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The Night Before

He quickly attended to the dying
man on the couch, who appeared to be
in more agony of mind than of body.
The Young Doctor had seen hundreds
of people dic; yet he never had seen
fear of death. He had, however, seen
many minds in torture because of
things that troubled them—things of
which they wished to speak before they
went. As their time of exit came, they
had been more busy with the past than
with the future. Many a time he had
been father confessor to those who had
never made confession in their lives.

In this case before him he recog-
nized an agony which, far more than
the death-agony on him, made the great
beads of swecat stand out on Josiah
Stone’s forehead. He made up his
mind at once that tragedy was in the
lives of this old man and the deaf-and-
dumb woman—really she was only a
girl, though he knew by unerring ob-
servation that she had been married,
for knowledge and suffering were in
her cyes, and there were also the elu-
sive yet sure physical signs of woman-
hood. As he attended to the old man,
his mind kept repeating the words, like
so many passwords to a lodge of mys-
tery: ‘Basse Boule—]John Quintin—
Nancy Stone.”

THE words repeated themselves like
a call. He remembered his visit to
John Quintin in the jail, and how fixed
his conviction had become that Quintin
was innocent. Ile determined to probe
the thing, for there was the terrific fact
that in another twenty-four hours John
Quintin would hang. Presently the
man Jocelyn—a nephew of Josiah
Stone,—who had brought him over
from Askatoon, entered the room.
\With an abrupt gesture of friendliness
to the Young Doctor, he walked up to
the bed where the old man lay. Gazing
at the wizened, haggard face, Le said:

“Is it over? Have you told him?”

The old man shook his head.

“Well, you’d better do it now while
there’s time, or both you and Quintin’ll
be gone. You've got to go, and Quin-
tin hasn’t, if you speak. So pitch in:
own up—tell the truth.”

The old man tried to raise himself
on his elbow, but fell back. The pallor
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on his face deepened. The eyes, how-
ever, took on a new burning light; the
lips trembled. A whole lifetime of
purpose seemed to gather in the
stricken, dying face.

“Yes, I got to tell it, and I got to
die,” the old man said. “I killed Mil-
som Bye—it weren’t John Quintin. It
was like this: Years ago at Basse
Boule I lived with my girl—Nancy
there. She was deaf and dumb. Her
mother had died when she was a baby,
or little more. I took care of her; I
loved her. She was everything to me.
Two men came along—one was John
Quintin, and the other was Milsom Bye.
Milsom Bye was well off and good-
looking, and I thought it was a good
match for her, ’spite of her being deaf
and dumb. So, like a damn’ fool, I
encouraged it. God, she was pretty—
she was pretty, and she was good.
Well, it was like this: John Quintin
was in California; Milsom Bye
snatched her up, and they was married.”

THERE was a slight pause, in which

the old man gasped for breath.
Then he went on: “They was married,
and for a while—a little while, maybe
two years—they was happy, and a little
child was born. Then—then—damn
him, he got tired of her; he deserted
her and got a divorce somewhere in the
States—somewhere where they gave
him a divorce just because my girl was
deaf and dumb, and the damn’ fool of
a judge flung her out with her child—
out of the marriage life.

“Then Milsom Bye disappeared—got
away somewhere, and we never knew
where he was till we come up here
where I bought this farm, and I saw
him working in his office on the rail-
way. I took a letter from my girl—
from Nancy—to him, asking him to be
good to the child, and give the child
money. She didn’t think it fair that I
should be supporting Milsom Byve's
child, and she was right. So I took her
letter and went to him, and he said to
me: ‘I suppose you’ve come on the
same business that John Quintin come
on a little while ago. Well, if you have,
you can take yourself out and go to
hell, for I aint going to have anything
to do with you, or your daughter, or
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The New Stories of “Tarzan”’

but at the strange sensations which
played up and down his naked spine,
sensations induced, doubtless, by the
same hypnotic influence which held
the black spectators in tense awe upon
the verge of an hysteric upheaval.

The longer Tarzan watched, the more
convinced he became that his eyes were
upon God, and with the conviction came
determination to have word with the
deity. With Tarzan of the Apes, to
think was to act.

The people of Mbonga were keyed
to the highest pitch of hysterical ex-
citement. They needed little to release
the accumulated pressure of static
nerve-force which the terrorizing mum-
mery of the witch-doctor had induced.

A lion roared, suddenly and loud,
close without the palisade. The blacks
started nervously, dropping into utter
silence as they listened for a repetition
of that all too familiar and always ter-
rorizing voice. Fven the witch-doctor
paused in the midst of an intricate step,
remaining momentarily rigid and stat-
uesque as he plummed his cunning
mind for a suggestion as how best he
might take advantage of the condition
of his audience and the timely inter-
ruption.

Already the evening had been vastly
profitable for him. There would be
three goats for the initiation of the
three youths into full-fledged warrior-
ship, and besides these he had received
several gifts of grain and beads, to-
gether with a piece of copper wire, from
admiring and terrified members of his
audience.

UNMA'’S roar still reverberated along

taut nerves when a woman’s laugh,
shrill and piercing, shattered the silence
of the village. It was this moment that
Tarzan chose to drop lightly from his
tree into the village street. Fearless
among his blood enemies, he stood,
taller by a full head than any of
Mbonga’s warriors, straight as their
straightest arrow, muscled like Numa
the lion.

For a moment Tarzan stood looking
straight at the witch-doctor. Every eye
was upon him; yet no one had moved—
a paralysis of terror held them, to be
broken a moment later as the ape-man,
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with a toss of head, stepped straight
toward the hideous figure beneath the
buffalo-head.

Then the nerves of the blacks would
stand no more. For months the terror
of the strange, white jungle-god had
been upon them. Their arrows had
been stolen from the very center of
their village; their warriors had been
silently slain upon the jungle trails and
their dead bodies dropped mysteriously
and by night into the village street as
from the heavens above.

There’ were quite a number who had
glimpsed the strange figure of the new
demon, and it was from their oft-
repeated descriptions that the entire
village now recognized Tarzan as the
author of many of their ills. Upon
another occasion and by daylight, the
warriors would doubtless have leaped
now to attack him, but at night—and
this night of all others, when they were
wrought to such a pitch of nervous
dread by the uncanny artistry of their
witch-doctor—they were helpless with
terror. As one man they turned and
fled, scattering for their huts, as Tarzan
advanced. For a moment one and one
only held his ground. It was the witch-
doctor. More than half self-hypnotized
into a belief in his own powers, he faced
this new demon who threatened to un-
dermine his ancient and lucrative pro-
fession.

“Are you God?” asked Tarzan.
THE witch-doctor, having no idea of

the meaning of the other’s words,
danced a few strange steps, leaped high
in air, turning completely around and
alighting in a stooping posture with feet
far outspread and head thrust out
toward the ape-man. Thus he re-
mained for an instant before he uttered
a loud “Boo!”"—which was evidently
intended to frighten Tarzan away, but
in reality had no such effect.

Tarzan did not pause. He had set
out to approach and examine God, and
nothing upon earth might now stay his .
feet. Seeing that his antics had no
potency with the visitor, the witch-
doctor tried some new medicine. Spit-
ting upon the zebra’s tail, which he still
clutched in one hand, he made circles
above it with the arrows in the other
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Love on the Stairs

McQueen’s—in spite of all this, Alice
had seemed invulnerable. Alice also
came from Maine, of rock-ribbed New
England ancestry. She knew that the
young men who flitted in and out of
Mrs. McQueen’s meant her no good.
and she fully intended they should do
her no harm.

HIS was the situation on the day

when Fate, Providence or Destiny
—call it what you wish—took a hand in
Peter’s affairs. On that day Peter re-
ceived a letter from his brother-in-law,
H. Henry Horton, who lived in New
York. The letter asked, as its prede-
cessors had, for “temporary assistance.”.
Expressed in terms of cash, this
amounted to one hundred dollars. To
which Henry added that Milly, Peter’s
sister, sent love and that if it wasn't
for Milly he couldn’t have brought
himself to ask.

Peter ruminated the note and finally
decided to send . Henry the hundred.
This would leave him exactly twenty-
seven dollars and fifty cents in the bank.

Twenty-seven dollars and fifty cents
is a small sum toward the proverbial
rainy day, which requires umbrellas,
raincoats and goloshes fashioned of
yellow-backs. This troubled Peter. He
remembered he had read a newspaper
article that stated everybody ate too.
much. Peter, in whom a State of
Maine appetite immediately came into
conflict with a State of Maine con-
science, decided that he probably did
eat too much.

Then he put his bank-book in his
pocket, took his straw hat, which was
halfway through its second successful
season, and started down the stairs.
On the way he met Alice. He began to
palpitate, and prepared to flatten him-
self against the wall and struggle with
his epiglottis. In a moment his divinity
would be abreast him. She would mur-
mur “Thank you” in her sweet, low-
pitched voice; her skirts would swish
by him; he would get the faint, indefin-
able but incomparably sweet odor of her
hair—and she would be gone.

VIEN at two o’clock of a Saturday
afternoon in July, with the sunshine
lying in patches on the asphalt outside,

By Royal Brown

the stairs were in semi-gloom. Peter’s
impressions were dim and confused, but
he realized her bright hair lay in damp
curls on her flushed forehead, that her
eyes were troubled and her half-parted,
vividly scarlet lips were tremulous.

“l can’t find Mrs. McQueen, and
there’s something terrible in my room,”
she said breathlessly.

There was a half-hysterical catch in
her voice that aroused Peter. Swallow-
ing his epiglottis by a superhuman
effort, he stammered :

“Can I—perhaps—do you think—"

“Thank you,” she exclaimed with
fervor.

At the threshold of her room she
whispered: “It’s under the bed; do be
careful.”

Peter advanced to the bedside. There
was a snarl, and Peter saw two gleam-
ing eyes and two rows of glistening
teeth.

“It's a cat,” he announced.

The color flooded Alice’s face. She
looked at Peter as if she dared him to
laugh.

“I know about a cat that went crazy
and bit two people,” she said, her eycs
challenging his. “I’'m sure that cat
must be crazy; perhaps I'd better call a
policeman.”.

The suggestion stung Peter to action.
He reachced for the cat, which retreated
snarling and spitting and darting a
vicious black paw at the advancing
fingers. But Peter with a quick swoop
grasped its neck and in spite of its
struggles, hauled it out. It was large
and muscular, with one torn ear and a
disreputable tail—an old pirate of a cat.

Peter carried the beast to the window
and dropped it to the roof of the wood-
shed.

“Scat,” he said.

ETER turned.

“Thank you,” began Alice. She
looked up at Peter. Peter nodded; he
could not speak. For at exactly this
point, when the acquaintance should by
all precepts have really begun to de-
velop,—when they should have discov-
ercd that they both came from Maine
and that they had many likes and dis-
likes in common,—at exactly this preg-
nant moment Peter remembered that he
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side of the river that ran along beside
the “works” and considerately fur-
nished the cheap power wherewith the
Occidental garden-tools were made:

INALLY an automobile rolled up in

front of the office door. There was
a light step on the stair, and Sheldon
jumped up to meet his sister. “Some-
thing important, Bob?” she asked.

“Yes, it is, Kate. You know, this is
an awful job Dad handed down to me.
I find I don’t know as much about the
business as one of the young billing-
clerks. Not only that, but I'm in a fair
way never to learn anything. Every-
body’s afraid of me. They think I'm
going to do something absurd, but they
don’t know what it 1s. Only the de-
partment heads have anything definite
to say, and they’re out to save their
own bacon at anybody’s expense.”

“It isn’t your fault, Bobby,” the
young woman replied, patting her
brother’s hand.

“No, I hope not. . ... I've been
working hard enough, heaven knows.
But I've made up my mind; I'm going
to send for that man who came up to
see me last week. It may be ridiculous,
but I feel the need of an outsider—
some one who doesn’t know a soul in
the plant. He’s an efficiency engineer.
Do you know what an efficiency en-
gineer is?”’

“I haven’t the slightest idea,” was
the smiling answer. “Tell me.”

“I’'m blessed if I know any too well,
myself. But this man has been recom-
mended to me as about the best in his
line. He plans to go through the plant
from cellar to garret and figure out
production-costs and weed out the poor
workers and systematize and suggest
up-to-date devices and all that sort of
thing. In other words, he’s going to
show us where we stand.”

“It sounds fascinating, Bob. I won-
der what he’s like? Those mathemat-
ical sharps are queer creatures. Did I
ever tell you about that old prof’ we
had at Elgar? You never saw a man
who looked more like an owl—"

“There’s no owl about this chap,
Kate. He’s frightfully young—but
with the air of a man with big experi-
ence. What do you think?”

By Freeman Tilden

“I think you know what ought to be
done, Bob. You wouldn’t get him here
unless there were good reasons. So go
ahead.”

“I’ll wire him this afternoon,” con-
cluded Sheldon.

“PGOP” GRINNELL, the foreman of
the wood-room, very neatly epito-
mized the factory opinion of Barnard
after the first two months of efficiency
engineering. In reply to Sheldon’s
query, “Well, Pop, does the new broom
sweep clean?” the foreman snorted out,
with the discontented air of an old
workman whose precincts have been
invaded:

“New broom? Say, Mr. Sheldon,
that fellow’s no broom. He’s a vacuum-
cleaner! He's raisin’ Cain in this de-
partment, for certain. But I'll give the
devil his due: he’s a smart young man.
I don’t say but what we could have
worried along without him buttin’ in,
but I'll admit he showed us a few
tricks.”

“For instance, Pop?”

“Well, here’s one—funny nobody
ever thought of it, too! It’s as simple
as the nose on your face: Every man
has been going to the stock-room for
his own unfinished handle-stuff. And
the best of ’em will kill time, you know,
because the stock is down one flight.
This here fellow puts a five-dollar lad
in the stock; he makes up bundles in
fifty lots, shoots ’em around in a truck
to each finisher, gets a receipt and—
well, the result is we had to drop Joe
Garrity off the pay-roll last week. And
the rest of ’em more than make up for
Joe’s work.”

“H’'m! Anything else?”

“Well, there is a queer thing: You
know, when those planers were put in,
they were made too low. It gives a
man an awful kink in his back to work
on ’em any length of time. This here
fellow Barnard just walks around with
his hands behind his back, and all of a
sudden he says: ‘Those ought to be
higher. What’s the use breaking your
back? Next day up they went; and
you'd be surprised to see the added
work. . . .. He’s a queer cuss!” B

Indeed, without haste and without
display, but with the sureness of one
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of these cost twenty-five dollars. This
was robbery, but it was also Art.

VEN before his marriage, Mr. Bud-
lington had lived at Mrs. Wimmer’s

boarding-house, and he brought his
bride—now Mrs. Roxana Budlington—
to the boarding-house. Mrs. Budling-
ton may be described in one word—
peach!  Mr. Budlington, being an
artist, looked like thirty cents alongside
of his wife, and even when she was not
present, he seldom looked like more
than a plugged half-dollar. Much of
this was due to his chin. It began
somewhere near his upper lip and
slanted sharply back under his collar.
His chin had never been worth while,
but when he became an artist and
ceased making good photographs at five
dollars a dozen in order to make fuzzy
ones at twenty-five dollars each, he
began growing a beard. This beard
turned out to be a poor crop. It was
sparse and kinky and the color of a
newspaper that has been rained on and
then dried in the sun. Above this was
a mouth with a row of prominent upper
teeth. Mr. Budlington was the sort of
man of which you say: “If he only
wouldn’t be so good-natured!”

He wore a loose black bow tie and,
in his studio, a brown velvet jacket.

Like many another, Mr. Budlington’s
studio was more awesome before enter-
ing than after entering. It was on Fifth
Avenue, and the street entrance was
also the entrance to seventy-six offices.
These offices—or the concerns that
occupied them—contented themselves
with one line on a directory posted
beside the elevator, but Mr. Budlington
had an entire show-case. This show-
case was extremely elegant and had
cost Mr. Budlington nearly every cent
he had in the world. It stood upright
on a carved mahogany base, and the
superb French plate glass was etched
with the one word “Budlington” in
Mr. Budlington’s autographic style.
Inside the show-case were the art
portraits. The whole effect of the
show-case was as if it said: ‘“Here
is a business as elegant and superb as
Tiffany’s!”

The moment you stepped inside the
little entry the elegance slumped fright-

By Ellis Parker Butler

fully. It was a very old building, with
a very old elevator. The elevator was
worth seeing as a curiosity but not
worth having as a gift. It was a small
box that went upward slowly but
jerkily. When you wanted to go to
Mr. Budlington’s studio, the elevator
jerked and jerked and jerked for an
interminable time, passing one floor
after another, each floor showing
glimpses of ancient plastered walls and
much frazzled woodwork. When you
reached the top floor, you found that
Mr. Budlington occupied only a portion
of it. The boards of the flooring were
everywhere worn and splintered. Cheap
rugs tried to cover the worst of this.
The whole effect of the place was such
as to make one say: ‘“Poor devil! he’s
having a hard pull of it.” And this
was true. Mr. Budlington had had
tough sledding before his marriage;
now that he had to support Roxana,
he was frightfully worried. It had
been out of pure kindness of heart that
Mr. Bunker had sent Grandma Bunker
to have herself artfully photographed.
The hundred dollars the six photo-
graphs were to cost (special rate to
Mrs. Wimmer’s boarders) was much
needed by Mr. Budlington.

S Mr. Bunker stepped from the

elevator—so called in the lease—
and entered Mr. Budlington’s studio,
he heard Mr. Budlington expressing
himself in a tone of some vexation.

“No, I will not!” Mr. Budlington
was saying. “I’ll not sell a copy at any
price. It’s not for sale. A million
dollars would not tempt me. I say
no!”

Mr. Bunker pushed aside the curtain
of the small waiting-room and entered.
The voice of Mr. Budlington came
from the camera-room, and Mr. Bunker
had no desire to intrude.

“Oh! come now!” said the voice of

another. “I just want it, that’s all—
just for myself. I wont show it to
anyone. I wont let a soul know you

let me have it.”
“No, I tell you!” said Mr. Bud-
lington.
“Fifty dollars,” said the voice.
“Absolutely and positively no!”
“Well, I consider it unreasonable,”
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Primitive

Once outside in the hallway, she re-
leased his- hand and turned to her
companion,

“Louise,” she said, “let me introduce
my husband, Mr. Carney. John, this is
Miss Stevens, one of our girls.”

He bowed and mumbled a barely
polite acknowledgment and then fell
silent again. His eyes still burned with
a rage almost ungovernable, and his
hands were clenched into longing fists
as he walked with them.

“He’s a beast—that man Thayer,”
said Miss Stevens. “He had no call
to talk to you that way, May. DBut
what ’re you going to do? You’ve sim-
ply got to take it or lose your job.”

May Carney shrugged.

“He is paid to do it,” she said re-
signedly. “You will find men like him
in almost every office. It is part of the
business.”

CONVERSATION lagged painfully.
John Carney’s mood of truculent
silence was so palpable that it stilled
them into embarrassed commonplaces
until Louise Stevens left them at her
corner. Then his anger burst out.

“Do you mean to say,” he demanded,
white with rage, “that that contemptible
beast was talking to you that way—to
you—my wife?”

“IHush, John,” she said.
will hear you.”

“Damn people! Answer me.
he talking to you all that time?”

She drew herself up with stiff
dignity.

“It isn’t necessary to discuss it, either
here or elsewhere,” she answered.
“You agreed before we were married
that you would not interfere with my
business. This is my business.”

“No!” he cried. “I agreed that you
could continue to work, because of
your absurd ideas about broader
spheres for women and all that sort of
rot. But I did not agree to let any
man talk to you that way.”

“Mr. Thayer is head of our book-
keeping department,” she said, still with
her calm dignity. “It is his place to
see that the work is done correctly.
His methods are no concern of yours.
You had no right to come to my office
in the first place.”

’

“People
Was

By Henry M. Neely

“I wanted to walk home with you,”
he said sullenly. “I left my office early,
and I thought I would surprise you.”
He laughed, a short, bitter laugh. “I
was the one who was surprised,” he
said.

He relapsed again into moody taci-
turnity from which she made no attempt
to arouse him as they walked the rest
of the distance home and up the stairs
to their little flat. She appeared to be
in anything but a talkative humor her-
self. The flush of her humiliation still
burned in her cheeks as she bustled
about her dinner preparations in the
kitchenette, and the fire of her deep re-
sentment smoldered in her eyes.

“You will have to excuse a frugal
meal,” she apologized slowly as they
sat down to the table. “I intended to
do some shopping on my way home,
but Mr. Thayer kept us later than usual
and—and, well, after that, my mind
was occupied with other things, as you
know. I forgot the shopping.”

“Oh, that’s all right,” he said reas-
suringly. “There’s plenty here. I'm
not very hungry, anyway.”

And then the moody silence again
fell upon them.

FINALLY he pushed his chair back
and sat looking at her for several
moments before he said:

“May, I'm going to say a few things
to you that you probably will not like.
I wanted to say them on the street, but
I'm glad I didn’t, because I was too
angry then to talk rationally. Listen!
Do you hear that laughing down-
stairs?”

It was impossible not to hear it. A
man and a woman were fairly shout-
ing in hilarious glee over something in
the flat below.,

“It is the Hughes,” she said.

“Yes—Billy and Dot.”

“It sounds silly and not altogether
dignified.”

He shook his head with a rueful
smile.

“It sounds to me like—heaven,” he
declared. “It forces home a contrast
that it isn’t altogether pleasant to con-
template. Do you realize that you and
I have scarcely exchanged a word dur-
ing dinner?”
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some time in her life, she had heard a
terse bit of marital philosophy about
“feeding the brute.”

She heard him on the stairs, climbing
up calmly and methodically, as he
always climbed. With a little pang there
came to her the memory of the way
Billy Hughes did this nightly—of his
noisy rush two steps at a time, of his
shrill whistle when he reached the floor
below his, of Dot’s running footsteps
as she hurried to her door and threw it
open to meet him, of the little happy
scream as Dilly picked her up bodily
in his great, bearish embrace, and of
the frank vulgarity—at least so May
always considered it—of the kiss that
could be heard even up to the Carney
landing.

John came out to her in the kitchen-
ette and stood leaning against the door.
She waited, apprehensively, almost
nervously.

“Gee!” he cried boyishly.
smell good, and I'm hungry.”

She felt a little lump of relief in her
throat. She had expected a fiery out-
burst against Thayer. Dut he appeared
to be in quite the opposite humor. His
cye fell upon the tidbits on the kitchen
table.

“Oh, great!” he exclaimed. “We
haven’t had ’em in a month, have we?”’

And then he came up to her, put his
arm about her, raised her face to his
and kissed her lips. There was a sus-
picious moisture in her eyes as she
watched him go into the next room.
And the lump in her throat bothered
her again.

Throughout the meal he kept up a
running fire of conversation, but he did
not mention Thayer nor her office. It
puzzled her. THe appeared to be in a
particularly cheerful frame of mind.
With his coffee before him and the blue
smoke of his after-dinner cigarette
curling up toward the ceiling, he leaned
forward to say something to her, and
as the motion brought his head into the
full glare of the light, she noticed for
the first time a discolored lump, half
concealed by his curling hair.

“Tohn !’ she cried. ‘“What is that?”

ITe put his fingers up to it ruefully.

“Oh. that?” he said with a wry smile.
“Yes; I meant to tell you about that

“Things

By Henry M. Neely

later. It's where Thayer hit me when
he threw the empty inkstand.”

HE half rose from her chair, but
sat down again, stunned, amazed,
inarticulate.

“You see,” he explained blandly,
“Miss Stevens told me Thayer was still
in the office, and so I went back and
made him apologize to me for what he
called you to-day.”

She swallowed hard. Twice she
tried to speak but could not. And all
the while he sat there watching her with
a smile, his elbows on the table, his
clasped hands holding the cigarette,
from which a tendril of thin smoke
curled up into the air.

“I feel better now,” he said. “I've
owed it to Thayer for some time for
the way he’s been treating you. I've
been watching the drawn look of your
face for a long while, and I knew what
it meant. He was making you very
unhappy. Well, you’re square with
him now. But of course”—he looked
at her with a shade of anxiety—“you
can’t go back there. After Thayer gets
sufficiently fixed up to appear in public
again, he’d have the firm fire you, even
supposing I'd let you work under him
again. And that I wont.”

“J’ohn !Y!

She tried to put into her exclamation
all of her old-time dignity, all of her
calmm independence, but the effort was a
miserable failure. She felt the tears
very close to her eyes, and with a sud-
den realization that she had never let
her husband . see her cry, she rose
quickly from the table and hurried
from the room. -

He did not follow, as she feared h
might. When at last she had suffi-
ciently conquered her feelings, she re-
turned to the room, to find him seated
in his Morris chair reading the paper.

As she went about her work of clear-
ing away the dinner things, there rose
to her lips a thousand angry words
that clamored to be said to him, but
each time she turmed to say them, she
noticed the firm lines of his jaw and
the new glint in his eyes, and for the
first time in her life she found
herself hesitating and uncertain of her
position.
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black speck that was coming nearer and
nearer to the white beach. »

The minutes became wrenches that
drew their nerves tighter and tighter.
The tension was terrific. Hamerton
had a desire to cry out to the solitary
oarsman, asking him to hurry. Yet,
curiously, he dreaded the moment when
the man would land upon the beach.
He dreaded it without being able to
find the reason for the dread.

Nearer and nearer came the boat.
No one spoke. Standing together in
silence, the two Americans watched it,
The wmarabout and the girl watched it.
Every inhabitant of the little village
watched. They were certain that it
was Djala—Djala who was returning
to receive the punishment for his crime.

CHAPTER VII

HE little boat containing the sol-

I itary Arab shot through the surf.

The two Americans had no nced
to ask questions as to his identity. They
knew that it was Djala. As he had
come nearer and nearer to the shore,
the attitude of expectancy had increased
as the watchers recognized the features
of the man who had fled after the
murder had been committed. He had
rcturned as they expected him to
return.

Djala stepped from the boat and
stood, a tall, slim, middle-aged Arab,
upon the sand. For a full minute he
stood surveying the little houses; then
with curious, jerky steps he walked
across the sand to the golden road that
went into the hills, the road down which
the carriers had raced an hour before.

San Luondo took a great breath and
watched. Hamerton, glancing at the
marabout, saw that the old man’s lips
were moving in prayer. The girl’s eyes
were distended ; her little hands clasped
the rail of the veranda as she watched.
Djala was the center of attraction. He
held all eyes as he reached the road
and halted, his hands clenched, his face
half-turned toward the sea from which
he came.

The girl whispered something, and
Hamerton strained his ears to listen.

“What is it ?”” he asked.

By James Francis Dwyer

“Now the Bell will draw him up the
road,” she repeated. {Watch him!
Watch!”

The wailing sound seemed to come
louder and louder.

Djala took a step forward, another
step; and the Bell wailed louder. Le-
fane had a belief that invisible hands
were clutching the ankles of the Arab
and jerking him forward as the waves
of sound came down from the hills. It
was an uncanny exhibition. The two
white men leaned over the veranda and
stared with bulging eyes.

And Djala was fighting, fighting the
power which dragged him on. The
Americans could see that he was strug-
gling against it. His body was half-
turned toward the water, while his
feet went out with a slow, stiff, mechan-
ical motion which reminded the Doctor
of a toy figure that was wound up and
set to walk a certain distance.

“Watch him,” cried Hamerton.
“Great God, watch him!”

Peter Jason Lefane made an inartic-
ulate exclamation as he leaned far out
over the balustrade of the veranda.
The two Americans were stunned by
the happening. They stared. They
watched the manner in which his body
writhed and twisted, the way in which
he leaned back as if to tear himself
away from invisible hands, while the
groping, stiff-jointed legs moved on-
ward, ever onward toward the fate he
dreaded.

Hamerton thought that the noonday
stillness was a monstrous thing. He
felt that every sound had been blotted
out by some power so as to allow the
eerie wailing of the Bell to come to the
ears of the fear-ridden man upon the
road. It reminded him of the intense
hush which falls upon a funeral proces-
sion when the bearers carry forth the
corpse. The shrill note of the cicada
had ceased; the little lecaves that rustled
against each other as the breezes
wandered through the branches, hung
limply ; the noise of the surf died away
to the faintest whisper that seemed to
intensify the throbbing of the Bell.

“It’s devilish!” muttered IHamerton,
turning to Lefane. “It’s uncanny!”

Peter Jason nodded his head: “It’s
the most awful thing I've ever seen,
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the Irench cable-station sixty miles
down the coast, Peter had left his name
with instructions to forward to him
any cables which might come from the
United States, and on that morning a
dhow came up the coast bearing to
Peter a cablegram from Washington
concerning the purchase of the P. S. &
E. C,, a railroad in which he was the
biggest sharcholder.

The arrival of the message made
Peter forget Hamerton. Two words in
the cable were mutilated, and the
little railroad magnate cursed as he
endeavored to make sense out of the
remainder.

“I can’t make head or tail of it,” he
cried, “‘and it means a lump of money
unless I get it properly.”

Hamerton made a suggestion. “Could
I go down the coast to the cable-sta-
tion ?”” he said.

Peter Jason looked at him for a mo-
ment as if he saw some motive behind
the suggestion.

“Why should you go?” he asked.

“I simply suggested that I should go
to save you the trouble,” said the
younger man.

Peter Jason looked at the Doctor for
a few moments; then he smiled grimly.
“You stay here,” he said. “I'll go
down, because I'll have to send an
answer to this.”

So Peter Jason Lefane set sail in the
dhow for the cable-station at Kileena,
leaving Dr. Felix Hamerton at San
Luondo.

CHAPTLER IX

Peter Jason returned to San Luondo.

The dhow had experienced head
winds in bringing him up the coast, and
he was tired and weary after the trip.
He longed for the cool quarters of the
marabout after the evil-smelling dhozw,
and he whistled cheerfully as he came
through the surf to the white beach.

It was then that Peter Jason got a
surprise. Hamerton was not there to
meet him, and when the little railroad
owner looked round for him, the old
marabout walked forward, salaamed
low and handed Lefane a note.

IT was three days afterward when

By James Francis Dwyer

“From Dr. Felix,” said the old man.

“From Dr. Felix ?” repcated Iefane.

The "marabout nodded, and Peter
Jason, gripped with a strange little
presentiment of evil, ripped open the
note. There were only a few lines, hut
they staggered him as he read them.
The message ran:

I have taken your advice. I have
clecared out. Call me what you like; I
deserve it. I am going up to Cairo, and
a letter addressed to Shepheard’s will

find me.

Peter Jason ran his hand over his
round head and looked from the letter
to the marabout and then back to the

note. He was dazed.
“When did he gor” he cried.
“When?”

“Yesterday,” answered the marabout.

“How?”

“He had himself rowed out to a boat
that was steaming northward. He did
not make up his mind to go till he saw
the smoke of the steamer on the
horizon.”

Once again Peter Jason read the
note, frowned and looked seaward. He
blamed himself for what had happened.
He had rebuked Hamerton for his con-
duct with the girl. He had told him
that it would be far better for him to
clear out at once than tie himself up
in a tangle; and Hamerton had followed
his advice. Yet Peter Jason was not
pleased with the discovery. He felt
inexpressibly lonely as he stood and
looked at the ocean upon which the
lateen-rigged dhow rode over her own
inverted reflection.

“And Laone?” he asked with a sud-
den snap of his jaws.

The old man made a gesture with
his two hands which Peter Jason took
to signify grief. “She is a wilted
flower,” he said quietly. “She has done
nothing but cry since he left.”

The hunter of the Royal Blue throt-
tled the words which rose to his lips.
The gesture which the marabout had
made told him much. Laone was heart-
broken over the departurc of the man
who had won her love during the few
days he had dallied in the little beauty-
spot by the sea.

“You must not blame him or Laone,”
said the marabout, noting Peter Jason’s
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I don’t ask nothin’ better than just to
stay here with you, Mom. Honest, I
wanter stay here with you, Honest,
Mom. That’s straight!”

She smiled at him from her pillows—
smiled and sighed and put out one hand
timidly toward him—and, even as she
did it, fell asleep again.

HE snow flailed the windows; the

gas-jet purred and simmered and
flickered; Mary Meeghan slept fitfully,
with now and then a deep, labored fight
for breath. Presently Matt too must
have dozed in his chair, for in some
hazy mental process, half-dream, half-
conscious thought, he was dragging
Ellie from the floor of Falvey’s, drag-
ging her roughly by the wrist, while
she screamed and fought like a little
tiger and the dancers muttered threats
at him and seemed about to rush him
and rescue her from his clutches. Ellie’s
breath was hot against his neck as he
held her hard against him; it came in
choking, rattling gasps as she fought to
free herself from his clutch. . . ..

Then Matt Meeghan sat up in the
grecn-brocade chair, wide awake. Some
one scas fighting hard for breath. It
was his mother, there on the bed. He
jumped up, thoroughly alarmed.

“Mom!” he cried. “Oh, Mom!
Oh, Mom!”

He sank down on the edge of the
ted. He slipped one arm beneath her,
lifting her gently. Her wide, staring
eyes were full upon him.

“John,” she mumbled. “John, dear,
John, dear—"

That was the name of Matt’s father,
dead these twenty years and more.

Matt began to shiver. Now he was
stifling hot ; now he was freezing cold.

“Mom, it's me—DMatt; don’t you
know? It’s me—Matt,”” he said
brokenly.

“John, dear, so long—so long—" she

choked between rattling breaths., Then
momentarily the eyes cleared.

“Matt? Yes—yes—of course. For
a minute—I—thought—""  She was

whispering the words now. They were
all but inaudible. Matt was bending
close to her to catch them. “Where’s
Ellie? I think—pretty—near— Get
Ellie, Matt! Call Ellie!”

By John Barton Oxford

“Yes, Mom. In just a second, Mom.
Let me make you more comfortable
first!”

He was shaking so he could scarcely
hold her in his arms.

“Ellie—quick, Matt!”

“Yes, Mom. Let me fix the pil-
lows!”

He was fighting blindly for time.

“Ellie—"

There was a sharp struggle; the
rattling breath ceased—began again—
died away. She crumpled in his arms.

The dry snow beat the windows.
The gas-jet purred and flickered and
hummed. At last Matt laid the burden
in his stiff arms very gently back on
the pillows.

Blindly he staggered into the little
hallway. The door into the kitchen was
open; the shade at the right-hand
window was still high up as he had
left it. The lights of Falvey’s sign,
a great smudge of red against
the sky at that moment, flared across
the shadowy outlines of roofs and
chimneys.

“Oh, my God, it’s happened,” he
groaned, “with Ellie over there!”

He tottered to the table, ‘and sank
into a chair. There was a great rattle
and clatter of dishes as he buried his
big head in his outstretched arms.

AT last he caught the sound of cau-
tious footfalls on the hall stairs.
Whether it was minutes or hours he
had huddled there in the chair at the
table was all one to him. The ascending
footsteps ceased ; the guarded murmur
of voices sounded just outside the hall
door. Matt lifted his head, listening.
He got out of the chair. Every muscle
in his body was stiffly taut. Through
the kitchen window he could see the
clouds of shifting snow ; but the glaring
light above the roof-tops had gone out.

Outside in the hall a voice—a man’s
voice—said: ‘“This door?”

The knob creaked as it was turned.
Matt fairly leaped into the little hall-
way. With a quick pull he threw the
door wide open. He placed his big
frame in the open doorway, his arms
outspread, blocking it effectually.

At the top of the stairs was Ellie.
Her jauntily tilted hat was wet and

367



























The Blood-Red Banner

“And he vowed that woman was noth-
ing to him. Yet he races to bring her
here. Why could he not have sent some
one else? I suppose, before all, he
wishes her to be with him.”

AYLAY reached the Granthan bun-

galow to find its mistress calmly
rcading a novel. She rose coldly on his
abrupt entrance.

“May T ask why I am indebted to you
for this call, Mr. Baylay?”

“To beg you to leave here for safety
instantly.”

“Thank you, but I prefer to rely on
the fidelity of my servants.”

“In the circumstances I can’t believe
vou are serious.”

“No?” She laughed with a taunting
note. “Pray, how am I to know this is
not another amiable trick to protect my
innocence ?”’

“Mrs. Grantham, you must be mad to
argue like this at an hour of extreme
danger to us all.”

“Sane enough to hate you very sin-
cerely, Mr. Baylay.”

“I grant you that privilege, consider-
ing I was imprudent enough to save you
once from yourself ; but this—"

“Appears to be of the same uncalled-
for vintage. You promised to take me
in your car to the railway station on the
night of the regiment’s last dance. In-
stead, you rambled all over the country,
pretended to have lost your way, and I
caught an atrocious cold.”

“Also with the result,” rejoined Bay-
lay, “that your husband, and my former
friend, continues to believe in you, if
he is still alive on some battlefield.
When you asked me to take you to the
station, I understood it was merely to
exchange a few words with a friend
passing through by the up-country mail.
It was not until we were halfway there
1 discovered you were to be the friend’s
fcllow-passenger to Delhi. A remark
you let drop about the return-trip gave
it away.

“Then 1 did lose the track—pur-
posely, maybe—and God knows how
much clse.  An explanation of our
roaming the country at night had, of
coursc, to be made. I thought when you
camc to your senses you would find a
means to exonerate me, knowing I could

THE BLUE

not and would not crush Captain Gran-
tham at such a time with the truth of
it. But instead, to shield yourself in the
easiest way, and, I presume, in revenge
for disappointment, you struck at me,
branding me as having attempted a bit
of forcible deviltry. I think I have
stated my case clearly.”

“Leave — leave the
flashed.

“I will—when you accompany me.”

“Never!”

“On the contrary, now, though God
knows why I am fated to be your res-
cuer for the second time.”

She stamped her foot, lifting her
voice in a call for the servants.

house,”” she

HE closed upon her, picked her up

struggling in his arms, and bore
her out to the automobile. He drew her,
still resisting, in beside the driver’s seat,
held her firmly and started up fast
speed.

“How - romantic!” She cast herself
back, scoffing at him. “Is it to be a
real elopement this time, with the Car-
dens’ as our destination? Is not that
rather an odd place to choose, Mr.
Baylay ?”

Baylay stared grimly into the flood of
light cast forward by the automobile-
lamps. In contrast, another outlook was
black enough in all conscience, shaded
darker, if possible, by his well-meaning
entanglement with Mrs. Granthan. It
occurred to him now how even this ac-
tion would likely be taken as confirming
her version of that other ride. DBut per-
haps in a few hours it would hardly
matter., In hopefully cheering up
others, he had not deceived himself:
their plight was desperate. They had
swept on some distance, when a bright
flame leaped upon the sky in their rear.
Baylay glanced over his shoulder.

“There goes the thatch of your
house,” he said.

Mrs. Grantham had withdrawn into
silence.

Thence they covered the better part
of a mile, Suddenly a tumult broke on
their ears.

“Hello!” cried Baylay. “The main
hody of the rcbeis must have come out
by the longer Chenab road. Wonder if
we can make a dash through them?”
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Dimples

certainty in his mind whether the other
would grip his throat or ask him out
for a drink.

The hour was four,
March; outside, snow

the month
was falling

heavily.  Broadway below seemed
strangely far away and quict. The
office was darkening fast. Ransome

now stopped pacing and stood survey-
ing the gloomy office. A few Dblue-
prints and photographs were tacked to
the walls, On a table were several
picces of rock, some pink-veined and
carrying flaky bits of yellow stuff, be-
licved by simpler clients to be gold.
Near these were two old tomato-cans
filled with dirty sand. Mycroft had
the artistic realist’s eye for dramatic
touches.  The suggestion of the wilder-
ness had value, and so there they
squatted in seductive simplicity, a fat,
red-ripe tomato on each dirty label.
The sand smelt unplcasantly, but
Standard stock was not put where it
is on boudoir perfumes. The cans had
been sunk in the ground to let oil ooze
in. Truly a land of milk and honey—
or their marketable equivalents.

Ransome picked up a can and sur-
veyed it like the grave-digger regard-
ing the skull of Yorick. Then a smile,
neither mirthful nor bitter, crossed his
face.

“T’ll take these as souvenirs of my
money,” he said. “So long, Mycroft.
I'm going to the North.”

When he had gone, Mycroft drew a
relicved breath. He was glad Ran-
some was going far away. The tiger
looked like waking.

“Dead game sport,” he conceded
when Pye and Skinner appeared.
“Never turned a hair or let out one
yelp, and he’s off to the North for good
to-morrow.”

It had been an excellent little project.
Pye owned a large stage capilal acre-
age, bought for a song, in a Western
territory. Skinner was the expert who
wrote reports, figured romantically
and had the gift of prophecy. He ex-
amined the Pyc lands, and with the aid
of the tomato-cans, demonstrated the
presence of oil. The optimistic My-
croft engineered the flotation in his
doubt-annihilating fashion. Oil was to
be tapped below. Myriads of sheep
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were to range the grassy surface in
woolly fatness. What a prospect! Oil,
wool and mutton for the million, at one
glorious swoop. At the psychological
moment Bulstrode Ransome arrived
and exchanged much of Caleb’s hoard
for some natty bits of excellent paper.

Really it was a miserably humdrum
affair.  There was not one patch of
vivid coloring, no single brilliant ray of
gay prodigality in the drab drcariness
of it all. A midnight sandbagging in
a muddy country lane would have had
more high-light romance about it. Still,
it was not quite a complete job. Ran-
some waked in time to save the last
fifty thousand. The other had gone
irrevocably, since the law knows no way
by which butter can be extracted from
a dog’s throat. Perhaps some hidden
legacy of paternal philosophy aided
Bulstrode, though halfway to the ele-
vator, predestinarianism petered out.
He almost decided to go back, grip the
fat throat and hammer the pink face
much pinker. Then he felt that to

strike a soft-fleshed thing like that
would be the same as hitting a
woman.

He walked home through the snowy
streets. The wind was rising; probably
the wind-up storm of the winter was
here. He thought of the great white
Northland. Soon the birds would be
coming back, crane, bittern, duck, great
phalanxes of honking wild geese, and
the smaller folk of the air. Sap rising
in the maples, ice-husk bursting from
lake and river, arbutus flowering in the
vales. There came the roar and rush
of long-prisoned waters, the cold, clean
sweetness of Nature’s resurrection
morn. The hotel room smelt stale. He
flung wide the window, and the white
flakes whirled in. He looked down on
the hurrying throng, speeding vchicles,
crowded cars, and longed for the blaz-
ing pile in the open, the dripping steak
with savor of smoke and fire on it, the
very reek of the sputtering bacon on
the shack stove. There came to the fet-
tered man the hunger for play for the
great, driving forces within him; and a
ficrce, incoherent desire to square ac-
counts with the three who, under the
veil of friendship, had trapped, hal-
tered and robbed him.
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jog along the Avenue and Broadway
every so long to see the girls’ new styles.
Can’t say I like ’em—the styles, I mean.
What do you think of this swaddling
clothes, Loie-Fuller, twist-’em-around-
you, ball-of-twine kind of woman's
dress? Guess you've got used to them,
but I've a fancy for the kind Mother
used to wear, don’t you know.”

“I’'m afraid my opinion isn’t worth
much,” laughed Mycroft. “A married
man has to trail with the crowd. Can’t
say I approve of the extravagances,
but—" He lifted his hands in in-
dulgent good-nature.

“You're dead right,” nodded Dim-
ples earnestly. “It is the girl inside
that counts. Let her have what she
likes, make ’em the way she likes, put
’em on as she likes, so long as there’s
the same fine little New York girl inside
‘em; that’s what goes. I'd like to take
half a dozen back with me, Sounds
Salt Lakeish, don’t it? but my mean-
ing’s all right. There’s no better pal
than a girl pal. If it’s knockout for
yours she’s there with a lap for your
battered head, and if you’re in clover,
she’ll take care there’s no moldy money
in your clothes to start a germ nursery.
I'm taking one to Coney to-morrow;
she works in a downtown eating place.
Used to fish the meaty bits out of a
five-cent stew for me when I was broke,
and now the glass is rising we'’re going
to celebrate.”

“Glad to hear things are panning out
so well,” said Mycroft. “If you run
across anything, remember we are al-
ways ready for a flyer.”

“Right oh! Well, so long.”
the two separated.

‘And

IN the early summer of the third year

the whisper came out of the North.
From camp to city, across the con-
tinent, over secas, round the world, the
whisper rising to a hum, a shout, a
shrick: “Gold!”

It was coming down from an un-
heard-of place in the wilderness. Dim-
ples Holt had struck it, and overnight
became world-famous. A score of
graphic pens spread broadcast the fame
of the scholarly adventurer who read
the Iliad as others linger over love-
letters. Biographical paragraphs, anec-

By A. C. Allenson

dotal side-lights, set forth an attract-
ively intimate portrait. To a world ac-
customed to the Death Valley type.
Dimples was a new species, a pic-
turesque figure in an ordinarily rather
sordid field. All summer the rush
swept in, headlong, irresistible as «
tidal-wave, and as senseless. The only
person apparently unaftected by thc
magic madness was the central figure
in 1t; and most amazing of all, he re-
fused to launch on the favoring tide.

The boom crowd, after vainly assail-
ing him with persuasions and offers,
stood back to survey and marvel. A
real mine, with real gold in it, a mol:
with teeming pockets, crazy to invesi
money, and a grinning little runt of &
man telling all and sundry in the pleas-
antest way to go to thunder with their
money; but not to come trampling
round spoiling his cabbages. There
was something new under the sun,
after all.

To fervent beseechers he replied that
he had nothing to justify him in taking
the public’s money. Naturally, the last
thing men believe being the truth, no-
body believed Dimples. Some thought
him a rather original kind of idiot, but
an idiot certainly, since no man can be
sane and despise money. In a world
of the jaundiced, health would be re-
garded as a disease. Others suspected
deep design, though what its object
could be none could imagine. There is
nothing in this world so utterly baffling
as plain truth.

Claims were taken up, worked and
abandoned inside the year. Men do not
hang over costly mine failures as they
once did. Myecroft and his two asso-
ciates came with the first flight and
bought land, Skinner remaining,
avowed to work it, but much more
anxious to solve the mystery of the
Holt discovery. He knew Dimples’
reputation as a brilliant, bookish ne’er-
do-well, an intellectual eccentric in
whose trail a shrewd man might find
worthy pickings. He found access to
Holt’s workings astonishingly easy. and
while he did not see all he belicved was
there, he learned much.

He further ascertained that unsus-
pected friction cxisted between Holt
and Ransome, that the former’s prop-
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Jim Kettig’s Soft Spot

that we was thinkin’ of furnishin’ up a
little apartment, an’ we’d take pencil an’
paper along an’ take notes on prices an
things, an’—well, we got worked out
about six ways of furnishin’ the home,
an’ payin’ for it on the installment-plan.

“What we thought we’d do was to
furnish a dinin’-an’-livin’ room in fumed
oak, an’ the bedroom in bird’s-eye ma-
ple—with a real kitchen-cabinet an’ a
gas-range in the kitchen, so she wouldn’t
have too hard worlk; but even then we
didn’t see how we could do that on what
I was earnin’; an’ neither of us wanted
to board, y’know. An’ then, along come
you—makin’ me this offer an’ givin’ me
a chancet: an’ golly! if I win, we're
gonna take a real apartment, with steam
heat an’ all, and furnish in Circassian
walnut an’ solid mahogany, with a pho-
nograph an’ a piano, an’ we’re gonna
have a woman to do the heavy work an’
the washin’: Mary says she wont do no
such of a thing, but I aint gonna scrimp
the dollars if I can afford to spend ’em,
an’ it’ll save her work.”

The Kid’s eyes were shining, and he
reached out an impulsive hand and laid
it on the manager’s knee.

“It’s you done all this, Mr. Kettig,
every last bit of it. Mary, she says she
wants to meet you, an’ I was plannin’,
maybe, if you would, after I lick Bren-
nan—"

“You sure you gonna lick him?”

“Sure?’ The Kid laughed. “With
all that waitin’ for me, how could I help
it? An,” as I was sayin’, after I lick
him, I want you to have dinner with us
some cvenin’, so Mary can meet you.
She—she—says she just loves you
a’ready. An'—an’—" He flushed pain-
fully. “Of course, I aint said nothin’
like this to her, but—but—if we ever
have a youngster—he—he’s gonna be
named Jim Kettig Conover. An’ that’s
a fact. Sa-ay—"

The Kid’s face went suddenly blank.
For Jim Kettig rose abruptly and made
for the door. '

“What’s the Mr.
What—"

Kettig whirled. His expression was
very, very quecr.

“Oh! you go to blazes!” he half-
snarled. The door slammed behind
him.

’

matter, Kettig?

THE BLUE

HE arena was choked with rancid
cigar-smoke. From the thousands

of tensed spectators arcse an cxcited
buzz of comment and conjectures. One
and all they agreed that this was the
greatest fight the club had ever staged.

For full seven rounds, now, this un-
known fighter—this semifinal man who
called himself Kid Conover—had heen
fighting the redoubtable Knockout Bren-
nan to a standstill. And it had been a
fight—a terrific battle of give and take.

The first round had proved very tame.
Kid Conover had tap-tapped about the
ring and contented himself with jab-
bing. Nervous, that was it, and feeling
himself out. Then in the second round
Brennan had connected with a vicious
right hook to the jaw. It was a blow
the like of which the Kid had never
felt in all his brief professional ring-
career. His feet had been lifted from
the ground. His head had struck the
canvas crackingly, opening an ugly
wound from which the scarlet flowed
freely. And with that cut had come a
ferocious insanity to the Kid. He arose
from the canvas fairly Berserk. Was
this man to rob him of the happiness in
store for him? For the Kid must win;
he knew that. If he lost, he would never
be able to marry. It would be a finan-
cial impossibility. And the Kid was
little good at any other trade.

Thereafter he had electrified even
the blasé gallery-gods. He had stood
toe to toe and swapped punches—actu-
ally swapped blows with the marvelous
Brennan. True, he had been worsted,
but he had left his brand on Brennan,
and the blood was flowing freely from
both men.

THE gong rang for the commence-

ment of the eighth round. Kid Con-
over leaped across the ring, eager for
the fray. His youth spurred him to
superman efforts. His courage was un-
questioned. Even were he defeated,
the defeat would be a glorious one.
Knockout Brennan’s face wore a pecu-
liar expression as he put up his guard.
to meet the wild rush.

As the Kid catapulted close, Bren-
nan’s arm uncorked and drove to the
point of the jaw viciously. The Kid
saw stars as he rocked back on his heels
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“Going to be in town over Sunday ?”’
The tall young man paused at the cor-
ner where he was to catch a car.

“I don’t know,” answered Dart. “I
have no recason to stay here. Dut
I hate to quit before I have begun.”

“Chicago is a beastly place when it is
hot,” said the solenn one. “If you
want to stay over, why don’t you run
up to the Wisconsin lakes for Sunday
and cool off ? lake Delavan is a nice
place, and it's handy. I'm going up
there myself Sunday.”

His strcet-car clanged its way to a
stop. “So long,” he called as he swung
on. .

ART went on down the crowded,

sweating, noisy street, calling him-
self a triple-plated, double-harreled
fool. Why did he want to stay over?
Why was he here, anyway? There
was no possible chance to get busi-
ness in Chicago. Eggs were a drug
on the market. The heat was ruining
them Dby the millions. Carload after
carload came to Chicago only to be
dumped—not epough good eggs in the
whole car to pay the freight. Those
who did buy usually found themselves
badly cheated. So the storage men
were having an inning, and strictly
fresh cges were bracketed with other
stale jokes.

And at the bottom of his disappoint-
ment was a lonesome homesickness for
IHildred Murray. All the time he had
been in Chicago he had been thinking
of her. Nobody he saw looked like
her—nearly like her. Three times he
had gone to the Golden Wheat Biscuit
Company’s offices, to be told she would
be in the latter part of the weck. Sat-
urday morning he had gone back,
eagerly hopeful. She had come in the
evening before, but had gone out early
that morning—-on a vacation.

UNDAY morning Bart sat in the

shade on the sloping lawn between
the hotel and the lake, worrying over
his large oversupply of good eggs and
bad luck. Tt scemed a sinful waste
to pay six dollars a day to be as mis-
crable as he was at this big summer
hotel.

On the veranda back of him, scat-

By William H. Hamby

tered about the lawns, promenading
the lake-front, sailing, fishing, every-
where were people in groups of from
two to forty, enjoying themsclves and
looking important. Dart did not know
a soul among them, and he certainly
did not feel important. Not one of
the guests but looked as though the
entire egg business would furnish
rather meager pin-moncy for a week.

He was lonesome. Every group
seemed too important to pay any at-
tention to the rest—except there was
one small company that everybody
looked at with bated cyes. There were
six of them, and they had created a
sensation when they appeared at break-
fast. Bart gathered, from the looks
and awesome whispers in the dining-
room, that they must be some people
of national importance. and their comn-
ing to this hotel a surprise. The two
outstanding figures in the company
were a Dbig, heavy man with a world-
driving look in his face. and a lithe,
slender girl with a world-drawing look
in hers.

As Bart sat on the bench and pon-
dered futilely the ways of life and the
rocky road of business, a man unob-
trusively slipped down on the other end
of the bench and said, “IHello.”

Bart jumped. He had almost con-
cluded 1t was a capital offense to say
“Hello” in this climate.

“Why, hello.” He broke into a
warming grin. It was the tall, solemn
young man with the long underlip.

“You got here, I see.” The young
fellow rubbed his right hand over his
lean cheek as though massaging his
high cheek-hone.

“Yes, and I’'m not getting much for
my money.”

The young man smiled. There is
nothing more winning than a friendly
smile on a serious face.

“One never does. Money is a pif-
fling medium of exchange when it
comes to fun. It takes so much of it
to buy a little—and then you don’t get
what you want.”

HEY talked a short time. The big

auto-’bus honked—and directly a
batch of new arrivals from the station
began to filter through the grounds.
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The Story of Kitty Carstairs

breakfast now, and ha’ patience for the
paper.”

HE meal was almost over when Mr.
Corrie spoke again—this time to his
niece.

“Well, ha’ ye been thinking o’ what
I said to ye last night?”’ he abruptly
demanded.

Kitty was not unprepared for the
question, and she answered calmly
enough that she had not further consid-
ered the matter—which was not, per-
haps, quite accurate, because she had
assumed that it was closed.

“Then ye’d better think it over now,
for Mr. Symington’s pretty sure to come
again to-night.”

“If he comes, I can only tell him what .

I told you—of course, I'll do it politely.
. ... Uncle John, why are you so
anxious for me to marry that man? Tell
me straight—do you and Aunt Rachel
want to get rid of me?”

Corrie hesitated. He dared not say,
as he was tempted to say, that he could
not afford to give her a home any longer,
because, for one thing, the girl was as
well aware as himself that he kept the
allowance made by the post office for
her services as assistant—an assistant,
by the way, who did practically all the
work.

“Not so long ago you thought very
little of Mr. Symington,” she pursued,
“and I’ve often heard Aunt Rachel call
him anything but a nice man. Besides,
he must be nearly forty.”

“That’s enough,” said Corrie sharply.
“Your aunt and me know him better
than we used to. We want you to
marry him because we see ’twould be a
good thing for you. Same time, he’s
come into a heap o’ money.”

“Aye,” said Miss Corrie, “he has that!
He’s talking o’ giving up the farm and
setting up house in the city—Glasgow,
maybe. That would suit ye fine, Kitty.”

“I’'m sorry I can’t do what you want,”
the girl said slowly. “I’d rather be dead
than married to him. IHe—"

“Don’t talk trash!” exclaimed Corrie,
lowering upon her. “Ye'll give him
‘Aye’ to-night, or it’ll be the worse for
ye. Don’t you try to cross me, ye daugh-
ter.o’ a beggar!”

“John!” squealed his sister.

THE BLUE

Kitty was on her feet, her beautiful
eyes blazing from her white face. “How
dare you!” she cried, shaking with fu-
rious indignation. “How dare you speak
so of my father, a man with a great,
noble mind? You, you miserable thing,
with not an idea in your head, not a
thought in your heart, but money,
money, money! My father owes you
nothing—nothing, do you hear? His
daughter has earmed every penny she
has cost you.”

John Corrie, unused to contradiction,
much less to retaliation, rose, gray of
countenance, shuddering with passion.
Probably he was not aware that he had
the bread-knife in his hand, but his sis-
ter grabbed his wrist.

“Listen to me,” he began in a thick
voice.

“I wont! You are not sane,” said
Kitty, “or you would never have spoken
such words about my father, your own
sister’s husband—not that I'll ever for-
give them or you. But you are mad—
mad with greed! T tell you, once and
for'all, I'm not for sale to Mr. Syming-
ton!”

He sat down with a crash, his mouth
gaping.

“Go, go!” whispered Miss Corrie,
motioning frantically with her free hand.
“It’s eight o’clock—time the office was
open.”

ITTY turned and went. She was
glad to go, for her courage was
already burned out.

Miss Corrie shook her brother. “Ye
fool, ye forsaken fool!” she moaned.
“That temper o’ yours has ruined every-
thing. Ye'll never get her to marry him
now.”

He turned on her savagely. “What
ha’ ye told her?”

“Me? Nevera word.”

“Then what did she mean by saying
she wasna for sale? She must ha’
heard—"

“Guess, maybe. Why did ye tell her
the man had come into a heap o’ money?
I warned ye to go canny.”

He flung her from him and got up.
“Let her guess what she likes, think
what she likes, do what she likes—but
she’s no going to beat me! TI'll ind a
way! I'll manage her yet! Ten thou-
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“Thanks; you've told me all T want
to know about Miss Carstairs—for the
present. Now what can you tell me
about the mysterious Mr. Symington,
whose head you instructed me to punch
on his calling here?”

“Oh, has he been?” she exclaimed
hope fully.

“Paticnce! I may be wrong, but I
fancy he is still in Dunford. In fact,
T've just dispatched a messenger—"

“Nonsense! The man’s in London—
or was this morning!”

“Indeed! Why didn’t you say so this
morning?”  Risk asked without irri-
tation.

“I thought that you would under-
stand that he was—was after us.”

“My dear girl, I don’t wish to belittle
your attractions, or Miss Carstairs’, but
I wish you had been more explicit at
the time. I merely thought that in the
course of one of your escapades you had
favored an objectionable person with
your brother’s address instead of your
own,—an admirable expedient, I admit,
—but 1 had not thought of the person’s
being on your very heels, as it were.”

“PIut what do you know of him?” she
asked, looking puzzled.

“The Zenith secrctary sent me a let-
ter this morning which had come from
a Mr. Symington, of Dunford, and now
you have strengthened 1y suspicion in-
duced by the letter that he is also the
objectionable person. Of course, there
may be another Mr. Symington in Dun-
ford, so I'll let my messenger go ahead.
It will be good training for him, anyway
—test his discretion and so on. What
doces Miss Carstairs say about Syming-
ton "’

“I can’t tell you.”

“[Tas she mentioned a Mr. Hayward
—Colin Mlayward?”

“NO.”

Just then the servant broucht tea.
When he had retired, Hilda said:

“Tohn, do tell me what it all means.”

I{e looked at her gravely., “I don’t
know yet. It may all mean nothing of
any conscquence. On the other hand,
it may mean something of considerable
importance.”

“To you?”

“To your new friend. Now hold your
tongue, and pour out.”

By J. J. Bell

CHAPTER X
COLIN INTERVENES

N the darkness of the hour preceding
dawn, John Corrie, fully dressed, lay
on his bed, listening, The sound he

had been dreading yet yearning for had
come at last. His sister was moving in
the room above. The atmosphere was
sultry; yet the man shivered. Was
Rachel about to attempt the deed that
might save him, or was she only rest-
lessly repenting of her wild promise?
If the former, should he stop her, or
let her take her self-appointed course?
One question led to another, but none
got an answer.

At last he was aware that she was
cautiously opening her door. He did
not move. He heard her come stealthily
down the stair, pausing after every
creak. Presently he caught a glimpse of
light under his door. It vanished—yet
not so suddenly as though a candle had
been blown out. She must have turned
into the passage leading to the shop.
\What could she be wanting there at
such an hour? He pretended to him-
self that he could not guess.

After a little while the light returned
with her footsteps. It remained in his
vision during the short silence that en-
sued. The silence ended in a heavy
sigh. John Corrie lay very still.

The light went out. He heard her
groping her way to the front door. He
heard it open—close—softly. She was
gone on her dark errand, and he had de-
liberately let her go. Nothing he could
ever do or suffer in this world would
redeem his soul from that loathsome
disgrace. But John Corrie was not
thinking of his soul then.

He sprang up, lighted a candle and
ran upstairs; thence he pceped from a
window. He was in time to see a
cloaked figure fade into the misty murk.
The cloak bulged at one side. What
was she carrying in it conccaled? Again
he pretended he could not guess. Re-
turning downstairs, he pretended, also,
not to feel the strong, rank odor of
kerosene, nor to notice the drips on the
passage from the shop.

He returned to his bed, but now he
kept the candle burning, for he was
afraid of the darkness. And ere three

433





















The Story of Kitty Carstairs

noises from the village grew to a com-
motion. Corrie dropped forward, his
elbows on his knees, his face between his
hands.

Suddenly the woman got up and came
over to him and laid her hand on his
shoulder, and said with a strange ten-
derness:

“Dinna be feared, John. Ye're safe.
The letter’s bound to be ashes by now.”

Then she shrieked, for the room was
lighted by a blinding flash; she fell to
her knees. Almost immediately the
house shook under an appalling crash.
The long-threatened storm had burst.

There was a pause as though to allow
earth to take one deep breath before the
storm and deluge—which were to prove
memorable in Dunford and district.

Not many minutes had passed when
something like hope came to John Cor-
ric. Unless the staff were already dis-
covered, he was safe so far as it was
concerned, for now the ditch would be
rushing a foot deep. His wits began to
work again. Even if young Hayward
had picked up the letter—

He drew Rachel to her feet, saying
shortly but not harshly: “Get to your
bed, woman. I'm for out.”

“Out!” she echoed faintly, “Would
ye face the wrath o’ God?”

“I would face the folk, in case they
wonder. Besides, ye canna be sure that
—that he’s burnt wi’ the house.”

“Oh, God!” she whispered; and a
moment later: “John, bring me word
he's alive, and I'll take oath it was me
that stole the Zeniths!” She moved
gropingly from the room.

SO Corrie, having put on his Sunday
boots and oilskins, went out into the
storm to face his fellows. He did not
encounter his poor victim, who was al-
ready on the way, in a summer visitor’s
motor-car, to the nearest hospital,
twenty miles distant; but he heard talk
of concussion of the brain and a villain-
ous-looking tramp scen in the village the
previous night; also he beheld the ruins
of the shanty and the brimming ditch.
Put for something white on the sodden
erass he looked in vain; and young Hay-
ward, it seemed, had disappeared after
doing what he could for the postman.
It was nearing four when Corrie re-

-
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turmed home. The storm had ceased,
though a fine rain still fell on torn-up
roads, ruined crops and flooded mead-
ows. He told Rachel exactly what he
had heard, and added a little more.

“He was found by young Hayward.
Supposing he had the letter in his hand
when he was struck, where is it now ?”

She was too exhausted by the revul-
sion, too thankful, to think it out.

“If you're in danger, John, I'll take
the blame,” she faltered. “We’ll hope
the letter was burned.”

“But if it’s no burned, what about
Symington ?”

“He mun give back the shares.”

“Ye talk foolishness, Rachel!”

“I’'m wearied. I canna grasp aught
except that I didna commit black mur-
der. Let me be till the morning.”

Afraid to say more lest he should be-
tray himself, he let her go.

AT eight o’clock, the moment the wire
was open, he sent a telegram to
Symington :

Come at once.

About eleven, Symington’s house-
keeper, purchasing provisions, men-
tioned in the course of her chatter on
last night’s affair—the sole topic of con-
versation in Dunford—that young Mr.
Hayward had called to see her employer
at six o’clock that morning.

“What was he wanting at such an
hour?” Corrie managed to say.

“He didna name his business, but he
took a note o’ the address in London.”

This added to Corrie’s uneasiness,
though he could conceive of no connec-
tion between the early call and the
letter,

About an hour later a customer casu-
ally referred to his having observed
young Hayward enter the morning train
for the south, at Kenny Junction. At
that Corrie well-nigh gave up. All
morning he had hoped against hope that
Hayward would return the letter to its
owner—himself. Now he was forced
to face two dreadful possibilities: first,
that Hayward had recognized him last
night; secondly, that Hayward knew
Kitty’s address in London. And before
long he perceived a third: namely, that
Symington, elated by the enormous rise
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OLIN'S delight at the thought of

Kitty’s having a fortune of her own
was soon swamped by a flood of doubts
and suspicions. The remainder of the
journey was a sort of nightmare. Of
only one thing could he assure himself
as he neared London: Kitty’s fortune,
were it in danger from persons in Dun-
ford or London, was not going to be
made an easier prey by any act of his.

At first he had thought of showing
the letter to Mr. Risk and asking his ad-
vice, but now he determined that his
only course was to return to Dunford
at the carliest possible moment, and put
it into the hands of Kitty herself. He
might be losing the chance of his life by
such an action, and Mr. Risk might be
the best and straightest of men, but
Colin was so truly in love with the girl
that the hopclessuess of it made no dif-
ference. Consequently nothing but her
happiness mattered.

It was about five o’clock when he
reached Aberdare Mansions. He was
admitted without delay to his employer’s
study. Defore he could speak, Mr. Risk,
with a smile, said:

“Sorry 1 gave you that vain journey,
Hayward. This morning a note from
Symington came to the office requesting
that the new certificates be delivered to
him at the Kingsway Grand Hotel.”

“Yes; that’s the address his house-
keeper gave me, Mr. Risk,” said Colin.
“Do vout wish me to take the letter there
now #”’ he inquired, producing it.

Risk took it and laid it on the writing-
table, saying: “About noon I sent the
secretary to the hotel with a similar let-
ter, and he found that Mr. Symington
had left for Scotland about two hours
previously—presumably in response to
a wirc which the secretary was able to
learn he had received.”

“Gone back to Dunford?”

“We must not assume that. Take a
cigar, Hayward, and, if you will, tell
me in a few words what you know of
Mr. Symington.”

“Very little, Mr. Risk, and any infor-
mation I have is indircct. His father
and his two brothers all died within a
year, and about cighteen months ago he
became the owner of what we call the
White Farm—a very decent little place
until he got possession. He’s not inter-
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ested in farming, you know. I've heard
he has done all sorts of things—some
pretty queer—in his time. He has the
reputation of being a gambler and a
speculator, but please remember that
I’'m repeating gossip. I"—Colin hesi-
tated—*“really know nothing against
the man.”

Risk, offering a lighted match, said
quietly: “Well, what do you know in
his favor?”

Colin smiled. “One is more likely
to hear of a man’s faults than his
virtues. Desides, as I told you, I've
been more away from Dunford than
in it during the last five years or so.”

“You are not familiar with the
natives?”

“Not generally speaking. Still, T hope
I have a friend or two among them.”

“Would Mr. Symingten have been
welcome in your liome?”

“His father would have been courte-
ously received.”

RISK nodded thoughtfully. “Please

pardon so many questions, Hay-
ward. I feel that T may now tell you
why I am taking so much trouble, and
giving you so much, over this Mr.
Symington. About seven years ago, 1
advised a friend who had come into a
little money to put it into Zeniths for
what is sometimes termed a ‘long shot.’
I did so not only because I positively
knew the mines had a great future,
though possibly a distant one, but also
because I knew my friend would other-
wise fritter away the money which he
honestly believed he could save for his
daughter, then a young girl. . . ..
Yes, Hayward? Have you something
to say?”

“Please go on,” said Colin, restrain-
ing himself.

“Very well. Zeniths at that period,”
the other proceeded, “were decidedly
out of favor. One could buy at two or
three shillings. My friend bought five
thousand at half a crown a share. At
his request I did the business for him
and eventually handed him ten ‘bearer’
certificates for five hundred shares cach.
I am a methodical person in some
respects, and in an old diary I have a
record of the transaction and the num-
bers of the shares.
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Glasgow, and thence hack to London
by a line that did not pass near Dunford.
Iin this he was simply obeying the
instructions of Mr. Risk.) .

CHAPTER XV
THE DINNER-PARTY

AT ncarly a fortnight should
have passed without any effort on
Svmington’s part to “get a hold”

of I\ltty may seem to the reader to
require  some explanation. Possibly
sufficient will be found in a conversation
between Risk and Colin, which took
place on the twelfth day after the
latter’s call on the postmaster of
Dunford. Colin had returned from
Scotland, only to be dispatched, within
a few hours, to an address in Amster-
dam with a belt full of finely broken
bottle-glass next his skin, which he
believed to be a fortune in uncut
precious stones. DBack from Holland,
he found written instructions to proceed
to Madrid to fetch a little box
purporting to contain three thousand
sovercigns, and actually concealing
about half a hundredweight of lead.

And now, a tritle fagged, he was
sitting in Risk’s study, hopmg to hear
that he had done well. Risk did not
keep him long in suspense. After a few
auiestions respectine the last journey he
said, rather abruptly:

“Well, Hayward, you've been serving
me, so far, pretty much with your eyes
shut: I wonder if you care to continue
with your cyes open. I warn you that
some of the work may be dull and most
of it will be hard. T have got plenty
of voung men who work well in their
own particular grooves, but I want one
who is prepared to take on any job I
put before him, just as I, with so many
different interests, have had to do in
the past for myself. I don’t expect you
to learn everything at once, but I should
expect vou to be interested in everything
that interests me. And I offer you five
hundred pounds for the first year.”

Colin almost lcaped from his seat.
“Tive hundred pounds, Mr. Risk!
Why, T'll never be worth that!”

“You'll think differently six months
hence. Meantime, do you accept?”

By J. J. Bell

“Oh, rather! And I thank you a—"

“Then let us talk of something else.
IFor instance, I have word that your
friend the postman has a chance of
recovery, and I have to tell you about
our friend Svmington.”

“I’ve Dbeen \vondcxmg,’ said Colin,
“whether he accepted vour invitation
to call at the office.”

“He did—the morning after you left
for Amsterdam. Incidentally, I got
rather a good snapshot of him. Ile
scemed a trifle nervous until he received
the new certificates, and then he coolly
informed the secretary that he had pur-
chased the old one six years ago—an
unmitigated lie, as we know. It remains
to be seen, of course, whether he is
acting for himself or for Corrie, and
if the former, how many of the five
thousand shares have come into his
possession.”

“You can’t prevent his selling the
shares?”

“I could do that by circularizing all
the exchanges and brokers, but sooner
or later that would mean publicity.
Desides, T want to give Mr. Symington
rope just as I've given it to Mr.
Corrie.”

“It may prove awfully expensive
rope, Mr. Risk,” ventured Colin.

“I’m ready to pay for my amuse-
ment " the other pleasantly returned,
“and you don’t want me to tell you again
that T will replace every share it may
cost Miss Carstairs.”

“I didn’t mean that,” said Colin.
“Only—ell, vou have been so good to
me that I'd hate to see vou lose—"

“Money! Yes, but think of the game,
Hayward! And we’re going to win
that.  Why, it’s going to he the most
tremendously interesting husiness I ever
tackled. You don’t mind danger, do
you?”’

COLIN laughed. “T'm afraid I've had
no experience, bhut I'm at your
servme Mr. Risk. I suppose,” he went
n, “Symington has already converted
some of the five hundred shares into
cash.”

“We may assume that much. To put
it mildly, he has been on the spree since
the day he got the new certificates.”

“You have had him watched ?”

449



The Story of Kitty Carstairs

Risk nodded.
his past to some extent.
desirable person, I fear. But we shall
leave him for the present. My sister
and Miss Carstairs, also your friend
West, are dining with me to-night, and
I hope you are free to join us.”

Colin flushed with pleasure.

“I should like you,” continued Risk,
“to make your quarters here for the
present. Sharp has a room ready for
vou. And-now I'm going to ask you
an impertinent question. Have you
any debts?”

“No—well,
hundred pounds,
plied ruefully.

“Then pay it; and if you think you
have any grudge against him, forget it.
For this year I will pay your salary
quarterly, in advance. Don’t thank me.
I simply want you to be able to serve
me with as free a mind, and as light a
heart, as possible. Trankly, you’re an
experiment.”  With a kindly laugh Risk
proceeded to write a check.

It was no shame to Colin then if his
eves were moist.  Surely his father
would think kindlicr of him now.

“And I have gone into
He is not a

I owe my father that
” the young man re-

N hour later, he and Kitty were face
to face. Ages long it scemed since
their parting in the little wood, less than
three weeks ago! 1Tow much had hap-
pened since then! Perhaps Kitty was
more at her ease than he. She had
slipped into the new, pleasant life as
thouch she belonged to it. She was still
a little shy, but not awkwardly so. She
hiad never been “countrified;” yet Colin
had always thought of her as a coumtry
maid-—and had loved her none the less
for that. In sunlight and moonlight he
had deemed her the prettiest creature
alive. But now, under the shaded
electric lamps of a TLondon drawing-
room, in a white muslin frock that gave
glimpses of her neck and arms, he
beheld her, and his faithful heart ached
at her fresh loveliness.
“Isn’t this wonderful ?”
pered, smiling, as they shook hands.
Poor Colin! He managed to smile in
return, but not a word could he find, for
in that moment he realized that he loved
her more than ever, and that if his love
had been well-nigh hopeless before, it

she whis-
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was utterly hopeless now. For with all
his resolutions to put her out of his life
on coming to London, he had indulged
a dream of fighting for success in order
that he might one day rescue her from
dreariness or hardship, and somehow
win her for his own. Alas, now he
comprehended only too fully what the
Zeniths meant to himself. Kitty would
be a very rich young woman. He could
serve her in nothing at all. What an
irony that the man who had given him
his first step upwards—and a great step,
too!—should be the man to set his
dearest desire heyond his reach! Well,
there was nothing for it but to cleave
to duty and have done with dreams.

Nevertheless it was a cheerful little
dinner-party, and during it the lovelorn
young man and Hilda Risk laid the
foundations of a lasting friendship.
Toward the close of the repast Kitty
was telling the host of her father’s
unfinished comedy, which Mr, West had
just completed.

“He did it in six days, Mr. Risk,”
she said warmly, “and I could not have
tcld that it was not my father’s own
work. It was wonderful!”

“Not at all,” said West, in his matter-
of-fact voice. “There was next to
nothing for me to do, for the last act
was foreshadowed. It’s a great play,
Risk. Craven, of The Planct, whom 1
cot to read it right away, admitted as
much this very day, though he wouldn’t
accept it.”

“Why?” asked Risk.

“Too much unlike recent successes, I
suppose,” said West dryly. “And 1
believe it would draw all London.”

“Miss Carstairs,” said Risk kindly,

“wouldn’t you like to see your father’s
play performed?”’

The girl’'s shining eyes answered
for her.

“I think T can persuade Craven,”
remarked Risk, turning to West. “Can
you arrange a meeting between us for
the day after to-morrow ?”

“By Jove!” said West softly. ‘“The
thing’s done! Miss Carstairs, take my
word for it, that play will bring you a
little fortune. Risk, God bless you!”

Kitty looked from one to the other.
“Is 1t—1s it really and truly going to
he?” she asked, tremulously.
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“Leave it to Mr. Risk,” cried West
in high delight.

“I think you may, Miss Carstairs,”
Risk said, with that amused look of his,
“LBut don't count on the fortune just yct.
Still, I'll make the best terms I can
for you.”

“And Mr. West,” she put in quickly.
“Plecase don’t think me ungrateful and
horrid, Mr. Risk, but I don’t wish you
to—to trouble about the play at all
unless Mr. West promises—on paper,
too—to take half the profits—if any.”

“Never!” shouted West, indignant.

“Goodness me,” said Hilda, interrupt-
ing her talk with Colin, “what on earth
is the matter, Anthony?”

“Nothing, my dear,” replied her
brother. “Merely Anthony’s little way
of receiving a decent business propo-
sition.” Ie turned to Kitty. “Never
mind, Miss Carstairs; we three shall
have a talk together later, and—"

HARP came into the room with a

note on a salver,

“Messenger-boy brought it, sir; said
it was immediate,” he murmured to his
master, as he presented the salver to
Kitty. “No answer, madam,” he said
alovd, and retired.

Kitty had taken the note mechanic-
ally, but now as she sat staring at it,
the color ebbed from her face. The
plain envelope was directed to her,—in
rather shaky writing,—“Care of Miss
Risk, 366, l.ong Acre:” apparently
Hilda’s servant had sent the messenger
on to Aberdare Mansions.

Anthony West alone made any effort
to sustain the conversation, but then he
was the only person present to whom
the incident appeared ordinary, and he
too soon fell silent at the sight of the
girl's pallor.

At last the host said gently: “Hadn’t
you Dhetter open it, Miss Carstairs?
It mav be nothing so very serious,
after all.”

Kitty seemed to nerve herself: she
even smiled faintly as she tore away
the flap.  She took out a piece of ruled
paper folded once.—a page torn from
a notechook,—onened it and forced
herself to read the two lines scrawled
upon it in pencil.

Then the paper fell from her fingers,
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and with a little cry of pain she put up
her hands and hid her face.

CHAPTER XVI
CHASTISEMENT

ILDA was the first to make a

movement. She rose and passed

quickly round the table to the
apparently stricken girl.

“Kitty,” she said quietly, “remember
you are among friends here—friends
who will not permit any person or thing
to harm you.” She laid a reassuring
hand on the girl’s shoulder.

The host also rose, signing to Colin
and West to follow him from the room.
But just then Kitty let her hands fall
from her face. No longer was it pale,
for the shock of fear was past; her
cheeks glowed with insulted pride, and
her eyes shone with honest indignation.

“Mr. Risk, please don’t go away,” she
said a little unsteadily. “I don’t wish
anyone to go away. I’'m so sorry to
upset everything like this.”

“Don’t worry about that,” Risk said
gently. “As my sister has just re-
marked, we are your friends, and we
are all ready and anxious to serve you.
You really want us to remain?”’

“Please.” She turned to Hilda. “I
want you to read it aloud,” she said,
pointing to the note.

Hilda picked up the paper, and she
too flushed as her eyes took in the
penciled words.

“The beast!” she muttcred under her
breath. She took West’s seat, which
he had vacated for her.

“This note,” she announced, “has
neither address nor signature. It has
evidently been penciled by a person
under the influence of rage, illness or—
alcohol. It asks: ‘Do your new friends
know where you got the money that
brought you to I.ondon? That is all.”

Colin went ruddy, half rose and sub-
sided with mingled feelings—anger at
the affront to Kitty, dread lest for her
sake he should he forced to confess to
sending her the hundred pounds, and a
sudden recognition that not so long ago
he had held a similar piece of paper
bearing an anonymous message in
pencil.

451










































BOOK MAGAZINE

landing he overtook her, and they con-
tinued their descent on the broader
stone steps, passing business offices
closed for the night.

At the entrance a plain-looking motor
brougham was waiting.

“I hope you will remember, Miss Car-
stairs,” he whispercd, “that I used no
harshness.”

“I will—thank you.
go?”

“It's a longish drive.”

As they crossed the pavement Kitty
thought it strange that no one stared;
then she almost laughed at the stupidity
of the notion. Why should anyone
starc? Truly, the man was behaving
very nicely.

He opened the door, followed her
into the brougham and closed it with a
bang. The brougham immediately
rolled away. He took the narrow seat
opposite, and she heard him draw a
long breath.

She tried to balk the returning fears.
‘Anger at her uncle assisted her to some
extent. He must have gone quite mad!
And then a dreadful thought struck
and almost stunned her spirit. Sup-
pose something had happened to Sam!
Suppose he were—dead!

ITave we far to

TIME passed ere she recovered her

wits and courage. Her aunt knew
the truth, and Kitty could not believe
that Rachel Corne, even for her
brother’s sake, would fall to perjury.
And there was Mr. Risk and Hilda and
Mr. West and—Colin! Oh, with such
friends, why should she be afraid? No
doubt she was in for a most disagree-
able ordeal; but it was bound to end in
her complete triumph. . . . . Well, she
was having an adventure, and no mis-
take! Adventures—how lightly she
had uttered the word in the past to
Colin! How gently he had treated her
foolish talk! Her mind went back to
that night in the little wood at Dunford,
when she had let him kiss her. Then
his prospects and hers had been simply
blank. Now—but what had made her
allow him to kiss her?

She came out of a long reflection. In-
deed, the destination was evidently a
far one! She had not noticed the
course taken by the brougham—not that
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she could have recognized any streets
other than one or two of the main West
End thoroughfares. It seemed to her
now that they must be somewhere in
the suburbs.

‘““Are we nearly there?”’ she asked her
guardian.

ITe cleared his throat. “Still a bit
to go,” he said, and gave a long, vague
explanation, which she could not fol-
low, as to police districts and other mat-
ters. “My work ends,” he concluded,
“when I have handed you over to the
—the chief inspector.”

She thought of asking him what the
chief inspector was like, and whether
she would have to go to Scotland, but
suddenly she felt too tired for talk.
The reaction had come, and she lay
back exhaustedly, with the tears not
far away. She was no longer impatient
to reach the destination.

HE man drew down the blinds. Soon

the speed of the brougham was in-
creased; it seemed to be traveling over
a different sort of road. There were
occasional ruts that suggested the
country.

At the end of what seemed a very
long, yet too short period, the man said:

“We are practically there now.” And
under his breath he added: ‘‘Thank
God !’

The brougham lurched round a cor-
ner; presently its pace slackened.

The man drew up the blind on the
left, and the moment the motion ceased,
threw open the door and jumped out.
laying her bag on the ground.

“Will you get out, please?” he said.
?i]s voice had become husky and fear-

ul.

She obeyed and looked about her.

“But surelyathis is not—"

Speech failed as the man, with a
whispered “Forgive!” sprang into the
brougham, which immediately started.

“Oh, Lord!” groaned the man, ‘“tc
think T’ve lived to do a job like this for
the sake of twenty pounds!”

Kitty found herself standing on the
earthen foot-walk of a badly lighted
road, in front of an iron gate, open,
with a shrub-bordered path leading to
a large, dark house. That was all she
had grasped, when some one sprang
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with,” said the wise Kitty. “And
you must sit in that nice chair till I
prepare it.”

They partook cautiously of some very
light dainties, and sipped a little wine
and water; and then Colin {felt equal
to a wash-up; and then they made love;
and then Colin went along to give the
man, who was inclined to be boisterous,
a word of warning; and then they made
more love, and talked a little sense as
well; but the sense made them very
sleepy, and for a space they forgot
cven each other; and when Colin wolke
up, he beheld Kitty preparing some-
thing for breakfast; and it was such a
delicious sight to behold her with her
sleeves rolled up that he was almost
angry when Risk and West, having
forced a silent cntrance to the house,
smashed their way down to the
basement.

L/\TER, safely at Hilda’s flat, Kitty
would have thanked Risk, but he

stopped her almost at the first word.

“No, Miss Carstairs,” he said, with
a rueful smile, “I have found out that
I’'m not clever. I thought I was till I
met your aunt. I have to thank her for
saving me from a bitter failure. I
believe she will yet save her unhappy
brother. “And”—he paused for a
moment—*“I think we may leave Mr.
Symington to receive his punishment
from her—unless you would prefer—”

“Oh, let him go,” she cried, with a
shudder. “I hope I may never see him,
or Dunford, again. I want to ask you
a question, Mr. Risk. Do I—do I owe
you a hundred pounds?”

“Alas, no,” he answered meaningly;
“I'm not the lucky man.”

“Ah!” said Hilda. “I was sure of it
all the time!”

“Colin!” exclaimed Kitty before
she could prevent it, and blushed
adorably.

Colin turned inquiringly from his
tallk with West. “Yes, dearest,” he
said quite naturally, and then Dblushed
also.

There was an interesting silence till
the young man stammered: “By the
way, hasn’t Kitty told you we were
cngaged ?”

“Well,” remarked Hilda, when the
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congratulations were over, “I must say
I never thought of Mr. Symington as
a match-maker!”

CHAPTER XXVI
THE DISAPPEARANCE OF SYMINGTON

T would seem that Rachel Corrie had
forgotten her own weakness in her
brother’s collapse. He had risen as

usual, but it was evident that he was
totally unfit for the business of the day.
Crouched in his chair by the kitchen
fire, he presented a sad spectacle of
human misery and shame. It was after
nine, and Rachel was endeavoring to
persuade him to eat some bhreakfast.

With scarcely any warning Syming-
ton, coming from the shop. was upon
them. His face was like chalk, his eyes
were congested.

“Corrie,” he cried hoarsely, “I give
you three minutes to produce my Zenith
certificates !”

11Corrie seemed to shrink—that was

all.

Rachel placed herself in front of
him.

“Mr. Symington,” she said steadily,
“I took them, and ye can just make
up your mind never 1o see them
again.”

Just for an instant he seemed balked.
Then he said viciously: “Hand them
over, or see your brother go to jail!”

“For what?”

“Attempted murder.”

“"Twas me that fired the postman’s
house, but that’s all settled. Any-
thing else?”

He glared at her, uncertain how to
proceed.

She did not wait for him. “Mr.
Symington, two gentlemen were here
last night, and I sent them to a house
at Richmond, Surrey—”

“What? You devil, you've ruined
me!” He fairly staggered. He did
not ask how she had learned about
the house.

“They’ll be there by now, I should
say,” she went on unemotionally. “A
dirty business, Mr. Symington. If I
were you, I'd make haste to quit this
country. You’re a done man here-
abouts.” :
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