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killed. The agent, with his island natives,
forced master and crew into their boats
and made ’em clear out. The master died
at sea two days later. Crew died of thirst
or were drowned, crazy—all but one illit-
erate bo’s’n, who was picked up by a
steamer and eventually brought the news
back to the syndicate.

“Now, they're plumb up against it, as
far as their second steamer is concerned.
She’s lying in some unknown inlet that
was undoubtedly entered by the master
upon papers he fetched away when he left
her. .But he’s presumably in the belly of
a shark, and his papers with him. The
bo’s'm couldn’t navigate—couldn’t tell
within a thousand miles the location of
that Dboat. She’s lying there, perfectly
cquipped and loaded for whatever they
meant to do with her,—cargo probably
worth millions,—and she might as well be
at the bottom of the ocean! Know what /
think? I'll bet a hundred dollars that gang
of Swedes located some man whom they
had reason to believe either the pearl-shell
agent on that island or the Englishman
with him—and have Dbeen following the
chap with the ideca that he might have their
ship-master’s papers!  Of course, it’s only
a hunch—not a shred of real evidence to
support it. DBut that’s the only theory
which seems to connect those men in the
hotel with the chap who was murdered.”

HEN Medford left us that day, we

assumed that we would see him
within a day or two at the outside. But
it was a good many months before we
even heard of him, so completely did he
drop out of our everyday world. In that
time, Iarnel’s investigations of the sup-
posed Swedes had produced no evidence
upon which they could be detained. The
house in West Eighty-first Street was pres-
ently vacated, and all trace of those who
had occupied it was lost. The studio-mur-
-der passed into the police records as a mys-
terv with no clues.

IFrom the restaurant where we had
lunched together Medford got in communi-
cation with Satterlee and arranged to meet
him at the club an hour later. When they
had locked themselves into his luxurious
suite. Jim gave him the additional data ob-
tained from Tony Farnel and his Secret
Service operatives. Then they looked at
each other in silence for a moment or two.
Presently Satterlee said, reflectively:

“From what you tell me, the Secret Serv-

By Culpeper Zandtt

ice has no suspicion at all that the steam-
ships referred to by those presumable
Swedes may be actually U-boats—of the
latest, most effective class built at Kiel?”

“None whatever! I infer that the
Swedes, even among themselves, were
mighty particular to use the word steam-
ships. They had obvious reasons for such
a precaution.”

“But if ordinary steamships, the loading
with such a mysterious cargo and dispatch-
ing them to a hidden rendezvous—aban-
doning them for an indefinite period—is
too beastly absurd on the face of it! They
must have cleared for some regular port,
with a manifest and other papers that
would bear inspection! Did your friend,
Farnel, actually swallow a yarn like that?”

“Not until he’d had a talk with Lloyd’s
people and the London Salvage represent-
atives. They admitted that scrap-iron
and even dirt had heen frequently shipped
in packing-cases labeled ‘pianos’ or ‘expen-
sive machinery, upon certiain overinsured
ships. He also was shown a list of ships
reported as missing during the last quar-
ter. Two of them were of a size and build
which might easily correspond to those
mentioned by the Swedes. Of course, the
whole yarn is improbable, if you're going
by everyday activities in the shipping
trade—but it’s entirely possible.”

SATTERLEE grinned reminiscently.
“Oh, I grant you anything’s possible!
H-m-m—this proposition is kinda getting
hold of my imagination; let's see what it
actually amounts to: Presumably there
were two mighty effective submarines
which were never surrendered—which sim-
ply disappeared, and probably were re-
ported to the Allied governments as hav-
ing been sunk by the British fleet at one
time or another. That’s perfectly simple
and plausible. If they didn’t return to
their home base after their last departure,
even German naval officers would accept
that statement without question. Now, we
have no evidence to show that the men in
whose possession they now are have rela-
tions with any government—or to indicate
what they intend doing with them in the
future. We can surmise the obvious use,
of course—but at that, we may be quite
wide of the mark. One guess is really as
good as another. What we do know is
that one of those subs is where they can
put their hands on it when they're ready
to move. And with that one we have noth-
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ing to do—for the present, anyhow. I'd
say it is probably on bottom in about ten
fathoms somewhere—practically no possi-
bility of anyone’s discovering it by chance.
With the other, however,—the one whose
insides and general operation you know
so well—we seem to have a little the edge
on everybody else, if we keep from being
wiped out because of that knowledge.
After you turned in last night, I looked up
that last position given in von Breitnach’s
log_"

“One of the isolated atolls down near
the Solomon group, isn’t it? The position
would be in that neighborhood, as I recol-
lect the chart.”

“Greenwich Island—isolated, as you say,
three hundred and sixty miles north of
the Solomons. . . . . Wait a second! Tl
get the Admiralty ‘Pilot’ for the Western
Pacific groups—then I can explain better.
. ... Here it is! Now, then! ‘Green-
wich Islands—reported in eighteen-eighty-
three. Twenty-eight small islands covered
with coconut trees on east side. Reef tri-
angular—fourteen miles by nine. Boat-
entrance to lagoon through southeast cor-
ner. About a hundred and fifty natives.’
That covers practically all the official data.
My business interests, however, require as
detailed reports as is possible for me to
obtain—from a good many out-of-the-way
corners of the world—particularly the
South Seas and East Indian Archipelago.
Ten months ago one of the Island traders
who is really in my employ—though he
doesn’t know it—sent in this little type-
written note: ‘Natives on Greenwich
Island group thinned out by epidemic—
two hundred and twenty-nine survivors
accepted proposition of copra-dealers and
were moved down to a cove on north coast
of New Britain—leaving Islands aban-
doned. A pearling company said to have
lease—after a ‘taboo’ which has still two
years to run. Passed this group in
schooner last month—appear to be de-
serted.” ”

“Hmph! That would give a good deal
of color to this submarine theory. One of
the best-developed naval bases Germany
had before the Australians took it was
Friedrich Wilhelmshafen on the east end
of Papua—about six hundred and fifty
miles from this Greenwich group. There
are thousands of Germans all through Pa-
pua and the Solomons; it’s pretty generally
admitted that a German radio is doing
business "=~ gome ~¢ ‘"= Papuan moun-

o
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tains in spite of the British occupation.
. ... Satterlee, there’s practically no ques-
tion as to U-119 being in the lagoon of
that deserted group or in one of the reef-
channels between the islands. And we're
the only living men who know it!”

“ ELL,” said Satterlee, “I'm not dis-

puting the fact. What's on your
mind? A few years ago I'd have said:
‘Let’s you and I go get her!” I used
to risk my life—jump headlong into ad-
ventures, as if I had as many lives as a
cat. Four times, before I was thirty-five,
I was ‘on the beach’—flat broke. In be-
tween those times worth a hundred thou-
sand—half a million—fifty thousand.
Reckon, to-day, I'm considerably over the
million mark—and I'm no longer young.
Crave adventure as much as I ever did—
but not at quite so much risk of being
snuffed out before I'm ready to go. But
I'm interested in this proposition suffi-
ciently to get that sub entirely beyond the
reach of those Swedes, or whatever else
they may be, if I can. If you care to risk
vour neck on a gamble of this sort, I'll
back you with money—and perhaps half a
dozen men who can be trusted to the limit
under any conditions. Frankly, Medford,
—though I know nothing of your resources,
—1I don’t believe you could pull it off with-
out my assistance.”

“Possibly. But—why?”

“You've got to have some kind of a
steamer capable of staying on top in Pa-
cific hurricane weather, and rigged with
pretty heavy derrick-hooms—that’s your
first requisite. With the demand for ton-
nage what it is to-day, in every country,
I doubt if you get one for half a million!
Too vast an amount of tonnage has been
destroyed. You've got to have quite a
lot of diving and wrecking equipment be-
fore you get that sub to the surface and
under her own power. How far do you
suppose you'd get, in these times, attempt-
ing to purchase anything of the sort—be-
fore the secret service in two or three dif-
ferent countries would be asking rather
pointed questions which you couldn’t an-
swer without giving your whole game
away? You'll need at least six other men
—navigator and engineer among them—
who'll obey your orders without question
and keep their mouths shut under all con-
ditions—who’ll stand by you to the end
of the deal as long as you keep your agree-
ment with them. How many of such men
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there. Forty-five miles one way, thirty-
eight the other—about fifty thousand peo-
ple altogether, mostly bunched in the cul-
tivated valley which runs across from east
to west; but it’s absolutely one of the least-
known spots on the globe—under the rule
of its own native rajah, with merely a resi-
dent commissioner to represent the Dutch
Government—not over thirty whites on
the island. On the south coast there are
two entirely landlocked bays, with hills
from five to nine hundred feet high all
around them—steep-to. The larger one,
Telok Awang, is five miles wide by
six long, and with water enough to accom-
modate the navies of the world—has com-
munication with the middle of the island
only by two footpaths through the jungle,
but it has three small fishing villages
around its shores. The other, Telok
Blongas—in the southwest corner—is miles
away from any settled part of the island,
has but one footpath leading down into it
from the hills, through pretty thick under-
growth—and it has a hidden inlet with
nine fathoms of water, two miles long by
a thousand feet wide. Of course, there
may be a few native huts where that path
comes out on the shore, but there’s no vil-
lage of any size within miles, and there
are probably months when not a soul visits
the place. As late as 1913 the Admiralty
charts note that the whole south coast of
these islands, and Java, ‘have only been
partly surveyed’-—which shows how com-
pletely isolated they are.”

“Wasn’t there a story going about the
China Sea and the Moluccas that Cap’n
Sam Nickerson found a German masked
battery of naval guns on the Head at the
entrance to one of those bays—and suc-
ceeded in blowing it up one night, in
1915?2”

“I’ve heard that story, and I believe it
had some foundation. Germany certainly
intended to fortify Telok Awang as a naval
base as soon as she had taken over the
Dutch possessions—because it is one of
the very finest harbors in the whole East
Indies. The chaps in the British navy
all believe that it was the Emden’s base,
and that the Germans paid the Rajah of
Lombok something very satisfactory to
have those three little fishing-villages
abandoned for a few years. It is said also
that one of the navy supply-boats, dis-
guised as a tramp, put in there for water
one night, found the bay apparently de-
serted, and a long corrugated-iron shack

By Culpeper Zandtt

hidden in the brush on the east side, full
of oil and ship’s stores. Might belong to
the Dutch government, of course—not the
slightest evidence against that supposition,
or even that it may be the property of the
Koninklijke people, held there as emer-
gency stores in case they are needed by
one of their Lombok and Sumbawa steam-
ers. But not a single steamer of any de-
scription touches at a port on the south
coasts of those islands or goes within miles
of them!”

“Hmph! Reckon I'm beginning to un-
derstand your hunch, Captain! You're
figuring that the massive German mind
always moves in the same way regardless
of circumstances or human variability—
eh? You think that having once used
Telok Awang as a perfectly safe hidden
base for the Emden and other raiders, hav-
ing oil and stores already waiting there,
so concealed that no cruiser poking her
nose between the Heads would be likely
to see them, your U-boat syndicate intends
to use the place again, because it would be
very difficult to find another place as good
without running much more risk of dis-
covery? Isn’t that the idea?”

“You've struck it, Sam. We don’t know
that those fellows have anything to do
with the inside crowd which is actually
running Germany to-day, but we do know
that possession of these two subs implies
pretty close relations somewhere—<close
enough for them to get all the valuable
hints in regard to hiding-places that any-
one in Germany could give them. There’s
practically no question that they know all
the inside dope there may be concerning
Telok Awang and the Emden’s secret ac-
tivities—and if they know that, there’s
little chance of their wasting much time
searching the charts and Pilots for some
other place as good. I'm heading straight
for the south coast of Lombok, and I'll
bet the other sub turns up there within
sixty days!”

S the submarine raced around the

north end of Papua and down through
the Moluccas, there were many discussions
concerning their quarry and their possible
future proceedings—but the actualities of
their own position never really dawned
upon them until one morning when they
were forced to slow down because of fog so
thick they could see but thirty feet of
their own turtle-deck from the conning-
tower. Medford and Torrey were stand-
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prize bear in the whole wide world; and
he rejoiced in every added ounce of fur
and muscle.

1FE was good, after all. As the long

fall drew to winter, and the various
herries grew ripe and rich, and the fallen
leaves began to shuffle beneath his clumsy
feet, just to live and breathe became a
delight. And when the night brought its
age-old return of mystery—smells pun-
gent and strange, and the little, hushed
noises of the wilderness, he would simply
tingle with rapture. He liked the long,
hard walks with his master, the meals un-
der the pines, the hours of romping and
the caress of the hard hand. It was a curi-
ous fact that the days seemed to pass
faster for Long Tom, too. It is not good
for a man to live alone in the still hills,
and little Woof was company of the rarest.
The man was never quite sure what he
was going to do next. He only knew that
it would be something entirely unlooled-
for and original.

Long Tom permitted him the fullest
freedom. After the first week the hastily
fabricated collar and leash were taken off
for good. Long Tom, free as the eagles
that now and then skimmed down from
kagle Ridge, knew something of the value
of liberty. Woof was of a free people,
even as he himself, and his eternal sense
of justice prevented him from infliciing
bonds on his pet. The cub was free to go
at all times—yet he seemed to prefer to
remain. And really he had all the joys of
a completely wild bear with none of the
disadvantages. There was nothing tame
about the wild, nomadic life they led from
rim to rim of the Lake region.

Woof began to be glad that he did not
face the winter alone. Somehow, the sight
of all the fallen leaves, and the dying
flowers, and the feel of a strange heavi-
ness in the air, began to make him afraid.
Iven the leaves looked strange and dark,
and the grass got tawny, and the wind
came up cold in the dawns. He began to
be glad of the tall, strong body that lay
beside him under the coverlet. By now
the flicht of the waterfowl had begun in
earnest; and the air was choked with the
sad cry of the wild geese. The velvet
was all gone from the horns of the great
buck deer, and they seemed to be filled
with frenzy and madness; it was mating
time among the black-tails. And one
night the snow fell over the hills.

By Edison Marshall

It vanisbed soon in the morning; but
for all that, it marked the change in the,
seasons. Winter had come.

Soon after this Woof beheld the slow
descent of all the forest people from
the lake regions to the brown foothills be-,
low. Even the rodents and the poison~
folk were crawling away where his grop-
ing paw could not find them. One night,l
when he wanted Long Tom to play with
him, he saw that his master was busy tear-
ing down the little shelter.

“I'm going to the lower foothills,” the
man explained. “You’d freeze your nose
off if we tried to winter here.”

For Long Tom had no deeds of land or
cabin of logs to keep him in one place.
He moved with the seasons, and his trail
was the trail of the deer—down in fall
and up in spring.

On the way they met Jim Gibbs—a
trapper that lived in the Fish Lake
region. Neither of them particularly cared
about him. Long Tom, a just man to the
last drop in his veins, had always tried to
overcome the feeling of distrust that he
had for him; and his greeting was
friendly. He tried to disregard the fact
that more than once Gibbs had broken
the trapper’s law and trespassed on Long
Tom’s own trapping-ground. But of
course Gibbs was a white man, and he
did not understand the law of trap and
tribe.

But little Woof felt no restraining in-
fluences. He knew little of manners and
less of conventions that make the relafions
of human beings so inexplicable to the
forest folk, and he had no principles what-
ever except fairness to his master and self-
preservation; so he made no effort at all
to be polite to Gibbs. He didn’t like the
way Gibbs looked at him. It was the same
look that had burned from the eyes of the
cougar, one night when it had slain a deer
in the Dark Glen.

So Woof didn’t look twice at Gibbs.
But he was very much interested indeed
in the pet that followed at Gibbs’ heels.
He had to look a long time before he could
make him out; and then concluded that
he must be a strange kind of bear-cub.

Gibbs’ pet was interested too; and he
also fell to conjecturing what manner of
creature this little, black, fuzzy, four-
legged beast might be. And equally er-
roneously, he concluded that he must be
some new kind of dog They came- up
to make friends. .

















































































The White Moll

must come; but before it came, as the
White Moll, armed with the knowledge
of the crime that had driven Danglar’s
wife into hiding, and which was Dan-
glar’s crime too, and with the evidence
in the shape of those jewels in her pos-
session, she and Danglar would meet
somewhere—alone. Before the law got
him, when he would be closemouthed and
struggling with all his cunning to keep
the evidence of other crimes from piling
up against him and damning whatever
meager chances he might have to escape
the penalty for Deemer’s murder, she
meant—yes, even if she pretended to com-
pound a felony with him—to force or to
inveigle from him a confession of the
authorship and details of the scheme to
rob Skarbolov that night when she, Rhoda
Gray, in answer to a dying woman’s plead-
ing, had tried to forestall the plan, and
had been caught, apparently, in the very
act of committing the robbery herself!
With that confession in her possession,
with the identity of the unknown woman
who had died in the hospital that night
established, her own story would be be-
lieved.

And so, if she were weary, what did it
matter? It was only until morning.
Danglar was at the Silver Sphinx now
with the man he meant that she should
help him murder-—orly that plan would
fail, because there would be no Bertha to
lure the man to his death, and she, Rhoda
Gray, had only to keep track of Danglar
until somewhere, where he lived, perhaps,
she should have that final scene, that final
reckoning with him alone.

It was a long way to the Silver Sphinx,
which she knew, as everyone in the un-
derworld and everyone in New York who
was addicted to slumming knew, was a
combination dance-hall and restaurant in
the Chatham Square district. She tried
to find a taxi, but without avail. A clock
in a jeweler’s window which she passed
showed her that it was ten minutes after
cleven. She had had no idea that it was
so late. At elevemg sharp, Danglar had
said. Danglar would be growing restive!
She took the elevated. If she could risk
the protection of her veil in the Silver
Sphinx, she could risk it equally in an
elevated train!

But in spite of the elevated it was, she
knew, well toward half-past eleven when
she finally came down the street in front
of the Silver Sphinx. From under her
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veil she glanced half curiously, half in a
sort of grim irony, at the taxies lined up
before the dance-hall. The two leading
cars were not taxies at all, though they
bore the earmarks, with their registers, of
being public vehicles for hire; they were
large, roomy, powerful, and looked, with
their hoods up, like privately owned mo-
tors. Well, it was of little account! She
shrugged her shoulders as she mounted the
steps of the dance-hall. Neither Bertha
nor Cloran would use those cars to-night!

BEDLAM of noise smote her ears as

she entered the place. A jazz band
was in full swing; on the polished section
of the floor in the center a packed mass
of humanity swirled and gyrated and
wriggled in the contortions of the latest
dance, and laughed and howled immod-
crately; and around the sides of the room
the waiters rushed this way and that
amongst the crowded tables, mopping at
their faces with their aprons. It seemed
as though confusion itself held sway!

Rhoda Gray scanned the occupants of
the tables. The Silver Sphinx was par-
ticularly riotous to-night, wasn’t it? Yes,
she understood! A great many of the
men were wearing little badges. Some
society or other was celebrating—and was
doing it with abandon! It was certainly
a free-and-easy night! Everything went!

Danglar!  Yes, there he was—quite
close to her, only a few tables away—
and beside him sat a heavy-built, clean-
shaven man of middle age. That would
be Cloran, of course—the man who was
to have been lured to his death. Dan-
glar was nervous and uneasy, she could
see. His fingers were drumming a tattoo
on the table; his eyes were roving fur-
tively about the room; and he did not
seem to be paying any but the most dis-
trait attention to his companion, who
was talking to him.

Rhoda Gray sank quickly into a vacant
chair. Three men, linked arm in arm,
and decidedly more than a little drunk,
were approaching her. She turned her
head away to avoid attracting their at-
tention. It was too free and easy here
to-night, and she began to regret her te-
merity at having ventured inside; she
would better, perhaps, have waited until
Danglar came out—only there were two
exits, and she might have missed him—-
and—

A cold fear upon her, she shrank back
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most too literally the case. And now it
scemed to her that each time she swerved
there came an exultant shout from the
car behind. Well, she asked for noth-
ing better; that was what she was trying
to do, wasn’t it?—inspire them with the
helief that she was breaking under the
strain.

Her eyes searched anxiously down the
luminous pathway made by her high-pow-
ered headlights. If only she could reach
a piece of road that combined two things
an embankment of some sort, and a
curve just sharp enough to throw those
headlights behind off at a tangent for an
instant as they rounded it too, in follow-
ing her.

A minute, two, another passed. And
then Rhoda Gray, tight-lipped, her face
drawn hard, as her own headlights sud-
denly edged away from the road and
opeaxed what looked like a deep ravine on
her left, while the road curved to the right,
flung a frenzied glance back of her. It
was her chance—her one chance. Dan-
glar was perhaps a little more than a hun-
dred yards in the rear. Yes—now! His
headlights were streaming out on her left
as he too touched the curve. The right-
hand side of her car, the right-hand side
of the road were in blackness. She
checked violently, almost to a stop, then
instantly opened the throttle wide once
more, wrenching the wheel over to head
the machine for the ravine; and before
the car picked up its momentum again,
she dropped from the right-hand side,
darted to the far edge of the road and
flung herself flat down upon the ground.

The great black body of her car seemed
to sail out into nothingness like some weird
aérial monster, the headlights streaming
uncannily through space—then blackness
—and a terrific crash.

And now the other car had come to a
stop almost opposite where she lay. Dan-
glar and the two chauffeurs, shouting at
each other in wild excitement, lcaped out
and rushed to the edge of the embank-
ment.. And then suddenly the sky grew
red as a great tongue-flaime shot up from
below. Tt outlined the forms of the three
men as they stood there, until, abruptly,
as though with one accord, they rushed
pellmell down the embankment toward
the burning wreckage. And as they dis-
appeared from sight Rhoda Gray jumped

By Frank L. Packard

to her feet, sprang for Danglar’s car,
flung herself into the driver’s seat, and
the car shot forward again along the road.

A shout, a wild chorus of yells, the re-
ports of a fusillade of shots reached her;
she caught a glimpse of forms running
insanely after her along the edge of the
embankment—then silence save for the
roar of the speeding car.

HE drove on and on. Somewhere, near-
ing a town, she saw a train in the dis-
tance coming in her direction. She
reached the station first, and left the car
standing there, and with the torn veil over
her face again, took the train.

She was weak, undone, exhausted. Even
her mind refused its functions further.
It was only in a subconscious way she
realized that the garret, whither she had
thought never to go again, and the
role of Gypsy Nan, were more than ever
now her sole refuge. The plot against Cloran
had failed, but they could not blame that
on Bertha’s nonappearance; and since it
had failed, she would not now be expected
to assume the dead woman’s personality.
True, she had not, as had been arranged,
reached the Silver Sphinx at eleven, but
there were a hundred excuses she could
give to account for her being late in keep-
ing the appointment, so that she had ar-
rived just in time, say, to see Danglar
dash wildly in pursuit of a woman who
had jumped into the car that ske yas
supposed to take!

The garret! The garret again—and
Gypsy Nan! Her surroundings seemed
to become a blank to her, her actions to
be prompted by some purely mechanical
sense. She was conscious only that
finally, after an interminable time, she
was in New York again; and after that,
long, long after that, dressed as Gypsy
Nan, she was stumbling up the dark, lad-
derlike steps to the attic.

How her footsteps dragged! She
opened the door, staggered inside, locked
the door again and staggered toward the
cot, and dropped upon it; and the gray
dawn came in with niggardly light
through the grimy little windowpanes, as
though timorously inquisitive of this
shawled and dissolute figure prone and
motionless, this figure that in other dawns
had found neither sleep nor rest—this
figure that lay there now as one dead.

Further adventures of the “White Moll” will be told by that master-
narrator Frank Packard in the next, the January, Blue Book Magazine.

























































The Chinese Label

Frezzi were made at Rome which developed
the information (Italy having in some man-
ner become aware of her true allegiance) that
she had never been in the Italian service but
was cmployed by Turkey. She was probably
aware of this investigation, for she crossed
to Spain before the French could arrest her.

Madrid informs us she remained in Spain
a short time and then sailed for New York.
Passport showed Spanish nationality. She
has since resided in and near New York, with
a few visits to Washington. Has not been
under espionage, of course. Regret this is -
the limit of our information.

Have bcen able to get the following addi-
tional data concerning Captain Glenn:

From former army associates, confidential,
we learn that he was requested to resign from
army because he had become an opium-
cater, When under influence, he associated
with Chinesc. There was nothing against
him cxcept this habit, and he was allowed to
quit with a clear record. From Cleveland we
learn he has taken treatment two or three
times in attempt to break the habit, without
permanent results, that he was badly affected
by the enforcecment of the Harrison Law, and
is believed to have gone South because of
greater ease in proeuring drug near the bor-
der.

CHAPTER XVIII

more beyond the city limits when

the Captain looked over his shoul-
der and addressed Ranger Hard: “You
might take that gag out now, I reckon.
Better leave the cuffs on; they wont give
him no discomfort to speak of. If, when
we are going through any village or pass-
ing another car, or anything, he takes a
notion to yawp, bend a pistol-barrel
against the side of his head.”

“I shore will,” Hard promised grimly
as he removed the impediment to Villa-
bosa’s speech. His voice and manner im-
plied that he was still thinking of the girl
he had been forced to leave behind in San
Antonio.

Villabosa did not “yawp.” He sat per-
fectly quiet in the corner of the covered
car and took no chances. After a time he
dozed, and finally slept. All night the car
drove ahead, most of the time over roads
that were far from being State highways.
The sun had risen when they turned off
toward a small farmhouse that stood well
back from the road—Dalton’s little prop-
erty in San Miguel County.

A youngish, red-haired, competent-look-
ing man came out of the house and awaited
the stopping of the car by the gallery. He
said, “Mawnin’, Cap’n,” quite as though
Dalton were in the habit of appearing at

DALTON’S car had gone five miles or
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this hour, nodded to Hard, and eyed Villa-
bosa as the Captain ordered him to the
ground. Dalton got out himself and took
off the prisoner’s handcuffs.

“Gentleman I've brought to stay with
us a few days—maybe more an’ maybe
less, depending,” he explained. “I reckon,
if you don’t mind, we’d all like a little
breakfast. After that, Hard and me need
some sleep. Prob’ly our friend does too.
However, it wouldn’t be fittin’ for every-
body to sleep all at once. You wasn'’t do-
ing anything that would prevent you keep-
ing an eye on him while we catch up a
little, was you, Jim?”

“Nothing a-tall, Cap’n,” the farmer re-
plied. “Me, I went to bed with the little
birds and got up with the same, and I aint
got nothing important on my mind to-day
a-tall.” He entered the house and began
to prepare a second breakfast. Villabosa
chafed his wrists gently and gloomed in
silence. Except when addressed, which had
been only two or three times, he had not
spoken all night.

“Mr. Manning, here, will look out for
you,” Dalton told him crisply, when they
had eaten. “You can take that cot bed in
that front room there, and sleep as long
as you want to. If you want to move
around any, ask him. It wont be healthy
to try it otherwise. —Jim, I want to talk
to you outside.”

THEY were gone five minutes, while
Ranger Hard smoked a cigarette and
yawned mightily. When they came in,
Manning went through into another room
and came back with a pistol in its holster
hanging from his belt. Villabosa’s lip
curled.
“If you think I am going to try to get
away,” he sneered at Dalton, “you are mis-

taken. No. That would be playing your
game. ‘Shot while trying to escape.” No,
thank you. If you murder me, you will

do it in cold blood. I shall not give you
the excuse.”

“You're safer thataway,” Dalton com-
mented dryly. He and Hard went into the
back room, whence very soon came sounds
of their slumber. Villabosa, stretched on
the cot the Captain had pointed out, also
slept. Only Jim Manning remained awake,
sitting by the window where he had the
prisoner in full sight, smiling once in a
while to himself at the recollection of that
five minutes’ conversation he had had
with Dalton, no part of which had been
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you this minute, but I must wait—and
you had best not. I will be at the Edge-
mont as soon as I can get there—in less
than an hour, I hope.”

“I can’t!” she choked. “I can't go back
there alone.”

“May I go with you?”

Napier had been unconscious of Ma-
dame I'rezzi’s presence. She came, now,
to Ruth Glenn’s side. Her face was
neither hard nor set; her voice was not
cold but soft and warm with sympathy,
and there were tears rolling unhindered
down her cheeks—the first, Napier
thought, that she had shed for more than
eight-and-forty hours.

“Y would like to go,” she said, and her
cyes begged Napier not to forbid it. *1
understand. I too have lost a father.”
And Napier felt, although her voice ceased,
that her mind continued the sentence:
“—and a mother, and a brother, and two
sisters.”

“Go with her,” he told Miss Glenn, “and
I will come as soon as I can. This is Ma-
dame Frezzi. She will stay with you un-
til T come.”

The older woman slipped her hand
through the girl’s arm, and Miss Glenn
leaned gratefully toward her.

“Poor Daddy!” she sighed. “To go like
that, here in this—"

Napier spoke gravely: “You can be
very glad and proud of what happened at
the end. You have it always to remember
that he went away like a brave gentleman
and soldier.”

“Come soon,” she said as she followed
Madame Frezzi to the door. “I want to
hear the story—and to see him. I haven’t
a friend, you know, except you. I am all
alone now.” '

“No,” he said softly, for her ears only.
“You are not alone, and you wont be, if
I can help it—ever.”

The look she gave him before she turned
away was not all mere gratitude.

DOCTOR, unneeded, came soon after,

and then the coroner, and an ambhu-
lance for the dead; and after that a pa-
trol-wagon, into which policemen pushed
Kalat and Tung Sheng and Ng Choy. The
old restaurant-keeper, to the last, main-
tained a perfect calm, surveying all the
proceedings with the detached interest of
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one for whom they possessed no signifi-
cance. But his shallow, soulless eyes
rested on Napier as he passed, and the
special agent was honestly thankful that
Ng Choy was not free to give commands
to slant-eyed man-killers, and that the day
was far distant when he would be.

With the five keys they opened the safe,
and out of its opium-tin they took the
glinting, scintillating Ray of Light. And
under the floor of the wine-room, cun-
ningly concealed, they found more than a
hundred cans of opium.

When Napier and Gordon, with the two
other Treasury agents, leaving policemen
to guard the house, finally came out and
climbed into Gordon’s litttle automobile
for the trip to the Federal Building, the
neighborhood, notwithstanding the hour,
was buzzing with repressed excitement.
Chinamen in little groups of two and three
were passing and repassing the great house
on the opposite side of the street, not seem-
ing to look toward it, clacking steadily
and monotonously.

“The Chinese underground is going at
full speed,” Gordon commented. “Isn’t it
remarkable how news spreads with them?
I'll wager there isn’t a Chink in San An-
tonio, this side of Government Hill, who
hasn’t heard all the details by now-—who
is arrested, and who is dead and, roughly,
how it all happened.”

“The Society of the I'ragrant Lily isn't
raided often,” Napier said. “Its members
keep out of trouble—by removing their
enemies. Will you go over to police head-
quarters and attend to registering the pris-
oners, as soon as we have left this stuff at
the office? T want to get these clothes and
this stain off, and then T have a number of
things to do. T’ll be at the office in the
morning.”

THEY passed, when they had gone three
or four blocks, alittle Chinese grccery.
The building was dark, but not silent.
From under the shadow gallery at the
front came weird, discordant sounds.
Loudly, screamingly, with a tempo and
lilt that Napier well knew was the expres-
sion of gladsome triumph, an old man with
a Chinese fiddle was joyously telling the
whole world the inharmonious story of the
Running Brook at Springtime and the Lit-
tle Bird in the Tree.

THE END



























































































































After thg Manner of Asia

in rapid Malay, then repeated his words
in English.

“I have to-day legally adopted this boy,
known as Paul Riel, who is in reality the
son of my defunct elder brother. He is
to become my son, and the heir of my
dominions. Proofs of these matters have
been laid before the representative of the
British 7zaj, and he has found them to be
correct.”

LELAND, amazed, looked at Fitzgerald;
he had more than suspected the truth
of Paul’s parentage, and now his suspicions
were confirmed.

The Briton was deathly pale, and was
nodding approval of the Rajah's speech
with a stiff jerkiness that was unnatural.
His eyes blazed like hard agates; they
were fastened upon the boy Paul with an
expression that shocked and startled Le-
land; in them lay a stern and fierce gust
of agony. The look was swiftly gone, but
in that instant Leland felt a twist of deep
emotion for Fitzgerald.

Tuan Pangor’s announcement ended the
audience, which was abruptly dismissed.
Miss Carewe had already shifted her ef-
fects to the hospital, and Leland was glad
to accompany her back thither to escape
the crowd.

“Please tell me,” said Minna Carewe
thoughtfully, “why the Rajah has adopted
a boy who has already been adopted by
Captain Fitzgerald; and why the boy, who
was presumed to be the son of a French-
man and who certainly has white blood,
should now be discovered to be the nephew
of Tuan Pangor?”

Leland chuckled. ““That’s Oriental in-
trigue, I suppose! We may take for
granted that Fitz was glad to consent for
the sake of the boy’s future.” He paused,
remembering the look that had lain in

. Fitzgerald’s eyes. Then he added lightly:

“By the way, would you mind if I were
to go into residence at the hospital for a
day or so? We could put a cot in the
laboratory, you know. I'm very anxious
to do a bit of work, and night is my best
time; experiments are almost impossible
during the heat of the day, and—”

They were now outside the palace gates,
with the hospital just ahead of them.
Minna Carewe swung around and gazed
for a moment at Leland. A slight smile
curved her lips.

“I had intended to ask you to come
there permanently,” she said, meeting his
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eyes and wondering to herself at their
clarity. “I should feel much safer, really,
and we would be silly prigs to talk about
conventions, wouldn’t we?”’

Leland bowed.

“I knew that you had not been a nurse
so very long, Miss Carewe, and I felt that
you might think the suggestion ill-ad-
vised—"

“Then at least give me credit for com-
mon sense!” She flashed him a merry
smile. “So make yourself at home with us,
sir—and I hope that the lost letter turns
up!)!

“So do I,” returned Leland thoughtfully.

CHAPTER VI
MaTtTERS CoME CLEAR

HE letter turned up that very eve-

I ning; rather, Leland turned it up in

the pocket of the coat he had worn
at tiffin. While talking with the Rajah,
he must have quite unconsciously pocketed
the note, and forgotten it.

He was glad, when he read it, that he
had not located it in Minna Carewe’s pres-
ence; but it brought a grave wonder to his
eyes—a wonder whether he could longer
conceal the very real danger from her.
The note, like the previous one, was unad-
dressed and unsigned, but Leland was con-
vinced that it came from Li Far. It
seemed merely to present a statement of
facts from which Leland was to draw his
own conclusions:

The father of Paul Riel is Captain Fitz-
gerald. The latter is in reality son to the
Earl of Desmond, but refuses to go home
without the boy. His love for the boy is
fierce and terrible—but the boy is a Eu-
rasian. His future must lie here.

Hence, Fitzgerald has now given up the
boy, knowing that he will find wealth and
rank. It was a bargain, and not easily
driven. For the boy Fitzgerald gets an as-
sured future—and what docs he give Tuan
Pangor in exchange? The Rajah is no
philanthropist.

Fitzgerald represents the government here.
He, and he alone, could cover up the tracks
left by crime. He alone could cover up the
entrance of a white woman into the Rajah’s
harem—and could satisfy the authorities re-
garding the matter.

You think he would not do these things?
It is written that in defense of her young,
the humble cow will become as a tiger!

And another head nurse could easily be
procured.

Leland read and reread these para-
graphs; the final words seemed imprinted
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men, and we’ll locate him in an hour or
two. I got the whole shikaree force up
here from the hill villages—"

AN attendant came into the doorway
with a salaam. The Rajah motioned
him to speak.

“Tuan, a yellow man brought this note
for Tuan Capitan and awaits an answer.”

“For me?” Fitzgerald turned, and took
the note handed him.

He glanced at the superscription, then
checked himself in the act of tearing open
the envelope.

“See here! You must get your papers
signed up immediately—the documents
concerning both Miss Carewe and Leland.
The nurses must swear that she has been
using drugs, and left for the palace of her
own volition. As temporary magistrate, 1
must get the papers sworn to and sealed
and sent to-morrow at latest; the marriage
ceremony must be celebrated by that time
also. Don’t neglect this! When the affair
is bruited about at Singapore, the protec-
tion must be complete and absolute.”

“Very well.” The Rajah nodded. “T’l
have everything finished by to-night, old
chap. I’ll also get off a note to Mohammed
—the Perak sultan, you know; the best
the poor beggar could get for himself was
a half-caste French girl from Saigon—"

“Oh, be damned to you!” snarled Fitz-
gerald viciously, and tore at the envelope.
The Rajah chuckled to himself, rose, and
went to the tantalus in the corner, where
he began to mix a drink with elaborate
care.

But Fitzgerald was staring at the letter
in his hand, and his hand was shaking.
Twice his eyes lifted to the Rajah, whose
back was turned, and twice he tried to
speak; each time the words died in his
throat. A mortal pallor overspread his
face, and he read the message once again:

Captain Fitzgerald:

The bearer of this is awaiting you with a
carriage. Come with him at once, for I
must speak with you privately. If you show
this note to a third party, or speak of it,
your son dies; in fact, it is probable that
he will dic anyway, unless your bargain with
Tuan Pangor is broken. It is of this that I
would speak with you.

You have planned your coup for to-mor-
row. I carried out mine last night. Re-
member, this is between us two alone! You
will recall my name. The life of your son
answers for the safety of Miss Carewe.
Come at once.

L1 Far, oF SINGAPORE.
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Fitzgerald came to his feet. The Rajah
was vigorously working at his cocktail-
shaker, whistling as he shook. Staggering
a little, Fitzgerald thrust the note into
his pocket and went to the door.

“T'll be back presently,” he said over
his shoulder. Tuan Pangor did not turn
around. “And remember what I told you
about the harem!”

The Rajah chuckled. It was well that
he did not turn to look at Fitzgerald, for
the latter left the room like a man stricken
with the palsy.

CHAPTER IX
FitzceEraLD Gores CALLING

Y the time Captain Fitzgerald had
been driven into town and had been

inducted into the mysteries of Li
Far’s remote place of abode, he was out-
wardly his usual cold self again. Fitz-
gerald knew nothing of Li Far's white
porcelain vase and the peculiar deal with
Tuan Pangor; but he had suspected a
Chinese hand in the excellently forged
birth-evidences of the boy, which made
Paul nephew to the Rajah in sight of all
men. And now Fitzgerald began to re-
member old tales, half forgotten, which in
the days before the war he had heard
about one Li Far of Singapore.

They recurred to him dimly and vaguely,
those tales, but with fearful high-lights
here and there—one story in particular,
concerning a man’s severed hand knocking
for admittance at his own door. A grue-
some and terrible touch to most of them
—and all dealing with Li Far. There were
business stories too, more authentic and
very queer to western minds.

For the first time in all his years of
residence, Fitzgerald felt himself really
face to face with the obscure but vital
forces of Mother Asia, the ancient and
obscene. And this, he dimly realized, was
because he had damned himself body and
soul, had made himself a part of Asian
iniquity. And was he now going to fail?
‘With a smile Fitzgerald threw his shoulders
square and entered the room where Li Far
awaited him.

“I am glad to see you again,” said Li
Far, bowing. “You are just in time for
tea, I think. Please sit down! This
is a pleasant town in the hot season, is
it not?”

A bit nonplused by this greeting, Fitz-
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