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SATAN

‘;’é’ﬁbﬁnd, evidently comforted by
. presence of a human being whom
ilrrstmctlvely knew he could trust,

‘C" he brushy mound reluctantly, trot-

< at Cal'’s heels. The ranger did
not discourage him. -

The trail would have baffled any man
other than one with the tracking skill
of a Pawnee scout, shrouded in dark-
ness as it was, with enly the feeble rays
of a lantern to disclose it. Calhoun
had such skill, plus years of training
in woodscraft. He traced the course

‘unerringly to the bask of the stream.

“ Native was running the river in
his dugout. Men on shore waylaid
him. Maybe he put up a fight. Any-
how, he was shot, taken ashere, robbed
and buried. Dugout was not set adrift,

-since somebody would be bound to see

it—and a native can invariably identify
the craft of another native, provided
he has seen it hefore. They sank it,
probably.”

Cal took a line of cotton cord from.

kis dugout, fastened his iron skillet to
one,,end, then walked along the shore

.adjacent to the spot where the blood-

trail ended. At intervals he would
make a cast with the heavy skillet,

‘dragging it-ashore through the water.

‘against an obstacle.

I'll have to get help to raise 1t, grant- -

At length the improvised plummet
dropped into the water and thudded
Cal paddled his
boat above the spot, and presently
brought the obstacle near enough to
the surface to determine its character.

“ The dugout,” he said briefly. *‘ But

ing it should prove advisable to do so.’
Time was getting short, and Cal,
dropping investigations at that stage,

shot his shell up the current, the black-

and-tan stretched in the bow.

“ You were making a trip with your
master, old fellow,” he said, speaking
aloud to his canine passenger, after the
manner of men the werld over who

- lave dogs. “ And the killers overlooked

a bet when they failed to kill you along
with him, Dug him up, and called for
help, didn’t you? And help came.
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Yeah—and T ‘guess you and I will
know more about this thing soon.  Just
give us time.”

The dog, comforted by the wothmg
tones, whined {riendly, and nestled
down. Cal paddled on until he judged
he had come within a short distance of
his destination, then hid his dugout in
the brush and went ashore.

Ta his surprise, the hound leaped out
behind him and, without a mement’s
hesitation, tratted off in the direction
Cal judged the cabin lay. The ranger
whistled a soft note, and presently the
black-and-tan came to his side.

“ We'll have a look at things first,

~ald fellow,” he said softly, as he feashed
the dog with a-length of rope. “ We
might otherwxse live to wish we had !’

Wxth the dog docilely beside him,
Cal, lantern - extinguished, slipped
through the timber until a dimly lighted
square advised him that a cabin stood
just ahead.

Still leading the deg, he stole along

_the edge of the cleared space in which
the cabin stood, thence to an approach
‘at the rear, where he peered through
a chinking hole which gave an unob-
structed view of the interior.

Leaning against the chimney-board,
eyes intent upon the blazing logs on the
hearth below, was a girl,

CHAPTER N
The Girl in the Cabin

ND what a girl!

Not more than twenty-two or

three, Cal judged her as she stood
revealed in the varying tints cast by
the blazing logs. As slim and lithe as
aw 11}ow-shoot and medium tall, with
a crown of silken hair which matched
in color the leaves of an oak after the
frost has tinted them. Her mouth was .
rather wide, red-lipped, generous, ‘while
a subtle color seemed to flush up under
the tan of her smooth skin. Brown
corduroy trousers, folded at the knee
into the tops of small but businesslike
laced boots, flannel shirt, and leather- -
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3 a native, Hamp Sheppard, at

* o'clock to-night. Should he not

"¢ to-night, then you would be

e again at the same hour to-morrow

“night. You enjoined absolute secrecy,

stating that no one hereabouts must

know that you had called for a ranger.
Further than that you did not go.

“ However, we have, of course, some
knowledge of your background. Your
father, David Hollister, acquired a
concession here on Thunder Run, con-
sisting of one hundred and fifty thou-
sand acres of virgin timber, began log-
ging and milling it, and was acciden-
tally killed within six months after he
began. You elected to continue the

* - business and have so far done so. That
is about the extent of our knowledge.
Is it correct?”

. “Tt is,” the girl told him, her brow
puzzled. ‘‘ But about the messenger—
I do not understand. He was to re-
turn here as soon as possible, and when
I arrived from Milltown, about dusk,
he was absent. Hasn’t yet returned.”

“ And he won’t,” Cal mentally com-
mented. Aloud: “ You had very good
reasons for trusting Sheppard, Miss
Hollister ?”

“Yes. Father befriended him when
we first came into the swamp, and he

~was very grateful—faithful, even.
Why are you so curious about Shep-
pard, Mr. Calhoun?” :

‘“ Please let me do the questioning
just now, Miss Hollister,” Cal re-
quested. “ Your answers may, doubt-
less will, help clear up a matter of vital
importance. Do you recognize the dog,
yonder?” He pointed to the animals.

“Of course. That’s Rowdy, Shep-
pard’s hound. I wondered at seeing
him come in with you. Come to think
of it,” she exclaimed suddenly, finding
Cal with eyes which were suddenly
shadowed with anxiety, “ you had him
on leash! Where did you hnd him, Mr.
Calhoun?” :

‘“ In the brush along the route to the
St. Francis,” Cal told her. “ Describe
Sheppard.” :

SITS IN 5

Wonderingly, - almost suspiciously,
she obeyed—and any doubt Cal might
have had was immediately dissipated.

The dead man in the trench was un-
doubtedly the native messenger, Hamp
Sheppard—Amy Hollister’s trusted
employee.

Cal sat staring into the fire, while
gradually he reconstructed a part of
what must have happened there beside
Big Thunder, resulting in murder and
the digging of a shallow grave.

- Miss Hollister, sensing his preoccu~
pation, held back certain questions
which obviously trembled for expres-
sion.
~ The black-and-tan stirred from a fit-
ful doze, rearéd his thin muzzle and
poured forth a long-drawn, dismal
howl. '

CHAPTER III
A Bully Intrudes

“ "UIET, boy!” Cal admonished,
stretching forth a comforting
hand. “ He’s grieving, Miss

Hollister—for the loss of some one

dear to him. Just as you will no

doubt grieve, in lesser degree, over the
loss of a trusted employee—one who
was, in his humble way, a friend.

“Hamp Sheppard met up with
death, in the wilderness between here
and the mouth of Thunder Run,” he
_announced gently. “ Rowdy’s mourn-
ing howls guided me to the place where
he lies buried. I am convinced that he
never reached Oak Donnick. That he
died, in short, defending the message
with which you had intrusted him. I
am sorry to have to hurt you with this
news—but it is something you had best
know at once.”

Sudden tears filled Amy Hollister’s
eyes, and her lips trembled.

“ I—why, Mr. Calhoun, I can hard-
ly believe it!” she cried. “ Poor Shep-
pard—surely not! Is there no chance
that you might be mistaken?” she
asked, almost pleaded.

Cal shook his head, face gravely
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sympathetic. “I am not mistaken,” he
assured her. ‘The description is that
of Sheppard, and Rowdy was there be-
side him—mourning. I know what is
running in your mind, Miss Hollister.
You are blaming yourself for having

employed him to bear the message, -

thereby involving him in danger. An
innocent act, and you are in nowise to
blame.”

Before the girl could comment, the
hound suddenly rose, sniffed the air,
cocked his ears forward and barked
jerkily.

Cal was out of his chair instantly.

“Quick!” he exclaimed, moving
swiftly to the double bunk in a corner.
“ Climb into this upper bunk, Miss Hol-
lister—somebody is coming!”

The girl ran lightly across the floor,
set a small boot in Cal’s hand, and was
raised quickly into the upper bunk.
Snatching a blanket from the lower
one, the ranger covered her prone fig-
ure completely—then turned to meet
the person who at that instant opened
the door.

The man who paused on the door-
sill, alert, eyes shooting questions be-
fore the words formed themselves on
his lips, was big. More than six feet
tall, weighing something near two hun-
dred pounds, he had not an ounce of ex-
cess fat on his frame. There was an
unmistakable look of good physical
condition about him, and ample indica-
tions of almost unlimited strength.

His manner of dress gave no indi-
cation of his calling. A blue sack-suit,
top-boots of fine leather, white shirt,
black four-in-hand, and a Stetson hat
of medium crown and brim, completed
his attire. A black mustache, curled
tightly at the ends, revealed a wide,
stubborn mouth.

An unusual man. Hard as nails,
rough as pig-iron, and sharp along with
it. So Cal decided at a glance.

“ Where’s Sheppard ?”’ the newcomer
demanded, rather than asked.

“Don’t know,” Cal replied. “ He
- ain’t-nowhar’s erbout.”

“I can see that much with m_
eyes!” was snapped at him. “V
are you doing here?”

“ Reckin that’s my bizness,” Ca. ..
torted.< “ Anythin’ else you-all craves
to know?”

The big man’s eyelids narrowed, and
his scowl deepened.

“If there was, you damned idiot,
I'd ask—and you’d answer. - Remem-
ber that, and save yourself trouble.

-Now, who are you, and what are you

doing here in Sheppard’s cabin?”

“ Well, mister,” Cal replied, edging
away from his questioner as though a
trifle frightened at his demeanor, * see-
in’ you-all air plumb bent on knowin’

.my bizness, reckin’ I'll tell. I’'m a stran-
--ger in these here parts.

Don’t know
this Sheppard you talks of. I'm a saw-
hand, lookin’ fur a place to work.
Name’s Al Conners. I happened er-
long here a few minnits back, knowed
I'd be welcome to stop ontil th’ owner
come in, so I made myself at home.
Now, that satisfy you?”

There was no answer. For, at that
juncture, the attention of both was
claimed elsewhere.

A shriek of terror, in a woman's
voice, filled the cabin. The blanket in
the upper bunk was flirted aside, and
Amy Hollister, eyes distended in hor-

ror, face blanched, fell rather than

leaped to the floor.

“ A snake!” she cried, a slim hand
clutching at her throat. * In the bunk!
I felt him crawling—"

Cal leaped to the bunk, and was in
time to see the tail of a bull-snake dis-
appear through a hole between two logs
—as badly frightened, no doubt, as the
girl had been.

“My stars, miss!” the ranger ex-
claimed, turning to Amy. * You-all
done skeered me out of whut little
sense I got! Th’ snake war a plumb
harmless one, which they is called
house-snakes by lots of folks, an’ they
is apt to crawl inside to git warm when
chilly weather comes on. Whut I
wants to know, please. ma’am, is how
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~all come to be hidin’ in that bunk.
&, now! I'll bet )Ou-all heered me
in’, awhile ago, an’ war afeered of
Y That it?”
. Miss Hollister properly interpreted
_the slight wink Cal gave her, and deftly
caught the ball he had tossed.

“Yes!” she acknowledged, her body
still quivering with fright. “I hid
when you came up.”

“ There, mister!” €Cal crowed, turn-
ing to the big man, his loutish expres-
sion heightened by a pleased grin. “1I
.guessed it, didn’t I, now ?” '

Cal’s antics got no attention, the
eyes of the other being fixed upon Amy
to the exclusion of all else.

“ And, Miss Hollister, how came you
here—alone?” he queried slowly.
“ Under the circumstances, perhaps I
may be permitted to ask?”

The sudden appearance of the girl
from her hiding-place had frozen the
big man with astonishment. It re-
quired a bit of time for him to find his
tongue. '

“1 fail to agree that my presence
here, or anywhere I may choose to be,
gives you a right to question me, Mr.
Maxted,” Amy replied frigidly, her
chin lifted. ‘I am here because I de-
_sired to be, with which answer you'll
have to content yourself.”

Maxted eyed her coolly for a brief
instant,” while his dark eyes seemed to
bore into her.

“I do not admit deserving the call-
down,” he said, after a bit. “ How-
ever, that is beside the point. Perhaps
you will grant, though, that my arrival
-proved timely. This halfwit here looks
like he’d not be above most any sort
of crime. Suppose that snake had

scared you before I came, and you had

found yourseli discovered—alone with
him? What then, Miss Wildcat? In-
stead of putting your back up at me,
~ you should thank me for affording you
Aprotectxon

The girl gave him a withering
.glance. “ I'm thankful this gentleman,
half-wit though he may indeed be, hap-

pened to be here when you came,” she.
said icily. “ I wonder how long you will
think it your privilege to continue to
intrude? Are 'you enjoying being
here?”

Maxted’s face suddenly reddened
with anger, and his eyes, normally blue,
looked like twin pools of ink.

“I shall go! he grated. “But I'll
say what I think about this business
first! I think Jess Hollister had better
be here in the swamp, looking after a
sister who has taken to meeting un-
washed natives in lonely cabins at night,
instead of staying in Marked Tree,
playing poker and guzzling wh1sky’
That’s what I_think!”

Cal took a swift step forward, hard

_fist knotted, eyes beginning to flame.

“ Don’t—please!”’
stamping her foot.
ing uncouth and vulgar!
with him!”’

“ As you wish,” Cal replied, relax-
ing. :
Maxted stood glaring at him, teeth
exposed by a nasty snarl, huge fists
doubled.

“You poor, ague-ridden rat!” he
raged. “I've a mind to break you in
two pieces! If you stay in these parts
long I will—and you can depend on
that! TI'll beat you to a pulp—you cur,
daring to show your fangs at your bet-
ters! Remember, run when you see me
again !n

He whirled on his heel and slammed

Amy begged,
“ He can’t help be-
It’s natural

_out through the door.

CHAPTER IV
Amy's Problem

AL indulged in a quiet laugh, then
turned to the girl.

“ Now there’s a fine specimen
of a first—chop rascal, or I’m shooting
off the target,” he commented.

“ He is quite a beast, Mr. Calhoun,”
she agreed. ‘“I'd much rather Curt
Maxted had not seen me ‘here, of
course, but it can’t be helped now.”

“ Who is he, anyhow ?”’ Cal asked.
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“No. On the contrary, he volun-
teered the information that he had no
business connections whatever. An in-
come sufficiently large to enable him to
follow the mood of the moment—that
is how he put it.” :

“ Has he ever given any reason for
isolating himself here in the swamp?”

“ None, except that he had intended
returning to civilization after a week
or two more in the open, but an unfore-
seen reason had kept him in the wilds.
To put it baldly, I, according to him,
furnished the ‘ unforeseen reason.””

. “1 see,” Cal commented. “ And he

may have told the exact truth at that.
He may really have stayed on in the
hope of winning your regard, Miss
"Hollister. At least, we shall not sad-~
dle him with other designs unless we
have more cause than we now have. Is
there any one here in the swamp whom
‘you suspect ?”’

“ Unless it is Maxted, I know of no-
body,” she answered.

“You have a brother, Jesse. Tell
me about him.”

“ Jess, co-heir to the property with
myself, is just now of age,” she said.
“ But he cannot touch his share until
he is twenty-five. Father saw to that,
knowing that Jess was wild and unre-
liable. He rebelled, took himself off to
Marked Tree, and has become some-
thing of a sport—also a forger. 1
have had to make good on several
checks, signed with my name, which 1
never saw until I found them among
many canceled papers.

“He is very dear to me, Mr. Cal-
houn, and I hope to win him Dback.
Meanwhile, he has established a spy
on my movements—a checker in the
office, Joe Lacewell by name. It amuses
me, yet annovs me at the same time.
But I permit it, since there is nothing
I wish to hide.”

_ “Isee. And vou propose, alone and
unaided, to continue this huge busi-
.ness?”’ i

“Why not?’ she asked, surprised.

“1 know lumber from the stump to the
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loading dock —and love .
Born in the big woods, cradicu . «
bollow log, I have never, except_wile
in school, been away from the séund
of saws, the roar and scream of the
mills. 1 hope I never shall be.

“Dad used to say that whenever

‘men play a game for high stakes, soon-

er or later Satan sits in. 1 know now
that his homely saying is full of truth.
Satan has taken a seat in the game of
logs and lumber here in the swamp—
my game, Mr. Calhoun. - But I shalt
play hard against him, and who knows
but what, woman though I am, I shall
win in the end? Even against Satan!”’

At that instant the black-and-tan

_stirred, listened, leaped up and flled

the room with his choppy bark of
warning.

CHAPTER V
More Callers

OMEBODY
cabin. ' -
Cal silently motioned the girl
into the shadows of a corner, stepped
to a position just back of where the
door would stand when open, and lis-
tened.
“Hello!” came a hail in a man’s
voice. “‘ Hello, Shep!”
A gasp from the girl caused Cal to
whirl toward her qitestioningly.
“I—I know that voice!” she ex-
claimed. “It’s Luke Mallory calling!”
“ Somebody with him,” Cal told her,
his sensitive ears having caught the
sounds of two separate and distinct
treads outside.
“Maybe it’s Dynamite,” she re-
turned. “ He’s usually with Luke.”
Cal, without further words, opened
the door.
‘“ Shep ain’t here,” he announced.
* But I reckin you-all kin come in!”
Until he knew just who was with-
out, he meant to maintain his role of
saw-hand in search of a job.
Directly thereafter the doorway
framed as fine a specimen of young

was approaching the
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. as it had ever been the in-
stz or’s privilege to behold. Tall, su-
per ly built, clear-eyed, frank of coun-

-tenance——such a man was Luke Mal-
lory, engineer in charge of logging the
tract on Thunder.

Rumor had it that Hollister’s girl
and the young engineer had fallen in
love with each other, and that the un-
timely death of the father had resulted
in a postponement of their contem-
plated marriage. A rumor which, Cal
now felt certain as he looked from one
to the other, was well founded.

Accompanying the engineer was a
lank, long-haired, black-mustached na-
tive. A sleepy-eyed, stoop-shouldered
lath of a fellow in blue jeans and tat-

tered Mackinaw, whose face looked as -

though it had been treated with a gen-
erous coating of walnut stain. A slow-
poke, as his languid attitude betrayed,
with lines of good humor in his face
and peering out of his deeply set eyes.

Cal knew a bit about him, too. *“ Dy-
namite ” Dunn, known to fame in the
Sunken Lands as the greatest tracker
of them all—and the swamp country
boasted many men with trailing senses
almost equal to those of ‘the best
trained hounds. Except when em-
ployed as a pilot, or set upon the trail
of lost persons, Dunn was a slow-mov-
ing, lazy, laughter-loving person, his
dry humor being well-known to all who
knew him. The natives had long ago
nicknamed him Dynamite, doubtless
because there was absolutely nothing
explosive in his nature. :

“Where is Sheppard?” Mallory
asked, blinking his eyes against the
light.

“I’ll tell you that, Mallory,” Cal re-
turned, “ in good time. Just come in-
side, and close the door. Howdy, Dy-
namite,” he greeted the native, as the
latter slouched in.

“ Ah’d nevah of knowed you-all,
Mistah Calhoun,” Dynamite drawled,
dropping into the nearest chair,
‘““hadn’t been you spoke. How does
you-all find vourse’f these days?”

11

Cal’'s eyves were upon Luke, who
stood near the fireplace, gazing at
Amy. The girl came slowly to the op-
posite side of the hearth, and asked :

- “ How did you happen to come here,
Luke?”

“1 didn’t “ happen,” Amy,” the engi-
neer replied. “ Came -on purpose.
What was Maxted doing here?”

“How did you know Maxted was
here?” she countered, surprised. .

“Because I have had Dynamite
watching him lately, every time he
came to the mill, in short,” was the re-
ply. “I don’t trust him, as you know.
Dynamite trailed him here, thence
back as far as_the mill, and reported
to me.’

* And he reported, also, my presence -
here?”

Mallory nodded.

“Yessum, Miss Amy, Ah seed you-
all through a chink-hole, an’ ’lowed
Luke oughter know it,” Dynamite
drawled. * Ah heered you-all bawlin’
of Maxted out, 'bout somethin’ ernuth-
er, an’ ’lowed maybe Luke oughter
know he done made you-all mad. No
harm in doin’ that, Ah hopes?”

- “None at all,” Amy assured him.
“T should have told Luke about the
affair to-morrow, anyhow.”

“ What was he doing here, Amy?”
Mallory repeated, voice sharpening a
bit.

“ Just turn around, Luke, and shake
hands with Inspector Jack Calhoun,”
the girl bade him, smilingly, * and then
all shall be made clear. Manners first,
you know.”

The engineer turned and looked at
Cal intently for a moment, then extend-
ed a powerful hand which was gripped
by one equally as powerful.

“1 know a Jot about you, inspector,”
he said. “ And, honestly, I'd have a
hard time reconciling your appearance
with what I have heard, but for the
fact that Miss Hollister vouches for
you.” :

“ An’ me, too, Luke,” Dynamite put
in: ‘“ Ah vouches fur him.”
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Both men laughed, and, as they sat
down by the fire, Amy asked Cal to

‘tell Mallory what had taken place in

the cabin.

‘ Mr. Calhoun came at my request,”
she said. “I did not consult you about
sending to Captain Wheeler, Luke, be-
cause you were away in the timber and
I felt it inadvisable to wait.”

“ Mallory will understand a lot more
than he now does,” Cal ventured,
“ when I have finished. Time is pre-
cious, as you will all agree presently.
Tl talk, and you can ask questions
Jater. Here’s bath the facts and the
speculations.” ' ‘

The ranger related all that had

passed in the cabin, touching lightly

upon his trip up the river until Mal-
lory had been informed concerning
‘Maxted’s part in the night’s proceed-
ings. ‘Then he cast back.
" “Now, here is the construction I put
on the killing of Sheppard. Miss Hol-
lister is undoubtedly watched in almost
her every movement. It was known
that she had given Hamp a letter, de-
spite her efforts at secrecy, and that
fact aroused a certain party, or parties
—identity yet unknown—to action.
That letter, given in supposed secrecy,
was of utmost importance.

“Hamp was waylaid, the letter
taken, read, then sent on to us at Oak
Donnick—for reasons which I now
think I understand, but will not go into
with you yet. Where did Hamp place
the letter, Miss Hollister?”

“In the inside pocket of his coat,”
was the answer.

. Cal nodded. He had suspected as
much.

“ How comes it that they permitted
you to reach here, knowing the contents
of the letter ”” Mallory asked.

“They were expecting a ranger, not
a saw-hand,” Cal grinned in return.
“ Now, the night is getting old, and
there is much I hope to do before morn-
ing. I think I understand enough now
to enable me to go ahead intelligently.
. Suppose this party breaks up?” -

" DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY

“Luke,” broke in the dra

-of Dynamite, ““ you-all done fur, <t
tell Miss Amy that them frienc , ‘of
_her’n, Baldridges, done arriv’ on Thun-

der im that big la’nch of their'n. You-
all aimed to tell her that, you said, be=
cause Baldridge come ashore an’ axed
p'intedly fur her. Remember?”

“ Baldridge!” Amy  exclaimed.
“ What can he want with me?”

“Suppose we find out?”’ Cal sug- .
gested. ‘“ You set out ahead with Miss
Hollister, Mallory,” he instructed.
‘“ Dynamite and I will come along later.
Don't give Baldridge an interview un-
til you see me again, Is that clear?”
The girl nodded, and she and Luke
arose. o -

“ Good-by, Mr. Calhoun,” A'my said,
pausing at the threshold. “1I hope to
see you early to-morrow.” .

“T'll confess, Calhoun, that Pm
mighty glad to see you take hold of
things for us,” Luke declared, as he
folowed the girl, ““ And I'm betting -
that in the end you'll find Maxted and
Baldridge at the bottom of all the
trouble.”

Cal merely smiled, then clased the
door behind them:

CHAPTER V1
On the Trail of Big Game

OW, Dynamite,” said Cal, turn-
ing to the native the moment
Luke and Amy were gone,

“you and I have some fast work to

do. Maxted, I believe, was not fooled

by my disguise when he came to the
cabin. I am convinced he had a trap
set for me farther down Thunder, and

I got by because I came as a native.

Therefore, somewhere between this -

place and Milltown there will likely be

another trap—the kind they set for

Sheppard. '

“ You know the trails, day or night,
and should be able to figure out the
most likely place for an ambush. Think
it over. If we can find the place, and
bag those who lie in wait there, it 'l
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Cal took a small bit of torn cloth
from the native’s hand, hardly more
than a shred, and examined it care-
fully. Placing it in his pocket, he said:

‘“'That lets Maxted out. He wore a
suit of dark bluc.” :

Dynamite nodded. - “ Heah’s some-
thin’ else as makes me know he wa'n’t
no native,” he offered. “1I figgered
a-fore I struck th’ trail that if it war
a native’s it would lead off in th’
swamp, no matter wharat he war really
headed. No reg’lar woods feller would
fail to tangle his trail thataway. Then
I figgered, fuddermoah, that effen a
outsider laid it, th’ trail would lead
straight fur wharat he’s headed, with-

out no thought of coverin’ it up. That’s,

jist whut happened — he’s p’inted
straight up th’ run to’ard th’ mill, an’
somewhar thar I'll ind him.”

“Luck to you!” Cal called to the
native’s vanishing back, as he arose
and prepared to begin what he sur-
mised would be a very busy day.

CHAPTER VIII
Rowdy Trails a Varmint.
ALHOUN returned in a straight

line to the edge of the clearing

surrounding Sheppard’s cabin,
where he paused in the brush and ob-
served the place critically. Satisfied
that no one lurked near, he went for-
ward, unlocked the door and released
the hound. '

Rowdy, with every evidence of de-
light at the meeting, did not linger long
near Cal. Instead, he began circling
about the cabin, nose to the ground,
long. spikelike tail wagging from side
to side. Presentlv he gave tongue in
a short, clear note, then struck off
slowly on a scent which led into tim-
ber on the south. )

Cal stood for a moment quietly ob-
serving the hound’s behavior, then
struck off after him at a fast clip.

Like most of the swamp hounds,
Rowdy had bloodhound in his ances-
try—the huge, * man-tracker ” type of
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slavery days.. The scent of a man lies
on the ground as well for dogs of
Rowdy’s strain as does the ‘spoor of a
varmnt. :

‘“The question in my mind,” Cal so-

‘liloquized, as he dropped into a walk

behind the dog, “is whether. Rowdy
is trailing a four-legged varmint, or
one of the two-legged kind. From his
actions I'd judge him to be on the scent
of a human, otheryise he’d be giving
tongue at intervals. In the case of a

human, he’d be mute until he sighted

his quarry—then open up for fair.

Well, it’s worth the time it will take

to find out.”

Half a mile onward, beside a shal-
low slough which cut off progress. to
the south, Rowdy suddenly broke into
full cry.

Cal dashed forward, gun on hip—to
find himself eye to eye with Curtis
Maxted!

Maxted stood with back against a
giant oak, right hand thrust inside his
vest where, Cal knew, it gripped the
butt of a gun. He did not change his
position when Cal broke cover, but re~

_mained in careless pose against the bole

of the oak. ,

“Well, Mr. Ranger,” he greeted, a
sneering smile on his lips, “have you
figured things out vet?”

‘“ Somewhat,” Cal replied. “ Enough
to know that your game is lost, in both
quarters, Maxted. The girl is going

_to keep the timber, and Luke is going

to get the girl—and you're due to get
hell, and a lot of it.”

Maxted laughed, but his face flushed
darkly nevertheless. Cal’s steady gaze
never shifted from the hand inside the
vest.

“You'd naturally figure me in the
dirty work,” the clubman told him.
“ Probably as the deeply dyed villain
in the piece; the one who gets the pa-
pers from the poor old gent, and tries
to force the innocent young gal to wed
with him—but is foiled by the hero in
the end. Well, what of it? Now
you've figured the play out to suit your-

‘ 1D

-



























SATAN

“1 don’t know why I entered into
the scheme,” Lacewell moaned at the
finish, dropping again onto the step and
covering his face with his hands, “ ex-
cept that Baldridge had caught me em-
bezzling funds of the company, while
I acted as an assistant cashier in the
Memphis office, and thereafter held the
act as a threat over me. Of course I've
been well paid—and money, big money,
always has been my curse.
I think I have covered everything.”

Cal turned to Amy, who stood, white
to the lips, listening. Beside her was
Dr. Mays who, having put young Hol-
lister to bed and quieted him with the
drug he craved, had come out in time
to hear the confession.

“You've both heard what Lacewell
related,” he said. “‘ Should he later on
try to change his story, you will bear

- witness that he v oluntanly confessed—
and you will also bear witness to what
he confessed.”

“ 1 shall not change it in the least!”
Lacewell declared. “ I know the game
is up, and I'm trying to get off with
my life! You'll help me, inspector,
won’t you? I’ll aid you all I can! 1
swear it!” '

“You're about the most despicable
thing in human form in the world,
Lacewell,” Cal told him. “ You’re the
weak material from which really dar-
ing crooks make tools—often to their
undoing. You're very brave and very
vicious when the cards are running
your way, but a cowardly squealer
when they are all against you. Never-

theless, if you stick by your confes- -

sion, I'll do my best to get you off with
a prison term instead of the noose.
Look after his wound, please, doctor,”
he requested, turning to Mays, “and
guard him well.”

At that moment the little tug, the
Amy, steamed importantly up to the
dock, and Luke came ashore.

“ Get your rifle, Mallory,” Cal told
him,
Dynamite. You deserve to be in at the
finish.” :

That’s all, -

“and come aboard. Let’s go, -
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“ What are you going to do?” Amy
demanded as Cal turned to depsrt.

“ We're going to take Baldriige and
Maxted off the Roamer,” was Cal’s
reply, “ or sink ’em along with her.”

Five minutes later, with Calhoun,
Mallory, and Dynamite on ‘the bow,
the little tug shot away up Thunder
under a full head of steam—a ferret
on the trail of a wolf.

.

CHAPTER XII
The Game Closes

HEY'VE got a thirtyommute
lead on us, inspector,” Skipper
Tim McHose reminded Cal as
he stood by, ready for orders. .
“They've got a wider, bigger boat—
which is against them and in our
favor,” Cal pointed out. “We draw
a foot less water, and need not feel
our way so carefully as they. Fur-
thermore, your pilot knows every inch
of Thunder—and the Roamer’s man
does not.
“ Now, your orders,” he continued.
“ If we sight the Roamer before reach-
ing Lake Leacraft, you will drop back
out of rifle range, holding that posi-
tion until told to close up. Such an
order will come when both boats are
in the lake, and not until. Then will
come, in all probability, an order which
will test the courage and obedience of
two of your crew at least—pilot and
engineer. It must, however, be obeyed
and without the slightest delay—else
we shall lose. Is that clear?”
“1It is,” the skipper replied. “ And
you can count on me men doin’ what
they're ordered to do, inspector!” he
declared loyally. “ They’d ram her
nose into hell if so be I told ’em to!”
“That’s just about what they’re go-
ing to be told to do,” Cal declared in
his turn. ““ And, for ramming, I'll say
that the Amy is remarkably well
equipped.”
He pointed to the sharp, steel shod
and steel reénforced bow—and Skipper
Tim McHose nodded understandingly.
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“Ye've got nerve, Calhoun—an’ so
have we !” he exclaimed, his eyes begin-
ning to glow with excitement. “TIl
be havin’ a word with me pilot an’ en-
gineer!”

.

He departed hastily, and Luke and |

Dynamite questioned the ranger with
silent glances.

Cal nodded. “ It may come to that,”
he said quietly., “ But they’ll have a
chance to come aboard us as prison-
ers first.” :

“ They’ll never accept it!” Mallory
declared.

“Then we’ll see some mighty fast
action, and a bit of hot work, directly

“we come up with them,” Cal stated

calmly. “ And I'm laying it all on the

Amy’s nose. Luckily they have no
women aboard.” ’

Dynamite grinned widely.

_ “ Ah seed a wil’-cat whup hell outen
a wolf once,” le remarked. * Reckin
whut’s ahead of us, more’n likely, will
be somethin’ like that. Huh?”

Cal nodded. “ And the safest place
aboard for you two,” he suggested, “is
the pilot deck, aft the pilot house.”

At that moment the watch above
called out that he had sighted the
Roamer. o

“In a bend, a quarter ahead!” the
watch called down. :

McHose signaled the engine room,
and the speed of the Amy promptly
fell off.

“ Five miles more to th’ lake,” he
informed Cal.

“ As -we are,” he was instructed.

Presently, however, it became appar-
ent that the Roamer had discovered
the Amy on her tail, and had speeded
up. She had taken a lead of over half
a mile, according to the lookout.

“ Chase her,” Cal instructed the skip-
per. “1f we get right on her heels,
drop back.”

The Amy leaped forward like an un-
leashed greyhound, and the distance
between the two boats rapidly de-
creased. Well out of rifle range, the
little tug hung grimly on the launch’s

.of Lake Leacraft.
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stern and, try though she did, the larger
craft thereafter gained not an inch, .
“Lake ahead—half a quartelg“'-{ ‘
bawled the lookout. )
. *“ Careful!” Cal warned the skipper.
She may round on us the minute she
gets steering way under her keel }”
McHose, knowing the danger, sig-
naled the engineer to proceed at half
speed. The Roamer, in consequence,

_gained again.

Abruptly the forest walls dropped
away, {he channel widened, and the
Amy slid out upon the broad bosom
A mile distant
could be seen Deer Island, occupying
a position in the center of the lake.

Between the Amy and Deer Island,
her short funnels spouting thick smoke
shot with bits of blazing wood, paddie-

-wheels churning desperately at her

sides, sped the Roamer.
cided to run for it.

“ Close up!” Cal snapped the order.

McHose yanked his signal bell. The
tug leaped ahead, cleaving a course
straight for the larger boat. Presently
she was on her heels.

“ Run along her port side!” Cal or-
dered. ‘

In obedience to a signal from the
skipper, the pilot brought his wheel
over and, under crowding steam from
her sturdy but straining boilers, the

She had de-

-Amy clawed up and lay alongside the

Roamer, with only a hundred. yards of
blue water between.

* Aboard the Roamer!”

Calhoun, standing forward on the
cabin deck, hailed the fleeing boat
through the skipper’s trumpet. :

“ Aboard the Amy!”

It was Bannerman, skipper of the
Roamer, who replied.

“You've got two fugitives from jus-
tice aboard, skipper!” Cal called.
“ Lay-to, while we board you and take
them off. Inspector Calhoun, of the
United States Rangers, speaking!”

“ Go to hellt”

It was the defiant voice of Baldridge
answering.
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phone with his secret, and was about
to betray his comrades, when a masked
man stepped into the editor’s office and
leveled a pistol at the traitor.

CHAPTEI_( VI
Ramon Scoffs
“¥ T OW did you get here — what
do you want?” demanded the
editor, and stretched his hand
to an open drawer in his desk.
“ Take your hand away”—and the

thin barrel of the revolver rose with a

jerk. “How I came here your door-
- keeper will explain when he recovers
consciousness. Why I am here is be-
cause I wish to save my life—not an
unreasonable wish.
I may be a dead man—I am about to
prevent him speaking. I have no quar-
rel with either of you gentlemen, but
* if you hinder me I shall kill you,” he
said simply. He spoke all the while in
English, and Thery, tmable to under-
- stand, with wide-stretched eyes and
distended nostrils, shrank back against
the wall, breathing quickly.

“You,” said the masked man, turn-
ing to the terror-stricken informer and
speaking in Spanish, “ would have be-
trayed your comrades—you would
have thwarted a great purpose, there-
fore it is just that you should die.”

He raised the revolver to the level
of Thery’s breast, and Thery fell on
his knees, mouthing the prayer he could
not articulate.

“By God—no!’ cried the editor,
and sprang forward.

The revolver turned on him.

“ Sir,” said the unknown—and his
voice sank almost to a whisper—* for
God’s sake do not force me -to kill
you !n

“ You shall not commit a cold-blood-
ed murder!” cried the editor in a white
heat of anger, and moved forward, but
Welby held him back.

“ What is the use?” said Welby in
an undertone; ‘‘ he means it-——we can
do nothing.”

If Thery speaks’
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“You can do semething,” said the
stranger, and his revolver dropped to
his side. )

Before the editor could answer there
was 3 knock at the door. ,

“Say you are busy.” And the re-
volver covered Thery, who was a
whimpering, huddled heap by the wall.

“Go away,” shouted the editor, “ 1
am busy.”

“The printers are waiting,” said the |
voice of the messenger. '

“ Now,” asked the chief, as the foot-
steps died away ; “ what can we do?”’

- “You can save this man’s life.”

«< HOW ?,’

“ Give me your word of honor that
you will allow us both to depart, and
will neither raise an alarm nor leave
this room for a quarter of an hour.”

The editor hesitated.

“How do I know that the murder
you contemplate will not be committed
as soon as you get clear?”’

The other laughed under his mask.

“How do I know that as soon as1
have left the room you will not raise
an alarm?”

“1 should have given my word, sir,”
said the editor stiffly. -

“And I mine,” was the quiet re-
sponse; “and my word has never been
broken.”

In the editor’s mind a struggle was
going on; here in his hand was the
greatest story of the century; another

-minute and he would have extracted

from Thery the secret of the Four.

Even now a bold dash might save
everything—and the printers were
waiting—but the hand that held the re-
volver was the hand of a resolute man,
and the chief yielded.

“1 agree, but under protest,” he
said. “1I warn you that your arrest
and punishment is inevitable.”

“1 regret,” said the masked man
with a slight bow, *‘ that I cannot agree
with you—nothing is inevitable save
death. Come, Thery,” he said, speak-
ing in Spanish. ‘“On my word as a
Cabelerro, I will not harm you.”
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. —from which may be gathered the
tenor of his letter.

During these past few weeks Sir

~ Philip’s feelings toward the possible
outcome of hxs action had undergone

a change.

The irritation of a constant espion-
age, friendly on the one hand, menac-
.ing on the other, had engendered SO
-bitter a feeling of resentment that in
this newer emotion all personal fear

had been swallowed up. His mind was-

filled with one unswerving determina-
tion, to carry through the measure he
had in hand, to thwart the Four Just
Men, and to vindicate the integrity of
a Minister of the Crown.

“ It would be absurd,” he wrote in

the course of an article entitled “ In-"

dividuality in its Relation to the Public
Service,” and which was published
some months later in the Quarterly Re-
" view—"* it would be monstrous to sup-
pose that incidental criticism should af-
fect or in any way influence a member
of the government in his duty to the
millions of people entrusted to his care.
He is the instrument, duly appointed,
to put into tangible form the wishes
~ and desires of those who naturally look
to him to furnish, not only means and
methods for the betterment of their
conditions, but to find them protection
from risks. A Minister of the Crown
with due appreciation of his responsi-
bilities ceases to exist as a man and is
merely an unhuman automaton.”

Sir Philip Ramon was a man with
very few friends. He had none of
the qualities that go to the making ef
a popular man. He was an honest,
conscientious and strong man. He was
the cold-blooded, cynical creature that
a life devoid of love had left him.

He had no enthusiasm—and inspired
none, Satisfied that a certain pro-
cedure was less wrong than any other,
he adopted 1it. Satished that a

measure was for the immediate or ul- -

timate good of his fellows, he carried
that measure through to the bitter end.
It may be said of him that he had no

“with the Foreign Secretary.
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-ambitions—only aims. He was the
-dangerous man in the Cabinet, which

he dominated in his masterful way, for
he knew not the meamng of the blessed
word ¢ compromlse '

If he held views on any sub_]ect
under the sun, those views were to be
the views of his colleagues.

Four times in the short history of
the administration had ‘“Rumored
Resignation of a Cabinet Minister ”
filled the placards of the newspapers,
and each time the Minister whose -
resignation was ultimately recorded
was the man whose views had clashed
In small
things, as in great, he had his way. -

His official residence he absolutely
refused to occupy, and No. 44 Down-
ing Street was converted into half of-
fice, half palace. Portland Place was
his home, and from thither he drove
every morning, passing the Horse
Guards’ clock as it finished the last
stroke of ten.

A private telephone wire connected
his study in Portland Place with the
official residence, and but for this Sir

-Philip had cut himself adrift from the

house in Downing Street, to occupy
which had been the ambition of the
great men of his party.

Now, however, with the approach of
the day on which their every effort
would be taxed, the police insisted
upon his taking up his quarters in
Downing Street.

Here, they said, the task of protect-
ing the minister would be simplified.
No. 44 Downing Street they knew.
The approaches could be better
guarded, and, moreover, the drive—
that dangerous drive!—between Port-
land Place and the Foreign Office
would be eliminated.

It took a considerable amount of
pressure and pleading to induce Sir
Philip to take even this step, and it was
only when it was pointed out that the
surveillance to which he was being sub-
jected would not be so apparent to him-
self that he yielded.

2D
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“ You don’t like to find my men out-
side your door with your shaving
water,” said Superintendent Falmouth
bluntly. “ You objected to one of my
men bemg in your bathroom when you
went in the other morning, and you
complained about a plainclothes officer
driving on your box. Well, Sir Philip,

in Downing Street I promise that you
- Minister of State.

shan’t even see them.”

This clinched the argument.

It was just before leaving Portland
Place to take up his new quarters that
he sat writing to his agent while the
detective waited outside the door.

The telephone at Sir Philip’s elbow
buzzed—he hated bells—and the voice
of his private secretary asked,  with
some anxiety, how long he would be.

“ We have got sixty men on duty at

i)
44,

young, “
shall—” And Sir Philip listened with

growing impatience to the recital.

“I wonder you have not got an iron
safe to lock me in,” he said petulantly,
and closed the conversation.

There was a knock at the door and
Falmouth put his head inside.

“1 don’t want to hurry you, sir,” he
said, “ but—"

So the Foreign Secretary drove off
to Downing Street in something re-
moarkably like a temper.

For he was not used to being hur-
ried, or taken charge of, or ordered
hither and thither.
further to see the now familiar cyclists
on either side of the carriage, to
recognize at every few yards an ob-

vious policeman in mufti admiring the

view from the sidewalk, and when he
came to Downing Street and found it

seers gathered to cheer, he felt as he
had never felt before in his life—
humiliated. ,

He found his secretary waiting in
his private office with the rough draft
of the speech that was to introduce the
- second reading of the Extradmon Bill.

3D

said the secretary, zealous and .
and to-day and to-morrow we .

It irritated him

OF MURDER 3
“ We are pretty sure to meet with a
great deal of opposition,” informed the
secretary, ‘“but Mainland expects to
get a majority of thirty-six—at the
very least.”
~Ramon read over the notes and
found them refreshing. They brought
back the old feeling of security and im-
portance.  After all, he was a great
Of course the
thréats were too absurd—the police
were to blame for making so much
fuss;and of course the press, yes, that
was it—a newspaper sensation.

There was something buoyant, some-
thing almost genial in his air, when he
turned with a half smile to his secre-
tary.

“Well, what about my unknown
friends—what do the blackguards call
themselves—the Four Just Men?”

Even as he spoke he was acting a
part; he had not forgotten their title, it
was with him day and night.

The secretary hesitated ; between his
chief and himself the Four Just Men
had been a tabooed subject.

“ They—oh, we’ve heard nothing
more than you have read,” he said.
“ We know now who Thery is, but we
can’t place his three companions.”

The minister pursed his lips.

“ They give me till to-morrow night
to withdraw,” he said.

- “Heard from them again?”

“The briefest of notes,” said Sir
Philip lightly.

“ And otherwise?”

Sir Philip frowned.  ‘“They will
keep their promise,” he said shortly,
for the “ otherwise” of his secretary
had sent a coldness into his heart that

_he could not quite understand.
barred to all carriages but his own, and
an enormous crowd of morbid sight-

CHAPTER VII
Thery's Trade

IN the top room in the workshop at

Carnsby Street, Thery, subdued,

sullen, fearful, sat facing the three.

“I want you to understand,” said
Manfred, ““ that we bear you ne ill-will -





















40

had been an ominous postscript:
“ Afraid they will arrive too late.”

“Then you think—" asked the
statesman.

“That your danger lies in doing one
of the things that Pinkerton warns us
against,” replied the detective. * There
is no fear that the American police are
talking idly. They have based their
warning on some sure knowledge, and
that is why I regard their cable as im-
portant.”

There was a shdrp rap on the panel
of the door, and without waiting for
invitation, the private secretary walked
into the room, excitedly waving a
newspaper.

“ Look at this!” he cried. “ Read
this! The Four have admitted their
failure.”

“ What!” asked the detective, reach-
ing for the journal.

“ What does this mean?” asked Sir
Philip sharply.

“ Only this, sir: these beggars, it ap-
pears, have actually written an article
on their ‘ mission.””

“ In what newspaper?”

“The Megaphone. It seems when
they recaptured Thery the editor asked
the masked man to write him an article
about himself, and they’ve done it; and
it’s here, and they’ve admitted defeat,
and—and—"

The detective had seized the paper
and broke in upon the incoherent secre-
tary’s speech.

“¢The Creed of the Four Just
Men,’ ”” he read. “ Where is their con-
fession of failure?”

“ Halfway down the column—I have
marked the passage—here”; and the
young man pointed with a trembling
finger to a paragraph.

“¢We leave nothing to chance,’”
read the detective, “‘if the slightest
hitch occurs, if the least detail of our
plan miscarries, we acknowledge de-
feat. So assured are we that our pres-
ence on earth is necessary for the car-
rving out of a great plan, so certain
are we that we are the indispensable
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instruments of a divine providence,
that we dare not, for the sake of our
very cause, accept unnecessary risks.

“¢It is essential therefore that the
various-preliminaries to every execu-
tion should be carried out to the full.
As an example, it will be necessary for
us to deliver our final warning to Sir
Philip Ramon; and to add point to this
warning, it is, by our code, essential
that that should be handed to the min-
ister by one of us in person. All ar-
rangements have been made to carry
this portion of our program into effect.
But such are the extraordinary exig-
encies of our system that unless-this
warning can be handed to Sir Philip
in accordance with our promise, and
before eight o’clock this evening, our
arrangements fall to the ground, and
the execution we have planned must
be foregone.”” )

The detective stopped reading, with
disappointment visible on every line
of his face.

“1 thought, sir, by the way you were
carrying on, that you had discovered
something new. I've read all this; a
copy of the article was sent to the Yard
as soon as it was received.”

The secretary thumped the desk im-
patiently.

“But don’t you see!” he cried.
“ Don’t you understand, that there is
no longer any need to guard Sir Philip,
that there is no reason to use him as a
bait, or, in fact, to do anything if we
are to believe these men—Ilook at the
time—"

The detective’s hand flew to his
pocket; he drew out his watch, looked
at the dial and whistled.

“ Half-past eight! Good God!” he
muttered in astonishment, and the
three stood in surprised silence.

Sir Philip broke the silence.

“Is it a ruse to take us off our
guard?” he said hoarsely.

“1 don’t think so,” replied the detec-
tive slowly. “I feel sure that it is
not; nor shall I relax my watch—but
I am a believer in the honesty of these
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men—I don’t know why I should say
this, for I have been dealing with crim-
inals for the past twenty-five years,
and never once have I put an ounce of
faith in the word of the best of ’em,
but somehow I can’t disbelieve these
men. If they have failed to deliver
their message, they will not trouble us
again.’

Ramon paced his room with quick,
nervous steps.

“1 wish I could believe that ” he
muttered ; “I wish I had your faith.”

A tap on the door panel.
: “ An urgent telegram for Sir Phil-
ip,” said the gray-haired attendant.

The minister stretched out his hand,
but the detective was before him. ,

“ Remember Pinkerton’s wire, sir,”
he said, and ripped open the brown
envelope.

Just received a telegram handed in
at Charing Cross 7.52 begins: We have
delivered our last message to the for-
eign secretary, signed Four. Ends.
Is this true?

Ebprror, Megaphone.

“ What does this mean?” asked Fal-
mouth in bewilderment when he had
finished reading.

It means, my dear Mr. Falmouth,”
replied Sir Philip testily, * that your
noble Four are liars and braggarts as
well as murderers; and it means at the
same time, I hope, an end to your ri-
diculous faith in their honesty!”

The detective made no answer, but
his face was clouded and he bit his lips
in perplexity.

“Nobody came after I left?” he
asked.

“ Nobody.”

“You have seen no person besides
your secretary and myself?”

“ Absolutely nobody has spoken to
me, or approached within a dozen
yards of me,” Ramon answered
shortly.

Falmouth shook his head despair-
ingly.

“ Well—I—where he

are we?”
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asked, speaking more to himself than
to anybody in the room, and moved
toward the door.

Then it was that Sir Philip remems
bered the package left in his charge.

“You had better take your precious
documents,” he said, opening his
drawer and throwing the package left
in his charge on to the table.

The detective looked puzzled.

““What is this?”" he asked, picking
up the envelope.

“I'm afraid the shock of finding
yourself deceived in your estimate of
my persecutors has dazed you,” said
Sir Philip, and added pointedly, “1I
must ask the commissioner to send an
officer who has a better appreciation of
the criminal mind, and a less childlike
faith in the honor of murderers.”

“ As to that, sir,” said Falmouth, un-
moved by the outburst, ‘ you must do
as you think best. I have discharged
my duty to my own satisfaction; and
I have no more critical taskmaster than
myself. But what I am more anxious
to hear is exactly what you mean by
saying that I handed any papers into
your care.”

The Foreign Secretary glared across
the table at the imperturbable police
officer.

“I am referring, sir,” he said harsh-
ly, “ to the packet which you returned
to leave in my charge.”

The detective stared.

“ I—did—not—return,” he said in a
strained voice. “I have left no papers
in your hands.” He picked up the
package from the table, tore it open
and disclosed yet another envelope. As
he caught sight of the gray-green cover
he gave a sharp cry.

“This is the message of the Four,”
said Falmouth.

The Foreign Secretary staggered
back a pace, white to the lips.

“And the man who delivered it?”
he gasped.

“Was one of the Four Just Men,”
said the detective grimly. “ They have
kept their promise.”
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“ étenf?’ said th«* runt’s voice,
he sooner we get stz 'rted, the soon-
er we get there. % like to > sleep in bed.
Let’s smell your exhaust!”
~ Bif tried to oblige him 1)y sending a
cloud of carbon out. Ten  per cent of
it, he figured, would seep th.vough the
cracks into the cab. Oh, well, 1*he fare
was right, the sooner. he'gdt*‘s;‘.arted,
the sooner he got back, - ’
1t was a silent, drear/fride. So me-

7

~times;_on the late-long ones, the 1 are

“scenery,

got chwmmy, and- taiked about tihe
~ rumar that*.}kbié’\;

Irish Rose was ,.-ng to hélﬁ.ﬂ”“‘”"
ang_the hotes; in-the T0aTT 00 e « - -

was no camarade. He minded his qwn
business, for which Tif was duly grate-
ful. He wasn't the sort-of bird any-

one ’d want to talk to. -
. ‘Like ‘'most bad things, the journey

TAKE-A-CHANCE
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knew his cartridges. The best dope
was to see if there were any cops still
?wake and make sure of the five dol«
ars,

A quarter of a mile off he found a
Police station and made his repart. The
sergeant on the desk was extremely in-
terested.

““ Philip Grant’s place,” he said. Two
minutes later, or maybe a trifle less,
Bif was carrying three more iree fares
to the scene of his discomfiture,

A sleepy-eyed butler came to the
door when the cops rang. Protesting,
he let them in. They searched the
Il}?use, Bif oxg t?eir heels, eager; but

-there was absqlutely no si

burglar. g 'en of a

i'r. “ Say,” one of the policemen had an
“aspiration; ““you're sure you saw the

&y go in?”

ca» me to an end in due coursg.. Bif
T p"{;.:dlcd up beside an attractive house; .
- the fare climbed out. .. oo
“ Five wdollirs,” saaif; andat T
~.sonable at . that.-

.+ *“1 saw him go in the driveway,” Bif
reddened. ° e
“ My Gawd, what an apple you are!”’
= +he cop blared. « A fare gyps you five
“ Be you~ rself,” the runt snatled. . b“‘:,k s and then goes in a driveway, and
“ Five dr jlﬁs,l’ Bif repeated, witi your_, Say, d'ye think any crook in

- " , is right-mind would advertise th
cheerfulnes “ngoxe/d‘jf‘\a bis right Tine . T
h«“crr‘t‘l.ils . T _.om place he'wag going to rob? If that

ond I couldr’t make it a dime. bird’s doing bysiness he’s a mile from

NP

" fury

tess for my own mother.” o
The runt leaned forward. Bif dis-
covered that he disliked his face more

pay for taxis, Get me?”

In the runt’s right hand an auto-
matic gleamed. Cagy guy; he held it
just far enough off so that Bif hadn’t
a chance in the world of grabbing it,
even if he’d been a coffin fancier. No
luck, thought Bif—no luck at all.

“ Say you, step on the gas,” the runt
advised.

“Yes, sir,” said Bif.

He wasn’t at all cowed as he drove
away. Automatics were nothing new
to him; he’d take a dozen Lugers from
Heinie looies if he’d taken one. His
first thought had been to drive a short
distance and then go back —get his
man somehow. But he wasn’t packing
a gun, and he had an idea that the runt

and more. *‘Listen, buddy—I fievgr-.away.

here!” : :

Rif left the hout first, smarting.
Climbing into the car ‘it scampered
Nice fellows. If they wannd-
“to act like that, let ‘em walk back to
the station house,

On the way back to town his anger
died somewhat to sour melancholy.
Five bucks gone; insults ringing in his
ears. Hang it, he’d go to Butch’s! He
had a right to some pleasure after a
night like this!

u

IF MOLLOY went into Butch In-
gram’s place at three in the morn-
ing with forty dollars in his kick

and a temper like an unbroken stallion.
He came out at a quarter to four, sing-
ing *“Mademoiselle from Armen-
tieres,” with bills totalling eight hun-

dred in his pocket and clear ownership
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No, thought Bif, I’ll square it! And
right then he saw the way. Ahead
loomed a bridge, a bridge across a nar-
row river. Just this side of the bridge
was a steep embankment, a sixty-de-
gree drop to the water’s edge. *

He did it swiftly.- It had to be sud-
den or it was all night. Take a chance,
anyhow-~no matter how you looked
at it. He had a fleeting thought of
Tess. Gambling—this was gambling,
and how, and why, and where, and
what! Longest odds ever taken any-
where! And he’d reformed. Oh, well,
it wasn’t measly, anyhow—a man-size
gamble!

Shutting his eyes—he couldn’t keep
’em open now, the thought of the gun
at his neck in mind—he wrenched thie
wheel.

He heard the gun go off. But as
the car toppled he still felt somehow
alive. Swerve of the car must have
knocked the gun aside. Thanks for
small favors.

The last words he heard were:
“You—ifool!” A high, mad scream.

And the sedan rolled and banged, tip
over teakettle. But it was all very
vague to Biff Molloy; the lights went
out everywhere.

v

HE next minute, Bif thought, he
came to in a room that stank of
ether. It was three days later,

but naturally he couldn’t be expected
to know that.

He didn’t like the smell of ether.
He’d always hated it.

He saw a doctor—a nice doctor, just
like the ads—talking to a nurse. Bif
spoke up. ‘“ Who won?”

The doctor ran his hand over his
chin thoughtfully. “ As a matter of
fact, Mr. Molloy,” he said, “it was
pretty near a draw. You bent four ribs,
the other man cracked five; vou both
suffered concussion of the brain, but
nothing to worry about ; you both broke
vour right arm, while his left was frac-
tured. On the whole, however, I figure
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you won, for your legs both came
through safely, while his right leg was
twisted about comiderably

“ All in all,” Blf concluded, ““ a very
satisfactory party.”

The doctor smiled. ““ You ought to be
in the psychopathic for observation.”

Bif blushed. Admiration was evi-
dent in the doctor’s raillery. So the
cops had guessed that he’d ditched the
car on purpose.

“They’re sure spreading you,” the
doc went on. “We have to keep a
double guard on the door so’s the re-
porters won’t storm the place.”

“Me?” said Bif weakly.

““‘Take - a- Chance Molloy,’” the
doctor nodded. *“ Great newspaper
stuff. By the way, we’ve been letting a
Miss Ryan see you. All right?”

Bif gasped with the ecstatic surprise
of it. “Is she around now?”

The doctor took out his watch.

“Well, she's due back pretty soon.
Just went out to have a bite to eat.”

It was only a minute or two later that
Tess came in. When she saw Bif
awake she clasped her hands.

“Couldn’t kill me, Tess!”
grinned.

The doctor went out and Tess sat
down. Her right hand stroked Bif’s
plastered forehead. He wasn’t fever-
ish, but the stroking felt good just the
same.

So Bif felt at his neck. Now, he
thought, would be a very good time to
bring up the matter of the ring again.

He felt, then explored excitedly, his
eyes widening with alarm. “ Tess!
The ring’s gone! I've lost it!”

She didn’t seem to be upset. She
was smiling—and blushing. Slowly he
saw her left hand come into view, and
there was the diamond glistening on
the proper finger.

“I— You said it was for me, Bif,”
she apologized. “ So I—just took it.”

Bif was more than a little dazed.
“ You mean you’ll take a chance?”

Tess Ryan laughed a trifle shakily.

“1 won’t be taking a chance, Bif.”

Bif















64

swindlers infesting the barrooms of the
big hotels of New York at the time,
and they were the first to scent White-
man’s complete downfall. He had been
hail fellow well met with them in a su-
perficial fashion, but now they “went
after him to make him one of their
_number. His list of acquaintances of
wealth was long. This they well knew.
So they proposed schemes to him by
which his old-time friends could be
drawn into the purchase of worthless
stocks. He fell in with them. For a
~ time the harvest was rich. But that
vein petered out and, in fact, things
were getting so warm around New
York for Whiteman and the mob of
gentlemen crooks he was training with
" that they scattered.

His First Forgery

Whiteman went to San Francisco.
There he committed his first of what
was to mount into hundreds of for-
geries. It was scarcely a forgery at
that—more of a swindle—for he drew
up a check for five hundred dollars on
a form of the Importers and Traders
Bank of New York City in his own
favor and signed by “ Frank Dixon,”
who didn’t exist. This piece of worth-
less paper he passed on J. D. Maxwell,
of the Pacific metropolis. When the
check came back from the Importers
and Traders with the declaration that
no man of the name of Frank Dixon
had an account with the institution,
Whiteman was arrested, tried and con-
victed for forgery.

Facing a long sentence at his first
attempt to exploit spurious financial
paper, the man who was to become the
King of Forgers, bamboozled a learned
San Francisco judge with this flowing
line of polished speech:

“1f I have committed a forgery, I
deserve no sympathy or clemency, for
I have enjoyed all the advantages that
wealth and education give. I gradu-
ated with honors at an Eastern college
and afterward at Columbia Law
School, I served four years in the
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Senate of my State, and was a mem-
ber of the Judiciary Committee. At
the expiration of that time I received
the unanimous nomination of my party
for Congress, was elected chairman of
the State Committee and a delegate to
the National Convention. I have been

a director in three National banks and

a vice-president of one, and if a man
of my antecedents and experience has
been guilty of the heinous crime of for-
gery there is nothing can be said in
extenuation or in mitigation, but if
through overconfidence in the justice
of my cause, in the consciousness of my
innocence of this charge, I allowed the
case to go to a speedy trial and was
unprepared for the introduction of ex-
traneous evidence, I humbly submit
that I should have the opportunity to
prove my innocence beyond a reason-
able doubt. :

“During the six weeks that have
elapsed since that trial by continuances
which your honor kindly granted me,
I have had this check photographed and
obtained the affidavit of -Dixon—after

finding out where he was—and other

reputable men of Chicago who knew
him. Your reputation as an impartial,
upright judge is not bound by the con-
fines of this State, and I therefore ask
for a new trial, confident that you
would not put falsely the brand of for-
ger upon a man who has never been
convicted for a crime.”

Handwriting Practise

The goodly judge granted him stay
after stay, but when finallv no Dixon
was produced to back the fake affidavit,
Whiteman had presented, laid the law
on with a heavy hand. He sentenced -
Whiteman to ten years’ imprisonment.
But Whiteman served only seven .
months of it. From his cell he directed
an appeal based on the assertion that
since there was no Frank Dixon there
was no forgery. A swindle may have
been committed, but not a forgery. And
the higher courts sustained his legal
contention and set him free. And sinee

4 D
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and then wrote a check for three thou-
sand seven hundred and sixteen dollars
and twenty-one cents—an irregular
figure whose precision down to a penny
was convincing of its genuineness.

This check was accepted by the Co-
lumbia Bank, and a book and check
book of that institution handed the doc-
tor. That was all that happened that
"~ day. But the next, which was a Fri-
" day, he reappeared and asked if he
might draw against his deposit. The
" check deposited had not yet traveled
the regular route to confirm its value,
but the cashier figured that a profes-
sional man might not understand the
rules exactly and had no wish to offend
the new depositor. He was allowed to
draw two hundred dollars. He had
adroitly chosen to make the deposit
late in the week because his own knowl-
edge of banking affairs told him it
would carry over Saturday with Sun-
day intervening and the bogus check
for three thousand seven hundred and
sixteen dollars and twenty-one cents
would probably not be reported back
for a fake until the close of banking
hours Monday, or the opening of the
banks on Tuesday.

Arrested in Lakewood

On Saturday he reappeared and was
allowed to draw three hundred and
eighty dollars more. He said, reascn-
ably enough, that he was purchasing
all new furniture for his New York
office and needed the cash for that pur-
pose.

When the check on the Brooklyn
bank was returned to the Columbia
Bank the following Tuesday marked
“No good,” the aid of the police was
called. Circulars were out for White-
man from Denver, on which was print-
ed a photograph obtained from San
Francisco. Both bank officials posi-
tively identified Whiteman as “Dr.
Williams.”

The New York detective bureau lo-
cated Whiteman as the guest of a fine
hotel at Lakewood, New Jersey. De-
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spite the fact that he had, presumably.
a pocketful of money obtained by
fraud, he was deeply in debt to the
hotel as well as having borrowed two
or three hundred dollars from some of
the guests. '

He declared himself penniless when
arrested and for a fact only a few dol-
lars were found in his pockets. They
had not arrested him in New Jerzey
because that would have called forth
a fight on extraditing him to New"
York, but had kept Whiteman under
espionage until he came to the city
himself from Lakewood, and then
“knocked him oft.”

' Strong Testimony

But Whiteman appeared far from
a penniless man when he came to face
trial for this swindle. At his counsel
table sat Norman J. Marsh, a partner
of Noah Davis. Marsh had been a
freshman at Hamilton when White-
man was a brilliant senior, and had
promptly responded to Whiteman’s call
for legal aid. Also appeared E. M.
Grout, equally eminent at the bar. The
three were fraternity brothers.

And, behold, out of Whiteman’s
home town of Dansville marched ten
men, a clergyman and a justice of the
peace among them, who took the stand
and swore that on the day. Whiteman
was accused of offering the bad check
to the Columbia Bank, they had seen
Whiteman in Dansville, many, many
miles away from New York. His
counsel ripped and tore at the identifi-
cations made by the bank officials who,
they contended, had by their own
admissions seen and talked with Dr.
Williams only once, and that for a little
while. And the testimony of the ho-
tel proprietor and clerk of the Lake-
wood, New Jersey, hotel to the effsct
that Whiteman had been there and not
in Dansville that day and had left the
hotel saying he was going to make a
trip to New York, and had returned
to the Lakewood hotel that night, also
went by the board in the face of the
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conductor got in the way of it for it
was an express and the train may have
been behind time. Also, the detectives
afterward said they did not think he
would jump from the train.
picked up high speed too quickly. What
.they really believed was that Lon
Whiteman, in despair, had shot him-
self or taken poOison. But when the
door of the drawing-room was opened,
they saw readily enough that it was
completely empty.

An Armed Posse

There was nothing for them to do
but twiddle their thumbs and grunt in
chagrin till the train arrived at Buf-
falo. They took the next train back
to Dunkirk and tried to pick up .the
trail of Whiteman from where he had
jumped off. They drove about the
surrounding country for many miles
failing to pick up a clew, and then re-
turned, weary and sleepy, to the Erie
Hotel at Dunkirk, where they put up

_for the night.

On the same floor, much earlier to
bed, was Whiteman!

When he jumped from the train, he
went to a barber shop, had a shave and
a haircut, and his clothes well-brushed
and, without even sacrificing his mus-
tache, walked into the Erie Hotel and

.registered under an alias, had dinner,
_stepped into the pool room to watch
.the play awhile, and then went to bed.

Solomon and Fields never figured he
‘would dare stay around Dunkirk. Thus
while they slept next morning, White-
-man, unconscious of the fact they
were also at the hotel, ate a leisurely
breakfast and made railroad connec-
tions for his home in Dansville.
~ Where he went in hiding there, he
-would never tell. But three weeks later
-he departed South and found his way
-to Mexico City. In Mexico City, he
joined a one-time Washington lawyer
of the name of Knox in putting over a
scheme whereby a Mexico City jeweler
was swindled out of twenty thousand
dollars worth of diamonds. Knox was

It had’
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caught with most of the booty and did

a five-years’ stretch for it, but eely
Lon Whiteman managed to wriggle
across the border with about three
thousand dollars’ worth of the stones
and threw up such a legal barrier of
protection that the Mexican Govern-
ment was never able to get him back
under its jurisdiction.

Again he returned to Dansville to
“ recuperate.” But the Fidelity Trust
Company of Buffalo hadn’t forgotten.
Nor had the Pinkertons forgotten the
man who had given them more trou-
ble than any other dozen bank plun-
derers. Positive information was
gained that Lon Whiteman was back
in Dansville and in his mother’s home.

His pursuers took no chances. They
did not go for him by day. They knew
that news of their move would be sent
through secret channels to Whiteman
so that when they got there he would
again have flown. The importance with
which his arrest was regarded may be
estimated from the fact that the Buf-
falo police sent ten detectives to Dans-
ville to get him, and this ten was sup-
plemented by ten Pinkertons. Some
were armed with revolvers, others with
shotguns, others rifles. They entered
Dansville in the dead of night.

Shielded by His Mother

Their information was positive that
Whiteman was hiding in his mother’s
home. Eighteen of the men surround-
ed the house, while Whiteman’s old
friends, Detective Al Solomon and
Fields of the Pinks clanged the old-
fashioned door gong.

There is no doubt the visitation was
a complete surprise.. It was aged Mrs.
Whiteman who came in person to the
door with a seal fur coat thrown over
her nightclothes, for it was midwinter
and roads and trees and housetops
were under coverings of hard, solidly
frozen snow.

When her white hair appeared in the
doorway, Solomon said in his most
polite way:
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scot-free like he usually did. I was
going to stick to him like all of us al-
ways did. But when he made that
nasty crack about me going to die in
prison whether I liked it or not, I just
made up my mind that if I could get
off myself by sending him to prison,
I’d do it. And I have. The mob can
call me a rat, and he can call me a rat,
but I don’t give a damn. A man that
hasn’t got any more decent feeling or
heart than he showed ought to get his
medicine. And I’m not going to die
in prison.”

Lon'’s Lucky Star

Much more in exposure of White-
man came during this Buffalo trial, for
old Boothman told how he had ob-
tained a genuine draft for fifty-one
dollars which Whiteman had deftly
raised to fifty-one hundred dollars.
Again, how Whiteman appealed to his
sister for financial aid, and when all
she sent him was a draft for eight dol-
lars—sufficient to pay his car fare to
his Dansville home—promptly raised it
to eight thousand dollars and went on
a big gambling spree.

Again, much of the Robin Hood leg-
end concerning him was shattered in
the story told by John Flynn, a well-
known horse trainer, at the forgery
trial in rebuttal of Whiteman’s testi-
mony from the stand to the effect that
the Pinkerton’s had hounded him for
years and tried to frame him for every
forgery mystery they couldn’t solve.
This was one of those cases, he
averred, and old Boothman’s testimony
was only purchased perjury.

Flynn testified that he had known
Whiteman in his heyday, and had liked
him. He had later met Whiteman
when he was down and out, and staked
him liberally. They had not met for
years until about six months before,
when they came together in the rotun-
da of the Lafayette Hotel in Buffalo.
Flynn said he was glad to see White-
man again, had always liked him.
Whiteman appeared equally delighted
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to meet him. And over a bottle of
champagne Whiteman had said:

“1 begin to believe in my lucky star
again! This is a fortunate meeting,
John. For it so happens that there is
on heré from Duluth a very wealthy
old fellow. He has retired with mil-
lions. And he is horse struck. He
wants to organize a stable and run a
string. He came here to ask my ad-
vice about getting a trainer. I was just
going to take him to New York and
look the ground over. I had you in
mind—honestly. You were the first
one 1 thought of.

“ Well, the old boy is here, staying
in this hotel right now. Just sit there
and I’ll see if he’s in his room.”

He soon reappeared with the white-
haired, well-dressed old crook, Booth-
man. And after the introduction,
Whiteman gave Boothman a glowing
account of John Flynn’s great abilities
as a horse trainer. They arranged a
meeting for the next day when Booth-
man handed Flynn a draft on a Du-
luth bank for fifteen thousand dollars.

A Queer Prison

“ Just credit me with that,” he said.
“1 may want to draw some of it back
during the next few days until I can
arrange matters in Duluth for some
real capital, and we will go into the
game good and strong. I have every
confidence in my friend, Lon White-
man’s, judgment.”

Flynn began planning a big stable,
and the while depesited the fifteen-
thousand-dollar draft to his own
credit. He was more than willing to
give his check from time to time to his
new owner for various amounts as re-
quested. He had thus surrendered
about twenty-five hundred dollars of
his gooc money when the report came
in that the draft on Duluth was bogus,
whereupon he went looking for White-
man and his “ owner ”” in vain.

But sometimes Whiteman pulled
tricks to cause a grin. One of them
was an adventure in a Western hotel,

































THE, SEVENTH CARD

hall, and in a moment T had the door
open. Followed by Marie, he entered
the room.

I turned my attention to Felice.
Quickly I saw that she was beyond
aid. The vicious knife had severed
the jugular. John Ransome’s obses-
sion, it seemed, had been no idle fancy.

I had him back to consciousness by
the time the police arrived. He was
murbling and muttering and I could
get very little sense out of him. He
seemed not to realize what had hap-
pened. He stared at me dumbly when
I told him what he had done.

Inspector Murphy was a bit less gen-
tle with him. When I had told the
police all about the reason for my pres-
ence there, Murphy turned to Ransome
who was lying across the bad.

“Man,” he bawled, “ come to life.
Don’t you realize that you have killed

_your wife?”

Gradmlly, it dawned on him.
Murphy plied him with a thousand
questions, and he didn’t spare me
either.

The coroner had been there only a
couple of minutes when O’Brien
showed up. He signaled me to a cor-
ner of the room.

“Chief,” he said, “I tapped the
phone line like you told me at six
o’clock. Did you hear Ransome when
he phoned?”

I nodded. ‘ But I couldn’t tell what
he was saying,” I said.

“Well, it was from Lydia. He said
he would get it done to-night. Then
they said good night and rang off.”

When I returned to Murphy’s side,
Ransome was talking.

“ Gentlemen,”” he said, ““ I cannot ac-
count for this thing. If you say that
I killed my wife, I cannot deny it. But
I swear that I know nothing of 1t.”

Then he told Murphy of his strange
impulse.

 Mullikin will tell you,” he went on,
“that T was afraid of this very thing.
I employed him to guard my wife. Mr.
Mullikin will tell you of the inexplica-

‘fine defense it would make.
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ble messages—the pink cards. There
were—

“Seven of them, inspector,” I cut
in. “And he found t_hem every once
in awhile in this room.”

And then I told my little story.

“Ransome,” 1 said, “you wrote
those messages yourself. More than
that, you walked about this house at
night, and I wouldn’t be surprised that
those terrifying dreams your wife had
were not dreams at all, but real visions
of you entering her room with murder
in your heart.”

Ransome groaned.

“I must have walked in my sleep—
somnambulist,” he sighed. ‘““If you

say I wrote those notes—"

“You did, you scheming devil,” ¥
said. “ And you clumsily copied Dr.
Sheldon’s handwriting. You and your
strange impulses. You wanted to kill
your wife all right, but you wanted a
witness who would say you did it while
you were walking in your sleep. A
You see,
Ransome, I read of that case in Eng-
land, too, where a prisoner was freed
on the plea that he had killed his wife
while walking in his sleep. You
schemed to improve on that idea. You
wanted official witnesses to haul into
court to swear that you were mentally
affected; that you were the victim of a
complex, possibly of autosuggestion. If
opportunity presented itself, you would
even cast suspicion on Dr. Sheldon, by
hinting that he was exerting some spell
upon you. You hated him because
you knew your wife respected him
more than she did you—and that she
perhaps still loved him.

“ That was your idea in imitating his
writing. Pretty good, you thought. It
would be a dramatic touch. If he was
your Svengali, if he was hypnotizing
you, what more impressive than his
own writing? You slipped up, Ran-
some. You didn’t know that a sleep-
walker acts automatically, that he can
write only in his own, natural way.
Ask any psychologist.
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his old friend Calcott. He called on
Maurice Gatterman.

That night the reign of terror started
in. the Gatterman Building. Virginia,
having worked late, was going down a
dark hall when she stumbled on the
body of a murdered man.

It was a harmless old man who lived
in the Gatterman apartments. Police
investigated, but found no murderer.
Then, a few nights later, the second
victim was found dead in the Gatter-
man Building, and no clews to guide
Scotland Yard.

Gatterman, conducting his own
search, got hold of Sam Trench and,
plying him with drinks, learned the
story of the disappearance of the Ver-
rall heiress. Virginia Telford Verrall
was the daughter of Lucy Crow, a
cousin and ward of the Crow brothers.
They had made her marry Verrall,
who, with heart trouble was close to
death, so that they could obtain his for-
tune when he died. But she loved
Michael Calcott, and later ran off with
him. She took her daughter. Later
she died. Calcott sent the girl to a dis-
tant relative of his.

Gatterman, convinced that his secre-
tary was Virginia Verrall, the missing

"heiress, decided to propose marriage.
That night he took her to his restau-
rant. She refused him. And that
night, a few tables away, was found
the third man murdered in the Gatter-
man Building.

It marked the end of the Gatterman
Building. Residents moved out, the
restaurant and the theater were closed.
Gatterman, maddened by this mysteri-
ous terror that was ruining him, armed
with his revolver, prowled through his
building, on the verge of insanity. He
was obsessed with a single idea—to
wreak his vengeance.

Matthew Crow captured Sam
Trench and led him to a shop adjoining
the Gatterman Building, which the
Three Crows had leased. From there
they were boring through the ground
into the Gatterman Building, deter-
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mined to discover the secret which
Michael Calcott had said was buried
under the huge edifice. They put Sam
Trench to work, digging and hacking.

Aqd then Matthew, convinced that
Virginia Telford was the missing Ver-
rall heiress, read her doom with the
words:

“1 have decided that it is best that
she should be removed beyond reach
of inquiries.”,

And, true to his word, Matthew =
struck. Virginia was kidnaped by the
Three Crows and carried to the shop
they had rented adjoining the Gatter-
man Building. There she was left, in
the cellar, a prisoner with Sam T'rench.

The Three Crows confronted her
there with a demand to tell the where-
abouts of Charlotte Smithson, Virgin-
ia’s former guardian, who possessed
valuable secrets about the Verrall for-
tune. Virginia refused. They gave
hgdr two hours, until midnight, to de-
cide.

CHAPTER XXX
Mad Gatterman

AM TRENCH crept away from
S the grating and touched Virginia
timidly on the arm.

“Don’t you go and get too upset,
miss,” he said hoarsely. ‘ Perhaps
something will turn up.” He shud-
dered. “Lor’! How I'd have liked
a gun when them three devils was
climbing the ladder out of this rot-
ten cellar. I’d kill ’em all and ask the
Government for a medal, quick.”

Virginia looked up at him. “ Mr.
Trench,” she said softly, “ they’ll tor-
ture me, won’t they? Don’t tell me
lies, will you, because it won’t help me
a bit. They’ve tortured you, haven’t
they ?”

“ Well, not exactly tortured, as you
might say,” replied Sam Trench. “ Dif-
ferent, I mean, from what you read
about in histories, where they have
them images called iron maidens, or
whatever they are, and racks and
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“To all of us, in life, come trials,”
he added. “ Only in the hereafter can
we hope to escape the troubles and
tribulations of this distressing world.
After all a difficulty is purely a matter
for philosophic contemplation.. A cen-
tury hence what will it matter? The
difficulties of the ancient Egyptians are
lost in the mists of antiquity. Er—not
too good an illustration, I'm afraid, not
too well phrased; but—er—you under-
stand me. What was that?”

He spun round, his bland smile gone,
his pale face hard and rocklike, with
the upper lip lifted slightly so that Vir-
ginia saw a dog’s face set with glitter-
ing eyes.

He stared toward the grating. Sam
I'rench stared, too, and Virginia.

They saw Maurice Gatterman.

He was standing on the other side of
the grating, and through one of the
‘open squares formed by the crisscross
of timber protruded his hand and the
gun he worshiped.

He laughed. “ Hello, Crow. Talk-
about the hereafter, eh? See this gun?
That talks about the hereafter, too, and
it talks a damned sight more forcibly
than you. Stand still!?” He added a
foul and horrid word. “ Crow! I've

- waited for one of you to come into that
cellar. One at a time. See? One at
a time. Think of the Verrall money,
Crow, because thinking’s all you’ll ever
see of it.”

Montague Crow’s tongue touched his
fips. “ Gatterman, my dear chap,” he
began. His voice was husky. Of a
sudden he was no longer imposing in
his swallow-tailed coat. his striped
trousers and his immaculate spats. His
fine white handkerchief slipped from
his trembling fingers to the door of the
cellar.

“Dear!  Expensive you mean,
Crow. Expensive to meet, I am,
Crow. More than expensive to you.
It’s going to cost you a whole lot to
have met up with me to-night.” Gat-
terman laughed wildly and madly.
“It’s going to cost you your life!”
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For long, quivering moments Mon-
tague Crow was silent. Visibly he
drooped. Once he brushed his right
eye where the perspiration from his
forehead burned it. His cheeks were
as white as the spotless collar about his
throat. He seemed to have shrunk in
size.

“ Gatterman!” All his bland pom-
posity was gone. ‘The unction in his
voice had given place to quavering
hoarseness. ““This is not my doing.
It’s Matthew. I have protested—nay,
argued—that this thing should not be.
I have used all the powers of persua-
sion at my command.”

Gatterman’s devilish laughter broke
rudely across his speech.

“Crow, you're so good that you
ought to be wearing a halo. I'm go-
ing to help you to get one. I under-
stand they’re not fashionable on earth.
Used your powers of persuasion, have
you? Well, vou look at this gun and
start persuading it not to go off.”

“Mr. Gatterman! For Heaven’s
sake, don’t—shoot—"

Gatterman’s wild and roving eyes
dwelt momentarily on Virginia.

“ Ah! My Miss Telford, eh? And
why do you think I've come here if not
to shoot this cur? D’you think I'm
walking round for the air? You put
your fingers into your ears and you
won’t hear anything. And old Sam
Trench, too?”

His cackle filled the cellar and rolled
to chattering echoes under the great
base of the Gatterman Building. He
jerked his head backward in the direc-
tion whence the echoes came.

“There’s all my little devils laugh-
ing with me. Hear ’em. Follow me
about, they do, upstairs and downstairs
and in my lady’s chamber. I call out
sometimes in the corridors upstairs—
helloooooo—and they always call back

—just the same as I call. Hear ’em
now ?”’
Nobody answered him. Virginia

realized that argument with the mad-
man was useless,

.







































THE THREE CROWS

He began to sob unashamedly. His
eyes were fixed on Matthew Crow and
_ were charged with horror unspeakable.
- Crow drove him and Virginia for-

ward. Mornington carried the lamp.
Virginia walked mechanically. The
thing was now past all human limits
of endurance. The great bare garage
- was like the anteroom of hell, where
devil shapes moved and did their
work.

They were under the lift. Morning-
ton had placed the lamp on the garage
. floor, and had elevated the lift suffi-
ciently for them to step beneath 1it.

“ Trench,” said Crow, “ you will car-
~ ry out my instructions as I give them,
or you will follow Jones. You, young
woman, have one last chance.”

He stepped back from under the lift
to the garage floor, so that he faced to-
- ward Trench and Virginia in the lift
well.  Above them, in the lift itself,
was Mornington, his hand on the con-
trol.

“Will you tell me where Charlotte
Smithson is? asked Crow.

“1 don't know,” Virginia's voice
held no intomation whatsoever. “ I've
told you I don’t know. It’s the truth.”

“You lie! Why are you so fcol-
ish?” Crow laughed shortly and a lit-
tle wildly. “ Why dare you defy me?
I've pitted myself against Calcott and
Gatterman and Gatterman's building,
and I've won! Do you think I'll allow
a slip of a girl to stand in my way
now? Do you think you can safely
deny my wishes? You fool! You don’t
know what youre doing! I give you
one last chance before you are tied to
that lift. After that perhaps some suf-
fering will open your lips. But rest
assured, whatever may pass, resistance
is futile. Now! Your answer.’

Virginia shook her head. Her eyes
were dulled. Her body drooped.

Matthew Crow shrugged his shoul-
ders. ‘“So be it. You have brought
this thing on yourself.”

- A voice came out of the darkness
behind him. It was a steady, even

101

voice, cool, and there was a sharp
metallic ring of command in it:
“ Drop that gun, Crow!”

CHAPTER XXXVI
Calcott's Vengeance

IRGINIA heard the voice, and it
was as though a bugle rang in
silent hill country and awakened

her from the sleep of despair.

She saw the pistol slip from Mat<
thew Crow’s hand. She heard the
clang of it as it struck the concrete.
She heard Mornington cry aloud.

And she heard her own voice, as
though it were the voice of somebody
else. “Tony! Oh, Tony!”

Now she could see him. He had
stepped into the little circle of light,
behind Matthew Crow. He was hat-
less, and his clothes were dusty. In
his hand was the gun which he had
taken from Maurice Gatterman.

“ Mornington,” he said, “jump
down to the floor. Take your hand
off that power switch or I'll Kill you.
I mean that. Down you get!”

Mornington flopped to the floor,
dropped to his hands and knees and
recovered himself.

“Virginmia, and you, Trench, come -
out here. Matthew, you and Morning-
ton are going into that lift well.
Move!” He barked the last word, and
Mornington jumped grotesquely.

Matthew turned round. ‘‘ Suppose I
refuse? His eyes fixed and held
Tony's.

“1 shall shoot you, and I shan’t shoot
to kill, Crow. But I’ll put you out of
action. I promise you that. Morn-
ington! Are you in that well yet?”

Mornington hurriedly dropped into
the lift well, and Sam Trench helped
Virginia out.

Tony drove Matthew before him,

" and when both the brothers were in

the well he pulled the lattice work gates
across.

“You’'ll stand at the back of the
well,” he instructed. ““ If either of you
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The chief
Y3 I

The maid shrugged.
turned toward the music room.
want to look at him,” he said.

11

HERE was no disorder, no evi-
dence of even the briefest fight
for life. Nothing—save that the

left lapel of Marshall’s coat was pulled
back over the shoulder as if the mur-
derer had gripped him there to hold
him steady for the blow.

Bending over to look at the murder
weapon, a blood-crusted butcher’s
cleaver lying on a chair, Rowan clucked
with satisfaction.

The cleaver was new. On the clean,
white wood of the handle were marks
—reddish marks—finger-prints,

Chief Rowan smiled. There wasn’t
so much to a murder case, after all.
Just the business of being wide awake
enough to pick up clews. He had it all
sewed up. The affair between Mrs.
Marshall and Slater. Finger-prints of
the murderer.

The maid read his smile as he re-
turned to her side.

“You’ve found something?”

“I've got him hooked,” said the
chief confidently. “ Hey, Slater, wake
up. I want to talk with you.”

Slater looked up at him drowsily.

“Perfly welcome,” said Slater,
“ perfly welcome—" and dropped his
head again.

“ Here!”

Taking him by the wrists the chief
pulled them out to examine his hands.

He grunted disappointment upon
upon finding them clean.

Slater mumbled protest.

The maid recalled something she had
noticed in the kitchen, something which
had not at the time fully registered.

“ Somebody,” she said, “ washed his
hands in the kitchen—bloody hands.
There’s a towel out there with blood
on it.”

“Fetch it.”

She ran and got it, a dish towel

“which had been left on the sink.

"head in.
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At one end of it were ruddy stains
as if the user had started to wipe his
hands without washing. The rest of
the towel showed that he had dried
them after cleansing them of blood.

“ Wassamatter ?”” asked Slater, look-
ing around. “Where’s John Mar-
shall ?”’

“You know,” said the chief grimly.
“ Let’s see your arms.”

He pulled them out to examine the
sleeves.

Slater resisted feebly.

“Wassamatter?” he protested.
“What yvou hauling me round for?
Leggo.”

Finding no stains on the sleev es, the
chief straightened him up to inspect the .
rest of his clothing,

“Perfly welcome,” began- Slater—
then he frowned and shook his head.

Following the chief’s example, he
looked himself over curiously. The
performance seemed to amuse him. He
smiled vacuously up into the police-
man’s face.

“Wha’s the idear > he asked more
coherently. “Wha’s the game? Lem-
me in on it, huh?”

The chief pointed a stern finger at
him.

“The game is murder, Slater. Come
on now, snap into it.’

Slater blinked, his brows gathering
with apparent effort to collect his
thoughts.

“You hear me, Slater?”

“ Murder?” he said, shaking his
head. “ What d’you ‘mean, murder?
Who's murdered ?”’ ,

“You killed Marshall,” said the
chief vigorously. ‘You chopped his
Come on, Slater, you might
as well tell us all about it now. We've
got you dead to rights. What did you
do it for?”

The accusation seemed to soak into
Slater’s mind. He opened his eves
wide, opened his mouth, aghast. Re-
peated still more emphatically, it had a
sobering effect. He gripped the arms
of his chair and held himself erect.
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“You mean you passed out then?”

“ Apparently.”

“Don’t you remember going after
the cleaver? You must’ve got that out
of the kitchen.”

“ Not a thing,” groaned Slater. *
a thing.”

“1 guess," said the chief, “ it won't
hurt you any if you stick to that story.
See who that is at the door, girl.”

v

OUNTY DETECTIVE CRAN-
STON nodded generous approval
while listening to Chief Rowan’s

solution of the murder. The chief was
noticeably pleased with- himself.

But Cranston wasn’t satisfied. Even
before he exchanged a word with
Slater he had a feeling that everything
was not yet on the record; not by a
long shot.

Out of his long experience, the case
struck him as much too superficially
simple; suspiciously simple.

It was possible, of course, that Slater
had been so intoxicated when he killed
Marshal that he had not the wit to go
away from there and try to cover him-
self. Possible—but somehow it did
not seem plausible.

And, to Cranston’s way of thinking,
Slater was too ready with confession,
~ too complete in his surrender.

If, as Slater claimed, there had been
no real falling out between him and
Marshal, why didn’t he at least make
some show of fighting the charge that
he had murdered his lifelong friend?

Granting that he committed the mur-
der while mentally incapable and there-
fore had no recollection of it, the nat-
ural attitude for him to take was to
protest it as unbelievable until the evi-
dence conclusively proved otherwise.
Yet here he was, admitting the murder
of which he claimed he had no mem-
ory when there remained the possibil-
ity that a third person had done it,

True, the chief had told him that his
finger-prints were on the murder weap-
on. But he, a man of intelligence,

‘not

11

should have noticed that his own fin-
ger-prints had not been taken. How,
then, could it be known that the finger-
prints on the cleaver were his when no
comparison had been made?

It looked queer to Cranston, phony
somewhere, and e went about his in-
vestigation in this frame of mind.

Without talking at all with Slater,
he started nosing around while the cor-
oner was examining the body. -

The county detective returned pres-
ently and motioned the chief to join
him out of Slater’s hearing. :

“1 understood you to say,” said
Cranston, “that he got the cleaver
from the kitchen.”

“’That’s right,” said the chief.

“Did he say so positively?”

“Well, no, he didn't. Like I told
you, he claims he don’t remember any-
thing about it.”

“ just wanted to be clear said
Cranston. “ You didn't look out in
the kitchen, did you? You didn’t look
to see where he got the cleaver from?”

“1 didn’t,” said the chief. “I was
busy getting his confession, you under-
stand, and thought it ‘conld all be
checked up casily enough. Why, what’ s
the matter?”

“ Nothing,” smiled Cranston, *ex-
cept that there seems to be a snarl in
the case already. The only cleaver be-
longing in the house is still hanging on
its usual hook in the pantry. How are
you going to make that match up?”

The chief scratched his chin and
chewed. He couldn’t see how this
could make any difference one way or
the other.

“’There might
said.

“'The cook says not:
maid.”

“Well,” said the chief, “what’s it
matter, anyhow? Slater admits the
killing. That’s all there is to the whole
thing: that’s all that counts for any-
thing.”

“You mean he brought the cleaver
with him?”

(13

ve been two,” he

so does the
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. “ Why—uh—maybe, maybe not. It
don’t matter so far as I can see. A
cleaver’s a cleaver any way you look at
it. That’s what the killing was done
with and he admits the killing.”

“You might have to prove he ever
saw this particular cleaver,” Cranston
pointed out, “and show where he got
1t; place it definitely in his posession, I
mean. You can’t say he got it in the
kitchen if he didn’t.”

“ What's it matter?”’ persisted the
chief. “He don’t deny—"

“ Not now, he doesn’t, but wait till
a lawyer takes hold of him. You'll
hear another song then, I bet. And
you'll "hear plenty about the two
cleavers if they’re not all straightened
out when he goes on trial. If you were
to ask me, I'd say that this is part of
the trick.”

“What trick?”

- “That,” said Cranston, “is what
we’ve got to find out. Has any word
been sent to Marshall's wife?”

Shaking his head, the chief took op-

portunity to begin shedding responsi-
bility. He wasn’t so keen about claim-
ing the case as his own; not when Cran-
ston saw tricks in it.

“I told the district attorney I'd
leave everything lay for you and here
it is. I thought you might not want
Marshall’s wife here too soon, consid-
ering how things look. She’s only in
Philadelphia, you know, and can get
here in a couple hours. You want her
notified to come?”

“We won’t bother,” said Cranston.
“ Let her relatives send word. Doc
seems to be through. Let’s see what
he’s got to say.”

The coroner found that Marshall
had been dead about eight hours which
placed his death at some time between
midnight and two o’clock.

“ He was struck three times,” said
the doctor. “ One blow, delivered with
the blunt side of the cleaver, .with the
back, that is, caused a fracture rang-
ing from the base of the brain up over
the right ear. That was not necessar-
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ily a fatal blow. Either of the others,
struck with the cutting edge of the
weapon at the base of the skull, must
have been almost instantly fatal. The’
spinal column is severed at the junction
to the skull.”

“ Figuring that the blow with the
blunt side of the cleaver was given
first,” said Cranston, “ it would have
knocked him out, wouldn’t it?”

“ Undoubtedly,” said the doctor.

“Would you say the other blows
were struck while the body was fall-
ing?” ) v

“ Not in my opinion. They haven’t
the appearance of haphazard strokes,
but lie closely side by side; they’re al-
most one, in fact.” o
. ‘““Indicating,” said Cranston, “ that
the killer knew what he was doing and
intended to make a thorough job of it.”

“ It seems so,” said the doctor.

v

RANSTON restored Slater’s me-
mory with almost_the first word
he addressed to him.

“How do you feel?” he opened
pleasantly. ““ Able to run over your
story with me?”

Slater, who had been covertly watch-
ing the detective roam with seeming
aimlessness abeut the room, nodded.

“T’'m all right. T want to help all Ts
can.” )

“That’s the way,” said Cranston.
“ Now tell me who was here last night
besides yourself ?”’ :

Slater started to shake his head, but
checked the motion while his face
screwed up with thought.

“By God!”

He jumped up, his face kindling.

“You hear that, chief?” he cried.
“Here’s what I've been trying to re-
member.  There was another man
here. He came—it must have been
around midnight ; about the time I was
passing out. I remember him now and
—and—" '

“FEasy,” said Cranston. “ FEasy;
there’s no rush. Who was he?”

7 D
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Only in every case Chinese inlaid -

lacquer boxes have been smashed. Of
course, it's obvious that something very
valuable is believed to have been hid-
den in such a box. [ imagine that it
was sold by some one who at the time
knew nothing of what it contained.”

“But surely no one would sell a
valuable box without looking inside?”

“ A secret compartiment, perhaps—
perhaps— Hello, Voltaire, here’s an-
other case of an honest burglary. M.
Carlin this time.”

Voltaire had arrived in answer to the
bell, but he did not smile at Laughton’s
flippant air.

“'They are not all so honest, Laugh-
ton,” he said. “The chief of the
Fenestrelle district telephoned me an
hour ago. T've just come from there.
A firm which deals in all manner of
Chinese goods was entered some time
This time a dead man was
left behind—a Chinese. He was stabbed
in the back.”

Laughton jumped up excitedly.

“ Murder—good Heavens! Has the
man been identifted?”

“ Not yet. But the records are busy
searching.” '

“ Right—then we’ll go together with
M. Carlin, and afterward to this place.
Come along,” he added, turning to me,
“we shall need you.”

\We were soon at M. Carlin's shop,
which a policeman was guarding. As
the owner had stated, everything was
in wild disorder, and the floor littered
with pieces of wood from broken
boxes, and fragments of smashed
vases. A rapid examination revealed

“the fact that the safe, an old-fashioned

affair, had been cleverly opened with
a key. In front of it we found a tiny
scrap of yellow paper bearing several
Chinese ideographs. M. Carlin was cer-
tain that it did not belong to him. Tt
was the only thing we found.

_The burglars had taken care to leave
no marks of any kind. The shopkeep-
er admitted that lascars and Chinese

scamen often came to his place with
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curios. Any of these might have ob-
tained an impression of the locks of his
safe and door, while he examined the
goods they brought.

The scrap of paper was at once sent
to the<laboratory for translation, and
after advising M. Carlin to move
nothing until we had sent an expert, we
drove to the house where the dead man
had been found.

There, fortunately for us, nothing
had been touched, for the manager had
locked the room the moment he caught

sight of the huddled body and had tele-

phoned for the police.

The victim was an Oriental—proh-
ably a Chinese—and. dressed in blue
overalls such as seamen wear. He was

.lying face downward in front of a

large cupboard, which had been forced.
The haft of a long dagger protruded
from his back. The doctor, who was
at once sent for, declared that the man
had died instantly. Death had taken
place some time during the preceding
night.  On the floor were several of
the now familar boxes, smashed and
cut to pieces.

To our delight we found that sev-
eral fragments bore clear fingermarks
on their polished surface. These were
immediately packed and sent to the
laboratory.

A photograph of the murdered man
was later recognized by a stevedore
who informed us that he had been em-
ployed unloading rice from barges at
the riverside warehouse of Messrs. Ro-
lett. Unfortunately the manager could
give us no information about the man,
who had only been in his employ two
weeks, but he believed that he had
come from Marseilles.

We at once communicated with In-
spector Daumains, and caught the next
train to Marseilles. Tie knife which
we had brought with us was identified
by a detective as having belonged to a
huge Chinaman known as Ling Tang,
who owned a restaurant and hotel for
Orientals near the Joliette docks.

“ A dangerous man.” Daumains in-
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automatic pistols in their hands, with’

reserve weapons dangling by straps
from their wrists, met us in the narrow
passage. At that critical moment the
splintering crashes of Daumains’s at-
tack caused the bandit to waver for a
second and gave us our opportunity.
The hand-to-hand battle was fierce and
short, but even in face of our over-
whelming numbers, Valet, snarling and
cursing, succeeded in pushing his men
before him and pulled open a trap-
door in the floor. He was about to
drop into the water when a tiny agile
figure sprang at him from behind, yell-
ing in English:

“Now, you hound, I've got you.”

It was Jim Custer the ex-jockey.
Valet fought like a demon, and fired

again and again into his opponent’s -

body, until Custer staggered back,
mortally wounded.  But with a last
effort the Englishman raised his own
pistol just as Laughton sprang for-
ward. There was a crashing machine
gun rattle of five shots in quick succes-
sion—the jockey’s weapon was a par-
abellum—and Valet dropped across the
body of the plucky little fellow. Both
were dead. The remainder of the
men were already chained and helpless.

Laughton and I raced for the back
of the boat from which Custer had ap-
peared, anxious for the safety of Dau-
mains and Chiffon. 'We need not have
felt concerned about them. Just in-
side a tiny cabin, of which the partition
had been smashed by an ax, we per-
ceived our colleague. He was hold-
ing a slim handsome boy in his arms.

“ Chiffon!” he cried joyfully.

Laughton shrugged his shoulders,
but shook hands with Chiffon neverthe-
less—and so did we all.

M. Duprez allowed the brave girl to
remain free, on the understanding that
Inspector Daumains guaranteed her ap-
pearance at the trial.

The diamond—a wonderful blue

- stone weighing forty-five carats—was
found on Valet. It was claimed by
the family of the dead merchant in
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Saigon. From Chiffon and the cap-
tured men we learnéd that -Ling Tang
had indeed murdered the merchant and
fled to Marseilles with the stolen jewel,
to be robbed in his turn of all his pos-
sessions by several of his countrymen,
who knew nothing of the gem hidden
in a secret compartment of the usual
lacquer box so much i favor in the
East. They had sold this box, together
with other stolen goods, in Lyons.
Ling Tang had traced the box to this
town and confided in Valet, whom he
was sheltering .and whose help he
needed. Valet, true to his treacherous-
nature, at once decided to kill the
Chinaman and possess himself of the
stone. Among his men were the

.coolies who had robbed Ling Tang and

who thus learned too late of the
treasure which had slipped through
their fingers. Therefore three distinct
groups worked feverishly with the
same object in view. Valet had stmply
watched the Chinese and had killed the
first one in the belief that he had found
the jewel

It was Ling Tang who had wrecked
the car when he discovered that Valet
was on the right track and that M.
Rolett was bringing the stone to head-
quarters. Both had seen Chiffon drive
away with the box and had followed
her to the empty cottage, where she
was waiting with Custer for Daumains.

Custer had burned the letter in-
trusted to him when Ling Tang and
Valet arrived, while these two were
fighting. He had then offered to help
Valet, hoping to be allowed to remain
near Chiffon and aid her to escape.

The:men were all deported for life,
but, in consideration of her youth and
her plucky action in helping the police,
Chiffon was acquitted.  She refused
to listen to I.evallois, who pleaded
ardently that she should return home.
Instead, she married Daumains, who
resigned from the police.  They are
now living in South America, and from
the letters which Laughton receives
from time to time, are quite happy.
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I don’t suppose it 'll do much good.
There’s no liar on earth to beat a
‘ cokie.” ,

Old Calamity was right. The three
prisoners virtuously and insistently de-
nied that they had had a single shot
of dope since they had been in the
institution, although Selig betrayed by
the nervous, jerky movements of his
hands, and the spasmodic twitching-of
his eyelids all the evidence a trained
observer would need to prove a recent
narcotic debauch. The deputy ordered
the three taken out, stripped and thor-
oughly “ frisked,” while he sent for
Martingale, the prisoner whom the doc-
tor had already questioned. One look
at him showed Old Calamity that Mar-
tingale was still “ hopped up plenty,”
as the convicts expressed it. He boast-
fully admitted that he had had several
shots, which he would not have dared
to do when he was in his right senses,
but when the deputy, by skillful ques-
tioning, attempted to obtain the source
of his supply, he was met by-the usual
story that a prisoner whom he didn’t
know, but who had been released in the
past day or two, gave it to him in the
yard. o

In the midst of the questioning,
Guard Elker, who had'been frisking the
other three prisoners, reported that he

had found a quantity of morphine-

hidden under some adhesive tape
- strapped to Janssen’s instep. Janssen
was brought back. With a promptness
which Old Calamity thought rather
suspicious, he stated that his.cellmate,
Macauley, had given it to him. The
deputy -knew that he was up another
blind ailey. Janssen was merely trying
to “ frame ” his cellmate, as they could
not get along together and had been
trying to get rid of each other. Old
Calamity was too thoroughly skilled in
the ways of convicts to pursue the in-
quiry any further along that line. V\/lth
an instinct born of vears of experience
in matching wits with prisoners, of
meeting intrigue with intrigue and
guile with guile, he realized that a long,
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patient investigation would be nec-
essary if the source of the narcotic
supply was to be found and stopped.
It was merely another of the dozens
of investigations of every kind and
description which he was called upon
to make every year, and in his shrewd,
patient, persistent manner he began,
“laying his lines " which, with his per-
fect confidence in himself, he felt would
not come in empty.

But in spite of his best efforts he
seemed to make not the slightest prog-
ress. He felt reasonably certan that
one of the fifty or sixty prisoners acting
as “ trusties,”” whose business took them
outside the walls, was smuggling the
narcotics in.. Some of these men were.
“runners,” who- carried ‘mes
various parts of the institution, includ-
ing the barns, chicken farm, hog pens
and other buildings on the institution's
grounds, but outside the walls. Others
were teamsters, who hauled supplies
from the freight station in town and

-to and from the farm colony belong-
ing to the institution, which was three
miles out in the country. Still others
operated the little hand cars which ran
to the stone quarries at the end of the
farm. And there were several more
who went to and fro on unusual duties
who were really stoolpigeons through
whom Old Calamity kept his finger on
the pulse of the huge institution and
theckmated the hundreds of plots for
his undoing constantly being hatched
among the prisoners.

But although the deputy assigned
Mr. von Klaus, the most thorough and
painstaking guard in the institution, to
supervise a simultaneous search of all
these outside trusties, not a grain of
morphine or cocaine was found. A
similar frisk made three weeks later.
after the excitement had had time to
die down, brought similar unfruitful

-results.  But in the meantime the
“junk ” was drifting in, steadily and
_persistently, and in ever-increasing
quantities, and every prisoner and
guard in the institution knew it. In-

ges to" -
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said solemnly, pretending not to see the
sarcasm. ‘‘ The girl can be twenty, or
even twenty-one years old for that
matter.”

The doctor rose. * I’ll try to mix up
some kind of a witches’ brew for you,”
he said, “ but I’'m not particularly con-
fident of success.”

But he underestimated his own abili-
ty. For, less than two days later, the
deputy had in his possession an in-
nocent-looking white powder which the
doctor declared would meet all require-
ments.

Nothing further could now be done
until the following Wednesday. That
was bathing day for the farm gang,
all of whom were brought in at about

three o’clock in the afternoon to un- -

dergo their “ semiweekly.” A few
minutes after the Tarm gang, followed
by two guards armed with rifles, filed
inside the prison wall, a small gray-
clad figure suddenly ducked into the
bushes from the road which it was
traversing and crawled forward about
two hundred yards to the edge of the
potato patch at the end of which stood
Mr. Eckner’s tower. The owner of
the figure, a diminutive prisoner known
as Wee Willie, lay onf his back and
carefully scanned the horizon in the
direction of the farm colony. Several
times the sudden appearance of birds
flying toward the institution caused him
to sit upright in a rather startled way,
as though something he had been ex-
pecting was about to happen. But each
time he sank back again with a look
of disappointment.

After several such disappointments a
somewhat larger speck appeared from
over the trees at the east end of the
prison farm and flew in a straight line
toward the institution. A few seconds
later it was easy to see that the bird
was not a sparrow as the others had
been, but a pigeon, in all probability
one of the large number which “ Chick-
en George,” the half-witted convict in
charge of the chicken yard, kept as
pets. When the pigeon got abreast of
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the guard tower its flight suddenly
halted and, despite what was undoubt-
edly a heart-breaking effort, dropped
slowly and flutteringly to the ground.
Almost before it had expired Wee
Willie- had it in his blouse and was
!Jack on the road on his way to the
institution, trying not to betray the ex-
?tiement and the importance which he
elt.

Instead of going through the east
gate, Wee Willie detoured and made
his way to the deputy’s home. T'rium-
phantly he laid on the table on the in-
closed porch the pigeon which Mr.
Eckner had shot. A grim smilé of
satisfaction spread over Old Calamity’s
face as he untied the little container on

the bird’s leg and spread on a piece of =7~

paper on the table the morphine with
which it was loaded.

“ That’s good work, Willie,” he told
the expectant prisonér who was grin-
ning up into his face. “I’ll see thaw
you get a break at the next parole
meeting. That’s all, until to-morrow.”

“ Willie,” the deputy said the fol-
lowing morning, “how’d you like to
ride a few miles in a packing box ?”

Willie looked incredulous: *“ I've
ridden in everything that's got
wheels,” he said, “ but that’s a new one
on me. Y’ain’t kiddin’ me?” he in-
quired suspiciously.

Old Calamity shook his head. * No,
indeed,” he replied, “I mean it. Tll
make you pretty comfortable, see that
you don’t have to stand on your head
or anything like that. What do you
say ?”’

“ Sure,” said Willie promptly, won-
dering what was coming next. The
following day, when Mr. Ashley, the
foreman at the Farm Colony, cautious-
ly opened the box and allowed him to
crawl out, he made a mental resolve
that traveling via the packing box
route was out forever, so far as he
was concerned. “I thought me knees
would grow right into me chin,” he
complained to Mr. Ashley. “ He cer-
tain’y took me over the bumps.” He
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that isn’t worth a small fortune. Why,
the value of this thing alone would keep
me in clover for a year!”

He indicated the small table upon
which our glasses and the decanter
stood—a masterpiece of Indian crafts-
manship with a chased silver top inlaid
with mother-of-pearl. * My hat; silver-
topped tables, and I've spent half my
life lifting my drinks from zinc-
covered counters! You've even got
silver finger-plates on your ballv doors.
Hullo, what's that!”’ e

He paused. looked sharply toward
the door, and, motioning me to keep
quiet, listened.

“ Speaking of doors, I believe your
butler or somebody is eavesdropping
on the other side of that one.”

“Nonsense,” T said. “ It's the last
thing in the world Phelps would do.”

“I'll bet you a dollar some one is
Nlistening there at this minute,” he per-
sisted.

I stole across the room and flung
open the door. Nobody was there.

“ Strange,” observed my cousin. “I
could have sworn I heard somebodv
loitering. outside.  This  excelient
whisky of yours must be affecting my
senses.”

“If you'll look in that cabinet just
behind vou,” T told him, “ you'll find a
box of cigars fit to go with the whisky.”

““Righto. This it?” He brought
back the box and resumed his seat.
“ Here’s luck once more,” he said,
emptying his glass. I followed suit,
and pushed the decanter across to him.

“Thanks. No more just now. Let’s
smoke and talk for a bit.” He lit his
cigar and, leaning back in his chair,
eyed me queerly for a moment or two.

I

“ O'I'ICF, anything different about
me this trip?” he suddenly de-
manded.

“Well, for one thing, you're looking
very fit, and, for another, you’ve been
alone with me for half an hour with-
out asking me for money.”

DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY

“Thanks; I was expecting that,” he
retorted, with a half sneer. “ Suppose
I told you that I never wanted any of
your help again?" Suppose I told you
that the black sheep had made good—
that, in fact, he had every hope of
shortly paying back in full the many—
er—past kindnesses of his impeccable
and altogether estimable cousin?”

“T’d be glad to hear it,” I said dryly.
“What is it—company promoting, a
new gambling system, or something
merely honest?”

“You're smart, aren’t you? As a
matter of fact, it’s pliable glass.”

“Idon’t get vou,” I said.

“I hit upon the thing by accident
when I was working on something else

_in this chemical factory I told you of.

Always had a taste for chemistry, as
you know.  Pliable glass—stuff that
you can bend anyway, but that still re-
tains all the essential properties of
glass. Pass me your tumbler, will
you?"”

He took a phial from his vest pocket,
poured a few drops from it into my
empty glass, made a little hollow in the
middle of the fire, and placed the glass
in it. Taking up the bellows, he blew
the coals into a white heat.

“Watch this,”” he commanded.
“ There's a fortune in it—a fortune as
big as your own.”

We both bent forward and watched
the glass. There seemed nothing
extraordinary in its behavior. It stood
for a few minutes unchanged in the
middle of the glowing coals, then
slowly sagged, lost form, and became
merely a grayish blob of melted glass.

“I don’t quite see—"" I began, and,
looking up, met my cousin's mocking
eyes.

“So you think the experiment has
failed?” he chuckled evilly. “Well, it
hasn’t. It’s got rid of the only pos-
sible evidence.”

“The evidence!” I echoed.

“The evidence of the poisoned
glass, you fool. Servants have a habit
of leaving the things tnwashed, and
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