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Author of “ The Honor of the

Throughout this story the reader will be saying to himself:

self a job as a kind of keeper for a “nut.”

And what a nut!

they all cuckoo, but that he himself was about to join their

CHAPTER I

FIRED!

Al  You scoundrel!” a voice ex-
dained The thin nedk of Mr.
Gandry, the dfice maneger,
tured a dHicate dece of pink, ad he
urredsl‘arpiyamdtolod<cwerhs
glasses.
“Bh? What's tret? What's tret?’
But Leonard's reatly conrbed blod
head was bent studiously over the broed
gects of tre ledger.  He hed ot neant
o goeek o loudly.  As a nratter of fadt,
e hed intended to hiss the words in a
tore of concentrated contenpt, as be
fitted a stalvart, twogun Texan who
hed just broken through a cordon of

er|gries to discover the heroire in tte
grasp of a scoming Mexican—urwill-
ingly represented by Mr. Gandry. Al
the world is a stage, ad Mr. Gandry
hed been cast for many parts, nost of
them despicadle, and on warm spring
days like this he was usuelly a Mexican.
Leonard dropped the penholder he
hed leveled at Mr. Gandry’s helpless
badk ad looked aut the window, now-
ing his lips and blinking his eyes like
a young nen in the throes of mental
arthretic,

He jotted doan a couple of random
figures on the margin of tie ledger ad
looked questioningly at the dffice men-

aoer. .
“Yes, sir?’
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“Who’s loony now?”

It’s all about a chap who got him-

For a time, on that lonely island, he thought that not only were
ranks, and that the only sane person was pretty little Aileen.

“l asked you,” Gandry
“what thet insulting remark was!™

Leonard’s freckled face flushed guilt-
i
Iy:‘\/\/hy—er—mlh'rg, Mr. Gandry. |
was just thinking™—he nece a lare ex-
plaration, feeling the uwsdessess of
nore definite exqlanation t this mune
dare ad sarcestic taskmeste—*l wes
—er—thinking of a novie show | saw
lest night.”

“You might try sore of that think
ing on thet last balance sheet,” said Mr.
Gandry ingppreciatively.  “Judging by
what the boss said yesterday, it nescs
it You hed your figures al wrong and
shoned a ret loss of fifty-thousand dol-
lars for the month, and he wes just call-

ing a meeting of the board of directors
when | shoned him your mistake. You
ought to have sone ore exarrine your
headh-----"

“Look herel” Leonard exdained
“You lay off those remarks, Gandry,
or you ard | will have a real arguent.
You can take your damed bookkeeping
joo-——-"

The perenptory sound of a buzzer an
the wall, a menacing soud ot unlike
the warning of a rattler about to strike,
st Gandry souttling in the direction
of the private dfice Leonard dropped
the pen as if it hed suddenly groann
recthot and reached into the pocket of
his reatly pressed, thirty-dollar serge
ot



He read tre advertissnent for the
tenth tine in the Help Wanted coluns:

Young man, wc-ll-bred, single, under thirty,
cool headed and athletic, for confidential posi-
tion requiring brains and exceptional ability.
The man we want is preferably an ex-service
man. Good pay and easy hours. Apply be-
tween | and 2 p. m, Leadcastor & Leadcastor,
third floor, Doncherry Building.

The door goerned slody and Mr. Ganr
dry gppeared, froaning heamily. Tim
idy, as ane might ggproach a lion with
a pearnut—which lios do not care for
as a rde—Mr. Gandry handed an en+
velope to Leonard, and walked anay.

Leonard opered it ad read the nes
sae It wes brief:

Mr. Leonard N orris.

Dear Sir: Owing to changes in our per-
sonnel, after next Saturday your services will
be no longer required-----

He tossed the note on the desk ad
stood up, reaching for his hat.

“Your work, | suppose, Gandry,” he
said, nodding.  "What are tre danges
in the persorel? Meking room for
thet nephew of yours in my job?”

“Why—why | suppose it mears your
position” Gandry sgaed  “I’ve a-
ways thought you wouldn't last here,
Norris. | hoge next tinre you fird a
good job youll goprediate iE—respect-
ing your—er—superiors.”

“My superiors!” Leonard sooffed. “A
fire world, where birds like you are my
superiors!  Well. 1 haven't been keen
on pushing a pen, ayway. | can lad
a better job any day. 1'd rather drive
a taxdi than work for you when it cones
o that! I’ll guit now, and your nephew
can stat to-day!”

“There’s o day like the present for
trying 1o get that other job,” the dffice
meneger retumed, smiling eenly.  “Go
o it, my youg friend. Try the taxi
first, 1I’d suggest,” he called out after
Leonard’s vanishing bed<  “You’re aut
out for rougher work then bookieep-
ing-----"
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He junped at the vigorous slam thet
Leonard gave the door, almost dropping
his eyeglasses into the inkwnell.

Leonard descanded the creaking stairs
of tre warehouse 1o the street and stood
on thre sidenalk, fronning at the whole-
sde fruit and poultry sign across the
way. In sate of his corfident mamer
of carrying the thing off with his late
dfice maneger, he wasn't quite sure
about thet better job. Working as a

uder Gandry wes rot tre
height of Leonard’s anrbition, but it paid
room rent, bought three fair-sized nedls
a day—and Leonard hadn't readed the
dyspeptic age yet—ard paid for thet law
oourse at night that promised a brighter
future in another few nmontts.

He hed o relatives to depend upon—
more thet he would call on for assist-
anx, at any rate—but he hed fifteen dol-
lars left from last week's pay, ad his
board wes paid  Also he hed his hesith,
which wes nore then tte narrowshoul-
dered Gandry hed, and the .advertise-
nent he hed marked in the Help Wanted
ocolum thet noming, foreseeing the ad-
vert of Gandry’s nephew, promised
sorething worth trying for.

Hred at fifty, a man has need of sone
ocourage and nore philosophy, but fired
at twentyfive, youth sugdlies the phi-
losophy, courage flows in the blood, and
rarance beckors to unexplored fields.

He tumed into the lunch-hour stream
of tired business nen golfward bound,
and mecke his way determinedly tonard
the Doncherry Building, ignoring tre
flirtatious glances of sauntering stenog-
raphers, relessed from thelr machires.
Leonard wes ot a particularly arrest-
ing figure, but he hed a pair of shoul-
ders tret filled out a thirty-dollar sut
and mece it look like seventy-five.

The Doncherry Building, built by
COyrus of te Doncherry
Woolen Mills ad the Stores,
Inc, ad saveral other milliondollar
conoars, loored up like a thirty-story
nmountain of linestore on loner Broad-
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way. A hundred families might have
caped in the shedow of the Doncherry
Building—just as sore hundred thou
sad farilies were dependent on the
genius for organization and nresterful
ability of Cyrus Dondherry, in stores
and mills and mines tre lad

No king ever ruled with the power of,
or as unobtrusively as, the multimillion
aire, Doncharry. It wes a nare whis-
pered where nmen gathered to conjure
norey aut of the nurky air of Wall
Street; it wes a nane shouted by electric
sigs and street-car ads throughout a
oontirent.  Leonard hed paid tribute t
Cyrus Doncherry in the purchese of thet
verythlrtyobllar suit he wore.

He steped irsice the vest narble
lodby, found Leadcastor & Leadcastor
on the wall directory, and then entered
oe of a dazen silent elevators thet did
w ad down tre three-hundred-foot
shefts.

It deposited him high and dry aove
the tumil of Broadway, in a geedas
anteroom thet had the atmosphere of
an Old World dwurch and wes presided
owver by an elderly reception derk, who
hed tre and maer of an
ambessador to the Court of St Janes.
He boned urbarely from behind his
desk and notioned Leonard to a sesat
in front of awall of broan, leather law
books.

Leonard gripped his nenspaper nore
finrly. Thiswould indeed be ajob worth
having, if it meant working in this office,
for Leadcastor & Leadcastor meant as
much in law as Doncherry nmeant in
fine.

The door nearest him opened abruptly
ad a scoMing young men hurried aut,
janming his het on his heed

“Not ne,”” he exdained triunphantly,
likk oe who had urresked a dever
tidk “A nut! Call him by any other
rae, he's still a nut!  Not for your
Uxle Dudley! | wait ny degp
nights!”’

With which .ayptic dedaration, he

5

disappeared forever into tre maw of the
wvaiting elevator.

The recgpion derk  disgppeared
through the door near Leonard, ad re-
mjearedlntremrg,wmapleas-
artmdto/\ard

“Step this way, |deasa Mr. Lead
castar, Jr., will s you.”

CHAPTER 1.

HIRED.

Jui R LEADCASTOR, JR, wes a nan
1 1of Leonard’s age, with a frank
arile and an doservant pair of eyes. He
pointed to a chair besice his flat-togped
desk and studied tre tip of a perdil.

“How badly do you rneed a job?” ke
asked firdlly, tossing the perdl into a
tray, and taking another appraising look
a the godicant.  “It will save our tine
1o get to thet first Wee hed all sorts
of men here tocay, ad nuost of them
want sorething for nothing.”

Leonard grinned.

“Not to meke a short story log, 1'\e
been fired from ny job. | need a new
ore right anay.”

“Good!  Service man?’

“Not anything extraordinary,” Leon-
ard confessed. “I maneged to get ino
the infantry late in tre war by forget-
ting my age, but 1 wes only a nonth in
Fance. Why, is there any fighting in
this job?”

Leadcastor shook his head

“Not in thet sas2.  But the type of
men who went to war is tre type for a
job like this. Not afraid of a rough
andttunble ad wsed t© hardling men
| think you'll do. There are certain
other essentials such as breeding, educa
tion, an even tenper and a good, soud
st of renes. | can see you have those
without questioning you We'd like to
know sonrelhrg nore about you, of
oouse, Mr.-----

“Norris. Leonard Norris.”

Leadcastor puled a pad from a
draver.



“Single?” he asked

Leonard nodded

“No bed hebits, | see,” Leadcastor do-
senved, griling.  “Not with thet heelthy
ooor. Ready to tadde anything thet’s
horest and a day’s work?”

“Yes. My work as a deak didt
agree with nre nuch l—e—have am

bitions to be a lawer.  I’'m studying at
night.”
“Really?” Leadcastor leaned badk in
his dnair, tapgping his lips thoughtfully.
“We can help you in thet, | think—
later. This job cores first It won't
last nore then a few nmonths.  After
thet—you see how inportant we oo
sider getting tre rignt man—we can
start you in here at this offie  Mean-
while, the position | have in mind will
pay oe hundred dollars a week and dll

eqoarses. )

Leonard’s eyes opened wice.

“One hundred a weeke----"’

“But it will be like being in jail mean
while,”” Leadcastor wamed. ““No amuse-
nments ad a sditary life, ad sone
danger involved to your peace of mird
and perhaps your life.”

“Say,” Leonard said, with a laugh,
“it's going to be hard to scare ne off
fromaround hundred a week.
you =l ne exactly what this job is.”

“I'll have to ask you to respect our
cofidence inthis, Mr. Norris. | haven't
mentioned any rares o far in ny in
tenviens with gplicants.  Forturately,
| didn't take thet fool who rushed aut

just now into my conficence. | think |
can trust you.”
“If you have any douot on thet soore,”

Leonard replied, reddening, “perbgs
we'd better cal this conference off right
“l beg your pardon.  That isn't ex-
actly what | nmeant.  Just sit tight now
ad I'll go into it from the beginning.
You doubtless know thet we are attor-
reys for Cyrus Donchermy— the
. We atterd to all his affairs,
both of an intinate and public rature.
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But what you dor't know, and what is
gererally not knoann by the public thet
knoas Mr. Doncherry’s family history
very well, is thet he hes a cousin whom
he sugports—in strictest sedusion on a
place on Long Island.”

“In strict sedusion—you nrean lodked
up somrenwhere?”’

“Bxactly. This causin, Percival Don-
cherry, is ot quite—well, to put it
mildly, is a little off in his mind.”

“How far off?” Leonard questioned
sooerly.  “Violert?”

“Soretimes. | don't know the vari-
os grades of irsanity, but | sugpose
youd cal him insare with occasiorel
homiadal tadades. He hes been kept
on an islad in Great South Bay—
formrerly a duck-shooting lodge of Cyrus
Doncherry—for several years, under
care of a keger, an dd ad trusted em
ployee of Cyrus Doncherry. They
have lived there quietly, rather aut off
from the world, with a kind of handy
men around to cook and shop for them

“Once a nonth a speddist is sent by
Cyrus o look over his relative ad re-
port on him  The last report stated thet
Percival is suffering from a iCIOUS
heart affection that will prabsbly kill him
within a few nontts.  He wes reported
quiet then and hed ot hed an outbresk
for sore time; but Manley, the kegper,
hes been ing ane at any tine. Per-
aval hed got hod of a revolver, ad
Manley maneged to get it anway from
hm But you see the way the unfor-
tunate man's mind works.”

“And this job,” Leonard prompted,
“is 10 take Manley's place?’

“No. He hes written asking for an
assistat, sone oe o take the burden
of watching his charge off his shoulders
part of the tine. You s Percival
Doncherry wes at oe tine a nman of
one neas, hes tradled ad is edu-
caed Manley, hinsdlf, is a man of
soe superior dailiies.  The job of as-
sistant to Manley requires nore then
the ordinary type of kegper.
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“Percival must be entertaired, nece
a companion of by a nen of his oawn
sodd cdiber. That is why we have
been s0 particular in doosing just tre
right man—a young nen, preferably,
who can join Doncherry in outdoor
soorts, for the patient hes been quite
athletic in his tinre and is alloned light
exerdse.”

“It ssers strage that, with al his
nmoney, Cyrus hesn't been
able to cure his cosin Wouldn't ke be
better off in a sanitariun?’

“He’s incurable;, and Cyrus Donr
dherry, asice from the question of re-
vedling a family dedeton, considars his
oousin better off where ke is tren in a
public or semipublic institution”

He lighted a cigarette and offered oe
1o Leonard, who dedined in favor of his
onn dhegper brand.

“Well,” asked Leadcastor, “what do
you think? Want to take hold?”

Leonard fromned at the oriental rug
on tre floor. A hundred dollars a week
bed<ored, but tre thought of living with

a meniac repelled

“You say tte place is aut off en
tirely?’ he asled

“Oh, m. M. hed a o=

dal telephore wire laid to the mainlad
from tre island  You will be in com
munication with us whenever you wish
The letter from Manley, in which he
asked for a seoond men, mentioned sare
trouble with tre telephore lire on ac
ocoutt of the patient trying to destroy
it, but thet will be put right shortly.”

“And this hardy nmen—is he help-
ful?’

“I’'mafraid not. Benjamin is a rather
hanress  fello—half-witted  type—
thet Manley picked up sorewhere. You
redlize, returally, it isn't every ane who
will work under those coditions.”

“I believe you.” Leonard sriled rue-
fully. “Alone with a cazy nmen ad a
half-wit on a desert island ad licble to
be killed in your sleep.”

“Oh, not as bed as thet, Mr. Norris.
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Menley will be there, and he knows
the ropes. What do you say? You're
our man, ad | don't mind telling you
if you'll stard tre gaff for a few nonths
our firm will meke good with Cyrus

. That'sworth alot to us ad
will be worth sonething to you.”

“All ight. I'm hired | reed the
. Now, when do | start—also,
V\tmob&sﬂepaystart?’

“Rg,Tt
him grinning, “asfarasirepay There
will be sore legal papers to sign—Mr.
Doncherry doesn't wish a lansuit on his
hands if anything should go wrong with
you there—and you can catch the two-
fifteen train to-norrow.”

Ffteen minutes later he walked with
Leonard to the door and shook handks.

“One thing nore, Mr. Norris,” he
said  “I know when | am dealing with
a ortan kind of men | think your
word is as good as the best contract we
can draw up here. It would caee end-
less inconvenience o ws and trouble if
you should your mind after
reeching Goose Island. Will you give
e your word to go through with this?’

Leonard squared his shoulders.

“I’ll 3= it through, Leadcastor, Don't
worry on thet scorel”

CHAPTER III.

GEOLOGY----AND EVERYTHING.

I EONARD, his dlim baggage in an
L~ old suit case, stepped oOff the Long
Island Railroad train at Clam Shores
and looked around.

There wesn't much t© look at—an
enpty railroad station, with the tidet
window dosed, a sumrer hotel boarded
W, a red-estate dfice not yet operned
for the season, a srell anount of toan
to tre left and quite a lot of Great South
Bay to tte rignt.  Clam Shores wes just
beginning to stir from its winter Sleep,
ad was confortably autsice the hectic
zare of the suburban develgper.



Leonard tumed toward the bay, along
a winding path between hegps of oyster
gls, and found a nen, by the water’s
edge, mending a dory.

“Coose Island?’  The oystemren
straightered up with a wad of cakum
mhsknmymml, and pointed vaguely
southesst. “Out there—’bout a  half
cbzenmleorso You thinkin' of goir’
there?’

Leonard opired he wes thinking of
sorresu:hihrg

“Real estater?”

“No. Just on a Misit, you might say.
How much to take e there ?

“Awisit, hey?” The oysterran shook
his heed, ad, with his free hard, pro-
duced a package of unpleasant-looking
chewing tooecoo from his podet. “It
ain't much of a place o visit, youg
fellow. ain't no ae goes there.
ad the millionaire, ons
thet place, an’ reobntletmoreonrt
but his

Stll eying Leonard e took a good
nouthful of the cekum by mistake ad
imrediately renoved it ad tried the
tobaooo instead.

“You might try along the shore,” he
supested  “My boat ain't fixed yet
There’s dd Cgptain Jim up beyond's
got a baat, an’ either himor his carter,
that’'s hore now, ocoud take you out,
meybe. It's around the next berd any’
it's got a radio aerial on the ruff.”

Coptain Jimis house wes there, dll
right, and the radio aerial on the roof,
but o Captain Jm  Leonard shouted
from the white pidet gate that guarded
the path o the litle, weather-beaten
house, and wes abaut to give it up ad
plod back along the shore o tre village
when a girl appeared in the .

“Youre nmeking an awful lot of
noise,” de pointed aut coldly.  “Please
don't bother coming in We have every-
thing we nexd in the lire of laoss ad
enbroideries-----"’

Se started o shut the door.

“We also have plenty of books, we
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have no knives to sharpen, ad tre radio
works perfectly,” de added, seeing him
still udaunted.

“How about a lire of sofa covers or
ges ranges,” suggested Leonard, with a
friendly grin. “Wait a minute. |1 wes
only kidding. What | wanted wes trarns-
portation to Goose Island. | uderstard
ywrfaﬂermsatmtavallable”

“Father’s not at hore today.” Se

pursed her lips speauatively.  “l sup-
pose | could take you out there,
I believe it is uninbebited. | remrentber
before 1 went anay to sdd it used to
be the Doncherry place. Do you really
wvant to go there bedly, or is this sare
more joking?”

“I want to go badly—ten dollars’
worth, if necessary,” Leonard assured
her; “ardlcmmlpywnnﬂelarm,
if necessary.”

She notioned him to cae irsice the

cpte.

“I don't know what father charges for
the trip wsEly. Ten dolars ssers
nore tren its worth  It’s about six

miles. I'll get ready ad leave a rote
for him”
Leonard swung the gate goen ad

walked tonard tre porch She hed evi-

been in housanork, hed
her sleaves ralled back from suntanned
anmrs, and wore an apron and an old pair
of men's gloves.

Leonard, who hed thought her a
rather plain person from a distance,
looked up into the broan eyes thet were
Studying him doubtfully, and deaded
de wes pretty. Then de sareed the
wlliness of the ess ad
flushed as e tugged at the strings, ad
Leonard decided dewas quite beautiful.
These quick reversals of gpinion are not
unknoan in young nmen of twenty-five,
under certain drounstances.

“I suppose father will be furious. He
hes such queer notions about girls’ places
being inthe home.  But this is business
and we redlly need the noney.  Besides,
yaou don't look like an outlaw or any-
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thing. Excuse ne for a minute while
I fird my hat and coat.  Please sit
donn.”

Leonard sat down on the well\wom
rocker ad waited It spedks vdunes
for his ineperience with tre hard thet
wields the lipstid, ad in its spare tine
rules the world, thet he really eqpected
her to gppear within thet mirute.

When de did gppear in the doonnay,
deven minutes ad sare uninportant
seoodks late—a longer tine, probably,
than would have been if her
pesseger hed been middleaged ad
bald—se wore a little, red-felt hat thet
was manelously becoming, ad an al-
nost trasparent  rose-colored  dlider
thet care t© her dim anldes.

She amiled up a him quite gpprecia-
tive of his ankward admiration

“Was | long?’ de aded

“Not a bit,” he lied readily, and picked
up hissutcee Se led the way tonard
the share, where a dingy-looking launch
bobbed agairst the weather-beaten piles
of a little pier.

“l suppose you should know what
al ne” de threw badk over her shoul-
der. “My rane is Aileen Landon, ad
I’'m on what you might cal a vecation
fromwork  That exalains ne.”

Leonard would have enjoyed further
eplarations, but the hint was dovious.
He tried to explain hinself ad still con
ocd Doncherry’s family skeleton, by
nmentioning his rane, gereral position
in the world ad the fact thet he studied
law at night

He added thet his mrission to Goose
Island concermed Cyrus Doncherry, ad
let her assure ing shewished from
thet. Aside from Leadcastor’s request
for secrecy, Leonard felt peculiarly
diffident about admitting to this particu
lar girl thet he wes about to becore a
kegper 10 a cazy nen

“Cyrus Doncherry!”” de repeated ad-
miringly. “How wonderful to be con
rected with sore ore like that! Men
can do much bigger things in the busi-
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rness world then woren.  Here you are,
ot much older trten | am I'll bet, ad
you're deep in the affairs of multinil-
lionaires, while poor e will be lucky t
get a twenty-dollar-a~week job.”

“Oh, not as bed as thet.” He laughed
uressily, ad o the rope thet
tied tre bow of the launch © tre pier.
“I'm not really so inportant”” But he
had a sneaking hope she wouldn't believe
him in thet.

She seated herself calimly in the stem
and supervised gperatiors.

“There’s plenty of ges. Father filled
it this noming. That's right, push the
nose anay from the pier. 1t will need
priming, meybe. | s you know sare-
thing about these things, Mrr. Norris.”

“l usad to have a notor boat when
I wes in high schodl,” Leonard’s vaice
care muffled from up forard as he
worked over tre gas lire  “l wes in
the Broadnway Boat Club, too, before |
hed to go to-----"’

“Redlly? Why, father raced from
“Is thet Jim Landon? Good Lord!
I remrenrber neeting imwhen | wes a
kid He wes tie big noise in yaditing
drdes. Won the Lord de Ferris Qup
ad al. He kind of dropped out of
sigt, | guess. They said he'd retired.”

She reddered quidkdy and looked aut
aooss the bay.  Leonard bent over tre
fiywhedl of the egire ad heartily
kided hinself nmentally. Too late he
remerbered the whispers aid nods thet
hed heralded the passing of Jim Landon.
Old Father Boaze, the jovial ad treachr
eros playnmete of hed got
Jm Landon intre exd  And here wes
his daughter having to go to work

The egire kicked into life and Leon+
ard jurped to tte stem for the odd-
fashioned tiller. Cautiosly he swung
the nose of the boat pest the meracing

piles, half , and headed out
into the waters of the bay.
“What kind of work do you figure on

doing, Miss Landon?’ Leonard ques-
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tioned, as the boat splashed through the
glinting waters.

“Prepare for a shodk” de said, her
chin cupped in her hands and her patent-
leather punps drann anay from the
bilge water. “My gpeddlty is historical
geology, with particular reference to the
Neopaleozoic section—the Upper Silu-
rian era, o ke nore exact”

Leonard threw up his hands help
lessly.

“I'm lided without being nore exact.
What does it dl nean ad why is it?’

“It's nostly tre story of the drarges
in e earth’s awst” de tdd him
laughing. “Dry as dust, ad 1°d rather
be a wellpaid het nodel----- ”

“You would be well peid, too, Il
bet,” e agreed heartily.

“And as for ny resson for picking
out such a hardrsounding, rocky job, |
took a course in it when | was westing
poor father's noney at Yassar—before
e hed his—reverses—ard | hope to get
a teaching job where | can neke it pay
my board. It's a career of sone Kid,
after all.”

He looked doubtful.

“Maybe your father is right, though
A woman's place is—well, you know—
?Jmeaml al tre—kind of a career

or----- ”

“Marriage?”’ She threw her dinpled
dhin W ad sooke with al the convic-
tion and confidence of twenty-ore years
of youth: “Norsense!  That's old-fash-
ioed | don't need any nman's protect-
ing am”

“Oh, | didn't nean that!” Leonard
protested, though thet wes just what he
hed neant, strangely enough. “Is thet
the island?’

She looked in the direction indicated,
and nodoed

“Looks lonesore enough,” Leonard

And it didn't look any better during
the suoceeding half hour while they
through tre narrow dard

thet skdrted tte shore. Goose Islad
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might have nmade a wonderful winter
duckshooting  preserve, but  Leonard
doubted thet anything else would want
1o live there but dud<s—unless it might
be the goose it wes nared after.
There were a few discouraged-look-
ing pire trees bent from the wind,

sone patdes of sad A log, low
i 1o house a fair-sized
dub, stood dose by the water and con
rnected with it by a narrow board walk
above the snwanp, runing to a jetty.
As they pulled up alongsice it, a man
stepped don from the poch thet
fronted on al sices of the structure,
ad walked toward them

CHAPTER IV.

THE KEEPER OF GOOSE ISLAND.

LIE wes as t@l as Leonard, strogly
1 built and about fifty years of age.
His eyes were sheded behind srolked
dlasses, his bulky figure attired in a
golf suit quite tre worse for wear, ad
his rather praminent chin was acoentur
ated by a studby, short beard shot with
gray. The beard would have identified
him imediately to Leonard, from
Leadcastor’s description, as Manley, the

Manley fronned slightly at sight of
tre girl.

“You’re Mr. Norris, | ke it?’ he
said, looking at Leonard. “‘l have Lead-
castor’s lette—he said nothing about
your wife.”

Leonard laughed, careful not to look
at the enbarrassed Aileen.

“No such lu—I nean, youe got it
wrong, Mr. Manley. This young lady
hes been kind enough to ferry ne over

Manley looked  searchingly—or
seenved 1o behind his dark glasses—ard
siled, showing an even ad perfect st
of teeth between his bearded lips.

“Very sorry,” he mumured apolo-
cetically to Alleen.
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He reeded aut to help Leonard
ashore and shook hands, vigorously.

“She knows nothing of your resson
lor coming?’ he muttered

Leonard shook his heed, reaching for
his wallet

“I'mever so much doliged, Miss Lan-
don. Now, about the fare-----"

He wes intemusted by a dill
screaming from tre hose.  Manley
soun around, with a sharp exdaration
of

A thin, scarecow of a men stood on
the porch at the house and seenred to
be gesturing vidlently to themwith both
ams, shouting out sone inconceiveble
jargon.  As they watded, this appari-
tion lifted a shotgun in his hands ad
fired it off in their direction

“It's Benjamin,” Manley srgpoped
“He foud thet dd gun again. They
are only blank cartridges, but he's liadle
to hurt hinrself.”

He started on a trot tonard tre house
ad te figure di . Leonard
started t© follow, ad hed readed tre
entrance when he found the girl dose
behind him

“What on earth is going on, M.
Norris?” ge asked breathlessly.

“You mustnt care in here)” ke
warmed seriosly.  “It is—it's kind of
dageros.  You sse—er-——-"

“l see nothing exactly,” de retorted,
“exoept thet it's Al your onn searet af-
fair. But | also s== thet I’'msafer uder
cover then having thet gueer person
blazing at me with a shotgun.”

“I’ll take you back to the boat,” Leon+
ard volunteered.

“No, therk you,” ge gmiled “I’'m
not running a gantlet back again 1l
just park myself here until your frierd
takes tte gun anay from him”

They waited, peering through the
ooen door.  Leonard wes plessantly
sumprised to find tre interior of the place
quite lavishly fumished in the style as-
tomary in the shooting lodges of the
multirich

n

On either sice of the great goen fire-
place fishing rods and stuffed spedimers
of weskfish graced the wall. The shin
ing floor was covered with exoellent Per-
sian rugs, cofortable chairs were scat-
tered here ad there and dustered about
the fire, and a reproducing grand piarno
stoad by the draped windows on the sea-
ward sice
ping irsice to examine awall of shinirg
bookcases.  “Sore good aes here—
Wells, Chesterton, George Moore, Conr
red, Sinclair Lewis, Freud—our friend
Manley for a keeper seens to be quite
a superior parson in marny-----"’

The superior person gopeared at thet
nmonent, rushing through a door at the
ed of the room just as the decidedy
inferior parson they had ssen on the
?g.rlgnwcareprarnrgtrragﬁarwer

At dose quarters he looked nore of
a scarecrow then eer.  He wore, over
a staired pair of oweralls, a cutanay
frock aoat of ancient design and saveral
sizs too large. His thin face wes
topped with a fur cap with ear flas.

“Grab him!”” shouted Manley.

Leonard made a grab and missed by
indes, ad the tails of the frock coat
danced nerrily aroud the tble.  Its
wearer drded around quicdly, keepirg
the table between hinself and his pur-
suers like a sl boy playing tag

“Now, gentleren,” e squeaked, with
a dedded BEglish acoat, in a falsetto
voice, “gentleren be seated! All will
ke eqlained, gentleren! My dgject In
discharging the gun wes to find cut ae
ad for dl whether it wes loeded My
deductios, | amgdlad to say, proved O
be corect in every in----"

Manley made a rush—a rapid rush
for 0 big a men—ad fell over a nor-
ris dair. Thereupon the frock-coated
oe shoved the table on top of Manley,
waved his hard gallantly to Aileen ad
sed lightly out the front door leading
o the water.
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“What in tre world----" Alleen

“l s | ddl have a busy tine here,”
Leonard remmarked, helping Manley to
his fest As tre big man rdled ower,
his coat swung gpen to show a revolver
butt peeping from his hip podet. Leon-
ard whistled softly. Taking care of
Percival Doncherry seserred to ke a job
requiring persoral protection of a dras-
tic sot

“l don't know,” Manley srerled,
brushing himself off, “which is tre
worse—that half-wit or the other ae
You can readily gooreciate, Mr. Norris,
how much | have needed an assistant.”

“But where is Doncherry?’ Leonard
asked

“Tied wp,” Manley shortly.
“l hedtodo it My life wasn't safe any
longer, and as much as | am attaded
to the family, | can't saaifice myself
altogether.  He hes been groning worse
Steedily. Qut the telgphoe lire last
week, ruined our notor boet so thet
we have been aut off aosolutely from the
mainland since yesterday—otherwise, |
would have arranged to reet you after
oetting Mr. Leadcastor’'s message.  But
the limit wes reached last night, when
he anakered ne in tte midde of a
soud dep.

“l have always kept a strait-jacket—
barbaric thing, | adrit—in e of
eregades. He hed the thing in his
hancs ad sat there calmly telling e
thet there had been sone mistake all
along, thet he wes, after all, the kegper,
ad | wes tre maniac, and he thought |
should be restrained. Laughable? Yes.
But he looked dangerous, just the sae,
ad | did not weste tine in overpower-
ing hm I'll let you s him later.”

“But what is this all about?’ Aileen
broke in  “What kind of a place is this,
Mr. Norris?”’

Both nen looked a trifle shegpish, ad
Manley rubbed his beard.

“Well,” he said sloMy, “it's inpos-
sible to eqpect thet we can keep this
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hidden from you non.  You'll have 1o
be talen into our cofidece. | hope
you will pramise ne to say nothiing about
it on doe  As a netter of fact, this
place is in the nature of a—er—private
sanitarium for a wealthy patient.  This
gentleman and | are tte—well, te
guerdians, you might say.” .

Se looked at Leonard, frightened
ad .

“You didn't &l ne | would be com
ing anong dangerous luretics-----"

“Only ae of ’'emis,” Leonard gpolo-
gized fecbly. “The other fellow----"

“By Jove!” Manley exploded. “I hed
forgotten hm  Wait a minute!”

He hurried out the door.
his feet on the board walk

“l must go,” de said, her chin held
high "l shoud only ke in te way
here, Mr. Norris. | presure it must
hae ameed you to bring e here
anog these horrible people with thet
tade about big business.  You're wel-
core o the ion | fumished.
Now, if youll let ne by, you nmay at-
terd o your straitjacketing and all te
rest.”

“Oh, say—Aileen! | nean Miss Lan-
don!”

Benjamin's furry cap pegped over the
edge of the window frare. He dlid
the window up softly.

“l say, dd thing,” he called.  “If you
will let me explain thet littde netter of
the gun before thet dgp retunms. It
wes redlly a distress sigal, you know.
You s oe would thirk it was a hit
of a lark | wes having, but it wes quite
distinctly otherwise.  1've been jolly well
marcored here, ad thet blighter thet
wes dhesing ne-----"’

A bellow souded from the water’s
edoe ad tre furry cap dropped out of
dgght.  Leonard ran t the window tO
s Benjamin crand hestily out of sight
uder tre board walk The fur cgp
shoned up on the other sice as the Eng-
lishmen, his forefinger on his lips,
craned his neck to look up at Leonard.

heard
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“Sshl Not aword, od object! See
you later!  Lots to tl you!”

Manley puffed heavily into tre living
room He stopped ad threw out his
big hands in a gesture of despairing
resignation

“He’s gone ad fixed it now, Norris!
Used tre hamrer from the tod dest
ad meck a quick job of it, to. These
half-witted gentry shows----"

“What do you nean, half~witted?”
Leonard sooffed “What nakes you
credit him with half?  If you ask ne,
it would take eight Benjamins to neke
up enough seree o equip a good-sized
katydid!”

Manley sriled soury.

“Well, thet is as may be. But he
hed enough brainrs o know how to
wreck nost y thet ergire in
tre lauch you care inl I'm afraid
we must arrange to have this young lady
as a house guest until we fix our oan
boat or her friends cone aut from the
mainland’

“You nmean,” Aileen asked, shudder-
ing, “l mwst stay in this—this place
ovemignt ?’

“BExactly! Or pertges a couple of
nights.  I’'m sorry, s, but there is no
help for it | wouldn't worry too much,
though  Norris ad | can protect you.”

Her bromn eyes widered, her lips
quivered, and it wes plain, even to Leon+
ard Norris, ttet the expert on the
Neopeleazoic section of historical geol-
ogy Wes about to burst into urscientific
and utterly feminire tears. He patted
her shoulder ankwardly.

“Look here,” he said soothimgly. “No
oe is goin' t bother you while I'm
around. | ought to be kided for get-
ting you into this sargpe, but 1Pl knock

et your note and care right-----""
She blinked back the tears and sriled
ruefully up at im

“But don't you understand? 1—I
didn’'t leave tte note! | started to ad
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got o thinking about what dress I'd
wear in the boat—ad all thet—and for-
got to write it!”

CHAPTER V.

MANLEY ENTERTAINS.

""THEN ro ore knons where you are?’
Leonard questioed “Won't any
oe a lesst have an idea thet you're
She shook her heed
“Not a sal. | know father will be
worried stiff about e, Is there no way
1o get word to him or reach hinf?”
Leonard pessed the question on 1o
Manley, who wes sitting in a confort-
able dnair of leather uphalstery, his face
epressionless behind the dark glassss.
“There was a ronbaoat,” he explained,
wsing it for the launch ad it’s a regular
dgee And as for the phong, Mr. Cyrus
hes promised to have it fixed by his oan
private medhanics sone tine within a
week or s If our Anglo-maniac friend
hedn't messed up the works, we would
be able to use our own boat. We have
litle communication at the best with the
soe. You s Mr. Cyrus hes an ar-
rangerent for sending out supplies at
the sare tine the dienist visits s here
o look over our patient—thet is axe
a nonth—and | nmeke only ore trip a
wveek to pidk up el and fresh fruit.”
“But Miss Landon can't wait a week

“l hope it won't be to,”
Manley assured tem “I’ll do all 1 can

o help ok There is a possibility they
might miss her within a day or two ard
sad a searching party out into the bay.
The unfortunate thing is that this place
is not knoawn in Jdam Shores, at al.
Folloning Mr. Cyrus Doncherry’s re-
quest for searecy, | receive my il
at Roon Harbor, insteed You ad |
can get to work on the launch to-nor-
row, Norris, and see what we can neke
out of the wreck”
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“Well,” Aileen said, dlipping into a
deep drair, with a sigh, “I’m narooned,
I guess, ad we'll dl hae to neke tre
best of it, for the night, at lesst. It’s
too late t© work on the ergire now, |

Quess.

“Quite true,” agreed Manley, looking
tonard the darkening windons.  “Which
reminds e thet 1 should sse iy patient
aggin  Benjamin!”

After a pause, the fur cap aopeared
through a farther doonnay.

“Youve been very bedly behaved to-
day,” soolded Manley, as if he were
soesking to a dhild  ““You know what
thet nears, | hope! No, don't give
ne exases! Get badk into the
kithen and sene dimer here at six
odok for three. And get Mr. Don
cherry’s dinner ready 1o take up t him!
Go aead, nowt”

“He’s over it now,” he said, as the
fur cgp vanished.  “Probably he will be
good for aother week  To lock him
up would be usdless and also incorveni-
at, as e is the only cook and butler
we have.  In fact, he was anoe—before
his mind went—a butler in the hore of
a frierd of Mr. Qrus.  That's how we
got him HeseangerU|r\elyauacmd
1o our oamn Doncherry.”

He stood up, nodding to Leorard.

“If you will step upstairs with ne,
I'll show you your room ad also in
struct you in your work, such as it is
You'll not fird it arduous.”

“You'll have sone unessy hours, too,”
carected Manley grinly, “but not just
yet. Not until 1 releese him from the
straitjacket. This way.”

He pided up a lanp from the table
and tumed to the door.  Aileen stepyed
calmly beside Leonard.

“If you don't mind, | thirk I’ll stidk
dose o nomreley,” de said

Manley tumed, the light of the kero-
sare lanp reflected in the dark glasses,
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and hesitated only for an instant before
e his messive shoulders.

“As wish,” he oonoeded
“Though it's not plessant sight-seeing
for a lady.”
into a hallway softly carpeted with rugs
and pepered in a pleasing pattem, rather
faded Two doors swung goen on tre
right sice of the hall and ane on the left.
At the erd wes a heawy, ocdken door,
barred at top and bottom with iron balts
ad having an goening a few indes
wide aut inthe ugper pardl, at the height
of a man's eyes.

“That,” Manley pointed, ““is where
I am conpelled to keep him during his
vident periods. Let ne s | think
you hed better take this room Norris,
next to mne”

He ded the light into a large bed
room cofortably, if not luxuriously,
funished with a big bed, Spanish-
leather chairs, bookcese and hunting
prints on the walls—a better room then
Leonard hed been used to In his room:
ing house in New York. Leonard dlid
his Uit case irsice and folloned Man-
ley, and Aileen, as de wes assiged
the room goposite.

“l think you will feel perfectly safe
here,” Manley said to her.  “There’s a
bolt on tre Irsice.  But redlly there’s
no need for worry.”

“I’ll try not to,”” she assured im but
with a fearful glance tonard the bolted
door. “‘He can't break out?’

“Inpossible ©” Manley sorted
“Here, look for yourself.”

With Leonard and Aileen peeping
over his shoulder, he dlid back tre parel
ocovering the gpening in the door, ad
dot tre rays of a flash light into tre
gloomy interior of tre room

It held only an iron bed, a dair ad
a tadle, al screned to the plain, boarded
floor, ad the walls were covered up O
the height of six fest with padded canr
vas. Heawvy nmesh wire covered the win-
dow at tre erd
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A men lay on tre aok—a heavily huilt
men of forty-odd, with tousled hair and
glaring eyes, ad he wes bound ad
gagged; bound with a white-canves
jacket thet indosed his ams ad laced
doan tre front, and gagged with a sur-
gical bandage fastened securely over his
nmouth

Leonard had never seen a padded
oall nor a straitjacket before and it gave
himrather a 9ok He wondered what
Cyrus would have thought of
this oldfashioned netihod of handling
his unfortunate coLsin

“Oh,” Aileen doked, “the poor man!
It must be torture for him!”

“And yet,” Manley pointed out codlly,
“you, yourself, would hesitate to go to
dep if you thought he wes at liberty.
I know it's distressing and looks heart-
less, but what can | do? The nen is
violently inssre—homicidal—arnd would
nmurder ws al in our dlegp without a
thought!”

“But tre gag! Is thaet necessary?’
She tumed anay fromthe door.

Manley nodded.

“My dear Miss Landon. | put thet an
sime you arived.  His languege at
these tines is not—well, you can under-
stag-----"

They folloned him back to tre living
room A subdued Benjamin hed laid
placss for three at a sall tade, pulled
rnear tre pleesart fire A dlance at the
snonwhite linen and silverware, gleam
ing in the light of the center pink-shaded
lanp, assured Leonard thet, whatever
the mental rating of Benjamin might be,
his ability as a firstrate housarran wes

ioned

Menley boned them to their placss,
pulled out a dhair for Aileen ad ur
loded a drawer in a bookcase. He
retumed 1o the table, carrying a can~
ing knife, as Benjamin carried in soup
and an uaut loaf of bread.

“For dovious ressons,” Manley said,
“l kegp the sharper inplenents locked
up aut of Benjamin's way. It aids di-
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gestion when Benjamin is hovering be-
hind e with a salad or a roest.”

“Pleasant  thought,” Leonard nmut-
tered

Nevertheless, he ate heartily, as much
on acoount of the gpeal of an excellent
dinner 1o a youthful gopetite, as oan ac
oot of his wish to Alleen.
Manley, behind his dark glasses, ssered
1o dsene Aileen dosely and took every
oocasion to reassure her as to her safety
—took a little too much care, Leonard
thought, feeling faint twinges of jeal-

at tre older man's ease of mamer
and ahility to entertain

Manley seared to be a man rather
better educated then the average; he
ooud tak inteligently on any subject
thet cane up, holding his own deftly
even when discussing historical geology
with Alleen, ad when Manley dis-
ocoursed on “the nollusooid brachiopods
of the early Devonian period,” while
Alleen nodded gpproval, Leonard felt
hopelessly outdassed ard illiterate.

He changed the subject to ane nearer
o hore—te lans goverming tte stahls
of the insre—but, even there, he foud
Manley knew nore than he did about it

“Have you ever studied the subject
of irsanity, Mr. Norris?” Manley aded

“No,” Leonard grunbled, ad at
tad<«ed his frozen pudding savecely.

“You dhoud | presure, then, thet
you corsider menias, hellucinatiors, ec
centriaities and plain feeble-mindedness
as nost laymen do—as dll uder tre ae
heed,” Manley pursued silingly.

“Right,” Leonard arswered reedily,
glad of the gpportunity to exoress him
sif. “They're dl plain nuts to ne”

“So wrong,” Manley reproved, shelkc
ing his heed, and tuming again to Aileen
for encouragerent. “‘I fird it the nost
intriguing of stdies. The dark ad
poorly defined no man's land thet: divides
tre sae of the earth from the disor-
dered ranks of unfortunates is a field of
eploration | never tire of. My nmain
adgject in being here is, throgh thre
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study of thet pitiful case of poor Don-
cherry ad the no less pattetic condition
of our friend Benjamin here, to aid ne
in writing a book thet | have long con
tenplated—a work thet, | hope, will
revolutionize the presat nethods of
treatnent of mental, or rather psyahic,
disorders.”

“You can have it all,” Leonard conr
ocked, reaching for his cigarette case
“It just mears a hundred a week to ne
—and 1’'m beginning to think it's worth
it”

They sat aroud the fire while Ben-
jamin quietly deared tre tade, ad for
avther couple of hous Manley's
srooth voice rurbled on above the nur-
mur of tre waves on tre beach

Leonard yawned firally and stralled to
the window, trying to s through the
black wall of darkness.

“Wind kicking up a little)” he re-
marked, and yawned again.  “Must be
pretty doudy over tte bay. | hope it
will be dear to-norrow so we can work
on tre boat  I’'m going to say good
night.”’

Aileen rose pronptly ad held aut
her hand to Manley.

“l must, too.  I’mawfully tired.
enjoyed listening so much”

He boned over her hard with what
Leonard thought an elaborate politerness,
and murmrured a bland apology for hav-
ing bored her.

“Oh, notat al, Mr. Manley! | don't
know when 1've had such an interesting
tak”

She paused to say good night to Leon-
ard, autsice the door of her room

“I’ll bet you didn’t find e too inter-
esting” he said dolefully. “When it
aares o netaphysics and nollusooids
yw’\,ebothgotm-}----

“Don't be stupid,” de laughed, her
bronn eyes mischievously alight. “I like
you lots better the way you are.”

He heard the bolt shoot into place
behind her door, ad tumed into his
OoAN room

e

THE POPULAR STORIES

He listered for a norent at the door-
way, stading in his pajanes, before
dinbing intbo bed No souxks care
from the padded room at tre erd of the
Hell, nor from Manley’s room alongsice.
Only the tidking of a grandfather’s dad<
in tre living room and the soft lapping
of tte waves on the beach broke tte
absolute stillness.

“A quiet life,” he nmuttered dronsily,
as he pulled the conmfforter about his din
ad blew out tre lap.  “Monotonous
—ought to be good for the nenes—
talkative guy thaet Manley, but sears O
know his business—Aileen—Aileen
Landon—historic geology—well----

And he was soud aslegp in two min
utes.

He anoke, in tre pitch darkness of
the room to fedl a hand groping alog
the edge of the bed, and cregping tonard
his throat.

CHAPTER VI.

WHISPERS IN THE NIGHT.

'T'HERE are tines when it is useful to
be of a quidk, nernvous tenperanernt,
reedy to go into action at tre soud of
the gong without wondering too long
whether the referee really nmeans “‘action
front—and are of those tines is when
yau lieinbedina and hagridden
house in tre middle of the night ad
you find a skinmy hand noving guietly
upward tonard your unprotected throet.
Leonard grabbed that hand and landed
both feet on the floor in ae noverent
His next noverrent wes just as sudden
He wrapped his strong right arm aloout
the waist of the groping person O
quicdly thet the latter hed o dance o
do nore then utter a thin squesk before
e was throan over on top of the bed

He wriggled in Leonard’s grasp like
an ed.

“l say,” he gasped, ““a bit of all right,
ms—leggoadaosmdddmard
Ietad’epgetahtofab‘eatmr ----- ”

jamin?’ Leonard  growled.
“What's the idea—snesking in on ne
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thisway? Here, take a natch from the
tale ad light the lanp. No funy
business, mind!”

He kept a firmgrip on the badk of the
frock coat until tre wick caught hold
ad the room sprang ino light  Benja-
min rudbed his neck where strorg fin

gers hed pressed

“Funny business?” he  repeated
“Nothing amusing, you know, about
squeezing a dhgp's jolly od nedk thet
vway. | wes fedling nmy way toward
your nose—tre old besk, you knonv—
with tre idea of pressing so finmly thet
the air would be st off and you would
be anakened quietly. It’s an idea of ny

“l cogratulate you, Benjamin. It
wesn't much, but still—an ideas  I'm
ot the man t© deprive you of your
only icea.  Now thet I’'manake, what's
next? If your idea also indudes hit-
ting me on tre conk with an Indian dub
to lull ne to degp again, 1 wam you in
timre I’'m ot playing. Try it on Man-
I ____”

“Sshl” Benjamin warmed, jerking
his thub tonard Manley’s room  “We
can't talk here.  Core to my room dd

‘ ?” Leonard hesitated, froaning.
“Go t© bed, Benjamin, ad forget it
I’m too tired for nomsarse-----"’

“Nonsense?”’ the little man whispered.
“Oh, you nmean nmy larking about this
aftermoon!  That wes a bit of camou
flage, dd fello. 1 fancy you thought
I wes a bit off my perch, en?’

“A long way off, Ben,” Leonard

| “Let'sdl it----"

“You think I'm aazy, en?’ This
wes said very calnly. “Well, I’'mnot—
which I'll jolly well prove to you pres-
etly. There’s a medman here, but it
is ot ne. I'mbhere to wam you If
you'll step anay from this place to mny
room where we can kit mght save
your life.  Right now 1 would ot give

YPa heiperry for it nor the life of thet
2B young lady in trere-----"
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“The youg lady! What do you
nmean?

The other shook his heed, standing in
the goen doorway.  Leonard reached for
his slippers and bath raoe, feeling decid-
edy fodish. The nman might be half-
witted, full-witted or witless altogether,
but if he knew of anything thet threat-
ered the safety of Alleen, e was worth
listening to

Leonard trailed behind him through
the hall ad living room to a auboy-hole
next o tre pantry. The place snelled
strogly of disinfectant. In tte dm
light buming there Benjamin, his ridicu-
los frock aoat around him
like a toga perded hinself on a dair
ad notioned Leonard to aother.

“Well, what's it al about, Benjamin?”’

“Arst of all,” the little man ansnered,
“let’s get tre bally dd facts straight. |
gather thet young Leedcastor, the law
yer dgp, sant you doan here to help a
chep nared Manley take care of an in
sae patient—or rather two. 1 shoud
say, | fancy Leadcastor toldyou | wes a
bit balmy myself.”

“Well,” Leonard nmunrured, “there
wes—er—sonething like thet in his
mind.”

“There wes a jolly lot nore then thet
in his mind.” Benjamin’s eyes gloned
in tre lanplight “Suppose | were ©
el you thet Leadcastor lied o you—
thet I’'m no nore crazy then you are—
ad thet Doncherry is as e as ay
men on earth!”

Leonard shook his heed

“I'd say, Benjamin, thaet you were
wong. Why should Leadcastor lie t
ne ad sad ne off on a wildgoose
dese this way—and why are you folks
marooned here on a lorely neck of the
woods if everything's right with you?”

Benjamin's skimy had waved for
silee

“Take your ting, dd nan  One ques-
tion at a tinre.  Leadcastor lied to you
becaee if he told the truth you'd rather
conit suidcke then care within a rle
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of this place. He lied to you to get
you to join ws in taking care of Don-
cherry’s casin, who hesn't long to live

“Sure. Heart troudle-----"

Benjamin tudked his fect farther un-
dermeath him tailor fashion, and grinned
toothlessly.

“Not heart trouble, dd dep.  Nor
iranity. As for your secod ques
tion, we're stuck out here on this Imely
place because there’s sorething decid
edly wrong with ws. |, for irstanoe, am
here because | signed aother dgp's
raTe to a deds ad Cyrus Dondherry
got e dear on the codition thet |
would help take care of his jolly dd
Cousin Percival.  Manley is here un
der similar drcurstances—urder, |
think You s, dd bean, norey can
do a lot tonard keeping a chep from
jail, but Cyrus Doncherry doesmt do
things for nothing.”

He blinked solenmly at the lanp.

“Persorally,” he continued, “if I'd
knoan what | wes coming into, 1'd heve
pided tre jail. But it’'s too late now
We’re here and you're here ad thet
poor yourg lady with us—and here we
stayl It’s a life sentence for all of us,
old chep!”

“You mean we can't if we
want to?’ Leonard exdlained.  “What's
the idea?”

Benjamin shook his heed

“Not while Manley carries that gun
on his hip.  I’'m afraid Leadcastor let
you down bedly. Oh, youll get your
twenty pounds aweek safe enough! But
youll never get the dernce to spard it
Leadcastor was doing the job he wes
paid for—finding a chep to help Manley
take care of Doncherry. The insanity
idea wes just a rest trick © get you

here. | wes to play the balny act t©
help ot | fancy | did it rather well,
two.”

“Say,” Leonard blurted inpatiently,
“come clean! What's al this rigmerole
about? You talk like a----"
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“Not like a nmaniac,” Benjamin sug-

oested

“No,” Leonard admitted, “you don't
Now, what's all this mystery about?
Comedwgyou*santy there'sa lot o
be explained.”

“I’ll explain, ten. | wasn’t going to
before, but the gil nekes a difference.
| can't stand by and see thet beestly
dm I\/bnley—l’ve been watching him

Leonards face tightered quicdly.
“You think he will-----"

“Why do you sugpose,” Benjamin re-
torted, “e ruined her laundi?”

The younger man's eyes goered at
thet—ad his fists dosed

“Then you didn't do it—but he said

“I know,”” Benjamin agreed, nodding.
“l hedtokeegpnum too. He'd ’a’ dore
e in quickly enough if | gave tte show

- If you'll think, you can see |
ocouldn't have dore it myself. |1 couldn't
have reeched the boat exogpt by the
board walk, and that wes in plain sight
When Manley pretended to look for ne
out there, he sreshed the boat”

“That's right” Leonard nodded

y. “l sseitnon. You were an
the other sice of the house all the tine.”
He stood o “I'll heave a talk with
friend Manley right now and have this
thing out”

“Easy,” cautiored Benjamin.  ““You
can't do anything non.  He hes his re-
wvohver. We'll try to get trat tonor-
row—as soon as We can before it's too
late and you're dooed like the rest of
ws here-----~

The light of the lanp flidkered with a
pessing draft, and Benjamin cowered
suddenly, his thin cadaverous face the
picture of terror.

“Lord!”” he whispered.  ““I thought it
wes him for a norent.  He nmustn't
catch us together ﬂ13 way. Look what
he did

He smmedﬂ’efrockmatard
shirt from his left shoulder.  Across his
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bory dest a blue-black bruise extended
Leonard shuddered

“He caught nre trying to fix the tele-
phore line,” Benjamin muttered.  “He’s
ak it himself. | think he intended o
leave this place when you care, but, s=
ing tre girl, danged his plars.”

“I’ll charnge his mep for him” Leon-
ard threatered, “if he troubles her.  But
why shouldn't e leave here? Why
shouldn't any of you quit the place if
you wanted 0?7’

Benjamin grinmed—a  grestly  grin
that danced in the ueven light of the
lanp.

“Where would we go?’ he whispered.
“A worse place, my friend, for such as
we are—an island worse then this—aut
off from hore ad friends forever—a
living death!”

In sate of hinsalf, Leonard’s face
paled dlighly. Benjamin raised his
black-clad armrs and the coet: flaped like
the wings of sone evil bird of dark-
Mess.

“You stupid man!”  His whisper wes
a stragled screeam “Don’t you under-
stad now? Irsanity isn't trte Do
chenry family skeleton!  It's leprosy!
Percival Doncherry is a leper!  Manley
isaleper now, and soam 1! And pres-
ently you will be with is—ad that girl!
Now, do you se?’

“Good Lord!”

CHAPTER VII.

EXIT BENJAMIN.

| EONARD wes on his feet and as far

anay as the srall roomwould allow
from the loathsore, smirking face in
the lanplight.

Leprosy! He hed read of oocasiarel
css—rare casss—of this  tamible
soourge appearing at intenvals of years
in Anericae. He knew as little abaut it
a tre average man, from his biblical
reading ad a nmegazine artide he ae
ran across telling about the leper colony
on tre idad of Molokai. He knew
only thet it wes infectious, thet it wes
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liddle to gopear anywhere, though sal-
dom in northem latituces, ad thaet the
victim repuisive to his friends and ab-
horent to hineelf, decayed slowly, a
living cope. And Aileen exqposed 1o
that!

He stggped forward, regardless of
danger, ad gripped Benjamin by the
skimy arm sheking him

“Are you lying? Is this sone crazy
helluciration’?”

Benjamin shrugged his  shoulders
caimy.

“My dear fellow, you can seke ne
o piecss if you wish, Kill ne if you like.
I’'m ot afraid to die—since I’'m on ny
way, ayay. e got it, too, you
knon  But don't anaken MVanley.  If
e thinks 1’'ve been talking o you----"
He mede a gesture of pulling a trigger.
“Of course it's the truth,” he whispered.
“Why do you sugpose Manley tied up
aroud his jaws ad a straitjacket ad
dl that? Because the poor wretch hes
o loner jaw left Here, take a look
at this!”

He held out his had.  In the center
of tre palm wes a nelignant-looking
gpot about the size of a quarter. Leon-

“Oh, it's ot as contagious as thet,”
Benjamin said egsily.  “Highly infec-
tios, of couse. ' You two nenwcoers
will have to welk carefully. In tre erd
it will get you Then you might as well
do as I'm doing. Stay on here com
fortably, rather then be shipped off to
the Pacific somawhere to a leper colany.
This only shoned up since tre doctor’s
last visit, so he might treat it with sone
stuff he uwsed on Doncherry—ddl-
noogra ail, 1 think it wes. Doncherry
is too far gone now for thet”

Leonard shook his head slonly.

“The whole thing is unbelievadle,” he

“Isit? All ight Try it out to-nor-
row noming. Suggest to Manley tret
you carry up breskfast to Doncherry.
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You'll fird he won't let oy ae rear
him but hinmself.”

“But why does a nman like Cyrus Do
chenry stoop o a aine like this—ex-
posing an innooent person to te dis-
ees=? Ad it’s so fodlish to expect to
hice it from ne indefinitely.”
pointed out, “knows nothing of tre
nmethods his attomey is wsing.  Manley
ad Leadcastor are in this thing to
ether.  All dd Cyrus does is pay the
hills to keep his cousin alive and prevent
him from being st anay. ANd it
won't be indefinitely for you | don't
know what their sdhene is, but another
men wes necessary here for a while.”

He leaned forward, his eyes rar-
roned.

“Maybe they\e dedided to do anay
with Doncherry altogethe—Manley is
caeble of thet—ad e you as the
goet, as you Arericars sy, Perhaps
Manley hopes to be relieved here of his
job and let you becore accidentally in
fected with the disease, ad then youd
hae to stay. There would be no place
ese for youtogo. Whatever their plarns
are_____”

A board aeaked in the floor autside
the room

Leonard’s head swung aroud in thet
direction, ad they both listered, with
open nouths and speaulative eyes star-
ing into the dark ablong of the door-
way.

Benjamin's woice breathed alnost in
audibly in Leonard’s ear:

“Pretend you know rothing if its
Manley. Lord help ws if he should sus-

Leonard waited, watching the door-
way, for what seerred a long tine. He
oould heer in tre utter silece the slow
ticking of the dock in tre hell ad the
slow throbbing of his oawn heart.

A fae aroud tre edge of
the door—the bearded, black-spectadled
face of Manley. The lips were fixed in
a st grile, showing strog, yellow testh
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danped st Leonard wes reminced
of those papier-meche false faces dchil-
dren wear. With the shoked glasses
hiding the eyes, it wes inpossible t say
whether Manley wes looking at Benja-
nmin or Leonard, or, in fact, whether he
wes aneke at al and not walking in his
e

He was dad ina brilliant red dressing
gonn of gk and kept his hands in tre
podets as he walked softly into the
room—stll with that eqoressionless,
wooden grin.

“Benjamin,” he sad, “I'm afraid
you've been talking nomserse again ad
keeping this gentleran from his dep
Hasn't he?”

“I'm not slegpy,” Leonard said caur
tiosly. “We were just disassing the
job here.  Did we anaken you?”’

Manley wes still tumed tonard Benr
jamin, and did not bother to look at
Leonard as he arswered.

“l seldom degp—and am very essily
anskered when | do.  It's alnost day-
lightt Benjamin, ad | think you hed
better stat the fire in the kitden, as
long as you are sudh a night o.”

Benjamin slunk tonard the door.

“What hes he been telling you, Mr.
Norris? The usual fodlishress, | sup-

7’

“I haven't tdld him everything,” Ben+
jamin's falsetto woice piped up defianty
from tre Hll.  “There’s a lot nore he
doesn't knom—who you are, for in
stance.”

“Excuse ne” Manley bddbed his
head quiddy to Leonard and darted aut
the door. There wes a soud of scuf-
fling in tre hallway and running foot-
st tonard the kitdhen

Leonard, reaching the door, found the
Hell enpty, and waited, utterly at a loss
what to do. Benjamin hed certainly
felt thet his life would be forfeited for
any indiscretion on his part.  If there
wes truth in the weird story related by
the litde nan, instant action was nec-
essary if his life and Leonard’s ad
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Aileen’s, too, were 1o be guarded. And
still, to interfere between the kegper and
his subordinate on the strength of a half-
witted person’'s ineginings would nmeke
Leonard ridiculos.

Leonard decided to take thet dance
ad hae an understanding with Man-
ley, right anay, no netter thet devel-
oped Strldlngtoﬂelqtdrmdoa’ he
flung it goen and walked in

In the faint light thet was beginning
1o care through the windows, the place
shoned absolutely enpty. Leonard
looked out the gpen door leading to the
autsice of the house, and could see o
ae

Another door led down to the dark
cellar and a door opened onto a narrow
stairs leading to the upper roons.  Leonr
ard cdled Manley’s nare at both ad
received o arswer.  The house wes &
silent as if he doe inhebited it

“Darmed funny,” he muttered, ard
went off to his room to dress.

It wes broad daylight wien he care
oaut in the hallway again, after a
shoner bath and a dave.  Alleen wes
just emerging from her room looking
extraordinary nice and  spring-nom-
indlike.

“Seep well, Miss Landon?”’ he asked

“Like a top. Do you prefer calling
me Miss Landon to Aileen?”

“No.” He mumured soething
about being presunptuoLs.

“I think”” she tessed, “you will never
be acoused of being too forward, even
by a formidable geological person like
nyself By the way, does are breakfast

ordlranly7 I have been waiting

patiertly- _
“pileen” he whispered tersdly, “I
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“What wes it?’

“This fellow Manley hes been fool-
ing ws. Leadcastor, the lawer, is In
on it, too, Benjamin sas. They'e
tridked ne into this on the preterse thet
Doncherry is insare.  It's worse then
thet”

“Ah!  Up bright ad early, | see!
Our Goose Island air brought plessant
dreans, | tust”

Leonard junped and tumed to fird
Manley at his elbon. The keeper wes
siling blandly as usuel, but Leonard
sasd thet, behind the nmesking spec
tades, keen eyes were ooserving im
Manley,” Leonard amswered steedily.
“Nightrrares, I'd cdl tem  One dream
| had—ridiculous, | admit—wes about
being in a pest house—a kind of a place
where they treated horrible diseases.”

The amile on the bearded face fraze
alittle in place, but thawed imrediately.
Menley laughed heartily—a ringing
laugh, thet yet seered t© have a false
rote in its joviality to Leonard.

“Well, well.”” Manley waved his
large hands tonard the living room
“It’s odd what weird thoughts are con+
jured up in our subcosdios MNCk.
But, mearwhile, breakfast is ready and
ontre tabe I’'msorry t© say our good
Benjamin is indisposed to-day and | hed
1o prepare it myself.  1I'm sure you will
owverlook its defidendes.”

“Perhaps,”” suggested Leonard, “I hed
better help aut, in thet cese. | shoud
eam ny salary soneghon. Sl | canry
wp tre patient’s breakfast to hin?”

Manley stepped quiddy aside, block-
ing the hallway and waving themtonard
te tade

“Oh, mm Not a bit of trouble for
e Your job will betohelpgetihe
launch in tim M.
ets rather edted wen he sess
stragers.  1'll atterd to himmyself.”

He urged them to eat and not wait
for him and disgppeared in the direc-
tion of tre kitden  Leonard hed little
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gopetite for the ceredl and egos, but
tossed off a cup of coffee and rose from
his dair.

“Why tre from?” Aileen questioned
lightly.

“I've got sonething on ny mird,
Alleen, and I’'mgoing to get it off right
non | won't frighten you with ghost
stories.  1'll be right badk”™

Manley wes starting tonard the pa-
tient’s roomwith a tray of dishes, when
Leonard overtock him

“Wait a minute,” Leonard srepped
“There’s a lot of mystery about this
place, ad | want a shon-doan, Manley,
before we go any further. What'’s the
natter with thet men in the lod<ed room
there, and what kind of a sdene have
you and Leadcastor hatdhed up?”’

CHAPTER VIII.

PAGING MR. DONCHERRY!

JYIYSTERY? | domt know whet
1 Ayou're talking about, Mr. Norris. |
doupt if you do, either, for thet met-
ter!”

Leonard fronned up at the hovering,
bearded figure above him

“I know what I’'m after, Manley, but
I dorm't know what you're after. That
nmen Benjamin todld ne sone startling
things last night  For ore thing, Don-
cdherry isnt crazy at dl. He’s a leper!
And soare you! |1ve been trided into
ocoming here-----"

“Don’t be an ass, Norris.” Manley's
tones were snooth but held a note of
waming.  “I’ll begin to thinkwe'll need
a straitjacket for you, to. | sse Benr
jamin hes been talking again.  What
nomsasel You're a litle unstrung,
that’s all, on acocount of the strangeness
of this place and your adventures last

ni
Leonard shook his head stubbomly.
“No, 'm ot How about thet qoot
on his hand? That seens to bear out
his story of this being a private leper
ocolory-----"
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Menley's thraaty dudde interrupted
him

“Well, welll So it's leprosy now!
The other day he irsisted we were dl
menbers of a aimiral band hiding out
here to escgpe the pdice. He’s ned as
a hetter, Norris, ad if youd looked
dosely at his hard, you would have saen
imrediately thet the goot waes unmistak-
ably a bum he got from hot grease in
ocooking last weekk  Believe pie, nmy
friend, this is o place for a person of
a credulous digposition You must leam
1o discount what these unfortunates =l

“But thet busting up tre launch!”
Leonard irsisted, weakening a trifle in
the face of tre other’s smiling denial.
“He says you did that!”

“Now, listen, Norris, | have o tine
to goed figuring aut thet fellons rav-
ings. osy! That's good! If you
bdlieve him you'll have an exciting tine
here on Goose Island.  He suffers from
helluciretions and thet's ore of trem |
didn't wish to alam Miss Landon need-
lessly, but the fact is our crazy frierd
escaped nre this noming and is wander-
ing around loocse now.  Be prepared for
anything?”

“Is he 7’ Leonard asked
“I thought he wes a half-witted fool of
sone kind | uderstand they don't
have nmanias, ad Leadcastor, hinsdlf,
tld e the man wes a hanrless sort
of idiot.”

Menley leaned tonard him

“You nean Benjamin, e?’ he whis-

“Of course—the handy-nmen.”

“Keep this under your het, Norris. |
didn’'t want to scare our youg friend,
but you can redlize tret it would be
nore then ny job is worth t© keep
Cyrus Doncherry’s cosin tied up tre

way you saw. The thing is, it ism't Do

chenryatdl. The man intte cdl wasn't

Doncherry atall. That was Benjamin!”
Leonard shook his head.

“This is getting too degp for nE,
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Menley. Who is the fellovwe call Berr
jamin, then?’
“That’s Percivel

“And Benjamnmriehessorrecre

dse | supose”

Manley nodded and grinned under-
standing™.

“Rather icated Benjamin

saretines deludes himself into thinking
he is Percival Doncherry.  Itwaes to pre-
vent his acting on thet odd assunption
and buming donn the place thet | tied
himup. That'swhat he istoday. To-
norrow, as likely as nat, he will daim
e is sone ae dse—Manley the kegper,
for irstane, or, very likely, yourself.
But Doncherry is tte ae t watch
You were forturate last night thet |
care in when | dd  Wait here a no-
nment for me and I’ll show you.”

The door at tre heed of the stairs
slamred behind im  Leonard fronned
at the floor. He didn’t relish the idea of
letting wander around loose
with Alleen uprotected More then
ever it would be necsssary to get the
launch fixed up and send her back to her
father. Manley wes evicently telling
the truth and it sounded plausible.

Manley aggin with te
enpty tray ad led the way to tie little
room off the pantry where Leonard hed
intenviened the erstwhile Benjamin
Manley tossed back the coverlet of the
bed

“I found this all st this noming,” ke
said ““You were sitting over it while
he told you his tale abaut the leper cdl-
oy. Recognize it?

Leonard did recognize it He hed
aufficient exqerience with borrts to know
that the homerreck affair, in saite of Its
caudity, would have given him an un
plessant noent if it hed exploded
while he was sitting alongsice it last
night. It wes a ooffegpot, bound with
oopped wire to give greater explosive
power, and had a long fuse attaded
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Manley hefted it in his had

“Good ad heaw, t0” he com
mented  “Hlled with earth ad, o
doubt, sore ponder from the blank car-
tridges he amuees hinself with, - You
can se2 how careful a person must be in
leting hm have even tre doviosly
harmess things.  They’re aumning, too,
a kind of animd cumning.”

“Do you nean t©o say,” Leonard
bluted, “thet nutty bird wes about to
blow ne up with thet ?°

Manley dhudded ad slgpoped Leon+
ard on tre back

“Of couse e wes. It’'s his hddoy
just non. He neant no harm but he
would have exploded thet thing under
you very cheerfully, with the best spirit
in trhe world.”

“I'm glad of tret. It's the spirit of
the thing thet counts. At tre sare ting,
there is such a thing as carrying a joke
too far.”

“Not getting cold feet, are you?"
Manley guestioned softly.

Leonard flushed hotly.

“It isn't tet, Manley, and you know
it | go through with a job | start on
I’mthinking of Ail—Miss Landon. We
should get her dear of this nedhouse.”

“Right! Let’s look the damege over
on tre launch You go ahead ard Il
cet sone todls | have in the attic”

Leonard caught sight of Alleen’s trim
back disappearing around a tum of tre
board welk tonard the little pier. He
hurried after her.

He hed gore perbgs ten paces from
the house when there care a sharp aack
behind hm ad his soft, gray hat
seeed 1o be pluded from his heed by
an invisible hand and tossed intoa dunp
of bushes besice tre walk

“What the-----”"  He wheeled around,
fists deded A thin, gray threed of
sroke drifted up from a shuttered win-
dow on tre secod floor of the house
Othenwise, there wes o sign of life on
its blesk front.

Leonard gave ae look at his haet ad
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the tiny, roud bullet hole in the croan,
and raced back to the porch, taking the
stgs inae jurp.  He anost ran ino
Manley.

“Where did it core fron??’ the
kegper dhouted. “Upstairs or doan?”

Leonard pointed o tre ceiling ad
ran for the stairay, Manley panting
along behind

“l sugpected he wes Up there, Norris.
Be careful, non.  He hes a revolver.”

“Where did he gt it?” Leonard

sepped inpatientdy.  “It seans 1o N,
Menley, for a maniac, he gets sore odd
playthings.”

Manley, pushing by to the head of tre
stairs, flapped back his coat tO show an
enpty haster in his hip podet.

“It's ming” he eqained.  “l was
cardless eough O leave ny trousars
ower a dur lsst nigt  Doncherry
nmust have hed it dl the tine, ad | wes
oo busy this noming to look for it”

“That's cheerful,” grunted Leonard.

“There he goes! Head him d? this
way?!”

Manley rushed toward the rear stairs,
while Leonard sourried down into tre
living room again and along tre hell ©
the kitdten He net Manley coming
ak

“Got dean anay.” The kegper

his broad shoulders.

“How about the cellar?”

Menley nodded ad dot tre bolt
hore, locking the cellar entrance.

“If he's there, we'll keegp him there
aut of mischief for a while. |, for ag
am not going to venture doan there in
tredark He'ssafe. Let’s get towork
on tre boat”

Leonard listered at the door.

“He seens quiet eougn | might
tae a dane ad rush him”

“My dear fellow,” Manley protested,
“l can't let you risk your life thet way.
No, let him cod df?2”

“But we're not even sure he’s there.
Can't we cdl to hinf?’

Manley sroothed his brown beard
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ad indulged in the gurgling chudde thet
Leonard wes beginning to detest heart-
ily.
“He’s there all right, | can assure you
—ad he won't answer you now if you
were o dout yourself hoarse.  Let’s
forget about him for a while and get
our yourg friend off.”

Cetting the young friend off wes rot
going to be an easy natter, as Leonard
discovered when he exanjred tte en
gire of tre launch  Blows from a ne
chinist's heavy hanmer, now lying be-
sice the ergire, had sireshed every spark
plug, ad the megneto was broken into a

pieces.

They suneyed the wreck, Alleen tear-
ful, Leonard wrathful and Manley sym
pethetic.

“How about taking the megneto and
spark plugs off the other weck?” Leon
ard sugested.  “By the way, where is
your laundi?”

Manley pointed out into the choppy
waters of tre bay, which wes devoid
of any sigs of life and unbroken ex-
ot for tre puple, hazy lire of the
meinland to tre north and the barren,
sady, outer beach 1o the south

“Qut there in ten feet of water. Do+
cherry mecke a goad job of thet ae, dll
right”

“I"d nrele a good job of that cudkoo,”
Leonard threatered, ““if 1 coud lay nmy
hands on him right now.”

Aileen, seated in the coddpit, dasped
her dim hands about her kness ad
looked noumifully aut over the water.

“Isn’t there sore way of communicat-
ing with tre shore?  It's 0 ridiculous
o be stuk this way on Great South
Bay, just as if we were in the middle
of the Pacific somewhere.”

Leonard petted her shoulder, and red-
dered When ge siled gppreciatively

“I know you can think up soreway,”
de sad

“Sure can How about putting thet
phore in order? Let’s look at thet”
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They trooped back 1o the hause, ad
Manley shoned them the place where
the teleghone had been. The instrurent
hed been yanked from the wall, leaving
darglirgvﬁresardbrdeﬁpiaster

“Doncherry,” explalned Manley, “dis-
likes t<l you see.

“Say”” Leonard grunbled. “Why
the deuce don't you fit thet guy into ae
of those deavdless aoats like Benjamin
is wearing? Looks to ne he neads it”

“Mercy, no! He’s our—er—ned
tidet Besices, tte other fellow is
worse when he gets started right.”

“He nust be a rpsmorter, I'll say,”
wes Leonard’s commrent, as he stogped
o examire tre wires.  “Where’s tre in
strurent and the box?”

Manley sriled pl

“Now I'll ask are. The last | saw
of the instrurent, Doncherry wes disap-
pearing around the comer of the house
with it uder his aiTm He hed sore
sort of theory of communicating with
the planet Mars, which he refused to di-
wige to ne  I'm of the gpinion he
dropped the whole thing overboard from
the ed of tre pier in disgust. He is
thet kind of a dep.”

“Well, let's go ask him what he did
with it Perhaps if we aoproach the
metter tactfully—pleaded wWith him as
it were, o let s have our telgphore
ba:kren”ig"ltm”cbsoerd-----”

“My dear fellow, be advised ard stay
amayfromhm He is safely lodked up

But, look herel
Landon stay here another night
rew her across the bay first!”

Manley shook his nessive heed sadly.

“With what? There are o aars.
Our good Doncherry decided-----"

“Damn  Doncherry?” Leonard ex-
ploded heartily. “Let’s go ad build a
fire on trhe beach  Maybe sare boatiman
will s the snoke ad cone to our
resae. Beliewe ne, if | ever take a job
like this aggin, you Gan put ne in a
pedded odll, too!”

We can't let Miss
I’
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“Perhaps,” Manley dbserved stoothly,
“you might find yourself there sore
day. The border line between sanity
ad irsanity is vague. Without nean
ing to be offersive, take that wild e
you care to ne with this noming.
Now, sare pegple would say-----"

“What do you mean? What are you
driving at, Manley?”’

The kegper spread his ams gpolo-
getically and dagped Leonard srartly
on the back

“You must let ne have ny little joke
ae in a while, dd fellon. That's a
ggod thought about a borfire. We'll

it”

There wes plenty of driftwood on tre
dore They wert to work cdllecting it
together, ranging along the strip of
beech for half-buried barrel staves ad
weathered logs. Leonard, his forehead
pudered in a gpeadative froan,
wvatdhed the keegper as tre latter, the pic-
tue of bearded jouvidlity, staded the
wood in a hegp.

Leonard weited until Manley wes
sone distance up the beach, tren cdlled
Aileen quietly.
strike you, Aileen?’

“Mr. Manley? | don't like him at
al. I'm—I'mafraid of hm He—dh
| don't know—he is part of this whole
horible placel That medman in tre
lodked room ard thet are they call Ben-
jamn! | didnt =l tre truth this
noming. | didn't deep like a top, a
dl. | heard sore ore trying the door-
knob during the night and stealing anay
ad coming beck to try it again, ad it
kept up it seenred for hours—like sore
wild besst proMing autside. | couldn't
dep. You do't think we'll hae to
stay here another night ?’

Leonard shook his heau

“I will, because it's my job. I'll try
1o get you dear sonmehow. | dom't trust
Manley, either.”

He tald her of the events of the night
ad Manley's eqlaatios. Se lis
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tered, with widened eyes, her becoming
tan a sheck paler then usLAl.

“Now,” he conduded, “l don't care
for Manley's eqilanations about this
place, and 1I’'m going to investigate for
myself—nore especialy as he evidently
wvants e to stay out of two places, the
cllar ad tre padded odl.  I’'m going
to find out the redl dope here.”

Leonard nodded

“This mirue.  If he asks where 1\e
gore, you can say | stepped around the
sice of the house for nore wood.”

The dark eyes pleaded with im

“Do ke careful—Leonard!”

“You bet.  I'll watch my step.
badk before e knows it”

Crouching doan when the keegper’s
back wes tumed, Leonard made quickly
for tre house, awoiding the
board walk and splashing through tre
soft mud udermeath. He waited for a
nmoment besice tre porch ad  listened
for sounds of feet on the board walk
Norne cane, ad he darted irside, dos-
ing the door.

The kitden door, leading to the
cdlar, wes still boited  Leonard dlid tre
bolt back quietly and looked doan
Bven at thet time of day, in the early
aftermoon, the place wes dark ad for-
bidding enough, with the danp srell of
nold coming up the dheky stgs. He
saw o ae

“Doncherry!  Benjamin!” he cled

There was o answer from the grave-
like interior. He stegoed cautiosly
dovwmard ae step, waited, then an
other, and tried to look around the cune
of tre stes.
A low laugh sounded behind himand
sorething heawy struck him full in the
oenter of his badk, sending him head
long across the handrail. It gave to his
wveight with a srep of breaking wood
and he landed on his side with a breath-
taking thud on the wet odlar floor.

He heard the balt dlide into its grooves
as the door slamred shut

'l ke
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CHAPTER IX

ALL ALONE.

~N eight-foot drap, when a nmen is

Vv taken unawnares, gives him quite a
bunp, ad it was a full minute before
Leonard got his wind back ad stag-
gered 1o his feet, wondering how many
bones were broken

Pie felt hinself gingerly and decided
hewes still intect. The anly he
ocould mote, in the faint light thet cane
from a cobwebbed odlar window, was
to the thirty-dollar suit, which hed re-
oaived its share of green dlire and black
mud from tie oellar floor.

There wes also a cartain amount of
damege © his fedlings. Leonard wes
med, dear through. He dinbed up tre
sheky stairs again and pounded on tre
door, ghouted Manley's rene half a
dozen tines ad threw his weight
against the solid cak

The door held finly. He waited a
few minutes and called again, pounding
agairst the wood with his foot to add to
the radet. Bven if Manley and Aileen
were as far off as the beach, Leonard
figured he could be heard and action
taken 1o release him

Sore action wes taken—but it waesn't
of a friendly sort. It corsisted of the

blast of a pistd two feet from
his heed on the other sice of the door.
A slinter of wood stug his deek as
the bullet ploned through within a foot
of Leonard’s right ear and splashed in
a gray stain on the white wall.

Leonard didn't wait for the bullet thet
folloned inmediately, but mede a quick
desoert of the stairs, aut of range.

What wes the next nowe to be?

Sore ae hed tried t© hud him into
the cdlar—suooessfully—and wes now
taking pot dots at him the
door. Leaving out the possibility thet
the nen in the strait-jacket had escaped,
eithrer Benjamin, alias Doncherry, or
Manley, the keegper, wes the guilty party.
If it was Manley, then the half-wit's
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story of the leper cdony wes true, ad
Leonard and Aileen were both in grave
danger.  In either case, sore other way
of escaping besides the door must be
fourd.

Leonard groped his way aroud the
odlar. One ed of itwes drier then the
rest and held the steambeating plant,
now disused, a fewrpiecss of log ad a
bin of ccal. Leonard noted the heawy,
iron fumace tods for future reference,
ad looked to tre sdlitary window. It
was about eight fest from the floor, with
room for a nan's body to cran
through; but an eamination shoned it
securely festered from the outsice with
a wre, besides the astomary inrer
hooks.

He stepped back to the fumece ad
pided up tre sheker bar to bresk tre
window uiith He tumed suddenly at a
scraping sound from the window.  Sore
oe wes unlatching the wire fastening
from the outsice.

It swung goen, ad a thin, familiar
face ad a familiar codkey aoet
greeted him with pdlite solicitude:

“l say, dd ceature, are you quite dl
right?’

“All right?’ Leonard replied, from-
ing. “If 1 am I’'mabout the only bird
around here thet is. What the heck is
the idea of shoving ne in here and snip-
ing through the door?”

“Sniping? Mercy, no! | wes jolly
well hiding aut in the odlar when you
care rushing donn so precipitously, ard
| fled through the window, | fancy it
wes Manley. Odd sort of dep, Man-
ley.”
“l s88”” said Leonard, humoring him
“Now, if you'll stad clear of tre win-
dow, I’ll dinb through.  None of your
playful tridks, Mr. Doncherry-Ben-
jamin.  Maybe youd better go farther
anay just now.”

“Quite 0,7 the frodkcoated ae
agreed reedily. ““You're a sugpidous
dep, Norris; but every are hes his lit-
tle oddities thet way.”
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“Ive got darmed good resson to be
suspidios,”  Leonard  grunbled, ad
peted alog inplace o stepan. “One
of nmy oddities is thet | hate to be
srecked on the bean with a sad bag
when I’'m craMling through cellar win-
dons.  Suppose you take a strdl alag
the beach or go aut on the pier ad
watch the tide care in for a while.”

“I would,” nmurmured Doncherry-
Benjamin. noving off reluctantly, “but
tre bally tice advanoes so inperoep-
tibly, ae is never quite sure what ae
is gazing at, and there is <0 little excite-
ment involved-----"

“I"e hed plenty, myself,” Leonard
said  “Now, let’s sse how fast you can
meke tte desh o tte doe. I'll give
the word—don't kegp going after you
reach tte water. Ready? One—two-
three—go!”

The tails of the frock ooat disap-
peared around the comer of the house,
ad Leonard wriggled through the win-
down It wes a tight fit ad it took him
savera minutes © tear loose from a
rail on the frare, with great detrinent
to the thirty-dollar suit

He prooeeded cautiosly toward the
board walk

The front door wes goen, swinging
lightly in tte breeze thet blew nore
strongly now from the darkening bay.
Leonard stood on tre thveshold ad
looked aroud.

The living room wes enpty ad the
house dilet The door leading to tre
kitchen wes gjar, ad the door into tre
Hell wide goen, and neither place shoned
sigs of life. Leonard doan
from the porch and walked tonard the
place where they hed piled the wood.

It wes there—untouched by flane—
ad it wes the only dbject trat shoned
on the wide exparse of sad and marsh,
Aileen’s launch arealed against the sides
of tre jetty with the notion of the wa-
ter, just as they hed left it before.

But of Aileen or Manley or Benjamin
there wes ot a trace.
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Leonard cupped his hands to his lips.

“All-een!” e cdled “Hello-o Ail-
een!”

Was it anedo or his imegination thet
seened to answer faintly from the blank
front of the house?

Panicky at tre thought of what nright
have during his asance intte
odlar, he hurmied back along the narrow
walk to tte pordh A search of the
three bedroons ad the sirngle big room
ystairs proved futile. He tried the
pantry, Benjamin's room and the vest
attic storeroom under the eaves, and wes
grested with silece .ad dust for his
pairs.

To dl gopearancss, he wes aloe in
the house—alore on the islad, ad the
rest hed vanished as conpletely as if
they had stegoed off into goece.

He drded the house, cane badk
the porch and puffed at a cigarette, while
e tried to figure out the amswer. He
refused O contenplate ane  possibility
—itrat the ned Doncherry hed suooesded
in meking anay with every are indud-
ing hinself. It was inpossible to con-
ceive thet Doncherry could have killed
Manley. No sots had been fired while
Leonard wes dinbing through the od-
lar window, ad was 1o
natch for the keegper physically.

As for Aileen—Leonard shook his
studbom, blond heed.  He wasn't going
© lose her s0 tragically after waiting
five years or nore o neet just such a
girl. There nust be another explana-
tion

And thet explanation pointed to Man-
ley. Ether the kegper hed kept a boat
in hiding and hed bodily kidngped Ail-
een and Doncherry—a far-fetched sup-
position—or he wes lurking somrewhere
uder cover. What kind of a weird
gare of hide-and-seek was going on here
on this loely island? Was tre ned
Doncherry telling the truth about Man-
ley ad Leadcastor? \Which wes Don-
cherry—Benjamin or the nman in te
padoed-
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Struck by a sudden Leonard
wert insice tre house, walked to the erd
of the hallway and gpered the dlice thet
looked into the gloony interior of the
padded room

The oot wes enpty.

CHAPTER X

NIGHTFALL.

I EONARD examined tre lodks of tre
door, and walked soberty bedk to the
front porch, on tre alert, while arossing
the deserted living room for any soud
thet might indicate danger threatening.
Things were getting nore inolved
There were, evicdertly, two nedmren a
large on tre island—two mednren and
ae crimirnl with a nurderous  record,
according to the latest retunrs.

How the nmen hed escaped wes ot
dear, nor why he should have s0 care-
fully barred the door again after leeming.

Leonard’s nen/es were steady enough,
even if hewes romantically imeginetive,
ad he did not junp when the grand
father’'s dodk in the comer of the room
boored out tte hour of six. But it re-
minded him of the fact thet darkness
waes coming along from the esst across
the rolling Atlantic, and it behooved tte
man who wes to another night an
CGoose Island to be on his guard ard ke
ready for emergancies.

He shook the kerosere lanps, ae by
ae There was enough all in eech t©
give the necessary light, and he wes re-
lieved on thet soore.  Bven the steadiest
of rernves would hardly stand a dark
vigil in thet place.

He needed o dock to tell himit wes
tire toeat again. He had not eaten any-
thing since breakfast.  The kitden was
well stoded Leonard pushed asice the
umeshed breakfast dishes ad laid aut
bread, the odld roest of the night before,
ad a cake thet wes stale but satisfying.

Before starting to still the cravings
of hunger, he bloded the door leading
1o the upper floor with a dhair and faced
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his table 0 that he could conrmad the
other two entrances to the kitden He
did not relish the idea of being a target

for the ecoentric Percival Doncherry, or,
perteps, the cod and smiling keeper of
CGoose Islad.

It is renarkable what a difference
food nmekes t© hungry twentyfive. By
the tine Leonard hed finished thet seni-
stale hut palatable doodlate layer cale,
e felt equal to anost anything—ot
only sperding the night on the island but
tre solving of tre several conflicing
mysteries thet doaked it

He leared back confortably ad
lighted a digarette—tie last of tre pack
thet hed been aushed when e hit tre
odlar floor.

tie would find Manley and Aileen—
prisorers, no doubt, of the escaped Benr
Jamin and Donchermy—before dawn, he
wes quite sure.  After thet, with their
aid, it would be essy enough to put the
“nuts” in corfinenent again. - Only, this
tirre, he would irsist thet the gentlenen
in the shgpeless frock aoat go into quod,
Lo}

Then he would serd Alleen back to
the mainland, to a grateful father ad
friends, ad sone day soon, without
wishing any bed luck to Percival Don-
cherry, the unfortunate patient would
leae this witless world ad Leonard
would receive the gratitude—induding
both nmorey and a job in lav—from the
rich Cyrus . Tears would
stard in the dd millionaire’s eyes as he
would stamrer forth his thanks for tak
ing care of ae 0 dear to im  There
would be a renard.

“Leonard, nmy boy,” the millionaire
would say—it would be “Leonard” ad
“Cy’” at thet poin—“1 amgetting on in
years. Some ae nmust take care of ny
millions, my great interests. | have o
heirsat-lav, now thet dear Percival

“Good dd Percival,” Leonard would
answer, puffing at a sixty-center.  “Nice
fellow, Percival. Pleasant dep—good

29

natured to a faut

Then would care the day when he
would lead Aileen proudly out the
dudch door to Cyrus Doncherry’s
Rolls-Royce, while the organ played a
brical march softly-----

Crash!

Leonard jumped aut of his daydream
ad to his feet, with a sudderess thaet
st the kitden teble teetering on two
legs, spilling the dishes to tre floor. He
looked at the dgject thet hed sreshed
through the pare of glass in the window
beside his ususpecting heed

It was an ordinary iron garden rale,
the handle janmred in the broken glass.
Jutting two feet into the kitdhen on the
rusty testh of the rake was a square
of dirty notepaper, inscribed with a pent
dled message in sprawling capitals.

Leonard did ot wait to reed it He
wes nore interested in the person who
hed shoved it through the window. He
wes outsice in two bounds and tuming
the comer of the hause,

No oewes insigt.  The rear of the
house gpened on an expanse of narsh
grass and white sad, with only the low
outlire of tre well house between him
ad the sloMy darkening waters of the
bay. He peared aroud the farther cor-
rer of the house.  There were 1o sigs
of any oe on the porch or as nmuch
of tre board walk as he could s=

A dlance into the smooth oylinder of
the well, and he retumed to tre kitdren,
feeling uressily certain thet the parties
resporsible for this latest manifestation
were hiding in the house itself—were
even then, perbgps, watching his nove-
ments.

Keeping his eyes on the goen door
leading into the living room he plucked
the paper from the rake ad gave it a
hesty glance.  Bven in the poor light e
oould read the printing:

We got the big feller and the dame and the

little nut safe. We want Doncherry. Old
C. D. will pay big dough for ransom. You

I miss having him
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got the nut hid. Come clean with him and
we will lay off. Otherwise, your whole gang
and you goes in the bay and we beat it in an
hour. If you think we don’t mean this, watch
what happens to the limey in ten minutes.
Trot out Doncherry, leave him on the beach,
and go back to the house.

There wes o signature.

Leonard rubbed his square din, spec-
uatively. So that wes what it wes dll
about—a gang preparing to kidnep te
inrare nmen and hold him until they
oould extract a ransom from Cyrus Don-
dery. The latter wes doubtless neart
by tre initils C. D. “The big fellow”
wes Manley—unless Manley wes inpli-
cated hinsalf, which, to Leonard seened
quite probeble.

It was evidett, if the note wes au-
thentic and not a medman’s meny jest,
thet there were new ammivals on the
islad, and thet Doncherry had escgped

“If they can find him they can have
him” nuttered Leormard. “He’s ro

they al hiding out?’

His inmegination soared into visiors of
seget pessages and underground cav-
ars. It wes getting darker now, ad
he set to work lighting tire lamps—with
his heed over his shoulder on the watch
for tre dlightest nmovenent—huming,
“It Ain't Gonna. Rain No More,” 1O
don hinself condusively thet he wesn't
a bit afraid.

Once ttere was a nowenent, e
thought, of the curtains guarding the
seavard windons, and he grabbed up
the brasshandled poker from the deed
firgplace and investigated.  But tre win-
dow wes securely lodked He kept the
poker in his hard as he mece the rounds
of the room His plan of canpaign wes
simple enough—to hit tre first head he
saw ad ask questios afterward. He
was getting sorer on Goose Island ad
its mysterious inhebitants every minute.

Leonard hed no intention of sperding
the night insice tre house.  He figured
thet the safest place for him wes the
pier, where he could not ke approadhed
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from behind  Mearwhile, with the liv-
ing room and kitden well lighted, he
ocould keep a dose watch on what went
on irsice.

With the place well illurinated, he
pided up a foded newspaper ad
stepped on tiptoe out on the porch, hold-
ing the ooker in readiness to repdl at-
tad< Norne care ad he reached tre
unlighted bonfire on the beech

The wind blew rather smartly from
acoss tre bay, ad he hed difficuty,
crouching over the flane of a ratch, get-
tng the to tke hid
Bventually it did, and he shoved it unr
dermeath the tinder-dry pile

The flane flidered, seerred about t©
go aut, then legped across a tarred bar-
rel stae ad flared up redy. He
stepped badk, watching the blaze areep
upwerd along the driftwood, cracking
sharply and sending a shower of gparks
up into the black sky.  If there was any
huren auriosity on the nainland there
would be sone are starting out presently
1o s if Goose Island was buming up.
It wes with thet idea in mind thet Leon-
ard hed decided to wait develgpnrents on
the pier.

The blaze lighted up the whole place
with a dandng, red light It threw into
sharp relief tre lires of the house ad
wes reflected fromtihe blank windows of
the upper story. )

There was only oe thing unusual
brought out by the glare—but thet wes
affidet to sad a dhill up Leonard's

soire.

It wes the sight of a familiar, baggy
frock coat, with a white face abowve it,
dangling and twisting at the erd of a
rope from the highpeaked roof.

CHAPTER XI.

DONCHERRY AT LAST.

T*HE first thought that flashed through
1 Leonard's horrified mind wes thet the
gang hed carried out the first part of
their threat.  The next thought wes tret
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the unfortunate vicim might ot be
deed  While he watdhed, the linp fig-
ure seened o jerk at the ed of the

roe.
There wes o thought of his oan
safety in Leonard's mind as he ran adlog
the board walk tonard tre house.  There
waes o tine for comsideration of conse-
quenoss, with a man's life at stake.
The feet of the figure swaying over-
head just deared tre edpe of the parch
roof. Leonard hed a glinpse, as he
pessed, of a white placard pinned to the
bresst of the frock aoat.  Reaching for
the penknife in his pod<et, Leonard
raced for the stairs and up into the big,
bare room ad darmed the window

geen

He craMed aut onto the sloping roof
of the porch, greasy with the noss cow
ering the shirgles, reached the droop-
ing fom ad sawed at the taut rope
frantically. It gave way with a sudden
ness thet mace Leonard’s feet dlip on
the shingles and st him sprawling to
the ground below.

Picking up tie linp figure in his ams
he dashed into the lighted living room
again—and as he readed tre couch the
head of tte vicim off.

Leonard looked at it—doviowsly a
chim sugar bod—ad at te plllcw-
stuffed frock acet he held in his ans.

“Well, I’ll be jiggered! Of dl tre
dam fool----- ”

He caght sight of the placard, pinned
reatly to the ragged silk lgpels of tre
ooet. It reed plainly:

THE GLASS OF FASHION

Being worn extensively at the bathing
beaches at Biarritz-----

And. loner down;

A gentleman's frock coat should never fit
him!

“I'll fit soe bird t a burp on his
doe,” Leonard groned, rubbing a
bruise on his left dbon. “I've been the
goat long enough!”

31

He wes standing in front of ae of
the tal bookcases—gpen,  glassless
selves thet readed from the floor al-
nost to the calling—on the sice of tre
living room rearest the Hl.

There was a muffled sout ad a
soud of shuffling behind im  As e
tumed 1o locate it, a book from the top-
nmost shelf struck him on the shoulder
ad he looked Up to see a row of calf-
bound volunes leaning over danger-
asly. Then tre whole thing rod<«ed
fomard ad, before he ocodd junp
dear, he found himeelf flat on his bedk,
buried bereath a torrent of books, with
two of the cak dehves lying aoross his
lecs.

He stated wriggling dear of the
nmountain of literature, nMore surprised
then hurt by tre landslice.
He thanked his stars thet the heavier
voures hed ot been on the upper
shehves.

A black spe0e gaped where the books
hed been Leonard took the rearest
lanp from its stand and investigated the
cavity. y, the bookcases did
ot quite touch the wall, leaving a goece
fifteen or eighteen indes deegp between
the bads of the shelves ad tre plas
tered well. Holes in the plaster shoned
where tte shelves hed been ace railed
but pulled aut again t reke this nar-
row pessace.

Leonard togdled another row of das-
dics to tre floor to enlarge the oece ad
let tre light of the lap shire irsice
& far as he codd, but he hesitated t©
trust hineelf t© further exploration.
Sone ae hed been in there ad, pur-
posely or accidentaly, hed pushed a
fair-sized library over on him; but tret
saTe ae could stay there untll daylight,
& far as Leonard was cooemed  He
hed o intention of groping aroud
there inthe dark.

A lowv laugh, startlingly distinct in
the utter silenoe, care from the direc-
tion of the bedroos, and Leonard aun
aroud, alnost upsetting tre al lanmp.
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He listened—to nothing but the snep-
ping of tre wood blazing on the beadh,
ad the ticking of the grandfather’s
dodk—ad, for the first tire since he
hed landed on Goose Island, he felt a
furry tidding of tre dhort hair on tre
back of his nedk

“Hell™ he assured hinself.
nore of thet joker Doncherry.”

Setting the lanp back on the tade,
e edged tonard tre doorway leading to
the dark passage between the bedroons.
Where, five minutes before, the hall hed
been a well of badkess, light now
shoned at the chinks and through the
peep hale in the door to the padded cdll.

Leonard deared his throat forcibly.

“Come on aut, Doncherry!” he called
“Qut out the comedy! You there, Man-
ley?
ey\/\lnoe'verwas1han:.=m:-:olemreplyt)
tedl.

Leonard still dutched tre fireplace
poker. Keeping dose to the wall, he ad-
vanced sloMy along the pessage tonard
the padded room stopping at Manley’s
bedroom ard his oan to their in-
teriors.  The flidering, red light of tre
fire on tre beadh, coming through the
windows, shoned those roos t© e
enpty. He nmace sure thet the are Ail-
een hed ied conoedled o ae,

The door 1o the padded ol wes still
barred, as he hed seen it during the
aftermoon, and the dlice still gpen He
looked insicke.

On the plain table by the aot, stood a
greenshaded lanp, ad tre light Leon-
ard had seen reflected through the dhinks
of tre door shore doan on the narrow,
iron bedstead, and on the figure of a
men, tied seaudy, lying face to the
wall.

Leonard blinked his eyes ad looked
again.  The nman wore the self-sane rig
Leonard hed seen tre first day—a canr
vas straitjadket pinioning his ams ad

“Some
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nost aured Leonard Norris of any dis-

position to be suprised at anything.

Here, at last, was a dance to get to the

bottom of things, ad, if he waes sone-

tines inegiretive, he was not timid

He jerked the bars from the door ad
it qen

“Benjamin,” he called quietly.

The man on the bed did not nowe.
Leonard walked up to him ad looked
nore dosaly at the face half hidden in
the beddothes. It wes not the sare nen
Leonard hed seen in the padded room
the first chy, at dl. It wes the frock-
ooated individual Leonard hed knoan as
Benjamin and now knew as Doncherry.

Leonard laid his hard on the skimy
shoulder and shodk it; then pulled his
hand anay hestily and stepped bedk It
neeced o nore then tre sight of those
fixed ad glassy eyes ad tre wourd
thet shoned on te disordered hair, ©
melke Leonard awnare thet o anount of
shaking or calling could rouse thet dark-
ered mind again 1o the things of earth

Leonard stood by the snoking lanp
ad stared doan at tre still formon the
adt, ad swalloned several tines inquick
suoession To be alore in a house of
lurking shedons and whispers in the
stillness of a black night, looking at
the dead face of a murdered men, by tre
light of a soky larp—well, it does
melke a man's throat fedl strangely dry,
and it does nreke a man's heed twist over
his shoulder from tine to ting, fearful
of the invisible hands thet might be
dutching from the dark; even a youg
men with quite a suffident anount of

courage.

He wished he were somenhere dse
In fact, he started t© go sonewhere e
—he didn't care where, but preferably
the gpen beach—when his andous eye
caught tre novenrent of the odl door,
swinging slony goen

Leonard dutdhed his iron poker ad

waited TrO
It ssered to him ages thet he stood A
there, arushing the poker hardle into the

a sugica bandage wound acoss his
nouth
Two days on Goose Island hed al-
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pelmof his hand and watching the oper+
lrg, sloMy, inch by indch, of the quilted

I\/tanleys eqressionless face, gog-
gling, black gpectades and souare, bronn
beard, shoned wp in tre light from tre
lap. He wes griling.

Leonard broke tre silence firelly. He
hed a feeling tliat he would go med him
self in thet maniac’s pedded cdl if he
hed to stad there much longer, watch
ing thet grinning nesk

“Well,” he grated, “what’s it all about,
Manley? What does this nea? Fel-
low's been nurdered, sonehon.  Where
have you been?”’

Menley did not answer, nor did ke
leave the doornay.

“Soeak up, man I’ Leonard exdained
desperately. “You know  sonmething
about al thiss Where have you been
hiding aut, and what have you dore with
thet girl?”

Manley’s stiff arile reaired fixed in
place.

“Easy, nown, Mr—er—Norris. Let
ws ot becone exdted.  Your charnming
friend is perfectly safe. |, myself, have
been—er—detained-—--

“I know what detained you!”” Leonard
aied ot “It's your little kidneping
plot—inddentally a murder—and I’'m
going to s= thet you get what is com
ing to----"

“My dear fellow,” Manley protested,
in his colorless, even voice, “please don't
dout  Kidnaping plot? It wes a lep-
rosy story this roming.  You will recdl-
lect. my friend, | wamed you thet you
might ed ina padded odi. 1 amglad
1o see you have saved e the trouble of
putting you here.  Your stories are very
plainly hallucinations!”

“What doyou nmean, Manley? Is this
dead man—Killed by you, ro doubt, or
by your crooked friends—is he an hal-
luciretion? You'll I thet tale to the
district attormey!”

OP Manley shook his head reprovingly.

“No, nmy dear fellow, I'll Hl it ©

33
you.  The nmen wes killed by Don-
dherry.”

“Doncherry! First Benjamin is Do
charry, then this guy is Doncherry.
Who is next in line?’

“Do you want e o =l you?” Man-
ley asked everly.  ““You are Doncherry,
of couse. | ddl =l thet young lady
the sad truth thet she brought our pa-
tiet here.  Already de must be con
vinced thet your tales show an unbal-
anoed mind. You are Donchermy—Per-
ava Doncherry, our viodlent patient, ad

“What the-----""

“Don’'t snear, Doncherry, or | dd!
hae to gag you as | used o gag or
unfortunate friend—who becanre too ob-

in e ed Don’t nowe a
foot! Stop!”

The blue stedl of his revolver gleaned
nmerecirgly.  Leonard stopped his quide
rush suddenly.

“Here you are ad here you stay.”
Manley wert on sroothly.  ““That’s bet-
ter.  Sit right there in the chair.”

“I’'m danmed if | do!” Leonard ex-
ploded vidently. “What’s your cane.
Manley?"

The kegper kept the wegpon in plain
sigt

“I don't mind eqlaining There
must be a Doncherty, soyou are ie. 1
am tired of this place ad am going
anay. You won't have to play the part
of long, honever. As anat-
ter of fact—the information wont do
you any good, for you will shortly be
dead as our friend there, but | rather
enjoy the little joke—you are ot Do
cherry; reither is thet half-witted crear
uxeimreDerlerry

“Say! What are you talking about?”

Menley dudded good-hunoredly, but
his voice wes a sarl as he plucked off
the dark glasses, ad hurled themto tre
floor.

“You fool! Can'tyou guess? Wasn't
| dever to fodl you all ?°

Leonard looked at the buming eyes
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of the maniac, now revedled to him ad
his face whitened sloaly.
“Doncherry!” the medman saeared
“Groning Manley’s beard and wearing
Manley’s eyeglasses ad clothes! Am |
Doncherry, you stupid lout?”

CHAPTER XIl.

IN THE PADDED CELL.

J"EONARD rodded.  The situation,

alore with this murderous and anmred
maniac an Goose Island, wes serios
enough, without arowsing the insae
rage thet snoldered in Doncherry’s eyes.
A lot of things thet hed mystified him
wvere revealed to Leonard right then—
oo late—and he wondered why he hed
ot suspected the truth before.

It hed been a mixed-up business, this
job thaet young Leadcastor hed got him
ino. Between the man boud in the
padded cdl and the luretic in the fur cgp
with his ravings about leprosy, Leonard
hed been groping in drdes. He knew
now thet reitter the nen they dled
Benjamin nor the prisoner in the cdl
hed been resparsible for the weird ad
tragic events of the pest couple of days
—tre fantastic and cuning devicss of
a distorted brain.  Here wes the armswer
in the murderous glare of the crazy eyes
probing into his.

Leonard redlized, with a quidkenirg
of his pulses, thet at last he wes face to
face with the redl , the med-
man, amred and ready to kill—as he hed
killed the unfortunate Benjamin.

But losing his heed in an
wes ot ae of Leonard’s fauts. PFe
sat doan in the chair besice the aot, plac-
ing the poker unobtrusively dose to his
right hard

“I'll hard it t© you, Doncherry, you
sure were dever.”

The erstwhile kegper nursed the pis-
o soeculatively.

“l don't know whether to kill you
right now or not, Norris.”

“Just as you like,” the young nen
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nmurmured, with an assurance e by o
mears felt “But, &l e, what hap-
pered to tre real Manley?’

“That wes Manley tied up there tre
first day you care,”” Doncherry boested
“Pretty dever, what? | have him safe
mow, ad I'll finish him after I'm
through with you There’s plety of
tinre  So you think I’'m a pretty good

His brows twitched threateningly.

“l ana actor!l  I’'m the great-
est ttet ever lived! Deny it ad Ill
sord a hullet crashing through your
skull! Theye tried to deny nmy rights.

He struck hinself on the bresst.

“I've knoan how great an actor | wes
for along ine. Others knew it They
hed ne sent here through professional
jealosy. | waited ny tinre ad last
wveek | got dear of my bonds and broke
away through the wall there behind the
pacs. That hole leads outsice.  Later,
when 1’d tied nmy jailor up, | noved the
bookcases aut for a passageway to and
from here, and waited for you to show
wp. Manley thought he wes srart, sed-
ing for another man.  He played right
into my hands.”

“How?” Leonard numured. He wes
only mildly interested in this crazy man’s
pest performrances. It wes the future
thet bothered him—and Aileen’s safety
—and it seared best to spar for tine.

“Why, you nunskul, 1 rneeded an
other body. You walked right in ad
brought with you the star of ny life,
but thet will wait | wanted to get
angy. There were three men, Benja-
min, Manley and myself. | Sl leave
three dead ren behind to satisfy Cyrus
Doncherry, ny nortal erenry, thet
CGoose Island wes wiped ot Then they
will rever look for ne.”

He froamned thoughtfully at Leonard.

“You =2 he went on calily, “lI am
buming donn the house to-night.”

“You're what!  Now, look here, Don-
drerry, ke reasongble-----"
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“Silence” Then, nore quiety:
“You don’'t sugpose, Ty dear assistant
, tet | ddll leeave eddence thet
will start them searching for nre. They
would ssarch, toto—on tteplea thet | am
insare and mwst be found. No. | am
leaving Benjamin, well chared, you
mey be sure, by the tine the fire bums
aut, in tre kitchen; Manley, in his oan
bedroont and you, who are about ny
size, right here to represent e to pos-
tenty. Cever, en?

“Better rnot, Doncherry. You can't
explain where the assistant keeper dis-
appeared 0. They know | care herg,
m”

Doncherry waved the dgjection asice.

“I’ll think of thet later. Perhaps 1l
sed a telegram in your nane to Lead-
castor, resigning the job. | can thirk
of things like thet readily. | heve a
wonderful brain—ot like poor Benja-
min here, with his foolish idess about
leprosy. | hed dl nmy plans mede, ad
Manley’s letter in my hand, when you
arrived, but it anused ne to play you
along—you ad our lowely little friend
who-----"’

“What—Leonard’s voice wes a trifle
hoarse for the first time—"“what do you
interd to do with her?”

The medman’s even teeth shoned be-
tween his bearded lips.

“I amtaking her with ne to-night! |
am the greatest actor the world hes ever
sen, and ge gl share my honors with
me. The lauch is waiting for nmy
bride and e for our cruise-----"

“What launch? Man—Doncherry!
You cant fix that.”

Doncherry dudded ad wagged his
heed

“What fools you all are, Norris! You
redlly belieed thet story about the
Goose Island launch being sk It’s
out there at the ed of tre island nowy,
oovered with grass in a aesk  You'll
forgive e, nmy dear fellow, if | laugh
now. I've hed a tine trying to keep
from laughing the last couple of days.
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“That borb | nmede nmyself ad
planted udameath Benjamin's bed. |
wes going to sad you wp like a rodket
then—I thought you began to sugect
thet | wasn't Manley the keeper—hut |
daed ny mind | could ot resist
showing it to you ANd | alnost died
thet tie | assured you thet Doncherry,
or, rather, Benjamin, would not answer
your foodlish shouts at the cellar door.
I coud have killed you then or even
later when | folloned you from the
beech and pushed you into the odlar.
But | hed to get rid of Benjamin first
I think it's your tum now, my friend.”

He fingered the revolver, his eyes glar-
ing Leonard felt for the poker harndle
carefully beside his dhair, and drew his
feet together for a desperate sring. He
knew now thet the aisis waes dose at
hand Mearwmhile, the fire blazed on the
water front and might bring help from
the meinland at any norent

Delay meant everything.  If e coud
only keep this twisted, murderous brain
diverted Keep him talking and keep
thet twitching forefinger from the trig-
ger!

He laughed foroedly.

“You're not so dever, Doncherry!”

The pistdl hand wes lowered dlightly.
Doncherry fronned.

“First of dl, you can't persuade Miss
Landon to marry you offhand.”

“Can't 1?7 She’ll get her doice right
non.  If she refuses, Il kill her, too. |
have her safe, tied up in the bottom of
Manley's launch, warting until | finish
you  And thet nears right non  Get
ready!”

“Wait a seood, Doncherry!  You
haven't heard the rest.  1I’'m surprised
sudh an intelligent man as you are should
owerlook ae pont  If you shoot ne
and MVanley, our bodies will be found
with bullet holes through the dkls.
Bven a fire won't hice ttret.  How will
thet be eqlained, | wonder, and till
look like an aocidental fire?”
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“Very essily,” Doncherry nodded.  ““I
gl ot shoot you the heed
Furthermore, | sl ot even bother t©
shoot Manley.  He’s wrapped wo like a
mumy in dothesline behind tre farther
bookcase.  Incidentally thet way out of
here is blodked up non.  That finishes
you.  Later I'll fix Cyrus Doncherry,
the amiable cousin who hes
e inthe pay of the theatrical interests.”

He jerked the revolver into position

“Itll be lignt soon,” he srarled. “I
can't wait any longer—ot even to ent
joy watching you die.”

He stepped partly out the door, point-
ing the weagpon at Leonard’'s dest.  In
the light of tre lanp, Leonard could s=e
that areeping forefinger tightening on
the trigger, could see the cylinder grad-
wally tuming into position, could see the
gleaming eyes of the neniac starirng
alog the barrel. He legped forward
with al the stremgth in his body, tre
iron poker whirling over his heed

Alnost touching the lgpel of his ocet,
the revolver went off with a deafening
roar.

Doncherry slammred the heawy door.
For a full minute he at trecrum
pled form on the floor, watching the thin
gairal of sroke rise from the scorded
wool of tre ccat front. Then e
the bars in place and raced for the liv-
ing room

A vigorous kick sent tte teble lanp
crashing to the rug, tre al spreading
quickdy in a blue flare
rubbed his hands gleefully and sent an+
other omanental dglass lanp after the
first, piling a wicker cheir and an amt
ful of books on the growning blaze.

He danoed through the flaming room
his pownerful ams hurding fumiture
right ad left and tearing down curtains
tadd tothe fire. It flared redly, arack
ling as it caught hold of walls and floor
ad sending aut yellow douds of derse
sroke

For a noent, he stood on the porch
and threwa stage kiss tonard the house;
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then his running feet pattered along the
hoard welk tonard the beach,

CHAPTER XIII.

TWO COME ABOARD.

QYRUS DONCHERRY wes mot

traeling on his own yadit.  Cyrus
m’dmys Buccaneer—itWO hundred
ad twenty-five feet of gray-funneled
floating palace—wes as well knoan as
ﬂ‘EBercngaria 1o the Atlantic seaboard.
The sight of Cyrus Doncherry’s blood
red hose flag on Great South Bay
would have caused as much disguiet in
the minds of newspaper reporters as the
sight of a real buccaneer’s black flag in
the mincs of ddtine, peaceful ner-
dantmen

For reesos of his onn, the multi-
millionaire was not granting nor inviting
inteniews conceming his persoral fam
ily affairs and ressons for Msiting
CGoose Island—a privacy to which even
a rich nmen is entitted but seldom re-
caives—ard wes, therefore, traveling on
the Annabcile, a nere fifty-thousand-
dollar cruiser, the property of Doctor
Midas Maggaro, the fanous dienist.

Doctor Maggaro wes still aslegp in his
cabin at dawn: but Cyrus Doncherry,
who hed received an early training in
a harder sdod, was up and about the
dack draggingywngLeadcastorbeHrﬂ
him as if young Leadcastor were being
led by an inMisible lessh

Doncherry filled his lungs with the
dean s air, ad nodded.

“Wonderfully bracing, this air, Lead-
castor.  Healthful life—yachting and all
tet Wish | hed nore tine to devote
toit”

He wes a srdl man, thin, with a
white and closely mustache. He
looked like a harassed law derk sugport-
ing a huge family. Leadcastor, on the
contrary, hed the gereral look ane asso-
dates with the young millionaire in the
NMoOVies.

“It's—a—rather a Sane, Mr. Don-
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cherry, you hed t© cone down here, at
al. We redlize how busy you are-----i

“Can't be helped” the oder man
sgpped, resting his hands on tre rall.
“The nan is a relative of mirg, as you
knon—aousin of my nother’'s Blood's
thidker then water. Got to do tie best
for him poor devil. But | can't risk
other pecple’s lives on ny acoount
From what you told ne the other day,
he’'s getting altogether out of had
Seen him lately?”

“Not persorelly. This Manley sears
t be a cgpable fellow ad he reports
regularly. 1 sat him an assistat the
other day—a rather likely young dgp
Your—er—aousin, if | may call him so,
liass been raising Old Nick around tre
place. Sreshed the telephore line, tried
to kill Manley-----"

“You should have told e about thet
sooer, Leadcastor.  Can't have any-
thing happen to those ren thet are take
ing care of m Let the papars nake
the best of it We’ll have t© lodk him
uw for good this tine. Got a place
picked out? You and Maggaro can ar-
range tre details.”

Leadcastor nodded doedienty.

“Maggaro says Mr. Percival Don-
charry hesn't long o live nowv—sare
cardiec disturbance.”

Old Cyrus Doncherry’s leathery face
oftered He looked aut over the
camwater.

“l ko My nother’s family hed
thet trodble. She died of it | don't
know Percival hardly from
Adam Saw hima few tines before he
—qot sick—and never hed much use for
him eitrer. But nmy brother thought a
lot of his pegple are tinre.  What's thet
out there—snoke?”’

Leadcastor folloned the pointing fin:
ger, sheding his eyes agairst the brilliant
reflection of the dawn dancing on the
water.

“Looks like it, doesn't it? They must
be buming the marshes in shore sone
where. We ought to catch sight of
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Goose Island around e next berd in
Doncherry srgpped aut his watch
“Be there in fifteen minutes.  That'll

give us tine to finish our business ad

maeybe get back t© work before the Ex-
dos=s”

“If youll excuse ne, Mr. Donr
cherry,” Leadcastor interposed, “I’ll get
abite toest non.  That is, if you don't
care to join-----"

“All nght Go ahead, Leadcastor.
Had mire already.”

Leadcastor hestered anay, and Don-
cherry seated hinself under the anning
inthe codqoit. He wes deep intie firen
da cdunms of a nenspaper of the eve-
ning before, when he wes i
by oe of tre crew of three tret tre
cruiser carried.

“Beg your pardon, sir'—tre man's
forefinger toudhed his cap—"hut a party
just canre aboard who wants o s you
He sigaled to us froma launch ad we
stoged o pick him up.”

The millionaire looked peevishly over
the sice

“l see you stogped” he smorted
“Who is tre nmen ad what does he
vwant?  I’'m not receiving Misitors an

“Well, you s sir,” tie man gpolo-
gized, “he asked for Doctor Meggaro,
but he wes adegp, and we tdld him you
were aboard, ad he said hed talk
yay, irsteed  He seenvs kind of adam
diggir’ fellow, sir.”

“Tell im | don't want any dans.”
And Doncherry lifted the newspaper
apin, setting tre oddfashioned eye
glasses on his thin nose.

“He says, Mr. Doncherry, that Goose
Island hes bumed down-----"

“Burmed down!”  The newspeper wes

dropped quicly.

“Yes. And al the pegple bumed Lo
There’s a lot of sToke there nove. We'll
be thare in a few minutss, sir; s, if
youd rather not bother with this-----""

“Send himalong! Burmed up, indeed!
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Sore intoxicated clamdigger.
drunk?

The sailor shook his head deadedly.

“He seers bumed, hinself.”

The man who slouded aft to the
ocodqait a norent later did seemto heve
been through a fire  His hands were
black with soot, his overalls ad shirt
in dharred rags ad his heed boud
around with a dirty handkerchief. With
his nmessive, ushaven jaw jutting out
bereath the bandage, he wes ot a pre-
sentable picture.

“Well?” the dd men questioed
shamply. “What's this tale about Goose
Island being burmed down?”

“Last night,” the nen
“Bverybody deed there, chief.”

“Inpossiblel Why, we're anuost
within sight of the place!”

“You'll never s it again.  Ashes t©
adhes, my boy.  It's gone from the ngp.
Jduet as you and the rest of us will be

“No tine now for your clamdigging
philosophy, nmy nmen” the finender
broke in testily. “Come to the point
How did the place bum down?”’

The annabelie Sloned donn.  Shouts
care from up forward; but, from his
position in the aodqoit, old Doncherry
ocould not see what was going an

He started forward ad a large hard

him

“How dare you put your dirty hard

A sarding laugh intermupted him

YA

“You want to know how it hep
pered?’ the men barked. I did it! |
bumred it doann—with Manley ad the
rest of the pack imside! Dot you
know ne, Cyrus Doncherry?  I’'myour
ocousin you've kept caged wp like a wild
besst for five years!”

The medman's hand darted insice his
ghirt front and sonething dlistened
avilly. Cyrus Doncherry wes not a nen
essily coned, but he retreated to the
other sice of the codqit, and if he wes

Is he
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outwardly calm he wes invardly sure
thet e stood dose o deth

“Drop it, Percival’” he commanded.
“Put thet gun aside!”

The other shook his head, grinning
merecirgly.

“Now your tum oaes, my dear cou
sn I'e already killed two of nmy per-
seautors last night. | alnost missed you
But | recognized thet cursed doctor’s
boat and | stogped. | had o idea you
were aboard, too. This is too good.
The millions you nmede by keeping nmy
wonderful genius hidden won't do you
any good non.  The theatrical megnates
paid you well o keep ne off the stace,
but they canit help you now?”

“This—this is noserse, man!” The
otrer still grinned.

The millionaire looked helplessly over
his shoulder. Escape wes aut off by
the dosed door leading from the codk
pit Diving owerboard over the rail
would require nore tine then thet
creegping revolver would grant. The
maniac uffled dosar, swaying like a
drugged man ad shoving the shining
wvegpon to doese rane.

The multimillioneire opened  his
parched lips to shout for help—help thet
he knewwould care too late. Then his
eyes widened—ot in terror this tine,
but in frantic

Over tte rail behind the nmednen
craned a dripping, haggard young nmen
—a young nen with blond heair, rather
the worse for singeing and a thirty-dol-
lar suit rather the worse for wetting,
with a hole scorded in the left lapel of
te coat But a young nmen, with a
square, fighting jaw thet wes very aon
saling to Cyrus Doncherry right at thet
nmorent

The newoonrer dlid off thet rail with a
sideways fling of his long legs, ad, In
oe legp, wes around Percival

, ams and knees wrestling
for a fall.

The revohver blazed tonard the
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striped awning, tre two nmen soun
around and toppled heavily to the dedk,
at exctly tte sare norent thet the
strange young man's fist swung upward
o an ushaven jaw.

It was not until then that Cyrus Don-
cherry found his voice.

CHAPTER XIV.

........ AND GOOD PAY!”

LJE foud it again, later in the nom-
11 ing, o better effect. It was when
the Annabelie—outward bo_rd, with
Percival Doncherry in Doctor Mag-
garo's cebin, safely corsigned o an
asylum for the arimiral irsane—puled
anay from the little pier and the bladk
ered enbers of what hed been the lodge
on Goose Island.

Manley wes below, recovering from
his disagreesble experience as a padded-
cl dndller, Alleen stood in the bows
watching anxiously for sight of her fa-
ther's house, and Qyrus Doncherry lis-
tered to Leonard ad glared at Lead-
castor.

“You one this young rman an apology,
Leadcastor,” tre firendier srgpped
“The least you could have dore would
have been to give him a photograph of
Manley. Then all this might have been

Leadcastor nodded contritely  and
looked at his buckskin ghoes.

“Mistaken—er—identity. | had o
idea the patient and tte kegper hed
daged places. Poor Manley must
have hed a tine of it—tied up thet way
ad then suddenly dragged behind a
bookcase.  It's lucky Miss Landon got
to him before tte fire reached him
Jewer girl, 0 escae from Percival’s
launch  Shert gif, that!  Got there in
the nik of tine-----"

“I’'mglad,” Cyrus Doncherry pointed
aut, “thet sone ae shoned a litde in
telligence in this busiress.  Next tine
you sard a man—well, teell be o
reed for thet non.  Poor Benjamin suf-
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fered the nost at the hands of my cou
sin Too late to help Benjamin now;
but there’s ill Mr. Norris here. | one
him nore then an gpology—even if it
wes anly for preverting a panic on the
Street by keeping ne dive—ard | pay
dl deébts pronptly, as much as | an
Good busiress policy. Did you say you
were studying law, Mr. Norris?”

Leonard babbed his heed

“Fine place you took 1o get rest ad
quiet for study,” ﬂemlhomwegu*med

Doncherry amiled griny.

“Young nan, you'll not find good pay
ad essy hours anywhere.  They don't
go together—that’s my experience.  Put
himto work, Leadcastor, in your dfice
And when you're satisfied ad he's a
worth-while lawer, just tum him over
o ne”

He looked shrewdly at Leonard.

“I'll gve you the hardest working
hours youe ever hed—damed hard—
but you'll find tre pay danmed good!
Want o try?’

Leonard swalloned.

“You bet—I nmean, | certainly do!
he stamrered

“There’s only ae qualification | in
sist an,” old Doncherry contined, with
a sidelong look at Leadcastor.

“What's thet, Mr. Doncherry ?’ asked
Leonard esgerly.

The dd man pointed toward the bows
—toward thre dim autlires of a rose-cdl-
ored dlider ad a little red het.

“She saved your life, young nan, by
getting you out of the padded cdl last
ngt S¥¢ll sae you a lot nore
knocks in thisworld. - The job I’'moffer-
ing you is for married men oly.  Get
engaged to thet girl right away!”

“How? She doesn'teven----"
ard redoened.

Leon-

sorted disgustedly.
“How! Leadcastor, he asks how e
soud do it | give imup!  Let’s get
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back 1o the cabin ad look over those

Over his shoulder, Leadcastor winked
heavily in Leonard’s direction

“Say, Aileen,” Leonard began  “Er
—you know;, old Doncherry hes a job
for ne. It depends-—----"

Sre tumed tonard himjoyfully.

“Oh, isn't thet fing, Leonard! For
savirg his life, of course! He should
give you a job—and agood are.”

“Well,” Leonard hesitated, “‘between
you and ne, our friend Percy might
have killed Cyrus, but it wouldn't have
been by a hdlet You know, there
weren't any bullets in thet gun-----""

“No bullets! But he ghot at you yes-
terday from the housel!”

“There were bullets in it ten  Man-
ley—it was his gun originally—must
have used sare blanks and sore redl
bullets. Kind of used the blarnks to scare
the nut when he got too dangerous. You
e, | discovered thet when Pearcival
pointed the gun at e last night. 1 saw
a blank cartridge in the oylinder ready
tofire. When he ot ne he only bumed
my coat with a blank. | flopped doan,
thinking he'd run, ad 1’d follow him
I wasn’t so sure about there being an+
other bullet in the revolver. But he
fooled e by slamming the door ik
If you'll look you'll see there’s no bullet
hde in tte awning ower the ocodqat
where Percival dot the gun off when
we were battling. But dont t&l M.
Doncherry thet.”

“All tre sare” her face gloned
proudly, “you didn't know that ane wes
a blank, too.  You were brave t snim
out from the beach and fight thet crazy
man  Mr. Manley ad | were watching
you It seerred ages before we saw you
dinbing over the side—ad, dh, how
worried —we were-----"’
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“That wes nothing,” Leonard pro-
tested  “I wes sore at thet bird for the
tridks he played on e here, and | wes
out to cromn him aryway.  Besides, |
gave Leadcastor my word 1'd sse the
job through But—Aileen—old Don-
charry’s got sare funny idess about this
job he's offering me.  Funny dd cuss!
You'd sure laugh to hear what he says
He laughed hinmself—a trifle unoer-
tainly, as if he cosidered dd Cyrus
Doncherry the nost corical of nren,
with the weirdest notias, such as o
precious ard lovadle girl in a rose-cal-
ored slider would agree with.

“You know, Aileen—he gets idees—
I"e hed the sane idea of course, but |
wouldn't have the nene to ask you—
point-blank—he irsists that we should—
I mean, he thinks | ought to—he be-
lieves both of us ought to—you know |
mean, | think so, toto—we ought to—
thet is, you ad | ought to-----"

She looked up at him ad giled in
conplete understanding.

“Why, Leonard, | think—I think we
ought to, too—dear!”

Afteen mrutes later the fanous
Doctor Maggaro stuck his fanmous long
e aut of the conpaniomay for a
breath of air, after a long session of
trying 1o persuade Percival Doncherry
that his head was ot a rubber bell
be butted roughly against thewall of the
cchin

Doctor Maggaro caught sight of the
bad<s of the rose-colored slicker and the

thirty-dollar suit quite dose together.
“Young idiots!” he muttered, grin-
nirg.

Which wes the shortest and dhegpest
ad nost erroreos diagnosis the fa-
nmous mind gpedalist hed ever nmace.

If you like a good, rousing pirate yarn— and who does not?— do not fail to read

the novel in next week’s Popular Stories,

Island,” by R. W.

October 22nd. “Gulls’

Alexander, is about modern pirates of the

sea, and it certainly has the old swashbuckling swing.
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EPISODE IV—THE CLAUSE IN THE CONTRACT

Peter Pratt is considered the worst prize fighter in the world.

He thinks so him-

self, and that is why he left the ring to try his luck in the film business, spurred

on, of course, by the lovely Annabel Green.

In this episode, Peter is matched

in a comeback with Mickey Murphy, who once knocked Pratt out three times in

one round!

Has Peter a chance? Probably not.

These episodes are all separate

stories, but are connected by the general thread of Peter Pratt’s upward climb.

BE GOOLTZ, president of the
Bpitomy Flm Company, elbons
on his desk, chin buried in the
palns of his hands, across the
room at Peter Pratt, and his look was
the rueful ore of a man who hes pur-
desed a gold brick and hed just dis-
covered thet it is mede out of lead
Peter Pratt was a gpeculation thaet
he hed mede, a speculation which was
oosting him forty dollars per week, ard
which, 0 far, had retumed him litde
or nothing. Three weeks ago he had
sublet im to Ludwig Lewis, who had

promised to use him for saven days at
twenty-five dollars per day. But at the
erd of two days Lewis had kidked Peter
off the lot upon discovering thet Peter
wes the person who hed knocked him
donwn for discourtesy to a young lady
soe tine before when Mr. Lewis was
very drunk

Since that tine Abe Gooltz had been
urable to unload Peter Pratt upon any-
body else and hed hed to pay the forty-
dollar salary aut of his own podet
To be sure, the youth tried very hard
o nmake hinself gererally useful; he
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ran erands, drove Abe’s car,
in eight hours a day at the
cal of the Poverty Row producer.
Abe wes short of noney, ad
put Peter Pratt under contract because
he hed anticipated cashing in yoon la-
tent screen possibilities possessed by
the young nen

dhair which he had tilted to rest agginst
the wall, and he was reading a book,
the tile of which Abe Gooltz ocoud
read across the room: “Principles of
English Graner.”

“You got a gall, educating yourself
on ny tine,” he groned.

Peter Pratt closed the book

“I was only waiting for you to give
ne sonething to do, Mr. Gooltz,” he
protested  “1 might as well be read
ing as twiddling my thuns.”

“Is thet s0? While you're twiddling
your thuns you might think of an idea
for a story or sorethin. English
granmmmar ain't no use in the fillum busi-
ress. | got a good mind to give you

Peter Pratt got up ad readed for
his cp.

“l don't hold you t© my contract.”
e said “So long.”

"What's tre natter with you? | said
| hedamnd to | didn't say | gae
you tre gate.  Can't a ren thirk in his
own dfice?’

“1know I’'ma hill of experse to you,
Abe,” Pete dedlared. ““1 know you're
sore because Ludwig Lewis fired g,
and 1 know you're broke.”

The little producer bristled.

“Who says I’'mbroke?” he dermanded.
“Don't you meke remarks like thet
Soe creditor might hear you.  1’'mnot
broke. I'm kind o finandially enrbar-
ressed till 1 get sone ses from that
dog fillum ‘Alnost Human” But |

THE POPULAR STORIES

got lots of assets. Ain't | paid you
reglar?’

“Well, st doan, then  Study your
grammer if you want to. Any idess
about a story thet you'd have wouldn't
be any good, nohow.  You have to get
in wrong with Ludwig Lewss, ard he
puts it around thet you're a bad char-
acter, very unvelidble, and a trouble
meker, so nobody wants to take you an
a &t I'm stk with you Why
wouldn't |1 be sore?’

“But | offer to let you off.”

“You’re too willing. How do | know
you ain't got sorething up your sleeve?
Say, why don't you go aut with thet
Catherine Borodin?  She likes you
gosh knons why, ad she’s got big in
fluenoe in this business.”

“I may be a bum but 1’'m not mek-
ing use of worren to help e w in the
world.”” retorted Peter Pratt.

“Why not? Don’t worren meke use
of me? If de was stk on ng
wouldn't 1 get this Catherine Borodin
to fid ne sone cgpital? Don't ke a
fool, Peter. In this business nen ad
woren are just tte sare, only tre
women get the best ed of it You
go aut and cdl on this vanmire, see
and ask her 1o seak t Moe Leventhal.
over a& Manmoth, about you.”

“No," Peter. ““I promised
Annabel | would never have any nore
to do with her.”

Abe sorted

“Anmnabel Green! A nice kid, but o
brains.”

“Don’t you knodk Annabel,” threat-
ered tre ex-pugilist.

“Didn't 1 say de wes a nice kid, but
if she had brains would se weste her
tine on ? Not thet de westes
much of it,” he added, with a grin. 1
heard she’s going around with Edgar
e Longue, the Celebrated Players

“Annabel hes t© be nice o well-
knoan actors and directors because it
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helps her career,” Peter replied  “Be-
sides, she hes only hed dinner with im
two or three tines.”

“Then why cant you hep your
career and nmeke sone norey for me
by eating with Catherine Borodin?
She’d meyte pay the chedk”

“It’s not the sare thing, and | won't
do it”

Abe sighed heavily.

“Youre nddle, and it oosts e
norey,” he groaned. “l don't know
what 1’m going to do with you Forty
dollars every week for three years. O,
what a fool”

“Break the contract,” said Peter.

Abe shook his head

“l got a huch” he sad  “If only
I got sore cgpital | would meke a pic-
ture with you myself.  You don't aost

“Don’t you know any bankers?’
asked the prospective suocessor o the

star.

“Sure, | know them  That’s why |
can't borrow any noney. With ten
thousand dollars, Pete, | ocould neke
you famrous. What a fillum | could

for ten thousard dollars, or
five! For five thousard dollars | could
meke what a pitcher!”

“Well, what are vou looking at ne
for?”

“Peter,” said Abe, “l got an idea
Never mind what it is. You keep the
dffice while | go out”

The jourmey of Abe Gooltz wes ot
along ae It led o the dfice of Dave
Prother, and booker for tte
Hollywood Stadium the sanre menwho
hed expelled Peter Pratt from the prize
ring for being knodked aut in the first
round three tines in suooession, in
Peter’s last fight

Later, during the meking of Abe’s
picture, “Almost Humen,” Peter hed
gopeared In the sane ring In a seae
with Arthur Rex, the filmstar, in which
Rex, as the hero of the picture, was
supposed 1o knock aut the ““villainous™

Peter. But Rex, carrying a grudge,
hed knocked out Peter in redlity with
a loaded glove.  Peter hed regained his
feet, and hed beaten Rex to a pup, to
et een

After this anezing exhibition,
Prother hed offered to take him in hard
ad nmeke a red fighter aut of him
But Peter Pratt had promised Annabel
thet he would leave the ring, ad hed
kept his word.

“Listen, Mr. Prother,” Abe Cooltz
began “This feller Pratt is a great
fighter; you said so0 yourself.”

“With training, perhaps,” ocountered
Prother. “At present he is a mark for
a good professioral.”

“The kid hed stage fright in the old
days, but he's dll over it now. He told
e all about it. | betdher you he could
give tte denpion a belting.”

“In an dley fight, perhaps; not in a
nng.”

“You put up a tenthousand-dollar
purse and see himgo,” urged Abe.

Prother laughed long and loud

“People don't pay norey to see st-
us; a lesst, they don't do it with
their eyes goen. | couldn’'t get five hun
dred dadllars in the house for a fight be-
tween Pratt ad a good nen  The
people of this toan have seen him flat
tered by pork-andbeaners.  If | took
him | wouldn’t let him in a ring for
six months, and then 1I’'d work him up
through preliminary bouts and meke a
reputation for hm In a coudle of
years, if he knocked aut a dazen good
g;lt”l might stage a dhanpionship

“l can't wait,” replied Abe. ““Listen.
Will you stick himon in a prelim with
a pretty-good man sore night when
you got a good pair of nainfout

fighters?’

“Well, 1 don't know. He’s been
knodked out here pretty often. 1 might
give him another chance—put im up
against another hunk of deese”

“No. Pick thet Mickey Murphy tret
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licked him last tine.”” Mickey wes
really of Abe’s race. “Mickey Murphy"
wes nore suitsble for the ring than
his real, lengthy nane.

“Mickey is coming along fast. He’d
slaughter Pratt the way he did before.”

“What odds’ll yer give ne?” insinu-
ated Abe.

Prother laughed.

“A hundred to ane on Mickey, only
| don't meke bets like that.”

“Will you give e five to one?’

“Yes,” said Prother. “Murphy is a
dnch against Pratt, though with six
nonths’ training it might be different.”

“When will you put them on?’

“In two weeks. A hundred-dollar
purse to the winner; nothing to the
loser.”

Abe drew a thin rall from his pod<et
and peeled off a hundred-dollar hill.

“Cowver it,” he suggested.

Prother drew a very fat roll ad laid
five one-hundred-dollar bills upon Abe’s
nmte. “Youre on,” he said

They agreed upon a stakeholder,
after which Abe retumed to tre difice
of Epitomy Hins. Peter Pratt wes
still reading his English gramar, re-
peating sanple sentences aloud.

“Pete,” asked Abe, when he had re-
sured his seat at his big desk, “do you
think you ooud lick thet Mickey
Murphy thet knocked you out five or
SiX Wweeks ago?”’

“Yes,” replied Pratt. “I could beat
any of those hans that sent ne down
in tre first round. The trouble with
me wes that | wasn't used to a rirg,
and tre lights bothered me; but al thet
wouldn’t bother ne any nore after thet

bout with Arthur Rex. | found my-
self thet cay, Abe.”

“Sure,” replied the . “That’s
what | think Well, | just matched

you for two weeks from tonight
agginst Mickey Murphy.” He whaited
to s the effect of his borishell.
“The devil you did!” shouted Peter
Pratt. “What right had you to nmatch
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me with anybody? 1'\e left the ring,
s=c? I'mnot going back 1 promised
I wouldn't.”

Abe did not quail before his indig-
retion

“You got to,” he retorted.  ““You got
a contract with ne. You hev to do
what | =l you.”

Peter was standing over the little
men, glowering at him but Abe refused
to flinch

“Your ocontract wes tO nake ne a
fiimactor. It says nothing about box-

“There wes a lot of dauses in it
Pete. You got to meke yourself gen-
erally useful.”

“In the film business, not in the ring.
What hes fighting to do with noving
pictures?’

“You got to fight Mickey Murphy in
tre interests of Epitomy Alluns. |
need ten thousand dollars, or five thou-
sad aryway, for my next picture, and
you cet it for me by licking Mickey

MJW_”

“l don't sse how wouldn't
give you fifty dollars for a fight by
[TE_”

“I’m a good nmatdneker. | got a

hudred. Winners takes all.”

Peter Pratt sat down and began to
| .

“Business troubles are tuming your
brain, Abe. What good is a hundred*
when you need five thousand?”’

“Qut of this fight | make five, maybe
ten, thousand.  You leave it to ne!’

“Nothing doing.”

“Your oontract-----""

“I break my contract.  Sue ne.”

“Listen, Pete. With the five thou-
sad | nmeke a super fillum and you
play a great big rde init | got a won-
derful story-----"

“What is it?’

“l ain't got it yet, but 1 will hev it
And | give the lead to Annabel Green.
No, | star her. Now will you do it?’
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“Annabel doesn’t want e to fight

“She don't want you to fight because
you et lidked But if you win, she’s
crazy about you. Look at the way de
carried on when you beat up Arthur
Rex. You tdl her you're doing it for
her, O get her starred.  I’ll put her
nae on the fillum bigger then the title
of tre pictre. You get featured; e
oets starred.”

“She might agree to that,”” corsicered
Peter. "But what do | get out of it
asice from the part in the picture?”’

“Mercenary, he is,” noaned Abe. “I
give you the whole purse, a hundred
dollars, and you get your forty a week
while you train and right along after-
ward, even if you get licked And |
meke you fanows. He esks what he
gets aut of it!”

“I dor't see how you can meke thou
sands out of a hundred-dollar fight.”

With a grin, Abe readed wp ad
petted the big fellow on the shoulder.

“If you could see things like thet,
youd be paying e a salary, ’steed of
e paying you. Listen You use ny

t train in  You put W a
punching bag and you work there for
the next two weeks. Don't care near
the dffice  Get out now!”

After Peter hed departed, still re-
luctant, Abe did sore figuring, ad
firelly put on his hat and wert aut
He entered his autonobile and drowve it
into Los Angeles, firally arriving at an
institution peculiar o that peculiar dty,
an autonobile hock shop. It wes lo-
cated upon a vacart lot, upon which
stood a srall, one-room shedk which
wes staggering under a Sifn saying:
*“Phoenix Auto FHinance Corporation.”

There were many nechines, sore of
them of expersive makes, parked upon

rains from May to Novenrber, and the
finance conparny did not need a roof
to shelter its pledges.  After a half an
hour of haggling with another Russian
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in the litde house, Abe with
twelve hundred dollars, cash, ad the
right to operate a chegp geared car for
two weeks. He had often been in low
water, and it was not tie first tire thet
his andent car hed been in what the
Hollywood folks call “the repair shop.”

While it was very difficult for actors
to find Abe when he did not wish them
10, he knew where to locate them when
e desired t0 s= them  So, happening
with casualness into a car-
tain Italian restaurant on Wilcox Ave-
ne which rejoiced under the nane
“Paris-Rome,” but suggested reither
dty, he saw Arthur Rex, wearing a cot
tonwool pad on his nose, eating a soli-
tary dinrer.

Abe greeted him with a hearty had,
but the leading nman of “Alnost Hu-
man” ignored the hand and soownled
a hm It was Abe who had irsisted
uoon Arthur Rex continuing the fight
with Peter Pratt, a few weeks ago, al-
though tte picture wes finished, be-
case Arthur had nmeanly struck his
opporent with a glove containing a
huk of leed As tie resuit wes a
broken nose for Arthur, it was natural
thet he did not rejoice to see Abe.

“No hard feelings,” said tte pro-
ducer, as he seated hinself uninvited.
“You hed it coming to you, Artie, but
I’'m sorry he busted your nose. How’s
it coming along?’

“I shell have 1o have an gperation to
straighten it,” said tte other sullenly.
“It's al your fault.”

“No, it wes Peter Pratt’s faut. He
dore it with his little fist Oi, what a
fighter thet boy is!” Abe was dudk
ling

“Hghter, nothing! Just a chopping
blodk He outweighed ne twenty
pounds, ad I'm ot a professional.
Any desp pug can nmurder him”

“Of course, he used to be rotten, but
after tre way he care back ad laid
you aut, | think he’s good. He’s go-
ing back into the ring, Arthur.”
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“That’s good news,” the actor ob-
sened, with a resty grin. “I’ll have
a ringside seat and see him slaughtered.
Who's he going to ﬁg1t’7

“Mickey Murphy.”

Rex laughed loudly.

“That’s the guy V\ho knodked him
out with the first puchh What dae
hes he got ?’

“After what he dore to you, | think
e hes a good chence,” said Abe.

“It’s a million t ane on Mickey.”

“You think s0? What odds will you
gwve?’

“Anything. A hundred to one.”

"For how much?’ demanded Abe
Cooltz.

“You actuelly want to bet on thet

17’

“You nare the oddks.

“Well, 1 might bet ten to ae thet
Mickey wins the bout.”

“You're on,” sngpped Abe, drawing
two hundred dollars from his pod<et.
“Put up or shut up.”

“l haven't got 0 much norey, ad
I won't give ten tO ae on anything.”

“Then you think Pete hes got a

“No, but | can't meke a big bet |
haven't much norey.”

“That ring you got on  It’s a nice
dianond. Worth, mayte, five hundred
dollars.”

“I paid fifteen hundred for it when
I wes fltsh  Four carats.”

“Full of flans. | put up two hurr
dred, cash, agairst the ring; that’s only
saven ad a half o ae.”

“You're on!” exclaimed Arthur Rex.

The proprietor of the cafe took the
stakes and deposited them in his safe.
When the garblers departed, Arthur
Rex was in a kidding nood.

“Ive just found two hundred dol-
lars,” he dedared. “Abe, you're goibg
to pay ne for having tre tine of nmy
life. 1 hope Mickey doesn't knock him
out quidk, but auts hmto piecess.”

“For thet ring | can get a thousarnd
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dollars, at lesst,” Abe Gooltz was say-
ing to hinself. “People ought’t to let
their feelings run anay with them”
His secod prospective vicim wes
Ludwig Lewis, and he mede a gpedia
trip in te hired car to Manmoth ©
catch thet inportant director in his
dffice about five the next aftermoon.
“Well, Ludwig,” he began, “you
desad Peter Pratt out of the fillum
busiress.  He’s gone badk into the fight

gae.

“He’s the bozo who got knodked out
three tines in the first round by prelim
fighters,” said Lewis. “I hope they
murder him this tine.”

“He ain't 0 bad,” Abe retorted.  “I
understand he floored you with one wal-
lop, ad you're thirty pounds heavier,
a tret”

Lewis scoMed.

“I was drunk,” e replied.  “And I’'m
ot a prize fighter. Who'’s Pratt go-
ing up against?”

“Mickey Murphy.”

“l saw thet baby last week in a semi-
fird. He knoded his nman cold in te
third Did he ever fight Pratt?’

Abe grinned.

“Knocked him aut in the first roud
about six weeks ago.”

“There you are. Nothing to it”

“I like Peter Pratt,” Abe Gooltz re-
plied “He’s a nice boy, and 1’'m going
to bet on himiif | can get good odds.”

“Kiss your nmoney goodtby.  1'mgo-
ing to the fight When is it?’

“A week from Friday.”

“I’ll be at the ringside with a rall.
Though nobody will bet on Pratt.”

“l bet on himif | get good odds.”

“What do you call good odds?”
asked Lewis warily.

“Oh, maybe ten to ore.”

“Nix. Murphy might drop dead or
sorething. Give you six to ae, Abe,
ad cover whatever you want to

“Five hundred dollars,” retorted Abe
promptly, and produced the long green.
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“Sure, Ludwig.”

The picture director immrediately
produced his dedk book and wrote a
dheck for three thousard dollars.”

“Cot ay nore noney?’ e de
manced

“Sure, but | want better odds.”

"On your way,” laughed Ludwig
Lewis. “You're a srall sport.  Didn't
think I'd cover your five hundred?”

“You nmust hate the guy,” grinned
Abe.

“I don't like him" sngped Lews.

Abe Cooltz departed, wearing a
broad amile. He had been confident
that these two bitter erermies of Peter
Pratt could be jockeyed into wegering
large sus at absurd odds against him
when they leamed that he was to fight
a men who hed disposed of Peter in
a previous bout with ore punchh  He
hed eight hundred ddllars wagered
agairst forty-five hundred, assuming he
oould get no nore then a thousand dol-
lars for Arthur Rex’s dianond ring,
and he still hed four hundred dollars
o put up at the ringsice. Abe fig-
ured thet he could get even noney upon
the night of the bout thet Pete would
go aut in the first roud, ad then take
his bets and his winnings and pick off
big odds thet Peter would loe the
bout.

Of course, Abe Gooltz was perfectly
well anare thet he wes taking a tre-
mendous risk in wegering heavily upon
Peter Pratt, and that the danoss were
in favor of thet worthy young nman
succuhing to a pundh, as usLal.

Abe wes a bom ganbler, ad he
would grab the short end of any propo-
sition which offered a dace.  He wes
awnare thet Peter Pratt was a much bet-
ter fighter then Shed given him
aedit for. Besides, a thousard dollars
wes of little use to him in meking a
picture, but with five thousand he could
produce ore which he coud sl for
fifteen or twenty thousad.  Thus yoon

47

Peter Pratt’s proness depended a pos-
sible profit of ten or fifteen thousand
dollars. Abe Gooltz wes just taking a
da

Peter had ot been able t© break the
news to Annabel Green thet he hed re-
verted to the prize ring, because, upon
calling her house the previous day, her
nother had informed him that Annabel
hed joined a bathing party at the Casa
Del Mar Clupb at Santa Monica ad
would dire in the dubhouse. When he
hed a feeling thet Annabel was ot
treating him just right, he always sti-
lled it because he considered he ought
to be grateful thet sre hed dealings
with himat all, sinoe de wes a rising
yourg filmactress ad he a aude, un
tutored young nman whose prospects
were nothing beyond the contract which
he hed signed wiith Abe Gooltz. And
Abe, in the film busiress, hed little
standing, and what he had wes bed.

Annabel e knew to be a sasible
girl who hed a nother to support and
who tolerated him because de wes
good natured.  When a spesm of jeal-
owsy had caused her to wite to Lud-
wig Lewis, identifying Peter as tre
person who hed beaten him up on a
certain oocasion and causing imto dis-
charge the young man from a conpary
where he had a dae to show sore
thing, he hed rejoiced insteed of being
angry, because it was tre first real sign
on her part thet de liked him very
much

But Annabel had sucoeeded in re
placing him upon the old footing. She
told him frankly thet sre liked him
but thet he had to doar her achieve-
nments before she could really respact
hm ad de hed froammed upon tre
fighting business.

Annabel would be furious with iim
for going back into the ring; but if ae
ring battle landed him in a real part
in a real picture and got her starred
for the first tine in her life, he thought
she would forgive him
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The day after his wager with Lud-
wig Lewis, Abe Cooltz went out t©
the garage before starting for his dfice
and found Peter already up and punchr
ing tre beg. Abe regarded his bulg-
ing musdes, his broad shoulders, his
dlimwaist, and his powerful legs with
admiration, and then proceeded to iM
press yoon him the necessity of beating
Mickey Murphy.

“Listen, Pete,” he began.  “For you
I hoded my autonobile.”

“Cee, Abe, you hadn’'t aught to have
doe that” Peter said, distressed
“This feller is liable to take ne, just
as he did before.”

“With the noney | got | joshed Ar-
thur Rex to put up a dianond ring
worth fifteen hundred against two hun
dred, cash  That's how bad he wants
to s¢= you lided He’s going to hae
a ringside seat.”

“The litde hound!”” gromed Peter
Pratt. “Well, he won't get the dance.”

“You bet he won't Then | went to
Ludwig Lewis, and he bet three thou
sad against five hundred, cash, thet
Mickey would nmurder you. He’s go-
ing to be there.”

“I’ll show thet big stiff!”” roared

Peter, delivering a tarrific thunp upon
the beg.
“All thet norey | bet on you, Pete,”
ocontreed Abe.  “Now, listen |
think naybe, | hire a guy 1o box with
you. That Izzy Block stood up against
Mickey for three rounds. | can get
him chegp.”

“l never hed any training for any
of ny fights,” Peter said  “If | had
a sparring partrer, it would helpa lot.™

“And sirloin stesks | order for your
dinner every night, no matter what ny
wife You get strog.”

“I'll take Mickey Murphy for you,
Abe!” cried Peter Pratt. “l went up
against him last tine with nothing to
edat al day and only a couple of crul-
lers te nigt before. But™—he
grinned—"you ought to be plugging for
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hm He’s agood Irishman—like you,
Abel”

Abe grinned beck.

“Other tines | would, but this is
business.  You nmurder him”

Unfortunately, Peter Pratt acquired
a black eye during his first day’s session
with Izzy Block, his sparring partrer
who canre for fifty dollars a week with
a very poor gpinion of the man with
whom he was 1o train, but who changed
his views after a few rounds

This mede it uwise for Peter t©
melke his explanation in person t An-
nebel Green, and over the telephore he
et with misforture.

“l am afraid you are perfectly hope-
less,” Annabel said sharply.  “After all
nmy efforts to induce you to inprove
yourself, you flop right back into thet
disgusting business.  I’'moff you, Peter
Pratt.”

“But. Annabel,” he pleaded, “I'm do-
ing it for you. Abe promises to star
you in his next picture.”

Her scomful laugh rang over the

phoe.

“You don't suppose | would go back
to work for Abe Gooltz?” se retorted
“What good would being a Gooltz star
do ne? Nobody ever sees his pictures,
and he won't pay enough to keep a
kitten in milk If you're doing this
for ne, | thank you very nmuch, ad
oblige e by telling himwhat | said.”

“Cant | cone w and talk to you
about it?’

“You can if you like, but I'm very
busy. | have a very excellent prospect
with Mammoth, and 1’'m seeing sone
people tonight about it You can run
in about five this aftermoon for a few
minutes, if you like.”

Pete hesitated

“It’s like this,” he said  ““l got a
sparring partner and—er—I thought |
ought to conre after darkk. 1 got a black

eye.
“Then keep anway from my house.
Don’t you dare to appear looking like
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a bruiser. | give you up, Peter Pratt.”
Bing: That wes the receiver being
slamred ypon the hook by the indig-
nant Annabel.

Mr. Prother, at the stadium did not
broadcast the news that he had nmatded
Mickey Murphy with Peter Pratt. On
the contrary.  He had a good nain bout
ad did not trouble to announce his
two preliminary bouts.  Thus the audi-
ence which assenrbled upon the event
ful night was not aware of the treat
in store for It

When the announcer belloned from
the ring thet the first bout would be
between Mickey Murphy and Peter
Pratt, a roar of protest and indignetion
wvent up thet penetrated to Peter’s re-
note dressing room He understood
its meaning, but he grinned his slow
and captivating aile, the sane which
had attracted Catherine Borodin, nost
fanous of vanpires, and caused Abe
CGooltz to put him under a three-year
ocontract for forty dollars aweek

In the secord row, ringside, sat Ar-
thur Rex. On tre other sice of tre
ring, in the first row, squatted Ludwig
Lewis. Abe Gooltz hed a dair in tre
third row, and in the fifth row st
Catherine Borodin, the blond Russian
whose dawning interest in Peter had
anekened a flash of jealousy in Anna-
bel Green

Annabel had informed Peter in a
subsequent telephone conversation thet
she would not dream of attending the
battle; nevertheless, she was presart,
seated halfway badk  In an audience
of three thousarnd there were six or
saven hundred woren, nost of them

Catherine Borodin did not know tret
Peter Pratt was performing this eve-
ning;, she had been attracted by the
main bout between the two well-known
lightweights, and she was escorted by
Nno less a persordlity then Moe Leven-

k°ss Manmoth Studics.

Annabel, at the last monrent, had pur-

desed two tideets and inrvited an extra

boy to esoort her.  She didn't know

why she was present, but she could not

keep anay. And Abe Gootz hed

raised the wind and hed six hundred

dollars t place at rest odds if tre
ity offered.

Mickey Murphy dintbed into the ring
first He had weighed in at a hundred
and fifty pounds—a dark, glowering,
savage youth with a very low forehead,
awide, flat nose, and a perpetual sconl.
He was welconmed noisily and grinned
a his friends, displaying several glit-
tering gold teeth.  His grin wes alnost
as terrifying as his froan.

When Peter Pratt entered the ring
there wes a burst of hearty laughter and
jeers and catcalls from the rear bendnes
which were not calculated to
ayoung ren trying to get along. The
crond had seen him knocked out three
tines in suooession a few seconds after
the bdll had rung for the first round,
ad, having paid good norey to s
fighting, the regulars were angry; they
corsicered that the nmanegerent wes
inposing on them

“Look at the deepsea diver!”
shouted a ruffian beside Abe Cooltz.

“This is Mickey's meat!” cried sore-
body halfway back

“The man with the glass jaw!”

“Peter Pratt, the plum pudding!”
yelled sone alliterative genis.

“It’s Peter Pratt!” exdainmed Cath
erine Borodin t© her escort.  “He’s a
nice boy, Moe. | hope he wins.”

“That guy won't last a round,” com
mented Moe Leventhal. His heawy
woice reached tie ears of Abe Cooltz,
two rows in front

“Bet you a hundred, even, he does,”
cried Abe.

“You're on,” agreed Moe.

“Got any nore soft
manded the nen next to Abe
take fifty.”

In a couple of minutes Gooltz hed
placed six hundred dollars on Peter

77 de-
“I 1"
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Pratt’s surviving the first three minutes,

al at even norey, which shoned the
with which his protege wes

regarded by the fight fars.

“Two o ae, Mickey knocks him
out,” cried a nan in the fourth row.

“I’ll take thet bet,” cried Catherire
Borodin.  “One hundred against two.”

Abe Gooltz scoMed at her.  What
business had ge butting in and betting
o Peter? She wes going to ruin his
odds. However, he had too nuch re-
goect for Moe Leverthal to dhice tre
lady whom he was esoorting, and, any-
way, he had dore pretty well in plac
ing his bets.

clang: Wert tte bdl, ad the two
nmen were noving to the center of the
ring. Peter Pratt hed a healthy respect
for his opponent; Mickey Murphy hed
none for Peter. Hadn't he disposed
of hm with ae blow a few weeks
ago? He led with his left carelessly,
and then a stinging right on the side
of tre head caused him to give groud
and blink out of piggy eyes in aston
isent

Peter Pratt hed been in the prize
ring three tines before his experience
in the notionpicture fight soeres of
“Almost Human.”  On each of thee
ooccasios e hed been aut of the ring
in a few ssocods.  Thanks O Abe
Gooltz’s film enterprise, he hed hed a
dace to get used 1o the feel of the
ring ad tre glare of tte ligts. He
was well fed and strong, and had been
mixing it for two weeks with lzzy
Block, so thet he was in codition for
the first timre in his life.

While waiting for the bell t inaugu-
rate the festivities, he had picdked aut
Arthur Rex and Ludwig Lewis, his
two bitter eramies, in the front rows,
waiting 1o gloat over his dowfall. He
saw Abe laying bets right and left, ad
he heard Catherine Borodin when de
acoepted a bet of two t one against
his wiltning. Annabel Green he hed
ot discovered, ad the idea thet de
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wes ot present to watch him wes a
distinct relief.

In fiction the appearance at the ring-
sice of the fighter’s sweetheart always

him to go in and win, but
in redl life it is much nore got to con
tribute to his defeat.  To-night he wes
sure the lights would ot bother him
and he was ot disturbed by the jeers
of the crond, because he had antici-
pated thet they would be bellowing for
Mickey Murphy.

He knew thet he outweighed Mickey
by a couple of pounds; he wes just as
big ad and nore intelligent. So
he haed no fear of im and, besides, he
could ot let Abe Cooltz, who hed
staked everything upon him in for a

loss.  Accordingly, he boxed
cautiosly, found thet Mickey tele-
graphed his blows to an opponent who
watched his eyes, and saw with satis
faction thet his failure t walk into the
first wallop had confused his sturdy but
stpid opporent.

His caution was misi by
the crond, which belabored him with
verbal blons, clled him “quitter,”
“faker,” and “fourflusher.” A s,
thin, but lionsouled person halfway
back demanded that he stand up ad
taeit A mutitude belloned to Mickey
o step in ad finish him which was
just what Mickey was trying to do
without suooess.

Many a pugilist who hes started a
battle with a plan of canaign hes been
driven by the roar of the nob into
dropping his plan and stepping into a
knock-out blow; but Peter Pratt wes
not listening to the congregation; he
wes blocking wild swings, ducking
jabs, ad evading

Aside from ore right to the head at
the gpening of the round, he did not
land a hard blow upon Mickey Murphy
during the first session Nor hed
Mickey delivered a single telling smesh
When tre bell rang he walked back to
his ocomer, jubilant, while Mickey
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Slouded into his and shook his heed
sullenly when his seconds  upbraided
him for not finishing the big sst-up.

Abe Cooltz mece use of tre inter-
mission t© adlect six hundred dollars
from reluctant losers, and then offered
any part of a thousand at proper odds
on Pratt to win the bout.  The audi-
axe wes still anost unaninous  for
Mickey Murphy, who hed dore all the
leading in the first round, and wes quite
ocorvinoed thet Peter had survived be-
cae he was afraid to take a dance
Nevertheless, the best Abe could do was
1o get his noney down at two to ae
Catherine Borodin had ruined the odds.

Mickey opered the second round by
a bull rush, which Peter side-stepped.
As his opponent pessed, Peter drove a
hard rignt © his ear—which wes
dreedy of cadifloner fomation
Murphy continued on to the ropes,
tured, and found Peter rushing in;
but Peter slipped, fell to his knees, ad
saved hinmself by grasping Mickey about
the thighs and pulling hinself up.

As fe lifted, his jaw wes exposed,
ad, like lightning, cane a temific right
smesh to tte chin All Peter could do
was pull back his head, but the blow
landed with nost of its force, ad e
flopped over on the canves.

He was not aut, but he wes groggy.
He heard the shrill whoop of the vin-
dictive Arthur Rex and a howl like
that of a wounded animal from Abe
Cooltz.  The blow had hurt Abe nore
then it hed Peter Pratt.

He lay on the carves while the ref-
eree began his count, and the usynpa-
thetic crond began to count with him
He longed 1o junp to his feet and con
found them but he had seree enough
o stay on tte carves uttil the count
of ssen  Then he rose sloMy, ad
at nire was on his feet, trying to nest
a furious rush.  Both Mickey's fists
were flying like flails, and, despite
Peter’s efforts, half the blons landed
upon the body ad face, sore of them

hurting badly. But nore touded a
vital oot He went in a dinch ad
held on until tre referee tore the nen
goart A seood later he dinched
again.  The rest of the round wes the
effort pf Mickey Murphy to knock
doan a man who wes agpparently aut
on his fest, but the bell ssved him
However, the first two rounds belonged
to Mickey Murphy by amrile. Any ae
ocould see tret

Abe Gooltz now could have got odds
of four or five to ae, but he had o
nore norey, ad, if he hed, he hed
lost e heart tobet.  As Peter sat upon
his stod, submitting © the rude ad
not-too-friendly ministrations of tre
seconds fumished him by the manage-
ment, he was able to srile at remarks
from the crond.

He wes far from through, ard hed
deliberately stalled through the secod
roud, while Mickey had exhausted
hinself trying to break out of dindhes
and to apply the finishing touch

Mickey had hed every dance in tre
world to send himto slunberland as a
result of his unfortunate fall, ad he
hed delivered a blow to the chin which
would have ended the evening for the
old Peter Pratt. Peter now felt thet he
ocoud take Mickey; he hed no fear of
him and the bloodthirsty throng sim
ply amused im The shrill soreedes
of women fans no longer affected him
the lights did not bother hm and he
felt he was a better man then his oppo-
nent

Then the bell rang.

He nowed forward sloMy, ad
Mickey deshed in, full of enthusiasm
ad nurderous intentios. Murphy
started a right swing ard left an open+
ing as wide as a house.

Crash!

Peter’s right glove had only nowved
forward six or eight indes, but even
ounce of his hundred and fifty pounds
wes behind it, and it struck like a pile
driver a few indhes above the heart of
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Mickey Murphy.  With an exqression
of utter astonishent upon his wgly
face, the swarthy youth began to sirk;
dropped on his kees, ad fell forward
upon his face.  You could have heard
a pin drop in the auditorium for a sec
o, ad then there cane a roar thet
seared o lift the roof.

Drama is the art of the unexpected.
Nobody in the building, with the ex-
ogption of Abe Gooltz, hed sugposed
thet Peter Pratt had a chanoe against
Mickey Murphy. Catherine Borodin
haed bet on him to win, but se hed
never ssen him in the ring before. It
wes like a battle betjveen a bulldog and
a raboit, in which the rabbit bested the
bulldog. BEven those who hed bet on
Murphy could not restrain their aston-
ished celight The sdem ocount of
the referee could not be heard in tre
din exopt right in the ring. One—
two—three—four—five — six — saven
—eight—- -

Mickey Murphy stirred. At nire he
was up. On his feet after a blow like
thet which had given the world’s cram
piorship to Bob Ftzsimons in the good
od days.

Again the welkin rang, but this tine
the deas were for gane Mickey
Murphy. Peter Pratt, puzzed, dosed
in  Murphy ought to have been aut for
ten minutes, but he wes up lad ready
to do battle.

The inmrigrants of the pest gereration
have produced sone extrenely hardy
children under the kindly dinsate ad
friendly skies of the U. S A, ad
Mickey Mumphy was a tough boy.
Peter Pratt now had his tum of smeshr
ing anay at a groggy men who dug
t© him like a brother, and Mickey, de-
soite savage punishirent, rereined un
til tre bell.

The crond, o longer hostile, ap-
plauded both Peter and his ggponent
inpartially. Abe Gooltz was grinning
from ear t0 ear. Peter had won thet
round and there were three nore.  As
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sue as fate, he would dispose of
Mickey, and the bets were safe.

The fourth round wes even.  Peter
tried hard, but Mickey was wary now,
ad toward the end he evered W a
row of left jabs by a heawy right to
the storech and a left swing which
caught Peter above the ear and st
gr%agairstﬁerquwmabadhead-

During the intemmission a youth
brought down a note to Peter Pratt,
but oe of his seconds interogpted it
and thrust it into his trousers

“No notes till the scrap is owver,” ke
dbjected.  Peter was ot tired, but he
hed a few aches and pairs.  Mickey’s
codition was only to be summised. He
always looked like a killer.

Round five wes again a boxing
match, with Peter doing nost of the
leading and Mickey occasiorelly plant-
ing adanmeging punch to the body.  Abe
looked over the shoulder of ore of the
judges in the front row and saw thet
the men had given Mickey Murphy
three rounds, Peter ae, ad cled
fifth even.  Unless Peter knocked out
his man in the sixth session, Mickey
would win the netch

“Pete!” he douted Peter tumed
his tired eyes tonard him

“You got to kill him™ advised Abe.
“These robbers are cheating you.”

Abe wes on his feet
grabbed him and slanmed him into his
chair; but Peter hed received the warm-
ing So far, he had fought a heady
fight, hed refrained from dhances, ad
had ot been willing to take a blow t©
land oe.  But there was only another
roud, ad if he was voted a beaten
man, he might as well risk a knodk
ok

Clang! wert the fird gong.

“Gotoit now. It'syer last dae”
his seconds warmed him

The Hollywood Stadium is noted for
slugging nmatches, for the youths who
battle there are strong on heart ad
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dhort on sdae, as a gerera thing;
but never before hed it witnessed what
transpired in thet frame.

Peter Pratt went in to win or losg,
and Mickey had t© nmest him or be
buried under an avalande. Forgotten
wes /Reter’s careful guard. He mece
o effort to block blows, but gpened up
with everything he hed in the way of
an offerse.  There is no blow as ef-
fective as a sning, but a straight-amrm
punch will beat it t the mark, ard all
through tre fight he hed avoided swing-
ing. Now he aut loose both with right
and left, and only artful dodging by
Mickey Murphy prevented his exter-
mination

Mickey, on his side, hed no such in
ocentive for bettle He had the fight
tucked anay on points, and all he hed
to do wes to play safe until the bell
rang. However, he waes a firstrate
fighting man and he liked slugging.
Furthemore, he was landing, while
Peter was missing. Three tines e
doubled Peter up with rights to the
stomach, and each tine Peter cane back

strog.

It seenred to Peter that he had been
fighting for ages, and he knew he was
losing, when he saw in Mickey’s eyes

had not tried to blodk—ad crash:
landed his left upon the right tenple

of Mr. Mickey Murphy. A perfect ex-
Peter felt hinself falling, grasped

the thunderdoud lifted and he saw thet
it was Mickey Murphy who lay prore,
while he, Peter, was on his feet, ding-
ing to the rgpe.  He had been knocked

oaut, but he hed not gone down.
Mickey hed fallen

“Ten,” said the referee, then grasped
Peter’s right glove and lifted it high

Pandenoniuml Hats were thromn
into the air; girls were shrieking; men
were belloning. Abe Gooltz was busy
odlecting.  Peter’s eyes dosed ad he
would have fallen if his seconds hed
not been on harnd to himto his
comer. Mickey Murphy lay there,
while his ssconds poured the contents
of a pail of water over him

After a minute or two Mickey sat
up, and Peter, by that tinre in full pos-
session of his serses, went over ad
helped himto his fest

“Well,” said the defeated gladiator,
grinning, “I dore itto you aosst. No
hard feelin's.”

“You are a great scrapper, Mickey.

“You ain't so bad,” replied Mickey,
griming.

The referee forced them both out of
the ring, for this was only a preliminary
bout. However, anything after what
they hed witnessed would have been an
antidimex, and already sore of the
nmost blase patros were departing.
Peter was led to his dressing room
where he examined his face anxiously
in the mirror. He had his original
black eye renewed, there waes a aut on
his right dheek, and his jaw ached like
a dozen bad teethy but there were o
merks thet a few days would ot re-
nove. His body wes sore, but no ribs
were broken. On the whole, he hed
escaped with little punishirent, corsic-
ering the furious character of the bout
A few minutes later Abe Gooltz burst
into the room delirios with joy.

“Six thousand dollars you won for
ne, Pete!” he prodained. “Oi! but
I would have sold out dhegp in the sec-
od round. | promised you a hundred,
but I'ma spart. | give you two hun
dred, and to-norrow we get busy on
our picture.”

Peter fromed at im
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“l take a beating for two hundred
dollars. You gt by the ringside ad
get hoarse and you meke six thousad
It ain't fair, Abe.”

“And why ain't it?’ demanded the
filmrmen. “l hodk ny car ad take
ny last dollar and put it up on you t©
win. If you losg, all you get is a head
ade, but | lose my hore, for Mrs.
CGooltz would put ne ot It’s cgpital
thet gets the norey, Pete.  Labor ain't
nothin'’.”

“Then 1’m going 1o be a capitalist,”
retorted Peter Pratt

“Sure you are. You stidk to e ad
I make you lots of noney. Now we
put on another fight, see-----"

“We do not,” retorted Peter Pratt
“This are ruined e with Annabel
Green.  She won't have anything to do
with ne.  She wouldn't even cone to
the fight.”

“Is thet s0? 1 seen her yelling her
headoffforymtovwn”

“She wes there?’ exdainmed Peter.

“Sure, dewes. Girls doa lot of talk
ing, but al you got to do to get them
is to win.”

“If de kept anay from e until |
won, I'm through with her,” said
Peter. “l never heard a word from
her al the tine | wes training, ad
when | asked her to care yesterday
se hug up on ne.”

“Come in, Miss Borodin!” exdlained
Abe cordially. “Come right in How
do you do, Mr. Leventhal? What do
you think of my fighter-ector ?’

The blond Catherine had crowded
into the little dressing room folloned
by the portly film producer, who ac
knonedged Abe’s exuberance with a
ocodl nod

“If he acts as well as ke fights,” said
Leventral, “he ought to be a fird
Catherine was telling me he has possi-
bilities.”
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“Look at the norey you won for
e, Peter Pratt,” said Catherire.

Peter grinned, ad Moe Leventhal
Wyeyedhmdosely

“GQuess you and Abe won all the
noney that was bet on thet bout,”” Peter
said “I'm glad 1 care through for

“Sad this fellow over to see ne
sore day, Gooltz,” said the business
like Moe Leventhal ““Something might
be dore with him”

Catherine whispered to Peter.

“l saw litle Miss Green while we
were on our way out here and asked
her to care along. Do you know what
ge said?’

“Said she wes off e, replied Peter
dispiritedly.

“She said you didn't want to see her,
and she didn’t blare you.”

‘“What?” he aied “Is de dtill
there?’

“No. She left imrediately.”

“Ohr’

The \visitors departed, and Peter
dressed sloy.  Abe thrust his wealth
into his pocket and departed, also. A
burst of dheering announced the finish
of the semfirals, and he heard the vic-
torious and defeated warriors pass his
door. Presently are of his former sec
onds thrust his head in the door.

“Here’s a note thet cane for you
early in the fight,” he said.  ““I studk it
in nypodet and forgot it””

Peter gpened the folded slip of pa-
per, ad his heart when he
recognized Annabel’s handwriting.

Dear Peter: Forget all the mean things |

said. I'm here and | want you to beat that
nasty creature. Annabel Green

The potential milliondollar sile
lightered the room

“l guess things ain't so bed, after
all,”” dosenved Peter Pratt.

Follow Peter Pratt’s progress in the next issue of The Popular Stories—e

October 22nd.
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“ The Strongest Man On Earth,”

“‘/he Opportunist, Etc.

Another tale of Captain Drake, the Opportunist, in which he goes to considerable trouble
to break a couple of vicious crooks and make the Malabart an honest ship ’again.

APTAIN ELI DRAKE, who wes
knoarn over many ses as “The
Old Hyerna,” hed quelled a mutiny
single-handed, been the victor in a hun-
dred free-for-all fights, wes pided up
by a costable on the water front of
Plynouth. He wes pided up from a
gutter, doused under a hydrant, andwith
eyes 30 swollen thet he could barely s
through them recognized an arc lanp as
sonething familiar, the Bobby’s uni-
form as sonrething seen before, and ap-
praised his own codition
“I thought when | first saw you you

commented. “The "orspital for you, my
lad. Who dore dl thet to you?”’
Captain Eli did not amswer, but re-
gaining still nore strergth, felt his bat-
tered nose, his looseed testh, his aut

ears ad then praoed his ribs with his
firngers.

“Hurmph!  Put the boots to e after
I was aut,” he groMed between his
puffed lips. Then he rested agairst tre
wvater tap and replied to his good Sa-
maritan: “No, | don't want any hos-
pital. No, I don't know who handed it
1o N, 0 there’s o oe you can pincdh”
He paused, felt in his pod<ets and fourd
his watch udisturbed.  “All you can do
is O get ne a cab o take ne o ny
roons at the Widow Catin's up near

After thet | can take care
of myself.”

Once in the cab, he muttered:

“Ive seen a few nmen lided, ad
lided a few myself, now ad then, but,
by tre ghost of Davy Jonesl—rever
have | knoan a men to get it as good as
| have, unless they were aut to kill him
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And thet bunch got id to core as rear
as they ool ngmemvvlﬂ‘\outﬁn-
|shrgthajob And, by thunder! Il

et to the bottom of this before | leave
Pynouth, or may Cape Cod never se
e again, nmay my bones be buried in
dirt insteed of blue water, and may ny
ghost wander forever on the dods of
Port Aden, which is the nearest thing to
Hl 1 know of!”
When the cab driver helped him up
the front stoop of the house in Daven:
port, the door wes gpered by Bill Cat-
lin, Drake’s chief nate for many years,
stach folloner ad friend, who ex-
dained:
“Good Lord! What’s heppered 1O
ski
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“Bill, I’'ll be bloned if | know. Been
thinking it over for the last half hour
ad al | can remenber is this: 1’d been
yaming with your Cousin Jim the bar
meneger doan at the Cosnos Hotel.
Saw no are worth noticing when | cane
out and started to give ny legs a stretch
by walking hore.  Got down rear the
timber docks, and heard a noise behind
nme. Turmed just as a big walloper took
a swing at e with sonething, meybe a
sandbeg, mayle a hillet.  Got it on the
forearm and dosed in Then it looked
to nre like about a dazen others piled an
ad things got lively. | broke the first
feller's amm with a trick |1 learmed in
Singapore—heard the bore sgp. Got a
good look at his face as he swung to-

you, skipper?”
“Pay this caomen his fare ad adrirk  ward an arc light, but I'msure | never

or two. Then go to the nearest first-aid
station and get sore ae o patch ne
up,” the captain nunrbled, crowding pest
Catlin in the narrow hallnway. And Cat-
lin, not unused to the sight of red, but
alamred to s the redoubtable Drake in
such gory plight, mede for the nearest
night dispersary where he routed aut a
maen who knew his business, having
had nmuch experience in thet neighbor-
hood

A half hour later, after applying
leedhes to the puffed eyes, stitdes to tre
worst auts, and nmuch ocout plaster
otherwise, the damist remarked dheer-
fully:

“He’ll be dl right after thet jolt of
brandy 1 gave himgets towork
hard to kill a ausstorer like im
Six shillings. G’night.”

Catlin stood in front of the patient,
filled his pipe ad, looking down yoon
the victim said:

“Well, skipper, neybe you can fird
tme now to =l e whether it wes a
railvay weck, a gydoe, or a ssood
battle of Mons. How'd you adlect dl
thet?’

Coptain Hli sat up on the aeaking
sofa, seered 1o be gathering his serees
and blurted:

saw him before. Got a good look at
the others, too, ad found out there were
redlly five—all stragers. You know |
don't forget faoss. | wes getting along
nicely—sort of enjoying myself—when
sore sweb e a bash from be-
hind and—out! That'sall | know about
it

“Hunph!  Get your wallet?”

“No, that’s the funny part of it They
took nothing; not even my watch.”

For sore nonents Catlin sat scond-
ing at an enlarged, air-brush portrait of
his deosased brother and editated.  He
did not put his thoughts into words.
They might not have pleesed the bat-
tered Copotain Hi. It wes ot an at-
tenpt at robbery, apparently, so, accord-
ing to Catlin's reasoning, the Old Hy-
e might have been recognized by
sore gang of sallos who hed core
afoul of him in his windjamming days
and wanted to pay him aut—sonething
they hadn't been able to do when Drake
strock his onwn deds, with belaying pirs
hady. But, hold onl Maybe it hed
been an attenpt at rabbery and the foot-
pads were frightened anay before they
ocould search their icim  Nowy, i they
hed tried a few days before, when Drake
hed nore than twelve thousand pounds
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in his podet, the day when he sdld the
steam sdooer malavare O those
two aooked swine, Robinson ad
Snythe-----

Catlin shifted, suddenly wondering if
that pair of disconfited swindlers could
be comected with this job of slugging.
He found hinself feeling a protuerance
in his hip podet as if it hed becore
a hebit 1o reassure hinself of its safety,
for therein reposed three hundred
pounds presented to himby Captain Hi.
And when thet gentleran displayed
sigs of liberality on such scdle it re-
called tre days of mirades.

Catlin’s new trerd of thought wes in
terrupted by Drake who got up ad
began to nowve stiffly about the room
rubbing his injuries and grO\Mmg

“Skipyper,” Catlin asked, “*hes it struck
you thet Robinson and thet
pair of swabs, wouldn't forgive you too
dad-blamed essy for meking them dig
up the noney they robbed poor dd Cap-
tain Cardin of? Also thet ot hevin’
guts enough o tadde it thersahves,
they're just the sort as would hire sore-
body else to lay you out?’

Captain Eli stopped like a restless
horse jerked to its haundhes, swung
roud ad stared at him

“Well, I’ll be bloned! | never thought
of thet,” he exained. “If | thought
thet=---- If 1 coud meke sure of thet
beyond any drance of nristake, the truce
thet was sort of made between us when
| sold them the malabart Would be off!
I’d go after that pair and beat the ever-
lasing---- No, hold on | can think
of soething better then that!”

He took another tum backward ad
forward, the length of the room and to
Catlin’s surprise halted in front of him
with a grin distorting his bruised lips.

“Bill,” he”aid, “to-norrow we've got
o fid a man with a broken arTm oe
tin ear ad perheps a busted nose, who
weighs about a hundred ad nirety
pounds, ard linps a little as if he hed a
gane foot  You know this toan ad |
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vant you to think of the best way t©
go about it”

“Seain’ as | was borm and brought up
here, | redon if any one could find your
men, | ought to,” Catlin replied, and as
Drake started tonard the door as if sat-
isfied, added, ““Yes, to-norrow we'll go
after him”

In the moming Drake nost certainly
hed the appearance of a nan who hed
got much tie worst of a night out, ad
Catlin, after eying him mede a sugges-
tion

“l think, captain” he said, “tret |
might attract a little less attention if |
took this job onalae. All 1 want
know is exactly where they junrped you
Then if | can find thet cowe, I'll cone
back here ad get you What do you
say to thet?’

The cgptain, after consulting a look-
ing glass, grouchily agreed, and Catlin
left He strdled to the place of the
assault, ad tten, as if he hed a well-
defined plan of campaign, stroce off into
the nearest street and called at every
dispesary on tte way. At eadh e
mede inguiries to leam if a men with a
broken arm hed presented hinself there
for attention on the previouss nigt
When he started his quest he wes con
fident of success; but when, with dogged
patience he hed exdrausted street after
street, ad leamed nothing, he wes
pretty well discoraged. But he did
not abandon thet line until nearly four
odok in the aftermoon, and then re-
sohved to try to leam if a man answer-
ing sudh description wes known 1o the
pdice.  But how to reach the pdlice cont
fidentially wes another netter. He hed
never hed t avoid a nen in uniform,
but on the other hand, he hed a vest re-
gpect for the BEnglish corstabulary.  The
idea firelly canre that he would corsult
his casin, Jm Catlin, the maneger of
the bar in the Cosnos Hotel, ad get
his advice. He hed a vague idea thet
the maneger of a first-dass bar should
be on friendly temrs with the corstebles,
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if any oewes. So he wended his way
o the Gosnos.

“Know any of the corstables? Of
oourse | do,”” said Cousin Jm- ““I know
’em from the chief ingpector doan. But
look here, Bill, if youve got crosswise
with the pdlice, don't leen on e to
heavwy. You nay as well cone acoss
and &l ne what’'s up.”

“Nothin’ up with ne, Jim”” the nate
said, “but 1 want to find a manwho got
ore of hiswings busted about ten odadk
lest night, ad the palice-----"’

He stopped, for a look of knowledge
hed cone over his cousin's face.

“Maybe | coud help you without
calling the corstables in at all,” the bar
meneger said and then added, in a voice
scarcely above a whisper, ad after a
glance to assure hinself thet o bar-
maid was within hearing, "but get this:
You must kegp your nouth shut about
nme | don't want to be dragged into
anything.  Just about half pest ten last
night | answered ny telegghoe. A nan
vanted to talk to either or Rob-
inron | said I'd look ‘'em up ad i
‘emto all, and asked what nuner. It
wes 2015, Then | found Robinson, ard
e hed just enough cargo aboard to he
a trifle loud when he cane behird tte
ed of the bar here 1 use my pghoe
I’d have sent himaout to the public phone
in the dffice iIf he wasn't such a good
seeder. He seered mighty plessed
over what he heard and | wondered
why, because | coud hear him saying:
‘Tige’s got an am braken, e? Who is
Tige? And you think | ought to pay
the doctor’s hill? Well, have another
think They got paid for the job ad
took their onn dances. From this min:
ute on | know nothing at al about it’
Then he hung wp, ad by ad by he
found Srythe, and the pair of themgot
in the comer and laughed and chudded,
ad ordered a bottle of fizz as if ode
brating sonething. Now tEl ne why
you want to find a man with a broken
am”
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The nate hestily nmuttered the story,
ad tre maneger indignation,
but shook his heed and said:

“Afraid what 1 told you is no good
I don't sugpose Robinson or Shythe
ocould possibly have anything to do with
it, or at lesst, anything thet could be

| think Drake ought t go O
the pdlice if he wants satisfaction.”

“All of which shons you don't know
the skipper.  He’s hscmnjudge jury,
polloeforoeaml executioner”’

“Well, sut yourselves, but keep ne
ad this place out of it the maneger
varmed, as he noved anay in respose
wadl.

Catlin went t a pudlic phore ad
learmed thet phore 2015 wes in a public
house called the Butcher’s Inn, ina not
o savory part of the dty. He went
thither and inspected tre place from the
goposite sice of the street, eying the low,
oldfashioned building and the grimy
acurtairs in the narrow windows of the
uxer floor. He went farther up the
strect, arossed over and retumed, but
through the windows filled with dusty
bottles, sore of which were enpty,
ooud s nothing of the interior. He
hesitated, then went irsice to tre bar
ad ordered a dglass of de from a
blonsy-looking ruffian with shirt gpen at
the redk ad deaes rdled up aove
fat, hairy forearms.  Instantly the sailor
decided thet to ask any guestions might
defeat his pupose.  However, he tried
10 gpen a conversation, but getting only
surly or norose replies, desisted

Catlin wes ing but slonsnitted,
but he left the place in a quandary. He
feared tret if he retumed and told Cap-
tain Eli what he hed leamed, that belli-
o nariner would charge into the
Butcher’s Inn, at lesst wreck the place
when e failed to diat information, ad
in any event get much the worst of it
Moreover he felt tet the advent of
the battered cgptain would put on guard
any ard al of the gang, incdluding Rob-
irron and Smythe.  If he could but
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leam where the nman with the broken
am could be found, natters would be
sinplified  Then he hed a brain wave.
If a doctor had been enployed he would
probably be called from thet tough re-
sort, the Butcher’s Inn, the proprietor
would be the nman to call him and would
sHect a doctor whom he knew, or in
whom he reposed corficerce. With a
grin Catlin stepped into a narrow, Uk
teranted alleyway, took ane am from
its sleeve, rolled up his shirt, bound his
handkerchief around his wrist, replaced
the coat with the enpty sleeve owver his
shoulder ad retumed to the Butcher’s
Im. It wes 4ill without dients, still
srdled of stde, bitter beer and stale
sroke, and the sane blonsy, surly man
looked up when the nete entered
“Blast them autonobiles!”” he roared
& he entered  “An’ if 1 could get ny
hancs on the scruff of the neck of the
blighter that was rumnin’ it!  Ginre a
brandy, quidk | fed faintike.”
“’Sretter with ye?’ the man de
manced as he messured out a tot of

“Just after | blew out of here a few
minutes ago and wes startin’ to tack
acoss the strest, ae of them blighted
cars nigh rammed ne. | junped back
1o get out of the way as he core a-toot-
i, my heds struck the curb, and doan
| wvent Ad it feds to ne as if 1'e
sreshed ny forearm Know any good
doctor near here?’

“Sure,” said the saloon nren “Doc
Bayres. Hell on bore settin, ke is
Reckon you can meke it to his surgery ?
It’'s not far. Go down the strest, first
tum to the left ad you'll s a brass
plate after youve core into the seood
sqare. Right had sice—seood

“Thanks,” Catlin groned as he threw
down a shilling and walked aut

Forfearﬂ”atﬂ”esalomleepermmt
have watched him from the
did not resune his coat until hehad
tumed the comer. He foud the sur-
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gery ad entered, dosernving from the
plate, as he did s, that within five min-
utes he would heve been too late. The
doctor, an irascible dd fellow, wes just
in the act of leavirg

“nell, well. What is it?” he asked
inpatiently.
“I heard tret you st the broken amm

of a friend of mire last night,” Catlin
said, and tre doctor scoMed at him

“Wouldn't have taken you to be the
friend of any cattle like thet,” he re-
marked. “But what do you wish to
know about this fellow who calls him
self Tige Williams. When he wes in
the hospital with a bad foot his nare
wes Hardy.”

“Want to know where to fird him”
Catlin gronled, not liking the aspersion,
but fearing to tel the truth

“How does it hepen you don't know
he’s ustairs over the Butcher’s Imn, if
He's a friend of yours?’ the doctor de-
mended.  ““And a nice place thet is, too.
If that's dl you want, it’s tine | wes
out an my rounds.”

Catlin nmuttered his thanks and wes
anare of the doctor’s
looks as he departed.  But now tre grin
on his face wes | He feltas
if he hed acconplished a skillful piece
of detective work, such as he hed read
of invarious yellonbacked books at sa
He felt thet Captain Hli had not de-
pended yoon him in vain, hence rolled
homreward with an air of triunph

After hearing what his friend had t©
sy, the Old Hyena groMed his ap-
proval, ad, to the nate’s alarm reeched
for his het

“Core on,” he said  “And by tre
way, if youve got a pair of hbrass
knuddes better bring 'em  Might cone
in handy, from what you say.”

“But, see here, skipper. Do you think
its wise for s 1O tadde a place like
ﬁat,vxhereﬂerenaybet\mtythgs
stoned in comers, and-----"’

“All right, I'll go dlore if youve got
any doubts about-----"
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“Bver know e o hold badk without
a reeson?  I’'m tdllin’ you right now |
don't like it; but if you're bound to go,
I’'m in with you 1o a finish.””

“Good lad.  Reckoned you would be,”
the nester groded. “And as far as
kicking up a rough-house goes, there
won't be oe, unless starts
sorething.  All | wart is a little sneet
conversation with this feller Willians,
or Hardy, or whatever his real rane is.
And thet I'll 'nave, 0.’

Mightily perturbed, but glumwith S-
lee, Catlin led tre way badk to the
Butcher’s Inn, and folloned the big cap-
tain through the door. At sight of him
the ruffianly proprietor sconled nore
then wsual, and got well behind his ber,
resting both paws bereath it

“I got a friend stopping here, ad 1ve
ocore to ss2 him” the nariner said

“Oh, you have, e1? You look to ne
as if the last nman you net wesn't ex-
actly a friend,” the proprietor grosled.
“Who do you think's stoppin’ here thet
yau know?”’

“Tige Williams, sonetines cls him
self Hardy. He’s tre nen | care to
m”

“Well, you can't sse im and that’s
that,” the man runbled in a bullying
Ve (o}

“I canand will,”” Captain Hli asserted,
noving tonard the bar with a threst in
his blazing eyes and bent shoulders.

[13 "’

The nmen behind the bar suddenly
lifted a had thet dutched a short pis-
td of the bulldog type which carried a
slug of lead the size of a srdll narble.
Ceptain  Hli stopped, then  suddenly
tumred tonard Catlin and said:

“Would you take a look at thet, Bill!
Funny auss, isnt he?”

He gave a dudde of contenpt, fixed
his eyes on thoe of the bamen, ad
walked steedily tonard him

“Gmre thet gun!  Quick!” ke
sgped, ad before tre onner coud
summon either resolution or protest, a
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hand leshed forward, seized the hard
holding te gun ad gawe it a sharp
twist.  Another hard the size of a siall
hamcare around with a swinging smack
thet the sdloon nean alongside
the head and dropped himlike a ningpin
With anmezing agility Catlin junrped t©
the entrance behind the bar, jerked the
dezed and floundering proprietor to his
feet, and dragged him aut into the bar-
roon ® The nmen rocked on his feet,
rubbed his head and seerred incapeble of
any further deferse.

“It dor't pay to pull agun until you're
ready to use it, and soretinres it doesn't
pay then—not with a nen like ng,” tre
captain groned, thrusting his chin for-
ward alnrost agairst the proprietor’s face
ad glaring at m  “For two cants I’'d
aack your enpty sl in with your
oangun. Now weke up ad take us to
Tige Willians.” His hand dot out ad
dosed on the back of the man's thidk
neds, shoving him toward an inner door.
“And if you know when you're well off,
youll ot try any funny business an
theway. BIill, get thet stove poker ad
bring up tre rear. We nmay have to
nmeke a slaughter house out of this dunp
yet, so there’s o wee in taking dnanoss.”

But dl fight was gore from the pro-
prietor of tre Butcher’s Il His nedk
wes held as ina grip of a care dutch
and he began to whine for nercy.

“Shut up, or I’ll twist it for you, you
fathead,” wes al the reply he got, ad
hestily he half walked and wes half im
pelled uwp a flight of undean stairs and
fornard until he halted in front of a
aaded door. Catlin tried to gpen i,
foud thet it was bolted irsice, ad
sgresed it invard with a kidk A
rmuchly bandaged and splintered nen sat
winafronsybed At sight of Captain
Hi, e let out a howl of terror.

“Here, Bill. Take this gun ad stard
there by the door.  If any of their gang
butts in, kill "em first and ask questions
afterward,” Captain Hli ordered.

Willianms’ eyes studk aut with terror.
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Drake regarded him nelevolently for a
nmorent, and then flug the iM pro-
prietor into a comer.

“You stay there and don't nowve till
I get through with this sweb,” he said,
and at this further display of stregth
the saloon man wes afraid to reke even
a protest  Coptain Eli walked across
until he stood, with huge hands on his
hips, above the bed

“You've got just one dance with ne,”
he said, “and that’s to come acrcss O
every guestion | ask you By rights |
ought to put ane hand under your dhin,
the other at the back of your nedk, ad
sep your head off; but If you arswer
up I'll b myself of thet much fun
Now who hired you and thet gang to do
e in last night? 1 got pretty good
proof who it wes, but 1 want to nake

Williams wriggled and shoned sigs
of evesion until a pair of huge hands
with fingers like marlinspikes began t©
move sloMy and dutchingly tonerd him
Then he cried:

“Don't! Don't! I'll core aqcss,
straight, 1 will. It was—it wes two
swells called Robinson and Stythe. But
if they ever found aut thet | squesled

“Bah! Theyll not find out unless you
=l ’em 1 won't,” the cgptain prom:
ised

And then to the surprise of al others
in the room Catlin induded, said:

“Core on Bill. That's adl 1 wanted
to get” And he stalked tonard the
door, through it, doan the stairs, ad
outsice without uttering another word.

“What are we goin’ to do now, cap-
tain?’ the nate asked, after they hed
valked sone distance in silae.

Coptain Eli tured and Catlin wes
astonished by the look of satisfaction on
his face.

“Never you mind what 1’m going to
do” hesad “Bverything’s dear now.
That Willians will say nothing, and |
don'twant you to =l any ae—rot even
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INGatlin—whatwe foundaut.  1think
I see an opportunity to get nore then
souere with thet pair of scorpios.”

And Catlin, who knew him too well
o ask questions, wondered what in
fliction wes in store for Robinson ad
Srythe, and wes glad he was ot in
their does.

He wondered still nore when on tre
folloning day Drake said:

“Bill, youre sigred on with ne &
first mate of no ship, but you'll get tre
regular screw. SO pack your dunrece.
We leave to-day for Dartmouth.”

Again he asked no questios ad
bided his tine to leam his enployer’s
inentios.  When the train dropped
themoff at Kingswear, the village across
the nouth of the Dart River from Dart-
nouth, Drake said:

“We'll stop on this sice. Won't do
for ne to aoss on the ferry ad stop
in the Queen’s Armrs, where I’'mknoan,
I don'twant any one to know I’'mhere.”
winding, cobbled streets of tie old toan
until they found a house bearing a sign
“Lodgings.” Here they hired two srdl
roons and unpecked their meager lug-

“Now we'll take a little cruise on foot
up this sice of the river,” Drake said;
ad Catlin, big, faithful, doedient ad
tacitum, trudged beside the captain until
they stood on the hillside, high aove
the esttery. They looked doan upon
soores of ships, many of which were
hulks, sore of which had been nrerely
laid up, and ore or two of which were
taking oncargo.  Drake seerred to have
o eye for the beauties of the quaint
od port, but stared donward.

“See anything familiar doan there?”
he asked, with a sweeping gesture of his
am

“See enough to neke e horesick;”
Catlin runbled as his eyes fourd tre
rugged litte stearrship which hed been
his and the cgptain's hore for years,
until bankruptey hed caused a dange of
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overs. “Se—de don't look like she
ought to—ot shipshepe—kind of as if
ge hed been deserted by us ad wes
brokenhearted—as if she’d lost al her
saint” he went on brokenly.  Drake’s
face wes grim as if he, too, suffered
from a similar enotion of regret for
vanished days.

“Aye,” he said gravely, “‘she suffers.
She knows thet she'sgoing to bea aim
il ship—a thing thet snesks aoross
dean s ashanred of her business ad
her overs. Ships have sonething
about them ot a sod but
sorething like it BIll, ve are salors,
Both of us—sine we were boys—the
only difference being that 1 went to blue
water not long after youwere bom. So
we know thet ships have parsordlities.
A crimiral ship knons ge's aimiral as
well as tre men tret oan her, man e,
degrace her.  She carries that about her
which warms horest ships.””  He laid his
big hand on tre nate’s shoulder, ad
added:

“Our malabart's 100 gm for thaet
We kept her ddrts deen And thet’s
ore reeson why | brought you here to
help ne, because 1’'m going to try t©
make her dean again.”

Catlin looked at Drake and saw thet
the hard, fearless eyes were softered, as
if sonething within him studbomly re-
pressed hed broken forth unawares, ina
wave of earestness. He went on, as
if gpologizing to both his friend ad the
ship, for his adias.

“Think what hes heppered within a
nmonth. Seerrs inpossible! We bring
poor dld Captain Cardin’s ship into fird
he is bankrupt becaLse he hes been swin-
ded by Robinson and Stythe. | leam
enough to sugoect they are going t©
sTuggle a cargo of bootleg stuff to
Arericaandwant temaiabart. | nmake
a first paynent of al | hed on her, then
hold tremup. Blackall, they called it! |
mece them fork over not only tre price
of the ship, but Captain Cardin's morey,
and all too late because Cardin dies of
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a broken heart. | couldn't do both, get
Cardin’s noney back and keep the ship
clean; 0 | played with pitch  Hithy
business! And I'd have hed nothing
nore to do with thet pair of swire, if
they hadn't hired thugs © do e in
Theywanted to get even and were afraid
o try it thersehves. | dom't know just
what 1’m going to do now, but | hope
I can do two things: neke it hot for
themand keep the malabart dean, even
if we two never st foot on her deds
agpin”

He stopped, walked restlessly to ad
fro, staring now at tre ship, ad then
off at the promontories forming hu_:;e
cates to the s He becane the hard
harsh mester-meriner ace nore.

“The first thingwe will do is towatch
the malabart tdel‘ercargoatnard It
will, 1 am alnost certain, be dore here
in this litde harbor where things are
dladk, not too well watched, and will be
reported as routine and buried in the
grdl dofidgd way. What | want t©
meke positive of is thet de is laden
with stuff thet would be contrabard In
Arerica. So, from now on, night and
day, tum about, oe of s is o watch
her without letting arny ane suspect what
we're up to. Those are ny ordars, the
sare as if we were on a ship.  You
uderstand?’

Calin said: ““Yes, sir. | under-
stand,” alnost like a man on a bridge,
and adoed, “Lucky | brought binoculars.
We can kegp day watch from here on
the hillsice.”

“Nights will prove the nost difficuit,”
Drake sad “We nay have t buy a
svdll boat for thet job. Might as well
do thet now;, | think” And he led the
wvay badck tonard the toan

For five days ad nights there wes
never an hour when the walabart Wes
ot under sautiny.  On the fourth day
a sluggish wisp of sroke aowe her
stubby furel betrayed the fact thet

sore of her egire crew had core
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aboard, ad thet night a barge wes
pushed alongside by a tug from Plym:
outh, and the winches were worked. A
rownboat dlid aut of the darkness, drifted
for a while alongside the barge unob-
sened. Then Catlin cautiously dintbed
up ad lifted tre comer of a tarpaudin,
mece a mnute’'s ingoection, quietly
dropped back into the boat and pulled
easily . He hung under the sice
of an dd hulk and through night glasses
tallied the dlings as they canre aboard,
nmeking rough conputation On the
ﬁfmchynmwmdttybagsobtralred
in Kingswear, ad Drake saw them
board the ship  Another barge care in
on tre evening tide, ad this night both
Drake ad Catlin cautiously assured
thensalves of the dharacter of the cargo,
srelled barrels, pegped at case goods of
whiskies, and tallied tre hoists. The
blackress of tre night, the confusion of
loading, and their boldness erngbled them
1o do all this udosened. On the sixth
day the longshoreren finished their
work and tonard dusk the sroke aove
the malabart's Stackwes arolllrg doud
of black In the murk of the night ge
brought in her hook, drifted sloMy with
tte nver tice for a few noneits,
whirled a slow ad cautios screw and
then, thrusting steadily dovward, dis-

between the great heedands
thet were silhouetted agairst the stars.

She wes off.
Coptain Hi, in the svall bot,

“Aye!
but I couldn’'t help you

While Catlin dept, the folloning
noming, Drake wes afoot. He nace
ocartain inguiries at the port dficss, ad
retuming to his lodging in Kingswear,
he called:

“Bill, we leave for Plynouth on the
one-twenty train”

Throughout the railway jourmey in
thet land of sumer glory they rode

I know, nyglrll I know,
It hed t0 be.”
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with little speach, Captain Eli brooding
ad Catlin wondering what their next
strange action might be. - Sonretinres the
nate furtively studied the rugged,
scarred, weather-beaten face of the nan
e admired, and questioned vaguely
whether thet terrible meuling, thet bru-
A mistreatrent, hed not inflicted also
sore nenta injury.  Sitting there with
his huge body huddled listlessly and his
eyes glazed with thought, the Old Hyena
seened ing but formideble, ap-
peared to have lost virility, lacked thet
suggestion of power that was hebitually
his when walking uoon a seacraded
ek It wes ot until the train wes
entering Plynouth thet he roused him
self, sighed wearily like ane resuing
a buden, ad leared across ad ad-
dressed Catlin

“Bill, 1 wish youd finrd aut for ne if
Robinson and Srythe got anay on tre
Malabarf, OF are stll Stqq]rg a tre
Cosnos Hotel. Do it quietly.  To-nor-
row will do.”

“I’ll do my best, sir,” Catlin amswered.
A day later he mede his report.

“They’re both in the hotdl and show
o sigs of leaving. In fact, it looks
as if they intended to stay forever, be-
caee thet sweb, Sythe, is having his
roors fixed up with sore stuff e hed
shipped down from London.”

Drake soonled, started to gpesk, de-
voled a minute to pondering and tren,
nuttering sorething thet sounded like,
“Might have eqoected thet,” he pulled
from his podket a worn red menoran-
dumbook and a stub of peral.  Slowly,
as if stll absorbed in e tore
aleaf fromthe book, wet the penal with
his togue and scranled on the paper.
He handed it to Catlin, saying:

“That's the address that will reach
me. Now get this carefully. You're to
stay right here in Plynouth and keep
track of those two nen I they pul
aut, cadle ne ad follow tem Your
pay goes on the sare as if aboard ship
ad-----"
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“But this address is in care of a New
York ship chandler! 1’d like to go with
you, sir. Weve been together o long
and-----"’

“I know how it is, Bill, believe ne |
do! But you're the only man | can de-
perd on to do what | want dore. And
I ask you to stay here and do as | say.
I don't want to lose track of thet pair
of-----”  He exploded with words thet
would have sent a recalatrant crew into
flight

Intermireble weeks dragged them
selves along after Drake’s departure into
the unknoan, or at lesst they neassured
as such to Catdin, who felt naroorned and
hungered for activity, and for the s
He heard nothing whatever from Drake,
but at the end of each nonth he received
a dedk for his weges, saretinres nailed
from ore place, sonetines from anotier,
as if the cgplain were traveling from
port o port in Arerica.  Each tine
when he acknonledged his dedk he
mece a repart. The first read:

That pair still here, cheerful as clams at
high tide.

Then he sat ag, reading:

Still here, but look to Cousin Jim as if
worried about something, and don’t seem
so flush with cash.

Fnally e wrote an extra repart, in
tre middle of a nonth:

Looks to me as if those birds are getting
restless, and they may be getting ready to
move on somewhere. They now owe the hotel
nearly a month'sbills. I'm afraid | can't stick
this much longer. | have hung on here only
to please you. | wouldn't have stayed here
loafing this long for any other man on earth,
and we are good enough friends so | can write
you that | think it foolish of you to pay me
for watching a pair of low-lived swabs. |
wouldn't give as much as you've already paid
me to save them from hell fire and brimstone.
Please get me out of this or let me get out.

When he hed posted tre letter he
soliloquized:
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“That settles that! If he asks ne t©
hang on, I'll know that beating mede
him crazy, and thet he's just found an
exause to pay e for doing nothing.”

He walked anay shaking a sorrowful
head, for there was o men on earth
for whom he sustained sudch adriration
ad affection, a feeling such as he could
have bestoned only upon an older ad
infinitely kind brotrer’. And from thet
day on he began to quietly inquire for
possible berths, displaying his nmester’s
tidet, but reedy o acogot even a seood
nmate’s hillet. Then ore day, when he
wes nore then wsuelly dejected, be re-
osived an astonishing cable nessage,
which read:

Remain there. Sailing from Newport News
to-day. See you in Plymouth in two weeks.
Hope that pair still there.

It confinrred his goprehersios thet
Drake wes o longer the men he hed
knoan, although the dominant cherac
teristic of never letting go of an ereny
wes still shoning itself.  Failing o ac-
conplishal dlse, even to finding enploy-

3 3
2

of
wish t s his fried in a
dodk dharged with a dual nurder.  But
he could coe to o decision, ad thus
pessed thirteen days of perturbation.
Worried and despondent, and thinking
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A boisterous autunm wind off the dan
rel was bloning douds of dust fromtre
streets, and also wefted an oocasioH
doud of silver across the face of a full
noon It hed driven the people indoors
ad the paverrents to enptiress. It
whipped ad lashed the triangular ocor-
rer of the hotel, perdned overlooking the
diffs, the breakwater, ad, far outward,
the tortured damel.

“The segls mekin aut there” he
thought, with a sailor’s hebitude, as he
pushed gpen the doors of the barroom
and wert irsice.

The great gilded barroom of the Cos-
nos, blazing with lights, the dlitter of
glasses and mirrors, seered peculiarly
still after the outward whistle and tur-
moil of wind and sea. Alnost indiiffer-
ently he dosened thet there were but
two nen in the place, Robinson ad
Sythe, seated in the comer which they
had adopted as their onn. For so many
weeks he had always ssen them there
thet their very adosace migtt have
goded him  His cousin, the manege,
st in his little private dffice inmersed
ina pile of invoices. A sirgle barmraid,
yawning, wes behind the battery of
plated puns, keeping an eye on tre
dodk A window ot far from Robin-
son, on the leeward sice of the build-
ing, wes half-raised for additional venti-
laion Catlin ordered his glass of
Devorshire Rough cider and  aosent
mincedly stared at its svall square of
blackress. No are paid the slightest at-
tention to him or t the gpen window.
Then sharply, like the intrusion of a ray
of light across a black soace, there ap-
peared sorething thet caused him to
drop his glass 1o the polished surface of
the bar, bend forward ad stare.

Into the open window a face hed been
thnust, a square-janed, deartlined face,
with searching eyes that flashed under
the light’s reflections as they rove toad
fro, raking tre interior. They stopped
when they discamed and centered Upon
the two nen by the comer tade.  Then
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the face disgppeared and the square of
bladness was again unbroken

Catlin blinked, brushed a hand across
his brons ad again looked A black

. unbroken.

“I'm seain’ thingsl” he muttered
“Goir’ mred, 1 an  Thought | saw tre
skipper’s face there inthet oot It wes
like marble—tre way he looked when
things went bed.  And always, when he
looked thet way-----"’

He never finished thet thought. The
entrance doors swung hurriedly, thrust
open by a kick or blow, and through
them cane Drake with a srile so grim
thet it pulled the comers of his firm
lips dovwmard aove his resdlute
din

“SKkipper—skipper?” Catlin cried
spontareously, filled with a great joy of
geetlrg Drake tumed and mace a ges-

ive, goologetic and re-
strammg, but for a flashing secod his
face softened 1o the warth of gladness
ad affection before it resuned hard-
ress as he stroce toward the nen inthe
comer. They were unaware of his en
trance untl he loonmed over them bend-
ing his great bulk above the table, rest-
ing ams and knuckles ypon its merble
tp  His head wes lonered between his
bent shouldars, like thet of a faloon pre-
pared to strike.  His lips were aurded
badk, exposing bared teeth He stood, a
dllent figure of nmerece and retribution

Disturbed, startled, they leaned badg
recognized him and stared. Their con
Sterration wes evident. It rendered
them for dragging norents, incapeble
of geeech  Their very silenoe exasper-
ated him to words.

“May Justice dam you,” he said
hoarsely.  ““Yes, I'mbacki  Back from
acoss a s=a 1o find you, o =l you thet
you are beaten, and why you have lost
al you hed ad al thet your friends
gave you It was | who informed the
United States coest guards of the cargo
of the malabart Which you sat aut
falsely as nmercharndise bound for Ha-
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vale It wes | who told them how to
size her.”

Their anger owercanre fear. Both
jurped erect, voluble with catts. He
drew anay from the teble as if to enjoy
their wath and disoonfiture. Robinson,
always the quidest of goeach, shouted
the first coherent question:

“So, after holding us Up, and giving
ws 1O uderstand thet the soores were

“Listen,” Drake interrupted.  ““It wes
o longer even after you hired Tige
Willianms and his pals to half kill ne
And as far as holding you up went, |
did thet only to get back the norney of
which you swindled my best friend, Cap-
tain Cardin.”

“Damm Cardin!  I'm sick of hearing
of taet dd----- Swyihe aied, puple
with anger and ending his sentence with
the vilest of epithets.

It wes as if thet single word hed un
leeshed atenpest.  In its onslaught were
corbined Drake’s angry raoar, and the
crashing of the table he overtumed as he
gorang tonard Stythe. At the sae
timre Robinson huded a helf-enptied
botte at Drake’s heed It glanced off
but diverted his attention  In a sirgle
bound he caught Robinson, lifted him
high above his heed and hurled himinto
the comer, where he fall, huddled, un-
cosdows ad stll.  The bamaid re-
peatedly screared, and the maneger ran
tonard the door to be barred at tte
threshold by Catlin who jerked the po-
lice whistle from an extended hand ad
shouted:

“Hold on! Hold, Jiml This is where
kirship don't count.  You keep aut of
1h's, or by heavers! I'll have to doan

'I'hebarmamgerdrewba:k protest-
ing loudy, asserting thet he oouldn't
penit this sort of thing ina respectable
house, and gopealing altemately to the
nmate and o Drake.  For all the attention
they gave himhe might have been voice-
less.
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Drake, aoudhed, was noving with the
deliberation of a tiger upon STythe,
who hed seized a dhair for a wegpon.
The captain sprang and tre cheir care
sninging dowwerd, wes wenched
from its holder’s hands, thronn asice in
the sane swift noverent, and Stythe
felt a hand dutching his throet ad an-
other his wrist, sloMy bending it back-
ward. He was o weakling, but strug-
gled without avall.  There wes a sall of
horrified stillress like the urearthly Ul
inthe center of agydare. 1t was ended
by Drake’s voice, no longer raised, but
low, steedy, dhill, and conveying inflex-
ible determiration

“You'll get donn on your knees here
on this barroom floor and gpologize for
thet neme—tie nare you called my deed
friend, or as sure as there is a Lord in
heaven, I'll kill you here and now with
my bare hands, you dirty, contenptible
blackleg!”

He gave to Sythe's tortured arm a
melevdlentdy slow twist thet bert its
onner over with agony and bedeved his
forehead with noisture.  Svythe wes
goeedhless with pain ad terror. His
lips withed in his effort to speak, when
Drake freed his throat and waited, still
bent above him slony twisting his am
to the breaking point He fell o ae
kree, curiously distorted in his attitLoe,
then to the other, with his body arched
backward until his heed wes but a few
indes above his heds.

“I will! 1 will! Give e a chance!
You're killing me now,” he cried, ad
instantly the mariner released him ad
stepped badk, waiting, ddlivious of the

, the broken man in the comer,
and what was going anbehind him The
barmreid, now dilent but wide-eyed,
leaned far over the polished bar. The
maneger, equally spell-bound, stood bent
forward and gpsedhless, while his sailor
ocousin meintained guard in front of te
door, palpably resohved to prevent out-
sick interference, though Drake inflicted
teath
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The words of retraction and apology
uttered by Srythe, low goken ad
stamrered though they were, sounded
loudly in the weird stillness wdidch
seened o have inveded theroom They
were auffidenty abject ad indusive t©
have satisfied even the dead nman, hed
he been within hearing.  Bill Catlin hed
the uncany feeling thet somenhere, in
visible to their eyes, the spirit of Captain
Cardin took heed

“You will now get up ad sit quietly
ower there while | take a look at your
crooked pal,” Captain Eli said, in thet
sae quiet voice

He tumed ad glanced at the others
in the room as if for the first tine re-
calling their presance. His eyes todk in
the entire sitmﬁon, ad he nodded to

ﬂermte,

Thatsnght, Bill. Al of you stay
just as you are. | can neke this in
Soectionaloe.”

He stroce over ad pided the inert
Robinson up, laid himaon the lounge thet
bordered the room ad felt him ower.
They waited anxiously, aoprehersive
lest Robinson was dead, but were ress-
sured when Drake tumed, gave a dlight
shrug, and saidk

“He’s dl right, exogpt for a broken
rib or two. I'msorry thet he’s in such
bed shgpe thet | can't bring him to ad
add his gpology.  But are will have to
do. He’s had enough”

Indifferent now t his vicins, he
walked across, paused in front of the
bar , and said:

“Sorry to have hed to do this in your
house, Jm  Be in to-norow
the damege.  Nobody knows, 0 there’s
no harm dore to the place’s ion
Good nignt.  Comre an, Bill. We’'ll go
now.”
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Then, with a stride or two, and with-
aut looking bedk, he flung the door goen
ax, folloned by his faithful friend,
trudged aut into the windy, fitfully
noonlit night.  The gale caught the door
behind them ad it dased with a barg,
as if relieved by their departure.

Qutsice tte winds roared aroud

them welcoming them as they fought
their way the dort distance to tre his-
toric goot, the Hoe, where, on a no>-
nmentous day, another Drake hed played
bows when the Spanish Armeda hove
insight They gained the lee of the an+
dent lighthouse.
“Bill, look down there,” Captain Hi
said, with awave of his hand to where,
far below, tre riding lights of ships
rocked gently in the harbor.  The noon
wes kindly, ad for a few norents
shore brilliantly between silver-edged
doudks. Suddenly Catlin started, ad
glared as if trarsfixed.

“Skipper—sir-—-- ” he said with a
qQueer pathos, “the malabart—our old
ship—down there!”

“Aye! When se wes confiscated by
the Amrerican govermrent and sdld, |
bought her.  She’s adean ship now, ad
anhoestae.  If Cyptain Cardin knons
he will-----” He did a thing,
for him—stopped &s if a heart full of
nmenories were doking him deared his
throat and in his dd firm sea voice said,
almost brusguely.

“Get your sea dest aboard to-norrow
ad into your dd cabin not later then
eight bells of the noming watch.”

But the rough dnange of tore did ot
deceive Catlin, for the hand of the Old
Hyena hed readhed out and core to rest
uon his shoulder with thet gentle,
kindly pressure which only an enduring
friendship knons.
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Passing through Portales, Gun Smoke won a horse race with Quick Murrah, foreman
for crooked Zim Plunkett. When they tried to hold out on him, Gun 'Smoke grabbed his
winnings of money and Murrah's favorite pistol and galloped away,'with Quick and his
gunmen in pursuit. Shot from ambush by Cutthroat Charley, and weakened from loss of blood,
Gun Smoke took refuge at the cabin of Colonel Blood, who had been swindled out of his
cattle by Plunkett. Gun Smoke was attracted to Johnsie Blood, but thought her engaged to
Dandy McAllister, gay young owner of a great rancho at Barcee.

Gun Smoke rode on to Barcee, where Dandy told him that Johnsie had turned him down.
After winning his crack-shot host’s much-prized target pistol in a shooting contest, Gun Smoke
gave it back.

IN SIX PARTS—FART il

When Quick comes after his gun, bringing his brothers along, Gun Smoke takes care
of the situation very handily. But then they get the whole gang after him again.

CHAPTER VIILI. Gun Sroke looked themover curiously,

) ad every wegpon thet he praised Mc-

THE DAUGHTER OF THE STONE-EATER. Alllster |rsta1ﬂy0fferedasaglft HlS

ITHIN the thik adobe walls rash bet ad the loss and recovery of his

which had oce sened for a nost cherished pistdl hed stimred him

fort tre light wes already dm 1o a nore then conmon gratitude; but

Barred windows let in long shefts ot Gun Soke thought he saw sorething
twilight, a fire flidered fitfully, illumi- nore.

rating the rack of gus agairst the wall. Spending his life anong tre Mexi-
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cas, he hed becore alnost ore of them
—their asstons and manmers were his.
And it is the pleasure of Spanish gran-
dess to offer their house to every guest,
although of course with no exqectation
of acogptance. It is nerely a pdite
foom calling in retum for a graceful
dedlination; ad in like spirit Gun
Shoke dedired the gus.  Yet thare
wes a longharreled buffalo gun, shoot
ing a 4590 cartridge, which he hefted
nore then ae. But he wes traveling
light, with nothing bat a slider and the
two pistdls thet he wore in his belt, ad
he put it back with a sigh

“Might borrow thet some ting,” he
said, and “Dandy” pressed it yoon him
again.

Then as evening care onthe Mexican
senants care in softly, bearing white
liren ad sdlid silver for te table, ad
in the nellov light of cades they
brought in a dozen courses, each senved
with a different wine. There wes o
ed to the dainties which folloned the
soup ad fish, the sadlad, the beef, the
bears; and a the wine loosered his
tongue Dandy McAllister becanre nore
conmunicative, nore intnete in te
conficences he bestoned.  But as the
liqueurs were brought in ad they sat
chetting over their ooffee, from outsice
the huge barred window there care tre
strumming of a guitar, the sneet conso-
remeofﬂLte,vidinardmrp

Sus Ojos Negros—IlO Your
Black Eyes!”” whispered Dandy; and as
the musicians continued their sererece
e lay back ad sriled a the adling.
Then, rising, he invited the invisible or-
destra irsice, and the entertainent of
the evening went an

“Now the dancers!” demanded Mc-
Allister ad, dressed in their best, bold
caballeros and shy neiders filed in They
paced gravely through formal messures,
flying swiftly into whirling waltzes
which stirred even Gun Snoke’s blood;
but deep in his heart he hed the Texan’s
soom for Mexicars, a feeling which his
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host did ot shere.  For Dandy nore
than onee hed bounded from his drair to
join inpuisively in the dance, ad Gun
Sroke noted shrendly thet it wes al-
wvays the sanre neiden that he sunored
t be his partrer. It wes Lola, the
stone-eater’s daughter, who thought the
patron CI].IdCme\[Cl‘g

Se wes srdl ad endovned with tre
warm beauty which goes so often with
Latin blood; but, despite the coquettish
glances which dhe cast in his direction,
Gun Snoke saw he could never cut aut
McAllister. To pleese hm e might
grile on tre yellonhaired Texano who
hed shot down the snallow in full flight,
but her heart beloged already to tre
men who shot pebbles from the gpoon
thet her father held  And ot for noth
ing wes ge the stone-eater’s daughter,
for gre hed his sare resolute air. Gun
Soke sriled back boldly, the better to
pleese his host, but he wondered how
Johrsie Blood todk this affair with the
dark Lolita, and whether it hed nece
her refuse him

“And now a little partomine!” an-
nounced McAllister to his guest. “Lo-
lita’s lover is in prison  This walled
window is the door.  She hes cone ©
save him from death.”

He boned to Lolita, whose eyes
gloned as de net his arile. Then ke
tumed doan the lights for the play.

Se care tripping in the doorway,
bringing a platter of cooked
1o be given which, the Mexicars,
is tre syl of dismissl, like tre dld-
tre “giving the nitten”

“My Juan is a bold bardit,” she sag,
“but to-norrow at sunrise he must die”

Then, at the entrance to the prison,
ge ceesed 0 sing his praises, for de
was confronted by the stem alcalde.

“l care but to se my Juan,” de
sang; and in artful pantomine, ill
singing the andent verses, e led on
tre imeginary alcalde until he was 0
fescimated and distracted thet de wes
ade, while giving poor Juan the dish, o
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sivly goen the door.  Juan escgped un+
sen while the dlcalde wes stedling a

kiss. But when her lover hed safely fled
the fair deceiver discovered thet he hed
left ae piee of squesh in the dish
With this se brought the loveneking
of tre alcade to an ed, by dashing it
into his face, ad fled to join her Juan

The pantorine wes prinitive, but so
wes Lolita, and her dark eyes were big
with enotion as de boned to tre
gringos’ gplause.  And when McAllis-
ter, after dismissing the musidiars, took
her hand and reguested her to stay, her
face lit up with a grile.

“This is nmy friend, Mr. Gun Shoke,”
said Dandy as he led her to Gun Soke’s
cair. “l want you to sit right doan
here ad talk your best BEglish. He’s
a long way fromhare, and he's lorely.”

He grinmed ad winked mischiev
ously, but Gun Soke only griled

“That was sure a pretty dance you

put on” he said  “But I’'m jealous of
this bardit, Juan.”
“Nope, I'm jealous of the dcalde”

put in McAllister.
thet gets the kiss.”

“No, you're wrong,” amnswered Gun
Shroke, as de glanced at them shyly.
“She just kissed him to save her Juen
If thet sheriff that’'s after e should
throw e into jail, do you redon she’d
et e aut? Or don't de like these
Texanos?’

“Oh, yes,” she dedlared airily. “Sore
of them”

“Do you like them with yellow hair
and blue eyes?” inguired Dandy; ad
Lolita looked at Gun Shoke again

“And why not?’ she responded evar
sively. “But sore Texanos are very
rough!”

“You rean, like Quick Murrah,” said
Gun Snoke; and suddenly Lolita went
white.

“She’s had a litle troble with
Quick,” spoke up Dandy aodogeﬂca"y
“He gets pretty rank when he's
I eqjectlfyw’dslaycwerardnnhm

“He’s tre honbre
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out of toan shed give you a kiss, ad
agood oe”

He grinned at her tessingly, but Lo-
lita did not arile.

“Yes,” de stated  ““l would.”

“You hear thet?’ laughed Dandy.
“There’s your dane now, Gun Shoke
—you spoke about cutting out Iy girl.
I’ll just nmeke you toan marstel, ad
rext tine he cones down-—---"’

“Nope—she’s your girl,” arswered
Gun Stoke bluffly, and McAllister
gazed down at her admiringly.

“That's right,” he said “Prettiest
girl in tte whole country.  Isn't thet
right, now, Miste—ear—Gun SToke?”’

“Prettiest girl but ane,” stated Gun
Sroke judicially, as de waited, half
sriling, for his amswer. “But | saw
another ae, Up a canyon back here-----

He paused aoruptly, for her eyes hed
suddenly charnged, and Dandy wes flag-
ging him to stop.

“Hal” de exdained, rising up from
her dair ad glaring from him t Mc-
Allister. “You mrean Johrsie Blood?”

Se gt aut the nanre o vindictively
thet Gun Shoke o longer hed his
doubts—se knew Jorsie, and Johrsie
knew her, but it wes tine to cover his
had

“Hell, no!” e laughed. “What gave
you thet idea? You think she's prettier
then you are?’

“That's what Dandy says—some
tines,” de answered ily.

McAllister legped wp like a S0t

“Hey!” he yelled, “who started this,
anyway? Core on Lola! Let's dace
La Botella!”

He smatdhed off his coat, tuming it
irsice out to give him a vagabod air;
then, tuming his trousers podkets irsice
aut, he reeched over and grabbed Up a
bottle

“La Botella!” he cied mn, thrust-
ing it into his hip podet and striking a
rakish pose.

Lola’s anger nelted anay like sum
Mers sow.



GUN SMOKE

“Andele, compadre, baila La Botella
Y si no lo bailas, yo te doy con ella!”

(Come on, compadre, dance the Bottle Dance.

And if you don’t dance it I'll give you one
with this!)
Sre drew back the enpty bottle as if

1o strike him and Dandy, playing drunk;
responded happily-

"Qui esiar su compadre, bailando La Botella
Y te vas a darle un besito, que sea.”

(Here is your compadre, dancing the Bottle
Dance

And you are going to give him a Kkiss, at
least.)

Lolita drew back with an expression
of socom and sang on, offering the bot-
te

"Besitos no tengo, hay esta la botella
Tomas untraigo, contentas con ella.”

(Kisses have | none—there is the bottle.
Take a drink from it, and be content.)

Dandy drew hinself up ad readed
for the bottle, ad as he finsed e
reached for her hand:

"Pues tomo un traigo, de sus manos, Bonita,
F vayas conmigo a mi casa, hijo!”

(A1l right! 1I'll take a drink,
hands, Bonita,

And then you will come with me, little sis-
ter!)

from your

He caught her in his ams, ad Lo-
lita yielded the kiss.

Then, as they stood laughing ad
panting, a harsh voice autsice the win-
dow meck them start and glance toward
the door.

“Hey!” cane a rasping Texas twarg,
“Quick Hurrah sent ne down fur his
gun?’

“Who tre hell is thet?” burst out Gun
Soke, rising up; while Lolita shrark
back with a ary.

“It's ae of Quick’s night riders,”
whispered Dandy across the room
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Gun Sroke stepped doser to the wall.

“Hey! You hear ne?’ repeated the
voice.  “l want thet gun, right now.
The ae you stde, young feller!”

“You nmean n€?7’ goke up Gun
Sroke body. “Why don't he cone
doan ad get it?’

“Never mind,” smarled tre woice
“He’ll be down hyer, danm quidk, if you
try any funny business with me. SO
throw out tret pistdl, right nowt”

Gun Shoke drew out the gun ad
dglanced back at McAllister, who no-
tored him o give it up. But Ldlita,
standing behind him  shook her heed
Touching her lips, sre threw Gun SToke
a quick kiss and shook her head nore
i V.

“What's tre netter?’ he inguired,
with a good-natured grile.  ““You want
e to stay and fight?”

“Lord—no!” burst out Dandy. But
behind him smiling radiantdy, Lolita
nodded her head

“All right,” he agreed. “Hey, you
t=l Quick Murrah to cone down, him
self, and get his gunl”

“He’lll come!” yeled the raucous
voice from the night  “He’ll cone ad
He'll care ashootin. We'll break you
of suddn aigs.”

“Yes, you'll play hell”” jeered Gun
Soe

He tumed to Dandy McAllister.

“All right, pardner,” e said. “You've
got a new tomn marstel.  Ill step in
behind thet badge—for ae day.”

CHAPTER IX

BEHIND THE BADGE.

A4AEXICAN tonwn wes ceserted when

bresst of his shirt there gleaned
omate silver star which hed
sented 1o his predecessor for valor.
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Soke ralled in the saddle as he trotted
up tre street on the badk of the vigilant
Watcheye.

In a holster beneath his knee he bore
the heawy buffalo gun which McAllister
hed hed on his wall; ad ready to his
hands hung his dd, woodenhandled
pistd ad the gun he had won from
Quick Murrah.

For no reeson at dl he had stayed
over at Barcee, and Quick hed sart for
his gun  But how could Gun Soke
look Johrsie Blood in the eye if he
wveakened and gave it up? What dse
wes there for a highspirited young
Texan but towait and let himdaim his
reverge? For the gun was undoubtedly
Gun Soke’s, won fair and square in
a horse race; ad if McAllister and the
Mexicans dose to bow doan before
this bad nmean, thet was no reason why
a stranger should quit.

“Watcheye,” gooke up Gun Soke
asﬂ*wmﬂedmﬂeslreetaﬁloded
out over tre log, enpty roed, “these
folks will date time from this chy.
Either we go doan shooting or we put
the fear into the hearts of Quick Mur-
rah ad his gang.  Are you afraid, Old
Sodks? What say?’

Watcheye shook his head vigorously
and Gun Shoke dudded as he tumed
ad rode back through toan. Fom
behind every barred window and from
the depths of darkened doorways the
Mexicars stared aut like caged aninls.
They were afraid—afraid of the Tex-
as, afraid of im He went into a sa
loon for a drink—seeing them hiding
alnost mece him a little afraid.

As he rode back to the bridge thet
Separated the two toars e et Juan
Brabon ad Ldlita.

“kail” he grested Old Juan, as tret
oe took off ishat.  “How’s the stoe-
eating business this noming?”’

“He don’ gpoeek English,” responded
Lolita, smiling admiringly, “but the
stone-eating business is good.”

“Fine! Fine!” he ginred. “Did
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you ocare aut to see the shooting—
watch e tanre down these ba-a-d Tex-
as?

“I hope you kedl thet Quick!” e anr
swered griny.

“Surel Sure!” he laughed. “Any-
thing to pleese the ladies. Got to Kill
himto git thet kiss?’

“No, you ron himout of toan,” an+
swered Lolita, her eyes buming.  “I
don’ care—you ron himout of toan.”

“All right,” he agreed, “I’'ll meke him
hard to ketch  What's the dd man try-
ing to say?’

“He says,” she interpreted, “‘you look
out for those Texanos. Maybeso they
ghoot you from behind.”

“Ask himhow he'd take 'emon,” he

supgested. ) )

“He says” se replied, “he will go
aead ad watch.  And when he sees
them caming, he will yell. Then, you
can care ard fight them maybe.”

“Muy bien,” Nodded Gun Snoke and
as the stone-eater hurried anay he dis-
nmounted and sat down by the bridge.

“How do you mean, ‘maybe?” he
asked Lolita.

“Maybe they an will come!l” ge
hinted

“Say, youd better go hone,” he de
aded ‘I reed al tre rene I've got
You go on back and hold hands with
Dandy—l don't want to have you

“You thirk I’'mafraid?” she asked

“Why, sure!” he laughed. “The
whole danged town is afraid. Never
seen such a lowspirited crond. What
hes Quick Murrah ever dore to you?”’

“He stedls woren,” she answered.

Gun Sroke nodded wisely.

“l s2” he ssid “He tried to sted
you. He’sa bad are with woren, el?”

“l don’ like him” she retumed, her
eyes shining with hatred.

Gun Soke shrugged and looked up
the road There wes dust rising, far
to the north

“Well, you go an back” he directed,
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“and I'll take care of Mr. Murrah. |
reckon thet’s him coming.”

She gazed down the street and aut on
the prairie beyod, and as three horse-
men gppeared over a swell of ground,
ge started up to stare.

“Those others are his brothers,” de
stated “‘See—there is My papa. He'is
watching.”

Old Juan hed taken his place in the
middle of tre strest and Gun Shoke
rose ad tightered his anch Then e
took doan the heawy buffalo gun ad
led Watcheye out of sight benind the

to the bridge.  When he cane
back Lolita looked at him intently.

“Roll your hogp, now;,”” he said bluffly,
“this is no place for little girls. And
Lolita, | was just fooling about thet
kiss.”

“How you nmean?’ de asked

“Never mind,” he amswered. ““You
go back to the houee. And don't you
core out when | shoot”

He stretched aut behind a tinber ard
laid his cartridges in front of him

“Doggore it,” he conplained, looking
up ad seeirg the gid still there, “I
thought | told you to git.”

“l amwaiting for My papa,” e re-
tremulously.  ““I sure hope you
obn oet killed™”

“Sare O you,” he gmted “By
grab, they're sure coming!”
And as the three horserren galloped

w, a dill yel rent the air ad the

stone-eater waved his het.  With arapid
popping of pistals the riders dashed iNo
toan and reined in before the Big Can+
tim.  In the dear noming lignt Gun
Soke could see thelr dark, gaunt faoces
& they searded the enply strect for
possible eramies. Quick Murrah and
his brothers hed core to get back his
pistal, perhaps to snuff out a life.
Gun Soke glanced down the sights
of the doseshooting buffalo gun, but
sorething stayed his hand. They hed
core to kill him—he wes justified in
shooting them—but he waited, and sud-
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denly they whirled. Three hands dot
into the air, three pistols wert off to
gether.  Then, with a wild Texas yell,
the brothers dharged through the swing-
ing doors.

Gun Sroke legoed o his feest. The
tine hed core to strike.  As well as he
knew anything he knew what they were
doing now—they were lined up, still on
horssback, for the drinks.

With a bound he ran doan the bank

door of the saloon he dropped off

Then@<trmman§

At the bar, with glasses poised, the
three Texans sat their horses, looking
badk over their shoulders in surprise.
They hed been drinking from the stir-
rnp, after the bolder conboy fashion,
ad Gun Shoke hed them covered.

“Hands up, you conardly whelps!” he

They sat frazen, too startled o doey.

“Here’s my badge,” went an Gun
Sroke, nore quetly. “And the first
man thet mekes a break, I'll kill. Glad
1o do it—just waiting for a dance.”

Ed Murrah put up his hands; Jdmn,
the brother, folloned; then
Quick, muttering an cath

“Now git,” ordered Gun Sroke per-
enptorly.  “Out of tonn—and don't
ocoe badk”

He folloned them through the doors,
ad as they lined W In the street, he
looked them over gppraisingly.  Quick
Murrah hed gore pele bereath the dusky
tan of his Indian skin, but death wes
lurking in his ees.  The others were
afraid—ooned.

“Well, reach for it,” taunted Gun
Soke, as Quick’'s hand began to twitch
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"Go ahead, if youre so quick on the
draw. Il just put these gus up ad
give you a better breakk” And he thrust
them back into his belt.

Murrah gazed at him keen and watchr
ful, his little eyes moving restlessly: but
he did not go for his gurs.

“I wes figuring,” dosened Gun
Sroke, “‘on doing this country a favor
by wiping you boys off the mep. - And
now I’ve got you where | want you it
would be a big mistake to let ary ae
of yau go. But I’'m ot a kille—rot

Pie paused, looking them over quietly.
Jamn pushed his hends up higher.  But
Gun Soke shodk his heed

“Nope,” e said, ““the wolf was plurb
left aut of ne. But don't ganrble on ny
good rature too far.  Now you ride out
of toan and don't you look bad—I"'m
not taking any dances, at all.”

Pie jerked his head up tte roed,
ad the Murrahs swayed their bodies,
tuming their cow ponies anay from his
gus. Then, still holding up their hands,
they rode out of toan, while the Mexi-
cas stared in silence from their door-
ways. Gun Sroke reeched up quietly
ad plucked tre rifle from its holster,
the better to keep themin range.  For
a hudred yards, for four hundred
yards, they trotted anay, hands ex-
teced ; and the Mexicans cronded into
the street Then, with a dill, defiant
yell Quick setded out his plstd ad

fired it into the air with lightning quick-
nsss, as he tumred

But Gun Soke hed been waiting, his
buffalo gun poised, and as Quick Mur-
rah whirled t doot, tre heawy nifle
lesped up ad its roar woke the edoes
of the toan.  The left side of Murrah’s
aet wes ripped off and hurled anay.
His hard junped ad he let his pistd
fall. But the bullet hed missed his heart,
grazing the ribs as it passed, even bum-
ing tre irsice of his am

Gun Sroke jacked up another car-
tridge, then tumed o the storeedter,
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who hed suddenly steyed aut of a door-

Way.

“How's thet for dose shooting?” he
inquired.

Old Juan racked his brain for enough
BEnglish to exoress his thoughts; then,
doffing his het, he pidked up a sirall peb-
ble ad hdd it aloft between two fin

oers.

“You shoot!” he invited as tre Mex-
icas, odbsenving his pantorine, burst
into roars of |

Down the roed, in a doud of dust,
the three Texans were in full flight
The marshal’s duties were doe. He
oould go about his own busiress.

As ke linped over to Watcheye, who
wes snorting 1o go, Lolita care runing
up thestrest.  Her face was dlight, there
wes a world of gladness in her grile,
ad as he stood there, dunfounded, de
threw her amrs about his nedk ad
kissed him again and again

“That’s enough now,” e laughed, as
e pulled her hands anay.  ““I wes just
fooling about thet kiss.”

But as he et her eyes his face becanre
suddenly grave.  For Lolita wes ot
fooling.

“Hell™ he muttered, as he swung up
on his horse. “I’'ve gore ad dore it

n-”

He sooke aloud: “All quiet in toan,
e? Giwe that to McAllister!” And
he threw his marshal’s badge into the
Street.

Then, with a bow to the startled Mex-
icars and a last glance at Ldlita, he gal-
loped anay to the south

CHAPTER X

THE WHITE WOLF.

P\AGGONE it” grurbled Gun
N Sroke, looking badk at Barcee,
“there’s another burg | can't go back o,
What's the netter with these wormen-
foks, anyway?’ He dwudded at his
egotism

Watcheye snveled ae ear back t©
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catch tte words of his nester, then
pointed them both to tre front

“Who'd ’a’ thought,” conplained Gun
Svoke, “thet a Mexican girl like her
would kiss a cussed Texano!  And Mc-
Allister’s girl, at that! Well, doan tre
roed, Watch-eye! Down the roed to
ward the settirg sun!  Danged lucky to
git off alive.”

arded his proud nedk ad
after nmeking a balk to bite his nmester’s
leg, he settled down to his steady roed
cait.

Gun Sroke heaed a sigh Sore
strange fatality sserred to dog his steps,
meking fighting nmen his eremies ad
worren his friends.  But before him lay
the goen trail. He wes free, dl the
world wes before him—new faces, new
aoventures, new friends. And all his
erermies were left benind—all his quar-
rels and mistakes and budding love af-
fairs. It wes better s0,

Yet, as he rode an, he pondered on
the stone-eater’s daughiter, and her giv-
ing im a kiss.  Only the evening be-
fore, he had read her secret in her eyes
—ge wes in loe with McAllister, her
patron. |tV\ﬂSt0mnmm InJSt,
Gun Sroke hed nmece tte
bargain, to drive Murrah out of toan
for a kiss. But his honor as a fighting
nmen had made him nect the Texars,
and refuse togive uphisgun.  If itwes
kisses thet he sought he had o nesd to
roam o far. But woren coud never
uncerstand.

He signed ad threw the spurs into
the dawndling Watchreye, who wes nmek-
ing furtive grabs at bundes of grass,
but as the miles fell behind himhis mird
went back up the trail t© tre cabin hid-
den anay in tre hills. When Jorsie
heard of his dose shooting and his ent
ocounter with Quick Murrah, pertes
sre would how ke hed
aut of sight, without aword, like a thief
in tre night.  He hed hed o thought,
with her, of asking for a kiss; yet he
wondered, since woren are humean, what
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her amswer might heve been if he hed
said what wes in his heart.

It wes just for thet resson, thet
Woen are 0 huran, thet e haed left
without saying good-by; for, though de
took him for a horse thief, Jorsie wes
lonely up her canyon, ad he might say
sonething he would regrett. And dx,
being lorely and at outs with Dandy,
might forget and arswer, “Yes.” Ad
then what?

Ah, thare was tte nb. For Gun
Sroke did not want to settle doarn. Not
even for Johrsie would ke live in ae
wvalled cayon—or in ae ot on the
boundless plairs.  There waes thet in his
blood Which urged hinflon ad on,
whether they treated himwell or ill. He
wes a ranbling, ganbling conboy, ad
the goen trail wes his hone.

The Las Vegas trail skirted the bese
of the tonering Roddies, leading up over
long ridges and down across Wide snales
which into the plains. Cattle
grazed along the hillsides or were scat-
tered out in tiny dots over the s of
grass below.

As he disnouted to rest his leg,
which was beginning to thrab and ade,
Gun Sroke saw a sdlitary horserren, far
behind He wes folloning him doan
the trail.  Gun Soke watched him idly
as Watchreye crgpped the grama grass.
Then, coming over the next little rise, in
back, he saw two nore. They rode an
donn the trail, ad behind them care
still two nore, riding fast to catch Up
with the first

“What the devil T grunrbled Gun
Sroke.

Renmenbering certain hard faces, ke
nmounted and spured on o the sauth
But now he no nore of the fair
oes left benind  In their place there
flashed up visios of Zim Plunkett ad
“Quitthroat” Charley, of Quick Murrah
ad his galloping horseren He hed
beaten them and escaped; but were they
folloming now to Kill him to rice him
down on the plainrs? He halted benird
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the summit of a ridge and aept badk
cautiously to look

Where two nen hed ridden before,
with two folloning behind, he saw four
now, with two nore behind Nor did
they tum out to ride through the cat-
tle which grazed on both sides of the
road. These were men with soe pur-
pose besides thet of reading brands—
they were folloning on his trall. Gun
Soke glanced up at the sun, which wes
swinging doan toward the west, ad
roce steedily on as before.  But behind
the next ridge he stopped and looked
back again  There were nore riders
now—there were ten!

“Old Scorp!”” he said to hinrself, linp-
ing back to noutt ad rice. He hed
not yet escgped the night riders. He
thought it best to keep his even gait until
dusk cast a haze over tre hills.

Then he swung out over the rods, t©
leave no tracks for the trailers, ad rode
for the gpen plairs. He hit a high lope
as he broke aut of the foothills; ad as
the night cane on he drded ard roce
due north, in the direction from which
e hed cone So foxes, when hard

On the trail far behind him a sigal
fire blazed up, winking the message of
his escape.  And soon, on the ridge just
south of Barcee, an arswering fire
blinked and bedkored. The huntwes on,
with many riders soouring the prairie
or riding pell-nel tonard Las Veges.
But bereath the quiet stars Gun SToke
rode back softly, keeping well down in
the srelter of the draws. fell
into a cow trall thet led on agoss a
stream The lights of Barcee twinkled
behind. At last, far out on the grassy
plain, Gun Sroke reined in and stepped
wearily doan.

For a long tine he stood listening to
the sounds of the sunmrer night—the
lonely hooting of ground owls, the roar
of swooping nighthanks, tre far-anay
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honl of awolf. As he listened, the vigi-
lant Watch-eye raised his nose to the
wind and sniffed it with reassuring
sots.

“All right, en?’ muttered Gun Shoke.
“My leg hurts like hell.”

Stripping off his saddle and bridle, e
tumed his trusty nount loose.  Not even
a hackanore dragged after Watcheye
as he walked—he wes free as the prairie
wind. But as Gun Soke mede his bed
in a buffalo wallow, the pony cane ad
stood above im Gun SToke rubbed
his soft nose, brushed the hair aut of his
eyes and caressed his sersitive ears; then
he pulled off his boots and settled back
with a sigh

Midnight care, ad a taint on te
wind wekened Watchreye as he stood
drowsing by the wellow. He raised his
heed ad listered, softly inhaling the
burdered air and bloming it out with
lov sots. Gun Shoke stirred, snug-
gling doser bereath his sneaty saddle
blanket. But Watch-eye breathed warm-
ingly in his ear.

“What'’s the natter?’ grurbled Gun
Soke as Watcheye gave a huge sort
and junped badk, as if to un

Peering over the edge of his hiding
place, Gun Shoke stared out into the
night A ghostly form appeared in the
darkness, but Gun Soke settled badk;
with a grunt. It wes a wolf, probably
attracted by the tallov on his throw
rope, or creeping up to sted his boots.
He dropped badk; but as he slept Watch-
ee jurped even nore violentdy and
whistled forth a dallege of fear.

The wolf waes doser now and Gun
Sroke reached for his gun. But to
goot would sunmon his eremies—he
would heve to saddle ad nide. He
picked up a dad of dirt from tre sice
of the hde ad hurded it, with a curse,
nuttering as the brute nmede off. Soon
degp wes heavy upon him again, ad
when Watcheye, snorting arnxiously,
reached down and nudged himaneke e
slapgped him anay.  But when, with a
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fierce whistle, the horse sorted danger
into his ear, Gun Shoke reached for his
pistol and looked out.

Alnost at the brink of his hiding place
the gray wolf stood swaying its head
Gun Sroke stared at it intentdy, for its
actios were strage, and Watcheye
wes exploding with angry surs.
Whether he fired or not, there wes o
nore slegp for Gun Sroke, with this
creature promMing about. SO at last, with
avengeful aurse, he thrust aut his pistol
and dot

“Take thet, you danged whelp,” he
nuttered as the wolf fell kicking, then
lay till.

Heaving uwp inpatienty, Gun Shoke
pulled on his tight boots and stunbled
out of the hde.

“Coe up here, you crazy fool!” he
burst out petulantly, as Watch-eye stood
snorting at the wolf.  But for ae the
pinto refused to dey. Bvery breath
was an explosion, and Gun Shoke laid
donn his bridle while his hand aept
back to his gun. Swiftly he glided over
ad touded the muzzle o the wolf,
which lay deed in a pool of blood
Sonething dark behind it;
sarething white reached out in front
He jumped—it wes a huren had

“My Lord!"” breathed Gun Shoke as
he stood staring at the body. In the
grass, before the autstretched hard, he
beheld a long pistdl, coded  The wolf
skin hed doaked a man—a nurderer,
cregping wp to kill him—but the first
got hed laid him lov. Gun Shoke
sratded anay the hide and leaned doan
o stan tte face.  He hed guessed right
—it wes Qutthroat Cherley.

In sore mysterious way he hed traced
Gun Shoke o his hiding place, but his
wolf skin had not deceived the farthful
Watcheye, and his crimiral career hed
been brought to a dosee Gun Shoke
stood over the horse thief, the first man
he hed ever killed, gazing with ane at
the outstretdhed hand which hed been
thrust out to shoot him noting the white
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line across his ttvoet. There the hang-
man's noose hed aut before they low
ered Charley to the ground and ordered
himto sted o nore.  But Gun Shoke’s
beautiful pinto hed tenpted him beyord
his strergth, and now he hed paid the

.

Gun Snhoke reached for his saddle,
nmoutt and ride anay from this grisly,
sinister form; but as he was tightening
w the dndes, Watcheye sorted ad
wheeled, and a wice cane aut of the
ni

“Did you kill him Crarley?”

Gun Soke tumed, with an cath

“No,” he groMed, ad aoudhed
doser to the groud.

There was a thud of horses’ feet, an
impatient jerk, and, looming aggirst the
sky, Gun Soke saw a tal rider, drag-
ging Charley’s reluctant nount behind

“Did you kill the danged whelp?” he
cried out again exultantly.

Gun Shoke felt the lust t Say.

“No!” he srerled, “but I will?”

His gun legped wp of itself. There
wes a flare of light, the deeprouthed
bang Of the sixshooter, and the @&l man
wvent over backward.

Gun Soke did not wait to investi-
|te.  As the two horses broke and fled
he sawung up on Watcheye and gal-
loped off into the night.  His blood wes
pounding now; he felt a fever in his
brain.  Watch-eye spumed the ground
& he ran

Then, in front of them to the south,
two dots stabbed the darkness, and Gun
Sroke pulled up ot Two gots from
behind, where CQutthroat Charley hed
et his death, spat out their sinister an
swer ; then two nore, far off to the esst
Gun Shoke reined tonard the west ad
roce at a gallop, dimly corscious of an
outdistanced pursuit.  But day would
soon aore, and with the night riders on
his trail, he felt the hunted man's in-
stirct to hice.

The huge bulk of the mountairns rose
before himas he rode, and he tumed up



78

a wide, grassy swale. But when he
sloned to a walk he heard drunmring
hoof-beats behind himy then two dots
ad a long, shrill whistle.  He was just
starting up the waesh when two nore
gots fladed in front of him—he was
surrouncded—caght in a great drde.

“To bl with 'em” Gun Soke
shouted reddessly and charged forward
1o break through the lire.

What wes ae nmen to him—he hed
ghot two already!  And if he tarried the
big drde would dose in and net him
He swung low and rode for the hills.
It was dark, but in the gloom a broad
lire appeared before him a white trail
leading to the south Then Watcheye

hooked the hom he heard the bang Of a
pistdl dot

Watchreye had tumed and swung
north at a gallop, taking the aunes at
lightning speed. Gun Shoke felt a hard
blow, as if sorething had struck his
crazy-bone; then a six-shooter goat out
at hm dose behind  He tumed in tre
saddle and enrptied his own in five swift
dots, straight into the answering blaze.
They whirled around a point, the horse-
men dose upon him and their pistds
exchanged fire again.  But at the net
dip into a canyon the nman wes ot there
—only his nount, running wild doan
the trall. Gun Sroke snenved to the
left and hid up a little wash as the rider-
less horse dattered by.  But on its hedls
cane another horse, and another behind
thet, and he reired behind a bush ad
sat still, while up the trail at a furious
gallop the pursuing horseren spurred
onad on

As their datter died out Gun SToke
headed for the hills. Suddenly he felt
sick and weak—the black night went
blacker—he pitded off his horse into
the sad

He roused from his faint to fird
Watcheye sniffig him curiously.  His
deave was wet with blood. With a curse
e stunbled © his fest He had been
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hit; he was wounded again. I the night
riders found him there would be o
escae this tine from death
Groaning and groping for the hom, he
hauled hinself laboriously into the sad-
de. With nunb fingers e loosered his
roge.  Then, wapping it around him
he mece the ends fast and touded tre
anxious Watchreye with his spurs. The
night dosed in again like the shadow
of aporoaching deeth, as \Watcheye
plodded anay into the darkrness.

CHAPTER XI.

TWO LUMPS OF SUGAR.

QUN SMOKE hed ridden fast ad
far before the bullet of the night
rider hed caused him to seek the hills.
But when he roused up, still tied to the
saddle, and gazed about with bloodshot
eyes, he wondered which wes the dream
Had he dreaned that Qutthroat Charley
haed aept up © his bed disguised as a
prairie wolf? Had he dreamed thet
in hot anger he hed dot another rider
and engaged in bettle with a third? Or
was he dreaming now thet he was back
in Blood's Canyon and Watch-eye wes
nosing at the bars?

The pinto s=t his strong teeth into the
topost pole ad rattled it back ad
foth. With a quick flip to tie right, he
Jerked it loose ad it fell with a datter
to the ground.  He pushed out another
bar and stepped gingerly over the rest
as he plodded on up toward the house,
Good dd Watch-eye—he hed brought
his nester

At the datter of falling bars, a houd
peled out his delenge, ad others
rushed from their beds under the house.
As Gun Soke’s brain deared, he saw
the door jerked viodlenly goen  The
odoel steped forth with a gun
“Heah!” he called, “what the devil are
you doing? Now you git, and reveh
care backl  You're o gertleran, aLh
—sreaking off in tre night like the low
down hawee thief you are!”
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“Wha’s that?’ inquired Gun SToke
grogaily. “Say, gimme a drink will
you, colorel?”

“A drink!” repeated the cdordl, with
biting scom, “youve hed too nmany al-

. And after a night in the bar-
room—and a figt, too, if I'many judge
—you care badk to the man youve in
sulted”

“Gnme a drink” repeated Gun
Soke irsistently.

From the goen door Jdrsie Blood
care rumning ak

“Oh, he’'s hurt!”” she aried reproachr
fully. “Why, | do believe he's 9ot
He’s killed"” she screanved. “He’s tied
into the saddle ad the blood hes run
doan everywhere!l”

“Got dot—by the night riders,” re-

Gun Soke thiddy. “Up
here” He touded his shoulder, rather
gingerly. )

“Oh, mercy!” exdaimed Mrs. Blood,
running aut to join her husband, who
wes lifting Gun Solke out of his saddle.
“I knew hed mever ecge alivel
They're determired t© kill us al, its
just a natter of time!  Oh, Henry, let’s
give up—let's go!”

*“Stop your chatter!” sodded the colo-
rel. “Mistuh Gun Sroke is bedly hurt.
And if tre night riders did this he’'swel-
care to my hare, no nmatter how many
hawses he's stole”

“He never stde any horses,” wailed
Johrsie.  “Oh, where did they doot
him now?’

“Through the back!” replied the cdo-
hel; “tre way they always shoot, the
oomardl pessHl of assassirs.  He’s 9ot
high, th’(lg’l the shoulder.  We'll put

him in our bed!”

Gun Sroke anoke to fird the colod
standing over him with Mrrs. Blood ad
Johrsie behind

“Don't nowe, now,” hesaid  “You've
been dot through the shoulder ad
youve hurt your leg, to boot.  Are the
night riders on your trail 7’
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Gun Sroke rdlled his eyes, &s e tried
to odlect his

“Say, where’s ny hore? he de
manced

“He’s heah,”” arnswered Colonel Blood
grimly. “Do you want him irsice, as
usual 7’

“I'll take care of him” volunteered
Jarsie eagerly.

But Gun Sroke shodk his heed

“You look aut,” he wamed, “he’s li-
able to paw you down.  Qpen the door
while | talk to him first.”

He thrust a finger into his nouth ad
gave a drill whistle, and Watcheye
cane trotting to the house.

“I'll gpeak to him”” he said, “ad tl
him not to bite you.”

“You—Watcheye!” cdled Gm
Soke.  “Don't you kick her, or Il
kill you!”

“Now you hush up?” de called badk
“He’s perfectly gentle, and | know it
Whoa, 1

She loosered the cinch; then, while
Gun Soke shouted arders, dhe strippeed
off saddle and bridle ad hit Watch-eye
with the reirs over the

“Go on, horsg,” e sad
mind him—he’s crazy!”

But Gun Snhoke did ot amswer her
rile

“Don't you gooil my hose” e
aoeked  “Don't you feed him now,
while I'msdk He’s a one-nman horse—
uderstard?’

“All right,” she arswered lightly; ad
at a glance from her father, de tumed
and went anay.

“Now, young nmen,” began the cdad,
“if you can get your mind off thet hawse
for a mrute, 1'd like o have a little
information.  Wheah were you when
you got this wound?”

“Down on the road,” replied Gun
Smoke; ad as briefly as possible he aut-
lined his running figt

“And don't
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“Good! Good!” the cdlo-
rd. “So you killed Qutthroat Charley!
He was the worst wllain unhug in
thee parts—exoept Zim Plunkett ad
Quick Murrah, of cos Now, what
was all this fighting down in Barcee yes-

terday? | heard you hed a runkin with
Quick?!’

“Yes, and a runout!” boested Gun
Sroke. “l ran him plurb out of toan.

They mede ne tonn marshal—for ae

“Didn’t he fight?” inquired Colorel
Blood dubiosly.

“Hell, no"”” scoffed Gun Shroke. “‘He
wes afraid to.  His two brothers were
there, too, ad | run them out with him
You should of heard them Mexicarns
laugh!”
odorel, feeling his brow.  ““You've got
a big hde in your bed<—just grazed
your collar bore, pessing ot But |
can hardly believe thet last.”

“You can't hardly believe anything!”
retorted Gun Soke . “But |
did it, al e sare.  You just ask Dandy
McAllister—he knons.”
ocdodl with sudden interest. “So thet
was why Quick left town!”

“No!” douted Gun Sroke.  “He
waes back in his house.  But his Mexi-

“What? Dandy not present?’ ex-
dained Golonel Blood.

“Well, it was't his funeral” de-
fended Gun Soke. I didn't need any
help, with those yaps.”

“Well, well”” fromned the cdod.
“This is very unwsal. | udarstand
you were Dandy’s guest.”

“What difference doss that nmeke?”’
demanded Gun Shoke.

Colorel Blood threw his heed up arro-

gendy. .

“It makes this difference, suh” e
stated  ““You were his guest and theah
fore his friend. And it is the austom
anong gentdermren-----"
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“Oh, now, Henry!” protested Mrs.
Blood arxiously, “please don't get Mis-
tuh—er—Gun Shoke excited.”

“He’s all rignt—perfectly calm” an-
swered the cdoel shortly. “But, very
well—sare other tinre” And he strode
aut in a huff.

Mrs. Blood bustled about, deaning
Gun Shoke up, ad bringing his break-
fast But it wes easy 1O ¢ de wes
worried.  Her kind, notherly ees
glanced often at the door, and when at
lest they were daore, de hurried inwith
a pillow dip, which she passed over fur-
tively to her guest

“I knew you'd remenber it)” she ex-

“After what?” inguired Gun Sroke
blanidy.

“Why, your noney!” she exdained.
“You wert off and left it And, dh, |
was 0 worried for fear Henry might
find it and not understand, you know:
He mghtihrkyouwere trying to pay

ws agd-----"’

Gun Soke caught it like a flash—the
insuUlt to their pride which such a pay-
rrent would corvey—annd he passed it off
with a laugh

“My Lord!” he cried, “did | go off
ad leave ny rdl? So that’'s where |
put it—in tret pillow case.”

He dhudded to hinself as he fetded
aut the wadded hills, and Mrs. Blood
bearred triurphantly.

“l tod her!” de sad “I told her
you were just young and careless; ad
forgot, the way boys often do.”

svera things,” admitted
Gun Sroke, tucking the bills under his
pillon. “But 1 wes leaving kinder early
ad—well, 1 didn't stop to thank you
for your kindhess. You certainly enter-
tained e with true Southem hJspl
tality, and | hoped to thark you later.”

“You were weloome, of co” de
ariled, “ardV\ema'esa‘rytomvele
0o, but Now! youre doing the
sare thing right over againl”
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Se satded tre bills out from un
der his pillon, and laughed, as Jorsie
glanoed in the doorway.

“See what this foolish boy wes doing
—again!” de aied “He wes putting
his morey irsice tre pillow slip!”

“Well, youve got ny dothes!” com
plained Gun SToke.  “Where else could
| cade it, ayway?”

“I’ll take care of it for you!” ge of-
fered, and went out similing hegpily.

Johrsie looked himstraight inthe eye.

“You can't fool ne,” de said, sittirg
domn ad suneying him acasirgly.
“You thought youd play svart ad
leave thet norey, anyway—after 1°d tdd
you | couldn't recaive it! And then you
sedked anay, like sore horse thief!?™”

“Well, that's what you thought |
was,” defended Gun Sroke weakly; but
he dared ot nect her eye.

“I'd think so yot,” dre stated, “only
you haven't got sarse enough—leaving
your norey aroud in pillowv slips!
Suppose sare dfficer should cone here
ad fird al those bills! Do you think
that’s quite fair to your friends?”

“By grab,” he grunbled, “youve got
the worst case of suspidousrness thet
e run aacss inyears. Didn't | El
you | won thet noney on a horse race?’

“Yes, ad you told e your narre wes
Gun Snoke!” ge flared badk “And
that’s are thing | just know is a lie.”

“Well, cal ne Bad Medicire, or Bill
Enright, or anything.  As

‘Wwhat's ina nene?”

“A real nare shons you're horest,
and on the square!” se replied. “But
whoever heard of a family nared Gun
Sroke?

“This is a cesg,” he grinned, “where,

as Shakespeare again, a man's ac
tions speak louder thenwords.  Ain't |
lived right up to thet nee?”’

*“Oh, what do you know about Sheke-
Seare?” de floued  “l dedare, | be
lieve you're bluffing.  You haven't done
anything but just to act tough.”

6B “Say, kid” he nodded adiringly,

8l
ﬂw’
g tet

‘th%/ t fool you much,
You j keep right on
way ad Isu'erelleverrymrd,be-

caﬁel’vegottopr@a\/enylrmmto”

“Your which?’ inguired Jdrsie
And de laughed heartily. “You've been
reading sone book,” de said

“Oh, well,” he signed, “l see youll
never take e seriowsly, so | might as
well get well and go.  You think much
reading hes mece ne ned, en?”

“Maybe you hed a good start,” de
jested, “before you ever got ahold of

“Nope, it was't thet,” he confided
“I wes perfectly O. K. until | rode up
this ad ssenyou. Since then
I haven't been right”

“l believe it” she nodded with conr
vicion “But at tre sare ting” de
added bitterly, “l never thought you'd
ride anay without even saying good-by.”

Her lips trenbled a litle now, ad
a new satemess cane over Gun Shoke
as he saw the hurt look in her eyes.

“I'll ©l you, Johrsie,” he said, “I
did't dest to do it Because if | hed
I'd----"

He paused ad sighed

“You'd what?’ she pronpted.

“I'd said sorething | might be sorry
for.”

“Oh, | ssg” srenodded. “Well, don't
worry.  So you didn't inted to cone
beck at all, then?’

“Nope,” he confessed. “And | can't
figure aut yet how | got here. | wes
fifty miles when this ruckus be-
gen, and seens like they desed ne a
good fifty more; but when | got this hit
I just tied myself in the saddle ad
tumed dd Watcheye loose.  Next thing
I knoned | wes here.”

“‘Well, thet’s to bad,” de nodked
“And then the next thing you knoned,
Jarsie Blood wes back meking eyes a

ur”

“Hell, no!” he grinned, “I was biting
my togue to keep from saying how
pretty she looked”
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“Well, well,” die smiled, “the boy is
inproving.  Must have hed sare prac-
tice, sore tinre But go right an—we
melke it a principle in this country never
1o pry into anybody’s pest.”

“Practice—nothing!”” he sooffed.  “It
just cares to e ratural, whenever |
look up ad see you  But your nother
told ne, Johrsie, ot to get wrought up
o exited, <o | won't try o =l you
the rest”

“No—don't” de said, laying a ood
had on his brove.  “Just lie back ad
go to dlegp ad think how wonderful it
is ot to have to say anything at all. And
when you wake up, I'll try to think of
sorething plessat, imsteed of al tre
spiteful things I'e said And don't
worry, Mr. Gun Sroke, about anything
youe said, because | know you're ot
respasible. A man with a horse thet’s
srarter then he is hes nothing to fear
fromne”

Se rose ad vwent at. While Gun
Sroke wes asleep de gave Watcheye
two lups of sugar

CHAPTER XIl.

THE SMARTEST COWMAN IN TEXAS.

~XJIHEN his fever abated Gun Svoke
noted a worried air on the part of
Johrsie ad her nother. And when the
odod did not respod to the baying of
his hound padk, Gun SToke knew thet
sarething was wong.  He noticed thet
the worren kept the auter door dosed,
glancing often through the loophole at
the trail, ad he guessed what wes on
their minds. He hed cone badk, bring-
ing the anger of the night riders upon
them ad every nminute they exqpected
the attack
“Colonel,” he began, when he hed him
doe, “as soonas | can rice I'll be leaw
ing here.  Is Zim Plunkett after nme
agin?’
“Yes, he is,” adritted the cdod,
“ad theah's mo e derying it—he's
watching our cabin, right non. But
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don't you worry, young nman—youre
nore then welcone to stay heah, if you
can put up with our huble fare.”

fedl like a dog, bringing the night riders
on your nedk againn And horestly, |
didn't interd to do it But when | got
hit 1 just tied myself into the sadde
ad tured Watcheye’s heed toward
the hills.”

“So ny infoms ng,” re-
tumed Golonel Blood grimly.  “But as
| said befoah, If you can put up with
our hard fare-----"

“Why, colonel” exdaimed Gun
Sroke, “I'm living like a king. These
big stesks are building e up better
then anything in tte world, and your
wife is giving e everything!”

“Amy’s a good oook,” conceded the
odod. “We don't live so bad  But
these rascdls in the hills are watching
me 0 dosely | can't get anay to kill
a deer.”

“Give e beef,” pronounced Gun
Sroke, “ad you can have al the deer
meet. But who do you redkon these
horores are that are watching the house
0 do=?’

“Quick Murrah and his gang,” an
snered Heck Blood —ominowsly.
“They’ve got you marked for death”

“Let "emmark!” sooffed Gun Shoke,
“I couldve killed al three of them only
| can't shoot down a ran in cold blood.”

“They can—thet’s tre difference,” re-
sponded the cdlael. “And ‘Il never
leave this canyon alive, if Quick Mur-
rah hes his way. You huniliated him
ad his brothers before those Barcee
Mexicarns. And they're watching this
house, day and night.”

“You wait tll my amm gets well,”
threatered Gun Soke, “ad I'll dese
themlike a goat. He don't look so ked
t© me—and next tinre we have a ruvin
Pll jurp him out ad make him fight”

“He’lll fight” replied the cdod.
“Have no doudts about ek He’s a
killer, through and through, ad quick
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as a rattlesrdle. He'll pistd you be-
fore you know it.”’

“Think s07” griled Gun SToke. “I’'m
kinder quidk, myself.  Did they tl you
about e winning Dandy McAllister’s
sixshooter, winging swallons at nirety
yards ?’

“They told ne,” admitied tre cdlo-
rd, “but a thing like that could heppen
only axe in a lifetire.  Quick Murrah
hes practiced tre draw until the action
can't be seen—it’s too swift for tte hu-
men ee. SO Ny advice o you is ©
soot it out in the goen, with rifles. |
S you'e got a good are on vour sad
de”

“Ch, that og” nodded Gun Shoke.
“Little present from Dandy. And be-
lieve ng, it shoots o a hair. At four
hundred yards | took Quick Murrah’s
shirt off, and I'll bet it broke his rene,
1o boot.”

“Mistuh Gun Shoke,” spoke W tre
odod, after a contenplative silence,
“I don't know who you are, but sore
how 1 like your style. You nay be a
trifle boestful, but I'll have to adnit
you have aoquitted yourself very cred
itadly. At the sane tine youve been
ghot twice in less then two weeks; ad
it's only a nmatter of tine, if you remain
in this country, until Quick and his kill-
erswill get you | admire your courage,
but my advice to you is to leave these
reregaces dlone.  Because, o natter
how brave a nen is, a bulet will kill
him”

“There’s sonething t thet,” re-

Gun Shoke saoerdy.

The colamel laid a hand on his am

“You stay heeh” he said, “until you
et well. And tten, soe dark night,
you take your hawse and ride—and don't
stop untl you're dear back in Texas.
That's my advice, now;, as a friend.”

“Well—I'll do it” decided Gun
Soke. “That is,” he added quicdly, “if
you don't need ne here.  But youe
tHen ne in twiog, cdlod, when those
hell-hounds were after ne, ad | never
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go badk an a friend. Right or wong,
I'll fight for hm And after what you
fdks have dore-----"

“No, nmy boy,” griled tre ocdord.
“I'm proud t© hear you say it but we
don't need your help—rot right now
Zim Plunkett hes learmed 1o let Slespirg
dogs lie ad I'm tired of this uphill
fight  I’'mwhipped, only | won't adrit
it, 0 I've decided to wait for the rail-

“Well, now; colorel,” went on Gun
Sroke, with a mysterious grile, “Ive
been studying over Zim Plunkett, and |
don't know whether you're whipped or
ot | believe there’s a way of pulling
his testh Have you got those notes he

gave you?

“lI haw” responded the odod,
“right over in tret trurk  But they're
not worth the peaper they're written an,
becase Soorp Plunkett hes been out-
laned in the State of Texas, ad kel
never st foot across the line”

“At the sane ting,” suggested Gun
Sroke, “he might be induced t© do <0
There are ways of doing everything ad
I’'m willing o take a dae, if youll
give nea litde help. Al | want is tre

nae of every nman that’s holding his
motes. | beliee I'll go badk ad buy
1a.n l_p_”

“They're worthless,” dedared te
ocod  inpatiently.  “He’ll never go
back to Texas, ad if he did he wouldn’'t
pay a ddllar.”

“I'll =l you,” gooke up Gun Shoke
impulsively, “you may think I’'ma horse
thief, trying to outrun the sheriff; but
I've got foks, my onnself—ny ded is
the srartest conren in Texas!”

“This will be good news for Johrsie,”
beared the cdlad, “becase de just
naturally despises a hawse thief.”

“Never mind about Johrsie,” aut in
Gun Sroke. “I’'mtelling you about my
dd He’s tre nen to take Old Soop
ad tie im up in a bow kot He'll
figure aut sore way of getting himowver
into Texas. A lidiee ne. Fell col-
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lect on those motes. No, | know you
couldn't do it, and reither could I.  But
my od nmen is a wolf. Never did a
cooked thing in his life; but he's just
raturally sert in a trade, and thet's the
way 1o git Zim Plunkett. There’s o
Lee trying to fight him  But you touch
his podet ad you touch his heart; ad
I’ll bet my father can dean him!”

“Very praiseworthy opinion” com
mented the cdlod dnyly.  “Glad to hesh
you speak so well of your father. But
you'll pardon ne for doubting if he or
any other man can gt the better of
Scorp in a track.”

*“No, go ahead and doubt!” flared Dadk
Gun Shoke. “You must think I’'m
carazy as hell! But I’ll El youwhat Il
do. I'll buy those rotes of yours for
ten cents on the ddllar, right nowt”

“And then whatt?’ queried tre colod
shrendly.

“I'll go back to ny dd man,” an
swered Gun Shoke cofidently, “ad
He'll hang Plunkett’s hide on the fece.
Never mind ho—te cando it All |
rneed right now is those notes.”

“Very well, suh” spoke up the cdlo-
e, “I’ll just tum them owver t© you
And I’'mproud indeed o know you have
such a father.  You can pay ne the ten
per cent later.”

“Nope—goot  cash!” retumed Gun
Sroke, runing his hand under his pil-
lov. “‘Say. gimmre nmy dothes, will you?
Mrs. Blood dore hid my rall for fear
I'd lcse it, or sorething”

For a norent Heck Blood stood
eylng him stemly, for he knew about

in tre pillon.  But e re-
stored the hidden pillow dip, and got
his motes from the trunk while Gun
Sroke counted his rall.

“There’s some nore in my dothes,”
e sad at lsst.  “How much do those
rotes of yours care 0?7’

“Well—twenty thousad  ddllars,”
stated the colord. ““l sold himtwo thou-
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sad head at ten----  But of co'se you
wouldn't want themall.”

“I'll go tre limt” amswered Gun
Sroke, “as long as nmy noey lests.
Just pess e over them pants, will you,
ocolod 7

He went through the various podkets,
culling aut nmore and nore noney untl
the cdloel began to stare. Then, rip-
ping goen a ssam he readhed down in
sice the waistiand and fetched out eight
hundred-dallar hills.

“Thereyouare,” hesaid  “Two thou
sad dollars een, ad I’ll ask you t©
sign over those notes.”

“Who 107’ inguired the colodl po-
Iitely.

“Well—reke it to Bill Enright,” de-
cdded Gun Shoke at lest It had t©
COTE out sore tine

Heck Blood grunted as he pessed over
the notes.

“Very well,” he said  ““Your rnane
nears nothing tone.  But to my daughr
ter, now----"’

“Never mind,” spoke up Gun Shoke
ina huff. ““I redon nmy folks are just
as good as ay.  And if your daughter
don't like my nare sell have 1o think
up aother ae, or just let it go for
plain Sroke.”

“That’s agreeable 1 ne,” responded
the codlorel stiffty. “Only it's astorary,

anong gentdenen:----

“Colonel Blood,” broke in Gun
Soke, “a man can be a gentleran with
ay rane, or ro rene at al. It’s te
man thet couts ad, just pessing
through the country, | prefer t be
known as Gun Soke.”

“Gun Sroke it is!” replied the cdlo-
re with a bon.  “But just the sane,
young man, you're throMng anay your
morey. You'lll never beat Old Soorp
Plunkett.”

“You don't know my dad,” answered
Gun Svoke.  “He’s the simartest danged
conran in Texas.

To be continued in the next issue of The Popular Stories, October 22nd.
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“Pascual Plays TrumpsEtc.

Swanwick, the dealer in nautical instruments, had lived many years of

peaceful bachelorhood—before he engaged a housekeeper.

Then she began

to dictate his diet, his time, his appointments—and, worse than that, she
brought mystery into the house and disturbed Swanwick’s routine of life.

T wes between night and noming,
I late in August, thet Adrian Swarn-

wick, dedler in nautical instrunents,
learmed that there wes mystery in tre
house.
Naturally he was greatly usset over
the discovery.  Yet, the nore he con
sidered the nratter, the less sumprised he
wes. It all care of having a womran
on the place—and that wonmen a house-
keeper.

He had got up, dressed, and dhuffled
down the corridor t his study which
owverlooked the bay of San Fandisoo. It
wes his astomto glance over the ship-
ping by tre dear light of dawn, amuse
himself by meking a guess how many
sextants, conpesses, logs and what-not

he would sl thet day, before beginning
his daily work. It wes just his pro-
fessioral ecoentriaty.

Here in the window he had his pet
telesoqe set yo—a brass tue fitted with
a pair of lerses ground by the Stock-
holm gpticiarns, Haglund & Groesbedk,
thirty years ago.  The firmis dead, ad
you might as well hunt for an auk's egg
as for a pair of glasses to nmatch thee

“Imagine the shock | got when |
found the door goen,” Swarwick told
e aftervard.  ““There wes the house-
keegper, Mrs. Porson, looking through
the tube. She was dressed in a cordu-
roy bath rabe, and her hair was dore up
in awful curl papers.”

“Well, Snarmick,” | said, “you can't
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expect a lady to look her best so early in
the noming.”

“It was confoundedly dheeky of her,
| thought, nmessing with my things like
thet She hed been running my house
a week, ad ordering e aroud, but
this wes exasperating.  There she wes,
as confortable as you please, sitting in
a cmair, ad locking through ny tele-
sge s if Sewereapilot  She looked
for savera mnutes, with tre pivot
loded, then got Yo

And after de was gore, | went badk
O s et de hed been looking at
through tre les.

“Framed intte lens wes a baat, northr
esst of Alcatraz. | never saw an wglier
boat in ny life. A potato soow;, thet's
what it wes, ore of those tubs thet haud
vegetables from the Jgp fams in tre
San Joaquin ceitas It had a two-story
calaoose at the stem, and a rusty
srokestack at the bow.  Loops of rope,
bedding and ragged henpen bunpers
dagled over the sice It wes a filthy
ad tub—a disgrace to the
bay. And its name™—Snarmick guf-
faned here—"“its P/ Was The singing
Charlotte!”

This wes the first tine Snarmick hed
laughed ina nonth. He had beena sad
dog lately, no longer the dreery, florid
badelor who wsed o invite us O his
flat on Russian Hill and ocook nost de-
lightful little dinners for tis. He nmede
m(ﬂl dides like foies-aux-truffes a
la C@!.Elln, ad fritto misto, ad
dhiden Marengo.  He wes a good host
ad a genial creature until the devil put
it into his head to advertise for a house-
keeper.

A shenviking bore doan upon him
when he wes alore ad deferseless in
his dfice extracted the ad\vertisarent
from a nmesh bag, read it aloud, ad
ocoyly asked for tre job. She hed a lot
of references thaet souded all right
And ge haed been a ship's stenardess
for years. That saettled it  She got the
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job. SwarmicK’s troubles began imme-
diately.

She sulked if he entered the kitchen,
0 he stayed anay. She sulked if e
gave a little party. She didn't believe
in fancy codkery, ad wes a foe of
liquor drinking. Friends who hopefully
stayed for dinner got nedk of mutton
and spirech, ad if they wanted a drink
hed to swg gin covertly in the study.
They never care again

She comsuited with Snarmick’s doctor
on tre state of his hedlth  She paded
him off to bed at ten 0dodk, and admin:
istered his dietetic reginmen as severely
as it were the perdl cocke ad ge the
pdice judge. Snarmick wes terribly
afraid of her. And now, to cap it all,
there was mystery in the house.

Snarwick peered through his tele
soope and contenplated the hideousness
of thet craft for a quarter of an hour.
It hed now dropped achar.  From the
cabin there ererged a man <o large thet
he hed to stogp to awvoid bunping his
heed He wes dad in oerdls, a red
sirglet, and hed enormrous, black whisk-
es. He stretded his ams, yawned,
ad leared over tre rail.  After awhile
he rubbed his hands and reentered the
cbin Soon a thread of sroke arising
lazily fromthe stovepipe proclaimed that
the commmander of The singing char-
lotte WWAS C00KING his breakfast.

Snarwick shuddered. What fantastic
concem with such a creature could the
exdlent Mrs. Porson heve? As if it
were not bed enough 1o have her around,
this ssered to hint of another alien,
even coarser, intrusion into his life.

When he sat down to breakfast he
was inbad huror. Poadhed eggs again,
five nomings in suooession, and a half
aup of weak, synthetic ooffee, that tasted
like a decoction of sofa pillons.  What
he hed been aocoustoned o wes a grilled
ham steek, fried potatces, a tonato
sae, a sauer of dharries and a pot of
Mocha thick enough to float a spoon

Mrs. Porson, stately in a black dress
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and with a frilled cap, walked mejes-
ticdly into the room ad he nece a
half-hearted conplaint.

She set down a plate of dry toest.

“You ey have two dicss this nom-
ing.” de said, disregarding his lanent
“Doctor Hernshaw tells ne you have
been off your diet much too long, Mr.
Snarmick. It isvery silly to pay a doc
tor a big fee for his advice, then disre-
gard it”

Snarmick winced.  Confound Hen-
sha Those two nust have been in
choots. He wes sure they had even
oconspired to meke himquit tobeoo. I
fact, he hadn't enjoyed a cigar inweeks.
He sugpected her of putting sore of
thet poisonous “‘antinicoting” stuff into
his tea

“Yes, yes, you are right, Mrs. Por-
son,” he nmurbled.

“There wes heawy fog core down
from the river last nignt, Mr. Swan-
wick” de said  “It’'s gorne now, but the
alrlsstlllobrrp,ardyw’dbettermtm

“All kinds of stra”gethrgsomedo/\n
the river these nomings.”

Perhaps de did ot catch et He
got into his overccet, a heavy ganrent
that he loathed because of its age ad
greaess, and went down the stes.
Then the housskesper called out:

“Is there anything you'd particularty
fancy for dessert?”

“Well, yes, a dessert, Mrs. Porson. A
Crerlotte—of sore sort”

He dudded over this riposte all tre
way 1o the dfice He dudded al day.

But thet night, Mrs. Porson hed her
relege on him The dessart wes
stened prures, tre sare dish thet hed
appeared unfailingly on the vesper board
for a whole nonth, ad tonard which,
since old Henshaw hed prescribed it, he
derished tre liveliest

Asﬂemeeleﬂerrmmsv\enton,ﬂe
housekegper tightened little by littde the
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dek rein  Snarwick grew fatter ad
pinker, but his tenper grewworse. She
would cal up the dub, when he wes
in the thick of a poker gare, ad order
himto cone hore.  Invariably he wert.
He was never aut after nire ododk, ad
wves inbed by tn

“Dammit, 1’ve forgotten what a good
nmeal testes like” he would grunble.
“I’d take to drink; if 1 only dared.”

He caght a odd, a very mild ax,
the kind you can cure with an aspirin
ad a ap of eggnogg.  Mrs. Porson
hustled him off t bed and kept him
there a whole week

After dre hed judged him convales-
o, e permitted him to gt up in his
stdy, a few hours at a tine. And it
wes here, are dear evening, thet | sat
with him while he amused hinrself
sweeping the bay with his telesogqe. Far
doan, in a semidrde, the covered dodks
fringed the water edge.  They looked
like recunbent elephants with gray how
dahs on their beds.  Alcatraz, purpling
in the dusk; seared theatrical.  Its great
light wes beginning to twinkde. Swan-
wick kept peering through the les.
Then he gave a snothered ay, a ay
thet might have been pronpted by sur-
prise or acute anoyance.

“Have a look at this confounded
thing, will you? There itis- The sing-
ing Charlotte.”

| did have alodk Then | stepped ©
the teleggore, called up the Marine Ex-
dae ad inguired the rane of tre
skipper of thet craft

Richard Porson, it tumed out to ke,
ad 0 | told Sharmick

“Lord!” e sad “It must be tre
womran's husbend. Why the  devil
does't e take her anay?”’

“That's a hgppy solution,” 1 whis-
pered “Get acguainted with the fellow.
The soow hoolks up at Pier 24. Take a
bottle down with you.”

We whispered together, and guard-
edy, for the Porson wes promMing in
tre hell. So the next noming, quite
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early, the both of us were down at the
dok The Singing CharlotteV\ﬂSLglier
thean we hed eqeected. It was a mis-
shgpen hulk, unkenpt ad tarred to the
water lire. The cgptain hed just fin-
isred unloading his cargo, which conr
sisted of sore fifty crates of vegetables
and a dozen cogps of dhiders that were
poking their heads wretchedly between
the dats.

He weshed his hands in a budket an
the dadk; thenwentt aft, and regppeared,
resplendent in a blue uniform glitter-
ing with brass buttors, and a o
adomed with gold filigree. the sing-
ing Charlotte WaS a rotten comrand, but
its mester hed his little vanities.  With
the dignity of an admiral, he crossed tre
strect and entered a greasy lunch room
We folloned and took dmairs goposite
him

The navigator wes a sinple, unaf-
fected creature, with nothing ferocious
about himexoept his beard.  He hed the
caxid, videthlue ees of a dild
Snarwick talked to him and he becane
friendly.

“That's one of the stadest little
boets 1've seen in a long ting,” said
Snarmick, pouring hima drink

“Had her for ten years,” the captain
wife, who was alweays singing.”

“I rexerfmeardaryhr%ggmem

“No nore than de desened,” af-
fimed the cgptain, swalloning another
drink “But it tumed out t© be very
sl for her, tossed pretty heavy, which
ge djected to.  Besides, slogging up
tre river ad doan, in al sots of
weather, and with a couyde of tough
hands on board, it wes hard for a lady
o put up with if she was brought up
t© gentde ways, like Charlotte wes.
Now, | couldn’t afford a larger boat. |
wes too fond of the craft to give her
wp, 0l stk Se left ne A fire
woman, if | say it myself, and 1’m fond
of her; but as you s, gentleren, it
isnt al nmy fault”
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“I can very well believe it isn't,” said
Sharwick

The navigator, with ams folded,
leaned forward and tumed upon us his
cadid eyes aglow with affection like a
speniel’s, yet betraying a sad perplexity.

“It’s too bad you can't take her back
10 sea with you,” said ny friend.

Porson shook his head sadly.

“It isn't decently big enough for her,
ad | haven't got the mears to buy a
larger are.  And | haven't seen nmy wife
for a year ad a half. | did hear,
though, thet she is nursing sone rich dd
geezer de hes taken a sort of notherly
fancy to, and | don't reckon 9¥Il leave
him until he’'s gone.  Gharlotte always
stics to the end—never leaves tremun-
til theyre buried. She’s thet good
hearted.”

Snarwick gave a squirmat thet.  He
banged the table once or twice, as if he
were going to say sorething, but re-
frained. The sailor datted on, guffaw-
ing behind his thick beard at tines, and
telling staries of his life on the river.
My friend listened with the indulgent
air of an adult hunoring a child, but it
waes plain to see thet his thoughts were
elsanhere. Then he lifted a hard

“Usten, Porson. No nmen can get
ahead in the shipping business with such
a svdll boat, dockage, fuel and weges
b9| V\mtﬂﬁeyare | cant ssee why a

of your ability doesn't try to get
sorTEﬂ1rgb|gger Now, I'min a gde
lire of the business myself, and | might
—I dont promise, mind you—hut |
might be adle to put you in toudh with
sorebody who'd backyou in getting a
heftier scow then that.”

Snarmick gave him his card. They
talked a little while longer, and we went
back to the house. We hed hardly ent
tered when Mrs. Porson cane in, bear-
ing a tray with a stearming bow upon it

“You will get this down at oe,” e
sad “It's just a litle stegped saxi-

“Fléally, Mrs. Porson—heavernst—
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that stuff, you know—I’mauite al right
NOW-----""

“Doctor Henshaw,” ge said, “told ne
itwill doyou o ham  Coreg, it's only
half a pint.”

That vision of himgulping doan thet
stuff with meny grinaeces was the last
| beheld of Snarmick for weeks. He
hed no will poner left He cane o
longer to the dub.  The belief at tre
club wes thet the wonman waes holding
him incomunicado.  There were other
runors, even nore Sinister.

Ore day ny tEHephaore bell rang. It
was Snarwick, with his woice low
pitded He wanted to know what |
V\ascblngﬂefollamng Saturday.

“Nothing? Well, then, care for a
bltofacruseqoﬂ’enver Porson hes
a new boat—twice as big as tte dd ae.
I bought—tiet is, | helped him fimance
it He ran agoss it in the Cakland
esttary. A bargain.  Only six thousard
ddllars al corplete, down to the spoas
in the cabin”

“I’ll cone.”

“All nght Get to Meiggs’ wharf at
saven ododk  Any fishermran will row
WJOJttOThe Singing Charlotte. We'll
have a pleasart little voyage up the San
Joaquin, as far as Stockion Back
Sunday night.” ) )

It was comical, the idea of Snarwick
tuming sailor. A trip acoss the bay
on the ferry boat, and he would be ill
for a week Three days went by.

Saturday evening care, and wrapped
ina meckinaw jadket, | got to the wharf
ad wes roned o e araft.  The Sing-
ing Charlotte WAS rldlrg hg’], ad |
boarded her an gpen porthole,
and Snarmick helped pull ne into te
cbin Darkness fell. The river fog,
dhill and dan, interposed like a curtain
between the vessal ad the shore, alnost
blotting out all the lights of tre aty.

It was a fire night for adlisias. The
bay wes rough.  Sirens bawled throat-
ily. A transPacific liner noved by,
with a prolonged, brassy srarl thet perne-
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trated to the marrow of ore’s bores.
Patrol boats put-putputted frantically,
like a flock of half-witted hers.

We were on cbdk ad Snarwick,
with an ill-itting yachiting cap, wes talk-
ing t Porson, who seenred 1o ke paying
no attention to im

The dedk trenbled, ad, with a pro-
|Cr§_m blast, The singing Ccharlotte
noved aut into the damel and headed
for the gpen water. Swarmick leared
agairst the cabin and put both hands
across his storech

“What’s going on uwp tre river?’ |

“l dom't kmow. Ask him” He
jerked his heed in tre direction of tre
steeringwhedl.  “Pie’s got a comrission
job up there, e says, ad e wes bert
onrryoomngalorg He wes deed st

on paying W t tre last pary this
week-ed. | told him | could wai—v/at
awhole year. And thet his aredit wes
good. Why. he paid three thousand dol-
lars, cash, when the title was drann Lo
Good dedks on the Hongkong-London
Bank. He was richer then | thought.”

The boat began 1o rock infemally in
the aoss tides.  Snarwick put his harnd
1o his nouth

“Never warited to set foot aboard the
craft,” hregroaned.  “‘And therelll be tre
davil o pay when | get hore.”

“How's thet?’

“Mrs. Porson-----"

“Oh, | about her.”

“I wish tret | could.”

The boat thraobed orward for half
anhour.  Onwewent pest the estueries,
and the dark towering ranperts of tre
Golden Gate loored up on either had

“Did you say we were going up the
river?’ | shouted

“V\/hy, where are we?”’

“Heading straight for the Pedfic
Cbean, if you want to know.”

“Don’t &l e that!” hewailed.
seesick already.”

Soon we were aut in tre fogwrapped
world beyord tte heads.  The ssa wes

“I 1m
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as ribbed as corduroy.  Waves from the
north mece flank attadks on tre entering
tice, and the boat burped in tre swird
as if it were riding over a soal of por-
pases. The wind soreanred, with a vio-
lece thet confounded our sarses. It
nouted O a gale, ad The Singing
Charlotte SOAIed, dq]ﬁd a‘djc@led
from stem to bow as tte eawyirnes
pounced and the screws raced in mid-
air.

Snarwick threw his ams about a
stanchion uder the pilot house, ad
hung on like a rider on a fractious beest.
His conplexion wes pea-green; he wes
drenched with spray, and gasped like a
fish in the teeth of the suffocating wind.

“What would Mrs. Porson say if de
saw you in this condition?” 1 shouted
into his ear. “Are you feeling so very
iln?’

His eyes went glazed, and he would
have sunk to the deck if | hadn't seized
him and then dragged him ower the
boards, yeasty with foam to the cahin,
where | laid hmon tte bunk  He lay
there only half corsdous. | went aft
t© where Cgptain Porson wes twirling
the gookes.

“Have the goodress,” he srarled, “to
stard anay from the binnede light!”

| did so. His maner wes very un
pessant  Sparks ad heawy jets of
sroke care fromthe cigar thet
through the nosaic spread of his black
whiskers. Bvery now ad then e gave
e a dubious, sidewise glance that nost
palpably indicated distrust.  Bventually
he st aut his cigar stup.

“What did tre guvnor el you?”

“Nothing. He’s too sidk 1o raise his
head”

“Huh! He’s o salthorse edter.
Now, | said, ‘What's the use 1O part
onn a boet, guvnaor, if you haven't the
gunption to go for a little ride? So
I coaxed imto cone alog. | sort of
let an just tO encorage him thet it
would be just a little run up to Stock-
m”
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“Where the davil are you headed for?
On to Chirg?”’

He gave a loose grile, but looked
straight aheed

“Out o where tte s1dall chariotte
hes been many tines.  Just three miles
beyod tre Farallones. Is thet infor-
netion enough?’

“Queer place to take on freight,” |
remarked.  And his answering srilewas
enigatic.

The sky deared We boned west
for the space of an hor.  The s be-
care nore and nore calm and, having
left the scuffling shore currents far be-
hind we reached water thet heaved
sroothly under the moon like vast planes
of pdished leed The egines stogped
The engineer care up to lean aggirst the
raill ad sroke. The cgptain sat on the
hetch

After sore tine, the two began to
dHiberate, and the engineer went below,
ad the boat wes again in notion. |
strairned my eyes, and mareged to dis-
cem after a tew minutes a pinpoint of
light on the horizon.  Thither we were
headed.

We were approaching a lirer.  When
we were but a hundred yards anay, the
Singing Charlotte beganton’mealrrmt
parallel, then rneared in a diagordl lire,
util we were a biscuit’'s throw
The in tre wake of the
shipbegan todiminish.  She wes visibly
checking her headway, and soon ket up
but a fiction of progress.  In large, black
letters on her hull were painted the
words City of Soochozv.

In twenty minutes we were alongsice,
then hull © hul, with henpen buffers
between, and the engineer medke our boat
fast with a painter.

Then ren gppeared onour ek Two
had sprug wp at tre bow.  Two nore
were in the waist.  They must have dll
been saareted in the ergine room  Heawvy-
built fellons, they were; roughly dad
and fronzy, the kind thet loaf around
the dodks, handy for any sort of a job.
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An iron door, hinged above, swung back
in the sice of tre liner. A ocopulent,
white-coated Chinarman He
gestLredvvlmaﬁnger and two of our

hands began warping until the
Singing Charlotte was drawn ahead a
few farther, and her midships wes
in line with the door.

“How many piecey you got. Nurrber
one?’

Nurmber One Chinarran held up both
hands and mece sigs thet there were
thirty. Porson gppraised the qoa0e on
our dadk, ad the crew, noving with
Iiveliness, pushed up a plank, scranbled
into the liner and began t serd doan
large, dblong boxes. They were spread
out, and hendled with a mininum of
rough tadding.

The job was over in ten mnutes,
which was good tine, cosidering thet
lights were out and both boets still in
notion Number One dlid doawn o s

“Thirty piecey—you cout 'em” he
amounced

“I’ll take your word for it,” grunbled
Porson. “But last tine | found two in
each box.”

Nurmber One’s plunp ad ingenuous
face broke into a sergphic arile, and his
fat body shook al over with mrirth, like
a jelly.

“This tire dl right, capn Here’s
the paper, all firstdhop. Two tousard
gpiecey, on [Tongkong-London Bark,
Mon'gomery Street, San Hancisco.”

“l don't have to be tod where it is,”
Porson munbled, counting the bank
motes.  “All right this tine. Nurrber

The Oriertal agent went up the plank
on hands and knees, and the door dosed
on himat ae  The painter wes cast
off, and we were divoroed fromthe city
of Soochow. A gU|f was betneen UB,
then a plain of water, and we pessed
through the Golden Gate hours aheed of
the lirner.

Meantine the deck hands were prying
off tre lics of the aates—a sinple jab,
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for they were just covered with a strip
of loose banboo nratting and a couple of
dats. From each arate a Chinaman ex-
tricated hinself. The of resur-
rection got itself dore with larentation
and groars.  Chinese nay be stoics, but
these hed been cooped wp for days. A
scraggy ad evil-favored crew they
were, pale ad cranped in their linis,
They sat about, rubbing their legs, ar,
with amrs about each other’s nedks, hob-
bling about like paralytics.

“They do look a bit siddy,”” said Por-
sn t ne “But irside of an hour
theyll be as right as trivets. Here cones
treguwvror.  Hullo, guv'nor! How are
you feeling now?”

Snarwick stood by the He
looked ot much better, ard His hair wes
tunbled over his face, giving him the
agoect of a man who hed just anakered
from a nightrrare, only to parceive thet
the imeges thet hed horrified him before
were indeed real and mereding.

“What's this, Porson?’ he gasped.
“What are all thee—these thi
ing here, en? What did you do, pick
themup?’

“That’swhat | cal a good guess,” said
the skipper.  “But you've got o call
worry.  We'll soon be hore, ad the
soorer, ad the quieter, the better for
both of us.”

“Us,” you ssy? | have o had in
the natter, I'll have you knowt™

Porson contrived to look very much
surprised.

*“Beg pardon, guvnor, but we are still
mmEl'SinThe Singing Charlotte. Se
hes mece a good haul tonight, ad
weve still got to be careful.  Smuggling
iS a Federal offerse. And if there’s
ship's pgpers, like we hae, O prove
joint onnership, we have to be careful
about your getting pinched for coplic-
ity.”

Snarwick looked aggrieved.  Then
he flushed, ad, though a sidk men, e
mece threateningly for his partrer. He
pushed asice a Chinaren, who uttered
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at oee loud, falsetto shouts.  That star-
tled him and he wavered, to gaze indis-
nay at the Cantonese who began to wail
in a high, rusty woice, then suddenly
bert over and setded off his dlipper.
He struck Snarwick in the face with
it The report wes like a slgp at awine-
sin  And before we knew what hed
heppered, five of the smuggled oodlies
were on top of tre nerdat | hed
barely tumed before Porson drarged
atthem kided with his ironshod boots.
The oodlies kept up a cat’s conoert while
Porson Iustily pounded their flesh Then
the deck hands care rumning up, ad
we rescued Snarwick and dragged him
ae nore 1o his bunk

He wasmt hurt inthe lesst. - Sulking,
fretful and profane, he was propped up
with pillons, ad Porson made him
swallow sore gin

“Don’t let thet worry you, guvnor,”
the skipper soothed. “That’s how they
go soretines.  dust plurb fl
with o air, and railed up in tre dark
for hours and hours, like they wes deed
nmen It's anful, and just inegine how
youd fed if you waes in thet sare situr
ation.”

Sharwick, with a dirty blanket drawn
wp to his din, glared at him ad wes
two furious to find words. The hands
were seeing o tre navigation It wes
dear ruming into tre bay. The lights
of Fort Point becane visible, then cae
the luminous streek thet wes the lire
of street lampsalong the Marina.  Soon
the beam atop the mnaval prison on Al-
Gatraz dot Its intermittent glow ino
the cabin, and full on SnarwicK's face,

“Cetting pretty doe t© hore, now,
gwnor,” amnounced Porson. He ex-
tracted a thick wallet, took out sare
motes ad lad tem on Saarwick’s
dest

“That'll sguare us,” he said deerily.
“It’s the first tine | ever oned any men
a ndd. I've aways played square
with every men, and o nen,” he whis-
pered, “ever hed a dae to double
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aoss e’ He thrust out a rocdike fist
Then, as if fearing he hed mace his
words too persoral, he bent his frank,
blue eyes upon Sharmick. They beared
with awistful ad forgiving light.  ““It
soundk like | was a hard man,” he said

“Youre a damed socoundrel!”
shouted Saarmick. ““You ought to be
harged for this.”

“Souncs like | wes a hard men,” Por-
son continued; “but 1've always played
straight, if 1 do say it myself, and there’s
very few on this bay thet hes risen to
the commad of so fire and big a craft
as this in 30 st a while—and onned
it, besides.”

It was rather ugracious of Swan-
wick, corsidering thet the skipper hed
just saved his life, but his remarks on
Porson’s honor were frank in the ex-
treve. The skipper shook his head re-
gretfully.

“It’s too bad, guww'nor.  Here we are
—we tried t©o have things nice ad
sooth for your little voyage, ad sone-
thing like this heppers.”

Then he left, very much like a nurse
tuming her back on an infant in quite
uessorebdle tantrurs.  In fifteen mine
utes or so the boat nosed into sare
wharf pilings, and going aut, | coserved
thet we hed put in of al placess, i
the govermment-transport dodk  The
plak wes pushed over. Ore by ag
tre Chinamen, parchmentgray under
the lantem, disebarked.

They stood grouped on the wharf,
ad, after a consultation in which Por-
son took part in pantoming, they st off
down the Maring, ad over tre hill
the devious alleys of Chinatonn.  Swan-
wick from his cabin, bleary-
eyed ad tosled, ad | helped him to
the gangplank

“Sorry it wes 0 uplessant, guv-
nor,” murmrured Porson.  But at the ex-
pression on Swarwick’s face, his ex-
tenced hard a axe

The first rosy tendrils of dawn were
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cregping over the Berkeley hills when
we readhed the house, but all the win-
dows were lighted Swarmick pluded
nenowsly at his chin and his hand <0
trebled thet | todk his key anay from
him and goered the door. No soorer
wes it goened then the houselkesper,
leaning ower the railing, broke into a
tirace. She rodked, with hands dagped,
and her words gave way to sds ad
hysterical laughter.  Snarwick’s krnees
all but odllgpsed, as | helped himup the
stairs. The nman who hed defied Cap-
tain Porson quailed at the progpect of
eplaning things to his outraged
guardian. On the landing she faced s

“Hwve o'clock!” de whinpered acous-
ingy.. “And I’'ve hed the pdlice looking
for you since michnight.  Theyve looked
in tre norgue, in tre dub, in the dty
jail, looked I"ve hed Doc-
tor Henshaw cdl up every dub nmenter
he could think of—got them all aut of
bed tO arswer tte poe.  Is this the
way you treat ne, Mr. Saarmick?
What will Doctor Henshaw say about
this? Where have you been?’

Snarwick dandhed He noved with
gpologetic tread, though with his face
st as hard as flint, tonard the study.
He picked wp the t=

“It's pest five ododk, Mr. Swnan-
wick,” Mrs. Porson erundiated in her
whining singsog.  “If you heve any
phoning to do, think of your ddicate
hedlth first, and put it off until you have
hed your sleep.”

“Can't postpore it, neRam It is ny
duty as a dtizen to harnd a criminal over
o te pdice | have been kidngped,
sharghaied, slugged nost brutally, ad

barely maneged to escae with vy life.”

“A likely tae, sir,” sniffed Mrs. Por-
sn  “l heard there wes an all-night
stag party down to the dub, and | called
the president-----""

Snarwick winced.  He dapped down
the telepghore, strode to the window ad

it He pointed to where the
boats lay dustered agairnst a wharf.
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“That’s the ship, Team  The owner
is a soouddl. He is also a aimira
who hes broken the lans of our Com
norwealth, and who, half an hour after
I have telephored for the pdlice, will
be on his way to the Federal peniten
tiary. Can you read the rnane?”’

Snarwick shouted it aloud:

“The Singing Charlotte! FH\/EMJJ
heard thet narre before? The cgptain is
oe Porson—your husband, | beliee?”

Mrs. Porson whitered. Her hard
strayed up to still the beating of the
pulse at her throat

“He—he has been at itagain?’

“Suggling Chinese? Yes.  Itisny
duty to deliver him to justice.”

Se stared at her nester, ad thare
wes fear in her eyes, a sudden flaring
up to tendermess, and then defiance.

“I believe you hed better be going,
Mrs. Porson,” he said quietly. ““You
canwam him if you like. It is a new
ad very much larger boat  If you
don't----"

e left the room  Ten minutes later
the didk of the door announced thet Se
was gore.

Snarwick peced up and doan the
room nmopping his brow.

“Nice fix 1’d have been in, if the po-
lice had got hold of those partrership

, wouldn't 1?7

“It must be fire t feel you are the
Great Reconciler,” | said  “Shewes in
fatuated, 1 believe, and now Cgptain
Porson hes caught her on, what we
dl, the rebound.”

“Shut up! How about sore break-
fast? Plenty of ooffee, a grilled ham
steek; a dazen egos fried hard, and sone
diced cucunbers and mustard saue—
how does that sound?”’

For the last year or so, thet hes been
Adrian Swnarmick's usual  breakfast
When a nman hes no woman inthe house,
and won't pamrit ae on tre place, he
can do pretty much as he pleasss, even
1o coming honre from the club regularly
at midnight.
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“The Old Breed," “ When the Squadron Dropped Anchor,”
During a Haitian campaign two happy-go-lucky marines get hold of some voodoo

rum, which first gets them into trouble and then leads to a couple of D. S. C.%.

HE days of the Caocos were run
ning aut fast in their last strong-
hold in Central Haiti. Only Re-
noit's band wes at large, for thet wary
Caco chief wes as elusive as the noming
mists on tre hills.  From the Caco tun
rels on the hill aests his outposts could
soout for miles in search of the nmarine
patrols thet were tightening the web
about Hm  Sigrels by smoke, by cath
homs, and by the rdl of his voodoo
drurs warded off surprise attads.  At-
trtion by degue ad ndlaria, cam
paigning far from bese in the inpow
erished . ad unreligble retive
guides were tre allies of Renoit thet
further hanpered the drive of the pur-
sSuing arines.
A soore of tinres the patrdls, by foroed
mardhes at night, hed struck at dawn,

only 1o see the Caoos flee at the first
volley ad et anay into the laoyrinth
of jugledad hills. A week later ad
the scattered denents hed nece their
way by secret trails to reform ad re-
cruit in a hidden strogold  That was
their goedidty.

Of dl tre cdunrs, D Conmpary of
the Arst Reginent hed harried him the
nost doggedly. Twice its patrols hed
mece contect, and each tine Renoit's
fighting strergth had suffered heavily.
Spurred on by its grim slogan, “Get
Renoit!” D Conpary laughed at short
ratios and enpty canteers, and forgot
the blazing noors ad freezing nights.
Coptain Rivers had bumed thaet slogan
into his men. There was ot a man in
the outfit who did not top him by a full
two indes.  There wes not aewho did
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ot acogpt his leadership with a flaming
loyalty to his harshest derands.

A burde of ranhide ad stedl dothed
in a battered canaign het. faded O. D.
shirt ad ragged riding breeches—trat
was Coptain Kereth Rivers.  “One
Shot” Rivers e wes to his marnires, for
it wes traditional thet he always got his
nmen at the first dot  “Copitaine
Rouge” he wes to Renoit’s nen, for his
thetch of flaming red hair in the van of
a patrol of ragged marines wes an ll
aren

To the canp at Binde care coflict
ing reports after a distant patra hed
struk at dawn.  From the north cane
the nessage thaet Renoit hed been re-
poted as dead, his band hopdlessly
brden Fom a Mira-
belais, two days later, canre tre news
thet Renoit in person had strudk tre
gendamre post.near there, and wiped it
aut Fom Port-au-Prince, the cgpital,
Binche heard thet Renoit hed retired t©
sone saaret canp fifty miles badk in the
hills.

The word of a rative agent thet the
redoubtable Renoit hed been seen inthe
wild valley of Riviere Rouge, a dazen
kiloreters anay, hed caused Rivers to
raid a voodoo tenpde.  The raid, though
it gave o \erification of Renoit’s pres-
ae had retted to Private Jerry Miles
a unigue trophy, which he hed hidden
jealously from his rates, to parade vain
gloriously on their retum before the as-
g*lismde\,esofﬁsbﬂdy,SteveCarrp

“A full quart of native rumthet tastes
like tre horney of logwood blossons,” ke
bossted “Stave, I'll bet that rum wes
run through tre still before you ever
knew there wes a lesthemeck or a
kitdren police!  Break out your canteen
ap, ad I'll prowe it O you It's e
real thing”

“Sure its rot spiked with sore
srappy woodoo poison?’ asked Steve,
with the aup tantalizingly near his lips,
its pugent arona nEelting the douot
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from his eyes as he waited for the an-
SWEY.

“Didn’t | seeit fal out of that gook’s
shirt when | drilled him at. sixty yards?
You poor fishl A fat dance he hed of
slipping voodoo poison into it with e
ocovering the rest of thet sixty yards like
a nountain goat.”

There wes tribute in Steve’s eyes as
he finished ad pessed tte ap The
back of his hand pessed lovingly owver
his smiling nouth

“dust this oe dot ad the bar
dosss” wes Jerry's dhlling edict
“We’ll save this baby for emergencies.”

He wes adamant against Steve’s
pleadings, but when they craMed be-
reath their corbined blankets for refuge
agairst tre ocdd winds of tie hills, tre
ddlectable flavor of the rumlingered. It
invaded his dreans and he woke to the
thrill of an inpiration  Steve Canp-
bdll, as the plan wes unfolded, sealed it
with joyous approval.  Drinking in canp
wes stemly barred, and Jerry’s solution
promised sanctuery.

Rivers hed declared a holiday routire.
Moming ness had conme and gore.
Mess kits hed been sanded and deared
The cap hed gore quiiet in its noming
sesta when Jary Mles ad Steve
Canpbdll sauntered down the deserted
conpary strest.  Each hed his rifle ad
bdt of armunition Ower Jerry’s
shoulder two canters were  slug.
Steve carried an extra canteen, his haw-
ersack and an ax.

They hed pessed tte limits of tre
canp uguestioned until, at the first
tun of the roed, Corporal Lindstrom
hailed them Lindstrom wes ae of a
type fast dying out in tte Corps.  He
was a hard-headed, norose Saede, cast
by nature for duty with the military po-
lice Lindstrom wes nore too popular
with the highrspirited lads who hed been
stranded in Haiti since the Anmistice.

“Oh, the blundering sguarehead,”
Jerry noumed.  “Wee got to thirk
fast, Steve, or it's about face.”
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“Hello, Lindstrom” he called cordi-
ally. His face wes wreathed in its nost
disamming srile

“What's the big idea of the ax?” re-
torted Lindstrom

Jerry Miles had won his spurs as tre
nost ineterate practical joker in the
outfit  Jerry wes a confimred noncom
baiter, the corporal’s suspicious sconl
fired himto a spirited show of indigne-
tion

“If it's anything to your exalted rank
we're steaming out of canp on orders
from “Top Kick’ Rafferty,” he sot back

“What for?’ ocountered Lindstrom
ad there was wavering dedsion in tre
mild blue eyes, as Jerry noted

“The skipper’s decided thet the runty,
misbegotten flagpole in front of his de
teau wes a disgrace to any outfit, out-
sick of a Snedish hoe guard,” cane
the diplaratic eplaration.  “Rafferty
st s out o get a new pole in thet
patch of pires where the Pignon Trail
aossss this read. We’re going out to
nark ag, and then core back for a de-
tail of three soueds to hadl it in”

“Back in tte dd ocountry—Lind-
stromis woice softened—*“there wasn't a
lad of my age who could swing a srerter

ax. | know pires tre way the skipper
knons e I. D. R | can pick you a
pire tret isa pire.”

It wes dear to Jerry thet the nild
blue eyes were shining Now with unfor-
getable nmenories of sore dd wvillage
back in Sweden; thet the lanky oor-
poral’s nostrils were breathing the odor-
ows perfures of the pines.  There wes
o way aut of it, and this new side of
g'l\_entroseS/\edeqjdenedﬁszp&

€s.

“You’re on,” he said

“You've got nore then your share of
tre load,” said Lindstrom “Let ne
have them cantears.”
promised swiftly. There were urgent
reesars why he and Steve should carry
those canters.
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Just shart of the junction of the Pig-
non Trail with the road the three helted
The dhace of the Haitian pines wes
heawy on the soft carpet of noss ad
ferms but they fanned Iustily with their
battered canpaign hets, for the sunwas
boring doan, and the air wes breath-
less. Lindstrom without a nonment’s in-
action, disgppeared into the thick of the

grove.

“Easy on thewater, Steve,” counsdled

. “The big Snede will be back

with a thirst you could hang your rifle
m”

“You don't have to drive e to drink-
ing it neat,” crooned Steve. “If it wes
sare of this rotten rum thet the
ordinarily drink it would knock us for
a touchdoan ad godl in the first quar-
ter.  This rum goes down like horey.”

The sounds of Lindstrom's ax biting
into a tree care dim and muffled as tre
contents of the first canteen, sparingly
diluted with water, dwindled under their
corbired attadk  The thunderous arash
of the tree wes silently acoepted as the
sigel t “osase drinking!”  Dripping
with perspiration, but with a lbestific
light in his eyes, Lindstrom found them
redining on their beds. To their en
thusiastic welcome he sniffed  suspi-
ciasly. The puxecy of the pines
ocould ot altogether droann the aroma
thet hung about them

Steve Canoell nudged his nrate, and
Jerry Miles giled benignly at the sus-
picious Saece.

“Say, Lindstrom did you ever hear
tre odtiners say that anything wes
possible in Haiti? Stands to reason,
does't it? Rainbows before a stom
and never after—voodoo poison thet
looks ad adls like water, and either
kills a man by indes or takes himoff as
though he'd been sitting on an anmuni-
tion dunp.”

His eyes were dreanmy as he pursued
his lire of inpronptu thought

“Who’d ever believe, for irstance, thet
the juice of a pine would be fit to drink?
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They tEl ne the gooks neke a sart of
liquor out of pire tress, just the way
they meke rumout of sugar care. Mg,
| don't take any stodk insuch fairy taes,
hut ever since youve been hacking at
thet tree, Lindstrom | ocould snear |
srelled sorething faint, like rum inthe
air.”

“There never wes a pire I'e ever
sen” said tre mystified Saede, “thet
hed liquor in it Stll, this is ae queer
island, with its devil doctors and voodoo
V\itches You may be right.”

“Seaenst rreagw(njdshpfa'esh
pire trees t States an----- Steve
broke in thickly.

Jerry Miles tumed awithering eye on
him and Steve nercifully subsiced
~ “Say, Lindstrom” Jerry began spir-
itedy, “lead ne to your pire.  I’ll bet
you gotted a beauty tretll nake the
skipper’s eyes shire with price.  Steve,
you stay here ad take it essy. Sun's
been too much for you.  Bver since tret
touch of nelaria youve got a tridk of
mixing your words. Ought to see tre
necico about it”’

Lindstrom nodded sacely.

“A kid like you, Steve, ought t go
essy on hiking.  You haven't got your
full gronth.  These trgpical fevers are
no joke.”

He proudly led Jerry Miles to te far
edoe of the grove, where the pires tow
ered above the rest The head of a
giant pire lay acrcss the Pignon Tralil.
Its decgpitated bese rested a full fifty
feet anay, in a bed of auwshed fem
Jerry wes seized with a paraxysm of

coughing. . .

“You sure nided the king of the
pines,” he gasped.  Lindstrom beared
with gratification

“How in thunder are we ever going
t© get that bird into canp, though?”
Jerry dermanded speculatively, as his sec-
od paroxysm of coughing ended in a
feeble\/\heeze

“Leave thet to ne,” said Lindstrom
proudly.  “I’ll hike back to cap ad
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break out a detail with a rope.  You
ad Steve get busy with this ax and
tmmit”

He strode off down tte trail, ad
Jary went to wake the slurbering
Stee.

“Snep into it hedanored. “If you
don't work sore of thet rumout of your
system you'll be holding down a aot in
tre brig. AInN’t you ever going to leam
to drink like an officer and a gentlenan?

Steve was swaying a bit usteedily
alongsice the fallen giant when Lind-
strom at the head of three squeds of
indignant nerines, tranped through the
uderbrush. He dropped the ax ad
sark to his haunches, wiping the stream
ing sneat from his face.

“Say, what’s the big idea?’” an irate
buck  private stamad “Hagpole?
Hagpole my eye

“The biggest ﬁag in the island would
look like a canceled postage stap at
the top of that baby!”

“You could bridge the Hudson at
Peekskill with thet little piece of tim
ber!”

“Oh, wait! Just weit till litle One
Shot lays his sights along it!”

The outraged Lindstrom sconed
blackly at the insurgent chorus, which
proceeded to direct its batteries on Jerry
ad Steve.

“We might m\,e known it groarned
tre ringleader.  “Sells like a distillery
evew tine one of you guys goers his

IJndstTom rushed to their deferse.

“Have you ignorart birds been in
Haiti al this tine,” he derranded hotly,
“and don't know yet thet the gooks nelke
liquor aut of pine sap?”’

Jarry amiled blandly at the sooffirg
drde. Corporal Willoughby, after ane
wrathful eqlosion, twirled his forefin-
ger in derisive drdes behind Lind
stromis badk

“Somre gwys,” he remarked casLdlly,
“have been doan here too long for their
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o good. Tell us another good ae
Lindstrom™
It was a hot and nutinous detail thet
firelly mecke the rope fast about the butt
of the norster pire.
Lindstrom

The long lire stiffered ad heaved
manfully. At tre erd of five minutes
the pire had noved as many indes.

Thirty mirutes later they entered
canp with a frayed rope.  Lindstrom
stood his ground manfully under the
scathirg fire of Top Sergeant Rafferty’s
eammion In the refuge of their
tent Jery ad Steve dolefully -waited
They could hear the crigp woice of Cap-
tain Rivers, searing and blasting, ad
the duddes of their nates.

Rafferty’s doeric face  peered
through tre tartt flap.

“The Old Man warts you On the
double there, you hell pups!”

Rivers’ gray eyes were hard and aold
asice At the ed of their story, deleted
of certain pregnant details, the stem
nmouth relaxed.

“It’s anezing,” he said dryly, “how
you two men have read nmy imemmost
thoughts.  This canrp is going to be bat-
talion assoonaswe get dd
Renoit.  And thet,” he added casually,
“won't be log. For a fortmight 1've
been planning a flagpole thet would e
a cedit o the battalion  You've beaten
nme toit”

A gnile flitted over Jarry Miles’ face.
Steve | stiffered to renened at-
tention and forgot his raging headede.

“You nmeck two mistakes, honever.”
Rivers went codly on “In the first
place your spirit of self-sacrifice in let
ting Lindstrom do al tre work, ad
your oversight of spurring him on to
tae three full squeds aut into the
wWoods, is lisble t miscorstruction  In
the seood place you alloned ddlusios
of grandeur and beauty to blind you to
the nrerits of a servicegble flagpole.”

THE POPULAR STORIES

The grile erased itself from Jerry’s
face.  Steve groared invardly.

“At three bells sharp you will leae
cap with a sharp ax. You'll stay aut
until you have located and aut doan a
pire tret will fill the bill. Sergeant
Rafferty will hand you a nenorandum
cowvering the legth of the tree ad tre
diareter of tre butt ad top.  If you
can't find a pire answering dose to those
messurenents you can work thet giant
tree of Lindstronds into sizes laid doan
by the company cook”

“Can we take our canteas, sir?’
asked Jerry with resignation

“Don't ask darfool i0s,”
Rivers sgaed  “I'd nde you take
blankets, but it would never do 1o let
two babes in the woods stay aut dl
night Mr. Renoit might pick you up
a8 sounvenirs.”

“Aye, aye, sirl” cane the respectful
dorns.

Three bells care nore too soon for
their peace of mind  The oconpary
street was alive with its flights of nerry
persiflge and weighty advice.  They
were especidly cautioned not to pidk
out a pine with an overlced of sap; ad
t© keep ae man in the tree as a look-
out against a narauding Renoit.

As they firdlly started for the sanctur
ary of the pire grove each carried a cant
tBen, ae filled with water, the oter
with the reneining nessure of the voo-
doo tenple's um A sharpedged ax,
a bulging haversack and their rifles com
pleted their equipnent.  To the nocking
ture of “The Trail of the Lonesone
Pine,” they were whistled aut of canp
until the berd in the road gave themsur-
oxxe  Philosophers to the last, they
cosoled thensalves with the conviction

few yards from the fallen nmorardch,
they cane to the ed of their dispirited
qest.  Jerry seized the ax and began
the attadk FHom his heaversack Steve
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dug out a halloned gourd with two-
quart cgpedty, a sadk of sugar, ad a
dozen lines. When the tinre for relief
care he handed the half-filled gourd to

Jerry.

“Oh, boy"” Jerry cooned. “If Raf-
ferty could s== us now he'd be fighting
for a tum with the ax. Wait tll you
fed this arinking up your toss, Steve.
Youllgoﬂ"rag‘nﬂ’atpreamf it wes
commissary butter.”

With altermating attad<s on tre pirg,
ad drafts from the gourd, their sen
tenoe pessed y. The taoe edr-
ded tre pire’s butt to the very inch laid
dowmn in  Rafferty’s nmenorandum
Straight to its tip it soared, straight as
a rifle’s deaning rod.  Goincident with
the draining of the gourd the resound
ing crash of the pire signdled tre ed
of their labor.  Jerry looked at the fallen
giant near by and kidked it triunphantly.
The compary cook would never gloat
owver its disrenrbement

It wes the biting of a swarm of tiny
ats, biting thet stung like corroding
add, that woke them from the ngp ino
which they hed surk As Jerry brushed
them from his redk and ams a soud,
sinister and unmistakable, whipped im
into keen alertress.

Sormx\mrefromﬂ”eh‘ov\n mysteri-
as hills care tre faint rall of a voodoo
dum In its low, irsistent cl, they
knew, lay sone weird, t'yprdicpa/\er
over tre blacks who heard ard rallied
it The muffled roll sank into dlece
An irstart later it ssered thet it wes
being beaten by the bare palm of avoo-
’00 priest less then a half mile distant
With facess immobilee ad hands
deded they listered Again it
thradbed, thin in the distance.

“They say those birds can play it dose
aboard and you can't heer it,” said Steve
sdenmly.  *“Then again they can throw
it so thet gooks ten riles anay can hear
it and soot just where it is.”
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The noumful hoot of a coch hom
broke in shot ad long, repeated a
regular intenvals.

*“Caco signals!” Jerry whispered.

His head was dear as a bell when e
dinbed to the top of a @&l pire on tre
arest of the ridge.  The significance of
those sinister sounds hed killed tre lin:
gering potecy of tre rum No longer
was he a rdllicking, carefree jester, but
a arine on autpost duty!  For a st
mile the Pignon Trail, white as bore in
the hot sun, stretded anay before it
wes lost in the jungle. A quarter of an
hour passed before his vigilance wes re-
warded.

“Caoos noving onthe trail, Steve,” e
caled doawn sharply.  “Fording a stream
non. Two soouts in the lead and two
mounted birds in the middle of tre aut-
fit About saven or eight squads in dl.
If that’s all Renoit hes left, he’'s ina
bed way. I'm sure it's his bunch, ad
they're heading this way!”

As ke dlipped down the treg, the rdl
of the drum ocould o longer ke heard
Now and then a conch hom sounded its
soft sigal. Their mission wes dear.
If they could catch the head of tre od-
um with surprise fire, and bar its way,
the sounds of tre fight would filter into
the canp. At tre first of them thair
mates would be tubling joyously at
of their tents, forming on tre run, ad
salying forth with litle One Shot a
their heed

For a norent Jerry thought of send
ing Steve back to canp with a warning
nmessage.  He disimissed the idea quiddy
—he hed need of two rifles. A swift
recomeissance of thelr position brought
a grim gnile of plessure o his face.
Ore flank wes covered wide by a hedoe
of wild piregple. Ben a dap
souted Haitian pig could not peretrate
thet On the other flank rose the stony
dopes of Mome Rouge.  Strewn with
boulders and alnost inpessable jugle,
it was a formidable rock barrier thet
carried dear to the Santo Domingo bor-
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der. It flashed on him thet this wes
Renoit’s goal—tre sheltering border of
Santo Domingo.  And only the Pignon
Trail led there for the hardy renmant
of tre Caco bard

A full two thirds of the gap between
those sturdy flanks wes covered by the
two fallen pines.  From behind the giant
pire, as they fell irstinctively into the
prore position, they saw an unbroken
fidd of fire, save for scattered rocks and
stunted bush, 1 a depth of four hun-
dred yards or nore.

With their bayonets and the ax they
feverishly dug a shallow trench behind
each tree.  Their positios gave thema
acss firee. The Caocos were notoriausly
poor marksren. Except for the neces-
sity of exposing their heads as they fired
accss the prostrate pines there wes lit-
tle danger of any but a stray dot. That,
ad the danger of a nush in overwhelm
ing nuners.

They waited the coming bard in &
rere content They knew thelr prinitive
tadtics, ad they held all Caoos in a
searing contept. The soouts at tre
van care into view, slouching along with
no sigs of dertress.  Fifty yards be-
hind, the main colunm broke into view,
Jerry waited until a bare three hundred
yards nessured the distance.

His rifle barked vidiously and a soout
doubled up grotesauely in the middle of
the borewhite Pignon Trail. Stewe
Canpbell’s Springfield craded aut like
an edo, ad the ssood soout crunpled
uo. Caught in utter surprise the Caoos
behind the soouts broke right and left
into the shelter of the jungle. The cadh
homs sounded their gage of battle.  To
the dull roar of their dd Gras rifles,
ad the sharper sog of carbines, bul-
lets sought out the entrenched defenders
of the Pignon Trail. They buried them
sehves with sullen inect in the stand-
ing pires.  They creased furrows in the
carpet of moss and ferms. They whipped
dirt and stores against the bulwark of
the two fallen pires.  Jerry rejoiced that
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there wes scant likelihood of infiltration
aroud his flarks.

As the Caocos rdllied to the fray he
ad Steve kept the bolts of their rifles
working like guttless On cane the
band towithin three hundred yards, flit-
ting in and out of the trail, before they
broke again before tre acourate fire. As
the trail enptied, ad dots tore harm
lessly overhead, the two marines cast re-
gretful eyes at the enptied cantears ad
the gourd. Their barrels were sizzing
with hest.  The quart of rum would
have wested its aroma on the blue-black
barrels, if it had not been drunk

Jerry dipped a fresh dip into the
megezine, and hestily soreed a half
dozen dose at had.

“Steve,” he caled, “did you pipe thet
gook with an od Fench forage cp
V\aluirpdnminﬂerearmabrmm

“The bird who was waving a sword
aroud his head?”’

“That's Renoit hinself, or I’'m a bad
guesser,” Jerry said with corMiction
“He’ll keegp under cover hinself as long
ashecn He'll be busy trying towork
his gang up for ansh You leave him
tong Steve. If | canget himtrewhole
works will blow. Lord, but | hope little
One Shot is on his way!”

Then, out into the goen the Caoos
raced, meddened by their losses, spurred
on by the hypnotic rall of a drum ad
the wail of conch homs. A giant black
wes in the van—a black with a pointed
beard, dad in a junper of faded blue
denim ragged white trousars, ad a
ainson seh aout his waist He
sprang upon a falen tree truk ad
swung a madhete about his head

“Come on, you white pigs,” he dl-
lenged in highpitched Credle, “and we
will dit your throats!”

“This is not nmy calling day, old top,”
Jerry muttered, as he aligned his sights
full on the giant bladk  ““Here’s where
ore voodoo priest is expended.”

His rifle cadked  Its blast flattered
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the fems below it The priest gaun
about like a top ad then pitdhed for-
wvard.

“I’ll bet thet holds them for a while,”
he cried exultanty to Steve. “And I'll
bet a nonth's pay we'll find a neddace
of dried chiden daws, ad a quart of
funny litle ‘thunder stores’ about his
dirty nredk  Fat dance for those voodoo
chams when a Springfield drills them”

Threading in and out of the trail, fir-
ing wildly, the Caocos dosed the distance
doggedly. Then, on their right flank
the hedge of wild pinegpples stogped
them and forced themaout into the goen

Jerry looked anxiously at his dwin-
diing dips.

“How're you fixed for ammunition,
Steve?’ e yelled

“FHve dips to the good,” care the
ansner.

“Make themgood, old boy,” he coun
seled savegely.

The lcss of their priest hed chilled tre
ardor of the ragged Cacos, but they
ocould hear Renoit yelling drilly.  Once
Jerry caught a signt of hm now dis-
nmounted, and marked him by his sword
ad the strip of red flarel about his
straw sonbrero.  His rifle barked, but
Renoit hed dlipped back under cower.
Alnost at the sare instant Jerry’s am
as he exqoosed his left shoulder and heed,
wes seared as if with a white-hot iron

A savage yell arcse. Straight down
the fidd of fire care the pack, and Re-
rmoitwes at itshead  Some were waving
their medhetes, others firing on the run,
ad a stom of highpitched taunts
broke fromthem Reoit, it wes desr,
hed estirated the paucity of tre little
force thet barred tre trail, and tre way
to Santo Domingo. A frontal attadk
through sheer weight of nunbers, wes
al tret wes left to im

Jerry took neticllous aim but, as he
pressed the trigger, he knew thet the
muzzle waes waving in ursteady drdes.
The taut strain of the rifle sling on his
wounced left arm was too much for
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straight shooting. He groarned.  He hed
soored a dean riss at the tenpling tar-
et His head was swimming with ver-
tigo, and he heard Steve Canpell curs-
ing viciously.

“Mssed him too, Jerry,” Stewe
stmted “That last ot wes a ‘strip-
per.” Only carried halfway!”

Again Jerry held his sights on tre
onrushing bulk of the Caco chief.  The
muzzle spunin crazy drdes.  Intuitively
he reached for his bayornet and slipped
itan

“Leave thet bird O ne, Stewe,” his
voice rose gill aove the din “Keep
your rifleworking like helll”

On care Renoit, straignt for him
The curnved blade of his Domrinican
sword wes flashing above his shoulder.
Like a panther Jerry sprang to his fest.
His rifle wes drawn back to the full
length of his right am  His right hard
wes frazen to the stock  With his crip-
pled left anm holding grimly to the bal-
axe, he timred his lunge to perfection.
The point of the bayonet caught Renoit
full and hard in the stonech As he
pitded owver tre fallen pire the cunved
blace wes buried in its legth  And a
cry of rage broke from the folloning
Caos.

Suddenly, tte sharmp tat! tat—tat
tatr Of a machine gun geered up on the
left flalk A sgued of riflemen flug
therselves between the two st nmen
who hed barred the trail to Renoit’'s
band. Owver the fallen pire on Jarry’s
right raced another squed, led by Lind-
stram A shamp\wvalley, and the riflenen
between Jarry and Steve legped desr,
rushing on with fixed

Caught between the bursts of nechire
gus on their flank, and with a lire of
rifleren surging down on them tre Ca-
(00 with tre ion of
trapped wohves.  With both leadars
gone their ranks thinning rapidly, they
rallied © stave off the inevitable thud

of sted driving hore.  Jerry staggered
to his feet to be in at the death The
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Hgh rotes of a bugle, blaring out its in-
gistent sunmons o aeese firing, sounded
thin ad distant in his ears. He pitched
headlong over the prostrate pire.

When Jerry regained consciousness
soe oe wes holding a canteen to his
lips. It was Lindstrom, the mild blue
eyes worried; the grim dour face heavy
with sdiatuce.  All about him lay the
salvaged gpoils of the fight in which
overwhelming odds had been folloned
by overwhelming odds.  Only tre irsis-
tet sounding of “ceese firing!” hed
saved Renoit’s redoubtable band from
conplete amihilation

There were Gras rifles and belts filled
with cartridges of a dazen nakes,
wrapped in strips of goatskin to take the
caliber of the Gras. There were Krags
ad BEffields, with rope dlings ad
broken sigts, ad strav haversacks
with assorted cartridges and retive ra-
tias. There wes a gaudy nedey of
epadets and gold-braided cgpos, axe
wom by gernerals and colardls of the
revolutionary anmies thet hed laid Haiti
weste for soores of years. Thrown
across the cunved Dominican sword of
Renoit were a half dozen strings of voo-
doo danms thet had been stripped from
the nedks of the dead chief and his giant
voodoo priest.

Jerry’s face twisted in a hegpy arile.
He looked up and saw Captain Rivers,
face inscrutable, running his hands up
and donwn the scarred and gashed pire
behind which he hed fought.

“l—ne one you an gpology, dir,”
Jerry began. “It wes sure ae
sore pole before thet Caco autfit care
charging doamn the trail. It wes the pick
of themall before thet.”

“lI wouldn't trace thet pole for ae
of salid mehogany, Miles.” Rivers’ eyes
were kindling with price.  “You\we
given tre old adae to dean
up on dd Renoit, and you did't leave
W 0 nuch o do, at thet” His had
ot out and gripped Jerry’'s ““You ad
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Canpbell take it essy, sn The rest of
the show is ours.”

A nmonth later a battalion in kheki
stood rigid at “present amrs” as the flag
crept slonly, inpressively, to the top
of the slimwhite pole.

The fomation broke and scattered ©
itstents.  In front of tre battalion com
mander’s hospital tent Jerry Miles ad
Steve Canpell stood stiffly at attention

“Men, | have little to say to you,” tre
mgjor began.  “l have littde to add to
what Captain Rivers told the battalion
The brigade commander will have a
dhance at you when you report to im
next week  You’re going north on the
Henderson fromﬂne, |ndﬁr§ﬁ0f a
cketail of short-timers and sidk nen, ad
when ge lands themat the Washington
Navy Yard you're to report to the ne-
jor gereral commandant. There’s just
one thing | want you to do for e while
you're up there.”

He coughed, and they saw thet his

were strangely soft with feeling.

“lI want you to ask the general
Showyou the two battle flags of the dd
Fifth ad Sixth thet we brought back
fromFance. | want you to look at the
silver battle rings on their staffs, and the
Croix de Guerres ad the war ribbos
at their peeks. Then | want you to t=l
the Old Man of the shrire you gave this
battalion” And the mgjor's had
vaved sloMy to wiere the white pole,
with its rippling flag, towered above
them

They kept their promise an a day
when the cherry blossors in Potonrec
Park were in al their glory. There
were ortain details thet they either
glossed ower, or i entirely, as tre
grizzled od soldier listered  There
wes enough, honever, in thet sinple,
embarrassed recital, to hold the Old Man
of the Corps in rgpt attention  There
wes nore then enough to justify the
two Distinguished Service Qrosses thet
lay in the wire besket on his desk
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The old football spirit of Bolton College had gone from all but a few scions of the old
families. Judith Dearing, one of these, discovered a great player in Bolt Gary, a mechanic,
and was instrumental in getting him to join the college and make the team. Gary was highly
successful in rebuilding the team; but there were evil forces at work against his good name,
in the persons of Ad Steen, a rival for Judith’'s regard, and Ransom, Gary’'s weak-kneed room-
mate. At the height of his college popularity, he found himself caught in a compromising
incident concerned with one Flossie Bing, a waitress. To save his roommate's name, Gary
took the blame upon his own shoulders.

IN SIX FARTS—PART IV.

Bolt Gary had rebuilt the college gridiron reputation. He had put Bolton
back on the map. Now, because of a cruel slander, his sycophantic friends
were deserting him, accusing him. He was only human; why, then, should he
not snatch the great opportunity that came his way, and turn professional ?

CHAPTER XVI. the log hill of suocess, ad it Wes a

foregone condusion thet: the next fresh-

man dass would prove a record breaker.
LMOST six nontts hed pessed,  Bolton hed been advertised all over the
and Gary wes nearing the exd  country, wes still being advertised, and
of his sophonmore year.  They dd grads were suddenly remenrering

hed been morentous nonths, for others their dd Almar Matter with price.

as well as hinself. The odlege had be- All this free pudicity wes due en

gun to prosper, hed started to redinb  tirely to the big team which outranked

THE SPREADING OF THE LIE.
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in glory even the historic ae of "%
It hed gore on from strength o strergth
and dosed a wonderful season by win-
ning the district darpioship.  And
Bolt Gary wes the team the real source
of all tre publicity and suocess.  His
playing hed becore nore brilliant, if
possible, and the public interest in him
wes continuing to wax instead of ware.
All tre aitics were ureninous, ot anly
in conceding him first doice as all-
Anrerican right half, but in agreeing
thet he wes the greatest all-round player
the gane hed ever ko, And when
al aitics agree, thet is sonething
talk about.

As a natter of course, he hed been
elected cgptain of the team an honor
he hed tried vainly to decline; and ae
would have said thet no man could have
asked nore from the gods. For his
work in the dassroom haed kept step
with his play on the gridiron.

Professor Amery, and even Doctor
Sturges hinself, were enthusiastic over
his attainments, predicting thet he wes
destined to becore are of the great en
gineers of the century, doing for Bol-
ton in te realns of sdee whet he
wes achieving for her in the world of
ot Extravagant praise, perheps, but
it was difficult to speak of him without
indulging in hyperbole.  He hed becone
a sodd lion, a public pet, and the best
pecdle in the State vied with ae an+
other in doing him honor. - What nen
ocould desire nore of hgppiness?

Yet Gary wes rot hagpy. It wes ot
the nere fact thet his teperanrent wes
such thet he found o pleasure in pub-
lic posturing, the beat of the big drum
but thet he was finding anew the price
demanced of suoess. It wes beirg
shoan to him on a litte larger scde
then thet displayed in Mercersville.

There were covert snears mixed with
the dearing Ransom his room ard
team nate, hed confesssed to ervy and
jealousy; but there were others who
never would- -these, seemingly, his nost
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ardent admirers. Rarsom hed oo
fessed, and thereby purged himseif; but
there were others who hed ot Suc
oess, such as hed cone o him is ot
essily forgiven, and Gary knew thet
even sore nen who had played shoul-
der to shoulder with him who professed
o be his greatest friends, had fallen
vctins to jealousy. That wes ore rea
son he hed tried t© dedire the cap-
aEinoy.

But there was nore then this. He
hed detected a subtle dhange in his three
dosst friends goart from Ransom—
Dearing, Bladstodk, Huneker—so
subtle wes it thet it defied analysis; yet
it existed. He knew it wes thare, ad
the knonledge hurt.  He aoouitted them
of any feeling of envy; they were ot
of such day, and they were heart ard
soul for Bolton and all thaet mede for
its advacenrent and glory.  Their
praise wes urstinted for all he hed dore.
No, it wes ot that; but it wes sore-
thng And Gary, intligent, if not
suspiciows, knew thet it wes Hossie.

The superintendent had said nothing,
but Gary felt sure thet the episode had
gorne aroud in the mysterious but €ffi-
cadous manner conmon 1o gossip and
dlander. He had no neans of knowing
thet his erstwhile pursuer, Miss Burdet,
wes ore of the earliest and nost indus-
trioss helpers in its drodation  She
conficed it t© Judy Dearing with great
seaecy and lively, if \eiled, satisfac-
tion

“Oh, but itstrue,”” e parsisted, when
Judy dedired to listen  ““It seas thet
this gifl, Lizzie-----"

“Who?”  Judy hed suddenly decided
o hear nore.

“Lizzie or Hossie Bing. She works
in that cabaret, Mike’s, and she knew
Gary in Mercersvlle.
knows about trem He bribed the su-
perintendent to say nothing, but several

saw him leave his place with her.
And plenty of others saw him leave the
hop thet night.”
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Judy fluished. She did not say that
he had canodled the dance with Her,

Marie knew it There wes lit-
ﬂesrecidmtknwv hed

share, ad nore than her share, in heal-
ing this insupportable breach that hed
widerned mysteriosly between them

Se wes hurt and angry when Tony
informed her thet Gary hed left, ad
now de wes being told thet e hed
gore 1o keegp a dandestine gopointrent
with this intolerable gird, Lizzie. That
wes adding imsult to injury with a
vegeance. It coraborated, and nore,
al thet Steen hed said

“You nmust beliee it, dear,” sad
Marie. “It is dreadful, of course; but,
after all, what can ae eqect from a
person of such anoestry? Of course, |
can't have anything further to do with
hm | thought him really worthy of
al 1 wes doing for m but he’s ot
Of course, | don't nean to =l a sod
but you, and you won't say anything.”

“Oh, no,” said told Her
brother first thing She had core to
uderstand sonething, if ot every-
thing, of her dear friend’s draracter.

But, instead of the hot denial Se ex-
pected to receive from Torny, there canre
at last further corrdooration.  Torny did
his best to evade the issue; but, when
he found thet she knew ad
verse, grudgingly capitulated.  He wes
obna.slytrabled

“There’s o blinking the facts,” he
sad “l didn't know this Bing girl’s
ether nare wes Lizzie—Ive anly heard
her called Hossie—or 1°d have told you
L at the tine.  1'\ve given Gary every
dae of explaining; but he hesn't,
ad, of couse, | can't ask him |
thought it wes only Ransom who used
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1o go around with this girl, but maybe
I"ve been blaming himwrongly.”
Juoh/ duthed desparately at this

Butowlm‘tslemvebeenﬂHem
e Rarnsont?”’

“She ocoud, but e wesn't He
didn’t care hone until long after she’d
gore—and he wes in o cadition to
meke an agppointment with
Besides, ttet wouldn't explain V\hy
Gary canodled his dance with you He
wert straight to his roons. And he
never gae ay edplaation why he
hed to leave like tret.

“You don't want to nmake too nuch
of this, sis”” contined Tony, having
no desire, anong other things, to play
the Prarisee.  “Most everybody waes an
the loose that night, and it wes enough to
tum even Gary’s heed.  I'll admit thet
| didn't think he wes thet sort, but—
well, he isn't the first ore it hes hep-
pered to. And we've got to remrenber
his upbringing ad all et | guess it
was just what you might call a tenpo-
rary reversion to type.”

“You nmean dyonic, don't you?”’ re-
torted Judy.  “It hes been going on
ever sinee he canre here, and before thet
You know it hes.”

Tony shrugged.

“l guess we expected too much of
hm We all have our failings.”

“I can forgive nost anything but odi-

ous hypocrisy and deceit,” said Judy,
with flashing eyes.  “It's not nerely
what he hes dore, but the way he hes
dore it You needn't try to gloss it
over; the whole thing’s abomirngble, in-
exausade, and you know it”
“Im ot trying to gloss anything
ower,” retoted her brother.  “I’'m
blaned cut up ower it, ad 0 are Joe
ad Rex. But there’s no sase in ex-
aggerating it, either. We thought Gary
wes ore of ws, ad he’s not; thet’s all
there'sto it But that doesn't wipe out
dl his other fire qualities, al he hes
dore ad will do for Bolton.”
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“As long as he's a great foottall star
and plays for Bolton, nothing else et
ters?’

“Not to us, persordlly, if you irsist
on putting it tret way,” retorted Tony.
“Why shodd it? Gary’s still nmy
friend, of course; but he’s ot the kind
I'd like you to be doe friends with
It won't mreke any difference inmy gen-
eral attittice tonard hm  And you
don't want to let him s= thet youve
heard arything. It mears sinply thet
he can't be tre sort of family friend he
wes. Maybe he doesn't want to be
He seens to have dheered off a bit
lately.”

“He can do without us, now that
even the govermor of the State is anx-
ios o entertain im - We have senved
our tum We were setpping stares, but
e hes dinbed to sorething higher. He
hes graduated from our dass.”

“What's tre natter with you?’ de-
manced her brother.  ““You needn't be
0 bitter and sarcastic.  It's ot like
you, sis. Gwve Gary his de  Suoces
hesm't spoiled him ad he isn't a
climber; otherwise, he'd have left Bol-
ton before this. He coud nerket his
popularity at a big figure if he wanted
to—ad a whole lot of other fellons
would heve.  They’re neking him all
sorts of offers. But he can't be
He desenves a thundering lot of aredit
for tret dorne, a men who hes redlly no
dfiliatiors with the odllege.  If he wes
redlly mercerary, as sone sy, he'd have
sold aut long ago. He is as loya to
Bolton as if he’d been borm and brought
w here.”

“Bolton, always Bolton,” nmumured
Jdudy, with conmpressed lips, and stared
out the window at the dd dock tower
on the hill. It wes possible for store
and nortar to becorea god.  Its influ-
ere permreasted her brother's being,
tinged all his thoughts, regulated his
coduct.  So even with the severely
noral Bladstodk And so it hed been
with her until a sersate god dethroned it
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A god; yes, de hed secretly worshiped
Gary as suh

And now Tony wes doing his best
10 condore and excuse the suddenly re-
vegled hideous feet of day, sinply be-
caee the idd wes throned in Bolton.
He would heve at dead, found ro ex-
teruating draunstance, for any other
guilty of such coduct as Gary's He
hed casured Steen and Ransom for
infinitely less, condenmed themon really
no evidence at All.

“It may meke little difference to you,”
ge sad, “but it nekes a very big dif-
ference 0 e It nekes al tre dif-
ference inthe world. | don't care whet
he hes dore, or will do, for Bolton;

m\,earylhngtoobvmhMr Gary.”
“Imrrxaslqrgywto,aml’?’cb

manced Tony imitably.  “But you

needn’t Ell the whole toan about |
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you, awyway. His private life is his
onn. Of course, you're only a girl ad
can't understand.”

“l udarstand quite enough, tharnk
you,” said Judy, with quivering lip.
“You neednt be alamed for nmy man-
rers. But I—I will certainly sse o
nore of Mr. Gary then | can hdp.
| uderstard at lesst when 1\e been
insUited, if you don't”

“Good Lord!”” said Tony, as e hur-
ried from the room “Why, youd al-
nost think e wes in love with him!
A kid of severiteen!”

When Gary sought her aut with an
goology for the canceled dance, there
wes rno fault to be found with Miss
Dearing’s mnamars.  She wes extrerely
pdite, enbarrassingly o
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“Oh, it doesn't natter in the lesst”
ge assured him and left no doubt of
the truth of this. Nor wes Gary’s emt
barrassrent lessered by the fact thet he
oould offer o detailed exqdanation,
nothing better, in fact, then a suddenly
remrenroered inportant engegerent

“Yes, s0 | uderstand,” Judy hed
been ureble to refrain from sayirg.

They hed judged and condenmed him
unheard, these great friends of whose
indmate  knonedge of hm ke hed
boested He could offer o explana:
tion without eqposing Rarsom  nor
would ke if he coud. If he wes not
enbittered, he wes hurt, and he mece
it uecessary for Tony Dearing ad
the others to show him ddicately thaet
he waes o longer a menber of tre in
ner drde.

Mearmhile, Ransom hed been urging
hm as offers becare nore tenpting,
1o tum all this public adulation into dol-
lars ad cents.

“You're a fool if you don't, Bolt
Youll never get a dae like ths
a@in.” He kept at imday inand day
aut, urging this arguent and thet.

“You've got a right 1o go if you want
to, Bolt This odllege hes dore nothr
ing for you; it's you whove dore e
erything for it In another two years
you'll be through, amyway, and then
whet? You'll have to start in at sone
neessly salary like thirty aweek. Thirty
aweekl Why, nmen, you can eam thet
now in a few minutes if you want to!
In the next two years you can pile up a
forture, if you go about it ight.  This
offer of Wolverton’s is only a fedler.
They're all biting, but he can offer tre
biggest bait.  And he will, if you hold
off. He knoas what youre worth as
a draMng card, and so do I. Let e
help you do the dickering for ws, Bolt.”

“Us?”

“Sure,” said Rarsom “I’ll go, too.”

“The Harry you will?”

“The Harry | wont! You cant
keep ne here.  You've got to take ne
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with you, Bot You can neke thet
part of the contract.  Youe got 1O
meke it”

Gary wes sady carsdias of the fact
thet in a saree, ad this a nost inpor-
tant ae, the thought of leaving Bolton
wes o longer so painful as formrery.
In ae way it would be an actidl relief
1o leave the toan he loved sowAll.

But to take Rarsontf? No, thet had
never entered his mind. It wes inpos-
sible. But Ransom thought othenwise;
the lure of big money hed caught him
its virus wes working in his blood, and
he snept asice all Gary's argurents
with nore force then elegance.

“The hell with the teemand ny col-
ege career!” he exdained, after a log
verbal exdage. “See here, Bolt, let’s
aut aut the fake sentiment and look at
this thing right That’s what's trou
bling you—fake sentinent  Youle
cone to think you're a Boltonian, but
youre oy preteding to think it
What does Bolton reglly nmean to ws?
Nothing. Why did | cone here? Be-
caee it offered the best education for
the lesst coin Why did you conre here?
Because you got it for nothing.  What
are we? Roughneds who don't really
belong. Why do we want an educa
tion? So as to eam noey. Well,
here’s a dace of eaming nore coin
then we ocould in a lifeinre. What |
oet will only be a flegbite to yours, but,
al the sag, it be ten tines nore then
I coud eam in any other way.

“I’'m looking at this thing right,” he
catined  “I’'m a durblell at te
book-leaming gare, and there's noth
ing in it, anyway. Why, Jadk Denp-
Sy ears nore’n a night then a dozen
professors eam in a lifetine!  Look at
the odllege men whove tumed pros at
al sorts of ganes.  It's tre thing now
ackys. My nother should worry about
my odlege career if | can sad her a
nice bunch of smadkers every week
That's al se wants e to do, © be
able to eam a good, horest living.
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That's all a cdllege education’s for, st
it? Well, that’s what we’ve learmed
here—footheall, and now we can get big
norey for playing it”

Btw can't meke football a life

“Who wants 0?7’ demanded Ran-
som  “l can get enough out of it
st ne w in another ling, while you
won't have t do another lidk of work
in your life. Why, if you're studk an
a degree, you can coe badk here as a
millionaire student. What? Well, on
the sumy sice of Easy Street, anyway.
There’s a big bunch of coin crying out
for you, and you're pessing it up for
what? For a adlege that’s using s to
meke itsonn coin! That's all they wart
of uis—to play footbell. By George!
it's tine we quit being exploited and
did sonething for aurselves.  Too much

And again:

“I'm going, aryway, Bolt, if you
aren't You won't be taking e anay,
because 1've mace up my mind to quit
I'm through here on Conmrencenrent
Day. But | can get a far better price,
of course, as your running nete. And
youd be far better with nre. I'm not
nmeaning to brag, but it would save you
breaking in avother man, even if
you got one who dowetailed the way |
do. Wolverton will give a good figure
for us as a carbination But,any\/\ay
I'm going. I'll get in sonewhere”

“Well,” said Gary firelly and wea
rily, “if youe mede up your mind to
it 1 suppose there’s o stopping you
If we do go, we’d better go together.”

“Now you're shouting!” cried Ran-
som  “Let’s go!”

CHAPTER XVII.

LOST CASTE.

'T'HE borbshell burst in Bolton

shortly before Comrencenrent Day,
taking the form of staring headlines In
the press. “Bolt Gary Tums Pro.

THE POPULAR STORIES

Fanmous Right Half to Join Sam Wol-
verton’'s Wolves.  His Running Mate
Goes With HIm Runored Price Sets
New Record in Professional Football.”
And son

Dearing, Bladwstodk, and Huneker
rushed from the frat house to Chatter-
ton's Block Of course, it could not be
true; it wes nerely another false re-
port. Hardly a day passed without it
being alleged, nore or less circurstan:
tially, thet Gary hed signed a contract
with this or that professional teem

Tony Dearing, if he had never ex-
actly inspired such fictias, did nothing
to inpece their circulation. It wes part
of the publicity gane, nore free ad
vertising for the adlege. By all nears,
let the dear public argue and speculate
1o its heart’s content; the nore the mer-
rier. Bvery tine Gary soared in print,
Bolton folloned inevitably, like the stidk
of a rodet

Indeed, Gary hed becone a sort of
rational sporting bet; there were those
who said his indwsion in the profes-
siodl ranks wes a foregone condu
sian, others—these his greatest admirers
—who said he wes above the lure of the
dollar, however big.

Tony and his aronies had smiled com
placently at it all, having every resson
1o believe thet they knew their men bet-
ter than amybody. No, Gary would
never sl ot

But nown, even though disbelieving,
they were ddken for the first tine
This report wes different from all thet
had gore before; the pepers thet car-
ried it were no yellow deats, ad it
oontained an alleged corroborative state-
ment from Sam Wolverton hinself.
And Wolverton never rushed into print
without his facts.

It wes the first ting, for long enough,
thet these three friends hed paid a visit
t Gary’s roons. He received them
with bare, if not goeen, ams. He wes
busy packing, and there was no sign
of Ransom
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“Yes, that’s sustantaly true” he
said cnly, having reed tte peper
handed to im  ““They’\e got it right.”

«what” cried Dearing, while te
other two . “But it can't be!
It's ot You're kidding, Bolt. Gonre
aut of it You—you sinply couldit
do a thirg like this!”

“Like what?”’ he asked, with his un
winking stare.

“Selling wus out!” shouted Dearing.
“Why, gpart from all dse, leaving s
to fid it aut like thist No, you
couldn't do it  Nobody could.”

“I'm not sdlling any one but my-
self,” said Gary. "As for this™—tap-
ping the paper—*“sonrebody hes junped
nme. The deal isn't quite ﬁram yet,
but it will be in a few nore days. |
nmeant to resign the captaincy to-night,
to =l you thet 1 won't be retuming to
Bolton in tre fall.”

There wes a long, cdd, damy di-
lexe Dearing grew violently red,
then dhalk white.

“Sold out!” he gasped. “Sold out in
this hole-and-comer fashion, and you
the cgptain of the team!”

“And youve got Ransom to sell aut,
too!” cried Huneker. “Youve
wrecked the team  You know thet the
three of us graduate this year and—
and—goad Lord! this is a fierce note.
I never heard anything like it |
would never have belieed it Youve

“l don't look at it thet way,” said
Gary who seened the only ane who

wes unperturbed.  “There’s plenty of
good neterial left; it hes been given
astat,andall it needs is to keep an
going. This isn't any deci-
sion of mine; 1°ve been dickering with
Wolverton a long tine, ad | did a
lot of thinking before | finally made
wnmymnd A team hes got to keegp
allve o develop
“Bah!” cried Dearing. ““You needn’t
meke it worse by thet kind of stuff.
This is one rotten deal, Gary, and you
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know it On your oann adrission
youve been only waiting t get your
price. You havwe, haven't you?”
“Certainly 1 wouldn't leave without
it,” replied Gary canly. “l know what
I’m worth, and now Wolverton hes
core acrass With an offer | really can't
refuse. Money is norney these days.”
“And what about your promise?’
cried Huneker. “What about thet, if
nothing else? You care here on the
Lmlerstardlng thet you were to play

“And haven't | 2’ broke in Gary. “I
said 1’d put Bolton back on the nep,
ad Ive dore it-----"’

“vou've doneitl” exdainmed Dearing.
“You nmean wewve dore it Where
would you ever have been without us?’

“l was going to say thet 1've dorne
it with your help,”” replied Gary. “I
agreed to play football; but there wes
o specified tine linit, Was there?”’

“Oh, if you put it thar Way,” said
Hureker. “No, of couse we didn't
think it was necessary to Sign you up
with a four-year contract. We don't
pretend to be Sam Wolverton.”

“But there’s such a thing as an hon
orable understanding, Gary,” said
Dearing.  “There’s such a thing as a
gentdenen’s agreenment, even if you
don't know i1t

<1 don't think that you two have any
right to talk this way,” said Gary. “As
| look at it-----"

“That's the whole point,” broke In
Dearing. “We don't se things the
sare way. That's our mistake. We

your Vi int was ours, but
its mot We belong to different
sdn,gls We discowvered thet sore tine

ago.

“Yes?” sad Gary. “In what way?”’

“You know what way,” retorted
Dearing. “Or nmeybe you don't But
if youd been any ae ds, tre Flos-
sie Bing natter wouldn't have been
hushed up like it was.”

“It doesn't seem 1O have been quite
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hushed up enough,” said Gary, after a
nomrent’s silene.

“What’s the use of carrying on like
this?” exdainmed Joe Bladkstock, speak-
ing for tre first tire.  “Gary’s right;
there aren't any strings on him and
he can quit when he likes. BEven schol-
arships arem’t compulsory here.  Shut
up, Tony, you and Rex.  You've bloann
W, as wsual, and don't know half you're
saying. You're forgetting all he hes
dore for Bolton.”

“l know this much, ,” said
Dearing, as he picked up his hat; “it’s
the first tine Bolton hes been sold, ad
itll be the last.”

It is quite probable thet, but for the
intenertion of Blackstock, Dearing’s
and Hureker’s remarks would have be-
coe nore bitterly persorel.  Dearing,
in particular, wes like a doting parent
thet hes seen his offspring foully el
treated

“Coadl off a bit Cool dff, you two,”
urged Blackstock, as they left Chat-
terton's Block “After all, this waes
only to be eqected, in a way, ad
there’'s a lot of truth in what Gary

“He’s a danmed nmercerary, that's all
he is!” eqploded Dearing. “He hes
throrn s doawn odd, just the way he
did tre Conets of Mercersville.  Yes,
I believe now what they said about im
at the tinre. He'll sl out Wolverton
if sonebody offers a bigger price ad
the ocontract isn't crook proof. And
this is the fellow whose jersey waes to
be framed in the hell with
Hunmph Boltor’'sl  This is the fellow
who was o be even greater
then Hunph! To the davil with his
foottall genius! What’s genius with
out principle and daracter? He hasn't
as much loyalty, or even conmon de-
vy, let alog odllege spirit, as a sidk
pig! Yes, ad I'll tll hmso!”

“No, you won't’” said Blackstodk
“This kind of talk isn't nuch credit
to yourself or Bolton, either, Tony.”
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“Tony’s only telling the truth!” ex-
daimed Huneker. “Wee been sold
out—and for what? It isn't even as
if he could nmeke the excuse of hawv-
ing a dependent to He’s got
nobody but hinself.  It’s just noney
greed.”

“Well,” said Blackstodk, “‘youve got
to make allonances for evenybody.  I'm
& sore as you, as disgppoirted in
Gary’s cheracter, but we've got to look
a his sice of it It isn't his fault if
we thought him what he isnt We
knew the very first tine we net him
that he was a nmercerary, though we
lost sight of the fact Why, he hes
been a mercerary all through, really
paid, in a way, for playing here. His
whole life hes been a struggle to meke
a living, and it's only natural he should
thirk noney everything. | guess we
would, too, if we'd been bom poor.”

“Soeak for yourself, Joe,” srepped
Dearing. “I’ve got my failings, like all
of ws, but at lesst 1'd never bite the
hand thet fed e, That’s what it cones
o He hes sinply eqioited Bolton,
used it to get the publicity he needed.
He neat to, all along. And now he
hes throan the scholarship in our testh
And, not content with al thet, e hes
denoralized Ransom infected himwith
his own lack of principle, persuaded
him to sl aut, too.”

“How do you know?’ demanded
Bladkstock  "I'd say it wes the other
way round. No, I'm not defending
Gary’s action, but | say weve got to
be fair. He’s acting according to his
lights, the way hewas borm and brought
w. Why, in the name of
should we expect him to sacrifice for
Bolton? What are its traditios to
hin? And is he the first college nman
who hes chudked the dassroom for
nmoney? We don't know what Wolver-
ton's offering, but it must be pretty
big, the biggest thet hes ever been paid.
How many fellons would pess it up
if they got the dhanoe?’
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“Any decent fellow, any captain of
a team would.”

“Well, I'm trying t© look at this as
Gary looks at it,” said Bladkstock
“He hes fulfilled his part of the bar-
gain, hasn't he? He hes dore far nore
in one season then any other fellow
ocould do in four years. Who could
have dore half what he hes done? Look
where we are to-day ad where we
were a year ago! He hes put us back
on trhe nmep, ad, as e sas, its W
1o the next team to keep s there.”

“He hes wecked the team that's
what he hes dore,” said Dearing.

“Not a bit of it” retorted Black-
stodk “‘Of ocouse, it can never be the
sare team without him but he wasn't
intending to sped the rest of his life
here, amyway. He is leeving a great
inpiration and eanple. He hes
brought foothell back to Bolton; started
this wave of progperity, too.  His namre
will never die. Let us not forget dll
he hes dore, just because he isn't going
o do nore, because his ideas don't
messure up t ours. Whatever dse ke
may be, let us give him his due as tre
greatest player thet ever care to Bol-
ton, Hunph Bolton not exoepted.  Let
ws be men and not churds.”

“What book are you reading now?”’
asked Dearing darkdly. “No ‘Gettys
burg Address’ can ever neke black
white. Ransom ad he are tte first
Boltoniarns whove ever sold out ad
tumed-----"

“They are the first we've had for
ﬂIrtyyearSV\hn]arybOdyV\mldV\ant

buy,” intermupted  Bladkstodk
“You’ve said a whole lot, Tony, thet
you'll regret when you codl off. That
remark about Hossie Bing was particu
larly unfortunate.”

“The truth often is,” retorted Dear-
ing. “l didntsay half | reantto. He
should have been expelled for thet
business—and he would have been, you
bet, if we'd had any idea he neant to
sl vs aut like this.”
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Ransom, who, all this tine, had been
busy packing in his bedroom care aut
as the three visitors

“Well, they certainly handed it ©
you, Bolt,” e said, with a grimece.
“What did | tell you? | guess you s
now that we never really belonged, ad
what their friendship is redlly worth.
1 couldn’'t help listening in, of course.
It wes all | ocould do to keep from
butting in and telling ’em a few hore
truths, espedially about Haossie Bing.”

“I’mglad you didn't, Jadk It would
only have nmade things worse.”

“I’ll bet they wouldn't have believed
ne, either,” said Ransom  “It’'s what
I told you; youe been handed the
blane for thaet busiress. 1'd no icka,
of course, it hed got aut But now
youve got to let e square it, Bolt. It
can’tobrrearyharm either, becase
I'm leaving, armyway.’

Gary amiled faintly. Ransonis ego-
ism was 0 raive at tines. It wes
highly probable thet he had knoan lag
ago of the talk that was going roud.

“It matters whether you're expelled
or leave of your own accord,” he said
“It’s not the sort of tale you wart to
go back to your nother.  It’s over ad
dore with.  This is nothing new. |
guessed long ago thet Dearing and the
others knew about it If you haven't
seen the change in ttem | have.

“I’mnot sore about it,” he continued
“On the facts of the case, | guess nost
anybody would have judged e guilty.
But—well, | they knew ne
better then ttet. You shouldn't have
o eplain, ste for faith and under-
standing, in real friendship, and I’'mnot
going to begin now.  I’'m ot sore, just
hurt.”

“You should worry, Bolt.  It’s what
| told you from tre first They gave
you the glad hand, called you the white-
haired boy, s0 long as you were tre
goose thet laid the golden eggs. And
now thet you've got seree 1o start lay-
ing sore for yourself, they could ax
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your throat It doesn't natter what
youve done for Bolton; your fault is
that you aren't going to do nore.  It’s
an unforgivable aine. You see now
where you get off. You’re only a big
tranp, a villain who plotted to boost
hinself at the experse of this college.
How dare you have the audacity to
quit its sacred precincts before you'd
broken your blooming neck on the grid-
iron? | guess theyll try to get an in-
junction forbidding you t play any-
where dse. Youve got o right to
break jail. Oh, this cdllege gane is a
great joke!”

But Gary did not see it as such

“There are two sides to every argu-
ment, Jack” he said soberly, “and |
can see thairs, if they can't see mire.
Wee taken a big step, aossed the
Rubicon, and I’'m not sure even now
thet it's best or where it will lead to.
And | wish | was taking it alore.”

“That’s a nice thing to say! It will
lead to fortune, Bolt, and you're show
ing e the way.”

“It will lead t© nore then thet,” said
Gary. “It will lead to a whole lot of
things we may be better without.”

“Lead ne to them” said Ransom
“You want to get rid of this old Fa-
ther Time stuff.  1'mno kid, Bolt, ard
you aren't resporsible for ne.  It's the
best and essiest step we ever todk, ad,
asltoldywattresta‘t, I’d have taken
it alone, amyway.’

Gary tumed and looked out of the
window, at the glory of the old gray
town as it stood bathed in the after-
glow. And suddenly the chines broke
aut, their silvery woices stedling into
the shadoned room  His eyes traveled
1o every loved doject—the row of elns,
the Long Tonrs tret had thundered on
Lake Erie, the old sundial thet Ad-
miral Bolton had brought from an
Hizabethran garden. Down in the
quadrangle, as the dhines ceased, a

quartet of strolling sophs began to hum
the haunting hyym of “Bolton Bells.”
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An essy ste? No. For him at lesest,
it was not the easy step thet Ransom
pictured. He loved this place, if the
other did not.

It hed not been easy to meke known
his decision to Dearing, Blackstock, ard
Huneker, nor wes it essy to say fare-
well o old Professor Amery and oth+
ers, to feel, though it were admirably
conocealed, thet he hed fallen in theii
regard, lost ceste. There was no tinge
of bittemess, no hint of aiticism noth-
ing but the best wishes for his future,
the greatest praise for his pest, the ut-
nost regret at his going; but—but—
well, it was there, inpalpsbly but un-
mistakably. He hed lost ceste.

CHAPTER XVIII.

EXIT OF A MERCENARY.

LIARDEST of all was his interview
11 with Doctor Sturges, who sent for
him and received him in the study of
his hone. Sturges had long sine
eamed the right to goped LL. D.
after his nare, and his manner now
wes thet of an old minister talking to
oe of his young flodk about to em
bark on a hazardous enterprise.

Gary had the greatest respect for
Sturges, but before e long ard int-
mete talk waes ended he hed also great
affecion He saw a sice of the other
that few were privileged to see; saw be-
neath the austerity to the warm human:
ity. And he was astonished, hunbled,
by “Prexy’s” great and wholly disinter-
ested for his future.

“Gary,” said Sturges, ad laid a
hand on the other's shoulder, “Ive
heard the nens and | don't like it |
dor't like it, not sinply for my sake or
Boltor's sake, but your ownn sake. |
have watched your career here with
the utnost interest and admiration, and,
wherever you go, whatever you do, |
gall continee 1o take thet interest. |
ask you, in nmeking this decision, if
you have given it all the careful con
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sideration it demends? Sit down, ny
boy, and let us talk it over, not as your
oollege president, but sincere friend and
well-wisher.”

“I’ve given it a great deal of thought,
sir,” said Gary, taking the proffered
chair. “But norey is noney, sSir.”

“And always will be,” agreed Stur-
oes. “I’'mnot one who nekes a point
of sreering at it, or who pretends 1
ignore its necessity. We can do very
litde without it in this world, and it
mekes everything possible.  That it
is abused, like everything, is besice the
question. But, as Franklin said, there
is such a thing as paying too dearly for
one’s whistle. | understard thet you've
no relative dependent on you?”’

“That is so, sir.”

“Well, such being the case, there is
al the nore danger of paying too
dearly for your whistle, seeirg thet o
one is going to blow it but yourself. |
don't wish to go into the question of
professionalism in sport, nore egpe
cidly that phese of it conceming ool
lege men, for I’'m against it on princi-
ple, and you might corsider my views
biased Nor reed | touch on the in
cressing tendency these days to worship
the Golden Calf. But, as you nmay not
have fully redlized it, | wish to try and
bring hore t© you what you are giv-
ing up or sHling

“It looks like the old story of, not
Potash and Perlmutter, but potage ad
birthright, Gary. You are the nost
brilliant engineering student we hawe,
or have had in my recdllection, and you
are abandoning a career of the utimost
promise. | need not speak of its honor
and usefulness, conare the building
of bridges and harmessing of rivers to
entertaining a crond which should be
indulging in sore manly sport instead
of watching it That is becoming our
weakness; we have too many lookers-on
at gares and too few players. We are

(CP in danger of degererating into a ration
8B of spectators like the decadent Romars.
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But there, I’'m straying to are of my
pet sugjects.

“To retum to yourself, and gpeak-
ing purely in a mercenary sarse, your
eaming capedity should be inpressive
in a few years. It should place you
beyord all thought of want.  Indeed,
there is hardly a limit to it 1 may tl
you that only the other day | wes dis-
assing your gifts with one of the
greatest engineers in the country, presi-
dent of a great construction conpary,
and he expressed the wish thet, onyour
graduation, he might have the offer of
your senices.  That wes
dented 1 want to bring hone to you
ﬂefactﬁatlﬁlmywareloslngﬂ”e
sjmtameardgrasplngatmesl*mbm

“Well, it's a very big shadow, sir,”
said Galy “And a dollar doan is
worth five in the dim future. | dare
say you'll hear a lot of stories about
what I’'m getting, but I'll &l you the
truth | held out for a percentage, ad
| eqect to get an average of about
fifteen thousand a gane

Prexy stared ﬂTa[fl his glasses.
Hfteen thousand dollars for an hour’s
play, and he received about ore fifth
of thet for a year’s work!

“That’s an enomous anoutt of
rmney he said sloMy. ““Prodigious!”

“That’s only the estineted average,”
replied Gary. “l nmay get thirty or
forty thousard, aooordlngtoﬂegate
And | play at lesst twice a week.”

“Stupendous!” mumured  Sturges,
wiping his glasses.

“And that’s only part of it,” pursued
Gary. “If | tumpro | can take noney
for giving my nane to help advertise
everything from soup tO suspenders.
got a dozen offers in that lire
And then there’s the screen, the novies.
They'll want to star me in sore ‘nes-
terpiece.” At the very lesst, sir, | cal-
audlate on meking perhaps two hundred

“Two hundred thousand!”

Sturges.  ““Colossal!”

edoed
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“So you e, dir, it's a mighty sub-
stantial shadow, and | haven't taken
the first offer. Money is - and
I held out for the best price | ocould

“It is a norstrous tenptation,” said
Sturges  “l had o idea such a sum
was inohved. It is really wicked to
offer such huge suns for the nere play-
ing of agane, 1o divert our young marn-
hood from worthy chamrels of sen~
ie, the professions and vocatios for
which they are best qualified. It sets
a false standard, false ideals, false e
erything. This sum can be no indica-
tion of your true eaming caceaty.
Your services cannot possibly be worth
a fraction of it Your character nmust
suffer in comseguence. No young man's
senvioss could be worth such a sum
Why, it is double the salary of the
president of these United States! It's

"’

“The National Football League isn't
a philanthropic institution, sir,” replied
Gary. “If | wasmtworth it, | shouldn't
get it As I'm on a percentage con
tract, if | recalve that anount, my em
ployers will receive far nore. 1 dont
say ‘eam.’ | know nmy senvices aren't
really worth thet, but reither are a
screen star’s, a chanmpion prize fight
er's, or even a popular novelist's  It’s
not a question of intrirsic nrerit, but
of draming capecity. Bverything goes
by the ‘gate’ these days, and, as you
know, sir, there’s no telling what really
mekes popularity.”

“Of course, as a rule,” said Sturges,
“the best writers have the lesst read
ers, for an entirely adequate reason thet
needs o stressing.  But it is other-
wise with you, Gary; you desenve this
tremendous popularity.”

“l do not, sir. What you said re-
garding noney applies also to popu-
larity. | haven't any delusions about
it, sir.  The public idol of to-day is tre
outcast of to-norrow.  1’'ve had sone
srall eqoerience of thet alreedy. But,
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while it lasts, | nean to cpitalize it for
al it's worth. That's why | say itsa
daxe | nay never have again  If
the public are willing t pay in such
nuTbers to see ne play, thet is thelr
lookout and not mire.  They have st
their own price on ne, and, while I'll
do my best to keep their favor, | quite
redlize tret | nayn't be able to do o
very long.”

“In short,” said Sturges, “it is a very
rich gold mire thet, in tedmical lan-
guege, may pinch out at any tine? Ex-
actly. And for this podket you're sac-
rificing the nother lode, your real pro-
fessionn. Now, Gary, youwve shoan
yourself very level headed in many re-
goects over this trerendous public adu-
lation 1*ve admired your balance, your
whole reogption of it throughout. It
is enough to tum a far older head, de-
noralize a far nore experienced char-
acter. And, inthe face of such ahuge
nonetary tenptation, it is only natural,
only human, that you should lose your
saree of proportion. It nmekes a tre-
mendous prablem, but there is really
only the ore amswer. | want to point
out to you several etermdl trutts, the
first being thet real greatrness never
cares from grasping, ad that you are
bartering infinitely nore than you real-
ize.”

“l don't think so, sir.”

“But | do, my boy. The real things
of life, no norney can buy. When all
is said and dore, gold is merely gold.
The tressures of the gspint----"
Sturges was now fully launched on
ore of his pet subjects; he talked long
and eamestly; but, at tre erd of it all,
CGIai?/sobdsimrermireduﬁerged He

d find no cormMincing answer to his
argurent that noney was norey.

Mearwhile, Tony had brought the
news to his sister, and e heard it with
astonishment,  perturbation, and sore
quiet amusenent.  For her brother now
denounced Gary all along tre ling, o
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longer finding any excuse for his affair
with Miss Bing.

“You were right, sis,” he said meg-
naninowsly.  “A man who could do
that coud do anything—and he hes
doe it He hes soldus out cdld  He’s
a mercenary.  It’s nothing to himwhat
becomes of the odlege or team”
Tony’s bittermess and anger had ot its
root merely in his overweening love for
Bolton; had he not cared persorally a
great deal for Gary, he should not have
minded so nuch, nor felt the blow 0
acutely.

“Are you sure that's his only reason
for leaving?”’ asked Judy slonly.

“Of course it is  Money—that’s his
middle rene.  What other reason could
there be?”

“Well, 1 domt knon. | thought
there might be a contributing case. |
mean, supposing he hes heard sore of
this talk about Miss Bing? And—ad
we haven't been particularly nice tohim
this term have we?”

“As hice as he desernves. And you-re
the one who said you wanted nothing
nore to do with him”

“I know,”” she replied in a low voice.
“And things have been o different,
uplessant, thet it nmay have induced
him to acoept this offer. And—ard |
wonder, Tony, if half thet hes been
said is redlly true.”

“Of course it is! Aren't you tie
one who told e long ago tret it wes
tue? And now, when it hes been

proved, you tum roud and say it
meyn'tbe true. | can't understand vou
at al.”

This waes ot t be wondered at, be-
case Judy could not understand her-
self.  She knew sinply that the thought
of Gary leaving Bolton tore a hole in
her heart, through which all minor cares
and worries were lost and forgotten.
And degp down in her consdence wes
the question: hed she quite played the
gane? Had de let pride and jealousy
wreck her friendship with Gary? No
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natter what the circurstantial evidenoe
of his quilt, should she have acoepted
it from any one but hirrself?

Tony seered to seree the drift of
her thoughts, for he said:

“Weve nothing o blame ourselves
for; ot athing.  Our only mistake was
in thinking Gary ore of us. But you
can't take a pig to market and bring
it back a blood horse. That's the long
ad shot of it His idea of things
aren't ours, and they never will be.”

“But could our first gpinion of him
have been so wong? And thirk of
all he hes dore for Bolton! Tony, we
—We can't let him go like this!”

“What'’s to stop hinf? Nothing but
anoral diligation thet he can't or won't
recognize.  You don't understand, sis;
there’s big noney at stake, and nothr
ing or nobody could stop him grabbing
it What he hes dore for Bolton he
did, first of all, for hinself. It wes
always hineself, never the odlege. It
wes al part of a plan t get hinmself
before the public, meke his price.”

“l don't believe it,” said Judy. “And
| don't believe, either, that he induced
Rarsomtoleave. Let us be fair, Tony.
He couldn't have known—nobody could
—that he would becore such a public
idd. And he wouldn't be if he hadn’'t
eamed it We cant deny him thet
You talk about his influence on Jack
Ransom, but what about Ransom's in-'
fluence on hinf? From all 1’'ve seen of.
Mr. Ransom, he’s far the nore worldly j
and naterial of the two.”

“l guess it’s fifty-fifty, if it cores to'
thet,” said Dearing. “They both be-.
lcg to the sane school.  There’s o
use trying o pretend thet they're dif-
ferent from what they are. College,]
the privilege of coming to Bolton, never ,
really meant anything to trem  Money '
nmearns nore than loyalty or principle.
Gary will get oodles of it, but it won't j
do hmany good. You s if it doss.
He’ll sperd it as fast as ke gets it, ad
thaet Bing girl will help him”
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Judy winced and tumed to the
window.

“Mearmhile,” ocontinued her brother
ognicaly, “we’'ve got to give Gary a
send-off worthy of Bolton, if not him
saf. Of course, we cant let the papers
sniff our real feelings; theyd say we
were sore because he’s not playing for
ws. But there isn't a college man in the
ocouttry, let alone Bolton, who doesn't
share our fedlings. Only a odlege men
could understand.”

“Will you have him here to dinrer,
Tony?”

“I will not! | told you long ago he
wasn't the sort | wanted as a guest,
and there’s no necessity for us o have
him privately. It will be a stag party,
a presentation, and, of course, he isn't
supposed to know about it It's ae
of those things that have to be dore,
and dore well.  The papers will be full
of our grief and admiration. Oh, we'll
give hima proper send-off, al right.”

But Gary and Rarsom, on a sum
nons from the manager of the Wolves,
left for New York ere Bolton knew
they had gone.  And, on the whole, they
ocorsidered it just as well. I they did
not know of the honor in preparation
for them they knew much of what
envy and nlice, apart from the silent
cersure of the worthy, were saying of
them

For the nmere fact thet Gary wes o
longer a Boltonian seened to release
the brakes from many togues, and the
Hassie Bing natter was discussed with
wvelcore abandon.  The fact thet Miss
Bing herself saw fit to leave tre town
a few days later gave point to the story.

“Well, that's the end of that hick
burg, thark Heaven,” said Ransom as
the train departed. “We don't want
any of their crocodile tears.  Let this
be a lesson to you, Bolt, on the folly
of casting pearls before swine, west-
ing your time on smell-toan  stuff.
They're all alike, odlege or manufac-
turing; mean and petty and bedkoiting.
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You were a king so long as you sened
threm and now you're a cloan. You
aren’t leaving ore true friend, not ae.
The only friend youve got is sticking
right here by your sice. Well, we
should worry. We’re going where
we'll be gppreciated, do as we please.
This odlege gane hes sened its tumn,
ad now we're really going to live
Hey, for the Big Town!”

Gary made no amswer, seenved not
to hear. He had tumed for a last look
at the old gray towers onthe hill. Ran-
SOMis opiNion Was wrong, as it was
wrong in other instances; for he, Gary,
wes leaving behind at lesst ae true
friend, oe he hed found where lesst

| This was Doctor Sturges.
He had revealed hinself as a synpa
thetic and understanding friend, even
though he did not approve of Gary’s
decision That is the real test of
friendship.
CHAPTER XIX.

ACROSS THE RUBICON.

ANOTHER of Ransonis false opin-

iors was thet conceming the calling
or vocation he was about to erbrace.
His idess of it were based on what he
hed reed in certain papers, augrented
by the confidences of a whilom friend
who hed played on a nediocre Middle-
Western team  Professional foothall,
he informed Gary, was “‘soft;” it wes
a gare where nobody got hurt and the
slogan was: “Live ard let live.” It
wes not like the intercollegiate article,
where a fellow’s feelings were involved
and he wertt all out to win, regardless
of the aost.  In the professional gane
nobody really cared who won, not even
the fans, o long as they got a run for
their noney.  This wes proved by the
fact that the chanpionship was always
in dispute, because the teans conpris-
ing the league were so widely scattered
that they could not possibly meet are
another.  Each dub might have a nore-
or-less-loyal folloning, but there ocould
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be no interest such as attades to the
rnational gane and the fight for the

perrant. ) )

“All the public wants,” said Rarnsom,
“is a scrap to watch on Sundays, Sat-
urdays, and holidays, when the basetall
season Is dead and box fighting haesn't
started.  All we have to do is put up a
decent imitation. Il be a leadpipe
dnch to what we've been through last

He bdlieved thet ganes were fixed
and thet players could do pretty much
as they pleased, especially fanous stars.
One would not have to keep to the rig-
oous training table irstituted by
ccedes like “Pug” Traynor. In
dot, he looked forward to a pless-
ant period of much travel, little work,
and high pay.

Gary did not subscribe to this belief.
He knew no nore about the National
Football League then Ransom but, un-
like the other, he knew the world ad
how hard it is to eam a living from
it Ransom had lived solely on his
nother, ad, though he talked largely,
his actual knomedge of life wes sdll.

Indeed, this was his first vsit t
New York, or any big dty, though oe
might have thought him a globe trot-
ter. His fictional experiences had even
inposed on Gary to alarge extent.  For
Ransom, out of ignorance or hearsay,
always spoke with suprene authority;
while , out of ience,
hesitated and qudlified. The nore he
leamed, the less sure was he about
anything in this world or the next.

“l wouldn't be too certain of thet,
Jack”” he now said  “It’'s ny expe-
rience that you get nothing for nothr
ing in this world, and the New York
Wolves arent thet Chio team you
speak about.  We’re getting big money,
and you can bet your life we’ll have to
eam It, every pary. 1T you want nmy
opinion, the professional gare is just
a bit better than the best college stuff.
If you aren't playing for glory ad
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Alma Mater, you're playing for your
daily bread—which nmears just a little
bit nrore.  If you take my advice, you'll
et ready for the hardest ten weeks
you ever goent.  You'd best keep in
mind the fact that we’re bucking an
open nerket for the first tine; ad, if
we don't meke good, there are plenty
of others who can and will. There’s

no shortage of material when norey
taks-----"

“Rats! We’re the best backfield
cobination in the country, and nobody
ocould take our place  Wolverton
knows tret dam well.”

“That’s all right,” said Gary, “but
weve got to keep proving it We
aren't being paid for what we've dore
for Bolton, but what we’ll do for the
Wolves. And, if we don’'t do it—good
night! Get that through your bean
There’s nothing in our contract thet
cdls for Wolverton to keep paying a
loss. | get a percentage of what | can
draw, you get a thousand a game; but
if 1 only draw flies and you pan out
a dud, ore or two ganes will se aur
finish”’

Ransom laughed.

“You want to forget this nodesty
oconplex, Bolt, before we hit the Big
Town. It wes al right in tre college
gare, but it's bad business in the pro-
fessional.  You've got to put your onn
price on yourself, and on ne, too, ad
it's tire you realized our worth. It
matters a whole lot, natters everything,
what we did at Bolton; if it didn't, we
wouldn’t have got this contract.

“We’re the greatest scoring conbine:
tion thet ever , ad, o mat-
ter what we do, the fans will bresk all
records to see s play. Our draming
capecity is established and that's What
were being paid for! Once youwve
mede your rep, the rest is pie.  It’s the
sane in every gane, profession, or
business. We can take the gate with
s wherever we go, and Sam Wolver-
ton knows it You've got to act like a
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chanp ad talk like a danp, Bolt, not
a hick from tre stids. Youve got to
show this bunch where they et off.
Theyll try to run it over you, work
you like a dray horse, if you don't
quNyour o rights.  Just watch

It will be dbsernved that Ransom now
enployed the pronoun “we” as a et
ter of corse.  No longer wes Gary tre
suprere draming card; it wes Gary
and Ransom  Already suocess wes hav-
ing its effect on his mercurial tenpera-
ment, and he haed never been lacking in
self-gppreciation.

Gary could have pointed out thet the
sum his running ete was 1o receive
for every gane was no real indication
of his value, any nore then Gary
thought his own value to be worth fif-
teen tines ttet sum Ransom never
ocould have got it in any other circum
stanoss, if he had entered the narket
doe. There were plenty of half badks,
as good or better, who were playing
for far less, plenty who coud have
been seoured

Nor was Ransom sudh an essental
part of the combination; he was reither
indispersable nor ireplacedble. But
Gary, aut of friendship, hed megnified
his inportance in the negotiatios with
Wolverton, got him the best price pos-
sible, made him part and parcel of the
proceedings. So long as Ransom wes
determined inany case to enter the pro-
fessional gane, Gary neant to do his
utost for im just as, in the first in
stance, he hed brought him into promi-
nence, mece this ultinete step possible.

And now tre result was thet Ran-
son, with his naive egoism believed it
a fiting tbute t© his own rative
worth. And irmardly he argued tret,
if Wolverton was willing to offer him
such a price, he must in redlity be
worth far nore.

However, out of comsideration for
Gary’s fedlings, he refrained frommen-
tioning this. At the sare ting he
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meant 1o let the world see thet he had
no delusions about his own value.

Gary did not purste the subject; he
had said what he ocould, and, his acvice
being rejected, he played tre part of
wisdom by letting future events point
or disprove his argurent. He had o
desire to be continually preaching, ad
he hed learmed thet Ransom believed
nothing util it was denmorstrated by
hard fact

Hard fact waes not long in coming.
It arrived when Ransom appeared for
the first practice try-out in palpably
poor form, and Barmey Milligan, Wol-
verton’s right hand, reported the mat-
ter to his boss.  Then Ransom heard
things thet have mever been seen in
print. Pug Traynor, at the top of his
form, had never dared to be 0 iInpo-
lite. Wolverton, whose red neck ad
ears nmatched his hair and language, let
fly at him before the whole team ad
right there the color and wind went aut
of sare of Ransonis nost cherished
sogp bubbles.

“l don't care a contirental who or
what you are!” said Wolverton, when
Ransom protested. “And, if you don't
like my lire of talk get your boret
and dedk aut  The sooner the better.
There aren't any strings an you.”

“Y-you guararteed ne nmy price for

every gane. )

“And you'll get it, when and i+ you
play,” retorted Wolverton grimly. “But
I never guaranteed to pay for slacking
and loafing.  You can bet your boots
I’'m playing no mean who isn't in condi-
tion What the devil do you think this
autfit is—a dine museun? If you're
aiming t crond on fat and live soft,
nmeke adate with Huber. You’re a pro-
fessiomal now, not an amatewr, and
youd better understand thet first as
last.

“That goes for dl you new nmen,”
he continued, aiming his cigar at each
intum  “The rest of the boys know
what's what. There ain't a nen big
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enough to break the rules and do as he
likes hare, and the next tine oe of
you's reported out of condition, he’s
through! Understand? | don't cae a
rap what you did at college or any-
where dlse, but I’'mgonna see what you
do hare. You’re here to show ne, ad,
if you don't show ne, that’s your fu-
reral. If youve got any little idea you
can get by with stuff you worked sone-
wheres else, can it right now. This is
a business organization, and we ain't
carying any watered stock  Every
men anong you, big or little, hes got
1o be fit and ready to eam his dividend.
If he ain't he can take the air.  That’s
al 1've got to say, and | won't say it
again!”

As proof of this, Madden, the big
all-American full back, “took the air”
the follomng week.  Next to Gary, he
was, perhaps, the nost talked-of nman
of the year; but, when he parsisted in
reporting for practice with a breath,
his exit was as swift as though he were
the hunblest menoer of the team

“Let thet be a lesson o you, Jack”
said Gary. “But | guess you don't need
ary. You're doing fire.”

“Lord!” said Ransom  ““l never put
in such aweek They work you like a

. You'd think this dub omed 1s.”

“Youd thirk right” said Gary.
“We’re professionals, not amateurs, as
Wolverton said. There’s a difference.”

“Well, our contract, Bolt, don't look
S0 juicy on a doseup. We get noth
ing for nothing.”

“Bxactly. The oontract hesnt
darlged but maybe you have.”

“But supposing Wolverton crands
cut on ne? | thought we were pretty
dick, but you can't teech these New
York sharks anything. It looked all
right on paper—but what's to stop him
not playing ne inany gane? Or giv-
ing e the gate, like Madden?”

“Yourself, Tack Don’t you worry
about him playing you, if you kegp on
the way you're going. That little talk
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did you a world of good. Wolverton's
not execting any irades, only a fair
deal. And, naturally, he hes insured
hinself against an unfair ae. There
are sore fellons who think tre right
gane is to do as litte as they can for
their norey, insteed of the nost. They
look on an enployer as sorething to
be milked. That’s poor economics as
well as ethicss. A business can only
pay what It eams, and footiall is o
exgption.  The better we play, the
nore we draw; and the nore we draw,

<1 don't,” said Ransom  “Nor any
other player but you. You're the only
Oone on a percentage.”

“If 1 hggpen to draw nothing, you
won't cal it very lucky, Jadk No nat-
ter what | and the rest of the dub get,
you ad the other players are sure of

Is.”

“Well, I’'ll swap you any cay, Bolt
I only wish | was as sure of mire as
you are of yours—and thet it was half
as big. They say the advance bookings
for the Pounders are breaking all rec
ods. | bet you meke nore then you
figured.”

“lI hope so,”” grinned Gary.  ““In this
irstance, too much isn't enougn.  But
I’ll believe al these tales of a record
gatewhen | sse it This is New York,

He was destined to see it, just as
Ransom wes destined t©o see his last
cherished illusion vanish. There was
nothing soft about that game with the
Providence Pounders, none of the spirit
of live ad let live; it wes &s fierce ad
inplacable as the menorable fight with
State University, faster and nore gen-
erally skillful. These men were play-
ing for their daily bread, which, as Gary
said, fumished enough incentive.  They
had 1o make good or go under, just as
in the battle of life. For the nost part,
they were the hardy adverturer type,
soldiers of fortune who were ready
for any fight on any field
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They were a mixed lot—college nren,
sandHotters, professionals, amateurs;
but all were csst in the sane nold.
Most of them would drift ultiretely
1o the weste places of the earth, to far
horizors, wherever the red lanp of dan-
ger winked, the finger of adverture
and profit beckoned. Merceraries, if
you will, but with sorething of the
oolor of Ctesar’s Tenth Legion.  Fight-
ing wes a hbusiness, and they gave ad
took with equal phlegm

Added to this was an ancient rivalry,
for the Rhode Island team hed disputed
last seaso’s chanpionship with them
For thet reason, apart from Gary’s ap-
pearance, a record crond wes assured.
Ransom leamed thet, whatever the
feeling in other sectios of the coun
try, there was o lack of it here.

The Providence rooters care in their
thousands, and the Wolves hed as rabid
a folloning as ever graced, or disgraced,
tte bleadhers. He leamed thet it nat-
tered who won, nettered far nore, In
away, thanany cdllege gane. It meant
noney to nost of thet crond, norey
wvagered.

Such a crond!  Used as he hed be-
core to the gradually growing gate
draawn by Gary, the biggest Bolton

wes sl to this. It aned him
as he trotted out on the fidd to run
through the sigels.  Its conposition,
its manners! The cdlege ganre im
posed certain restrictions on the con
duct of the nost rabid adherent or
critic; but here there was nore. The
bleachers said what they pleased.  They
hed paid their price for admission, and
it included the privilege of free goech
These guvs, of which he was ag, 'were
playing for noney, and, it they put up
a bum show, they’'d hear about it They
were no different from any other pub-
lic performrer.

Ransom heard about it, ere the gane
had well begun, when a furle on his
part wes instantly converted into an
adverse score. He was a victim of
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renves and ocould hardly see, much less
ocontrd his lints. A hoM rent the
heavens:

“Yah, you Bolton bum! Get the
hook! Take hmout! He’s rotten!”

“Don’t listen,” said Gary in his ear.
“Cet donwn o it, Jack”

Gary was inured to it all—the rivalry,
“barracking,” the professional give and
e It wes sinply tte Corets ower
again on a larger scale, tie was as
much a soldier of fortune as the hardi-
est bravo on this field, harder and nore
experienced then nost.  He wes back
in his owmn dass again, that wes all,
and he was able o lead it, as he al-
ways had dorne.  They could teach him
nothing.

There were those who had care to
see his gorgeous bubble pricked, and the
Pounders thenselves meant to put this
oollege star where they hed put many
another. This rahrah boy would soon
leam the difference between the ame:
teur and professional gane.  They'd
show him what he was redlly worth;
he’d be able to draw nothing but amica

and splints when they got through with
him

Amiable delusion! Gary was there,
every minute of the play, every foot of
trte way—there in deferse as well as
attadc And tre crond rose to him
as every other crond hed dore, as it
croms every two-handed fighter who
is also the boxing artist ad gane t©
the coe.

He wes greater then all reports; in
this brilliant field his light dinmed All.
Never had he been nore dazzling, nore
irresistible; his persomality dominated
tre play. He started with running back
the kick-off for a touchdoan, and fin-
ished with ancther thet put an unec-
essary nail in the Pounders’ adffin

And never hed Jack Ransom played
better; never hed the ocorbination
worked with such uncanny  precision.
But it was Gary who hed inspired it
mede it possible, Gary who bore the
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brunt, covered up his rumning Mete’s
mistakes, retrieved them while Ran-
som waes finding his true fom It is
quite possible thet, but for Gary, it
would have been Ransomis first and
last game with the Wolves.  Indeed, it
is anost certain

The prestige thet Gary gaired from
thet opening gare in mid-Septener
was incalculable, but his reweard in real

was double what he hed first
prognosticated to Doctor Sturges. It
exoeeded his wildest hopes.

“Gee, over thirty thousand dollars!”
breathed Ransom, staring wide eyed at
the dedk  “l never knew there wes
0 nuch norey in the world, even on
paper.”  And then, in the next breath:
“What did | tell you? Wee caossed
the Rubicon, all right, and are wading
neck-deep Iin fields of the long green
I mean, you are. Over thirty thousard
for oe gane! Take the thirty anay
and youve got ny figure. What are
you going to do with it, Bolt?’

“Put it in the bank.”

“Tightwed,” said Rarsom  “Why
don't you loosen up a hit, take the pad-
locks off your podkets, and buy your-
self agood tine? You'll never have it
youger. | know how you fed, of
course; you've been so darmed poor all
your life, like myself, thet you're
scared of poverty. That’sit, en? But
there’s such a thing as overdoing it
You're scared to death of poverty. It
oets sone people like that, though it
never got ne.  1I’'mtoo wise.”

Gary might have suggested that per-
heps the real reason wes that Ransom
had never worked for even the little
he oot
“You’re scared of powverty, Bolt, ad
you aimto pile up what you think will
keep you safe.  Yes, | know it But
that’s a mistake; if you ever start thet,
you'll never stop, never think youve
got enough.  BEver hear the story of the
guy who was sert into a roomful of
gold pieces and told he could take what-
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ever he thought would keep hm the
rest of his days—just ttet ad o
nore? Well, he died there before ke
got through counting He ooudit
stop soon enough.”

“Most ren stop too soon,” said Gary,
with his faint sile.

“Well, they live, have a good tine
And that’s all norey’s for. Cone on
Bolt, let’s go ad oderate. We de
sene it There’s lots nore dough
where that cane from The boys ex-
pect it of you, too.”

“Why?” asked Gary, with his un
winking stare.  “I ve got mire, they\ve
got theirs, and that's all that's to it
Why should 1 buy them a good tine
any nore then they ne?”’

“Oh, well, if you can't see it---- ”
Ransom shrugged.

“No, | cant see it Besides, I'min
training, ad 0 are you ad they.
There won't be any nore noney where
this care from if we don't keep fit
You know thet.”

“I mnottalklng of hooch,” said Ran-
som Nobodymanlstogetste/\ed
But there’s o harm having a good
time. And, hang it all, you’reﬂe big-
gest winner ard it’s up to you to show
it to the buch  It’s only right.”

“l don't see it thet way,” replied
Gary camly.  ““It aost ne sorething to
oet this norey, and, if the bunch thinks
I’'m going t blow it for their amuse-
ment, they've got another think coming.
No, sir; |1 think nore of noney then
thet. Every person is entitled to have
his oawn idea of what you call a good
tire, ad 1’'ve got mire.”

“Counting the feathers on a gold
egle?

Gary laughed.

“Well, Iad\/lseywtocbﬂ”esme,
Xk This gae isn't going to last
forever, ad, as | wamed you, it gpers
up a lot of things we're better with-
out. Our job is to keep fit, and | guess
nost of the fellons know thet.  But
there are hangers-on, the vanpires ad



122

parasites of the sporting world, who'll
be only too glad to bleed you white if
you give them half a dae. That's
al they want, your norey, ad you'll
beagood fellow while it lests. You

can get in with a crond, before you
know it, that’ll ruin you, Jadk And
the thin ed of the wedge, the pess-
word, is ‘a good tine” You can have
a good timre without bloning your
norey. The best tines are the aes
that can't be bought.  Save your norey,
Jack; it’s your best friend.”

“Huh!” said Rasom  “Ive a fat
lot to sae, havent 1?7 Only a thouw
sand sred<ers, a grand, ad 1've got
t sad sore of it t my old womren.
You dont have to sad anything t©
anybody—and youve got over thirty
gad. There’s a hellova difference,
Bolt—rot thet I'm sore at your ot
No, nothing like thet.”

CHAPTER XX

PART OF THE PRICE.

IT was nearing the end of the seasn,

ore of unparalleled triunph for Gary
and the team ard his fane had becone
intermational.  All thet had gore be-
fore, epic as it wes in its swift ad
trenendous noverrent, hed been but a
prelude to this publicity and popularity.

Never hed there been anything like
it He wes tre idd of the gutter
gamin, as well as of those in the ssats
of the mighty; and high and low; rich
ad poor, vied with one aother in
berding the knee of homege.  Last trib-
ute of dl, his rare, which hed been
given—at a price—to nmultiform com
nodities, was bestoned on various de-
fersaless infants.

The Gary garter, underwear, or shawv
ing cream marched harnd in hand with
al the litle Bolt Gary Rabinownitches
and OReillys. He wes tre topical
crack at revues, where a gag about his
finandal acuren always got a hearty
ad tderant laugh, and he wes sded
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uled to sped tte ed of the winter in
Hollywood, where a feature film wes
being written for him

He was nobbed wherever he shoned
his nose, and the Sunday supplenrents,

they had cobed his whole life,
were still clanoring for nore, anything
with his nae attached A syrdicate
had paid him fifteen thousand dollars
for ten artides, ad he hed
dired with the highest in tre land.

Old man Gary’s forge ard his wife’s
alleged dothes basket had becore as
well knoan as the Statue of Liberty or
the Woolworth Building, and, his brief
sojourn in Handers being properly in
vestigated, he had been discovered as
the real and only original man who hed
won the Great War.  There wes a salad
naed after him at the Ritz—a subtle
joke this, because of his known affec-
tion for tre long green—ad it was said
that his income-tax assessrent would
perturb even Morgan.

In short, he hed arrived at the last
station on the road to fare, or, inother
words, these United States had mede a

fool of itself over hm as it
hes a hebit of doing.

He had arrived, reached the ultinate
golden goal, but what hed his tidet
oost hinf? Few comsidered this, or, if
at all, qute superficially. And few
ocould have understood the nore subtle
part of the price paid, becaLse few un
derstood Gary’s redl deracter. Bven
Ransom, his dose conpanion, did ot
fully understand it, though he thought
otherwise. Doctor Sturges wes the
only are who hed its com
plexity, though there haed been a tine
when Judith Dearing stood on the brink
of conplete discovery.

Gary’s wes a hypersersitive charac-
ter, a quivering sod thet reacted Vio-
lentdy t what the average ego would
hardly ssrs2. It hed been his bare since
childhood, and he hed proceeded to com
bat it, as he hed fought against other
handicaps, naterial and  otherwise.
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This big fellow with tre hard jaw ad
enotionless manner was in redlity as
sereitive as a ic plate; he
registered what others missed  But e
hed taught hinself to grow a protective
dHdl, like other menbers of the ani-
mal kingdom, because it wes necessary
for survival. He wes acutely sersitive
about his birth, the ugly poverty of his
early days, and many things at which
e hed learmed to grile and for which
the public thougnt he cared nothing.
The public verdict wes thet he hed o
nenes, N0 nore then a jellyfish; his
lack of sersitiveress, physical and othr
ennise, was proverbial, ore of the many
popular misconceptions.

In shart, the public believed Gary t©
be a thing of store ad iron, tre off-
spring of a bladksmith and washer-
womren, with all thet that inplied to the
superficial mind.  Sorehow, he hed
been given a brain far above his her-
itage, a brain that functioned brilliantly
in football as it had in the dassroom
but otherwise he was the legitinete
product of his dass and people, a aruck,
forceful, insersitive persordlity.

All this was wholly wrong; he wes
a bundle of nerves—tie true psydholo-
gist would have known thet this mece
his brilliant play possible—a nmess of
sasiiveress and  aoute i0s.
But he had leamed nester) of sdif,
the high art of canrouflage.  None knew
what e redlly thought and felt

Therefore, to him a part of the price
thet wes being peid, the spiritual part,
the hardest part, would have nmeant lit-
tle or nothing to many, just as the pub-
lic thought it meant nothing to him
His hatred of publicity, toudhed on al-
reajy—hssl”wessmasﬂ'ngtcrwle-
Ness or a caladlated part of the pub-
Ilatygane—needmtbesn’essed ad
we may begin with what the loss of
hsarratewstardlngmamttoh

Gary redlized 1t to the uttemost,
though it was thought he did not.  He
felt it far nore keenly than Ransom,
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sereed subtleties and nuanoes lost on
the other. He had said long ago thet
e should be selling nore than his ane-
teur status, and the truth of thet wes
brought hone in many ways. Often
hed he cause to think of his talk with
Doctor Sturges and what the other had
said about the things of the sairit

Yes, he wes a professional now, ad
there was a world of subtle difference.
He wes still a natioral idol, even greater
than heretofore, but he was o longer
the sane idd. He was meking a for-
tue, but e had lost an intangible
sorething thet o noney canbuy. He
was now a paid idd, doing for gold
what hitherto he had dore for sport
and Alma Mater. There was a differ-
ee ad it was shonn to him very
dearly. He might dine with the great-
est in the land, but so might any pub-
lic exhibit. Oh, yes, there was a dif-
ference, subtde but umistakable. He
was a rercerary, a professional, and he
hed lost caste in the greater world, just
as he hed lost it at Bolton.

His audience, his admirers, were dif-
ferent, or he wes being viewed from
a different angle.  Now he was admired
for his physical alore, ot his
darecter. He wes admired like the
Roman gladiator in the arena, and when
thet proness failed, everything failed.
Woe betice him when it should! lie
need exect neither mercy nor justice.
As his rnise had been swift, trenendous,
0 alsowould be his fall. It is the des-
tiny of iddls. He saw it dearly.

He was ot held in true affection
either by the public or his teamates,
indeed, in a sarse he was ae of thel
nost unpopular popular heroes thet hed
ever lived His self-confidence wes
misunderstood, and he hed an irritatingl
hebit of doing even nore then he said,
of upsetting calculations and prophe
aes.

They said he could not last, that such
speed and vitality wes ‘bound to bum
itself up; but here e wes at the ed
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of the season, going as strogly as
ever, just as spectacular and effident
They said he wes bound to be knodked
out, but gane after gane pessed ard
it was others who were carried to the
sicke lires or went on the sick list

No, he was not popular; he did not
scatter his noney about, goe dl the
mannerisns of the average public iddl.
He lived very quietly and, it wes said
privately, in mean fashionn He hed a
reputation for parsinony, for exacting
the utmost for his services. And it
waes not only cdlege men who, as
Dearing had said, resented the selling
of his anmateur standing; the vast body
of public gpinion was agairst it, how-
ever terant its aitidsm It hed
evoked editorial comment in certain pa-
pers, marked him as another vicim of
the big-noney lure and the commrerdial-
ization of sport; an e to be
avoided by the best youth of tre land
They compared him to his detrinent
with Phil Jones, an equal prodigy in
his own line, who, though in nmodest
drourstances, hed resisted such tenp-
tation, and, in consequence, stood for
al thet wes best in sport and char-
acter, an Arerican to be proud of.

The fact thet Gary had no ae to
support but hineelf, tret he hed
spumed the gift scholarship of Bolton,
forfeited what had promised to be a
brilliant career, deserted the odlege
that hed mede im sernved o make his
surrender all the nore aupable.  There
were no extenuating drounstances.
The public idolized him as a foothall
player, but as nothing else. A certain
paper had beptized him good-hu-
noredly “The Dollar God,” ad the
nae stuk, was used with incressing
point by his enemies.

He hed nmany emamies.  Nothing is
0 universally popular as failure, and
he hed been oo successfl.  Envy ad
jealousy and nelice were abroad, ad
he sased it even in the team; ot as
a whole, but anong cartain neers.
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He was nmeking far too much noney;,
norey that they were helping himeam
He was getting all the meat and gravy;
they, the bore.

It was the old story of Bolton over
again, on a larger scale, though Ran-
som hed ot suffered a relgpse. Apart
from the lesson he hed learmed in thet
respect, Ransom hineelf was eaming
enough glory these days, justifying his
selection as Gary’s running nate.  His
gane had developed, becore nore bril-
liant, as it was bound t© do in sudh

. He borroned his light from
Gary, though this he had cessed to ad-
mit; and, with his bonhomie, good
looks, and sodal graces, he wes far
nore popular in a sarse than Gary him
self.

Yet Ransom, thanks, perhgps, to this
popularity, was troubling Gary. An
dement wes entering their friendship,
a paossible source of friction, that hed
not been there before.  Ransom gayly
refused to be “preached” to any longer.

“I’m aut of leading strings,” he said,
when Gary remarked on certain com
pany he wes keeping.  “If you want to
be a arab, a sodid frost, there’s no rea-
son why | should  As you said your-
self, everybody’s entitted to his oan
gpinion of a good tine.”

“I'm resporsible for you, Jadk |

you here-----"

“You didn't ad aren't Get that
out of your head for good, Bolt I'd
have brought myself, . Youd
nothing to do with it  And I'mmeking
good off my oawn bat.”

Gary let this pess.

“If Wolverton’s got no kicking com
ing, you havent” added Ransom
“And he’s the are to kick”

This wes trie.  Ransom’s form of
enjoynent appeared to have o ill ef-
fect on his playing ability. Whatever
dissipation he might indulge In, it wes
offset by intersive training. Gary did
not know what he did with his spare
tire, but he knew ke kept late hours
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ad thet they were costing a lot of

morey.

“Well, it's my oawn,” said Ransom
when this slbject wes toudred on. “If
I want to spad it on a show or a
pretty girl, what's the odds? | dont
keep bunmming at you, Bolt, because you
prefer to pile it yp. You can only be
young axe.  That’s my notto.”

“What about this business you were

ng to buy?” _

“Plenty of tine,” replied Ransom
airily. “I’m as good as signed up for
next season, ain't 1? Yes, ad at a
bigger figure, too—if | should want to
ke it”

“Yes, ad the next show may put
you on the sick list or out of the gane
for good. You ought to be saving

“And be called “The Dollar God?
No, thenks, Bolt; nore of thet for mire.
One’s enough inthe family.  Don’t you
worry about my siell cut; it's no skin
“It’s skin off ne,” said Gary com
posedly, though hurt, “if you continue
1o borrow the way youve been doing.
It's essy enough to be generous’ at
sore ae else’s eqerse.  1'd rather be
clled a tightwed then a sponger.”

Ransom flushed angrily.

“Are you calling ne thet?’

“No, I'mnot, Jack But the next
step to borroming is spoging. So long
as you've gpened the subject ad taken
this stand, 1 just want t remind you
that you one nre five hundred dollars.”

“l haven't forgotten it | haven't
hed a dane.””

“Ive never nentoned it before,
Jack”

“Oh, you might as well have. Don't
you worry; I’ll pay back every oat,
and with interest, too, if you like. Gee,
but you're tight, Bolt! It’s getting
be a regular disease with you. | told
you it would. What have you soaked
anay inthe bank? Nobody knows but
yourself. And yet you grudge an dd
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pal a few kopecks! What’s five hun
dred toyou?’
“Money is noey,” sad Gary

. “Besides, there’s the princi-
ple of tre thing. 1e norey for any
friend’'s necessity, to the extent of ny
mears, but I'll be damed if 1ve any
for extravagance. 1 said thet be-
for, and now I'm saying it again.  If
you can afford all you do for amuse-
nent, you can afford to pay your ddats.
And if you pay your ganbling ddats,
you can pay ne. One’s just as hon
oradble as the other, though sone peo-
ple don't ssem to think s0.”

“Who says I've got any ganbling
demanded Rarnsom

deots ?’

Gary shrugged. It wes a dot inthe
dark which, judging by the other’s ex-
pression, hed gone hare.

“Your norey goes somewhere,
does't it? How much do you give
your nother?’

“That’s my busiress. | give her

that’s enough.”

“Well, there’s no earthly reason why
you should have to borrow, Jadk  You
know there isnt  You’re eaming big
nmoney-----

“A thousard agane! What's that?”

“It's twenty thousand a year, at
lesst, not counting what we may nreke
on a bamstormming trip.  And that’s

thousand nore then you thought
of eaming a few nontts ago. It wes
a fabulous sumthen”

“Yes, and what about the fabulous
sum youre meking? You're getting
about ten tines thet, or nore. And
with nobody to support.  It's al right
for you to talk-----"

“Well, I'm talking,” broke in Gary.
“I've tried are way with you, and now
I'll try another. It’s nothing t you
or arybody what | get; your business
is to look after what you get  You
ssemto be losing all serse of propor-
tion The nore norey you hae, tre
nore you duck anay. Well, you're
not going to chudk any nore of mire.



126

I wouldn't be your friend if | let you
get anay with the idea that you can
always core to e when you're broke,
thet thet’s al youve got to do. | tdl
you you'll have to dedk up on your
outlay and take a tunle to yourself.
My lending days are over, ad | won't
let you have aother cat  That’s

Ransom laughed with genuine hunor,
al his formrer irmitation and resentment
gore. This was ae of his nost ap-
pealing traits; he seenred incapable of
treasuring a grudge or staying angry
for long.

“All right, Bolt, I'll take a turble
o myself. Why didn't you say you
wvanted your norney back? Why didn't
you say it at the start, you old shy-
lock, Without all this lofty preaching?
And, say, youll get ne thet job in the
novies, won't you? You'll let ne play
second to your lead?”

“l tod you I'd do my best, Jadk
but thet it isnt up to ne. The pro-

“But ain't | the other half of the
fanous corbimation?  Well, that?
They can't do without ne, and all
youve got to do is tal ’em 0 if they
don't ssemto know it We should get
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a whacking good price, e? Yes, I'll
take a tunble to myself, Bolt, and 1'll
pay you thet five hundred, too. Oh,
yes, | will?”

But days becane weeks, weeks
nonths, and Ransom did not pay, nor
did his node of life dange peroep-
tbly. And, though seemirgly their
friendship remaired tte sae, there
wes a subtle change thet Gary felt
keenly. it had always been
there and he hed not sensed it hithertos;
but now he could Not escape the thought
at times thet Ransom only cared for
what he could get out of m  Would
a tne friend say tre things thet the
other soretines said? Perhaps it wes
nerely that Ransomwas insersitive; he,
Gary, hypersarsitive. But tre things
that Ransom said left wounds, and,
honever he might heal these by sub-
sequent contrition and  gpology, the
scars remained.

Gary also ocould not escape the feel-
ing thet, though Ransom protested to
the contrary, he ervied him the noney
he was neking, thought thet e, Ran-
som should be getting nore.

So much for part of the spiritual
price.  There still remeined the phys
ica.

To be continued in next week’s issue of T he Popular Stories, October 22nd.

RE STEAK

TPHE man in Middletoan, N. Y., who hit a policeman with a juicy steak during
* a quarrel In a restaurant, must wonder how they get anay with it in tre
novie conedies.  Superhuman pegple—novie daracters.  They fall into the
water and core out dry; they are knocked aut cold with large veses or bricks
or duss, ad they care up groggily but ready for the drese again; they are hit
with pies, large gobs of nmud, plates of speghetti or bowls of watery dough, and
they never seem to lodge . There is a healthy gptimism in this. The
paliceman in Middletoan should have dhesed his assailant around the block a few
times, with another stegk; still nore juicy with gravy, ready for reciprocative
action



Author of ““The Eyes of Sebasiien,” ““The Debt,” Etc.

“W hispering” Joe, a shadowy sort of fellow who could only bask in the light of big-
ger men, finally ran onto The Silver Sidewalk—but he remained the same old Joe.

NE may wite of herces, dami-
gods and heradean bravos, o,
scaming huanity with a nore
intinete eye, discem in the ordinary,
very ordinary, man the eerents of ro-
nmace. For beneath the nost insignifi-
cat exteriors lurks al the interpreter
mey hgoe to fild  As a case in poirt,
take the individual known in tre early
Cooalt days as “Whispering” Joee
These were the ties when the woods
were full of nen any oe of whom
ocould have tdd you how Lawson nede
his strike, and how La Rose, the bladk
arith, threw a pick at a fox ad hit a
million dollars insteed
Whispering Joe wes sall, especially
in a country of big men; ireffective,
where the day wes 1o the strong; weak,
where fortune waited only on the bold.

He spent his life in the shadow of those
who hed arrived at fare, hanging an
their talk like a fly on a stid<y plate, ard
lapping up with curious avidity what
norsels of conversation or drink they
flung to im He seerred contented 1
live thus, retailing to the few who would
listen what he hed heard the great nen
say from tine to ting, staring at them
with large worshiping eyes, deifying
them because they hed dore what he
ocoud rever do.

Besides this homrege for the big nmen,
there was are other direction his adora-
tion tock He had a certain doking
loe for Mary Geddes. It wes lowe in
saet ad dlee, for Mary wes the
aspiration of half e cap.  If e hed
mentioned Joe to her, s would have

died of laughter.
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Can you s him—this slimshoul-
dered man with the faretlike face, the
cringing manner and the hidden pession
The world is full of sudh felloas.

| take it that Joe care to tre tuming
point of life as the result of a conver-
sation he overheard between Lawnson
and Hendrick, the big Snede, who nmrece
the strike on Loon Lake. Each hed
s0ld out for about the sare anount, and
they were therefore on termrs of sodd
equality. It did not matterthat Lawson
retained a one-fifth interest that brought
him in twenty thousarnd a nonthh On
the night in question e hed drifted badk
from the gilded haunts of luxury to get,
for a day or two, a whiff of the sl
of acarp. And Joe wes folloning him
like a sstter pup.  He had even given
Joe a dgar with a gold belt roud its
midde.

“Matter of fact,” he argued, “the stuff
iswhere you fird it  In My case it wes
fool’s luck | sort of took awalk intte
bush, and damed if | didn't sit on it for
a shoke.  Sort of soatdhed anay the
noss, ad there it wes, shouting at e,
Gl thet prospecting?’ he concuded
oyrically. |

Hendrick hed his doubts. He held
that Lawson had welked thet way be-
causs, being a good , he “sort
of haardﬂ‘esmffcalllngtohm” The
ordinary man wouldn't have heard it
Sitting on the outcrap itself was another
sign of the true woodsmen, and as for
scratching anay the noss, thet wes noth
ing dort of genius.  There were, 1O
conmmon knonedge, a million other
acres of moss where the scratching wes
just as good.  Why dhoose thet ang?

“Well,” grunted Lawson, ““to my way
of looking at it, thet litle runt over
there who's pretending not to be listen+
mgmg'ltjl,stasmell have foud it as

Thelltﬂennt, being Joe, pricked up
his ears. The admission was 0 ex-
traordinary thet it took his breath
Might have been himl He tumed this
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ower bereath his togue, and forgot t©
listen any nore. Long after tte two
great ones were out of sight, he wes di-
gesting a perfectly new and absorbing
iceas  Might have been himl

A week later Joe wes ina cance sone-
thing nore than a hundred miles anay.
His fact wes still wistful, but his eyes
held a rew light. He hed not the slight-
est idea where he wes, but thet did not
metter. It was unprospected country.
Also, it ssered very silet, save only
for that reiterant whisper folloning
through the wildermess:  ““It might have
been hm” Furthemore, he did not
know where he was going, but thet did
rot retter either. All he knewwes that
he listered with all his hesitating sou
for the cal which, perbgps, would lead
him aright.  Lawson didn't know why
he sat down and scratdhed noss, but Joe
wvould.

Now it is perfectly true thet the wil-
dermess dhooses thetine and place where
it will goesk Also it uses voices thet
are multitudinous in quality and pitch
To those whose ears are dosed by pride
or greed it does not nretter, for to such
the real voice Is never addressed; but
to the others, who have interpreted
sorething of the significance of what,
for ladk of a better word, we cal si-
lece, there is o nonent of day or
night which does not bear ics own inti-
nmate interpretation And  Joe  hed
achievsed this to a cartain extent, for
now, ad it was the very first tine in
his life, he had conre into the woods with
te lid taken off his soul—ready to be
his onn essentid seif, if only he got
the dance to find out what he really waes
nmeant to be. And for one who hed
et his life in the shadow of othars,
thiswes somewhat of an achieverent

It was midaftermoon when he drew
abreast of a low point, where the ground
wes flat and covered with pine needes.
It did rot look like good prospecting
grouud, and he doubted whether Lawson
or Hendrick would have stopped here,



THE SILVER SIDEWALK

but thet caused himnoworry.  This wes
Jog'scoem. He mede canp, still un-
der the sare mysterious influence, then
wvent for avalk intrewoods.  In sone
thing less then an hour he had foud
what care to be knoan the
silver country as The Silver Sidewalk

The thing wes about thirty feet log,
and four feet wice. glaciers
hed palished it lovingly to a bumished
sTootiress, so thet it lay like a gleamy
ing, nolten river, suddenly congealed
There was o noss o soatch here. A
hundred wards before he readed it
he sawit dlinting. Many a noose must
have dlithered over thet glassy surface.
Ore ed dipped into a narrow bay, ad
e could follow the glint of netal as it
swam down under the dark, broann wa-
ter. How nuch nore there might be,
he coud ot I, but he was dizzily
anare thet this wes the nost spectacular
find 0 far mecke in tre North.  He hed
watched the silver bricks shipped from
the refinery, but never hed he seen in
any are place so much silver as this. It

wes as though the earth hed yanwned,
and the Alimighty hed plugged the hole
With bullion.

Joe sat down ontop of it, set his heed
on are sice, ad laid a dirty finger tip
on tre netal.  He had o idea of how
much it wes worth, but redkoned dinly
thet it should fetch as much as tre Law-
son and Hendrick dains did together—

He stuk to thet, studk to it becase
he knew the Buffalo Claimwas shipping
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stuff thet ran a hundred thousard a
carload, and their best ore was worth
ten thousard a ton. So all through the
rush thet folloned, when the woods
around were alive with nen, ad stran-
gers care to gaze with ane at The Sil-
ver Sidenalk, Joe linked his very spirit
with thet particular sum and refused
tbedverted He did not touch it Not
a sguare inch of noss wes nowved by
hmor any aeds It lay there, seem
ing to be nore prodigious day by day.
It seered to swell intre night It nay
be tret it promised so much nore, tret
Joe pearceived the promise wes good
enough, adlet itgoat ttet.  Even when
an engineer ing a noted firm
offered himfifty thousard for the privi-
lege of testing the lode, with the under-
taking to buy at half a million if satis
fied, Joe only shook his heed ad re-
peated the ritual of seven hundred thour
sad And firallyhegot it

Now it is witten thet fane is
achieved inthe silver country intwo dis-
tinct ways. You nay either neke a big
strike, or you nmay sl your strike for
a good dedl nore then it is subseguently
proved tobe worth.  In both cases your
positionis seare. And it heppened thet
Joe pulled off the double tridk

Nature, being a tricky dare, takes a
pecdliar plessure in doing the unex-
pected  She works in a searet fashion,
which, as often as rot, vidlates al te
lans of geolagy, and confounds the pre-
dictias of mining eqoerts. It wes with
sone hezy cosaousress of this thet
Lawson hed stated thet the stuff wes
where you foud it , the pur-
deser of The Silver Sidewalk blew the
bottom aut of thet seductive looking
mint in sorething less thean a nonth
Then he drairned off the lake only to fird
that the glimrering dheet of silver wes
a whited sepuldier, without depth or
permanent value undemesath

It is tinre now to take another look
at Whispering Joe.  Men painted to him
as being tre wisest of tem dl. The
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fact thet e hed alloned o are to touch
The Sidevalk till the sale was nmeck, in
vested hmwith a profound wisdom, or
shrendness—it did't matter which. He
wes folloned by admiring glances, and a
buzz of conversation-----

“That's the feller, by hedk thet found
The Sidewalk, and I’'m damed if he
didn't degp on it till he sdld it Used
t© push the brush anay, and show up
the real stwiff. Guess he sort of felt
there wasm't much undermeath, for he
left the stuff right there, and never put
in a single dot.  Then, when he sad
her, the mining sharp from New York
sort of lifted her right off the earth”

Joe overheard a good dedl of this sort
of thing, ad it was unction to his soul.

Then he went down to the dty, ad
appeared shartly, dad in fire rainent, at
a hotlel much frequented by the KIngs
of tre North. Those were the days when
the dnange wes left on the bar counter.
Lawson was here, and Hendrick, and
others of lesser fare. What brought
Joe waes a sudden resohve to take his
place arong the seats of the mighty.
And it hggperned thet he took the amt
cdair. He got his audience, and Lawson
ad the others waited till he hed fin
ished

Now if you are attired like Solomon’s
favorite wife, ad keep your podets
stuffed with hundred-dollar bills, to tre
destination of which you are indifferent,
you bear living evidence to the fact thet
it is cdlateral and not blue blood thet
mekes the mare travel.  When he went
in to nedls, there was an eloguent angle
in the heed waiter’'s nredk No ore ever
asked him for morey.  That is, o ae
exgot ae parson. And thet wes a
WOIren.

She wes at the next table for dinrer,
and he hed been secretly admiring her
dark hair and eyes.  She glanoced at Joe
axe or twice, tten looked down with
the faintest possible blush, whereat he
lost all desire for food. The vision of
Mary Geddes grew fainter. What wes
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Mary agairst a vision like this. Pie
ached t© goeak, but his collar felt sud-
denly tight  Then a fortunate thing hap-
pered  The lady discovered thet de
hed lost her purse.

The waiter was standing beside her,
and the color had rushed nost gloriously
10 her desks, when Jog, with a cartain
doking heste, made a galvanic gesture,
ad tre troble ended The waiter
boned, and di | The lady, now
a little pale, sant Joe a grateful glanoe,
and notioned to the dhair besice Fer.
Jog's knees knodked together as e

a0rCss.
“How wery, very kind of you—ad
how stupid of ne,” she said quiddy.
“I've never done such a thing before.
What in the world must you think of
ne?’

Joe lided his dry lips. He wanted
o say what he thought of her, but did
ot dare.  The dark eyes rested on him
for an ireffable norent.

“You must let e know your neire so
thet | can sad it o you.”

“Send what?” he said thiddly.

“Why, the noney | one you.” This
time de sriled

“Oh, hell” said Joe, then shrank
badk, appelled at his words.

She only smiled again

“You're from the North, aren‘tyou?”’

He nodded corvulsively, and glanced
roud 1o s=¢ if Lawson were anywhere
Near.

“l thought 0. The nen of the North
are’”—ge hesitated a litle—“are differ-
a.t”

Joe liked tret

“How are they different?”’ he aded

“They are 0 strong and independent
—nmot like tre nen in the dty, who are
al tresane.  Your kind look as though
they always did just what they wanted
o do””

He began to fedl a little davilish

“l guess | can afford ny fancy,” he
hezarced. “At lesst, there’s seven hun-
dred thousard thet says so.”
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The dark eyes rounded.

“What! Did you strike it as rich
as thet? Oh, dotel ne about it One
reacs these things, but it isn't the sane
as actually hearing them from the man
hineelf.”

Follow tremto tie louge. Cbsene
Jee lighting a dallar cigar, because, for-
sooth, there were nore at a dollar fifty.
Notice how the pair settle back into the
soft aushians, renenbering thet this is
the renard for braving the perils of the
North. Do not overlook the fixed atten+
tion of that siren face.  Listen to Joe as
he omaments the tde of the discovery
of The Sidenalk. Catch the little gasp
as that farous mnare cares from his
lips, and the uncorscious way in which
her shoulder approadhed his oan.  Ob-
sLne Lanson and Hendrick as, with
lifted browns, they saunter pest Ad
give due attention to the description of
how the of The Sidewalk
lifted her into the lake three weeks after
e bought her.  Then, wrap it al up in
what is called “the huren factor,” ad
cone t your omn codusias. IS it
any wonder thet the vision of Mary
Geddes dlid a little farther bed<?

“I think it’s the nost wonderful story
| ever heard What are you going to
do now?’

He did not know how enpty the
questionwes. How ocould he? But e
knew I it had been whispered to Joe
thet he wes about to neke several kinds
of a fool of hinsdf, he would have
flouted the thought. And it istobe re-
menbered here, that this was the first
woman who hed ever paid him any at-
tention whatever.

He snaggered back to Lawson a little
later, his dest aut, and a knowing ex-
pression in his narrow eyes.  Lawson
hed been in tre dty for several nonths.
That wes are difference. Also, he wes
getting just a little tired of the story of
the discovery of The Silver Sidewalk,
ad its ion SO
when he saw Joe headed straight for an
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exparsive eqerinet, he only grinned,
ad reflected thet this wes are of tte
ways in which tre aty broke even
Then Joe affably sark into a dair be-
sice him

“Wormen is the devil,” he remarked
doggishly.

“Seeing as how your acguaintance is
sore linited, | don't quite get you.”

“Well, ke thet ae | wes taking
o Shewent ad left al her noney at
hore. Kind of fortunate | was sitting
dose by.”

“It were,” gruted Lawson.  “What
next?’

“Nothing much, but | guess I'll drop
in ad s= her.  She sort of asked e
m”

“Reckon you're going to nest her

“He’s dead.”
“Where did you get tret?’
“She told e 0.’

Lawson bit off the erd of another
cigar.
“Soe folks hes all tre ludk”” he said

'Ihelitﬂerrmfeltaseaetgla/v.

“Meaning ne?”’

“Who else?”’ said the prospector. “My
obsenvations of wonren is like this: them
as you don't want, wartts you; and then
as you dowant, won't touchyou.  Think

Joe mecke o comment: He wes deep
in the sudden reflection thet tre tice hed
tumed—so far as conoamed hinsalf.
There were days when he hed dore
dores near Mary Geddes’ cabin just
for the dance of a dlinpse at her white
throet and shooth roud ams. And
Mary oy put back her heed ad
laughed at him  He had rot seen her
sine he mece tre big strike, but always
in the back of his head—thet is up toan
hour ago—he held the vision of him
self laying his wealth at her fest. Se
ocould not tum thet doann. But now e
perceived thet it was only for the norey
that de would take him and this stug
like a wasp.  Yes, woren unguestion
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ably were the devil. But he wes ot
cuite ready t go to Mary yet

“Danmed if | do,” he said, half aloud

Lawson heaved hinself up.

“Meaning you won't have a drink?”

Joe grinned.

“No, I guess I'll go out and buy sore
nore dothes. | want ore of these here
fishtail ccets for after sundoan.  Like

There is a sinple kind of rabbit
srare, whidh is used very effectively, by
those who know howne You take a sl
sapling besice a rabbit run, trimthe top
and berd it over, attach to it a runing
noose of fire oopper wire, goen tre
nocse till it will just take heed ad
shoulders, fasten it down with light
stakes that just hold it, canouflage the
wire with a litle brush, ad then go
back tocamp.  An hour or S0 later, you
will hear a sort of half-human saream
ad, retuming to your srare, will fird
the rabbit swaying above your heed  He
hes in his heed and shoulders,
dislodged the holding-down pirs, ad
now anaits the pot

It wes sorething like this thet hap-
pered to Whispering Joe. And it did not
tae much brush. The bill ran into five
figures, but, as a natter of fact, nece
hardly a dent in seven hundred thou
sad ddllars.  The inddental retum of a
long deed husband, ad the corsequent
situation, need ot here be depicted
Their only inportance is thaet they con
tributed definitely to what mede up the
litle man's human factor, and he signed
the dedk with the reflection tret it
meant only a fraction of an inch in tre
width of The Sidewalk. The thing to
remerber wes that he had errerged from
the drysdlis of the progpector, and be-
care a nmen of te world. Then he
bought nore dothes, and medke ready to
go back to Mary Geddkes.

The way of his going wes ina spedal
private car, usually resenved for Cobalt
millionaires and the president of tre
lire. Joe traveled dlareg, at the erd of
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the train, watched over by a high-grade
porter, and nourished by an expert cdl-
ored codk  He lay anake at night, lis-
tening to the dicking rail joints, ad
picturing Mary's face when se saw
him At tines he rolled over, and stared
at the targled forest.  Those days were
ower now. When the train stopped for
water, he gave a hundred-ddllar hill to
the section foreman's caughter.  Mary
would give her ancther when they canre
doan tte lire He hed arranged to
keep the private car till they hed tine
1o get marmied.

It wes a little before noon when he
was sunted on the siding, hard by the
Geddes cabin. Then he saw her through
the window and felt giddy.

It wes several minutes before he
dinbed aut, ad walked acoss. Mary
wes mixing dough on a bech by tre
door, and stared hard before de recog-
nized this affluent stranger.  Joe went
up, with his new worldly mamrer, ad
held out his hard

“Here | am” he said briskly.

A sudden light gleared in the blue
eyes, then she extended a floury palm

“Being as we're dd friends, Joe, you
won't mind this”

It wes hardly what he had exqpected,
but hewas comforted to detect a quiver-
ing at the comers of the full, red lips.
e was noved He ocoud se thet
His eye dwelt on the slow cunve of neck
and shoulcer, and the whiteress of her
skin  Shewes looking at him curiously.

“It’s the sare Joe thet found The Sil-
ver Sidewalk,” de sad slody.  “I
haven't seen you since thet.  Is it your
private car thet stands beyond?”

“It is,” he assured her.

“Faith, then this is the first tine 1've
ever spoken  a man thet got out of
oe of tremthings. What is it like t
be traveling alone, as though you onned
the read?”’

“Rotten,” he said hestily, “but it's
great for two.”

Se st him a swift glance.
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“And how does it feel © be adle ©
point to anything thet meets your eye,
and sy, ‘sard thet along to my place™—
and know it will cone?”’

“Rotten,” he reglied, “when it's only
oe thet’s saying it”

“Then you're tre sane dd Joe, ad

you haven't abt” Se dot
this aut with her eyes fixed on the mix-
ing pan )

“Nary a bit”

Then a thought struck him ad he
added:

“Ive seen life, of course, since | wes
donan in the aty. Now I’ve cae back
for you.”

Se bt low, so thet her face wes
hidden

“You've cone badk, with thet car over
there, for me?”

His drest exppanded visibly.

“Yes. Conme along ad get narried,
then buy anything you want.  And tre
nore you buy, tre better I'll like it
There’s nothing you can't have.”

Sreseermdstrargelym

“Speaking of seaing life’—ge sad
after a little pause, “what might you be
meaning by thet?”

Joe pushed aut his lips.

“’Tis nothing at all, ad you were
in the back of my heed all tre tine.”

“Because, faith, there was o room
in tre front of it”

She paused again, and glanced doan
the costrucion road thet led off

through tre bush,
“Were you after having a bit of trou-

*
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ble with the woman’s husband?” de
asked swiftly.
The little man snayed where he stood
‘“Who—who hes been talkiing t©

“Bill Lawson hggpened along this way
last week, and dropped a word or two
about the snath you were cutting doan
dty way. And yet you say you're the
sare od Joe. ’Deed ad | wonder you
weren't half kKilt.”

He drew himself yo

“Bill Lawson is talking through his
haet. "Twas nothing but a bit of foolish-
ress. And now I've cone back for

Se looked straight in his face.

“You’re meaning thet?”’

“l always nmeant it.”

Mary took a long breath

“So you think” she said with a lift
in her voice, “tret I’'m to be hed like
thet. W, it's myself thet’s telling you
you're in for trouble with another wom:
an's husband.”

“Whose?”

“Mre. | married Jim Henessey a
fortnight pest—himthet drives teamfor
the Buffalo Mire, ard it's him thet will
be caring down the rcad any nminute,
for *tis pest dinner tine. And why a
fistiu of hills should meke you think
I’d marry you, beats nre altogether. And
een if | hadn't hitched up with Jm |
wouldn't touch you with a tenfoot pde,
for you're the sare dd Joe, ad it's a
nmen | was after, ad not a buch of
norey in store dothes.”

AN ITEM THAT MAY HAVE SKIPPED YOUR NOTICE

FAID you read that Lincoln’s former dfice boy,

W. McThtosh, re-

" cently died, at the age of eighty-three? When the Givil War president wes

a young lawyer in Springfield, 1llinois,

worked for hm When the

boy wes saven years dd, Mr. Lincoln gave him a drum which later acconpanied
Boperetus through the war, when e sened as a drunmer boy. The drum is
now in the National Museum, at Weshington.



1 ANOW thet I’'m forty-five,
A I—Itany | pray thee, Lord, to keep
Youth in my heart alive,
Of the Though'age upon e areep.
Let youth's illusiors still
With rapture quiver e

Meridian From losing every thill,

Good Lord, deliver me!

By From groning dull ad fat,
And smug and satisfied,
BN Baey From stiff convictiors thet

Cannot be tumed asice,
From letting all things new

Scare, shock and shiver ng,
From “‘sober points of view,”

Good Lord, deliver me!

From talk of *“good old days
From looking all askance
At younger people’s ways
Of folly and romance;
From letting Fortune’s fromn
Dismay or fliwer me;
From ever “Setﬂirg Ck]M"I,”
Good Lord, deliver mel

From quoting andient saws,
With neither serse nor wit;
From holding Custons lans
As nore then holy writ;
Till 1 by death am peged,
And dods dhall “kiver” ne,
From acting middle-aged,
Good Lord, deliver me!



Author of "The Golden Badge of Chivalry,”

"Beak of Top Range,” Etc,

Dominant majesty in every line of him, the great bull, stalking before the
herd, perhaps reserved in his brute brain the idea of that splendid coup that

was to restore him to the wild,

LL night Sharkey and his nmen hed
A drded tre wild herd, singing in
rude hammony as they rode. Al
night, from amidst the homs,
deep runblings hed warmed them thet
the bull still chafed against captivity.
When far agross the deep, velvet void a
rasy flame blossored out and settled
into a glow, ad the lires of tre high
range stood wp in the bluish light of
dawn, a stir of definite action pessed
anong nmen ad herd
The esst reddered, the swift fiery
dawn of e north. It aarcss the
lone grazing hills and flared toa hormed
of cdor the unessy milling
ctle.  The bull’'s black coet, with its
tanvy line of back ad heed ad its

free life he had been forced to leave.

ivory gleam of Soanish homrs, wes
struck to darkling velvet.

Sharkey rode Up 0 as to face thre bul,
which stoad like a nonarch in the center
of his herd  Now, now would cone the
tug! In al his wild, free life the bull
haed never left these high rarnges.  Well,
he would go this tinre, Sharkey swore,
with st jaws. As though he divined
the man's thought, the bull lowered his
head and sorted defiance. The arew
paused, staring, for an indescribable no-
nment

Perhaps it wes the flare of ainson
dann thet struck the bull’s eyes like the
cdllege of a red flag His nostrils
soouted rage, his great horrsdwarged
through the herd tonard Sharkey.
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wes a negnificent dessh Only the
agility of his horse saved e men. Bven
then the swift sice legp caught the graze
of a sharp hom on lean flanks.  Before
the prick of stids, the sting of
the lash, the bull drove beck to the herd.
He lided the aut on his nostrils ad
stood still, his eyes ralling redly for
sare way of escge. Always, always
that man, just beyond the merece of his
horns!

Sharkey wiped the perspiration from
his thidk, swarthy face and aursed the
bull.

“I'd shoot the brute right now, if
it wasn't for the big price they're offer-
ing for beef down in Cirde Canp!” he
avoned vindictively to ore of his nen

“I wouldn’t shoot anything down right
now,” adMsed tte men  “Take sixty
wild range cattle like these here, just
ready 1O run at the drop o' the Het, an’
a pistol shot'd start 'emso quick! We’d
never get ‘emtogether again. - After the
tinre wee had gettin’ 'em too!”

Sharkey’s hard, black eyes dot a
glance townard tre hills.

“No sign of Rowan and his herd,” he
amounced  triunphanty.

The otter laughed.

“Quess you settled im puttin® tre
boys up to stanpecke his cattle.  Dandy
lot he hed, too! He’s got a little to
learm about this country, thet kid! Well,
V\eagttoﬁtCirdeChnpﬁrst, if
nothing

“We sure vv|II 7 retumed Sharkey.
Butv\e’vegottosta’tngta/\ay I'm
going t swing ’em right over the rarge
and ford ’em agoss the Nechaco River
byoLsk”

“Nechaco’'s pretty rough just now,
isn't it?’ demurred the otter.

“l kmon.  But weve got to be in
Girde Canp by to-norrow, anyvhow;, if
we're o get the cream O’ prices.  Only
that bull! He’s gpt to nake o erd of
trouble!”

“Isn’'t he a devill But say, isnt he
a beauty? Rallin fat As a herd,

THE POPULAR STORIES

ﬂWremebestl’vee\/erseenmoff
the range

Smmeyseyes lingered on the shift-
ing desk backs.  The days of hard rid-
ing thet the herd hed oost faded before
pleasart visiors of the gold they would
bring doan in Circle Cam.

“Rowan sure did have a dandy bundh,
t0o,” the man wes saying. “And heldd
have beat us to it, all right, if they
hadn't bolted.  Ought tove heard him
=l how he wes gonma sperd the wed
theyd fetch Gonra build a house an
his ranch, go down country an’ marry
the girl right away!”

“Wife, en?’ snorted Sharkey.” Counr
try’s better without wimren!  Yes, he'dd
have beat ws O it if we hadn't started
his herd.”

He rode abaut, giving orders:

“Take turs at breakfast.  We'll start
right anay, over tre range to the Ne-
deoo ford.  Watch thet bull, every ae
of you!”

The last injunction wes ot neeced
Not for a single monrent did the shifty-
eyed crew lose sight of the gleaming
homs noving ngjestically anong the
milling cattle. Above the crowding
heads Sharkey caught the glare of the
bull's eyes yoon im  If worst care ©
worst he would shoot the bull doan.
Not if he could help it, though, with
Crde Canp in the flush of its first
boom and five thousard miners danor-
ing for beef, beef, beef!

He wes wolfishly gulping doan pan+
caes ad beas, wen, over a misty
ridge, roce a horseman.  He reigned in
his horse and stared down at tre milling
herd. Sharkey sipeed unconcemedly at
his mug of hot teg, but from the tail of
his eye he knew the slim young rider
for Derk Rowan. Through the crew
seenred O run a stiffening for hostili-
ties.

But Rowan, as though unoconscious of
nubers agairst him rode straight for
the canp fire, though his eyes scarcely
left the bull in the center of the herd
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“How’s this, Sharkey ?’ he dermainded,
his taned young face flushed ad in
“That bull----- 7

“Yes, and what about thet bull?” re-
torted Sharkey defiantly.

“Just this----” began Rowan, then
stogoed. ““l suppose,” he wert on heat-
edy. “nore of us hes any redl right to
say anything.  That bull belonged to the
range, just as much as the rest of tre
unbranded herd.  But he'’s such a peach,
and he's lorded it up there so long thet
—well, hasn't there been a sort of an—
an agrearent between ws al o leave
him there? Not thet we ever talked
about it, only—hang it al, Sharkey, you
know what | mean! That bull’s been—
wve all been so proud 0 im  What you
going t do with him arnyhow?’

“Just what you ained to do with the
herd you'd gathered up,” srneered Shar-
key. “Drive him doan to Circle Canp
ad dean up a wad with the top pricss
they're offering for beef.”

Derk Rowan’s face whiterned to the
fringe of his rusty hair.

“Sharkey,” he protested, in a tore of
outrage, “‘you’re ot going to drive him
down there to be killed for coomon
beef!”

“Not common beef!” laughed Shar-
key coarely. “He’s in orck.
Look at him! A fire pile of dust he'll
bring! Don’t you wisht you'd rounded
him up yourself, Rowan?”’

Derk Rownan looked at the bull stand-
ing a litle gpart in tre stll dusk of
dann.  The tawny head wes lifted long-
ingly tonard the far readhes of the
lorely range.  The besst seared a area-
ture of tre plain, wild and aggressive ard
unconquerable.  Suddenly e flung his
voice into the sdlituoke, with all tre long-
ing ad lodiness of his wild heart
Again and again it rolled and trenbled
anong the hills. It seared as though
the very edoess were calling him back
to tre rae.

The tightress in Rowan's throat
sharpered to protesting pain.  His eyes
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went from the bull © Sharkey In swift
chellece.

“Don’t you se? He—he sort of be-
longs 1o the lulls—tie country,” he pro-
tesed, doked by his eamestress.

“Don’t belong there any nore’n tre
rest o' the unbranded bunch,” retorted
Sharkey brazenly. )

Undaunted, Rowan net his ees
sqarely. He learned forward, flushed
with the youthful ardor of his last ap-

“Sharkey. | know it's a log tine
sine thet Bglishman went anay ad
left his blooded stodk to run out on the
range. There wes a kind of an agree-
nment anong the ranchers to look after
trem till he'd get back But when he
didn't cone and they got mixed with tre
wild cattle, you couldn't &l em then
But when this bull wes oy a calf,
evenody picked him for a real shoot
of the dd stodk And espedidlly, after
tre way he held his onn through thet
winter when tre wolves took so many
of the young stodk, welve—we\e kiiula
agreed-----"

“Just here let e @l you thet I'm
mindin’ my oan business an’ other folks
better do the sane,” interrupted Shar-
key, an edge on his woice.  “Where’s
your oan herd?” he demanded taunt-
ingly.

Rowen winced.  His face seenved sud-
denly dd, od with tre bittemess of re-
gret, of beffled dreans.

“Sonmething started them  Most of
them got anay on ne in tre night.” he
retumed heavily. “Well, 1 got to
go ad look them up.”

“You'd better,” jeered Sharkey, “if
you're t get down in tine t pul in

The men gathered about laughed
coarsely.  Rownan rode anay, his young
shoulders deflantly s=t, yet with thet
air yoon him of useless protest, of
futility against overwhelming odcs.
Sharkey finished his nedl, then rode
about and gooke aurtly to his men:



138

“Believe there’s sone oe signaling
t Ronan. Shouldn't wonder but
theyve got sone O’ the cattle again
Hustle round no  We\e got to hit
the trail?”

He rode aead into the stretch of
range thet led west to the Nechaoo
ford. Behind, by conoarted force of
cattle calls and beating quirts, the driv-
ers tried to urge the herd into the dive.
But the bull gave no heed  With the
fierceness of a barbarian king meking
his last stard, he lonered his homs ad
belloned a drallenge to his foes. Deep
throated, it echoed and trenbled anrong
tre hills. A runbling of throats ran
tre legth of the herd, an ominous
threat of mutiny. The nen dosed in,
yelling, cutting fiercely with their sharp
quirts, until, like a thing of fury sud
denly let loose, the drive started for-
ward across the range.  In tre center
of the herd the bull saung, the noving,
the domimant force. Though driven,
he took al with im  From him ene-
rated the pece, the power thet thrilled
the seasoned drivers to alert fearful-
ress. His lesst caprice might scatter
ad ruin tre drive.

Qest on aest of hill lonered and
lifted and stretched into long slgpes un-
der tranpling hoofs. There wes a
teree, alnost ominous, quiet about the
drive. Thought seered to trarslate it
self into action without sound  And
thet one thought wes 1o keep the drive,
the bull, noving tonard the west, to
ward the Nechaco River and Girde
Canp. The Nechaco! Bvery man's
thought stunbled a little at menory of
its angry curent

Riding in tre lead,
tersaly comscious of that driving force
behind him  Sonmrething like the brute
waming of a pursuing eneny pricked
between his shoulders, drew his back
ward glance again and again.  Each
tine he tumed badk reassured, ad
swore exultantly, and rioted his serses
in a dream of tre days he would sperd

WeS inr
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at Girde Canp. For ina sort of steedy
heste, as though he hoped each step
would carry himbeyond his captors, the
bull wes swinging ahead, carrying in
his stride tre uncertain rangy herd.

It was a day to neke a nan sirg
Spring waved, full bloomred, over tre
land The dtill air bathed them pure
as water and strong as wine.  Lakes
glistered, a wrinkle of flashing silver
in the noming breeze, and overhead
great clouds of wild foms went winging
into goece.

From tinme to tine Sharkey searded
the range receding behind them but he
saw no sigs of Rowan’s herd.  Luck’
Luck was certainly with them to-day!

As the range narroned between tim
bered hills, the bull’s homs began to
swing from side to sice inpatiently.
The drive grew nore difficuit, the driv-
ers redoubled their watchfulness.  Shar-
key felt the perspiration start out afresh
on his face.  If the cattle should stam
pede now, get anway into the tinber!
He sigeled directions to his nen ad
kept tre leed

And again he exited The cattle
Steadied to the drive, the bull stalking
along, his rolling eyes on the stretch
of range ahead  Sixty head of cattle,
and so far not one hed been lost! They
would bring—ah, who could tdl just
what they would bring, with the boom:
ing gold canp fairly desperate for beef ?
And they would be first on the ground
if they kept up this pace.  Capturing
that bull was a winner of an idea. It
was he who wes pushing the drive
along. Nothing like letting him think
he wes having his oan way.

Sharkey’s dream of gain was rudely
braken. Without a hint of waming, the
bull charged and broke for the hills.
Instantly tre drive wes in confusion.
The cattle deshed with the leader,
cronded into a snorting wedge of dashr
ing homs. Hot with rage, Sharkey

his horse t heed off the stam
pece. The range roded to the thud
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dirg hoofs, ad in te lead the grest
Spanish homs flashed In tte an The
thidk, young spruce leaped rearer, ad
their danp pungency strudk Sharkey’s
quivering nostrils like a wave.

He dug his spurs into his horse ad
deshed daringly around the front flank
of the herd. His men cronded daose be-
hind hm The dnive swenved in a
ragged half drde and deshed back
across tte rarge.  But faster deshed the
panting harses. The hills rang with
conboy calls, the snapping of quirts, the
sgots of ctle And Sharkey, with
eyes upon the Soanish homs, drove his
horse in a spurt of gpeed that again
swung the meddened herd from the tim
bered hills. The drive wavered, broke
in threats of panic here and there.  But
the men dosed in and again the jos-
ting homs were tumed to the west.

Once nore inthe leed, Sharkey wiped
the perspiration from his face ad
swore at the loss of several heed
Mostly he cursed the bull and the de-
lay he hed cased  If luck should
cdage nonv----  He would be glad
when tre drive wes ower. At every
Step e felt that dominant force pitted
agginst im

Morming wared, and the noon sun
slipped behind a doud  Anxiously,
Sharkey studied the sky. He dreaded
any dange. A stoomof any kind would
be an added difficlty. But the white
douds, ballooning above the horizon,
did mot ssem to portend imrediate

The narrow range went sidling along
the flanks of a hill. The tersion of tre
drive ti Again tre ivory half
drde of tre bull’s homs, reared aove
the others, held the watchful eyes of
the men  Free, wild life, scurrying
into the tinber, sent the herd into spurts
of panicc. Once a band of caribou
flashing pest with a string of coyotes
in full dese, threatened another bresk
But again the bull settled to his angry
swinging gait, and Sharkey rode on re-
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assured.  If they could keep wp this
they would reach the river by
dusk, and then tre cattle would be tired
enough to cause no trouble in arossing.
Luck! He maneled at his luck
Bverything wes tuming out exactly as
he hed planned it—the capture of the
bull ad his herd, the stanpeding of
Derk Rowan’s band, the swift leader-
ship of the bull which he had tumed
to such good acoount. Bven tte oc
casiorel doudiness of the sky wes In
his favor. They would be in Grde
Canp tonight
But an unseen dstade seenred 1o bar

; It wes
high now; full and swift with the spring
floods. There hed been runors of pack
trains having been lcst

He flug off his nomentary doubt
ad swung his hardmuscled amm de
fiandy. A oodl heed, steedy renes, ad
the cattle could be forded essily. The
v-ae of suooess he wes riding seared
big enough to carry him over all do-
stedes. If he could be in Girde Canp
fistt He nmustt He mustt He
tumed instinctively and searded the
back range.  Those noving dots back
there! They might be only a band of
deer or caribou! But they might be
Derk Rowan’s herd!

The range widered to the aest of
a hill. Far below, inthe shadow of a
curnving valley, a trodden pack trail
shoned like a black threed  Sharkey’s
glance ran its visible legth, even while
he wes acutely corsicos of the very
termper of the drive behind im  Those
occasioal black dots, or dusters of
black dots, moving along! Miners, pack
trains, headed for Gircdle Canp where
things were on tre boom!' His sase
of ugency quidered, his evil brain
surged with sdrenes.  He was an adept
in all the crooked davices for wresting
from miners their hardeamed gold
With the norney he would get for tre
cattle he would start up in busiress.
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Bvening care on and the crew began
© watch the sky uessily. At tines
they drove a mile with the world al in
safe shadow;, again a flash of sushine
struck the range to dazzling gold.  Sud-
denly, with an cath of dismay, Sharkey
drew rein and signeled to the drivers.
At the foot of the ridge they were
rounding, through a bresk in tre fring-
ing pires, gleaned the turbulence of
the wild Necheco. It wes high It
certainly wes high!  The first dedk to
his triunphant drivel

“Think we Kin neke it?’ asked ae
of tre men, riding up

Sharkey pointed across the river ©
the douded westermn sky, where rifts
of sihver threatered a burst of sur
shire.

“SMm ‘em now, a’ the sun ot o
et intheir eyes ?’ he demanded.  ““Sun-
set’s the very worst tine-----"’

“l know, but don’'t see how were go-
ing © had 'em here.  That bull----- ”

“Danmed brute!” muttered Sharkey.
“It’s him thet’s us on SO fast
Didn’t count on gettin' here till after

The driver wiped his face with the
back of his harnd.

“He sure kin travel! The rest might
be dl right Still, thet devil kin start
‘em to do aything. Look out!” he
yelled to are of the nen

The big bull had mede a sudden desh
thet threatered the entire herd

“Well, what are we going to do?’
demanded the nman as he rode back
after tre cattle hed quieted “They
won't stand here long unless we get
em started to feed.”

“Look therel” broke In Sharkey,
pointing to the river.

In teree silece they watdhed a pack
train of horses aoss the river thet lay
now in shedow softened t© a fairt,
oopper glow

“Dont beliee thered be much
troble even of the sun did cone
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The man shook his head, then deshed
anay to round up a straying steer.

“Mebbe we'd best drive 'em badk a
littde tll after sundoan,” he suggested,
as he again joined Sharkey.

“Drive ’em back!” sooffed
“Id as lief lose 'em in the river as let
‘em go back to tte rage.  And if |
cant get ’em to Circdle Canp right
anay, they're o good to e Beef'll
be rushin’ in - The price’ll be down to-
norrow.  Rowan’s likely right behind
W It's now or never! Core on!
We'll dhance it!”

Again he rode awead The last
asent wes mece in dlence. Only the
hoofs beating upon the broken rock
thet led to the ford. But at the river’s
brink Sharkey wavered, appalled at the
force of the curent  Swift it wes-
overwhelming in its tarific beauty! A
faint, copper glow dlinted and danced
on its yessty surface.  But behind him
cattle snorted, homs didked and dashed
That brute crownding, pushing! He
sared to feel the bull’s hot breath
agairst the back of his nredk  With a
surge of driving terror he plunged his
horse into the river!

He could fedl that the drive wavered,
but tre whistling quirts, tre \elling,

infuriated strokes drove him
steedily ahead until his great homs
were leading the way for all the rest.
With beating tenples and starting
tumed his head caur
tiosly. He could see only eyes, hois,
distended nostrils, struggling in a
trouble of foam Water deshed, flug
in stary shoners about tem He
heard distressed breathings, throat
soundss, as the race of the current pulled
and suded at the struggling cattle,
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bore themin a domward cune as they
folloned tre leader across the rniver.
But the bull wes leading tre way, stead-
ily, triumphantly. A grudging admire-
tion thrilled Sherkey, admiration thet
swelled to swaggering etation Great
how ing was coming his way!
Already they were alnost halfway
aooss. They would neke it easily!

He stiffered, his nmusdes sprung to
attention  Suddenly the river, the
swMimming cattle seerred to legp higher,
o snell to blinding proportions, to be
lost in aglare of firee. He knew! The
rays of light flung straignt from the
setting aun, struck the water in a daz-
zling whirl of fire, seared the eyes like
flares.

The bull stopped as though e hed
been struk  The drive wavered in a
sout of panic. Hormed heads milled
mlpleslylnalaleofﬁreﬂntcbzed
and blinded their startled eyes.  Al-
ready there wes plunging and dashing
and cronding!

Sharkeysimtedlrtomebedam

“Keep ’em novin'! Keep ’em now-
inN! Can't you =7’

The drivers stiffered to irstant at-
tenion  With ore inpulse they tried
1o keep the cattle noving agoss. They
yelled, swung their quirts, tried to force
forward the panicstridken ness. Shar-
key plunged about, every nenve strained
1o desparation  In a spesm of rage he
struck at the bul. The tawny head
ghrarnk from the stinging blows, swung
about.  His huge homs dashed with tre
homs of a steer, drove a way into the
sMmring, struggling ness.  Hormed
heacs tumed to follow him dashed,
aonded. There seenred to ke a dead-
lock of horns!

Sharkey swore and shouted  But dll
were sMnming in confusion.  In help-
less rage he saw the terrified cattle
cronding are upon the others’ badss,
heard the bellons of throaty distress,
the sorts of fear thet st shoners
of cold spray into the air. Here ad
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there rose a dhoking death bawl where
sore hgpless steer hed gore down unt
der the milling bodies.

The river frothed redly about the
mighty strugle. And from afar off
the sun poured its terror of death upon
them dlinting and glancing upon the
swiftly flonMing nver thet flug ad
tossed like bits of driftwood the med-
dered, panting cattle.

A prick of warming pierced Sharkey’s
oconfusion.  Surely, steedily the sweep
of the curent wes bearing them down
the river, a living, drifting island in
dstress. Was ke to lose the whole
herd? He knew he had already lost
heavily. But he could s below, a
narrow bend of the river where the
water rushed, a perfect mill race.  His
ocourage woke 1o a desperate hope, ad
e drove his horse toward the Sore,
hoping thet the cattle might follow.

He tumed, dreed frozen to a terrible
certainly. Fom the struggling mress

the great bull floundering mightily,
the white cune of his horms agairst
ar bank He saw, too, thet his
rrenvxerermlangforsmre Ben as
he aursed their conardliness, a sudden
fear dosed about his heart.  The icy
water wes cranping his nmuscles!

He had a hideous, beffling, terror-
stridken noment  Fear had him now,
fear of the sucking aurent, of the
merdless river, fear of the one
he boned to—death! Death! He
drmehsfusetov\ardmebadg a
prayer in his throat, the ice of the

water cregping, aeeping.  He heard
the dash of stores berneath his horse’s

hoofs, the reins slipped from his nene-
less hands, he flung hinself upon tre
bank, nunb with cdd

When he gpered his eyes the river
ran in stresks of flare, darkerned by
bobbing soots.  In a sort of groping
rage he saw the bull rising out of the
flares, crashing through the shallons
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to the goposite bank He had a dim
sense thet the bull hed risen from the
deed  His vision deared and a protest
of rage gathered to blinding hate.  The
bull reared hugely, homs erect, ad
blew from his nostrils spurts of angry
soune. The water sprayed from his
black ocat, glistened on his tawny heed
ad ivory homs.

Sharkey struggled to his fest. Across
the foaming river man and bull faced
each other a long nonet. Then the
bull’s head lonered, he snorted rage,
e belloned a thunderous drallernge thet
rolled and edoed among the hills. The
great homs saung, he went crashing
into the soruce.

Rage foared in Sharkey like un-
bridled waters. He cursed his crew;, he
cursed the niver, he aused the bull!
He could see his nen drawing together
in shivering kots.  He dined yoon
his horse and took the trail to Gircle
Canp. There wes dtill O’Hagan's
Saloon and a dlass of brandy to warm
him

The northem dawn silvered the hills
next noming when Derk Rowan drove
his slesk herd down owver the trodden
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pess to te ford.  The river floned
swiftly, steedily, as though no storm of
desth hed furroned and darkered its
surface.  The crossing wes necdke alnost
in silence, ad the cattle energed drip-
ping ad panting on the bank  Derk
relaxed in his sadde. It would take
but a few minutes to rest both horses
ad herd

He started suddenly out of his bitter
dream The still dawn trenbled © a
deepthvoated dellege. The very
edoes rolled and called to himl His
glance legped to the hills in startled
searching.  High up on a rounded krnall
the mist lifted upon a great, dusky bull,
behind him tre lean renmant of his
herd Again his great woice flung it-
self into the sdlituce.  He wes calling—
cdlling t his nomeds of the rage.

Rowan stared a bewildered morent,
then he flung up his hat with a dheer
that woke the far reedes like the ring-
ing peal of bells. But high up on tte
lonely hill, black in the pearl-gray dann,
the bull stood, renote, megnificent, his
great homs pointed against the world
aggin  He wes lord of the range axe
nore.

MORE LIKE THE REAL THING
r\ID you ewr, at a play dealing with historical characters and soeres, get good
1-7 ard tired of the stilted, archaic language the actors used? We would be
willing to bet good noney thet you have, and we know thet we have.

Well, praise be to Allah, it looks as though thaet sort of thing were on the
ware. Not tret historical plays are no longer being written.  They are, and we
hope thet they will continue to be.  But they are being written in the living, vivid
vermacular of today. The dnaracters use the language of the twentieth century.
They even use a little slang, when thet is the appropriate thing. People used
slang many hundreds of years ago, you may be sure.  But the slang they used
would not be recognizable as such to s, So the best of the nodemn playwrights
let their characters use nodem slag.

The first time you see such a play (or read such a book, for thet matter) you
are likely to thirk the effect rather ridiculous. But thet very quickly wears off
and the pegple are much nore real to you than they could ever be “theeing” ad
“thouing” their way about the stege. They are nmuch nore likely to strike you as
real human beings.  You are much nore likely to get a glinmer of understanding
of their souls, to share their joys, their sorrons. And thet is what plays are for.
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IT is asaying thet the luxuries of yes-

terday are the necessities of to-chy.
We nay go further then this ad say
that a lot of things regarded as necessary
and desirable to-day were rather feared
by our forefathers.

It wes a conmon reproech to the
pioneers of aviation thet the Deity did
not interd men to fly, or He would have
provided them with wings. Similarly,
ore might argue that man should go unr
cdothed because he was bom raked, or
thet he should eat with fingers because
Nature hed not provided himwith forks.

King Canute wes regarded as highly
inpious because he conmranded the tide
togo badk Sore day the tices will be
hamessed to work, ot for kings, but
1o light and heet the houses of conmon
people.  Ajax defied the lightning ad
wes punished for it Doctor Franklin
put tre lightning to work and wes re-
wvarded.

* * * *

DERHAPS the nost unreasoreble of

al prejudices wes thet felt agginst
the use of areesthesia—nreaning the db-
literation of pain—in sugical opera
tios. The unreasoning opposition t©
the innovation canre ot only from untur
tored nen  Physicias and sugeors,
highly trained, educated nenbers of a
great profession with a great tradition,
were just as loud in their dedaration
that God hed intended nen and wonren
to suffer, ad thet it wes inpiety to
andliorate that suffering save in the ac-
tal cure of a diseese.

Before the use of chloroformor etter,
if a man were t have a leg aut off, he
nust stad it with all his sarsss alive,
and nire tines aut of ten he st dig,

for the nervous shodk from pain is nore
then half the danger from any ngjor
operation  If a man hed peritonitis or
goperdicitis or gall stoes, he must
surely die, for without areesthesia nod-
em surgery would be inconosiveble.
And yet there were doctors of good re-
pute who opposed it, just as there were
those who gpposed antisepsis just as it
teperately.

* * * *

ANESTHETICS, things thet put ae

1o sleep 0 that the sudden shodk of
pain is nercfully withheld, cover a
wider range then was ance thought pos-
sible.

It seens that plants ad trees have
nenous Bvery aoewho is at
al fond of trees knows that young trees
may be trangplanted with conparative
safety because they can be renoved ad
replaced without bruising the roots.

The big tree, tre fire dd cek or
beedh, is much nore dosaly andhored t©
his place in the sall.  Break any of his
roots when he is trangplanted, and he
will siden and de. Up to lately the
only way to trarsplant a big tree wes
to renpowve bodily a great ball of earth
containing within its circurference all
the wide-spreading roots.  This wes al-
ways risky and exqpersive ad often im
possible. The dld theory wes that break-
ing or injuring a root interfered with
the nourishent of thetreg, so that when
it was trangplanted, it staned to dsth

Now we are told tret this is not tre
a2 The new idea is that the tree hes
a nenous System that when its roots
are attaded, it feels what
1o pain and the shodk of paininnenad
aninels, and thet is what kills it
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So they tried areestietizing the ground
for a corsiderable distance around a
tree, 0 thet the tree went to dleep for a
while. And then the tree doctors went
t work ad the operation wes per-
forred. And when the tree woke wp
afterward, in its new hae, it aded a
litde in sore of its roots, but its s
was running well, and so it escaped all
the shodk of the gperation
HPHERE are other shodks and buffets

in life thet hurt the nenes just as
much as physical pain

Over-hard work, worry, disagpoint-
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ment, the loss of friends, the thousad
shodks and vidssitudss of life, hurt like
physical pain ad often siden ad in
Cyedtate.  Sone from the pain
in drink and dissipation  But here tre
renedy is worse then the diseese, ad
=ts up avidas cirde tret is sonetines
ubreakable save by videce. Grine
and suidicke are often the results of un
wise efforts to escgpe from the hurts of
life.

To get your mind off yourself is to
stopworrying.  Good fiction is a bracer
ad atonic It is also an aeestietic to
the mind, ad the only safe ae.
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LookWhat These Cooke
Trained Menare Earning

Makes $700 in 24
Days in Radio
“Thanks to your interest-
ing Course | made over $7Q0
in 24 days in Radio. Of
course, thisis alittle above
the average but | run from
$10to $40 clear profit every
day; you can set what your
training has done forme.”
FRED G. McNAIiB,
848 Spring St., Atlanta,Ga.

$70 to $80a Week
for Jacquot
“Now | am specializing in
autoelectricity and batter
work and make from
to $80a week and am just
tI;ettlng started. 1 don't be-

b
eve there s another schoo] in
the worldlike QuIrS, Your f S-
sorg are a red) Jo to study.
ROBERT JACQUOT.
2005 W .Colorado Are.,
Colorado Springs. Colo.

$20 a Day Cor
Schreck
“Use my name as a refer-
ence and depend on me as a
booster. The biggest thing
I ever did was answer your
advertisement. | am aver-
aging better than $500 a
month from my own busi-

ness now. | used to make
$l8aweek.”
A. SCHRECK,

Phoenix, Ariz.

Plant Engineer —
Pay Raised 150%
“| was a dumbbell_in elec-
tricity until 1 got in touch
with “'you Mr. Cooke, but
now | "have charge of a big
ganl including 60J motors and

rect a force of 34 men—elec-
tricians. helpers, etc. My sal-
arg/ has gone up more” than
1605.”

GEORGE ILLINGWORTH.
63 Calumet Road.
Holyoke. Mass.

| Will TranTfira
aHNeohl a

Bolddd

It's a shame for you to earn $15 or $20 or $30 '
a week, when in the same six days as an
Electrical Expert you could make $70 to $200

and do it easier—not work half so hard. Why then

remain in the small-pay game, in a line of work that
offers nochance.no big promotion,no big income? Fit

?/ourself for areal job in the greatelectrical industry.

Il show you how.

e. 1. COOKE
Chief Engineer

Be an Electrical Expert
Learn to Earn $3,500 to $10,000 a Year

Today even the ordinary Elec-
trician— the “screw driver” kind
— is making money- big money.

But it's the trained man— the
man Who knows the Wlivs and
wherefores of Klee.rieify -who
is picked out to boss the ordi-
nary Electricians to boss the
Big~ Jobs—the jobs that pay
$3,500 to $10,000 a Year. Get
in line for one of these “Big

Jobs. Start bY enrolling now
for my easily learned, quickly
rasped, right-Up-to-the-minilte,
pare-Time "Home-Study Course
in Practical Electricity.

Age or Lack of Experience

You <ion"°h.?™Zbl,c* college
Man ; you don't have to he a

neering Works, | know exactly
the kind of training you need
and | will give you that train-
ing. My Course in Electricity
is “simple,” thorough and complete and
offers every man. regardless of age. edu-
cation or previous experience, the chance
to get in this work which pays thousands
of other Cooke trained men $8,500 to
$10,000 a year.

No Extra Charge for Electrical
Working Outfit

With me, you do practical work—at
home.  You~ start right in after your
first few lessons to work at your profes-
sion in the regular way and” make extra
money in your spare time. For this
you need tools, and | give them to
you—5 big complete working out-

fits, with tools, measuring in*

s s anJ a rea> clectrl¢

vn

./\

y jx F
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Satisfaction or Money Back
So sure am | that after studying with
me you. too, can get into the “big money”
<lass in Electrical work, that | will agree
hi writing to return -ery Single penny

.Sr,™ MRV
it was tlie best investment you ever made,
And back of me stands the Chicago Kngi-
noering Works, Inc., a two million dollar
institution.
Get Started Now—M ail Coupon

j uan, tO yim ,ny Electrical Rook
and Proof, i.oih Free. These cost you
nothing and you'll enjoy them. Make the
start today for a bright future in Klee-
trtcly. send in Coupon .NOW.

L-L' Cookc’ Chiel EnQinccr
LLcookc School ol Electricity

owned and operated by

Chicafl° Engineering Works
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L.L. COOKE,
Dept 73
2150 Lawrence Are.,
Chicago

r*T Send me at once without obliga-
tion your big illustrated book ar.d
complete details of your Home Study

W  Course in Electricity, including your
> outfit and employment service offers.

W r
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cha rgcwWayw
| The'"Cooke TrainedMan is theBigPayMKan «  oceupation : i




On the heights of contentment. ..

MODERN snokers have in Camel such
tobaccos and blending as were never
offered in cigarettes before, regardless
of price. Camels may be had every-
where—because they please the taste
of smokers everywhere. Money cannot
buy choicer tobaccos than you get in
this famous cigarette, and the blend is
so mellow and snmooth that there is
never a tired taste, no matter how many
you may choose to light.

The producers of Camel, the
country’s largest tobacco organization,

concentrate all their purchasing and
manufacturing resources in this one
brand of cigarettes. Into it goes their
undivided pride and skill to produce
such a smoke as the world has never
known before.

The result of Camel’s quality is its
leadership among cigarettes. Modern
smokers, won by its choice tobaccos, by
itsever-dependable taste and fragrance,
have awarded it first place. You're in-
vited to modern smoking enjoyment.

"Have a Camell”

R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO COMPANY, WINSTON-SALEM, N. C.

© 1927.



