiful girl weeping in a cottage with 
her invalid mother, but that was all. The 
tension was so great he could think of 
nothing except to hold his breath when 
beneath the waves and store his lungs 
with fresh air when he had a chance.

Just why he fought so for life he could 
not have told himself. But he was young 
and strong, and there was that much 
animal in him that it prevented him 
giving up the struggle as many would 
have done, and as many have done, under 
the same circumstances.

He felt the littleness .of himself, a 
helpless atom in the grasp of the greatest 
of nature’s giants, but clung instinctively 
to life.

Sometimes his hand would touch some 
bit of floating debris, but before he could 
grasp it, if there was anything to grasp, 
another wave had dashed it away, and 
his fist clenched the sea-water that 
howled its riotous glee in his very face.

The Growler, with nobody on board 
who knew of this disaster, was plowing 
and plunging her way along, and the great
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raft was laboring on after her, the cables 
still holding, and shrieks from the other 
two tugs showed that they, too, were 
making a gallant and thus far successful 
fight against the elements.

And so Webb, in his helplessness, was 
tossed and retossed, submerged and flung 
on high, for a longer period than he 
could ever calculate, but not nearly as 
long in reality as it seemed to his tortured 
mind.

The Harry B. had passed him, and 'he 
had roared away at the top of his utmost 
lung power, but the men on: board the 
Harry B., like those on the Growler, were 
deafened by the storm to every other 
sound.

Even the sluggish tail of the Lumber- 
beast seemed but a plaything in the ter­
rific grasp of the waves, and Webb 
thought he saw whaleback number five 
high in the air, a black, ugly outline, big 
enough to crush anything that came in 
its way, and heavy enough to resist any­
thing but this mighty force of the Pacific 
when it forgets its name and becomes 

.something else.
But he was near the tail of the raft, 

and now, roused to action by a suddenly 
inspired hope, he tried to swim. Swim 
he could not, but he found that every 
wave took him nearer the tail of the Lum- 
berbeast.

He now gathered all his energies. He 
knew that one of these monstrous waves 
was going to pick him up like a toy and 
smash him against the side of the raft, 
and unless he could help himself resist 
the impact, he would roll a senseless or 
lifeless thing back into the sea, and the 
struggle for existence would be over.

The great black mound before him 
took shape in the darkness. He guessed 
the distance to be about fifty feet. Every 
wave was leaving him about ten feet 
nearer, but every wave was taking a frac­
tion of the little strength he had left.

It was a question whether he would 
have enough to hold on with even if he 
was not crashed into insensibility when 
he struck.

Now he guessed the distance to 
be about thirty feet, and three more 
waves would take him to the- raft. But 
it was slowly moving past him.

Two more great waves went by, and 
he seemed almost able to reach the side

of the raft. He took a long breath and 
gathered his energies for the strike.

The next wave caught him, lifted him 
high above the sullen black thing that 
wouldn’t be lifted more than twenty feet, 
and dropped him with a roar of rage 
three feet short.

But he reached and kicked. The next 
wave would smash him against the side.

After what seemed an endless time, 
though it was but the interim between 
two waves, his fingers closed with a vise.- 
like grip on one of the chain cables that 
held the raft together. He set his teeth 
hard and reached for the next one.

They were about five feet apart, and 
with two in his grasp, his arm stretched 
across the intervening space, he waited 
but the fraction of a second for the 
wave.

It came. It struggled with him as 
some terrible devouring monster might 
struggle, angry at his feeble attempt to 
thwart it in its riot of rage. It pulled 
him almost apart in its frantic effort to 
break his hold on the chains, but his 
hands had taken an involuntary grip that 
would last even if death itself was the end 
of the struggle.

The wave rose and roared above his 
head, slammed its angry crest against 
the logs, carried the raft and Webb up, 
up, as far as the sodden bulk would go, 
and then slammed them down again, with 
Webb the victor.

He had just enough strength leftyto 
pull himself, inch by inch, up the sid,r of 
the whaleback, reaching up with one 
hand for a fresh grip on one chain, and 
then lifting himself an. inch or so up 
on the other.

By the time another wave landed 
against him he had his toes wedged into 
a crevice between two logs, and lay flat 
on his stomach and let the mountain 
of water roll up over him and rend itself 
ill useless railings at his victory.

And then up again, a little farther, and 
flattening himself for another wave. So 
Webb crawled up the side of the big thing 
he had built, until he was on its back.

Then he let himself down on the lee­
ward side ?nd laughed a half mad laugh 
as the next wave broke against the bare 
side he had left and only drenched him 
again after its strength was spent.

Now he began working his way, chain
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.after chain, towardjhe opening of the 
tunnel.

He did not shout. He did not want 
Collamore to lose his life trying to help 
him, and Chin Lee was useless.

He knew he had a glorious chance to 
live now, and his blood warmed, and his 
heart beat stronger as he felt the new 
lease of life.

No words of mine can do justice to 
Webb’s emotions as at last he reached the 
entrance to the cache, and peering in, 
saw the cheerful light of the lantern.

It might be wet in there. The dirty 
drip through the logs might have soaked 
everything that could be soaked, but it 
was safe. It was safer even than the 
cabin of the Growler, for nothing could 
sink it.

If the chains only held together, 
and he knew they would, not even tire 
strength of the Pacific in a rage could 
drag them from that snug little room or 
menace their lives.

With a gloating heart he crawled into 
the tunnel and crept toward the cache.

It seemed a long crawl, for Webb was 
weaker than he thought, and now that 
safety was assured, the reaction after his 
tremendous effort was setting in.

He reached the inner end. He thrust 
his head through the opening.

The place was almost dry. The rug 
on the floor 'was scarcely soiled.

Chin Lee sat cowering in a corner, 
mumbling something that probably re­
lated to China and his waiting wife. Tom 
Collamore sat in the easy-chair, and— 
Webb’s eyes started from their sockets— 
lie had not thought of delirium, but now 
it had come—kneeling at his side, with 
her hands clasped, and her head raissd 
in an attitude of prayer, was—Kate CoL 
lamore.

With a cry that brought everybody - 
to a stand, Webb tumbled to the floor.

“ Give me some brandy,” he said thick­
ly, and then he knew no more.

CHAPTER VIII.
SOMETHING THAT WAS UNEXPECTED.

W h e n  Webb recovered consciousness 
he was lying stretched on a bed made by 
folding the rug, his head resting in Kate 
Collamore’s lap. The girl was sitting on

the log floor of the cache; Tom kneeling 
alongside, watching the effects of the 
stimulant he had administered.

Chin Lee stood staring in something 
very Like terror at his master, who had 
come to them in such a mysterious way 
from out of the terrible storm.

“ Thank God, he is awake and con­
scious,” exclaimed Tom. “ How do you 
feel, old man? ”

“ Pretty fair.” said Webb. “ A little 
light in the head. No wonder. I thought 
I was going off it when I saw Kate. ’ Is 
it really you. Kate? How did this hap­
pen?”

“ I think your own sudden appearance 
here needs an explanation as well as my 
presence,” answered Kate, passing her 
hand caressingly over Webb’s hair.

“ My explanation is simple enough, 
when you know it,” he said. “ All there 
is to it is this. I was set by Murphy to 
watching the cables to report a break, 
and something came at me out of the sea 
and whacked me overboard. I was 
slammed, fired, juggled, and nearly 
drowned, till I struck this thing, and held 
on. Here I am, as you see. It doesn’t 
sound quite as exciting as it really was, 
but I wouldn’t want to go through it 
again.”

“1 should think not,” exclaimed Kate, 
with a shudder. “ You must have had 
a terrible experience, although you tell it 
so lightly. My own story has nothing 
dramatic about it. As you know, you told 
me you were to get Tom out of the jail 
at one o’clock. And on the way to the 
shore you were to stop at the cottage.

“ Oh, I did want to see Tom so much 
before he left. I couldn’t help thinking 
I might never see him again. There was 
no telling where he would be driven by 
the officers when they began a search for 
him. I even feared he might be shot 
and killed.

“ Well, one o’clock came, and I counted 
the ticks of the kitchen clock, thinking 
now you were at the jail, now you and 
Byke were arranging things, and now 
you were on your way to the house.

“ I can’t tell you how my heart beat. All 
sorts of terrors loomed up before me. I 
thought of you being shot by Curtis, and 
oh—everything horrible came into my 
mind and I was almost mad. By a mercy 
of God, mother went to sleep exhausted.
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“ Then came that horrible shouting 
from the streets. I could hear it, and 
every word was like a knife cutting into 
my heart. I heard them shout about 
lynching Tom, and I knew that you would 
not desert him, and I sat cowering in a 
corner of the kitchen by the window 
waiting for pistol-shots. I pictured both 
of you riddled with bullets and the howl­
ing mob of half drunken men dancing 
round you.

.“ Oh, I can’t tell you what I felt or 
feared. I t was terrible.

“ Then came a lull, but no shots. I 
seemed to feel then that you had got Tom 
out safely, and I opened the back door to 
let you in quickly to hide. But you did 
not come.

“ Then I heard men talking of Tom’s 
escape, and ten masked men who had 
wounded Byke, and men came to the 
house with Curtis, who looked in 
every corner. They woke mother, who 
cried, and almost let them know she 
expected Tom. But she got her nerve 
back, and they went away satisfied.

“ Then they surrounded the house to 
catch Tom if he did come near, and as 
time went on I began to hope you had 
got away to the raft.

“ Then I heard somebody speak of 
how Curtis had suspected you, but you 
had been writing letters all night, and 
that assured me that Tom was safe on 
the raft.

“ But I couldn’t let him go like that. 
You know something of my nature, Dave, 
and my love for Tom, and you’d under­
stand that I couldn’t let him go without 
seeing him, perhaps for the last time.

“ I resolved to be careful, Dave, for 
your sake as well as his, but I felt that I 
really must see him before the, raft was 
started. You’d feel that way if it was 
your brother or sister, only it wouldn’t 
likely happen that way to a girl. Anyway, 
I just couldn’t resist.

“ I told mother what I was going to do, 
and kissed her, and took her loving mes­
sage to Tom. I put on this dark dress, 
so that I wouldn’t be noticed in the shad­
ows, and crept out the back door like a 
thief.

“ You know that row of spruce-trees 
along Deacon Fairweather’s lot. Well, 
tlie-shadows are deep there, and I made 
my way along to a pasture, and crossed

that on a run. There was no one there, 
and no one saw me. Then I got into 
the old wood-road and went to Jennie 
Compton’s landing.

“ You know Jennie and I are partners 
in a rowboat. It is a light little thing— 
or was—and I rowed like an Indian 
around the shore to the outer side of the 
raft and then to it.

“ Mr. Jones saw me and helped me on 
the raft and showed me how to crawl in 
where Tom was. It was such a safe and 
cozy place I just cried for very joy. I 
don’t know how many times I spoke your 
name, and Tom was petting me and coax­
ing me to go back to mother, when we 
heard Mr. Jones.

“ He shouted in through the tunnel that 
he must go, and that I must stay where I 
was. He said he had sunk the boat. It 
seemed that some change had been made. 
Instead of your coming for him, as he ex­
pected, some one else was coming. He 
said he couldn’t even get to you to tell 
you.

“ Of course, I was terribly frightened, 
and anxious about mother, but I knew 
I must obey. If  I got excited and went 
outside I would spoil the whole thing 
just when the success of your plan was 
assured.

“ I cried a little. I think I was not so 
sure this place was so safe when it came 
to living in it myself, but I had taken 
the risk, and now I must take the medi­
cine. I couldn’t pull you all in danger, 
so I remained, and like you, here I am.”

“ Well, there is no use mourning over 
it now,” said Webb. “ Still, I will ad­
mit that I wish you were safe at home 
with your mother.

There is. no telling what thoughts 
your absence, when it is discovered, will 
give Curtis. Of course you could not 
be suspected of .being one of Byke’s 
mythical ten masked men, but everybody 
knows how you and I—that we were going 
to be married some day—and they may— 
it’s no use speculating what they may think 
or do.

“ But we are here, and storm though it 
may, we are safe, I think. I fancy Mur­
phy will have a fit when he misses me, and 
another when he sees me again. There. 
We’ve done the explaining act. Let that 
go. How has the old beast acted during 
the storm? ”
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“ She’s superb,'K. said Tom. “ Of 
course we knew we were rising and fall­
ing, and there was banging of the waves 
—there—you can hear them now. But 
the water doesn’t come through enough 
to hurt, and take it altogether, it’s simply 
great.”

“ I am glad of one thing,” commented 
Webb; “ it doesn’t roll like a ship.”

“ She’s steady as a bam floor,” rejoined 
Tom. “ Are we far from shore? ”

“ You couldn’t see the shore even if 
it was daylight and there was no storm.” 

“ Heavens! Are we as far out in the 
ocean as that?” asked Kate, with a shud-. 
der. “ I fancied we’d crawl along the 
coast.”

“ If we had,” said Webb, “ we’d never 
have lived out this storm. Murphy knew 
his business when he went straight out for 
several miles. This thing wants lots of 
room.”

Webb’s watch had stopped, and Tom 
had none, everything having been taken 
from him in the jail. But Kate wore hers, 
and when they looked at it they found 
the night had gone.

“ It is still raging outside,” said Webb. 
“ There’s no use running any risk going 
out now. We are going along all right. 
How’s the grub? ”

He was sitting up now, and felt more 
like himself.

“ Grub!” cried Tom. “ Why, we are 
living like the inhabitants of an en­
chanted castle. An enchanted yacht, I 
should say. I have only to remark, ‘ Chin 
Lee, wouldn’t it be nice to have some 
brandied peaches for breakfast ? ’ and 
there you are, as fine as a fiddle. I don’t 
think there ever was a refugee as well 
housed and fed as I am.”

“ Blandied pleaches,” said Chin Lee, 
“ I glet ’em plenty soon. Velly fine here. 
No cocrkee anything. No makee coffee.' 
Wine, plenty good wine.”

“ I didn’t dare risk the coffee part,” 
said Webb. “ Of course, this lumber is 
insured against fire, and if it were known 
that you had a fire on board it would 
break Burke & Bavliss’s insurance, and 
the smoke would start an investigation. 
But you can get along, can’t you? ”

“ Get along! Well, I guess. And so 
can you. A glass of rich Tokay washes 
down a biscuit first rate. Coffee! Noth­
ing so cheap and common as that in this 
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floating hotel. Chin Lee, suppose we have 
breakfast.”

“ Velly good. Bleakfast soon. Makee 
tlable out of the water blalls? ”

“ Yes,” said Tom, pointing to the two 
barrels of fresh water, “ that will do for 
a table. Since we have such distinguished 5 
company, I suppose we must put on style'. 
We got along without it before.”

They enjoyed their meal. At the rate 
they had traveled thus far, Webb esti­
mated the voyage to San Francisco would 
take about ten days, or two weeks at the 
most, and there was an ample supply of 
food and water for twice that time. They 
did not stint themselves.

After breakfast they played cards, Tom 
and Webb smoking, and the morning 
passed as pleasantly as though they were 
on a yacht.

Webb felt, down in his heart, rather 
glad of the adventure.

Every little while he would look out 
through the tunnel, but the sea was still 
surging, and it was not safe for any one 

-to go out. And as for that, he was in a 
quandary what to do.

If he showed himself and shouted to 
the tugs, he must leave Kate and Tom, or 
else he must disclose their presence to 
Murphy, and this meant the crews of the 
three tugs as well. '

Toward evening they could tell by the 
decreasing motion of the raft that the 
storm was subsiding. %

“ It’s pretty dark now,” said Webb.
“ I ’m going out to take a look.”

He went out. He was gone ten min­
utes. When he returned his face was 
ghastly white.

“ What’s the matter?” cried Tom.
“ What has happened ? ”

“ We are adrift,” said Webb. “ The 
tail of the Lumberbeast, whaleback num­
ber five, has broken loose.. The tugs and 
the rest of the raft are out of sight.”

CHAPTER IX.
ALONE.

K a t e  sprang from her chair with a 
cry of dismay. Even Collamore, who 
had just escaped from one danger, turned 
white at this suggestion of another.

“ What do you mean, Dave?” asked 
Kate. “ How could anything break
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loose? Wasn’t it built strong enough for 
the storm?”

“ I thought it was,” answered Dave 
with a laugh that had no mirth in it. “ I 
planned the thing to stand anything I 
thought could happen. But I certainly

f  d not plan on any such storm as that.
ven the new steel cables built for the 

Growler felt the strain. It must have 
been terrible.”

“ Terrible,” repeated Collamore sober­
ly. “ But the Growler is all right. She’s 
got her power.”

“ Do you mean to say?” asked Kate, 
“ that we are all alone out on the Pacific 
Ocean? ”

“ It can be easily proved,” answered 
Webb. “ It has stopped raining and the 
sea is calm enough. There is no danger 
of being seen, because there is no one to 
see. Come take a look.”

As he spoke he started first through the 
tunnel. Kate followed, and Collamore 
brought up the rear. The Chinaman was 
frightened enough as it was. He re­
mained behind.

“ You see,” said Webb, when they stood 
together on the yvhaleback, “ we are cer­
tainly alone.”

The sky was clear, save for scudding 
clouds left over from the storm, and the 
stars were making an effort to cheer the 
scene. On all sides of them was the 
sea. The section of the raft they were 
on was about two hundred and fifty feet 
long, and lay like a dead thing in the 
water.

If  it had any motion it was imper­
ceptible. It seemed to lack even that 
buoyancy that permits a ship adrift to 
rise and fall with the great swells. The 
waves struck upon it and broke with the 
same noise as on a solid rock.

“ What will become of us now? ” asked 
Kate, as the full realization of the dis­
aster broke upon her. “ What can we 
do?”

“ We can do nothing for ourselves,” 
answered Webb, who had regained his 
coolness. “ Of course, we will float with 
the tides and currents in some direction, 
but I can’t tell what direction it will 
be. For the present, at least, there is 
nothing to worry about. So. far as sink­
ing is concerned, we are as safe from any 
such catastrophe as we were before.. As 
long as the whaleback holds together we

simply can’t sink. And I don’t think 
there is any danger of the cables break- 

- ing. Each part was. strongly built, and 
the strength of each was independent 
of the others. And we are well supplied 
with food.”

“ As for food,” said Kate, “ we could 
last a long time. And it is almost im­
possible that this big raft could float in 
this part of the ocean without being seen. 
We are too far south for the Alaska 
fleet, although there are boats between 
Sitka and San Francisco. We can do 
nothing but keep ourselves well and wait 
for a ship to take us off.”

“ But I have read,” said Collamore, 
“ of things floating for months and years. 
Derelicts, for instance.”

“ Mercy!” exclaimed Kate. “ We 
might float across the ocean.”

“ Well,” said Webb, “ things as strange 
as that have happened, but I never heard 
of such a big voyage where human beings 
were aboard and able to signal. A dere­
lict may be sighted now in one part of 

* the ocean, and in a very distant part a 
year from now. But it may have been 
sighted any number of times between, and 
if there were people on board they could 
be taken off.”

“ Anyway,” broke in Collamore, noting 
a look of alarm still lingering on Kate’s 
face, “ we haven’t been afloat long enough 
to worry. We’ve food enough for a 
long time, and there must be any number 
of fishing vessels going up and down the 
coast. I don’t suppose there’s any dan­
ger of rocks.”

“ I don’t know,” said Webb. “ I’m a 
lumberman. And I know we are on a 
pile of lumber that will float as long as 
the Pacific Ocean has any water in it. If 
the cables stood the last storm they will 
stand anything.”

“ But the blamed thing left the whole 
raft.”

“ I know it did, and the fact that it 
is in good condition proves that my theory 
of big raft-building is correct. Had the 
entire raft been built like the others have 
been before, in one solid mass, it could not 
have stood the buffeting it received, and 
the ocean would now be covered with 
floating logs, and shipping would be in 
danger.

“ As it is, a section has broken away 
and is just as valuable as before. It
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can’t be lost. Whoever tows this to port 
will get big salvage. Oh, my plan of 
ral:t-building is all right for the raft, 
it is specially good for you.”

“ For m e?” asked Tom. “ Why, for 
goodness sake ? ”

“ Well, you know that if we remained 
with the fleet it was going to be a difficult 
thing to get you off at San Francisco 
and onto another ship. As it is now, 
we may meet a ship that is not able to 
tow the raft, but will accept you as a' 
passenger to their port of destination.”

“ Likely thing, that,” said Tom bitter­
ly. “ A man is likely to have a lot of 
passage-money after escaping from Wig- 
wood jail.”

“ I have some money. Fortunately I 
did not leave it in the cabin on the 
Growler. I can’t trust everybody. I 
think I’ve enough to pay your passage— 
if we meet a ship.”

Tom smiled and looked at Kate, and 
stared as he saw her face turn red.

“ But—that’s so,” he said. “ I couldn’t 
go and leave you and Kate on the raft.”

Webb looked troubled.
“ There is an old law,” he said—“ at 

least I ’ve read of it being done—by 
which a sea captain may perform mar­
riages. If we meet a ship that will take 
you, we will have the captain marry Kate 
and me.”

“ But,” gasped Kate, “ why can’t we 
all go? ”

“ For the simple reason,” said Webb 
firmly, “ that this raft belongs to Burke 
& Bayliss and as long as I am on 
board she is mine. I’ll save something 
for them, and perhaps for myself.”

“ Then we’ve settled the policy for 
all three,” said Tom. “ Now, I sup­
pose Webb is captain of this craft?”

“ No, I think Kate should be captain. 
I ’m purser, since I carry your passage- 
money, and you are only a passenger, or 
stowaway, which is,worse. Kate is cap­
tain.”

“Of what? What is the name of my 
craft?” asked Kate, trying to join the 
others in what she saw was an effort to 
be gay and cheerful.

They argued about that, but came to 
no conclusion. It was finally agreed that 
as the raft had been only the tail of the 
Lumberbeast. it was not entitled to the 
honor of the name. And' as the night
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was wearing on they grew sleepy and 
returned to the cabin.

“ How shall we sleep?” asked Tom.
“ Don’t ask me,” said Webb. “ Ask 

the captain.”
“J  can easily answer that,” replied 

Kate. “ Your coming makes no differ­
ence, except that you will be three in a 
room now. I have the little room, and 
the lantern placed between in the well- 
room lights all.”

“ That’s good so far,” said Webb. 
“ Now for the watch.”

“ We’ve kept no watch,” ' rejoined 
Kate. “ There was nothing to watch 
for before. I ’m afraid I ’m a poor cap­
tain. I ’ll leave that to you.”

“ It is necessary,” said Webb. “ for 
somebody to be awake to look out for a 
passing ship. We don’t want to lose 
any chances. And we don’t want to be 
too quick. We’ve got Tom to think of. 
We don’t want to hail a ship bound for 
San Francisco or any of our ports.”

“ That’s so,” said Tom. “ That would 
make all your efforts useless.”

It was arranged for Tom to take the 
first watch. With some cigars to keep 
him company, he went outside. Crouch­
ing in the entrance to the tunnel, he sat 
and looked off across the water.

His mind was busy with Wigwood. 
He wondered how his mother had stood 
the loss and mystery of Kate’s disappear­
ance. He wondered how Curtis had suc­
ceeded in his search.

His watch ended without incident. 
Webb was to follow him, and when he 
crawled back he woke Dave.

“ Anything?” asked Webb.
“ Nothing.”
Webb, taking some cigars from the 

supplies, went out on deck and sat, as 
Tom had done, in the tunnel.

He was deep in meditation when up 
from the black line that swept around 
him came a little eye.

It was a very little eye at first. But 
it brought Dave Webb to his feet.

CHAPTER X.
BOMBARDED.

I n e x p e r i e n c e d  as Dave Webb was in 
matters pertaining to the sea, he knew 
that the eye of fire that had so suddenly
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turned on him was a gigantic search­
light.

At first a great wave of pleasure broke 
over Webb, for here was the very thing 
he had been sitting outside to watch for.

“ Hey, in there!” he shouted, putting 
his head in at the tunnel. “ A ship! ”

“ What’s that, Dave? ” came the voice 
of Tom. “ What say?”

“ Ship! Ship ahoy! Come out.”
Tom was soon outside, and Kate came 

and crouched at the inner end of the 
tunnel.

“ Tell me what it proves to be,” she 
told' them. “ Chin Lee and I will wait 
here.”

“ We are fortunate, indeed,” said 
Webb. “ She is undoubtedly a big one, 
and seems to be coining this way. You’ll 
get your passage, anyway.”

“ Let me think a little now,” said 
Tom. “ I am not so delighted as I ex­
pected to be. What do you suppose she 
is?”

“ I don’t know. I can’t make out any 
lights but the search-light. She seems to 
be going fast.”

The light had been swinging in a half 
circle, and then became suddenly fixed 
on the raft.

“ She sees u s !” cried Webb. “ Shall 
we try to show ourselves?”

“ I’ve been thinking about that. We’ve 
been comfortable here, and I don’t like 
to take chances. She might be heading 
for San Francisco, or any of the United 
States ports, and what will I do there 
without you to help? We’ll not have an­
other opportunity to build a raft, and the 
chances are that any captain of a big 
ship would give me up. And now that 
I escaped, I ’d be worse off than ever if re­
captured. I ’ve been thinking that my only 
chance is with some small vessel, some 
Mexican adventurer, or pirate, or some­
thing like that.”

“ I don’t suppose the chance of falling 
in with a pirate is very great.” said Webb. 
“ Still. I think your reasoning is sound 
enough.”

Suddenly there was a boom.
“ Get inside! ” cried Webb. “ It’s a 

war-ship, and she’s firing at us.”
With a gasp Tom wriggled into the 

tunnel, and almost knocked Kate over 
when he emerged at the other end. Webb 
came tumbling after.

“ What’s the matter?” asked Kate. 
“ What has frightened you? ”

“ Whatever it is, it’s firing at us,” said 
Webb anxiously. “ I can’t understand 
that. What war-shp would waste pow­
der on a ra ft?”

The sound of another dull boom came 
in through the tunnel. By this time 
Chin Lee was kneeling in terror in a cor­
ner, and the others stood with blanched 
faces, looking at each other in conster­
nation.

They had talked over the dangers of 
hunger and sinking and another storm, 
and had dismissed them. Nobody had 
thought of such a thing as being fired 
at by cannon.

There was a sudden thud and jar that 
made the big raft tremble.

“ My Heaven, we’ve been struck!” 
said Collamore. “ What next? ”

Webb’s face went deadly white.
“ They send out ships to destroy dere­

licts sometimes,” he said. “ I ’ve read of 
it, but never thought of it as happening 
to us. And they use dynamite to do it. 
If they send a charge of dynamite aboard 
us we are done for.”

Not one of the group had ever passed 
so terrible a moment.

“ What can we do?” gasped Tom. 
“ If we go outside we may get struck.”

“ But it would let them knowr we are 
here,” said Webb. “ I ’ll take the chance, 
I guess. We can’t get ourselves destroyed 
without an appeal.”

“ Don’t go,” said Kate, who had sud­
denly become the calmest of them all. 
“ Let me tell you what I think. If this 
is a boat sent out to destroy a derelict, it 
is a government boat. To ask help from 
a government boat means that we have 
got to explain the whole business. We’ve 
got to tell who Tom is and why he is 
here. Tom would be taken back to cer­
tain death, and you to certain imprison­
ment.

“ It is possible that even dynamite will 
not shatter the raft enough to make it 
sink or break up.”

“ It can’t sink.” said Webb. “ All 
of it will float. The thing we want is to 
have it float in one piece.”

“ There! ” shouted Tom. “ That’s 
dynamite.”

A terrific spasm had shaken the raft. 
Kate was thrown to the floor of the
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cabin, and the othefs were knocked hither 
and thither. But there was no appar­
ent change in their portion of the raft.

“ That’s enough of that,” said Webb. 
“ You hide in the other room and put 
out the lantern. I’ll fix this.”

He began crawling through the tun­
nel again. The ship was nearer than 
before, and Webb judged it to be a reve­
nue cutter. The big search-light was 
still playing on the raft, and Webb fan­
cied he could make out the dark outlines 
of a group of men hanging along the for­
ward rails.

A lull in the firing had come, and 
Webb stood up on top of the raft and 
waved his hands and shouted:

“ Ship ahoy ! ”
The search-light was full on him. 

Whether his voice carried or not he did 
not know. The vessel had hove to, and 
he waited in suspense to see what would 
happen next.

A long silence rewarded him. Then 
he saw the search-light swing again. It 
was now, like a great eye, watching a 
small launch coming toward him.

“ All right,” came a voice from the 
launch. “ We’ll take you off.”

“ What ship is that? ” asked Webb.
“ The United States ship Muskrat.”
“ Revenue?”
“■Yes.”
“ After derelicts?”
“ After one derelict. We couldn’t 

make you out. What sort of craft is 
that?”

“ This is a raft. Belongs to Burke & 
Bayliss. ‘You nearly blew me up.”

“ Come aboard. We’ll take you.”
“ But I don’t want you to take me. 

This isn’t a derelict. I am in charge of 
the lumber. We got astray in a storm, 
but a tug will come for us from San 
Francisco.”

“ Do you mean to say you insist on 
remaining there? I’ll take you aboard 
to the captain.”

“ You’ll do nothing of the kind. I am 
entitled to remain on board in the inter­
est of the owners. Take me off if you 
dare.”

“ Shall we tow the raft ashore?”
“ No. Burke & Bayliss have their 

own tugs. I suppose they’ll send the 
Growler, Captain Murphy. But I shall 
not desert till he comes.”

“ Well, you’re a plucky fool, at least,” 
was the,reply. “ I'll report what you 
say. Got any grub aboard?”

“ Yes. I don’t want anything.”
The launch turned and went back to 

the ship. The big search-light studied 
the raft for a time, and then the steamer 
began to move.

She came nearer.
“ Raft ahoy! ” came a shout.
“ Ahoy yourself,” answered Webb.
“ What’s your name?”
“ Dave Webb, foreman for Burke & 

Bayliss.”
“ Seen anything of an oil ship floating 

deserted? ”
“ No.”
“ Well, that’s what we thought you 

were. She’s around here somewhere. 
Don’t make too close an acquaintance. 
She’s dangerous. I’ll report you at San 
Francisco.”

Webb watched the steamer depart and 
hurried to examine the raft as well as 
he could in the darkness. He went care­
fully along the whole length of it, test­
ing the cables.

Two had been shattered, but the logs, 
after being tossed a little, had settled, and 
unless the waves came very high they 
would remain in place.

Then he went back to report. He 
found an anxious group, but soon re­
lieved them.

“ Who but you would have thought 
of that?” said Tom. “ And now we’ll 
wait to see what comes next.”

CHAPTER XI.
TH E  FIRE SHIP.

It was late the next morning when 
Dave was roused by Tom nudging his 
arm. There was something in the way 
the touch was given that warned Webb, 
and he simply opened his eyes.

“ Kate hasn’t showed up yet.” said 
Tom, “ and I’m glad of it. I don’t want 
to cause any unnecessary alarm. But 
come.”

In a moment both were outside, and 
Tom pointed to something not very far 
away. Webb’s face went white again.

A big ship, with sails partly set and 
certainly on fire, was bearing immediately 
down on them.
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A cry of horror burst from Webb.
“ That must be the oil ship the Musk­

rat was looking for,” he said with a gasp. 
“ And she is coming directly our way.”

■“ She is certainly going to strike us,” 
said Collamore. “ I don’t see how she 
can miss us.”

“ Miss us! Not by a hairbreadth.”
While they were standing there, per­

fectly horror-stricken, Kate came through 
the tunnel.

“ What’s that?” she cried in a voice 
that proved she knew well what it was. 
“ We are lost at last. Oh, my mother! ”

It was with the most despairing 
thoughts that they watched the coming 
ship, a long, low vessel, showing she was 
heavily laden.

“ I can’t understand,” said Colla­
more, “ why she’doesn’t burn faster. She 
makes a lot of smoke, but little blaze.”

“ So much the worse for us,” rejoined 
Webb. “ When the crew deserted her, 
after discovering she was ' on fire, they 
closed all the hatches. There is fire 
enough, but it is being held in check by 
lack of air. It will result in an explo­
sion, and then you’ll see fire enough. Oh, 
if we could only move this thing! ”

Kate’s face was deadly pale and her 
lips framed themselves to a prayer.

The ship was not moving very swiftly. 
But the little drift of the raft was made 
up by her own, and their relative posi­
tions remained the same except that the 
distance between them grew steadily 
smaller.

“ \Iv God,” said Webb. “ The horror 
of standing here doing nothing and 
watching death come down on us! ”

“ I felt like that in Wigwood jail,” 
added Tom.

“ But you had Webb to help you,” cried 
Kate. “ I see no hope. Oh. I am not 
afraid of death itself, but to die like this, 
out on the ocean, and to suffer perhaps 
for hours.”

Then suddenly a frenzy seized her. She 
sprang to Webb and threw her arms 
around his neck.

“ At least I can die with you,” she said. 
“ Why should I repine when at any time 
I would die for you. But don’t let me 
suffer. Let me die first. I know you 
have your revolver in your • pocket. 
Please. Dave, don’t let me suffer. I ’ve 
always had a horror of that.”

Plush, Kate, dear,” said Webb. “ It 
is not certain yet. The wind may change 
or die down and we may drift apart.”

“ This won’t die down,” said Tom 
gloomily. “ Dave, I’m like Kate. I ’m 
not afraid to die. If I had a chance to 
die like a man I could meet it half way. 
But first I am lied about and convicted 
of a crime I never thought of commit­
ting, and now even the Almighty pens 
me here to die like a rat in a trap.”

“ Don’t, Tom,” pleaded Kate. “ Don’t 
speak of the Almighty like that. He has 
His plans. We should not murmur. 
But it is hard. I admit it is hard.” 

Tears were streaming down her face 
as she spoke, and her arm was still 
around Webb’s neck.

Just then Chin Lee, having missed the 
others, came out, and he at once grasped 
the danger.

His cries of terror were so awful that 
Webb, to save Kate from them, threat­
ened to throw him overboard. But Chin 
Lee was not one of those Chinamen who 
die heroically, and he screamed all the 
more.

Finally Webb and Tom took him and 
thrust him back into the tunnel, where he 
lay moaning in abject anguish.

“ The only thing about that is,” said 
Tom, “ he’s in the way. If we want to 
get in he’ll block us.”

“ I doubt if we shall want to go in,” 
returned Webb. “ There are some loose 
logs over yonder left by the dynamite. 
The Muskrat did that much for us, any­
way. I’ve a mind to see what we can do 
to construct a smaller raft of those, and 
leave this if the fire ship reaches it. I 
don’t like to risk the open sea on a small 
raft, and we won’t leave till we are 
driven off. But I think it is better than 
dying here. We’ll have one chance more, 
at least.”

“ Good! ” cried Tom, hugging Kate in 
his joy. “ Something seems to tell me 
we’ll pull through yet. If old Dave only 
lasts to do our thinking for us we’ll fight 
along a while. Shall we begin? ”

“ I’ll go see,” said Dave.
He made his way to where the loose 

logs lay and waved his hands.
“ It’s no use,” he said as he came back. 

“ I fancied the blast would have broken 
some of them. But those logs are not 
to be moved by us. There is not a log



THE TAIL OF THE LUMBERBEAST. 407

there less than eighty feet long. One 
would do if we could get it in the water. 
But we can’t.”

Kate was breathing hard. The little 
hope born of Webb’s thoughtless words 
had fled. He should have known, he 
who had handled logs, that the logs of 
the Lumberbeast could not be moved 
by two men and a woman. But in such 
distress as theirs the keenest mind grasps 
at impossible straws.

“ The wind is increasing,” said Tom.
He, like Kate, had relapsed into sto­

lidity.
And the wind was increasing. The 

odor of burning oil was strong on the 
raft, and there had been no change in 
the direction of the ship.

The increasing wind seemed not only 
to increase her speed, but to fan the 
fire. It certainly was fiercer than it had 
been before, and the three stood fasci­
nated, looking at it.

Webb turned, for no particular rea­
son, and shouted as if he was crazed.

“ We are safe!” he cried. “ Safe, I 
tell you! And now get inside. The 
Muskrat is returning.”

\  Tom’s face was almost blank as he 
looked.

“ The Muskrat?” he repeated vacant­
ly. “ The Muskrat ? ”

With a fury now born of renewed hope 
that had some foundation, Webb reached 
in and grasped the feet of the Chinaman 
and hauled him out. He turned to take 
Kate’s hand to help her in, but she was 
unconscious in Tom’s arms.

“ I’ll get in and you give her to me.” 
said Webb. “ They’ll put out the fire; 
and I don’t want them to see you and 
Kate. I don’t mind Chin.”

Between them they got Kate in through 
the tunnel and laid her on the rug in her 
own room.

“ Get some brandy and give her,” said 
Webb. “ Don’t come out unless I call 
you. We are all right now.”

The accelerated speed of the ship had 
brought her within two hundred feet, 
and a pall of black smoke hung over the 
raft. Webb watched the ship, wonder­
ing if it would set fire to the raft before 
the Muskrat could arrive.

Each decreasing foot of space made 
Webb’s heart beat faster, and finally with 
a crash the ship struck the raft.

The great pile of logs seemed not to 
feel the impact. But the effect was dif­
ferent on the ship.

There was a terrific explosion. A 
mountain of fianie, blazing oil, and bar­
rels flew into the air and fell on all 
sides. Blazing oil fell on the raft, and 
Webb looked for the Muskrat.

What to do he did not know. There 
was every reason to believe that the oil 
would set the raft on fire. There was 
danger that the suffocating smoke would 
penetrate to the cabin and kill Tom and 
Kate. But he was so benumbed by the 
disaster that he did nothing.

His mind seemed to have deserted him. 
He gave one hopeless look around, and 
then as a cloud of dense black smoke 
rolled down on him he sank to the raft 
unconscious.

CHAPTER XII.
A STRANGER ON T H E RAFT.

W e b b  recovered consciousness as sud­
denly as he lost it, but not immediately. 
Just how long he lay on the raft he did 
not know, but a plunge into the sea re­
stored Jiim.

Floundering near him and clinging to 
him was the Chinaman, too terrified to 
scream and too helpless in the water 
to assist in his own rescue.

Chin had been lying near Webb when 
something happened, and in his terror 
he had rolled over to Webb and pulled 
him into the sea.

That which had happened to add to 
the terror of Chin should really have 
lessened it. It was the arrival of the 
Muskrat.

Webb saw, as soon as lie came to his 
senses, that the government vessel was 
close at hand and at work on the blazing 
oil ship, but just what was being done 
he did not know. In fact, he had little 
time to care.

The Chinaman in his floundering had 
got them both some distance away from 
the raft, and it was no easy task to re­
cover the space with the frightened man 
in tow.

But Webb managed it, and succeeded 
in dragging himself and his former cook 
up to safety.

The work that was being done by the

• f



408 THE ARGOSY.

officers and crew of the Muskrat was 
wonderful. Men had leaped overboard 
to reach the raft and put out the blaze, 
and the fire ship was already being blown 
to pieces with dynamite.

The booming of the guns, the crack­
ling of the flames, and the black pall of 
smoke that hung over everything made a 
thrilling scene of terror at sea.

Webb stood looking at it all, unable 
to do anything himself, and wondering 
with fear and consternation how Kate 
and Tom were faring in the cabin.

It was all over almost before he real­
ized it. There was a final and tremen­
dous charge from the Muskrat, and a 
great commotion on the oil ship, and with 
a hissing, seething, and final upheaval 
of the sea, the flaming hulk sank slowly 
out of sight.

The relief was so great that Webb let 
out a shout. Everything seemed changed. 
The flames that were threatening the 
raft seemed to feel the loss of the fire 
ship, and .quickly succumbed to the heroic 
efforts of the Muskrat’s men.

And the result of it all was merely 
the charring of the topmost logs.

The young officer in command of the 
fire-fighting crew came to where Webb 
was standing.

“ You’ve had another narrow escape,” 
he said. “ Rather worse this time than 
the danger from our guns. We had not 
gone far. We were moving slowly, and 
not in a direct line, and the lookout spied 
the oil ship. We can’t understand how 
she held her fire so long. She was de­
serted three days ago, and reported 
burning. But there was no air, I sup­
pose. and it wasn’t the oil that was burn­
ing. When she struck you the oil ex­
ploded.

“ Well, you are a lucky man. But who 
is this? You had no one with you be­
fore.”

“ That is Chin Lee, my cook and 
servant. He was asleep in my cabin 
when we met before. He is badly fright­
ened.”

“ I don’t wonder. Then you have a 
cabin here? ”

“ A small one we made by leaving out 
a few logs. Wish to inspect i t? ”

“ No. I ’ve had enough. Of course, 
after this experience you are ready to be 
taken off.”

“ No more than before,” said Webb. 
“ I am here for a purpose, and shall re­
main. I thank you for your offer.”

“ It seems foolhardy.”
“ It is my duty. I will thank you, 

however, if you report me to Captain 
Murphy at San Francisco.”

“ I certainly shall,” replied .the offi­
cer, as he signaled for a launch. “ I con­
gratulate Burke & Bayliss on their rep­
resentative. You are certainly a brave 
man.”

Webb did not wait for the Muskrat 
to move before he got through the tunnel 
as speedily as possible. He found both 
Kate and Tom conscious, and the cabins 
filled with a dry, smoky air, but not un­
comfortable.

“ It’s all over,” he said. “ We are 
safe. The Muskrat put out the fire and 
sank the fire ship.”

“ Thank God! ” murmured Kate, and 
in their gratitude they were silent while 
she whispered her prayer of thanks.

They resumed their mode of life on 
board the raft, which could scarcely be 
called monotonous, and resolved to spend 
no more time keeping regular watch.

“ All I want now,” said Webb, “ is to 
see Murphy and the Growler. We’ll 
make a clean breast of the whole thing 
to Murphy, and I fancy the old fellow 
will help us out.”

Tom bowed to this decision. Again 
that day they saw a ship making, they 
thought, for San Francisco, but they did 
not signal.

They ate, drank, smoked, played cards, 
told stories, and watched the vast expanse 
of ocean. They saw gulls and porpoises, 
and all sorts of interesting life in the sea 
and air. and clouds scurrying overhead, 
and the ever-changing hues of water.

At times they were very near to be­
ing seasick, but a little brandy or lemon 
or some other thing somebody had heard 
of helped them, or they thought it did, 
and they escaped that misery.

The great bulk of the raft kept it 
steady, and their day was spent pleas­
antly enough.

When night came they were ready for 
sleep, and the evening around the lan­
tern in the cabin was a short one, and 
they all slept soundly.

Webb was the first to awake. It was 
a queer sensation, awakening in that
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place, with the lantern still burning be­
tween the two rooms, and the smell of 
the ocean full in his nostrils, and the soft 
soughing of the water in the “ tub ” Gar­
ry had provided, and the strongest appe­
tite he had known in months.

Tom and Chin Lee were both sound 
asleep, and he supposed Kate was, and 
there was nothing to do but crawl 
through the long tunnel and see what the 
ocean would provide as a harbinger of 
what might befall them that day.

So, treading lightly, not to disturb the 
sleepers. Webb walked to the tunnel and 
began his exit.

Peering out through the long narrow 
space, he could see it was daylight, and 
there was the Pacific, now almost as 
quiet as its name implies,, and Webb 
crawled slowly toward the open air.

He was in no hurry, and took his time, 
giving deep exhalations and deep intakes 
of the fresher air that was- coming in to 
him. As he progressed, his range of 
vision grew wider, until, instead of a 
small spot of ocean afar off, he saw a 
growing circle of sea, all peaceful and 
calm and lovely.

But when he went a little farther he 
stopped, and his face began to wrinkle. 
His eyes were fixed and staring. Just 
within the- expanded circle of his vision 
sat a man.

His back was turned toward the tun­
nel entrance, and he was sitting flat on 
the deck with his legs spread wide apart. 
He was dressed like a sailor, and he was 
smoking a rich black pipe, the odor of 
which floated back to Webb. In fact, 
the stranger seemed altogether wonder­
fully and ridiculously comfortable and 
well satisfied with himself.

Where had this man come from? Had 
the broken-off tail of the Lumberbeast 
been taken in tow without anybody on 
board knowing it, or was this some fel­
low who had been - afloat from a wreck 
and saved, as Webb himself had been 
saved, by hanging to the chains that held 
the logs together?

As Webb silently gazed, the sailor 
turned, lay on his back, kicked up his 
heels in some kind of extravagant joy, 
and then rose, as if to shout to somebody 
not within the range of Webb’s vision.

Webb gasped again. For this man’s 
face was not the kind of sailor’s face

he had seen on ' any of . Murpfiy’s tugs, 
and the short legs and dark, swart, and 
ugly face was not like any face among 
Murphy’s crews. The many-ringed fin­
gers were not like the fingers of Ameri­
can sailors, and the short knife, or 
sword, or cutlas, or whatever it was the 
fellow had hanging to his waist, looked 
ominous.

And then a peculiar terror came into 
Webb’s heart, not the terror of a coward, 
but the terror of a brave man who thinks 
of others before himself, and he crawled 
back a little so that the evil face could 
not find him. And then he heard, in a 
peculiar accent, the strange man bawl 
out to some one:

“ Lash fast, all hands. If we can’t 
kill American seal, we’ll steal American 
wood, and get money anyway.”

Webb, digesting this, crept back to the 
cabin and woke up Tom.

CHAPTER XIII.
W H IT H E R  HOUND?

“ W h a t  is i t? ” asked Tom, sitting 
up, rubbing his eyes, and staring in the 
gloom at Webb. “ Anything the mat­
ter? ”

“ Don’t talk so loud,” said Webb, 
speaking in a low voice himself. “ What 
do you think has happened?”

“ Run aground? Been run down by 
a ship? ”
- “ None of these. We’ve been ab­
ducted.”

“ Abducted! What do you mean?”
“ I don’t exactly know myself. But 

I woke up and went outside to take a 
look. No, I didn’t go outside, either. 
I got almost out, and saw a man—a 
sailor—sitting on deck smoking a pipe.” 

“ The deuce you did ! One of your 
people? One of Murphy’s men?”

“ No. I wish it was. He’s a wild 
kind of beast, not an American, evident­
ly. and his aspect is piratical. And, 
what’s worse, there are more of them.” 

“ All alike?”
“ I only saw the one. But he shouted 

something about sealing, and said they’d 
steal the lumber.”

“ ’M ! ” said Tom musingly. “ That's 
a pretty good fix. They must have a 
ship of some kind.”
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“ That’s certain.”
“ And the beauty of it is we daren’t 

go out and look them over. Is that 
your view? ”

“ Accurately. If it was a matter for 
you and me only, we might take the 
chance. But now we’ve got Kate to 
think of. As I understand what I 
heard, I should say that we have been 
discovered—not ourselves, but the raft— 
by a gang of seal-robbers. He said 
something about not being able to get 
the seals.

“ You know the government keeps two 
or three revenue-boats up among the 
islands to keep off just such fellows who 
know no mercy or humanity, but slay, 
slay, in and out of season, and kill what 
they can’t use out of pure brutality. I 
fancy this is such a gang, and perhaps 
they have been met and defeated by one 
of our ships, and are mad about it. 
Now, they see a good thing in this lum­
ber, and are going to make up what they 
have lost in seals.”
- “ ’.\l ! And such a gang is apt to be 

rough, eh? Not the kind we would care 
to have Kate meet.”

“ She can’t meet them. We’ve got to 
be mighty careful.”

“ About what?” asked the voice of 
Kate, who just then came from her own 
room. “ What has made you two so. 
solemn and timid?”

Webb told her.
While she listened to him she was 

looking at the floor and the roof of the 
cabin.

“ We are being towed,” she said. 
“ Don’t you feel the difference in the 
motion? We dip now. It was just like 
this while we -were being towed by the 
Growler. The motion was endwise with 
the raft. Then, when we broke loose 
and drifted, the motion came from the 
side as the waves hit us. and we rolled 
a little. There is no rolling now. We 
have returned to the dip.”

“ You are right,” asserted Webb. 
“ Thev undoubtedly have a steamer and 
have taken us in tow. The next thing 
is where are they taking us? Of course, 
we can only ask the question. We can’t 
answer it till we arrive—somewhere.”

Kate was quite a little disturbed by 
this new turn of affairs, but said little. 
She knew that this was an emergency

in which she could be of no assistance 
to her brother and Webb. She was the 
one for whom they were exercising their 
care. It was for her they were anxious.

They were both brave, she knew that. 
Without her to think of, they would 
have braved the meeting with the 
strangers.

“ I am awfully sorry now,” she said.
“»About what?” asked Webb.
“ Because we did not go on the Musk­

rat. If I had left you, you -would have 
felt more free to act for yourselves. I 
know—I understand just what you think 
and don’t say. I am now a burden to 
you.”

“ There, there, Kate, dear,” said 
Webb. “ None of that. It may not be 
a bad thing at all, and we may be really 
the gainers by this. One thing is cer­
tain. They haven’t hooked on to this 
thing for fun. They want to turn it 
into money, and they can’t do that out 
here. They will make as quick a port 
as possible to sell the logs. Now, we 
are moving, and something will come of 
it soon.

“ I think the best thing for us to do 
is to remain in here out of sight till we 
do reach a port. Then we shall be 
safer in showing ourselves. No matter 
where we go, there will be some kind of 
law and order, and we must trust to luck 
and our own brains for the rest.”

Chin Lee, who had also awakened, 
wagged his head mournfully.

“ Me no save all dlis. Maybe bimeby 
come to mv countlee. Velly good. All 
same like yours, velly safe.”

“ It’s a long way to your country, 
Chin,” said Webb. “ I don’t fancy they 
will take us there.”

There was but the one thing to do, and 
that was to follow Webb’s advice. All 
day they remained inside, wondering 
what was going on outside.

The day was very long and wearisome. 
Every minute they expected to hear some 
kind of com m otion, fo r  if one o f M u r­
p h y ’s tugs came after the lost logs there 
would be a pretty fight. But Murphy’s 
tug did not come, and night found them 
no wiser than they were before.

“ When it gets good and dark,” said 
Webb, “ I’ll go outside and have a look. 
I ’ll be carefr'' ■>.ot to get caught. Trust 
me for that. it will be some satis­
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faction to know what kind of a thing is 
towing us.”

And when night had come he did go 
out through the- tunnel to take a look. 
He went very cautiously, waiting near 
the end of the tunnel to listen.

But no sound of voices, nor any other 
sound came to him, and he thrust his 
head out far enough to look around.

There was nothing in sight save the 
water and that part of the whaleback, 
and he grew more courageous. Finally 
he got where he could crawl up the 
whaleback and look over the top ahead.

There was no one on the raft. That 
was something to be grateful for. And 
ahead of the raft he could see a powerful 
steamer, churning its way somewhere 
with the raft in tow.

Webb was not a sailor, but he was a 
woodsman, and he knew that the same 
sky and the same stars were above the 
forest as were above the sea. A glance 
showed him that they were going north­
ward.

Flaving looked his fill, he went back 
to the others.

“-There’s no one . out there,” he said 
reassuringly. “ They’ve all gone back 
on the ship. It’s a steam whaler or 
something like that, built for heavy 
work, and she’s pulling us along in great 
shape. We wouldn’t win a race for the 
cup or any other trophy, but, considering 
the kind we are, we are making good 
time. But we are going north.”

“ N orth!” exclaimed Collamore. 
“ Where in H eaveAs name would they 
take us in the north? They might go 
ashore on British Columbia. But great 
Scott, that’s where lumber comes from. 
They wouldn’t get any price there.”

“ I don’t believe they are going to 
British America,” said Webb. “ I rather 
think it will be Alaska.”

“ Well, that’s all right. It’s our 
country.”

“ Or Siberia. I rather favor Siberia 
for your sake.”

“ Oh, Siberia! ” gasped Kate. “ Think 
of i t ! ”

“ Well,” said Webb, smiling. “ I don’t 
think of it as you seem to. We are not 
Russian convicts. We have nothing to 
fear from Russian officials, and I have 
heard they are very hospitable to Ameri­
cans. And they are not likely to bother

their heads asking questions. More­
over, it is not likely that Siberia has been 
asked to hunt for Tom.”

“ That’s so,” said Kate. “ What a 
comforter you are, Dave! It would be 
better to go to Siberia. And it would 
be almost home for Chin Lee.”

“ He could get there in no. time by 
railroad,” said Webb. “ Don’t worry. 
We’ll come out all right. I feel better 
now I know there’s no one on the raft.” 

Under the influence of his cheerful 
talk they grew more contented and less 
fearful, and the days and nights passed 
without incident.

Every evening Webb would go outside 
for observations, and the report was al­
ways the same. They were still moving 
toward the northwest.

They made no count of time, they 
could not tell the miles they traveled, 
they knew nothing except that they were 
still unmolested, and were being towed 
by men who were blissfully ignorant of 
their existence.

But this security must end some time 
and somewhere. And Webb’s anxiety 
increased with each' passing day.

CHAPTER XIV.
WHO OWNED T H E  LOGS?

T h e y  had been traveling thus for sev­
eral days and nights, and each observa­
tion taken by Webb had resulted in the 
same report when the change came, as 
he knew it would.

It was evening. As they had gone 
farther north the temperature had grown 
colder, and the nights brighter. But 
Webb had by this time become accus­
tomed to peering across the top of the 
whaleback and not being discovered. 
So, as he left the tunnel on the night in 
question, and after seeing all things 
astern clear and safe, had crawled 
up the rear slope, he expected to see 
nothing more than he had seen before— 
the steamer plowing along, and nothing 
in view but ocean.

But this time he gasped.
Straight ahead, but still at a consider­

able distance, there loomed a tremendous 
shape.

It was, without question, the destina­
tion of the steamer, but what was it?
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If it was land, was it some promontory 
on the Alaskan coast, or a headland on 
the Asiatic side? Or was it nothing but 
an iceberg?

So fascinated was he with this strange 
sight that he forgot the lapse of time, 
and was startled at hearing Collamore’s 
voice.

“ What kept you? ” asked Tom. “ We 
got frightened. You’ve been out here 
an hour. We thought somebody had 
captured you and you were keeping still 
about us.”

“ No,” said Webb, “ but we are get­
ting somewhere. Come up here. I 
can’t see anybody looking this way. 
Don’t show your body. Just peep over 
the top. See that?”

“ Gee whiz! What is i t? ”
“ I’ve been spending the hour wonder­

ing that very thing. At first, I thought 
maybe it was an iceberg. But they 
wouldn’t tow us to an iceberg. And 
icebergs move. This thing hasn’t changed 
its relative position with the steamer, ex­
cept that we are nearer. We are going 
straight there. There’s no mistake about 
that. I ’d like to know what it is and 
where.”

The tw'o friends lay and watched the 
slowly enlarging mass for some time.

“ How long do you think it will take 
us to reach i t? ” asked Tom.

“ We’ll be there before daylight.” 
“ What do you think w'e’d better do? 

Get some sleep? Hadn’t Kate better 
get some rest now? There’s no telling 
•what there is before us.”

“ Yes. Go tell her and Chin to go to 
sleep. I can’t sleep. If you feel like it, 
come back and w'e’ll watch together.” 

Tom obeyed. Then the two lay and 
watched the mass gradually take on 
shape. It w'as land, there was no ques­
tion about that, and it was not a part of 
any mainland.

“ It’s some island,” said Webb. “ I 
don’t know' much about this region. I 
know the Aleutian chain stretches across 
from Alaska to Siberia, but I don’t know 
the names of any of them.”

“ It -wouldn't make any difference if 
you did. We don’t know where we are.” 

It w'as quite light, even at midnight, 
and the island resolved itself into two 
natural divisions. The . great moun­
tain Webb had seen first rvas one, and

from the base of this there stretched 
away for a considerable distance what 
seemed lowland.

“ It’s the most barren spot I ever 
saw',” said Tom. “ I don’t see a tree.nor 
a house. Do you?”

“ No. I wonder if the place can be 
inhabited. It must be. These fellows 
wouldn’t take all this trouble to haul us 
to a desert island.”

“ This may not be their final destina­
tion,” said Tom. “ There may be coal 
there. There is coal on some of these 
islands. Or they may be out of water. 
They may stop and then go on again.” 

“ No—see ! ” cried Webb. “ There’s a 
fire. It must be a beacon. And there 
is somebody walking near it. And an­
other—another. It is inhabited. Now 
we are in for it for fair.”

But they were still far from the island, 
and the steamer was going at a de­
creased rate of speed for some reason, 
and hours passed. When, at last, in the 
cold, clear dawn they could see the 
island well, they were amazed.

There were people there, quite a num­
ber of them, but of what kind the two 
on the raft could not determine. They 
seemed to be gathering near the shore, 
and were apparently as much perplexed 
at the sight of the steamer and raft as 
the tw'o men on the raft were at the 
sight of the island.

“ They’ve got boats,” said Tom, “ but 
I don’t see any houses.”

“ I think I ’m getting wise,” rejoined 
Webb. “ This is one of the seal islands. 
Those boats are made of walrus skin, I 
take it. There is no wood. And those 
mounds you see scattered, or in groups, 
are the houses. Fellow's who have been 
up in Alaska have told me of them. 
They make their houses partly under 
ground. In the winter they are built of 
snow. They call them igloos. I’ve an 
idea that these people have seals, but no 
lumber, and th'e crew' of this steamer is 
going to make a trade.”

This was as near as they could come 
to a decision, and they stopped talking 
to watch. The water was apparently 
deep around the island, for the steamer 
w'ent ahead without fear of shoals.

“ They are stopping—they are putting 
out a boat,” said Tom. “ Get down out 
of sight.”
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But Webb wanted to see what the boat 
was going to do. He kept as low as he 
could, and still watch.

“ The boat is coming this way,” he 
reported. “ Don’t stir. I fancy they 
are coming after the hawsers.”

A few minutes of silence followed.
“ Yes,” added Webb. “ They are 

casting off. They are going back. We 
are adrift again now.”

“ If we had a ten-thousand horse­
power motor in this raft we could . run 
away,” said Tom.

“ It hasn’t been made yet. They are 
going ashore. The deal is on.”

Tom crawled back again, and they 
watched the meeting on the island.

The boat ran up on the sloping beach, 
and one man, wearing a cap and uniform, 
stepped ashore. He was met by a very 
tall and heavily-built man, and a con­
versation followed.

They pointed toward the raft a num­
ber of times, and from the absence of 
anv sign language it was evident that 
they found no difficulty in speaking.

“ Hello I ” said Webb. “ They are 
coming here. The big fellow is getting 
into the boat.”

“ Now. what shall we do?” asked 
Tom. “ Hide again?”

“ No, I think not. The deal is on 
here, and we’ve got to face whatever is 
before us. If they sell the logs here, the 
raft will be broken up, and we would 
probably fare worse if discovered than if 
we face them unafraid. Wait, and see 
if we can catch any conversation.”'

The boat came out to the raft, and the 
two men who had been doing the talking 
got on it. They scrambled up the for­
ward slope till they were almost to the 
top, and then stood upright. They did 
not face the two flat figures, and had not 
discovered them.

“ There you are, Bender.” said the 
sailor. “ As fine a lot of logs as ever 
came from an Oregon forest. You want 
lumber for houses and I want skins and 
gold. There’s at least twenty-five thou­
sand dollars’ worth in this raft.”

“ Where the devil did you get these 
logs?” asked the man called Bender. 
“ The Bear only chased you a few days 
ago, and now you come back with logs 
it would take a year to cut. Where did 
you get them ? ”

“ Never mind where I got them,” said 
the sailor. “ They are mine, and they 
will be yours for the value in furs and 
the yellow. E h ?’!

“ I beg your pardon, gentlemen,” said 
Webb, getting to his feet and walking 
boldly toward the two. “.There is some 
mistake. These logs are mine.”

It seemed for a moment as if the 
sailor was going to fall down and roll 
over the logs into tire sea. He gasped, 
sputtered, and tried to talk.

He stared at Webb and Tom as though 
they were ghostly visitants from the 
mysterious deep. The man called Ben­
der looked on with considerable curi­
osity.

“ Who—who the devil are you?” de­
manded the sailor. “ Where did you 
come from? ”

“ I ’m the owner of these logs,” said 
Webb. “ I ’ll make this deal with you, 
Bender.”

CHAPTER XV.

WRANGLING FOR POSSESSION.

B e n d e r  was the cooler of the two who 
were transacting a deal and turned to 
Webb, seemingly ignoring the sailor.

“ Well, young fellow,” he said, “ you . 
do seem to have the goods. I ’ll admit 
I don’t understand. Seems like you 
two were passengers without ' Hawson 
knowing it. Howsumever, that ain’t my 
business. The fact is, I ’m the boss of 
this island, and I do want lumber. No 
mistake about that. Now, I can’t dicker 
with both of you. Let’s hear the yarn 
and we’ll come to some decision.”

“ Look here, Bender,” broke in the 
sailor called Hawson, “ I didn’t spend 
coal, hauling this raft up here, to get 
turned down. _ No, sirree. I am the 
owner of these logs by law. See?”

“ On the contrary, I am the owner by 
law,” said Webb quietly.

“ Are you a sailor? ” asked Hawson.
“ No. I ’m a lumberman. I built 

this raft. I must tell you, Bender, that 
I am foreman for Burke & Bayliss, of 
Oregon, and this was part of a big raft- 
we built for' San Francisco. This was 
the tail end of it, and it broke loose in a 
storm. We were on it, in a little cubby 
we made. Now, you see, it is mine.”



414 THE ARGOSY.

“ We don’t see nothing of the kind,” 
said Hawson. “ It’s easy to see you 
ain’t a sailorman. You’d know the law 
if you was. You admit that you built 
this raft for Burke & Bayliss. Well, it 
was their raft, and not yours. See? 
You wasn’t a passenger. You was a 
hired hand, same as a cook or a fireman 
or a deckhand on my ship there.' You 
went because you was ordered to go. 
See?

“ Now, by your own statement, this 
end of the raft broke loose, and when I 
spied you you was floatin’ helplessly on 
the sea. Nobody was in sight. Ever 
hear of flotsam and jetsam? That’s a 
pretty good firm, too. Well, you was 
flotsam. Nothin’, I tell you, but flot­
sam. Well, I hooked into the thing, and 
pulled you up here. Why? I knew 
Bender here needed lumber to build 
houses.

“ Why didn’t he get it before? Well, 
Bender’s sort of on the outs with gov­
ernments, he is. Can’t do business on 
the mainland. So, says I, I ’ll take this 
up to Bender. I was fired on by the 
cutter Bear, and couldn’t get any seal­
skins, and now I’ll drive a bargain with 
Bender, who has plenty of seals. See? 
Now, you shut up. You’re only flotsam, 
that’s what you are.”

“ I’m the owner, or the agent of the 
owner, of these logs,” persisted Webb. 
“ You can’t frighten me. I know you 
are an outlaw. You are a seal-robber. 
I am on this raft, and I call on Mr. 
Bender to uphold the legal rights in this 
case.”

“ Haw, haw! ” laughed the captain of 
the steamer. “ Bender ain’t never set 
up to be a saint when it comes to law. 
If he was, he’d get lumber from the main­
land. He’s a outlaw himself, is Bender. 
He’ll deal with me, Bender will.”

“ It seems.to me,” said Bender, “ that 
while you fellows do your fighting I ’ll 
take the logs. As long as the ownership 
is in dispute there’s nothing to stop me 
from taking them. You spoke of flot­
sam, Hawson. The other end of the 
firm ain’t heard from. I ’ll see about 
this. More than half this raft is under 
water, and has been under water all the 
time. It’s jetsam. I’ll just jettison the 
whole business. How’s that?”

“ You wouldn’t do that, Bender,” said

Hawson angrily. “ One thing, you can’t. 
If you don’t do business with me, I ’ll 
hook on to the raft and take- it away 
again. See?”

Oh, you will, will you? ”
“ Yes, I will, will I. I ain’t going to 

waste a hundred ton of coal bringing 
wood to a market and gettin’ turned 
down like this. No, I guess not. This 
raft will sail in one hour, Bender, if 
you don’t do business with me.”

“ I am doing business with you. I ’m 
.telling you to get off mv raft. I t’s mine. 
I ’ve claimed it under the tide-water act. 
See? Know what that is? Well, when 
the tide goes out this thing will be restin’ 
on the bottom. I own the bottom and 
claim everything the tide leaves there. 
See?”

Hawson stared in disgust at the is­
lander. His face grew purple with 
rage.

“ Bender,” he roared, “ I’ve got guns 
on that ship. I ’ll—I’ll— What the 
mischief is that?”

His eyes were now bulging, and he 
was staring toward the rear end of the 
raft. They all turned and looked.

•Kate, accompanied by Chin Lee, was 
coming up the whaleback.

“ We were frightened almost to death,” 
said Kate, smiling and nodding to the 
strangers. “ You didn’t come and tell 
us anything, and we took a look our­
selves, and here you were, almost on 
land, talking away to friends as though 
it was a reunion. Where are we?”

“ Well—by the holy—was that girl on 
this raft all the time?” gasped Hawson.

“ Yes,” said Webb. “ It was because 
of her that we didn’t let you know we 
were here. This is Miss Collamore, sis­
ter of Mr. Collamore, here. My name 
is Webb. This is Chin Lee, my cook. 
Now you know us all.”

“ Any more in this family?” asked 
Hawson.

“ No more.”
B e n d e r  w as  calmly studying Kate’s 

face. She certainly was beautiful, and 
the flush that had come into her cheeks 
when she saw land and people made her 
more so than usual.

“ If I ’d known,” growled Hawson. 
“ If I ’d known there was a girl—and 
such a girl—on this raft, I ’d been here 
myself.”
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“ Glad you didnit know,” said Webb.
“ What sort of a place have you got 

there to hold four people day and 
night? ” asked Bender in a friendly tone.

While Hawson was growing more 
angry and more purple, Bender seemed 
in the best of spirits, and was disposed 
to be friendly.

“ It’s an igloo,” said Tom. “ An 
ocean igloo.”

“ A what? A house in there?”
“ Yes,” said Webb. “ As foreman of 

the construction-gang I had a sort of a 
cabin made in there, and we were very 
comfortable. Only it was an accident 
that Miss Collamore was with us.”

“ Accident, eh?” laughed Bender, 
rubbing his chin. “ I like some acci­
dents, and this is one of the kind I like. 
Welcome to Bender’s Island, miss. For 
hospitality, it can’t be beat. I ’m Ben­
der, I am, and the boss of the island. 
I ’m glad Hawson didn’t know you were 
on board. He’s kind of rough, like a 
sailor, Hawson is. He don’t know how 
to treat pretty girls. And, what’s more, 
he’s married. I ain’t, and I ’m a gentle­
man.”

“ What the devil are you driving at, 
Bender?” asked Hawson, now almost 
beside himself with rage. “ Miss Colla­
more ain’t goin” to stay on no barren 
rock with that gang of cutthroats of 
yourn. Not while the Lizzie Hawson 
has a ton of coal in her bunkers. See? 
She goes with me to any port she says, 
and I ’ll take these logs away, 'too. See? 
I ’m Hawson, captain of the Lizzie of 
the same name, I am.”

“ But you’re not the captain of this 
raft. Hawson, don’t make me angry. 
You know me pretty well. I like these 
people. They are all right. You’re too 
grasping, Hawson. There’s not an hon­
est hair in your head.

“ You steal a raft of wood on the 
ocean and come up here and try to sell 
it to me at a fabulous price. Now, these 
people look like nice, intelligent folks. 
Of course, we will all agree that it looks 
sort of queer—sort of strange—for a 
pretty girl to go to sea in a big raft with 
two white men and a Chinaman. Per­
haps one of ’em is her brother, and per­
haps he ain’t. That’s no concern of 
yours, nor mine, either, for that matter. 
The thing is, she is here, and I like her.

“ This is a hospitable island, and 
there’s law here. I am the law. And 
there’s a missionary here. He’s pretty 
old, and usually looks pretty hungry; 
but he’s a missionary, and qualified to 
perform things like funerals, weddings, 
christenings, and such. There’s nothing 
a pretty girl need fear on Bender’s Is­
land, while on a seal-robber like the 
Lizzie Hawson, where there is no law, 
it wouldn’t be right to let her go. I 
couldn’t think of it.

“ Then, again, these people, having 
their own troubles, and probably their 
own little secrets to keep, wouldn’t try 
to drive such a hard bargain as you 
would. I think, after all, Hawson, I ’ll 
do business with Mr. Webb.”

“ I’ll be hanged if you do! ” howled 
Hawson. “ I'll take ’em all awav. 
I ’ll—”

Bender put his powerful hand on 
Hawson’s shoulder and turned him 
toward the steamer.

“ See the Lizzie Hawson out there?” 
he asked. “ She wants a captain bad. 
Better go on board. I ’ll attend to this 
raft.”

“ No! You—you—
Hawson’s verbal arguments gave out. 

He smashed his fist into Bender's face, 
and the smile left that. Bender reeled a 
little, but in an instant his great hand 
had doubled, and it smote Hawson ter­
ribly.

With a curse and then a groan, Haw­
son went rolling down the side of whale- 
back number five into the sea.

CHAPTER XVI.
A LITTLE ROW.

I f there ever was a row anywhere near 
Bering Sea, it tvas then.

When Hawson struck the water a 
howl of curses rolled up from his throat, 
and his splashing round churned the sea 
white. A yell of rage came from the 
deck of the Lizzie Hawson, and the boat 
sped from the nose of the raft to where 
Hawson was floundering in the water.

Bender, as if scenting more trouble, 
turned toward the shouting, yelling 
crowd on shore, and called for a boat. 
In an instant there were three manned 
by a man apiece hurrying toward the raft.
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“ Get on the island,” said Bender to 
the four on the raft. “ This fellov.' is 
a loafer of the sea. He will make trou­
ble. I ’ve got to thrash hint and his en­
tire crew. But I’ll take care of you.”

There was qpthing else to be done, for 
there was every evidence that the men 
on the steamer were preparing for a 
fight. Webb hurriedly helped Kate into 
one of the walrus-hide boats, got in him­
self, and Tom and Chin Lee were taken 
into another. Then Bender got into the 
third, and the little fleet was paddled to 
the shore.

Bender wasted no time in explanation. 
Webb and his party saw men and women 
in the crowd. There were men like 
Bender, either Americans or English, 
and a horde of natives, and a goodly 
number of Chinese.

The whole population of the island 
had gathered, and a dirtier, crazier lot it 
would be difficult to find.

There seemed to be a disposition on 
the part of the women, who seemed to 
be all native Indians, or Aleutians, to 
grab Kate and make an examination of 
her features. But Bender had weighty 
things on hand just then and shouted 
out orders in a volcanic flow, accompany­
ing them with kicks and blows bestowed 
where he thought they would do the 
most good and exact the most prompt 
obedience.

Among the shouting, hustling crowd 
ther^was a very old man, clad in worn 
and ragged clothing.

“ Here, Father Akerman,” shouted 
Bender above the hubbub. “ I’ve got to 
fight Hawson. Take care of my guests.”

The little old man sprang into activity 
at once.

“ Follow me, in Heaven’s name,” lie 
said to Kate. “ There is no telling what 
these people will do when they get to 
fighting.”

He led the way from the crowd and 
through a town of mound-built houses, 
to a spot almost at the foot of the moun­
tain. Here there were several of the 
underground shelters, and he led them 
into one that seemed to be clean and 
well kept.

These houses were all built alike. 
The entrance was through a hole in the 
ground covered over by a mound that 
was hollowed out, to keep out the rain

and snow. There was a drop of a few 
feet, and then a straight passage for 
about ten feet into the great round 
living-room under the mound that rose 
like a dome above.

In the middle was the usual smoke- 
hole, and this furnished what light and 
ventilation there was.

“ We are safe here till they get through 
fighting,” said the man Bender had called 
Father Akerman.- “ I was amazed to 
see you on the raft, but of course you 
can tell me your story or not, just as 
you like.”

“ I take it you are a priest of some 
kind,” rejoined Webb. “ There is no 
great mystery about us.”

He then gave a brief history of their 
adventures.

“ I don’t know,” said Father Aker­
man, “ whether to congratulate you on 
what you may consider an escape or not. 
You have certainly escaped death at sea, 
and now you have escaped Captain Haw­
son, who is one of the greatest rascals 
unhung. But Bender is no better, and 
you are simply transferring from one 
rascal to another.”

“ But what place is this?” asked 
AY ebb. “ Surely we must be under some 
governmental law.”

Father Akerman shook his head.
“ This island is under no law but 

Bender’s,” he said. “ It may seem 
strange to you, but I, can explain it. 
When the United States purchased 
Alaska from Russia, it seems that in the 
purchase all the inhabited islands trans­
ferred were mentioned by name, and 
_their geographical situation made plain. 
This island was inhabited, but it is so 
situated that somehow it was left out of 
the negotiations, and has been either a 
disputed or a deserted territory ever 
since.

“ It has no name, and on the mariners’ 
charts it is simply a rock. So it seems 
to be, from a short distance. I am a 
M o rav ian  m issionary , an d  m any  vears 
ago discovered the lamentable condition 
of the poor people on this island, and 
came here to teach them what I could.

“ I found them of low intelligence, 
but disposed to be friendly and hospit­
able. At that time we might have car­
ried on trade with other islands, but we 
had no good sea-boats, for there was no
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wood on the island' to build them, and 
few boats on the mainland to be bought. 
Then Bender came.

“ Bender is exactly the same kind of 
man Hawson is, only, if there is any 
comparison, he is a little worse because 
he is more courageous and more intelli­
gent. He, like Hawson, roamed the 
seas, seeking any kind of plunder, and 
came here for seals after the law against 
indiscriminate sealing made it piracy 
and robbery.

“ Something happened to his ship, and 
he, with his terrible crew of Americans, 
English, Chinese, and what not, arrived 
i: i small boats, and took possession. 
Bender had committed so many crimes 
on the high seas that he could not find 
friends in any country, and as this 
seemed to be a no man’s land, he appro­
priated it, called it Bender’s Island, and 
made a sort of king of himself.

“ He has ruled with a high hand here. 
All the teachings I had spent years to 
give were swept away by this ruthless 
marauder. His men married native 
women, and went to hunting seals, and 
the man has an immense fortune in skins 
stowed away here.

“ Then somebody discovered there was 
gold on the island, and Bender started 
them mining. They began a sort of in­
sular trade, but instead of carrying it on 
in an honorable ■way, and paying for 
what they got, they robbed, destroyed, 
and made themselves the most hated 
horde of rogues in this part of the world. 
I have performed many marriages here 
when I knew the women had been stolen 
from their people; but even so, it was 
better that way, for I could do absolute­
ly nothing to soften Bender’s heart.

“ Our food is mostly fish, although 
there are plenty of seals, and we occa­
sionally get a bear on the mountain, and 
at times great quantities of migratory 
birds come here, and we fill our larders. 
But now Bender has made himself so 
hated he cannot trade anywhere, and we 
are entirely cut off from the world.

“ So, as I said, I don’t know, really, 
whether to congratulate you on your es­
cape or not. You seem to have gone 
from one difficulty into another.”

“ What you say can scarcely be called 
cheerful news,” said Webb, “ but we 
are here, in no danger of starvation, and 

3 A

perhaps we can manage to handle Ben­
der if he defeats Hawson. I hear a gun. 
You take care of Kate, father, and we’ll 
go out and have a look.” -

“ Be careful,” the missionary warned 
him. “ Those men will shoot you with 
as little conscience as you would kill a 
crow.”

Nevertheless, Webb, Collamore, and 
Chin Lee made their way outside, leaving 
Kate, who had been deeply impressed 
by what the Moravian had said, standing 
mute and tearful by the little fire that 
was burning in the middle of the floor.

It was certainly a stirring scene that 
met their view.

The Lizzie Hawson had gone over to 
the raft, and several of her men were at 
work on the hawsers. Bender stood, a 
grim look on his face, with folded arms, 
while his men were running and scurry­
ing through the town. They appeared 
with all sorts of weapons, and were gath­
ering around Bender on the shore.

The boss of the island gave a swift, 
savage glance over his little army, and 
then, pointing toward the Hawson, 
shouted :

“ Kill every man on board that ship.”
A howl that might have come from a 

lot of maniacs went up from the crowd, 
while the women began to chant some­
thing that might have been a war-song.

The white men took command of little 
parties of natives and Chinamen, and a 
great fleet of walrus-hide boats shot out.

There was a shot from a gun on the 
Lizzie Hawson, and the water was 
thrown up where the ball struck, not far 
away from Bender’s boat.

The firing of rifles began then, and 
a terrific din ensued. The Lizzie Haw­
son was the storm center of a terrible, 
cursing, rioting crowdj and as boats were 
sent close to her* wild and savage men 
scrambled to her decks, and hand-to-hand 
fights were going on in every part of the 
steamer.

“ Chin Lee,” said Webb, “ those 
Chinamen fight well. They are like 
devils.”

“ Chinamen velly blave, all same like 
heloes,” replied Chin Lee blandly.

Two or three of the boats went to the 
raft, and the long hawsers, which had 
been cast off the steamer, were hauled 
on the logs.
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Then the tide turned in favor of Haw- 
son, or at least it seemed so, for Bender’s 
men began leaping into the boats, or the 
sea" any way to get off the steamer.

But this after all might have been 
to get back to the island, for the screw 
of the Lizzie Hawson started to turn, 
and she started away without the raft.

“ You wait, Bender,” shouted Hawson 
from the stern. “ I ’ll come back with 
men enough to wipe you off the map. 
I’ll have that girl and that raft. See?"

Bender merely waved his hand in 
derisive answer, and walked toward his 
guests.

CHAPTER XVII. 

b e n d e r ’s p l a n s .

“ T h a t  was like play,” said Bender, 
with an expression of savage satisfac­
tion, as he joined Webb and Collamore. 
“ Hawson’s got a lot of scum he’s picked 
up in every port, and while they are "ras­
cally enough, they don’t know how to 
fight. But he’ll be back. I know he’ll 
be back. Hawson’s a man that don’t 
know when he’s licked. I ’ll have to give 
it to him again.”

“ But suppose he returns in force and 
defeats you?” suggested Webb.

“ Then he’s got to kill me first,” re­
plied Bender." “ I’m a fighter and my 
men are fighters. I suppose you are 
thinking about the girl and what would 
happen .to her and you if Hawson did 
win. Well, that is something to be 
thought of. Where is the beauty?”

“ My sister is with Father Akerman,” 
said Tom.

“ Your sister. Very good. Stick to 
that if you like. It does no harm, and 
sounds well. What do you think of my 
island?”

“ So far it has been a lively place,” 
said Webb, “ but we thank you for your 
hospitality and protection.”

B ender sm iled. T h e re  w as n o th in g  
reassuring about the smile of this huge 
islander, who had outraged all laws, and 
challenged all governments, and then set 
up laws and a government of his own.

It was a leering, sinister, ill-favored 
smile, and both Webb and Collamore felt 
their blood run hot at the fellow’s inso­
lent bearing.

“ The beauty is safe for the present,” 
said Bender. “ I can’t tell how long 
Hawson will be. He can get men at 
almost any point now, and he’lLbe back 
in a day or so. We must be ready for 
him. I must see to things now. Come 
with me. Your own status in my com­
munity must be settled. I assume that I 
have your friendship.”

“ You have done nothing as yet to 
forfeit it,” replied Webb, who felt that 
something disagreeable was coming.

When a man like Bender wanted to do 
something, right or wrong, he was not 
likely to waste any time waiting.

“ Because,” continued Bender, “ we 
have only two kinds of people here. 
Loyal ones and dead ones. Of course 
you can take your choice. The dead ones 
are thrown out there.”

He swept his arm toward the sea. and 
they understood.

“ We certainly do not want to die,” 
said Webb.

“ That’s what I understood. Young 
fellows and girls who want to die don’t 
build cabins in rafts and run away from 
their homes. Of course it’s none of my 
business why you ran away. But I’ve 
lived some in this world and I know that 
all this means that you’ve done wrong. 
You are all implicated in some crime. 
Therefore, we are in the same class, and 
there need be no sweet words and mealy- 
mouthed politeness between us. You 
ran away. The fortunes of the sea 
brought you here, and I’m glad they did. 
Get that girl out here. I want to see her.” 

“ But—she isn’t feeling well,” said 
Tom. “ She has been upset by all this 
excitement. Let her rest.”

“ Look here.” exclaimed Bender, as his 
face clouded darkly. “ Let’s understand 
each other fully. I ’m no saint. I ’m as 
tough as they make ’em, I’ll admit. But 
you are just as bad, only younger, and a 
little more refined. But you’ve com­
mitted a crime, and • you were running 
away. Down in your hearts you know 
you are glad that you. are here, because 
no officers of the law 'can get you. I’m 
right, eh?” he added, looking shrewdly 
at Collamore’s face.

“ We have committed no crime,” said 
Webb.

“ Don’t tell me. I know. Don’t let’s 
have any nonsense between friends.
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We’ve got to. stand together when Ben 
Hawson comes. Now get that girl. I 
■won’t eat her. When I attend to a few 
little matters I want to show you some­
thing. I do everything open and above­
board. You’ll like me better if you do 
as I say.”

There was something half menacing, 
yet half promising in the big man’s man­
ner, and Tom started to obey. As Webb 
did not call him back he decided that 
Webb felt the same as he did about it.

Anyway, thefre was no use trying to 
keep Kate out of Bender’s sight. The 
island was all under his control, and the 
better way was to conciliate the man and 
keep him good-natured as long as pos­
sible.

When Kate joined the group her eyes 
were red.

“ I see,” said Bender graciously, “ that 
my pretty guest has been crying. It’s all 
wrong. It not only makes your eyes red, 
but it gets you nervous, and all worked 
up. And, to tell you the truth, I don’t 
know what you are crying about.

“ I am not a savage beast. I ..never 
left the marks of my teeth in a woman. 
You need not fear me. I suppose that 
old fool of a missionary has .been telling 
you things about me. I don’t like that 
man, and he doesn’t like me. Yet I let 
him live. You can see by that that I 
am not a terrible man.”

“ But everything is so awful,” said 
Kate.

“ Oh, of course.” rejoined Bender. 
“ When we are young and make the mis­
take of committing one crime, we get 
conscience-stricken at first. You’ll get 
over that. In an hour you’ll be laughing 
and glad you came here. You will even 
be pleased at something I am going to 
say to you.”

Webb and Kate shuddered, and shot a 
glance at each other.

“ First,” said Bender, “ I must have 
that raft anchored. It is too valuable to 
lose now. I ’ve always wanted wood to 
build houses here, but the fools on the 
other islands took, a dislike to me and 
won’t trade with me. Funny, too, for 
some of their tvomen are happily married 
to some of my Chinamen. But now I ’ve 
got plenty of lumber.

“ I ’ll have some skins filled with stone, 
and see if they will hold the raft,'but I’ll

begin at once to take it apart. We want 
houses bad. It civilizes people more to 
live in houses and I want to build up a 
nation of civilized people here. Civilized 
fighters, you know. I ’ll have some of the 
other islands some day. <3l’ll make the 
moguls at Washington sit up and take 
notic'.”

H , gave various orders concerning the 
raft, the boats, and other matters, and it 
was noticed by his guests that all the 
people obeyed him with an abject submis­
siveness that could be nothing but the 
result of fear. The island had quieted 
lown somewhat, although groups stood 

here and there talking in loud tones, and 
many of the men and women had disap­
peared, either into the houses or farther 
away on the island, which was a large 
one.

Webb looked curiously at the men who 
had fought so valiantly under Bender’s 
command, and now seemed to obey him 
with scowls and ugly looks, some of them 
even muttering as they worked.

“ Some of your Chinamen don’t seem 
to like you,” he remarked.

“ Oh, they’re a lot of beasts. I ’ve 
had to shoot two or three, and that makes 
the others mad. Now, come here. I ’ll 
show you something that will make your 
eyes water.”

They followed their strange host into 
one of the igloos. Here, in a large room, 
were piled thousands of the finest seal­
skins. It was a treasure-house indeed.

Whether the killing of the seals was 
legal or not, the skins were there, an 
actual asset. The value of the lot. was 
fabulous.

“ You talk about your ' logs,” said 
Bender with a laugh. ” Why, the for­
tune in those skins would buy all the logs 
you could put into a bridge from here 
to Alaska. But that isn’t all. See 
here.”

He stepped to one side of the room 
and pulled away a stone slab that cov­
ered an aperture.

There, in a bin scooped out in the 
earth, was a great pile of̂  yellow gold.

“ There’s another fortune for you,” 
said Bender. “ You see, I am not a poor 
man. There’s many a prince and noble­
man in Europe who would like to have 
my wealth to support his rotten dignity. 
But I am not going to spend all my life
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on this island. There is another killing 
season to come, and some more gold to 
be got out, and then I ’m going to leave.”

“ Are you going to divide all this 
among the men who came here with 
you?” asked "Wiebb.

Bender stared at him as though he had 
uttered a most absurd remark. The l he 
burst into laughter.

“ Divide! Me divide anything with 
that mob? Ho, ho ! I guess not. There 
is only one person on the face of the 
earth who will share that wealth with 
me, and that is my beauty here. I knew 
that somewhere in the world there ex­
isted just the woman I wanted for a 
wife. Those native women were all 
rigiit for the others, but for me—none 
but a bright American girl.

“ Don’t shrink from me and look at 
me with big horror-stricken eyes. I 
won’t eat you. I’m not an ogre. Isn’t 
that wealth enough to tempt you? Are 
not half the weddings the result of bar­
ter just like that? Do you think the 
daughters of millionaires who marry 
babbling old idiots with titles love their 
husbands any more than you do me? 
Not a bit.

“ But the difference is this. They are 
abused after their noble husbands get 
the money, whereas you will be treated 
like a queen with the utmost tenderness 
and consideration. But it must be. I 
have never seen so beautiful a face as 
yours, and I am in real earnest. You’ll 
come to it when you think it over. And 
to make it easier, I will treat these 
friends of yours well.

“ I didn’t know—well, never mind 
whether one is your brother or not. I ’ll 
treat them both well. Now, don’t cry. 
Go back to the old missionary. He must 
marry us soon, because Hawson will be 
back, and after I kill him and his gang 
I want his boat to take us away with our 
wealth on our honeymoon.”

Nobody had had a chance to protest, 
and the tears that came again to Kate’s 
eyes had no effect.

Webb was studying the face of Bender 
while he was speaking. We have already 
seen that in emergencies thoughts traveled 
in procession-like regularity through 
Webb’s brain, and one of these proces­
sions was traveling now.

When they were once more in the

open Webb took a deep breath of fresh 
air.

“ I think Mr. Bender is right,” he said. 
“ After all, we must look to him for pro­
tection, ant}" you as Kate’s brother'must 
see the advantage of such a marriage. 
As for me, if I had any hopes in that di­
rection, I waive them now. I am poor. 
My little fortune in logs is gone. I can 
see that with Bender as her husband she 
will be much better off. You, as her 
brother, must acknowledge that. Now, 
you take her back to Father Akerman 
and talk the matter over sensibly. Chin 
Lee and I are going to look around a 
little.”

“ Spoken like a sensible man,” said 
Bender, grasping Webb’s hand. “ I like 
you, old sport. You are all there.”

Tom and Kate, after staring at Webb’s 
wooden face in a sort of stupefaction, 
turned to go.

“ Make it soon,” said Webb careless­
ly. “ I won’t intrude on you again till 
after the wedding.” •

“ You are a gentleman,” said Bender. 
“ Go where you please, you and your 
Chinaman. You’ve done me a good turn 
to-day. I won’t forget it.”

CHAPTER XVIII. 
w e b b ’s p l a n s .

“ Me no save dlis,” said Chin Lee re­
proachfully, after he and Webb had 
walked a short distance, leaving Bender 
behind. “ Why vou tell devil man mally 
Missy Kate?”

“ Chin, look there,” said Webb, point­
ing to something up the mountain.

“ Me see. Big hill.”
“ All right. Keep on looking inter­

ested and listen to me. Are you pretty 
good at arithmetic? ”

“ ’Lithmetic? You mean all same 
count one, two, thlee?”

“ All same. Now, we are going to 
stroll all around this island. We shall 
take a look at the varied specimens of 
mankind on this island. Save that?”

“ Me save dlat. All same look what 
evlybody go do.”

“ Yes. And while I count the white 
men and natives, you count your country­
men, the Chinese. Understand? You 
needn’t pay any attention to what I am
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doing. I ’ll count everybody but the 
Chinese. You keep ah accurate count of 
them. Then we’ll have a talk. Come 
on.”

The face of the Celestial expressed 
nothing, but there was a peculiar glint in 
the slant eyes as the.two strolled on.

'They found the island larger than 
Webb had supposed, but the greater por­
tion of it was barren and uninhabited. 
Here and there where there was a bit of 
fertile soil lying hard against the foot of 
the mountain, and warmed by the sun, 
they found gardens in which corn and a 
few other vegetables were growing, these 
gardens all being under the care of Chin 
Lee’s countrymen.

They saw little streams that ran down 
the mountainside, and in these streams 
the slaves of Bender were working to add 
to his pile of gold.

The other occupations on the island 
were limited. Women were making a 
feeble attempt- to clean such clothing as 
they had, and everywhere Webb noticed 
one thing. The Chinese were the work­
ers.

The white men with Bender were few, 
and they were coarse, brutal, and in­
dolent. They bossed the others well 
enough, but did nothing themselves. The 
natives were ,too stupid for any use, 
though some could be seen out in their 
boats fishing.

Here and there Webb saw signs of 
coal, but he paid this little attention. It 
was not coal he was after. ■ It was statis­
tics.

It took some time to make the trip 
around the mountain. Chin seemed to 
have warmed up to his mathematical task, 
and kept his count correct by changing 
pebbles from one closed fist to another. 
And he seemed to have worked out some 
kind of a reason for all this, for he fre­
quently stopped and talked in his own 
language with the industrious Chinamen.

They were in turn stared at by white 
men, Chinese, and natives. Had they 
come in a boat everybody could have un­
derstood. But coming from inside the big 
dead thing that lay off the island they 
were a mystery.

After a time Webb and Chin Lee had 
made the complete round, and reached 
their starting-point.

Bender met them.

“ Quite an island, eh, Webb?” he re­
marked.

“ It is, indeed,” said Webb. “ I should 
imagine existence on it wouldn’t be bad 
if you only had houses.”

“ That’s just it. You see, we never had 
anything to make houses with. Now we 
have. That raft was a godsend. I’ll 
get my men at work very soon, and we’ll 
begin building.”

“ Yes, I was thinking of that too," 
said Webb, “ Buf wait. You have got 
several important things to consider. In 
the first place, there is your wedding 
coming off. I ’ve done a lot of thinking 
about that.

“ Of course, giving up a girl like Kate 
Collamore is a good deal of a wrench, 
but I ’ve overcome that. It will be so 
much better for her to marry a rich man. 
You want to leave for a trip, and I, who 
know more about handling logs than any 
one here, will remain, and when you re­
turn you will see a village of fine houses.”

“ Good. I like you, Webb* You adapt 
yourself to circumstances.”

“ I have learned to. I ’ve always been 
a poor man and had to fit in any hole 
where I was stuck. Then again, Haw- 
son will be back here in a day or two, 
and there will be a fight. He has a 
cannon, and if you have your houses 
built he will demolish them. So I would 
suggest that you leave the raft as it is 
until you get though with Hawson, and 
can take his ship. Then I can get to 
work without being interrupted.”

There was just one gleam of suspicion 
in Bender’s glance, but the blue eyes and 
boyish face of Webb were innocent.

“ I like your plan, Webb. I’ll do it.”
Again Chin and Webb walked to­

gether.
“ How many of your people, Chin?” 

asked Webb.
“ Tlenty fr.”
“ Twenty-five Chinamen,” repeated 

Webb slowly. “ Good. You can talk 
to them, Chin. You have talked to them. 
Are they good Chinamen?”

“ All good.”
Chin was very positive about this. He 

seemed almost hurt at the question.
“ Are they good at arithmetic? As 

good as you? ”
“ All same like me. Count one, two, 

thlee.”
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“ Good. There are five Americans, 
counting Bender, and I saw about one 
hundred natives. We need not count on 
them just now. Later on. But now, 
Chin, listen. The rising of the sun and 
the shining of the moon depend on you. 
The life of Miss Kate and Tom and my­
self are in your hands. Understand?” 

“ Me no save dlat Tell more.”
“ Well, you know Bender has declared 

that he will marry Miss Kate. We don’t 
want to let him do that. And Hawson 
will come back with a big gang in his 
steamer, and Hawson will be as bad as 
Bender. We’ve got to lick Bender and 
his white men first and then get ready for 
Hawson. Now do you understand? 
And your Chinamen have got to do it.” 

There was, somewhere in the mys­
terious make-up of Chin Lee, a strain of 
his conquering Manchurian ancestry. For 
one brief moment there shot from his 
slanting eyes a fire that told of fighting 
and blood and conquest and rapine and 
plunder. Webb saw it and was pleased.

“ Chinamen can fight, Chin, if they 
have something to fight for. You saw 
those sealskins and that pile of gold.”

“ Me saw.”
“ Well, your people got those skins and 

that gold, and it belongs to them. Make 
them understand that. Make them 
see that Bender has made slaves of 
them and has got rich on their labor. 
He will take it all away and leave them 
with nothing. Can vou tell them that?” 

“ Ah-h! ”
It was a long breath—only a breath, 

but Webb understood.
“ We have no time to lose. ■ It must 

be done to-night. Every hour adds to 
Miss Kate’s peril. Go among your peo­
ple and work with them and get their 
blood hot telling them what a nice girl 
Miss Kate is, and how good she has 
been to you, and then get it hotter by 
telling how much money they will have— 
all the skins and gold will be divided 
among them if they help us defeat Bender 
to-night and Hawson when he comes. 
You can do that. Chin.”

Chin raised his eyes and looked square­
ly into Webb’s.

“ Listen. Me tell as you say, all same. 
But my countlyman not all same like 
yours. Maybe bimeby get fight, kill 
Bender.”

“ I don’t care. The thing is that Kate 
Collamore must be protected if every­
body on this island is killed. Now go 
—here comes Bender again—and I’ve got 
another scheme to work.”

“ What time begin?” asked Chin.
“ Midnight. Make it midnight. Eve­

rybody knows midnight.”
Chin made a peculiar guttural sound, 

and his face grew strange even to Webb.
“ Evlybody save midnight,” he said, 

and he sauntered away in the idlest 
fashion.

CHAPTER XIX.
A LITTLE FEASTING.

“  I w a n t e d  to see you alone, Bender,” 
said Webb. “ I know it’s the rule when 
a man is going to be married to celebrate 
a little among his friends. I didn't want 
to say anything about this before my 
Chinaman. But when I built that raft 
and made a cabin in the end section I 
did it for a purpose, as you say, and I 
planned well for a long trip.

“ I stocked it with good things. In 
that cubbyhole inside there are wines and 
liquors as good as you can buy in any 
hotel. And cigars. And canned meats 
and fruits. The raft is yours, but in 
taking it apart the natives might spoil 
the good things. Accept them from me 
as evidence of my good wishes.”

Bender stared.
“ W’hat’s that you say? Wine, and 

whisky, and cigars? And me with a 
thirst on me a mile long? You can’t get 
any whisky in this accursed part of the 
world unless you go to Siberia. Can’t 
buy it in Alaska. So there’s some in the 
raft, eh? Good. Webb, I ’m proud of 
you. I’ll get the stuff.”

It was what Webb wanted him to do. 
And Bender wasn’t going to trust any­
body else on this errand. He jumped 
into a boat and called Webb to join him. 
Webb did so, and they were soon at the 
raft.

“ I ’ll manage the boat,” said Webb, 
“ and you go get the stuff. There’s 
plenty of it. Help yourself. Bring it 
all. See that hole? Crawl in there.”

Bender did not hesitate. The knowl­
edge that whisky and cigars were so 
close at hand was all he thought of
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then, and he crawled to the tunnel and 
in it.

Webb began looking round. Iri the 
bottom of the boat there was a short har­
poon used by the fisherman to kill wal­
ruses. It had a long rope of walrus hide 
attached to it. He cut this off and 
waited.

He made the boat fast to one of the 
cables of the raft, and then, with the 
long walrus-hide rope wound around his 
waist and the harpoon gripped in his 
right hand, he went to the mouth of 
the tunnel.

Peering in, he saw from the moving 
light that Bender had the lantern and 
was stirring about.

He waited till the light became 
motionless and then crept into the pas­
sage.

Noiselessly, but swiftly from practise, 
he crept through till he could peer round 
the room. Bender stood with his back 
toward him and a bottle in one hand and 
a glass in the other.

He chuckled will delight as he smelled 
the liquor he had not tasted for so long. 
He poured out a drink, and did not hear 
the silent, but desperate, man who, with 
his boyish face set and his blue eyes cold 
and hard, was creeping up to him.

Webb hesitated but an instant and then 
the harpoon swung in the air, and as Ben­
der turned, it struck him with ter­
rific force in the head.

Half stunned, he fell against the logs, 
and the harpoon fell again, and with a 
groan Bender dropped unconscious to 
the floor. To make matters still more 
secure, Webb gave him another crack, 
and then unwound the walrus hide.

With this he trussed Bender as few 
men were ever trussed before. Hands 
and feet, and arms and legs, head and 
eyes, Bender was tied and bound, and 
tied and bound again, till he was the 
center of a series of Gordian knots that 
would require an Alexander with a very 
sharp sword to release.

Webb then took his time and carried 
all the liquor out to the boat.

With swift strokes he sent the boat 
back to shore.

“ Where’s Bender?” asked one of the 
white men, a bearded ruffian who dis­
graced the name American. “ He went 
with you.”

“ He’s busy. I’ve got to go back. 
Bender didn’t know the good things we 
had on the raft, but he’s getting away 
with some lobster now. There’s corned 
beef and ham there, too. Take these, and 
you fellows get busy with your mouths. 
I’ll bring back something good.”

The four white men gathered and 
gazed with glee at the bottles.

“ Come on. Open ’em up,” said one.
With an eagerness that was exactly 

what Webb wanted, they fell to. They 
waited for no glasses. Every man put 
a bottle to his mouth.

Webb returned to the raft, taking his 
time. He wanted a smoke himself, and 
sat down and watched Bender while he 
enjoyed it. Bender was alive. Webb 
was glad of that.

“ The Chinaman can’t kill him. It 
won’t be necessary to kill any of Bender’s 
men,” he chuckled.

He finished, and, taking some of the 
good things, to eat, he went back. Hand­
ing most of it to the white men,'he car­
ried a quantity, including some wine, to 
the missionary’s house.

“ You here? ” cried Tom. “ What are 
you driving a t? ”

“ Don’t worry. Things are moving 
beautifully. Chin is working up a re­
bellion for to-night. Bender is senseless 
and tied up in the raft, and his white 
men are getting gloriously drunk. That’s 
easy. All we’ve got to think of now 
is Hawson. And we’ll fix him some­
how.”

“ Oh, Dave,” cried Kate. “ I have 
been in such terror. And you were think­
ing of this all the time.” f

“ Sure,” said Webb. “ Don’t worry. 
Everything will come out all right.”

He went back among the white men. 
Their miserable life cm the island had 
made them ripe for just such a feast 
as this, and they took no account of the 
quantity of liquor they drank.

“ Whersh Ben—der?” asked one.
“ He’s drunk,” said Webb. “ He’s 

asleep. He’ll be back when he wakes 
up.”

“ Be back? Waz wanna come back? 
Good, heal’, ole fel’.”

Webb promised, and watched the four 
human beasts drink themselves stupid.

When night came they were asleep.
Webb had not seen Chin Lee since
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that worthy had departed on his errand, 
and now went in search of him. He 
found him gathering his forces.

“ It’s easy, Chin,” said Webb, “ if the 
natives don’t make a fuss. If they do, 
knock ’em on the head. The white men 
are all drunk, and I ’ve got Bender on the 
raft.”

“ Velly good. We tie up all same 
like bun’le. Get guns. All same like 
sodgers we fight when steamer come
back. Chinamen velly blave. Come
now.”

The islanders knew that something
was amiss, and gathered round.

“ Do they understand?” asked Webb.
“ No save. Velly stupid. Make un’- 

stan’ when see.”
Chin told the Chinamen what was 

wanted, and they marched to the house 
where the men were sleeping. Tom
joined them, and they gathered enough 
walrus-hide ropes to tie up a regiment.

But the sleep had done some of the 
men good, and they woke up as one after 
the other came in.

“ What’s, this? Wake u p ! ” shouted the 
brightest one, and Webb smote him where 
he stood and knocked him down.

Then began a fight 'that was none the 
less bitter because it was short.

The Chinamen had many an old score 
to settle. To Chin Lee they explained 
that long ago they had shipped with 
Bender at San Francisco for an Asiatic 
port, with the understanding that he 
would land them in San Francisco.

But he never let them land anywhere. 
He kept them on the ship and made them 
work like slaves without pay, and the 
five white men got all the booty. It was 
all Chin Lee could do to prevent his 
countrymen, when roused, from cutting 
the throats of the lot.

“ That’s done,” said Webb, when the 
four were trussed up the same as Bender 
was on the raft. “ Now we’ll get Ben­
der, and shut them all in here and wait 
fo r  H aw son . C hin , ex p la in  to  your coun­
trymen that we thank them. This wasn’t 
much of a fight, but a big one is coming. 
Tell them to go through all the houses 
and gather up all the guns and other 
weapons, and be ready to fight when 
Hawson comes.”

“ Me tell. What me tell ’bout gold? ”
“ Tell them it is theirs.”

The howl of Chinese joy that fob 
lowed a few words from Chin Lee proved 
that he had conveyed the message cor­
rectly.

CHAPTER XX.
A MEETING AT SEA.

W h e r e v e r  Hawson went, or what­
ever he did while there, nobody ever 
knew, and nobody cared enough ever to 
inquire. The fact was that late in the 
afternoon on the following day the Liz­
zie Hawson was sighted steaming at full 
speed toward the island.

“ There’s music in the air,” said Tom. 
“ I . mell a fight.”

“ Here, too, Tom,” added Webb, “ but 
we’ve got to fight, and, what’s more to 
the point, we’ve got to win. This is our 
trump-card, Chin ? ”

“ Me save.”
“ Tell everybody to get under cover. 

Don’t let Hawson see a single individual 
when he lands.”

Chin Lee nodded, and went among 
his countryfnen. They, in turn, made 
the order understood among the natives.

“ Get them in houses. Tell them to 
keep their guns ready, and when you call 
them to come out,” said Webb.

They began disappearing like so many 
gophers.

“ But are you sure Hawson will 
land?” asked Ton}.

“ Land! Of course he’ll land,” an­
swered Webb, with a laugh. “ Doesn’t 
he know there are skins and gold here? 
He may wonder at seeing nobody. 
That’s what we want. We want him to 
bring his crew ashore for a fight. We 
don’t want to let them get away w’ith 
the steamer. We’ll have to get a lot of 
Chinamen on board as soon as possible, 
and the more of Hawson’s men that 
come ashore the better.”

Webb and Tom -were lying behind a 
m ound, w atch ing . The L izzie H aw son  
was a fast steamer, as well as a powerful 
one, and she came on rapidly.

“ I don’t see so many men,” said Tom. 
“ Perhaps he didn’t get the recruits he 
wanted.”

“ We’ll see soon enough.”
The Lizzie Hawson came nearer and 

nearer, till they could perceive the burly
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form of the captain- himself on the bridge 
with a glass. He was evidently much 
interested in the study of the island, and 
it must have surprised him very much 
with its deserted appearance.

As a matter of fact, he was greatly 
perplexed. He could see the raft. No­
body had gone away on that. Admit­
ting the possibility that a wandering ship 
had touched at the island, it was scarcely 
to be believed that it had carried away 
Bender and his men, the Chinamen, and 
all the natives.

Had it not been for Kate Collamore, 
perhaps Bender would have been pleased 
at the aspect of affairs. But he was, in 
fact, far from pleased.

Picturesque curses rolled from his 
thick lips, and he stormed at everybody 
on board. His trip had not been as suc­
cessful as he had expected, for the sim­
ple reason that Bender’s reputation was 
so terrible nobody would enlist to fight 
for him.

The Lizzie Hawson hove to, and a 
boat was lowered. Webb grunted With 
satisfaction when he saw Hawson him­
self enter the boat with four men. The 
boat came to the island, and Hawson 
stepped ashore.

“ Wait,” said Webb. “ Wait till they 
get used to things. They are watchful 
and suspicious now.”

It so happened, however, that after 
Chin Lee had got most of the islanders 
out of sight, he and a couple of powerful 
Mongolians had huddled in the entrance 
of a house near the beach, and Hawson, 
walking from the shore, and looking 
about in perplexity, passed close to this.

In an instant two pairs of hands shot 
out, Hawson’s legs were seized in a grip 
of iron, and he went over backward as 
if he had been struck on the head by a 
flying crane. He made one effort to 
struggle, but before his astonished men 
could get their senses together to help 
him, he disappeared from their sight into 
t h e  h o le  in th e  g r o u n d .

Then Webb and Tom. leaping up, 
gave a halloo, and the fight was on.

The men on board the steamer had 
seen what happened, but did not under­
stand it. But -when they heard guns, 
and saw Chin Lee leap from the ground, 
and heard a blood-curdling war-whoop, 
they knew.

Then from every house on the island 
there poured men and women, and the 
natives were armed with their own war- 
spears.

It seemed that these natives had their 
own little grudge to settle. Hawson 
was an old enemy of theirs, and before 
the advent of Bender had made a prac­
tise of coming there and robbing them 
of their seals.

Webb motioned toward the steamer, 
and Chiu Lee shouted his commands. 
As a boat was lowered from the Hawson, 
a score of big walrus-hide boats shot out, 
and every one of them held a half dozen 
savage islanders.

The women stood in groups on the 
island and howled war chants, and the 
Chinamen went into the melee with some 
of the ferocity of a Boxer uprising.

The gun on the steamer was fired, but 
it hit nothing unless it was the side of 
the mountain, and after forty minutes 
Webb and Collamore, somewhat bespat­
tered and tired, but not seriously wound­
ed, shook hands with each other.

Some wounded men lay on the ground, 
■but no one had been killed, all of Haw­
son’s men were prisoners, either on the 
boat or the island, and the steamer was 
in possession of Chin Lee.

“ Well,” said Webb grimly, “ all that’s 
necessary now is to get aboard and go 
home. And don’t let’s waste any time 
about it. I don’t like the atmosphere 
about here.”

And they wasted no time. Tom ran 
to the missionary’s house and told the 
news. Kate came out, with Father 
Akerman. and Webb began what re­
mained as his part of the work still to 
be done.

“ The question is,” he said, “ what 
shall we do with Bender?”

“ Oh, we’ve got nothing to do with 
Bender,” said Tom. “ Let’s get away.”

‘‘ But we’ve got to take the Chinamen 
if they want to go.”

I t  took some tim e to se ttle  these 
things. The Chinamen did want to go, 
and Chin promised that they would be 
good Chinamen and make no trouble. 
They would not even try to get into San 
Francisco. They would do whatever 
Webb said.

Webb did some thinking. -
“ Everything plans itself,” he said.
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“ It isn’t necessary even to try. You 
read about people in difficulties being 
shrewd and working their way out. It’s 
all bosh. Everything works itself out.

“ Here we have Bender and his gang 
who claim the island. As no one else 
seems to ■■want it, let him have it. We’ll 
leave Bender and his gang here. Now, 
the engineer and assistant'.engineer and 
the firemen of the steamer, and those of 
the"crew who can talk, want to sail with 
us, and promise to obey orders. Very 
good. We need them. Hawson we’ll 
take back as a prisoner. The mate says 
he can run the ship.

“ Now, then, the Chinamen can be de­
pended on to keep the crew in subjec­
tion. Then we have Tom, who wants 
to get away, and the Chinamen can’t get 
into San Francisco. Their shares of 
gold will satisfy them, and they, like 
Chin, will want to go back home. Good.

“ We get to San Francisco, see? Kate 
and I go ashore. Tom remains hidden. 
I make my report,, and Chin Lee takes 
the Lizzie Hawson to China with Tom 
aboard. How’s that for a heap of good 
things? ”

“ Hoopla!” cried Tom. “ But what 
■about Mr. Akerman?”

“ Leave me,” said the missionary. “ I 
came here to teach these people, and now 
I shall have a chance. You might have 
a vessel stop with supplies. And a few 
logs for a house won’t hurt you.”

“ You shall have them,” said Webb.
So, with everything settled so nicely, 

they started the next morning. The 
raft was taken in tow again, and the 
Lizzie Hawson steamed away slowly to 
the southward for San Francisco.

And everything went lovely for a few 
days, and it seemed as though all of 
Webb’s statements would be borne out, 
when lo ! one morning the lookout shout­
ed, “ Steamer dead ahead with zigzag 
course.”

They crowded to where they could see 
her, but she had seen them, and with 
black smoke pouring from her funnels 
she came straight for them.

“ By Jove!” shouted Webb. “ It’s 
the Growler! ”

Sure enough, it was the Growler, with 
Murphy, red-faced and explosive; Mur­
phy, who had been scouring the seas look­
ing for whaleback number five; Murphy,

who could not give a satisfactory ac­
count of the disappearance of Webb, 
and who had, somehow or other, been
looked on with some suspicion concern­
ing the escape of Collamore from Wig- 
wood.

But Murphy was happy now, though 
his face was redder.

“ What ship is that, captain ? ” asked 
a lumberman who stood near him.

“ Blamed if I know. She’s a whaler, 
I suppose, from the looks, or a sealer. 
But dod-gast it all, where did she pick 
up that raft? There wasn’t a current 
to take her ’way up north. There’s 
something uncanny about all this. But 
we’ll go aboard and see.”

When the two steamers were near, 
Murphy shouted:

“ What ship is that?”
“ The Lizzie Hawson, bound for San 

Francisco with consignment of logs for 
Burke & Bayliss, and Dave Webb as 
supercargo and Kate Collamore as pas­
senger,” shouted back Webb.

“ Glory be! ” came back from Mur­
phy. “ But it’s worse and worse, Jones., 
What’s Kate Collamore doing there? If 
Kate’s there, then they had something to 
do with Tom’s "escape.”

“ Well,” said the lumberman, “ as long 
as it’s all over, and we know who killed 
Billy Evans, I’ll tell you. Tom Colla­
more went away in a cache Webb and 
Garry and I built in whaleback number 
five, and the ten men in masks were 
nothing but Webb himself, who stuck a 
knife in Byke’s arm, with Byke’s full 
permission and assistance. Are you 
wiser now? ”

Murphy’s face looked as if it would 
explode, or else go soaring off over the 
ocean.

“ Well—gosh all fish-hooks ! ” was all 
he said.

When Murphy went aboard the Liz­
zie Hawson and Jones accompanied him, 
Jones looked around for Tom, but Tom 
was nowhere to be seen.

“ Where’s Tom Collamore?” bawled 
the lumberman, as he grasped and al­
most wrung Webb’s hand off.

Webb looked scared.
“ You needn’t be afraid,” said Jones, 

whereupon Kate rushed to him and stood 
there, white-faced and trembling. “ It’s 
all out. When the news came that Tom
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had escaped, and nobody could find him, 
Kane acted queer, and Peter Davig al­
most went off his head. Then some­
thing was said while Kane was drunk 
that aroused suspicions in Curtis. Cur­
tis ain’t so bad, you know, and he began 
his investigations all over again, and, 
by Jove, it was that old whited sep­
ulcher, Davig, who killed Billy Evans. 
Kane knew it, and was well paid for 
what he did.

“ Davig was arrested by Curtis, broke 
down and confessed. The story Tom 
told was true to the half inch. He did 
give the money his mother had to Davig, 
but Davig put that away and showed t ie 
money he had taken from Evans as th t 
Tom had paid to him. We’ve adver­
tised in all sorts of papers, but got no 
answer. Where have you been, anyway 
—and where’s Tom Collamore?”

“ Here,” said Tom. “ I’ve heard 
every word. Ho, for home and Sallie 
Jackson! ”

And Murphy, red-faced still, listened 
to Webb's explanation, while Kate wept 
in Tom’s arms.

“ Cut her loose,” chuckled Murphy. 
“ We ain’t got nothing to do with the 
Lizzie Hawson, and don’t want to pay 
her salvage. That’s yours. Cut her 
loose, and we’ll take the logs in with the 
Growler.”

So the Lizzie Hawson steered for 
China, and the Growler took whaleback 
number five into San Francisco.

When the happy group went home, 
Webb had fifteen thousand dollars in 
his pocket, and now there’s one unmar­
ried girl the less in Wigwood, which was 
the point we were trying to reach all 
along.

T H E  END.

UNCLE JERRY’S DOG FIDO.
By LEE BERTRAND.

The terrible visitation upon a nephew with a million at stake.

“ T T ERE’S a letter for you, dear,” 
, 1 1  cried Martha as she glanced 
through the batch of morning mail which 
the maid had just brought in. “ I t’s 
postmarked ‘ Cape of Good Hope,’ so I 
suppose it’s from your Uncle Jerry.”

My wife handed me the missive across 
the breakfast-table, and I opened the en­
velope eagerly, fondly hoping that my 
very wealthy relative had seen fit to send 
me a substantial token of his regard in 
the shape of a check or a money-order.

“ Is it good news, dear?” inquired 
Martha anxiously, watching the expres­
sion of my face as I read.

“ No,” I growled, “ it isn’t good news. 
Uncle Jerry is getting to be an awful dis­
appointment and a confounded nuisance. 
I ’d write and tell him so—if he wasn’t so 
alluringly rich.”

“ He hasn’t gone and got married, has 
he. Gerald?” inquired my wife fearfully.

“ Married ! Good Heavens, no ! ” I 
cried, filled with horror at the suggestion. 
“ Do you think I could sit here so calm 
and collected in the face of such a ter­

rible calamity? Of course it isn’t any 
such bad news as that, little girl; but it’s 
bad enough. Here, take the letter and 
read for yourself.”

As Martha perused my uncle’s charac­
teristic scrawl her countenance gradually 
cleared.

“ Why, this isn’t such bad news, Ger= 
aid,” she declared. “ Uncle Jerry simply 
asks us to take care of his pet dog for a 
while. Surely we can afford to do him a 
little favor like that.”

“ I^detest dogs,” I growled, “ and so 
do you. Why can’t the old fool keep his 
dog or turn him over to somebody who 
appreciates dogs, instead of thrusting the 
little beast upon us? I ’ll wager that when 
he arrives he’ll turn out to be a little 
yelping, snarling, yellow mongrel who’ll 
always be in the way and always tearing 
everything to pieces. I call it a con­
founded imposition. I’m surprised to 
see you take it so good-naturedly.”

“ Well, considering what we expect 
from dear uncle—some day—it’s up to 
us to do all we can to please him and keep
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in his good graces,” replied Martha, with 
a pleasant smile. “ After all, he isn’t 
asking such an awful lot of us. It’s true 
I don’t like dogs, but I can manage to 
tolerate this one for a time. Besides, 
it may not be a dog at all. The letter 
doesn’t say what it is. Uncle simply 
states that he is sending you his ‘ dear 
Fido,’ and hopes that you will take good 
care of him. Fido may be a cat. Cats 
are not so bad, dear.”

“ Who ever heard of a cat named 
Fido?” I grunted, determined to view 
the matter in its worst light. “ It’s a dog, 
sure enough, Martha, and a nasty, de­
testable little beast into the bargain; I 
feel it in my bones.”

“ Well, let’s hope that your guess will 
turn out to be wrong, and that when 
Fido arrives he’ll turn out to be a nice, 
gentle, quiet cat,” declared Martha opti­
mistically. 11 At any rate, Gerald, whether 
it’s a dog or a cat you’ve got to go down 
to the dock and get him when the ship 
com in. We can’t afford to anger Uncle 
Jerry by refusing him this little favor.”

“ No, I suppose we can’t,” I agreed 
moodily. “ You’re right, Martha. We’ll 
have to grin and bear it. If the old man 
had any sense of decency, he’d have sent 
along a good-sized check to defray the 
expense of the beast’s board and lodging ; 
but I suppose such a thought never entered 
his head.”

“ Uncle’s letter says that Fido is to 
sleep indoors,” said Martha. “ Where 
shall we put him, dear? ”

“ In the kitchen, of course,” I replied 
fiercely. “ You don’t think for a minute 
that we’re going to make him a bed in 
the front parlor, do you?”

“ Well, you know the letter says we’re 
to treat him as if he were one of the fam­
ily, and do everything in our povrtr to 
make him comfortable,” protested Mar­
tha. “ Do you think we’ll be doing our 
duty fully, dear, if we make him a bed in 
the kitchen? ”

“ Duty or no duty, that’s where he’s 
going to sleep—either there or else in the 
back yard,” I declared firmly. / “ I ad­
mire your conscientiousness, girlie; but 
there’s a limit to good-nature.”

“ Well, after all, I suppose I can make 
him pretty comfortable in the kitchen,” 
replied Martha. “ I’ll get a nice basket 
and some clean straw from the grocer.”

And sure enough, when I arrived from 
the office that evening I found a big, 
roomy basket, nicely lined with straw, 
in the coziest corner of our little kitchen, 
all ready for Fido’s reception.

“ Aren’t you rushing things a b it?” I 
asked my wife. “ I should think you’d 
have preferred to wait until the beast 
arrived before going to all this trouble. 
He may prove to be too big for that bed, 
you know.”

“ Well, in that case I can easily ex­
change the basket for a larger one,” 
replied Martha, with a good-humored 
smile. “ I suppose it would have been 
m- re sensible to wait; dear; but you know 
wnen once I get an idea into my head I 
can’t rest until I ’ve carried it out. Doesn’t 
this bed look cozy? I’m sure Fido will 
like it. I do hope that he is a cat instead 
of a dog. Somehow or other I feel sure 
that he is a cat. I have always wanted 
a cat.”

“ And I feel equally sure that he’s a 
dog,” I declared. “ And, as I said be­
fore, an ugly, surly little canine, at that.
I know endugh of Uncle Jerry to be able 
to picture just the kind of dog he’d 
fancy.”

A few days later, when the steamer ar­
rived in port. I went down to the pier to 
get Fido. I was accompanied by Jack 
Fisher, of our office, a corpulent young,, 
man with a perverted sense of humor 
which was continually finding vent in the 
most inane, idiotic, and irritating laugh 
imaginable.

It was not a well-bred laugh—it was 
one of those loud, coarse guffaws which 
makes one feel like committing murder 
every time one hears it.

If I had guessed what was to follow I 
should not have taken Fisher along with 
me; but being in blissful ignorance of 
what was in store, I accepted with grati­
tude his offer to accompany me, for I 
knew that he understood all about dogs, 
and I secretly made up my mind that I 
would persuade him to carry Fido all the 
way home.

When we arrived at the dock I espied 
a surly-looking, red-faced man standing 
near a gangplank, puffing on a corn-cob 
pipe.

“ Pardon me, my good friend,” I said,
“ do you belong to this ship? ”

“ Not exactly.” he drawled. “ The
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ship happens to belong to me. I ’m the 
captain.”

At this reply Fisher guffawed immod­
erately. I frowned upon him severely, 
and turned to the captain with much dig­
nity.

“ My name is Owens—Mr. Gerald 
Owens,” I said. “ I understand you’ve 
got a dog on board for me—shipped by 
Mr. Jerry Martin, of the Cape of Good 
Hope.”

“ Then you understand wrong, sir,” he 
replied. “ There ain’t any dog for any 
person by that name.”

I breathed a great s gh of relief. It 
seemed that, after all, my guess had been 
wrong, and Martha’s correct. Woman’s 
intuition was truly a wonderful thing, I 
reflected.

“ Well, then, it must be a cat,” I said, 
with a pleasant smile. “ Its name’s 
Fido, so naturally I supposed it was a 
dog. Have you a cat for me, captain?”

The man took the pipe from his mouth 
and regarded me curiously.

II No, I ain’t got no cat, either,” he 
drawled. “ There's an animal for Mr. 
Gerald Owens, but it ain’t -a dog and it 
ain’t a cat.”

“ Neither a dog nor a cat! ” I gasped. 
11 Then what the deuce is i t? ”

“ A giraffe,” answered the skipper 
calmly.

“ A what?" I shouted, my eyes fairly 
bulging out of their sockets with amaze= 
rnent and horror.

“ I said a giraffe,” repeated the skips 
per, with a shade of impatience in his 
tone. “ Don’t you understand the Eng­
lish language, or are you hard of hear­
ing?”

“ Surely you must be joking. It can’t 
be true,” I stammered, and turned to 
Fisher for sympathy: but that idiot was 
howling with laughter, his merriment 
being so acute that it almost doubled him 
up:

“ I’m not joking,” grunted the skipper. 
“ There’s a giraffe on board consigned to 
Mr. Gerald Owens, of New York; and 
if you are the man you’d better get a 
move on and take away your property.”

“ But I don’t want a giraffe,” I pro­
tested. “ Surely there must be some mis­
take. My uncle couldn’t have played,me 
a low-down trick like that.”

Then what I thought was the truth sud­

denly dawned upon me, and a heavy load 
was lifted from my heart.

“ I understand now,” I cried, almost 
smiling. “ It’s a stuffed giraffe, eh? A 
stuffed giraffe, for my front parlor. Of 
course it is ! Excuse my emotion, cap­
tain. I was somewhat staggered at first, 
for I thought you meant that the animal 
was alive.’-’

“ And you thought right. It is alive.” 
was the hope-blighting reply. “ He’s 
very much alive, my friend, and a deuced 
lot of trouble he’s been to us coming over. 
I wouldn’t ship another giraffe for any 
cash consideration.”

At this information my heart once more 
became as heavy as lead, and a cold pern 
spiration bedewed my brow.

“ This is preposterous,” I groaned. 
“ My uncle must be crazy to expect me to 
take care of such a beast. A dog would 
have been bad enough—but a giraffe! 
Good Heavens, it isn’t to be thought of. 
Jack Fisher, you blamed fool, if _,ou don’t 
quit that asinine laughter this instant I ’ll 
beat your fat face into a jelly.”

“ My dear friend,” cried Fisher apolo­
getically, between howls, “ excuse me—I 
can’t help it—it’s too funny for anything. 
A pet giraffe—ha, ha! Best joke I ’ve 
heard of ! Reminds me of the old rime:

Gerald had a sweet giraffe.
With spots as black as ink;

He had to climb a ladder 
To give his pet a drink.

This improvised parody struck him as 
being so funny that he straightway be­
came doubled up with laughter once 
more.

Even the grouchy captain smiled; but 
I could not see one vestige of humor in 
the situation, which to my mind closely 
bordered on tragedy.

If I refused to take my uncle’s strange 
pet from the ship I might with certainty 
abandon the hope of some day inheriting 
his fortune.

On the other hand, what the dickens 
was I going to do with a giraffe? How 
could I manage to keep such a strange 
beast in my little suburban home ? In my 
perplexity I took Uncle Jerry’s letter from 
my pocket and reread it carefully.

The first three paragraphs ware unim-, 
portant. merely expressing mv uncle’s 
delight at hearing I was so happily mam
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ried and his desire to meet Martha at an 
early date. The letter then continued:

I am sailing for Europe to-morrow 
and, later on, shall visit the United 
States again and make a long stay with 
you, my dear nephew and niece.

In the meantime, I am going to ask a 
small favor of you. I want you to take 
care of dear Fido for a time. Natural­
ly I can’t take him along with me on 
my travels, and there is nobody here 
with whom I would care to leave him, 
so, it seems to me that the best thing I 
can do is to ship him to you.

He is a line fellow and will give you 
very little trouble, I am sure. He is 
of a friendly disposition, and I feel con­
fident that in a very short time he will 
be as attached to you and Martha as he 
is to myself.

If you love me, you will take the very 
best of care of Fido. In fact, he should 
be treated as one of the family. I as­
sure you he is used to it, for, at home, 
nothing has been considered too good 
for him.

He must sleep in the house, and you 
or Martha must take him for a long 
walk every day—otherwise his health 
will suffer.

I know that you will do me this favor, 
so I am shipping him to you without 
even waiting for your reply.

If, when I arrive I find that Fido is 
well and happy, you will be rewarded— 
later; but if I find that you have not 
been faithful in your stewardship, you 
need not expect anything of me.

There was a postscript to the letter, in­
forming me how Fido had been shipped 
and when I might expect him to arrive.

When I had reread this extraordinary 
communication I felt almost positive that 
my uncle had gone out of his mind. I 
would have been inclined to believe that 
I was the victim of a practical joke, save 
for the fact that I knew my uncle to be 
a most serious-minded man, who could 
never even see a joke and was the last 
person in the world to indulge in a prank 
of this sort.

The letter had sounded crazy enough 
when I had first read it and thought that 
it referred to a dog or a cat; but it was 
almost impossible to imagine anybody 
writing thus of a giraffe.

“ TreJf Fido as one of the family, and 
let him sleep in the house,” my uncle 
commanded.

Could a more insane proposition be con­
ceived? Did Uncle Jerry suppose that we 
lived in a barn?

And according to the letter I was ex­
pected to take the beast for a walk every 
day! I could just fancy myself marching 
through our streets with a giraffe for a 
companion!

Perhaps in the Cape of Good Hope it 
was possible to keep a giraffe as a house­
hold p e t; but it was a mighty big propo­
sition to try it in New York City, even 
though I lived in the suburbs and had a 
garden at the back of my house.

Still, the prospi ct of forfeiting my in­
heritance was terrifying. My uncle was 
well advanced in years, and at his death 
I might expect to come into a million 
dollars if 1 stood in his good graces.

A man will do a whole lot for a million 
dollars.

After some deliberation, I despairingly 
decided that I would assume guardianship 
of that confounded animal.

“ Very well, I ’ll take the beast,” I told 
the captain gloomily.

“ Very good,” he replied. “ But before 
I hand him over to you, sir, you must fur­
nish me with some proof that you are Mr. 
Gerald Owens, the party to whom the ani­
mal is consigned.”

“ Pshaw! ” I cried bitterly. “ You 
don’t think I’d be fool enough to take 
him if I wasn’t the right party, do you? ”

“ Perhaps not,” he replied ; “ but I'm a 
careful man. You’ve got to prove your 
identity to me if you want that giraffe.”

Accompanied by that idiot Fisher, I left 
the pier in search of somebody who could 
identify me, and as luck would have it, a 
block away we met a police captain with 
whom I was intimately acquainted and 
who also knew the captain.

He consented to return with us, and 
vouched for me to the satisfaction of the 
skipper, and. after a few formalities had 
been disposed of, the giraffe was trans­
ferred from the ship to the wharf, with 
the assistance of a gang of longshoremen.

The stupid-looking beast was nearly 
eighteen feet in height from head to hoof, 
and stood on the pier regarding us out of 
fearful, blinking eyes, and at sight of him 
Fisher went into a fresh paroxysm of 
laughter.

“ Stop that noise, you blithering idiot' ” 
I growled at him. “ This may be funny
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to you, but I assure you it isn’t so to me. 
Imagine having to make a household pet 
of a thing like that! If you’d stop that 
unseemly laughter and tell me how the 
deuce I’m going to get him home you’d 
be doing me a real favor.”

“ Get on his back and ride him!” 
howled Fisher, and only the hasty inter­
vention of the police captain prevented 
me from felling him on the spot.

“ Or you might take him with you on a 
street-car. Doubtless the conductor would 
let you ride on the back platform.” Tears 
of laughter were running down Fisher’s 
cheeks.

“ Let me get at him,” I cried savagely, 
struggling desperately with the police 
captain.

“ Steady, old man,” said the latter 
soothingly. “ Don’t lose your temper. 
If I may venture a suggestion, I think I 
know the best way to get that animal to 
your home.”

“ Then, by all that’s merciful, tell me,” 
I cried eagerly.

“ Hire an automobile, and hitch the 
beast on behind,” said the policeman.

“ Pshaw! I ’d look pretty, wouldn’t I, 
sitting in an automobile with a giraffe in 
tow?” I snapped.

The police captain shrugged his shoul­
ders.

“ Well, you’ve got to get him home 
some way, and you can scarcely expect to 
pack him in a dress-suit case. I think 
you’ll find my suggestion is the most prac­
tical,” he said confidently.

And in the end that was exactly what 
I was obliged to do. I hired a touring- 
car, tied a stout rope around the beast’s 
neck and fastened him to the rear of the 
machine.

Fisher got in the automobile with me. 
He assured me that he was “  going to 
see the thing through to the very end.”

On our way home he informed me re­
peatedly that he was having the time of 
his life, and the excitement and curiosity 
we caused as we rode through the crowd­
ed city streets, while extremely mortify­
ing to me, afforded him unbounded de­
light.

I shall not attempt to describe in detail 
that never-to-be-forgotten journey. The 
distance from the dock to my home was 
over ten miles, and we had to proceed at 
a painfully slow rate for fear of putting

too great a strain upon the giraffe’s trot­
ting powers.

I will merely mention the fact that we 
had not traveled far before the automobile 
broke down, and it took us half an hour 
to get it in condition again.

During that time a crowd of nearly a 
thousand persons gathered around us, at­
tracted by the unusual spectacle of the 

rtient animal.
The crowd hazarded many audible 

guesses as to what we were going to do 
with the beast.

Some expressed an opinion that we 
were a part of a circus, and that the ele­
phants, lions, and bareback riders might 
be expected to follow in short order. 
Others were equally sure that we were an 
advertisement for somebody’s breakfast- 
food, and seemed disappointed that we 
did not hand out samples.

One sharp-featured woman announced 
in a loud voice that in her opinion we 
were burglars and had stolen the giraffe 
from the Central Park Zoo. She ap­
pealed to the crowd to get a policeman 
at once, before we could get away with 
our booty; but luckily her appeal fell un­
heeded.

Several, waiving all formality, boldly 
asked us outright where we were taking 
this strange appendage to our motor; but 
their questions remained unanswered, for 
I maintained a savage silence, and Fisher 
was too much convulsed with merriment 
to be able to make any reply.

At length, after many harrowing ad­
ventures. we arrived within sight of home, 
and at the foot of the road leading to our 
little frame house I stopped the machine 
and jumped out.

“ Here.” I said-grimly to Fisher, “ you 
stay here a while. I ’ll go on in advance 
and prepare Martha for this surprise. If 
we proceed right up to the house with that 
wretched thing in tow, we’re liable to 
scare her to death. And to think that the 
poor unsuspecting girl has prepared a nice 
basket in the kitchen for Fido’s bed! 
This is awful! ”

But instead of expressing sympathy, 
the silly fool gave vent to another of his 
guffaws; so I left him hastily and pro­
ceeded to the house.

“ Well.” inquired Martha expectantly, 
“ where’s Fido? Haven’t you brought 
him, dear? ”
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“ Yes. I ’ve left him up the road with 
Jack Fisher,” I replied gloomily.

“ Is he a cat or a dog, Gerald?” she 
inquired anxiously.

“ Little girl,” I said gently, taking her 
hand in mine, “ prepare yourself for bad 
news. Fido is neither a dog nor a cat. 
He’s a giraffe.”

I expected that she would fall—in a 
swoon, or at least cry out in horror a' 
these words, but, to my surprise, she did 
nothing of the kind.

“ A giraffe! ” she exclaimed, clapping 
her little hands together delightedly. 
“ Oh, Gerald, how perfectly lovely! He’ll 
give such an air of distinction to the 
house, and that odious, purserproud Mrs. 
Ketcham, next door, will be csazy with 
jealousy. I ’ll wager she never owned a 
giraffe in her life. Bring the pretty dear 
here at once, please, Gerald. I ’m dying 
to see him.”

I looked at her dazedly for a second, 
and then, without trusting myself to 
speak, retraced my steps back to the auto­
mobile.

“ Come on,” I said to Fisher; “ bring 
the giraffe to the house, Jack. I’ve told 
her.”

“ How did she take i t? ” inquired my 
grinning companion. “ Was she very 
much shocked? ”

“ Shocked? Not a bit of it,” I cried. 
“ She’s actually delighted at the idea of 
keeping a giraffe. Women are strange 
creatures, Jack, and my wife is the most 
wonderful woman ever horn.”

When Martha saw the animal she went 
in ecstasies over him and expressed great 
delight at the important fact that his 
coloring exactly matched the shade in 
which the exterior of our house was 
painted.

“ H-e’11 look fine in our back yard, dear,” 
she exclaimed enthusiastically. “ Of 
course we’ll have to keep him there, for, 
despite Uncle Jerry’s letter, it will be a 
physical impossibility to let him sleep in 
the house.”

“ I should say so,” I declared emphat­
ically.

„ “ Luckily, the weather is fine, so it won’t 
hurt him to sleep in the open air to­
night,” Martha continued. “ And to­
morrow morning, dear, you must get up 
early and hire some carpenters to build a 
shed.”

With the assistance of Fisher, I 
dragged the awkward-looking beast into 
the back yard and tethered him to a tree.

A little later Fisher took his departure, 
after enjoining me to be sure to kiss the 
giraffe good night for him; and soon 
afterward, Martha and I retired.

Exhausted by the excitement of the 
day, I slept soundly, but was awakened 
early next morning by the loud and re­
peated ringing of our door-bell. Hastily 
I jumped into a dressing-gown, went 
down-stairs, opened the door, and found 
old man Ketcham, our next-door neigh­
bor, yanking our bell-handle and almost 
foaming with rage.

We were not on good terms with the 
Ketcham family, so I fiercely demanded 
to know what the dickens he meant by 
this strange conduct.

“ What do I mean? ” he shouted. “ I ’ll 
show you what I mean by the time I get 
through, you villain. What the devil.do 
you mean by keeping wild animals in your 
back yard? ”

“ That’s no business of yours,” I re­
torted hotly. “ I’ll do as I please on my 
own property.”

“ No- business of mine!” he howled, 
fairly dancing with rage. “ Oh. you 
impertinent upstart. That confounded 
giraffe of yours has eaten the tops off all 
my apple-trees. There isn’t a leaf left. 
No business of mine, eh? I ’ll have you 
haled to court and show you whether 
it is or not.”

Of course this startling announcement 
completely took the wind out of my sails 
and humbled me to the dust.

“ I’m sorry,” I said meekly. “ I prom­
ise you that it shall not occur again and 
that—and that my giraffe shall be severe­
ly punished for what he has done.”

Even, these generous promises did not 
soothe him, and he went away, leaving 
with me the pleasant assurance that he 
would see his lawyer that very morning 
and make me pay dearly for the damage 
he had sustained.

Later, upon investigating, I found that 
Fido, although tethered to a tree in my 
yard, had managed to stretch his long 
neck over the fence and derive a substan­
tial meal from my neighbor’s apple; 
trees.

That was not the worst, however. 
After breakfast' Bridget, our maid of all



UNCLE JERRY’S DOG FIDO. 438

work, went out in the back yard to shake 
the crumbs from the table-cloth. Mar­
tha and I had neglected to tell her of 
our new acquisition, and at sight of the 
beast she uttered a loud shriek, and run­
ning into the house, fell in a swoon upon 
the floor.

When we finally managed to revive her, 
she announced her unalterable intention 
of packing her trunks and leaving at 
once.

In vain we tried to reason with her, and 
assured her with much vehemence that 
the giraffe was not his Satanic majesty, as 
she was inclined to believe.

“ If he isn’t the divil himself, he’s one 
of his craytures,” she insisted. “ Oi’m 
sure he’s no Christian baste, an’ Oi 
wouldn’t drame of shtaying here with the 
loikes of him around. Ayther you gets 
rid of the long-necked, polka-dotted spal-. 
peen, or I quits the job. That’s sure.”

Of course we couldn’t fine Uncle 
Jerry’s giraffe, so we had to let Bridget 
go, and, realizing the difficulty of obtain­
ing domestic help in the suburbs, I 
groaned with anguish and hurled fierce 
imprecations upon that spotted beast in 
our back yard.

Martha, on the contrary, bore it all 
with surprising good-nature.

“ After all,” she commented, with a 
brave smile, “ we can afford to make a 
few sacrifices, dear, for the sake- of Uncle 
J erry — and the money he is going to 
leave us some day. And besides, do you 
know, Gerald, I ’m already becoming 
quite fond of dear Fido. He has such a 
sad, wistful expression on his face. One 
can’t look at him without feeling sorry 
for him.”

“ I’m glad you feel that way about 
him,” I growled. “ I don’t. I can’t 
look at him without experiencing an 
almost uncontrollable desire to twist his 
neck.”

That evening Martha’s Aunt Jane paid 
us an unexpected visit and announced her 
intention of staying with us for a few 
days.

Aunt Jane, I should explain, was the 
wealthiest member of Martha’s family. 
As she is an elderly spinster, Martha had 
hopes of some day inheriting her wealth, 
and for that reason, although she was a 
very disagreeable person and very hard 
to get along with, we always made it a 
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point to be as cordial and attentive to 
Aunt Jane as we were to Uncle Jerry.

On this occasion her visit caused us 
much uneasiness, for she was of a very 
nervous temperament, and we feared that 
she would strongly object to the presence 
of-Fido in the. back yard.

Neither Martha nor myself could pluck 
up enough courage to break the news to 
her that night, so she went to bed in bliss­
ful ignorance of the fact that there was a 
giraffe on the premises.

We took care to give her a bedroom 
in the front part of the house, so that 
there was no danger of her looking out 
of the window and discovering Fido.

In the middle of the night we were 
awakened by loud screams issuing from 
Aunt Jane’s chamber, and, feeling sure 
that burglars were in the house, I jumped 
hastily into my dressing-gown, seized my 
revolver, and rushed to the rescue, with 
Martha pluckily following in my wake.

We found that tire screams were being 
emitted by Aunt Jane, who was sitting 
bolt upright in bed in a state of great 
terror and excitement.

“ Oh, Gerald! Oh, Martha! Oh, my 
niece and nephew,” she screeched, “ I’ve 
had such a terrible experience. A horrid 
creature just put its head through that 
window and—and k-kissed me.”

“ Kissed you? ” gasped Martha. “ Are 
you sure, dear aunt, that you were not 
dreaming? ”

“ Of course I wasn’t,” replied the aged 
spinster very indignantly. “ I was asleep 
•when the monster put his hideous head 
through the window; but I awoke just 
as soon as his tongue touched my face. 
I shrieked, and he instantly withdrew his 
head—quick as lightning.”

“ Can you describe this creature, Aunt 
J ane ? ” I inquired quakingly.

“ Not accurately, nephew. You know 
I can’t see very well without my glasses, 
and naturally I didn’t have them on; but 
it seemed to me that it was some kind of 
animal with a very long neck. It’s a 
mercy I wasn’t killed.”

“ That confounded giraffe must have 
broken his rope and got loose,” I mut­
tered, and rushed to the back of the house. 
Peering into the back yard, I found that 
Fido was indeed missing.

Hastily I donned" some clothes and 
went out to search for him, trembling as
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I thought how angry Uncle Jerry would 
lie if his pet was not found.

A sigh of relief escaped me as. by the 
light of the moon, I espied that giraffe, 
half - way up the road, standing stock 
still, contentedly munching the leaves 
from some tall trees, and with one-half 
of the broken rope still dangling from 
his left hind leg.

Stealthily I approached him, and man­
aged to draw near without arousing his 
suspicion; but as I stooped to grab the 
rope, he suddenly became aware of my 
presence.

Never shall I forget the look of terror 
on that poor beast’s face; never shall I 
forget the quaint figure he made as he 
stood there as though transfixed, with 
the moonbeams playing upon his yellow, 
black-spotted hide; and never shall I for­
get the rapidity and the unexpected 
viciousness with which he raised his long 
leg and dealt me a kick on the left shin 
which sent me sprawling on my back.

Then he galloped off in the direction 
of some near-by woods, running as fast 
as he could; but he could have taken 
his time, so far as I was concerned, for 
I was in no condition to pursue him.

My leg felt as if it was broken, and 
it was with great difficulty and inde­
scribable suffering that I managed to 
crawl back to the house on my hands and 
knees.

Of course we had to explain matters to 
Aunt Jane, who immediately became very 
angry and the next morning indignantly 
left us, after declaring that she would 
never pay us another visit and that when 
she died she intended to leave all her 
money to organized charities.

“ Now we’re in a pretty fix,” I groaned 
to Martha. “ I won’t be able to walk 
on this leg for months. Aunt Jane has 
disinherited you, and Uncle Jerry will 
surely disinherit me when he learns that 
his infernal Fido has beaten it to the tall 
timbers. It will cost me a pretty penny 
to settle for old Ketcham’s apple-trees, 
and you’ll have a hard job getting another 
girl to replace Bridget. A thousand 
curses on that giraffe. I wish I'd never 
seen his ugly hide.”

Even Martha’s optimism was not proof 
against this distressing state of affairs. 
She buried her pretty face in her hands 
and sobbed bitterly.

“ Little girl,” I cried hoarsely, “ do me 
a favor and go out of the room. I ’m 
going to say things about Uncle Jerry 
and his giraffe which no lady should hear. 
If I don’t say them at once I shall burst. 
Please go immediately.”

Martha was about to comply with this 
urgent request when just then there came 
a violent ring at the door-bell.

Martha hastily dried her eyes and went 
to open the door.

A second later a dapper little man 
stood bowing before me.

” Pardon me,” he said, 11 have I the 
honor of addressing Mr. Gerald Owens, 
and have you got a giraffe?”

“ More trouble,” I thought, groaning 
inwardly. “ I suppose that confounded 
beast has been doing some more damage, 
and this fellow has come to demand sat-, 
isfaction.”

“ My name is Owens,” I replied guard­
edly, “ but I haven’t got a giraffe.”

“ Haven’t got a giraffe! ” he cried, 
plainly very much disappointed. “ I 
understood that you had one.”

“ I did have one,” I admitted sullenly, 
“ but I haven’t got him now. He’s gone! ” 

“ Gone! ” he exclaimed in great sur­
prise. “ Gone where, s ir?”

“ I don’t know where he’s gone, and 
what’s more, I don’t care,” I shouted. 
“ Pie’s seen fit to leave me, and I want 
it distinctly understood that I won’t be 
held accountable for his acts. Who are 
you, anyway, and what the dickens do you 
want? ”

He handed me a neatly engraved card. 
“ My name is Johnson, sir,” he said. 

“ I ’m from the Bronx Park Zoological 
Gardens. I believe a great blunder has 
been made, by which you have come into 
possession of a valuable animal rightfully 
intended for us.

“ Mr. Jerry Martin, of the Cape of 
Good Hope, some months ago wrote us a 
letter, promising to send us a live giraffe 
to add to our collection. By a mistake of 
the shipping-clerks at the other end, the 
giraffe has been consigned to you, while 
a pet poodle dog, really intended for you, 
has been consigned to us.

“ We have just received notification of 
the mistake by cable. We have your dog, 
and are ready to transfer him to you if 
you will be kind enough to give up our 
giraffe in exchange.”
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“ Give him u p ! ” I cried excitedly. “ I 
should say I would. So Fido is a dog, 
after all, eh? Gee whiz, I ’m glad! 
Dear little Fido! Send him round 
right away, please. My wife and I 
dearly love dogs. As for that giraffe, 
you’ll doubtless find him some­

where in those woods over yonder. If 
you can get him you are more than 
welcome to him. But please be good 
enough to do me a great favor. If you 
catch him, lock him up in the strong­
est cage your zoo possesses— and lose 
the key:’’

T H E  B A T T L E  OF T H E  W EAK.
By ELIZABETH YORK MILLER.

Author of “ T he Score Against H im ," “ Larry's Luck," “ His Automobile or T heirs?” etc. 

The story of what happened in one case after riches took to themselves wings.

CHAPTER I.
T H E MEN1 WHO WATCHED.

YOUNG Calhoun, sitting at graceful 
ease on the edge of the library 

table, watched Anne Gravestock in 
amused, tender silence. She was re­
garding the ring on the third finger of her 
left hand thoughtfully. It meant so much, 
this sparkling symbol of_their troth. It 
was the exquisite outward expression of 
an inward, holy joy. It was the crystal­
lization of hope, the bright sparkle of 
promise.

He looked very boyish, did Calhoun. 
His deep-blue eyes were fringed with 
black, which gave him a pleasantly imp­
ish expression, and a limp, disordered 
bang straggled across his forehead. To 
complete the youthful ensemble he wore 
clothes which the tailors designate as 
“ ’Varsity.”

Yet Dickson Calhoun was not especial­
ly young. Not so young as Anne, by 
several years.

Some misgiving as to his youthful ap-. 
pearance must have flickered across Anne’s 
mind. Her hand dropped to her side and 
the ecstatic light died out of her eyes.

Suddenly she spoke, with sweet wist­
fulness.

“ You are such a boy, Dick! Forgive 
me—but sometimes I wonder if you fully 
realize just what this—means? I can’t 
believe that its seriousness appeals to you. 
Oh, Dick, true love is so beautiful—so 
wonderful! ”

“ Anne!” he exclaimed reproachfully, 
“ you think that I don’t understand.” He 
looked at her in silence for a moment, then

he said slowly: “ Why, Anne, it’s only 
because I love you so much—too much to 
give you up or to let pride and honor 
stand in my way—that I asked you to 
marry me.”

“ What do you mean, exactly?” ques­
tioned Anne, raising her delicate brows 
with a suggestion of hauteur. “ What can 
you mean, Dicky? That sounded rather 
—well, crude. Don’t you think so? ”

“ Possibly,” returned Dick affably. 
“ But the whole thing is crude—crude 
on my side, of course. Your father thought 
so. At least he hinted at it.”

“ My father has but one thought,” said 
Anne, her eyes shining luminously. 
“ Nothing counts with him in the whole 
world but me. It is his dearest wish that 
I should be happy.”

Dickson Calhoun smiled ruefully, but 
did not reply.

“ He said ‘ yes,’ didn’t he?” she ques­
tioned.

Dick slipped from the table and took 
her hand—the one with the ring. He 
raised it to his lips, but he kissed the hand, 
not the ring.

“ What if it had been ‘ no,’ sweet­
heart? ” he asked.

For one brief instant Anne hesitated. 
Then she drew in her breath sharply, 
threw back her head, and smiled into his 
eyes.

“ I would have married you, Dick—just 
the same! ” she said. “ That is how I 
love you. My father is everything to me— 
I love him dearly. But not as I love you, 
Dick. You are the sun, moon, and stars, 
and all the world besides, to me. That is 
why I am afraid. If I was very poor—”
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“ But you’re not poor,” broke in Dick 
serenely. “ You’re as rich as Croesus. I ’m 
the poor one.”

“ That’s it, Dick,” she said earnestly. 
“ My tastes are really very simple—I 
should love—”

“ You mean you wish you had to live 
on what I make ? ” He laughed shortly. 
“ Impossible, Anne! And as for your 
tastes being simple— You don’t know 
what simplicity is. I t’s a fortunate cir­
cumstance that one of us is rich—I’d 
rather, of course, it was I. It’s—not nice 
to live on your wife’s money.”

Anne flushed to her temples,
“ I've always thought that it wasn’t,” 

she said a trifle breathlessly. “ I’m glad 
that you feel that way, too. I shouldn’t 
mind being poor. I really shouldn’t,” she 
reiterated.

She waited a moment for him to fill up 
the gap with a suggestion, but apparently 
Dick had no suggestion to offer.

“ I ’ve always felt that it was as humil­
iating for the wife as for the husband,” 
continued Anne reflectively. “ She wants 
people to look up to her husband.”

“ Humiliating? What? ” asked Dick. 
“ To support her husband.”
“ I’ve taken care of myself so far in 

life,’.’ answered Dick, “ and I guess I can 
keep it up, at a pinch. I hope you don’t 
think I ’m absolutely a beggar.”

Anne threw her arms impulsively about 
her lover’s neck and drew his face down 
until it was on a level with hers.

“ Oh, Dicky, forgive me! I didn’t 
mean to hurt you—I really didn’t. I ’m 
sorry. And we will be happy, won’t we? ” 

Dick was puzzled. It was plain that he 
did not quite follow the emotional work­
ings of his fiancee’s mind. He kissed her 
tenderly.

“ I hope we will be very happy.” he re­
plied softly. “ I mean to make you happy, 
if such a thing is possible, and I think it 
is. As for the money—well, we’ve argued 
about that before. But your father won’t 
consent to have you live on what I make. 
He told me so. And I think we’ll be just 
as happy as though—as though we were 
poverty-stricken.”

Anne stroked his face gently.
“ Dear, dear boy! ” she murmured. 

“ If you were only older, Dick—even if 
you looked older. That would help a 
great deal, I think.”

Ten minutes later, after an exchange of 
fond farewells, Dick was gone, and Anne 
stood by the library window alone. She 
watched his strong, athletic figure lovingly 
as he strode out of sight across the square.

The street-lamps were lit. When Anne 
turned away from the window the room 
was quite dark.

In the grate the fire made a tiny patch 
of light, but the shadows were thick and 
closed in about her like a curtain. Anne 
shivered involuntarily, and put her hand 
to her throat. For the moment she was 
suffocated by an undefined foreboding.

Then she fumbled for the button that 
controlled the electrolier, and the room 
was flooded with soft, rosy light. The 
menacing shadows retreated to the cor­
ners.

The hands of the tall clock pointed to 
the hour of six.

Anne looked at it in amazement. She 
stepped nearer to see if she was not mis­
taken. Then she murmured to herself: 
“ Six o’clock, and father not home! Why, 
he hasn’t been this late in years.”

Again she turned toward the window 
and parted the heavy red hangings.

The street was almost deserted. A light 
scurry of snow gave a wintry touch to the 
air, and the few pedestrians who passed 
were muffled to the ears.

“ What can be keeping him?” Anne 
murmured impatiently.

To know how methodically John 
Gravestock ordered his life was to under­
stand his daughter’s uneasiness. Her 
mother had died when Anne was a baby, 
and since that time her father had made 
her his one consideration. He had scarce­
ly been separated from her a day in all the 
twenty-five years of her life.

She had studied at home when most 
of her companions enjoyed the sedate 
revelry of boarding-school. She had been 
shielded as are few girls in these days, 
and her ignorance of the world was aston-. 
ishing.

John Gravestock brought up his daugh­
ter to have no talent or trade, as even the 
daughters of millionaires are permitted to 
have in this generation. Under her 
father’s compelling yet tynder hand she 
had developed into a sedate old-fashioned 
little lady-. She had been taught the art 
of fine sewing, as it was one of her moth­
er’s accomplishments. She sang a little,
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possessing a well-trained but slender 
voice, and she also played the piano indif­
ferently well.

Beyond these few tricks, Anne could 
do nothing except keep house. She was 
homekeeping by instinct, and the happiest 
days she had known were passed with her 
father at their camp in the Adirondacks, 
where she could herself take an active 
part in the domestic routine, limited as 
it was.

When in town it was John Gravestock’s 
unfailing habit to leave his office at half 
past four o’clock. , The carriage went for 
him at four. By five o’clock he was at 
home. Any deviation from these rules Was 
always promptly announced to Anne over 
the telephone.

Anne had been so occupied with enter­
taining her fiance that she had failed until 
now to notice how late the hour was. 
Her heart beat fast with an unaccount­
able apprehension as she stood looking out 
into the twilight.

She could not understand. It was 
apart from his usual habit.

What could have happened ? Why had 
the carriage not returned? And why, 
above all, did her father not telephone?,

She was about to question the servants, 
to find if any message had been received, 
when a shrill,' penetrating cry, far down 
the street, caused her to start involun­
tarily.

She pressed her face to the window and 
listened intently-

Then she gave a half hysterical gasp 
of relief. It was only a newsboy pedling 
his papers.

Nearer he came and nearer. Plainly he 
was extolling something out of the ordi­
nary.

Anne was fascinated by the importance 
and insistence of his voice, but she could 
make out nothing of what he said beyond 
“ U xtra! Woild! Joynal! All erbout 
de—” The rest was an indistinguishable 
jumble of words.

Her mind was so taken up with trying 
to make out what the newsboy was saying 
that she failed to notice two men who had 
halted in front of the house, until 
the boy himself came abreast of them. 
Then she realized suddenly that they 
had been standing there for some few 
moments.

Both of the men wore their coat-collars

turned up, and stood with their backs to 
the wind.

One of them halted the newsboy and 
bought a paper.

Then, unmindful of the wind and sting- ^  
ing snow, they moved over to the curb 
under the electric lamp and scanned the 
sheet eagerly.

The shorter of the two, a squarely 
built young man with a light mustache, 
held the paper while his companion read 
it over his shoulder.

Anne could see the great flaring heads 
lines, and she wondered, with some un-. 
easiness, what it was all about.

The men’s soft felt hats were white 
with snow, and the shorter man’s mus­
tache was powdered with it. Standing in 
the patch of light with the falling flafces 
all about them and the silent street stretch­
ing away on either side, with the square 
in the background, they looked like men 
in a play. *

Suddenly, with a dramatic gesture 
quite in keeping with the picture, the 
taller man reached over the other’s shoul- ^ 
der and pointed to a paragraph. The 
other nodded quickly in confirmation.
Then, as though with one mind, they both 
turned and looked straight up at the 
window where Anne Gravestock was 
standing.

Anne was too surprised to turn away.
A cold horror held her fast, and she 
could not move to draw the curtains to­
gether.

For how many seconds or minutes or 
hours she stood thus, frozen with fright, 
it was impossible to say.

But the spell was finally broken.
There came the muffled thud of horses’ 

feet on the snow-covered street, the quick 
whir of wheels, and the long looked-for 
carriage dashed up to the curb.

To her great relief, Anne saw her 
father emerge from the vehicle, followed 
by Keating, his secretary.

With a half articulate cry of jTw she 
flew to the door to welcome hint. But 
to Anne’s amazement, her father, always 
the soul of affection and consideration, 
brushed by her with a muttered exclama­
tion of impatience.

His face was gray and his step un­
certain. The secretary followed him 
closely.

Through the open street door Anne saw
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that the two strange men who had been 
watching the house had suddenly disap­
peared.

, T H E  TRAGEDY.

W i t h  John Gravestock’s home-coming 
that snowy evening in December the 
whole house was thrown into a fever of 
anxiety.

It was plain that something unusual 
and dreadful had happened.

What it was Anne did not know, and 
nobody took the trouble to enlighten her.

Her father went immediately to the 
library with his secretary. Presently 
otjier men arrived—his lawyers and two 
business associates—and they, too, were 
shown into the library.

Dinner was served and taken away 
again, untouched.

Anne, crouching miserably in a corner 
of the reception-room, listened to catch 
the sound of voices from the library. The 
constant jingle of the telephone-bell irri­
tated her, and the frightened, puzzled 
faces of the servants as they moved silent­
ly about their tasks angered her without 
reason.

She must know what had. happened.
Her father had brushed her aside. He 

had told her he was busy—too busy to 
offer her the slightest explanation. But 
she must know what it was.

What should she do? She hesitated 
outside the library door, afraid for the 
first time in her life to intrude upon her 
father. With a sob in her throat, she 
realized that it was the first time such a 
thing had happened.

No opportunity offered, however, for 
her to enter the library.

She could hear her father’s voice con­
stantly raised in sharp, rasping tones above 
the others.

But she could make nothing of it ex­
cept that they were discussing “ deals” 
and kindred terms common to stock-ex­
change parlance.

It was nearly nine o’clock before she 
-thought of Dickson Calhoun. Then she 
remembered that she had expected to see 
him again that evening.

Yet he had not come, and neither had 
he sent word explaining his absence.

But Dick must know what had hap­
pened. He could tell her. Probably he 
had been delayed and would come later.

Anne was unable, however, to sit calm= 
ly under such uncertainty. She waited a 
scant ten minutes, and then she set out 
methodically to discover Dick’s where­
abouts.

She called up the club, his apartment, 
and the homes of several of his friends.

No one had seen him or could give the 
slightest clue as to his whereabouts. At 
his apartment she was unable even to 
communicate with his valet. Both master 
and man were missing.

Anne exhausted the resources of the 
telephone, and turned away from it with 
the calmness born of despair.

Every nerve in her body tingled. Her 
_face was drawn and old-looking. She 

was faint from lack of food, and near 
collapse.

Not knowing exactly what to do next, 
she started again toward the library, when 
a peal at the door-bell startled her.

Dick at last! She did not realize until 
she heard that peal at the bell just how 
much she had needed him.

She longed to pillow her head on his 
shoulder and sob out the story of her suf­
ferings. Dick would understand. He 
would know. Dick would not have 
brushed her aside, no matter how crucial 
the circumstance.

She did not wait for the servant to 
open the door. She herself flung it wide 
with a cry of welcome to the young man 
standing in the vestibule.

At her invitation he entered quickly, 
brushing the snow from his hat and shoul­
ders.

“ Thank you, Miss Gravestock,” he be­
gan awkwardly, and then, to her conster­
nation, Anne saw that he was not Dickson 
Calhoun.

She had opened the door to the young 
man with the light mustache whom she 
had seen standing in front of the house 
earlier that evening.

A gust of wind from the street blew in 
and scattered sparkling flakes of snow 
over Anne’s white gown as she stood with 
her hand on the open door. The flakes 
glittered like the gem on the third finger 
of her left hand.

' 'Y o u !” exclaimed Anne confusedly. 
“ I thought—”
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“ I am sorry I startled you,” he replied 

quietly.
His voice was pleasing, and Anne was 

somewhat reassured by it.
“ Can I see Mr. Gravestock?” he 

questioned.
Anne looked at him in fluttering 

silence. So many strange things had 
happened. This young man was only a 
part of them.

“ My father is very busy,” she replied, 
trying to speak naturally. “ Will you 
give your message to me?"

He looked at her keenly, then he said 
shortly:

“ I—think—so L If you will be so 
kind.”

“ What is it you want—what can I 
do for you?” again questioned Anne.

The voices in the library were plainly 
distinguishable now-, and Anne noted an 
alert expression cross the young man’s 
face.

“ Mr. Gravestock is in there?” he 
asked.

“ Yes,” replied Anne briefly. “ If you 
will tell me, please—come in here.”

She motioned to the door of the recep­
tion-room.

She saw that his eyes traveled quickly 
about the room, taking in every detail in 
a manner not affected by one’s usual 
callers. Yet, despite this, he did not seem 
ill bred—merely businesslike.

“ I suppose you understand, Miss 
Gravestock, why I am here,” he said hur­
riedly. “ I would be glad if you could 
give me a few details—nothing, of 
course, beyond what you wish to tell. 
The public is interested—and, I may as­
sure you, sympathetic. Your father is 
popular—he is one man in a thousand—”

“ What do you mean?” gasped Anne, 
holding to the back of a chair for sup­
port. “ I know nothing—absolutely
nothing! He didn’t tell me—nobody has 
told me. It is the crudest thing I ever 
heard of. And as for knowing why you 
are here—I—I suppose you are a reporter, 
although at first I -had no idea—”

The young man nodded philosophically.
“ Yes,” he said. “ I am Goodwin, of 

the Comet. If  you will be kind enough 
to give me a few- facts—”

“ But I tell you I don’t know' what you 
are talking about,” persisted Anne, pa­
thetically. “ Please explain. What has

happened? My father is concerned in it. 
I understand that much. He—he is much 
■wrought up about something and the law­
yers are here—”

“ Yes—yes. Who else? Are his part­
ners with him?”

The eagerness in his voice betrayed him. 
He had expected to find an easy subject, 
but Anne developed a sudden stubborn­
ness.

She closed.her lips firmly.
The young man flushed as he realized 

his mistake.
“ I hope you will pardon me for ask­

ing you such a personal question, Miss 
Gravestock,” he said quietly, “ but you are 
engaged to Mr. Dickson Calhoun, are you 
rot?”

Anne’s upper teeth closed over her un­
der lip until it was blue-white.

She nodded affirmatively, but dared not 
trust herself to speak.

“ Did you know that he bought a ticket 
for Chicago and left town three hours 
ago?”

He had expected to startle Anne, but 
he w-as not prepared for the savage man­
lier in which she answered him.

Like some harried creature who in des  ̂
peration turns upon its tormentor she flew 
at him.

“ You are not telling the tru th !” she 
exclaimed vehemently. “ I wall not listen 
to you—I—please go away or I shall call 
my father—”

“ I am telling the truth,” replied the 
reporter quietly; but I thought, of 
course, that you knew-—”

Anne’s face was white.
' “ It cannot be true,” she reiterated pas^ 
sionately. “ He—he was here just before 
dinner. I would know—”

She paused suddenly. The young man 
was measuring every word and gesture. 
She must not let him see how perturbed 
she was.

Her voice was as low and even as his.
“ I hope you will pardon me,” she said. 

“ I am wrought up, as you must see. Of 
course it is possible that Mr. Calhoun has 
gone to Chicago. There might have been 
some reason. He will let me know. After 
all, what has that got to do with my 
father? And you have not told me yet. 
Can’t you see that I am most anxious—”

“ It has everything to do with your 
father,” replied the young man earnestly.
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“ Don’t you see the significance of it? 
With apparently no reason whatever and 
without leaving word for you, Mr. Cal­
houn goes away the very evening that—”

He paused awkwardly. Her distressed 
eyes and quivering mouth had silenced 
him.

“ Yes?” she pleaded. “ Tell me, 
quickly! ”

“ I—I can’t,” he said, taking up his hat 
and moving quickly toward the door. “ I 
am sorry, Miss Gravestock. I am sorry 

-to have hurt you. I wouldn’t have done 
it if it could have been helped.”

“:But you must tell me! ”
Anne laid firm, detaining fingers on his 

arm, and tried to drag him back into the 
room.

“ I can stand it.” she said breathlessly. 
“ I think I can stand anything.”

But the reporter gently loosened the 
clutch of her-fingers on his arm, dashed 
for the street door, opened it and was gone 
before she could stop him.

Half frantic with anxiety, Anne made 
her way blindly'down the hall to the door 
of the library. She pushed it open, and a 
moment later her father’s arms had closed 
around her and they were comforting each 
other.

“ Will you forgive me, daughter?” 
John Gravestock cried piteously. “ I’ve 
robbed you of everything—there isn’t a 
penny left for you! And God knows what 
will become of you when I ’m gone.”

“ Robbed me, father? ” said Anne in a 
shocked whisper. “ What can you mean? 
I had nothing—if I had, it would have 
been yours, too.”

“ I mean that I’ve spent all my life 
piling up money for you and planning 
so that you should never have to know 
the meaning of want. All for nothing! 
I t’s all gone—every penny of it, Anne! 
We’re paupers, you and I. We’ve got to 
begin the fight all over again. I don’t 
care for myself, but it’s you. You’ll suf­
fer, Anne—and I meant that you should 
never—”

He stopped short and caught at his 
throat, as though it hurt him to breathe.

Anne’s frightenecl gaze swept the room 
questioningly.

The faces of the others told her that 
her father was speaking the truth.

She choked a little as she replied.
“ Don’t—father. Please don’t feel so

badly. It’s all right. I don’t mind— 
not at all. I truly don’t,” she said 
soothingly. “ Nothing matters very much 
as long as we have each other. Don’t you 
know that?”

John Gravestock drew in his breath 
with an effort. Again he caught at his 
throat. Keating, the secretary, watched 
him with anxious eyes.

“ Yes—Anne, we have each other. And 
you have Dick.”

“ I have Dick,” faltered Anne, her 
eyes growing misty with sudden tears. 
Where was Dick in this hour when she 
most needed him?

As she spoke she had a quick glimpse 
of Keating’s white face as he darted be­
tween her and her father.

The secretary was none too soon. 
John Gravestock’s head had dropped 
forward on his chest and he swayed back 
into the chair, with Keating’s arms sup­
porting him.

Instantly the room was in confusion. 
Somebody found a stimulant and tried 
to force it between the clenched teeth of 
the dying man.

The unreality of the tragedy held Anne 
calm. The lights, the frightened voices, 
the limp form on the sofa, the coming 
of the doctors, and the hurrying to and 
fro of the servants, seemed all but a part 
of some hideous dream.

It was only when her maid had led her 
gently from the scene and she was in her 
room that she awoke to the meaning of 
it all.

A glimpse of her own ghastly face in 
the glass brought her to her senses. A 
low, pitiful wail broke from her lips, 
and she flung herself face downward on 
the bed to sob out her grief.

“ He is dead! ” she cried over and 
over again. “ My father is dead—and I 
am alone! ”

CHAPTER III.
AXXi: FACES HER PROBLEM.

T h e  day following John Gravestock’s 
death brought a deluge of letters and 
telegrams. Anne was too ill to attend 
to them, and young Keating sent the 
acknowledgments.

Keating it was, too, who carefully 
kept the garish newspaper accounts away
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from Anne. One paper, in particular, 
dared to hint broadly that because of 
John Gravestock’s failure his daughter’s 
engagement with a prominent but im­
pecunious young clubman would be 
broken off.

The failure and sudden death of the 
banker created a small panic in Wall 
Street, but by the time he was buried 
the excitement had nearly subsided. 
John Gravestock had entered upon the 
long oblivion of the dead.

But in one heart the death of the 
banker had left an empty spot that could 
never ' e filled. In one heart he was 
destined to be mourned long and sin­
cerely.

Anne’s loss was doubly bitter because 
of Dickson Calhoun’s silence. In a way, 
one grief took the edge off the other. 
Yet the misery and bitterness of being 
absolutely alone, the cruel certainty that 
the man she loved had proved unworthy 
affected her deeply.

The once-beloved ring disappeared 
from her finger. About the corners of 
her .sweet mouth there came new lines, 
and her eyes shone with a hard brilliance 
they had never worn before.

It was just a week after her father’s 
death that she received a letter from 
Dick. It was dated cn route from Chi­
cago to Colorado Springs, and was brief, 
but tender.

Anne broke the seal with trembling 
fingers, though her lips were firm:

D earest A xxe : Have just read an
account o f your fa ther’s death. Am 
shocked beyond m easure and realize 
fully how deep your grief must be, my 
darling. I sent you a wire explaining 
my absence. I had no time to tele­
phone. I f  my brother is better I shall 
return  immediately, so that I may be 
able to give you any possible assistance. 
Keep tip your courage.

Always lovingly,
D ick.

Anne read the letter through a dozen 
times. Then she deliberately tore it to 
shreds. The lines about her mouth deep­
ened, and the hard look in her eyes was 
intensified.

“ He ran away I ” she muttered. “ He 
ran away from me at such a time. I 
don’t believe his brother—I don’t believe

anything! I shall never see him again 
as long as I live. And I hope I can 
learn to hate him as dearly as I lovftd 
him.”

She rang for her maid.
“ Where are the messages that came 

after my father died, Agnes? ” she asked.
Her voice was like ice. The maid 

shot a frightened look from the corners 
of her eyes before replying. Then she 
said in a whisper:

“ In the library, miss. Mr. Keating 
attended to them. He wished to spare 
you—”

“ Thank you,” said Anne curtly, dis­
missing her.

In the library!
She had thought never to enter that 

room again. It was haunted with min­
gled memories of happiness and pain.

How vividly she recalled the incidents 
of that afternoon when Dick had given 
her his betrothal ring!

Word for word, their conversation 
came back to her. She shuddered at her 
stupid optimism with regard to poverty. 
Her belief that they could be happy— 
yes, even happier—if they were poor, 
had been the dream of an ignorant child.

But when Anne opened the door of 
the library, it was not of Dick Calhoun 
that she thought.

The orderly room, the serene quiet, 
the huge pile of letters and telegrams on 
the mahogany desk, recalled her father. 
This had been his room; in it he had 
died, and he was gone from it never to 
return.

When she had sufficiently mastered 
her feelings, Anne sat down in the huge 
leather chair before the desk and meth­
odically went over the messages.

Finally she found the telegram Dick 
had mentioned in his letter.

It, too, was brief, and quite as unsat­
isfactory as the letter had been:*

On my way to Colorado Springs. 
My brother Phil is very i l l  Ju s t time 
to make train. M ill write. D.

Anne sat very still for a long time 
before the desk, her hands folded on the 
pile of messages. Dick’s telegram lay 
scattered on the floor in little pieces. 
The tall clock measured off time slowly. 
Once the maid came softly to the door
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and listened; then, hearing no sound, 
slipped away again.

How long she sat there Anne neither 
knew nor cared.

Her next conscious act was to gather 
Dick’s gifts—not many—and with her 
own hands make them into a neat bundle. 
These, with his letters, she despatched to 
his town address.

She sent no explanation with them. 
It was enough. He would understand 
and appreciate the fact that she did not 
reproach him.

Anne was thoroughbred to her finger­
tips. No matter how much she loved 
or suffered, she could lock the secret be­
hind her lips and keep it there.

Having accomplished the breaking of 
her engagement, Anne had now the 
question of her own future to consider. 
How serious a question it was she had 
yet to discover.

The estate must be settled immediate­
ly in order to satisfy the creditors. The 
lawyers found a purchaser for the house, 
just as it stood, furniture and all, and 
in the short space of another week Anne 
found herself the possessor of two trunk­
fuls of clothes and less than one hundred 
dollars in money.

The servants were dismissed, and 
Anne, with her two trunks, moved from 
the north side of the square to the south 
side, into a cheap but respectable board­
ing-house. ,

Keating and the lawyers had sup­
posed she would make her home with 
some distant cousins up-town. The dis­
tant cousins, however, were oblivious to 
the fact that their kinswoman was near 
to the borderland of want, and Anne’s 
pride flared at their selfish indifference.

“ Anyway,” she said passionately, as 
she surveyed her new surroundings, “ I 
won’t be a poor relation who bothers. 
I ’ll take care of myself. I ’ll manage it 
somehow. But, oh! if I only knew what 
to do.”

For the first time in her life Anne 
gave voice to a criticism of her beloved 
father.

“ Oh, daddy, daddy! ” she wailed. 
“ Why didn’t you - make me fit to take 
care of myself? Why isn’t there some­
thing I can do besides spend money?”

Anne’s new room was a sharp contrast 
to her old one. When the two trunks

were brought up there was scarcely room 
to move about.

But if it was shabby, at least it was 
clean ; and if the smell of cooking always 
pervaded the halls, the food was pala­
table.

In fact, Anne did not give as much 
thought to her surroundings as might be 
imagined. She spent no time in bewail­
ing the loss of luxury. She was too 
fully occupied with solving the mainte­
nance problem to find fault with how 
she had to live.

Every day this pioblem grew more 
and more serious.

The hundred dollars dwindled as the 
weeks went by, and Anne’s courage 
dwindled also. She had cut herself off 
from every old association. Even Keat­
ing, the faithful, did not know what had 
become of her, and the world is curi­
ously forgetful of the absent.

Every morning she scanned the adver­
tisements in the papers and answered 
those that seemed promising. Employ­
ers, however, put no special premium 
upon unskilled labor.

In desperation, Anne even joined the 
ranks of those “ Situation Wanted ” 
ladies who politely inform the public 
that they are willing to assume light 
duties as visiting secretaries, or “ will 
travel as companion to lady of refine­
ment,” or who graciously offer to “ read 
French to elderly persons or invalids,” 
the notion being probably that elderly 
persons and invalids cannot so readily 
escape from a bad accent.

Anne discovered that what the world 
wanted most was experience, and in 
this useful commodity she was sadly 
lacking. Experienced stenographers and 
bookkeepers were in envious demand, 
and Anne owned to neither of these solid 
accomplishments. Neither was she “ an 
experienced designer on children’s cloaks 
and dresses,” nor could she qualify as 
“ experienced forelady for a silk-skirt 
factory.”

There was only one field that did not 
demand experience, and this field prom­
ised good pay and every inducement pos­
sible to lure its workers.

Anne reflected bitterly that had she 
been seeking the position of housemaid 
or cook, long ago the matter would have 
been settled.
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In the sixth week, however, after her 
father’s death, Anne Gravestock actually 
did find something to do. It was clerical 
work in a real-estate office. The pay 
was six dollars a week—a dollar less 
than she paid Mrs. Kidder for board. 
But in her leisure moments she was to 
be permitted to address envelopes at one 
dollar per thousand, and her leisure mo­
ments, her employer assured her, would 
be many.

In this manner she hoped to make up 
the deficiency in her board bill, and 
enough besides for laundry and car 
fare. She could manage for a while 
with what clothes she already possessed.

Anne’s outlook upon the future at this 
time was not especially promising. It 
was characteristic of her that she ac­
cepted it with a degree of optimism, 
amazing in a girl who had been cher­
ished as tenderly as she.

Possibly her inexperience of the world 
helped her to see the brighter side. Very 
probably her youth had a great deal to 
do with it, for Anne was marvelously 
young for her twenty-five years.

Anne’s former life now dropped from 
her like a cloak. She was no longer 
Anne Gravestock, the petted daughter of 
a millionaire and the fiancee of the popu­
lar young clubman, Dickson Calhoun.

The humdrum routine of the board­
ing-house enveloped her, and during 
business hours she was to be merely the 
new clerk in the office of Hardman & 
Henry.

The trolleys and the Subway greedily 
swallowed her spare nickels, where for­
merly she had but to press a button, 
give her orders, and a carriage was wait­
ing for the asking.

Yet such was Anne’s adaptability, and 
such her wonderful self-control, that not 
one of these new acquaintances so much 
as suspected the truth concerning her.

The old gentleman who sat on her 
right at Mrs. Kidder’s table, and who 
gently prodded her each evening con­
cerning her luck, or lack of luck, in the 
matter of job-hunting, believed — al­
though she had never directly said so— 
that she was from the country and had 
come to try her fortune in New York. 
Little did he realize that every day, for 
years, on his way to and from work, he 
had passed Anne’s former home.

Anne had seen him many times. 
Often, when watching at the window for 
her father, she had laughingly averred 
that she could tell the time by the old 
gentleman who crossed the square every 
night at precisely five o’clock.

That some day she should be sitting 
beside him at Mrs. Kidder’s, and pouring 
into his sympathetic ear her tale of the 
day’s discouragements, had never entered 
her mind.

There were others at Mrs. Kidder’s 
whose attentions Anne did not enjoy as 
thoroughly as those of the old gentleman 
on her right.

One of these, a young salesman for an 
upholstery house, annoyed her constantly 
by his persistent favors, and several of 
the women, too, were uncongenial.

But Anne’s better self counseled pa­
tience with these petty irritations. She 
told herself that all would go merrily, 
now that at last she had found a job.

CHAPTER IV.
FACING NEW CONDITIONS.

T h e  real-estate office of Hardman & 
Henry was far down-town, almost hid­
den in that maze of queer streets and 
oddly assorted buildings which lies south 
of Fulton and east of Broadway.

The distance to it from the square 
where Anne lived, as traveled by the 
“ L,” was not great, but walking was a 
far different matter.

Anne’s recent pilgrimages in search of 
work had accustomed her to much tramp­
ing. She determined to try the experi­
ment of walking one way to work, as 
another jealous guard against expense.

Accordingly, on the Monday morning 
she was to start in at her new employ­
ment she rose bright and early, drank 
a solitary cup of coffee in the dining­
room, and was off before any of the other 
boarders had appeared.

To Mrs. Kidder’s thoughtfulness she 
owed a small package of lunch. With 
lunch and the car fare she calculated she 
could save fifteen cents a day.

Fifteen cents a day !
Anne, who often had squandered fif­

teen dollars on a bunch of violets with­
out a single pang of self-reproach, smiled 
grimly to herself as she threaded her way
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swiftly through the tangled web of dirty 
streets.

On every side other women were hurry­
ing to work—other women less well- 
dressed than Anne Gravestock and less 
hopeful looking.

The thought came to Anne, as she 
plodded along, that some day she would 
be like these other women, even as she 
was now of them. Doesn’t each occupa­
tion breed its peculiar type?

Furtively she noted their sallow, thin 
faces, and the unhealthy, blotched tex­
ture of their skin, which came, no doubt, 
from lack of exercise and improper nour­
ishment.

Their clothes, too, fell under her criti­
cal scrutiny. Without the least sense of 
superiority, she noted that for the most 
part they were cheap and somewhat 
tawdry.

Sometimes scraps of their conversation 
came to Anne. These were interesting, 
too, since, like the complexions and the 
clothes of her fellow workers, they gave 
her a glimpse of what the hard trend of 
years might make of her.

That there was another class of work­
ing-girl—a smarter, well-dressed class, 
she was yet to learn.

The walk down-town was longer than 
Anne imagined it would be. By the time 
she had reached City Hall Square she 
was almost fagged out.

Fortunately, she had an early start. 
The clock in the City Hall tower told 
her there remained fifteen minutes before 
she was due at the office. She hurried on.

She almost ran across the smooth 
stretch of asphalt pavement which leads 
from the square into Park Row, anxious 
to lose no time, but was brought to an 
abrupt halt at the curb by the stream of 
cars and vehicles.

A moment later, half timidly, she 
started to cross.

Suddenly she was conscious of some 
one at her side. A hand was laid on 
her elbow to guide her over the danger­
ous street. Furious at the familiarity, 
she turned, but before she opened her 
lips to speak she recognized the man. It 
was young Goodwin, the Comet re­
porter.

He touched his hat courteously.
“ I beg your pardon,” he said. “ Did 

I startle you, Miss Gravestock? This is

a bad place to cross—I suppose you don’t 
often get down into this part- of the 
city.”

Anne flushed. In that moment she 
looked very beautiful and fragile.

Her black clothes set off her complex­
ion and blond hair admirably. She 
raised her gray eyes to young Goodwin’s 
with disconcerting frankness.

“ Thank you—I was startled at first. 
No. I don’t often get down-town, but 
in the future I expect to—” She stopped 
suddenly and bit back the words. “ I % 
forgot,” she said quickly. “ I forgot 
that you are a—reporter.”

It was Goodwin’s turn to flush now. 
He did not reply until they had crossed 
the street safely.

11 I am a newspaper man, Miss Grave­
stock,” he said reproachfully; ‘‘but, in 
spite of that, I have no wish to force 
your confidence. It is only fair to my­
self to tell you, however, that I was not 
responsible for that story about—about 
your engagement being broken off. That 
was surmise, purely, on the part of the 
city editor—-and I may as well add that 
I almost lost my job because of what I 
didn’t find out.”

The crowd elbowed them on either 
side, and the noise and roar of the streets 
beat over them like the boom of the surf, 
yet Anne and young Goodwin Stood as 
isolated as though on some desert isle.

He looked at her steadily for a brief 
moment in silence. Then he said, “ Do 
you believe me?”

“ Yes, I suppose so,” faltered Anne.
“ Only, I didn’t hear—I didn’t know 
about any stories. Mr. Keating, father’s 
secretary, said it was best for me not to 
read the papers.” Her eyes filled with 
tears. “ Please tell me where William 
Street is—will you?” she exclaimed, 
changing the subject. “ I must hurrv.”

She glanced back at the clock appre­
hensively.

“ This is Nassau,” he replied. “ William 
is the next street east—it runs parallel 
with Nassau. Can I be of any further 
assistance to you?” he concluded hope­
fully.

“ No, thank you. I must hurrv. 
Good-by.”

Without turning to see that the young 
reporter still stood -where she left him. 
watching her, Anne plunge'd into the tide
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which surged down the tiny thorough­
fare he had indicated.

A few minutes later she reported for 
duty to Mr. Hardman.

The offices of Hardman & Henry 
were pretentious, and might even be 
styled “ elegant,” since the latter word 
is so universally misused.

On the floors were thick velvet rugs, 
costly but disconcerting in their frankly 
vivid blues, reds, and greens. The fur­
niture was of mahogany, carved elabo­
rately with the grinning heads of satyrs.

These, together with the office-boy in 
a uniform consisting mainly of gold 
braid and buttons, the chic stenographer 
whose Princesse gown of black bril- 
liantine and stylishly coiffed hair pro­
claimed her not unfamiliar with the latest 
word from Paris, the leather couches, 
the highly polished brass railings, and 
general air of luxury—these all were 
eloquent testimony to the fact that all 
was well with the firm in a business way.

Anne’s interview with Mr. Hardman 
in the private office was brief. Yet, 
brief as it was, it served to show her that 
the element into which she was about to 
plunge was even more strange and less 
easy of adaptation than that at Mrs.

. Kidder’s.
Mr. Hardman himself was a stout, 

well-fed, middle-aged man, with polished 
red skin and white mustache. His 
clothes were as stylishly inappropriate 
as the office furnishings, and fitted him 
almost too well.

His hard blue eyes and brisk, business­
like air, bespoke the successful general 
who has engineered his forces to his own 
satisfaction. One look at Mr. Hardman 
and another at Mr. Henry, who was his 
counterpart except in the matter of 
years, and you understood how they had 
marshaled those disordered legions of 
swampy Long Island land into neat bat­
talions and made the transaction pay.

Anne Gravestock, in her simple black 
gown, with her smoothly arranged, 
shining hair and slender ringless hands, 
was out of place in this garish setting. 
But no one noticed the incongruity.

Mr. Hardman, seated in a deep leather 
chair before his desk, his pudgy feet 
dangling an inch above the floor, scarcely 
gave her the benefit of a casual glance-. 
It was the first time Anne had ever been

in the presence of a member of the other 
sex who did not grant her the courtesy 
of rising when she entered the room.

“ Miss Jackson will attend to you,” 
said her new employer bluntly. “ She’ll 
show you your desk. We haven’t many 
rules in this office—but those we have, 
we expect the employees to keep.”

He paused and turned his hard blue 
eves upon Anne, as though waiting for 
her to agree with him.

“ Yes, I understand,” faltered Anne, 
seeing that some response was necessary.

“ We expect you to be punctual—to 
keep your mind on your work, and to 
dress neatly. The hours, as I told you, 
are from nine until five—half holidays 
on Saturday in the summer. When vou 
have finished with your other work, you 
may address envelopes, for which the 
firm will pay you one dollar a thousand. 
That’s extra pay—of course; all firms 
are not so generous—”

Again he paused, and Anne mur­
mured her thanks. The interview was 
over, and she backed her way confusedly 
out of the door to seek Miss Jackson and 
be set at work.

Her embarrassment struck Anne hu­
morously as she made her way from the 
august presence of her employer. She 
could scarcely subdue a smile as she 
recollected that she was not half so im­
pressed and ill at ease when she was pre­
sented at court the year before. King 
Edward was a much less difficult person 
to meet than Adolf Hardman.

During her interview with Miss Jack- 
son, Anne was conscious of being scru­
tinized long and carefully.,.

Miss Jackson herself was pretty, but 
she had absorbed the showy atmosphere 
of her surroundings. Her graceful 
figure was a shade too well outlined to 
conform to the ethics of good taste, and 
her pompadour a full inch too wide.

She presented a striking contrast to 
Anne’s slim girlishness—a contrast that 
voung Mr. Henry was not slow to notice. 
When Anne had been set at her ta>k. tin 
junior member of the firm approached 
the stenographer and gave her several 
compliments on her general superiority 
as a “ looker ” compared to the new girl.

In this manner Anne, fortunatelv. 
gained the friendship of the most influ­
ential member of the office force. That
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Miss Jackson was a power to be reckoned 
with she was not long in discovering.

Anne was also to learn that a warm 
heart and vulgarity are not necessarily 
incompatible.

CHAPTER V.
A N N E RECEIVES A PROPOSAL.

“ A g e n t l e m a n  called to see you this 
afternoon, Miss Gravestock,’1 said Mrs. 
Kidder.

The kind-hearted landlady, stout of 
form and red of face, laboriously puffed 
up the three flights of stairs in Anne’s 
wake.

Anne turned abruptly and caught at 
the banister. Her cheeks looked wan 
and thin in the semi-light.

“ Not for me?” she asked incredu­
lously.

She laid a tremulous hand over her 
heart to still its beating.

During the two months that had 
passed since her father’s death she had 
tried to put Dickson Calhoun completely 
out of her mind. He belonged to that 
other Anne Gravestock—the Anne she 
had all but forgotten. There had been 
days and hours when she thought she had 
succeeded in forgetting him.

Suppose that it was Dick who had 
sought out her hiding-place ? Would 
she forgive him ? Ah, would she ? Pray 
God that she might not forgive him too 
easily!

Her lips were dry as she framed the 
next question.

“ Did—did he leave a card? ”
“ Here it is,” said Mrs. Kidder, be­

tween spasmodic gasps of breathing.
She dusted the strip of cardboard with 

her apron and held it out to Anne.
“ Such a fine-looking young man, 

too ! ” she continued triumphantly. “ I 
don’t wonder you wouldn’t look at Mr. 
Unger—I never did care for traveling 
men myself, especially them in the up­
holstery business . . . and he was
so disappointed not to find you in ! I 
told him to come again this evening.”

“ Thank you, Mrs. Kidder,” returned 
Anne spiritlessly.

To Mrs. Kidder’s disapointment her 
young boarder showed no special jov at 
sight of the name on the card.

Anne entered her room and sat down 
forlornly on the edge of her bed. The 
card fluttered to the floor, and she did 
not stoop to pick it up.

It was not Dickson Calhoun, after all, 
who had found her. Only young Keat­
ing. Only young Keating, with his mel­
ancholy brown eyes and smooth, boyish 
face, no doubt come to offer her another 
service. ■

Keating had been her very willing 
slave ever since he entered her father’s 
employ, and that was some six years be­
fore.

But it was not Keating and his devo­
tion to her interests that engrossed Anne 
in that moment of keen disappointment.

It was Dick. Dick, the insincere; 
Dick, the unworthy! And the misery 
and pity of it was that she loved him, 
and felt that she always would love him.

Anne was suddenly engulfed by a sick 
realization of what her life had become. 
The dreary monotony of the boarding­
house, the treadmill of the office, the 
merciless grind to make both ends meet, 
and the certain knowledge that she was 
losing ground, inch by inch, filled her 
with despair.

During the three weeks she had 
worked for Hardman & Plenry she had 
been able to earn only two and one-half 
dollars extra, and that by taking home' 
her envelopes at night.

Little by little her hoard was disap­
pearing. It was only a question of a 
few months at the most when her ward­
robe would need replenishing, for the 
clothing she possessed was unsuitable for 
a working-girl. There remained just 
ten dollars. If she continued living at 
Mrs. Kidder’s, this would soon be gone.

It was absolutely necessary to find a 
cheaper boarding-place or earn more 
money. The problem must be faced. 
She had put it off from day to day, but 
it could not be put off much longer.

She looked about the bare little room, 
with its ugly, cheap wall-paper and 
oddly assorted furniture. At least, it 
had been a haven. She had no fault to 
find with it.

Her face was tear-stained when she 
came down to dinner that evening, and 
the little old gentleman on her right 
could scarcely worry through his meal 
decently because of it.
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He supposed she was tired—as indeed 
she was—and he tried ineffectually to 
think of something cheering and com­
forting to say -to her.

Anne replied to his sallies with in­
different success, and as soon as she 
could. escaped from the table and the 
scrutiny of the boarders.

But when she was finally alone in her 
room she found that she could not force 
herself to the hateful task of addressing 
envelopes. There was absolutely noth­
ing to read except the well-thumbed 
magazines of several months previous, 
and rather than spend the evening in 
brooding over her troubles, Anne put on 
her hat and coat, intending to take a 
short walk.

All unobserved, as she thought, she 
slipped from the boarding-house and 
crossed the square in the direction of 
the avenue.

An unaccountable longing to be back 
again in her own atmosphere possessed 
her. Until now she had allowed herself 
no time for homesickness, no leisure for 
grief. Every waking moment had been 
fully occupied with the stern necessity 
of making enough to keep body and soul 
together.

To-night she would be free to flit back 
f-or a moment in memory to that other 
and happier time.

The chill March wind blew against 
her slim figure with cruel force, but so 
engrossed was she with her purpose that 
she failed to notice it.

The double line of lights marching up 
the avenue enchanted her .with a sort of 
childish delight. She noted the han­
soms and the carriages eagerly as the 
returned wanderer welcomes the land­
marks of his old home.

When she had crossed the square she 
hesitated for a moment, then turned res­
olutely in a familiar direction. Pres­
ently she was in front of the house.

A sob crept up into her throat as she 
paused briefly. The saihe red velvet 
hangings were at the windows; dim 
lights burning in the rooms touched up 
lovingly each outline of wall and furni­
ture so well remembered.

Could it be possible that she did not 
live here any longer?

For one moment of agonized joy Anne 
was convinced that she was the victim

of a cruel hallucination. It was a piti­
ful dream, perhaps; or, perchance, her 
mind had wandered.

Everything was as it should be. Her 
father was not dead. Nothing had 
altered.

She was the Anne Gravestock of old, 
returning late from a tea—conscience-* 
stricken, to be sure, for it was past the 
dinner hour, and her father would be 
waiting anxiously.

Fler hand grasped the iron balustrade. 
The old Anne Gravestock had never 
worn such shabby gloves. Nor were her 
shoes ever as worn as those which now 
ascended the brown-stone steps. But 
she was oblivious to these details.

In spirit, at least, she was the gracious 
embodiment of her old self. Her -head 
was held high with its old-time pride of 
race, her eyes were sparkling.

She ascended the steps quickly, lest 
the illusion vanish. The tall young 
man who was following anxiously be­
hind her had barely time to grasp her 
hand as she raised it to push the electric 
button.

“ Anne ! ” he stammered entreatingly. 
11 Miss Gravestock ! Please—where are
you going?”

The light faded from Anne’s eyes. A 
pitiful cry broke from her lips as she 
recognized young Keating.

“ Oh, I don’t know, I don’t know! ’’ 
she half sobbed. “ I -went for a walk 
—and I forgot everything. It was the 
first time I had been near—the house— 
since it happened.”

Flastily she turned and ran down the 
steps. Mr. Keating followed her.

When she had reached the sidewalk 
she faced him with her habitual com­
posure. Nothing but the slight trem­
bling of her lip betrayed her inward agi­
tation.

“ It was silly, wasn’t i t? ” she said, 
with an attempt to simulate light­
heartedness. “ I really did forget. I have 
been working hard lately. Too hard, I 
guess.” She smiled at him.

But young Keating made no effort to 
hide his emotion.

“ Anne—dear, dear Anne!” he cried, 
grasping her slim hands and holding 
them close. “ It breaks my heart to see 
you this way. I—I know you don’t think 
of me as I do of you—but—”
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“ Mr. Keating! ’’ exclaimed Anne, in 
a frightened whisper. “ Please—don’t ! 
It is because you pity me. I under­
stand—”

“ It is because I love you! ” he 
broke in vehemently- “ It is because I 
always have loved you. Never before 
have I had the right to tell you so. But 
now—”

Anne’s gentle eyes filled with tears. 
She laid her hand affectionately on the 
young man’s arm.

“ Thank you—Howard,” she said 
gratefully. “ It is good to feel that 
some one—cares.” She choked back a 
sob.

“Oh, if only—” she exclaimed pas­
sionately. “ If only I— But, after all, 
what does it matter?”

“ It does matter very much,” he re­
plied tenderly, drawing her arm through 
his. “ I understand. You haven’t quite 
forgotten him.”

He spoke a little bitterly as he referred 
to Dick.

“ I don’t expect you to get over that— 
not right away. But don’t tell me it’s 
impossible. I can wait very patiently. 
Everything I have to offer is yours, Anne, 
whenever you choose to take it. My 
heart and all I possess. I can’t give you 
a home as good as you’ve lost, but—”

“ Don’t ! Please, Howard, I can’t 
bear it. You’re too good to me. I wish 
that I—”

“ There. Let’s not talk about it any 
more just now. I wanted you to know 
that I am ready and waiting, when you 
call. You may change your mind some 
day. Who knows? We’ll both wait and 
you can give me your answer by and by.”

For a few seconds they walked on in 
silence.

When he finally spoke again his tone 
had altered. Again he was the matter- 
of-fact young secretary anxious to serve 
the daughter of his employer.

“ I think I have some good news for 
you,” he remarked briskly. “ But you 
mustn’t set your hopes too high. I’m 
telling you because I know you’re sensi­
ble, and if it should be a disappoint­
ment—”

He paused a second and Anne filled 
in the gap.

“ I promise not to be overcome by 
it. Is that what you mean?”

“ Yes. Exactly what I mean. Per­
haps I ought not to tell you, but some­
how I fancy you need cheering up, even 
if it’s only a false hope.”

Anne smiled a little sadly and shook 
her head.

“ I do need chering up, Howard,” she 
protested. “ Very much, indeed. Now 
tell me.”

“ Why, it’s just this. I think we’ve 
saved something for you from the wreck. 
In going over the papers, the lawyers and 
I discovered a bunch of Baccaras Cen­
tral. Thought it was worthless, at first 
—and it is, or very nearly so. Now 
we’ve discovered there’s a bare chance of 
its becoming valuable. Fellow from the 
Northwest, Montana, or some such 
place—loads of money—name is Der­
rick, has taken over the road. If he 
wants to, he can make you rich. Only, 
of course, it wouldn’t be wise to put him 
onto the fact.”

“ I’m afraid I don’t understand,” said 
Anne quizzically. “ What am I to do?”

“ Nothing. Absolutely nothing. Just 
lay low, say nothing, and hope for the 
best. If the stock goes up, it’ll mean 
several hundred thousand dollars for you. 
If it stays where it is, you stay where you 
are.”

“ At Mrs. Kidder’s, I suppose,” she re­
plied, trying to make a joke of it and 
failing dismally.

If she were only sure of its being Mrs. 
Kidder’s ! Anne had come to realize that 
there were deeps of distress which as yet 
she had not sounded. The solitary ten- 
dollar bill which stood between her and 
disaster seemed pitifully small.

It would not do for Keating to know, 
however. He would insist upon lending 
her money. Or, wors.e still, he would 
go to those indifferent cousins up-town 
and enlist their aid.

“ You will let me know if vou need 
help—or if there is anything I can do 
for you.” he said insistently, as he held 
her hand at parting.

“ Be sure I will summon you, How­
ard, first of all,” she replied bravely. '

But when she was alone in her little 
.room, with the hideous wall-paper and 
the ugly, mismated furniture, the horri­
ble thought came back to her again with 
full force.

“ Suppose, after all, it came to a final
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issue? Suppose she was obliged to face 
death in this losing struggle of life?

Anne wondered if she would be afraid 
to die.

CHAPTER VI.
MR. HARDMAN ENTERTAINS A CUSTOMER.

T h e  question of bread and butter had 
become so serious with Anne Gravestock 
that she decided, on her way to work the 
next morning, either to make a change 
in her employment or to approach the 
firm with a request for more money.

Anne was naturally timid, and the 
mere thought of asking for a raise in 
salary filled her with panic. Moreover, 
she had been working for Hardman & 
Henry only six weeks. It seemed rather 
early to claim higher remuneration.

Yet in a measure she believed that her 
request was justifiable. When she en­
tered the employ of the firm it was 
with the understanding that she would 
be able to make several dollars a week 
extra by addressing envelopes. This ex­
tra money had fallen far short of her ex­
pectations.

Half enviously she watched Miss jack- 
son’s deft fingers fly over the typewriter 
keys. Miss Jackson was the type of 
woman eminently fitted to take care of 
herself.

Well-fed, well-dressed—according to 
her owm standard of u’hat constituted 
suitability and fashion—and self-as­
sured, she had commanded the admira­
tion of Anne, where at first she had 
evoked nothing but silent criticism.

It was true Miss Jackson did not 
shrink from the too obvious attentions 
of Mr. Henry, but met him good-na­
turedly on his own ground.

It was plain that an understand­
ing existed between them, but of what 
nature Anne had no curiosity to discover. 
She shut her eyes and ears to the stray 
words of endearment and half-veiled 
caresses which must otherwise have 
forced her attention. Since she must con­
tinue to endure the surroundings, she 
would ignore their unpleasant details.

Yet, in spite of her better judgment 
it was impossible to keep from liking 
Miss Jackson, whatever faults that com­
placent young w'oman might possess.

5 A

In time the tight-fitting black dress, 
the obvious jokes, even the tall pompa­
dour itself, ceased to grate upon Anne. 
She generously checked them off against 
the girl’s good-humor, her real kindness 
and her genuine business ability, and de­
cided that the balance was in her favor.

Curiously enough, it was to Miss Jack- 
son that she finally appealed in the mat­
ter of more money.

It was the noon hour. The stenog- 
rapher was carefully arranging her veil 
over a becoming black picture-hat before 
her mirror preparatory to going out 
to lunch. Previously she had manicured 
her already shining, immaculate nails, and 
rearranged the elaborate coiffure, with 
the buttoned office-boy and Anne consti­
tuting an admiring audience of two, both 
of them silently wondering how she so 
deftly accomplished it.

Mr. Hardman was engaged with a 
customer in his private office. Mr. Hen­
ry had departed, obviously on his way to 
lunch, but Anne knew that he was loi­
tering down-stairs in the vicinity of the 
elevator.

The office-boy knew' it, too, but since the 
proprieties were conformed with, nothing 
else was of special consequence or con­
cern to the office force.

Anne stepped to the,mirror back of 
Miss Jackson with a pretense of making 
sure that her own hair was tidy.

“ I want to ask you something, Miss 
Jackson,” she said nervously. “ You 
won’t mind?”

“ Sure. Go ahead. Ask me for any­
thing but 'money,” she replied gaily, 
manipulating a much-worn powder-rag 
with the precision of practise.

“ But that’s just what 1 am going to 
ask for.” Anne replied.

M'iss Jackson whirled around with 
swift sympathy.

“ Not—really. You mean—”
“ Oh, no,” Anne said, laughing at the 

unspoken question. “ I don’t want to 
borrow. It isn’t  that.” She w en t on 
earnestly: “ I just wanted to ask you if 
you thought there was arty chance of 
my getting more—here. You see, I find 
I can’t—I find it’s going to be impos­
sible for me to live on what I make—”

She felt her face growing red under 
the other girl’s frank amazement.

“ But you don’t live on six dollars a
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week!” cried Miss Jackson incredulous­
ly. ‘'Say, that's tough! Isn’t there 
anybody—I mean, haven’t you got any 
folks?”

“ No. There’s nobody,” said Anne 
simply. “ And I must make more money 
or find a way to live less expensively.”

She could scarcely restrain a smile as 
she brought out the last word. The 
irony of it was irresistible.

“ That’s right, too.” agreed Miss 
J ackson.

The hat, the veil, and the hair were in 
perfect order by this time. She slipped 
her arms into the trim jacket which the 
office-boy held out to her.

“ I get sixteen dollars a week,” she 
continued thoughtfully, “ and I live with 
my two brothers and my mother. We 
keep the flat all together, and we don’t 
have more than we know what to do 
with at that.” She shook her head sym­
pathetically. “I don’t see how you can 
manage it on six.”

“ I ’m telling you that I can’t,” replied 
Anne.

“ Well, you keep up-your heart. I ’ll 
tell Henry about it. He’ll fix it. Or—” 
She cast a quick look at the office-boy, 
and stepping closer to Anne, she whis­
pered: “ Ask Hardman yourself. I ’ve 
got a tip he likes you.”

When the door had closed on Miss 
Jackson, Anne slipped into her corner, 
and unwrapping her little package of 
lunch, began surreptitiously to eat it. It 
was not a dainty lunch. The bread was 
dry, and the meat between it stringy and 
tough. Anne forced the mouthfuls down 
because she knew she must; sad expe­
rience had taught her the expedience of 
taking nourishment whether she wanted 
to or not.

As she ate her lunch, she puzzled over 
Miss Jackson’s whispered remark that 
Mr. Hardman “ liked ” her.

The head of the firm had scarcely fa­
vored her with a look since she had 
been in his employ. Was it possible that 
he approved of her as a worker?

Anne smiled wryly at the thought. 
Her personal vanity was small, and as 
for the work itself, she knew well enough 
that the office-boy could have accom­
plished the simple drudgery which fell 
to her portion with ease, had he the time 
or the inclination to apply himself.

There was nothing intricate in what 
she was called upon to do. There was 
nothing to be commended except, per­
haps, her industry. This had been un­
flagging, because of a set determination 
to plow through the sea of routine work 
and so reach the envelopes which, merci­
fully enough, meant extra pay.

Under present conditions the envel­
opes represented life itself. No wonder 
she had worked.

As if in answer to her thoughts con­
cerning Mr. Hardman, the electric 
buzzer on Miss Jackson’s desk rang just 
as Anne finished her lunch. Tommy 
had departed on some errand of his own. 
She was the only one in the office.

Hastily consigning the crumby evi­
dences of her meal to the waste-basket, 
Anne passed through the corridor lead­
ing to the glass door which bore the gilt 
inscription, “ Mr. Hardman.” It was 
the first time she had entered the office 
since that morning when he had so pom­
pously interviewed her.

■Timidly she pushed open the door and 
entered the room.

Mr. Hardman, dressy as ever, stout 
and red of face, was dimly discernible 
through a suffocating cloud of smoke. 
In one pudgy, ringed hand he held a 
half-smoked cigar.

Sitting opposite him in one of the 
luxurious leather chairs which the office 
boasted, was another man in whose hand 
was the mate of the expensive cigar.

The other man. however, presented an 
extraordinary contrast to Mr. Hardman.

He was tall and lank and rather 
badly garbed—not badly garbed in point 
of taste as was the real-estate man—but 
poorly, even shabbily, clad. He wore a 
long-tailed, loose-fitting frock coat, and 
a soft hat with a wide brim.

He had a pallid face and drooping 
mustache. In appearance, he suggested 
some clever stage conception of a West­
ern gambler; in manner, he was a man 
distinctly ill at ease in the midst of so 
much upholstered luxury.

Yet, significantly enough, which did 
not escape Anne’s notice, he was smoking 
one of Mr. Hardman’s dollar cigars and 
being treated to Mr. Hardman’s best and 
rarely deferential manner.

“ Miss Jackson is at lunch,” said 
Anne. “ Is there^anything that I—”
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“ At lunch?” repeated Mr. Hardman 
testily. “ It seems to me that this office 
spends most of its time at lunch. No, 
you can’t attend to it.”

Anne murmured a conventional reply 
and started to retreat, when he recalled 
her sharply.

“ Wait,.Miss Gravestock. I want the 
photographs and description of that An­
derson property in Westchester. Do you 
know where they are? ”

“ I—I’ll look for them, Mr. Hard­
man,” replied Anne confusedly, con­
scious that the tall, lank man had turned 
abruptly and was staring at her with a 
curiosity more frank than polite.

When the door closed after her he re­
marked, casually, “ 1 Gravestock,’ eh? 
Unusual name—unusual girl. Not old 
John Gravestock’s daughter?”

“ Lord, no! ” replied Mr. Hardman 
sententiously.

The other man laughed quietly.
“ That’s so,” he agreed; “ one would 

scarcely look for her here.”
Whether he meant the remark for a 

compliment or not is a matter for con­
jecture. Mr. Hardman chose to ignore 
i t ; and as Anne entered almost directly 
with the photographs and papers he had 
ordered, the subject was dropped.

Later, she heard Mr. Hardman speed­
ing his parting visitor effusively, and 
guessed that one more transaction had 
been accomplished to the firm’s satis­
faction.

She did not see the tall, lank man as 
again he flashed a look of incompre­
hensible interest in her direction on his 
way out.

Her fair head was bent low over the 
pile of envelopes; her stiffened, fingers 
flew with incredible swiftness in their 
tireless effort to accomplish the impos­
sible.

An hour later her own buzzer rang. 
Hastily she rose to answer the summons, 
but stopped short before Miss Jackson’s 
desk.

Miss Jackson, ostensibly at' work with 
her belated correspondence, was in real­
ity dividing her attention between it and 
the afternoon paper, which was deftly 
folded beside her typewriter so that she 
could read or work, as the exigencies 
of the occasion demanded.

The headline had caught Anne’s at­

tention. She stopped and read it de­
liberately over Miss Jackson’s shoulder.

J I M  DERRICK DETERMINED TO GAIN CON­
TROL OF BACCARAS CENTRAL----FIRST

GUNS FIRED IN NEW WAR OF 
CAPITAL, STOCK ADVANCES

TWO POINTS----W H O  HOLDS
T H E BALANCE OF 

POWER ?

“ Baccaras Central! ” murmured Anne 
incredulously.

“ Sure!” replied Miss Jackson. 
“ Now’s your time to invest.” 
r “It would seem so,” said Anne in a 
voice not quite her own.

She had forgotten everything but the 
fact that Keating had said she owned a 
block of Baccaras Central, and that he 
hoped it was “ going up.” She read and 
reread the headline in an ecstasy of hope.

Then the buzzer summoned again im­
peratively, and thus sharply reminded 
of her duty, Anne hurried to Mr. Hard­
man’s office. j

CHAPTER VII.

A WARNING AND A REMOVAL.

As she left the office that evening 
Anne Gravestock’s heart fairly sang for
joy-

It would seem that her fortunes were 
mending. Not only had Baccaras Cen­
tral advanced two points on what prom­
ised to be a glorious upward march, but 
that very afternoon Mr. Hardman, with­
out any request from her, had offered 
to raise her salary to eight dollars a 
week.

Anne knew, of course, that,the sug­
gestion had reached him from Miss Jack- 
son via the junior member of the firm, 
and she marveled at the ease and dexter­
ity with which it had been accomplished.

The extra two dollars represented an 
almost living wage. In fact, when she 
found a cheaper place to board, she could 
manage to live upon it.

At least she would not starve or go 
unshod. At the precise moment food 
and shoes represented the necessities of 
life to Anne.

There was a fly in the ointment, how- 
' ever. Anne tried to convince herself
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that Mr. Hardman’s manner during the 
interview had been merely fatherly. She 
rejected her quick suspicion of him as 
wickedly unjust to a really generous 
nature. ^

She had shrunk in panic, however, 
from the familiar, reassuring pressure 
he had given her arm, and she hated 
his close, flattering smile. It was the 
first time she had ever seen him smile, 
and the sight of his yellowed, uneven 
teeth repelled her.

He was altogether different from the 
man as she had previously known him. 
Yet the fact remained that he had raised 
her salary and she was grateful.

At the door of the office-building, as 
Anne came out on her way home that 
evening, young Goodwin, of the Comet, 
was standing. At sight of her he start­
ed forward and his face lighted up with 
pleasure.

His delight was intensified, perhaps, 
by the really frank smile she gave him 
as she held out her hand.

“ You! ” she cried, and then she 
blushed a. little because she had plainly 
shown that she was glad to see him.

“ This .is a surprise,” she continued 
hurriedly, to cover her confusion. “ I 
didn’t expect to- see you again so soon. 
It seems we are always meeting by ac­
cident.”

11 It’s not altogether an accident this 
time,” he replied. 11 May I walk to 
the car with you? ”

His matter-of-fact tone and air of 
having known her all her life uncon­
sciously influenced Anne. She nodded 
her consent, and he went on:

“ You see, it was not an accident this 
time, because I was brazenly waiting for 
you.”

“ Waiting for me?” she exclaimed. 
“ Why, how did you know—”

“ That was accidental—how I discov­
ered you. I had no idea, Miss Grave- 
stock,” he continued earnestly, “ that you 
were—were really dependent upon your 
own efforts for a living. I could hardly 
believe that it was you. I thought there 
were relatives—”

“ There are relatives,” Anne replied 
simply, meeting his eyes iwith under­
standing. “ But one does not go even to 
relatives without an invitation. How 
did you discover where I am working?

I can’t believe you - followed me that 
morning.”

There .was a hint of laughter in her 
gray eyes as she asked the question.

“ No, I didn’t follow you,” he replied. 
“ At lunch to-day I sat next to two peo­
ple—a man and a girl—who were dis­
cussing you. At least, I felt sure that 
it was you. The man I knew by sight, 
and the girl I inferred was his stenog­
rapher. 1 didn’t mean to listen to their 
conversation at first, but I heard your 
name mentioned—and then I did listen. 
I couldn’t imagine how you came to be 
mixed up with people of that sort. You’ll 
pardon me for saying it—but you are so 
—different. The girl was lobbying foi' 
a raise in your salary—”

“ And I got it,” broke in Anne tri­
umphantly, her eyes shining through 
grateful tears. “ Oh, Miss Jackson is 
kind, even if—even if—” She hesitated, 
confused a little, then went on in a burst 
of confidence: “ It meant a great deal
to me. I can’t tell you how much. I’ve 
been getting desperately poor—” Her 
voice broke and two tears trickled down 
her cheeks,

“ Oh, I don’t know why I should tell 
you,” she continued, “ but I must talk to 
somebody. Mr. Keating—father’s sec­
retary—has been so good, and he would 
do anything for me if he knew. But 
my life was different when—when he 
knew me, and somehow I ca.n’t go to 
him even for sympathy. It is too humili­
ating. And there is nobody else.

“ All of our old friends—well, they 
wouldn't understand, and they would be 
sorry for me! There was only one thing 
for me to do. and that is what I am do­
ing—trying to take care of myself. Some 
day, when I learn how, I shall do it 
better. But now, even a little bit of en­
couragement helps.”

She smiled piteously.
“ Why, Mr. Goodwin, I think more 

of that extra two dollars a week—I’m 
more proud of it even, than I was when 
father double„d my allowance because he 
found that I, and not the housekeeper, 
was looking after his mending.”

The young man’s face was troubled. 
Several times while she was .speaking he 
had turned and looked at her earnestly, 
as though there was something he wanted 
to say yet scarcely dared.
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Finally lie plucked up courage.
“ See here, Miss Gravestock,” he now 

broke out eagerly, “ you mustn’t be an­
gry with me—you’ve said yourself that 
there’s nobody to look after you. I’m 
only telling you what a brother would 
under the same circumstances. But I 
simply can’t stand it—your being with 
those people, you know. They’re not 
your sort—I mean that firm’s no place 
for you to work.”

Her eyes questioned him mutely.
“ I don’t think I understand,” she said. 

“ Of course, the office is dreadful—the 
furniture and all. Yes, it’s really vulgar. 
But while it is true, as you say, they may 
not be ‘ my sort,’ surely it’s not their 
fault. I looked for work long enough. 
It was not easy to find, I assure you.”

She bit her lip vexatiously.
“ However,” he broke in earnestly, 

“ you ought not to stay there. Oh, of 
course it isn’t any of my business, but 
that fellow Hardman—well, he’s not fit 
to touch you with tongs! You’d be bet­
ter off doing housework in somebody’s 
kitchen, if you ask my advice.”

Anne smiled with haughty sweetness.
“ I don’t think I did ask your advice, 

Mr. Goodwin,” she replied icily. 
“ Thank you very much. I believe you 
mean kindly, but I think I am able to 
look after myself.”

“ You’re not! That’s just the point. 
You’re a regular baby,” he answered hot­
ly. “ Forgive me for seeming so con­
cerned—”

“ Oh, certainly,” returned Anne, in 
the same unpleasant tone of voice. 
“ Here is my car. It was kind of you to 
come. Good-by! ”

Afterw^-d she was sorry she had dis­
missed him so rudely. He had, as she 
said, meant well. There was no doubt 
about that, and in her heart she knew 
that he was right.

She cordially distrusted Mr. Hard­
man herself. Her anger against young 
Goodwin was the more violent because 
he confirmed her own suspicions.

There was something immensely lik­
able about the young reporter, Anne 
fairly envied him his knowledge of this 
new world of affairs in which she found 
herself.

She was a timid swimmer in a strong 
tide. Young Goodwin .understood the

currents. Anne compared him for the 
moment with Dickson Calhoun. With a' 
smile half sardonic, half whimsical, she 
fancied Dick’s ineffectual floundering in 
the turgid maelstrom.

Dick was altogether of that other 
world to which she used to belong. He 
was part and parcel of that old Anne, 
lost at the same time she lost her costly 
furs, her maid, her brougham, and all 
the other essentials of soft living.

But by some trick of misfortune the 
new Anne had elected to retain the old 
love, knowing well enough in her heart 
that she could no more afford the luxury 
of loving Dickson Calhoun than she 
could afford all those other things ad- - 
versity had forced her to renounce.

There were hours, and even whole 
days, when site truly believed that she 
had forgotten Dick and that the ache was 
gone. Then some little thing would re­
call him and the ache would come back.

He had comeback to New York. Anne 
saw the notice of his return in the • 
society columns of a'Sunday paper.

For several weeks afterward she wait­
ed hopefully, thinking that he would 
look her up and compel her to reverse 
her decision. But no sign came from 
him. and again through the same medium 
of information that had heralded his re­
turn from Colorado she learned that he 
was at Palm Beach. He had tarried in 
New York a scant two weeks.

Anne’s lip curled scornfully. She had 
scarcely expected him to forget so soon, 
or at least she had expected him to make 
a pretense of remembering.

The day after the young reporter had 
delivered his short lecture on the 
proprieties, Anne received a hastily 
written note from Howard Keating, 
telling her that he was going out of 
town for a few weeks and bidding her 
keep up her courage. There was every 
reason to believe, he assured her, that 
the Baccaras Central Stock was on the 
upward move. The man Derrick was de­
termined to gain control of the road.

It was rumored that much of his 
wealth was in Mexican mines, which ex­
plained his anxiety. Without Anne’s 
stock he was powerless. She must keep 
absolutely silent, about the matter and 
wait.

Anne destroyed Mr. Keating’s letter,
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as he instructed her to do. She wished 
with all her heart that the stock would 
advance quickly. Her immediate need 
of money was terrifying, and with young 
Keating out of town she felt miserably 
alone.

Even the distant cousins were in Eu­
rope. She had seen the notice of their 
going about the same time that Dick 
returned from Colorado, and while she 
had no intention of ever asking them for 
assistance, their proximity was a sort of 
moral protection.

That day she again appealed to Miss 
Jackson for advice. It was in the mat­
ter of a cheaper boarding-place.

Miss Jackson knew of a house on Sec­
ond Avenue where a friend of hers had 
boarded once. She could not recommend 
it highly, but the board was only four 
dollars a week and the Teds were clean, 
so her friend had said.

Miss Jackson went with Anne to look 
at the place, and’that same evening Anne 
engaged a truckman to remove her trunks 
from Mrs. Kidder’s.

She said good-by to the kind landlady 
and to the little old gentleman who sat 
next to her at table with genuine regret. 
These people had been her friends, and 
they were bound to her affections by 
strong ties.

She pleaded as her reason'for leaving 
that the new boarding-house was nearer 
her place of employment. She could 
not confess her dire poverty, even to 
them.

She knew that good-hearted Mrs. Kid­
der would urge her to stay a little longer 
on the chance of her fortunes mending, 
and she felt morally certain that the 
little old gentleman would offer to lend 
her money.

As for the boarding-house on Second 
Avenue, it was almost unspeakable.

Anne’s very soul sickened when she 
contemplated living there. She had not 
even a room to herself, but shared her 
sleeping quarters with two other young 

. women. Each one of them possessed a 
narrow iron cot and two drawers in the 
tall, uglv walnut chiffonier. This was 
the nearest thing to privacy they accom­
plished.

The walls of their joint sleeping-room 
were painted a raw, garish green, but the 
paint was peeling off in spots where

dampness ' f rom  defective plumbing had 
seeped through. The floors were bare, 
relieved only by a narrow, soiled strip 
of carpet before each cot.

Besides the furniture already men­
tioned, the room, which was none too 
large, contained two straight-backed 
chairs and a stationary washstand of 
ancient and unhygienic pattern.

The house itself was old. On the out­
side it presented rather a pretentious ap­
pearance, as it was built of brown stone 
and apparently in good repair. But 
inside it was the last cry of undesir­
ability.

“ In story-books,” said Anne to her­
self, as she sat forlornly on the edge of 
her cot that first night, “ the heroine, 
who has lost all, never descends to such 
degradation. She chooses death in­
stead.”

Anne shuddered and rose quickly to 
her feet. In the cracked looking-glass 
she surveyed herself tragically.

There was no one in the room at the 
time. The other “ inmates ” were off on 
pleasure bent.

“ Anne Gravestock,” she said severely 
to her image in the glass, “ I ’m ashamed 
of you. 1 thought you had courage. 
You’re nothing but a great big cry­
baby.”

And she was. For the first time in 
weeks she let down the floodgates of her 
despair and wept piteously.

The crying spell did her good, how­
ever, for when the two other girls came 
in they found their roommate tucked up 
in her corner, sleeping soundly. Nor 
did she awaken while they made their 
preparations for bed.

CHAPTER VIII.
T H E WORM TURNS.

A x x e  s lept long  and  heavily.
The next morning when she awakened 

the sun was shining through the murky 
window-pane, and the other girls were 
gone.

She dressed hurriedly, and descended 
to the basement, where breakfast was 
being served.

In the light of day the house pre­
sented many defects that gaslight had 
treated charitably.
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Everywhere there was dust and grime. 
The furniture was old and on the verge 
of falling to pieces; the stairways 
creaked, and the stale, musty -odor which 
pervaded the entire premises was almost 
unendurable.

A soiled, tired-looking servant waited 
on the table, and Anne swallowed a cup 
of cool, weak beverage masquerading as 
coffee, and nibbled at a slice of toast 
with gastronomic reluctance.

None but women were accommodated 
at .this boarding-house, and most of them 
had departed for the day to their vari­
ous places of employment. A few griz­
zled, unhappy-looking old ladies were 
scattered about at the tables. One and 
all, they surveyed Anne with frank 
curiosity.

To them Anne immediately became a 
mystery which must be solved. She was 
one more point of interest on their nar­
row horizon, and-they were silently band­
ed together to unravel the details of her 
secret.

Every woman in that miserable house 
had her own little story of death, sick­
ness, and loss of fortune. Anne in no 
wise looked the exception. It is not 
especially surprising that they stared.

There was hostile politeness in the 
manner in which they struggled to detain 
her that morning. Anne parried the 
adroit questionings with poor skill.

How she had slept, whether or not she 
was late, had she far to go down-town to 
her work, did she think she would like 
it here, were all questions that concerned 
her indifferently.

The soiled maid handed her a lumpy 
packet of lunch, which she promptly 
threw away at the first street-crossing.

It was wrapped with newspaper, tied 
with a dirty piece of string, and there 
were greasy spots on it which rendered 
its contents a matter for dubious specu­
lation. Anne had no curiosity to in­
vestigate.

The spotless, shining brass and leather 
luxury of Hardman & Henry’s offices 
she hailed with relief. How was it pos­
sible that she had ever condemned the 
place, when there were other places so 
infinitely more dreadful?

It was glorious that her days, at least, 
were to be spared the odious smells and 
sights of the boarding-house. Spring

would be coming shortly, and Sundays 
she could stay in the parks.

To Miss Jackson’s inquiry about her 
new quarters she replied evasively. She 
must not always be complaining. But 
her tired eyes and listless manner caused 
inquiry from the kind-hearted stenog- 
pher.

“ You’re sick,” she exclaimed sympa­
thetically. 11 You’ve been working too 
hard. Tell Hardman to let you off for 
the day. He’ll do it—I told you he had 
a ‘ crush ’ on you.”

Anne roused herself from her apathy 
and shivered with disgust. She, too, had 
divined the 11 crush.”

It was impossibe for her to forget 
young Goodwin’s statement that she 
would be better off in somebody’s kitchen 
than working for Mr Hardman.

Several times that day she was sum­
moned to the senior partner's office on 
some wholly trivial errand. Each time 
she answered the summons she grew 
more diffident and confused.

By the time afternoon arrived there 
was a scarlet spot on each cheek, and her 
hands trembled so that she could scarcely 
attend to her work.

As Anne’s embarrassment increased, it 
seemed almost as though Mr. Hardman 
himself gained some amusement and sat­
isfaction from the fact. The change in 
his manner toward her was not to be 
mistaken.

Yesterday her native modesty had 
warned her; to-day it resolved itself into 
a simple matter of common sense. The 
■heavy hand which pawed her arm at 
every conceivable opportunity could no 
longer, by the wildest stretch of imagina­
tion, be termed fatherly; and the smile 
which she had hated was almost wolfish .  
in its manner of devouring her.

His tight, fashionably-cut gray clothes, 
his heavy ornate jewelry, his yellowish- 
white curling mustache, and his fat, 
puffy hands were the last cry of offen­
siveness.

“ If he touches me again I shall 
scream,” Anne whispered to herself as 
once more she answered the summons of 
her buzzer. “ I know I shall scream— 
or else I ’ll hit him.”

Mr. Hardman wheeled smilingly in 
his chair as she entered his office.

“ Have you finished filing those ad­
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dresses, Miss Gravestock?” he inquired 
with tender solicitude.

Anne held herself rigidly aloof.
“ I ’m working on them now, Mr. 

Hardman,” she replied quietly. “ You 
only gave them to me half an hour 
ago.”

Her manner said more plainly than 
her words, “ If you’ll give me a chance, 
I ’ll finish them.”

Mr. Hardman laughed. He under­
stood the manner as well as the words.

“ Ah, yes—very true. So I did,” he 
answered, favoring her again with the 
smile that so infuriated her. “ Well, 
take your time. No hurry.”

“ Thank you,” replied Anne briefly, 
turning to leave the room.

“ Wait a moment, Miss Gravestock!” 
he exclaimed. “ What’s your hurry— 
you seem terribly anxious to get away—”

“ What is i t? ” Anne questioned, 
struggling to maintain her composure.

Her chest rose and fell convulsively, 
and the scarlet spots on her cheeks deep­
ened. There was an angry glitter in 
her eyes which should have warned him.

“ What is it you want? ” she repeated, 
as he did not answer immediately.

“ There are lots of things I want,” 
he replied with heavy humor.

Again there came the smile which dis­
played his ugly teeth, and again the re­
sponsive hatred of it flared in Anne’s 
breast.

“ I mean—of me,” she said steadily.
The time for equivocations was past.

The thing must be settled now for good 
and all.

This game was a new one to Anne, 
and she had no notion of its rules, nor 
is it likely she would have abided by 
them if she had.

As for Adolf Hardman, the change in 
tactics rather pleased him.

“ You’re a handsome girl,” he re­
marked casually, his hard blue eyes 
watching her steadily.

Anne backed toward the door cau­
tiously, with much the same feeling and 
manner as a novice in a lion’s cage might 
display.

Never once did she let her eyes wan­
der from Mr. Hardman’s shining red 
face. She forgot her intention to scream 
or to strike him. She was completely 
dominated by an overpowering, limb- 
numbing fear.

She took one more backward step 
toward the door. Mr. Hardman slipped 
from his cushioned chair with surprising 
agility, considering his pudginess and the 
close fit of his clothes.

“ Please sit down for a little—and 
let’s talk it over,” he said genially. The 
hand which yesterday she had thought 
fatherly descended to her shoulder.

Anne cowered in sickish fear as his 
lips once more parted in that ugly smile.

Then the other pudgy hand dropped 
softly to her other shoulder, and some­
how, suddenly, all the fear went out of 
Anne’s heart, leaving her the victim of 
a blind, unreasoning rage.

(To be continued.)

ON TH E BORDERLAND.
T h e  hours of youth are past; and here to-day, 

Comrade, we stand, and, looking backward, cheat 
Ourselves to prove time rideth not so fleet,

Or, sadly musing to ourselves we say:
“ Can lightsome hours so run themselves away,

And sunshine glide unmarked with magic feet,
Nor note the marge where light and shadow meet, 

Nor heed the cycles that the suns obey? ”
So have they fled, the fund of life and jest,

The holiday of waving trees and flowers,
And every fancy that we claimed as ours

Of streams and birds and varying beauties, wound 
About the boyish romance that we found;

Yet who can say the past is always best?
Archibald Douglas.



I N T I G H T  C I NC H GAP.
By BURKE JENKINS.

W hat was taken for a vigilant search after gold-bearing 
quartz skirts a danger-line

O LD SHED removed the two glasses, 
wiped the wet rings from the oiled 

surface of his bar, and regarded the 
strangers with his puffy, red-rimmed 
little eyes.

“ Prospecting?” he inquired tenta­
tively.

Each of the men regarded the other a 
moment, as though somewhat unpre­
pared for such curiosity.

“ No-o-o,” answered the shorter one 
finally, “ not exactly.”

Old Shed was not ignorant of one de­
tail of the laws governing politeness in 
the West, but the advent of so out-of-the- 
way a pair caused curiosity to reach so 
high a notch that he, perforce, over­
stepped the bounds set by the code of 
the locality. He put a further question: 

“ Not cattlemen? ”
“ No-o-o,” again replied the short one. 
The other man gave him a smart dig 

with his elbow, as though thus to put a 
period to any further enlightenment. 
Then he cast a hasty glance about the 
absolutely deserted barroom, reached into 
his breast-pocket, and brought to light a 
carefully folded paper, the edges of 
which were soiled from contact with the 
other contents of the said pocket.

The tall man opened this paper out 
to its full dimension, which was prob­
ably some ten by twenty inches, and then, 
leaning over toward Old Shed and prof­
fering the open sheet for his view, he 
asked confidentially:

“ Do you know anything of the where­
abouts of that person signed there?” 

Old Shed peered closely at the paper; 
then adjusted a pair of blurred glasses 
for a more searching perusal.

He was some time spelling out the 
wording, for it was in script.

Finally the old barkeeper could ap­
parently no longer restrain himself, for 
he stuck the fingers of both hands into 
the lowrer pockets of his vest, where they

in rounding out a romance.

shook in exact time to the chuckles which 
made his whole ponderous person vibrate.

Then his laugh dwindled a bit, and 
he gurgled:

“ Why, stranger! ’Tain’t as though 
I don’t know how disappointing this may 
be to you, but I’m bound for truth to 
tell you how the land lays. Yes, I know 
mighty w’ell where that old cuss lives 
wdiose name is tharunto inscribed, and 
I ’ve seen many a one o’ just sich 
papers—”

“ Just like this one?” broke in the 
short man, with interest.

“ Exactly! Handwrit neat, just same’s 
that thar. Gentlemen, your trail for 
gold is some poor.”

“ How do you mean? ”
“ Why, I mean that jist sich papers 

as that thar has been sent out by 
the hundred by old man Rinehart— 
‘ prospectuses,’ he calls ’em. And, gentle­
men, I reckon, as prospectuses go, they’re 
about as good as any: but, as for the 
reality and general existence of gold- 
bearing quartz therein described, I don’t 
believe there’s enough to overburden 
an ant.

“ Fact is, gentlemen, I may as well 
be plain about the matter to ye. Old 
man Rinehart’s head ain’t any too good.”

Old Shed here tapped lx's own pate.
“ Touched, you understand! Some 

locoed; and locoed on that very project 
of ‘ retrieving his wealth and station,’ as 
he puts it, by just that there claim 
therein described.”

“ Retrieving his wealth and station?” 
asked the tall man. in’ calm interest.

“ Yes,” returned the old gossip. “ And 
he shore had ’em to ‘ retrieve ’ ; for, gen­
tlemen, locoed as he is, there ain’t a 
finer specimen of the true old-time gen­
tleman—and plumb white at that—than 
Samuel Rinehart, Esquire.”

“ And where did you say he w-as to be 
found?”

457



458 THE ARGOSY.

“ I don't remember as 1 did say at all 
where he was to be found—did I ? ” an­
swered Old Shed slyly. “ What does 
said prospectus say?”

“ Why, it merely gives Tight Cinch 
Gap as an address,” replied the other, 
somewhat petulantly.

“ Exactly: and here you are. But it’s 
something of a jaunt out to Old Rine­
hart’s shack; so, if you’re listening to 
me, why, you’ll just unlimber here for 
the night, and to-morrow hotfoot it back 
home, and sum up this last expedition of 
yours to experience or profit and loss. 
Old Rinehart’s sent them handwrit 
papers o’ his broadcast over the country 
for two solid years, to my certain knowl­
edge. ‘ To interest capital,’ he says; 
but, gentlemen, it may interest you to 
know you’re the first two I’ve yet seen, 
or even hearn tell of, as have 1 bit ’ at the 
project.”

While the corpulent old barkeeper was 
thus throwing the news their way, the 
two men exchanged glances, but appar­
ently felt little chagrin at being such 
dupes as the old man represented.

“ Well, as long as we’ve come so far, 
we might as well see the thing through— 
eh, Will?'” This from the short man.

“ My idea,” acquiesced Will. “ So ” 
—turning to Old Shed—“ if you’ll tell 
us how to get there—”

Wheezing, Old Shed puffed his way 
to the door, signing for the two to fol­
low. The sunlit doorway reached, he 
blinked for a moment in the glare; then, 
getting accustomed to it, he pointed with 
a chubby forefinger up the trail where it 
snaked west in sandy yellow over a hill.

Far out from the trail itself, and hug­
ging its squatness as close as possible to 
the edge of a five-hundred-foot drop, 
they descried a low hut, which showed 
up plainly enough in the clear air of the 
region.

“ Why, is that i t? ” exclaimed the 
short man. “ Let’s run over before din­
ner.”

At this suggestion, Old Shed again 
shook to chucklings.

“ Twenty mile don’t look far, does it? 
Better eat first. Old Rinehart’ll look 
out for ye to-night, I don’t doubt.”

“ Does the old man live up there on 
that cliff all alone ? ” casually inquired 
the man called Will.

“ All alone, except for—”
“ Hello, Shed! ” growled a voice from 

the doorway, and all three turned to view 
the newcomer, whose pony’s hoofs had 
been muffied in the thick sand of Tight 
Cinch Gap’s one street.

“ Why, hello, Charlie! ” cried Shed 
delightedly. Then his voice dropped, 
as he became aware of the other’s mood. 
“ What’s wrong? Rattler bit yer, or 
what?”

Charlie was apparently in no mood 
for an answer. He merely cast a 
grouchy glance at the two strangers, as 
they passed on back to the dining-room.

“ Whisky! ” he grunted across the bar.
The two strangers sat at the table 

alone. They took two chairs that faced 
each other. When they were seated, the 
one called Will cast a hasty, furtive 
glance about; then, leaning over toward 
his partner, he whispered:

“ Well, Tim, it looks like things are 
getting narrowed down a bit, eh? ”

“ Some ! ” agreed Tim.

II.

D u r in g  the entire time the two 
strangers were eating dinner, Charlie, 
the cowboy, was plying the bottle and 
fighting hard to ignore Old Shed’s anx­
ious inquiries as to the cause of his per­
turbation.

When the two men finally grated their 
chairs back, rose, and sauntered their 
way on through the bar to the street, 
Old Shed accompanied them to the door, 
and with the simplest of directions, 
“ follow your nose,” indicated the trail 
as it led on out to Old Rinehart’s shack.

At the name of Rinehart, Charlie’s 
somewhat befogged brain quickened to 
sudden clearness; and interest in the 
strangers, which had been dulled, re­
vived. As the men thumped away into 
dust, he turned rapid questions on Old 
Shed.

Shed told all he knew. Little had he 
been able to learn, except that the men 
were “ suckers,” caught by one of 
Old Rinehart’s “ prospectuses.” which 
all knew so well and good-naturedly 
laughed at.

“ Yes; but, Shed,” interposed Charlie, 
his brain now absolutely clear, “ those 
men didn’t look so plumb easy to me.
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That tall lad, in particular, had a some 
steely eye, and one which would look 
more than once at Old Rinehart’s pretty 
handwritten paper before he’d set out 
on such a trip. Came from the East, 
didn’t they?"'

“ Can’t say; didn’t ask,” said Shed.
■ “ Don’t need to ask,” went on Charlie, 

pointing through a window to where, up 
the trail, showed the lessening figures 
of the two mounted strangers. “ Look 
at the way they ‘ bob ’ in the saddle; 
‘ park’ riding, Shed, old boy!”

“ Oh, well, you certain don’t think 
they really is something to Old Rine­
hart’s claim, do you? Real gold?”

“ I don’t know what I think,” replied 
the young cowboy, returning to his sullen 
mood, and, as in accentuation, refilling 
his glass to the brim.

Old Shed’s arm spoke somewhat of 
his former deftness, as he swept both 
bottle and filled glass from before the 
young fellow.

“ No more to-day, Charlie,” he said 
authoritatively. “ You know, I ’ve al­
ways took more'n a keen interest in ye, 
Charlie, boy; and to see you hit the 
booze in earliest ain’t to my likin’. Now, 
open up ; tell me the trouble. I ’ll lay 
you a double X there’s ‘ woman, lovely 
woman,’ behind that uncommon thirst o’ 
yours.”

Charlie’s first quick flare of anger at 
the old fellow rapidly gave way to a 
gentler feeling, as he recollected how 
nearly this strange old character of a 
barkeeper had been a father to him 
through the years he had been growing 

 ̂up in Tight Cinch Gap’s somewhat crude 
Environment.

“ Well, Uncle Shed,” he finally con­
fessed, “ I may’s well open up that there 
is a woman; and a woman who is sure 
plumb hard to corral. Now, it isn’t like 
ordinary cases—”

“ Never is,” chuckled Old Shed. 
“ But ease your chest, Charlie; who is 
it? Of course, I can’t guess, so make it 
real easy for me.”

“ Fooling aside, you- know how I’ve 
been flying around Blanche Rinehart. 
This morning, out on the hills there, I 
put the question to her, and she con­
fessed she loves me.”

“ What’s the trouble, then?”
“ I can’t make it out at all myself;

and she says she isn’t able to tell me 
why; but she can’t marry me. Loves 
me, but can’t marry me—that’s it I ”

“ ’Tain’t money?”
“ Money! Shed, you don’t know her! 

Besides, since I had sense enough to go 
into cattle, after making my first strike, 
why, she couldn’t complain, even on that 
score. No, sir, there’s something—” 
The speaker’s mood shifted suddenly.- 
He snapped out the words:

“ What were those fellows asking you 
when I came in ?”

“ Why, they were asking the way to 
Old Rinehart’s shack.”

“ Yes; but what else? ”
“ The short feller, he asked if the old 

codger lived up there all alone, and— 
Hold on, there, Charlie! What’s the 
matter? ”

But Charlie had reached his pony, 
and with a leap had attained the saddle, 
in the first spring of the little pony’s 
.lope, which, fast accelerating, bade fair 
to eat up the distance to the shack on the 
bluff.

Old Shed wrinkled an anxious fore­
head as he gazed up the trail.

III.

E v e n  the horses of the two men who 
called each other Will and Tim seemed 
to resent and grow weary under their 
miserable riding; and by the time they 
had reached the bluff edge on which the 
old prospector’s hut stood, they showed 
every sign of weariness.

Will, the tall man, indicated a halt ■ 
some hundred feet from the shack, and 
dismounting clumsily, tied the two bri­
dles together. Tim threw his short leg 
over, and reaching the ground, followed 
his partner to the doorway, from which 
came the wail of a violin played by a 
master-hand.

“ Somebody knows how to fiddle,” was 
Tim’s whispered comment.

A s  th e  sh a d o w s  f e l l  a cross  th e  su n l i t  
streak in the doorway, the music stopped, 
and a gray-haired old man stepped for­
ward in greeting.

“ Good day, gentlemen. Step in ! ”
He made a grandiloquent gesture, as 

though ushering them into a mansion.
“ You are traveling far? ”

“ I think we’ve come about as far as
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we shall,” answered Will coldly, while 
Tim, who had been eying every corner 
of the shack, caught Will’s look, and, at 
a nod, took up his station just outside 
the door.

Will, inside, lifted the crudely con­
structed chair the old gentleman had in­
dicated, and drew it up before a table, 
on which were pen, ink, and a stack of 
blank paper.

“ Mr. Rinehart? ”
“ Yes, sir,” answered the old man, not 

forgetting, even in his surprise, the 
Southern “ sir.”

The tall man once more reached into 
his breast-pocket, and produced the fold­
ed, soiled paper. The old man stepped 
up beside him as he unfolded it. Then, 
at recognition of the 11 prospectus,” the 
old man’s eye glinted even more with the 
fire of the malady which held him.

“ So, at last, I ’ve found two men who 
have brains enough to know a good 
thing! Sir, our fortunes are made. I 
would have done it myself, alone, only 
I ’m getting too old and haven’t the capi­
tal ; but, sir, now—”

“ Hold on," interposed the other. “ A 
few questions. This is your paper?” 
He held up the soiled document.

“ Yes, yes,” assented the old man hur­
riedly. “ That’s one of the prospec­
tuses. I ’ve sent out hundreds.”

“ Yes; but it’s in handwriting.”
“ I know. I had no press. I ’m too 

far away from town.”
“ A very peculiar handwriting.”
Swift as a bolt, the old man’s face took 

on a look of a different character. Only 
for a moment, however, could he keep it 
there; then back slipped the features, and 
the old weirdness came again:

“ Oh, let’s see! Where was I ? Oh, 
yes, the mine. Now, sir, after you’ve 
investigated—”

“ You don’t deny this is your own 
handwriting, then?” again interrupted 
Will.

The old gentleman seemed  ̂to be strug­
gling in a tangle of thoughts.

“ why—er—I never said it was my 
hand. It isn’t. It’s my daughter’s. 
She copies them for me. She’s my 
amanuensis—has been for years. Isn’t 
it a wonderful hand? . So well-rounded, 
legible, and yet has character, true char­
acter—”

His enthusiasm checked. Sanity once 
more showed in him. He passed his 
hand quickly over his forehead.

“ Pardon me, sir,” he continued, in an 
altered voice. “ What was I saying? 
The handwriting? Yes, it’s mine. Poor 
enough, but mine own, sir.”

A cough from short Tim at the door 
was quickly followed by the stamping 
of a pony outside and the breezy en­
trance of a pink-cheeked girl, whose 
face, though glowing from the recent ex­
ercise, did not hide the heavy look of 
those who live with an abiding care.

Seeing the strangers, for Tim had en­
tered before her, she bowed a cheery 
greeting, though ill concealing a quick 
fear which leaped to her face.

“ My daughter, gentlemen.” The old 
man introduced her.

Tim bowed in acknowledgment of the 
meeting.

Will walked over and placed his back 
against the door, outside which stamped 
the restless pony.

“ Miss Rinehart,” said he, “ you are 
under arrest.”

IV.

“ At last! ” cried the girl; almost in 
relief, as she drew herself up to her full 
height. “ I don’t know that I am very 
sorry.” She was looking straight into 
the eyes of her captor, Will.

“ Blanchie! ” came a hoarse cry. 
Quickly as she whirled, she failed to 
catch the old gentleman as he tottered 
back and fell at his length before the 
open fire, which flared to a comfortable 
blaze. His head struck one of the iron, 
dogs. *

With woman’s knack, she rolled him 
over into an easier posture; and while 
the two men were recovering from their 
surprise she bustled to a cabinet, pro­
cured a flask, and returned to his side. 
But she experienced difficulty in giving 
him the liquor. She glanced a quick ap­
peal over her shoulder.

Tim, the short man, caught the import.
“ If  I can help, ma’am—” he said. 

He raised the old man’s head and 
poured some of the liquor down his 
throat.

But life had fled before the stroke.
“ He’s dead?” whispered the girl, in 

awe.
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Tim bowed.
Up she flared in the sudden fire of her 

moment of emotion, and faced the man, 
Will, who had remained, unmoved, at his 
position before the door.

“ Yes, you have me! ” she cried. 
“ You have me, but you must hear me. 
The man lying here before you was my 
father. I loved him. Back there in 
Virginia all loved him. Pie was re­
spected. He had birth, station, wealth. 
Then came the financial strain—the 
period to be tided over, to save his for­
tune. He must have money for a week.

“ I remember his pacing the floor of 
the room in which I sat, busy with my 
lessons for the next day. I was a 
schoolgirl of fourteen. At one of his 
turns up and down he came up behind 
me as I was busy at my copy-book. I 
had always been wonderfully gifted in 
my penmanship. It is a gift, you know, 
with some—a knack born, not acquired. 
I ’ve always had it. I looked up into his 
face as he stood over me. His features 
were distorted with what I now know to 
have been the effort to resist temptation. 
Then his brow cleared hurriedly, and he 
smiled as he asked:

“ ‘ Will you do me a little copying, 
Blanchie? I ’ll bet you can’t make an 
exact copy of what I set before you.’

“ ‘ Bet you, daddy,’ I answered, in my 
girlish delight of surprising him with my 
skill. And I did surprise him. In fact, 
I ’ve often thought he set me to copying 
the note, at first, merely as a sort of toy­
ing with his tormentor. But my fac­
simile was wonderful; for, as I say, I 
have the knack. The result you know. 
He used the note. The week lengthened 
itself to two.

“ The affair was discovered. Late 
one night he waked me — he’d been 
mother to me for years—and I dressed 
quickly. We ran. He brooded. Final­
ly came the breakdown of his mentality.

“ I wondered at it all, until once, dur­
ing a lucid interval, he told me. We 
drifted West. Then came this mine idea. 
Plis brain set itself thereon. The ‘ bo­
nanza ’ would enable him to satisfy the 
debt and clear me; and for two years, 
there ”—she pointed to the writing- 
table—“ I have slaved in penning those 
prospectuses. I suppose that was really 
your first clue? ”

“ Yes,” said Will.
“ Well, I ’m ready.” She stepped 

toward the officer.
Once more, and quickly, the sharp sun­

light as it fell from the open door was 
blotted out by a new shadow.

The tall man cast a hasty glance over 
his shoulder, and looked into the eyes of 
Charlie, the cowboy—those eyes whose 
steely glitter matched that of the re­
volver which was ready for a part in 
argument.

Will sprang back, drew, and glanced 
at Tim, who was likewise armed. The 
girl stood her ground, motionless, but 
her face lit with a happiness which dis­
pelled the care of things.

“ Charlie! ” she whispered.
The cowboy apparently paid no at­

tention to her. He backed over to the 
door-frame.

11 Two to one! ” he snapped out, in the 
clear-cut, decisive tone of a man of 
action, “ But it’s well enough for you 
to know the state of things. I ’m some 
liked in this locality; so, should the un­
likely happen with those little nickel toys 
of yours, why, the boys will sure make 
the telegraph-poles hereabouts bear a 
new brand of fruit. Being acquainted 
with which facts, maybe you’ll hear what 
I’ve got to say, eh?”

“ Yes,” snarled Will, though he be­
trayed no sign of fear. “ Explain your­
self, and what you have to do in this 
affair.”

11 Why, just this,” said the cowboy. 
“ Down there at Old Shed’s I got an 
inkling as to you-all being out of the 
ordinary; and so I rid on out, to see 
what kind of devilment you were up to. 
I arrived outside just in time to get 
plumb acquainted with enough of the 
facts to convince me that it was some up 
to me to have a little say in the argu­
ment.”

“ Well? ”
“ Well, what I ’ve got to say is this— 

that any two such low-lived hounds as 
could take prisoner that girl, after what 
we all know and in the fix we see her, 
are too rank even for crow-meat, the 
which I ’m going to try my cussedest to 
make ’em, if they attempt it.”

“ You forget that we are officers of the 
law.”

“ Officers of ivhat law! Not the one
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that rules in this environment, my son. 
Where lies the guilt of the forgery? 
There before you on the hearth—and 
he’s paid his debt, God knows. Her 
hand did it, you say? Maybe, but my 
hand’s going to help undo it. Besides ” 
—he glowed as though in sudden realiza­
tion of a happy solution—“ where’s your 
evidence?”

The tall man once more reached into 
■his breast-pocket and produced a strip 
of paper.

The crash of Charlie’s revolver rang- 
in his ears; there was a flash, directly 
in front of his face. Into the cloud of 
smoke before them shot the cowboy’s 
hand, and with a quick twist tore the 
forged note of evidence from Will’s 
grasp.

“ A bum detective,” was Charlie’s 
voiced verdict. 11 You had better now 
quit this line of business, for this little 
lay is sure ended.

“ By the wav, how much was there in 
it for each of you?” Almost for the 
first time, Charlie included the short 
man, Tim, in his address.

Tim hung his head.
“ Five hundred dollars reward,” said 

Will.
“ Well,” said Charlie, the cowboy, 

“ I’m making a proposition. I’m run­
ning a ranch hereabout. Which will you 
have: a in.in's job or the value of that 
reward? You can have either.”

“ I'll take the money,” said Will.
“ The job for me,” said Tim, raising 

his head.

T H E  T I M E  L I M I T .
By B E R T R A M  L E B H A R ,

Author of “ The Isle of Mysteries,*’ “ W hen a M an’s Hungry,” “ King or Counterfeit etc.

A  disappearance which seemed to have no explanation but one which was beyond belief.

CHAPTER I.
A REBELLION.

FARMER CRARY stopped in the act 
of milking Black Bess and glared 

at his son.
“ What’s that you just said?” he 

shouted angrily. “ Let me hear you say 
it again.”

“ Certainly, father,” replied the young 
man calmly. “ I said I ’m going to marry 
Hildegarde Crandall.”

As though to express her approval of 
his resolution, Black Bess waved her tail.

“ And I say that you’re going to do 
nothing of the sort. Do you understand 
that?” shouted the old man. “ Whoa, 
there—you restless fool! ”

The latter remark was addressed to 
Black Bess, who, startled by his raised 
voice, had almost succeeded in kicking 
over the milk-pail.

“ But why not, father?” protested 
Max Crary. “ What objection have you 
to Hildegarde? She’s the—”

The old farmer cut him short by a 
peremptory wave of the hand.

“ I know,” he said sarcastically. 
“ She’s the pink of perfection and all that. 
I ain’t got any particular objection to the 
gal; but I ’ve got a darned big objection 
to your marrying her.”

“ But why? I’ve told mother about it, 
and she’s willing. She says she’ll be glad 
to welcome Hildegarde as a daughter. 
Why should you—”

“ Now, see here, my son,” interrupted 
the old man sternly. “ Don’t you try to 
catechise me. You know me, I reckon. 
When I says no, I means no, and that’s 
the end of it. You and your mother ain’t 
running this farm as yet. What I says 
goes, and always will go while I ’m above 
the ground. I ain’t got anything against 
Hildegarde Crandall. She’s a nice 
enough gal; but it don’t suit me to let 
you get married just norv.”

His son heaved a sigh of relief.
“ Oh,” he exclaimed, “ if it’s only a 

question of time, we don’t mind waiting, 
dad. Hildy and I had planned to get 
married within six months; but if you 
wish us to postpone the wedding, we’ll 
agree to do so.”
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The old farmer shook his head.
“ It ain’t a question of time, my lad. 

You didn’t let me finish what I was say­
ing. I was about to remark that when 
the time does come for you to tackle mat­
rimony, Hildy Crandall ain’t going to be 
the gal,”

“ But why not? ” protested Max indig­
nantly. “ You just said that you haven’t 
anything against her.”

“ What I meant was that I ain’t got 
anything against her character,” ex= 
plained old Crary. “ Hildy’s all right, 
but she ain’t the kind of wife I want you 
to have. She’s too full of frills. She’s 
had a good eddication, and too much edr 
dication ain’t good for a woman—or at 
least it ain’t good for a farmer’s wife. 
What you want is a good, plain gai—like 
Si Merriweather’s Ruth, for instance.” 

He paused and darted a searching 
glance at his son’s face. The latter made 
a grimace.

“ Ruth Merriweather! ” he remarked 
scornfully. “ ‘ Pie-faced Ruth,’ the boys 
call her. I can’t say that I admire your 
taste, father.”

“ Si and I were talking it over the other 
day,” went on the elder Crary, ignoring 
the unfavorable comment. “ We came to 
the conclusion that you would make a 
good pair, and we decided that you shall 
get hitched when the proper time comes.” 

The young man’s steel-gray eyes sud­
denly flashed fire.

“ You decided!” he cried indignantly. 
“ And you didn’t think it worth while 
to consult my wishes in the matter, eh? ” 

The old man nodded.
“ When it comes to choosing a wife, 

my son,” he said grimly, “ you’ll do as 
vou’re told, same as you’ve always done.” 

The other laughed bitterly.
“ This isn’t Russia, father,” he de­

clared. “ I ’ve read that they do such 
things over there; but this is America, 
the land of the free. I ’m over twenty- 
one, and I guess I’ve got the right to 
select my own wife. I don’t want to be 
undutiful. I ’m willing to obey you when 
you’re reasonable; but seeing that you 
can’t name any real objection to my mar­
rying Hildegarde, I tell you again that 
she’s the wife I ’m going to take.”

The old farmer rose from his milking- 
stool and faced his son with a calmness 
that was ominous.

“ It’s several years since I thrashed you, 
my lad,” he said, “ but I guess I ain’t too 
old nor too feeble to undertake the job 
right now, even if you are over twenty- 
one. Don’t you dare talk back to me that 
wav. or you’ll get a whipping. Under­
stand that? ”

The other shrugged his shoulders.
Truly his sire was no physical weak­

ling, despite the gray hairs which sur­
mounted his ruddy brow. Fifty years of 
hard work on the farm had given him 
muscles of steel and a constitution as hard 
as nails.

But, nevertheless, Max did not wince 
at the prospect of paternal chastisement.

He, too. was as sound as a bell. In all 
of his six feet of body there was not a 
superfluous ounce of flesh.

“ Don’t talk foolishly, father,” he said 
quietly. “ The day when you could hurt 
me with your hands has long since passed. 
You can start right in to whip me now, 
if you are so inclined. You’re my father, 
and I won’t raise a hand against you. 
But you can’t change my determination.

“ You’ve ruled me like a tyrant all 
these years. I ’ll bet there ain’t another 
father in America as stern as you’ve been. 
I ’ve never had the privileges other fel­
lows have had. I ’m a man now, and 
yet you treat me as if I was a ten-year- 
old kid. I won’t stand it any longer. In 
future I ’m going to have my own way, 
and you can’t stop me.”

At these defiant words the old man’s 
eyes blazed with rage. With fist upraised, 
he advanced threateningly toward his 
son, and the latter, with folded arms and 
his jaw set, waited for the blow to land.

But the enraged farmer did not strike. 
Great as was his fury, he managed to con­
trol himself sufficiently to be able to stay 
his hand.

“ Get out of here,” he roared—“ get 
out of here this instant, afore 1 kill you.”

His angry roar spread terror among the 
cows. Black Bess uttered a “ moo ” of 
fear; the others nervously shifted their 
feet.

Young Crary heeded his irate father’s 
warning, and, turning on his heel, left 
the cow-shed and walked toward the 
house.

A s  h e  e n te r e d  th e  k i tc h e n ,  a  g e n t l e  - 
faced old lady greeted him with an anx­
ious look in her eyes.
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" Well, dear,” she inquired, a shade of 
fear in her voice, “ did you speak to your 
father about—about Hildegarde?”

The young man nodded grimly.
“ Yes, mother, I ’ve just had an inter­

view with him in the cow'-shed.”
“ And it didn’t turn out satisfactory? 

I can read that in your face, my poor 
boy.”

“ No, mother. He wouldn’t hear of my 
marrying Hildy—but I’m going to marry 
her, just the same,” he added emphatic­
ally.

Mrs. Crary trembled. She was a timid 
woman, and she stood in considerable awe 
of her iron-willed husband.

“ Do be careful, my boy,” she implored. 
“ Don’t cross your father. You know 
what a terrible temper he has when he’s 
roused.”

“ Yes, I know. He was white-hot with 
rage when I left him. But I ’m not afraid 
of him. I ’m a man now, and it’s about 
time he.realized it and let me have my 
own way. I told him as much in the 
cow-shed just now.”

Mrs. Crary trembled.
“ Don’t be rash, my dear,” she said. 

“ Your father is a violent man, but he’s 
got the best of hearts. Keep your temper 
and be patient. Maybe, later on, he’ll 
change his mind and consent to your 
marrying Hildegarde.”

Her son shook his head.
“ No, he won’t, mother. You well 

know that father isn’t the kind of man 
to change his mind. When he says a 
thing he sticks to it, right or wrong. Be­
sides, he’s gone to work and selected an­
other wife for me. Guess who it is.

“ Ruth Merriweather, of all girls! 
Wouldn’t she make a charming wife for 
me? Why, I declare the cows almost 
laughed when he mentioned her name.” 

“ Well, Ruth is a good girl,” declared 
Mrs. Crary pacifically. “ She ain’t much 
to look at, it’s true, my dear; but she’s 
good-tempered and—and she makes 
pumpkin-pies that can’t be beat.”

“ Pumpkin-pies be dinged! ” cried 
Max irritably. “ I want a wife, not a 
cook. I tell you, mother, I ’m going, to 
marry Hildegarde, whether father con­
sents or not. She’s the best little girl 'n 
the world-; and the strangest thing is that 
she really cares for me. Isn’t that won­
derful, mother?”

Mrs. Crary did not think so. She was 
very proud of her only son.

“ I want to ask a favor of you, my 
boy,” she said earnestly.

“ What is it, mother? ”
“ I want you to take your dinner now 

and not come to the table at dinner­
time. You say your father is angry, and 
it’s best that you avoid him until he cools 
down.”

Young Crary laughed and affectionate­
ly kissed his mother on both cheeks.

“ You timid little mother,” he said 
gently. “ Of course I ’ll do you that 
favor. I assure you I’m not anxious to 
quarrel with father. Give me something 
to eat now, and I’ll go out to the orchard 
and finish picking those apples. I won’t 
go near dad all day. Don’t worry, dear; 
there won’t be anv row, if I can help 
it.”

The old lady looked at him gratefully, 
and he noticed that her eyes were moist.

“ After all, you love your father, don’t 
you, dear?” she asked wistfully.

“ Of course I do ; but he’s so unreason­
able. He’s got to be made to realize the 
fact that I’m a grown man now and able 
to think for myself—especially when it 
comes to choosing a wife.”

Mrs. Crary laid him out a tempting 
meal, and despite the fact that he was in 
love—and love is generally supposed to 
be attended by lack of appetite—he ate 
heartily.

Then he kissed his mother and went 
out to the orchard, where he was soon hard 
at work.

Half an hour later the elder Crary en­
tered the kitchen and greeted his wife 
affectionately..

There wras not a vestige of anger on 
his ruddy face; on the contrary, he ap­
peared to be in rare good humor. Like 
a good many violent-tempered men, he 
was quick to anger, but as quick to cool 
down.

“ Well, old lady,” he shouted cheerily,
“ dinner ready? ”

“ Yes, John, I ’ll have it on the table in 
a jiffv.”

As she laid the cloth her husband in­
quired :

“ Where’s the boy?”
“ He went out to the orchard to finish 

picking those apples,” replied Mrs. Crary 
nervously.
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“ Ain’t he going, to eat with us? ” 
“ No. Not to-day, John. He was anx­

ious to finish that job, so I gave him his 
dinner in advance.” She avoided her hus­
band’s eye as she spoke.

The old man grunted.
“ I reckon he’s sulking,” he said. “ I 

suppose he told you that he and I had a 
little conversation in the cow-shed half 
an hour ago. The young rascal wants to 
marry Hildegarde Crandall.”

“ Hildy is a nice girl, John,” ventured 
Mrs. Crary timidly.

“ Now, don’t you be butting in and 
trying to help him,” shouted the old man. 
“ I tell you, as I told him, that no matter 
what Hildy is or what she ain’t, he ain’t 
going to marry her. He’s going to marry 
Merriweather’s gal, Ruth, so understand 
that.”

“ You can’t make him marry her if he 
don’t want to,” declared Mrs. Crary, with 
a spirit that surprised herSelf. “ He ain’t 
a child any more, John. He’s a grown 
man. Don’t you think you ought to let 
him have his way a little more?”

“ Ding bust i t ! ” shouted the old 
farmer, bringing his fist down upon the 
table with a bang. “ That’s exactly the 
line of talk he was handing out in the 
cow-shed. I do believe that you’ve been 
putting them rebellious idees into his 
head, Maria. That boy will continue to 
do as he’s told or leave my roof and shift 
for himself.”

CHAPTER II.
A GREAT PLAN.

Y o u n g  C r a r y  continued to busy him­
self in the orchard until darkness fell.

Then, without encountering his father, 
he went to the house, doffed his overalls 
and working-shirt, and put on his best 
suit of clothes.

“ I ’m going out, mother,” he an­
nounced.

“ To Hildegarde?” whispered the old 
lady, with a smile both knowing and ten­
der.

The young man nodded and grinned 
somewhat sheepishly.

“ I promised to let her know as soon 
as I got father’s answer. She’ll be terri­
bly disappointed at the result, poor girl.”

Mrs. Crary sighed sympathetically.
* 6 A

“ Well, keep up your courage, both of 
you,” she advised. “ Your father may 
change his mind.”

Hildegarde Crandall was an orphan, 
and lived with her aunt and uncle, Hiram 
and Sarah Macomber, on a farm two 
miles away from the Crary homestead.

It was a fine moonlight night, and 
young Crary decided to walk, instead of 
hitching up the mare.

He had traversed half a mile of dusty 
road when he was compelled to step aside 
to make room for a horse and buggy 
coming from the opposite direction and 
apparently bound for his home.

Max recognized the occupant of the 
buggy as Si Merriweather, parent of the 
bride his father had selected for him.

He was in no mood to exchange greet-, 
ings with Si, and he frowned as the latter 
recognized him and drew up his horse 
with a loud “ Whoa ! ”

Si Merriweather was a tall, raw- 
boned man with a hard face and a big 
shock of red hair v’hich did not tend to 
improve his appearance.

“ Hello, Max! ” he cried cheerily. 
“ I ’m just on my way over to your house. 
I ’ve got a message for your folks and 
for you, too, my boy.”

“ What is it? ” demanded young Crary 
gruffly.

“ I t’s an invitation. My old lady and 
my gal sent it. They wants you and your 
folks to come over to the house to-morrow 
night. You’ll be sure to come, won’t 
you? ”

“ What’s going on? ” growled Max sus­
piciously.

“ My gal made me promise not to tell 
you-*-she\s that modest, you know. But 
I don’t mind whispering in your ear that 
we’re having a little party to celebrate her 
twenty-first birthday. You won’t fail to 
be there, will you ? ”

“ I can’t come,” replied the young man 
almost sullenly. “ I ’ve got another en­
gagement for to-morrow night.”

Merriweather’s face lost its good- 
humored grin.

“ Another engagement! ” he repeated 
blankly. “ Gee Whillikens, I ’m right 
sorry to hear that. Can’t you break it? ”

“ Nope,” replied Crary curtly.
“ Wal—wal—wal! That’s too darned 

bad. My gal will be tumble disappoint­
ed. I shouldn’t be surprised if it spoils
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all her fun for-the night. She thinks a 
great deal of you, Max.”

“ That’s very kind of her,” retorted 
Crary briefly. “ Well, I must be moving 
along, Mr. Merriweather. I ’m in a 
hurry.”

The red-haired farmer leaned over the 
side of the buggy and looked at Max in­
tently by the light of the carriage-lamp.

“ You’re dressed in your smart clothes,” 
he exclaimed in a voice that was almost 
a growl. “ Where be you going, young 
man? No.t going to call on any gal, are 
you? ”
** At this young Crary lost his temper 
outright.

“ Ding your impertinence, you red­
headed old schemer,” he cried. “ I t’s none 
of your darned business whfcre I go or 
who I call on. I tell you right now— 
you can plot with' my father all you like, 
but you’ll never get me to marry your 
daughter.”

This unexpected burst of passion ap  ̂
peared to stagger old Merriweather. For 
a second he was speechless. His right 
hand grasped his whip and drew it from 
its socket as though he intended to use it 
on the young man.

“ Confound your impudence, you ill- 
bred puppy'” he exclaimed in a voice 
choking with rage. “ I ’ll teach you to 
keep a polite tongue in your head before 
many days have passed. You refuse to 
marry my gall Why, you ain’t good 
enough to clean her shoes. I ’ll let your 
father know about this. He’ll fix you.”

Apparently deriving sufficient satisfac­
tion from this prospect, the indignant 
farmer gave up any idea of applying the 
whip to Max’s shoulders, and, instead, 
furiously lashed his horse.

The animal started off; but, seized with 
a sudden thought, his master reined him 
in, and, turning in his seat, shouted after 
the retreating form of young Crary:

“ And you needn’t think that I don’t 
know where you’re bound for now, you 
sneaking reprobate. You’re going to call 
on that Crandall gal. You’re sweet on 
her, and you think you’re going to marry 
her. We’ll see about that.”

Having delivered himself of this part­
ing shot, he whipped up his horse again 
and drove on to the Crary farm.

Max continued on his way, a frown 
upon his usually good-natured face.

“ I suppose I was a fool to let my tem­
per get the best of me and talk to him 
that way,” he muttered. “ I reckon 
he’ll tell father, and I’ll have another 
row with the old man for being fresh to 
his friend.

" But I never did like that chap Merri­
weather. He’s always struck me as being 
a sneaky, cunning sort of customer, and 
now that he’s planned with father for me 
to marry his daughter, I hate him worse 
than poison.”

He tramped the rest of the way in 
no pleasant frame of mind; but when 
he reached the Macomber farmhouse, to 
be warmly greeted by Hildegarde, the 
frown disappeared from his face and his 
spirits rose.

It was well-nigh impossible to be 
gloomy in Hilda’s sunny presence, no 
matter what the provocation.

She was not a girl of striking physical 
beauty, although Max, with the bias 
characteristic of lovers, considered her a 
veritable Venus; but she did possess a 
face that was good to look upon.

Her features were regular, her cheeks 
dimpled and rosy, her brown eyes were 
large and sparkling, and her figure, while 
not exactly statuesque, was trim and well 
rounded.

And, to add to her charms, she pos­
sessed a vivacity of manner and a sweet­
ness of temper which defied you not to 
love her.

As old Farmer Crary had admitted, she 
was a well educated girl.

Hiram Macomber had adopted his 
dead sister’s only child when she was two 
years old, and he and his wife, Sarah, 
having no children of their own, had sent 
her to a good private school, where she 
had learned the “ frills ” to which Max’s 
austere father had alluded so contemptu­
ously.

As he now sat in Macomber’s snug 
little parlor and. watched her, Max 
thought to himself that she was perfec­
tion personified.

He not only thought this to himself ; 
he expressed his thoughts in words, at 
which she blushed delightfully and told 
him that he was a foolish boy.

“ But you have not told me wtikt your 
father said when you asked him about— 
about our being married,” she added 
eagerly.
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Max’s countenance fell. In the joy of 
being in her presence he had quite for-, 
gotten the unpleasant scene with his 
father that morning.

“ He didn’t take very kindly to the 
idea,” he replied gloomily. “ In fact, he 
said he wouldn’t hear of my marrying 
you; but don’t you worry about that, dear. 
I ’m over twenty-one, and I mean to have 
my own way for once.”

The girl sighed.
“ Oh, dear,” she murmured. “ I hate to 

think of my being the cause of trouble 
between father and son. It seems so terri­
ble. Don’t you think that you’d better 
give me up, Max? ”

“ I should say not! ” cried the young 
man emphatically. “ Don’t you worry 
about father, Hildy. I’ve spoken to my 
mother about you, and she says she’ll be 
delighted to welcome you as a daughter. 
My father means well, but he’s so unrea­
sonable. Why, what do you think — I 
know you’ll laugh when I tell you—he 
expects me to marry Ruth Merriweather.” 

“ Oh, Max! ” cried the girl in a tone 
of mingled consternation and jealousy. 
“ You’re not going to do it, are you? ”

“ Marry Ruth? I should say not. Of 
course, the poor girl can’t help her looks 
and her ways, and it’s mean to say any­
thing against her, but I wouldn’t marry 
Ruth even if you did not exist.”

“ Are you quite sure, dear?”
“ Positive. Why, the only recommen­

dation she’s got is an ability to bake 
pumpkin-pies. Can you bake pumpkin- 
pies, H ildy?”

“ Not very well,” admitted the girl 
sadly. “ But I can learn. You’re sure 
you wouldn’t prefer Ruth to me, Max? ” 

“ You wouldn’t ask that question if you 
could have heard what passed between my 
father and me in the cow-shed this morn­
ing, dear. We had a stormy session. 
Father roared so loud that the cows 
trembled.”

“ Oh, dear!” exclaimed the girl. 
“ Your father is a terribly strong- 
willed man, isn’t he? I ’ve heard my 
uncle say that when Mr. Crary wants to 
have his way he always comes pretty near 
getting it. I ’m so afraid, Max, that he’ll 
force you to give me up and marry that 
odious Ruth Merriweather.”

“ No, he won’t. He can’t do it,” de­
clared Max grimly.

“ And Ruth’s father is a bad man to 
have for an enemy,” persisted the girl. 
“ I ’ve heard my uncle say that Mr. Merri­
weather has a heart as ugly as his face. 
If he and your father mhke up their minds 
that you must marry Ruth, there’s no 
telling what they may do to force vou 
to obey.”

Max frowned fiercely.
“ They can’t force me,” he muttered 

between his teeth. “ By Jings, nobody 
can force me to do anything I don’t want 

.to.”
He looked wonderfully like his father 

when he said these words.
But the girl repeated, in a voice from 

which all the cheerfulness had departed: 
“ Oh, but I’m so afraid! ”
“ Well, see here, Hildy, dear,” said 

Max, lowering his voice, “ I’ve got an 
idea. I t’s a great, big idea. It’s only 
just come to me. Can anybody overhear 
what I’m saying? ”

“ No. There’s nobody around.”
“ Your aunt and uncle? ”
“ They’re up-stairs, Max. I t’s all 

right. Nobody can hear you. Tell me 
your plan, dear.”

“ Well, it’s just this. I ’ll admit that 
my father and that red-headed schemer 
will do everything in their power to pre^ 
vent us from getting married. I know 
a way by which we can get the best of 
them, though.”

“ What is it, Max? ”
“ I t’s a great plan, if you’ve got the 

courage to carry it out, little girl. Hush! 
What is that noise outside the window? 
Sounds as if there’s somebody listening 
out there.”

“ No ; it’s only the trees rustling in the 
wind. How nervous you are, Max! ”

“ We can’t be too careful. I don’t 
want anybody to hear me. You’re sure 
you want to marry me, Hildy dear?”

“ Of course I do.”
“ Well, then, why not get married at 

once? Secretly married, I mean. Then, 
whatever happens, they can’t separate us. 
Once the knot’s tied they can’t untie it, 
and they can’t make me commit bigamv.” 

“ Secretly married! ” cried the girl in 
dismay. “ You mean I mustn’t tell even 
my aunt and uncle? ”

Max nodded.
“ That’s my plan,” he said. “ It’s the 

safest way. We’ll get married to-morrow
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night. My folks are going to a party at 
the Merriweathers’. I ’ll slip over here, 
and we’ll go to the parson’s house and get 
married. Then we’ll each return to our. 
homes and keep the marriage secret for a 
time. Then, if my father and Merri- 
weather try any funny business, I ’ll boldly 
tell them that you’re already my wife, 
and that they’re too late to part us. What 
do you think of the idea, dearest? ”

For a second the girl hesitated.
“ I hate to deceive my dear aunt and 

uncle. They’ve always been so very good 
to me,” she murmured.

“ Then you refuse?” cried Max disap­
pointedly.

“ No, dear. If you think it’s for the 
best, I ’m willing.”

“ You dear little g irl! ” cried the young 
man joyously. And their lips met.

There was an interval of silence after 
that. In certain situations human speech 
is inadequate.

Then Max spoke.
“ Are you sure that.,.noise outside is 

caused by the wind in the trees?” he 
asked nervously. “ It sounds so very 
much like somebody stirring.”

“ No, dear; it’s only the trees. They 
often rustle that way.”

“ We can’t be too careful,” explained 
the young man. “ If my father should, 
by any chance, learn of our intention to 
get married to-morrow night, he’d move 
heaven and earth to prevent it.”

CHAPTER III.
A GREAT SURPRISE.

W h e n . Max arose next morning and 
went down to the kitchen he found that 
his father had already had his breakfast 
and gone out.

“ He wouldn’t wait for you,” his 
mother explained, with a sigh, “ but he 
left word that he wants to see you as soon 
as you’re through with your breakfast. 
He don’t seem to be in a very good humor 
this morning, my son. I don’t know what 
he wants to see you about; but I do hope, 
for my sake, you won’t get into any argu­
ment with him.”

“ I’ll trv not to. mother. Where is 
he?”

“ Out in the barn doing chores.”
“ I ’ll go to him right away. I don't

want any breakfast. I haven’t any appe­
tite.”

But Mrs. Crary would not listen to any 
such proposition.

“ You sit right down and eat your 
breakfast,” she commanded. “ If you 
ain’t got any appetite you can drink a cup
of coffee and eat some buckwheats and 
sassidges.”

Finding resistance futile, Max obeyed.
“ Now, mother,” he. exclaimed, after 

he had dutifully gulped down the coffee 
and swallowed a few mouthfuls of buck­
wheat-cakes, “ I guess I ’ll go and see what 
dad wants. Don’t you worry, dear. 
Probably he merely wants to give me 
some instructions about the day’s work.”

Mrs. Crary sighed again.
“ If you only knew how it grieves me 

to see you two quarrel, my boy.” she 
said sadly. “ I know that your father 
loves you and that you love your father, 
but you’re both that headstrong and 
quick-tempered that I tremble every time 
you have words together.”

“ Well, we won’t have words tordav, 
if I can help it,” Max assured her.

“ That’s right, my dear. Let him talk, 
and don’t answer him back. That’s the 
best way to get along with him. By the 
way, you told Hildegarde last night?”

“ Yes, mother.”
“ And what did the poor dear say?”
“ She was very disappointed, of course. 

She was glad to know, though, that you 
approved of the match.”

“ Yes, I think that Ilildy is a dear, 
sweet girl, and it seems to me she would 
be just the wife for my boy; but of 
course your father knows best. What are 
you going to do, M ax?”

Max hesitated. He hated to keep any 
secrets from his mother; but he realized 
that if he told her of his plan she would 
not be able to refrain from telling his 
father, for there was not a deceitful bone 
in the good lady’s body, and she always 
told her husband everything.

“ 1 really can’t tell you what we’re 
going to do,” he said, avoiding her eyes.
“ Of course I ’m not going to give Hildy 
up. We’ll just have to trust to luck. I 
suppose.”

And, to avoid further questioning, he 
darted through the door and ran toward 
the barn; for although he fancied he 
knew what his father wanted to see him
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about, and anticipated a stormy inter­
view, the prospect made him less uneasy 
than did the tender gaze of his mother’s 
faded blue eyes.

“ Oh, it’s you, is i t? ” growled the old 
farmer as his son entered the barn. “ I 
suppose you know that Si Merriweather 
was here last night, eh?”

“ Yes, I know. I met him on the road 
as I was going—”

Max stopped short, suddenly realizing 
the danger of completing the sentence.

“ As you w7as going where?” demand­
ed the old man fiercely.

“ As I was going for a walk.”
“ Going for a walk, eh? And where 

was you walking to, my son?”
“ Now, see here, father,” cried Max 

boldly, “ you haven’t any right to keep 
account of all my movements. I ’m no 
child. I ’m over twenty-one—”

“ You told me that yesterday, and I 
told you that I didn’t want to hear any 
more of that kind of talk from you, 
didn’t I ? ” shouted the farmer fiercely. 
“ As long as you live under my roof you’ll 
do as I tell you, my lad. No matter how 
old you be, there’s only one boss here, 
and that’s me.”

“ But that’s very unreasonable, 
father,” protested Max.

“ Maybe it is. That don’t cut any 
ice with me. Unreasonable or not un­
reasonable, what I says has got to go. 
And you don’t . ace to tell me where you 
was walking to last night. I know. 
You was going to call on that Crandall 
gal.”

“ Well, what if I was?” cried Max 
defiantly. “ It isn’t any sin for a young 
man to call on a girl, is it? ”

“ No, I guess it isn’t any sin; but I 
don’t w'ant you to call on that Crandall 
gal any more. It ain’t fair to her for 
you to be calling on her and encouraging 
her to believe that you’ve got intentions, 
when you ain’t going to marry her. 
Don’t go there any more, my lad.”

Max was about to reply hotlv that he 
would call on Hildegarde as often as 
he pleased and that nobody should pre­
vent him, when he remembered the prom­
ise he had made to his mother and held 
his tongue.

“ But that ain’t what I want to talk to 
you about,” went on his father. “ I sent 
for you to discuss another matter. Si

Merriweather tells me that you was 
mighty fresh to him on the road last 
night. What d’ye mean by that?”

“ I admit I lost my temper. I don’t 
like Si Merriweather, father, and when 
he began to ask impertinent questions last 
night it was more than I could stand.”

“ Well, you didn’t have any right to 
give him any of your impudence. He’s 
my friend and your elder. Young men 
must be taught to be respectful to their 
elders. As for not liking Si, you’d bet­
ter learn to like him, my son. seeing he’s 
going to be your father-in-law some day.”

“ So you still stick to that ridiculous 
idea that I ’m going to marry Ruth Merri- 
weather? ” cried Max,

“ I certainly do. When the time 
comes for you to get hitched, you’ll 
marry Merriweather’s gal,-■and no other.”

“ Well, wre’ll see,” declared Max 
grimly.

“ Yes, we’ll see,” retorted his father. 
“ By the way, my boy, you’ll have to 
apologize to Si for your rudeness last 
night.”

“ Me apologize to him? I guess not,” 
cried Max indignantly.

“ I tell you you’ve got to do it. I 
promised Si that you would. Y’ou’ll get 
an opportunity to-night. We’re all going 
to Si’s house to celebrate his ga ,'s births 
day.”

“ I’m not going,” declared Max, with 
emphasis.

“ What? ” shouted his father in a voice 
almost loud enough to raise the roof from 
the barn.

“ I ’m not going to the party. I told 
Merriweather so last night.”

“ And I’m telling you now that you are 
going,” roared the old man. “ Don’t you 
rile me too much, young man, or you’ll be 
sorry.”
' Max was about to reply defiantly, but 
he checked himself.

It had suddenly occurred to him that 
if he defied his father in this matter he 
ran the risk of spoiling everything. If 
he refused to accompany his parents to 
the party, his iron-willed sire’* would 
doubtless smell a rat, and would keep 
him under such close surveillance that 
night that it w’ould be impossible for him 
to call for Hildegarde and take her to 
the parson.

It would be a much better plan to yield
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to his father’s demand, and consent to 
accompany him to Si Merri weather's 
house. He could easily find an opportu­
nity to sneak away while the party was 
progressing, and could be at Hildegard.e’s 
home before they noticed his disappear­
ance.

“ All right, dad,” he announced sub­
missively; “ if you say so, I ’ll go to the 
party.”

A grin of triumph spread across the old 
man’s features.

“ That’s the way I like to hear you talk, 
my son,” he declared in a kindlier tone. 
“ You’re a pretty good boy, M ax; but 
you’ve got a rebellious spirit, and it’s got 
to be drummed out of you. Whatever 
I says and does is only meant for your 
good, my lad.

“ If I ’m violent with you at times, it 
ain’t meant in the heart. I think a whole 
lot of you, you know, son; but, by gum, 
my word’s got to be law on this farm.”

He impulsively held out his hand, and 
Max seized it in an affectionate grip.

There was such a kind expression on 
the old man’s ruddy countenance that the 
son was conscience-stricken at the thought 
of what he intended to do that night.

For a brief second he felt inclined to 
make a full confession and implore his 
father to consent to his marriage to Hil- 
degarde; but the old man’s next words 
convinced him of the folly of such a 
course.

“ And you’ll apologize to Si Merri- 
weather. won’t you, my boy? You can’t 
afford to be on bad terms with your 
father-in-law, and I ’m thoroughly deter.-, 
mined that you shall marry his gal.”

“ All right, dad,” answered Max, “ if 
you wish it, I ’ll apologize to him.”

Gentle Mrs. Crary was surprised and 
delighted when, at the dinner-hour, fa­
ther and son entered her kitchen arm in 
arm and apparently on the most affec­
tionate terms.

“ That’s the way I like to see you 
two,” she declared, with beaming face.

“ Oh, we get along all right,” said the 
farmer as he kissed his wife. “ Don’t 
you worry about us, old lady. The boy is 
all right. He’s a good lad ; but he’s a 
stubborn disposition, and it’s got to be 
driven out of him. I can’t imagine where 
he gets it. Must inherit it from your side 
uf the family, I guess.”

That evening, after the day’s work 
was done, Farmer Crary, his wife, and 
Max put on their Sunday clothes, and 
drove over to Si Merriweather’s house.

“ Glad to see you all,” cried Si, a grin 
of welcome lighting up his hideous face. 
“ Glad to see you, Max, my boy. Hope 
you’re in a better mood than you was 
last night.”

“ He is,” declared old Crary. “ He 
wants to apologize to you, Si, for his 
rudeness.”

“ Yes, I want to apologize,” said Max, 
looking as if he did not want to do any­
thing of the kind.

“ That’s all right, my lad,” exclaimed 
Merriweather, holding out a large hand, 
which the young man took in not a very 
hearty manner. “ Don't say another word 
about it. Hang up your hat, Max, and 
come into the parlor; my gal Ruth will 
be right glad to see you.”

Almost sullenly Max followed his 
parents into the gaily decorated room.

A red-haired, freckle-faced girl, 
dressed in white, stepped forward 
awkwardly to receive them.

“ Howdy, Mrs. Crary, Howdy, Mr. 
Crary—so glad to see you, Max,” she 
cried in a shrill treble, and as she held 
out a large, unshapely hand for the 
young man to grasp she began to giggle 
in a manner that was meant to be irre­
sistibly coy, but which filled Max with 
silent rage.

It was not until other guests had ar­
rived and Ruth Merriweather was seated 
at the piano, drumming a musical com­
position which sounded distressingly like 
a five-finger exercise, that he found an 
opportunity to effect his escape from the 
scene.

He was standing near the door, and, 
noting that nobody’s eyes seemed to be 
on him, he summoned all his courage 
and stole outside unobserved.

Then he darted through the front 
door, and did not stop running until he 
reached the home of Hildegarde Cran­
dall.

“ I suppose the dear girl has begun to 
think that I wasn’t coming,” he reflected 
as he climbed the three steps of the front 
porch and knocked on the door.

The door was opened by Hilda’s aunt.
“ Good evening, Mrs. Macomber,” said 

Max a little nervously. “ Hope you are
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quite well. Hildy’s at home, I sup­
pose.”

And then he noticed the worried look 
on the good woman’s face.

“ No, Max,” she answered excitedly,
“ Hildy ain’t home. She’s disappeared. 
Your question fills me with fear; I was 
hoping that she might be out with you.”

“ Disappeared ! ” cried Max, in aston­
ishment. “ What do you mean?”

“ Oh, dear,” exclaimed Mrs. Macom- 
ber, beginning to sob, “ I’m so worried. 
I ’m afraid something terrible has hap­
pened.

“ Hildy was baking apple-dumplings\ 
in the kitchen-stove this afternoon,” she 
went on. •“ Mr. Macomber has gone to 
Boston on business, and I was upstairs 
fixing up a bit.

“ When I came down at three o’clock 
Hildy wasn’t in the kitchen. The apple- 
dumplings was in the stove, burnt to a 
cinder; but Hildy wasn’t there.

“ I searched everywhere, but not a sign 
of her could I see. She’s disappeared 
without.leaving a word behind her. I ’m 
sure there’s something wrong.”

CHAPTER IY.
T H E  SURPRISE GROWS.

“ S o m e t h i n g  wrong?’*’ repeated Max 
wildly. “ Of course there is something 
wrong. Hildy wouldn’t have disap­
peared like this of her own free will. She 
expected me to-night most particular, and 
she wouldn’t have gone out of her own 
accord without leaving me some word of 
explanation. She isn’t that kind of a 
girl.”

“ No, and she ain’t the kind of girl to 
go out and leave apple-dumplings in the 
stove, if she could help it,” said Mrs. 
Macomber fearfully. “ You know what 
a careful girl she is, Max. If she’d in­
tended to go out she’d have waited until 
those apple-dumplings was cooked and 
out of the oven. She must have left the 
house very sudden. Oh, where can she 
have gone, and what can have happened 
to her? ”

“ She may have been taken faint and 
gone out into the fresh air. She may be 
lying senseless somewhere outside. We 
must make a careful search,” cried Max 
excitedly.

“ I ’ve done that already,” was- the re­
ply. “ I ’ve searched every inch of our 
land, and I’ve been half a mile up and 
down the road. There ain’t a sign of her 
to be seen.”

“ Did you call her by name as you 
searched for her?” inquired Max.

“ Yes, I was so excited that I shouted 
1 Hildy ’ at the top of my voice every 
step I took ; but there was no answer.” 

“ Did you look down the well?” in­
quired Max. with a shudder. “ She may 
have gone out to draw' water and fallen 
in.”

“ Yes. I thought of that; but she ain’t 
there. My husband keeps the well cov­
ered over with a board, and the board 
ain’t been moved.”

“ Well, maybe she went to the barn and 
got kicked by one of the horses.”

“ No. I ’ve been to the barn. She 
ain’t been there.”

“ Did you go to the cow-pasture?” 
cried the young man, getting more and 
more excited. “ The bull may have got 
loose and gored her. He’s a ferocious 
brute. He. almost got to me as I was 
crossing the pasture the other day.”

“ No. I ’ve thought of that, too. The 
bull’s securely tied to a stake. It ain’t 
that what’s happened to her.”

“ And the big ditch, Mrs. Macomber? 
You looked in the big ditch, I hope. She 
may have fallen in there.”

“ No, she didn’t. You don’t think I ’d 
forget to search the ditch, do you? She 
isn’t there.”

“ Was it night or day when you 
searched? ”

“ It was broad daylight. I could see 
every inch of our land. I tell you, she 
ain’t on it. She’s gone away somewhere.” 

“ I know,” cried Max hopefully. 
“ She’s gone up to her room and fallen 
asleep. I’ll bet you didn’t think to look 
in her bedroom. Mrs. Macomber.”

“ Yes, I did,” was the disappointing, 
reply. “ I ’ve looked in her room and 
in every other room in the house besides. 
She ain’t anywhere on the farm ! ”

“ Good Heavens!” exclaimed Max. 
“ Then, where on earth can she have gone 
to? What’s your theory, Mrs. Macom­
ber?”

“ I hate to put it in words,” replied 
the good woman, with a shudder. “ My 
idea is that it may be—tramps.”
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“ Tram ps'” echoed Max, in horror. 
“ Good Heavens! What do you mean by 
that?”

“ Tramps may have come in here and 
carried her off by force,” cried Mrs. Ma­
comber, sobbing wildly at the terrible 
thought. “ Oh, dear me! Oh, dear me! 
They may be murdering her even now ! ”

Max groaned.
“ Don't say it, Mrs. Macomber—don’t 

say it,” he gasped. “ After all, you’ve 
no reason for thinking so. It’s only a 
foolish idea on your part. There’s noth­
ing to show that she didn’t leave here 
of her own free will.”

“ Would she have gone out and left 
them apple-dumplings to burn in the 
oven of her own free will? " cried Hilde- 
garde’s aunt. The thrifty housewife re­
garded this evidence of wanton waste as 
an invincible argument. “ Would she 
have done it, young man? You know 
Hildy. Is she the kind of girl to neg­
lect her duty that way? I tell you she’s 
been carried off.”

“ Maybe you are right,” groaned Max.
“ I don’t think she’d have gone away of her 
own accord without leaving me some 
word. Why. Hildy and I were to have 
been married to-night, Mrs. Macomber.”

The words were out of his mouth be­
fore he had any intention of uttering 
them.

Mrs. Macomber gave a shriek of sur­
prise.

“ Married ! ” she cried. “ You and our 
Hildy married to-night! What are you 
saying, young man?”

“ Yes,” went on Max, “ it was to be a 
secret wedding, my dear Mrs. Macom­
ber. We knew that you and your hus= 
band would not have any objection to my 
marrying Hildy openly; but my father is 
dead against the match, and so we de­
cided to get married, secretly, and wait 
for an opportunity to announce it. 
That’s why I ’m here now—to take Hildy 
to the parson’s. It was all arranged last 
night. You can imagine what a shock it 
is to me to find that she’s vanished so 
mysteriously.”

“ And you was going to get married 
to-night?” exclaimed Mrs. Macomber 
dazedly. “ I never had any idea of it, 
Max. My husband and I guessed you 
was sweet on our Hildy, but we didn’t 
think it was anywhere near the marriage

stage. So you was going to take her to 
the parson's to-night, eh?”

“ Yes. That’s what I came here for. 
And now she’s gone — God knows 
where.”

“ Which only goes to show that she 
never left here voluntarily,” cried Mrs. 
Macomber. “ She was taken away by 
force. Now, I ’m sure of it.”

“ It certainly does look that way,” 
Max admitted. “ She’s been kidnaped, 
either by tramps or by—”

He stopped short, suddenly seized with 
an inspiration.

“ Good Heavens!” he muttered. “ I 
wonder if it’s possible? ”

“ If what’s possible? Speak out, lad. 
Don’t stand there mumbling.”

“ I don’t think that my father would 
be capable of it,” cried Max, more to 
himself than to Mrs. Macomber. “ I’m 
pretty sure he wouldn’t do a dastardly 
thing like that; but that scoundrel Mer- 
riweather might do it. I ’m sure he 
wouldn’t be above it.”

“ What are you talking about? ” cried 
Mrs. Macomber anxiously.

But without answering her, the young 
man suddenly darted up the road, and 
did not stop running until he reached 
the Merriweather place again.

As he neared the house the sound of 
a piano fell upon his ear. Somebody 
was playing waltz music, and through 
the open windows he caught a glimpse 
of flitting figures.

Apparently. Ruth Merriweather’s 
birthday party was progressing merrily. 
He could hear his father’s deep bass 
voice accompanying the piano-player in 
the chorus of “ In the Good Old Sum­
mer Time.”

Almost blindly, he rushed into the 
well lighted room.

The dance had just come to an end, 
and the breathless couples looked in 
amazement at the wild-looking figure 
which suddenly burst in among them.

Old Farmer Crary, who was leaning 
against the piano, uttered an exclamation 
of mingled surprise and anger as he 
recognized the newcomer.

Mrs. Crary, sitting on a Sofa con­
versing with Mrs. Merriweather, cried 
out in alarm when she caught sight of 
her son’s flushed face.

Spying Si Merriweather standing in
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the rear of the room, Max, heedless of 
the astonishment his entry caused, rushed 
toward him and fiercely seized him by 
the throat.

“ 'Fell me. you scoundrel, what you 
have done with Hildy Crandall,” he 
gasped. “ Tell me where she is, or I’ll 
—I’ll make it the worse for you.”

Ruth Merriweather shrieked with 
terror, and the other girls followed her 
example. Old Farmer Crary started 
toward his frenzied son, shouting “ The 
boy’s gone crazy.”

“ No, I ’m not crazy,” cried Max wild­
ly. “ Hildy Crandall has disappeared, 
and this man knows what has become 
of her.”

‘‘ It’s a lie! ” gasped Merriweather, - 
wrenching himself free. “ I ain’t seen 
the gal. I don’t know what you’re talk­
ing about.”

The elder Crary seized his sotrby both 
shoulders and dragged him backward.

“ Stop your nonsense, you young fool,” 
he roared. “ Leave this room at once, 
or I’ll thrash vou within an inch of vour 
life.”

“ I want Hildy,” cried Max. strug­
gling to rid himself of his sturdy father’s 
grasp. “ She’s been kidnaped, and that 
man’s at the bottom of it.”

“ Kidnaped ' ” exclaimed the startled 
group in chorus.

“ Yes—kidnaped!” cried the young 
man. “ She disappeared early this after­
noon, and hasn’t been seen since.”

“ I saw her at about three,” said May 
Hamlin, one of the guests. “ I was in 
the village, and Hildy passed in a red 
automobile. There was a man on the 
seat beside her, and the machine was 
going at full speed. But she wasn’t 
being kidnaped. She was sitting up­
right in the auto, and she waved her 
handkerchief at me as she passed.”

Max looked at the speaker dazedly.
“ Hildy in a red automobile with a 

man—waved her handkerchief at you! ” 
he gasped. “ Are you sure?”

“ Quite sure,” replied the girl, with a 
smile that was intended to be reassuring.

A murmur of astonishment passed 
aroun# the group.

Everybody looked at Max Crary, 
whose face had turned deathly white.

“ Good Heavens!” he groaned.
“ What can it mean? ”

Si Merriweather burst into a loud 
laugh.

“ Mean?” he shouted. “ I reckon it 
means that Hildy has found the feller 
she wants and has gone off with him.”

“ I t’s a lie,” shouted Max furiously, 
and he struggled to get at Merriweather; 
but old man Crary held him close in an 
embrace that was not one of affection.

“ No, it ain’t a lie, either,” broke in 
Gus Marlowe, a pale-faced young man 
whose father kept a butcher-store in the 
village. “ I saw the red auto, too. It 
passed our store this afternoon. Hildy 
was sitting beside a handsome feller with 
a long black mustache. He was run­
ning the machine, and he didn’t seem 
to be forcing her to go with him, for 
as they passed our store she recognized 
me standing in the doorv, ■ v and waved 
her handkerchief at me. 1 noticed that 
there was a New York license number 
on the back of the auto. Evidently, the 
feller came from the city, and the 
chances are that he’s taken Hildy back 
there with him.”
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CHAPTER V.
CORROBORATIVE EVIDENCE.

Gus M a r l o w e ’s announcement com­
pletely staggered Max Crary.

His faith in Hildegarde made him ab­
solutely refuse to believe that the girl 
had voluntarily accompanied the man in 
the automobile.

And yet the testimony of those two 
eye-witnesses apparently shattered the 
theory that she had been kidnaped.

What did it mean? Why had Hildy 
gone away in this mysterious red auto­
mobile when she should have been wait­
ing at her aunt’s home for Max to take 
her to the parson’s to be married?

And, still more important question, 
where had she gone to?

It seemed to Max that there was only 
one solutiorp to the problem.

May Hamlin and Gus Marlowe had 
not told the truth. They had not seen 
Hildy in the automobile under the cir­
cumstances which they had described.

They were friends of the Mem- 
weathers; and was it not possible that 
they had concocted this absurd story to 
shield Si? 4
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„For although he had no proofs that 
|S i Merriweather was responsible for the 
disappearance of the girl, Max felt cer­
tain that such was the case. He believed 
that Si had caused her to be spirited 
away with the hope that her disappear­
ance would cause him (Max) to turn 
his thoughts to Ruth Merriweather.

“ I don’t believe a word of what 
you’ve just said,” he declared huskily, 
glaring at Marlowe. “ I don’t believe 
that you saw Hildv in the auto, and I 
don’t believe that Miss Hamlin saw her, 
either. I think that you’ve both invented 
that story.”

Everybody gasped with astonishment 
as young Crary uttered these words. 
May Hamlin gave an exclamation of 
dismay, and her eyes filled with tears of 
humiliation. Gus Marlowe’s pale face 
turned a shade whiter as he heard him­
self flatly called a liar.

Si Merrimeather scowled and doubled 
his big fists.

“ See here, young man,” he said stern­
ly. “ I ’ve heard just about enough from 
you. This is going a little too far. 
This young lady and this young man are 
my guests, and you can’t insult them 
under my roof. You get out of here, 
before I throw you out.”

“ Yes,” roared old Crary. “ Get out 
of here and go home. I’ll have some­
thing to say to you, my son, when I get 
there. You’re either drunk or crazy.”

“ No, I ’m not,” replied the young 
man. “ I mean exactly what I say. 
Hildy never went away of her own ac­
cord, as these people would have me be­
lieve. There’s been foul play, and I’m 
going to get to the bottom of it. I ’ll 
go now. I don’t want to stay here; but 
I warn you all that if anything has hap­
pened to Hildy, those who are respon­
sible will be made to suffer.”

Having uttered these words, he shook 
his fist threateningly in the direction of 
Si Merriweatlter and left the house.

But he did not go home* as his irate 
father had ordered. It was possible that 
the missing girl had returned to the Ma- 
comber farm since his visit there, so he 
directed his steps thither.

When he arrived, however, his first 
glance at Mrs.' Macomber’s white face 
told him that Hildy had not come back.

*  Have you found her?” demanded

the good woman eagerly, as she opened 
the door. “ Have you learned what’s 
become of her?”

Max shook his head.
‘‘ Dear m e!” sighed Mrs. Macomber. 

“ I thought when you went away so sud­
denly that you must have a clue. Where 
on earth did you go to?”

“ I went to Si Merriweather’s. I have 
an idea that this is some of his work. I 
tried to force the truth out of the red­
headed scoundrel, but he was too foxy. 
He swears that he don’t know anything 
about it. May Hamlin and Gus Mar­
lowe say that they saw Hildy riding 
through the village in a red automobile 
this afternoon with a man from New 
York.”

‘‘A man from New York!” gasped 
Mrs. Macomber. “ Then he must be the 
kidnaper. We must have him arrested 
at once.”

Max shook his head.
“ According to their story, he isn’t a, 

kidnaper. They say she seemed to be 
riding with him of her own will, and 
that she waved her handkerchief to them 
as she passed through the village.”

“ Good Heavens!” exclaimed Mrs. 
Macomber. “ Who can the fellow be, 
and what could have induced our gal 
to go off with him in that sudden way ? ” 

“ I don’t believe their story,” said 
Max emphatically. “ I think they’re in 
the conspiracy and that- they told that 
ridiculous tale to help Si Merriweather. 
If you’ll let me have one of the horses, 
Mrs. Macomber, I ’ll go to the village 
at once and see the sheriff. He may be 
able to help us.”

“ You needn’t go,” said Mrs. Macom­
ber. “ My husband has gone already. 
He came back from Boston shortly after 
you left here. As soon as I found that 
Hildy had disappeared I telegraphed 
him and he took the next train back, tic 
was terribly upset about our gal’s dis­
appearance. He loves her as if she was 
his own daughter. He swears he’ll spend 
his last dollar to get her back. He’s 
gone to see the sheriff. You might as 
well wait here until he returns. He may 
bring news of Hildy.”

For two hours they waited, and Max 
spent the time telling Mrs. Macomber 
how much he cared for Hildegarde and 
reiterating his opinion that she would
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not have departed voluntarily without 
leaving him some word of explanation 
or farewell.

'At length they heard the sound of an 
approaching vehicle.

“ I guess that’s my husband now,” 
exclaimed Mrs. Macomber excitedly. “ I 
do hope he’s got Hildy with him.”

But as they ran out of the front door 
to meet him they saw that he was the 
only occupant of the buggy.

“ Any news?” cried his wife eagerly. 
“ Did you see the sheriff?”

“ Yes. I saw the sheriff,” replied Ma­
comber very sadly, as he alighted.

“ And what did he say? What’s he 
going to do to find our Hildy? Speak 
quick, man! The look on your face 
frightens me.”

“ He isn’t going to do anything. The 
sheriff doesn’t think our girl has been 
kidnaped. He thinks that she left here 
of her own accord, and, God help me, 
Tm obliged to think so, too. Our little 
gal that we’ve done so much for, old lady, 
has proved ungrateful after all.”

“ What do you mean? ” cried Mrs. 
Macomber and Max in a breath.

“ I mean that the sheriff and I have 
interviewed several people in the village 
who saw Hildy pass through there this 
afternoon. She was in a red automobile, 
with a young man. and she waved her 
handkerchief to those who knew her.”

“ Good Heavens!” cried Max,white to 
the lips. “ Then that story is true. Are

you sure that this really happened, Mr. 
Macomber? ”

“ Yes, quite sure. I ’ve spoken to at 
least ten persons who saw her. It was 
a New York automobile, according to 
the license tag.”

“ And what do you reckon it all 
means?” demanded Mrs. Macomber, 
completely mystified.

“ Means!” The gray-haired farmer 
gave vent to a mirthless laugh. “ I 
reckon it ain’t hard to guess what it 
means, old woman. Our little girl that 
we’ve always trusted has gone off and 
eloped with some New York scoundrel— 
probably some dude she met wTiile she 
was at boarding-school.”

Max uttered an exclamation of horror.
“ I don’t believe it,” he cried. “ I 

don’t care how much proof there is, I 
won't believe it. Why should Hildy run 
off with another fellow when she’s in 
love with me?”

Macomber placed his hand upon the 
young man’s shoulder.

“ My boy,” he said, “ I ’m sorry for 
you. I hate to think it of our little gal, 
but I’m afraid she’s deceived us all.”

“ I don’t believe i t ! ” cried Max 
hoarsely. “ I ’m sure Hildy is true to me. 
I ’m sure that there’s been foul play. You 
can think badly of your own flesh and 
blood if you want, but I ’ll believe in her. 
I don’t know where Hildy has gone, but 
I ’m going to find her if I have to travel 
all over the globe to do it.”

(To be continued.)

HOPE AND EFFORT.

H o p e  is of the valley; Effort stands 
Upon the mountaintop, facing the sun;
Hope dreams of dreams made true and great deeds done; 

Effort goes forth, with toiling feet and hands,
To attain the far-off, sky-touched table-lands 

Of great desire; and till the end is won,
Looks not below, where the long strife, begun 

In pleasant fields, met torrents, rocks, and sands.
Hope; but when Hope-.bids look within her glass 

And shows the wondrous things which may befall,
Wait not for destiny, wait not at a ll ;

This leads to failures dark and dim morass;
Sound thou to all thy powers a trumpet call,

And, staff in hand, strive up the -.mountain pass.
William Francis Barnard.



K A TY’S ACCOMPLICE.
B y  M A B E L  G E R T R U D E  D U N N I N G .

The signal of the window-shade and the unawaited developments it precipitated.

I PICKED it up carelessly. It seemed 
only a little piece of paper, but nev­

ertheless, for some unknown reason, I 
reached down mechanically, and un­
folding the - thing, glanced over the 
scravly, illegible writing.

At that moment I heard the whistle 
of my train in the distance, and uncon­
sciously thrust the note into my pocket 
and started for the station on a run.

For six months Margaret and I had 
reveled in the long-cherished dream of 
our four years of married life—a home 
in the suburbs.
, There was only one cloud upon the 
horizon of our country life—the inev­
itable servant question. Already, during 
our short six months at Rosemount, we 
had attempted to train eleven maids, only 
to lose them as soon as they came to be 
useful, and sometimes before.

Then Katy came. Our discouraging 
experiences with her predecessors had 
made us somewhat pessimistic upon the 
problem of hired help.

At first she seemed too much of a prize 
to last.

“ A new' broom always sweeps clean,”
I remarked to Margaret as we discussed 
our newr domestic a fewr evenings after 
her advent.

But as the days went by, and Katy 
proved more and more of a treasure, we 
gradually became accustomed to the idea 
of having a servant in our home whom 
Margaret could trust to do things as they 
should be done.

As I entered the dining-room on the 
morning of my birthday, Margaret 
greeted me from behind the coffee-urn:

“ You haven’t forgotten that we dine 
with Ed and Clara this evening, have 
you, dear? I am going over this after­
noon, so you had better come right there 
from the office. I told Katy yesterday 
that she need not prepare dinner for us | 
to-night.”

“ Very well, girlie,” I answered, as I

settled myself at the table to enjoy Katy’s 
luscious breakfast. “ I ’ll try and leave 
a little early this afternoon, unless Walsh 
comes in to talk over that patent.”

I looked up as I finished speaking and 
noticed Katy standing in the doorw'ay, 
scanning the floor anxiously as though 
looking for something.

“ Lost anything, Katy?” I inquired, 
thinking to help her out.

At the sound of my voice she started 
abruptly and answered confusedly: 
“ No—oh, no, sir. I was only lookin’ 
over the floor to see if it needed sweep- 
in’.” And with that she disappeared 
through the kitchen doorway.

I thought no more of her strange man­
ner, but finished my breakfast quick­
ly, and it was as I hastened to the gate 
on my wrny to the station that I picked 
up the little piece of paper with the 
strange writing on it.

Because of my hurry to catch the train, 
the note slipped my memory until at 
lunch, when I pulled it from my pocket 
with my handkerchief. Even then, as 
the paper fell upon the table, I opened 
it thinking it some business memoran­
dum, but as I bent over the almost un­
decipherable writing I soon realized that 
it was not.

The note had no heading, but simply 
contained these words : “ If you’re sure
they’ll not be home to-night have every­
thing packed, and I’ll be there by six.”

As I finished reading this screed, wan­
dering for whom it was intended, I sud­
denly remembered Katy’s face as she 
stood in the doorway that morning look­
ing anxiously over the floor. The note 
must have been intended for her, and she 
fiad lost it.

Probably it had slipped from her 
waist as she watered the flowers in the 
dining-room window, and it had caught 
on the curtains and hung there until a 
sudden draft blew it out of the window 
onto the front pathway.
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“ What did it mean? Who wrote the 
note ? ”

As I asked myself these questions an 
ugly suspicion grew upon me until it 
assumed the dimensions of a fact—our 
trusty Katv was going to rob us. This 
note was from a man, probably her con­
federate. They intended to pack our val­
uables and make off with them quietly 
this evening when they were sure Mar­
garet and I would be elsewhere.

So this was Katy’s game in making 
herself so useful to us; in being such a 
treasure of a servant, and in gaining 
Margaret’s trust and affection.

Well, her own carelessness had be­
trayed her. I understood her evident 
anxiety of the morning quite clearly now, 
and think that I, too, would have been 
anxious if I had lost such a valuable and 
self-condemning note.

I hastened back to the office, quite de­
termined to leave early, so until after 
four I had no room in my mind for any­
thing except business; but as I boarded 
the train for Rosemount I had an oppor­
tunity to reflect on what I should do.

The mysterious visitor was not to ar­
rive until six o’clock, so until that hour 
I could do nothing. It was a few min­
utes past five when I reached Rosemount, 
where I had much trouble searching for 
the constable, whom I finally found at 
the barber’s, covered with lat'her. When 
he learned my business he addressed a 
few hurried words to the man attending 
him, and fifteen minutes later walked up 
the main street with me while I ex­
plained my plan to him.

Six o’clock and dusk found me hidden 
in the hedge just opposite my kitchen 
door. As I waited, I wondered if Mar­
garet would be worried at my absence 
and come home to look for me. I de­
voutly hoped she would not, as that 
would spoil my whole plan.

I heaved a sigh of regret as I thought 
of losing Katy, and could see all our 
former troubles repeating themselves in 
the near future. Having to break in a 
new servant would probably mean much 
forbearance and patience on our part. 
In my heart I thought bitter things of 
Katy.

I then reviewed my plan, which was 
to enter the house as though nothing had 
happened and walk into the kitchen, ho­

ping to catch them red-handed; to pull 
up the kitchen shade as a signal to the 
constable, sitting on a large stone behind 
the garden fence, and then — jail for 
Katy and her friend.

“ Remember,” I whispered across to the 
officer of the law, “ you are to come when 
the shade flies up.”

“ Yis, sir. And ye’ll not have toime 
to say ‘ Jack Robinson’ from the toime 
thot shade goes up till I’ll be schnappin’ 
the handcuffs on thim,” he assured me.

At that instant we heard the sound of 
quick footsteps on the path that led to 
the back of the house. In another second 
the slight figure of a man came in sight 
and made for the kitchen door, which 
opened from within as though by magic!

Five minutes later I entered the house 
from the front, and walking into the 
hall, left my hat on the table, and with 
my hand closed firmly about my revolver 
hidden in my coat pocket, went slowly 
through the dining-room into the kitchen.

When I entered, the room was quite 
empty, but before I reached the window 
Katy came in from the laundry. She 
was quite pale, and when she saw me 
started, apparently much surprised.

Under the table I noticed a large va­
lise, packed to its uttermost capacity, of 
course with our silver and Margaret’s 
valuable collection of old laces. The 
sight of the bag roused my wrath as I 
thought of the coolness with which the 
thing had been planned.

Turning to Katy, I exclaimed sharply: 
“ You may as well give up, my good 
woman. You are found out. The note 
you lost this morning has betrayed every­
thing to me. Tell your man to come out 
of that closet, for I know he is hiding 
there, and unpack that bag—then I’ll 
take care of him.”

I remained near the window so that 1 
might send the shade up at The least 
sign of resistance from them. As Katy 
silently went to the closet and unlocked 
it. I grasped my revolver more securely, 
only to drop it back into my pocket at a 
pale, slim youth walked out into the 
bright glare of the gas-light. He seemed 
not more than twenty years old, and his 
round Irish face was clouded and sullen.

He did not even glance up, but Katy, 
pushing her way in front of me began 
to weep and plead.
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“ Oh, Mr. Wells, please, sir, don’t give 
him up. He never clone it, sir, honest, 
he never done it.”

I cut her short, however, and ordered 
him to unpack the bag,

“ Open that valise at once. Don’t 
you suppose I know what’s in it? You’ve 
packed it full of our silver. This is 
your gratitude for Mrs. Wells’s kindness 
to you. You knew we trusted you and 
you repay us by bringing your accomplice 
here and stealing our valuables.”

“ Accomplice is it you say? Well, 
that lie’s not. He’s my own son,” began 
Katy in great wrath.

But I would not listen and went on:
$ “ Then so much the worse for both of 
you. I don’t care who he is. All I 
know is that he is the man who wrote the 
note telling you to have our things 
packed and ready for him to take off 
with him. You see, you are found out, 
and as soon as that bag is unpacked you 
both go with the constable.”

My fears of resistance on the* part of 
my uninvited guest had quite vanished 
when I saw the dejected boy walk out of 
the closet, and leaving my post by the 
window I walked to the table and pulled 
the bag open, but instead of finding it 
filled with my own silver, what was my 
astonishment to discover it packed neatly 
with men’s clothing of ordinary quality.

I looked at the youth who was stand­
ing by the closet door with a puzzled, 
bewildered expression on his face, but 
finding no explanation there, I looked at 
Katy.

“ What does this mean, Katy? Where 
is the silver?” I asked slowly, fearing 
for the moment I might have made a 
mistake.

“ The silver is in the closet, sir, where 
it is quite-safe. You’ve made a mistake. 
Micky ”—indicating the boy with a nod 
of her head—»“ is my son, and he’s 
wanted in Wilmot for a robbery at 
Ward’s, which he never done. He 
escaped from there and lie’s been hidin’ 
down by the tracks for two days.

“ I knowed you and the missus wasn’t 
goin’ to be here to-night, so I got word 
to him to let me know if he could come 
at this time for money and clothes I ’d 
got for him, so’s he’d be able to get away 
from this town before any one got wind 
of his bein’ around here.

“ Oh, sir, it’s hard for him to be locked 
up for what he never done. He’d never 

' have no chance to be anything if he was 
once jailed. I thought he could get 
away and start over. The note was what 
he wrote, and you thought we was plan- 
nin’ to rob you. I was only tryin’ to get 
him away safe, but now you’ll give him 
up and he’ll be sent to jail for doing, 
nothin’, and when he gets out he’ll go 
to the bad,” and here she began to weep 
afresh.

I was undecided what to do. Now 
was the time I wished for Margaret, but 
she was absent. Therefore, I had to 
decide for myself quickly.

Resuming my position at the window, 
I looked at the boy. Perhaps Katy was 
telling the truth. He did look dejected 
enough, although otherwise his face was 
very pleasing.

Perhaps he was innocent, and if so, 
why shouldn’t he have another chance? 
Katy’s grief was evidently very sincere 
and the bag was certainly packed with 
the youth’s own clothes.

Thinking these things over to myself, 
I moved from the window, intending to 
look for the silver in the dining-room, 
where Katy had said it was safe. As I 
started forward, a button on my coat 
caught the string attached to the window 
shade, and before I could prevent it, 
the curtain flew to the top, and a second 
later, the constable burst into the room 
and grabbed the boy Micky by the arm,

“ Come, ye young rascal,” he ex­
claimed, pulling the youth away from the 
closet door. “ I ’ll see that ye’re fixed, 
all right. Here, now, no fight from ye. 
Better come along peaceable.”

To my surprise, the boy was fighting 
desperately with his captor.

“ I tell you I didn’t do it,” he cried, 
angrily. “ I wasn’t anywhere near 
Ward’s on Saturday. I won’t go with 
you, I say.”

“ What are ye talking about, young­
ster? Who said anything about Ward’s? 
I ain’t haulin’ ye in for that job. I 
caught the feller who did that this morn- 
in’, and he’s confessed the whole thing. 
I ’m—” but here I interrupted.

“ What do you mean by the robbery at 
Ward’s? Where is it? ” I questioned the 
constable.

“ Why, Silas Ward’s house in Wilmot

f
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was entered and robbed last Saturday 
night. The feller that did it was caught 
this mornin’, and, as I said before, he 
has confessed everything.”

“ Then, don’t you see, sir, that what 
I ’ve said is right?” broke in Katy. 
“ That’s what I meant when I said 
Micky was wanted at Wilmot. He 
heard that some one accused him of the 
theft. Won’t you believe me and let the 
boy go? ”

The constable still held the youth by 
the arm, but after I had explained things 
to him, he released his hold, remarking 
quizzically: “ Well, if I ’m not needed

here any longer. I ’ll go home to me 
supper.”

“ Yes,” I answered, “ that’s the best 
thing for all of us.”

Turning to Katy, I continued: “ We’ll 
keep Micky here to-night, and in the 
morning I will endeavor to secure em­
ployment for him, but I must be off now 
to keep my dinner engagement.”

As I hurried from the room, and 
seized my hat and coat, I could hear 
Katy’s confused and broken thanks, but 
wondering what Margaret must be think­
ing, I paid no heed, and hastened out of 
the house.

A M A N ’ S C O U N T R Y .
By EDWARD P. CAMPBELL,

Author of “ Through Circus Rings.” “ Floating the Free Lance,” etc.

The terrific adventure of the tenderfoot on a visit that was meant 
to be purely one of pleasure and turned out dramatic to a degree.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.
Dick Budget, arriving at the Arizona ranch of his friend, Jim Caldwell, finds that 

Caldwell has just left for the town of Paxatonia, and decides to follow. In passing through 
an Indian reservation he unwittingly gives the signal for an Apache uprising. Captured 
by two troopers, he is taken to Paxatonia, and is there identified by the colonel’s daughter, 
who is quite unknown to him.

Under cover of the Indian uprising, the army post has been fired, and Dick is given 
cause to suspect a plot by Dunbar, the quartermaster, to prevent the discovery of fraud 
in the commissariat. He rides to the post with the two troopers, both of whom are shot 
by the Indians. He himself is lassoed and jerked from his horse by Sanchez, a half-breed 
i n n k e e p e r . _________________ _________

CHAPTER VI.
IX TH E  HAXDS OF TH E  ENEMY.

T RUSSED up like a chicken ready 
for market, with stout rawhide 

bands about his wrists and ankles, and 
a stiff gag forced between his jaws, the 
remainder of that night seemed a cen­
tury-long reign of horror to the unfor­
tunate Budget.

Ere he had sufficiently regained his 
senses from his luckless tumble to strug­
gle or put up resistance, his agile ad­
versary was upon him binding him hand 
and foot, and rendering him powerless 
to move or utter a cry. Then, with 
scant ceremony, his helpless form was 
dragged to the concealment of a little

clump of greasewood not far away, and 
he was left to his own reflections.

That these were scarcely pleasant goes 
without saying.

Not only was there the torturing 
physical suffering resulting from his 
cramped position, and the cutting of the 
tightly drawn cords into his flesh; but 
he also had to face a most disquieting 
uncertainty as to his ultimate fate, for 
he could not blind himself to the realiza­
tion that when Sanchez and the quarter­
master at last met to compare notes, there 
could no longer be any question as to 
where he had stood.

They would recognize, moreover, that 
he knew entirely too much for their 
safety; and with men of their desperate

* Began January  A r g o s y . Single copies 10 cents.
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stamp such a realization as that could 
have but one outcome—the old solution, 
“ Dead men tell no tales ! ”

Yes; consider the situation in any 
light he would, he could see no hope for 
himself. For their own security they 
would have to make way with him.

But how would they do it? That was 
the question which agonized his brain, 
and brought out the cold sweat of terror 
upon his brow.

He had much to live for, with youth, 
strength, wealth, and health all his; yet 
it was not the mere prospect of death 
alone which so appalled him. He had 
taken that risk into account when he had 
joined with the troopers in that reckless 
dash against the Indians, and again when 
he had followed the murderous Sanchez 
single-handed across the brilliantly light­
ed parade-ground and into the shadow 
of the shed; and in neither case had he 
blenched.

But even the stoutest heart will quail 
at the contemplation of a lingering doom, 
and it was this haunting possibility 
which caused the prisoner’s flesh to creep 
and his blood to run cold.

Sanchez had given no intimation of 
his purpose when he departed. His cap­
tive safely disposed of, he had turned 
without a word, and slipped away in the 
darkness. And now the question which 
Dick asked himself with grim fore­
boding was—-when would he return?

Suppose not at all? What then? The 
answer was simple. An increase of the 
sufferings he was now enduring, with the 
added tortures of thirst and hunger, 
until at last nature could stand no more, 
and he died of slow starvation.

And how long that might be! Strong 
and lusty as he was, days must pass be­
fore he would succumb—days with every 
minute in them an eternity of torment!

As imagination drew for him this 
frightful picture, he strained anew at 
his bonds, turning and twisting against 
them in a very frenzy of desperation; 
but the stout strands of rawhide failed 
to give a hair’s breadth. Impotent and 
mute as a log, he must lie there until 
death or Sanchez brought release.

So the slow hours of the night dragged 
on, while he revolved a thousand schemes 
of escape or of calling attention to his 
plight, only to decide each new sugges­

tion to be more futile than the last. 
Overborne by the fears which possessed 
him, he would wander in his mind at 
times for a few seconds; but would 
quickly be brought back to consciousness 
by some fresh pang in his sore and 
aching muscles.

He heard the return of the column 
which had set out in pursuit of the 
Indians, the arrival of the officers from 
the fort—indeed, there were few sounds 
either near or remote which his straining 
ears failed to catch.

Once hope flickered up in his heart 
for a brief period; for an order was 
given to search the neighborhood of the 
parade-ground to discover if any stray 
Apaches might be lurking at hand, and 
the seekers passed so near that he might 
have touched them, could he have 
stretched out his hand.

Unable to attract their attention, he 
heard them move on, and once more was 
compelled to resign himself to despair.

At last, though, just when it seemed 
to him as though time must have 
stretched itself to its farthest limits, and 
that the peal of Gabriel’s trumpet might 
be expected at any second, he became 
suddenly aware that cautious footsteps 
were approaching his hiding-place. In 
another moment he was roughly seized 
and dragged out into the open.

Underneath the branches it had been 
dark as midnight; but out here he could 
see that morning was at hand. A faint, 
gray light was stealing over the world, 
hardly more than a hint as yet of the 
coming day, yet sufficient for him to per­
ceive that it was Sanchez who had come 
back to him.

The half-breed wasted no time in ex­
planations or preliminaries; but stooping 
down, quickly loosened the bands about 
Budget’s ankles. Then he gruffly bade 
him get up, emphasizing his order by a 
brutal kick in the other’s ribs.

Dick endeavored to comply, but the long 
continuance in one position had prac­
tically paralyzed his legs, and it was 
only after repeated attempts on his part, 
aided by further persuasion from San­
chez’s boot, that at last he was able to 
stand on his feet.

“ Now, m arch!” growled the inn­
keeper. “ And see that you go fast 
enough to suit me, too, or I ’ll try whether
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T h e  A r g o s y
A W ORD OR TW O B Y  MR. M U N SE Y ABOUT A CHANGE 

W E A R E  MAKING IN  ONE OF OUR PUBLICATIONS.

T V 7 E  get a bit of fun now and again out of the various changes we put in 
force in this business, in the new publications we bring out from time 

to time, and in the experiments we try. T he particular change that is pending 
just now is the conversion of “ T H E  O C E A N  ” into

“ T H E  L I V E  WIRE.”
And this is a very radical change— a change from an A L L -S E A -T A L E  
magazine to one that covers all ph ases of human interest and that is printed 
throughout in colors. T he printing of a magazine in colors is a tremen­
dous stride forward. There has never been such a magazine before— I mean, 
one printed throughout in colors. In the conventional magazine colored pages 
have been inserted, but no attempt at what is known as color-printing has 
ever before been tried in a magazine.

W ith this color-printing T H E  L IV E  W IR E  is in effect like the color 
section of the N ew  York Sunday Herald. It contains a vast variety— comics 
in colors, battle scenes in colors, fun and fiction in colors, decorations and 
initial letters in colors, and, in fact, the whole thing is a blaze of color.

“ T H E  O C E A N ” is our youngest publication. It is a little less than a 
year old, and, as publications go, has given a remarkable account of itself 
from the start. It has grown into a very respectable circulation, and has 
paid a net profit on every issue. But it isn’t doing well enough to be particu­
larly exciting.

I fancy there is too much water in the title, and water isn’t especially 
popular just now. A  dash of earth might help it. A  good many people are 
very strong for the earth. They are out for all they can get of it. Some of 
them would like to corral it all.

I wasn’t very keen for “ T H E  O C E A N  ” as a title in the outset. I 
should have preferred “ T he Earth,” but I found that that name was already 
being used. There was, however, the bare chance that tales of the sea might



interest a wide circle of readers. T he only way to K N O W  was to FIND 
O U T — to put the theory to the test. T he experiment has been interesting 
and profitable— profitable both in actual money and in the development of an 
established magazine.

“ T H E  O C E A N ,” however, as the title of a magazine, gives no 
latitude for wanderings on shore, and there are many scenes along the Rialto 
and in other choice places of earth that furnish themes for good journalism. 
It is an inelastic, unyielding term, while our new title is as elastic as a man’s 
fancy. Its scope is not bounded by either the depth or the breadth of the 
world. T H E  L IV E  W IR E  suggests the very opposite of everything that 
is dull and slow.

If our editors measure up to the dimensions of this title, if they grasp 
the spirit and scope of it, and can translate their enthusiasm into an acute 
actuality, w e may reasonably expect to find this revivified magazine “ going 
some.” In its new and broader field— broad enough to cover everything 
of interest in fancy and fact— it should set a red-hot pace.

Fiction will still be a leading feature of the magazine— good dramatic 
stories that have sweep and go to them, not mere studies of fiberless people 
and colorless scenes and situations, sometimes called stories. A nd in addition 
to the fiction there will be a vast variety of human interest matter of the kind 
that isn’t over our heads— that isn’t so scientific or abstruse or technical or 
hidden in its meaning that we cannot understand it. T H E  L IV E  W IR E  
will be G O O D  E A S Y  R E A D IN G  from start to finish— a homely, homy 
magazine, with plenty of virility and get-up-and-go to it.

I believe we have a conception in T H E  L IV E  W IR E  that should 
develop into a pretty hot magazine, and one that will have its own individuality. 
It may interest you to know that we scheduled this magazine to appear two 
years ago. T he reason why it was not launched before “ T H E  O C E A N  ” 
is that we were waiting for some special machinery with which to print it in 
colors.

It will require a little time for T H E  L IV E  W IR E  to find itself, that is, 
to get its gait and hit up the pace. By finding itself I mean the process of 
crystallizing into a distinct type of its own— a type that is in harmony with the 
title, and is emphatically the outgrowth of the title. But in the first issue, even, 
the February issue, we are giving you something distinctive and distinctly 
interesting— emphatically a new creation in magazine-making.

I hope you will get this first number, and judge for yourselves of its merits. 
That it has defects, and a good many of them, is certain. It is impossible 
for editors, however clever, to turn out a finished product with the first issue. 
They must familiarize themselves with a new magazine before they can be sure 
of their stroke and do really dramatic work. However, I think you will find 
this first issue quite worth while, both in what it is, and in its possibilities.

Or v  S a l e  J a n u a r y  1 5 .
10 C ents a C opy. B y the Year, $1.00
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the point of this won’t help yotir speed,” 
producing a long, keen-bladed dirk.

Thus adjured, the prisoner staggered 
painfully a few steps and halted; but 
he speedily found that the intimation 
given him was no idle threat, for no 
sooner had he stopped than the innkeeper 
sprang forward with a curse and drove 
the knife-point viciously into his hip.

A moment before it had seemed to 
Dick that he could not move his feet for­
ward another inch; but this savage prod­
ding speedily showed him that he had 
by no means reached the end of his en­
durance, and thenceforth, although his 
eyes flashed murder every time he turned 
them upon Sanchez, lie progressed with 
considerable more celerity.

Still, it was but awkward going at the 
best; for the gag remained in his mouth, 
his hands were tied behind his back, and 
although the cord about his feet had 
been loosened, it still impeded him so 
that he could do little more than shuffle 
along over the ground. Sanchez was 
evidently prepared to take no chances.

A half-mile or so was thus traversed 
in this stumbling fashion, and then the 
pair arrived at a lonely spot on the brink 
of the canon some distance below the 
fort.

The day had considerably advanced 
by this time, and Dick could plainly 
make out his surroundings.

On the other side of the river was the 
road which he had traveled so carelessly 
only the afternoon before—indeed, the 
spot where he had crossed' the stream 
was just below the jutting point of rock 
on which he now stood. To the .right 
and above stood the white buildings of 
the fort, with a pall of smoke still drift­
ing over them from the ashes of the con­
sumed storehouse, and just ahead of him 
was the deep abyss of the canon, a sheer 
descent of one hundred and fifty feet.

A sudden apprehension came to Bud­
get that it was the half-breed’s design 
to drive him over this precipice, after­
ward removing the evidences of restraint 
from his mangled form so as to make it 
appear that he had strayed from the 
path and fallen over by accident; and 
with a stiffening up of his resolution, 
he determined to resist any such attempt 
to the last extremity.

If he was to be murdered, he wanted
7 A

proof of it to show upon his body, so 
that his friends might take steps to hunt 
down and punish his slayer.

That he was mistaken, however, in the 
other’s purpose was speedily demon­
strated; for by a sudden tug upon the 
rope which trailed from his shackled 
feet, Sanchez neatly tripped him up, and 
then proceeded to tie him quite as he 
had been before.

“ You no doubt thought you were very 
smart, Mr. Richard Budget of New 
York,” he said, bending over and leering 
wickedly down into the helpless man’s 
face. “ It seemed perhaps a clever thing 
for you to mix in affairs with which you 
had no concern; but now you are going 
to find out your mistake.

“ I would have slit your gullet with 
•my knife, or put a bullet through your 
head, and made an end of it,” he went 
on; “ but the captain is more long­
headed. ‘ No, Sanchez,’ he said when 
I told him I had you safely tied up 
down there under the greasewoods.
‘ No, Sanchez, this fellow is a friend of 
Jim Caldwell, and if his body is found, 
Caldwell will move heaven and earth 
to discover how he came by his death. 
Therefore, he must disappear utterly, so 
that no trace of him is left.

“ ‘ Take this to him,’ he said, 1 and tell 
him that Captain Dunbar sent it as a 
recognition of the courtesy shown toward 
Miss Maynard by Mr. Budget.’ ”

With a grin of vindictive malice, the 
emissary drew from his pocket and held 
up for the other’s inspection a small cone 
of dull, grayish-black material.

Dick gave an involuntary shudder. 
At last the intention of his ruthless foes 
was made plain to him. The thing 
which Sanchez held was a dynamite 
cartridge!

He gazed with fascinated horror as 
the innkeeper with businesslike despatch 
completed the preparations for putting 
his instrument of destruction into use.

A little hole was dug with the point 
of the knife-blade almost directly at the 
prisoner’s side, and the cartridge having 
been deposited in this, a fuse was at­
tached leading a foot or more away.

Then the half-breed turned with a 
mocking wave of the hand to his victim.

“ Ta, ta ! ” he cried. “ Sorry I can’t 
remain for the finish; but really I have

£



482 THE ARGOSY.

an important engagement a mile or two 
away. If you happen to see any of my 
friends in the next four counties, how­
ever, don’t fail to give them my re­
gards.”

With that he ceased his banter, and 
touching a match to the free end of the 
fuse, hurriedly made his way off down 
the hill, while Budget, left alone, lay 
watching with wide-staring eyes the slow 
flame as it crawled and sputtered toward 
him.

It seemed all a dream, a horrid night­
mare from which he must inevitably 
wake up ; yet he knew only too well it 
was dire reality. Five minutes more— 
ten, at the outside—and the fizzling blaze 
would reach its goal. Then would come 
the thunderous crash, an earthquake, 
shock of flame and upheaval, and he— 
where would he be?

.With a sudden realization of the aw- 
fuluess of his fate, the frozen terror 
which had hitherto kept him enchained 
gave way, and he strained and heaved 
again at his bonds in a frenzied effort 
to escape.

And as his muscles surged and swelled, 
a swift flash of hope was born from the 
blackness of his despair. Was it imag­
ination tricking him, or had the fetters 
about his feet yielded slightly under the 
force of his convulsive struggles?

No need to say that he quickly tried 
again. And this time there was no pos­
sibility of doubt; the rawhide loosened 
so perceptibly that he could stretch his 
feet apart by a full inch.

How he labored then, straining with 
every ounce of power at his command, 
kicking with his feet, digging his heels 
into the ground, while his eyes persist­
ently sought the sparking train traveling 
so steadily toward him.

Inch by inch it advanced, while for 
all his feverish endeavors the progress he 
made in freeing himself from the knot­
ted cords was terribly slow. And now 
a muffled groan burst past the gag which 
sealed his lips; for he saw that he could 
never make it.

Scarcely a finger’s length of fuse in­
tervened between the flame and the 
cartridge, and many moments must yet 
elapse before he could gain even a lim­
ited liberty of motion.

But even as he recognized the hope­

lessness of his case, a new expedient sug­
gested itself; and with painful contor­
tions he wriggled and twisted himself 
around until the dynamite cartridge lay 
at his feet.

He had thought that he might be able 
to stamp out the flickering fuse, and thus 
save himself; but it was laid slightly up 
the hill from him, and in the experiment 
he found that he could not quite reach it.

Neither from his new position could 
he see it any longer; but he knew that 
it must be about gone. Any second now 
might bring the explosion.

Had all his passionate struggle and 
toil been in vain, then? Was there no 
way in which he could save himself?

As though in answer came his inspira­
tion. He dug his heels down into the 
ground, and brought away between them 
the cone-shaped cartridge with the last 
remnant of hissing fuse still attached 
to it.

There was no time to drop it and try 
to stamp out the flame. Instead, he 
threw his legs high in air, and with a 
final, supreme effort tossed the morsel of 
devastation as far as he could send it.

It flew a short distance through the 
air, weakly and waveringly, as might a 
ball thrown by a child ; then began to 
drop in a slow curve, while Dick watched 
it, his heart in his mouth and all his soul 
in his eyes.

Would it clear the edge of the cliff? 
Upon the narrow margin of a few inches 
hung all the difference between life and 
death, for him.

Yes. he told himself excitedly, it would 
clear. Or, no. he was mistaken; it was 
going to fall well to this side.

Unable to bear the uncertainty, he 
turned away his eyes; but even as he did 
so there came a tremendous crash, the 
earth rose up beneath him as though 
riven into a thousand fragments, and— 
he knew no more.

CHAPTER VII.
AX INTERRUPTED PROPOSAL.

T h e  officers at the ball, delayed by 
Dunbar's procrastinating tactics, had 
been fully an hour later than Dick in 
reaching the post; and by the time they 
arrived there the fires were practically
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out and things in general restored to 
quite the normal routine.

There was no denying, however, that 
the brief flurry had cost dear. The store­
house, with its contents, was a total loss, 
and a number of other structures had 
been so seriously damaged that they 
would have to be almost rebuilt.

This being the result at which the 
grafting quartermaster had aimed, it 
might have been expected that he would 
be in jubilant humor over it in the se­
clusion of his own quarters, where there 
wras no prying eye to see.

Yet such was very far from the case. 
In fact, Dunbar was apparently as much 
upset and out of temper as though the 
outcome of his plot had been entirely 
different.

Although alone, he scowled and 
stamped: his foot, and muttered curses as 
he strode restlessly up and down the floor 
of his sitting-room.

Presently, however, he halted in his 
tramp, and gazed quckly up as a new 
suggestion offered itself to him. Slowly, 
as he pondered it, an evil smile broke 
over his heavy 'features.

“ By Jove, it ought to work! ” he mut­
tered ruminatively. “ With my five days’ 
leave of absence, no one will dream of 
questioning where I am; wdiile,' as for 
her, the colonel will think she is still at 
Paxatonia, and her friends there will 
have no doubt that she is at the fort.

“ Yes,” he continued, “ that part of it 
is undoubtedly all right; but the more 
ticklish question is, will she ever consent 
to a ceremony? By Heaven, she will 
have to consent,” smashing his big fist 
down upon the table. “ Under the cir­
cumstances. what else can she do?”

Pie considered the matter a few mo­
ments longer, then stepping to the door 
with an air of decision, called his order­
ly and requested that his horse be brought 
around at once.

“ I have changed my mind again, 
Stanley,” he explained, “ and have con­
cluded, since everything is quiet here, to 
start for Phoenix to-night, after all.”

As the man withdrew, he snapped open 
his watch and glanced at the time.

“ Whew! ” he exclaimed. “ After 
twelve? I had no idea it was anything 
like so late. I can get there and back be­
fore morning easy enough, of course, but

it will take hustling to do it.” And suit­
ing the action to his words, he hurried 
back into the bedroom and began to 
change his clothes.

A moment later a subdued tapping on 
the window-pane caught his attention, 
and with a snarl of impatience he strode 
over and threw up the sash.

No one was in sight as he looked out 
into the night, but a cautious whisper 
came to him from the surrounding dark­
ness :

“ Hey, captain J I must speak to you 
at once.” It was Sanchez, the ubiqui­
tous.

“ You?” demanded Dunbar angrily. 
“ What do you mean by coming here? 
You are liable to spoil everything by 
such indiscretion.”

“ Ah, but it is necessary. There is 
much that you must know without de- _ 
lay.”

Impressed by the half-breed’s tone, in 
spite of his eagerness to get started upon 
his journey, Dunbar interposed no fur­
ther objections.

“ All right,” he assented. “ Hold on 
a minute, though, until I douse the glim, 
Your shadow against these blinds, if any­
body happened to be prowling about, 
might require some explanations which 
I do not care to give.”

The light out, accordingly, Sanchez 
lithely wriggled through the opening and 
started immediately upon an excited re­
cital of the various adventures which had 1 
befallen him. !

Before he had completed a half-dozen 
sentences, however, the quartermaster in­
terrupted him with a startled exclama­
tion.

“ What sort of a looking man was this 
of whom you speak? ” he questioned 
sharply.

“ Big and fine-looking, with light hair 
and blue eyes. He had clothes, though, 
to make you laugh—a sombrero like 
an umbrella, spurs a foot long, and 
fringe on his chaps like the whiskers on 
a billy-goat.”

“ Ha! And his name? ”
“ Richard Budget, of New York, He 

says he’s a friend of Jim Caldwrell, over 
at the Circle J .” '

“ And you say you took this man for 
an agent of mine? You discussed with 
him all our plans and intentions? ” start-
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mg up wildly and beginning to pace the 
floor.

“ Yes; but there is no need for you to 
fret your head on that account.”

“ How is that? ”
“ Well, for one thing, he couldn’t have 

known very well what I was driving at 
until after he found out about the burn­
ing of the storehouse and the other do­
ings at the fort; and for another, I ’ve 

• got him roped and tied out here under 
some greasewoods, where he isn’t apt to 
cause much mischief so long as I don’t 
choose to let him.”

Then he recounted briefly, for the cap­
tain’s benefit, the disastrous result of the, 
charge which Dick and the two cavalry­
men had made upon their return to the 
fort.

The captain seemed vastly relieved at 
this intelligence.

“ Still,” he objected gloomily, “ there 
is no telling to how many people this 
Budget may have told his story before 
he fell into your hands.”

“ Pshaw! ” rejoined Sanchez, “ that 
doesn’t worry me a bit. There is no one 
to whom he could have peached but the 
corporal and that other trooper; and I 
can assure you,” dryly, “ that neither of 
them is going to do much talking.

11 No,” he reiterated, “ I don’t think 
we need get frightened over what he may 
have told already. It’s to decide what 
steps we must take to keep him from 
talking in the future that I wanted to 
see you. Shall I settle him my­
self,” with cool bloodthirstiness, “ or 
would you like to have a little confab 
w'ith him first?”

“ Oh, handle it your own way,” indif­
ferently. “ Only see that the job is thor­
oughly done. Or, stop,” struck by a 
sudden thought. “ this man is a friend of 
Caldwell and we don’t want to be too 
open about what we do, or leave any 
loopholes which might lead to unpleas­
ant consequences.”

He sat a moment absorbed in thought; 
then rose, with a wicked smile on his face.

“ Wait here till I return,” he said. “ I 
think I can get hold of just the sort of 
medicine to suit this case.”

When he came back, he brought with 
him the dynamite cartridge and gave it to 
Sanchez with minute instructions as to 
how it must be used.

“ Let him know that it comes from 
me,” he directed. “ Tell him it is a me­
mento of the Paxatonia ball, a slight 
recognition on my part of the courtesy 
shown by him toward my fiancee, Miss 
Maynard.”

“ You have won her, then? She has 
accepted you ? ” questioned Sanchez with 
eager interest, for he had long been 
aware of the trend of his associate’s de­
sires.

The captain frowned slightly; then 
he thrust forward his heavy lower jaw.

“ We are to be married to-morrow,” 
he said slowly.

“ To-morrow? Carramba.' but that is 
soon. And where?”
- “ At your place. See that the proper 
arrangements are made, and send one of 
your men the first thing in the morning 
to fetch that padre of whom I once told 
you. You know; the one who asks no 
inconvenient questions.”

“ A h! ” broke in Sanchez with a new 
comprehension, “ I see. It is to be a 
somewhat private affair, eh? But,” 
manifesting considerable uneasiness, “are 
you not afraid? Colonel Maynard is 
not one to take such a thing lightly. We 
shall all be in hot water over it the first, 
thing we know.”

“ Bah! ” Dunbar snapped his fingers. 
“ Colonel Maynard, as you know, will 
acquiesce in any arrangement which suits 
his daughter.”

“ Yes,” perplexedly; “ but I under­
stood from what you said that the young 
lady is—er—not exactly willing.”

The quartermaster lighted a cigarette.
“ Perhaps not—now,” he answered 

carelessly. “ In fact, I don’t mind telling 
you, Sanchez, that she gave me an abso­
lute refusal not any longer ago than this 
very evening. But I have a theory that 
women have not changed much since the 
days of the Stone Age. when the accred­
ited method of wooing was to seize them 
by the hair and drag them home. They 
still like to be coerced; and although 
Miss Maynard may cut up a bit at the 
start, take my word for it, as soon as 
she finds that the situation is inevitable 
she will settle down and accept things 
like a lamb,”

The innkeeper, it must be confessed, 
seemed far from convinced; but Dun­
bar waxed so angry at his dissuasion, and
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assured him so solemnly that he should 
not suffer, no matter what the result, that 
he at last yielded to the other’s wishes 
and agreed to look after the desired prep­
arations.

This point settled, the two were ready 
to separate; but a new idea had risen in 
the captain’s scheming brain while they 
were talking, and he stayed his compan­
ion for a moment.

“ By the way, Sanchez,” he said, 
“ you, of course, have thoroughly ran­
sacked all the luggage belonging to this 
stranger. Did you by chance find any­
thing among his traps resembling the 
clothes he wore to-night ? ”

The half-breed grinned as he caught 
the drift of the question.

“ Oh, yes,” he answered, “ there is an­
other layout which might have grown 
upon the same bush. But,” with a shake 
of the head, “ you could never pass for 
him, captain. Pardon, but you are too 
fat.”

“ Nonsense,” snapped the quarter­
master.

His avoirdupois was a rather tender 
point with him, and he was not over­
pleased at the reminder.

“ There is not so very much difference 
in our figures. Besides, it is night, and 
I shall be on horseback.

“ Come, we are wasting altogether too 
much time. Meet me on the trail to 
your place in ten minutes, and we will 
ride over and get the stuff. Even with 
that delay, I still ought to have time to 
get to Paxatonia and back before morn­
ing. I suppose there is no doubt about 
your prisoner remaining safe until you 
return? ”

Sanchez shrugged his shoulders.
“ That lariat of mine has held a thou­

sand-pound steer in its time. I do not 
think he will be very far away when I 
want him.”

Accordingly, the two, with many jests 
and much exultation-over the success 
which seemed to attend their plans, rode 
over to the inn ; and then the captain, 
having accoutered himself in Budget’s 
raiment and decided that on a pinch he 
could pass for the New Yorker, pro­
ceeded back alone, arriving at Paxatonia 
without incident just as the clock was 
striking three.

Arousing the friends at whose house

Miss Maynard was stopping—people he 
happened luckily not to know—he sent 
up word that Mr. Budget was below and 
prepared to accompany her back to the 
fort. She was not to be alarmed, but 
her father had been slightly wounded 
in a brush with the Indians, and wanted 
her beside him.

As for himself, he said, lie would pro­
cure a horse for her to ride, and be back 
by the time she was ready to start.

In this way he craftily evaded having 
to show himself to her, or to answer any 
questions until the very moment of their 
departure; and then he counted upon her 
natural agitation at the news from her 
father, and the excitement of getting off, 
to prevent any discovery of the imposi­
tion he was practising until they were 
well on the road.

The outcome showed that he had not 
reckoned falsely. It had been well 
enough to tell the girl not to be alarmed; 
but she was, of course, highly wrought 
up by the news he had brought, and 
poured out such a flood of eager ques­
tions while she was mounting that he 
could scarcely have had a chance to edge 
in an answer to one of them, even had 
he so desired.

Indeed, so completely was she deceived 
by the big hat, and general get-up of 
her escort, that there arose no question 
of his identity T. her mind until after 
the town was left behind them and they 
were out upon the trail,

Then, as she recognized at last with 
whom she was traveling, she drew rein 
sharply with an indignant remonstrance.

“ What is the meaning of this mas­
querade?” she demanded.

He glanced up as though in surprise 
at her tone; then, seeming to compre­
hend, said easily: “ Oh, my clothes, you 
mean? I had quite forgotten what an 
appearance I must present. Why, you 
see, Budget and I swapped. I had this 
long ride to take, and as I had nothing 
with me save my dress uniform, and to 
get another rig would have had to make 
a long detour around to my quarters, he 
very obligingly exchanged with me. In 
daylight, I doubt if I would have done 
it even for comfort’s sake; but after 
night, of course, I didn’t mind.”

The explanation sounded plausible 
enough; yet she still remained skeptical.
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“ Why, then, did you send up his name 
when you came to the door? ” she asked.

“ Send up his name? I certainly did 
nothing of the kind.”

“ Yet that was the message which 
came up, that Mr. Budget was below, 
and wanted me to go back with him to 
the fort at once.”

The captain did some admirable 
acting.

“ I simply cannot understand it,” he 
said perplexedly. Then he asked quick­
ly : “ Had you spoken of Budget to the 
friends with whom you were stopping?”

“ Yes,” she admitted. “ I told them 
of his theatrical entrance at the ball, and 
described his ridiculous costume.”

“ Ah, that explains the mistake, then. 
They saw me in this outlandish rig, and 
naturally supposed I must be he. The 
names Dunbar and Budget sound enough 
alike, you know, to confuse anybody who 
had just been awakened from a sound 
sleep.”

The argument sounded reasonable, 
especially since she could conceive of no 
cause for him to pose as Budget; so, 
after some further discussion, during 
which he described in detail the injury 
supposed to have befallen her father, she 
began to regard her doubts as foolish, 
and offered no further objection to re­
suming the journey.

It was a trifle embarrassing to her at 
first, for they had last parted after a 
rather stormy scene at the ball, at which 
she had been obliged to tell him, in 
effect, that she would not marry him if 
he were the last man alive ; but, avoiding 
any reference to this, he led the conver­
sation into indifferent channels, and in­
deed comported himself so delicately and 
tactfully toward her that he rose sensibly 
in her good opinion.

There was, however, but little oppor­
tunity for talking; for the girl, nat­
urally full of anxiety to reach her father, 
devoted most of her attention to getting 
as much speed as possible out of her 
mount, and Dunbar, too, seemed equally 
desirous of making haste.

Nevertheless, for all their hard riding, 
the dawn was pretty well advanced be­
fore they reached the post, and the big 
gate, with its shield of national colors 
atop, was plainly visible as Cecilia, rein­
ing up her horse, started to turn in.

“ No, no,” protested the captain, skil­
fully cutting in between her and the 
gate. “ Didn’t I tell you? It is- at. 
Sanchez’s we will find your father. He 
was taken there after the skirmish, and 
the surgeon thought it best not to move 
him for a day or so.”

She merely nodded her head to sig­
nify that she understood; and whipping 
up, led the way on down into the canon.

Why she came to do it she never could 
tell; but about half-way down the rocky 
trail something impelled her to glance 
back at the portly Dunbar lumbering in 
her rear, and she thus surprised a look 
upon his face, so tinged with greedy pas­
sion and evil triumph that it made her 
blood run cold.

She had nothing else to guide her; 
but she realized immediately with a 
woman’s swift intuition that this man 
meditated treachery toward her, and she 
made up her mind that she would not 
proceed with him another foot.

She therefore stopped and waited un­
til he, his features composed now to a less 
telltale expression, had ranged up along­
side her.

“ Captain Dunbar,” she said, “ it has 
just struck me that I may have to stay 
with my father at Sanchez’s for two or 
three days, and that consequently it 
might be wise for me to go back to the 
fort now and get what clothing I shall 
need.”

His eyes narrowed quickly.
“ Oh, I don’t think so at all,” he pro­

tested. “ An orderly can be sent back 
to get such things as you may require at 
any time; but just now it seems to me 
your first duty is to reach your father as 
quickly as possible.”

“ No,” and she shook her head; “ I 
have decided to go back. My father will 
be just as well satisfied if .you ride ahead 
and let him know that I am coming.”

He frowned darkly, but still strove to 
maintain a tone of disinterested argu­
ment.

“ Oh, I wouldn’t do that,” he urged.
“ In fact, I could not permit you to re­
turn to the fort alone. Remember the " 
Apaches are loose.”

“ Very well, then,” she assented, “ you 
may go back with me. if you insist; but 
whether you do or not, I certainly intend 
to. Stand aside, please, and let me
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pass,” for he had wheeled his horse di­
rectly across her path.

He made no effort to comply, and she 
therefore repeated her request a little 
more sharply, at the same time pushing 
her own mount forward.

Then Dunbar threw discretion to the 
. winds.

“ No, by Heaven!” he exclaimed 
hoarsely, “ you are coming with m e! 
Quietly and peaceably, if you w ill; but 
by force, if I must.

“ Listen,” he went on, as the girl 
shrank back white-faced and amazed be­
fore the sudden change in his voice and 
manner, “ you told me last night that 
you would never marry me, and 1 seemed 
to accept your dictum; but when you 
know me better you will learn that I am 
a man who never gives up.

“ I have tricked you out here by lies 
and false pretenses; but I have no ex­
cuses to offer. I am determined to have 
you as my wife, and the sooner you rec­
ognize the fact and submit the easier it 
will be for you.”

“ Captain Dunbar, you are m ad! ” she 
broke in upon the torrent of his passion­
ate declaration. “ How do you expect 
to marrv me when I refuse to be mar­
ried?” '

He laughed wickedly.
“ Nothing easier, my dear girl. There 

is a padre waiting at Sanchez’s who is 
accustomed to the sight of unwilling 
brides. And when the words have been 
spoken, and you have passed a honey­
moon with me in that sequestered re­
treat, I .hardly think you will care to 
provoke scandal and notoriety by pro­
claiming what has happened to the 
world.

“ Come, what is the use of trying to 
resist? Let us agree that the matter 
is settled and seal the bargain with a 
kiss.”

As he spoke, he threw his arm about 
the girl’s waist, and bent his red, repul­
sive visage down to hers.

Worn out by the fatiguing ride and 
overcome with terror, she was powerless 
to struggle; but ere he could exact the 
tribute, a roaring crash resounded 
through the canon, the earth beneath 
them heaved and trembled under the 
force of a mighty detonation, and the 
lnllside above them seemed suddenly to

bulge out, and then to sweep down in an 
avalanche of shattered rock across the 
roadway ahead.
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CHAPTER VIII.
BY w o m a n ’s WIT.

T h e  sudden cataclysm was due, of 
course, to Dick’s dynamite cartridge 
which, just clearing the edge of the cliff, 
had struck a ledge a dozen feet below, 
and, exploding, had blown away this en­
tire projection, precipitating tons of 
earth and rock into the valley and com­
pletely blocking up the trail.

Dunbar, however, naturally ignorant 
of the cause of the phenomenon, relin­
quished his hold upon the girl and gazed 
thunderstruck at the devastation which 
had been wrought, controlling his snort­
ing and trembling steed more by in­
stinct than by any conscious effort at 
horsemanship.

Miss Maynard, quicker-witted than he, 
saw in his attitude a chance of escape, 
and promptly took advantage of it. 
J erking her nag about, she pushed by the 
quartermaster before he realized what 
she was doing; and then vigorously ply­
ing the whip, she made a bold dash 
for the top of the canon.

Hardly was she in motion, though, be­
fore the captain recognized her purposye, 
and coming to his senses with a mut­
tered curse, started in hot pursuit.

It was an exciting race; but, despite 
the advantage gained by the girl and her 

-lighter weight, it bade fair to be a short 
one, for she was on a livery-stable mount, 
already tiring as a result of the trip out 
from town, while the captain was 
astride a Kentucky-bred charger, able to 
do his fifty miles a day without turning 
a hair.

Nevertheless, she urged on her falter: 
ing beast to the utmost, swinging in a 
headlong gallop up the winding road, 
while her pursuer thundered after her 
and gained sensibly at every stride.

And now she had reached the last 
curve of the long climb. Just ahead 
loomed the summit, with level going at 
the top, and the possibility of winning 
a substantial lead upon Dunbar before 
he could finish the long ascent.

If she could make that in%afety, there
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was reason to believe that she might ap­
proach near enough the post to attract 
the attention of one of the sentries, in 
which case her enemy would never dare 
to offer her further molestation.

Consequently, her eyes were fixed with 
reviving hope upon the goal as sjie lashed 
her horse mercilessly up the slope, when, 
suddenly, the wretched animal shied, 
swerved violently to one side, and threw 
her into a patch of brush along the edge 
of the trail.

She was not hurt, and was on her feet 
a moment after she had fallen; but she 
saw that her chance was gone, for her 
riderless horse was already disappearing 
over the crest of the rise, and she heard 
a short cry of triumph from Dunbar, 
who had witnessed the accident from a 
lower level.

Uncertain what to do, feeling only 
that she must flee as long as she could, 
she caught up her skirts and started 
across the road with the intention of 
running back into the woods, when she 
was suddenly brought to an amazed halt 
by the sight of the object which had 
caused her horse to shy.

“ Mr. Budgetl ” she gasped; for there 
was no mistaking that bizarre apparel, 
disheveled though it was and begrimed 
from the vicissitudes through which its 
owner had passed.

“ Mr. Budget! ” Then, as her swift 
glance took in the d.tails of the gag 
twisted into his mouth, the hands tied 
behind his back, and the shuffling motion 
of his feet still restrained by the im­
peding strands of rawhide, she sprang 
forward with an exclamation of pity.

Another woman might have wasted 
time in wondering what to do or in ask­
ing foolish questions; but Cecilia May­
nard* was a soldier’s daughter and 
prompt to meet an emergency.

Swiftly she thrust her hand into his 
pockets, and after exploring one or two 
in vain, finally brought forth what she 
sought, his penknife, and with a couple 
of slashes cut through his bonds.

On the instant, too, she realized wliat 
must be done to take advantage of this 
new ally whom Fate had so unexpectedly 
thrown in her wav; for it required but 
one glance at the Easterner to convince 
her that Ire was in no shape to render 
her active assistance at the moment.

His hands and arms were swollen and 
practically useless from the long con­
straint which had been put upon them; 
the cruel gag had so bruised his lips and 
tongue that when he attempted to speak 
he could make only inarticulate sounds; 
the whole man was exhausted to the 
point of collapse as a result of the. fear­
ful mental and physical ordeal through 
which he had passed.

It was idle to dream that a person in 
such a condition, no matter how willing 
he might'-be. could serve as an effective 
champion for her against Dunbar in the 
full possession of his strength and vigor, 
and equipped, moreover, with the addi­
tional advantage of being armed.

Mo; if the villainous captain was to 
be overcome and balked in his schemes, 
it must be by strategy.

Therefore, catching Dick by the arms, 
she thrust him back into the shadow of 
a huge boulder which loomed close be­
side the roadway, and served as an ad­
mirable place of concealment, explain­
ing as she did so in a few terse sentences 
the plight in which she found herself, 
and outlining for his benefit the plan of 
rescue she had formed.

" You must wait here until I have 
gone,” she directed; “ and then, when 
the coast is dear, make your way with 
all possible speed to the fort, inform my 
father of the situation, and have a party 
sent out to my relief.”

The young fellow’s eye had taken on 
an ominous flash as he heard the story of 
her wrongs, and he strove now to enter 
a vigorous protest to the program she had 
laid down, mumbling and mouthing ex­
citedly as he tried to tell her that he 
would face Dunbar there and then, and 
seeking to break away from the hand 
with which she held him back.

“ No, I tell you,” she adjured him 
sharply. “ You must do as I say. Is 
your silly pride so strong that it “would 
lead you to sacrifice us both? What 
could you do against this man? Why, 
I myself can handle you with one arm.” 

As she spoke, she gave him a slight 
push, which sent hint staggering weakly 
back against the rock.

“ Come,” she pleaded. “ I have shown 
you how you can best aid me. For my 
sake, will you not sink your personal feel­
ings and consent?”
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He groaned in bitter chagrin at his 
own helplessness; but he was bound to 
recognize that what the girl told him 
was the part of sound wisdom and com­
mon sense. So, after a moment’s further 
struggle with himself, he nodded assent 
and crouched down obediently in the 
spot where she had placed him.

And short as had been their colloquy, 
it was over none too soon, for hardly had 
the girl made sure that he was safely 
concealed than the head of the captain’s 
horse appeared around the bend.

Miss Maynard sprang out to the side 
of the roadway and faced her pursuer 
with nonchalant defiance as he came 
spurring up.

“ Well,” she said, “ you have won. 
But I still believe I could have beat you 
if that good-for-nothing jackrabbit had 
not flashed across the'road and fright­
ened my horse.”

The expression on the captain’s face 
was almost ludicrous at this cool recep­
tion. He had expected to find her over­
come and weeping, ready to assail him 
with a storm of prayers, threats, and en­
treaties ; yet here she was, discussing the 
flight and pursuit as calmly as though it 
had been a mere ordinary contest of 
speed between their two mounts.

The vengeful set his face had worn 
while he was chasing her up the trail re­
laxed, and he grinned uncertainly.

“ Yes,” he said, 11 I win. What are 
you going to do about i t? ”

She shrugged her shoulders.
“ Yield to the fortunes of war, I 

suppose. What else is there for me? 
You have the game in your own hands. 
Is it not, rather, I who should ask, What 
are you going to do?”

He laughed complacently. It was as 
he had thought * once show a woman that 
you are the master and she will submit 
without further struggle.

“ Come,” he said. “ that is much more 
sensible. I see that you and I are going 
to get along famously.”

He dismounted as he spoke, and throw­
ing the loop of his bridle over a jutting 
point of rock, came toward her.

“ The first thing I am going to do, 
then,” he declared passionately, “ is to 
have that kiss I was denied down in the 
canon—”

“ Oh, look out! ” cried Miss Maynard

sharply, for a sudden, agitated movement 
behind the big boulder had caught her 
ear. “ Look out! Your horse is break­
ing loose! "

Then she had just time to signal an 
imperative remonstrance to Dick, while 
the other, with a mutter of impatience, 
strode over to tether his restive animal 
more securely.

“ Now, look here,” she said to Dunbar 
on his return, “ I am in your power, I 
know; but I am just woman enough not 
to want to admit it even to myself. In 
other words, I don’t want to be forced 
into kissing you; and I tell you right 
now that I will never do so willingly 
until you have gained the right. Let us 
make a bargain, then; you refrain from 
any compulsion now, and I promise you 
on my honor that as soon as the words 
are spoken which make us man and wife,
I will kiss you freely and voluntarily as 
much as you wish.”

“ Really?” he asked, eying her doubt- 
ingly. “ Or are you just trying to put 
me off? ”

“ On my honor,” she repeated. “ As 
soon as the words are spoken which 
make us man and wife.”

“ I guess I can hold off. then,” he con­
ceded. “ It won’t be longer than an 
hour, at any rate; for the padre ought' 
to be waiting for us at Sanchez’s now.”

“ At Sanchez’s ? ” she questioned 
sharply. “ How do you ever expect to 
get there with the trail cut off by this 
landslide? And it is twenty miles 
around, if you should attempt to make 
it by way of Valley Forks.”

“ Ah,” and he shook his head know­
ingly, “ but there is another way across 
the canon that you have never heard of. 
In fact, I don’t suppose there are more 
than half a dozen people in this whole" 
country that are aware of its existence. 
It is through a carefully hidden cavern 
which extends down through the rock to 
the water’s edge not far below here, and 
from the mouth of which access can be 
gained to a deep ravine over on the other 
side of the stream. This makes a nat­
ural roadway from the top of one cliff 
to the top of the other almost as good 
as the regular trail.

“ Perhaps you'have heard that San­
chez has long been suspected of cattle­
stealing,” he went on, “ and that all
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sorts of traps have been set to catch him 
at it; but in vain. Well, it is owing en­
tirely to his possession of this secret that 
he has enjoyed his immunity. Other­
wise, they would have nabbed him long 
ago.”

“ And where is this wonderful pas­
sage?” questioned the girl eagerly. 
“ How do you get to it? ”

Her very tone should have warned the 
quartermaster to be on his guard; but 
his suspicions had been completely lulled 
by her apparent acquiescence to the mar­
riage he proposed. In his fatuous self- 
conceit he believed that the girl was 
actually in love with him, her pre­
vious refusals merely an exhibition of 
coquetry.

Moreover, he desired to appear clever 
in her eyes,- a bit more knowing and 
astute than she had given him credit for.

Even so, though, he did not yield up 
his guarded knowledge at her first be-, 
hest; but, having once gained an inkling, 
it was not long before, through the em­
ployment of various wiles and artifices, 
she was able to extract from him the full 
details that she wanted.

Then, as he mapped out the secret road, 
confiding his directions almost in a whis­
per, she woud repeat them in a high, 
clear voice for the benefit of the unseen 
listener.

“ Why do you do that?” he broke out 
all of a sudden, struck by a flash of sus­
picion. “ Is there somebody at hand 
whom you wish to hear? ”

Her heart was in her mouth for the sec­
ond; but she managed to laugh uncon­
cernedly and naturally. “ How- likely.” 
she jeered. “ Still, if you doubt me, ymi 
are at liberty to search. I have often 
heard people say that 1 walls have ears ’ ; 
but I never dreamed that anybody would 
cherish such a fear out on a bleak, bare 
hillside.”

“ Well,” he grumbled, “ you can’t 
blame me when you shout out everything 
I tell you at the top of your voice.”

“ Was I really so bad as that? It 
must have been because I was so intensely 
interested. Go on,” she coaxed, “ and 
tell me the rest of it.”

“ No,” he declined shortly. “ We 
have vested enough time here as it is. 
You can see the thing, instead of merely 
hearing about it.

“ Come,” unfastening his horse and 
leading it up, “ you shall ride, and I will 
walk along beside you. Here, let me help 
you up on this,” with a nod: of his head 
toward the boulder behind which Dick 
lay concealed, “ and you can mount 
easier.”

“ Oh, no,” she protested quickly, “ I 
much prefer the other way,” and before 
he could intervene to help her she had 
set her foot in the stirrup and lightly 
flung herself up into the saddle.

“ You boasted to me that you were a 
person who always insisted on having his 
own way, Captain Dunbar,” she mocked 
with a flash in her eyes that he failed 
to understand. “ When you come to 
know me better you will discover that I 
am one of the same sort.”

For although she had failed to draw 
from him the full route of his secret 
passage, she had gained enough to give 
a very practicable key to any one desir­
ing to thread its recesses, and as she had 
received a stealthy signal from Budget 
signifying that he understood, she was 
full of elated triumph.

Dick lay stiller than ever as she and 
her escort moved away, proceeding al­
most directly past his hiding-place. He 
hardly dared draw his breath for sev­
eral minutes j but at last, when the pair 
were distant a couple of hundred feet, 
he began to creep stealthily toward the 
roadway.

Just then, however, he was startled by 
a loud exclamation from Miss Maynard.

“ Oh, see the rabbit i ” and glancing 
quickly in that direcuan, saw her point­
ing excitedly with her finger.

Dunbar must evidently have asked 
where she saw any rabbit, for a moment 
later her voice rang out shriller than 
ever : “ Under the rock and to the right! ” 
And this she repeated twice—“ Under the 
rock and to the right! ”

Then they disappeared over the hill­
top and out of sight, and the watcher 
was free to stand erect and hurry on to 
the fort as fast as she was able.

All the way along the road, however, 
he kept pondering over that final mes­
sage from Miss Maynard—if message ik 
was—and trying to conjure what she 
could have meant.

But puzzle over the subject as he 
might, he could conceive no possible con­
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nection between “ rabbits,” or “ rocks to 
the right,” with the mission he had in 
hand, so he finally reached a solution 
that Dunbar had been about to look 
back, and that she, fearing he might thus 
be discovered, had given the cry to turn 
the captain’s attention in another direc­
tion.

By the time he arrived at this con­
clusion he was nearing the fort, and per­
ceived with satisfaction the approach of 
a squad of cavalry; for he could ac­
quaint them with the peril of the colo­
nel's daughter and despatch them to the 
rescue without delay.

Therefore, -he started to run toward 
them; but as they came on, the sergeant 
in charge leveled a weapon at his head 
and ordered him to halt and throw up 
his hands.

A moment later two sturdy troopers, 
flinging themselves out of the saddle, 
seized him upon either side and informed 
him that he was under arrest.

“ What for?” gasped the astonished 
Budget. s

“ Pretty near everything from murder 
down,” was the laconic response, “ but 
chiefly for the abduction of the colonel’s 
daughter.”

(To be continued.)

STRATEGY TO THE RESCUE.
By E D W A R D  S. S O R E N S O N .

A  story of the Australian bush in which the helpless are pushed to desperate lengths.

EVERY one knew Carrie Radford.
She was a pretty, girl, pleasant and 

quick-witted, and as handy as a man on 
the ranch in Australia.

She was naturally fond of the bush, 
and knew that weird world almost as 
well as those who make it their lifelong 
home. She had many good feminine 
qualities, too; in fact, her friends as­
serted, she was all goodness.

Her father, Warren Radford, had 
taken up the small place called Yanta- 
ban many years ago, and, like most be­
ginners, thought he was going to do great 
things there, starting, as he did, with a 
few hundred sheep and getting a few' 
acres under wheat. But he very soon 
found himself in error.

What with dingoes, crows, and 
drought, he was soon left with neither 
crop nor flock. He had made a pretty 
comfortable home, and, had seasons per­
mitted, would have wished for nothing 
better than to live out his life at Yanta- 
ban. But want spurred him from it, 
and, leaving his wife and Carrie to look 
after the place, he struck out on a pros­
pecting tour that proved a red chapter 
in the annals of Australian pioneers.

Radford was an experienced digger, 
who had known many ups and dowms, 
and had figured on the old fields of

Ballarat and Bendigo. With the in­
stinct of an old hand, he made straight 
for the then little-known mountain gul­
lies aw'ay to the north of Yantqban.

He took with him his old farm-hand,* 
Wokaby, who, though a black fellow, 
■was a faithful servant. Another digger 
joined them at a neighboring station.

This was Uric Jarvers, a man of 
doubtful nationality and none too good 
character, who talked glibly of the West 
Indies and the Malay Archipelago.

His wife strongly opposed that mate- 
ship ; but Radford held out on the plea 
of protection against blacks, certain 
tribes of whom were known to be hostile 
to whites. So Jarvers went, and bad 
luck went with him.

For six months nothing was heard of 
the little party; yet never a morning 
broke but the woman went to the door- 
and gazed long and wistfully up the 
track they had gone. The sky away up 
there looked so pathetic, with a peculiar, 
sad charm that, to a woman of more im­
agination, might have seemed the shadow 
of another and a far-off world.

Its brooding silence reached to the 
very door. To her all was dead and 
bare. With a long-drawn breath she 
would turn away, wondering, as she went 
back to the house, how Carrie could be
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so cheerful when she herself felt the ten­
sion so severely.

Gazing out one evening about sunset, 
' Mrs. Radford was startled to see, in­

stead of the monotony that had so long 
tired her eyes, a small, dark object com­
ing slowly across the plain, and drag­
ging .a weary-looking horse after it. Sire 
called to Carrie, who came skipping out 
as light and agile as a ’possum.

“ Carrie, what is that ? Your eyes 
are better than mine.”

“ Why, it’s a man leading a horse,” 
said the girl, and without another word 
she bounded off to meet him.

When they met, the mother, standing 
out in front, saw them stop for several 
minutes. Then Carrie came running 
back.

“ Mother,” she cried, as she came 
panting up, “ it’s Wokabv ! ”

“ I thought as much,” said her mother. 
“ What’s the matter? ”

“ His horse is knocked up.”
“ I can see that, child. You’ve got a 

letter?”
“ It’s from dad. He’s—”
“ W hat?”
“ He slipped going into a shaft—”

, “ And broke his neck? ”
“ No, mother.”
“ What, then?”
“ Only his leg.”
“ Broke his leg! ” the mother cried, 

aghast, and her face went pale.
“ Yes,” said Carrie. “ Poor father!” 

she added sadly, fighting hard to keep 
back the tears.

“ Great Heaven! In such a place as 
thatr too—and no one to look after 
him ! ” the mother cried, wringing her 
hands in anguish.

“ You forget, mother, Uric Jarvers is 
with him,” said Carrie, trying to be 
brave.

“ As well have no one as a man like 
Jarvers! He’s all for himself, a selfish, 
ignorant lout! It’s to be hoped there’s 
no gold in the camp.” And again she 
looked frightened.

“ You distrust Jarvers? Well, so do
I. But I don’t think he’s as bad as all 
that. Anyhow, dad is doing well, Wo­
kaby says, only he wants some physic 
and provisions and things. I t’s all in 
the letter.”

Mrs. Radford had been trying vainly

to decipher the note, but now went in­
doors for her specs. Wokaby came up, 
and Carrie assisted him to unpack his 
tired horse and let him go.

Then she took the black in and got 
him his supper at once, for he told her 
he had lost his tucker-bag that morning 
and was “ big feller hungry.”

That night Carrie gave her mother 
fresh cause for anxiety.

“ Mother, I am going with Wokaby! ” 
she announced bluntly.

'' You, child! Y’ou’re crazy!”
“ No, I’m not! Dad wants some one 

to nurse him, and it’s my duty to go.”
In truth, it was written in the letter: 

“ Send Carrie up if you can spare her. 
I want some one to nurse me.”

But the letter was written by Jarvers, 
and Mrs. Radford said nothing to Carrie 
about it.

“ A nice pickle you’d be in out there,” 
she replied instead. “ Alone with that 
man! You know what he is! He was 
always bothering you when he was on 
the station. What chance would you 
have against him in that lonely place? 
I t’s one hundred and fifty miles away! ” 

“ I don’t care if it’s a thousand! I 
have my revolver, and I ’m not afraid of 
Uric Jarvers. I ’ve made up my mind 
to go, and I ’m going. So there! ”

Mrs. Radford bit her lips as she 
scanned her daughter’s face. It was a 
sweet, pretty face, lit with sparkling blue 
eyes, and tinged with the delicate car­
mine of youth. A truant curl dropped 
across her snow-white brow, and her 
rose-red lips made one long to kiss them.

“ Listen to me a moment, mother,” she 
said, more quietly. “ They’re on good 
gold up there, as you can see by the par­
cel dad has sent us. The temptation to 
possess the lot might work on a man 
like Jarvers, and he would let father lie 
there and die. I couldn’t stop here now, 
mother. I ’d be always thinking of him, 
and fancying that he was dying.”

“ Shut up, child! You’ll give me the 
creeps.”

“ I ’ve got ’em already, mother. But, 
listen—I’ll see Nellie Swanson in town 
when I go in for the things to-morrow, 
and I’ll get her to come and stay with 
you. Then, next day, I ’ll start with 
Wokaby for father’s camp. It’s best, 
mother. I must save him ! ”
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She twined her arms tenderly round 
her mother’s neck and kissed her, for 
her mother was crying; and with gentle 
caresses she at last won acquiescence.

II.

D a w n  showed three horses standing 
before the door of the selector’s hut. On 
one was a goodly pack, and under the 
necks of all three hung-water-bags, fresh 
filled from the creek. They had break­
fasted, and were preparing to start.

Wokaby, with the bridle-reins hanging 
loosely on his arm, stood lighting his 
pipe. Mrs. Radford, her eyes red and 
tearful, came out wiping her hands on 
her apron.

Carrie was all energy, and went about 
in a businesslike manner. She looked 
particularly well in a little straw hat 
and a plain neat dress.

She put her arms round her mother’s 
neck and kissed her good-by.

“ Now, don’t worry, dear,” she said. 
“ I’ll be quite safe, and I ’ll hurry back.” 

“ I don’t like the idea of your going, 
child. I don’t like it.”

“ A week’s journey merely.”
“ And such wild country! And the 

blacks! ” the mother continued.
Carrie laughed lightly. - 
“ They are friendly, Wokaby tells me. 

Whether or no, one shot will send them 
to the right-about like crows. You re­
member how they used to scamper off 
when father fired his rifle here in the 
old days? ” 4

“ Ah, yes; but this is different. If 
anything happened to you, child, I ’d 
never forgive myself for letting you go.” 

“ You imagine dangers, mother. For 
my sake, don’t be worrying. You make 
it hard. No harm will come to me. 
And now good-by till we meet again.”

“ Good-by, my child, and God pro­
tect you.”

And so she mounted and they rode 
away. What lay before them they could 
not guess.

Very rare is the Australian black who 
can be implicitly trusted; and no won­
der the mother was filled with misgivings 
as she saw the two forms dwindle away 
into the northern bush. When they had 
disappeared a great loneliness crept into 
her heart.

But Carrie knew no fear. She was all 
eagerness to push on, despite the black 
fellow’s repeated injunctions to nurse 
the horses from the start lest they should 
give out before the last stage was com­
pleted.

Fortune, however, favored the strange­
ly assorted pair on their journey north, 
and nine days after leaving Yantaban 
they sighted the miner’s camp.

All that could be seen at first was the 
face of a ragged cliff with a wall of 
stubbing at the foot. Behind it were 
numerous caverns, communicating one 
with the other by narrow entrances. In 
these the miners dwelt.

The wall had been built for protection 
against blacks, who were numerous in 
the locality, though, for* the most part, 
disposed to be friendly. The country 
around was wild and rocky, with here 
and there dense patches of brigalow- 
scrub. Northward the view was barren 
and inhospitable, a succession of cone- 
shaped piles, on which the afternoon sun 
shone with a blinding dazzle.

Below the cliff coursed the little stony 
creek, heavily wooded, the bed of which 
they had followed for many miles. A 
line of crows was the only sign of life 
to be seen. These flew off with dismal’ 
cries as the horses approached.

Carrie dismounted and began to recon- 
noiter. Wokaby soon joined her, and 
led her into the cavern where he had 
left Radford. A long ’guana rushed out 
as they entered—a circumstance that 
chilled the girl.

“ Hulloa, boss ! ” Wokaby shouted.
There was no response save the mock­

ery of echoes. Wokaby peered -into the 
gloom. Fie could see a rough bunk near 
the wall, and going closer, struck a 
match.

“ There is no one here,” , said Carrie, 
dismayed. “ The bed’s not been used 
for some time. See, it’s covered with 
dust. Are you sure this is the right 
cave? ”

“ Dis where boss sleep. See clo’es— 
hat, boot, one feller boot—lace— Them 
b’long yo’ farder?”

“ Yes, they’re my father’s. . But where 
is he? ”

“ Mine think it boss mend uni leg an’ 
go dig um gold.”

“ I hardly think so, Wokaby. A broken
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leg couldn’t heal so quickly. Perhaps 
Jarvers has removed him to another 
cave. Oh, I hope nothing has happened 
to him. Where is Jarvers?”

“ Up creek. Him look out gold.”
“ How far away?” asked Carrie, her 

heart thumping- with a growing fear.
“ Not berry far. Yo’ see track out­

side. Dat one take um a’right.”
She reflected for a minute or two. 

The dust on the bed had alarmed her. 
But perhaps that had fallen from the 
roof since morning. There was crum­
bling stuff on the walls.

After all, her father might be at the 
workings. Pie was a man of strong con­
stitution, hardy, and vigorous; and there 
was no saying what wonders a fortnight 
or three weeks would work in such a one.

Probably the bone had knit sufficiently 
to permit of his going out for sunshine 
and air. Leaning on his mate’s shoul­
der, he would be able to limp along on 
his strong leg as far as the diggings. 
The thought eased her mind for the 
nonce.

“ Wokaby,” she said, as they left the 
caves, “ you attend to the horses, and I ’ll 
go and look up Jarvers.”

She followed the path up the creek. 
It was nearly sundown now, and she ex­
pected to meet Jarvers coming home with 
her father leaning on his shoulder.

How glad and surprised he would be 
to meet her there! She stepped lightly 
along, the water purling over its pebbly 
bed beside her. Turning a corner of 
the bluff, she came suddenly upon Jar­
vers.

He was sitting on the edge of a small 
hole between the creek and the bluff, 
where a sharp angle in the rocky wall 
formed what is called in mining par­
lance a pocket. His back was toward 
her, and apparently he had not heard 
her footsteps.

She stood and listened; she looked 
around the place, and looked again. 
The man was alone !

A suffocating feeling of fear crept 
over her. Something urged her forward. 
Slowly, quietly, she moved toward him. 
He was thinking aloud, and presently 
she could catch his words.

“ That’s one day’s work—not a big 
day, neither. An’ a fortune' in i t ! By 
gum, Uric, ol’ man, yer in clover! I t’s

your’n—ev’ry grain on’t ! There’s no 
one ter be goin’ yer ’alves! No ol’ Rad­
ford to weigh it, an’ measure it, an’ 
ter wrangle 'over a grain this way, an’ a 
grain that way— No!- He don’t want 
no gold now! Wouldn’t get it if he did! 
Blast him! ”

Carrie’s heart sank and her cheeks 
turned ashen white.

“ My God!” she gasped inaudibly. 
She began to retreat, not wishing to 

let the man know she had heard him, 
lest it should hamper her future move­
ments. She retreated, coughed, and 
came boldly forward.

Jarvers started so violently that he 
fell into the hole. With a hoarse laugh 
he scrambled out and greeted her shame­
facedly.

“ I thought, somehow, you’d come. 
Been expectin’ yer. How yer doin’ ? ”

“ I’m quite well, thank you. Where 
is my father? ”

“ Well, ter tell yer the truth, me gel, 
that’s more’n I know.”

“ You don’t know where he is? ”
“ Well, yer see, after he was outer 

danger I went on workin’, goin’ up now 
an’ ag’in ter see as he wanted for nuthin’. 
He was in the camp all safe an’ snug 
till five days ago. It was Thursday sun­
down I missed him. Dunno what be­
come of him. Hunted ’igh an’ low, but 
could find nuthin’ ’ceptin’ a lot o’ naked 
footprints.”

“ Whose were the footprints? ”
“ Blacks, of course.”
“ Are there many about here?”
“ Any gorsquantity.”
“ Camped near? ”
“ Thirty miles off.”
“ And they come here?”
“ Pretty often.”
“ I had no idea they rambled so far 

from camp. What did you think?”
“ I dunno. P’haps he was stole, 

p’haps he was murdered. I dunno.”
“ Didn’t you track them?”
“ I follered th’ tracks for miles, but 

couldn’t see nuthin’ of ’em.”
“ You didn’t go to the camp ? ”
“ Dunno -where it is.”
“ How is it that you know the dis­

tance? ”
“ Yer father told me that. He knows 

their lingo.”
“ Why didn’t you follow up the
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tracks? They would have taken you 
there. Thirty miles isn’t far.”

“ I lost ’em on the stones. I ainlt no 
artist at trackin’, else I might ’a’ been 
speckin' out toe-marks yet.”

“ How is it,” asked Carrie, after a 
pause, “ that they stole nothing? ”

“ Stole nuthin’ ! ” Jarvers retorted. 
“ Why, they stole his best clo’es, an’ the 
best o’ his beddin’. There warn’t much. 
Everythin’ else is just as I found ’em. 
I was expectin’ you, an’ I didn’t care ter 
meddle with ’em till you come.”

Carrie did not believe him. She was 
convinced of Radford’s death. But 
this version implied doubt.

She said little on the way back to the 
caves, for she was unnerved and in 
despair.

That night, when all was quiet, she 
stole into the next cave, which the black 
fellow occupied, and shook him gently 
by the shoulder to wake him.

“ Wokaby,” she whispered, “ do you 
believe w!*nt Jarvers says—that the blacks 
took my father away?”

“ No, missy. He tell urn lie. Black 
fellers good fellers.”

“ You’ll go to the camp to-morrow, 
Wokaby, and inquire for me? ”

“ Yes, missy. Mine get up berry
early.”

“ Couldn’t I go with you, Wokaby?” 
“ No, missy. Too far. All wild

bush.”
“ How far is i t? ”
“ Too far for footback. You be 

a’right ’ere, missy. Mine look out boss 
an’ come back quick.”

“ Thank you, Wokaby. Good night.” 
She crept back to her own pallet—the 

one her father had last occupied in the 
caves. All night she lav there, tossing 
from side to side; and when sleep at 
last claimed her, the dawn-light was 
spreading through the bush.

Only she and Jarvers were then in the 
caves. Wokaby had gone—gone for her 
father, she knew not where.

III.

T h e  sun was up  an hour or more 
when Jarvers called the girl to breakfast. 
She came out, tired and sleepy, with a 
wobegone look on her face. The man 
glanced at her uneasily.

“ Where’s Wokaby?” he asked, as he 
handed her a pannikin of black tea.

“ I think he must be after the horses.”
Carrie sipped her tea, but ate very 

little.
“ You seem down on it this morn- 

in’,” went on Jarvers.
“ Have I not good reason to be? ” said 

the girl, with tears in her eyes.
“ Yer foolish ter worry over that,” the 

man replied. “ We've all got ter lose 
our mothers an’ fathers some time or 
’nother. Human bein’s ain’t everlast- 
in’. It was best so. He couldn’t ’ave 
got over it—simply ling’rin’ in mis’ry.”

“ If you were leaving him uncared 
for, to lie there and die, it was a mercy,” 
said Carrie.

“ I did me best for him,” the man 
retorted. “ Of course, you don’t b’lieve 
me. Yer think I’m a liar.”

He threw the tinware into a heap on 
the table and went out. Hours passed, 
and he did not return. Carrie, in the 
meantime, had tied up her father’s be­
longings into a neat bundle and placed 
them in the corner with her saddle.

She explored all the caves she could 
find her way into, and examined every­
thing in the one occupied by Jarvers, 
but could find no incriminating evidence 
against him. Then she set about getting 
the dinner ready, for inactivity was un­
bearable.

She began to look for Jarvers, for she 
felt utterly alone. Even his company 
was better than none. As for Wokaby, 
she did not expect him till late the next 
day. He had gone a long journey over 
rough country.

At last she went down to the dig­
gings, thinking the man was too en­
grossed in his treasure to notice how the 
day was passing. But the place was de­
serted. She retraced her steps, lonelier 
and more miserable than ever.

It was late in the afternoon, as she sat 
pondering at the table, when Jarvers 
came blundering in. He was in a tem­
per. She could see that plainly enough, 
and shrank from him.

“ Look ’ere, gel,” he said roughly, 
“ yer’ve deceived me.”

“ What do you mean? ” asked Carrie, 
startled.

“ I want ter know what you mean. 
Yer told me Wokaby’d gone after the
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mokes; ’stead o’ that he’s gone to the 
camp.”

“ I suppose he’s at liberty to go where 
he pleases?”

“ I s’pose he is. But I ain’t ter be 
fooled as you think. . Yer sent him ter 
pump the blacks.”

“ What makes you think that?”
“ I tracked him.”
“ You seem to be much interested in 

Wokaby’s movements. Did you go to 
the camp? ”

“ No. I don’t want ter be knocked 
on the head. That’s what he’ll get, dead 
sure. Yer won’t see him no.more. An' 
good enough for yer. Yer don’t b’lieve 
wot I told yer?”

“ No, I don’t. It’s highly improb­
able.”

“ Oh, it is, is it? Now, look ’ere, me 
gel, wot I told you is Gorstrutli. If yer 
don’t b’lieve it—well, I can’t help it. 
But mind this: There’s only me an’ you 
’ere, in a lonely part o’ the bush. If you 
start playin’ tricks, or try ter lord it 
over me, yer’ll about come off second 
best. So I tells yer. I ’m goin’ ter be 
boss. But I don’t wanter take no mean 
advantage of yer. I ’ll treat yer straight 
an’ square if yer’ll let me.”

“ W hat?” said Carrie chokingly, with 
half-awakened fears tugging at her 
heart-strings. “ I’ve given you no cause 
to treat me otherwise than in a manly 
manner. If you can give me no news 
of my father, nor treat me as you ought, 
I hope you’ll let me start for home to­
morrow. This is no place for me now.” 

“ No, me gel. That don’t suit my 
book at all. You an’ me’s goin’ ter pull 
together.”

“ I don’t understand you.”
“ In the fust place, my gel, it’s no use 

botherin’ about the old man. He’s dead 
an’ gone. The nigger is as good as dead. 
You ’ave yer mother left. Yer wanter 
see her ag’in, don’tcher? Of course yer 
do. I ain’t objectin’, providin’ yer do as 
I want yer to.”

“ What is that?”
“ Go to Coombar an’ get spliced.”
“ To you? Never! I ’d drown myself 

first.”
She had risen to her feet, and stood 

facing him with clenched, hands.
“ Yer would, eh? Wot a little cat 

y’are! But—’old on a bit.”

Involuntarily her hand had gone to 
her bosom, where her pistol was carried 
for safety and concealment. He saw 
the movement and sprang toward her.

She grappled with him, but her puny 
strength was as a kitten’s against a 
tiger’s. With a savage jerk, he tore her 
dress open and the pistol dropped to 
the floor.

“ Coward! ” she cried, recoiling, her 
blue eyes flashing.

He grinned in triumph as he picked 
up the pistol.

“ One needs ter be,” he chuckled, 
“ when a little vixen like you goes for 
drivin’ daylight through him. Yer only 
makin’ things worse for yourself.

“ Now, listen ter me. I got, I reckon, 
’bout four thousand pounds’ worth o’ 
gold. We can be ’appy on that. I ’m 
not pertic’ler where I goes. I leave that 
ter you. If yer like, we’ll live at Yan- 
taban, an’ th’ old woman can live with 
us. Yer’ll never get'a better offer'll that, 
Carrie.

“ I’m not as bad as you think. I’m 
rough in me ways, an’ I ain’t no scholar. 
But I’d be good ter you, Carrie, an’ give 
yer ev’rythin’ yer wanted. I’ll be a 
lovin’ ’usband to yer.”

“ I could never be happy with you. 
You have treated me as no one worthy 
the name of man would treat a woman.”

“ Yer frightened me, Carrie. I seen 
the pistol ag’in yer dress, an’ when yer 
put yer ’and up I thought yer was on 
for shootin’. I was scared; but I didn’t 
mean ter be rough. Only trust me, Car­
rie, an’ I’ll be good to yer. I ’ll light the 
fires for yer in the mornin’s.”

He sat down, leaning toward her. 
She was sitting a few feet away, her 
elbow on the table, and her chin resting 
in her hand. She did not* speak.

“ Carrie!” The man’s voice softened 
slightly. “ Come with me to Coombar. 
I ’ll take yer a short cut ’cross country. 
Soon’s we’re spliced I’ll take yer straight 
ter Yantaban. Think of yer mother, 
Carrie, yer poor old mother. She’s no 
one ter keep her now. An’ we could 
give her all she wants in her old age. 
Wot d’yer say, Carrie?”

Her cheeks flushed red with shame and 
indignation. She would have scorned 
and defied him; but instinct warned her 
to treat him warily.
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“ Let me think,” she answered. 
“ Give me till to-morrow.”

“ All right, me gel. I don’t wanter 
’urry yer. Think it out, an’ I think 
yer’ll agree with me it’s the best in the 
long run.”

He went into his own cave, and pres­
ently returned with a rifle in his hand. 
He passed out without another word and 
sauntered off toward the hills. Nor did 
he return till late that night; and when 
she heard his heavy step, and the clink 
of the rifle as he dropped it in the cor­
ner, despair laid hold of her fluttering 
heart, for intuition told her that Wokaby 
would never return to defend her against 
this man.-

He called out to know if she had gone 
to bed. She had not; and when he had 
lighted the slush-lamp she came out. 
He told her he had been after turkeys, 
but had not shot any.

“ I want yer answer ’fore I turn in,” 
he said; “ I can’t sleep till I know. 
’Ave ver made up ver mind? ”

“ I ’ll go.”
“ An’ be my wife? ”
“ And be your wife.”
He made as if to embrace her, but she 

repulsed him.
N ot now. When I am yours you 

cam claim that privilege. To-night I 
am free. Leave me so, or I may regret 
my choice. Good night.”

She heard him barricade the entrance 
to the caves, and make his bed there. 
Evidently, he expected treachery, and 
took such precautions to prevent her 
escaping.

IV.

N ex t  morning Carrie looked her last 
on those lonely diggings. The horses 
had been brought in and packed, and 
they had mounted and were away before 
the sun was two hours high.

They drove two horses before them, 
on one of which was a big tin box con­
taining the coveted gold. It contained 
also the tiny revolver Jarvers had taken 
from the girl and her pouch of cartridges.

Carrie had watched him packing the 
box  ̂ and had noticed the addition of 
these things with satisfaction.

All day they rode over stony flats and 
barren clay-pans, passing through belts 
of mulga, and crossing sandy creeks.

8 A

All day, too, the sun shone with a pitiless 
glare, so that the haze gave to the kan­
garoos and the slowly moving emus the 
aspect of stalking giants. They seemed 
like shadowy things that might be ghosts, 
floating weirdly through the salt-bush.

Once Carrie dismounted to quench her 
thirst at a little pot-hole; but they made 
no halt for lunch or to rest the horses. 
Miles ahead was a big water-hole, 
known to Jarvers, which he wished to 
reach that evening.

All the way he rode close beside her 
or at her horse’s heels, never once allow­
ing her to drop behind him. Carrie, for 
the most part, was taciturn and resentful.

She sat rather stiffly in her saddle, her 
eyes peering through the dazzle ahead.

Toward evening, a little to the left of 
their course, she beheld a remarkable 
sight. A very short distance away was 
a long lagoon, whose waters looked cool 
and tempting. On the bank blacks were 
squatting before their little fires. Many 
were walking about, others were coming 
in from the bush with game on their 
shoulders and boomerangs in their hands.

Apart from all these, limping slowly 
along the shore, and leaning now and 
again on a walking-stick, was a broad- 
shouldered white man with a gray beard, 
whom Carrie knew to be her father. Her 
heart beat wildly, and she could have 
cried out for joy. She was minded to 
catch up her reins and gallop away to 
the camp; but Jarvers rode too closely 
at her side. They would be nearer pres­
ently, and the tribe would see them; for, 
as they were heading, they would pass 
along the lagoon.

She looked curiously at the great 
flocks of emus, those noisy birds that 
were swooping down on the shore, on 
silent wings and without a single cry. 
Indeed, no sound whatever broke the 
deep stillness that reigned there.

She wondered, gazing excitedly at the 
camp, drawing nearer and nearer, till she 
could tell that it was a boomerang the 
old black was fashioning in front of 
his fire; but, though she saw each blow 
of the ax, she heard no sound. Some 
dogs ran out barking: she saw them, but 
could not hear them.

Had she become deaf? No: she
heard the beat of the horses’ hoofs, and 
the lonely creaking of the saddles.
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Then why, oh, why, was all sound shut 
out from that rustic village?

A little mound appeared before them, 
and she quickened her horse’s pace to 
reach it, hoping there to attract attention. 
But even as she looked anxiously for 
some definite sign, the whole scene van­
ished, vanished as quickly and complete­
ly as a whiff of smoke in the wind.

Involuntarily she checked her horse 
and stared where all that life had been. 
But she saw only miles of salt-bush, with 
here and there a clump of grass, no 
natives, no father, and no sign of water.

She looked at Jarvers. He was
watching her, his face the face of death.

“.What was that?” she asked, in a 
hoarse whisper.

“ A mirage,” he replied.
She scarcely heard him.
They rode on silently until they 

reached the water-hole. As they dis­
mounted she said: “ Why did you tell 
me my father was dead? ”

“ Because he is dead,” said Jarvers 
sulkily.

“ He is not dead. You saw him this 
evening.”

“ In the mirage? That was his ghost.”
“ Then you murdered him, and his 

ghost has come to haunt you.”
Jarvers did not reply. He was in a 

nervous, sullen mood. Had the horses 
not been jaded, he would have ridden 
on through that night.

Carrie was very active, and insisted 
on getting the supper ready, though he 
desired her to rest. She put her saddle 
and pack some distance away, where she 
intended to sleep.

They ate their supper together by the 
light of the fire, speaking little; and as 
it grew dark, they went each to his or 
her own rough bed and turned in.

Jarvers was soon sleeping soundly, but 
sleep was far from Carrie’s eyes.

V .

T h e  moon, peeping out from behind 
a black cloud, revealed a bent figure 
creeping away from the head of Uric 
J arvers.

“ God grant me a few minutes more 
and I am safe,” said Carrie, for it was 
she, striking out for the second and last 
time from Jarvers’s camp.

First, she had taken her saddle and 
paraphernalia to the end of the lagoon, 
saddled and packed her horse, and left 
him tied to a sapling. This time she 
carried the gold, staggering along a few 
paces at a time, for the box was heavy.

Stooping down by the still water, in 
which she saw her white face and strag­
gling hair clearly mirrored in the moon­
light, she thrust Iter precious burden deep 
down in the mud, then carefully ar­
ranged the floating lily-leaves she had 
parted on the surface. Now she stepped 
the distance from this tree and from that, 
noted particularly the surroundings, and 
finally placed a flat stone on the bank 
where she had sunk the gold.

Next, she quietly mounted, and rode 
at a slow walk until far out of earshot 
of the camp. There were strange things 
abroad in that darkened bush, and she 
caught herself peering and listening, 
even as she told herself that the crisis 
had passed.

But every footfall sounded clearly and 
distinctly, and— What was that? 
Something was running—perhaps some 
wild animal— No. It sounded like a 
man running over the dry leaves and 
brittle twigs.

The horses whinnied, and she jerked 
her bit roughly as hers attempted to an­
swer. She looked toward them, and 
there, sure enough, just emerging from 
a clump of dead-finish and approaching 
the horses, was Uric Jarvers.

He carried a bridle in his hand, and 
was hurrying. He had missed her, per­
haps had heard and seen her— She put 
her horse into a gallop, knowing now 
that it was her only chance.

With her head bent forward and her 
teeth set, and with only the western stars 
to steer by, she rode like the wind for 
her life and liberty. And yet, wild as 
the pace was, she had covered little more 
than half a mile when the first loud 
hoof-beats of a pursuing horse smote her 
ears.

He was on her track, riding bare­
backed on a stronger horse than hers and 
one that would do its utmost to catch 
the flying leader. She shook her reins 
and kicked frantically with her little 
heels at the horse’s ribs. But the poor 
animal had done a long day’s journey, 
and w as weary.
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Behind her, as she glanced timidly 
over her shoulder, she could see the dark 
form of her pursuer clearly outlined in 
the broad moonlight, flashing past trees, 
bounding over ruts and gullies, riding 
as one hard pressed.

Pounding across the flats and over lit­
tle ridges, turning from no water-course, 
brush, or bramble, mile after mile they 
rode, with no sound but the thud of 
hoofs breaking on the night air. The 
moon sailed serenely above them, light­
ing up the lone bushland and casting 
swiftly flitting shadows across their 
tracks. '

Now they passed a rugged bluff, and 
swept along, down a wooded water­
course. Here, from the bushy trees, 
crows and galars flew off with loud cries, 
and kangaroos bounded away toward the 
hills.

Onward yet they galloped, but ever 
more slowly, for the horses were tiring. 
Then there came a flash and a loud re­
port.

Something whistled past Carrie’s head, 
and she bent low over the pommel of her 
saddle. A cry echoed through the tim­
ber, and she heard him call to her to 
stop. He was very close.

The horse was already swaying under 
her, and she knew that the poor brute 
could carry her but a little farther, and 
—what then? Taking advantage of a 
belt of timber, she pulled up suddenly 
and turned sharply to the right, halting 
in a clump of bushes.

But escape was impossible; he was 
too near. Pie had seen her, and in a 
minute or two was confronting her. She 
had dismounted, and even now was gath­
ering up her loosened hair.

" So, me little lady, yer thought ter 
slip me, did yer ? But I ’ve got yer 
ag’in.”

“ Yes, you can take me now,” she said, 
and laughed lightly. “ You have won 
me.”

“ D o you m ean i t?  ”
“ Yes, I am yours.”
He thrust the revolver in his belt, and 

throwing his arms around her, kissed her 
many times. Bad as he was, this much 
can be said of him,- that he really loved 
her.

She submitted to his caresses, and even 
returned his kisses; and she joked and

laughed with him about the desperate 
ride they had ridden.

But while she thus lay in his arms, 
giving him the kisses he had long 
thirsted for, with her right hand she 
stealthily drew the revolver from his 
belt.

“ I ’ll give you one more kiss,” she 
said, “ and then you must let me 
rest.”

He pressed his lips- tochers; and. hold­
ing him there, she pointed the revolver' 
to his side. He seemed to suspect that 
something was wrong—looked down— 
caught sight of the weapon, and made as 
if to snatch it from her. A loud dis­
charge and a groan from Jarvers reached 
her ears almost instantaneously.

Jarvers reached over and put his hand 
to the calf of his leg, from which a tiny 
stream had begun to flow. Carrie moved 
nervously away. He tried to seize and 
then to follow her, stumbled and fell, 
and there she left him. Quickly she 
mounted her horse, led the other behind 
her, and rode away.

A few miles from the timber she hob­
bled the horses out, and slept till sun­
rise. Then, athirst and hungry, she 
caught her horses again and rode slowly 
westward.

Good fortune for once awaited her. 
That afternoon she met two blacks out 
hunting, who told her that “ old man 
Radford ” was in their camp. They 
were two gay young knights of the 
boomerang, who willingly acted as 
guides to the weary girl.

Slowly they passed on over dreary 
sand-hills and through lonely belts of 
bush. Anon they reached those far- 
spreading downs, waving with Mitchell 
grass, on the far side of which was the 
water and the native village which she 
had seen so clearly mirrored on the plain.

It took them an hour to reach it; the 
dogs were barking, and presently, with 
astonished eyes, an old man started up 
from the dusky circle around the camp­
fires, and cried out to Carrie as one de­
mented. Next minute they were locked 
in each other’s arms.

There is no need to dwell on this 
fierce, glad meeting; we pass instead to 
the story of Warren Radford.

It was true the blacks had carried him 
away, but at his own instigation. After

\
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writing the letter ’ to Mrs. Radford, 
Jarvers had plotted with the blacks to 
carry off his mate and kill him. But 
J arvers was disliked by them ;■ whereas, 
the old man was a favorite.

Thus it came that they told Radford 
of the plot, and fearing to remain in his 
helpless state, he contrived so that Jar­
vers should think that they had done as 
he desired. But instead of being killed, 
he was taken to the camp and well cared 
for.

“ So well,” he said in conclusion, 
“ that I ’ll very soon be as right as ever. 
But I’ve suffered and toiled for noth­
ing. I was a rich man, but now I’m 
poorer than ever I thought to be.”

“ No, father, you’re not poor. You’re 
richer than ever' ” Carrie told him.

“ Because I ’ve got my little girl? ” he 
said, laughing.

“ No! I ’m not thinking of myself.” 
“ What then? ”
“ I ’ve got the gold ! ”
" You have! ” her father cried incred­

ulously.
“ Yes; but I couldn’t bring it. It’s in 

the big lagoon east of here—Connulpa, 
the blacks call it. I buried it under 
water, and marked the spot! ”

Carrie told how she had daringly 
stolen it while Jarvers was asleep.

“ Good bn you, girl! ” exclaimed her 
father with some emotion, “ you’re the 
real stump of a digger’s daughter! I ’m 
proud of you, child! ”

Then looking around : “ We’ve- only
emu eggs to offer you. They’re not bad. 
Start in, and—God bless you, g irl! ”

Following her instructions, a party of 
blacks, leading Carrie’s horse for a 
packer, went to Connulpa Lagoon, and 
there found the gold and brought it 
safely into camp.

A week later they left for home, ac­
companied by a guard of aborigines, for 
the old man was still weak, and needed 
a lot more assistance than Carrie could 
give him. Moreover, they had nothing 
to eat but what could be obtained in the 
bush.

Slowly they traveled southward, the 
blacks hunting, and Carrie beguiling the 
time recounting to her father the ad­
ventures she had met with.

So they approached Yantaban, where, 
day after day, morn, noon, and night, for 
weeks, poor lonely Mrs. Radford had 
watched for their homecoming from the 
cottage door. Now, for the second 
time, moving specks in the distance broke 
the monotony.

Nearer and nearer they came, till the 
mother could tell that it was Carrie, who 
came cantering on ahead to give her the 
glad tidings, and her heart beat wildly 
in a tumult of gladness. She had not 
prayed in vain; they were coming home 
at last, coming now, in the quiet autumn 
evening.

And Uric Jarvers limped away into 
parts unknown.

A LOVER’S QUARREL.

I n violet sweet woods we strav’cl 
Together, yet apart; a shade 

Darkened my Phoebe's love sweet eyes;
Not one fond look could I surprise,

Though subtle arts 1 long essay’d.

I storm’d, implor’d, wax’d angry, pray’d,
Until—“ That girl,” she did upbraid,

“ In violet! ”

Then, petulant yet half afraid,
She turn’d and fac’d me in the glade.

Old world, grown sick of smiles and sighs, 
I ’ll keep, for I am wondrous wise,

The story of the truce we made,
Inviolate.

Bessie Gray.
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CHAPTER X.
“  I H A VE  C H O S E X .”

O UTSIDE in the courtyard the 
horses of those who had come 

against the house were waiting, and to 
these were added one from the stable of 
Trevera, which was to carry on its back 
the sister of Harling.

That the girl had fear in her heart 
was not to be denied, for she realized 
that she had fallen into the power of 
one who had been carried by bitterness 
and passion beyond the bounds of rea­
son. But of this fear she exhibited 
nothing, and made calmly such prepara­
tions to depart as were permitted her.

She even spoke kindly to the weeping 
woman who wrapped her in furs and bade 
her have courage, assuring her that when 
the Lord of Trevera received word of 
what had happened he would take such 
vengeance on her abductor as would fill, 
all Gaul with wonder.

There was even in her own mind hope 
that, being confronted with this man, she 
might bring him to reason; then nothing 
would remain but the indignity and the 
death of the three attendants. She under- 

* B e g a n  D ecem b er  A r g o s y

has just repulsed.

stood perfectly a part of the thing the 
Lord of Elmet had planned: that she 
should be led to think that it was Decius 
who, having returned to the Romans, had 
come back to Trevera for the purpose of 
carrying her off. That the scheme had 
miscarried was due to the stupidity of 
his hirelings and her own shrewdness.

Thinking after this fashion, courage 
returned to her, but she did not realize 
the bitterness which filled the heart of 
the master of Elmet, or know of the 
oath he had taken before witnesses.

Having seated her 'upon a horse, the 
cavalcade surrounded her, and in this 
fashion they rode out of the courtyard, 
leaving the frightened attendants to un­
loose the old men and rebolt the gate, if 
they so desired.

During all the rest of that night* and 
even through the first hours of the morn­
ing, they rod$ forward briskly, and when 
they chanced to meet any one upon the 
road certain ones closed in around their 
prisoner, so it was impossible for her to 
cry out or even to remove the furs which 
partly concealed her face. In this man­
ner they came to Elmet, and pulled up in 
the courtyard.

S in g le  cop ie*  1 0  cen ts.
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After that the girl was taken into the 
house and to a room in which a fire was 
burning; and there she was permitted to 
remain alone for some time, though food 
and drink were brought her.

Toward nightfall that which she ex­
pected happened, for, the door being 
opened, Ataulf of Elmet stepped across 
the threshold.

It was plain the man had been drink­
ing, and the look upon his face was evil, 
but Alesia arose and from her seat con­
fronted him.

“ It would seem,” said she coldly, 
“ that I did not judge you rightly, for 
among other things I did not take you for 
a coward, who dared not even come 
against a defenseless house, but employed 
hirelings through fear some danger might 
be met in the undertaking. But, now that 
I am here, what is your purpose? ”

Then Ataulf began to bite his lips and 
to scowl; and presently he replied:

“ To ask you once more what I would 
have asked at Trevera, only you ordered 
your servants to show me tire door. Now 
there are none to whom you may give 
orders.”

“ And so you have brought me here to 
ask that question! Well, you might 
have saved yourself the trouble and the 
vengeance which will fall upon you,” 
replied the girl haughtily.

Ataulf bared his teeth so that he 
seemed to be laughing, though no sound 
came from between his lips.

“ And you answer in that fashion? 
Well, we shall see presently,” said he 
hoarsely. “ Now I offer you my own name 
and all that is in Elmet—and you 
might choose even worse; but if you re­
fuse, instead of returning to Trevera, 
such a thing will happen to you that you 
will pray for death—and death will be 
denied you.”

Then Alesia began to be really afraid, 
for his expression was terrible, and upon 
his lips a thin froth was visible. She 
even thought she stood in the presence of 
a crazy man and one whose passion 
would carry him to any lengths. There­
fore, though she spoke sternly, it was with 
less haughtiness.

“ Before you threaten further, remem­
ber what is likely to result from this 
thing. Now you have only insulted me 
grievously, and for that my brothers will

challenge you, when you will have a 
chance to defend yourself. But if you 
do not come to reason, and permit me 
at once to depart, nothing can save you 
from a dreadful vengeance, for although 
you sent men to Trevera disguised as 
Romans, it is known from whence they 
came and who gave them orders.”

Then Ataulf began to smile craftily, 
and nodded his head several times.

“ It appears that you think so, but it 
will not be the same with every one,” 
replied he. “ It is true I sent men to 
Trevera, but they are not from this 
neighborhood, and no one knows them; 
neither has any one but you intimated 
that I am mixed up in this matter, and 
you will not be able to testify against me. 
It is evident you take me for a fool, and 
do not think I am able to plan things 
carefully.

“ Already those who have brought you 
here have ridden away with gold in their 
pouches, and there is no one who saw 
Alesia of Trevera enter this house; 
neither is there any one here, except those 
who are faithful to me. who know of your 
presence. It is true that I shall probably 
be challenged by your brothers, but that 
I will welcome, for I have resolved to 
fight Harling for the insults he gave me.

“ And as to the other thing you men­
tion : was truth forthcoming that it was 
I who caused you to be taken from 
Trevera, then might vengeance hover over 
me, but as it stands there can be nothing 
beside suspicion.

“ Surely you understand the law which 
holds good among us, and which will be 
enforced by the priests in all cases. To 
avenge your carrying off, your brothers 
might justly follow after and slay me, 
even were I defenseless, but on suspicion 
they cannot do it without calling down 
upon their own heads the vengeance of 
the law. Now you understand why your 
words are useless.”

Harling’s sister indeed understood, and 
knew the man spoke the truth, for what 
proof was there that it was he who had 
caused her to be carried off? Only the 
words she had spoken when leaving 
Trevera: that it was to Elmet they 
would take her; and that was no proof 
of it.

Then because she remained silent, 
Ataulf approached a little nearer.
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“ One of two things is certain,” said 
he, with forced calmness. “ Either you 
must swear that to-morrow you will 
marry me—and I will bring a priest here 
for that purpose—or I shall deliver you 
over to those who will take you to the 
camp of this Caesar, and they will tell 
him who you are. Them holding you a 
prisoner, he may send a messenger to 
Harling, who will speak after this fash­
ion : ‘ My master has commanded me to 
say to you that he holds captive the Lady 
of Trevera, and it is in his mind to send 
her to Rome that his triumphs may be 
graced by so noble a woman among your 
people; but before doing so he is willing 
to treat with you and the Biturigcs com. 
cerning her.’

“ Such a message O sa r  will send, and 
you know what he will demand of the 
Lord of Trevera and of the chieftains 
as the price of your freedom. And when 
it is known you are in the Roman camp 
it will be thought in truth that those 
who carried vou off were indeed Romans ; 
and if there is any suspicion against me, 
it will pass from men’s minds.”

After this a great stillness filled the 
room for several minutes, for the girl re­
mained perfectly quiet, and the master 
of Elmet gazed at her sullenly. And in 
the light of the fire her face was both 
white and red : white by reason of the 
great horror which had come upon her, 
and red where the glow from the burning 
logs touched it.

And her eyes, wide open, were fixed 
steadily upon the flames, and the crimson 
light was reflected in them in such a 
manner that they shone with unnatural 
brilliancy; even so marvelously that the 
man began to wonder, and something of 
fear seized him. But when she turned 
her head the crimson glow passed from 
her face, and her voice came to him across 
the space which separated them :

“ And you will do this thing, even to 
a woman of your own people, the 
Bituriges? ”

“ I will do as I have said, for you must 
either marry me or you will be delivered 
to Caesar p i  have sworn it before wit­
nesses, and a Biturige noble does not 
break an oath so given,” he answered.

Now, it might seem that there was an 
easy way out of it, for having married the 
man she might afterward return to her

brothers and see him no more. It would 
even seem possible that she need not re­
main an hour at Elmet after the 
ceremony, for the priest and witnesses 
would know she was there, and what had 
really happened to her would be no longer 
a secret.

But though this appeared to be possi­
ble, Alesia knew otherwise. She under­
stood perfectly that the Gallic law gave 
to the husband unlimited power—even 
of life and death. A woman might 
make her choice beforehand whom she 
should marry, but afterward it was dif­
ferent; she might not return to her own 
kinsmen, nor had any one the right of 
offering her protection against her hus­
band.

Therefore her choice lav between two 
courses. In marrying the Lord of Elmet 
she must become his property and submit 
to indignity and even cruelty; or she 
jmust face the alternative of being de­
livered into the hands of the Romans.

Ataulf began to gnaw his mustache, for 
her long silence did not please him. And 
first of all in his mind was the revenge 
he contemplated in either course she 
chose; though, because she was beauti­
ful and many would envy him, he desired 
the first, rather than to deliver the beauty 
over to another.

After a little, when she did not speak, 
he asked harshly:

11 Well, I am waiting, and there is an 
end to patience. Surely you have not 
become dumb?”

Then the girl, upon whose face was 
written determination, looked at him so 
fixedly that he lowered his eyes; for he 
saw in hers such a loathing, mingled with 
haughtiness, that his spirit began to 
cringe within him.

And when she spoke it was coldly and 
without sign of fear or trembling:

“ Since it is given me to choose be­
tween two evils, I will take that one 
which is the. least horrible to me. The 
first I would avoid as I would living fire; 
therefore I am prepared to stand before 
this Caesar—even in chains.”

For a moment Ataulf trembled so vio­
lently that the metal links which girded 
his sword to him jingled together.

“ It is possible you think I will not do 
that, but here I swear to you it will not be 
otherwise,” he cried fiercely.
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She raised her head with an imperious 
gesture.

“ Your oaths are as many as the leaves 
which fall in autumn. I have chosen.” 
she answered coldly.

Now. there were seated in the hall 
below the two men who had accompa­
nied him to Trevera—the same who had 
seen hint wounded in fair fight and also 
their companion slain by Harling. And 
as was the custom among the Gauls, 
these had taken a vow to stand.or fall 
by the fortune which overtook the Lord 
of Elmet.

For there was an unwritten custom 
among the Bituriges that any one could 
unite himself to a noble so closely that 
what good came to that one turned to 
the other’s benefit, and, on the other 
hand, misfortune was divided between 
them, even to death itself.

Into the presence of these two rushed 
Ataulf like a thunderbolt; and when he 
had closed the door he stood still, 
glaring first at one and then at the other.

The Bituriges glanced at each other, 
and it was as though this unspoken com­
ment passed between them: “ He went 
in to her with confidence in his heart, 
expecting she could do nothing else than 
vield; but it is evident everything has 
not turned out as he desired. Either he 
has bungled fearfully or the girl has slain 
herself with a dagger.”

And one asked aloud :
“ What is it? For it is evident some­

thing unusual has happened.”
“ You have heard the oath I made?” 

answered Ataulf hoarsely.
“ Yes, we have heard it, and what you 

told us afterward—in private.”
“ That I might desire you to ride south­

ward—secretly.”
The two exchanged rapid glances, and 

one replied:
“ We understood; but surely such a 

thing will not come to pass?”
Ataulf smote his clenched fist against 

his sword-hilt. T
“ It has come to pass,” answered he 

hoarsely.
A shadow crossed the faces- of his 

companions, and each began to move his 
feet uneasily.

They had sworn to do what the Lord 
of Elmet demanded of them, having felt 
certain the girl would yield. Now sud­

denly something which filled them with 
fear arose before their eyes: certain per­
sons might be met on the way, perhaps 
even Harling of Trevera; and in any 
case it would be necessary to enter the 
camp of the Romans, In the guise of 
envoys, it is true, but would Ctesar 
respect envoys come on such a mission?

Ataulf noticed their silence, and began 
to frown ominously. Leaning forward, 
he looked into their faces steadily.

“ You do not say anything, but perhaps 
that is because you understand perfectly 
what you are to do, without asking ques­
tions? ” he demanded.

“ Then you are resolved to take ven­
geance after that fashion? We had 
thought it might be different,” answered 
one of the others.

Ataulf began to smile so fearfully that 
they looked at him in astonishment, even 
fearing he had lost his senses.

“ It might have been different, but it 
is not; even here, in my own house, she 
has insulted me. Even to-night you will 
take her to Caesar,” said he sternly.

The men hesitated, then one ventured 
to remark:

“ But—you see we were thinking—if it 
came to that—it would be more simple 
to take her into the forest and there slay 
her. No one would know.”

Ataulf began to laugh softly.
“ So that is what is in your minds? 

Well, let me tell you. In the first place, 
I have sworn that she shall be delivered 
to Caesar; and in the second, if you took 
her into the forest you would not slay 
her, for you do not hate her as I do.”

He paused for a moment to regard 
them, then continued :

“ And I expect nothing else than that 
you will deliver her as I have sworn. You 
will avoid every one as you would the pes­
tilence; but if any demand to know who 
is with you, you will deny them, even if 
it results in combat. But if the girl 
escapes, I myself will kill you. You 
understand what I am saying?”

They understood so well that their 
hearts sank within them, but, being bound 
by oath, dared not disobey; therefore each 
nodded sullenly.

Then the Lord of Elmet left them and 
sought out a man among the servants—a 
brutal fellow, who had been captured 
during a former battle with a band of
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Suevi, and whose life had been spared 
that he might become a slave.

This one his master took to one side 
and began to talk to him not unkindly. 
And telling him that, for reasons, he was 
about to send a certain woman to the 
camp of the Romans, he bade him pre­
pare to accompany those who would take 
her there.

And he laid strict injunctions upon him 
that, did the others turn from their pur­
pose or seek to alter his plan in any way, 
he was to slay them in such fashion as 
he could. Afterward he was to go for­
ward with the woman and deliver her over 
to Caesar.

And as a reward for faithfulness he 
would, upon his return, be given his lib­
erty, also some money and a horse to do 
with what he chose.

Having received the fellow’s promise, 
he let him go.

CHAPTER XL
THE CIRCLE OF STONES.

A f e w  hours later, when darkness lay 
over the earth, those three rode out from 
Elmet, and in their midst rode Harling’s 
sister—bound to the saddle and her face 
muffled. She would have taken her own 
life rather than be carried a captive to 
the Romans; but Ataulf had seen to it 
that no means were given her by which 
she might harm herself seriously.

Because the Suevi knew the roads and 
the paths through the forests perfectly, 
the cavalcade went rapidly forward, even 
in the darkness. But also because it was 
necessary to avoid meeting any one, they 
did not proceed in a direct line, but fol­
lowed a circle, and did not approach 
human dwellings or much-frequented 
highways.

Daybreak, therefore, found them not 
so many miles from the starting-point, 
and, fearful of traveling at such a time, 
they selected a secluded spot and re­
mained hidden until night should once 
more come. And it was during this halt 
that the girl realized truly that no hope 
remained to her.

Having built a little fire in the bottom 
of a deep glen, the men prepared food 
and set it before her; and that she might 
eat, they removed the coverings from her

mouth. But instead of eating, she began 
to talk to them, and they, standing by, 
listened in silence. And after this fash­
ion the mistress of Trevera addressed her 
captors:

“ I know that it is not through your 
own- desire you have brought me here and 
are taking me, a noblewoman among the 
Biturige, to deliver over to worse than 
death in the camp of Caesar. What re­
ward you have received and what oath 
you have taken, I do not know; but be 
assured of this: my brother, the Lord 
Ilarling, will reward you tenfold more 
than this Ataulf of Elmet is able to do, 
and I myself will add to it even some 
land, with horses and cattle.

“ And, further, I swear to you that in 
no manner whatsoever will this Ataulf be 
able to injure you, for his own days will 
be numbered and he will be slain without 
pity. Also, whatever oath you may have 
taken, to serve him in all things, from that 
I will see to it you shall be absolved by the 
priests, even by Getorix, who is my god­
father and is among the first of holy men. 
Permit me therefore to return to Trevera, 
or even take me to the camp of our army, 
and what I have promised will come to 
pass.”

Then the two companions of the Lord 
of Elmet looked at each other, and hesi­
tated what to reply; but the Suevi began 
to frown darkly, and answered:

“ It was told me, even before we start­
ed. that you would make such a promise, 
and I was warned against it. Now, I 
understand perfectly just what would 
happen. Being at liberty, you would re­
member only the indignity which has been 
put upon you, and would consider only 
that we carried you, bound to a horse, 
through the forest. What we might have 
done afterward would leave your memory 
entirely, or else you would consider us 
fools and easily deceived by cunning 
words. Instead of rewards, we should 
be taken and tortured, for every one un­
derstands that the Lord Harling is piti­
less.”

Then Alesia replied and tried to rea­
son with the fellow, swearing by all she 
held sacred to do as she promised. But 
he interrupted her, and the other two, 
though wavering, shook their heads.

“ Even did we believe what you have 
said, we are sworn to obey the Lord of
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Eimet, and the priests would not free 
us from such an oath. Do not think, 
therefore, to move us by your good looks, 
for we cannot be moved in any fash­
ion. We will take you to Caesar, as wc 
have promised.”

After that the girl held her peace and 
tried to contrive some way by which she 
could escape, or even commit suicide, and 
thus avoid the horror which lay before 
her. But opportunity to do neither was 
given her, and during the whole of the 
second night they went forward, slowly 
and with difficulty, for no one knew the 
way exactly.

On the second day hope for a moment 
again sprang up in the captive’s breast. 
Those who guarded her had encamped 
among rocks on the summit of a little 
hill, and about the middle of the morning 
hoof-beats and the voices of men were 
heard..

After a little these sounds drew nearer, 
and those hidden behind the rocks, look­
ing down, saw a company of riders halt 
a little way off and sit motionless upon 
their horses.

And these riders were plainly Gauls, 
though not of the Biturige; for their 
helmets were fashioned after another pat­
tern, and the tunics which showed from 
beneath their furs were bordered with 
crimson and black circles.

One of the horsemen was tall and noble- 
looking, and his fur collar was held to­
gether by a heavy gold chain which glis­
tened in the sunlight. Upon his head also 
rested a burnished helmet of white metal, 
from either side of which protruded the 
black wings of a raven; and the richness 
of his weapons exceeded those carried.by 
his companions.

For a little time he .and the others 
talked together, and Alesia thought it 
might be possible that one of them would 
decide to mount the hill in order to obtain 
a better view of the surrounding country. 
But this did not happen, and presently 
the company set their horses in motion 
and rode on. ’
. Then one of the Bituriges turned to 
his companions, and said in an eager 
voice:

“ That one was Vercingetorix, the 
Arvernian noble who has been given the 
supreme command of our whole people, 
even all the tribes in Gaul. It is he who
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wall free us from this Caesar and his le-.
gions.”

After that, darkness being come, though 
the stars gave considerable light, they 
began to move forward once more, and 
after some hours came to a great open 
space and halted.

Then Alesia learned that the camp of 
the Romans lay only a few miles distant, 
and that they would wait until morning 
before going any farther. And because 
she could not sleep, she began to look 
about her, and presently saw that they had 
halted near the center of a circle of great 
stones.

These she knew had been set up by 
priests, and that it was the cromlech, or 
holy circle, in which they were, and that 
somewhere near must be an altar.

And as she lay upon the ground, and 
two of her captors slept while the third 
kept guard, she began to try to count 
the great stones that formed the circle. 
And presently she fancied that she had 
indeed fallen asleep and was dreaming; 
for as her eyes rested upon one of the 
pillars and remained fixed there, she saw 
plainly the glint of a metal headpiece in 
the starlight.

And gazing at this thing in some won­
der, she even fancied she could perceive 
the crouching figure of a man.

CHAPTER XII.
A DESPERATE EXPEDIENT.

W h i l e  these things were taking place, 
elsewhere Decius and the soldier Lucul- 
lus, by means of forced journeys through 
the forest, had reached the neighborhood 
of the main Roman camp. And because 
the country was filled with scouting par­
ties, and there was danger of meeting such 
at any moment, Decius concealed himself 
while it was daylight in a ravine; but 
Lucullus went boldly forward, for he had 
nothing to fear.

But although Decius hid himself 
during the day,, he had no intention of 
remaining like a badger in a hole when 
the coming of darkness would permit him 
to venture abroad in a district filled with 
enemies. It had even been arranged be­
tween them that at a certain hour he 
would approach near to the barricade 
which protected the camp, when it might



A. CONFLICT WITH C^SAR... 507

be possible Lucullus would be able to 
communicate with him concerning the 
young Lord of Trevera.

As for the old soldier, having parted 
from his companion, he went forward 
through the forest rapidly, and presently 
came upon more open ground ; and he had 
proceeded but a few rods farther when 
he was discovered by a party from the 
camp. These quickly gathered around 
him, for it was easy to see that he was not 
a Gaul, and single soldiers did not ven­
ture far into the forest, because it was 
understood perfectly that death was lurk­
ing there.

A centurion coming forward looked 
into his face and recognized him, and, 
turning to the others, cried joyfully:

“ It is that old dog Lucullus come back 
again! ”

Then seizing the latter-by the shoulder, 
he gripped him in friendly fashion, say­
ing:

“ We have thought surely your body 
was lying somewhere in the forest, for 
when some days passed and you did not 
appear it seemed certain it could not be 
otherwise. Even Caesar, having sent you 
to the camp of Atticus, has inquired con­
cerning you, and believes you to be dead. 
But now I see you were too smart for 
these barbarians, though you have re­
mained away longer than was expected. 
You bring word from Atticus and those 
who are with him? ”

Then Lucullus glanced from face to 
face, and answered soberly:

“ I have indeed been in the camp of 
Atticus, but I bring no word from hint; 
neither is it possible for him to obey such 
instructions as Caesar sent by me, for he 
is dead.”

“ What is this you are telling us? ” cried 
several voices.

“ Only what I have myself witnessed,” 
replied Lucullus.

And he related to them what had oc­
curred : how the barbarians had fallen 
upon the camp in the morning, and after 
taking it had put every one to death.

“ And you?” demanded the centurion. 
“ If you were there, how comes it that 
you escaped when all others perished?”

Then Lucullus, because he could not 
tell -the whole truth without betraying 
what he wished above all things to remain 
a secret, answered:

“ I was struck upon the head by a stone 
and became unconscious. And when I 
revived I discovered they had bound me 
with cords, for it had been .decided not to 
kill me then, but to save me until later, 
when I should be offered up as a sacrifice 
to their gods. But after four days I man­
aged to escape and made my way hither. 
Permit me, therefore, to go in before 
Caesar, that I may tell him everything.”

After that they accompanied him to the 
camp, and the news spread that Atticus 
and all the men under him had been ruth­
lessly slain. But although great anger and 
the desire for vengeance seized the sol­
diers, the face of Caesar, when Lucullus 
related everything to him, told nothing of 
what was in his mind. But having ques­
tioned him closely and particularly about 
what he had seen when a prisoner among 
the Gauls, he dismissed him without conn 
ment.

From others the old soldier learned 
what had happened during his absence, 
and particularly about how a handful of 
barbarians had been ambushed in the for­
est and three or four taken prisoners. And 
good fortune favored Decius in this mat­
ter, for what Lucullus heard convinced 
him no great harm could come if the 
young Lord of Trevera obtained his lib­
erty.

Indeed, it was not known the youthful 
prisoner was the brother of so great a 
chieftain as Harling, hut only that he 
was of a noble family among the_ barba­
rians, and would therefore probably be 
sent to Rome, and not slain, as was the 
custom with ordinary prisoners. And as 
many captives went every year to Rome, 
and every one referred to the youthful 
Alaric as a stripling who could not stand 
up for long before a strong man, neither 
the glory of Caesar would be diminished 
nor the welfare of the legions jeopardized 
if he returned to his own countrymen.

The old soldier even went with certain 
of his companions to look at the prisoners. 
These were bound separately to chains, 
and each chain was made fast to a stout 
stake driven into the ground. Thus it was 
the captives were permitted a few feet of 
freedom, for each could drag himself into 
the hut before which the stakes were 
placed, or, if he so choose, lie upon the 
ground in the open air.

And in the. midst of this little group of
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men, chained even as one would hold a 
wild beast of the forest, Lucullus saw the 
young Lord of Trevera, who sat bv him­
self upon the snow and gazed at his cap- 
tors with sullen eyes.

And indeed he was a youth, for his face 
was hairless and his slender body seemed 
ill fitted for the rigors of a fierce cam­
paign. "But he looked at the grinning sol­
diers fearlessly, and the red marks upon 
his wrists showed where he had strained 
constantly at the iron bands to which the 
chains were fastened.

Night fell quickly, and with its coming 
the Romans retired inside the barricade. 
Then Decius, who had waited impatient­
ly for this, issued from his hiding-place 
and came even to the edge of the open 
space beyond which rose the wall.

But during that entire night nothing 
happened, and he knew Lucullus had not 
been able tp accomplish anything, and he 
must still remain hidden in the forest.

But on the afternoon of the second 
day, when' hunger had began to gnaw' 
at his vitals and even the heavy cover­
ing of furs no longer protected him from 
the cold, his patience was rewarded.

A little party of Romans, pushing cau­
tiously through the forest nearest the 
camp, passed close to the place where he 
lay; and among them he saw Lucullus. 
Then Decius, for the thing had been 
agreed between them, began to chirp like 
a bird.

The other soldiers, because the cry of 
snow-birds was not uncommon in the for­
est, passed on; but Lucullus, pretending 
to refasten the thongs which held his 
shoes in place, fell behind. And when the 
forest had swallowed up the others De­
cius beckoned from his hiding-place.

Quickly and as briefly as possible Lu-„ 
cullus told him what he had come out to 
sav: and he related how he had seen the 
prisoners, and how they were bound in 
chains, so it was impossible for one man 
to free any one.

Decius understood this, and his heart 
sank within him, so that for several mo­
ments he remained silent.

“ Hasten,” said Lucullus, “ for if I 
remain too long behind, the others will 
think misfortune has befallen me and re­
turn.”

Then Decius raised his eyes and an­
swered :

“ There is no other wray but I must 
myself enter inside the wall, and between 
us we may find a way to free the youth.” 

Lucullus shook his head.
“ For you to enter the camp is impos­

sible, for it is not Atticus, but Caesar,” 
said he.

Then Decius began to speak rapidly 
and wuth great earnestness.

“ I have noticed,” he said, “ that, as is 
customary, great piles of fagots are 
heaped up outside the gates ; and these are 
for the fires which burn in the camp.” 

Lucullus knew this w'as so, for the 
fagots were cut in the forest and tied in 
great bundles, of such size that even two 
filled an ox-cart.

“ It might not be impossible for a man 
to lie hidden among the fagots, and thus 
be carried inside the wall,” continued 
Decius.

“ But it would be at great risk,” Lu­
cullus replied, “ for the ox-carts go out 
in the daytime, and what could you hope 
to accomplish then? ”

“ With your help perhaps something, 
and I shall do as I have said, for to 
remain here galls me beyond measure,” 
answered Decius shortly.

“ Then I will not help you, for I do 
not desire to see you die miserably. To 
hide among the fagots is not so difficult, 
but it is what may occur afterward. As 
you know, men with axes will break apart 
the bundles, and then you will be discov­
ered,” growled the old soldier.

“ That is as you please, yet I know you 
will not be found wanting. Listen to 
what I am telling you. By the gate near­
est the western angle of the wall the heaps 
of fagots are greatest; some time to-night 
I will conceal myself in one of them, and 
to mark that one I will tie to it a branch 
of evergreen. You may be able yourself 
to lead those who go out to carry in the 
wood, or you may join yourself to them. 
If you can do this, have that particular 
bundle of fagots put on an ox-cart, and 
persuade the driver to carry it to a spot 
somewhat remote from the fires. It is 
then possible it will not be broken open 
until all the others are consumed, and 
that will surely not be in one day.”

“ But if I cannot arrange to do what 
you wish——what then?”

“ I must either remain outside the wall 
or I will be carried in with the fagots
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and perhaps discovered; yet one cannot be 
certain of everything,” answered Decius.

The old Roman looked at him in admi-. 
ration.

“ Such courage as is required to hurl 
oneself upon lance-points is nothing to 
what you are showing; I am almost sorry 
I permitted you to go over to these bar­
barians.” he muttered.

“ We are not speaking of courage, but 
what is best to do to free that youth. To 
accomplish that I have sworn, and I can­
not return otherwise. If he remain in the 
hands of Csesar my death is .certain, but 
the other thing at least holds out a prom­
ise. Therefore it is not courage to choose 
the easiest way.”

“ And if you enter the camp safely 
and remain hidden even until night?” 
demanded Lucullus.

“ Then I shall wait for your coming, 
and you will know where to find me. If 
I am inside the walls after nightfall, and 
can obtain a helmet, no one will readily 
suspect me, for it is common for men to 
walk back and forth between the fires. 
You understand everything?”

“ Perfectly, but I do not like the plan. 
Yet, if you are determined, I will do what 
I can,” answered the other.

Then he placed in Decius’s hand some 
dried meat, which he had brought from 
the camp, hidden under his garments, and 
hastened on to rejoin his companions.

For some hours longer the young man 
remained concealed in the forest, but 
when darkness again fell he approached 
once more near to the wall, for he desired 
to examine the bundles of fagots Care­
fully.

These were composed of great sticks, 
longer than the body of a tall man, and 
were tied together at each end by ropes 
provided for that purpose. To withdraw 
several of these sticks from the center 
of a bundle was not difficult for one pos­
sessing Decius’s strength, and when they 
were removed there remained an opening 
large enough to admit his body.

To crawl in and fill up the ends of the 
cavity with short sticks was all that re­
mained to be accomplished. And this the 
young man did about an hour before day­
break.

A little while after the sun had risen 
the creaking of cart-wheels arose in the 
camp, and the forms of oxen appeared

in the gateways. Small parties of soldiers 
followed the carts, and presently, near 
every gate, men were to be seen lifting 
and carrying bundles of fagots. And 
among these, at the gate nearest the west­
ern angle of the barricade, Lucullus 
directed the laborers.

Taking care that the fagots marked 
with a sprig of evergreen was loaded upon 
the first cart, the old soldier accompanied 
the driver back through the gate. And 
when the man would have driven near 
one of the fires, he bade him go on, even 
until the cart passed the hut before 
which the four Bituriges crouched in 
chains.

A little way from this place, but not 
too near a fire, he ordered the oxen to be 
halted, and assisted his companion to 
unload the bundles of fagots from the 
cart. Then they returned once more to 
the outer side of the wall.

During the day, when everything was 
confusion in the camp, Lucullus ap­
proached the spot where he knew Decius 
lay hidden, and asked in a low voice:

“ Are you there? ”
And Decius, lying in the midst of the 

fagots, replied:
” I am here, but cramped terribly and 

perishing with cold. Loosen the ropes 
ev£n a little, so that I can move my limbs 
more freely.”

So'Lucullus loosened one of the ropes, 
and as he did so he spoke in a whisper:

" As soon as possible after nightfall I 
will return and bring a helmet and cloak 
with me. But I warn you to be cautious, 
for the real danger lies before you. I 
have done what I could, but if any one 
takes it into his head to obtain wood from 
this place I will be powerless to pre= 
vent it.”

“ I understand that perfectly, and 
night will be very welcome.” replied De­
cius in a muffled voice.

CHAPTER XIII.
IX  THE MIDST OF HOSTILE LEGIOXS.

But no one came to disturb the fagots 
during the day, and night had scarcely 
fallen when Decius pushed aside the 
sticks which closed one end of the open­
ing. Then listening, in order to be sure 
that no one was near, he crawled cau­
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tiously out of his narrow quarters and 
began to stretch himself, for the posture 
he had been forced to maintain for so 
many hours had rendered his limbs almost 
powerless.
^  Now that one great danger was over, 

''The desire to find the place where the 
prisoners were confined filled his breast. 
But this was no simple matter.

Besides the four Bituriges in whom his 
interest was centered, he knew there were 
many other captives in the camp, and 
to proceed without the friendly assist­
ance of Lucullus might result in disas­
ter.

Therefore he crouched down behind the 
piles of fagots and began to run over 
in his mind the plan he had decided upon 
whert the moment for freeing Harling’s 
brother arrived. That nothing could be 
accomplished by violence, at least at the 
outset, he understood perfectly; but just 
what course to pursue must be deter­
mined by circumstances.

Beyond a certain point he could not 
hope to count on Lucullus for anything, 
for the old soldier, having given such aid 
as he might in freeing the prisoner from 
his bonds, would not venture further.

An hour dragged by slowly. On every 
side fires were burning, and the glow 
from the leaping flames reddened -the 
starlit sky. Around these also, silhouet­
ted against the dark background, Deems 
could see groups of soldiers.

From time to time, singly or in groups, 
they passed near the bundles of fagots. 
Once a company, their armor rattling 
beneath the furs and their lance-heads 
glistening in the starlight, marched by— 
the first night-watch on its rounds.

Then suddenly, from around the cor­
ner of a hut not very far off, the red glare 
of a torch flashed across the snow. Look  ̂
ing over the top of the pile Decius saw 
that the light was carried by one of two 
men, the torch-bearer walking a little 
before the other.

They came slowly up the beaten path, 
and he thought they must pass on, as 
others had done, when he who walked 
behind stopped with an imperious ges­
ture. The torch halted not fifty feet 
away, and at an order from his com­
panion the bearer raised it above his head, 
so that the light fell full upon the pile 
of fagots.

Decius, crouching down, felt his heart 
beat quicker, but it was not wholly be­
cause the light revealed his hiding-place. 
The glare from the burning pitch fell full 
upon the face and figure of the man who 
had given the sharp order; and the ex- 
Roman knew him perfectly.

'Fhe man was tall, even to slenderness, 
but a commanding presence seemed to 
emanate from his person. The fi.ee 
above the folds of the cloak was dark, 
clean-shaven, and expressive of uncon­
querable power and unaltering determi­
nation.

The eyes, black as night, were piercing, 
and gleamed almost unnaturally beneath 
heavy brows. Every motion, every ex­
pression of that stern set countenance, 
betokened undying pride and a mighty, 
latent force held in reserve. It was the 
face of Caesar, supreme commander of 
the Roman legions.

Decius had seen this man under many 
different circumstances, and had served 
him faithfully, desiring even to die in 
honor under his eyes. But now, at the 
unexpected revealing of the stern lined 
face in the red glare of the blazing torch, 
a daring idea flashed through his brain. 
Even unconsciously his fingers closed on 
the haft of the dagger at his hip.

One blow, delivered without faltem 
ing, and the mighty genius against which 
the united strength of Gaul was power­
less would be no more. What the count­
less hordes of the fierce northern warriors 
could not do would be accomplished by 
a knife-thrust at a moment when Caesar 
least expected danger.

But although the thought of the 
wrong he had suffered surged up afresh 
within him, and he remembered that the 
man standing a few feet away would 
have been pitiless, an irresistible power 
held him back, and his hand dropped 
from the knife. Though the fierce spirit 
of his Gaulish ancestors was hot within 
him, he could not slay the imperious com­
mander whose fortunes he had fo llow ed  
for five years.

Caesar looked sharply at the dark mass 
which had attracted his attention.

“ It is a pile of fagots; in the morning 
see to it that the sticks are put with the 
others near one of the fires,” said he 
sharply, and ordered the torch-bearer to 
go forward.
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Even as the man obeyed, and the im­
pressive figure passed on along the street, 
Decius felt the pressure of a hand upon 
his shoulder. Turning sharply, he con­
fronted Lucullus.

“ You have seen him?” said the old 
soldier shortly.

“ Even just now, for he stopped and 
regarded this place,” Decius replied.

“ And your hand lav upon the dagger’s 
h ilt?”

“ Even there, but as you see, he has 
passed on in safety.”

“ Had you drawn it I would have 
. struck you dead from behind,” said the 
Roman sternly. “ But, tell me, why did 
you stay your hand? ”

“ Because I could not do otherwise. 
Let us to that which has brought me 
here,” answered Decius gruffly.

Lucullus pointed to a hut not far off.
“ It is there,” said he, “ but as I said, 

the youth is bound with chains, and can­
not be freed easily. Here is what you 
desired.”

He handed to his companion a Roman 
helmet and a cloak.

Decius put these on quickly, then once 
more addressed the soldier.

“ There is a guard before the entrance 
to the hut? ” he asked.

“ It is so,” Lucullus replied.
“ Then I will go alone, for it is not 

fitting for you to be present if the man, 
who is your comrade, stands face to 
face with death; and in this case death 
will conquer.”

Lucullus laid a restraining hand upon 
the other’s arm.

“ W ait' ” said he. “ I have not told 
you everything, and in any case I will 
not permit you to kill any one. As you 
know, such huts as these are erected 
hastily, and the under logs rest on frozen 
ground; therefore their weight has not 
pushed them into the soil.”

Decius nodded, for he began to under­
stand.

Lucullus continued:
“ And although the ground is frozen at 

the surface, it would not be so very diffi-. 
cult to dig cautiously with a knife-blade. 
Even a ditch might be made beneath the 
log, and by means of it any one could 
enter the interior of the hut without being 
observed by the guard.”

Decius slipped his hand beneath his

cloak and produced the stout-bladed 
knife he carried.

“ Take me to that place,” said he 
shortly.

“ That is my purpose, for I have 
promised to aid you; but there is another 
thing. One cannot break chains easily, 
or sever them with a knife-blade,” an­
swered the soldier.

Then, fumbling in his tunic, he drew 
out a piece of iron fashioned like a 
wrench and gave it to Decius.

“ It may be that some rivet is not over­
strong and with strength can be broken. 
Come, we will go,” he concluded.

Behind the hut, alone and concealed 
by dense shadows, Decius remained mo­
tionless for a moment, listening.

But only the movements of the sol­
diers around the distant camp-fires, or the 
dull clank of a chain as one of the pris­
oners turned uneasily, broke the silence 
of the night. After a little he took off 
his cloak, laid it upon the ground, and 
began to dig with as much caution as pos­
sible.

And because the dirt, under the first 
layer where the frost had hardened it, 
yielded readily to the knife-blade, he 
worked rapidly, and the hole grew deeper 
and wider. After a time he stretched 
himself at full length in the ditch and 
began to dig inward, under the log, and 
as he proceeded the rattle of chains could 
be heard over him. Then he dug care­
fully upward, for he feared, having 
pierced through the surface, the point of 
the knife might wound one of the pris-. 
oners who lay upon the ground in the 
hut.

The Bituriges, hearing so unusual a 
noise directly beneath them, were at first 
greatly astonished, and began to ask 
each other what it might mean. Then 
one, who had perhaps more experience 
than the others, said in a low voice:

“ It is surely some creature digging 
through the ground, and because no ani­
mal would do that at this season of the 
year, it must be a man. Perhaps certain 
of our countrymen have made a ditch to 
this place.”

Therefore, when Decius reached the 
surface and broke the ground a little, 
those in the hut were not greatly sur­
prised. And he spoke in a low voice, 
saying:
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“ Be quiet, for I wish to come up to 
you.”

The Biturige answered:
“ We are waiting, for we understand.” 
Then some, even though their wrists 

were shackled, began to dig also with 
bare fingers, so the hole enlarged rapidly, 
and presently Decius crawled through 
and stood among them.

It was too dark to see anything, and 
he inquired quickly:

“ Where is Aiaric of Trevera? ”
A voice replied straightway:
“ I am he; bid those who are behind 

you hasten, and the camp may be taken.” 
For the youth thought the opening 
through which Decius had come must 
extend beyond the outer barricade, and 
that it was filled with Biturige warriors.

Then Decius replied, speaking rap­
idly and in a low voice:

“ There is no one with me, and the 
way I have come does not extend except 
under the floor of this place. I have 
come to free you, but above all the young 
Lord of Trevera; andT have taken oath 
to Harling not to return without him.” 

Murmurs of astonislunent arose in the 
darkness, for it seemed incredible that 
one man could enter the Roman lines 
and burrow in the midst of a hostile army.

But Decius spoke no further; only 
went to the spot whence came the voice 
of Aiaric and felt about with his hands. 
And when his fingers touched the iron 
bands upon the youth’s wrists he exam­
ined these carefully, and, grasping with 
the wrench the place where the chain was 
riveted to one of them, bade the prisoner 
brace himself as much as possible.

Then, exerting all his great strength, 
he twisted the iron first one way and then 
another, so the rough bracelets cut into 
the youth’s flesh and the blood trickled 
down upon the floor.

This Harling’s brother bore patiently, 
though he was obliged to grit his teeth, 
and great beads of perspiration gathered 
on liis forehead. And, after a time, the 
first link of the chain snapped.

Upon the other wrist Decius did this 
thing also, and to the rivets which 
fastened the chains to the ankles. Then 
Aiaric of-Trevera, panting with pain, 
leaned heavily against the side of the hut 
and rested his head dizzily upon the frost- 
covered logs.

But though Decius had accomplished 
what he had come to do, he did not bid 
the youth prepare to follow him through 
the opening. Instead, turning to one of 
the other Bituriges, he ordered him to 
hold out his hands, and in turn broke the 
rivets which fastened the chains to his 
body.

And this he repeated until all the pris­
oners felt the fetters drop from them.

Then Decius for the space of several 
minutes rested, for he had exerted him­
self terribly, and his deep breathing 
mingled with the low-muttered words of 
his companions. But when he recovered 
somewhat he again addressed them:

“ I have come to take back to Harling 
your young lord, his brother, but you 
others I have also freed from your fet­
ters. You understand perfectly that to 
leave this place is no easy matter, for 
we are surrounded by Romans, and we 
must depend entirely upon cunning. 
Outside a guard is stationed, and beyond, 
some two hundred paces, is the wall and 
the gates; there also are soldiers who 
would give an alarm and obstruct our pas­
sage. But this thing I have planned, 
because first of all I have sworn to free 
your young lord, and I know that you 
desire it also, above everything.”

“ It is so,” muttered a hoarse voice, 
“ for we are bound by oath to serve him, 
even till death.”

“ He shall go down through the open­
ing and, because I alone can show him a 
way to the forest, I will follow after 
him. But if you were to follow you 
would either b,e confused in the darkness 
and fall again into the hands of the 
Romans, or, keeping together, we should 
be discovered, and the young lord re­
turned to captivity,” continued Decius.

For a moment no one replied, then a 
voice answered:

11 Wc can remain here—for we are 
bound by an oath.”

But Aiaric of Trevera spoke quickly: 
“ You shall not remain here, for I will 

not leave you to death and torture.” 
Decius broke in upon him:
“ No one shall remain in this place, 

for had I so intended I had not broken 
the fetters. But this you will do, and 
if you perish it will be for the safety of 
Harling’s brother and because of the oath 
you have taken before witnesses.
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“ When the young lord has descended 
through the opening and I have gone 
after him, you will go quickly out t>f the 
door and strike down the soldier who is 
guarding there.; then, having taken his 
arms, you will hasten to the nearest gate 
and escape; through it into the forest. 
It is true you may be overcome and slain, 
for the path will not be easy, but one 
of you at least may win freedom.

“ And during the confusion which must 
arise I will conduct the young lord to a 
part of the wall where there is no gate 
and where the guards are fewer. In this 
manner he will escape and return to take 
up arms against these Romans.

“ Nor would I bid you do these things 
and I not rush out with you, only I have 
sworn first to bring Alaric of Trevera 
into the forest, and for him to escape 
alone is impossible.”

Then Harling’s brother stepped among 
them and said hoarsely:

“ It cannot be that way, for I also will 
throw myself upon these Romans, even 
though I perish with the others. To do 
otherwise will be to bring dishonor upon 
the house of Trevera.”

Decius caught him by the shoulder and 
answered sharply:

“ Even Harling, your brother, whose 
word you must obey in all things, has 
commanded you to put yourself in my 
hands; and that I may prove authority 
in this manner, I wear upon my finger 
the ring he gave me. I swear it by 
Hesus, it shall not be otherwise than .1 
have said, even if I bind ^nd carry you 
from this place. And in this these 
Biturigcs will obey me, for I bring the 
authority of Harling of Trevera, who is 
their overlord.”

“ It must be as you have said, we un­
derstand that; and we will go out to the 
gate gladly. To remain here is certain 
death, but now if we must die we will 
have slain a Roman, and what we shall 
do will not be forgotten, even by Ctesar,” 
answered the Biturigcs.

Then because he was a Biturige, and 
his brother was his overlord also until 
he reached majority, and he had taken 
oath before the priests to obey him in all 
tilings, Alaric consented sullenly. But 
the desire was strong within him to rush 
through the door and, having slain the 
guard who stood outside, to seize a 

9 A

weapon <pid fight such as opposed a pas­
sage to the gate.

Having gained his purpose by per­
suading the young Lord of Trevera to 
accompany him stealthily from the hut, 
Decius wasted no more time in words. 
But even had he done so for a while 
longer, no great harm would have come 
of it, for the guard stood a little way 
from the door, and suspected nothing of 
what was occurring behind him.

Having assured himself that the youth 
had gone down into the shallow ditch, 
Decius followed, and in a moment they 
stood together in the open air. Picking 
up the cloak and helmet, he gave them 
to Alaric, but retained the dagger and 
held it in his right hand.

Then, as had been agreed with those 
who still remained in the hut, he knocked 
gently on the logs and, turning, bade his 
companion follow him.

Scarcely had they gone a dozen yards 
toward that portion of the camp where 
the fires were fewest, and by which way 
they would come quickest to that portion 
of the wall farthest from the main gates, 
when the three Biturigcs rushed through 
the door of the hut.

In a moment the unsuspecting guard 
was seized from behind by the desperate 
men who leaped upon him like frenzied 
wolves, and his lance, torn from his grasp, 
was buried in his body. Even as he 
rolled upon the snow a hand plucked the 
slender staff rudely out, and another 
snatched the heavy, short-bladed sword. 
The trio then broke recklessly for the 
gate, beyond which lay the silent forest 
and liberty.

But the distance was too great to per­
mit a passage undiscovered. When even 
half-way, a shout of alarm arose from 
the nearest sentinel. On reaching the 
gate they found it. bristling with lance- 
points, while from behind ran up the cap­
tain of the watch and a dozen followers. 
Then, under the stars, a short, fierce 
combat followed. Fierce, because the 
northern warriors hurled themselves upon 
the extended lances, brushing them aside 
as reeds and grasping at the throats of 
their adversaries. Arid short, because 
even supreme courage could accomplish 
nothing against force of numbers.

He who had snatched the sentinel’s 
sword cut down two men before a Roman
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blade was buried in his back. Another 
fell, his fingers encircling the throat of an 
enemy, and for hours afterward the sol­
dier lay breathing heavily.

The third Biturige, being of great 
strength and desperate beyond measure, 
fought even through the encircling 
weapons and reached the outside of the 
wall. There, pierced by lances and cut 
terribly, he struck fiercely with the broken 
spear-head which he carried, and wound­
ed in the breast the captain of the watch. 
Then death touched him on the shoulder, 
and he sank backward upon the snow.

Even for some time after the three men 
were dead, and Caesar himself had ap­
peared among the soldiers, much confu­
sion reigned in that part of the camp. 
And at first it was not discovered that 
the most important of the four Bituriges 
was not among the killed. But when the 
Romans proceeded to the hut and found 
the broken chains and the hole dug under 
the floor, it became plain to them they had 
been outwitted, and that the three 
Bituriges had sacrificed themselves so 
that their youthful companion might es­
cape more easily.

Then a careful search was made every­
where, but the soldiers found only in 
what manner the young noble had escaped, 
and what they saw filled them with 
amazement, for the youth had given no 
promise of being able to do what he had 
accomplished.

Of all among the legions, Lucullus 
alone understood just what had hap­
pened ; and he blamed himself bitterly 
because more than one of his comrades 
had been slain, but his admiration for the
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cunning displayed by Decius increased 
beyond measure.

In the meantime, the latter, having 
taken advantage of the tumult which had 
broken out near the gate, hurried the 
young Lord of Trevera to a distant part 
of the camp, and approached the wall on 
that side. And as he understood perfectly 
there were few guards in that place, he 
moved swiftly, though cautiously, .and 
presently stopped at the inner base of the 
barricade.

“ Mount upon my shoulders quickly 
and pull yourself up to the top of the 
wall; then, having fastened the cloak 
there so I may reach it, climb over and 
drop down upon the other side,” said he 
sharply.

Harling’s brother obeyed and, having 
fixed the cloak, disappeared in a twin­
kling, so it only remained for Decius to 
follow him.

Now, the wall at this spot was twenty 
feet high, composed of logs set upright 
and sharpened at the top. Decius 
reached upward and caught the end of 
the cloak, which, twisted into a rope, 
would support his weight easily.

But scarcely 'had he begun to draw 
himself up when footsteps came out of 
the darkness. The sentinel who was sta­
tioned a little way from that place had 
heard the noise and was approaching rap­
idly.

Decius let go the cloak and turned 
quickly, crouching like a wild beast that 
prepares to spring upon its prey. The 
form of the sentinel appeared before 
him, and a gruff voice came out of the 
gloom.

continued.)

SWORD, GO THROUGH THE LAND!
Sword,, go through the land and slay 
Guile and Hate, Revenge. Dismay!
Now where is such a sword, you say?

Sword, go through the land, but spare 
Love and Hope and Peace and Prayer!
Now who, you ask, that sword shallFbear?

Sword, go through the land, and youth,
Prime, and age shall cry: “ Forsooth,
How mighty is the svmrd called Truth! ”

Clarence Urmy.



HIS V A LEN TIN E CLUE.
By CHARLES B. FREMONT.

The man who had detective work down to a scientific basis, with 
an account of his great deductions with regard to thumb-prints.

TAN LEY FERGUSON had two big 
ambitions. One was a yearning to 

become a great private detective, the 
other was a desire to marry Miss Isa­
belle Bailey, who was as pretty as her 
father was wealthy.

Concerning this latter ambition he 
breathed not a word to a single soul. He 
felt that the time was not yet ripe.

The young lady,’ he realized with re­
gret, did not evince any symptoms of 
being in love with him, and to make 
matters worse, he was handicapped by 
the fact that his income was painfully 
small.

True, her father had jnoney enough 
to be able to support a son-in-law for 
the rest of his life without feeling the 
drain upon his resources; but, unfortu­
nately for Ferguson, Isabelle’s father 
did not hold a very good opinion of him.

They had met a few' times and Fergu­
son had done his best to create a good 
impression, but despite his efforts in this 
direction it had aftenvard reached his 
ears that the old gentleman had more 
than once referred to him as “ an empty- 
headed young ass.”

This unkind criticism only served to 
stimulate Ferguson’s other big ambition 
•—his inspiration to achieve fame as a 
great detective.

He felt confident that some day he 
would succeed in solving a big sensa­
tional mystery, after the police and the 
best detectives in the w'orld had confessed 
themselves completely baffled and had re­
tired from the case in disgust.

Then the whole world would ring with 
his praises and Isabelle’s father would 
revise his opinion concerning him.

Ferguson had always felt the detect­
ive instinct strong within him. At school, 
he had won the admiration of his teacher 
by solving tbe problem of who poured 
the contents of the mucilage-pot into the 
latter’s hat.

Later on in life, during his college 
days, he had earned the undying grati­
tude of the college chef by tracking down 
the miscreant who had caused a univer­
sity scandal by inserting sand in the 
marmalade.

These and several other brilliant ex­
ploits in the sleuthing line caused him to 
decide, when he graduated from college, 
that he was confronted by a great future 
as an investigator of crime and mys­
teries.

He accordingly abandoned his inten­
tion of practising law and spent what 
little capital he possessed in opening up 
a private detective agency'.

This “ agency ” consisted of an office 
in a down-town sky-scraper, on the door 
of which wras the legend in letters of 
gold:

S T A N L E Y  F E R G U S O N .
Special Investigator.

His income did not permit of his hir­
ing any clerical help, and every day he 
sat in his office, all alone, indulging in 
pleasant day-dreams of future fame and 
glory, and anxiously waiting for some­
body to drop in to give him his first case.

But nobody ever visited the office ex­
cept an occasional book agent or life 
insurance canvasser, and the man w'ho 
came once a month, with painful regu­
larity, to collect the rent.

This unpromising state of affairs did 
not discourage Ferguson. He realized 
that nearly every great career is unsuc­
cessful at the start, and he felt confi­
dent that business would “ pick u p ” 
later on.

“ All I want is a chance,” he assured 
himself cheerfully. “ Once I get an op­
portunity to show the W'orld what I can 
do, clients will come to me in such num­
bers that I shall have to hire a larger 
office and employ a staff of clerks. A 
private detective with a college educa- 
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tion and scientific methods is bound to 
make a hit, in the long run.”

One morning he picked up a newspa­
per, and read something which caused 
him great excitement.

Old man Bailey—Isabelle’s father— 
had been robbed. Some unknown per­
son or persons had broken into his resi­
dence during the night and stolen from 
Mr. Bailey’s safe fifty thousand dollars 
in cash and some valuable documents.

The police had been notified and were 
hard at work on the case, but, according 
to the newspaper, there was little chance 
of their running down the burglars, as 
the latter had got away without leaving 
behind a single clue.

Ferguson sighed wistfully. If Mr. 
Bailey would only send for him and ask 
him to hunt for the burglars!

But Isabelle’s father did nothing of 
the kind. When, after the lapse of sev­
eral days, the police proved themselves 
unable to accomplish anything, he re­
tained the biggest private detective 
agency in the country to handle the case.

Ferguson read of this step in the news­
papers and sighed disappointedly. When, 
some days later, he learned that the big 
detective firm had been, unable to solve 
the mystery, he smiled joyously.

“ If that man had any sense he would 
retain me.” he muttered. “ What a glo­
rious achievement it would be for me 
to run down these burglars when the best 
detectives have failed! Mr. Bailey 
wouldn’t consider me an empty-headed 
ass then, I guess. Isabelle, too, doubtless 
would be filled with admiration for me. 
If only I could get a chance! ”

So eager was he to show what his latest 
scientific methods and deductive theories 
could accomplish-that at length he made 
up his mind to undertake the case with­
out waiting any longer for an invitation 
from Mr. Bailey.

Luckily he was on Miss Bailey’s vis­
iting list, so that he was at least sure 
of being able to gain admission to the 
premises, and thereby have an oppor­
tunity of making a close inspection of 
the scene of the crime.

Having come to this resolution, he 
paid a visit to the fair Isabelle, and after 
indulging in some small talk, managed 
to turn the conversation to the subject 
of the big robbery.

“ It doesn’t look now' as if the bur­
glars ever will be caught,” remarked the 
girl. “ The police seem to be all at sea.”

“ The police are a/u\iys at sea,” de­
clared Ferguson, with an air of superi­
ority. “ The trouble with the police, my 
dear Miss Bailey, is that their methods 
are not scientific. Detective work is a 
science. A problem of crime is just like 
a problem in algebra or arithmetic. To 
get at the solution you have to follow' 
a certain method. Six and six always 
make twelve—not sometimes, but ali the 
time.”

“ Dear me! How very interesting!” 
exclaimed Miss Bailey. “ And do you 
really think that it is possible to catch 
these burglars, Mr. Ferguson?”

“ Certainly,” replied the young man. 
“ I don’t want to boast, Miss Bailey, but 
I feel confident that if your father had 
seen fit to send for me in the first place, 
the person or persons who stole his 
money would now be under arrest.”

“ Dear me! ” sighed the girl regret­
fully. “ It’s too bad that father didn’t 
do so. He’s so very stubborn, you know. 
I suggested to him, the other day, that 
he ought to consult you about the mat­
ter.”

“ And what did he say?” inquired 
Ferguson eagerly.

“ He laughed at the idea, and said 
that an important case like that required 
the attention of an intelligent detective,” 
■replied the girl.

Ferguson shook his head deprecatingly.
“ Did you ever hear of such extreme 

narrow-mindedness?” he sighed. “ Just 
to teach your ..esteemed parent a lesson, 
my dear Miss Bailey, I have a mind to 
heap coals of fire upon his head by un­
dertaking this investigation upon my own 
responsibility. When I place before him 
the man or men who stole his money he 
will realize how he has misjudged me. 
If you have no objection, I would like 
to see the room from which the money 
was stolen.”

“ Certainly,” replied the girl. “ The 
safe is in the library. The burglars 
broke in through a rear window', you 
know. I will take you there now, if 
you like.”

Eagerly Ferguson followed the girl to 
the scene of the burglary. There he con­
ducted an examination which was so im-
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pressive that Miss Bailey looked on in 
wide-eyed admiration.

Not an inch of the room escaped his 
eagle eye. There was not an article of 
furniture which he did not subject to a 
scrutiny that was almost microscopic in 
its intensity.

He gazed raptly at the wall-paper and 
at the carpet, as if he could discern im­
portant secrets in their tinted designs. 
He scowled at chairs and tables, as if 
he suspected those innocent-looking ob­
jects of being accessories to the crime.

He strode fiercely up and down the 
room with his hand to his forehead, in 
an attitude of deep thought. He sound­
ed the panels of the library door, and 
as he did so allowed his features to as­
sume a satisfied smile which seemed to 
imply that he had discovered important 
clues in the sound made by his knuckles.

All these maneuvers were part of his 
scientific method of investigation. Miss 
Bailey was greatly impressed. She would 
not have been a bit surprised if he had 
told her the name of the burglar then 
and there.

Of course, the safe from which the 
money had been stolen came in for the 
greater part of Ferguson’s attention.

The thorough manner in which he ex­
amined every inch of that .safe would 
have made an ordinary detective feel 
cheap. It was a stirring sight to see 
him kneeling on the carpeted floor with 
his eyes glued to the shining handle 
of the combination.

Miss Isabelle Bailey felt that she was 
being afforded the rare privilege of 
watching a master detective at work, and 
she secretly wondered why her misguided 
father had not been wise enough to em­
ploy the services of this acute young man 
in the first instance.

Suddenly Ferguson uttered a cry of 
triumph and jumped to his feet excitedly.

“ What's the matter? ” gasped the girl.
“ Have you discovered the burglars?”

“ Not quite,” replied Ferguson, with 
a self-satisfied smile. “ But I have dis­
covered an important clue which ulti­
mately will lead to their arrest and con­
viction. Do you see this little smudge 
on the door of the safe, Miss Bailey? ”

“ Y-e-es,” gasped the girl. “ It looks 
to me like a smear of paint.”

“ It’s blood ! ” cried Ferguson excited­

ly. “ It’s a blood-stain, and by means 
of it I shall solve this problem.”

“ But I don’t understand,” cried the 
astonished girl. “ What can that stain 
have to do with the finding of the bur­
glars? ”

“ Everything,” replied Ferguson con­
fidently. “ If you examine this little 
smudge more closely, you will notice that 
there is the impression of a human thumb 
upon it. The man who made that 
thumb-mark is the man who broke open 
the safe. Evidently, he cut his hand, and 
thus unconsciously left this telltale im­
print behind him. Now, all I have to 
do to complete my case is to find the 
owner of that thumb. This is what we 
call scientific detective work, Miss Bai­
ley.”

“ Wonderful! ” exclaimed the girl ad­
miringly. “ What do you intend to do 
next?” -

“ I shall now go to my office for my 
camera. With your permission, I shall 
take a photograph of this important 
thumb-print.”

Half an hour later Ferguson returned 
to the house with a big camera in one 
hand and a flash-light apparatus in the 
other.

He reentered the library, focused the 
camera, and deposited the powder in the 
flash-light holder.

Then he exploded the flash. The lat­
ter went off with a loud roar and amid 
volumes of dense smoke. Two handsome 
antique Japanese vases fell from a shelf 
to the floor and smashed into a hundred 
fragments.

At the same moment old Mr. Bailey, 
who had been out for a walk and who 
had just come in, entered the room and 
stood coughing and gasping in the 
fumes,

11 What the dickens is the matter?” he 
demanded angrily, when the haze had 
lifted somewhat and he was able to dis­
cern the startled faces of Ferguson and 
his daughter. 11 What do you mean, sir, 
by firing off cannons in my house? ”

“ It’s only a flash-light. Don’t be 
alarmed,” replied Ferguson reassuringly.
“ There’s no damage done.”

“ No damage done!” roared the old 
man, suddenly spying the fragments of 
the bric-a-brac on tire floor. “ Those 
vases cost me five hundred dollars apiece,
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and you’ve broken them to bits with your 
tomfoolery. Why are you taking a flash­
light here, anyway?”

“ Mr. Ferguson is investigating the 
burglary, father.” interposed the girl. 
“ He has discovered an important clue 
and was taking a photograph of it. Of 
course the smashing of the vases was an 
accident. Instead of being angry with 
him you ought to be grateful.”

But the force of this argument did 
not seem to strike Mr. Bailey. He not 
only failed to express gratitude to Fer­
guson, but he ordered the latter out of 
the house and told him that he didn’t 
want any hare-brained young idiots but­
ting into his affairs.

Ferguson folded up his camera and 
strode sadly from the premises.

For the time being he was content to 
bear with meekness the unkind attitude 

“"of Isabelle’s''father. He felt confident 
that within a few days he would have the 
burglars in his grasp, and by restoring 
to Mr. Bailey the money and important 
papers which had been stolen he would 
be able to more than compensate the lat­
ter for the five-hundred-dollar vases he 
had accidentally smashed.

The next clay he called at the Bailey 
residence again. He wanted some fur­
ther information concerning the burglary, 
and in order to secure it was willing to 
brave the wrath and abuse of Isabelle’s 
father.

. Fortunately for him the latter hap­
pened to be out. Isabelle received him 
graciously, and apologized for her fa­
ther’s conduct of the previous day.

She was eating candies, and handed 
Ferguson the dainty-looking box.

“ Try one of these,” she said. 
“ They’re awfully good. To-day is the 
14th of February, you know, and some 
kind person sent me these for a valen­
tine.”

Ferguson was about to lift one of the 
tempting looking confections to his 
mouth, when suddenly his gaze fell upon 
the tinted paper in which the box had 
been wrapped.

The paper and the golden cord with 
which it had been tied lay upon a small 
table. Ferguson eagerly seized the pa­
per and, holding it close to his eyes u t­
tered an excited exclamation.

He then drew from his pocket a small

magnifying-glass and an unmounted pho­
tograph and by means of the glass com­
pared the photograph with the wrapping 
of the candy-box.

Tlie girl watched his actions in great 
surprise. She guessed that these maneu­
vers must be another instance of scientific 
detective methods, but she hadn’t the 
remotest idea of what it all meant.

Ferguson, however, soon enlightened 
her.

“ Miss Bailey,” he cried, “ who sent 
you this candy ? ”

“ I don’t know,” answered the girl 
with a smile. “ As I have told you, it 
is a valentine. People don’t send their 
names with valentines, you know. Why 
do you ask? Is anything wrong with 
the candy?”

Ferguson pointed to an ink smudge on 
a wrapper.

“ Do you see that mark? ” he cried ex­
citedly. “ There’s a thumb-print on that 
ink stain, and it is identical with the 
thumb-print on the safe in the library. 
The man who sent you those candies is 
the man who broke open your father’s 
safe and stole the money. This is a most 
important discovery.”

“ Are you sure?” gasped the girl, 
turning pale. “ It may be only a coinci­
dence. Surely two people can have the 
same thumb-print.”

“ No two persons’ thumb-prints are 
ever identical,” Ferguson replied. “ I 
have made a study of finger-tip impres­
sions and I know what I’m talking about. 
As you will see by using this glass, these 
two impressions are exactly alike, and 
they are botli made by left-hand thumbs. 
Therefore, I am in a position to state 
positively that this box of candy was sent 
to you by the man who committed the 
robbery.

“ My next step will be to find out who 
this man is. Then my whole case will 
be complete. You see now, my dear Miss 
Bailey, how unwise your father is not 
to place more confidence in me. Now, 
who do vou think could have sent you 
those candies?”

“ That question is difficult to answer. 
I have many men friends, of course, and 
any one of them may have seen fit to 
send me a valentine, although the cus­
tom of keeping the day is somewhat 
dying out.”
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“ Well, I had an idea at the start that 
the robbery was committed by somebody 
who knew the inside of this house and 
the habits of the family pretty thorough­
ly. There are several pieces of evidence 
which lend color to the theory,” declared 
Ferguson. “ The discovery of this new 
clue convinces me that one of your men 
friends committed the burglary. You 
must help me to find the guilty party, 
Miss Bailey.”

“ I will gladly give you all the help I 
can.” responded the girl. “ I am afraid, 
however, that I cannot be of much 
service.”

“ Pardon me, but you can,” Ferguson 
replied. “ A bright idea has just oc­
curred to me. You must write a letter 
to every young man you know, thank­
ing each for the box of candies and sta­
ting how much you appreciate his kind 
thoughtfulness. Of course, the man who 
sent the candy doesn’t know anything 
about the telltale thumb-marks he acci­
dentally imprinted on the wrapper, and 
naturally he will reply to your letter, ac­
knowledging that it was he who sent you 
the valentine. Once you have found out 
who sent you those candies, I will un­
dertake to do the rest.”

The girl thought so well of this plan 
that she immediately sat down to write 
the letters. The contents of each letter 
were practically the same.

She thanked the man to whom it was 
addressed for remembering her on St. 
Valentine’s Day. She assured him that 
although the valentine was sent anony­
mously, she knew that it had come from 
him, and requested him to let her know 
if she had guessed right.

So extensive was Miss Bailey’s circle 
of men friends that by the time she had 
finished writing this letter to each and 
every one of them her hand ached with 
writer’s cramp.

Ferguson took the letters and depos­
ited them in the mail-box on his way to 
the office. He was highly elated at the 
success he had met with thus far.

His joy was increased by the pleasing 
thought that by finding the man whom 
the thumb-marks fitted he not only would 
capture the burglar, but he would 
also increase his own chances of winning 
the fair Isabelle by disposing of one of 
his many rivals.

No doubt the fellow was in love with 
Miss Bailey, or he would not have sent 
her the candy as a valentine. Such be­
ing the case, Ferguson yearned for the 
arrival of the hour when he could place 
his hand upon the villain’s shoulder and 
accuse him of robbing Isabelle’s father.

Two days later lie paid another visit 
to the Bailey residence, with tire inten­
tion of ascertaining what answers Isa­
belle had received to her letters.

The girl informed him that she had 
received replies from all the men to 
whom she had written, and greatly to 
her surprise all of them, except one, 
claimed the credit of sending her the box 
of candy and hoped that she had en­
joyed it.

The exception was a young physician 
named Mortimer. Flis letter candidly 
admitted that it was not he who had sent 
her the -candy, and he expressed many re­
grets that the happy idea of sending her 
a valentine had not occurred to him.

“ What awful fibbers men are! ” cried 
Isabelle indignantly. “ It stands to rea» 
son that only one of those fellows could 
have sent me the candies, and yet the 
others are dishonest enough to claim 
credit for an act of thoughtfulness 
which they did not perform. I am dis­
gusted with them.”

“ So am I,” replied Ferguson with a 
frown. “ This makes my work so much 
the harder. I shall have to go to each 
of them in turn and find out which one 
of them really did send the package.”

“ How will you find it out? ” inquired 
Miss Bailey.

“ By making each of them give me an 
impression of his left thumb. The man 
whose left thumb corresponds with these 
impressions is the man we want.”

Ferguson was a very energetic young 
man, and by the end of the day he had 
visited all the men who claimed to have 
sent that box of candy.

Many of them demurred when he ex­
plained that he was collecting finger- 
imprints, and requested them to give him 
an impression of their left thumbs. Some 
of them rudely bade him “ go chase him­
self,” others indignantly declared that 
they would see him in a very warm 
place before they would do anything of 
the kind.

But by dint of much persuasion and
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the exercise of great tact he finally man­
aged to induce each to press his thumb 
upon a lump of soft wax he carried with 
him for that purpose.

Greatly to his disappointment, how­
ever, none of the thumb-prints he had 
secured matched the thumb-marks on 
Mr. Bailey’s safe and on the wrapper 
of the candy-box.

Ferguson was in despair. His scien­
tific detective methods were not working 
quite as smoothly as he had anticipated.

A day later, however, he was seized 
with an idea. He suddenly remembered 
the letter which the young physician 
named Mortimer had sent to Miss Bailey.

The letter was written in green ink. 
The thumb-mark smudge upon the wrap­
per of the box of candy was also of 
green ink.

Unfortunately, the address on the can­
dy was typewritten, so that there was no 
chance of identifying the handwriting; 
but nevertheless he deemed it extremely 
likely that Mortimer was the man he 
Ranted.

The others had claimed that they had 
sent the candy valentine, and their 
thumb-marks had proved that their claims 
were false.

Dr. Mortimer had denied that he had 
sent the candy. Was it not logical, there­
fore. to assume that his claim also was 
false and that he actually had sent the 
box of confections.

Thus argued Ferguson. Logic, of 
course, was one of the main features of 
his scientific methods.

He reasoned that Miss Bailey’s letter 
might have aroused the young physi­
cian’s suspicions, and that for this reason 
the latter had been crafty enough to deny 
sending the valentine.

Having reached this conclusion, Fer­
guson paid a visit to Dr. Mortimer.

“ Good afternoon, doctor,” he began 
genially. “ I am making a collection 
of finger-prints. Would you mind let­
ting me have an impression of your left 
thumb? ”

The physician appeared to be some­
what startled by this request.

He held up his left hand, thereby dis­
closing the fact that it was wrapped in 
a bandage.

“ Sorry that I can’t accommodate you, 
old man,” he said. “ The fact is I

burnt my left hand with acid this morn­
ing, and if I were to remove the 
bandage the result might be serious.”

This decided Ferguson. He was fully 
convinced now that Dr. Mortimer was 
the man he wanted. The physician's 
nervous manner was. of itself, almost 
enough to convict him.

He hurried down to police head­
quarters and held a whispered consulta­
tion with the chief of the detective bu­
reau.

The latter was inclined to be dubious 
until Ferguson showed him the photo­
graph of the blood-stain, and the ink 
marks on the candy wrapper.

Then he became very much interested, 
and promised to investigate the matter 
thoroughly.

Highly-elated by his success, Fergu­
son hurried to the Bailey residence with 
the intention of informing Miss Bailey 
and her father that he had run down the 
burglar.

When he entered the house and was 
ushered into the reception-room a great 
surprise awaited him.

“ Congratulate me 1 ” cried Isabelle, 
blushing prettily. “ I am engaged to 
be married to Dr. Mortimer.”

“ W hat?” gasped Ferguson, turning 
pale.

“ I say that I am going to marry Dr. 
Mortimer,” repeated the girl. “ He pro­
posed to me some days ago, but I could 
not make up my mind. His candid, 
manly answer to my letter concerning 
that candy decided me. I admire hon­
esty in a man more than any other qual­
ity. I thank you so much for suggesting 
to me the plan of writing those letters.”

“ Miss Bailey,” cried Ferguson hoarse­
ly, “ this must not be. Dr. Mortimer is 
not an honest man. It was he who sent 
you that valentine, and it was he who 
stole the money from your father's safe.”

“ What’s that?” shouted old Mr. Bai­
ley, who had entered the room in time 
to hear this startling announcement. 
“ What do you mean by making an as­
sertion like that? Where are your 
proofs? ”

“ Here, sir," cried Ferguson excitedly, 
producing the photograph and the candy 
wrapper from his pocket. “ This is a pho­
tograph of a thumb-mark imprinted in a 
blood-stain found on the door of your safe
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and this is the same thumb-mark found 
on the wrapper of a box of candy sent 
anonymously to your daughter. I am 
convinced that both these marks were 
made by the left thumb of Dr. Morti­
mer. I have run down your burglar by 
scientific detective methods, Mr. Bailey.” 

“ Pshaw! ” snapped Isabelle’s father 
irritably. “ Your foolishness makes me 
tired, young fellow. That thumb-mark 
on the safe was made by me. I recol­
lect cutting my hand the other day as I

was examining the safe. That thumb- 
mark on the candy wrapper is also mine,
I guess. I happened to be at the front 
door when the delivery-boy brought the' 
candy and I signed for the package. I re­
member that in signing the receipt I 
inked my left thumb with the pen, and 
I must have made a smudge on the pack­
age. So much for your scientific de­
tective methods. If you’ll excuse me for 
telling you so, you are the most empty- 
headed ass I have ever met.”

On the Brink ol the Precipice. 4

By F R E D  V . G R E E N E ,  J r .

W hat it is like to be accused of an awful crime 
and find oneself helpless in the meshes of the law.

CHAPTER XV.
SWEPT BY T H E TIDE.

A  D 0 C T 0 R —quickly! ’This was the cry that came from 
one of the jurors. The court-room was 
now in an uproar. People were standing 
upon the benches, in their endeavor to 
find out the cause of the disturbance. As 
a physician who had been in the room 
endeavored to push his way through the 
crowd the judge rose and, bringing down 
his gavel repeatedly upon his desk with­
out avail, ordered that the court-room be 
cleared.

The doctor hastily examined the 
stricken juror, and looking up. briefly 
announced : “ He is dead—heart-fail­
ure ! ”

There was only one thing to do. The 
judge quickly declared a mistrial and 
George was once more taken back to his 
little cot, so weak now that he almost 
had to be carried the entire distance, 
moaning: “ What does it mean? What 
does it mean?”

As the first horror of the occurrence 
wore off, and after the man’s body had 
been removed, the judge, district attor­
ney, and Elston held a hurried consul­
tation, with the result that it was agreed 
the trial should take place at the earliest 
possible date.

* B c g a n  D te e m b tr  Argosy.

Elston hastened over to George’s cell 
to impart the information. But the news 
did not seem to buoy him up in the 
least—he had ceased to show any inter­
est in the matter.

As Elston rambled on, George burst 
out: “ I don’t care to go through it
again. I am ready and willing to die. 
Let them kill me if they wish.”

Even Helen’s visits failed to rouse him 
from his apparent stupor. He ate me­
chanically. slept mechanically, seemed to 
live mechanically, paying no attention 
even to the guards, with whom, before 
the trial, he had struck up quite a friend­
ship.

The day for the new trial slowly ap­
proached, and the morning it was to be­
gin George was helped once more over 
the Bridge of Sighs and the ordeal was 
on again.

Even greater trouble was encountered 
this time in filling the jury-box.

The case, which had been almost for­
gotten during George’s stay in the 
Tombs, had been revived with greater 
notoriety than ever when the first trial 
started. And the death of one of the 
jurymen had given rise to heavy-typed 
head-lines and columns of startling news­
paper accounts.

It required four full court days to fill 
the jury-box, and once more the trial was 
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on in earnest. George sat through it 
all, huddled down in his chair, his head 
sunk deep upon his chest, apparently ut­
terly oblivious to all that was going on 
around him.

The same witnesses were examined as 
at the first trial, and once more Helen 
was called to the chair and proceeded to 
tell of her engagement to Robert Sted- 
man, of the day set for the marriage, 
and of receiving the word that he had 
been murdered.

•Here she hesitated a moment as she 
swallowed a sob.

Turning and looking the judge square­
ly in the face, she demanded: “Do you
men-—men of learning and discretion— 
think for a moment that this poor, sickly 
brother could commit such a dastardly 
crime as this? If you knew the Sted- 
man brothers as I know them, you would 
realize it is impossible. Two more de­
voted brothers never lived, and the love 
of this poor, unfortunate invalid for his 
more fortunate brother was the most 
beautiful thing upon this earth.”

Shaking her finger excitedly, she slow­
ly and dramatically continued : “ The
—man—who—committed—the crime—
is not here—in this room. It’s an out­
rage—a blot upon the reputation of this 
free country—to subject George Sted- 
man to such a frightful ordeal as this ! ”

She hesitated a moment to catch her 
breath. Every eye in the room was upon 
her as she went on to tell of the early 
life of the brothers, of their struggles 
and misfortunes, and finally of Robert’s 
great success.

“ Whv, Rob was George's life—his 
hope! Everything in George’s life cen­
tered about Rob. He was his deity—his 
god—and the true God who is watching 
over us at this moment, and who will 
right this terrible injustice, was never 
more faithfully worshiped than Robert 
Stedman was by his brother George! ”

For a moment not a sound was to be 
heard in the room. Then Helen, appar­
ently exhausted by the strength of her 
emotions, fell back in her chair mur­
muring, “ Water.”

Then she continued, her voice coming 
from a throat parched and dry with ex­
citement : “ Rob had not an enemy in
the world. But there is one person who 
should be here to-day—James Manville.”

She next proceeded to lay bare her own 
life, telling of his courtship, her refusal 
to marry Manville, and his parting 
words.

“ At the time,” she continued, “ I 
thought it only an idle threat, made in 
the heat of anger. Perhaps it was only 
that, but I feel he should be here. What 
does our detective force consist of, if 
they cannot locate a man wanted. They 
have had plenty of time—for some 
weeks they have been looking for him— 
or at least they claim they have—but 
without results. N o !” and she raised 
her voice almost to a scream, “ the 
police must fasten the crime upon some 
one, so they wind around this poor 
prisoner a net of circumstantial evi­
dence and try to drag him to the death- 
chair ! ”

She buried her face in her hands for 
a moment. Then sitting bolt upright, 
she told the story of meeting Manville 
upon the street, and of the telephone-call 
she received later.

As she paused for breath the district 
attorney questioned : “ Are you positive
the party who called you was this Man­
ville?” '

“ Yes—I am,” she replied firmly.
“ Would you swear to it? ”
This was a question for which she was 

hardly prepared, and for a moment did 
not answer. Then she replied: “ No,
I think not. I did not see the man.”

“ Then vou admit you may be mistaken 
in the matter? ”

“ No. sir. I kfioiv it was he; yet I 
could not swear to it.”

“ Suppose it was, as you say, this Man­
ville and he did commit the murder. 
How do you account for his getting in 
the room? There were no fire-escapes at 
Mr. Steelman’s windows, and the door 
was locked and the key on the inside.”

For a moment Helen was at a loss for 
an answer. Then she gasped in an al­
most inaudible tone : “ I do not know.”

“ Then, on the very face of it. your 
contention that the deed was committed 
by an outsider is absolutely without foun­
dation.”

As Helen did not reply, the district 
attorney continued:

“ The handkerchief that was found, 
heavy with the odor of chloroform, was 
one of yours?”
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“ Yes, sir, one I had about four years 
ago—at the very time I was in Mr. Man- 
ville’s company a great deal.”

“ Mr. Manville is not in the question 
now,” he asserted. “ Would it not be 
possible for that same handkerchief to 
have been in Mr. Stedman’s possession ? ” 

“ No, sir,” Helen replied positivelv. 
“ Why no t?”
“ Because it was at least three years 

after I bought them that I met—Mr. 
Stedman. In that time they were either 
lost or worn out.”

“ You -are positive you did not have 
one of those handkerchiefs in your pos­
session when you met Mr. Stedman?” 

“ Yes, s ir!” she quickly asserted. 
“ Would you swear to i t? ” came the 

next question, almost before Helen had 
finished her previous answer.

For a moment she was again non­
plused. He repeated the question and 
she answered faintly, her lips trembling: 
“ I cannot.”

“ You say some were lost. Is it not 
possible that they were only mislaid?” 

Picking up the handkerchief and ex­
amining it carefully, he continued: 
“ This looks like the usual woman’s 
handkerchief. Would it not be possible 
that it had been mislaid and had, after 
one or two or three years, found its way 
back into the laundry and then into serv­
ice again?”

“ Yes—sir,” Helen replied, now com­
pletely unstrung, hardly knowing in her 
nervous condition what she was saying.

“ Then would it not be possible that 
Mr. Stedman might have taken it as a 
treasure, probably at the very beginning 
of your acquaintance?”

“ Yes—sir.”
“ And would it not be possible that 

the prisoner, in hunting for something 
to use, had hit upon this, either inten­
tionally or otherwise?”

“ Oh, I don’t know, sir! ” Helen 
moaned, bursting into sobs. “ You are 
cruel—heartless. How can you—”

The rest of her words were lost in her 
grief as she swayed backward and for­
ward. her head buried in her hands.

Elston was nervously twisting in his 
seat, unable to stem the tide that was 
rapidly bearing George to the electric- 
chair.

Suddenly the district attorney re­

marked in a low voice, “ I think that will 
do,” and Helen was excused. Stagger-, 
ing toward her father, she threw her­
self into his arms, weeping convulsively.

“ Mr. Whitlock to the stand! ” was 
the next order, and freeing himself from 
Helen’s grasp, her father walked nerv­
ously to the chair.

His testimony was practically the same 
as his daughter had given, although not 
as complete. He was quickly excused 
without a question.

“ George Stedman to the stand ! ” rang 
out loud and over the room, as two offi­
cers helped the prisoner to his feet and 
led him to the chair.

All eyes were upon him as he took his 
seat, a picture of terror and despair that 
excited the pity of all assembled.

CHAPTER XVI.
“ THE TRUTH, THE WHOLE '['RUTH, AND 

NOTHING BUT THE TRUTH.”

G eorge was quickly  p u t  th ro u g h  the 
p re l im in a ry  questions, an d  w ith  the  as­
sistance of the  court  gave a ram b lin g  
accoun t o f  the  h o r ro r  fo r  w hch  his li fe  
was a t  stake, a f t e r  w hich  the  d is tr ic t  a t ­
to rney  b eg an  his cross-examination.

“ Your brother was chloroformed to 
death, was he not?”

“ So they—tell me,” George mur­
mured.

“ But you know he was, do you not? ”
“ I only know what they tell me,” was 

the almost inaudible reply.
“ Then you could not swear that was 

the cause of his death?”
“ No)asir.”
“ Could you swear that was not the 

cause of his death ? ”
“ No, sir.”
“ In other words, you are willing to 

swear you do not know the cause of his 
death ? ”

For a moment George seemed on the 
verge of collapse, then he replied faint­
ly, “ Yes, sir.”

The lawyer then switched to another 
tack.

“ You are a student of chemicals?”
“ I object! ” Elston yelled angrilv, 

jumping up from his chair.
“ Objection overruled! ” the judge de­

clared.
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“ I repeat the question,” the district 
attorney continued, paying no heed to 
Elston’s interruption. “ You are a 
student of chemicals?”

“ In a small way, yes, sir.”
George had apparently recovered his 

self-control, and was now giving his an­
swers in a plainly audible tone.

“ And just before leaving your home, 
you purchased a large bottle of chloro­
form at—” The district attorney hesi­
tated a moment as he held up a bottle, 
and reading the label, continued, “ Ran­
dolph’s drug store?”

“ Yes, sir.”
“ Is this the bottle? ”
“ Yes, sir,”
“ It was only half filled when it was. 

found in your room. What became of 
the rest of i t? ”

“ I had used it to make some experi­
ments.”

“ What kind of experiments?”
“ I was verifying some of Professor 

Krotel’s theories regarding the effect of 
chloroform upon the human system.” 

This announcement almost took away 
the breath of the people in the court­
room, and those in the rear rose to their 
feet in their endeavor to catch every 
word.

“ Order ! Order! ” commanded the 
judge, rapping upon his desk with his 
gavel.

“ I—see,” the attorney gasped, him­
self astonished at this unexpected dec­
laration. “ And how were you conduct­
ing these experiments?” he added 
eagerly.

“ I object!” Elston yelled. “ This is 
outrageous—” ^

“ Objection overruled! ’’ the judge de­
clared. Then turning to George, he 
commanded, “ Answer the question.”

“ Upon cats.”
The lawyer hesitated a moment, then 

continued. “ Did you bring any chloro­
form to the city with you? ”

“ No, sir.”
“ Would you swear to that?”
“ Y'es, sir.”
“ After your brother retired, you'did 

not enter his room until the morning, 
when you found him dead?”

“ No, sir,” George replied, his lips 
twitching nervously.

“ Would you swear to i t? ”
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“ I—am positive—I did not.”
“ Answer the question,” the judge 

broke in.
“ No—sir. I have often walked in 

my sleep.”
Referring to some papers in his hand, 

the district attorney continued. “ You 
were your brother’s sole heir, according 
to his will, were you not?”

“ Yes—sir.”
“ And you made the statement, the day 

of your arrest, that it was your brother’s 
intention to change it the following 
morning to his fiancee’s favor?”

“ Yes, sir,” George murmured, show­
ing by the nervous twitching of his face 
that the ordeal was telling upon him.

“ Repeat the statement you made that 
day.”

“ I object! ” Elston broke out ve­
hemently. “ This cross-examination .-is 
contrary—”

The judge banged upon his desk. 
“ Counsel, I will not stand this inter­
ruption. It must stop ! Objection over­
ruled ! ” s

Elston realized now the case seemed 
hopelessly lost, and settled back in his 
chair, absolutely discouraged. He knew' 
he had not a single piece of evidence 
to break down the strong case the dis­
trict attorney had already built up.

George repeated, almost incoherently, 
the conversation he and Rob had just 
before they retired on the night of the 
dinner.

“ Then you realized you would not in­
herit your brother’s wealth, should he die 
after the will was changed ? ”

“ Yes, sir. But I didn’t want his 
money,” George moaned.

“ And you also knew that his sudden 
death, before the changing of the will, 
makes you a millionaire, do you not? ”

“ I do not—want the money! ” George 
wailed. “ I can’t use i t ! ”

“ Yet you will not object to taking it, 
when the estate is settled?” "

“ Yes, sir, I will,” George quickly an­
nounced. “ I onlv want enough to live 
on—just as I have always done.”

Suddenly turning his questions upon 
a different tack, the district attorney 
asked: “ Do you not think it possible, in 
view' of the great love you bore your 
brother, and knowing that another was 
to take the place you had always filled in
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his affections, you may have brooded 
upon it, and in a fit of temporary in­
sanity committed the act?”

“ No! No! Not tha t!” George 
gasped in horror. “ No! Never!”

“ Is there not a possibility that, labor­
ing under an intense nervous strain, you 

.killed your brother?”
“ I object, judge! ” Elston screamed. 

“ This is infamous ! ”
“ Objection overruled! ” the judge 

quickly announced, as he motioned 
Elston to his seat.

“ Oh, no! That couldn’t be! ” George 
moaned, as he broke into sobs that shook 
his entire body.

“ Would you swear that you did not 
kill him?” '

“ Oh, don’t ask me another question,” 
George pleaded, raising his hands in 
supplication. “ Kill* me if you wish— 
I’ll swear to nothing.”

Saying this, he buried his face in his 
hands and broke down completely.

Elston sat biting his finger-nails nerv­
ously. Helen buried her face on her 
father’s shoulder, sobbing as if her heart 
would break.

The lawyer for the State remarked, 
“ That is all,” and George was lifted 
bodily and carried back to his chair as 
the judge announced an adjournment, 
the hour already being late.

The spectators, seemingly loath to 
leave the room, were slowly filing out, as 
George was lifted into the arms of a big 
officer and carried back once more to his 
cell, where he was placed tenderly upon 
the little bed.

Even the genial guard, as he passed 
the cell later, after hearing the turn the 
case had taken and noticing that George 
was still sobbing softly, sniffled sus­
piciously as he quickly drew his fist 
across his cheek.

“ Be gorry,” he exclaimed, “ I ’d bet 
the whole pile the old lady has laid 
away in the bank, that that poor kid is 
innocent.”

CHAPTER XVII.
HOPING AGAINST HOPE.

T h e  next morning George had to be 
carried into the court-room, where he 
crouched down in a little heap in his

chair, apparently utterly oblivious to all 
going on around him.

The judge entered, and when he had 
taken his seat the wheels of justice 
were once more put in operation.

The district attorney arose, prepared 
to sum up for the State. Turning and 
facing the jury squarely, he began.

“ Mr, Foreman and gentlemen of the 
jury, in summing up the evidence for 
the prosecution I do not feel I need 
dwell to any extent upon it. You heard 
it all, and I do not think a clearer case 
was ever presented to a jury before. 
The motive is apparent—the prisoner’s 
own words prove that had his brother 
not been murdered when he was, George 
Stedman would be a pauper to-day, in­
stead of the millionaire he now is.

“ You have also heard the detectives 
testify that-there were no fire-escapes to 
these particular windows, and the door 
was locked and the key on the inside. 
Surely this proves the murder was com­
mitted by some one in the room. And 
the only person in the room was the pris­
oner, George Stedman.”

As he made this last statement, he 
turned and pointed his finger dramatic­
ally toward George.

“ That the use of chloroform fits per­
fectly to the prisoner you have also 
heard. On his own testimony you have 
heard of his study of the effects of 
chloroform, and of the purchase of a 
large bottle of the drug before leaving 
for New York. Why was he noting the 
effects of the drug upon animals?

“ The answer, to my mind, is only 
too^clear. The whole case shows pre­
meditation in the most revolting form. 
There can be no such thing, as has been 
spoken of, as temporary insanity. It is 
premeditation alone; and before leaving 
his home the prisoner secured the bot­
tle of chloroform, after noting its effect 
in the experiments he was conducting, 
and brought the balance of the drug to 
New York with the express idea and pur­
pose of murdering his brother.”

The jury seemed spellbound as they 
absorbed every word of the lawyer’s 
speech. Helen and her father listened, 
dry-eyed and anxiously. George alone 
showed no interest in the proceedings; 
in fact, gave no evidence that he ever 
knew what was going on around him.
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“ The defense has dwelt upon the fact 
of the wonderful love existing between 
the prisoner and his murdered brother,” 
the district attorney continued. “ Very 
well; but this fact, coupled with the 
changing of the will, instead of being 
evidence for the prisoner is directly the 
opposite. Besides losing the money, he 
was to lose his brother—another was to 
take the place in his affections the 
prisoner had always held. But there 
was a way out of it—the way just suited 
to a weak, delicate constitution, such as 
the prisoner possesses: the administra­
tion of chloroform, while Robert Sted- 
man slept peacefully on, totally un­
aware of the fact that he was slowly and 
surely passing into the Great Beyond.

“ Then the handkerchief. Here again 
we find the strongest kind of evidence 
against the prisoner. The only logical 
assumption is that it was one of the 
treasures that almost any young man 
may gather from a girl with whom he 
was deeply in love.

“ Robert Stedman had undoubtedly 
taken it as a souvenir, perhaps upon the 
occasion of their first meeting, and had 
guarded it carefully, expecting to show 
it to her some day. And in some un­
known way the prisoner, in looking for 
the necessary piece of cloth with which 
to administer the drug, came upon it 
carefully laid away in a bureau-drawer.

“ Or, it is even possible that his brother 
may have shown it to the prisoner, re­
calling his first meeting with the girl he 
expected so soon would be his wife. And 
the prisoner, carefully noting its hiding- 
place, and realizing that the use of it 
might tend to throw' suspicion from him, 
secured it later, with the results you all 
know so well.

“ The fact that George Stedman was 
the only person in the room that night 
has been amply proven—the motive has 
been proven—the method has been 
proven. Surely, Mr. Foreman and gen­
tlemen of the jury, we could not ask for 
more complete evidence of the prisoner’s 
guilt. A clearer, more perfect case w'as 
never before presented to a jury.”

He hesitated a moment, evidently to 
allow the full force of his speech to be 
absorbed. Then he continued :

“ I think that is all," and abruptly 
turning, took his seat again.

Elston arose slowly, the deep lines in 
his face more pronounced than usual. 
He showed only too plainly his lack of 
faith in his case.

For a moment he stood, silent and 
erect, then glancing nervously over the 
assemblage, began in a strangely hollow 
voice: “ Your honor, Mr. Foreman and
gentlemen of the jury, you have all heard 
our learned district attorney speak so 
ably.

“ But after he has finished, what does 
the testimony amount to? Weigh it 
carefully—consider it carefully, and then 
arrive at your own conclusions. What 
do we find? That there is not one ounce 
-—not a scrap-—of practical evidence in 
the whole case—not one convincing fact 
in all the testimony.

“ We find simply a jumble of sup­
positions—nothing more. And as it has 
been put to you, the entire evidence that 
has been dwelt upon so strongly is strict­
ly circumstantial.”

Turning and pointing at the prisoner, 
who apparently saw nothing, heard noth­
ing, or cared for nothing—crouched 
down in his chair, his eyes staring and 
vacant, his face as emotionless as if 
carved in solid wood, Elston continued:

“ Do you think, gentlemen of the jury, 
that this lovable, sweet-dispositioned, 
unfortunate boy—for he is little more 
than a youth—burdened with ill health, 
and a misshapen form, could conceive— 
let alone commit—such a crime?

“ No! A thousand times—NO! As 
one witness has explained so perfectly, 
his brother was his god. Do you con­
sider for one moment, a person, no mat­
ter how low or depraved, would consider 
and carry out such a crime against his 
god? No! Many times n o !”

Elston was waxing more and more 
eloquent as he continued. He was 
pleading the case of his life, and had 
thrown his whole soul and body into it. 
From the earnest attention he was ac­
corded, it was plain to be seen the effects 
of his speech were being felt.

“ Suppose he was a student of chem­
istry, and has investigated the effects of 
Chloroform,” he continued, “ does that 
prove anything? No!

“ Suppose he was the only man in the 
room during the night—does that prove 
he committed the crime? No! Does
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that prove that some other person did 
not enter in' the night, complete his 
damnable crime, and then make good his 
escape? No! _

“ The State has tried to prove the 
prisoner brought the chloroform to New 
York with him. But they have been un­
successful. If he did, what became of 
the bottle? No one has found it, and 
it has been proven the prisoner did not 
leave his room that night. What could 
he have done with it? Had he hidden 
it, or thrown it out of the window, either 
it or the piece's would have been dis­
covered by the detectives who worked 
and searched for days to find it.”

Elston was now fully warmed up to 
his subject, and hardly waiting to catch 
his breath, continued:

“ Then the prosecution has claimed 
premeditation, which on the very face 
of it is ridiculous. And I’ll tell you 
why. How did George Stedman know' 
his brother’s will had been changed? He 
was not conversant with his brother’s 
affairs. Think of this and realize how 
impossible it is to consider premedita­
tion.

“ There is one person who could un­
doubtedly help us get at the bottom of 
the whole mystery. His name is Man- 
ville, and you heard the testimony re­
garding him. But, unfortunately, he 
cannot be found.”

Elston hesitated for a moment, as he 
stared straight ahead. He had cast 
aside his notes, and was now evidently 
speaking directly from the heart—a fact 
that was noted by every one and which 
had its effect. Raising his voice louder 
than before, he went on:

“ God knows George Stedman is inno­
cent, and I call upon Him to right this 
terrible injustice. I call upon you, Mr. 
Foreman, and gentlemen of the jury, to 
right this injustice.”

Then lowering his voice to a stern, 
even tone, he added, speaking slowly and 
distinctly: “ Could you go home to
your families, your minds at rest and at 
ease, knowing you had convicted a poor 
unfortunate boy, upon totally circum­
stantial evidence?

“ No! I am certain you could not. 
You are all gentlemen of discretion and 
integrity. You could not do it.

“ No God-fearing, sane man could, and

1 only wish it were in Robert Stedman’s 
power to rise up in his grave and stop 
this awful injustice—the attempted 
branding of a poor unfortunate boy with 
the murder of his brother—the brother 
who since early childhood has been his 
protector, takjng the place of father and 
mother.”

Elston seemed overcome with his 
emotions, and stopped for breath. Then 
his mouth worked convulsively, but no 
sounds came forth.

For a moment he stood, all eyes turned 
upon him. People scarcely breathed, as 
they awaited the continuance of his 
speech, when, without another word, he 
sank into his chair.

“ Is that a ll? ” the judge questioned, 
after waiting for Elston to resume.

In reply, he only nodded his l̂ ead.

CHAPTER XVIII.
A LIFE FOR A LIFE.

As Elston fell back in his seat, ap­
parently overcome by the strength and 
force of his emotional appeal, a number 
of eyes were wet with tears of pity for 
the prisoner. Even the judge’s voice 
sounded guttural, as he rose to deliver 
his final address.

“ Mr. Foreman and gentlemen of the 
jury,” he began, “ you have pledged your­
selves to give an impartial verdict upon 
the case before us—you have heard the 
evidence both for and against the pris­
oner, accused of one of the most das­
tardly and vicious crimes in the his­
tory of them.

“ You have many things to consider 
before arriving at your final verdict. 
You have heard the counsel for the de­
fense dwell upon the loving disposition, 
the ill health and the misfortunes of the 
crippled body of the prisoner. In ar­
riving at your verdict, these are matters 
not to be considered.

“ Then again the evidence, regardless 
of how strong it may be. is in many in­
stances purely circumstantial. This, too, 
must be considered in arriving at your 
verdict. And let me advise you, should 
there be a reasonable question of doubt, 
the prisoner should receive the benefit 
thereof.”

With a few concluding remarks, the
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judge finished and the jury slowly filed 
out into the anteroom.

A great sigh of relief went up all over 
the room, and there was a rustling of 
skirts and a shuffling of feet as the entire 
assemblage relapsed from the positions 
they had held so intently for some time.

But not a person left the room. Sup­
pressed sobs were plainly heard in dif­
ferent portions of it, evidently caused by 
the earnest plea that had been made for 
George’s life.

Helen had not moved from the posi­
tion she had assumed during Elston’s 
appeal.

Mr. Whitlock, leaning over and try­
ing to soothe her, murmured : “ There,
Helen, don’t cry. It will soon be over. 
We’ll wait a little while, anyway.”

She seemed to pay no heed to her 
father, but straightened up, and touch­
ing Mr. Elston on the arm, exclaimed 
fervently: “ How can we ever thank
you? It was grand—noble, and I know 
he’ll soon be free.”

“ I hope—so,” replied the lawyer hesi­
tatingly.

He realized only too well the strong 
case against him, and what a lack of 
absolute evidence he had with which to 
fight it.

Helen turned away, and stared wide- 
eyed at the door through which the jury 
had passed. She was absolutely impas­
sive now—every muscle in her face ap­
peared rigid, and her breath came in 
little short gasps.

George, who had seemed in a com­
plete stupor since being brought into the 
room, remained crouched down in the 
same position he had at first assumed, 
apparently unaware of anything that 
had taken place.

Helen still stared at the door. Some 
moments had passed since the jury had 
left the room, every second seeming to 
her an hour, every moment a day.

Suddenly she gave a little scream that 
was plainly heard all over the court, as 
the door of the jury-room opened. 
Every one sat up expectantly as the 
foreman -walked quickly out, staring 
straight ahead of him. Striding over to 
the judge, he held a whispered conver­
sation.

Turning slowly, he once more passed 
through the door, closing it behind him.
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A little buzz of conversation started, 
but quickly stopped as the door opened 
again and the jury filed out and once 
more took their seats in the box.

The judge turned and addressed them. 
“ Mr. Foreman, and gentlemen of the 
jury, have you arrived at a verdict?”

Not a sound was to be heard in the 
entire room; every ear was strained to 
catch the result so quickly reached. The 
foreman had already risen, and in a 
choking voice replied, “ The verdict of 
the jury is—guilty of murder in the first 
degree! ”

For a second, a hush that was ap­
palling fell over the court-room. Then 
Helen, with a piercing scream, fell faint­
ing into her father’s arms.

Announcing a future date for the 
sentencing of the prisoner, and thanking 
and discharging the jury, the judge or­
dered the court-room cleared. George 
was hastily picked up by two officers and 
rushed back to his cell.

He seemed absolutely dead to the 
world and fell heavily upon his little 
cot, where he lay in a dull stupor. The 
guard, who tried to rouse him from it, 
only elicited the response: “ I know—
and I want to die.”

Helen, who had utterly collapsed, was 
helped by Mr. Elston and her father to 
a cab and rapidly driven home, where 
she remained in a comatose condition for., 
days, refusing to be comforted and prac­
tically spurning everything in the way 
of food.

Elston realized the uselessness of at­
tempting to secure another trial. When 
Mr. Whitlock broached the subject to 
him, he remarked: “ It’s absolutely
hopeless. I knew from the first we had 
practically no chance. Even if we could 
secure a new trial, it would only be with 
the same inevitable result.”

Every day that passed was now like 
the preceding one to George. He ate 
little and only moaned, “ I want—to 
d ie!”

"When the day set for the sentence 
came, he seemed to revive somewhat and 
walked quite steadily to the court-room.

As they again crossed the Bridge of 
Sighs, he looked up into the face of one 
of the burly officers who held bis arm 
and murmured, as a smile broke over his 
face, the first in many days, “ Well, I
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know this is my last trip over here, and 
I am glad."

As the sentence of death was passed 
upon him a look of joy spread over 
George’s face, but he made no reply. A 
short while later, he was being rapidly 
whirled in an express train toward his 
last home on earth—the death-cell in 
Sing Sing prison.

CHAPTER XIX.
MUCH IN A NAME.

It was some days later. A batch of 
prisoners had just been brought by the 
patrol-wagon to the magistrate’s court, 
where George Stedman had been ar­
raigned when first arrested.

As Officer John Howard came over 
and took up his regular position in the 
chair before the pens, he glanced care­
lessly at the poor wretches, then turned 
away and lighting a cigar, seemed lost in 
thought.

For a moment the only sound was the 
footsteps of one of the prisoners as he 
walked back and forth across the cement 
floor of the pen. Then he stopped at 
the front, raised his hands over his head 
and grasped the bars firmly.

“ Say, boss,” he called faintly, seem­
ingly almost afraid of his own voice, 
“ ye couldn’t git a san’wich fer a feller, 
could ye ? I got pinched yesterday after­
noon and, on de level, I ’m hungry. I’ve 
only got two bits, but I’ll pay it fer 
one.”

The officer looked kindly at him as he 
replied: “ Oh, that’s all right; keep
your money. I guess I can get some­
thing for you.”

Going to the foot of the stairs, he 
called a boy, who soon returned with a 
paper bag containing two sandwiches. 
As he handed them through the bars to 
the prisoner, he questioned: “ What are
you up for?”

“ Gee ! ” replied the other quickly, his 
mouth full of bread and meat, “ I didn’t 
do nuttin’. Dat’s de rub.”

Another huge bite prevented further 
information for a moment, when with a 
gulp, he continued: “ Ye see, I chust
walks into ^.Slattery’s ‘ corner ’ and de 
barkeep calls out, 1 We’s got nuttin’ fer 
you mixed-alers.’ Ye see, some of de 
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gang had an argyment dere de odder 
day. Den I toins quick like, an’ he 
ducks, t’inkin’ I was goin’ to trow some­
thin’. But I wasn’t, and den a fly-cop 
rushes in, what Slattery, who was in de 
back room, had called, and he lands me 
a belt on de -coco and down I lays on de 
floor. Ye kin feel de bunch on de roof 
of me nut,” and he gingerly rubbed the 
top of his head.

“ I wasn’t doin’ nottin’, and I don’t 
see what dey kin send me up fer. But 
dey pinched Jim de Dope chust de same 
way last week, and I t’ink dey chased 
him up fer five days. Do ye remember 
him ? ”

“ No, I can’t say as I do,” the officer 
replied absently. “ What is his right 
name ? ”

“ Jim Manville,” was the announce­
ment that made John Howard’s eyes al­
most fall out of his head.

Evidently this prisoner did not read 
the newspapers.

“ Jim—Manville!” the officer gasped, 
realizing immediately that this was the 
man for whom the detectives had hunted 
so eagerly for weeks.

“ Sure—don’t ye remember him ?” 
questioned the prisoner, noting the 
strange look on the officer’s face.

“ Yes—I do,” replied Howard slowly, 
as he recalled now7 a prisoner some days 
before who had been arrested on charges 
preferred by this same Slattery, but who 
had given the name of Flynn.

“Where is Jim living now?” Howard 
asked, endeavoring hard to smother his 
eagerness.

“ Down dere in Holy Alley—why dey 
ever named it dat I’ll never know, be­
cause it’s dc toughest alley in de hull of 
dat part of de town. He’s been boardin’ 
dere for some time now wid Pipey 
Alice. Dey calls her dat ’cause she’s 
always smokin’ de pills—opium, ye 
know.”

“ Yes, T understand,” the officer agreed, 
making mental note of all the informa­
tion he was receiving.

“ Yes, and dat’s de t’ing wot’s puttin’ 
Jim out of business. If he keeps at it 
much longer, dey’11 plant him. Some 
sez—”

A voice from the top of the stairs was 
calling a name.

“ Dat’s me! ” the prisoner declared,
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as he walked to the door and awaited its 
opening by Howard.

“ Wonder if I ’ll git de same Jimmy 
got,” he murmured, as he started to­
ward the stairs.

CHAPTER XX.
BACK FROM THE BRINK.

F or some moments Howard’s mind 
worked rapidly, trying to determine the 
best and surest method of capturing the 
man he had so unexpectedly located. At 
first, he decided he would send a mes­
senger to Manville, saying that a friend 
of his had been arrested and wished to 
see him at the magistrate’s court.

But, on second thought, he realized 
this would not be advisable. The man 
might smell a rat, and, further, Howard 
was not certain just how closely together 
this crowd hung. The best way was to 
go right there and get his man.

But even this plan had its disadvan­
tages, and to safely carry it out required 
diplomacy. Yet, it was the only one to 
pursue. Calling another attache of the 
court, he inquired: “ Tom, will you take 
my place a while? I’ve got a job to look 
after. If anybody asks for me, tell them 
I've gone to serve a warrant.”

“ Sure, John. What’s up now?”
“ Nothing much, but I can land a fel­

low I ’ve been looking for if I go now.” 
He was talking from the locker-room, 
where he was hastily getting into his 
civilian’s clothes.

“ I’ll be back before long,” he called, 
hurrying up the steps to the street.

A trolley-car and a three-block walk, 
and he was at the beginning of Holy 
Alley.
■ A tougher, more destitute part of the 
city does not exist. The street, just wide 
enough for a horse and wagon, is lined 
with large tenements, between which, in 
places, are stuck, as if by mistake, rick­
ety frame houses.

As Howard stood at the entrance of 
the alley, pondering for a moment, he 
took in at a glance the entire situation.

The narrow street was littered with 
garbage and debris, from which arose ob­
noxious odors. Little children played in 
the dirt and muck, evidently thoroughly 
enjoying the conditions.

Howard realized the presence of a 
well-dressed person in such a neighbor­
hood causes a stir among the inhabit­
ants, many of whom are constantly on 
the lookout for the police. But he 
would try his best to land his man.

There were no numbers on the houses, 
and he walked slowly, trying to find 
some one to direct him. Just in front 
were two dirty-faced urchins, busily dig­
ging with barrel-staves into a heap of 
refuse.

As he approached, he inquired: 
“ Sonny, where does Jim the Dope—”

But he did not continue. The chil­
dren, at the sound of his voice, gave him 
one startled glance, and without another 
word ran as fast as their little legs could 
carry them into the dark hall of one of 
the large tenements.

As Howard stood a moment gazing 
after them, a thick-set man of the tough­
est type came out of the blackness of the 
hall and. striding toward him, asked: 
“ Well, what ye want aroun' here?”

“ I was looking for Jim the Dope,” 
answered Howard, apparently not no­
ticing the aggressive tone of the tough.

“ Don’t know ’im, and never heard of 
’im,” the other replied, leering into the 
officer’s face.

“ I must find him,” Howard declared, 
still retaining his cool demeanor.

This seemed to anger the tough, who 
muttered: “ Well, he don’t live nowheres 
aroun’ here.” Then he continued, as he 
sized up his man: “ Say, young feller, 
you take a tip from me and beat it. 
Dis ain’t no place fer yez to be hangin’ 
aroun’.”

Then Howard made a bold play.
“ None of that, now,” he said in a 

firm, determined voice, drawing from his 
pocket his policeman’s whistle. “ See 
this? There are a dozen men just wait­
ing for me to blow it, and if you want 
to keep out of the coop make no noise, 
but just tell me where Jim lives.”

For a moment the tough was so taken 
aback he seemed at a loss for words. 
His jaw fell, as he pointed to a rickety- 
frame building sandwiched between two 
large tenements.

“ Over dere,” he gasped.
Howard strode over to the house in­

dicated and rapped loudly upon the 
door.
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At first there was no answer, and after 
waiting a moment he knocked again. 
The echoes could be heard reverberating 
through the barren hall, when shuffling 
footsteps were heard approaching, and 
the door was opened by a slovenly, dirty 
woman.

“ Why don’t ye break the door down 
wid yer bangin’,” she exclaimed. 
“ What ye want, anyway?”

“ I want to see Jim.”
“ Which Jim ?” she questioned, and 

as she noted the caller’s good clothes, 
her eyes narrowed until they seemed like 
little slits.

“ Jim Flynn,” Howard replied. “ A 
matter of great importance to him.”

“ Well, ye can’t see ’im,” she an­
nounced tantalizingly. “ He’s asleep.” 

“ Then -wake him up,” commanded 
Howard firmly. “ I must see him.”

“ Who are ye? ” she demanded.
“ I am a lawyer, and I want to see him 

about something that is due him ?”
“ Is it money? ” she gasped.
“ Yes,” Howard answered, seeing that 

she wras now greatly interested.
“ Gee! Den Jim didn’t lie to me. He 

alius said he come from de big-bugs, and 
has some cash cornin’ to him some day.” 

Turning quickly, she rushed up the 
rickety stairs, which creaked and 
groaned beneath her -weight, calling, 
“ Jim! J im !”

A moment later Manville appeared at 
the head of the flight and painfully de­
scended, step by step.

As he neared the bottom a fit of cough­
ing came on, and he sank to the stairs 
until it was over. Howard had a good 
chance to note every detail—the pale face 
—the sunken cheeks—the wild eyes— 
the ragged clothes and the dirt that cov­
ered him.

As Manville struggled to his feet 
again, he murmured: “ Guess you’re too 
late. I ’m nearly gone.”

“ Oh, no, you’re not,” Howard replied 
cheerfully. “ Come with me to the 
office, Mr. Manville.”

“ Say, Mr.—- What’s yer name?”
“ Howard,” the other prompted.
“ How’d Mr. Clarkin find out I was 

livin’ here under the name of Flynn?” 
“ Can’t say. He sent me to get you— 

that’s all I know'. Come ahead.”
“ Wait till I get me hat.” Looking

up, he called: “ Hey, Alice! Throw 
down me dip, will yer ? ”

As it fell at his feet, he added: “ I ’ll 
be right back. Maybe we’ll hev a blow­
out.”

Howard helped him down the steps, 
and in reply to Manville’s question, 
“ Flow much money is there for m e?” 
replied : “ I don’t know anything about 
it.”

Manville told him all about the for­
tune he had expected to inherit some 
day, when his younger brother became 
of age. He even went on to tell how, 
up to four years ago, he had been a so­
ciety man.

“ But she threw me down, and I ’ve 
been goin’ down ever since,” he added.

A walk of a few blocks, and they 
were before the green lights of a police- 
station. Howard’s grasp of the man’s 
arm tightened as he led him up the steps 
of the building.

“ Where—ye—” Manville gasped as 
he realized they u'ere entering the sta­
tion-house.

“ I’m taking you where you belong, 
Jim Manville,” Howard broke in, “ for 
the murder of Robert Stedman.”

Upon being taken into the captain’s 
room, Manville murmured, “ De jig is 
up,” and proceeded to confess every­
thing.

He had sneaked in through the serv­
ant’s entrance of the hotel during the 
night of Rob’s dinner, about w'hich he 
had read in the papers, first getting a 
friend of his to learn the number of 
Stedman’s suite.

He entered the apartment with a skele­
ton key, not through the regular door, 
but through the one. which gave directly 
into the bedroom George had used. This 
had only a spring lock upon it, and after 
entering he secreted himself behind a 
bookcase to await the coming of his vic­
tim. When the detectives were looking 
for clues, this door was not considered.

After completing his crime, using a 
handkerchief Helen had dropped some 
years before, and which he always treas­
ured, he went out through the same door 
by which he had entered, and the hour 
being late, he met no one, and was soon 
upon the street again.

“ I realized what I am now, and I
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guess—mebbe I blamed him for it,” he 
concluded.

The following morning the papers 
were full of the capture of the mur­
derer of the young millionaire, Robert 
Stedman, and where, only a few days 
before, they had not been able to speak 
harshly enough of George, they now 
spoke of him as the poor, unfortunate 
Mr. Stedman.

They also went deeply into the con­
viction of murder upon circumstantial 
evidence, declaring that such was a blot 
upon the justice of the country.

But the State was not forced to ad­
minister the death penalty to Jim Man- 
ville. From the first, he gradually de­
clined ; and while in the Tombs await­
ing trial, in a fit of coughing he had a 
hemorrhage, and died of strangulation 
before aid could be summoned. FI is 
system, undermined by the use of drugs

and narcotics, was unable to stand the 
sudden breaking off of their use and the 
close confinement.

A few days after George’s honorable 
release from custody—and while he was 
visiting the Whitlock home—he received 
word to appear at Rob’s lawyers for the 
settling of the estate.

He and Helen talked the matter over. 
George did not want so much money— 
he only wanted enough to live quietly at 
Highwood for the rest of his days—and 
she refused to accept any.

“ George, I have i t ' ” she suddenly 
exclaimed. ‘‘ Let’s found a home for 
crippled children, to be called the Rob­
ert Stedman Home.”

‘‘Just the thing!” he agreed eagerly.
And to-day, one of the greatest chari­

ties of the East is the home named after 
the young man so brutally murdered 
upon the eve of his wedding-day.

THE END.

T H E  T R A M P  ON T H E  CAR ROOF.
By HOWARD DWIGHT SMILEY.

T h e remarkable thing that- happened to a hobo 
who had the sense to flatten himself out of sight.

A S the Overland Limited came thun­
dering into the station at Delta, 

Denver Slim flattened himself against the 
roof of the freight-car that stood on the 
siding, fearful lest the headlight of the 
engine should betray his position to those 
on the station platform.

The passenger came to a standstill with 
the rear coach just opposite the freight- 
car, and Slim rose cautiously, waiting 
until the train should pull out again.

There was some delay. The engine 
took water, and the conductor remained 
an unwonted period in the depot; but he 
finally emerged, waved to the engineer, 
and the train drew slowly out, whereupon 
Slim hopped nimbly on to the rear coach 
and threw himself down flat until the 
lights of the station were passed. He 
then drew himself up and sat on the 
middle of the roof, with a foot on either 
side of the ventilator, drew a stubby 
pipe from his pocket and began filling it, 
chuckling grimly the while.

“ Dem cats wot’s ridin’ de blind’ll git 
ditched before dey’ve got ten miles,” he 
ruminated. “ I ’m good up here till day­
light, anyway.”

The “ cats ” to whom he had reference 
were six men, ostensibly hoboes, that he 
had seen lurking near the water-tank some 
time before the train arrived. Antici­
pating that they were trying to beat the 
same train he intended taking, and that 
they would ride the “ blind,” as the front 
platform of the baggage-coach is called, 
and surmising that they would be dis­
covered by the train-crew and ordered 
off, Slim had chosen the top of the car 
as the safer and more inconspicuous place.

He finished filling his pipe, and was 
about to strike a match, when he hap-, 
pened to look ahead. What he saw in the 
dim light caused him suddenly to throw 
himself forward and flatten against the 
car roof again.

Slowly making their way over the for­
ward coaches were the forms of several
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men. They were creeping along uncer­
tainly on their hands and knees. This 
at once reassured Slim that they were not 
the train-crew, who through long prac­
tise would have run boldly over the lurch­
ing cars.

As they reached the rear end of the car 
ahead of the one occupied by Slim, they 
stopped, and Slim counted them; there 
were six.

“■Dey’re de cats,” he whispered to him­
self. “ Wot’re dev doin’ up here, I won­
der?”

He was obliged to leave the question 
to conjecture, as the men settled them­
selves on the roof of the car ahead with 
the evident intention of remaining there. 
Fearing lest some of the crew had seen 
them board the train, Slim swore softly 
at their intrusion, which would probably 
result in his being discovered and put off 
at the next station.

Welds junction, the next stopping- 
point, however, was many miles ahead, 
and Slim had the conciliation of knowing 
that he couldn’t “ git ditched ” until they 
reached there unless the train-crew should 
stop the train, which wasn’t likely.

They were on an up-grade now, as Slim 
could tell by the labored puffing of the 
engine; the speed had perceptibly slack­
ened, too. Ahead of them the red rim 
of the moon slowly lifted above the hori­
zon, and Slim grumbled again as he 
thought of how it would soon be light 
enough to distinguish objects on the car 
roof from below, which would make their 
discovery inevitable.

For upward of an hour the train la­
boriously grunted its way up the steep 
grade, while Slim hugged the roof of the 
car and watched the men ahead, who re­
mained motionless. Several times he had 
been seized with the impulse to go for­
ward and advise them to return to the 
blind, as the safer and least likely to be 
discovered place on which to ride; or to 
pass them and ride the blind himself.

But the professional hobo’s dislike and 
contempt for the “ gay cat,” or amateur 
tramp, in which class Slim had put the 
six men, as well as an impelling instinct 
to keep his own presence on the car roof 
from their knowledge, caused him to 
smother the impulse.

Suddenly there was a movement among 
the men forward. At first Slim thought

they had discovered him and were com­
ing back to where he lay. This was not 
the case, however, for one by one they 
dropped down between the cars to the 
platforms below, while Slim looked on 
in dismayed consternation.

“ Wot’re doin’ aat fer?” he muttered 
angrily. “ Dey’ve queered de hull game 
fer fair now.”

A moment later he started up with an 
exclamation of fear. The coach on which 
he was riding began to slacken speed, 
while those ahead pulled away, leaving a 
gradually widening breach, and a moment 
later they disappeared over the top of 
the grade, leaving his coach alone on the 
track.

Gradually the car slowed up until 
it came to a standstill, and then it 
reversed the forward motion and started 
rolling slowly down the grade.

II.

W h e n  the Overland Limited p u l led  
into Welds Junction, the brakeman made 
a discovery that threw the entire train- 
crew into a cold sweat. The private 
coach, carrying the president of the road 
and his family, which had been attached 
to the rear of the train, was missing.

The first thought of the crew was that 
the car had broken loose from the rest of 
the train while they were climbing the 
grade. An examination of the coupler 
showed it to be open but unbroken, while 
the air-brake attachment had been torn 
in two.

“ It’s blame curious that that coupler 
should open up like that,” said the con­
ductor. “ But the car’s gone, and we’ve 
got to find it quick. Wire Delta, Jen­
kins. If the car is on the grade it will 
roll hack that far, and ought to reach 
there, about now. It may have stopped 
somewhere between here and the top of 
the grade.”

Jenkins, the operator, hurried into the 
station and got Delta on the wire. The 
reply received was disconcerting. It was:

Coach has not shown up here. Can­
non-ball freight, following Overland,
left for Welds Junction about twenty
minutes ago.

“ Great Scott! ” exclaimed the conduct­
or, as the vision of that private coach
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tearing down the grade, gaining momen­
tum with every rod, and the freight com­
ing from the other direction, flashed 
through his mind. “ If that car didn’t 
stop this side of the grade it is probably 
smashed to everlasting flinders right 
now! Put this train on the side track, 
quick, and we’ll run back with the engine 
as far as the top of the grade.”

“ Hadn’t we better wire the division 
superintendent for orders?” asked Jen­
kins.

“ We haven’t time, m an!” jerked out 
the conductor. “ This is an emergency, 
and we can’t wait for orders. Side-track 
that train, quick! ” he ordered.

Three minutes later the Overland’s en­
gine, with the train-crew aboard, was 
tearing back over the line toward Delta. 
The moon had risen now so there was 
light enough to see far ahead of the back­
ing locomotive, and the conductor and 
brakemen, perched on the rocking tender, 
peered eagerly ahead, urging the en­
gineer to higher speed as no coach ap­
peared.

When they finally reached the top of 
the grade and the engine had come to a 
standstill, the conductor was almost in 
tears. —

“ She’s gone ! ” he groaned. “ She’s 
met that freight by this time, and lays 
back there in the ditch, somewhere, 
smashed to atoms, and' the occupants 
killed. The freight-crew are probably 
dead, too, unless they saw the car in time 
and jumped.”

“ Hadn’t we better run on and find 
’em ? ” suggested the engineer.

“ No use,” answered the conductor. 
“ We couldn’t be of any use there, and 
we can’t hold the Overland any longer, 
anyway. The only thing to do is to return 
to Welds Junction and notify the division 
superintendent.”

When they reached Welds Junction 
they found that the operator had already 
telegraphed a report to the superintend­
ent, who was holding the wire until the 
return of the Overland’s engine. As soon 
as the operator had apprised him of'the 
result of the engine’s run, the superintend­
ent wired for the Overland to proceed on 
its way, saying he would start a wrecking- 
crew to the scene at once, and it would 
be due in Welds Junction in about an 
'■•our.

The Overland continued its journey, 
leaving the operator alone at his post. 
Thirty minutes later he was startled to 
hear a long-drawn whistle from the direc­
tion of Delta, and, rushing out on the 
platform, he saw the headlight of a loco­
motive approaching from that direction. 
To his utter amazement, it proved to be 
the cannon-ball freight.

“ H o w  on ea r th  d id  you get past  th a t  
ca r?  ” he d em an d ed  of the  engineer.

■M WhaJ car?” asked the engineer, in 
mild surprise.

When the operator explained he was 
still more amazed.

“ Track’s been clear all the way be­
tween here and Delta,” he declared. “ If 
we passed the coach it must ’a’ been in the 
ditch alongside the road.”

III.

W h e n  the coach parted from the rest 
of the train and started back down the 
grade, Slim’s first impulse had been to 
gain the platform and drop off the car 
before it got under speed.

fie crawled to the end of the roof and 
peered over. What he saw made him 
change his mind about descending.

On the platform, facing the open door 
of the car, stood two of the cats, each with 
a cocked .45 Colt revolver in his hand. 
Slim promptly retreated.

“ It’s a hold-up,” he told himself. “ I 
wisht I was somew’ere else.”

He looked wildly around for some 
means of escape, and seriously contem­
plated dropping from the side of the car 
to the ground; but the coach had been 
steadily gaining momentum until it was 
now rolling along at a lively clip, and a 
drop under such circumstances might 
mean death or permanent injury. So he 
flattened himself on the car roof. once 
more and awaited developments.

After about fifteen minutes, during 
which time the coach continued to gain 
speed until it was tearing down the grade 
at a rate that caused even Slim’s hair to 
raise a little, it began to slow up. A 
short distance farther on it came to a 
standstill.

Slim surmised that the hand-brakes 
had been applied, as they had by no 
means reached the bottom of the grade.

P eering  ahead, he saw two men r u n ­
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ning forward in the moonlight. They 
paused at what looked to Slim to be a 
switch, and after fumbling at it for sev­
eral minutes they signaled to those on the 
car to come on.

Slim heard the rattle of the brakes as 
they were released, and the car started 
slowly forward again. He felt the 
wheels bump over a switch, and they 
rolled away to the. right.

There was a perceptible change in the 
running of the car; the track seemed to 
be more uneven and rough. Peering 
ahead, Slim noticed that the rails were 
dull-colored and did not reflect the 
moonlight as the ones on the other line 
had; this he -attributed to the fact that 
they were rusty.

He at once came to the conclusion, and 
correctly, that they were on an old and 
unused spur of the railroad.

They had hardly got started on this 
spur when Slim heard a long-drawn whis-. 
tie coming from the direction of Delta, 
and a moment later he could hear the 
heavy puffing of a locomotive climbing the 
grade.

“ Gee 1 ” he muttered. “ It’s a lucky 
t’ing we got off'll de main line when we 
did.”

The car continued to roll down-grade, 
winding around hills and through gul­
lies, the scenery growing wilder and 
wilder as they proceeded, for several 
miles. Then they again came to a stand­
still.

Slim looked around him. A number of 
dark, dilapidated buildings showed in 
the moonlight, but there was no evidence 
of their being occupied. Once more he 
crawled to the end of the car, hoping to 
be able to drop down and escape.

Not that he had any fear of being 
robbed—be had nothing to be robbed of, 
but lie did not know what the bandits 
might do to him if they discovered his 
presence, and he was not taking any 
chances.

He peered over the end of the coach, 
but promptly drew back again. The 
whole six men were congregated there, 
and the occupants of the car were filing 
out of the door.

As the party left the car Slim was able 
to see them. The president, his wife and 
daughter, and a white-eyed colored por­
ter, were backed up against a shed,

and several of the men, who had masks 
pulled over their faces, confronted them 
with revolvers in their hands.

“ Now, Mr. President,” began one of 
the men, who appeared to be the ring­
leader. “ we’ve got you right where we 
want you. So long as you don’t make any 
fuss, no harm will come to you or your 
family, but the minute you begin any 
monkey work there’s going to be trouble. 
You’ve probably sized up the situation by 
now. haven’t you?”

“ I can see that we have been kid­
naped ; but to what purpose ? ” replied 
the president.

“ Money,” answered the bandit short­
ly. “ We’re going to perform a regular 
old-fashioned stunt and hold you and 
your family for ransom.”

The president laughed.
“ My friend.” said he, “ don’t you 

know that the days are past when a game 
like that can be worked successfully? 
The loss of that car has doubtless been 
discovered by now, and proper measures 
for finding it are being taken. It won’t 
be twenty-four hours before they trace it 
here and we are rescued.”

“ Do you know where you are?” de­
manded the bandit.

“ If my guess is correct, we are at the 
old El Patra mine, which has been de­
serted for. ten years,” answered the presi­
dent,

“ Correct you are,” returned the ban­
dit. “ There hasn’t been a train over 
this spur in that time, either, and it’ll be 
some while before they look down here 
for you. Anyway, we don’t intend that 
they discover the car here.”

He took the president’s arm and led 
him to a spot a short distance away from 
the shed. Looking down, the president 
discovered that he was standing on the 
brink of gn old mine shaft.

“ See that hole?” inquired the bandit.
“ It’s only about half a mile deep and half 
full of water. Now, don’t think we 
didn’t figure this thing all out before we 
undertook i t : we knew you were coming 
over the line to-night, and had the whole 
deal mapped out from the start.

“ That car will be found in a very 
short time, but not so as to leave any clue 
as to where it has been. Of course, 
searching parties may reach these dig­
gings before the twenty-four hours are
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up, but if they do they won’t find^any one 
here; we looked out for that, too.

“ Now, you are to write a letter, ad­
dressed to the general superintendent of 
the road, instructing him to raise twenty 
thousand dollars in cash within ten hours 
and bring it to a certain point set down 
in the letter, in person and alone. He 
will be met by four of the gang, including 
myself, and after the money is delivered 
he will accompany us to a point in the 
hills, near here, you and your family will 
be released and led to him, and all of 
you permitted to find your way out of the 
wilderness.

“ In case the money is not forthcoming 
at the time set, we will at once return 
here, and you and your family will be 
dropped down this hole, properly bal­
lasted so you won’t be liable to attract 
attention, and we will proceed to jump 
the country. In case we do not return 
within a set period, my men, who will 
remain with you, will know that we have 
been captured by the superintendent—if 
.lie takes a notion to try any such stunt— 
and will proceed ‘to drop you down the 
hole, anyway. So you see, we have you 
coming and going. Now, make up your 
mind quick. Will you write the letter? ”

The president gazed down into the 
dark chasm before him. He was not a 
coward, but he knew only too well that 
the bandits could carry out their threat 
successfully and probably never be de­
tected, and he instinctively felt that they 
would not hesitate to follow out their 
plan in case he refused.

He had his family to consider, and 
the chances of rescue were decidedly 
against him.

“ Yes,” he answered slowly, “ I will 
write the letter. There is writing ma­
terial in the car.”

The bandit led him into the coach, 
after giving orders to two of the men in 
an undertone. These two walked to­
ward another building, from which they 
shortly returned leading four horses, sad­
dled and bridled.

When the leader of the gang and his 
victim emerged from the car. the former 
turned the president over to two of the 
men, who led him and his family into 
one of the buildings, while the leader and 
the rest of the bandits turned to the 
horses.

Taking lariats from the saddle-horns, 
they made them fast to the front of the 
car, and then, mounting the horses, they 
rode away, slowly towing the car after 
them.

On top of the coach-Slim, who had been 
a terrified witness of these proceedings, 
heard the  entire conversation with tremb­
ling. He could guess now what his fate 
would be i f  he were discovered.

The trip back to the switch consumed 
some time and considerable tugging on 
the part of the horses, but it was finally 
accomplished and the car transferred on 
to the main track again. The lariats were 
then removed and the car released, while 
the bandits, after carefully setting the 
switch in the condition in which they had 
originally found it, rode away in a direc­
tion opposite from that whence they had 
come.

The coach moved off down the grade, 
gaining momentum until it was bounding 
along at a speed that threatened to derail 
it. Slim, who knew that he was at last 
alone, quickly descended to the rear plat­
form and applied the hand-brakes, which 
slowed the car down to a safe speed.

In this manner, a few minutes later, he 
rolled into the Delta station and brought 
the coach to a standstill.

IV.

S u m  quickly  to ld  his s to ry  to the o p e r ­
ator ,  and  the two entered  the car.

Conspicuously pinned to a curtain, they 
found the letter. It was addressed to the 
general superintendent, to be opened by 
finder and contents wired addressee.

A minute later the operator was at his 
instrument, telegraphing the contents of 
the letter to the division superintendent. 
The directions to the general superintend­
ent were that he deliver the money before 
ten o’clock next morning, at Colman’s 
Crossroads, an obscure point fully ten 
miles from the El Patra mine.

In his own handwriting the president 
had set down the urgency of carrying out 
these instructions to the letter, and that 
failure to do so probably meant certain 
death to himself and family. The oper­
ator concluded his report by stating that 
he had a man who could lead a rescuing 
party to where the president and family 
were being held.
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The division superintendent replied 
that the wrecking crew, numbering ten 
men, were at Welds Junction, and would 
be armed and sent to Delta on an engine, 
where they would pick up Slim and then 
proceed to the mine. In the meantime 
another party would be despatched to 
capture the gang of bandits at the cross­
roads.

It was just beginning to grow light in 
the east when the wrecking crew, led by 
Slim, crept silently up to the building 
that sheltered the captives and their 
watchers. Not anticipating a surprise, 
the latter were sleeping, and were easily 
overpowered.

The whole party were taken back to 
Delta on the engine, which had brought 
the rescuing party to within a mile of 
the mine. Later in the day word was 
received that the rest of the gang had 
been captured at the cross-roads.

That afternoon, as the president’s 
coach pulled out of Delta attached to 
the rear of another passenger-train, there 
sat on the observation-platform a ragged 
hobo, with his feet cocked up on the 
guard-rail and a fat black cigar between 
his teeth. On his head rested the presi­
dent's high silk hat. replacing the one 
Slim had lost.

In his vest pocket reposed the presi­
dent’s heavy gold watch, the massive 
chain hanging conspicuously outside, and 
in his trousers pocket, grasped securely 
by his left fist, was a substantial roll of 
yellowbacks. All were gifts of the 
president.

“ Gee! ” he ruminated, as he fondled 
the chain and the roll. “ Gee 1 Dis beats 
ridin’ de blind or any udder place, don’t 
it? An’ I’m good fer a free ride to de 
end o’ de line, too. Gee! It’s great to 
be a hero, ain’t it? ”
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CHAPTER XII.
A BIG SURPRISE.

Y OU’VE got t.o keep up a Harvey- 
ized steel front this time,” 

Wendel informed Beekman earnestly.
“ This old Dennison person is a regular 
fiend, you know. I went to see him in 
New Vork, two months or so ago— 
tried to get what we’d lost out of him, 
at least. Why, he simply raved! He 
didn't even wait for us to make a claim 
against him—he started suit to invali­
date r!ie title we held and—saw liurrv 
up. Beekmcn: Will that hat go on over
the bandage?”

Down-stairs, there were many objec­
tion-.

Dr. Wilbur, for one. stated that it was 
positively dangerous for a man in Beck­
man’s condition to go out in the sun. 
Beekman replied, thankfully, persistent- 
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ly, patiently, that he was going to travel 
in a covered carriage.

He announced that he would return 
by noon for any formalities that might 
be necessary, and to settle up whatever 
was to be settled. Meanwhile, he could 
be found, if necessary, in the court­
house.

The ride was short enough.
The clock struck half past nine as 

they drew up before the home of jus­
tice. Wendel shook his head.

“ Just about one second to spare! ” he 
observed. “ Kinsel reckoned on getting 
you to the stand the very first thing, 
Beekman. The other side thinks you’ve 
departed for good, and Kinsel wants to 
get all the effect that is possible on the 
jury by jamming you into prominence 
again.” '

“ Yes.”
“ He's going to swear you, first,” the 
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manipulator hurried on, as they reached 
the stairs. “ Then he’s going to read 
Brown’s deposition, to the effect that his 
testimony was a lie. After that, he’s 
going to ask .you a few questions and, 
as soon as Bentick begins to kick, call 
you out of the chair again and put in the 
two boys I ’ve brought from Chicago, to 
identify you positively, and—”

His voice ceased. They were at 
the door, and a policeman, recognizing 
them, opened it. Wendel gripped his 
companion’s arm.

“ We’ll walk right in quick, and go 
inside the rail. Kinsel’ll spot you and 
call you and—come on! ”

Side by side, they hurried down the 
aisle, Heads were turned curiously, and 
more than one gasp became audible.

Wendel grinned covertly. The miss­
ing witness—the man whom the news­
papers had been roasting for a week— 
had returned. And he had managed it. 
He had brought back the much-mooted 
Mr. Rogers, even if that individual did 
have a bandage about his head! He—

“ Pst! That’s Dennison,” he whis­
pered suddenly, as they stepped inside 
the enclosure before the bench. “ The 
old cuss with the white whiskers and— 
what the devil’s the matter with you?”

Wendel stood stock-still.
Beekman advanced a pace—and

halted. His lips were working queerly; 
he stared with the most astounding in­
tentness at the big-chested, handsome old 
man beside Bentick.

His eyes glazed over suddenly, and 
one or two of those near at hand were 
astounded at the sight of two very real 
tears that trickled down his cheeks.

And then—as the judge droned some 
cut-and-dried legal matter in Mr. Kin- 
sel’s direction—the order of the court 
was rudely broken, for the old man with 
the white whiskers had leaped to his 
feet and was staring at Beekman. And 
his voice burst out suddenly with:

Will! "
Tht cowboy gulped hard. The old 

man was coming uncertainly toward him 
now; Beekman’s arms stretched toward 
him in an oddly childlike fashion.

“ What—what is it, father? ” fie mum­
bled.

His honor just then had ceased speak­
ing.

Beekman’s words, as a consequence, 
almost rang out in that quiet space be­
hind the rail.

The effect was almost electrical.
The overwhelming dignity of Venner 

County forgotten for the moment, the 
judge half rose from his bench and 
stared at the remarkable Mr. Laurence 
Rogers, about whom there had been so 
much controversy.

Bentick fairly leaped to his feet, his 
face illumined with an amazed, joyous 
light. His associates followed his ex­
ample unceremoniously and stared at the 
cowboy.

And there were others who seemed to 
take a deep interest in the little scene.

Kinsel and Cox both gasped aloud and 
stared, open-eyed, at Beekman. They 
turned suddenly to Wendel, as well, and 
on the face of the chief lawyer for the 
defense there was an expression some­
thing less than pleasant.

“ If you will be kind enough to tell 
me—” he began.

Wendel was limp in his chair.
He pulled himself together in a mo­

ment. He grinned in a sickly, nearly 
imbecile, fashion.

“ The—blamed fool’s taken to drink 
again ! ” he whispered. “ He—he gets 
these spells every once in a while, and 
there’s no doing anything with him, 
or—”

Kinsel’s sharp face was growing more 
and more purple.

“ Dennison’s not drunk, Mr. Wendel,” 
he observed caustically.

“ No. he isn’t, but—” 
t “ And tins man you’ve been calling 
Rogers hasn’t any of the earmarks, 
either,” Kinsel pursued. “ He looks 
about as sober as a man need look. 
What is this. Mr. Wendel ? ”

“ D'ye suppose I can tell what it is? ” 
Wendel asked, almost dazedlv. “ The 
man’s gone off his head with liquor, 
and—■’

His chief lawyer turned silently, and 
Wendel was privileged to study the back 
of his well-fitting coat.

For across the enclosure, things were 
happening which interested Kinsel most 
deeply.

Rigid, Beekman had waited for the 
older man’s approach, while the crowd 
near by held its breath.
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Dennison had com? to his side, trem­
bling, astounded. And then—all in a 
second—the cowboy seemed to crumple 
into an almost helpless mass. His arms 
wgnt round Dennison. Dennison’s own 
arms were enfolded about the big form; 
and a thick voice, from somewhere in the 
neighborhood of Mr. Dennison’s left 
lapel, sobbed :

“ Dad! I’m—I’m so deuced glad to 
be back on—on your shoulder that— 
that—”

The court blew its nose.
Bentick sat back with a grin that 

threatened to loosen his ears. His asso­
ciate-counsel fell to chuckling.

Kinsel whirled suddenly on Mr. 
Wendel.

“ It’s pretty evident that this man 
you’ve brought as Mr. Rogers, of Chi­
cago, is Dennison’s missing son! ” he 
observed, almost gaspingly, as his deep 
color deepened. “ Wr. Wendel, I—”

“ Hold on! ” Wendd's voice came 
weakly. “ There’s a mistake here, Kin­
sel ! There’s—”

“ You’ll pardon my saying it, but I 
believe the mistake is all on your side! ” 
Kinsel snapped. “ You’ve evidently 
been able to play me for an idiot, Mr. 
Wendel. It’s one of the first times it 
has been accomplished successfully, and 
it will be the last, I can assure you. 
But—”

Bentick was on his feet again. Kin­
sel straightened up, with what dignity 
was left to him.

“ Your honor! ” the former crowed 
at the top of his lungs.

The judge turned suddenly from the 
spectacle of father and son and faced 
him.

“ If your honor will forgive it, I be­
lieve that I must ask another setting- 
over of this trial, which we seem to have 
been adjourning weeklv for several 
months,” Bentick pursued. “ Circum­
stances have arisen which—"

“ Your honor ! ” Kinsel began.
“ Mr. Kinsel! I think—” came from 

the bench.
Mr. Kinsel took the liberty of break­

ing in.
“ Your honor ! ” he roared with such 

fury that Bentick almost staggered. “ If 
you will consent to my making a state­
ment, I wish to say that I, and all the

counsel associated with me, desire to 
sever our connection with this case here­
with, and despite everything that may be 
urged against such a course.”

A subdued murmur ran about the 
court-room. In Eklerford, one reads 
about such scenes occasionally in the 
New York and the Chicago papers. But 
to have counsel as eminent as Mr. Kinsel 
rise and say—

Kinsel was talking again:
“ I believe that I—and the gentleman 

with me—have been deceived throughout 
this case, your honor. There are things 
which I cannot pretend to understand— 
matters w'hich seem radically to alter 
every aspect of this case. I ask your 
honor to believe that we had every reason 
to believe in the identity of this—Mr. 
Rogers, of Chicago.”

“ I have no doubt of that, Mr. Kin­
sel.”

“ And I would also ask that Mr. 
Wendel—”

Bentick was waving his hands again, 
and laughing almost with the joyous 
abandon of a boy.

“ You hold on, Kinsel! ” he called 
across the enclosure with cheerful infor­
mality. “ I’ve got something to ask, 
myself! ”

Kinsel bowred. The judge frowned 
slightly, opened his lips—and closed 
them again.

“ I believe that it is with the consent 
of the opposing counsel,” Bentick con­
tinued, “ that I request, your honor, that 
all parties immediately concerned— 
counsel for both sides, Mr. Dennison, 
Mr.—er—” he grinned, broadly—“ Mr. 
Rogers, of Chicago, and all the rest, be 
assembled privately in your honor’s 
chambers, for the purpose of discussing 
the slightly unusual happenings, and de­
termining upon just the bearing they 
may have upon this case.”

He faced Wendel suddenly, sitting 
upon the edge of his chair and with 
glance shifting from door to window'.

“ And in that invitation,” said Ben­
tick, “ I don’t want to exclude Mr. John 
Wendel.”

A little smile hovered over the judge’s 
lips.

“ I believe that there are no other 
cases waiting disposition this morning, 
Mr. Bentick,” he said. “ It—it may be
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rather irregular, but if Mr. Kinsel con­
curs in the request, I will adjourn court 
for one hour.”

“ Well, Mr. Kinsel concurs heartily, 
your honor! ” that gentleman said tartly. 
“ In fact, Mr. Kinsel is fully as eager 
for such a session as is the counsel for 
the prosecution.”

The court sitting was ended for the 
time.

CHAPTER XIII.
LOOSE ENDS GATHERED.

O ne  by one, propelled by the three 
court officers, the reluctant spectators 
filed out, chattering breathlessly. Mr. 
Bentick came close to Wendel and lin­
gered almost lovingly by his side—and 
with strong fingers itching to grip him 
by the scruff of the neck at the first sign 
of an attempt to escape.

Bentick was a “ big ” lawyer, prosper­
ous and capable and fully able to handle 
the average man; but Wendel seemed to 
have given him more trouble to the square 
inch than any man of recent years. Pie 
waited as Dennison and the supposed 
Beekman filed, arm in arm, through the 
narrow door. He allowed his own asso­
ciates to precede him. He watched with 
heart-whole satisfaction as Kinsel and 
Cox and the rest of them turned their 
backs on Wendel and walked through 
the door.

And he gave Wendel a gentle push, 
and that small, dapper, wide-awake per­
son arose and fairly stumbled after them, 
with Bentick behind, keen and watchful 
and entirely pleased.

The door closed after them. They 
found seats, Beekman and Dennison side 
by side, and arm in arm still. Mr. Ben­
tick took the liberty of turning the key 
in the door and depositing it upon the 
little desk in the corner of the room be­
hind which the embodiment of justice 
took his seat.

He thrust his hands in his pockets 
and strolled cheerfully to a chair—and 
Kinsel rose swiftly.

“ Your honor! ” he cried, angrily. “ I 
don’t know that we have determined 
upon the exact nature of this conference, 
or the method of procedure which we 
are to adopt; but in the very first place,

I want to ask that'it be understood that, 
despite a good many apparent disadvan­
tages in the way of unsupported evi­
dence, .Mr. Cox and Wendel and I and 
the other gentlemen associated with jis  
undertook the handling of this case be­
cause—mainly, at least—of the very 
large retainer-fees paid by Mr. Wendel 
in person. Arid I want it also under­
stood that we arc now prepared to drop 
the case and adjudicate matters with 
Mr. Wendel in whatever way may prove 
most satisfactory.”

He sat down. Bentick’s grin grew to 
a- laugh of such loudness and such hap­
piness that the court stared. The com­
plainant’s chief lawyer had been study­
ing Wendel for the past forty seconds.

He bowed to the judge with exag­
gerated ceremony.

“ If your honor pleases.” he said, “ I 
have only one request to make. On both 
sides, we have used large sums of money 
upon a case of exceedingly doubtful 
merit, as concerns the defense. I believe 
that the matter can be settled for all 
time by Mr. Wendel making a frank, 
full, free statement of the actual facts. 
Will you ask him to do that?”

His sharp little eyes settled upon 
Wendel once more. The man who had 
found the drunken cowboy and impressed 
him into service shuddered frankly for 
an instant as they watched him.

And then, rather to the cowboy’s con­
cealed admiration, a certain latent sport­
ing instinct seemed to rise within him. 
His expression hardened; he seemed to 
be steeling himself for what was coming.

He rose and folded his hands behind 
his back—and the assemblage waited 
rather tensely.

Wendel’s tongue licked his lips for an 
instant—and he was ready.

“ Gentlemen,” he said, almost monoto­
nously, “ I should hesitate to sav that 
I have lived a life of crime. The chief 
reason for that is that I haven’t. I have 
spent a good many y e a r s  in mining mat­
ters, and I leave learned a few things.

“ When this man Frand approached 
me in this particular matter, I was more 
than merely hard up. I was almost im­
poverished—and I ’ve got a wife and two 
kids back in Harlem. He had bought 
an option on the Red Rock Mine, and 
he had a swell scheme, according to his
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own lights, for acquiring the title with­
out paying more than a hundred thou­
sand dollars, or so, for it. The rest of 
it was to be paid in endorsed notes—and 
in the course of time, Peter Planford 
was going to find out that the endorse­
ments were forged.”

He looked about the gathering, and 
there was something in the gaze which 
suggested a hunted animal. Curiously, 
the only reflection of sympathy which he 
found was in the eyes of the cowboy. It 
was not exactly enthusiastic sympathy, 
but it seemed to brace Wenclel.

“ There is no need of going into the 
details of that scheme now,” Wendel 
went on. “ It looked like money, and— 
oh, I went into it. That’s the long and 
the short of it. Then Frand took sick, 
and was laid up for a matter of three 
weeks, out of his head most of the time. 
When he came around so that we could 
talk over matters, the option he had pur­
chased had expired.

“ Apparently, the whole thing was off. 
Just at that time, however, Mr. Den­
nison. here, bought the mine outright and 
organized the Red Rock Mining Com­
pany. Frand was flush at the time, and 
he concluded that we could make a tidy 
little sum out of what we held. He 
manufactured the deed to the property, 
and, with the option to back it up, we 
began work on Mr. Dennison.

‘‘ He wouldn’t buy our claim to the 
mine.” Wendel’s eyes declined to rest 
on the New York man. “ Therefore, he 
brought suit. Frand happened to have 
plenty of money, and we decided to try 
and establish our claim. Yv’e—well, we 
did it. and—and we fell down hard,” 
he concluded, hopelessly.

Beutiek smiled pleasantly.
“ You did that, Mr. Wendel,” he ob­

served. “ You also succeeded in fooling 
some of the most astute counsel in the 
country. For a while, I was almost in­
ch ned to believe you had a case, my­
self.” He laujhed a little. “ And the 
Mr. Laurence Rogers business. Mr. 
W-ndel ? ”

“ Laurence Rogers is dead and buried, 
forty miles from here. Mr.—Beekman, 
here, helped bury him.” Wendel ob­
served sourly.

Rather abruptly, the cowboy arose.
“ Not Beekman, Wendel,” he said.

“ My name happens to be. William Den­
nison.”

“ I had almost guessed it, after that 
touching scene outside there.”

“ And what’s more, I want to talk to 
you privately for a minute or two,” the 
late cowboy pursued.

Wendel glanced questioningly toward 
judge and assembled counsel. Apparent­
ly, in the unconventional order of things 
just then, there was no objection. . In 
some astonishment, the abbreviated sin­
ner walked toward the big, dark man.

The latter led him across the room 
and to the window. There, while the 
lawyers chatted and the old man looked 
toward them, they talked for a minute.

“ Wendel,” said the cowboy in a rather 
new tone, “ you have tried your level 
best to send my soul to perdition. You’ve 
also tried—although I didn’t know it at 
the time—to swindle my father out of 
several million dollars. You have also 
lied to me and made me get up on the 
stand and perjure mj-self, although I be­
lieve now I’m not going to be prosecuted 
for it. What shall I do with you?”

“ What shall you-—what ? ” Wendel 
stared at him for an instant. “ What the 
devil have you got to do with it, any­
way? ”

The cowboy chuckled.
“ But you’ve done two other things for 

me,” the other went on, almost in a whis­
per. “ You’ve cured me of the booze 
business, and you’ve brought me back to 
the best father that ever walked in shoes 
—the father of the home I left three 
years ago. one awful night when I got 
thoroughly drunk and—and—well, had 
a fight with him. He’s been looking for 
me for more than a year, it seems, and 
I—I was never going hack, hut—”

The cowboy’s voice broke suddenly, 
with a queer little gasp that drew the 
attention of more than one in the large 
room. Beekman gripped the other’s arm.

“ You—you in Me little cur.” he said, 
and there was something almost affec­
tionate in the tone. “ you can drop from 
this window and hit the ground without 
killing yourself. You’ve got money, too. 
Go ahead and get clear if you can, and 
I’ll hold hack the whole blamed bunch 
as long as I can. And hereafter—well, 
perhaps you’ve had vour lesson. Git—
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It was some fifteen seconds later that 
Bentick rose in his wrath.

“ What in the name of common sense 
have you done, Mr. Dennison?” he 
roared. “ That man’s gone out the win­
dow ! ”

The cowboy folded his arms with one 
of the most'.peculiar grins it had ever 
fallen to the lawyer’s lot to observe.

“ I know he has! he said placidly. 
“ I also know that I picked up the key 
of this room as I passed, and that I ’m 
going to help him all I can to get out 
of town before an alarm can be given. 
Can’t we sit down now and discuss mat­
ters calmly? ”

Something after midnight a white- 
whiskered man of sixty and a very brown 
one of thirty sat together in a certain 
room of the Elderfold House, ornate 
with brass bed and almost-mahogany 
furniture.

The former smoked slowly and 
beamed upon the latter. There had been 
a dead silence for some ten minutes. 
Then:
' “ Billy boy, are you ready to settle 
down in life? ”

The'late Mr. Beekman faced him and 
held out a long, brown hand.

“ Dad,” he said, “ I ’m ready to do 
anything on the face of the globe that 
is right and that suits you! I ’ve—I’ve 
come to ! ”

T H E

The beam on the older man’s face 
broadened.

“ And you’ve started in the new life 
by conniving at the escape of one of the 
most contemptible criminals I ever 
knew!” he observed.

“ Do )rou blame me, dad?” asked the 
cowboy.

The great Mr. Dennison of New York 
broke into a laugh. He leaned forward 
and patted his only son upon the knee.

“ I don’t blame you, Will,” he said. 
“ And—and I hope to thunder that they 
never get him! ” he added, astonishingly. 
“ That man pulled some twenty thou­
sand dollars out of my pocket, but—it 
was well worth it.”

The electric-light went out—returned 
to being—went out—returned once more, 
in the pleasant fashion to which Elder- 
ford electric-lights are addicted.

The elder Mr. Dennison yawned a 
little.

“ It will take three or four days— 
perhaps a week—to get the loose ends 
of this affair knotted up,” he said, 
thoughtfully.

“ And after that?”
The white-haired man smiled.
“ Well, what then, sonny?”
The hand of the big brown man closed 

tightly over the whiter, slimmer one of 
his father.

“ Home, dad! ” murmured the cow­
boy rather hoarsely.

END.

A LOST CHILD.
L i t t l e  Miss Prim in her furbelows,

Like a Dresden china piece is she ;
And see, how fast the little one grows,

A woman just out of her infancy,
.With the ways of a duchess, the languid air 

As of one atveary of all the show;
What scorn on the lip ! What a haughty stare ! 

And she but a baby a day ago.

A thing for dolls and the skipping-rope,
For blind-man’s buff, and the tree high swing, 

Turned into a creature to strut or mope,
With her pride of feather and peacock wing; 

With the mincing step that we see at a play, 
And the proper lisp and the curtsy prim— 

God gave to these parents a child, and they 
Molded a woman, and cheated Him !

Joseph Dana Miller.



W H E N  A R C H IE  G O T  M A R R IED .
By D W IG H T  S P E N C E R  A N D E R S O N .

H ow  his wedding-day affected the nerves of one young 
man, who had to take a journey to meet his bride.

ARCHIE was to marry a girl who 
lived in Erie. Pennsylvania, and 

on the morning selected l'or this event 
he arose early, packed his suit-case care­
fully, partook of an early breakfast down­
town, and hurried to the Union Depot. 
It was raining, but this dampened his 
spirits not a bit, and he whistled cheerily 
as he paced up and down in front of 
the ticket-window, waiting for his train.

Archie was very happy. His thoughts 
were of an elevated, ennobling sort that 
kings might reasonably envy. But sud­
denly, in the middle of his lofty medita­
tions, he stopped short, and an icy chill 
oozed down his backbone.

“ What have I done with my suit­
case?” he muttered to himself.

He looked, but it was nowhere in 
sight. Roused to a realization of his 
loss, he rushed up to a uniformed offi­
cial who bore the title, “ Station-Master ” 
sewed in his cap.

“ Where’s my suit-case?” he de­
manded.

The station-master scrutinized him 
carefully.

“ What do I know about your suit­
case?” he replied.

“ That’s what I want to find out,” 
continued Archie, excitedly, “ because my 
clothes and my money are locked in that 
suit-case, and I’ve lost it.”

“ That being true,” answered the offi­
cial gently, “ I’d advise you to find it.” 

And he walked away.
Archie ran after him.
“ But I haven’t the least idea where it 

is,” he panted, “ and I’m going to be 
married.”

“ That so?” returned the station-mas­
ter, pausing.

“ Yes, it is. And I can’t get married 
without any money, can I ? ”

“ That depends on the girl,” answered 
the man, with a twinkle in his eye.

“ Oh, I might just as well not trv to

get married!” ejaculated Archie. “ We 
were to go to Niagara Falls, too. Dear 
me! ”

The station-master suddenly bethought 
himself of a time, long ago, when—but 
he dismissed the recollection.

“ Young man,” he said, somewhat 
kindly. “ if your suit-case is in this sta­
tion, I’ll find it. But don’t depend too 
much on me; there’s a party of thieves 
working here, and if they have stolen 
your property it is doubtless miles away 
by this time. But I ’ll do what I can. 
Have you got your ticket?”

“ In my pocket,” answered Archie. 
“ 1 bought it yesterday.”

“ What time is the wedding to be? ”
“ At noon.”
“ Then you've got to catch this next 

train,” said the man firmly j “ there isn’t 
another until ten o’clock. I don’t be­
lieve your suit-case is in this station, but 
I’ll look. Are you sure you didn’t leave 
it in the street-car? ”

“ Absolutely sure.” answered Archie. 
Then a horrible thought struck him.
“ But I might have left it in the res­

taurant where I had breakfast,” he ven­
tured.

“ Go there and see,” advised the sta­
tion-master. Your train is due in 
fifteen minutes. You’ll have to hurry.” 

Archie ran all the way up the hill to 
the shelter-house, where the street-cars 
stopped, and then he remembered that 
all his money was in the suit-case, and 
he couldn't ride. He began to run all 
the faster now. for it was a full half mile 
to the restaurant, and he might have to 
run all the way back again.

The rain was freshening up a little, 
and seemed to have an unusual predilec­
tion for the back of Archie’s neck, and 
several tiny streams were bent on tours 
of exploration past that point. But 
Archie sprinted on in his despair.

Wet and heated, at last he bolted
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through the door of the lunch-room and 
inquired of the pretty cashier whether 
a suit-case had been left there.

The cashier pointed to a corner of the 
room and said: “ There it is.”

Archie’s heart almost burst with joy. 
He looked at his watch. Eight minutes 
left!

He took the suit-case in his hand, and 
without thanking the pretty cashier, 
sprang out of the restaurant like a mile 
runner on his last lap, sped across the 
street and down the narrow alley lead­
ing to the station. He had gone a block 
when he realized that, now he had the 
suit-case safe once more, there was really 
no reason why he should not take a car. 
So, with the purpose of getting his 
money, he entered a doorway, and made 
this novel discovery: the suit-case was 
not his, but a totally strange and un­
familiar satchel, the property of another 
man. He might be arrested for theft!

Archie groaned and pulled out his 
watch. He had six minutes left. If he 
returned to the lunch-room he would 
miss the train and—horrible thought— 
never be married!

This was out of the question. So he 
ground his teeth firmly and boarded the 
next car, planting the suit-case carefully 
on the back platform.

When the conductor approached, 
Archie almost broke down.

“ I haven’t any money,” he blubbered, 
“ and I’m going to be married, and I 
must catch the next train that’s due in 
one minute, and all my money’s in my 
suit-case, and I’ve lost it.”

“ What do you call this?” asked the 
conductor, kicking out his foot.

“ That isn’t mine. I don’t know who 
it belongs to. I thought it was mine 
when I got it, but I didn’t look at it very 
carefully, and now I am sure it isn’t mine 
because mine was trimmed with pink 
ribbons by the folks in the house where 
I room.”

The conductor looked at him pity-
ing!y.

“ You’re crazy all right,” he said, 
“ but I ’ll let you go this time, and pay 
your fare myself.” He pretended to 
ring up a fare on the register. “ But I ’ll 
keep the suit-case, as it isn’t yours.”

“ I don’t care what you do with it,” 
replied Archie, taking mental note of the

544

conductor’s number, which was 96, with 
the idea of befriending him some time in 
the future.

“ Lots of time,” said the station-mas­
ter as Archie ran into the depot. “ Your 
train’s five minutes late. And your suit­
case is found.”

“ Thank Heaven! ” cried Archie, sink­
ing into a seat, exhausted.

“ It’s right up at the top of the hill. 
I ’ll send a porter for it immediately. 
Funny, how it happened—just before 
you got in, I received a telephone mes­
sage from th<i shelter-house, saying con­
ductor 96 had just brought in a suit-case 
that answers to your description.”

Archie staggered to his feet. “ Don’t 
send for it! ” he gasped, “ don’t send for 
it! It isn’t mine.”

“ Not yours ! ”
“ No. That’s the car I came down 

on. I—I—saw the suit-case on that car 
myself, and—and—it isn’t mine.”

A , low whistle reverberated through 
the station.

“ Here’s your train, young man,” said 
the officer. “ You’d better go anyway.”

“ Yes,” replied Archie, gathering him­
self together manfully.

He took the man’s hand in his.
“ I want to thank you for all you’ve 

done for me,” he whimpered. “ I ap­
preciate it very much. But I’m going to 
get married if I have to do it in my 
pajamas. And if you happen to find 
that suit-case of mine, send it up to the 
office where I work. I’ve got a card in 
my pocket somewhere.”

And with that he fished out a be­
draggled bit of pasteboard.

The station-master looked stunned for 
an instant.

“ That isn’t a card, man—that’s a 
baggage check! ”

Into Archie’s face came the illumina­
ting light of memory.

“ Why, of course it is ! ” he exclaimed. 
“ I remember now. I checked my suit­
case ! ”

Comfortably seated in the train, 
Archie was at last off for Erie, Pennsyl­
vania. and as farmers’ fences flew past 
the window, and the rails beneath the 
train clicked sympathetically, Archie 
sighed in great relief.

“ I ’m glad a fellow doesn’t get mar­
ried every day,” he said to himself.



THE DELUSIVE DOLLARS.
By W. HANSON DURHAM.

The altogether extraordinary experience of a bank 
teller in connection with a five-hundred-dollar bill.

I T  was noon— high noon by every re­
liable clock and whistle in Holton. 

Fisk still stood behind the five gilt bars 
of the cashier’s window of the H olton  
Trust Company and tried in vain to 
balance his check account. He was just 
five hundred dollars short.

At first the discovery did not cause him 
any uneasiness or disturb the usual tran­
quillity of his mind, for he was positive 
that in his haste to get out to lunch he 
had made a mistake in counting, but 
when he went over it a second time and 
then a third time and still found that he 
actually lacked five hundred dollars to 
make the account balance, he stood still 
and did some pretty hard thinking for a 
moment.

H e spread the checks out before him 
and scanned each one carefully. Busi­
ness had been stagnant during the fore­
noon and there had been but three checks 
cashed and to consider anyway, and two 
of them were for small amounts of a few  
dollars each, while the third— the very 
last one he had cashed— was for fifteen 
hundred dollars, issued and signed by a 
reputable concern and payable to one 
Cyrus Hutchins, whose sprawling, well- 
known indorsement adorned its back.

There had been no other checks pre­
sented for payment thus far in the day, 
and for that reason Fisk knew that his 
shortage must be due to an overpay­
ment of five hundred dollars on one of 
the three, but which one he was unable 
satisfactorily to determine. H e knew of 
no way by which he pould locate his 
error unless the party to whom he had 
overpaid the money had conscientious 
honesty enough to return it to the bank, 
and his knowledge of average human 
nature was extensive enough to realize 
the improbability of anything like that. 

Furthermore, he realized that since the 
mistake was due to his own momentary 
carelessness or negligence, that he was 
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personally out just five hftmdred dollars, 
for he knew that the bank would demand 

.that he make good the shortage, which 
meant not only the sacrifice of every 
available dollar of his meager savings, 
but the prospect of the probable loss of 
his position as well.

H e stood still and tried to face the 
situation squarely. The cozy little home 
of which they had so often talked and 
planned for months seemed to slip sud­
denly away into the dim uncertainties of 
the future.

The seriousness of his blunder some­
how seemed to bewilder and benumb his 
senses strangely as he endeavored to re­
call something or anything connected 
with the payment of each check which 
m ight possibly serve to enable him to 
satisfy himself which one of the three he 
had overpaid, but the more he tried to 
think, the more confused he became, and 
he was finally forced to realize the ab­
surdity of any claim he might make upon 
either of the payments, unsustained by 
proof or evidence of any kind. As he 
realized further the utter hopelessness 
of recovering the money, he quickly de­
cided that the only thing now left for 
him to do was to say nothing about his 
blunder, but to balance the account with 
his own money and in that way not only 
cancel but cover his mistake.

For a moment he hesitated, and then, 
grasping his pen firmly, he seized a blank 
check and, quickly filling it .out for his 
last dollar, he signed it boldly and 
slipped it in with the bank’s cash ; then 
with a sigh of mingled regret and relief, 
he quickly balanced the account, and 
thrusting the cash and check into the' 
vault, he swung to the door and set the 
combination. Then snatching up his 
hat he hurried out into the street.

Outside, the air was alluring with the 
breath- of spring and from the trees in 
the little park across the square came the 
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subdued twittering of birds. Filled only 
with that longing to get away some- 
where where he could think, Fisk crossed 
over and strolled into the little park and 
sat dejectedly down on one of the iron 
benches near the fountain. Thrusting 
his hands deep into his penniless pockets, 
he leaned back and mentally reviewed 
the whole situation.

His own carelessness had cost him 
every dollar he had saved, but while he 
had probably sacrificed it to retain his 
position, he "foresaw a still greater sacri­
fice before him now that he was practi- 
caly penniless, for somehow he did not 
feel that he could bring himself to think 
of expecting Kate to share his-* poverty 
with him now.

Suddenly, as he thought of Kate, the 
thought of some one else came and forced 
all thoughts of her from his mind. It 
was Kate’s father—Cyrus Hutchins, the 
very man for whom he had cashed that 
last check. He sat bolt upright and won­
dered why it had not come to him be­
fore.

It was all plain enough now. While 
it was not reasonable to suppose that he 
had paid five hundred dollars too much 
on either of the two smaller checks that 
morning, it was possible and very prob­
able tlu£ he had unconsciously given 
Cyrus Hutchins four five hundred dollar 
bills instead of three. He distinctly 
recollected that Mr. Hutchins had asked 
for and had received bills of that de­
nomination when he presented his check 
for payment.

The more he thought of it, the more 
convinced Fisk became that he was right. 
The bills were new, thin and crisp, and 
might have stuck together, and in his 
haste he had unintentionally counted out 
two for one. In this self solution Fisk 
experienced a sudden exhilarating sense 
of relief, for although Cyrus Hutchins 
■was known to be close-fisted and grasp­
ing, he stood high in the estimation of 
his fellow townsmen, and there was no 
question as to his honesty in a matter 
of this kind. Acting upon the impulse 
of the moment, Fisk glanced at his watch 
and then started quickly to his feet with 
the determination to have an immediate 
interview with his prospective father-in- 
law.

He left the park and hurried along

until he reached the residential section 
of the little town. Then turning down 
a quiet and well-shaded avenue, he 
walked on until he came to an old- 
fashioned brick-house of substantial style 
and structure. Turning in at the gate, 
he walked straight up to the door and 
pulled the bell.

As Fisk stood there awaiting an an­
swer to his summons, lie tried to form 
some policy of sudden persuasion, for 
while he was positive that he was right 
in his suspicions, he was forced to re­
alize that he had neither proof nor facts 
of any kind to support the claim he was 
about to make—absolutely nothing but his 
own word—a mere suspicion at that. 
Aside from this he knew that Cyrus 
Hutchins did not look upon his atten­
tions to his daughter with any too cordial 
approval, but strong in the conviction 
that he was right, he resolved to go 
ahead, see it through and trust to Kate 
and to luck for the rest of it. The door 
was abruptly opened and he was ad­
mitted into the hall by Cyrus Hutchins 
himself, a tall, spare-faced man of un­
certain age and manners.

“ I called to see you personally to­
day,” began Fisk briskly, as he stepped 
into the hall and the old man was about 
to lead the way into the family drawing­
room. At his caller’s words, the other 
turned suddenly aside, opened the door 
of the library and motioned for Fisk to 
enter.

“ I imagined that your call was meant 
for another member of my family,” re­
marked the old man meaningly, as he sat 
before his desk in the center of the room.

“ I called to see you about that check 
you had cashed at the bank this morning, 
Mr. Hutchins,” replied Fisk, coming to 
the point at once. “ You remember 
about it, don’t you? ”

“ Certainly,” replied Hutchins quick­
ly. “ You cashed it for me yourself, I 
believe.”

“ Yes, sir,” admitted Fisk. “ It was 
for fifteen hundred dollars, I believe, 
Mr. Hutchins.”

“ Fifteen hundred dollars—exactly ! ” 
agreed the old man. “ What about it? ”

“ Oh, nothing,” replied Fisk, hardly 
knowing how to approach the vital point. 
“ Only—that is, I ’m five hundred dol­
lars short, and I thought possibly—”
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’ “ Humph! ” snorted the other. 
“ That’s nothing to do with me, has it? 
I ’m not responsible if you are a few hun­
dred short in your accounts, am I? I ’ve 
heard of such things before. Fast living 
and—”

“ On fifteen dollars a week!” cried 
Fisk impulsively. “ I guess not so very 
fast on that salary.”

“ But you admit that you are short 
five hundred dollars,” contested the old 
man stubbornly. “ What do you expect 
—that I am going to pay it for you?” 
and he glared at the young man over the 
top of his gold-bowed glasses.

“ No, s ir !” retorted Fisk. “ I came 
here because I think—I am quite sure 
that I overpaid you that five hundred 
dollars on your check this morning. I ’m 
quite certain of it, and of course, if I 
did, you know of it and you will—”

For an instant the old man continued 
to stare strangely at his caller, and then 
his face grew flushed with rising anger.

“ What do you mean by that insinu­
ation? Do you think that I am a fool 
—a thief, and that I don’t know enough 
to count, and to count straight, too?” 
he demanded wrath fully. “ You paid 
me just what my check called for and 
no more. If you think that you can come 
here and bully me into settling up your 
shortage, you are mightily mistaken, and 
the sooner you realize it and get out, the 
better it will suit me.”

Fisk choked back the retort he had 
half formed for utterance to relieve his 
own feelings. He knew that one wrong 
word at this critical moment might mean 
more than the money to him.

“ I am not a thief, Mr. Hutchins,” he 
remarked hoarsely, “ and I don’t think 
you are. It is not a question of honesty, 
anyway, now—it is simply a question of 
conscience. I have overpaid some one 
five hundred dollars, and I think it was 
you-—in fact, I am positive of it.”

“ What proof have you that you. paid 
the money to m e?” demanded the old 
man.

“ I have no proof whatever,” replied 
Fisk quickly, “ aside from my own con­
viction that I am right.”

“ Poof ! ” snorted the old man. “ And 
you came here expecting to bully me 
with such a cock-and-bull story as that, 
did you?”

“ No, s ir !” retorted Fisk, still stand­
ing at the door, to which he had walked. 
“ I came here simply to state the situa­
tion to you. I wanted you to know that 
I have made good the loss to the bank 
with my last dollar. I—I wanted you 
to know, too, that I am honest about it, 
and that I expected you would be. You 
see, it is my own loss now — not the 
bank’s.”

The old man leaned a little farther 
forward in his chair, and, still regard­
ing him strangely, remarked cuttingly:

“ So now that you have cleared your 
own conscience, you expect me to clear 
mine, I suppose : but, unfortunately, I 
have neither mercy nor money for you. 
That is all, Mr. Fisk!”

As he spoke, Cyrus Hutchins turned 
abruptly to his desk and began shuffling 
among his papers in the way of dis­
missal.

Fisk, heavy hearted, was about to open 
the door and pass out, when with a sud­
den resolution he turned suddenly about, 
walked back into the room, and stood 
beside the old man’s desk,

“ Mr. Hutchins,” he began, almost 
desperately, “ let us be fair about this 
matter. I want to ask a favor of you 
before I go.”

“ I suppose you want me to promise 
to say nothing about your shortage, 
eh?” grunted the old man. “ If that is 
what you want, I want you to under­
stand now that I shall cover no tracks 
for you, yeung man. If you—”

“ No! It is not that,” interrupted 
Fisk hastily. “ It’s about Kate. You 
see, Mr. Hutchins, it took every dollar I 
had saved to make good to the bank 
what I overpaid to you, and I shall have 
to begin all over again, and I wanted 
to ask you to—”

“ To m e!” almost screeched the old 
man passionately. “ You—you imperti­
nent young puppy. Do you mean to 
come here and tell me straight to my face 
that I am a thief—that I have got what 
does not belong to me?

“ As for my daughter,” he added an­
grily, “ she will doubtless be glad to 
know that she has escaped an—embez­
zler.”

There was a sting in every word as it 
came from his thin lips which burned 
and seared the young bank clerk’s feel­
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ings cruelly, but he simply stood gritting 
his teeth, and replied:

“ Mr. Hutchins, you are wrong. You 
do me an injustice. If you will look 
over the money I gave you this morning, 
you will see that I am right—and apolo­
gize.”

The old man made no reply, but sat 
staring straight at the other in an anger 
too great for words. Then, as his pas­
sion began to burn itself out a little, he 
saw a look of conviction in the face of 
the young man before him, and an ap­
pealing agony in his eyes which struck 
him suddenly and strangely.

Perhaps he was right—perhaps it was 
the knowledge that Kate would believe 
in this clean-cut young man with the 
honest eyes, even if he did not himself; 
and for her sake, at least, he would put 
the question beyond all further argu­
ment.

He rose slowly, almost laboriously, to 
his feet, and turned and opened the door 
of the little house-safe beside his desk.

“ Fortunately, ■ I happen to have the 
money right here—three five-hundred- 
dollar bills—the identical ones—just as 
you gave them to me this morning,” he 
remarked slowly as he pulled open a 
drawer and began carefully to count the 
bills before him.

He ran them through his thin, trem­
bling fingers once, and then twice, and 
again, while a look of unaccountable, in­
credulous surprise crept suddenly over 
his thin features, which caused his lips 
to tighten strangely.

Then slowly, like a man in a maze, 
he rose deliberately to his feet, turned 
about, and stood facing the young man 
standing there beside his desk with plain 
hope and conviction still written on his 
face.

“ Mr. Fisk,” he began brokenly, “ we 
are both of us liable to make mistakes— 
even you in your youth and I in my age. 
You are right. Here is the five hundred 
dollars. I beg your pardon—that is all 
I can say—now! ”

There was a touch of abject apology 
in the old man’s words as he held a 
single bill toward Fisk.

“ It is enough! ” exclaimed the young 
man exultantly as he accepted the bill.

Stopping only long enough to mutter 
a few heartfelt words of gratitude, he

turned and hurried out into the street 
with the first spark of a wondering doubt 
smoldering in his mind.

When the front door closed behind 
him, Cyrus Hutchins stood for a moment 
at his library window, looking out at the 
well-set form of Fisk as he passed out 
of sight around the farther corner.

“ Well,” he grunted with a self-satis­
fied sigh, “ he’s honest enough, I know 
that.”

He let fall the curtain, returned to 
his desk, and began to fumble aimlessly 
again among his papers, while a peculiar 
light gleamed and glittered in his crafty 
old eyes.

It was too late to think of lunch when 
Fisk at length reached the bank, and al­
though there was no one to wait upon, 
he entered, took his usual position be­
hind the gilt bars of the cashier’s win­
dow, and began to arrange his books for 
business.

He stepped to the vault and, turning 
the combination, swung back the heavy 
door, and drawing out the cash, he 
slipped the five-hundred-dollar bill he 
had recovered from Cyrus Hutchins 
into the pile and withdrew his own 
check. In grateful glee he tore and re­
tore it to shreds and tossed them into 
the waste-basket.

“ Well, the old man was rather rough 
on me, but he was honest about it, all 
right,” he mused as he turned and be­
gan counting the cash before him.

Something was wrong! He saw it 
quickly, and with his brain in a new 
whirl, he counted it all over again. 
Even now the cash refused to balance— 
he was still five hundred dollars short.

With wonder, he worked. He knew 
that he was just five hundred dollars 
short before he recovered the missing 
money from Cyrus Hutchins, which 
ought now by every rule and reason to 
make a perfect balance, but in spite of 
facts and figures, he was still just five 
hundred dollars to the bad.

H e  knew that no one had access to the 
bank-vault during his absence but the 
president of the company, and he was 
confined at his home in the distant part 
of the town with serious illness. There­
fore, any solution of the mystery from 
that source was entirely out of the 
question.
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In new despair and desperation, Fisk 
seized another blank check, and snatch­
ing up his pen, he quickly filled it out 
to compel a balance by a second sacrifice 
of his small savings. Signing his name, 
he reached aside for his blotter, and as 
he picked it up and was about to apply 
it to the damp surface of the check, he 
stopped short and stood staring straight 
at it in sudden astonishment and surprise.

There upon the underside of the blot­
ter, concealed from view and adhering 
by a slight moisture of mucilage from a 
drop he had -sopped up from his desk 
that morning, was a single five hundred 
dollar bill.

Slowly separating the bill from the 
face of the blotter, Fisk proceeded to dry 
it'carefully and cautiously, and then sufr® 
stituting it in place of his second check 
with the bank’s funds, he began con­
fidently to balance his account.

This time a new mystery confronted 
him boldly—unmistakably. He was five 
hundred dollars ahead of his own bal­
ance.

Wonderingly, lie went over it again 
and again—always with the same result, 
and then he impatiently swept the cash 
aside and tried to think clearly, but in 
vain.

His mind was in a chaos of confusion. 
The delusive dollars coming and going 
before his very eyes maddened him with 
their mystery, and with a .growing fear 
that he was himself unbalanced, he re­
viewed the situation.

According to developments, he had 
been five hundred dollars short. That 
was plain enough, but he had recovered 
and restored the missing money and was 
now five hundred dollars ahead, which 
was not quite so plain to him.

Where did the extra five hundred dol­
lars come from? It was not due to 
either of his checks, for he had been par­
ticular to destroy the first and the second. 
Where did the money come from?

Like a flash his brain seemed to rally 
and clear instantly, and he saw all plain 
enough now and his face grew drawn 
and white.

“ By Jove! ” he groaned guiltily as he 
saw clearer. “ I ’ve done it this time. 
I ’ve queered myself forever with Kate. 
I ’ve been blackmailing her father for five 
hundred and didn’t know it.”

During the rest of the afternoon Fisk 
kept strict fact and figures on each and 
every transaction of his, and when closing 
time came he stopped not even for sup­
per, but with the extra five-hundred-dol- 
lar bill safe in his pocket and nothing 
particular to say in his mind, he made 
for the residence of Cyrus Hutchins.

FI is mind was still in a maze of 
mingled guilt and wonder as Kate^met 
him at the door and admitted him.

“ Where is your father?” he inquired 
hastily as they entered the hall together.

“ In the library,” replied Kate quick­
ly, and, realizing from the expression 
on his face that something unusual was 
before him, she squeezed his arm gently 
and then opened the library door and 
followed him into the room.

Cyrus Hutchins still sat before his old- 
fashioned desk in the center of the 
spacious room, and he looked up inquir­
ingly as Fisk and Kate entered.

Without ceremony, Fisk stepped quick­
ly forward and placing the five-hundred- 
dollar bill before the old man, he said 
slowly, almost shamefully:

“ Mr. Hutchins, it is now my turn to 
apologize. This money is yours. I 
found the missing bill at the bank when 
I returned this noon.”

“ Well, well,” grunted the old man 
almost incredulously, as he picked up the 
bill and then glanced up inquiringly at 
the face of the young man before him. 
“ Who was right—you or I ? ” That 
peculiar gleam shone brighter than be­
fore in his gray eyes as he spoke.

“ I—I don’t know ! ” admitted Fisk 
flatly and in evident confusion.

“ Well, I know,” retorted the old man 
shortly. “ Here! ” he said suddenly, 
turning to Kate. “ Take this and add it 
to your wedding fund,” and as he spoke 
he pressed the bill into her fingers and 
then looking up at Fisk, he went on:

“ It is all plain enough to me now, 
young man. I knew that you were 
wrong all the time, but I happened to 
have that extra five hundred dollar bill— 
and I let you think you were right. I 
thought you were honest, but I wanted 
to know for certain reasons.” He 
glanced up at Kate’s blushing face and 
grinned grimly as he rose totteringly to 
his feet and extended his hand cordially 
to Fisk.



MAKING A BLUFF GOOD.
By G A R R E T T  SW IFT .

The man who vowed to capture a news item, and an account 
of the exciting things that happened to him in the process.

WHEN I landed in New York I had 
one half dollar, two quarters, 

three five-cent pieces, one suit of clothes, 
and a clear conscience.

I had something more than this. ,1 
had a fixed purpose.

Years ago 1 had known Hendeley. 
He had been a success because he stuck 
to one thing and ground away at it year 
after year till success had come to him.

I was younger than Hendeley, a good 
many years, and had done a good deal 
of wandering about the world, with the 
financial result above quoted.

And now Hendeley was managing 
editor of the Monarch, and I was flat 
broke.

And my fixed purpose was to go to 
work for Hendeley and pull myself up 
to success by sticking at it as he had.

It had not occurred to me that Hende­
ley might object. Of course, I knew if I 
wrote to him, if he answered me at all, 
it would be to discourage me and tell 
me to do something else. All good 
friends who have won success do that.

So I had come on to New York to take 
the bull by the horns. And knowing 
Hendeley I knew I had a job to tackle.

But at twenty-four, with an empty 
pocket and a grumbling stomach, one 
does not hesitate as long as there is noth­
ing dishonorable to be done. And in all 
my wanderings I had kept from that.

Sometimes I had to go hungry, with 
plenty of money in sight if I would stoop 
to it. But I had held myself together.

Whether this pays or not, others may 
judge for themselves. I am merely tell­
ing the facts.

I had never been to New York before, 
and knew nothing of the down-town 
streets. But by purchasing a copy of 
the Monarch it was easy to get the ad­
dress, and I had not whipped through the 
West Indies without learning how to ask 
questions in one or more languages.

I ’ll admit I was rather seedy in ap­
pearance, but still I didn’t think I was 
bad enough to .account for the super­
cilious stare I received from Hendeiev's 
office boy when I announced myself and 
asked to see the managing editor.

“ Card?”
“ I have no printed card. Tell Mr. 

hendeley it is Ered Harrison who wishes 
to see him.”

“ Write yer name down an’ tell th’ 
business.”

I took the pencil and wrote simply 
my name.

“ Now,” I said, “ if you don't take 
that to Mr. Hendeley I’ll throw you out 
of the window.”

He took it, and I followed close on his 
heels.

Hendeley had grown stout and pros­
perous looking while I had been fighting 
revolutionists, and when he looked up 
with his frowning, handsome face, it 
might have frightened a man who had 
more than a dollar in his pocket. It 
was evident that he did not recognize 
me.

“ Barrison?” he said, looking at the 
card. “ Not—yes, it is Fred. Sit down.
I heard, or understood, or something, 
that you were killed somewhere.”

“ I was,” I said, “ but I ’ve been 
resurrected. I ’ve wandered some. And 
I’m broke.”

His hand made a slow movement to­
ward his pocket.

“ Hold on,” I said. “ I didn’t mean 
that. I ’ve got enough to buy a meal. 
But I want work. I ’ve knocked about 
a good deal, and picked up a little 
information, and a monstrous gall. I 
want to go to work on the Monarch. 
That’s what I came for.”

“ But—there isn’t any work on the 
Monarch."

“ Must be. Somebody must get news 
and write stuff up.”

5 5 0
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“ Well, of course, we have our regular 
staff. But we have no vacancy now.”

I remained silent a moment.
“ I ’m sorry, Barrison,” he said, “ but 

you see how it is. The Monarch doesn’t 
pay well enough to permit me to keep on 
superfluous help, and all the men we have 
are old hands. I couldn’t very well dis­
charge a good man to make a place for 
you.”

“ The deuce, no. I wouldn’t have 
that. But I didn’t suppose it was diffi­
cult to get work on a paper. I supposed 
anybody who could bring in good stuff 
was sure of a position.”

Hendeley shook his head. '
“ We do sometimes have a good story 

brought in, and pay for it. But most of 
the stuff submitted by outsiders has al­
ready been better covered by our own 
people. Once in a while -we’ll pay for 
the tip and have one of our own people 
feature it.”

“ Feature it? ”
“ Yes. Sometimes there is an affair 

that makes an ordinary news article, but 
which has sensational elements that go 
to make up a good story for the Sunday 
edition. It requires study and care not 
to go too far.”

“ Who does that? ”
“ Our own people.”
“ But isn’t there something I can do? 

Look here.”
I turned out my little handful of 

change onto his desk.
“ Now, Mr. Hendeley,” I said, “ that 

is absolutely all. the money I have in the 
world. I know nobody in New York 
except yourself, and I wouldn’t accept a 
dollar if you threw it at me unless I 
earned it. I want work. I don’t care 
what kind—hard, dangerous, or any 
other. But I came here to go to work 
for you, and I want a chance.”

“ ’M. You do seem to have picked up 
some gall somewhere. I rather like it 
though. I ’ll tell you what I’ll do. I 
may luiw a chance to put you on after 
this month. One of our men is going to 
marry a rich girl and may give up 
reporting.

“ Now I can't give you any assign­
ment. But there are always things hap­
pening out of the ordinary. Bv out of 
the ordinary, I mean away from the 
regular walks of life where we usually

look for news. You’ve seen something 
of the world, and it makes little differ­
ence whether you know New York or not.

“ Go hunt up something. Take a few 
days and get something good for the 
Sunday edition. I don’t care whether 
it is a N ew York story or not so that it 
has a real, live, human interest. Here. 
Take this as a—part payment.”

“ Nope,” I said.
I was on my mettle. I had borrowed 

money, and probably might again. But 
not from Hendeley under those circum­
stances.

“ I’ll tackle it, since that’s the best 
you can do.” I continued, as he slowly- 
put the bill back in his pocket. “ And 
you won’t see me again till I can make 
good.”

“ All right,” he said. “ I like your 
pluck, Barrison.”

“ I thank you for the chance.”
It was not long before I was on the 

street with a queer feeling that I had 
tackled a harder job than orderly to a 
comic-opera general in a papier-macM 
war in South America.

And I knew that I had little time to 
dawdle. With a capital of a dollar and 
fifteen cents 1 could not visit the opera, 
go to roof-gardens, and wait for some­
thing to turn up. I almost had to turn 
it up myself.

And Hendeley’s words about walks of 
life out of the ordinary hit me -where I 
lived. I had lived out of the ordinary.

I knew that the Monarch had plenty 
of society reporters, and anyway nobody 
in society was going to do anything sen­
sational in a hurry just to please me.

My mind naturally turned to the water­
front. I had helped filibuster guns and 
ammunition out of Baltimore for two 
revolutions, and had chased other fili­
busters in other revolutions on board 
leaky gunboats.

But I was hungry, and no man can 
tackle a new job on an empty stomach 
as well as on a full one.

The office of the Monarch was not in 
one of the modern skv-scrapers. It was 
not even in a building of its own. It 
was in an old-fashioned structure, in a 
region that seemed now to be given 
over to warehouses of one kind or 
another. Therefore, I could not expect 
to find a very fine eating-house near
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there. And I didn’t have the price, even 
if there was one.

But as I was bent on going toward the 
water-front, I journeyed along toward 
the East River and turned into a restau­
rant that smelled better than it looked.

It was a dingy sort of place, and the 
windows were filled with custard pie 
that looked like leather, but the aroma 
of the coffee that floated out through the 
door was certainly attractive.

The place was not very well lighted, 
for the windows were seldom cleaned. 
And yet there was a crowd there, espe­
cially near the door.

I saw a table in a far corner, at which 
no one was sitting. I went to it, and 
was about to take one of the chairs when 
another man stepped alongside of me 
and took one opposite.

-We glanced into each other’s face just 
once.

I fancied I,heard a muttered curse, but 
he sat down. I had learned to control 
my features, and with something like a 
fluttering at my heart I sat down, took 
a paper from my pocket, and began to 
read.

I felt that my sensation had come to 
me.

II.

I f Captain Pedro Sada, of the old 
schooner Swanelda, really recognized me, 
he gave no further sign of it than that 
first look of startled surprise. If he did 
recognize me, he knew that I carried the 
mark of one of his bullets in my shoulder.

There was no necessity for either of 
us speaking, for we never had passed 
word of any kind. But once, in a miser­
able little town, and a more miserable 
little scrimmage, when I had been called 
on bv the recognized authorities to assist 
in maintaining peace. Captain Pedro 
Sada, at the head of a gang of coast-line 
thieves, had fired and hit me. I bore him 
no good-will for that.

If he had recognized me and felt in­
clined to get away quietly before I recog­
nized him, he had no opportunity, for 
immediately a third man sat down at the 
table.

“ Well,” said this newcomer, “ what’s 
the job now? ”

I did not look up. But I fancied I 
could feel a glance of warning dart from
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the black pig-like eyes of Captain Sada 
into the eyes of this other man I had not 
seen, and whose voice was totally un­
familiar.

“ I sent for you, my friend,” replied 
Captain Sada, in a smooth soft voice 
that told of southern skies and 'tropical 
seas, “ because I have in this citv of New 
York of yours a very sad duty to per­
form. It is so sad that I do not feel 
capable of performing it myself. And 
as I was well aware of the kindness of 
your heart and your gentle way of put­
ting things, I sent for you."

“ You did well, my clear sir.” was the 
reply, showing that if there had been a 
warning glance it had been well noticed. 
“ It is true that during ray life I have 
been the bearer of much unpleasant 
burden for others. 1 have spent nianv 
nights at the bedside of sick friends, and 
even strangers. I have assisted in the 
burial of many who had been deserted 
in the battle of life by their own people. 
You did well to send for me. Tell me 
the trouble.”

I could feel the eyes of this man on 
me. I knew they were evil eyes.

“ It is a sad tale, my friend,” said 
Captain Sada. “ Even now it tears my 
heart to repeat it even to your sympa­
thetic ears. But listen. Not many months 
ago I sailed into New York with a cargo 
of sugar and molasses, the same as I have 
on board now. I came with a full list 
of hands.

“ It so happened that I was compelled 
to wait here longer than usual for a re­
turn cargo, and not wishing to go back 
empty, I submitted. But one who spends 
most of his time on the sea loves to 
amuse himself on land when he has the 
opportunity. And I did so.

“ And it further happened that during 
my stay in New York I met a woman. A 
woman whose husband was killed in the 
Spanish War. Whose home had been in 
Porto Rico. Whose means had been 
swept away by that war.

“ She came here to earn her living and 
give her son. her only child, an education 
in the free institutions of New York. 
You follow m e?”

“ I am deeply interested.”
“ This young man was strong when 

he arrived in New York, but he pined 
for the sunny skies of Porto Rico. And



MAKING A BLUFF GOOD.

then the first cold winter of this devilish 
climate seized him and made a wreck 
of him.

“ I had become—well, attached to his 
mother, and we talked much about him. 
He longed to return to Porto Rico. He 
had had enough of New York. But his 
father had made enemies there. It 
would not be safe for him to return—to 
go back there to live.

“ There is no need to trouble you with 
all we said. But it ended by this young- 
man taking the place of steward on the 
Swaneida. This we thought would give 
him not only the balmy southern air 
he needed and longed for, but also the 
life on the sea that is so invigorating.

“ This voung man—this son of the 
woman l had learned to love, served me 
well as steward on the Swaneida. and 
for a time I began to think our plan was 
destined to be a success. I looked for­
ward. my friend, to that happy day when 
I might return with that young man 
restored to health and reap my reward— 
as you may guess.

“ But alas, what happened? I wrote 
from Kingston that he was doing well. 
From Georgetown I wrote that he was 
almost fully recovered.

“ Then he became suddenly ill again, 
and before I knew it he was dead. Shall 
I try to tell you. my friend, how this 
wrung my heart ? It is needless—it 
would be useless. And you may well 
think of my feelings even now.”

“ So he became food for the sharks,” 
said the strange man in no very sym­
pathetic voice.

“ Ah, no. I could not permit that. I 
went ashore at Kingston and had his body 
embalmcd. It was done by an American 
there. ~ The Americans, next to the an­
cient Egyptians, excel in this line. And 
he is now on board the Swaneida in­
cased in a metallic casket that cost me 
many good American dollars.”

“ And what is it you wish me to do? ”
“ Somebody must acquaint the poor 

scnora with the fact of her loss. You 
may readily guess, my friend, that I can­
not do it. After writing twice that the 
poor boy was doing so well, how can I 
now face the woman I love with such a 
storv? No. It must be you. my friend.

“ And when you have told her, when 
you have prepared her to receive the

remains of her boy, we will have the 
body removed to her house and then, 
perhaps, I may have courage to speak 
to her.”

“ And where is this sc flora? What is 
her name?”

“ You have finished eating? So have 
I. Come with me to the Swaneida and 
we will continue our plans.”

They thereupon went away, leaving me 
half stupefied and wondering. My wits 
were working now for fame and success.

I knew that every word Captain Sada 
of the Swaneida had uttered was abso­
lutely false. While I had had no per­
sonal acquaintance with the man, save 
for the bullet that had plowed through 
my shoulder, I knew his career too well 
to believe that he had done any of the 
things he had mentioned.

He was no philanthropist, this Sada. I 
knew him to be a murderous scoundrel 
of the worst type—one of the marauders 
produced by the unsettled conditions 
surrounding the Caribbean Sea.

I knew that he had not fallen in love 
with any woman in New York from Porto 
Rico nor anywhere else. Love was abso­
lutely foreign to his nature.

I knew he had not taken a young man 
to sea for the purpose of restoring him 
to health. And if any young man had 
died on board the Swaneida, it was more 
than likely |fcat Sada had murdered him.

And Sada was not the man to spend 
money to have a body embalmed at 
Kingston in order to bring it to New 
York. More likely, in a drunken orgy, 
he would have it swung overboard with­
out a ceremony, and shout with glee at 
the sight of the hungry, waiting sharks.

Then what did all this mean? Why 
had he elaborated so upon a story I knew 
was false? He had a purpose. That 
much was certain.

Had he recognized me? Had he sus­
pected that I was on his track through 
motives of revenge? Or was he engaged 
in some illegal business, and did he be­
lieve me to be in the employ of some 
government to apprehend him?

All these questions surged through 
my mind, and I found no satisfactory 
answer.

If Sada had recognized me he would 
have known t.iat I would not believe a 
word he said. Was it possible, then, that
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he had not recognized me? Yet I had 
seen his look. I had felt the glance of 
warning.

It seemed certain that the story had 
been told for my benefit. But why?

Still pondering on the thing, I paid my 
bill and left the place. My capital was 
reduced by twenty-five cents. But I was 
on the trail of a sensation.

III.

I might have gone at once to the 
police and told my suspicions, and pos­
sibly have nipped the crime in the bud.

But I was not in the employ of the 
police. In that case they would get all 
the credit, and the information would 
be made public before I could get a story 
ready for Hendelev.

I confess there was an amount of cu­
pidity in my actions that I had not felt 
during my years of adventure. But in 
those days I cared for nothing except 
the adventure. Now, I wanted a living, 
and a good one.

I make another confession. That bul­
let of Sada’s had kept me ill for a long 
time. It could not be punished in New 
York by law, and governments had 
changed where the wound had been in­
flicted and I knew there was little law 
there. And I felt an unholy desire for 
personal revenge. 0

I was young enough to remember and 
thirst for retaliation. I had not reached 
the age of forgiveness.

Whatever the business was that had 
brought Sada to New York, I resolved 
to ferret it out alone. If I won, I would 
have the coveted place on the Monarch, 
and perhaps my revenge on Sada. If I 
failed, the failure would be my own—and 
the responsibility.

The name of the woman with whom 
he claimed he had fallen in love had 
not been mentioned. I regretted this. 
It would have been a good beginning.

I did not believe there was any neces­
sity for great haste. If Sada was en­
gaged in any unlawful business he 
would not be precipitate. The first thing 
I wanted was the name of the steward 
that sailed from New York last on the 
Swanelda.

This I knew was not difficult to find. 
I had knocked around on ships some

myself, and it did not take me long to 
discover the office from which vessels 
sailing for the West Indies cleared.

I visited that office. It required con­
siderable tact to get any one there to 
take interest enough in the matter to 
look it up, for the simple reason that I 
was not willing to tell just why I wanted 
the information. Nevertheless, one young 
man who was particularly good-natured 
hunted up the date o! clearing and the 
copy of the manifest.

“ Here is the list of officers.” he said. 
“ She sailed four months ago. She is in 
the harbor now.”

” I thank you,” I said, without com­
menting on the fact of the Swanelda 
being in New York.

I glanced over the list. The name of 
the steward was Frederick Delnico.

There was no address given. The next 
thing for me to do was to hunt up the 
home of Frederick Delnico. The name 
sounded rather like a verification of what 
Sada had said, but there is nothing in 
names.

Delnico might have been an Irishman, 
or emn a Dutchman, so far as names 
went. But it was an odd name, and I 
judged it would not be difficult to find 
in the directory.

It was not. It was more dfficult to 
find a directory. But I did find one of 
the latest date after considerable search, 
and found'the name Delnico in it three 
times.

One was that of a merchant living 
on the West Side. 1 cut him out of my 
considerations. Another was a hotel 
waiter, and the third, the directory said, 
was a tobacconist.

There was no Frederick Delnico and 
no widow Delnico.

I still had something to do, and chose 
the tobacconist as the most likely to come 
within the scope of my investigations.

'Fhe address given in the directory was 
rather puzzling to me. It was not a 
numbered street, nor was it a street that 
seemed familiar.

But again my skill at asking ques­
tions came to my aid, and I found the 
place.

It was on a street crowded with all 
sorts and conditions of men. It was a 
dingy-looking place, and not one that 
seemed to be particularly thriving.
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The proprietor’s name«as given in the 
directory was Henrico Delnico.

Mingling with the motley herd that 
comprised the population of this district, 
I passed the place and looked in at the 
open door.

I saw no customers. But behind the 
counter was a young girl.

I entered. A look of surprise appeared 
on the girl’s face. She was quite pretty; 
dark, and evidently of a Southern type.

She stepped forward to wait on me 
with a peculiar manner. I scarcely know 
how to describe it. It was diffident, 
doubtful, and 1 thought showed some 
fear. T purchased a cigar.

“ I notice that the name of the pro­
prietor of this place is named Delnico,” 
I said in as offhand a way as I thought 
would suffice.

“ Yes, s c n o r she replied.
I began to grow warm. It did seem 

as though there was something in Sada’s 
story, after all.

“ You are an employee of his?”
‘‘I—he is my uncle, scnor:"
“ Do you happen to know a young 

man by the name of Frederick Del­
nico? ”

She almost leaped at me.
“ Frederick G My brother! Has any­

thing happened to him? Oh—hush, 
sen or. Speak low, but tell me if any­
thing has happened to him. Oh, my 
heart beats so! My uncle may be here 
at any minute. Tell me quick, snlor.’’

“ He sailed as steward on the Swan- 
eld? four months ago?”

“ Yes, gator. My God! Has the 
Swanelda been wrecked? Is mv brother 
drowned? ”

“ Not drowned. But—I cannot tell
you much. I have heard that he is dead.
I doubt it.”

She looked at me with her eyes opened 
wide in horror.

“ Who are you? What do you mean? ” 
“ I overheard a conversation. Do you 

know Captain Sada, of the Swanelda? ” 
“ Oh, Heaven, ves. That man ! ”
“ Are you a widow? ”
“ I was never married, scnor:’’
“ Then there is a lie somewhere. How­

ever, the story is that your brother died 
on board the Swanelda. and was em­
balmed in Kingston and has been 
brought home. I know that Sada is not

the man to bother with such a matter, 
and I believe there is a mystery in the 
case. Now, I want you to help me.”

“ What shall I do. senar-i 
“ Hide me in the place wherever you 

live with your unde. Is it up-stairs?” 
“ It is, si-nor:’
“ It is certain that Sada and his con­

federate will bring a body here. There 
is some mystery about it. I don’t believe 
it is your brother."

“ Oh. Heaven! And I fear my uncle 
so. What shall I do? How can I hide 
you? ”

“ Where is your uncle? Is he up­
stairs now ? ”

“ No. He went away with a man.”
“ They will return with a body pur­

porting to be your brother's. It may be 
some insurance fraud. They do these 
things sometimes to get insurance. Was 
your brother insured?”

“ I think not, sr/lar."
“ Then it is something else. But I 

must learn what it is. Is there a closet 
up there in which I can hide?”

All sense of caution had left me b o w . 
I was ready for anything. With less 
than a dollar in my pocket and no op­
portunity for work ahead except to make 
good this story for Hendeley, I thought 
nothing of the danger, nor of my right 
to enter the home of the tobacconist.

“ There is one. But I cannot leave 
the store. Oh, what shall I do?”

“ Are the doors locked? ”
“ Yes.” 1
She was so excited that her eyes shone 

and her lips scarcely met when she pro­
nounced her words. Her mouth was 
drawn, showing white and even teeth.

“ Give me the key.”
She shot a hasty and terrified look 

about her. It was a dangerous, an un­
heard-of thing to dov She knew that.

“ If I do this—if I give you the key 
—my uncle will kill me if he knows. 
But—I must know about my brother. 
He is all I have. And my uncle is so 
cruel.”

“ Give me the key and I will protect 
you from your uncle, and I promise you 
that if there is any mystery about your 
brother I will solve it.”

She gave another quick, frightened 
glance toward the door and then handed 
me a key.
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“ The first floor—door to the right,
sen or. Oh, God! Now what have I 
done?”

I did not wait to answer her.

IV.

T h e r e  is danger poking round in 
dark halls in New York, but with a key 
I felt safe from any questioning. I soon 
found the door the key fitted, and en­
tered a neatly furnished room.

It was evident that the tobacconist 
lived well. Everything was good and 
well-kept, but the place was too small 
for the accommodation of a servant.

I surmised that the dark-eyed girl in 
the store was a slave to her uncle. She 
probably, I thought', did the housework, 
and attended the store when he was out.

If any casket containing a body was 
brought there it would, I fancied, be 
placed in the front room, or parlor. This 
was a well-furnished room, and I looked 
about for the nearest closet.

Just off the parlor there was a small 
hall bedroom, 'file furnishings 'of this 
indicated that it was the girl’s room.

I had no thought of invading the 
sacred mysteries of the young lady’s 
apartment, but found the little clothes- 
closet, where the faint perfume showed 

S her taste in colognes, and having ar­
ranged the contents to make room for 
me, I waited.

It was not more than four or five min­
utes when I-heard a rush of light foot­
steps on the stairs and in the hall. I 
knew this was not the tread of men 
bringing in a body and did not expect 
any one to enter. But the girl herself 
rushed in, breathless.

“ The key! ” she exclaimed. “ Give 
me the key. I must lock you in, or my 
uncle will know.” ^

This was reasonable enough. If the 
tobacconist came home and found his 
door unfastened the girl would surely be 
punished, or at least.blamed. I handed 
over the key and in another moment 
heard the door locked. No sooner had 
I heard that lock click than I thought 
of treachery.

Had the girl become frightened and 
locked me in to prevent my escape from 
her uncle? Or was she going to send 
for the police?

Of the two, Lsfeared the police more 
just then. I was too eager in the hunt 
now to fear bodily harm. I had gone 
through too many encounters and come 
off victorious to stop now to consider 
my personal danger.

But the police would make it uncom­
fortable for me, and spoil, my story as 
well.

But no one came. I continued to 
wait.

Hour after hour went by. I could 
picture the girl down-stairs shivering in 
terror and alarm over her brother, and I 
wondered why the body of Frederick did 
not arrive.

I began to get hungry. I supposed, of 
course, there was food in the house, but 
dared not go look for it. And I knew 
the sight of dishes or remnants of food 
would arouse the suspicions of Delnico 
at once.

Night came. I wondered if the girl 
down-stairs never ate. I supposed, of 
course, she would come up to her sup­
per. But she did not put in an appear­
ance.

It began to look as if I had kicked 
open a mare’s nest and would have to 
stay there all night for nothing.

But at last I heard thepi coming. I 
knew it was the body, from the un­
certain but heavy, slow steps of those 
who were bearing the casket. I heard 
them1 lumbering up the dark stairs. I 
heard voices in the hall and then the 
key in the lock.

I slipped into the closet and drew 
the door almost shut. I wanted to hear 
the conversation.

“ By Heaven, Sada,” I heard a voice 
say. “ my nephew has grown heavy since 
he became your steward.”

“ We feed them well on board the 
Swanelda.”

There was a laugh at this. I felt a 
cold, creepy sensation. If this were real­
ly the body of Frederick Delnico, these 
were most heartless men. But I knew 
Sada to be such. And naturally those 
with whom he dealt were not likely to 
be angels.

“ How many pounds of the stuff have 
we? ” asked the voice of the man I knew 
was Delnico.

“ About one hundred and thirty. Oh, 
it is a fine invoice, my friend.”
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My heart jumped. I knew then that 
this was a great smuggling game I had 
stumbled on, and that Frederick Delnico 
was either a party to it or had in some 
way been made an innocent tool.

I understood the apparent heartless­
ness of Delnico.

“ I wonder where our friend the de­
tective is.” said a voice I recognized.

The speaker was the man who had 
been with Sada in the restaurant.

“ I wasted much wind telling that 
story for him.” said Sada. “ Yet it 
would be worth it if he would follow us 
up. I know he did not believe it. I 
would like to get him in my clutches just 
once.”

“ Not here.” said Delnico. 11 We can 
have no murders here.”

“ H ere!” said Sada. “ How would 
he be here? Does he love vour beautiful 
niece, then? If so, then doubly do I 
want to meet him. What? Let him 
steal my prize-money? ”

Delnico laughed.
“ There is not much danger of that. 

The girl does not know our bargain.” 
“ Does she not?” asked Sada. “ I 

thought she did. She certainly gave me 
a terrified look when I entered the'store,” 

“ Juanita did? What could she know' 
about you? She has met you but once.” 

“ Nevertheless, I sv'ear she turned 
white when I entered, and hurled a 
frightful look at me. If glances were 
poisoned shafts, I would have fallen on 
your shop floor, dead.”

“ Strange. She has never mentioned 
you. But perhaps she suspected us.”

“ How could she suspect? The bos 
was not brought through the shop. And 
you were to tell her nothing till we had 
it safely up-stairs.”

“ We will see.” said Delnico. “ If she 
knows anything it is time for us to find 
it out. I will call her.”

He stepped outside. Then I heard his 
heavy footstep and her lighter one.

“ My dear niece,” began Delnico, “ I 
have very sad news for you. Very sad 
news, indeed. I dared not tell you until 
I had verified it myself. I learned that 
poor Frederick, instead of becoming well, 
died on the Swanelda, and our good 
friend Captan Sada has had his body 
embalmed and brought here for burial.” 

There was a moment’s silence. The

girl was young. She had probably suf­
fered at the hands of this uncle. I could 
not conjecture what turn affairs -would 
take.

“ Let me see my brother’s face,” she 
said with astonishing calmness.

I could have choked her. If she had 
only wept a little, or managed a half- 
decent fainting-spell, everything would 
have passed off easily enough.

At least. I suppose it would. I prob­
ably could have managed to make my 
escape somehow.

But the work was done. There was 
another moment of dead silence.

“ Curse you ! ” said Delnico. “ What 
do you mean ? Why are you so calm 
when I tell you your brother is dead? 
Who has told you anything?”

“ No one. But let me see my brother’s 
face.”

“ By Heaven. Delnico. some one has 
been here,” cried Sada. “ Is it that Bar- 
rison, I wonder? Did I lead him here, 
after all? Wring it from her.”

“ Tell me the truth, girl,” said Del­
nico. “ Tell me the truth, or I will send 
you to join your brother. Who has been 
here? Whet has made you so calm in 
the face of your brother’s death?”

“ Show me my brother’s face, alive or 
dead.”

I heard a blow.
“ Oh. uncle! Don’t—don’t kill me,” I 

heard her cry.
Another blow, and I heard her fall.
This was too much for me. I had 

fought for less than a young girl’s life.
I ran out from the closet.

Delnico stood' over the girl, who was 
trying to rise. I gave him a blow in the 
neck that sent him to the floor.

“ By Heaven! He is her lover! ” 
cried Sada, and the fight was on.

V.

T h e  battle was an uneven one from 
the start. I did not see whether Delnico 
struck the girl again or not. But I saw 
her lying prone on the floor, unconscious. 
Perhaps she had fainted.

Sada rushed at me as soon as he had 
recovered from his astonishment. The 
other man seemed dazed at first. This 
gave me time to get in one good blow at 
the captain of the Swanelda, and I did it.
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But Sada was made of harder stuff 
than Delnico, and was younger. He 
struck back.

Delnico joined in the fray.
“ No shooting! ” he cautioned, in a low 

but excited voice. “ No knife. We 
must have no killing here.”

I knew that with such odds against 
me I would surely lose. I shouted for 
help.

Whether there was any one else in the 
house I did not know. I do know that 
my cry for help received no response.

Backward, forward, and sidewise I 
skipped with an agility learned in many 
encounters, receiving blows and return­
ing them with interest.

The girl on the floor was in the way. 
It required part of my attention to keep 
from stepping on her.

I struck Delnico several times, and 
Sada almost as many. The other man 
seemed wary. He had not entered into 
the thing expecting a fight.

“ Come, Kashel,” said Sada. “ Get 
him behind.”

They were careful to make no noise. 
The sound of the scuffle could reach no 
one below. The store was empty.

Kashel obeyed Sada. With Delnico and 
Sada in front of me I was an easy victim. 
Kashel got behind me and leaped on my 
back. 1 went down out of breath. The 
fight was over.

“ Bring me a cord,” snarled Sada. 
“ We’ll settle with him after.”

Delnico brought a rope. My hands 
were tied behind me. I shouted again, 
and received a terrific blow in the mouth 
from Sada.

“ Shut up,” he said. “ There’s nobody 
to hear you. It will be worse for you if 
you call.”

I knew it would. And the uselessness 
of calling was fully demonstrated.

Delnico was puffing and blowing and 
his face was white.

“ Sit there,” said Sada, hurling me 
into a chair. “ If you move I’ll kill 
you.”

“ After that,” remarked Delnico, “ we 
will drink. Then talk.”

Sada glowered at me with his eyes 
flashing hate. Delnico went to another 
room and brought a bottle and three 
glasses. I recognized the bottle. It 
was powerful stuff from Jamaica.

They drank deeply, and stood around 
the casket.

“ Who* is this man?” asked Delnico. 
“ How is it he knew? ” .

“ This man,” said Sada, “ is a devil 
I ’ve seen and heard of in every port in 
the West Indies and Central America. 
He’s always mixing up with things that 
do not concern him. I ’ve met him in a 
fight once.

“ I recognized him at once this morn­
ing in the restaurant where I met Kashel. 
I was a fool for letting Kashel into the 
game at all. But I had to have a permit 
to get the casket ashore, and an under­
taker had to be engaged.

“ Well, I told him a story about Fred­
erick being dead, and me being so in 
love with his mother that I could not 
break the news. Frederick dead! I 
wish he was. I would have killed the 
young rascal, but he left the ship at 
Kingston. I knew he was shadowing me. 
He belongs to some secret service.”

Delnico looked at me with an evil eye.
“ The question is now,” said the 

tobacconist, “ what to do with him.”
The captain of the Swanelda laughed.
“ Do with him? Is that a question in 

your mind, my friend? Is it your opin­
ion that I came here with a hundred and 
thirty pounds of opium simply to be 
thrown into jail by this dog? There is 
one thing to do with him. Only one.”

Delnico looked at him steadily.
“ There must be no killing here.”
Sada ripped out a curse in Spanish.
“ No killing?”
Kashel was evidently uneasy. He sat 

down and looked from one to the other. 
He had nothing to suggest. He seemed 
to wish as Sada did, that he had not been 
taken into the game.

Sada reached over and filled his glass 
again and drained it.

“ I tell you, my friend,” he said, “ that 
I run no risks. This devil has been in 
prison a dozen times and always escaped. 
He seems to bear a charmed life. I fired 
at him—I who never miss—and did not 
kill him. I hit him—how I wish now 
that bullet had gone to his heart. But he 
must die now. I run no risks, my 
friend, to please you.”

“ This is my house,” insisted Delnico. 
“ I have chosen to live here. If I smug­
gle opium and tobacco, very well. But
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'I  will have no murder committed in this 
house.”

“ You are exceedingly good-natured 
since you came to New York,” said Sada 
with a sneer.

“ It is not that. I fear these police. 
They are not like ours. Commit a 
murder here and it will be discovered. 
What happens? You are on board the 
Swanelda, far away. I go to prison. No, 
I will have no killing.”

“ Blast you! ” roared Sada, forgetting 
his caution in his anger. “ I say this man 
shall die. Listen to reason. This casket 
must surely be buried. One does not 
bring a lead-lined casket from Kingston 
and throw it in the street. It has already 
been under observation. We must put 
something in to take the place of the 
stuff. And here, my friend, is another 
matter for your consideration. I don’t 
know the law. But I suppose before 
this man is buried—this supposed man 
in the casket—it must be opened. What 
then ?

“ Of course, I have a certificate from 
Kingston that the man Frederick Del- 
nico is inside. It is forged, but they will 
not know that. I could not make him 
die of any contagious disease. I wanted 
no trouble with the health authorities. 
It was hard enough as it was.

“ There is only one way, I tell you. 
This fellow must be killed and put in the 
casket instead of the opium.”

It was far from pleasant sitting there 
listening to these fellows arguing about 
my fate.

Delnico shook his head.
“ I live here,” he said. “ You need 

never come again. I ’ll have no killing. 
My niece will know.”

“ Hang your niece. She goes with me 
on the Swanelda. It was the bargain.”

“ So! Take her. But I’ll have no—”
He got no farther. The stuff Sada 

had been drinking so freely had heated 
his brain. He sprang toward Delnico.

But it is hard for one rogue to sur­
prise another. Delnico leaped back­
ward, and in an instant two knives 
gleamed and flashed in the gaslight.

. Kashel sat spellbound in terror. He 
seemed not to know which one to assist. 
While he probably agreed with Delnico, 
still safety seemed to lie with Sada.

And now in that silent house a battle

more furious than the one in which -I 
had been beaten took place over the still 
body of the unconscious girl.

There was the clash of steel, the gleam 
of murderous hate from black and evil 
eyes, the quick lithe movements of the 
West Indian duelist.

Delnico’s breath was coming hard. 
Sada was still under the maddening in­
fluence of the drink.

Delnico stepped on the heel of the 
girl’s shoe. He slipped.

The next moment he lay dead with 
Sada’s knife in his heart.

VI.

“ M y God! What have you done 
now?” gasped Kashel. “ We are in a 
worse fix now than ever.”

Sada reeled to the table and took 
another drink.

“ Curse him,” he said. “ Why did he 
object? He would have no killing. Now 
he is killed. We’-ve two to settle with.” 

“ What shall we do?” demanded 
Kashel. “ The night is passing. Some­
body might come.”

Sada steadied himself. '
“ I wasn’t paid for the opium,” he 

said. “ Curse the fool 1 And now’ what 
shall I do with it? ”

“ To the devil with the opium,” said 
Kashel. “ What shall we do with 
Delnico? ”

“ There is but one thing to do. The 
opium has got to be taken from the 
casket and Delnico put In. He’s dead. 
Let him be buried as Frederick.”

“ And then this other.”
“ Curse him, too! We can’t kill him 

here now. We can’t make a double 
funeral of it. We’ll get out the stuff 
and put Delnico in the casket. Then 
we’ll get the fellow and the girl on 
board the Swanelda. It’s the only thing 
we can do. Once outside of New York 
Harbor I’ll do the rest.”

“ Well.” said Kashel with a sigh, “ if 
that’s the only plan let’s get to work. 
I ’m sorry I ever took a hand in this thing. 
Smuggling—all very well. But murder 
—not for mine.”

“ That wasn’t murder,” retorted Sada. 
“ I killed him in a fair fight.”

“ Report it, then. See if the police 
agree.”
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“ What—you, too! ” snarled Sada, 
glowering at his accomplice.

“ No, not me, too. I don’t want to 
quarrel with you, Sada. But I ’m sick of 
this thing. I ’m in it, though, and want 
.to get out with a whole skin. If we are 
going to empty the casket let’s get at it.”

“ Come on,” said Sada thickly.
He took a screw-driver from his pocket 

and set to work. Kashel watched him 
curiously.

It would be difficult to define my own 
feelings. I had seen a good many fights, 
and the death of Delnico did not affect 
me. But I was wondering what effect 
it would have on my own fortunes.

Certainly, I could not have prevented 
them killing me if they wished. The 
death of Delnico had thus far saved my 
own life. He had actually died in my 
defense, although for his own interest, 
not for love of me.

I felt hopeful, at least. There might 
be opportunities between the house and 
the Swanelda to escape.

Sada soon had the lid of the casket 
off, and the two began taking out the 
packages, of opium.

Sada’s scheme had been well planned. 
The lead-lined casket had prevented the 
pungent odor of the opium from escap­
ing, thus serving two purposes.

“ Where shall we put the stuff?” 
asked Kashel. “ Did Delnico have a 
hiding-place? ”

“ I don’t know. We’ll find one.”
Opium is heavy, but one hundred and 

thirty pounds make quite a bulk. They 
soon had it all out on the floor, however.

“ Now,” said the captain of the 
Swanelda, “ the next thing is Delnico, 
curse him. We can carry away the stuff 
later.”

He bent over the body of the dead 
man, and as he did so I saw the girl 
move. I fancied I saw her eyelid twitch.

I fell to wondering what her fate 
would be if she was taken on board the 
Swanelda. I hoped to escape in time to 
save her. But there was little prospect 
of this now.

Sada and Kashel watched me con­
stantly. Kashel with caution and some 
curiosity, and Sada with devilish malice.

“ He’s dead,” said Sada, as if there 
had been some doubt about it. “ Lift 
him up.”

“ The blood ! ”
“ He must have anpther coat.”
He found one, and soon had the 

tobacconist laid out for burial. Then 
the lid was replaced and Sada stood 
upright.

He stepped to the table and filled his 
glass once more. By this time he was 
unsteady on his feet. He stood facing 
me with the glass in his right hand. His 
left hand hung down bv his side, clasp­
ing his knife.

He was perhaps ten feet from me. 
Kashel was on the opposite side of the 
room.

I was sitting with my feet firmly on 
the floor. Of course, my hands were 
perfectly useless.

Suddenly there flashed through my 
brain an inspiration. Sada gave me one 
of his blackest looks. Then he raised 
his glass to his lips.

As he did so he lowered his gaze, as 
most drinkers do, to look at the glass.

I gathered all-my strength. Kashel 
had been so seemingly afraid of violence 
that I believed if I could silence Sada 
I could make some kind of a deal with 
him.

I dived. I hurled myself head first 
squarely into the pit of Sada’s stomachy

He gave one grunt, dropped his glass 
on my back and his knife on the floor, 
and went in a heap under the casket that 
contained Delnico.

But I rolled on the floor, too.
“ Furies at the p it!” came from 

Kashel’s lips.
I saw him eying me savagely but un­

certainly. Then Sada moved. I heard 
him curse.

Kashel made a move forward.
Then I felt something press on my 

wrists. The cords parted. My hands 
were free. And into my right hand the 
knife that Sada had dropped was pressed 
by the girl, who still lay on the floor, but 
had all her wits about her.

I sprang to my feet.
, “ Now. Sada,” I cried, “ you or I! 

You or I ! ”
He rose to his feet, started toward 

me, and then his face went black, his 
eyes rolled upward, and he fell again in 
a heap on the floor.

“ Kashel,” I said, “ move and you are 
a dead man.”
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He stood a moment, looking at me 
with a sort of squint.

“ Sada was right,” he said. “ You are 
a devil. There’s only one move I want 
to make, my friend, and if you’ll let me 
I ’ll make it blamed quick. That’s out 
of this house. I didn’t come into this 
job to kill or get killed. I helped Sada 
smuggle the stuff ashore, but that’s all 
I bargained for, and I won’t get paid 
for that. You’ve got the call, and the 
game is yours. Let me go. I haven’t 
hurt you. You’ve bagged enough and 
ought to be satisfied.”

“ Go on,” I said, and it took him about 
half a minute to reach the street.

Sada was not dead. I tied him up 
well. I trussed him so that he couldn’t 
get free in a thousand years if he lived 
so long.

“ Where is my uncle?” inquired the 
girl.

“ In there,” I said, knowing that she 
felt little love for him, and the news 
would not break her heart. “ Sada killed 
him in a quarrel. The stuff they brought 
was opium for your uncle. Where they 
got it I can’t imagine, unless by way of 
Europe. But Sada is shrewd enough to 
get anything. I don’t know where he

sailed from last, and 1 don’t care. But 
I ’ve got work to do to-night. The thing 
is what to do wdth you.”

“ I have a friend. I can go to her. 
And my brother? Is he alive, then? ”

“ Yes. I heard Sada say that your 
brother left the ship at Kingston.”

“ Thank God ! ”
She was %oon ready. I stopped a 

policeman on the street and told him 
the circumstances. He permitted me to 
accompany the girl to her friend’s house 
on my promise to return immediately. I 
did so.

The next day I walked into Hende- 
ley’s office with a story for his Sunday 
edition.

He read it with a grim face.
“ Is this a true story, Barrison?” he 

asked.
“ Every word of it. I played the 

game myself.”
“ Well—I knew you’d do it. I put 

you down on the salary list at sixty 
dollars a week. You’re a peach, and I 
knew you’d make good.”

I ’m getting the salary all right. But 
I ’ve often wondered what he would have 
said if I hadn’t been able to make good 
my bluff.

SO DEAR A DREAM.

I d r e a m e d  last night, and dreaming saw my love 
In all the splendor of her golden youth.

Her eyes serene as yon clear sky above; •
« Her face ashine with steadfast light of Truth.

So wondrous and so rare a thing she seemed 
I would I ne’er had waked, but still had dreamed.

And, as she stood thus silent by my side,
Those sterile years, barren of all but pain,

Were swept from memory in the full flood tide 
Of joy that surged into my heart again;

The dreary record of those loveless years 
Effaced forever by my happy tears.

And though I woke to dreariness more drear 
To feel the birth-throes of that old new pain,

Yet in my heart that heavenly light burns clear 
To cheer my path until we meet again,

And with the dawn, when life’s dark night is o’er,
We two shall meet, to part again no more.

John Henry Dick.
12A



A F R E E  SJi  O W.
By ZOE ANDERSON NORRIS.

A  performance with two men for an audience, and 
how one of them came to cut into the piece.

GARDNER had thrown some small 
' logs into the grate. He had drawn 

up a big chair and was sitting comfort­
ably smoking, gazing into the blaze, 
when Slaters knocked. Upon an invi­
tation to enter, he flung open the door, 
crossed the room and stood at the man­
tel, looking down on the other.

Slaters was young and enthusiastic. 
Somewhat too enthusiastic, Gardner 
thought, at times. He was, moreover, 
just back from Paris after an extended 
stay which had had the effect of leaving 
him with a morbid admiration of all 
things American and home-grown.

He had, as a matter of fact, an attack 
of Newyorkitis, which developed strong 
symptoms of becoming acute.

Gardner, who was of a weary and non­
chalant disposition, looked admiringly 
up at the clean length of limb revealed 
by the light of the logs.

“ Bring up a chair,” he said, “ and 
take it easy,” for there were occasions 
upon which Slaters threatened to get on 
his nerves.

“ First,” began Slaters, “ let me take 
a look at this den of yours. I never 
tire of it. Bully! What splendid taste 
you have in furnishing, Gardner, and 
cigars! ”

“ Help yourself,” drawled Gardner, 
without moving from the comfort of his 
position.

“I have taken one, thank you,” re­
turned Slaters, and lighting it, he walked 
to the window and looked out over the 
roofs.

Below him stretched the flat and even 
tops of three brownstone houses, cut on 
the same pattern and of the same height; 
but past these there arose another flight 
of an apartment-house, and in the center 
of this wall there shone a wide window 
brilliantly alight.

“ By jove!” he exclaimed presently. 
“ Come look at this window, Gardner. I

have never seen it so before. You know 
that girl across the roofs in her apart­
ment. Her blinds are “to the ceiling to­
night. You can see every nook and 
cranny of her room. And it isn’t dimly 
lighted, either. It is bright as day. 
People never seem to think that other 
people can see into their windows after 
nightfall. They are like ostriches with 
their hidden heads. Come. Look ! ”

Gardner stretched his toes to the 
fender.

“ Tired,” said he. “ Can't. Tell me 
about it. Probably a biograph. She’s 
doing it purposely. Somebody is taking 
the picture from somewhere on the roof. 
What sort of picture is it? Describe it 
to me.”

“ It’s a corking den,” rejoined Slaters. 
“ Not quite so well furnished as this, 
but all right for a girl. She is a pretty 
girl. She is standing by the table j i o w , 
arranging some flowers in a vase, waiting 
for some one, evidently—some one she 
will be awfully glad to see. She raises 
her head, listening. She makes a sud­
den, swift little rush to the door. Gad! 
But she’s a graceful creature! She opens 
it and— Gardner! You’re missing 
things. It is he. Confound it! He has 
thrown his arms around her!”

“ Better come away if it affects you 
like that,” advised Gardner lazily. 
“ He’ll be kissing her next.”

“ He has kissed her,” lamented 
Slaters. “ Once, twice, a dozen times. 
Have they no consideration for people 
who are looking on ? ”

“ If you’ll tell me what affair it is of 
yours,” suggested Gardner, “ I’ll answer 
that question. The kissing is part of it, 
of course. It is to keep the young fel­
lows on Broadway interested while they 
are waiting for the returns. The more 
kissing the better. A new biograph for 
some vaudeville house. . What are they 
up to now?”
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“ She has taken him by the hand. She 
is drawing him to the' divan she has put 
in front of the fire. I can’t see the logs, 
only the blaze. A Southern girl, prob­
ably, who wants the blaze of the logs, no 
matter how warm the weather is outside. 
The firelight is pretty, flickering on 
them. His face is turned this way. He’s 
a handsome dog and well groomed. 
Wealthy, I suppose.

“ In evening dress. Been out to din­
ner somewhere. Comes in late. What 
time is it? Nearly ten by now.” Taking 
out his watch. “ Yes, ten minutes of. 
Pretty late for a call. Isn’t i t? ”

“ Photographers weren’t ready before 
now, maybe,” explained Gardner lacon­
ically.

“ She’s telling him everything that has 
happened since yesterday,” Slaters con­
tinued. “ He looks at her, then up at 
the light. Too light in the room to suit 
him. She gets up, turns out the gas, and 
lights a candle in a tall brass candle­
stick near by. The effect is splendid. 
The shining brass, the flickering light of 
the logs on her hair.

“ Artistic girl, that, tie, too. I can 
see some tiny sparks on his shirt-front. 
Do you suppose they are diamond studs? 
Would a swell like that wear diamond- 
studs, do you think? ”

“ Yes, for a biograph,” nodded Gard­
ner. “ There’s to be a burglar soon. 
Sees the studs, the rich attire, knows 
there is money in the pocket. Sees him 
call on the girl often. Watches the 
house and his chance. What next?”

“ They ' are wonderful, these bio­
graphs,” ejaculated Slaters.

“ I should think so,” assented Gard­
ner, “ and realistic enough. I saw one 
taken last summer at Coney. A woman 
and a baby, strapped to logs, being res­
cued. Half the people scrambled out 
to help save them ; thought it was real. 
Couldn’t make them understand they 
were merely posing for a biograph. 
What are they doing now, those peo­
ple?”

“ Just sitting there talking,” said 
Slaters. “ She with her back to me, he 
with his face. Why doesn’t she turn her 
lovely countenance to me? All I can 
see is her hair shining in the candle­
light. You are right, Gardner. It is 
early for a burglar, and so bold a bur­

glar ; but I think I see a door beginning 
to open stealthily.”

“ It is never too early for a biograph 
burglar,” remarked Gardner indifferent­
ly. “ They sometimes burgle in broad 
daylight.”

“ That door in the rear,” panted 
Slaters. “ The far-off door. The room 
is large. There is a screen between this 
door and the couple in front of the fire. 
The burglar advances. It is frightfully 
realistic, Gardner, this.

“ He peeps around the screen that sep­
arates the two. He makes a rush for­
ward. The man gets up. It is cjone in 
a second. He springs erect with a 
bound, like a tall, straight fir-tree. You 
know, I believe that was the door of a 
closet the burglar came out of.”

“ It ought to be a great success from 
your description,” remarked Gardner cas­
ually. “ Of course, it was the door of 
some place he was hiding in. He 
wouldn’t come from the street so early 
in the evening.”

“ The burglar makes for him. The 
girl screams. Why should she scream 
for a picture ? ” Slaters wanted suddenly 
to know.

“ So they’ll take her with her mouth 
open, of course,” Gardner explained.

“ The men wrestle! ” cries Slaters. 
“ The burglar is the stronger of the two. 
Look ! Come, look, Gardner ! ”

Gardner stretched himself, arose, and 
walked to the window. He smiled ad­
miringly.

“ Really, they do these things very 
well,” he said. “ They are most realistic. 
Look, the burglar has thrown him. He 
pays no attention to the shrieking girl. 
Nobody ever hears shrieks when they 
are done in the interest of the biograph.

“ Look. The burglar is tearing some­
thing from the man’s shirt-front. The 
little diamond-studs, of course. The 
girl has run to the door. She throws it 
open. She screams for help, but nobody 
comes. It isn’t time for them to come.

“ She runs back. The burglar has 
gone through the man’s pockets. Look, 
look! That is well done. He tears the 
pockets in his haste. Now, see! He 
comes to the window. H& opens it and 
leaps out. He is gone across the roof.”

“ Yes,” exclaimed Slaters, “ he has 
gone down a fire-escape. Look at him! ”
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“ By rights,” reflected Gardner, “ there 
should be policemen in hot chase. That 
generally happens in those biographs.”

“ But look at the g irl! ” cried Slaters. 
“ She throws herself on her knees by the 
man. See how tragically she does i t ! 
She looks frantically toward the door for 
help. N obodv coming to her. • She 
looks toward the window. Nobody 
there! See ! She is coming to the win­
dow. She stands there crying out. She 
sees us. She sees the light in our win­
dow. She is crying to us for help! ”

“ Now, for the love of Heaven,” 
mused Gardner, “ she doesn’t want to 
rope us into the picture, too. does she?”

Slaters had gone mad with excitement.
“ She is wringing her hands,” he 

sighed. “ She is calling to us! Listen! 
T isten! ”

Gardner moved away from the win­
dow back to the fire.

“ No vaudeville biographs for me,” 
he decided. “ My face is a little too 
well-known in New York for that.”

“ She is still calling,” said Slaters 
wildly. “ I am going to her, biograph 
or no biograph. I am going,” he re­
peated, and stretching a long limb over 
the sill, followed it by another and 
leaped to the roof, which was not more 
than ten feet below the window.

“ You are young,” remarked Gardner, 
“ and your own master. There are none 
to hinder you.”

He walked slowly back to the window, 
and stood there watching Slaters as he 
ran nimbly across the three flat roofs, 
vaulting the parapets dividing them and 
reaching the lighted window at last. He 
watched him climb in, the girl reaching 
down a white hand to help him.

The girl ran to the man on the floor 
and knelt wildly by him, looking im­
ploringly up at Slaters, who soon knelt 
by her side, zealous in his endeavor to 
resuscitate the unconscious victim of the 
burglar.

Together they raised him to a sitting 
posture. Gardner could see the vacan­
cies in his shirt-front, out of which the 
burglar had- snatched the little diamond 
studs. \
1 The man sighed and opened his eyes. 
The girl chafed his hands frantically. 
Slaters hurried for a glass of water and 
gave it to him.

“ Good boy,” groaned Gardner. “ Be­
neficent creature. He will appear to 
good advantage in that moving-picture, 
but I shall take pains not to be with him 
in the theater while they are showing it. 
Here! What’s this?”

He frowned and stared as three tall, 
'brass-buttoned policemen burst open the 
door and made a dash for the man who 
sat on the floor, surrounded by Slaters 
and the girl. They raised hint up none 
too gently. They clamped handcuffs on 
his wrists, the girl standing off as if all 
at once petrified.

Gardner turned away.
“ This biograph is becoming too com­

plicated for me,” he muttered. “ I shall 
have to wait until Slaters comes back to 
explain it.”

He strolled to the fire, threw himself 
in the chair, and put his feet on the 
fender. He half dozed over the pipe he 
had relighted, thinking idly of the bio­
graph.

Undoubtedly, it would be a great suc­
cess, that picture. They certainly threw 
themselves into the making of it with 
zest. Perhaps Slaters could get a reg­
ular job at posing for biographs, now 
he had started it accidentally in this 
way.

Not that he was particularly in need 
of a job, but it seemed to suit him. 
Rather cheeky of the girl to drag her 
neighbors into her biograph, though.

After a long while there were foot­
steps across the tin of the roof, a scram­
bling up the side of the wall, and 
Slaters, leaping into the room, crossed it 
and stood by the fire, his elbow on the 
mantel.

He drew his fingers through his hair 
with a weary sigh, his eyes alight with 
the reflection of a smile.

“ Well." said Gardner, looking up at 
him, “ what was the finish of the bio­
graph? It was too much for me when 
the cops came in and seized the victim 
of the burglar. That was rubbing it in.
I came away.”

“ Biograph ! ” exclaimed Slaters. “ That 
was no biograph. There was never any­
thing more real, I suspected those 
diamond studs from the first. You re­
member that. I couldn’t see how a gen­
tleman would sport studs that could be 
seen distinctly across the roofs of three
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houses. It was a real burglar who spot­
ted him and hid in the house in order to 
relieve him ■ of them; as for the man 
himself, he had been wanted by the 
police for some months, it seems, for 
larger thefts, forgery, and what not, and 
the cries of the girl when the burglar 
robbed him brought them, it seems. Be­
sides, they had been keeping a strict 
watch on-the house for several weeks, one 
of .them told me.”

Gardner knocked the ashes out of his 
pipe and began to refill it.

“’’And the girl?"” he asked with elabo­
rate indifference.

Slaters drew up another chair, threw 
himself in it, and smiled into the flicker­
ing blaze of the little logs.

“ It’s an ill wind that doesn’t-blow up 
the blinds of a lighted window for some­
body’s good,” said he exultantly. “ I 
shall see her again.”

W I T H O U T  A C L U E  T O  F O L L O W .
By J. F. VALENTINE.

The story of a man who met with a misadventure at .a time 
when he was least prepared to clear himself of suspicion.

“'T ' H I S  is just great,” muttered Fuller
J- sarcastically, as a quick turn of 

the steering-wheel swung the machine 
around a large pool of water in the 
road. “ idle pleasures of motoring after 
a heavy shower are certainly boundless.”

George Fuller was seated alone in the 
automobile, picking his way along the 
country road and leaving tracks in the 
mud that closely resembled the pro­
verbial “ crooked path.” He had gone 
out late in the afternoon, and being over­
taken by the heavy shower, had put up 
at a roadside hotel to await the passing 
of it.

Night coming on, he decided to stay 
for dinner, and then, the rain having 
ceased, he started for home. With the 
aid of the powerful lamps he was able, 
by going very slowly, to pick his way 
among the many puddles the shower had 
left behind it, and also to avoid the 
trolley-tracks, which were in the center 
of the road.

“ Confound those trolley-cars, any­
way ! ” he exclaimed, as one approached 
swiftly. “ Those bright lights of theirs 
almost blind one.”

He put up his hand before his eyes to 
shut out the glare, and as he did so, 
caught sight of what looked like a bun­
dle of rags in the roadway just ahead 
of him. A second look and he realized 
that it was a man.

Jamming down the lever, and shut­
ting off the power, he jumped out of the

machine, and bent over the apparently 
lifeless form, just as the trolley-car 
Whizzed by, leaving him in the blackness 
of the night again, the rays from his 
own lamps, as the machine stood, being 
thrown up the road.

Suddenly realizing that he was alone 
in the murky night with a person who 
to all appearances was dead, he yelled 
with all the power of his lungs at the 
trolley-car, but his voice was drowned in 
the noise it made, and it dashed on.

Seeing there were no chances for help 
from this quarter, he went around to the 
front of his machine, and removing one 
of the powerful lamps, directed its rays 
upon the inert figure in the -roadway.

He noted that the man wore good 
clothing, although he was soaked with 
the rain and spattered with mud from 
head to foot. ,

Placing his free arm under the head, 
he turned the light directly upon the 
stranger’s face. As he did so, he re­
marked : 11 Mighty nice-looking chap.
I wonder—”

A shudder ran over him as the head 
slipped from his grasp and dropped 
heavily to the road.

“ By Jove! I’m not a coward,” he 
remarked aloud, as he reached for the 
man’s pulse. “ But to see a dead person 
slip like that—Heavens ! He’s not dead. 
I can feel a beat here.” This he almost 
shouted in a great feeling of relief. “ To 
the nearest doctor now. I know where
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there’s one— holy sm okes! but you’re 
heavy— ” as he raised the apparently life ­
less body and half pushed, half lifted it 
into the machine. “ We’ll get there at 
fu ll speed, muddy roads and all.”

Quickly replacing the lamp he had 
taken off,«he jumped in beside the man 
and lifted him gently over to the left- 
hand seat. As he threw on the high­
speed lever, the machine, with a leap 
that almost lifted all four wheels from 
the ground, sprang ahead and fairly tore 
down the road toward the scattered lights 
of the town, visible in the distance.

Drawing up in front of the house 
where he had often noticed a doctor’s 
sign, Fuller sprang out and, rushing up 
•the walk, pulled the bell.

“ Is the doctor in ? ” he asked ex­
citedly of the elderly woman who opened 
the door.

“ Yes,” she replied, slowly adjusting 
her glasses and scanning him from head 
to foot. “ He is in, but he has retired. 
H e was not feeling well— ”

“ Then call him immediately,” Fuller 
interrupted. “ I have a man outside in 
my machine who has met with an acci­
dent.”

“ And who are you, may I ask ?” she 
queried, still eying him suspiciously.

“ Mr. Hun— I should say, Mr. Fuller. 
I am living at the Ticlmor Cottage. 
But please hurry, won’t you ?”

“ Who’s there, M ary?” called a voice 
at the head of the stairs.

“ Is that you, doctor?” Fuller in­
quired. “ Gome down quickly. I— ”

“ Just a moment. I ’ll be right there.” 
the doctor called back. “ Bring the pa­
tient in,” he added.

Fuller jumped down the steps, three 
at a time, and picking up the injured 
man tenderly in his arms, carried him 
into the house and deposited the burden 
upon a couch in the front room, which 
served both as parlor and doctor’s office.

The woman followed, and seeing the 
pale, rigid face of the injured one, wrung 
her hands, and was in the midst of a 
series of exclamations of “ How terri­
b le ! ” “ How did it happen?” etc., 
when the doctor entered, his hair and 
clothing in a state of disorder.

“ Mary, this is no place for you,” he 
commanded.

H e strode across the room and pro­
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ceeded to examine the patient carefully, 
apparently not noticing Fuller at all.

“ I think he must have been struck 
by a trolley,” Fuller ventured. “ I 
found him alongside the tracks.”

The doctor stopped in the midst of 
his examination, and turning his steel- 
gray eyes upon his caller with a most 
peculiar expression upon his face, asked: 
“ Who did you say you were? ”

“ Mr. Hunt— l mean to sav Mr. 
Fuller.”

" W ell. Mr.— did you sav F u ller?” 
the other questioned, still looking at him 
with that same peculiar gaze.

Fuller could not help feeling ill at 
ease, and stammered “ Yes ” in a con­
fused manner.

“ This unfortunate individual,” the 
doctor continued, as he proceeded with 
his examination. “ has not been hit by 
any trolley-car. He has been struck on 
the back of the head with some blunt, 
heavy instrument. In other words,” and 
he turned those small beady eyes upon 
Fuller again, and added in a peculiar 
tone, “ this man is the victim of foul
play.”

“ You don’t sa y ' ” Fuller exclaimed, 
not realizing how serious the matter 
might turn out to be for him.

“ Yes,” continued the doctor, as he 
straightened himself up, “ I should sav 
that his skull is fractured. Do you know 
h im ?” he added suddenly.

“ Know him? M e? ” Fuller gasped. 
“ Whv, I never saw him before in mv 
life .” '

“ Young man. I am very sorry to in­
form you that I must detain you for the 
present. In fact, I place you under ar­
rest— ”

“ Me? Under arrest?” Fuller blurt­
ed out. hardly able to believe his ears. 
“ What for? And upon what au­
thority? ”

“ Do not misunderstand me,” the phy­
sician remarked soothingly. “ Only as 
a witness, that is all. I am, besides 
being the doctor for Egremont, the jus­
tice of the peace.

“ I must ask you to stay here to-night, 
and in the morning you will have to go 
to Granby and give the judge a full 
account of the affair. Really, it’s only 
a matter of form, but I am forced to do 
my duty. You sav you are the gentle­
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man who is living at the Tichnor Cot­
ta g e ? ”

“ Yes,” Fuller replied, utterly stunned 
by the sudden turn of events. “ But I 
cannot understand— ”

Heavy footsteps upon the porch 
caused him to turn quickly, in time to 
see a tall, well-built young man enter 
the room.

“ Howard,” mildly remarked the doc­
tor, “ this is Mr. Fuller, and here we 
have a patient, whom I am forced to 
stay up with all night. This is my son,” 
he continued, with a wave of his hand 
toward the youth.

Before- the latter had an opportunity 
to ask the question that his puzzled face 
demanded, the doctor added: “ Mr.
Fuller is to occupy your room with you 
to-night. Please show him to it.”

As he followed meekly up the stairs, 
Fuller could not find words to object. 
The turn of affairs had come so suddenly, 
he was completely dumfounded. Even 
the motor-car which had been left in 
front of the house was forgotten.

Reaching the top of the stairs, they 
turned down the hall and into a small 
room. Howard lighted a lamp, and 
Fuller looked around his temporary 
prison.

Suddenly he seemed to regain his scat­
tered senses. Laughing quite heartily, 
he exclaim ed: “ Well, if  this isn’t an
experience! Do the good Samaritan act 
— suspected by one of your own towns­
people— and virtually under arrest, with 
vou for the ja ile r !” Then he stopped 
abruptly and added : “ What do you sup­
pose they expect to do with me, any­
way? ”

“ Well, I don’t really know,” Howard 
drawled, as he prepared himself for 
bed, M but I guess dad will take you to 
Marlboro to-morrow. I s’pose he wants 
you to explain everything to the judge 
there. But I feel tired. But you haven’t 
told me anything about what happened.”

“ Why. that’s so. But what is your 
last name? I do not remember.”

“ Strickland,” was the answer.
Thereupon Fuller gave a detailed ac­

count of the accidents of the evening, 
ending up w ith : “ By the way, w ill you 
phone my man to-morrow to come and 
get my machine? It’s out front, you 
know.”

• “ Sure I will. And I think dad’s a 
fool to—  W ell, I won’t say any more.” 
Then, motioning to the bed: “ W ill you 
kindly sleep on the in sid e?”

Fuller crawled in, Howard blew out 
the light and followed suit, and for a 
few moments neither spoke. Then  
young Strickland asked: “ What is your 
business, Mr. F u ller? ”

“ My business?” he replied. “ To 
tell you the honest truth, I haven’t any. 
I am what they call a#gentlem an of 
leisure.”

This seemed to finish the conversation 
for the night, as Strickland m ade no re­
ply, and in a few moments his heavy 
breathing showed he was asleep.

Fuller fell to thinking over the situa­
tion. After all, it seemed rather a lark. 
There could be nothing to it. H e could 
easily prove who he was, and' that was 
enough. There always had to be a mo­
tive for every crime, and lacking that—  
The only thing he dreaded was that he 
might be forced to tell who he really 
was— and he much desired to retain his 
“ incog.”

The next thing he knew there was a 
heavy rapping on the door, and the doc­
tor walked in, followed by a stranger. 
The sun was already high in the heavens.

Coming over to the bedside, Dr. 
Strickland shook Howard, who was still 
fast asleep.

“ Come— come— come ! ” he command­
ed. “ It is late.” Then, turning his at­
tention to Fuller, he added: “ This is 
Officer Shannon, from Marlboro. H e  
wishes you to accompany him there.”

“ Am I under arrest?” Fuller gasped, 
realizing that he was now in charge of 
the law.

“ No, sir,” Shannon quickly replied. 
“ But you are wanted as a witness.”

“ Breakfast is ready,” the doctor an­
nounced. “ Please hurry.” Then both 
he and the officer left the room.

After a very simple breakfast— and 
hardly a word spoken during it— Shan­
non remarked: “ Well, Mr. Fuller, we 
have just good time for the eight-forty. 
Let us go. Are you readv, doctor?”

A nod of assent, and the three start­
ed for the station.

“ Where is the patient?” Fuller in­
quired as they walked along.

“ H e was taken to the Marlboro H os­
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pital early this morning,” briefly replied 
the doctor.

“ How was he— still unconscious?” 
Fuller questioned.

“ Still unconscious; or, I should say, 
delirious,” returned Dr. Strickland.

Fuller saw plainly that conversation 
was evidently distasteful to his two com­
panions, so they continued their walk in 
silence.

The train drew into the station, the 
little party bonded it, and were soon in 
Marlboro, quite a sizable town.

They reached the court, where they 
found Judge Runyon awaiting them. A 

.whispered conversation with Shannon 
and Dr. Strickland, and the judge ush­
ered them all into his private room.

“ Now, Mr. Fuller,” he remarked, as 
they seated themselves around his desk, 
“ tell us your story.”

“ In the first place, judge, 1 wish to 
state that mv name is not Fuller.”

This statement seemed to be most un­
expected, and they all leaned forward, 
eagerly awaiting further disclosures.

“ I came to Egremont for absolute 
rest,” Fuller continued; “ to hide myself, 
as it were, away from every one I knew, 
and where no one would find me— and 
assumed that name. My right name is 
Waldo Huntley.”

Had a bomb been exploded in their 
midst it couldn’t have caused them to 
jump more quickly than they did. For 
a moment there was dead silence, then 
Judge Runyon exclaimed: “ Mr. Hunt- 
ley, you are placed under arrest to await 
the outcome of the man’s injuries.”

Huntley was absolutely at a’ loss for 
words. H e opened and closed his 
mouth, as if trying to articulate, then 
gasped: “ B ut— I — do —  not— under­
stand.”

“ Then I ’ll inform you,” replied the 
judge quickly. “ The injured man, in 
his delirium , continually mutters your 
real name— Huntley.”

Huntley sank back in his chair as the 
fu ll import of this statement dawned 
upon him.

“ But I never— saw the— man before,” 
he stammered, utterly bewildered.

Judge Runyon’s tone was peculiarly 
harsh as he remarked, not raising his 
head from the papers he was busily 
making o u t:

“ The law is particularly severe in 
these cases, Mr. ”— and he paused sig­
nificantly as he added— “ Huntley.”

A sudden inspiration seemed to spring 
up in Huntley’s mind, and he almost 
laughed as he exclaim ed: “ Oh, that’s 
all right, judge. I am at least privi­
leged to communicate with my attorneys 
in New York. They can furnish bail to 
any amount.”

“ Unfortunately, in a case like this, a 
prisoner is not admitted to bail,” was the 
reply. Then the judge added, with a 
trace of encouragement in his ton e: 
“ But you are privileged to communicate 
with your lawyers. Do you wish to 
telegraph?” and he handed Huntley a 
blank form, which he quickly filled o u t:

M k . J o HXSTOXK W lTIIERH LI.,
WmiEREi.L, Dexter & W ituerell,

7 1  B r o a d w a y , X .  Y .
Am in M arlboro jail, rush here quick.

H u x t i .e y .

“ There.” he exclaimed, as he handed 
the blank, together with a five-dollar bill, 
to the judge. “ I guess that will quickly 
straighten out things. Tell the man” who 
sends it to keep the change.”

The judge had risen from his chair, 
and at a signal Shannon placed his hand 
on Huntley’s arm to lead him out of the 
room.

“ Just a moment, ju d g e !” Huntley 
exclaimed, as he wheeled around toward 
him. “ Have you no idea who this in­
jured man is? Had he no papers— no 
cards —  nothing upon him that could
identify him ? ”

“ Not a scrap— 110 watch— no— but we 
will not discuss that now,” and he turned 
again to the papers which littered his 
desk.

Shannon led the prisoner away, and 
Huntley realized that lie was now on 
his way to a cell— a prisoner.

“ But, after a ll.” he told himself, “ it’s 
only for an hour or so.”

He was locked up and left to himself. 
In a short while his dinner was brought, 
and by bribing the keeper he was enabled 
to secure some additional luxuries.

But as the hours wore on and no re­
sponse was received to his telegram, he 
began to fret and fume. Always accus­
tomed to having people jump at his com­
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mands, this apparent ignoring o f his 
message was annoying, to say the least.

H e tried to sleep, but sleep would not 
come. H e tossed from one side to the 
other, and at last from sheer exhaustion 
he fell into a doze. But it was of short 
duration. A “ D and D ,” as he heard 
the keeper call the man— drunk and dis­
orderly— was brought in, and insisted 
upon attempting solos for the benefit of 
all within hearing.

Huntley sat up on his bed, having lost 
all desire for any further slumber, and 
awaited the break of day. The minutes 
seemed hours— the hours a lifetime.

“ As soon as I get out of this, back 
to New York. No more country— or in­
cognito— for mine,” he continued.

At last daylight crept in through the 
grated windows of the little jail. What 
a welcome sight it was to H u ntley! Be­
cause to-day— why. the very first train 
would bring his attorneys post-haste, and 
they were all he needed.

His breakfast was brought in, and for 
a wonder he found himself really enjoy­
ing it. In fact, the coming of the day 
had entirely dispelled the gloom of the 
night before, and when the jailer ap­
peared to remove the breakfast dishes 
Huntley was himself again, laughing 
and joking in quite his usual manner.

How eagerly he listened for the trains, 
the jail being only a short distance from 
the railroad station!

He heard one finally and listened, 
straining every nerve— but he was disap­
pointed. As it pulled out of the station 
he realized it was going to New York, 
not coming from there.

But a few minutes later another was 
heard. “ That’s the o n e! ” he exclaimed 
aloud, as he plainly heard it snorting 
westward. Surely this one would bring 
his attorney.

Presently the clanging of doors an­
nounced the arrival of some one. Hunt- 
lev felt certain it was a visitor for him. 
and pressed his face against the bars in 
his endeavor to see down the corridor.

But it was only the keeper, with his 
dinner. As he came to the cell and 
passed it in to Huntley the latter saw 
it was the regular jail fare. There were 
none of the delicacies that had been here­
tofore provided.

Huntley loo’ ed at it a moment, and

then remarked: “ Why, don’t I get any­
thing else this morning? Has the fruit 
supply of Marlboro been exhausted? ”

“ No, sor, not entirely,” the keeper re­
plied. “ But the money you gave me has. 
If you want more fancy stuff—  Well, 
you know the game.”

He gave a sly wink as he made the 
last remark.

“ O f course I do,” Huntley returned 
carelessly. “ I ’ve depleted my treasury 
at present— ”

“ You’ve done what ? ” the keeper in­
terrupted, not quite understanding Hunt- 
ley’s remarks.

“ To be more explicit, I have com ­
pletely run out of cash. But that’s easily 
fixed,” Huntley remarked in a confident 
manner. “ You have some one to go to 
my house and get me some money.”

“ Where’s your house? ” questioned the 
jailer suspiciously.

“ Why, in Egremont, o f course,” was 
the reply. “ I thought you knew.”

“ No, I didn’t know,” was the keeper’s 
sarcastic anstver. “ Well, I suppose I 
can get some one to go, but it will"tost 
you all of five dollars. H ov you that 
much? ”

“ N o, not at present. But he can take 
it out of what my man gives him. Tell 
the messenger to hurry. I will not eat 
at present. I ’ll wait till he returns.”

The keeper’s face was changing rap­
idly as Huntley spoke. Then with a 
fiendish laugh, he broke o u t: “ You may
think you’re a foxy one— but you ain’t. 
Wid me it’s a case of money first. If 
you hov none, take yer grub and be glad 
you can get it.”

Huntley could stand it no longer and 
exclaimed angrily: “ You confounded,
thick-pated— ”

“ It’s names yer callin’ me. is i t ? ” the 
keeper interrupted, slamming the break­
fast on the floor.

He advanced threateningly toward the 
door o f  the cell, reaching in his pocket 
for the keys.

“ Wait till I get me hands on you—  
you impident rogue, you. Sass an officer 
of the law, will yer? I ’ll teach you— ”

Heavy footsteps coming down the cor­
ridor suddenly drew his attention in that 
direction, and his manner instantly 
changed. “ W ill you hov yer breakfast 
now, Mr. Huntley? ” he inquired in the
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mildest and most solicitous of tones, as 
Judge Runyon advanced toward the cell.

“ Well, Mr.— Huntley, your attorneys 
have not arrived as yet, I understand,” 
the judge remarked insinuatingly.

“ N o ,” Huntley replied in a voice that 
was anything but cheerful. “ They have 
not come yet.”

“ Well, I just received word from the 
hospital that the patient is conscious, and 
has sent word to his employers in New  
York. In  the meantime, if  you wish, I 
will assign counsel for you. Take my 
advice— ”

“ Now look here.” Huntley broke in 
angrily. “ I ’m sick and tired o f  this 
whole game. I ’m innocent, I tell you—  
just as innocent as you are— and I ’ll 
prove it. To think of my being in such 
a ridiculous position is almost beyond be­
lief. But wait till I get mv hands on 
W itherell.”

“ Seems very strange that this W ith­
erell is the only friend you have in New  
York.” the judge remarked.

“ The only friend I have in N ew  
York! ” exclaimed Huntley. “ Say, what 
are you flying to get at, anyway?”

“ Oh, nothing,” replied the judge 
calmly. “ Only it appears odd that if 
you have other friends you don’t try to 
communicate with them.”

“ Why don’t I— yes, why don’t I ? ” 
Huntley yelled, his anger reaching a 
point where he could contain it no longer. 
“ Because in the first place, I have ex­
pected W itherell on every train— and in 
the second place, these robbers you main­
tain here as keepers have grafted-every  
cent I have on me.”

“ Do you realize. Mr. Huntley, what 
you have just stated? Do you know I 
could make you prove your accusations 
of bribery? Be careful what you say 
in the future.”

The judge calmly turned and walked 
away.

A short while later there was'another 
slamming of doors and clanking of 
chains. Huntley sprang to the cell-door 
and pressed his face against the bars, 
hoping it would be Witherell.

But this time it was a prisoner— and 
a very happy one— from the noise he was 
making in an attempt to sing a popular 
air of the day.

After he had been pushed and shoved
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into the cell and the keeper had left  
again, the new arrival called o u t: “ Say, 
neighbor, what you in for? You been 
celebratin’, to o ? ”

Huntley was too disgusted to answer, 
and besides, he did not feel in a mood 
to start a conversation with any one.

Again the voice called from the ad­
joining cell: “ 1 say. ain’t there any
one here but m e? ” He waited a mo­
ment. and not receiving any reply, con­
tinued : “ I don’t think I’ll like it here.
I ’ll be too darn lonely.”

A ll was quiet again, and soon heavy 
breathing told Huntley that his neigh­
bor had fallen into a heavy sleep.

Again approaching voices and foot­
steps told Huntley that some one was 
coming. But the hope that had buoyed 
him up heretofore had left him now, and 
he paid no attention whatever to them.

As they came nearer he heard the 
keeper remark: “ We hov no one by
thot name. But there is one over here, 
so drunk he did not know who he was. 
P ’raps you better take a look at him.” 

There was something strangely fam il­
iar in the voice that remarked from the 
front of the cell next to Huntley: “ No,
that’s not the one I am looking for. It 
is very, very strange.”

Huntley leaped from his cot and 
pressed his -faces-against the grating, and 
all the pent-up anger of the past day 
and a half disappeared as he recognized 
the familiar face and form of his old 
friend and attorney.

“ Thattl Heaven! You have come-at 
la s t ! ” he cried.

“ W ell, of all th in gs! ” the lawyer ex­
claimed as he stepped in front of H unt­
ley’s cell. “ What in the mischief are 
you doing in there, W allie? ”

“ Waiting for you to come and get me 
out.” Huntley replied sarcastically. “ And 
I ’ve been doing that since yesterday 
morning. If you can’t attend to busi­
ness. I ’ll get some one who can.”

“ I was away from the office all day 
Yesterday. Wallie. and have not been 
there to-day. But what does it mean? 
Here I am, with Paine, my secretary, ab­
solutely wiped off the United States—  
and you in ja il.”

“ What’s happened to your secretary? ” 
Huntley queried. “ I thought his name 
was Richmond.”
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“ So it was until the first of the week. 
But Richmond left me— got a better job 
— and I took on a young fellow named 
Paine. Sent him out here day before 
yesterday, late in the afternoon, with 
some mortgages to bring to you to get 
signed, and Lord only knows where he 
landed. N o one lias seen him since. I 
have tried to locate him. but there seems 
absolutely no clue to his whereabouts. 
As a last resort I decided to come here. 
He was a— "

“ Wait ! ” Huntley fairly yelled. “ I 
see it all now. Send for Judge Runyon, 
quick 1 ”

“ Well, for—  Say, Wallie. have you 
lost your mind entirely?” Withered 
gasped in alarm. “ I thought your trip 
out here under an assumed name— you 
claimed you wanted to get away from 
everything and everybody— a bad s ig n ; 
but now— ”

“ Oh, bother your thoughts, Jack! 
Send for the judge. I know where your 
secretary is. But get the judge— ”

“ He is coming,” Withered broke in., 
* I stopped at the court on my way over, 
and he will be here any moment. In the 
meantime give me a quick ref me of the 
facts as you know them.”

Huntley rapidly ran over his tale of 
wo and was just finishing, when Judge 
Runyon strode in.

A few moments’ conversation with the 
judge, and Mr. Withered soon convinced 
him that a great mistake had been made 
— that Mr. Huntley was a New York 
bachelor who. tired of the continual de­
mands of society, had come to the coun­
try to seek absolute rest, even changing 
his name temporarily so that none of his 
many friends would locate him.

“ I cannot tell you how much I regret 
your commitment,” the judge apologized. 
“ You are honorably discharged from this 
moment. I will get the papers at my 
office. For the county, state, and coun­
try I humbly ask your pardon.”

“ Oh, that’s ad right, judge. You only 
did your duty,” Huntley carelessly re­
plied. “ But now I ’d certainly like to 
nail the real highwayman. But, hang it 
all.” and he seemed absolutely disgusted 
that the man had covered his tracks so 
well. “ we’re without a clue to follow .”

“ Well. I've got detectives working on 
the case,” was the judge’s reply.

A  few moments at Judge Runyon’s o f­
fice and Huntley was made a free man, 
according to the prescribed ■ legal docu­
ments.

This settled, Withered told Huntley 
that the latter would have to return with 
him to New York. “ I must have your 
signature to duplicate documents of the 
ones Paine tried to deliver to you,” he 
explained.

“ P ain e?” exclaimed Judge Runyon, 
jumping up frftm his chair. “ Why, 
that’s the name of the man in .the hos­
pital. I received word a little while ago 
that he is conscious now. Let us go see 
him.”

The judge and Withered hurried there. 
Huntley felt he never wanted to hear the 
name of Paine again, let alone seeing 
the man.

In a little while they were back, and 
in spite of Huntley’s protests— and clam­
ors for clean linen— they hurried to the 
train, and were soon on their way to the 
city.

Amid the hurried events of the day 
Huntley had not had any explanations 
of Paine’s story. So he inquired as soon 
as they were comfortably seated in the 
car: “ Say, Jack, what did your new
secretary have to say, anyway? ”

“ That’s so. I had entirely forgotten 
that you did not hear his story.

“ He left N ew  York day before yes­
terday on the five o’clock train for Marl­
boro, intending to get his dinner there, 
and then take the trolley out to Egre- 
mont, see you, secure your signature, and 
come back in the evening.

“ Very well, so far. W hile having-* 
dinner a terrible thunder-shower came 
up— ”

“ Yes, I remember it w ell,” interrupted 
Huntley.

“ And he had to delay coming out to 
see you till after seven o’clock. Lie is 
not just sure of the exact time, but knows 
it was nearly dark.

“ The conductor did not come for his 
fare till a mile or so out of the town, and 
Paine drew out a roll of bills— as I told 
him, a fool thing to do anywhere— and 
pulled off a ten-spot.

“ The conductor got very fresh— re­
marked about it being an old game. I 
believe— and as Paine only had four 
cents in change, the conductor forcibly
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ejected him from the car. Believe he 
claimed they will not change anything 
over a two-dollar bill.

“ It was still raining a little, but Paine 
walked in the direction he knew the town 
to be. In fact, all he had to do was fo l­
low  the car-track.

“ During his argument with the con- 
* ductor he had noticed an Italian across 

the aisle watch him closely. After walk­
ing some 'distance he ^hought he heard 
footsteps behind him, and turned in time 
to catch a glimpse of a man— and he 
is positive from the size, build, etc., that 
it was the Italian he saw in the car— and 
then he remembered nothing until he 
came to at the hospital.

“ The conductor was located, and re­
members an Italian leaving the car a few  
moments after he put Paine off. Strange 
story, isn’t i t ? ”

Huntley had been taking in every 
word, and when questioned suddenly 
■burst out: “ Jack, I ’m going to catch 
that man. I ’m going to turn detective.”

Withered laughed quite heartily at this 
declaration.

Really, WalLie. you do amuse me at 
times. You a-detective! ”

H e broke into another hearty laugh.
“ Very well. Wait and see. But, con­

found it all, there isn’t much to work 
upon.”

The conversation drifted to business 
matters, and the train pulled into H obo­
ken station before they realized it.

As they left the ferry-boat H untley re­
m arked: “ By the way, Jack, I want to
stop in the waiting-room to see about a 

•■train back. Come in a moment.”
As they were on the rear of the ferry­

boat they were among the last to get off, 
and walked right through the open gate 
into the waiting-room.

Huntley busied himself studying the 
time-table that hung to the right of the 
gate.

“ Hanged if I can ever make anything 
out . of these time-tables,” he remarked to 
himself. Then he added aloud : “ Come 
here, Jack; see if you can.”

“ Surely,” the other exclaimed confi­
dently as he sauntered over and gazed 
up at the mass of figures. “ Here is one 
at thirty-two and— ”

“ W ell, you confounded fool, can’t you 
see where you are go in g ? ” interrupted

H untley as a man went tearing through 
the ferry-gate just as the attendant was 
closing it. “ H ey! H e y !” he called.

But the man was already through the 
gate. He had given one quick glance 
back, and seeing he had spilled a part 
of the contents of his bag. instead of re­
turning for them, rushed headlong for 
the boat. „

“ Well, of all darn fo o ls ! ’’ blurted out 
Huntley, as he looked at the scattered 
pile of clothing at his feet. “ As the 
idiot banged into me the snap on his bag 
evidently opened and he dumped his 
apple-cart, as it were.”

The gateman was already on his knees, 
gathering together the stuff.

“ Sure, whin he realizes half his clothes 
are here ’tis a woild dago he’ll he.” he 
remarked. “ Sure, it’s little he has lift 
here, anyway. PhWat’s this— papers, eh? 
Be gorry— ”

But he got no further. Witherell 
grabbed them from him as he exclaimed :

“ A clue, sure as vou live ' ”
Huntley "looked back over his shoul­

der.
“ Can’t you see these are the papers 

poor Paine tried to carry to you lay be­
fore yesterday?” he exclaimed < citedly. 
“ We must get that man.”

H e rushed into the telephone pay-sta­
tion, and getting the officer on duty at 
Hoboken, gave him a hurried descrip­
tion of the party wanted.

The next boat carried two very ex­
cited amateur detectives. Arriving in 
Hoboken, they found the suspect had 
been apprehended and was now in charge 
of the officer, awaiting W itherell’s enm- 
mands.

The four started for the police court. 
At first the Italian denied all knowledge 
of everything connected with the crime.

But under pressure he confessed, even 
to the fact that he had not destroyed the 
papers because he was going to turn 
them over to a confederate, hoping to 
get a reward for their return.

As the Italian was taken to his cell to 
await the arrival of the Marlboro offi- 
cer~ Huntley remarked to W itherell:

“ Well, Jack, rev got him. didn’t we? 
I certainly would never have been satis­
fied till he was brought to justice. I 
think I owe him that for all he made 
me suffer.”
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I T  was at a small dinner-party of five.
One of those present was a book­

keeper in a big corporation. He had 
been doing the same sort of work there 
for a period of twelve years, every day 
from nine to five, simply writing a few 
lines on sheet after sheet of paper, a 
merely mechanical act, it would seem, 
apparently unimportant in itself, but 
which had to be done, and the wages for 
which had paid his way through life all 
these years.

“ But some day,” he remarked, “ I ex­
pect the pen will fall from my fingers, 
and I will be done for.”

“ What do you m ean?” I inquired. 
“ Heart disease? ”

“N o,” was the answer. “ Just that,” 
and he held up his right hand.

“ What’s the trouble?” some one else 
inquired.

“ Writer’s cramp,” he explained. “ I’ve 
had touches of it already. It may 
swoop down on me in mighty force any 
day, and then good-by to my job.”

What would he do then? H e had no 
reserve fund to fall back upon, no 
wealthy relatives who could aid him. 
What could he do that would not require 
his good right hand in the doing?

An interesting problem, isn’t it? If 
you want to see it worked out in one way, 
read the complete novel that opens the 
March A rgosy . The author has taken 
this very circumstance of writer’s cramp, 
suggested by the foregoing conversation, 
in fact, and under the title “ His Good 
Right Hand ” has told what befell a 
man confronted with this particular di­
lemma.

“ How do you get your stories for 
T h e  A rg osy? I suppose they are all 
written by a regular staff of contributors. 
The new man has no chance to break in.”

H o w  often  I have h eard  this,  no t  only  
in  connection w ith  T h e  A rgosy, bu t 
w ith  reg a rd  to every o ther m agaz ine th a t  
comes from  a prin ting -p ress .  A n d  it is 
ju s t  as un tru e  to the facts  to -day  as it 
was fifty  years ago, w hen  would-be con­
tr ibu tors  s ta r ted  the  plain t.

Possibly one of the very best stories 
in the present issue of Th e  A rgosy 
is the first effort of an author who had 
no experience in this line of work what­
ever. As a matter of fact, I am espe­
cially pleased to obtain contributions out 
of the beaten track, as it were, and from 
those who do not make a business of 
writing stories. Their work is apt to 
have a freshness and enthusiasm about 
it that the man who makes a vocation of 
grinding out fiction sometimes misses.

I am glad to say that T h e  A rgosy 
numbers quite a list of these “ finds ” in 
the outside world. One of them is 
stenographer and private secretary in 
one of the leading New York theaters; 
another is auditor in a telephone com­
pany; still another is a police reporter 
for a big N ew  York daily; another is 
dramatic critic for an out-of-town 
paper; another is an actor; another in 
the real-estate business, and so on.

Some of these people sent their stories 
in at a venture, among them a lawyer 
who used to write at night when he got 
borne simply for the amusement of the 
thing. He sent one of these stories to 
T h e  A rgosy. Nobody knew him in the 
office; the manuscript went through the 
regular course and was accepted". This 
w as six years ago. T o -d ay  that man is 
getting two to three cents a word for his 
work, and has built two houses out of the 
proceeds of his pen— or I should rather 
say typewriter. This shows you the big 
opportunity unknown people have of 
winning out in the game which so many 
fondly believe' is closed to every new- 
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comer. As a matter of fact, it would be 
a great deal easier for me as the editor 
if  more of the manuscripts that came in 
the regular mail were good enough for 
print. Then I wouldn’t be obliged to 
go outside and look up possible contrib­
utors in the rough, as it were.

I ’ll tell you right here that one of the 
biggest drawbacks young authors saddle 
themselves with is failure to size up the 
needs of the magazine to which they send 
their stories. Again and again I have 
had men admit that they had never read 
T h e  A rgosy. I s it any wonder they 
failed to give it the kind of fiction that 
was acceptable? A pathetic narrative 
about a Swede who comes to this country 
and goes under in the struggle to gain a 
foothold follow ing the panic— this might 
suit the A tla n tic  M o n th ly  or T h e  Cc?i- 
tu ry , but it would be waste of time and 
postage-stamps to offer it to T h e  
A rgosy.

Here at the Munsey offices we receive 
an average of one hundred manuscripts 
a day, most of them stories. Almost all 
of them are sent back, not because we 
have not room for them, but because they 
do not prove to be the kind of material 
we want. §o deep-rooted in the mind 
of the public is the impression that only 
the “ favored few ” are the joy of the 
editor’s heart, that I do not expect to 
be believed when I assert that an editor 
would far rather print a story by a good 
new find than one of equal merit by an 
old hand at the business.

It is out of the question to teach a 
person how to write a story if  he or she 
happens not to have been bom  with the 
gift. But people are not always aware 
that they possess this ability. For in­
stance, a  regular contributor to T h e  
A rgosy belongs in this class. Perhaps 
you will bft interested in having me tell 
y&u how I came to “ discover ” him.

5*4 5*4 J|4

H e is the young man— by the way, near­
ly all T h e  A rgosy authors are under 
thirty— I referred to as being connected 
with the business department of one of 
the N ew  York theaters. H e had him­
self had a slight experience on the stage, 
and had supplied me with anecdotes for

my dramatic department in T h e  Scrap  
B o o k . In one case I could not recall the 
whole details of the odd experience that 
had once befallen him, and asked him  
to jot down for me on a scrap of paper 
a line or two that would serve as mem­
orandum when I came to write up the 
incident. The way he wrote the three 
or four lines suggested that he might be 
able to write a story.

“ Look here,” I said, “ did you ever 
try to do fiction?”

“ N o ,” he answered, “ I never did.”
“ W ell.” I went on, “ I have an idea 

you might be able to do so. Would you*- 
like to try ? ”

“ Sure th in g !” he exclaimed. “ Any 
extra money always comes in handy.”

“ A ll right,” I told him. “ Here is 
a plot,” and I related roughly an inci­
dent suggested by the installation of a 
new instrument in connection with the 
telephone service.

“ You need only write one page on 
this,” I added. “ I can tell by reading 
that whether it is worth while for you to 
do any more.”

Two days later I saw him again.
“ S ee ! ” he exclaimed. “ Here are two 

pages I have finished. What do you 
think? ”

I read the two typewritten sheets and 
then turned to him.

“ Look here,” I said, “ if  I had not 
given you this plot myself I should say 
you had copied this from something that 
had already been published. That’s how 
good I think it is.”

W ell, he went ahead and finished the 
story. I bought it, and published it in 
T h e  A rgosy for May, 1 9 0 6 . Since 
then he ’ has written some fifteen short' 
stories, and his style has improved with 
each one of them.

Of course, at first there were many 
crudities of expression that I had to cor­
rect, but each manuscript was better than 
the one preceding it, until now he has 
gone far enough to be his own critic, and 
is consequently able to smooth out kinks 
in his work before he submits it to the 
editor’s eye.

Now, this fellow  possesses the inborn 
ability to tell a story on paper, and he 
was quite ignorant of the fact until 
somebody suggested that he see what he 
could do in that direction. H e has had
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little experience of the world in the way 
of travel. This, in a measure, is in his 
favor. H e is not tempted to weight 
down his work with descriptive matter. 
H e has never been to college, but his 
brief experience on the stage has given 
him the instinct to see the dramatic pos­
sibilities in an incident, while his work 
as a stenographer has added to his equip­
ment facility of expression.

Because you can write a good, gos­
sipy letter does not argue that you would 
be equally successful as a story-writer. 
Nor does it follow  that because you are 
able to entertain a roomful of people by 
relating personal experiences would it be 
safe to bank that you can secure an in­
come by turning these experiences into 
6tory form. Some of the best story- 
writers are notoriously poor letter- 
writers, and only the very few can make 
anv showing at all as offhand speakers.

* * % *

“ What kind of stories do you want 
for T h e  A rg osy? ”

This question has probably been asked 
of me a thousand times during the 
eighteen years I have been editor of this 
magazine. I can only answer it in two 
ways, either by saying “ Interesting 
stories of every-day life ” or “ Read T h e  
A rgosy and find out the sort of stories 
we use.”

Perhaps it will help some if I mention 
a few' of the sort of stories I do not want. 
I do not care for dialect stories, which 
puzzle the reader with poor sp ellin g; 
nor mere character studies, which mean 
lack of action; nor for stories crowded 
with descriptions of scenery which be­
long in an article on travel, but which 
people who want fiction always try to 
skip. Nor do I want stories which be­
gin like this: “ The sun had just gone 
down. The glow left the western hills 
with a tinge of color that would have 
delighted the heart of a painter,”

One man. whose stories have since be­
come a regular feature in T he A rgosy, 
started off his first one a year ago in the 
follow ing style: “ N ot having seen my 
parents in some months, I decided that 
I would spend New Year’s with them in 
the country.”

I remonstrated with him on the 
ground that as the readers knew' neither

his hero nor his hero’s parents, it meant 
nothing to them where he spent his holi­
days. So he changed his beginning so 
as to get nearer the nub of the matter, 
and started off something like th is: “ It 
was really the most embarrassing posi­
tion in which a man could be placed. 
What to do I didn’t  know,”

This would pique the reader’s interest 
at once, and after that he w'ould be 
quite willing to learn something more 
about the chief character in the story.

And if the beginning of a story is im­
portant, so is the end. Some authors, 
particularly those who believe themselves'1 
to be ultra-literary, delight in the so- 
called “ artistic finish,” which leaves the 
reader to guess for himself whether the 
girl says yes or only promises to be a 
sister to the hero.

And just -here let me tell you of an 
odd coincidence. I had reached this 
point in writing up the Log-Book, when 
I was called off to other work, and put 
it aside for the day. Not an hour had 
elapsed when a story came into my 
hands, written by a young man with con­
siderable ability in this line who has 
already appeared in the newspapers, and 
who is now trying to  break into T h e  
A rgosy.

This particular manuscript told about 
a man who had written a story for a 
certain publication and received an en­
velope from the publishing-house to 
which he had submitted it. H e holds the 
envelope to the light and sees that it 
contains only one small piece of paper. 
Is it a check or a slip telling him to call 
for his manuscript? Which? And with 
this last word the story ends.

Do you wonder that I turned it down? 
It was a typical “ fool finish ” with a 
vengeance.

* v * *

“ Do we have stories written to order 
for T h e  A rgosy? ”

This is another question that frequent­
ly crops up. No, we do not, I answer. 
That is to say, we never bind ourselves 
to accept a story until we have read the 
whole of it. This means that stories are 
never purchased on the strength of the 
author’s name. H e must “ deliver the 
goods ” each and every time.

Very often I suggest themes for the
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writers to  treat, subject always of course 
to  approval of the finished product. 
And in this connection I want to tell 
you of a seemingly singular thing: 
Stories founded on real happenings very 
rarely prove acceptable. There is a 
common-sense reason for it.

As a rule, an author does not consider 
an actual happening worth treating in 
fiction unless it is something out of the 
ordinary, and when he writes it up, 
knowing himself that it really occurred, 
he does not take any special pains to 

^jiake it seem plausible.
“ What’s the u se? ” he says to himself. 

“ It happened, so of course it is possi- 
ble.”

But he forgets the saying that “ Truth  
is stranger than fiction,” with the result 
that when the story is finished it is alto­
gether unconvincing. Actual incidents 
may suggest others to the writer, give 
him something to build upon. That is 
quite all right. But there is still an­
other reason why the wary editor wishes 
to avoid actual happenings in fiction 
form. To illustrate:

Some two years ago there was an ac­
cident in the tunnel they are building 
under the East River between New York 
and Brooklyn. One of the workmen 
was blown by compressed air straight 
through the roof of the tunnel and 
through the waters of the river to the 
surface, where he was picked up by a 
passing tugboat and set ashore, little the 
worse for his remarkable experience.

W ell, in a little more than a week I 
received a-story founded on this very in­
cident. I turned it down, well knowing 
what was coming. And, sure enough, 
a very few  days later another yarn ar­
rived, almost exactly similar. You see, 
both writers had read of the incident in 
the daily papers, and thought in their 
ignorance that it would make a fine 
story. Truth to tell, the thing was story 
enough in itself as related in the news­
papers, and required no embellishments 
tq make it any more thrilling. But more 
important even than that was the risk 
we ran, if  we published it, of finding a 
precisely similar story in some other 
magazine.

Now, do you see the danger in found­
ing stories upon actual happenings that 
have been described in the newspapers?

Some years ago  one m a n  whose s tory  
I had printed in  T h e  A rgosy w'rote an  
indignant letter, claiming that a pu b lica ­
tion in Boston had appropriated his plot.  
I  investigated and discovered that the  
Boston story had been bought before  I  
had mine, but not published till after­
ward. There was no word-for-word simi­
larity, but the idea was the same in each, 
and it soon came out that each writer had 
taken his plot from the same newspaper 
description of a real occurrence.

Charles Reade used to keep immense 
scrap-books of clippings from the press, 
from which he obtained all his plots. 
This may have been all right in his day, 
when there were comparatively few  
magazines and authors. To-day I would 
not dare take a story from Mr. Reade 
were he alive unless he could assure me 
that he had not founded it upon some 
actual happening contained in his book 
of clippings.

T h e  A rgosy, by the way, lias served 
to introduce to the public not a few  
writers who have “ landed big,” as the 
saying goes. I well remember the first 
efforts of Upton Sinclair, whose “ Jun­
gle ” made the slaughter-pens of Chi­
cago set to work at cleaning house. It 
was twelve years ago that I used to 
receive stories signed by this name, ac­
companied by a letter that stated the 
writer was a boy of fourteen. The 
stories were not good enough for print, 
but I considered them fair work for a 
boy: so, instead of sending them back 
with the usual printed form of rejection, 
I wrote a letter, explaining as best I 
could just why the contribution was not 
available. And in course of time, when 
Sinclair was fifteen, I should judge, 
came a story that was good enough to 
accept. It was called “ Tommy Junior 
the Second.” and I published it in T h e  
A rgosy for July, 1 8 9 5 . After that 
young Sinclair wrote more or less regu­
larly for the magazine, his work in­
cluding two or three complete novels and 
a serial or so. They were vividly told 
stories, but required an enormous amount 
of editing to whip them into shape for 
the printer. Perhaps the best of the lot 
was a complete novel called “ The Theft 
of a God.”
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T h e  H o w a r d  W a t c h
T h e  finest watch in the world is 
made in America.
I t  is th e  H o w a r d .
W hen w e say the F i n e s t  we 
mean the most finely adjusted, prac­
tical tim e-piece for a man to carry 
in his pocket, w ithstanding heat 
and cold, vibration, change of 
position.
T h e  H o w a r d  has been the finest 
watch since 1842. In those days 
t h e  best H o w a r d  cost $500. T h e  
price is much less now, but the 
H o w a r d  bears the same relation to 
other w atches today that it did then. 
It is about the only watch there is

any distinction in carrying. T h e  
price of each watch— from the 17- 
jewel, 25 year filled cases at $35 to 
the 23-jewel, extra heavy cases at 
$150— is fixed at the factory, and a 
printed ticket attached.
T h e  H o w a r d  is made by the high­
est-paid watchm akers in the world 
and they turn out fewer watches 
in a year than any group of men in the trade. 
T h e  H o w a r d  i9 carried b y  distinguished 
men in all lines of endeavor-scien tis ts , 
technical experts, business men.
It was the only watch that Peary trusted 
on his trip to the frozen North.
It is the only Am erican watch certified 
the International Observatory at Geneva.

E lb e r t  H u b b a rd  th o u g h t  e n o u g h  o f  i t  to  m a k e  a  jo u rn e y  to  th e  h o m e  o f th e  
H O W ARD w a tc h  a n d  w rite  a  b o o k  a b o u t  i t .  I f  y o u ’d lik e  to  re a d  th i s  lit t le  
jo u rn e y  d r o p  u s  a  p o s ta l  c a rd  —D e p t .  E —w e ’ ll be  {glad to  s e n d  i t  to  y o u .  A lso  
a  l i t t l e  c a ta lo g u e  a n d  p r ic e  l i s t ,  w ith  i l l u s t r a t io n s  a c tu a l  s i z e ,—o f {great v a lu e  
to  th e  w a tc h  b u y e r .

E .  H O W A R D  W A T C H  C O M P A N Y
B O S T O N ,  M A S S .

In answering this advertisement it is desirable thi.it you mention T h e  A r g o s y .
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oo
Every
Brush

This
Name
Appears

T h e  usua l “  L au n d ry -w ay  ”  figures so m e th in g  lik e  th is
2  doz . C o lla rs, a t $ 1 .5 0  .
1 doz. pr. C u ffs  . . .  
L a u n d e rin g  C o lla rs  8 6 5  tim es 
L a u n d e rin g  C uffs 1 5 6  tim es

$3.00
$ 3 .0 0
$ 7 .3 0
$ 6 .2 4  $ 1 9 .5 4

T h e  n ew  “  L ith o lin  ”  way. 
l/ 2 doz. L i th o lin  C o lla rs  . 
4  p a ir s  L ith o lin  C uffs

$ 1 .5 0
$2.00 $3.50 $16.04

W ith  a  d a m p  c lo t h  t h e y  w ip e  c le a n ,  a n d  a s  w h i t e  
a s  w h e n  n e w .  W o n ’t  w i l t ,  c r a c k  o r  f r a y .

C o lla rs  2 5 c . C uffs 50c.
A s k  f o r  LITHOLIN ( W a t e r p r o o f e d  L i n e n )  a t  y o u r  

s h i r t  s to r e .  I f  n o t  in  s to c k ,  s e n d  s ty l e ,  s iz e  a n d  r e ­
m i t ta n c e ,  a n d  w e  w i l l  m a i l  to  a n y  a d d r e s s ,  p o s tp a i d .  

Catalogue complete w ith  a ll  latest styles f r e e  on request.
The Fiberloid Co., Dept. 6, 7 Waverly Place, N. Y.

R i d e r  A g e n t s  W a n t e d
~  \  in  each  to w n  to  r id e  a n d  ex h ib it sam p le

1908 m o d el. W rite  f o r  Specia l O ffer. 
Finest Guaranteed § J Q  f Q  § 2 7

1908 m o d el. W rite  .
Finest Guara
1908 M  ___
with Coaster-Brakes and Puncture-Proof tires.
1006 X 1007 Models ^  
a l l  o f  b e s t  m a k e s  M ̂
5 0 0  S e c o n d -H a n d  W heels
A ll makes and models. &  O  -  Q
good as new..................... V  J

Great F a c t o r y  C l e a r i n g  S a l e .
We S h ip  O n  A p p r o v a l  w ith o u t  a
cent deposit, pay the freigh t and allow
T E N  D A Y S ’ F R E E  T R IA L .

T i r e s ,  c o a s t e r - b r a k e s ,  parts, re­
pairs and sundries, half usual prices. D o  n o t  

b u y  till you get our catalogs and offer. IVrite now.
M E A D  C Y C L E  C O ., D e p t .  A31 C h ic a g o

D E A F N E S S
“ T h e  M o r le y ’ P h o n e ”

A m in ia tu r e  Telephone 
for th e  E ar — In v is ib le , 
e a sily  a d ju s te d ,  a n d  e n ­

t ir e ly  c o m fo r ta b le .  M ak es 
low  s o u n d s  a n d  w h is p e rs  

p la in ly  h e a rd .  O v e r  fifty  
th o u s a u d  s o ld , g iv in g  in s ta n t  relief 
f ro m  d e a fn e s s  a n d  h e a d  n o ise s .
T here  a re  b u t few  cases of deafness 
th a t  c an n o t be benefited.

Write for booklet ami testimonials.
T H E  M O R L E Y  C O M P A N Y .  D e p t .  7 0

P e rry  B ldg.. 16th  and  C h es tn u t S ts .,  P h ilade lph ia

EVER NEED DUPLICATES
Of Form Letters, Price Lists, Bills, Invoices, Drawings, Menus, 
Reports, anything ? Then take advantage of our offer of ten 

days' trial, without deposit, and become one of 
thousands of satisfied customers who a’! agree 
that the Daus IMPROVED Tip Top Duplicator li 
the simplest, easiest and quickest method of 
duplicating. 100 copies from Pen-written and 50 
copies from Typewritten Original. If you have 
tried other duplicators without success, you

_______  will be more than pleased with ours. “T E f l
Complete Duplicator, cap size (prints 8 ^  x 13 in.). $  I i v U  
Felix S. Dan* Duplicator Co., Daus Bldg., 113 John St., N. Y.

In answering any advertisement on this pQffg it is desirable that you mention T h e  A bgosy .
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POSTUM
for the morning beverage.

“ T h ere ’s a  R e a s o n ’’

Postum  Cereal C o., Ltd., B attle Creek, M ich., U. S. A.

The Coffee Drinker

a few hours after breakfast— just about the time a business 
man should be alert.

That’s the reaction from the coffee drug— caffeine.

Coffee drinkers can realize how good it feels to be 
bright, elastic and assertive, when they quit coffee and use 
well boiled



T H E  A R G O S Y — A D V E R T I S I N G  S E C T I O N .

The B est Grip on a 
Reliable R evo lver

The New 
T a r g e t

or32 caliber, 5 shot, 
3 inch barrel, finest 

nickel finish, Target 
Grip, $7.00; 4 inch 
barrel, as illustrated, 

50 cents extra.

We are first in offering you this combination 
of a medium-priced revolver, with a hard rubber 
stock permitting a p e r fe c t  f u l l  grip , Fits the reg­
ular frame, and by having regular stocks (furnished 
extra) can be interchanged for pocket use.

Our N e’W  Grip prevents slipping and twist­
ing — and insures a positively secure hold because 
it fits the hand naturally — assuring confidence — which sim­
ply means a steadier aim and greater accuracy in shooting.

Sold by all first class dealers. R a th er th a n  a ccep t a  su b stitu te  
Order fro m  us direct. Look for our name on barrel and little target 

trade-mark on the handle. Send for Illustrated Catalog.

HARRINGTON & RICHARDSON ARMS CO.
419 PA RK  AVENUE, W O RCESTER, MASS,

LIQUID COURT PLASTER
im m ed ia te ly  d ries, fo rm in g  a  to u g h , t ra n s p a re n t ,  w a te rp ro o f
coating. “ New-Skin ” heals Cuts. Abrasions, Hang-Nails, 
Chapped and Split Lips or Fingers. Burns. Blisters, etc. In­
stantly relieves Chilblains. Frosted Ears, Stings of Insects, 
Chafed or Blistered Feet, Callous Spots, etc., etc.

A  c o a tin g  on  the  sen sitiv e  p a r ts  w ill p ro te c t th e  feet from  b e in g  
c h a fed  o r  b liste red  b y  n e w  o r  h e a v v  sh o es. MECHANICS, 
SPORTSMEN. BICYCLISTS. GOLFERS, in fac t a ll o f  u s , a re
liab le  to  b ru ise , s c ra tc h  o r sc ra p e  o u r  sk in . “ NEW-SKIN’' will 
heal th ese  in ju ries , vvill not wash off, a n d  a fte r  it is  a p p lie d  the  
in ju ry  is fo rg o tten  a s  “NEW-SKIN” m ak es a  te m p o ra ry  new  
sk in  u n til th e  b ro k en  sk in  is h ea led  u n d e r  i t .  “ Paint It with 
“New-Skin” and forget it” is  l ite ra lly  tru e .

CAUTION : WE GUARANTEE o u r  claim s fo r  “ NEW-SKIN” . h o  one 
g u a ra n te es  su b s titu te s  o r  itn i ta tio n s  tra d in g  on o u r rep u ta tio n ,a n d  
th e  g u a ra n te e  o? a n  im ita to r  w ould be w orth less a n y  way.

A L W A Y S  I N S I S T  ON  G E T T I N G  " N E W - S K I N ” . 
Sam ple size, 1 0 c . F am ily  size (like illu stra tion ), 2 5 c .  Two ounce 
a  bo ttl es ( fo r  su rg eo n s an d  hospita ls). o O c.

AT THE DRUGGISTS, o r  we will m ail a  package  an y w h ere  in  th e  
U nited S ta tes on  rece ip t o f p rice.

Douglas Mfg. Co. D e p t .  1 1 ,  U r o o k l y n ,  x !  Y .

D I A M O N D S  J I N

a r m m  \ \ w §

2 0 %  D o w n ,  10 % M o n t h l y
R eliability  th a t g rea tes t o f business 

builders, is bu ild ing  our business.
W e satisfy o u r custom ers and , in sa tis­

fying them , hold th e ir good will.
T he de term ination  to  please,- goods of 

h ighest quality , prices the  low est in the  
m arket, h av e  earned  th e ir rew ard. O u r  
business h a s  m ore than  doubled in the 
last tw elve m onths.

W e never sell a d iam ond w ithou t g iv ing  
a  w ritten  certificate guaran tee in g  its  value  
and quality , and  agreeing to  take it back 
any tim e in exchange for a la rg e r stone. 
If any o th er dealer can dup lica te  o u r stone 
a t th e  sam e price, we will take it back 
and  refund the  m oney paid.

Goods sen t p repaid  for exam ination . 
Send for Illu s tra ted  C atalogue No. 1 0  -

J. M. LYO N  &  c o .
E s ta b l i s h e d  1843

7 1 -7 3  N assau S t .  N e w  Y o rk

In answering any advertisement on this page it  is desirable that you mention T h e  A rgosy .
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That is the heat of our ovens. That’s why our 
beans are mealy, yet nutty; and why they digest. 
Beans—above all foods—need to be factory cooked.

You w ho bake beans at home, you don't 
know  how good beans can be.

It isn’t your fault, but you lack the facilities. 
Y ou need more heat.

T h e  fibre of beans must be broken down,

Van (amp’s
BAKED 

DOTH TOMATO
SAUCE

Po r k  a*° 
B e a n s

else they are not digestible. And that requires 
a fierce heat.

W e get it by using live steam in our ovens. 
T h us w e apply a terrific heat w ithout scorching.

T h e result is, our beans are digestible— yours 
are heavy. O urs are all cooked alike— yours 
are not. Ours are mealy, yet nutty, for the 
skins are not broken.

W e bake the beans, the tomato sauce and 
the pork all together. That gives our de­
licious blend.

Y ou will eat more beans, and will like them  
better, when you Qiice know Van Camp’s. 
And they are so convenient— always ready. 
A  delicious meal w ithout work or delay.

W e pay $2.10 per bushel for beans— use only 
full-ripe tomatoes — none but corn-fed pork.

W e could buy beans for one-seventh what 
wepay. And buycatsup, readym ade, forone- 
fifth what it costs us to make it.

But w e use only the whitest, the plumpest, 
the finest beans grown. And every tomato 
is ripened on the vines.

W e  have spent 4 7  years in learning h o w to  
perfect this dish.

T h at is w hy Van Cam p’s are so different 
from others. A nd w hy they command the 
largest sale in the world.

O nce try them — once learn their flavor, 
their superlative zest— and no others will 
satisfy.

Y ou may find that some beans cost a little 
less— and no wonder. W e could easily cut 
our cost more than half, if we wanted.

But are not the best beans cheap enough, 
when you consider that beans are 84% nutri­
ment? And isn’t it better to get the beans 
that your people will like? You serve beans 
once a week now, perhaps. You’ll serve Van 

Camp’s several times.

Prices: 10c, 15c and 20c per can. You can get them 
without the tomato sauce, if you prefer. A t your grocers.

Van Camp Packing Company, Indianapolis,Ind/^f*'
In ansiecring this advertisement it is desirable that you mention T h e  A kgosy .
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"A R R O W
ON A  COLLAR
stands for the best material, 
workmanship and style—for

CLUPECO SHRUNK
fabrics, which mean longer life in the 
laundry, and true _  ,  _ . _  _ _ _  n  - . .  . , .

“ QUARTER SIZES
l l  ^ n n i . S O N  ' which mean a comfortable fit.

A d d i s o n  m i
f t  C L U P E C O  S H R U N K  ^  -

15 cents each—-2 for 25 cents
Send for “ Proper D ress," a style book and fashion guide

CLUETT, PEABODY & COMPANY, MAKERS OF CLUETT SHIRTS, 451 RIVER STREET, TROY, N. Y.

Y o u ,  T o o ,  1 
M i g h t  S a y

S ave 20 T im es  Its C o s t ’
“ I am w ritin g  th is ,”  says E. C. Parmelee, Highlands, N. J .,  

“  bv the light of one of vour Angie Lamps. In fact, I would not th in k  
of using any other light. They a re  THE lam ps. Everyone w ho 
has seen mine is im pressed with them . W hy, I have saved at least 20 tim es their cost in oil burners, chim neys and ‘ c u s s ’ w o rd s .”  

T h e  A n c le  I ,a m p  is n u t an im p ro v e m e n t on th e  o ld  sty le  
lam p, b u t an  en tire ly  n ew  p rin c ip le  of o il l ig h tin g  w hich  has 
m ade com m on k e ro sen e  (o r coal o i l '  the  m ost sa tisfac to ry  of 
a l lig h tin g  m eth o d s . S a fer  an d  m o re  reh a b .e  th an  g aso line  
or acety len e , yet as c o n v en ien t to  o p e ra te  as ga< o r e lec tric ity .

T H E  A N G L E  L A M P
is l ig h ted  and  ex tin g u ish ed  lik e  g 
\v th o u t odm  . N o sm oke , n o  d a r 
w ith o u t m o v in g . R e q u ire s  nl 
floods a room  w ith it-

>. M ay  be tu rn ed  h igh  or low 
er. F ille d  while lig h te d  and  

. b u t once or tw ice a  w eek . 11 
leautiiu l, so ft, m ellow  ligh t th a t  Las no

eq u a l. W R I T E  F O R  O U R  C A T A L O G  ‘W a n d  o u r p ropo- 
sitio., for V 3 0  D a y s , F r e e  T r i a l
W r i t -  fo r  c,T»r fn tH lr .e  1 i - 15 n j- S2 v a r i . 't  of th«» t i t ; ! -  L a m p  fro m
52. on 'H ',„ .»\ v  bufor<> v «" i  f . i t  —  y ..ii  tu rn  t U N  lt-af— f.-r  it _'ives
you tiio of uur u-n exptrbMiyr with «» Ihdi'fhu
A N G L E  M F G . C O .. 15<)-I61 W est 24th St., New York

P e r r y  ’s  S e e d s  
a r e  t h e  b e s t  k n o w n  
a n d  t h e  m o s t  r e l i a b l e  s e e d s  
g r o w n .  E v e r y  p a c k a g e  h a s  b e h in d  
i t  t h e  r e p u t a t i o n  o f  a  h o u s e  w h o s e  
b u s in e s s  s t a n d a r d s  a r e  t h e  h i g h e s t  i n  t h e  t r a d e .

F e r r y 's  1 iM>.S Heed A n n u a l  w ill 1>»* m a iled  FKKK to  a ll  a p p li­
ca n ts . It. c o n ta in s  c o lo re d  p la te s , m an y  e n g ra v in g s , a n d  f u l l  d e­
sc rip tio n s . p ric e s  an d  d ire c tio n s  fo r  p la n tin g  o v er lcoO v a rie tie s  o f  
V egetab le  a n d  F lo w e r S eeds. In v a lu a b le  to  a l l .  S end f o r  i t .

D. M. F E R R Y  & C O . ,  Detroit, M ich.

Geisha Diamonds
THE LATEST SCIENTIFIC DISCOVERY

B rig h t,  s p a rk lin g , b e a u ti fu l .  F o r  b r i l l i a n c y  
th e y  e q u a l th e  g e n u in e , s ta n d in g  a l l  t e s t  a n d
SU7xlo e x p e rts . O n e  tw e n tie th  th e  ex p en se .

e n t  f re e  w ith  p r iv ile g e  o f  e x a m in a tio n . 
F o r  p a r t ic u la rs ,  p r ic e s , e tc . ,  a d d re s s

THE R. GREGG MFG. & IMPT. CO.
I>!*]>(. 13, 5 S n . Jack-oil Koul., - t hlcaeo. III.

Britliant, etieery, good fur eyes, good f<*r nerves. 1 0 0 -candle power 
brightness to every burner. One Hatch Light' It. S o  smoke, no odor, 
no danger. Many styles. Sells rapidly. Agent- get •..atalog and terms.

CANTON LIGHT CO., 903 Ninth Street, Canton, 0.

Iv answering any adrertisement on this page It is desirable that you mention T iie  A roost .
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T H E  A R G O S V — A D V E R T I S I N G  S E C T I O N .

A n n u aIS p eciaI S a l e

OSTER
Extra Thick
$ 3 0 . o ?

French Edge 
MATTRESS

$ 1 8 . 5 0

Delivered
If yo u  have  an  
O s t e r m o o r  C a ta lo gu e  

“ T h e  T e s t  of T i m e , ’ at h o m e ,
s e e  p a g e  139, a s  s h o w n

Catalogue Mailed Free i f  You Wish
M attresses all full size, 4 ft. 6  in. wideT6  ft. 4  in. long, in one or two parts , 

round corners, five-inch inse anted borders, French Rolled Edges, as illustrated.
F illin g  is especially selected Ostermoor Sheets, all hand-laid, closed within 

ticking entirely by hand sewing.
W eigh t, full 60  lbs. each, 15  lbs. more than regular.
C o v e r in g s , beautiful Mercerized French Art Twills—finest quality, pink, blue, 

yellow, green or . t vender, plain or figured. H igh-grade, dust-proof Satin Finish 
Ticking, striped in linen effect, or the good old-fashioned blue and white stripe 
H erring-bone Ticking.

These Mattresses are the very softest and most luxurious we can make, hid it in the daintiest possible 
manner by our most expert specialists; represent, in the very- highest degree, the celt bra ted O ST E R M O O R  
merit oj excellence', and are a rare bargain both in  price and auality.

Price $18.- Each
We pay Transportation Charges anywhere in the United States.

Offered only vdiile they last; iir-t come, first Serwd. The supply U limited.
Terms of sale; Cash in advance; none sent C. < >. \),

Buy of Your Ostermoor Dealer
If he has none in stock, w e will ship direct, 
express prepaid, same day check is received.

R e g u la r  O s te rm o o r M a ttre s s , 4-in ch  b o rd e r , 4 f t.  6 in. size, in  tw o  p a rts ,
Costs £ 15.50. T h e  £30 1 Tench E d ^ e  M a ttre s s  is  tw o in ch es  th ick e r, w eighs 
15 lbs. m u re , h a s  ro u n d  c o rn e rs—so ft R o lle d  E d g e s—clo se r lu lls ,  finer 
co v e rin g , an d  is  m uch  so fte r  a n d  fa r  m ore res ilie n t.

S en d  y o u r n am e on  a p o s ta l fu r  o u r  free d e sc rip tiv e  b o o k , “ T h e  T e s t  of 
T im e ,”  a  v e ritab le  w o rk  o f a r t ,  144 p ag es  in  tw o  co lo rs , p ro fu se ly  iiiu s- 
itra ted ; i t ’s  w ell w o rth  w hile.

OSTERMOOR & COMPANY, 110 Elliabetb Street. New York
Canadian Agency: Alaska Feather and Down Co,, Ltd., Montreal 

W hen  ordering , Please sta te f i r s t ,  second a n d  even th ir d  choice c f  
ro to r o f  covering , in case a ll  you  like a re  a lready sold, as there w iU  
be no tim e  to r  correspondence. f

T h is  a d v e r tis em e n t w ill n o t ap p ea r ag a in . Pat. ugic

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention T h e  A r g o s y .



THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

I Ask for “ Bristol" rods by name. Look for the word 
* Bristol ”  on the handle. It’s there on every genuine. 

The reputation of “  Bristol ”  rods has become so great that 
they are a shining mark for imitators. T he “  Bristol’s ” deli­

cate pliancy, quick resiliency, tough durability, complete adapt­
ability to all purposes, convenience and absolute reliability are 
common knowledge to all guides and expert fishermen every­
where. 3 yr. Guarantee tag on every “  Bristol.”  Send 10c 
in silver for beautiful 1908 calendar—a colored reproduction 
of a painting by Oliver Kemp.

Beautiful illustrated catalogue mailed free.
T H E  H O R T O N  M FG. CO.

// 45 Horton St., Bristol. Conn.

m A R T I N ' S

rit jc n SH E kR P . A i n F I

h&Si'-i

Brook Trout 
Lake Trout 
Black Itiiss 
S a lm o n  

Grayling 

Pike 
Picaerel 
.Hascalonge 
Balt Casting 
Fly Canting

M ark x opposite your k ind  of 
fishing; and we will mail free, 
sam ples of the proven-correct 
lines made ahd selected  by ex­
perts  for th a t particu lar kind of 
fishing;.

T a k e  these  sam ples to your 
dealer and in s is t on hav ing  those 
exact lines bearing  the K ingfisher 
trade mark. Look for the  K ing­
fisher bird or the word “ K ing­
fisher.”  If it isn 't th e re , it isn ’t 
a  “  K ing fisher.”

S uccess  in f ish ing  depends 
largely  upon u s in g  the righ t 
lines. T h ese  sam ples rep resen t 
nearly  a  q u a rte r  century  of a c ­
know ledged fish line superiority . 

C u t out the coupon 
and mail a t once to

E. J . MARTIN’S SONS 

10 Kingfisher St. 
R O C K V 1  L I .R  

C O A X .

__

2 0 0  P L A N S
t  P—  in silver

o n l y  14c for
p f i W  postage

The new edition of “Modern 
Homes,” containing 200 de­
signs of practical homes, 
double houses, fiats and 
apartments built in frame, 

stone, brick, cement, etc., costing from $800 to 
$20,000, showing views and floor plans and estimated 
cost of each house.
D A V E R M A N ’S  B U N G A L O W S

A new book of 68 designs of summer cottages, 
bungalows and low-cost houses from $300 to $9,000. 
Sent for 25c and 5c postage.

Th!s house has been built over 2,000 times In all parts of the world 
for $1 ,6 0 0  to $2,200 complete.

Full Blue P rin t w orking p lans, specifications C I O  
and details for th is  house, without change for v  a  v

These books are the best bargain ever offered. 
“ Modern Homes ” alone equals any $2 architectural 
book on the m arket today. Send for them now 
while the edition lasts.

OUR MONTHLY MAGAZINE $1.00
S e n d  f o r  A rt in  A rc h ite c tu re ,  a  m a g a z in e  d e v o te d  to  

b u i ld in g  a n d  f u rn i s h in g .  S u b s c r ip t io n  #1.00 p e r  y e a r .
J .  H  D A V E R M A N  &  S O N ,  A r c h i t e c t s

122S P o r t e r  B lock  (E a t .  1S82 ), G ra n d  R ap id s , 511t h . ^

( E s t a b l i s h e d  1879.)
An Inhalation for

W h o o p in g - C o u ^ h ,  Croup,  
B r o n c h i t i s ,  C o u g h s ,  

Diphtheria,  Catarrh.
CO N FID EN C E  can be placed in a remedy 
which for a quarter of a century has earned 
unqualified praise. Restful nights are as­
sured at once.

Cresclene is a Boon to 
Asthm atics.

A L L  D IU 'G G IS T S
S e n d  P osta l f o r  D escrip­

tive  Booklet.
Cresolene Antiseptic 

Throat Tablets for the 
irritated t h r o a t ,  of 
your druggist or from 
us. ioc. in stamps. 
The Vapo*Cresolene Co. 

180 Fulton St., N. Y.
I .een iln ffO lilcs  B id ? .,  .M ontreal, 

Canada.

In  answering any advertisement on this page it  is  desirable that you mention T h e  Abgo sy .
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T H E  A R G O S Y — A D V E R T I S I N G  S E C T I O N .

I

Rub

“ Comparisons .may be odious— but 
they are hum and'

No one can avoid noting the contrast 
between the fresh, natural beauty of 
the woman who takes care of her 
complexion, and the sallowness, 
wrinkles and lines due to facial 
neglect. Yet any Woman may 
regain and retain  her natural 
beauty indefinitely by the simple 
use of the natural beautifier, 
Pompeian Massage Cream, the largest 
selling face cream in the w orld; some 
10,000  jars being made and sold daily.

Pompeian Massage Cream
G I V E S  A  C L E A R ,  F R E S H ,  V E L V E T Y  S K I N

W rinkles and crow’s-feet are driven away, sallowness vanishes, angles are rounded out and double 
chins reduced by its use. Thus the clear, fresh complexion, the smooth skin, and the curves oi 
cheek and chin that go with youth, may be retained past middle age by the woman who has 
found what Pompeian Massage Cream will do. This is not a  “ cold” or “ grease” cream.
T he latter have their uses, yet they can never do the work of a massage cream like 

^  ^ Pompeian. Grease creams fill the pores. Pompeian Massage Cream cleanses them by
taking out all foreign m atter that causes blackheads, sallowness, shiny complexions, etc. c y /

T e s t  i t  w ith  F r e e  S a m p le .  Also our illustrated book on Facial Massage, J V ' .  
an invaluable guide for the proper care of the skin. 50c. o r $1 a  jar, sent postpaid to any part / r /  iw^co*1 
of the world, on receipt of price, if  your dealer hasn’t i t  31  Prospect St

REMARKABLE POPULAR SONG OFFER: G“ l ° -
six cents in stam ps, the  present popu la r success of N ew  Y ork ,“ I  D on’t W an t V /  P lease send with-
N o  Im itation  M an”  (a  m ost laughable song-story of the  girl w ho advertised  > 0 /  
for th e  1 8 -kara t m an , b u t got an  im itation of the  genuine b ran d ), by & /  0 ,1  fos 0
F rederick  H am ill,and  m ore ca tchy  and  tuneful than  any  of his o ther sue- q V ' coPY ° f  y o u r book on
cesses. T h is  song doesn’t cost you 2 5 c ., because we bought the copy- S ' /  facial m assage and  a 
r ig h t for th e  benefit of our patrons. Offered for sale now for the first A2V/ liberal sam ple o f  Pompeian 
tim e. O rder to-day . S ix cents in stam ps (no t stuck  to th e  paper) & ''' M assage C ream , 
to  th e  address below.

THE POMPEIAN M FG. COMPANY <£/' N am e ................................ ~ ..............
31 P ro sp ect S tree t , C lev e la n d , O h io  A /

POMPEIAN T c  4 , . „  . C: /  A ddress ........................................................
s M c  r h  r A Mi P om peian  M assage Soap is appreciated  by a ll who are  par- ,•
H K B s s I S i ! ~nZf\rig t ic u la r  in  regard  to  th e  quality  of th e  soap they  use. F o r

sa le  by a ll dea lers — 25 cts. a  cake; box of 3 cakes, 60 cts. *  .................. ......................................... .
H H H iH a a B H B B M M B a iH i

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention T h e  A rgosy ,
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T H E  A R G O S Y — A D V E R T I S I N G  S E C T I O N .

E V E R Y T H I N G  f o r  the G A R D E N
is the title of O ur N ew  C ata logu e  for 1 9 0 8 —the most beautiful and instructive horti­
cultural publication of the day—1 9 0  p ages— 7 0 0  en grav in gs—12 su p erb  co lo re d  
and d u o to n e  p la tes  o f v e g e ta b le s  and  flo w ers .

To give this catalogue the largest possible distribution, we make the following liberal offer:

Every Empty Envelope
C ounts as Cash

To every one who will state where this advertisement was seen and who encloses Ten C e n ts  (in 
Stamps), we will mail this catalogue, and also send f ree of  charge ,  our famous 5 0 - C e n t  "  H en­
d e r s o n ’* C o l lec t ion  of seeds containing one packet each of Giant M ixed Sweet Peas; Giant 
Fancy Pansies, m ixed ; Giant Victoria Asters, m ixed; Henderson's A ll Season Lettuce; Early  
Ruby Tomato and Henderson's Electric Beet; in a  co u p o n  enve lope ,  which, when emptied and re­
turned, will be acce p te d  a s  a  2 5 -c e n t  ca sh  p aym en t  on any order amounting to $1.00 and upward.

P E T E R  HENDERSON & 3 5  8. 3 7  C o r t l a n d t  S t  
N e w  Yo r k  C i t y  —^

Marvelous New 
Ear Drum
In v e n to r o f W ils o n ’s
Common-Sense 
Ear Drums
PERFECTS NEW 
DEVICE which 
Excels anything

Ever Invented to Restore 
THE HEARING

F o r  f o u r te e n  y e a rs  C o m m o n -8e n se  E a r  D ru m s  h a v e  b e e n  lo o k ed  
o p o n  a s  a lm o s t  m ira c u lo u s  i n  t h e i r  p o w er to  r e s to re  h e a r in g .

T h e i r  o n ly  d isa d v a n ta g e  w as t h a t  t h e  w e a r e r  w as fo rc e d  to  lis­
ten closely in  o r d e r  to  h e a r  d im  so u n d s.

Now co m es a  new  d ru m , w h ic h  is  ten tim es  m o re  w o n d e rfu l th a n  
C o m m o n -S en se  E a r  D ru m s. I t s  p o w er to  c o lle c t,  m ag n ify  a n d  fo cu s  
so u n d  w aves is  t e n  t im e s  g r e a te r  th u n  t h a t  o f  t h e  o ld  s ty le  d ru m s.

I t  re l ie v e s  o n e  o f  a l l  t h e  m e n ta l  s t r a in  o f  ex tra  attention. T h e  
n ew  d e v ic e  a c tu a l ly  listens.

I t  m ak e s  o n e  h e a r  e v e n  th e  s l i g h te s t  so u n d s  perfectly , w ith o u t  
e ffo rt.

T h e se  “ l is te n e r s ”  a r e  a lm o s t  m ic ro sc o p ic a l ly  s m a ll,  a n d  so  so ft  
a n d  l ig h t  t h a t  o n e  n e v e r  fe e ls  th e m , d ay  o r  n ig h t.  T h e y  a re  fn ria -  
ible. a n d  so  comfortable t h a t ,  o n c e  in  p lac e , t h e  w e a re r  fo rg e ts  a ll  
a b o u t  th e m .

T h ey  a re  self-adjusting , a n d  f i t  e v e n ly  i n to  perforations  i n  t h e  
n a tu r a l  d ru m s.

I f  n a tu r a l  d ru m s  a re  wholly destroyed, th e y  ta k e  t h e i r  p lac e .
O u r  n ew  boo k  t e l l s  n il a b o u t  t h e  new  d ru m s, a n d  c o n ta in s  a 

la rg e  n u m b e r  o f  l e t t e r s  f ro m  p e o p le  w ho s ta te  t h a t  o u r  d ru m s  
re s to re d  t h e i r  h e a r in g  a f t e r  th e y  h a d  b e e n  g iv en  u p  as  in c u ra b le .  
I t  is  F R E E .

I f  you h av e  t h e  fo rc e p s  a n d  d ru m  i n s e r te r  b e lo n g in g  to  Com ­
m o n -S e n se  E a r  D ru m s, you c a n  g e t  a  p a i r  o f  t h e  n ew  d ru m s  a t  a 
d isc o u n t o f  o n e -f if th  off t h e  o r ig in a l  p r ic e .

S en d  p o s ta l—N O W —fo r  t h e  Free Book.
WILSON EAR DRUM C0.3 312 Todd Bldg., Louisville, E*.

Near-Brussels Art-Rugs, $3.50
S E N T  T O  Y O U R  H O M E  B Y  E X P R E S S  P R E P A ID .

B eau tifu l and  a ttrac tiv e  
p a tte rn s . M ade  in  a ll  
c o lo rs . E a s i l y  k e p t  
c lean  and  w arran ted  to 
w ear. W oven in  one  
p iece . B oth  sides can  be 
used . Sold direct at one 
profit. Money refunded 
if not satisfactory.

New Catalogue show ing goods in actual colors sent free.

ORIENTAL IMPORTING CO., 908 Bourse Bldg., Phila.

IT  P A Y S  B IG  
To Amuse The 
P ub l ic  With

NO EXPERIENCE NECESSARY a, our in- 
structlon Book and "Business Guide” tells alL 
We furnish Complete Outfit with Big Adver­
tising Fosters, etc. Humorous dramas brimful 
of fun, travel, history, religion, temperance 
workand songs illustrated. Oueman candoit. 
Astonishing Opportunity in any locality for 
a man with a little money to show in churches, 
school houses, lodge halls, theaters, etc and
operate Five Cent Theatres
Motion Picture Films and Song Slides rented. 
Profits $10 to over $100 per night. Othert 

do it. why not you? It’s easy; write to us, we ll tell you how Catalog free. 
AMUSEMENT SUPPLY CO., 462 Chemical Bank Bldg., CHICAGO

Motion Pictures

Sizes and Prices
9 x 6 ft. $3.50
9 x 7 i  .. ft. 4.00
9 x 9  fi. 4.50
9 x 1 0 '. .  f t. 5.00
9 x  12 ft. 5.50
9 x 1 5  ft. 6.50

S e n t on A pproval. Send No M oney. $1 .50
WE WILL TRUST YOU TEN DAYS. HAIR s w i t c h

Send a lock of your hair, ami we will mail a oz. 
22-in. short stem line human hair switch to match. If 
you iiml it a Mg bargain, remit $1.50 In ten -lays, 
or sell s and g e t  y o u r  s w i t c h  f r e e .  Extra 
shades a little more. Inclose Sc postage. Free beauty 
book showing latest style of hair dressing —  also

high grade 
switches, 

pompa­
dourŝ  

wigs, etc.

O N D S
LOFTIS SYSTEM

SEMD A DIAMOND FOR A VALENTINE
February is known as “ Cupid’s Month." It is a most apnropriate time to give to your sweetheart a 

beautiful Diamond Ring. “ Diamonds Win Hearts," you know. As a pure investment nothing is safer 
or surer than a diamond, for it increases in value from io tfer cent to 2 0  ner cent a year an i is always 
convertible into cash. O u r  G r a i id  \ e w  1 9 0 k  C a t  s ilos: now ready for mailing, 6 6  pages, 15 0 0  illus­
trations of beautiful diamond rings, pins, brooches, watches, etc. The finest Jewelry Catalog ever issued. 
It’s free. Write for a copy today. O u r  P r i c e s  A r e  L o w e s t ,  O u r  T e r m s  K u s ie s t .  Select 
from ■ ur Catalog the article you desire and we will send it on approval. If accepted, pay one- 
fifth on '’-divery. balance in eight equal monthly payments. We make your credit pood by adjust- 
■  big terms to meet your convenience. W r i t e  t o d a y  fu r  1 OOtt C a ta lo g : .

g u t *  | | «|  DIAMOND CUTTERS, WATCHMAKERS, JEWELERS -J
■ ■ B B O S .& C O . E st. 185$. D ept. B63, 92 S ta te  S tree t, Chicago, III., U. S. A

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention T h e  A bgo sy .



T H E  A R G O S Y — A D V E R T I S I N G  S E C T I O N .

I t ’s  t h e  f i r s t  S te p  t h a t  c o u n ts ,  whether you’re learning to wait or try­
ing to get on in life. You didn’t learn to walk by watching others, but by striking 

out for yourself and by keeping at it, in spite of bumps and failures. The first step 
was hard, but i t  g a v e  y o u  c o n f id e n c e .  Don’t stand hesitating now, dissatisfied with 

the present, dreading the future ; make up your mind what position you want, and go after it.
If  you never make a start yo u ’ll never get anywhere.

The first S t e p  toward better things is to get a thorough technical education. You couldn't 
walk many miles with a lame leg; you can’t get very far in life with a defective education. You 

don't need to leave home or work to get a technical training; you can get it by home study, 
during youf leisure time, without interfering with your work.

Take the first step today. Enroll with the American School of Correspondence, Chicago, 
for home study. Put some of your spare time into self-improvement. Half an hour a day, spent in 
study instead of amusement, will soon give you more time, more money, more pleasures, more opportunities. 
The School is constantly fitting thousands of ambitious young men to start life in positions which offer an 
assured future. It is taking older men from poorly paid, uncongenial work and placing them where they 
have better pay, better hours, better work and better futures.

We employ no agents. W e carry on our work by correspondence only. Your tuition money 
is paid to competent teachers for instructing you, not to agents for annoying you.

W I T H O U T  C O S T  T O  Y O U
We will send you, without extra charge, a set of the Reference 

Library of “ Modern Engineering Practice,” in 12 volumes, Half 
Morocco, 6,000 pages, page size 7 x 1 0  inches, p r o v id e d  you 
enroll in a full course before March 1 st, 1908. This is the most 
comprehensive and authoritative reference work on Engineering 
Practice ever published.

Mark the subject on the coupon that interests you most, sign 
your name and address plainly, and mail at once. Take the 
first step today.

AMERICAN SCHOOL OF CORRESPONDENCE
C H IC A G O

A. S. of C. Argosy 2-08

Please send me handsomely illustrated 200-pa*;e hand book of engineering in­
formation. I am interested in the course 
marked *• X.”
--- Mechanical Drawing
--- Electrical Ens.
--- Mechaniral Eng.
.. ..Stationary Eng.
----Structural Eng.
--- Locomotive Eng.
--- Structural Drafting
--- Telephone Practice
----Sheet Metal

Patlern Drafting

Name.

. . .  Heating, Ventilat­
ing and Plnmhlng

...  Architecture 

. . .  Hydraulics 
. . .  Surveying 
.. .Telegraphy 
...Textiles 
..  .College Prepar­

atory Course

*'■?? Address.....
- B a n

(Re First Step

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention T h e  Argosy .
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T H E  A R G O S Y — A D V E R T I S I N G  S E C T I O N .

THE'BEST" LIGHT
The “ Best” Lighting System enables you to own your 
own gas plant. Operates any number of lights. Brighter 
than electricity, cheaper than kerosene. No dirt, grease 
or odor.C.Lamps made in 200 different styles from 100 
to 2 ,0 0 0  candle power. For churches, offices, stores, 
factories, and residences.C.Write for catalog and cost of 
installing.C,Agents wanted everywhere.

TH E BEST  L IG H T  CO .
2 3 1  E A S T  F IF T H  S T .,  C A N T O N , O H I O

NOW 6; 
TH E N

Th is  Genuine, Com. White Perfect Diamond 
Set in 14k Solid Gold Mounting (a n y style) 

$ 3 0 . 0 0  on A p p r o v a l
$5.00 Do w n; $3 .00  a Month

G ent’s open face 12, 16 or 
18 size, or Ladies’ 6 size 
w a tc h e s ,  plain o r en­
graved, 2 0 -y e a r  g o ld -  
filled case, w ith E lgin 
o r W altham  m ovem ent

$ 1 2 .5 0
With Hunting Case $16.75

Down SI.50 A
Month

Let us send you W atch or 
R ing upon term s indicated. 

You m ay rem it first paym ent 
w ith  order o r we will send goods C. O. D. first 
paym ent, express paid, subject to  exam ination.

Our Attractive Catalogue FREE. Ask For No. T  24

Herbert L.Joseph LG.
DIAMOND IMPORTERS WATCH JOBBERS
2 1 7  S t a t e  S t r e e t ,  T  2 4  -  C H I C A G O

12. H am m er 

13. P a n k n l f *  

C la s t  C u tte r  

15. C lass  8 r« a k « r  

I®. M ark ing  W hee l 

| |  C a r tr id g e  E x trac to r  

10. C ig ar Box O p e n s r  

IT  I n k  E r a s s r  

18. S tsrooacop*

J u s t  th o  A rticle  fo r O ffice  l
_  VJta\ EX CELLEN T 1 

v .C le rk s , B a n k ers . T rav -

'  e lln g  sa le s m e n , o r  th e  H o u se  w if a .^ ® .  GIFT 

'  M ade of 1 a t q u a l i ty  o f s te e l—fin e  w o rk -  *  

^ m a n s h ip - - n ic e ly  f in ish e d . N ickel p la te d . P u D  
u p  in  e le g a n t le a th e r  sh e a th .

P o s tp a id  u p o n  re c e ip t o f S I . 0 0  
ley refunded if unsatisfactory.

W M . C. HOCKING, 152-A Lake S tr e e t ,  Chicago

I n c u b a t o r  W h y s
O u r  n e w  b o o k , t e l l in g  W h y s  a n d  W h e r e f o r e s  o f  P o u l t r y  fl 

P r o f i ts —W h y  E r t e l  m a c h in e s  m a k e  m o s t  f o r  t h e i r  o w n e r s ;  I 
h o w  h a tc h e s  a r e  u n i f o r m ly  o v e r  n in e ty  p e r  c e n t  w i t h  o u r  I  

m a c h i n e s ;  h o w  w e  p a y  f  
i f r e i g h t  a n d  w hj; o u r  p r ic e s  f 
" l  a r e  lo w e s t—w il l  b e  s e n t  f 

y o u  f r e e .
3 Y o u  o w e  i t  to  y o u r s e l f  to  
^ le a r n  t  ho  v a s t  d i f fe re n c e  , 

^ in  r e s u l t s  b e tw e e n  E r t e l  
I n c u b a to rs  a n d  o t h e r s .  

P le a s e  sa y  w h e th e r  in -  
“  t e r e s te d  in  l a r g e  m a r  

^ c h in e s  o r  a  s m a l l  outfit:. 
GKO. KRTKLIO., (julncv, III.

EARN YEARLY
» 5 , 0 0 0  t o  s 1 0 0 0 0 .

IN  T H E  REAL ESTATE BUSINESS
W e  w i l l  t e a c h  y o u  b y  m a i l  t h e  H e a l  E s t a t e ,  G e n e r a l  B r o k e r a g e ,  a n d . i n s u r a n c e  

B u s in e s s ,  a n d  a p p o i n t  y o u

S P E C I A L  R E P R E S E N T A T I V E
o f  th e  o ld e s t  a n d  la r g e s t  c o -o p e ra t iv e  r e a l  e s ta te  a n d  b r o k e r a g e  c o m p a n y  in  

A m e ric a . R e p r e s e n ta t iv e s  a r e  m a k in g  $3,000 to  $10,000 a  y e a r  w i th o u t  a n y  I n v e s tm e n t  o f  c a p ita l.  E x c e lle n t  o p p o r tu n i t i e s  o p e n  
to  YOU. B y  o u r  sy s te m  v o u  c a n  m a k e  m o n e y  In  a  few  w e e k s  w i th o u t  i n te r f e r in g  w ith  y o u r  p r e s e n t  o c c u p a tio n . O u r  

c o -o p e ra tiv e  d e p a r tm e n t  w ill g iv e  y o u  m o re  c h o ic e , s a la b le  p r o p e r ty  to  h a n d le  th a n  a n y  o th e r  in s t i tu t io n  In  th e  w o r ld .
A T H O R O U G H  C O M M E R C IA L  LA W  C O U R S E  F R E E  T O  EA C H  R E P R E S E N T A T IV E . W rite  f o r  62 -page b o o k , Free

T H E  C R O S S  C O M P A N Y . 1101 R e a p e r  B lo c k . C h ica g o . 111.
T h e  o r ig in a l  r e a l  e s ta te  c o -o p e ra t iv e  c o m p a n y —n o  c o n n e c t io n  w ith  a n y  o th e r  c o n c e r n  o f  s im ila r  n a m e .

In  answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention T h e  Akgqsy.
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THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

NER STOW

Do what you do well. Build what you build 
w ell. W hether it is your life’s career, your home or 
a mammoth business block. Knowledge— practical 
knowledge, should be the corner stone upon which to 
rear your structure, no matter what that structure is.

C Y C L O P E D I A  O F

Architecture, 
Carpentry and Building

■Bp- » f t  p a c  T e n  V o lu m e s ,  p a n e  s iz e 7 x 10 in c h e s , h o u n d  in  h a lf
r e d  m o ro c c o , o v e r  4,U0O p a g e s ;  3,000 i l lu s t r a t io n s ,  fu ll 

f e p  J K ie -  M s&L p a g e  p la te s ,  p la n s ,  s e c t io n s , e tc .  D e L u x e  b o o k s  in
e v e ry  p a r t i c u la r .

T here  a re  over 2 0 0  p lan s  ot a r t is t ic  m odera te  priced  houses, c h o s e n  by  a  s ta ff  o f  a r c h i ­
te c ts  a s  ty p ic a l  o f th e  b e s t  w o rk  o f  th e  b e s t  a r c h i te c t s  o f  th e  e n t i r e  c o u n tr y —in v a lu a b le  to  a n y  
o n e  c o n te m p la t in g  b u i ld in g  o r  a l te ra t io n s .  A lso  o v e r  fo r ty  p r a c t ic a l  p ro b le m s  in  c o n s tr u c tio n ,  
b a s e d  o n  th e  B o tc h  S c h o la r s h ip  E x a m in a t io n s  o f  B o s to n , c o m p ile d  a n d  so lv e d  by S. T . S t r ic k la n d ,  
K cole  d e s  B e a u x  A rts ,  P a r is ,  w ith  C lias. H  R u ta n ,  o f  S h e p le y , l iu t a n  a n d  C o o le d g e , th e  w ell- 
k n o w n  firm  o f  A rc h ite c ts ,  as  c o lla b o ra to r .

I n  o r d e r  to  a d v e r t is e  th e  s u p e r i o r  m e t h o d s  o f i n s t r u c t i o n  o f  th e  A m e ric a n  S c h o o l o f  C o r­
re s p o n d e n c e ,  C h ic a g o , a  l im ite d  n u m b e r  o f  s e ts  o f th is  g r e a t  C y c lo p e d ia  w ill be  s o ld  a t  o n e - t h i r d  
r e g u l a r  p r ic e .  W e b e lie v e  o u r  b o o k s  o f fe r  th e  b e s t m e th o d s  o f  a c q u a in t in g  th e  p u b lic  w ith  th e  
s u p e r io r i ty  o f  o u r  r e g u la r  c o u rs e s  o f  in s t r u c t io n .  W e  e m p l o y  n o  a g e n t s .

L E S S  T H A N  V s  R E G U L A R  P R I C E  
$ 1 9 . 8 0  I N S T E A D  O F  $ 6 0 . 0 0

Free fo r  E x a m in a tio n . S e n t  b y  p r e p a id  e x p re s s .  P a y  $2.00 w ith in  f iv e  d a y s  a n d  $2.00 a  
m o n th  th e r e a f te r .  I f  n o t a d a p te d  to  y o u r  n e e d s , n o tify  u s  to  s e n d  f o r  th e m  a t  o u r  e x p e n s e .

T he Cyclopedia c o n ta in s  h u n d re d s  of h in ts  and  su g g es tio n s  th a t  w ill save  th e  house 
b u ilde r or th e  h o u s e o w n e r m an y  tim e s  its  co st. I t  te l ls  h o w  to  f ig u re  e s tim a te s ,  to  b u y  
m a te r ia l .  I t  te lls  h ow  to  p la n  w ith  a  m in im u m  o f  w a s te  sp a c e . I t  s u g g e s ts  h u n d r e d s  o f  e c o n o m ­
ica l a r r a n g e m e n ts ,  a r t i s t ic  e ffe c ts  a n d  m in o r  d e ta i ls  o f  s ty lo . T h e  c h a p te r s  o n  p lu m b in g  s y s te m s , 
h e a tin g  s y s te m s , in c lu d in g  s te a m , h o t  w a te r  a n d  f u r n a c e —a n d  v e n t i l a t io n  a r e  v e ry  c o m p le te  a n d  
w ill e n a b le  a n y  h o u s e  o w n e r  to  sa v e  a  g r e a t  d e a l  o f  u se le s s  e x p e n s e .  T h e  w o rk  c o n ta in s  n u m b e r ­
le s s  p ra c t ic a l  p la n s  a n d  s u g g e s t io n s  f o r  m is c e lla n e o u s  c a r p e n t r y  w o rk , in c lu d in g  sp e c ia l  d e c o ra ­
t iv e  e ffe c ts , e tc .

A F e w  of the  M a n y  S u b je c t s  I n c lu d e d  in th i s  W ork :
R e in fo rc e d  C o n c re te —E s t im a tin g —C o n tra c ts  a n d  S p e c if ic a t io n s —T h e  L a w  o f  C o n tra c ts — 

B u ild in g  S u p e r in te n d e n c e —B u ild in g  M a te r ia ls —M a s o n ry —C a r p e n tr y —S ta ir  B u i ld in g —H a rd w a re  
—P la s te r in g —P a in t in g —H e a t in g —V e n t i la t io n —W irin g  f o r  D o o r  B e lls —B u rg la r  A la rm s —S te e l 
C o n s tru c t io n —E le v a to r s —S h e e t  M eta l W o rk —A r c h ite c tu r a l—F r e e - h a n d  a n d  P e r s p e c t iv e  D ra w in g  
—L e t te r in g —S h a d e s  a n d  S h a d o w s —B lu e p r in t in g —T h e  G re e k  a n d  R o m a n  O rd e r s  o f  A rc h ite c tu re  
—R e n d e r in g  in  P e n  a n d  I n k  a n d  W ash —W a te r  C o lo r  H in ts  f o r  D ra f ts m e n .

AMERICAN SCHOOL OF CORRESPONDENCE
W C H I C A G O

Argosy
2-03

A d d re s s

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention T h e  A rgosy .
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T H E  A R G O S Y — A D V E R T I S I N G  S E C T I O N .

I

T h e  S t o r y

T h e  S t r e e t - C a r  T e l l s —

The Trained and the Untrained Man
Side by  side they s i t ;—one filling an im portant position in the world—the o ther poorly paid 

and discontented. T h e  difference between them  is due to the fact that one man is trained—an 
expert in his line of work, while the other is not.

If you’ re the untrained man and want to advance, w rite to-day to the International Correspondence 
Schools and learn how you can better your position—how you can have your salary raised.

Y o u 'll be surprised when you learn how easy 
it all is. D o it now, while i t ’s fresh in your m ind. 
T ea r  out the coupon, m ark it opposite the occu­
pation you like best and mail it to-day. T h ere ’s 
no string to this—no obligation on your part— 
no charge for the inform ation and advice that 
the coupon will bring. Isn’t your whole future 
w orth the finding ou t ? T h en , do it now.

Doesn’t m atter how old you are, where you 
live or what you  do—so long as you can read 
and write the I. C. S. can help you w ithout 
your having to lose a day’s work or leave home. 
M ark  the coupon.

Doesn’t  the fact that during  Novem ber 
265 students voluntarily reported better positions 
and higher salaries obtained as a direct result of 
I .C . S. training prove the willingness and ability 
of the I. C. S. to raise your salary ? T h is  is the 
average num ber of sim ilar successes reported 
every m onth. Mark the coupon NOW.

International Correspondence S chools,
B o x  8 0 6 ,  SC R A JiT O X , P A .

P lease e x p la in , w ith o u t  fu r th e r  o b lig a tio n  on  m y  p a rt, 
h o w  1 c a n  q u a li fy  f o r  a  la rg e r  s a la r y  in the  p o si­

t io n  b e fo re  w h ic h  1 h a v e  m a rk e d  X

B o o k k e ep er  
S te n o g r a p h e r  
Advertisement Writer 
S h o w  Card W riter  
W in d o w  T rim m er  
C om m ercia l L aw  
I llu s tr a to r  
C iv il  S e r v ic e  
C h em ist
T e x t i le  M ill  Sup t. 
E le c tr ic ia n  
E le c . E n g in e e r

Mechanical Draftsman 
T elep h o n e  E n g in eer  
E lec . L ig h t in g  Sup t. 
M eeh an . E n g in e e r  
S u r v e y o r
S ta tio n a r y  E n g in e e r  
C iv il E n g in e e r  
B u ild in g  C on tractor  
Architec’ l Draftsman 
A r e h lte c t
S tr u c tu r a l E n g in e e r  
B a n k in g  
M in in g  E n g in e e r

N am e

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention T h e  A bgo sy .



T H E  A R G O S Y — A D V E R T I S I N G  S E C T I O N .

In these days of stress, men do things that they 
would never do in normal times. Guard against 
marauders by having a good but a safe revolver.

I v e r  J o h n s o n R e v o l v e rSAFETY
AUTOMATIC

S A F E T Y  A U TO M A TIC  R E V O L V E R

When you open a box of
^ "1 T ro  T r o  C h o c o la te  K r u n c h  you will

find a sweet surprise in store for you.
No other confection is so temptingly good. Its golden heart ol brittle taffy— 
its outer coat of creamy chocolate tempt you to eat piece after piece.

. Sold everywhere in ten, twenty-five and fifty cent packages. If you cannot 
secure them, a ten cent package will be sent on receipt of price.

MADE BY THE ORIGINATORS OF
TROWBRIDGE CHOCOLATE CHIPS

TROWBRIDGE CHOCOLATE CHIP CO., 
. Meadville, Pa.

In answering any advertisement on this page ff is desirable that you mention T h e  A rgosy .



T H E  A R G O S Y — A D V E R T I S I N G  S E C T I O N .

Do You Know the 
Joys of Holeproof?

Do you know the joy of pu tting  your feet in to  Hole- 
proof Stockings th a t w on’t go bad for six m onths?

Do you know the joy of giving “ good riddance” to  the 
miserable, detested weekly darning th a t Holeproof Hosiery 
has made an  end of?

Do you know  the joy  of buying stockings as you do o ther 
things, w ith the knowledge th a t they  will last? In  short

Are Your Sox Insured?
R EA D  T H IS  G U A R A N T E E

We guarantee any purchaser of Holeproof Stockings that they will need no darn­
ing for six months. If they should we agree to replace them with new ones, pro­
vided they are returned to us within six months from date of sale to wearer.

/joleproaf /Jasiery
F o r  M en a n d  W om en

W ears Six M onths W ithout H oles
H o l e p r o o f  is the original guaranteed long w ear hosiery. I t  is kn it of longfibered Egyptian cotton{ by a process which renders 

it extrem ely tough and durable, yet elastic, and it is soft ana  easy on the feet. H o l e p r o o f  S o x  are reinforced at points of hardest 
wear and retain the ir original good shape. T hey cost no more than ordinary sox and look as handsome as any you ever saw. I t  is 
stocking luxury to wear H o l e p r o o f ,  and if you once test it for yourself you w ill never wear any other.

M e n ’s  H o l e p r o o f  S o x  are made in fast colors—Black, T an  (light or dark) P earl and N avy Blue. Sizes 9  to 1 2 .
M edium or light w eight. Sold only in boxes containing six pairs of one size—assorted colors if desired. Six months 
guarantee w ith each pair. W e also make stockings for women under the same guarantee. Sizes 8  to 1 1 . Reinforced 
garter tops. Colors—Black and Tan.

Send  $ 2 .0 0  T od ay  fo r T r ia l  B o x . W e P re p a y  Sh ip p in g  C h a rg es
C A U T IO N !  If  your dealer carries H o le p r o o f ,  buy of him , but be sure you get the genuine. In  ordering state 

size, color preferred, and w hether a ll one color or assorted. R em it by money order, draft or any convenient way.
H O L E P R O O F  H O S IE R Y  C O M PA N Y . 57 F o u r th  S tre e t, M ilw au k ee , W is.

3 SHIRTS FOR $ ^ 0 0  E xp ress
M ade to  Y o u r M e a s u re  —  P r e p a i d

I t  m eans for you a  new  standard  of sh irt fit and 
sh irt comfort, to  say nothing of a  saving in price.

I let you choose m aterials from over 60  pa tte rn s of 
the  latest and most fashionable designs in shirting.

Send for  Free Sam ples
and I  will send also a m easurem ent blank and full directions for 
ordering. I make only to individual order. My shirts fit—at the 
neck, across the shoulders, a t the w rists—everywhere. I will take 
them back if you are not satisfied. P rom pt delivery. H igher 
priced fabrics, too. W r i te  fo r  f r e e  s a m p le s  n o w .

CLARENCE E. HEAD (M aste r o f  S hirtcraft) 3rd St., Ithaca, N. T.

3
SHIRTS

P O N Y  R IG S F O R . B O Y S  
AN D  G IR L S

Nothing else could give your children so much 
pleasure. Our Tony Pony line of wheeled 
vehicles and sleighs, all styles, strong, roomy, 
safe, combine best material, original designs, 
expert workmanship,— nobby and durable.
O I  K  P O X Y  F A 1 1 M  is the best
stocked in the West. Prompt shipments. Illustrated catalogue 
M ic h ig a n  B u g g y  C o .. 1 0 .1  O ff ic e  B ld g . .  K a la m a z o o ,  M ic h .

A STAGE DEPARTMENT
full of pictures, and with snappy comment on plays 
and players, will be found every month in the

N E W  IL L U S T R A T E D

SCRAP BOOK
( S E C TIO N  ONE)

Don’t miss it. Lots of other catchy features, 
too. Issued on the 20th of each month by

The F ran k  A. M unsey Com pany, New York

Price 25 cen ts - - T hree dollars a year

In answering any advertisement on this page it is  desirable that you mention T h e  A bgosy .



T H E  A R G O S Y — A D V E R T I S I N G  S E C T I O N .

w  «  b  n  fs s* -f -i'u 1? 
a I n if »f*H «?

{ K i a t o g u  t*” _ _ _ _ _ _
s s c 1 1 9 11  i $ 3 p  s l  1 3:

s i r ^ a j

INDUSTRY'S REAL BACKING
Steamy Gas, Gasoline, and OH Engines furnish the power which keeps the whole 

country in motion. Eliminate the engine and business is at a standstill; each country, city, and village is 
practically cut off from all commercial intercourse.

CYCLOPEDIA OF ENGINEERING
S ix  V olum es, page s ize  7 x 10 inches ; 3 ,0 0 0  pages, 2 ,0 0 0  illu stra tion s, d iagram s, 
full page plates, sec t io n s , tab les, form ulae, etc . Bound in half red morocco. 

E ditor-in-C hief—Louis Derr, A. M .S . B ., A ssocia te  Prof., M assachusetts  
Institute of T echnology.

€| Based on the methods so successfully used by the American School of Correspondence in fitting thousands of 
engineers for license examinations. Covers, in addition to the operation of boilers and engines, the management of 
dynamos and motors, electric lights, wiring for power and light, heating, ventilation, refrigeration, turbines, elevators, 
machine shop work, mechanical drawing, blue-printing, etc.
C| Every section contains many practical problems, with full solution, and each section is carefully followed by a 
series of practical test questions carefully chosen by men who know what a man ought to know in these 
subjects. The cyclopedia contains the kind of practical information that is ordinarily found only in the note 
books of progressive superintendents or managers.
CJ To advertise the superior methods of instruction of the American School of Correspondence we are
making L E S S  T H A N  H A L F  P R . I C E  O F F E R .  W ™
SPEC IA L PRICE $14.80 REGU LAR PRICE $36.00
t l  Sent express prepaid for five days’ FREE examination. If it meets your needs send $2.00 and Engineering
$2.00 a month until the special price of $14.80 is paid; otherwise notify us to send for the Q  for 5 days’ free
books at our expense. AP C H A P T E R  H E A D S. A  will send *2 within
Boilers, Calorim eters, Pum ps, Elevators. Indicators, Valve Gears, Turbines, Compression and 'A bsorption ®  s days and $ 2 a month 
Refrigeration, S team , Gas and Oil Engines, M arine Engines and Boilers, Condensers, Navigation, l.oco- o th erw ise '^ 8°wiu notirv
motive Engines and Boilers, Air B rakes, M achine Shop W ork, Ventilation, Heating, Mechanical C you to' gend for the 
Drawing. Air Com pressors, Principles and M anagem ent of Direct Current Dynamos and M otors— ^
Electric W iring and L ighting, S torage Batleries, Automobiles, Etc. j p f  Name..

AMERICAN SCHOOL OF CORRESPONDENCE f
C H I C A G O  Em ploy

I n  answ ering  th is  a d ve rtisem en t i t  is  desirable th a t you m en tion  T h e  A r g o s y .
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THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

For. ten  cents in 
stam ps or coin (to 
pay cost of packing 
and mailing) w e  
will send y o u

enou$hffflall

A “ Loofah” Bath a Luxury
By the use of the “ Loofah” Bath Mitthe pores of the skin are opened 
and enabled to throw off waste and poisonous matter, every muscle and 

nerve cell is stimulated, exhilarated and strength­
ened. The whole body is given that ruddy glow 
that makes the cold plunge a genuine pleasure 
and fits man, woman and child, scholar and 
athlete for the most strenuous and exacting 
mental and physical labor.
The “Loofah” Bath Mit is made of Japanese Loofah 

Fibre with a back of the 
best Turkish toweling; is 
more sanitary and durable 
than a sponge. Used at 
hot springs, health resorts 
and sanitariums generally. 
Two sizes, No. 1 for men 
and No. 2for women. CHn 
Sent postp’d, a pair J  UU 

WM. C. HOCKING,
152 A Lake St., Chicago

q T ic 5 c u t

to make eight cups 
of delicious c o ffe e -  

together with th is  
beautiful, frosted, alumi­
num graduate, designed 
for measuring (rather than 
^guessing) the amount of 

dry coffee to be used-

C O R N E T  F R E E !
W e  teach  b y  m ail an d  g ive  you a B eau tifu l C orne t 
A b so lu te ly  F ree . T h e  lesso n s com e to  you by  m ail 

s tu d ie d  in  y o u r sp a re  tim e. 
E a sy  w eek ly  p a y m e n ts . 
C o rn e t  co m es w ith first l e s s o n ; 
n o  k n o w led g e  of m usic  neces­
sa ry ;  w e h ave  sa tisfied  p u p ils  
fro m  10 to  50 y ea rs  of ag e , in  a ll 
S ta te s . S en d  fo r  o u r  b o o k le t 
a n d  tu itio n  o ffer a t  once . 

I n t e r n a t io n a l  C o rn e t School. 
IP O  .Music H a ll .  B o s to n . M ass.

%  Actual Size i

*E have testim onials from thousands of 
people who can  drink  no other coffee, 
and from thousands who will d rink  no 
other. A trial in your home will be 
a delightful experim ent and more 
convincing than  an argum ent.

Barrington Hall is pure, high grade coffee, 
prepared by our patented process—a common- 
sense m ethod of treating  the berry -whereby 
the substances which detract from its flavor 
and healthfulness are removed, and the coffee 
flavor is preserved to a rem arkable degree.

By our process all dust and the b itter cellu­
lose skin, evidently placed by nature around 
the  heart of the berry to protect it, are removed 
and thrown away ; and when you buy a pound 
of Barrington Hall you get a pound of the best 
part of the  coffee berry only. You can enjoy 
its delicious flavor w ithout fear of ill effects.

I Will Make You 
Prosperous

I f  you  a re  h o n est a n d  a m b itio u s  w rite  m e to d ay . N o  
m a tte r  w h ere  yo u  l iv e  o r  w h a t your o c c u p atio n , I  will 
tea c h  you the  R e a l  E s ta te  b u s in ess  b y  m a i l ; a p p o in t  
y o u  S p ec ia l R e p re se n ta tiv e  of m y C o m p a n y  in y o u r 
to w n ; s ta r t  yo u  in  a  p ro fitab le  bu sin ess  o f y o u r ow n, 
a n d  h e lp  yo u  m ak e  b ig  m o n ey  a t  once.

U nusual o p p o rtu n ity  fo r m en w ith o u t  cap­
ita l to  becom e in d ep en d en t fo r life. F u ll 
p a rtic u la rs  free . W rite  to d a y . A ddress 
H a rry  W . C ross, P re s . D ept. 12.

NATIONAL CO-OPERATIVE R EA LTY CO.
507 K St., N. W , Washington, D. C. Athenasum IMde., Chlcaeo, 111.

Stallman’s Dresser Trunk
E a s y  t o  g e t  a t  e v e r y t h i n g  w i t h o u t  d i s ­
t u r b i n g  a n y t h i n g .  'N o  f a t i g u e  i n  p a c k ­
i n g  a n d  u n p a c k i n g .  E i g h t ,  s t r o n g ,  
r o o m y  d r a w e r s .  H o ld s  a s  m u c h  a n d  
c o s ts  n o  m o r e  t h a n  a  g o o d  b o x  t r u n k .  
H a n d - r i v e t e d ; s t r o n g e s t  t r u n k  m a d e .  
I n  s m a l l  r o o m  s e r v e s  a s  c h i f f o n ie r .  
C. O. D . w i t h  p r iv i l e g e  o f  e x a m i n a t i o n ;

2c. s tam p  for C atalog .
F. A. STALLM AN, 43E Spring St., Columbus, 0.

STEEL CUT means th a t the  coffee is cut, 
not ground, into fine, even particles. This 
cutting does not crush the little  oil cells as 
does grinding, and the rich aromatic oil (Food 
Product), w hich makes coffee flavor, is p re­
served. This explains why a pound of Bar­
rington H all will m ake 15 to 20 cups more of 
perfect full strength coffee than would the 
same coffee if ground in a coffee mill.

PRICE: 35c to 40c per pound according to 
locality. Packed in sealed tins onl3T. If your 
grocer trie s to sell you som ething “ just  as 
good,” he  has his own interest, not yours, in 
mind. W rite us and we can tell you ho-w and 
where to get Barrington Hall. If  you accept an 
imitation, please do not judge our coffee by it.

Address our nearest office.
123 H udson S tre e t, 235 N. Second S tree t,

New Y ork C ity  M inneapolis, M inn.

B A K E R  & C O. ,
CO FFEE IMPORTERS

Best Birds, Best Eggs, 
'^Lowest Prices

Irieties pure-bred Chickens, Ducks, Geese 
f  and Turkeys. Largest Poultry Farm in the 

world. Fowls Northern-raised, healthy and 
I  vigorous. Fowls, Eggs and Incubators at 

r lowest prices. Send for our big 132-page book, 
“ Poultry For Profit.” full ol pictures. It 

J-^itells you how to raise poultry and run In- 
cubators successfully. Send i  cents for the 
book, to cover postage.

J .W .  M ILLER  CO M PA NY, Box 2 2 7  FR E E P O R T, ILL.

C A S H  P R O F I T S
You can clear $5.00 to $25.00 a day 

making Miracle Concrete Sewer-Pipe 
and Drain Tile— It is a business you can 
start up anywhere and make it pay 
big. My free book on concrete pipe for 
sewerage, drainage and irrigation ex- _ 
plains the whole proposition— It gives the absolute facts— Tells 
how thousands of men are making big monev— Tells how you 
can start without experience— without C D C C
risking a cent. Write today, aud I'll send D w U A  Il lCE,  
O .U .  M I R A C L E ,  P re s id e n t M ira c le  P re sse d  S to n e  C o .

6 5 0  W ild e r  S tre e t  M in n e a p o lis , U . S .  A .

REALIZED
QUICKLY

J’/t answ ering  any  a d ve rtisem en t on th is  page i t  is  desirable th a t yon m en tion  T h e  A r g o s y .



T H E  A R G O S Y — A D V E R T I S I N G  S E C T I O N .
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1908
T h is la te s t  crea tio n  b y  K aber, b y  far th e  m o s t  
e x q u is ite  art ca len d a r  of th e  s e a s o n , is  a 
b ea u tifu lly  co lored  p a n e l o f m o re  th an  u su a l 
in tere st, p ortray in g  th e  b ir th sto n es  and  th e ir  
s ig n if ic a n c e  for e v e r y  m o n th  o f th e  y e a r . It is  
7  x  3 6  in c h e s  in  s iz e ,  reproduced  in  s e v e n ­
te e n  r ich  co lors , and  b e in g  free  from  a d v er tis ­
in g , m a k e s  a m o s t  d es ira b le  d ecora tion  for 
h o m e  or o ffice . T h is  ca len d a r  is  s e n t  o n  re ­
q u est to  e v e r y  read er a s  a  r em in d er  t h a t

P a b s t  E xtract
-fkejjesTTonic

is ex c e p tio n a lly  e ffec tiv e  in  m a in ta in in g  perfect 
h ea lth  for e v e r y  m e m b e r  of th e  fa m ily  an d  is  
a  rem a rk a b le  aid  in  r e g a in in g  lo s t  h ea lth . It 
is  a  liqu id  food in  p red ig ested  form , c o n ta in ­
in g  a ll th e  b racin g , so o th in g , to n in g  e ffects  
of ch o ice s t h op s, so  co m b in ed  w ith  th e  v ita l, 
t is su e  b u ild in g  and  d ig e s t iv e  e le m e n ts  of pure, 
rich  b a r ley  m a lt, a s  to form  a p reparation  that 
n o u r ish e s  th e  w h o le  body, r e s to re s  w a sted  
t is s u e s ,  in v ig o r a te s  th e  b lood, r e fr e sh e s  the  
brain  an d  a id s d ig estio n .

For Sale at all Druggists — Insist Ufion the Original

T h i s  C a l e n d a r  I s  F r e e
S im p ly  se n d  u s  y o u r  n a m e  an d  ad d ress , en ­
c lo s in g  10  c e n ts  in  s ta m p s or  s i lv e r  to pay  
w rap p in g  a n d  m a ilin g  c h a r g e s .  A d d ress

P a b st E x tra c t  D ep t. A6, M ilw a u k e e , W is .

In ansiceriny this advertisement it is desirable that you mention T h e  A rgosy .
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THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

Hectricitg Is The Connecting Link
Electricity unites the hemispheres. The wireless telegraph and the transatlantic cable flashed 

to both shores the story of the "Lusitania’s" voyage. Yesterday men talked across the ocean by wireless.
What will to-m orrow  bring forth?

A re you keeping abreast o f the times ? Every new discovery or invention means greater 
opportunities, greater power, greater chances of advancement for the man w ho is up-to-date. It will 
profit you nothing simply to use new devices; that is only putting money into another man’s pocket. You 
must understand the application and make it your own if you would get any real benefit from it. Franklin 
has the honor of discovering electricity, but the man who applied it made the m oney.

CYCLOPEDIA OF APPLIED ELECTRICITY
Five V olum es—2 ,5 0 0  pages; page size, 7  x 10 inches; 2 ,0 0 0  illustrations: 

bound in 1 /.* Red Morocco
This work is the connecting link between the man who knows and the man who wants to know. It puts 

into the hand of the reader the power and knowledge of the practical electrician. It will post the electrical 
worker on all the latest developments, of his trade, it will teach the student the principles of electricity 
and its newest application. It will tell any man anything he wants to know about electricity, and tell 
it so simply, so clearly, so concisely that he cannot help understanding.

Special 30  day price, $ 1 4 .8 0 —less than half
This Cyclopedia is compiled from the regular instruction papers by which the American School of 

Correspondence has taught hundreds of electricians their whole trade or some higher branch of it. To 
introduce these courses to you  we offer you the books, for thirty days only, at the special price of 
$ 1 4 .8 0 . The regular price is $3000.

— FREE FOR FIVE DAYS —
We will send you the entire set, express prepaid, for five days’ free examination. If you keep 

them, send $2.00 within five days and $2.00 a month until you have paid the special price of 
$14.80. Otherwise return the books at our expense. W e employ no agents. W e F
know that the books will sell themselves. ■ Ar*£ll

Some of the Subjects Treated ^  f  ̂ school
E le m e n ts  of E le c t r i c i ty —T h e  E le c tr ic  C u r r e n t—E le c t r ic a l  M e a s u re m e n ts —E le c tr ic  W ir in g  Q  ^ F  OF CORRE-
—T h e  E le c tr ic  T e le g r a p h —W ire le s s  T e le g r a p h —T h e  T e la u to g ra p h —I n s u la to r s —E lec- 3  f  SP0XDENC*
tr ie  W e ld in g - D i r e c t  C u r r e n t  D y n a m o s —T y p e s  of D y n a m o s —E le c t r ic  H a c h in e ry — ’ cvcionedu^^ppiiei
D ire c t C u r r e n t  M o to rs —E le c tr ic  H o to r s —S to ra g e  B a t t e r i e s —E le c tr ic  L ig h t in g — ^ F  Electricity fo r5 day<•
E le c tric  R a i lw a y s -  H a n a g e m e n t of D y n a m o —P o w e r  S ta t io n s —A f lo d e rn  C e n tra l  ^ F  nee examination, i wi i
S ta t io n  D e s ig n —T h e  A l te r n a to r —T h e  T ra n s fo rm e r—S w itc h b o a rd  a n d  S ta t io n  j/a^ n o n t^ u n t'n  fiJ.stMs
A p p lia n c e s —P o w e r  T r a n s m is s io n —M e rc u ry  V a p o r  C o n v e r te r —T e le p h o n e  In -  ^ F  pai~i; otherwise i will notify
s t r u m e n t s —T e le p h o n e  L in e s —T e le p h o n e  E x c h a n g e s —C o m m o n  B a t te r y  ^ F  you to send for the books.
S y s t e m s —T e lep h o n e  S y s t e m s —A u to m a tic  T e le p h o n e —W ire le s s  T e le -  ^ F  Name
p h o n y —R e v ie w  Q u e s tio n s . ^  F

AMERICAN SCHOOL OF CORRESPONDENCE Ad,r'M
F  Employer..

C H I C A G O

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention T h e  A rgosy .



E D ISO N  PHONOGRAPH
Makes home the most entertaining spot on earth. You can give a 
dance with an E dison P hon ograph, supply music at a reception, 
accompany a singer, entertain the children, break the ice at a party, 
while away pleasantly a few hours when you are alone.

Put it to the test. Go to the nearest Edison store and hear the 
new model with the big horn. Let the dealer play for you some of 
the N E W  F E B R U A R Y  R E C O R D S . (Out January 25th.)

I f  you already own an Edison remember that to get the fullest 
enjoyment out of it you must keep up with the new records.
Ask your dealer or write to us for the new catalogue of Edison 
Phonographs, T h e  P h o n o g r a m , describing each R ecord in 
detail; the S u p p l e m e n t a l  C a t a l o g u e , listing the new February 
Records, and the C o m p l e t e  C a t a l o g u e , listing all Edison Records 
now in existence. Records in all foreign languages.
NATIONAL PHONOGRAPH COMPANY, 35 Lakeside A v , Orange, N. J. Q . f i t  won-.



Ingersoll 
Jhdoij at j  
Waterbuij 
G>nnedicut \  % !•
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O P T I M I S
V- *v ; \Ingersolls are the watches of optiiMpp-'- rpt of mere words,

■\4" n A f C ' T/l A fn  O M/1 O * 'but of acts, facts and prospects.
In panicky times naturally extravagapr fanciful or ques­

tionable tilings are cut out, but during a i r  the unsettled condi­
tions of the past few months the sale of Ingersolls has not merely 
held its own but has mounted higher month by month in spite of 
the entire suspension of pur sales force early in the season.

D eliver^ in the fast three months 
^averaged 12,000 daily!

and yet did ncit - fill all orders on hand. If these are “ hard 
tim es” it is clear that the Ingersoll is a hard times watch.

Our factory employing 3000 operatives has been working 
overtime every day and w ill continue to do so.
JO.000 dealers sell Ingersoll Watches; or sent postpaid on receipt of price. Send fpr our free illustrated circular

L O O K  FOR. “ IN G E R S O L L ” 
O N  T H E  D IA L

— that’s your protection before vou buy. 
And the signed guarantee in the 
ca>e of every Ingersoll Watch 
gives you positive assurance that 
true time-keeping quality is 
built right into it.

Y a n l r p p  The only •* Dollar ” 
x d i l x v .e e  \ \ a tc li— a perfect, 

practical, guaranteed time-keeper 
that winds and sets at th - stem 
like all other Ingersolls—8 1 .0 0

N E W  IM P R .O V ED  1908 
M O D E L S

r»1 ir\c#=» H inged back — German Silver, 
l _ / e i i p o C  ^ un \ie ta l or Gold f'late, $1 .50

T r i u m n l i  The “  best dressed ”  ln- 
1  r i U m p i l  ^erso il W atch  -  heavy 

pU ting of Silver or Gun M etal, $ 1 .7 5

M i I . ' d i p s ’ Model — the 
l Q g C t  ideal ladies’ watch — 

a practical. naranteed perfect 
time-keeper, $ 2 . 00 .

Midget Artistic »rr\  .
Silver • ase—beautiful relief de­
sign, $ 2 .5 0 .
Other “ M idget” models, £ Ja n d $4.

French 
a y

Ingersoll Dollar Chains,
trated circular.

v

R u B T .  H .  IN G E R S O L L  & B R O . ,  46 Jew e le rs ’ Court,  N ew  Y o rk  C ity

T H E MUNSEY PRESS, NEW  YO RE.


