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Electricity Needs You

| WILL TRAIN YOU AT HOME

This is YOUR opportunity! Electricity is calling you, and the Electrical
But it needs more trained men—at big pay. By

Stop right here.
Business is in for a tremendous increase.

my Home Study Course in Practical Electricity | can train you for these positions.

Earn $70 to $200 a Week

You've always had a liking for Electricity and a hankering to do electrical Jobs.
Now is the time to develop that talent; there’s big money in it. Even if you
don’t know anything at all about Electricity you can quickly grasp it by my
up-to-date, practical method of teaching. You will find it intensely interest-
ing and highly profitable. 1've trained and started hundreds of men in the
Electrical Business, men who have made big successes. YOU CAN ALSO

Be a Big Paid
ELECTRICAL EXPERT

What are you doing to prepare yourself for a real success? At the rate you are
going where will you be in ten years from now? Have you the specialized train-
ing that will put you on the road to success? Have you ambition enough to
prepare for success, and get it?
You have the ambition and | will give you the training, so get busy. | am
offering you success and all that goes with it. Will you take it? 1'll make
ouan ELECTRICAL EXPERT. | will train you as you should be trained.
will give you the benefit of my advice and Xyears of engineering experience
and help you in every way to the biggest, possible success.

chiefenglneer\ Valuable BOOk Free

COOKE ~ Tk Become an Electrical Expert,” has started many a
Chicago ~Engineering V man on “~he way to fortune. 1 will send a

Dept. 77 2150LawrenceAv\ fopy, free and prepaid to every person answer-
CHICAGO, ILL. \ In8 this advertisement.
Go°d intentions never

Act Now!
\ get you anywhere,

It is action, alone, that Counts.” NOW IS
TTITT TTIVIT? TH APT

Dear Sir: You may send me \
entirely free and fully prepaid, a
copy of your book, “Howto Become A
an Electrical Expert,” and partieu- \
lan? about your Home Study Course Y

n Electricity and the Free Radio Course. L. L#COOKE, Chief Engineer

\ CHICAGO
............................................ \ ENGINEERING
.................................................. \ WORKS

\ 2150 LAWRENCE AVENUE
....... -State....ooeeeeeeeen\ eept. 7 Chicago, U.S. A.

FREE!

BIG
ELECTRICAL
OUTFIT

A fine outfit of Electrical
Tools, Instruments, Materi-
als, etc., absolutely FREE to
every student. | will also send
you FREE and fully prepaid
—Proof Lessons to show you
how easily you can learn
Electricity’ and _enter this
splendid "profession by my
new, revised and original sys-
tem of Training by Mail.

RADIO
COURSE
FREE

Special newly-written wire-
less course worth $45.00 given
away free. Full particulars
when you mail coupon below.

Earn Money
While Learning

I give you something you can
use now. Early inmy Home
Study Course | show you
how to begin making money
in Electricity, and help you
get started. - No need to wait
until the whole course is com-
leted. Hundreds of students
ave made several times the
cost of their course in spare
time work while learning.
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If You Want-
Bigger Pay S5

FREE
[EST

There's a sure way to increase your earning
‘power. And heré is such an  opportunity.
Look into it—you may recognize it as your one
chance to earn the biggest money ofyour life.

RE you ready for a shock?

Then, let me tell you that if you have

average intelligence and can read and write,
there is a quick and easy way for you to earn
enough money to satisfy any average ambition.
And after reading this offer, if you do not quickly
make more money, you have no one to blame but
yourself.

Don't take my word for it. By a simple test
—you can make in the privacy of your home—
you will know that every word | say is true—or
otherwise. The test does not

obligate you or cost you one

penny. But make it! Then

judge for yourself. It has

proved to be THE opportunity

for thousands. They have

found the way to bigger pay—

are now earning from five to

twenty times as much as for-

merly. And the beauty of it

is they enj'oy every minute in

the day’'s work. They are their

own bosses.

The thousands who have made

this test before you, and who

are now making the money you

would like to make, are now salesmen. Ninety-
five per cent once thought they were not “ cut out
for selling’’ that salesmen were “born” and not
made. They found it was a fallacy that had kept
them in the rut. They discovered that anyone
with proper training can sell, and they are mak-
ing from $5,000 to $10,000 a year, because they
had the vision to recognize opportunity.

Thousands Have Proved It!

For instance, Ellis Summer Cook, 20 E. Jackson
Blvd., Chicago, left a $25 a week job and last
year made $9,000! H. D. Miller, another Chicago
boy, was making a month as a stenographer
in July 1922. In September, 3 months later, he
he was making a week as a salesman. W.
P. Clenny of Kansas City, Mo., stepped from a
$150 a month clerkship into a selling job at $500
a month. He is making $850 a month now. M.
V. Stephens of Albany, Ky., was making $25 a
week. He took up this training and now makes
5 times that much. J. H. Cash of Atlanta, Ga.,
exchanged his $75 a month job for one which pays

Please mention this magazine

him $500 a month. 0. H. Malfroot of Boston,
Mass., stepped into a $10,000 position as a SALES
M ANAGER—so thorough is this training. All
these successes are due to this easy, fascinating
and rapid way to master certain invincible secrets
of selling.

Simple as A B C

Sounds remarkable, doesn’t it? Yet there is no-

thing remarkable aboutit. There are certain ways

to approach different types of prospects to get

their undivided attention—certain ways to stim-
ulate keen interest—certain
ways to overcome objections,
batter down prejudices, outwit
competition and make the pros-
pect act. If you will learn these
principles there is awaiting you
a brilliant success and more
money than you ever thought
of earning.

As you will see by the affidavit
to the left thousands of repu-
table selling organizations in
America turn to this Associa-
tion for their Salesmen. We
can never take care of all the
demands made on us for this
better type of trained salesmen.

Make This Free Test at Once

Don't turn this page until you have clipped the
coupon, filled it out, and sent it on its way. The
test is contained in a free book, “ Modem Sales-
manship” which we will gladly send you without
obligation. After reading the book through you
will ask yourself the question it brings up. The
answers will prove whether this is your oppor-
tunity or not. So mail the coupon NOW.
NATIONAL SALESMEN’'S TRAINING ASS'N.

Dept. 4-R, Chicago, 111

National Salesmen’s Training Ass'n.

Dept. 4-R, Chicago, 111

Pleaseend me without obligation on_my part your free
book, “ Modern Salesmanship’“which will enable me to test
my ability at home, and full information about the N. S. T. A.
System of Salesmanship Training and Employment Service;

when answering advertisements



<THE ROGUE'S BADGE,." a complete book-length novel by Charles Neville

Back, will make the next Issue of the POPULAR a notable one. It Is the

story of a jockey who halls from the grim mountains of Kentucky and who

Is interested In sterner things than the winning of horse races. On the
news stands October 20th.
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THEY SEE IN THE DARK. A Complete Novel Elmer Davis i
The eyes of youth are opened—at Shelby, Montana.

once across the border, a short story Henry Herbert Knibbs 49
The truth about the “fight” on the Santa Cruz road.

THE UNUSUAL ADVENTURES OF THE TEXAN WASP. A Series

ii The Cup of the Magyars. James Francis Dwyer 6
HALE AND FAREWELL. A Short Story C. S. Montanye 79
Mr. Scandrel loses a white hope—but nothing else.
CAUGHT IN THE NET. Editorials The Editor g3
FOUR BELLS. A Five-part Story—Part II. Ralph D. Paine o3

A sea romance of the Caribbean.

THE JANE—BY ACT OF PROVIDENCE A Short Story Calvin Johnston 129
The renaming of a Pullman car entails consequences.

OCEAN TRAMPS. A Series H. de Yere Stacpoole 136
V1. A Business Deal.
THE BREEZE OF MEMORY. A Short Story T. von Ziekursch 143

The grizzly bear remembers in the nick of time.

THE STORM CENTER. A Five-part Story—Part IV.  Burton E. Stevenson 149
A rare adventure tale of France and Africa.

CASSIAR DIXON PAYS HIS DEBTS. A short Story Robert Russell Strang 169
The old prospector gets a receipt in full.

THE LAND OF THE SECOND CHANCE. A Poem M. A. Metcalfe 176

BACK HOME. A Poem Walter Trumbull 176

MACUMBER’'S MADNESS. A Short Story Robert H. Rohde 177
The Great One deals in jujutsu and flirtation.

A CHAT WITH YOU. 191

Twice-a-month publication issued by Street & Smith Corporation, 79-89 Seventh Avenue, NewYork. Ormond G. Smith, President,
George C. Smith, Treasurer; George C. Smith, Jr., Secretary; Copyright, 1923 by Street & Smith Corporation, New York. Copyright;
1923, by Street & Smith Corporation, Great Britain. All Rights Reserved. Publishers everywhere are cautioned against using any of
the contents of this Magazine either wholly or in part. Entered as Second-class Matter, September 20, 1909, at the Post Office at
New York. N. Y., under Act of Congress of March 3, 1879. Canadian Subscription, $4.72.  Foreign $6.44.
WARNING—Do not subscribe through agents unknown to you. Complaints are daily made by persons who have been thus victimized.
IMPORTANT—Authors, agents, and publishers are requested to note that this firm does not hold itself responsible for loss of un-
solicited manuscripts while at this office or in transit; and that it cannot undertake to hold uncailed-for manuscnpts for a longer
period than six months. |f the return of manuscript is expected, postage should be inclosed.

Address all communications to the Street & Smith Corporation

YEARLY SUBSCRIPTION $4.00 SINGLE COPIES 20 CENTS
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This_superb 110-piece Set

consjsts of:
gginn% Pltaéelzs,tQ in7ches
reakfast Plates, 7in. i
12 Soup Plates, 7% inches 1GravyDBeoeapt,B7%‘zvil’nc(slwlt-:‘nscheS
12 Fruit Dishes, 534 inches 1 Creamer
12 Cereal Dishes, 6inches 1Sugar Bowl with cover (2 pieces)
12 Individual Bread and 1 Vegetable Dish, 1034in., with lid
Butter Plates, 634inches . (2 pieces)
1Platter, 1334 inches iinches  1Celery Dish, 8# inches 1Sauce Boat Tray, 7% in.

Brings 110-Pc. Martha Washington Blue and Bold Decorated Pinner | et

Seind only $1 and Hartman will ship the complete set. Use it for SOdays on Free Trial. ...
Then if not satisfied, send it back and Hartman will return your $1 and pay transportation
charges both ways. Ifyou keep it, TAKE NEARLY A YEAR TO PAY —a little every month.

Your ifiitial im Gadd, Surraunided

Xj by Wreath ofGold, in 2 Places on BARGAIN CATALOG
Every Piece (Gold Covered Handles) FREE GIFTS

Beautiful Colonial Martha Wash- ; f

in?ton shape. All handles are of in home fu rnishings, farm3 ]ﬁ?apc%?nee?';/),featsctgugl(lhonng gsl;geaér;)s/

solid design and are covered with month% CFayment-,?— —rtrri — TT"—-
old. Every piece decorated with a rich gold terms— ays' freelHARTMAN Furniture & Carpet Co.
and edge, a mazarine blue follow band and 2 trial. Also explainsi Dept* 5633 CHICAGO, ILL.
pure gold initials in Old English design with gold Hartman’'s FREE gift | Enclosed find $1. Send me the

»
3

" . “ » lan Send postal tor» 110-Piece Dinner Set No.320EEMAL18, Price $34.85,

F E ranteed firsts; no “seconds. ?his Ibig fl;jeep bargain II SS_Fescrilbe%, _al\nd wlith iIE the cen(tjeﬁr ielge agd 6
ifulr i i catalog today. oilies; also6silver plate knives and 6forks abso-
Bgianutt)}%loli|ig§?(§e|vl|’%|t%%edn§jlé Let Hartman lutely FREE. Itisunderstood thatif |am satis-

SilverPlate Knives and Forks Fcather YOUR Nest'*]ged, Fwillsend.you.$4.00 monthly, .until full price of Dinner Set,

. ) N . . 34.85, is paid. Title remains with you until paid in full. If not
With every dinner set, we send FREE a 36-inch “Indian Head” linene ®satisfied, after 30 days’ free trial, I'will ship all goods back and
centerpiece, 6 doilies. 12 inches in diameter to match, 6 extra silver | y"u will refund my $l and pay transportation charges both

lated knives and 6 extra silver plated forks, fieur-de-lia pattern. Only 50,000 m

Tl Ye giver FHee virH tiYe Dinnet Sets—30 aet §iick. SEAY the coupon—NOW!, ame Occupation
Order by No. 320EEMA18. Bargain Price, $34.85. i E. D. Box No - v
Pay $1 Now. Balance, $4.00 Monthly. OF STrEEt ANA N 0. .uoiireieeiveeevececevsionss e

The Centerpiece, 6 Dainty Doilies to Match, 6 Silver Plate Knives and 6 Forks are FREE

HARTMAN Furniture & Caré)et Co. P e poTatia diTErant TromT Yo POSTaTTioe, i ine below.
Dept. 5635 CHICAGO, ILL. |

Copyright, 1928, by Hartman'n, Chicago j Send shipment to

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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Classified

Agents and Help Wanted

MAKE $25 to $50 a Week representing
Clows' Famous Philadelphia Hosiery, direct

from  mill—for men, = women, children.
Every pair guaranteed. Prices that win.
Free book “How to Start" tells the story.

George Clows Company, Desk 66, Philadel-
phia, Pa.

_WE START YOU IN BUSINESS, fur-
nishing everything; men and women $30 to
$100 “weekly, operating our “Specialty
Candy Factories" anywhere. Booklet free.
W. THillyer Ragsdale, Drawer 29, East
Orange, N. J.

French plate.
Eruflts. lans
S. Excelsior

SILVERING MIRRORS,
Easily learned; immense
free. ©~ Wear Mirror  Worl
Springs, Mo.

_MAKE MONEY silvering mirrors, all
kinds plating, knives, spoons, auto head-
lights. ~ Outfits furnished.  Free booklet.

International Laboratories, Dept. 110, 311
Fifth Ave., New York.

EARN up to $400 monthly, living ex-
penses paid. We place men” and women;
trained in spare time at home for hotel
executive ositions. Easy Terms. Free
Booklet. tand. Business Training Inst.,

211 Carlton Court, Buffalo, N. Y.

_ EARN $10 daily silvering mirrors, plat-
ing, refinishini metalware, headlights,
chandeliers, bedsteads. Outfits furnished.
Decie Silver Laboratories, 1133 Broadway,
New York.

TAILORING SALESMEN. Add 50% to
your profits. Get the Wright line of Men's
and Boys' Clothes. Lowest prices in_ Amer-

ica. very customer for men's suit is a
live prospect for a boy's suit. Women buy
too. You double your sales and profit.

Large samples of men's and_ boys' clothes
in one outfit—handsome carrying case—Free.
Write for full particulars. “Wright & Co.,
Congress, Throop & Harrison, Chicago,
Dept.—C 33.

AGENTS Wonderful Opportunityl Salary
and Commission—one policy a day means
$130 a month for you”Permanent income
on renewals. Policy pays $5000 death, $25
Weekly benefit—injury or” sickness. Premium
$10 yearly. Big demand everywhere. Write
Quick for territory and outfit. ~ Underwriters,
Dept. BB, Newark, ,N. J.

$75 to $125 weekly; Commissions in ad-
vance; Free samples; Salesmen to sell our
$50 all wool tailored to order suits and
overcoats for $31.50 direct to wearer.
World's greatest clothes values. = Monarch
Tailoring ~ Co., Dept. 56, 100 Fifth Ave.,
New York.

TAILORING SALESMEN—Make $75 a
week selling all-wool suits at one amazing
low price. = Tailoring, raincoat and other
agents_write_at once. Goodwear, Chicago,
Inc., Dept. 552, Chicago.

AGENTS—$1.25 AN HOUR SPARE TIME
near home. Light, pleasant work,
samples and distributing tea, coffee,

tracts, spices, food products, things people
eat, 19 full sized packages and complete
outfit to first person in Yyour locality an-
sworing.  Write quick. "Dept. 7, Harley
Company, Dayton, Ohio.

SALESMEN! Sell boys' suits. The big-
gest money making sidé line in America.

Boys' suits can be sold right along with
Klour present_line to both men and women.
o competition. Big profit. Sample out-
fit that fits in pocket. = Write for full par-
ticulars.  Wright & Co., Congress, Throop
& Harrison, Chicago, Dept—B 33.

AGENTS WANTED—SOMETHING NEW
=Fire Fighter sells easily. Makes a spec-
tacular demonstration; car owners, homes,
factories, stores, practically buy on S|ght.
Our men make $10.00 to $50.00 a day;
exclusive territory. If you wish to estab-
lish a_business of your own with unlimited
possibilities for making big money, write us
today. Fa/rnyter Co., 187 Fyr-Fyter Bldg.,
Dayton, Ohio.

Agents and Help Wanted—Continued

$60-$200 a week. Genuine Gold Letters
for store windows. Easily applied. Free
samples. Liberal offer to general agents.
Metallic Letter Co., 428B North Clark, Chi-

cago.

RAILWAY MAIL CLERKS wanted. = Com-
mence $133 month.  Sample examination
Questions free. Franklin Institute, Dept.
B2, Rochester, N. Y.

TAILORING SALESMEN.—Make more
profit—fix your own retail selling prices.
You get big profit instead of the manu-
facturer. e are one of the oldest houses
in the business. Established 1885. Make
fine suits and overcoats to measure. Low
wholesale prices $18.00 up. Complete sam-
le outfit. Large swatches in carrying case.
rite for full particulars and our new and
better selling plan. Fred Kauffmann The
American Tailor, 0 Harrison St.,
Chicago, Dept.

Detectives Wanted

BE A DETECTIVE. Excellent oppor-

tunity, good RI?)/, travel. ~ Write C. T.
Ludwig, ~ 436 estover Building, Kansas
City, Mo.

MEN—Age 17 to 55. Experience unneces-
sary. Travel; make secret investigations,
reports. Salaries; expenses. American For-
eign Detective Agency, 114, St. Louis.

DETECTIVES EARN BIG MONEY.
Travel. Excellent opgortumty. Experience
unnecessary. _Write, George Wagner, former
Gov‘srnment Detective, 1968 Broadway, New
York.

help Wanted—Female

$6—$18 a dozen decorating pillow tops at

home, ~experience unnecessary; particulars
for stamp. Tapestry Paint Co., 110 La-
Grange, Ind.

EARN $20 weekly spare time, at home,
addressing, mailing,” music, circulars. Send
10c. for music, information. American
Music Co., 1658 Broadway, Dept A-16,
N. Y.

Help Wanted—Male

EARN $110 to $250 monthly, expenses
paid, as Railway Traffic Inspector. Position
guaranteed after 3 months' spare time study
or money refunded. Excellent oggortunities.
Write for Free Booklet CM-28.  Stand.
Business Training Inst, Buffalo, N, Y.

BE A FINGER PRINT EXPERT. De-
mand Increasing. ~ Write for special free
offer. American Finger Print System, 1970
Broadway, New York.

ALL MEN—WOMEN, 17 to 65, willing
to accept Government Positions, $117-$250,
traveling or stationary. rite, Mr. Oz-
mont, 308 St. Louis, Mo., immediately.

Land Opportunities

LAND SEEKERS! Opportunity awaits you
near thriving city In lower Michigan. "20.
40, 80 acres tracts; $10 to $50 down, bal-
ance long time. Write today for free book-
let. Swigart Land Company. X1265 First
Nat'l Bank Bldg., Chicago.

Patents and Lawyers

to secure

INVENTORS desiring atents
should write for our guide-book ow To
Get Your Patent.” Send sketch or de-
scription for our opinion of its patentable
nature. Randolph & Co., Dept. 412, Wash-
ington, C.

PATENTS. Send sketch or model for
preliminary examination. Booklet free.
Highest references. Best results. Prompt-
ness assured. Watson E. Coleman. Patent
Lawyer, 624 F St., Washington, D.

Please mention this magazine when answering

Patents and Lawyers—Continued

INVENTIONS COMMERCIALIZED. _Pat-
ented or unpatented. Write Adam Fisher
Mfg. Co., 223, St. Louis, Mo.

PATENTS. Write for Record of Inven-
tion Blank and free é;uide book.  Send
model or sketch and description for free
opinion of its patentable nature. Highest
references. Prompt Attention. Reasonable
Terms. Victor J. Evans & Co., 767 Ninth,
Washington, D. C.

Scientific

SEE_yourself as others see you—Wonder-
Revealing Charts and Personality Tests 10c.
Thomson-Heywood. Dept. SS, Chronicle
Bldg., San Francisco, Cal.

Short Stories and Photoplays

FREE to writers—A wonderful little book
of money-making hints, suggestions, ideas;
the A B C of successful Story and Movie
writing.  Absolutely Free. .Yust address
Authors’ Press, Dept. 80, Auburn, N.

WRITE NEWS ITEMS

Stories for pay in spare time.
Book and plans free.
dicate (406), St. Louis,

am(j: Shokrlt
opyright
Press ReportingyS)g/n-
Mo.

WRITE PHOTOPLAYS: $25—$200 paid
any one for suitable ideas. Experience un-
necessary ; complete outline Free. Producers
League, 439, St. Louis.

WRITERS: Stories, Poems, Plays, etc.,
are wanted for publication. Literary Bu-
reau, 175, Hannibal, Mo.

$ 8 FOR IDEAS. Photoplay Plots
accepted any form; revised, criticized, copy-
righted, marketed. Advice free. Universal
Scenario Corporation, 217 Security Bldg.,
Sanltfa Monica and Western Ave., Hollywood,
Calif.

WRITE photoplays. Big money. Free
book tells how. Successful Photoplays, Box
43, Des Moines, la.

$50 TO $150 WEEKLY Writing Jokes,
Epigrams and Humorous Stories for Publi-
cations. Write for details. American In-
stitute of Humor, Office W, 414 Park Bldg..
Cleveland, Ohio.

Songs, Poems, etc.

POEMS WANTED—Sell your song verses
for cash. Submit Mss at once or write
New Era Music Co., 104 St. Louis, Mo.

WRITE THE WORDS FOR A SONG.
We compose music. Our Chief of Staff
wrote many big song-hits. i
song-poem to us at once. New York Mel-
ody Corp., 402 F. Romax Bldg., New York.

$500.00 Prize Contest. If you. write the
best fourth verse for our ‘song “Empty
Arms" you will receive $500.00. Send
your name and we shall send you free the

contest rules and words of  this song.
World Corp., 245 W. 47th St., Dept. 754A,
New York.

PROMINENT London Music Publisher is
open for available songs by American writ-
ers, amateur or professional; songs judged
on merit—not writers' reputations. = For fur-
ther particulars write to American repre-
sentative. Jack Mahoney—Dept. N—145
West 45th St., New York.

Stammering

ST-STU-T-T-TERING And Stammering
Cured At Home. Instructive Itooklet free.

Walter McDonnell. 80 Potomac Bank
Building, Washington, D.
Vaudeville

GET ON THE STAGE. | tell you how!
Send stamp for instructive Stage Book and
particulars. K. La Delle, Box 557, Los
Angeles, Cal.

advertisements
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on a Months Free Trial

Ours is the only house in America that
can make you such an offer. No one else can
bring you a genuine guaranteed Gold Seal
Congoleum Rug, in the full 9ft. by 12ft. size,
with three small rugs extra, and” all for less
than the regular price of the big rug alone.
And on a years credit.

Clip the coupon below. Write your
name and address plainly. Say which pattern
you want. Pin adollar bill to it—mail at once.

We will ship immediately, on a months trial,
all four Congoleum Rugs—in one complete neat
fackage. No muss, no bother, no trouble to lay.
f satisfactory, take a year to pay.

Pattern No. *534

e tRown The Greatest of Bargains
above Pay Aimost asYou Please

Almost_everybody knows the price_of the
famous Congoleum Gold Seal Art Rugs. They are
advertised and sold atthe Bamestandard price every-
where. And bear in mind that you don’t send us
the full amount. Only one dollar now and the rest
later—taking,a year's time. Look everywhere else
first if you wish'— stores, catalogs, magazines and
newspapers. You'll find no offer like ours.

If you return the rugs, your dollar will

be'refunded and also all freight costs*

Three Rugs Free
ANTEE-Th isonl :

one guaranteed Congo- For the heavy wear spots in front of range
leum, identified by the Gold sink, kitchen. “At thresholds, in the hall, in fron of
Seal ﬁt{“‘ﬁe.- 'tl.PffOtet_CIS you, dresser or bed. While this offer lasts, we give three
Aes Jou on anconditional money- of these small rugs free with each large rug; all
Jack guarantee. Behind the Gold Seal four for less than'the price of one.

Guarantee is our own Double Bond. The Rug Of Guaranteed Wear

: Congoleum Gold Seal Art Rugs are the fastest
C Olce O TWO Famous Pattern S— selling floor covering known. They are rapidly be-
coming the national floor covering—h ghly prized In

good homes for any and all rooms.

3 Ru S F ree_ Year to Pay Waterproof. No burlap for water to rot. Sur-
face is Rlard, smot()jth a}:ld wbear-r_(lels_istin?.h D(I)ies _ndot
stain. ot marred or hurt by spilling of hot liquids.

We show above two of the most popular Congoleum  Tpeyjayfiat from the first moment without
patterns that have ever been produced. One dollar pinned to the  fastening. They never curl up or kick up at edges or
coupon below brings you either pattern on approval. One9 foot by  corners. No need to tack or fasten them down.” Dirt
12foot rugandthreesmall rugstomatch,each small rug 18x36inches. ~ cannot accumulate underneath. .
Less work. Riff yourself of back-breaking

Be tare to ask for oar Free Book of 10,000 Farnitare Bargains—anyway! dfudggf_y- Diré aShleS, g(r_;it]dngt |OL mqu cannoAt
P i “grind into.” ongoleum Go eal Art Rugs.

PeBLterdy N o "53A  Ihis i the Orental, Gold, Seal  damp ragor mop keeps it clean and colorings bright.

top of the page. On the floor, it looks unbelievably like an expensive pile No laborious beating, no sending to cleaners.

fabric. The richest blue color dominates the ground work. Mellow ecru old Absolutely sanitary. Il this guaranteed by the

ivories, and Ii?ht tans, set off the blue field. "Mingled with these lovely tints famous Gold Seal that means complete satisfaction
are peacock blue, robin’'s egg blue and darker tones. Old rose, tiny Bpecks or your money back.

of lighter pink and dark mulberry are artistically placed. Darker browns
and gven bll)acks, subdued to faint%ess, lend dignitg L-F\)nd richness. yERY {MPORTANT '\JNeaﬁ]g J]roger?dffslfr Ofyeg

i ar
The border background contrasts with the blue all over center bg/ catalog into bigger cities. P you live in a city of
reversing the color scheme. Ecru and tan shades form the border background. 100,000 populationor over, we cannot fill your order for

In this rug you have all the advanta%es of design and coloring, of cheerful this Congoleum RugOfferorsendourfree catalog.
warmth and lovely color effects bo much sought after in high grade pile fabrics. To everyone else we bring all the advantages of our
An ideal all purpose _nig, beautiful in any room. Perfect for living house, freely.

room or parlor. Lovely in bedroom or dining room. Charming in the kitchen. PIN A DOLLAR TO THIS COUPON

No* E4C534 9ft.x 12 ft. Congoleum Gold Seal Rugwith 3 small mmm>mmmm Spiegel, May, Stern Co. umEmEm,
rugs to match, each 18 x 36 inches—all fouronly **. . . $17.95 1765 Thirty-fifth Street. CHICAGO. ILL.

i - i j | enclose $1 for the 4 Gold Seal Congoleum Art
TIllh% E ﬂﬂ\? rlnl I\lwﬂa "mV O gﬁg%ﬁgmygrflgrqgCeovve(?rpllrﬂe% 8{) )7-'] Rugs—exactly as described—in the pattgern selected

the popularity of this wonderful design. It is a superb tile pattern that looks fl ~ below, on 80 days free trial. 1f I return them, you are

like mosaic. - Lovely robin’s egg_blue, with shadings of Dutch blue, and a [  to refund my $1, also all transportation costs. "Other-
background of soft Stone gray, give a matchless effect. This design is par- 3  Wise | will pay $1.50 monthly until special price of
ticularly suited for the kitchen or dining room. $17.95 is paid.
No. E4C408 9ft.x 12 ft. Congoleum Gold Seal Rugwith 3 small | SELECT PATTERN NO- o

h I f you wish both patterns write down both numbers,
rugs to match, each 18 x 36 inches—all fouronly . *. ¢ $17*95 send $2.00—pay $3.00 monthly and get all 8 rugs.

10000 Our Catalog of 10000 Other Furniture Bargains—
Now Ready. A Postal Card Brings It FREEI

Other Ask for Street, R.F.D.
Furniture Fl'H 1-|- FREE 0r BOXNO....o.c..
Bargains . errg Catalog Shipping Point.
Cit . Stat
1765 35th Street, CHICAGO, ILLINOIS AILS Send e your Tatest FREE Furniture Book.
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$100 a Week
in this
Fascinating Business

ARN big money as a car-

toonist ! Millions of dol-

lars were spent last year on
comic strips, political
and sport cartoons,
animated cartoons,
etc. Thousands of
new cartoonists are
needed now to meet
the ever-increasing
demand: for this
work. Never before
have the opportuni-
ties in this fast-
growing field been
so many, so varied
or so high-paying.

Easy to Learn CARTOONING at

Home in Spare Time

Regardless of how little you know about car-
tooning now, you can easily qualify for a position
in this attractive, high-salaried business. This
home-study method starts you at the simplest
fundamental principles of cartoon-making and
takes you through every branch of humorous and
serious cartooning. You will be amazed at how
quickly it teaches you to draw salable work. Many
students of this method began to sell their draw-
ings before they were half through their courses.
The training paid for itself long before they fin-
ished it.

Learn cartooning this easy way. Enjoy the fas-
cinating life of a successful cartoonist— easy
hours, freedom from routine, your own boss, and
$3,000 to $15,000 a year for this work that is play!

Send for FREE BOOK

Learn more about the wonderful opportunities in
Cartooning, and details about
this remarkable home-study
method. A handsomely illus-
trated booklet has just been
prepared which, upon re-
quest, will be sent to you
without the slightest ob-
ligation. This booklet
gives a thorough outline
of the cartooning field, and
explains in detail this
wonderful new method of
teaching Cartooning.

Send for it today.

WASHINGTON SCHOCOL OF CARTOONING

Room 5410, 1113-15th St. N.W., Washington, D.C.

washington'school'of'cartooning
Room 5410, 1113-15th St. N.W., Washington, 0. C.
Please send me, without obligation, your Free Booklet on
Cartooning and full details of your home-study method of teaching
Cartooning.

Name. . .

(Print Name Plainly.)
AQATESS ... s o
CtY o State..

y
Please mention this magazine

(1f under 16, please give age......

HighSchool

Ccourse In
TwoYears

This simolified, conrolete High School Course
—specially prepared for home study by leading
professors—meets all requirements for entrance
to college and the leading professions.

Whether you need High School
J]a m training or specialized instruc-
tion in"any trade or profession
the American School can help
you. Check and mail coupon
for Free Bulletin.

American School
Drexel Ave. and 58th Street
Dept. H-74
Chicago

American School, Dept.H-74? Drexel Ave. and 58th Si., Chicago

Send me full information on the subject checked and how you will help
me win success.
.-.Architect
....Building Contractor
....Automobile Engineer
....Automobile Repairman
....Civil Engineer
... Structural Engineer
....Business Manager
....Cert. Public Accountant
....Accountant and Auditor

.Lawyer .
.Machine Shoo Practice
.Photoplay Writer
.Mechanical Engineer
.Shop Superintendent
.Employment Manager
.Steam Engineer
.Foremanship
.Sanitary Engineer
Surveyor (and Mapping)
.Telephone Engineer
.Telegraph Engineer
.High School Graduate
.Fire Insurance Expert
.Wireless Radio
.Undecided

Draftsman _and Designer
....Electrical Engineer
....Electric Light & Power
... General Education
....Vocational Guidance
...Business Law

Name.
Address.

FARN monf
N AT HOME

OU can make $15 to $60 weekly in your spare time
writing show cards. No canvassingor soliciting.

We instruct you by our new simple Directograph
system, payyou cash each week and guarantee you
steady work. Write for full particulars and free |
booklet.

WEST-ANGUS SHOW CARD SERVICE LIMITED

Authorized Capital $1,250,000.00

120 Colborne Building Toronto, Can. |

STUDY AT HOME

Become a_lawyer. Legally trained

men win high positions and big sue-

. cess in business and public” life.

. Greater opportunities now than ever

before. Lawyers earn

$3,000 to $iO0,000 Annually
We guide you step by step. You can train

- at home duringspare time. Let us send
records and letters from LaSalle studenés

. ' you
* admllle>L/1 to the bar in various states. Degree of LL.B.
1conferred. Thousands of successful students enrolled. Low cost,
easy terms. We furnish all text material, including fourteen-
f volume Law Library. Get our valuable 120-page  Law Guide’*
I and “ Evidence” books FREE. Send for them—NOW,

| LaSalle Extension University, Dept, 1085LChicago, Il1*

MAKE MONEY
AT HOME

CAN earn$1 to $2an hourwritingshow cards at home in
* your spare time. Quickly and easily learned by our new
simple “ Instructograph™" method. No canvassing or solicit-;
ing. We show you how, guarantee you steady work at home, noj
matter where you live, and pay you cash each week. FuHi
particulars and booklet free. Write to-day. j
AMERICAN SHOW CARD SYSTEM LIMITED
Authorized and Fully Paid Capital. One Million Dollars.
240 Adams Bldg. Toronto, Canada.

when answering advertisements
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You, Too, Can Play the

HAWAIIAN GUITAR

Just as the Natives Do—

After Your FIRST LESSON
You Will Play “ALOHA”.
We Guarantee That—

Our method is so simple, interesting
and appealing that you begin in your
first lesson to learn”the famous Ha-
waiian Folk Song “ ALOHA" . Think
how happy you will be when you
surprise your friends by playing
the fascinating Hawaiian Guitar
just as the natives dol

Only Four Motions-»
and You Master Them Quickly 1
In a few minutes you acquire the four motions necessary to play any
iece—after thata short period of practice and }/ou will have mastered
this wplrdh/ sweetmusic. Complete course of 52 lessons includes free
beautiful Hawaiian Guitar, necessary picks, steel bar, etc. No extras.
No Previous Musical Knowledge Necessary
I f you never read a musical note in your life—if you haven't even the
slightest knowledge o f music, we can quicklyan poslll_vel{teac,h you
to playthlswonderfulli/ popular instrument. Don't be justa *listen-
er’* when you can easily be the center of interest among your friends.
Just Mail a Post Card for Details
ofourremarkable FREE Hawaiian Guitar Offer—A
simply write: ‘I am interested” —butdoittodayf
Address
FirstHawaiian Conservatory |
of Music, Bnc. -

Desk 89, 233B’'dway
(Woolworth Bldg.)

New York City

Special arrange-
mentsfor lessonsif
you have your own

awaiian Guitar.

15to 50 Dollars a week for your Spare Time
I —No Canvassing, Experience Unnecessary.
I Write to-day for Illustrated Booklet and
Free Working Outfit.
UNITED SHOW CARD STUDIO 211 Dinan Bldg., Detroit Mich.

Great
Shops
of Coyne
) ete
in 3Yi months. 000
worth of electrical equipment.
Free Railroad Fare
Enter anytime. Special limited offer. Draftin
and Radio Free. Sendfor bigfree catalog. Act now!

Coyne Electrical School—Dept. 14-17
1300-1310 West Harrison Street, Chicago, Illinois

1 You ©an earn $15 to $50 a week writing show |
cards in your own home.—No canvassing.—A \
leasant profitable profession ea_sng and quickly y
I learnt by our new simple graphic block system. |
T Artistic ability not necessary.—Wo teach you ,
how, and supply you with work—Distanceé no
object. Full particulars and booklet free.
WILSON METHODS LIMITED— DEPT. 3
64 East Richmond, Toronto, Canada.

W ANT ED- RailwYy_prostaLClerks

Travel—See the J?
country

fran
Dept. B285,
Sirs: ,?end me>without charge, (1) speef-
men Railway Postal ClerkExaminatiol ues-
ve av* tlons; (2) list of government jobs now obtain-
P * able: (3) send free ilfustrated book, *Gov't Jobs.”

u
I’\ﬂnaryeg?autg yn f & Efr\?é?%p
AAAreSS....ooiiiicce e

klin institute
Rochester, N. Y.

Please mention this magazine

“$60 more
amonth!”

'AST night | came home with great news—a
mn $60 increase in salary! |1 took the money

C out of my pocket and asked Mary to count
it. You should have seen her face light up when
she found the extra $60. | think she was even
happier than | was, for it was the third increase
in a year.

“Today | am manager of my department—
earning more money than | ever thought it
would be possible for me to make. | owe it all
to the training | received from the International
Correspondence Schools. That little coupon was
the means of changing my whole life.”

HOW much longer are you going to wait before
taking the step that is bound to bring you
more money? Isn’t it better to start now than to
wait for years and then realize what the delay
has cost you?

One hour after supper each night spent with
the I. C. S. in your own home will prepare you for
the position you want in the work you like best.

Don't let another priceless hour go to waste!
Without cost or obligation, let us prove that we
can help you. Mark and mail this coupon.

RSN =Y\ - 3 U gl & | = - ¥ = ————
INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE 8CHOOLS
Box 2068, Scranton, Penna.
Without cost or obligation, please tell me how I can
the position or in the subject before which I have marke
BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES

' Business Management O Salesmanship
H

3ua|ify for
an X:

industrial Management ["Advertising

Foreign Trade .

Stenography and Typing

Business English

Civil Service

Railway Mail Clerk

_Common School Subjects
LjHigh School Subjects

Ulllustrating O Cartooning
Personnel Organization IND QSRR EALETDYRSES
Traffic Management Architect
1ElecBHenggh {id . Blue Print Readin
jMecHagiHa %E@v”k'ng Law IContractor and Builder
~Mec dingC.P.A.) Architectural Draftsman
3Mac Pal ounting Concrete Builder
3Rail L ,Structural Engineer_
3Gas Q% 8 E?girﬁg Plumbing and Heating
j Civi QBgE mg's O French (Chemistry O Pharmacy
3Surveyin bpiAy. AND ;?\\‘uto_mok_)lle Work
3 Hetali ineerMini avigation
3Stgamlla5ngizr?egellqn o .[Agrlc%ltur_e and Poultry
JRadio ] Airp?ane Engines Mathematics
Name
Street 3-27-23
Address..
(07 3SR State
Occupation

Persons residing in Canada should send this coupon to tho Interna-
Honal Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal, Canada.

when answering advertisements
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The Long, Long

Trail
By GEORGE OWEN BAXTER

A WESTERN story in which Western folk will recognize
a number of good friends, and a few bad ones, too.

Morgan Valentine, the rancher, sure had his hands
full of trouble. There were certain incidental ones, like a
pair of great hulking sons who were quick on the draw, but
the heaviest cross he had to bear was Mary, who had been
confided to his tender care by his beloved brother.

Then, as if to fill his measure of trouble to overflowing,
poor Morgan leads to his home a bandit who has just
robbed him of his ranch vay roll. Mary and the bandit meet,
and the begins.

Whether you like Western stories or not, this particular
one will occupy all your attention while you are reading it
After having ranged the open places with the characters in
it, you are going to deliver yourself of the verdict—“ The
best story | have read it? years!”

Pricey $L7S net

CHELSEA HOUSE, Publishers

79 Seventh Avenue > :: New York City

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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Anyone who can remember a tune can easily and quickly
learn to play popular jazz or American rhythm by ear
at a very small cost. The New Niagara Method
makes piano playing wonderfully simple.

No matter how little you know about music—even though you “have never touched a piano”—

ITyou can justremember a tune,you can quickly learn to play by ccr.
It shows you so many little tricks that it just comes natural

entirely new and simple system.

to pick out on the piano any piece you can hum.
ra Idea readily, and follow through the entire course of

learn by the old fashioned method grasp the Nia%a
twenty lessons c‘uickly. Self-instruction—r.o teac
pation—blues, fill-ins, breaks and trick endings.

A Simple Secret to Success
No need to devote years in study to learn
piano nowadays. Special talent unneces-
sary. Every lesson is so easy, so fas-
cinating that you just *can’t keep

your hands oft the piano." Give it

part of your spare time for 90 days

and you will be playing and entertaining
«almost before you realizeit. No tiresome
scales, no arpeggios to learn— nodo-re-mi
—no difficult lessons or meaningless exer-
cises. You learn a bassaccompaniment tha
applies to the songs you play. Once learned,
you have the secret for all time—yourdifficult
ties are over and

You Become Master of the Piano
Even talented musicians are amazed at the rapid prog-
ress of Niagara School students and can't understand
why this method was not thought of years ago. Natu-*
rally, the Niagara Method is fully protected by copy-
rights and cannot be offered by any other school. A
special service department gives each pupil individual
attention.

er required. Y .
It's al 1so easy—so interesting that you'll be amazed.

Learn at
home In

| have perfected an

Beginners and even those who could not

ou learn many new styles ofbass, synco-

** Popular in Every Crowd
i wLo can sit down at any time without
9tes or music. reel off the latest jazz and

popular song-hits that entertain folks,,
I1s always the center of attraction, the.
life of the party, sought after and in*
vited everywhere. Make yourself the
centerof attraction— master the piano
by spending an hour a day studying

the fascinating Niagara Method.
A* easily as thousands of others have
learned, so you too, can learn and profit—
not only through the pleasure it provides,
but also by playing at dances, motion pic*

ture houses ana other entertainments.

Decide to Begin Now?
Just spend a part of vour spare time with a few easy,
fascinating lessons and see how quickly you "catch on’*
and learn to play. You will be amazed, whether you
are a beginner or an advanced student.
Wrrite for interesting.illustrated booklet, The Niag-
ara Secret”—it describes thiswonderful new method
of playing piano by ear. This booklet sent FREE.

Ronald G. Wright, Director, NIAGARA SCHOOL OF MUSIC, Niagara Falls, N. Y*

CLIP THIS COUPON NOW

Niagara School of Music, DePt.A89>> Niagara thlls, N.Y.

Without obligation mail, mo your bookle

Name
and No
Town

Ever take piano lessons?

4The Niagara Secret.

State
How many?

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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$25.00 incash

given to readers of this
magazine each month

The Publishers invite the readers to select
the best advertisement in this isssue. $15.00
will be paid to the reader who sends in the
best criticism or suggestion. $5.00 will be
paid the reader who sends in the 2nd best
criticism or suggestion. $3.00 will be paid
the reader who sends in the 3rd best criticism
or suggestion. $2.00 will be paid the reader
who sends in the 4th best criticism or sug-
gestion.

This contest costs you nothing to enter—
there are no conditions or rules to be com-
plied with—simply read over the advertise-
ments in this magazine and write us which
advertisement you like best, and why you
think it convinces the reader of its worth.

Contest for this issue closes November 1, 1923

Please address all letters to

ADVERTISING DEPARTMENT
STREET & SMITH CORPORATION
79 Seventh Avenue New York City

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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What Do YoU Call an Opportunity?

N my lifetime | have heard many men speak

of opportunity. | have read some very fine

definitions of this wonder-word. It has
been the subject of many splendid speeches;
authors have written abundantly about it in
prose and poetry.

You have said, “ I wish | had an opportu-
nity.”

But | am wondering what you call an
opportunity.

D o you—as so many
do — mistakenly asso-
ciate itwith ‘‘good for-
tune’ ' or ‘‘good luck” ?

Suppose tomorrow
you heard of a$10,000
position seeking aman.

Could you fillit? If so,

it would be an opportunity. If not, it would be
no opportunity at all so far asyou are concerned.
It would be merely a bit of information from
which you could not benefit.

Opportunity, | believe, is usually a recog-
nition of worth.

The biggest opportunity thatcan ever come
to you will never be any bigger than your prep-
aration— your worth-whileness.

If you are not worth considering, Oppor-
tunity won't give you a thought.

The biggest job of all the big jobs open and

filled in the last twenty-four hours would have
been an opportunity for you—

—if you had been prepared.

And | am not one who believes that
Opportunity knocks but once.

The hundreds of opportunities which are

here to-day will come again to-morrow—

—if you are prepared.

But you can be sure they will never be
found on the door-steps
of worthless prospects
—men who are not
ready.

Opportunity seeks
and finds only those
who have paid the price
of preparation. She
does not pick men as

you pick a number from a lottery; neither does
she cover up what she has to offer. Her gifts
are an open book— yours from which to choose.

Pick the thing you want, and get ready for
it. Opportunities do not come except as you
attract them. LaSalle training offers a sure way
to increase your powers of attraction.

Just bear in mind that the biggest opportunity
that can ever come
to you will never
be greater than '

YQWXpreparatlOn. President LaSalle Extensjon_University

ofChicago, Illinois

LaSalle Extension University

The Largest Business Training Institution in the World
INQUIRY COUPON—

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY

Please send me catalo

Dept. 1065-R CHICAGO, ILLINOIS

and full information regarding the course and service | have marked with an X

below. Also acopy of your booklet, “Ten Years' Promotion in One,” all without obligation to me.

ositions.

odern Salesmanship: Training for
ales and Advertising EXxecutives, Solici-
ors, Sales Promotion Managers, Sales-
men, Manufacturers’ Agents and all those
engaged in retail, wholesale or specialty
efling.

usiness Management: Training for
fficial, Managerial, Sales and Executive

missions, etc.

f1_Higher Accountancy: Training for posi- ples an
«Jtions as Auditor, Comptroller,” Certified

Public Accountant, Cost Accountant, etc.

PHTraffic Management—Foreign and Do-
~-emestic: Training for positions aBRailroad
or Industrial Traffic Manager, etc.

I:‘Law:Training for Bar; LL. B. Degree.

Name. Present Position.

Please mention this magazine when answering

ailwa_?/ Station M
or Railway Auditors, (¢ £
ountants, Clerks, Station Agents, Mem-
bers of Railway and Public Utilities Com-

n Industrial Management Efficiency: For
m—=Executives, Managers, Offi t
Employes and those desiring practical
tralnlng in industrial management princi-
practice.

odern Business Correspondence and
>ractice: Training for Sales and Collec-
ion Correspondents;Sales PromotionMan-

agers; Creditand Office Managers; Corre-
spondence Supervisors, Secretaries, etc.

anagement: Training \ar F
omptrollers, Ac- ethods: Training in the direction and
1andling of industrial forces—for Execu-
tives, Managers, Superintendents, Con-
tractors, Foremen, Sub-foremen, etc.

r~|Personnel and EmEonment Manage-
HIment: Training for Employers, Employ-
ment Managers, Executives, Industrial
Engineers.
1C. P. A. Coaching for Advanced Ac-
—'countants.

Commercial Law.
Expert Bookkeeping.
Business English.
Commercial Spanish.
Effective Speaking.

I:podern Foremanship and Production

Office and” Shop

.Address.

advertisements
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Faloon of Souawtooth

------ By ARTHUR PRESTON HANKINS--------

ry' HE Falcon is a product of the Western

construction camp. From the time he drifts
into a cheerful company gathered around a
certain camp fire, he is caught up by force of
circumstances and hurled into the thick of a

mighty interesting story.

Falcon is a man’'s man. His friend,
Halfaman Daisy runs him a close second when
it comes to manhood, and as to Canby’s
daughter, Manzanita, when some one said that
she was a remarkable young woman, Canby

replied, “She’s worse than that.”

However, she is a perfectly nice, lovable girl,
even if it is hard sometimes for her father to

locate her.

Price, 81.75 net

CHELSEA HOUSE, PUBLISHERS
79 Seventh Avenue : : New York City

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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Thereissuch anurgentdemand for practical, trained Draftsmen that |
am makingthisspecial offerinorder toenable deserving, ambitiousand
bright men to get into this line of work. | will teach you to become a
Draftsman and Designer until you are Drawing a salary of $250.00 a
month. You need notpay me for mypersonal instruction or for the com-
plete setof instruments. Butyou musttake advantageOf thisspecial offeratonce.

$300 a Month Salary—
$4500ntheSideatHome!

That's the kind of money my drafting students make.
Read what this one says:

“As a beginner 1 am doingfine.

Am earning a salary

0f$300 per month, besides | made over $450 at home the

last two months, drawing plans for private parties.

The

practical drafting training you gave me by mail put me
where lam in less than six month’s study. Thank you for
allyour personal interest and help you gave me so far.

Chief Draftsman Dobe

| Guarantee

To Train You Until You Are
Placed in a Position Paying
up to $250 and$300 a Month

Write and I'll tell you how | make you a first-
class, big-money-earning draftsman in avery
few months! | do this by a method no other
man nor institution can imitate. | give you
personal training at home by mail until you
are actually placed in a position paying up to
$250 and $300 a month. Six thousand drafts-
men are wanted every month.

Free Book

Send Coupon Today fIMF!

No matter what plans you have for the future. Get
this great book—* Successful Draftsmanship/’ Find
out about the simply marvelous optportunities ahead
now. How the world needs draftsmen,_ engineers,
architects and builders. What great salaries and pos-
sibilities there are! Send coupon for free book today.

Chief Draftsman, Engineers Equipment Co.
1951 Lawrence Ave. Div. 14-07 Chicago* 111

{Signed) J. B.
(Name and address upon request)

This S23 Outfit FREE

And more—I give yon awhole set of drafting tools the minute yon
become my student. You get every tool you need. A magnificent J25
set of instruments which will build your success in draftsmanship.

Chief Draftsman, Engineers Equipment Co.

!
] 1951 Lawrence Are. Div. 14.07 Chicago, Hl.
E Without any obligation whatsoever, please mail your book,
“Successful Draftsmanship”, and full particulars of your
m  liberal “Personal Instruction” offer to few students.
|
0 NAME.o
L]
L}
AdAIreSS. i
]
B Post Office.......ccooiiiiiiiiiciicice State........ccee.. .
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QUEMADO

By WILLIAM WEST WINTER

HEN Quemado breezed into town,
W Jake Castro, standing on the porch
of the hotel, passed this remark :

“Here comes that hell-fired maldito,
Quemado. He is jingling in with a bolero
on and velvet pants. Judging from the
hilarity in his wake, | reckon he is saying
Spanish things that would make a French
artist’'s model faint with shame.”

From this it is apparent that both
Quemado and Jake are characters. The
former continues to prance through one
adventure after another, breathless and ex-
citing as only adventures in the West can be.

Young, irresistible, mysterious Quemado
and his story constitute most refreshing
bits of Western fiction.

Price, $1.75

CHELSEA HOUSE, Publishers
79 SEVENTH.AVENUE, NEW YORK CITY

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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F W Bentley

of Philadelphia

=ellerl £

Buys Car with Profits

“Have earned enourb in~one

month to buy me a new auto.’
S. W. Knappen, Cal.

$7 Profit per Hour

“1 started outand made $21.60
In about 3 hours. The Oliver
does the work. It certainly ia
the real thins”

L. Zucker, Ohio.
“Sells_Like Beer In a
Dry Town."

"Am sendins today for 7
Olivers. This is one daya
orders ($85 profit). Beilins like
beer in a dry town."” .

W. H. Drew, Mich.

Mr. T's 28th Order In
Six Months
"Shin 52 Olivers: 10 No. 30:
6 No. 1; 12 No. 2; 24 No. 4/*
Mr. T's;)rofit on thia order
Gll.

(
aloneia $
« Ottawa, Ont.

Russel __Earned $3300
in Five Months

"Have averaged $660 profit
S.

a month for last six months.
A. M. Russel, Conn*

Carnegey—
$1000 a Month
"Am makinqb$1000 per months
I have made big money before

but did not ~spect so much.
Your Burner is just the thing.”
J. Carnegey, 6. D.

Berger—
$258.50 per Week
"Send following weekly here-
after: 10 No.l; 8 V%OJZ; 4 Klo 5."
R. Berger, Ont.
$11.75 In Ten Minutes
"l took order for a neighbor.
$11.76 profitin ten minutes.”
Mrs. N. B., Hattiesburg, Miss
$43 In One Evening
. “1_made $43 last night sell-
ing Oliver Burners.”
N. B. Chelan, Wash.

Oliver Oil-Gas Burner Co.
2412-V Oliver Bldg., St. Louis, Mo.
Please send me full facts about how | can make at

least $5,000 a year representing you in m
Also your plan if I just wish to make big |

ritory.
money in my ‘spare time.

Name.

Address.
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ShinOe

New Invention Sweeping
Country Like Wildfire!

vention is bringing fortunesto
agents. All over the whole
country this new device is doing
away witheold-fashioned methods-of

heating with coal stoves, ranges and
furnaces. Already over $1,000,000 worth
have been sold.
You can readil
understan
why this new
invention—the
Oliver Oil-Gas
Burner—is
sweeping over
the country like
wildfire. It
does away with
all therexpense of coal—making every stove
and every furnace a modern oil-gas burner.
Saves money, time and drudgery. Three
times the heat of any_other method. No
wonder agents are riding in on the tide of
big Oliver profits!

It Sells Itself

Agents find it no work at all to sell thia
amazing invention—the Oliver new im-
proved Oil-Gas Burner. They just show
it—talcing only one minute to connect it-#+
then light it. "And the sale is made! This
new invention is its own salesman. It
sells itselftl The Oliver Qil-Gas Burner is
the most timely thing that could be put
out. It dispenses entirely with coal and
wood when both are now high-priced. It
burns the cheapest.fuel—oil. It .saves a
woman work now in times when she is
looking for just such things. Just as much
or as little heat as wanted, off and on
instantly by simply turning a valve.

The Secret of Big
Money

Of course, now that you know the facts
you yourself can understand why this
new invention is
goin? over like
wildfire! And you
can _ understand
why F.W. Bentley
made $215 in
one day. Wh
J. Carnegey made
$1,000 in one
month and why
= hundreds of other
I agents are clean-

ing up big too.

NO wonder this amazing new in-

ter-

- j OLIVER OIL-GAS BURNER CO.

Canadian Distributor,

OLIVER Salesmen
Making Big Money

These men know the secret of big money.
They know a good thing when they see it
and they know that the time isripefor this
new Oliver improved Oil-Gas Burner.
They know that this ago of high-priced
coal” and wood makes it necessary for
some substitute. They see ships andloco-
motives being run by oil and big buildings
being heated by it. “And they know that
an invention
that makes use
of this cheap
fuel for every
home—and yet
does it so as to

ive more heat

han coal or

wood—is the
thing they want
to tie up to.

Big Profits
Quickly Made

You too can use this secret of big money.
You do not need to be a high-powered sales-
man. The Oliver's amazing features sell
itforyou. When peoEIe.see it they know at
once that it is the thing they want. You
will realize that this is a proposition that
will pay\k;ou les big money as it does
others. e have a definite number of
open territories which we are ready to dis-
pose of to those who act quickly. Every
territory allotted is filled with big-money
opportunities.  And this big money comes
easily. Because not only does this” inven-
tion practically sellitself on sight but when
you have sold’one this one will sell several
others as soon as your customer’s friends
and neighbors see it. And thru our special
plan you get credit and_commissions for
every sale in your territory.

You can also make big money just by
using your spare time. ote how N. B.
Chelan made $43 in one evening.

Coupon Brings
Full Offer

If vor want to make at least $5,000 a
year easily, mail this coupon now for our
offer. We are not making any extravagant
claims about this. We do not have to.
We_ believe that your common sense will
indicate agood proposition to you when you
know about it. We want to give you the
facts._ Won't you write us? And by doing
bo quickly you will be allotted an exclusive
territory” with private_selling rights.

The coupon will bring you the facts and
will save you writing a’letter. But mail

the coupon at once.
mSE&SSrJH*

2412-V Oliver Bldg., Toronto, Ont.
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DIRECT
to you
from our
Factory

Big Saving
In Price

Yes?we will ship you this

Genuine Underwood

Rebuilt in our own factory just like new for

ONLY $3 down—Not One Cent More

Until you have tried the machine 10 full days at our expense

This is the genuine Underwood
Typewriter. We offer you the same
three models of the Underwood
Typewriter being made and sold
by the manufacturers today.
Standard 4-row single shift
keyboard.  Absolutely Vvisible
writing—the full line of type-
writing is visible at all times. All
the improvements and attach-
ments that any high grade type-
writer ought to have.

BIG SAVING TO YOU

Our plan of selling to you direct
makes possible enormous savings,
which are all for your benefit.
Send in the coupon and we will
send you prepaid our big catalog,

including “A Trip Through Our
Factory. This shows how the Shipmau-
Ward Rebuilt Underwood
is the best that can be pro- 1T
duced at our Special Price. J

Biaaii
SHIPMAN-WARD MFG. CO. \
2637 Shipman Bldg., Chicago

Please send me FREE, all charges

> catalo

don't have to do a thin
~to get our big FRE
and complete
details of our amaz-

typewriter offer

\eg g
\ p°?' n. T~ re worth to you. Don't take our

Write Now

and learn how it is possible for
us to ship you this Underwood
Typewriter upon our free trial
planandourdirect-to-you money
saving methods. Get the full
details now—Just sign the coupon and

mail today. Get all the facts—then
decide.

No Obligation

—to buy. You don't have to
order. Justsignthe couFon,
send it to us and we will
mail you our big cata-
log ahsolutely tree.
ACthe e

e

# er tﬁ%

our o
beauty and
rSend the
Coupon
Today
Days’
u Free Trial

You have ten full days in
which to try the typewriter
before deciding whéther you
want to keep it. Give itevery
test—see for yourself—make
the Underwood prove its

word for it—put the Under-

Our Factory

PVERY MACHINE is fully
s'liars

wherever needed. New enam-

el, new nickel, new lettering,

new platen, new key rings—a com-

t Impossible to

rfect typewriter. X
&m a brand new Underwood either

appearance, durability or quality of fin-

ished work.

An up-to-date machine with two-color-rib-
bon, back spacer, stencil device, automatic
ribbon reverse, tabulator, etc. In addition
we furnish FREE waterproof cover and
special Touch Typewriter Instruction Book.
You can learn to operate this Under-

wood in one day.

Big Book FREE

Our big handsomely illustrated
catalog will be sent free on re-
quest. It tells you all about the
advanta’%es of owning a STANDARD
SIZE UNDERWOOD; how and why this
machine will last for years, saving many
dollars not only in the purchase price but

fullzjﬁlrepaid\,lvyourBIG NEW catalos Station*7T
of DERWOOD TYPEWRITERS V awon'
and complete details of your FREE \
TRIAL Offer. \

It is understood tha m under no obligation S
wthatever and that twseils torl)e' sent without one ~ \
cent of cost to me.

in its operation.

Send in the coupon and let us send you
this beautifully illustrated book FREE
without any obligation whatever.

wood before 'you and see if
you don't think it the great-
est t)gnewriter bargain ever
offered.

N \ Shipman-Ward Manufacturing Co.
et \ “Typewriter Emporium” 2637 Shipman Bldg.
\ Montrose and Ravenswood Aves., Chicago

City. ...
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They See In the Dark

By Elmer Davis
Author of - The Winning of Hollisburg,” "The Big-town Game," Etc.

Every once in so often—which is by no means often enough to satisfy our
literary appetite—we discover a distinctly unusual piece of work, a product in
which the intrepid author has boldly discarded the accepted forms, turned aside
from the well-worn track of classic construction, and evolved a truly original
concept which relies for its worth and its charm entirely upon the freshness and
brilliancy of its execution and the cogency of its underlying theme. “They See
in the Dark” is such a one. In length it is a novel, in weight it is a novel, but
in presentation and conception it falls into no literary category. It is best de-
scribed as a story—just a story—but what a story! The scene is Shelby, Mon-
tana, and the atmosphere is the atmosphere of Shelby during those surcharged
days and nights of the big-fight week last summer. The theme is the spirit
of youth, aid high-heartedness, and fair play pitted against experience, and cyni-
cism, and disillusion—a theme which any one can see exemplified without travel-
ing to Shelby to witness a championship fight. And the moral is: If you haven’t
got owl’'s eyes don't try to play in the dark.—rHEe EebpiTOR.

(A Complete Novel)

CHAPTER .
FELT that I was making history that
night. And it took some such conviction
to sustain “Shad” Beesley and me as we
shivered in the forward end of the dirty
coal barge slowly making its way up the
river under the insistent pushing of the lit-
tle steamboat behind, with the waves of the

Ohio, swift-flowing and whipped by a high
wind, splashing against the barge and fling-
ing cold spray into our faces. We felt like
Caesar crossing the Rubicon, for we were
fourteen years old, both of us, and to-night
was our first experiment in Living Our Own
Life.

| had told my parents that | was spend-
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ing the night, with Shad, and Shad had told
his parents that he was spending the night
with me. It wasn't so hard to put that
story over, then, for this was twenty years
ago and telephones were rare in Adams-
ville. But in fact we were staying up all
night, for the first time., which was had,
staying out all night, which was worse; and
going to a prize fight, which was eternal
damnation in the mind of Shad’s people and
my people and all our friends. The moral
element of Adamsville had fried hard to
prevent this fight, partly because if whs a
fight, partly because it was promoted by
“Big Jim” Corf, proprietor of the Klondike
Palace Saloon. They had invoked fhe
sheriff in vain: they had telegraphed the
governor with better luck, for the governor
had ordered that this fight couldn’t be held
in Indiana. So Big Tim had set up a tent
across the river, on the Kentucky shore,
and announced that the fight would be held
at midnight sharp—price of admission a dol-
lar and a half, including transportation
across the river.

That was long ago. T have come to mid-
dle life and respectability now, with no more
crimes on my conscience than the minimum
that no citizen of this well-regulated re-
public can avoid. But if | ever forge a
check or crack a safe or buy a nomination
I'll never get the thrill of utter, hopeless
depravity, nor the relief that comes from
consciousness of eternal and final damna-
tion, with nothing more to worry about, that
| had that night. Shad and T had planned
this thing ever since we heard that there
would be a fight. | suppose our parents
would have suspected us if the fight bad
been held in town; but both of us were
lazy, comfort-loving and rather mollvcod-
dlish, and even if our people had thought us
capable of the sin of going fo a vulgar and
degrading exhibition like, this they’'d never
have believed that we'd undergo the hard-
ship of crossing the river in an open barge
on a cold November night. Moreover, it
was known that neither of us had a dollar
and a half.

This shortage had worried Shad and me
a good deal. We supposed that maybe boys
of fourteen could get in at a reduction, but
we didn't know and we didn't dare ask.
We couldn’t have asked Big Jim anyway,
for we didn’'t know him except by sight.
Sons of church people were not supposed to
associate with Big Jim, who bad been a

<

heavyweight of some local consequence
around Cincinnati in his day and now main-
tained not only a saloon but a back room
where men had been known to lose as much
as twelve or fifteen dollars at a poker game
on Saturday night. So there was awful
trepidation in our hearts when we slipped
down that night to the river front, where
the sporting element of Adamsville was as-
sembling in overcoats and arctic rubbers for
this chill trip, and timorously asked Big Jim
if he'd let Shad go over for eighty-five cents
and me for a dollar and ten.

He grinned at us over the collar of his
heavy turtle-neck sweater, out of a big
genial face that was getting flabby.

“Kids of your age free,” he said.
what did you tell your daddic-s?”

“Oh. they know all about it,” said Shad,
beginning boldly and tailing off into a half-
hearted gasp.

“Yes they do!” said Big Jim. “Well,
don’t you worry. I'll never tell 'em.”

And he never did— perhaps because he
knew that neither Shad* father nor mine
cared to be seen speaking to such a dis-
reputable character. Perhaps, too. he had
let us in free because he welcomed two new
recruits for the sporting element of Adams-
ville, deserters from the enemy’s camp.
That was whai all our friends would have
said if they’'d heard about it. But as T look
back over a distance of time and space that
permits a better perspective on Adamsville
| suspect that perhaps, contrary to all the
moral theories that had been taught us, Big
Jim had a kind heart.

So here we were, with the line of wink-
ing arc lamps along River Street slowly di-
minishing behind us and the wavery gaso-
line flare in front of the tent across the river
slowly growing larger; a cold wind whipping
about our ears and cold spray dashing in
our faces, and wicked joy in our hearts.
Around us. puffing nickel cigars and dis-
cussing the chances of the fighters with the
air of old-time fight fans, were the tough
young men whom we knew well enough—
youths who lounged on the Main Street
curb and spat tobacco juice on the side-
walks, who loafed of afternoons at the ball
park in the river bottom batting flies and
grounders, and teaching us younger boys the
rudiments of baseball and ar. assortment of
near-humorous bad language that hasn’t
been wholly washed out. of my mind in
twenty years. There was a sprinkling, too.

“But
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of the higher sporting element—young men
of the better families who went to Cincin-
nati to do their wickednesses, and sometimes
came home with extensive tales of winnings
or losses at the LatonSitrack. Everybody
there knew us, so we pulled down our caps
and turned up our coat collars and stuck
to our chill exposure in the front of the
barge where we would attract as little atten-
tion as possible.

Emboldened by our success thus far and
by the fact that the slim young man who
stood just behind us with his hands in his
overcoat pockets was a stranger, | said gal-
lantly:

“Gee, | wish | had a cigarette.”

“Well, you ain't got any,” observed the
more practical Shad. It was kind of him
not to add that neither of us had ever made
a success of smoking anything but com silks.
But the thin young man behind us drew a
hand out of his overcoat pocket.

“Here's a cigarette, kid.”

I knew | ought to take it, and be game.
But hesitation gripped me. If I smoked it
I'd get sick and all the scheming and ex-
penditure of money that had gone into this
evening would be wasted. Yet | didn't dare
not be game. And as | hesitated the young
man gravely put his cigarettes away with the
warning:

“Perhaps we'd better not. These waves
are pretty bad— it might make us seasick.”

I had a suspicion he was making fun of
me but | was glad to be out at any price.
Then, to my amazement, he asked, as he
might have asked a man of his own age:

“Well, what do you think of the fight?”

.Shad looked at me and | looked at Shad;
then he spoke up boldly:

“Leo Pfalzgraf ought to have it all over
him, mister. He’s twenty pounds heavier.”
“So’s a sandbag. Can Pfalzgrab fight?”

“You bet he can. Why, he’s bouncer for
Gus Piedelheimer’s saloon. That's why Gus
is backin’ him. When Big Jim wants some-
body to match up with Freddie Hess, Gus
says to him, ‘All right, I'll match Leo Pfalz-
graf with him and see what's left of him.
He'll knock him out, | guess.”

“Freddie Hess isn’'t a bouncer, then?”

“No,” said Shad, swelling by the second
with his new importance as an authority on
fighters. “He doesn’t do anything but lay
around the livery stable and play seven-up
and maybe wash a buggy now and then.
Big Jim used to give him boxing lessons but

he ain’'t so heavy as Pfalzgraf and he ain't
had the experience.”

“So Big Jim, the promoter,
Freddie Hess, is he?”

| thought it was my turn, now.

“No, sir, Harry Keeler of the barber shop
is Hess’ manager. Big Jim had to be the
promoter because there was nobody else that
—that knew how to do promoting, in Ad-
amsville. So he got Keeler to be Hess’ man-
ager. Big Jim wanted to be referee, too,
but Gus Piedelheimer had put up a side bet
of a hundred dollars with him so he kicked
about that.”

“1 should think he might,” said the slim
young man. “This is a winner-take-all
fight, as | understand it, all being twenty-
five per cent of the gate. That looks to me
like about fifty dollars, leaving a hundred
and fifty for Big Jim. Out of that he has
to hire this barge and the boat to push
it "

“Yes, sir,” said Shad proudly, for his fa-
ther was wharfmaster, so he knew all about
this. “The boat costs him twenty-five and
the barge ten.”

“And then, he has to pay the referee------- "

“They got a referee from Cincinnati,” 1'
put in proudly.

“Yes, I know him. Billy Trockenmaul.
If Big Jim has a side bet on Freddie Hess,
and he.won’t make much out of this fight
unless he wins his bet; why, Freddie Hess
will have to go down for about forty-five
before he's counted out. | know Trocken-
maul.”

“Oh, are you from Cincinnati, too?” |
asked.

“I'm ‘Tod’ Maree, of the Evening News.”

“Oh!” we gasped in unison. If he'd said
that he was President Roosevelt we couldn’t
have been much more awed. Not that we
knew anything of Tod Maree except the
name that we used to see over stories on the
sporting page, but that was enough for Kids
of fourteen.

Then | had an afterthought.

“You won't put what we told you in the
paper, will you, Mr. Maree?”

He grinned at us.

“Don’t you care to be quoted?”

“Well, you see,” | stumbled into des-
perate explanation, “our folks don’t know
we're here.”

“Ah, I see. No, | won't use your names
—that's a promise. Only I'd like to know
them, just out of curiosity.”

is backing
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“William Beesley and Cleveland Wells.”

“All right, fellows. Now Fm going to
ask you a favor. Don't tell Big Jim you've
been talking to me. My boss used to know
him when he was a fighter; that's why he
sent me down to cover this bum scrap. |'ve
heard Big Jim'’s side of the story but there’s
no use hunting trouble in the office by let-
ting him know I've been asking questions.”

“All right, sir,” Shad spoke for both of
us. “We’'ll all three keep still, eh?”

Maree laughed.

“A guilty secret binds us.”

Then the barge scrunched against the
pebbles on the Kentucky shore and we clam-
bered out on the beach, a hundred yards
below the spot where tihe gasoline flare
blazed before the tent. Big Jim leaped past
us and ran on ahead.

“Come on, everybody.
big fight.”

This way to the

CHAPTER Il.

The wavering light was distant and de-
ceptive. The crowd hurried along the
beach, kicking out little avalanches of peb-
bles to roll down into the lapping waves,
estumbling over driftwood unseen in the
flickering shadows until it brought some-
body down with a crash and a shower of
curses. Off toward the tent an owl hooted,
and somebody behind me groaned:

“1 wisht I was a owl. They see in the
dark.”

A big bulk lumbered beside me, with a
shorter, slighter man, not much bigger than
Shad or myself, hopping along with him.

“You watch that driftwood, Leo,” the lit-
tle man was panting anxiously. “Don’t you
fall down and break nothing. nowT We
gotta lick this big stiff, 'cause it's just the
same as lickin’ Big Jim.”

It was Gus Piedelheimer, manager and
backer of his bouncer. 1 hid behind my
coat collar once more, for the fewer people
who recognized us the better. But Gus
obviously was too much worried about the
fight to pay attention to Shad and me. Why
not? He had a hundred dollars on the side,
and that was a lot of money for Adams-
ville.

But there was more to it than that. We
boys knew all the scandal of the town that
wasn't true. The real scandals of Adams-
ville, which were mostly money scandals,
drifted down to us only late and distorted
from the counsels of our elders. But we

knew all about the business rivalry behind
this fight, which could hardly be called a
scandal, but was getting to be too acrimo-
nious for mere competition.

Even the moral element could say little
against Gus Piedelheimer except that they
didn’t like his business. He had inherited
the Teutonia Sample Room, Pool Hall and
Summer Garden from his father, who had
kept the most inoffensive saloon in town.
Its trade was mostly with the Germans who
made up half the population, and it was
ninety per cent a beer trade. OIld Man Pie-
delheimer had never had a bouncer and
never needed one; his customers usually
drank a couple of seidels of Beautiful River
Gold, the product of the local brewery, and
then went on home. In summer he did a big
bucket trade for home consumption, and
when he died even the moral element ad-
mitted that we had lost a good citizen.

But Gus, taking over the business, found
that times had changed. Germans of the
third generation were growing up and tak-
ing more to whisky; and the big whisky
trade of the town was done at Big Jim'’s.
Moreover, the Klondike Palace was the
headquarters of the sporting interest. Big
Jim didn’'t manage the ball team but his
money was known to be behind it. On the
rare occasions when sporting men from Cin-
cinnati, whatever their field, wanted to com-
municate with Adamsville they talked to
Big Jim as the acknowledged representative
of the town. And then there was that poker
game in the back room that drew all the
youths who were inclined to take a chance.
The Klondike Palace was cutting in heavily
on all the other saloons, even on the old-
established Teutonia Sample Room. It had
more to offer.

To make it worse, Gus Piedelheimer’'s am-
bition was to be a sportsman. Nobody in
town looked less sporting than Gus, with his
thin whitish-yellow hair cut close, his feeble
whitish-yellow mustache, his diminutive
size; as an athlete he was a joke and as a
patron of sports he was not much better.
He had organized a ball team, managed it,
and even tried to play right field till his own
captain rebelled against him; but the town
team backed by Big Jim had beaten it
twice, so badly that Gus’' outclassed outfit
disbanded in shame. He tried to start a
poker game in the back room, but Big Jim
was a friend of the mayor and the city
marshal, so that didn’t last long. He hired
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big Leo Pfalzgraf as bouncer but there was
hardly ever aifybody to bounce at the Teu-
tonia Sample Room. Bounceable persons all
flocked to the Klondike Palace, where Big
Jim brushed them out with one hand if they
started anything.

So Big Jim was not only cutting in badly
on Gus' trade but was standing immovable
and insurmountable in the way of Gus' life
ambition to be the leader of the sporting
element of Adamsville. We boys knew some
of this and guessed more; and though Gus
as a sportsman was something of a joke
around town we were all for him when we
learned that he had matched his big bouncer
to fight Freddie Hess. Leo must win, and
his victory over a boy who had learned to
box from Big Jim would redress the balance
of power in the local sporting world.

Clinging to the arm of his fighter, little
Gus passed us, puffing. Behind, plodding
steadily with his eyes on the ground, came
Freddie Hess, lithe and vigilant—quicker
than Leo Pfalzgraf by a good deal, but
lighter, of shorter reach—no match for the
big fellow, to our eyes. Of course he could

box—we all remembered how he had
knocked out Jimmy Mixley, middleweight
champion of the State University, when

Jimmy objected to some of the remarks that
Freddie used to make from his stool on the
shady side of the livery-stable alley; but
Pfalzgraf could box too. A good deal of
money had been bet on this fight, in fives
and twos, but Big Jim and the Klondike
Palace gang had been the only ones to put
their bets on Freddie.

We came up to the tent and crowded in-
side. There were no tickets; whoever had
crossed in the barge was passed in. An-
other gasoline flare lit the inside of the tent,
the ring with nothing but a sheet of canvas
over its pine floor, the pebbles and gravel
about it on which the fight fans would have
to stand. A pair of scales borrowed from the
hay-and-feed store stood off in one corner;
everything was to be done in order, as was
proved a moment later when Big Jim'’s vigi-
lant eyes, roving over the crowd, caught
sight of two faces he hadn’t seen on the
barge. A hand on each collar, he hustled
them to the tent door; one who turned and
struggled caught a backhand slap across the
face that knocked him sprawling on the
pebbles outside. There was a buzz of ap-
proval. These scoundrels had rowed a skiff
two miles upstream, against the November

IN THE DARK 5

wind, to crash the gate and save a dollar
and a half. We cash customers felt that
they had got far less than such rascality de-
served.

Then there was a long delay. Big Jim
and the referee, Harry Keeler and Gus
Piedelheimer, gathered round the scales, and
after the weighing lingered in protracted
discussion of something or other. We spec-
tators stood huddled between the ring and
the canvas wall, blue-gray clouds of cigar
smoke rising toward the roof, to be fluttered
and blown about in the hot vapor from the
gasoline flare. The cold blasts were seep-
ing in through the foot-wide gap between
roof and wall. Gradually the hum of talk
stilled; we shifted from one cold foot to the
other; it was past one o'clock and the fight
was already an hour late.

From chili, bored waiting the crowd
passed again into buzzing conversation, but
this time in a different tone. It was an
angry crowd, now. Its members had paid
a dollar and a half a head, a price unheard
of for sporting events in Adamsville, where
ball games cost a quarter and almost any-
body could slip in without paying at the
unfenced park in the river bottoms. Even
at the ball park in Cincinnati the best seats
were seventy-five cents and nobody but Big
Jim could have got twice that price for a
fight. Now the customers, cold and sleepy
and chafing at the delay, were beginning to
growl.

“Come on, Jim, let's go. Start her up;
what's the matter? Is there a fight or ain't
there?”

Off in the corner by the scales Big Jim
answered, unperturbed:

“Keep your shirts on, boys; she starts as
quick as we can get ready.”

“Quicker the better, then.” We fell back
into glum silence. Shad and 1, by that
time, were far from enthusiastic. Staying
up till one o’clock was a strain on boys who
ordinarily went to bed at nine, and it would
be near daylight when we got back to town.
Moreover, we didn't know where to stand.
If we edged up to the ringside somebody
would recognize us; if we stood back in the
crowd we couldn’t see over the shoulders of
grown men. Excitement kept us up but we
wished mightily that it was all over.

A fluttering, thumping against the canvas
roof made the crowd shift uneasily. It
sounded as if somebody outside were throw-
ing stones at the tent; perhaps the two gate
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crashers who had been pitched out. Then
a long “hoo-00” brought reassurance, and
laughter.

“That derned old owl tryin’ to get in,”
we heard from a dozen voices, “Must want
to come in out of the cold.”

“It ain’t hot enough in here to hurt any-
thing,” growled a man in front of us; but
as he said it the people across the ring raised
a cheer. The conferences were ended at last
and the fight was about to begin.

Shad and T threw caution away and
slipped between the men ahead of us to
the very ropes. The ring was raised hardly
a foot above the ground, right under the
gasoline flare that swayed and shifted in the
blasts from the gap in the canvas. Fold-
ing stools had been placed in the corners,
and we shivered with joy as Leo Ft'alzgraf
and Gus Piedelhetmer climbed over the
ropes and into the corner almost within
reach of our arms. The big fellow was
stripped to fighting trunks, with a sweater
tossed over his shoulders: and little Gus,
his overcoat off, a big blue sweater almost
swallowing him up in its billowy folds, was
putting on his man’s gloves and whispering
over and over in rervous repetition: “We
get the big stiff, L;0; we get the big stiff.
You and me, we get him. Paste him quick
an’ get it over.”

Big Jim, in sweater and laced boots,
strolled across to tie corner with an ironic
grin.

“All right, Gus? You got a good-lookin’
fighter there. Don’'t want to put any more
money on him. do you?”

Little Gus turned and straightened,
puffing at him like an angry kitten.

“Yes, | take you for a hundred more, if
you want. Or two.”

Big Jim laughed.

“Your man’'s eighteen pounds heavier.
You don’t take much chance, do you? Still,
I'll take that. Got the cash?”

Gus reached irto his trousers pocket,
pulled out an old red-leather wallet and be-
gan counting out the twenties. Big Jim
matched them froas a mass of bills loosely
thrust in his pockec.

“Doc Haney here?
another stake? All
ready.”

Another buzz, :hen silence as Big Jim
took on himself the functions of announcer.

“Gentlemen, in .his corner ‘Young' Pfalz-
graf, heavyweight champion of the Second

Come over and hold
right. 1 guess we're

Ward. Weight, one hundred and seventy-
three. In this corner”—he paused dramat-
ically as Freddie Hess, dark and scowling,
rose and threw off his sweater to exhibit a
graceful muscular body—*“in this corner
‘lron Man’ Hess, weight, one hundred and
fifty-five. Referee, Billy Trockenmaul of
Cincinnati. The fight is to a finish.”

“Lord make it a quick one,” breathed a
man beside me, and | looked up into the
face of Tod Maree.

Leo Pfalzgraf stood up, his heavy face
only mildly interested. We all knew Leo;
he was getting ten dollars for fighting to-
night, and fifty more if he won; but any-
thing over half a dollar at a time was use-

less to Leo. He looked, as usual, stolid and
rather sleepy. Freddie Hess, the newly
christened Iron Man, looked mad— mad

through and through, as he danced lightly
with his hands on the ropes. In the silence
the rubbing of his shoe soles on the canvas
cut harshly on the ears, punctuated by ir-
regular thumps on the tent roof whre that
curious owl was trying to find his way in.
Big Jim climbed out of the ring and rang
a gong; the fighters came slowly out of their
corners and approached each other cau-
tiously.

Flop-flop over our heads. Through the
gap in the canvas plunged a gray ball of
feathers that flew blindly round and round,
the owl that could see in the dark but was
helpless in the brilliance of the gasoline
flare. Flapping and thumping against the
canvas, it drew the curious eye of Leo Pfalz-
graf as he edged toward the center of the
ring; and as he glanced up Freddie Hess
shot forward with a catlike spring and
swung his right fist against Leo’s jaw7 The
smacking thud of leather on flesh, the heavy
thump as Leo’s hundred and seventy-three
pounds dropped on the canvas-covered
boards— then the referee’s arm was going up
and down as Leo Pfalzgraf lay supine, an
arm or leg feebly quivering now7 and then,
and Gus Piedelheimer. pale-blue eyes star-
ing from under whitish eyebrows, leaned
white with horror over the ropes from his
corner.

“Nine, ten!” Harry Keeler was over the
ropes, and Big Jim with him, shaking hands
rvith Freddie Hess, while Doctor Haney was
clambering in to feel the helpless frame of
the victim. For an instant the crowd, in-
credulous, failed to realize that this was the
evening’'s entertainment, the dollar and fifty
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cents’ worth. Then there was a roar—an
angry roar from all sides at once.

“Yah— fake! Put-up job! Money back,
Jim, money back.”

Big Jim dragged one of the folding stools
to the center of the ring and climbed up on
it. His bell voice roared above the howls
and quelled them. Silence came, cold and
sudden like the frost that felt its way in
from outdoors.

“Who said fake?” he demanded. “Who
said fake? | never pulled a fake yet. I'm
not the one that thought this big sack of
meal was a fighter. | made the match after
Gus had been whining all over town for
somebody to stand up to his heavyweight
champion. Is it my fault the boob looked
at the owl instead of Freddie's fist? The
next man that says fake goes out of this
tent on his ear and if he gets back across the
river to-night he’ll have to swim.”

He paused and looked around him, cool,
sardonic. About his stool clustered the
Klondike Palace mob; a hard lot all of
them, and Big Jim alone could have licked
any three men in the crowd.

“All right,” said Jim at last. “No more
hot air, now. Well, Gus, | guess | win. Bet-
ter go look after your man, unless you're
through with the fight game.”

And little Gus Piedelheimer, blue-eyed
and white-haired, thin and puny, stunned
by the unexpected disaster, looked him
straight in the eye and managed a gallant
smile.

“Yes, Jim, you win,” he said, swallowing
hard. “You win. But | ain’'t through with
the fight game. I'm through wit’ Leo, yes.
He got less sense dan he was born wit'.”
Gus' German accent, as usual, was coming
out under excitement. “I don’t want him;
nor | don't want Freddie Hess. Freddie
Hess didn’t lick my boy. If I want to man-
age a winning fighter, T would manage de
owl.”

CHAPTER Il

Yes, history was made that night. Shad
and | didn't make as much history as we
expected, for when the barge got back to
town along toward three in the morning we
had to hide in a corner of the cold and
drafty wharf boat till daylight, when each
of us could pretend he was coming home
from the other’'s house. Of course we went
to sleep; of course we overslept and were
wakened by roustabouts coming down to
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work long after we ought to have been on
our way home. So there was suspicion, in-
vestigation, cross-examination; a compari-
son of stories that led to new cross-examina-
tion and a double breakdown in morale. We
got our several lickings and made no further
attempts for some time to lead our own
lives.

But if it was a setback for Shad and me,
that night was the beginning of three ca-
reers which in their time attained some
prominence in the public eye—one of which,
for that matter, is still flourishing like the
green bay tree. Another one has nothing
more to do with this story— the career of
Iron Man Hess, who as fight fans will re-
member was a middleweight of some promi-
nence and merit for a few years, till he col-
lided with the rising star of Stanley Ketchcl
and was knocked out and on his way to ob-
livion in the fourth round. When last I
heard of him, he was a watchman on a Los
Angeles movie lot.

That fight also determined the destiny of
Tod Maree and Gus Piedelheimer. Tod
Maree went back to Cincinnati and wrote
the story of the one-punch fight and the in-
trusive owl, and before the week was out he
had had offers from papers in Chicago and
New York. Even I, kid that | was, could
see that it was a brilliant story. 1 clipped
it out and put it away in a box of odds and
ends; and only the other day | came across
it again, reread it with the eye of a news-
paper man of a dozen years’ experience and
realized that it was probably the best story
even Tod Maree ever wrote. And as one
editorial made William Allen White a
national figure, so did this one story lift Tod
Maree out of his obscurity. From thirty a
week in Cincinnati he jumped to sixty in
New York. Within six years he was the
highest-paid sports writer in America, and
| suppose he is that still.

It was a brilliant story but abominably
unfair. A fourteen-vear-old boy is not
likely to have acquired much in the way of
morals or sportsmanship, particularly if he
lives in a small town where the tone of most
opinion and most talk is neither sportsman-
like nor moral. Those qualities are of slow
growth; yet I am proud to remember that
that night my own unprompted opinion was
that Gus Piedelheimer was a good sport. |
forgot that, of course, the next day when
I read Tod Maree's story. So did every-
body else. Whether Maree’s boss, the sport-
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ing editor who was a friend of Big Jim’s,
told him to give Big Jim the edge in the
story, or Maree’'s uncanny sense of the
quickest way to popular appreciation—
with no scruples to restrain it—which he
has displayed a thousand times since seized
on the ridiculous aspect of little Gus, | don't
know. At any rate the gallant little loser
appeared in the story a? nothing but an
absurd clown. Adamsville was one of those
suburbs that the city papers like to joke
about, anyway; and Tod Maree wrote a
joke story about the attempt of the hicks to
put on a prize fight, with Gus Piedelheimer
as the originator and prime mover, and the
goat of it all.

A great story but hard on Adamsville and
terribly hard on Gus Piedelheimer. The
only man who came out of it with any credit
was Big Jim Cort, who appeared in the
story as an urban and urbane sportsman, a
man of the world, shrugging his shoulders
with an amused grin at the boners of the
country clowns; which no doubt was in a
measure true. But Maree's treatment of
Gus Piedelheimer was about as outrageous
a warping of the truth as any man ever
wrote.

It saved the face of Adamsville, however.
Adamsville was sore, furiously sore— the
moral element because there had been a
fight at all, the sporting crowd because they
had seen one punch and one only for a dol-
lar and a half and three hours’ discomfort.
And the man responsible for the fight, the
proper target of their animosity, was Big
Jim Cort.

But nobody could be very sore at Jim
Cort; it didn't pay. There could be mur-
murs in Jim’s absence but no man dared to
speak against him in his presence or that
of his friends. Moreover. Big Jim was the
winner; Big Jim announced openly the next
day that he was going to get Iron Man
Hess some fights in Cincinnati and make
of him a champion who would put \dams-
ville on the map-of American sports. And
our crowd of fight fans, sore though they
were, had an incurable inclination to side
with the winner.

Tod Maree’s story gave ihcm the excuse.
It put Adamsville in its place, to be sure,
but it managed to heap pretty nearly all of
the burden of Adamsville’s uncouthness and
inexperience and. mismanagement on the
shoulders of poor Gus Piedelheimer: while
Big Jim stood out as the successful sports-

man who was too good for the town. Is it
any wonder that the whole town seized the
excuse to whoop it up for Big Jim and take

out its resentment at the fiasco and the
high price and the cold weather on little
Gus?

He stood it gamely for a few weeks. Wil-

lie Katz, the local chalk artist, used to draw
a picture of an owl on the front door of the
Teutonia Sample Room every night after
Gus closed up, with some such legend as
“Gus’ Next" Champ,” or, “The New
Bouncer.” And Gus, coming down next
day, would grin his foolish game little grin
as he rubbed it off, and try to manage a
joke about it. One night something went
wrong at the light company’s power house,
and the crowd along Gus’ bar began chant-
ing, “We're Gus’ owls—we see in the dark.”
Even the boys of six and seven hooted at
him on the streets. No doubt he thought
it would die away and be forgotten; and
indeed in two or three weeks Big Jim Cort
took pity on him and told his friends to lay
off of Gus.

But Big Jim couldn’t control the town.
His friends laid off but the rest of Adams-
ville kept on blindly plugging away at the
old joke till a new one turned up, and it
was Gus' hard luck that there was no new
joke that winter. When the home-talent
minstrel show came on in January Gus and
the owl were the staple local gags. The ten-
twenty-thirty stock companies that used to
come to the Grand Opera House— this was
before the days of movies-—Ilearned that the
sure-fire topical allusion was something
about an owl, or any crack at Gus Piedel-
heimer. Little Gus hung on longer than
most other men would have tried, but even
he gave way at last. The lumber yard
made an offer for the corner lots occupied
by his saloon and summer garden; and Gus
took it, threw away whatever good will he
had left, and moved ignominiously up to
Cincinnati.

When we heard a little later that he was
working as bartender on Vine Street every-
body supposed that he had gambled away
his money and was through. Adamsville
never expected to see him again; and one
or two of the clergy took occasion to preach
sermons about the irrepaiable consequences
of a single error, which may not have been
very scriptural but seemed to fit the evi-
dence in hand. Tod Maree had climbed to
fame over the body of Gus Piedelheimer.
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CHAPTER IV.

| believe game little Gus would have beat
his way back anyhow, in course of time;
for he was built that way. How or when he
would have done it, what plans he had as he
worked behind the bar, with his money all
in the savings bank— though we didn’t know
that till later—nobody in Adamsville knows.
But he was at any rate living in Cincinnati,
moving about Cincinnati, making himself a
city man instead of a small-town boy;
acquiring a certain finish and an acquaint-
ance among Cincinnati sportsmen. In the
city Maree’s story had done Gus little harm.
If he had come to town the day after it was
printed some attention might have been paid
liim; but he came to town when the story
was two months past and Tod Maree was
long since installed in New York and on
his way to the big money. Unlike Adams-
ville, Cincinnati had had other things to
think about in the meantime.

So Gus lived in the shadows for a while,
learning to find his way about, gradually
making the acquaintance of men who were
as far ahead of Big Jim Cort in Cort’s own
field as Cort had been ahead of Gus; and
then another turn of the wheel, and Tod
Maree who had ruined Gus Piedelheimer
with a story, wrote another story that put
him back on the map. And there was as
little benevolence about this as there had
been malice in the other. In each case,
Tow merely saw a good story—good, that is,
for Tod Maree.

He had been sent to Goldfield by his New
York paper to cover the Gans-Nelson fight
and one day before the fight when news was
scarce he sent along one of those pleasing
and obvious fictions that sports writers em-
ploy when the stock of facts runs low. |
am a political writer, and have no great ap-
preciation of this sort of humor; 1 deal
with statesmen and affairs of state and we
have high authority for the view that tragic
themes should not be celebrated in the comic
style. But in .sports it is no doubt right
enough; certainly it is popular.

To cover un the fact that there was no
news in Goldfield that day Tod Maree
wrote a story about the arrival of Gus
Piedelheimer of Adamsville, Indiana, with
his troupe of trained owls. The story of
that fight in the tent was retold but this
time with a different slant. Gus appeared
now as what he actually was, an enthusiastic
amateur who wanted to learn the fight game.
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When he realized the attraction of owls for
his fighter he came to the conclusion that
there must be other fighters with the same
temperament, so he had bought and trained
a dozen owls and had come to Goldfield to
entertain bids for their services from the
rival managers. “No man can escape a
knock-out,” Mr. Piedelheimer was quoted as
saying, “ii' I set my owl on him.”

Well, | didn't think much of it; but it
was syndic;*,led all over the country—in
Cincinnati, too—and it seemed to suit Ma-
ree’s readers. It gave Gus a little brief fame
and he cook his money out of the bank and
prepared to capitalize it. Before long we
began to see in the box scores of semi-
professional games that the Cincinnati pa-
pers carry by the column on Monday morn-
ing reference to a new team, Piedelheimer's
Owls. They were a fast team, a very fast
team. Gus had trouble holding them to-
gether against minor-league raids on his
stars, but if he lost a good man he went
out and bought another. Wherever they
played, too, he advertised them with big
posters— the picture of an owl, the name
of the club, and the motto, “They See in the
Dark.”

It happened that that summer the Adams-
ville bail team, backed by Jim Cort. was
belter than wusual. Gus began to dicker
for a game; and Jim Cort dated the Owls
for a Sunday late in August. The two had
been seen putting up a thousand-dollar side
bet in Spinney’s sporting-goods store in Cin-
cinnati; and ns neither team had lost a
game that season the event attracted more
attention than any other semiprofessional
affair of the year. It was played in the
Adamsville bail park in the river bottoms,
before a crowd of two or three thousand—
about all the Sabbath breakers in town; and
several hundred members of the moral ele-
ment who were opposed to Sunday baseball,
but not to healthful strolls on Sunday after-
noons took occasion to do their strolling up
to the hill overlooking the ball park, where
they sat down to rest and didn't get up until
Gus Piedelbeimer's Owls had won in ten
innings, five to four.

That was a historic meeting between Gus
and Big Jim Cort after the game, but |
didn’'t see it. Shad Becsley and I. remem-
bering the disastrous consecmences of our
trip across the river to the fight, saw that
hall game from the hill. But we heard that
Big Jim, rising to the moment with his
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natural dignity, had gracefully felicitated
Gus; and Gus had complimented Jim on
the playing of the home team: and then
added that as an old Adamsville boy he
didn’'t want to take money out of town, so
he would contribute the thousand he had
won from Jim to the local charities.

That was an astounding overturn; Gus
whom we had kicked out was coming back
as a benefactor of the town. We all felt
there was something wrong somewhere,
though there was difference of opinion as to
whether the wrong was in kicking him out
or being weak enough to take his money
afterward. Anyway, that was Gus' only
year as a baseball promoter. His stars
were all bought away at the end of the
season, so he turned to something else. We
thought, of course, it would be prize fight-
ing; but Gus was apparently only an ama-
teur enthusiast for the manly sport just
now. He had rolled up more money on top
of what he had got for the saloon, so he
went to Chicago and looked into the show
business. The next year we began to hear
about a new company on the burlesque
wheel— “ Piedelheimer’'s Owls— They See in
the Dark.”

This was a new inspiration to the Adams-
ville preachers, for burlesque was of course
even more offensive than prize fighting. Gus
Piedelheimer, who had provoked sermons
about the irretrievable ruin that follows a
single false step, now drew more sermons
about the vanity of ill-gotten wealth and
success based on iniquity. Preachers who
brewed their own sermons welcomed a fresh
topic and those who merely built up on
the “Five Hundred Skeletons for the Busy
Pastor” found it easy to stick in Gus’ name
and a few timely allusions.

To offset this the sporting element of
Adamsville was all for Gus now. They
were always for a winner. When his Owls
played at the People’'s Theater in Cincinnati
half of Adamsville sneaked up to see them,
and of those who attended at least ninety
per cent called on Gus beforehand to ask
for free seats. They found him glad to see
old friends, politely interested in affairs in
Adamsville, but adamant and unapproach-
able on the question of passes. Returning
they reported that Gus was getting rich and
stuck-up and thought he was too good for
his old friends and the old home town.

Those rumors must have come to him, for
when his show played in Cincinnati in the

second year he made a visit of state to Ad-
amsville in the first limousine we had ever
seen. He paid formal calls on the mayor
and the bankers and a few other leading
citizens, displayed a great deal of polite-
ness and some enthusiasm, but expressed
surprise that the town still had no paved
streets.  With automobiles becoming so
common, he aid. dust and mud were bad
business. If we couldn’t afford it, he would
start the reform himself by giving his old
home town, in memory of happy boyhood
days, an asphalt motor boulevard two miles
long, where it was most needed. The city
council fell over itself to accept the offer and
Gus built the boulevard— from Alain Street
to the cemetery. Tt was his parting shot.
Adamsville never saw him again.

The high point of that final visit should
have been Gus’ call on Big Jim Cort. After
that ball game Big Jim had sworn he would
get Gus yet; and Gus, hearing this from
Cincinnati friends, had merely grinned his
foolish little grin and said that Big Jim was
a good man and maybe he would do it. Big
Jim had become the great man of the Ad-
amsville sport world after he was through in
Cincinnati: Gus had become a considerable
figure in Cincinnati and Chicago after Ad-
amsville had run him out. Despite their
polite gesture; after the ball game there
was still an unsettled quarrel between them,
the more bitter because the difference in size
made it impossible for them to fight it out.
What Gus would have said to Big Jim on
that visit and what Big Jim would have
said to Gu; would have been worth going
some distance to hear.

But Gus couldn’'t call on Big Jim, for
Big Jim wasn't there. He bad been Killed
in an automobile accident a month before,
when his car stalled on a grade crossing
in front of an express—he and his wife and
their two older children. Big Jim died
standing up; when he saw that the car was
stalled he leaned over to the back seat,
picked up the youngest boy and threw him
out to safety just in time. The little fellow
went to live with his mother’s sister some-
where in Ohio, the widow of a school super-
intendent, and we heard that she brought
him up to forget that his father had ever
been a fighter or owned a saloon. Well, no
doubt Big Jim was a bad citizen and a
menace to the community; but a lot of
people found Adamsville a sourer and duller
place when be was gone.
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| didn’t, for 1 wasn't there. Shad and
I went away to college. He came back to
run his uncle’s drug store,and | believe he’s
mayor now; but J, went on to New York
and eventually to ajob on the Morning
Record. And Gus went West, to Los An-
geles, and into the pictures. | heard of him
vaguely once or twice from picture men |
knew; he had made big money in the early
days of the industry, then lost it on a bad
guess as to the trend of the public taste.
But there was nothing novel about that. |
became a specialist in politics and lost even
amateur contact with sport; and 1 sup-
pose if anybody had asked me who was
traditionally associated with the owl I'd
have said Pallas Athene instead of Gus
Piedelheimer.

It was near the end of June, 1923, when
I saw him again.

CHAPTER V.

I was in St. Paul after a hard three weeks’
trip all over the Northwest, writing about
the spread of third-party sentiment among
the farmers; and | needed a rest. When
the office said | could have a couple of weeks
off 1 concluded that Glacier Park, inhabited
only by Indians not taxed and Rocky Moun-
tain goats, neither of which classes had the
franchise, would be the best place to for-
get politics and the journalism of politics;
but I was no sooner on the train than |
found that it would be two days more before
I should be out of the company of my own
kind. The first man | saw in the club car
was Chanler, dramatic critic of one of the
Park Row papers; and he hailed me sur-
prisedly with:

“So you're going to cover the fight, too,
eh?”

Of course | knew that Dempsey and Gib-
bons were going to fight at Shelby, Mon-
tana, on July 4—or were not going to
fight, as the case might be; for there had
seemed to be some doubt about it in the
latest news. The whole Northwest was talk-
ing about nothing else and about the
prowess of Gibbons, the local hero. But
I was more interested in the fight for the
Minnesota senatorship between Preus and
Magnus Johnson.

“1'm not a sports writer,” | told him.

“Well, neither am I, but they send me to
whatever looks dramatic and | suppose they
send you to whatever looks political. From
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all 1 hear this Shelby affair is going to be
both.”

“I'm on vacation,” | said. “Bill Corliss
is at Great Falls with Dempsey and Mul-
lane is at Shelby. | guess they can han-
dle it.”

“You'll find a lot of the gang on this
train, anyway,” said Chanler. “There’s
Barton, McAvoy, Tod Maree-——"

Now it was a curious thing that | had
never met, never even seen, Tod Maree since
that night when we crossed the river to-
gether, though we had both been newspaper
men in New York for the last decade.
Maree had his own syndicate for the dis-
tribution of his sports stories and though
he had occasionally written feature stories
from national political conventions, just as
Chanler the dramatic critic was going to
write feature stories from the fight, we had
never happened to come together. So Chan-
ler insisted on dragging me into Maree's
stateroom on the theory that we mustn't re-
main in ignorance of each other a moment
longer: though | believe his real reason was
an unfounded suspicion that Maree was
hiding out a couple of bottles of Chicago
beer.

The great man was at a table, tapping
away at a portable typewriter— tall, thin
and sour, his face lined behind his shell-
rimmed nose glasses. Indigestion and pros-
perity had ruined his disposition though he
had so far managed to keep their effects out
of his stories. He greeted me with the pre-
cise shade of measured courtesy due from
a sixty-thousand-dollar man to an eight-
thousand-dollar man in the same business,
and observed that all the fight fans were
bound for Shelby.

“Cleve says he isn't a fight fan,” ob-
served Chanler; “he’s a solitude fan. But
he'll be coming down from Glacier Park to
join the gang before the big day. Just you
watch him.”

“1 wouldn’'t go to see this thing for fun,”
said Maree. “Dempsey will Kkill this poor
creature. All | hope is that he kills him in
the first round so we can get away and file
early.”

I wondered whether to remind him of the
first time we had met, but decided that it
would be better to let it go. After all, there
must be a lot of people who hastened to re-
mind Tod Maree that they had met him be-
fore, and while | didn’'t want to borrow a
dollar, he didn't seem the hospitable and
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conversational person that he had been
when he was making thirty a week in Cin-
cinnati. So when he saw that | had no con-
versation, and Chanler saw that he had no
beer, Chanler and | left him to his work
and went back to the club car.

And there we talked fight or listened to
fight talk for the next two days. At that,
the fight was a pleasant interruption to the
monotony of the usual club-car conversa-
tion. My job compels me to talk—and
listen—to everybody | meet in smoking
cars. What | can get out of any one man
about politics and crops and business—
which is about all that | can use—1 gen-
erally get in'ten minutes; and | generally
have to sit for two hours more listening to
local and personal gossip of which only
about one quarter of one per cent ever does
me any good. So, since this was a holi-
day anyhow, it was a pleasure to find that
the Northwestern farmers and local capital-
ists whom | met in the club car were all
talking fight instead of the good-crop year
and Henry Ford’s presidential chances. The
great Maree never deigned to join us, but
other newspaper men bound for Shelby
drifted in from up and down the train and
their comments would have given an air of
authority to the fight talk if any of the
other talkers had ever heard of them. As it
was, they counted as only so many voices.

It was a relief, late at night, when we
simmered down to four— Chanler, Cullop of
the Herald’s sports staff, myself, and a boy
just out of college. He was a clean, hand-
some chap— the sort any man would like his
son to be at twenty-one— tall and well made
and looking at us out of clear blue eyes.

“1'll bet you're a football player,” said
Cullop.

“Football and baseball, too,” the lad ad-
mitted. “1 won my letter in both at We-
wausa College.”

“That's in Ohio, isn't it?” Chanler asked.
“1 once knew a man from there.”

“Wewausa?” Cullop mused. “Wewausa?
Ohio State, thirty-six; Wewausa, seven—
that's all 1 can remember of Wewausa.”

The boy flushed.

“Well, sir, Wewausa's a rather different
sort of college. We go in pretty hard for
interclass and interfraternity athletics, so
that everybody plays something. Of course
we play intercollegiate games, too. and we
do the best we can; but we don’'t offer
scholarships or inducements of any sort for

players. If a man who comes to college
anyway happens, to be a good player we're
pretty glad; but we don't go out and buy
them.” L, > .

“.Ah,” said Cullop.
certain disadvantage.”

“No, sir, not as we see it. We like to
win, of course, but we think that playing,
and playing straight, is more important than
winning.”

We three older men avoided each other’'s
faces and 1| think we all had a sort of
guilty feeling. | know | did.

“Something like Tom Gibbons.” said
Chanler to break the tension. “He's fight-
ing for a percentage of the second three hun-
dred thousand of the gate and there ain't
goin’ to be any second three hundred thou-
sand. And very possibly no first three hun-
dred thousand either. All he gets out of it
is the pleasure of the sport and the new
sensation of a sock on the chin and a tum-
ble on the canvas.”

“Then you don’t think he has a chance?”
the boy asked.

“He might stay five or six rounds,-' said
Cullop, “if he's a good sprinter. If Demp-
sey ever catches up with him, he's gone.
You figure it different?”

“Why, vyes, sir, | do,” said the lad, di-
vided between respect for age and authority
and a stubborn firmness in his own opin-
ion. “I've seen Gibbons fight—he’s a clever
boxer, a good clean-living fellow—1 don’t
believe Dempsey will put him out.”

“Faith eremoves mountains,” said Chan-
ler in his easy drawl, “but it don’t win
championships. Stick to your views, boy,
but don’'t put any money on them.”

From the lad’'s flush and silence | sur-
mised that this advice had come too late.

“Going to the fight?” Cullop asked him.

“1 think so. I'm bound for Glacier Park
now, but I think I'll run down a day or two
before the Fourth. A friend of mine has
some money in an oil company at Shelby
and 1I'd thought I might go in with him
if |1 liked the looks of the thing.”

“Hah!” said Cullop. “Take a long, long
look, son. I've bought oil stock myself, but
not recently.”

“Well, I may not do it,” said the lad. “I
want to look things over—not that | have
very much to invest, but 1 haven't any peo-
ple and | have to go somewhere and grow
up with the country. So | thought I might
as well go to a place that would grow fast.

“That puts you at a
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And while I'm in Shelby | guess I'll look
over the fight. But | have to go on to
Glacier Park first.”

“You and me, too, son,” | told him.
“We’'ll leave these wild'fight sharps to their
explorations and go on to the eternal hills,
where the goats have four feet.”

Later, as | smoked a good-night cigarette
with Cullop on the back platform, we fell to
talking over the lad who was as sound asleep
in his upper berth as if he were on the
softest bed in Christendom.

“Isn’t it wonderful?” said Cullop. “He
thinks Gibbons will stick to the finish and
he wants to buy oil stock. And yet, Cleve,
don’t you kind of wish you were twenty-
one again, with all that freshness?”

“No,” | declared. “With all the wal-
lops of my soft head against the granite
cliffs of fact still to come? No. It's beau-
tiful but if that's the sort of thing they
teach in colleges nowadays the curriculum
needs some revision. It won't wear.”

“Oh, hell, he didn't get that in college.
His college must be different, of course—e
you heard what he said about not hiring
football players. The average kid of twen-
ty-one with a brand-new diploma has been
trained to think that a triple-threat man is
worth his v,'eight in gold and ought to get
it. But this boy’s disposition is the kind
that just grows— maybe helped along a lit-
tle bit by a widowed mother or a maiden

aunt. A pretty thing, Cleve; but hasn’t
he got it coming to him! And he’s a nice
kid, too.”

He was all of that. By the time we

reached Shelby, late in the afternoon of the
second day, all of us were calling him
“Dick”—we'd never got his other name—
and liking him better every moment. For a
lad with such impossibly wild opinions and
such stubbornness in sticking to them he
had less priggishness than could have been
imagined. Straight and clean. | could see
that Chanler and Cullop too, hard boiled as
they were, were genuinely sorry when they
shook hands with him and prepared to get
off at the fight town.

“Don’t let Cleve Wells lead you into any
trouble, now,” Chanler cautioned him. “If
you want to do any glacier skating, hire a
guide.”

This was a dig at me, my distaste for cold
and physical exertion being fairly well
known among my friends; but Dick missed
that.
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“1 expect to meet some other friends,” he
said, flushing, “and if | tour the park I'll
have to do it with them. But I'll see you on
the Fourth, anyway.”

“ Better change your mind, Cleve,” said
Cullop, “and come with us”

I waved my hand at the flock of tents
and unpainted pine shacks, the rows of
sidetracked Pullmans, and the single street
of one and two-story houses at the foot
of the bare hill, that made up Shelby.

“Make the best of it, gentlemen,” | ad-

vised them. “Make the best of it. You
won't see me.”

“All the gang will be there,” Chanler
called as the train pulled out. But it

wasn't my gang and | had no yearning to
see such a pale imitation of a real fight
as this promised to be.

Dick and | hung over the back railing
of the observation car as the train started
westward, our eyes on the big arena of un-
painted yellow wood.

“So that's where it's going to be,” he
mused. “1 haven't a seat yet, but | sup-
pose | can get one. Mr. Wells, do those
other fellows really know what they're talk-
ing about?”

“They're experts,” | said. “An expert is
a man who isn't wrong much more than
half the time. Speaking as an expert, in
a different field, I can tell you that. But
this time nearly all the experts are agreed
and the chances are they're right. Maybe
in six rounds, maybe in eight— maybe in the
first—you can’'t tell; but some time the
champion’s sock will end the fight.”

“Well,” he sighed presently, “I'm young,
and maybe I'm a fool; but I stick to my
opinion.”

“Did you bet on it?”

“Well, yes, sir, | did. | bet two hun-
dred, in Chicago, that Gibbons would still
be on his feet at the end of the fight.”

“What odds did you get?”

“Two to one.”

“Son, that isn't a bet, that's philanthropy.
If you'd shopped around a little you could
have got fifteen to one. Though | wouldn’t
have that bet at fifty to one.”

He was evidently "losing the fine edge of
his confidence in several things but he came

back gamely:
“Well, 1 wouldn’'t make a bet at fifteen
to one. Either there’d be no play at all,

which would be foolishness, or else there
would be a chance, in which case it wouldn’t
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be fair to the man taking the iong end. |
shouldn’t call that sportsmanlike. 1 like to
bet, but on something where there’s a fair
chance for a difference of opinion—some-
thing where the betting end doesn’'t over-
shadow the game.”

Then he changed the subject.

‘T never did get your name, sir, but as
those other fellows were telling you good-
by | thought—are you Cleveland Wells, the
political writer?”

“Yes.”

“Well, then I want to tell you 1 like your
articles—what 1've read of them—awfully
well. They're syndicated, aren’t they, in
the papers around over the. country? |
thought so. Yes, Mr. Wells, I'm mighty
proud to have met you.”

“That goes both ways, son.
got your name, either.”

“Cort. sir. Dick Cort.”

And | never

CHAPTER VL

Beyond any doubt it was Big Jim’'s boy
—the one survivor. | learned in time that
he was an orphan who had lived near Cleve-
land with his aunt, and was doubly or-
phaned now that she was dead too. That
confirmed the evidence of the uncommon
name, the still stronger evidence of that
tall strong body, the upstanding courage
and easy geniality that were like what |
could remember of Big Jim. But of course
T didn’t mention his father; nor did he.
We had heard, and it seemed rightly, that
he had been brought up in forgetfulness
of Adamsville and the past. Whether that
was good sense or not, one could easily see
how his aunt had felt about it; and there
was no point in upsetting her work and dis-
turbing the boy for nothing. For he was
a miracle as he stood—a boy who had in-
herited Big Jim’s good qualities without the
evil—at least without the evil atmosphere
of the Klondike Palace Saloon, and it was
obvious that the vigilant aunt who had
killed even the memory of those distant
days had kept out of sight, as yet, any out-
cropping of Big Jim’s faults.

One other quality was missing, and |
hardly knew whether to call its absence a
blessing or a disaster; though the question
was not of much importance, since this
quality would doubtless come in time, and
at a price. Big Jim had been hard boiled.

You can't get grapes from thorns or figs

from thistles—we have that on high au-
thority, yet the human race would still
be gnawing bones in the cave if you couldn’t
do it, now and then. Or, rather, since we're
all such an inextricably intertwined blend-
ing of grapes and thorns, or figs and thistles,
you never can till which side is going to
come uppermost. Big Jim was a pretty
thorny customer, yet he had a good deal of
the grape strain in him. His son was all
grape so far; indeed, the only thing I could
say against him was that he might be bet-
ter off for a little touch of thorn.

We sat together while the snow-flecked
Rockies rose steadily ahead of us, thrust-
ing their way into die sky in front of the
sunset; and then when the sun was gone
behind a humped peak, leaving a half-rolled
curtain of gilded cloud as a memento, we
came to the entrance of the park and the
big log hotel two hundred yards back from
the track—with a knot of high-school boys
in khaki scurrying for our baggage, and
groups of handsome, comfortable, well-
dressed people coming down the platform to
greet their arriving friends.

| passed off the earth for Dick Cort. Peer-
ing eagerly, he flung himself past me down
the steps and as | followed my baggage to
ward the hotel a moment later | saw him
talking to a girl in sport clothes who had
come down to meet the train. Her name,
| learned later. was Rose Gailey, and she
looked both parts of it. She was a slim,
easy-lounging person in a belted jacket and
knickers of soft brown wool, and brown
stockings of silk-and-wool mixture, with a
fluff.of brown hair and one of those soft
rose complexions that only the San Fran-
cisco climate can produce. As T passed them
she and Dick were bolding each other's
hands at arm’s length, under the eyes of
her father and mother, and looking at each
other like two electric currents trying to
break through a wall of insulation and get
together. Dick had seen Shelby, and here
was his girl; if he left her and' went back
to that town, fight or no fight, he was a
bigger sucker than Big Jim’s boy had any
right to be.

It was an hour or so later that | saw
them again. | was sitting out on the open
veranda behind the hotel, letting my nerves
get untangled. The mountains were lofty
and stationary, and for all human purposes
permanent; an agreeable change after poli-
ticians who were none of those things.
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Night was falling, but | sat and looked at
the stars in the afterglow above the peaks,
at the fir-clad slopes in the foreground,
drawing in the ta”g of tjje cold brisk moun-
tain air, the scenf of. the pine logs of the
hotel, the intermittent aroma of wood smoke
from the fires about the Indian tepees below
the hill. Two or three other people sat in
rockers far down the veranda, but we were
only spots in its long emptiness. Behind us
a sport-coated, knickerbockered couple
paced up and down, arm linked in arm—
Dick and the girl. They'd shaken the
parents somehow. That must have been
her doing, for they'd looked coldly enough
at Dick. And as they strolled, turning at
the farther end to pace back with monoto-
nous regularity, | could hear snatches of
their talk when they passed me.

“But, Dick, we'll have to wait.
like it either.”

“1 know', darling, seven hundred
much, but it's all I have.”

“Of course I'll stick to you, but | do think
.you might------- "

“Lots of people have made money in oil;
Kinney will let me in on the ground floor.”

“No, there’s no use counting on father;
he’ll only be stubborn. But------- "

“Now, Dick, I don’'t object to the prin-
ciple of betting, but when anybody has as
little money as you------- "

“That's just it. Two hundred less won't
leave me much worse off; four hundred more
would help.”

As they passed out of hearing again I
thought that this was about as fallacious an
argument as I'd ever heard. Dick had had,
| supposed, something over a thousand dol-
lars when he left college. He'd bet two
hundred of it on Gibbons, at ridiculously
low odds; with what he'd spent coming out
here be had seven hundred left. Seven hun-
dred dollars as the nest egg of a fortune to
sustain this costly locking girl.  Well, it
had often been done: eftener, it hadn't
And | knew, if Dick didn’'t, that the differ-
ence between a thousand and eight hundred,
going down, was bigger than the difference
between a thousand and fourteen hundred,
going up. When you're down to the last
thousand there’'s nothing to do but hoard
it carefully, spending it drop by drop, or
plunge with it all.

F.videntlv they were in a jam; the girl's
parents talking cold sense, Dick talking hot
romance, the girl oscillating between the two

| don't

isn't
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viewpoints. When | went in to bed they
had stopped marching and were seated to-
gether on the railing at the farther end of
the veranda— close together; it was no rash
conjecture that they were in each other’s
arms. | wondered which of them was try-
ing to win the other over with this final ar-
gument; though perhaps it wasn't that at
all. They might simply have tired of the
hopeless job of trying to think things out
and fallen back on the easier and more
agreeable pastime of love-making.

But | had no more time to think about
them that night, for when | went indoors
a bell boy met me with a telegram, and as
| read it my vacation fell in with a crash.
It was from the managing editor:

This Shelby fight is no longer a fight story.
It is high finance and low intrigue, both of
which are in your line. Mullane and Corliss

are overloaded. Hop down to Shelby and help
them out. Carmody.

Cursing the slave life of the newspaper
man who must leave his address with the
office whenever he goes away on vacation,
| asked about the next train. But there was
none till ten-thirty in the morning; so I
made use of my last chance at the mountain
air to sleep late.

As | stepped up to the desk after break-
fast to get my bill |1 found Dick Cort beside
me.

“Checking out?” he asked. “So am I. |
think I'll go down to Shelby this morning
and take a lock at the oil business.”

I had nothing to say. He was changed
this morning, unmistakably if indefinably
changed. There was an edge of hard de-
termination in his manner, a steely ring of
boldness in his voice. That might mean one
of two things: that the girl had sided with
her parents and he was going out to show
them, or that she had sided with him and
he was going out to make a fortune for her.
Whichever it was he certainly looked more
like Big Jim to-day.

I knew the answer a moment later when
the girl came down to the desk to ask about
the next horseback party through the park.

“What, going again, Miss Gailey?” the
manager asked. *“.Most people find that one
trip a year is enough.”

“Dad and mother are staying here,” she
said in a voice as cold and clear as a moun-
tain lake. “But | want to get out on the
peaks— above things.”

As Dick passed she nodded with cool
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suavity. That, of course, might have been
a bluff to fool the bystanders— women' seem
to get these things by instinct. But one
look at Dick, staring at her with blazing
eagerness as if he'd never see her again,
told me it wasn't that. They'd had some
sort of quarrel; he was going out to show
everybody.

There wasn't much | could do for him
in that situation, but such as it was | tried
to do it. | sat with him in the smoker
going down to Shelby and talked politics
and oil and the fight as one man of the
world to another. But | couldn’t cure his
restlessness. After a cigarette or two he was
up and out, pacing along the Pullman cor-
ridors. | was glad that the ride would last
only two hours and a half.

Presently he thrust his head in the door
and asked if | wanted to play auction. Now
| like to play auction, with people | know.
On the train, where you don't know who
is who and what is what. | have less en-
thusiasm. Still, this was a short run, and
there was no chance of losing much at any
stakes at which | could afford to play at all.
Besides, | was curious—curious about the
company Dick was getting into, curious as
to whether Big Jim’s boy had inherited any
of his card sense.

There was nothing perilous in the appear-
ance of the stranger to whom Dick intro-
duced me in the corridor, with an apology
for not having got his name; he wore a
round hair cut and several fraternal em-
blems, and looked like any other business
man from a Western small town.

“Mr. Harbrev, of eKalispell,” he an-
nounced. “I have a drawing-room to Min-
neapolis and it gets kind of lonesome sitting
in there by myself. | understand you gen-
tlemen get off at Shelby, but maybe you
can help me kill an hour or two. Saw
Judge Daly on the train a while ago— Fed-
eral judge from Spokane. He plays a pretty
good hand, if we can bring him in.”

So Dick and | waited in his drawing-
room till he returned with a towering crim-
son-faced man who smiled agreeably over
two ramparts of gold teeth.

“Couldn’'t get the judge.” said Harbrev.

“hut this gentleman plays auction. Mr.—
Mr.—what was your name again?”
“Turl. Henry Turl of Fargo. I'm in the

grain business there,” boomed the new-
comer in a jovial voice that filled the whole
drawing-room. He nearly filled it too as

he squeezed into a seat, took off his coat and
showed the sleeve of a yellow silk shirt deco-
rated with diamond cuff links. A wonderful
face, that man had— like an old mahogany
table, dark red and considerably nicked.

“How do we play?” asked Harbrey.
we sit? Or cut for partners?”

Mr. Turl of Fargo looked surprised.

“Did you mean auction bridge?” he in-
quired. “l thought you meant auction
pinochle. | can't play bridge.”

“And | can’'t play pinochle,” said Dick.
“How about hearts?”

“1 can’t play hearts,” | confessed.

“Guess we'd better try seven-up,” Mr.
Turl suggested with a genial laugh that rat-
tled the windows.

“Oh, hell,” said Harbrey. “We can all
play stud, I reckon. Call the white chips
a nickel, the red ones a quarter, and no-
body can loose much.”

Stud is a game I've never liked since |
played the seven-card variety with some
naval officers who had a habit of calling all
the black cards wild. Five aces was a poor
hand in that game. But to-day nobody
made any such revolutionary proposals and
we started out quite calmly. The blue
chips were out in a hand or so, worth a
dollar apiece, but still nobody could lose
much. We had been plaving perhaps a
quarter of an hour when Mr. Turl bet a
blue on the third card and Dick raised him
one. Mr. Turl saw it and flung a five-dollar
bill on the table besides.

“Looks as if what's coming to me is worth
that,” he declared with the genial laugh
that shook the water bottle in the wash-
stand. Dick saw it, saw another on the
next card, and won the pot. Thereafter five
dollars became the standard unit of betting.
Dick was winning a little. T was losing a lit-
tle; Mr. Harbrey was well ahead and Mr.
Turl was the sufferer.

So we had come un from five cents to
five dollars, but we hadn't really started yet.
The next deal was Dick’s. He showed a
ten-spot for Mr. Harbrey. an eight for me,
a king for Mr. Turl. and an ace for him-

“As

self. | peered cautiously at my hole card
and saw another eight: things were look-
ing up.

Dick, the high man. ODened temperatelv
with a nickel. Mr. Harbrev raised it a dol-
lar. T stayed along, and Mr. Turl raised
it five.

“If a king's -worth five an ace is worth
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ten,” said Dick with that steely ring in his
voice. Everybody came up to the water's
edge and the cards fell again. Dick with
an ace queen was still high; he bet a blue
one and Mr. Harbrey gave up the ghost.
I rode with him, though | had nothing that
seemed likely to help my pair of eights.
Mr. Turl with a king jack showing raised it
five. Dick raised him five more.

Ace queen showing against king jack.
Dick was betting as if he had an ace in the
hole. Mr. Turl seemed to have a king in
the hole. | was whip-sawed, but unfounded
confidence in my pair of eights made me
stay along, and Mr. Turl was content to see
Dick’s raise.

The fourth round. Dick dealt himself
another queen; gave me a five, which was
of no particular interest in my life; and Mr.
Turl a four. If my guess was right Dick
now had aces over queens. He bet five,
and | was fool enough to stay along in the
hope that a third eight, being nowhere in
sight, might still come my way. Mr. Turl,
with king, jack, four showing, looked around
the board, looked at the deck which Dick
held, ready to flick off the last two cards
with his thumb. Then he met Dick’s five,
and raised it a hundred.

| folded mv cards like the Arab and as
silently passed away. A hundred dollars
was four days’ pay for me, and | needed
it. But Dick, to vrhom a hundred dollars
meant one seventh of his capital, reached for
his roll and carefully laid four fifty-dollar
bills on the table. Mr. Harbrey wore the
look of a plainsman taking his first look at
the eternal hills. Mr. Turl’s dark-red face
was immovable; he saw the raise and wailed
for the last cards. His was a jack. Dick’s
a ten.

Dick now had an ace. two queens and a
ten showing; Mr. Turl a Kking, two jacks,
and a four. If my guess was right Dick
had aces over queens, Mr. Turl had Kings
over jacks. Dick might have a third queen.
Mr. Turl might have a third jack. But it
looked like two pair each way, with Dick
high. Like a wise boy he checked it and 1
rou'd hear Big Jim Cort's ghost clapping
approval. And Mr Turl, with his merry
laugh that almost blew the electric fan
out of its rack, pulled a five-hundred-dollar
bill from his pocket and flung it on the table.

“l come from the Red River,” he ob-
served, “where we play 'em when we catch

'em. How about it. Mr. Cort?”
2A—POP.

I was trembling with anger at this miser-
able trick. Turl was obviously prosperous;
Dick, just as obviously, was only a college
boy, and Turl with an inferior hand was
trying to run him out of the game. It was
contemptible, yet it might well succeed.

But it didn't. Big Jim’s boy went down
into this pocket and that. He brought up
bills, silver dollars, halves; he stacked them
up on a corner of the table while Mr. Har-
brey counted them.

“Four-ninety-five and a half,” said Mr.
Harbrey.

“All right,”
shy.”

I tossed a five-dollar bill across the ta-
ble; he thrust it into the pile and drew back
half a dollar.

“There you are, Mr. Turl,” he said with
a calmness that | couldn’t have matched in
his predicament. “Is it a king or a jack?”

Silently Mr. Turl turned up his hole card
—the third jack.

Dick laughed—an easy, unforced laugh
—the very laugh 1'd often heard as a boy
when | passed the Klondike Palace.

“I'm not much of a dealer, am 1?

said Dick. “I'm four-fifty

Oh,

yes, | had an ace in the hole, but it looks
as if | needed a queen. Gentlemen, I'm
sorry, but this lets me out.”

“Too bad,” said Mr. Harbrey solicitously.
“You'll watch us play three-handed, wmn't
you?”

“He’ll watch two of you play double Can-
field,” 1 observed. “Your game has too
steep a grade for me, gentlemen. I'm, not
used to the altitude. Want to come back
for a smoke in the club car, Dick?”

Out on the platform he turned to me with
a wide grin, the grin of a man of the world
who knew a joke when he saw one, even
if he was the victim. The boy had grown
ten years overnight.

“Lucky | dealt them myself,” he ob-
served. “If anybody else had flung them
I'd have been ornery enough to think there
was something queer about the deal; but
I can't say that now. | felt sure it was a
king: he bet it that way. Now didn’'t he?”

“So | thought,” | confessed. “You and
T both had the same idea—a fixed idea that
happened to be wrong. That was what lost
the battle of Austerlitz.”

“There have been battles since Auster-
litz,” said Dick.

“Good boy!” I cried.
with me.”

“Come and lunch
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“No, we're almost at Shelby. When we
get there I'll let Jim Kinney buy me a
lunch; and then I'll break the news that
I'm not his new capital that he needs but
only a member of the unemployed. Maybe
he’ll give me a job as driller.”

I knew that an oil driller's work was
highly skilled labor but I'd let Dick learn
that from Mr. Kinney. If Kinney couldn’t
give him a job at least he might lend him
carfare back to Cleveland.

So we got off at the Shelby station—
livelier now, with any number of idlers
standing around to watch the train come in.
Most of them were clad in ordinary store
clothes, except that their mud-splashed
trousers were tucked into heavy boots; but
there were two real wild Westerners in
fringed trousers and big sombreros with col-
ored cords. | stared at them curiously
while Dick was giving the Pullman porter
his last half dollar, then gaped in recogni-
tion. It was Chanter and Cullop.

They were on us in a moment, jeering.

“Well, Cleve, thought you weren't com-
ing back to Shelby. Didn't like the climate
of Glacier Park, en? Rocky Mountain goats
dull company?”

“Go to hell,”
Mullane?”

“Up at the hotel. Oh, yes, he's waiting
for vou—waiting with open arms. He got
word last night that you were coming to
help him; so he waits only for the sight of
your smiling face to beein taking a dav
off.”

“Is the hotel a good place to lunch?”

They laughed with coarse complacency.

“There are no good places to lunch, ex-
cept the PullmaHS laid up on the side track,
where we live. Oh, no—you don't live
there. Your room’s reserved at the hotel.
The hotel is at least honorable enough not
to nretend that it serves food. The res-
taurants have no such scruples. Look them
over and take your pick.”

They were about to leave us when Dick
stormed them.

“Do you happen to know' where | can
fmd the offices of the Sunny South Oil Com-
pany?”

“On Main Street.” said Cullop. “I never
heard of it, but if it's here it's on Main
Street. You can look the w'hole thing over
in five minutes. This is one bird of a town.”

We carried our bags along the tortuous
path, drying in the sun, between the quag-

| said bitterly. “Where's

mires that separated the right of way from
Main Street; past tents, a shack or two,
back doors behind which heaps of garbage
smoldered and smoked—and then we came
out on Main Street, a long bog flanked by
sidewalks covered with caked mud and
buildings that rarely attained the dizzy
height of two stories. Every other door
was an oil office.

“There it is,” said Dick eagerly.
yond the poolroom there.”

Splashing across through the squashy
gray mud we came up to a one-story frame
building almost hidden by the sign:

SUNNY SOUTH OIL COMPANY.
Authorized Capital, $500,000
J. F. Kinney, Resident Manager.

“Be-

The door was locked and on it was tacked
an unobtrusive little notice to the effect that
on application of H. C. Warner, dealer in
stationers’ supplies, Great Falls, Montana, a
writ of attachment had been issued on the
properties of the Sunny South Oil Company.
A symbol of oil-town optimism—a company
with authorized capitalization of half a mil-
lion dollars had gone broke because it
couldn’'t pay for its letterheads.

Dick turned away savagely and seized on
a passing native.

“Do you know J. F. Kinney?
know where he is?”

“Sure, | know him.
back East yesterday.”

Dick turned to me with a grin.

“Mr. Wells, you can buy me that lunch
after all.”

Do you

But | hear he went

CHAPTER VI

| fed the hoy as well as | could, for there
was no telling when he would eat again; and
as we smoked afterward, perched on the
high stools before the lunch counter, he
seemed quite cheerful.

“What are you going to do?” | asked. “If
you want to go back East TIlI lend you car-

fare, and running expenses till you get
started.”
“Why should Tgo back East? I've got to

grow' up with the country— might as well

stay here. There must be jobs in a booming
oil town.”
“There may or may not be jobs,” | com-

mented, “but there’s no money. From what
I hear Shelby has thrown its last nickel
into the fund to pay Jack Kearns the cham-
pion’s guarantee. There's another hundred
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thousand due Monday night and they can't
raise thatt Do you see anybody around
here hiring more help? besides, the town’s
overcrowded already— full of outsiders
drawn in by the fight.”

“Sure,” Dick grinned. 'They've come
to see the fight—not to work. I'm looking
for employment. There ought to be enough
to meet my modest demand.”

“Here's hoping,” | told him. “But I
want you to promise me one thing—if you
don’t find a job or some money by to-night,
come up to the hotel and bunk with me. |
have a room reserved, which is unusual
luck; and we’ll make them put a cot in
it. Now, son, pride never got anybody any-
where. 1've accepted the hospitality of my
friends when | didn’'t have the price of a
bed; it's the common Ilot of humanity.
Don't set yourself so far above the rest of
us that you won't let fellows who are run-
ning in the smooth help you over the rough.
It isn't sense.”

“Well— maybe 1 will,” he assented after a
little reflection, though the concession obvi-
ously came hard. “I'll look up and down
Main Street and see what chance there is
of getting work first.”

“What sort of work do you want?”

“Oh, I'll do anything. Digging ditches,
if there are any ditches to be dug. | want
to make money but 1 don’t have to have a
million next week, or anything like that.”

His face was strained and 1 knew he was
thinking of that girl back at Glacier Park.

“Good sense, son,” | told him. “More
sense than most of us have at twenty-one.
| took a few wallops at your age —only the
ordinary ones that everybody gets—and I
thought the sun had stopped shining and
the moon and stars had gone out. If any-
body had told me that fifteen years later
I'd have been' fairly comfortable and fairly
contented 1'd have been sure he was crazy.
Yet so it is. There are a lot of years in the
average span of a life and one bad one
doesn’'t kill them all. The cards run badly,
but give them time and they’ll turn.”

This was more of a sermon than 1'd ever
preached before—too much, | was afraid.
Apparently all of it that stuck with Dick
was the last sentence.

“Oh, yes,” he said absently. “I'll get the
cards, some time; and when | get them
I won't play them on a fixed idea. I've
got rid of a lot of fixed ideas in the last
two days—quite a lot. Well, good-by. Mr.
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Wells. I'll look you up this evening if noth-
ing turns up.”

He walked out with an easy rolling stride
—shoulders swinging, head up— Big Jim'’s
boy in every inch. | could have killed that
stubborn hard-headed girl. For there was a
growing recklessness in Dick’s manner. He
was likely to do almost anything foolish if
we didn’t keep an eye on him. He needed
a guardian.

I was thinking over possibilities of guar-
dianship when a little voice squeaked over
my shoulder:

“Excuse me. but you ain't Clevie Wells,
are you?”

| looked around into a face that had the
faint familiarity of a caricature. Gus Pie-
delheimer, but Gus Piedelheimer older and
more shriveled, with his forehead bald and
his tow hair a dirty whitish-yellow-gray, his
face lined under curling whiting eyebrows:
but a shrewd expression in those pale-blue
eyes and a good-natured little grin wrinkling
his mouth. As 1 stared | saw that the
changes that had shocked me at first glance
were only those of time. If I was thirty-
five, Gus must be past fifty. Of course he
had aged; of cuurse | had aged too. And
perhaps it was only the force of old asso-
ciation that made me see in that shrewd
face under the curling eyebrows some faint
resemblance to a wise, benevolent owl.

“Hello, Gus. Good to see you. All us
fight fans are getting together, aren't we?”

“Sure we are. 1 hear you're in the news-
paper business, now, eh? Somebody told
me that, 1 forget who. You come here to
see Shelby try to raise the money, huh?
Well, you'll look a long time before they
find another hundred grand in this town. It
ain’'t there, that's all. Well, well, it's queer
us meetin’ like this. | hear that fellow call
you Mr. Wells, and | look up, and there
you are sittin’ on the stool—1 knew you in
a minute. You look just like your father.
Say, Clevie. can you lend me a quarter?”

“Why, yes, 1can lend you a quarter,” |
said, trying to suppress my surprise, for Gus
didn't look like a person who needed to
borrow a quarter. His trousers were tucked
into the mud boots that all-wise persons
wore in Shelby, but his clothes seemed good
enough—a grav-mix suit, a white sports tie,
the camel's-hair cap that was the uniform
of the real fight fans of the higher grade.
He grinned as he pocketed the money.

“1 pay you back this afternoon. Clevie.
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Now that you lend me this money anyway
I will tell you how it is | need it. It is Sat-
urday afternoon and the bank is closed. |
forgot that and didn't draw enough cash.
At three o'clock I meet some Los Angeles
fellers that will cash me a check, but just
now | have only seventy-five cents.

“Well, 1 been eatin’ here every day
this week, so | tell the cashier how it is
and he says, all right, if you eat more than
seventy-five cents’ worth | trust you. So
I let myself go and eat ninety cents’ worth,
and while | eat it my cashier goes off for
the afternoon and another one I don't know

comes on. And nobody’'s got credit in
Shelby now, not a soul. So | don’'t know
what to do till | see you, and think you

would lend me this quarter, and then | get
to thinking, what chance that | could bor-
row a quarter off anybody from Adamsville.
I guess I'm,still wrong with that town, huh?
If 1 go back there they give me the ice.
But not you, Clevie. Not you. | don't
forget it.”

“I'm from Adamsville,” | said, “with the
accent on the from. Just as far from it as
possible. What are you doing now, Gus?”

“Oh, this an’ that. | was in the pictures
for a while and then | run a sporting club
at Santa Monica—one thing and another,
this an’ that. 1 see you this afternoon and
tell you all about it, Clevie. Thanks.”

In New York | might have yielded to my
weakness for trying to figure out how and
why things are—an enterprise in which I've
never yet been successful—and philoso-
phized on the strangeness of this meeting.
But there was no time for philosophizing in
Shelby, and strangeness was all around.
Not the strangeness of the wild West, but
the strangeness of a muddy mushroom boom
town that had boomed itself a little too hard
and blown up with a bang. Everybody was
talking about that last hundred thousand
that had to be raised for Kearns and Demp-
sey. Would they raise it or not? It was
a relief to get to the hotel and go up to
the room where Harry Mullane would be
waiting for me, with authentic news instead
of the speculations of oil-town optimism.

I found him lying on the bed with half
a dozen other men around him— Chanler
and Cullop, and two or three more, and
even Tod Maree. Yes, Tod Maree. The
upstage plutocrat of sports writing had un-
bent when he found that Mullane had dug
up a quart of liquor in this town which

vigilant prohibition agents were keeping
very dry.

“Well, Mullane, got some work for me?”
I asked.

“Only getting your own ice out of the
bucket and pouring your own liquor. The
story’s down in Great Falls to-day, where
they're trying to raise the money. This
town is flat. Corliss will have a hard day,
but you and | can take our time.”

“l was told to help out,” | said. “I
suppose, then, | ought to help Corliss out.
Is there a train to Great Falls?”

“Yes, but it won't get there till Corliss’
story of whether they did or did not get the
money—yes or no, sink or swim, survive
or perish—is on the wire. So you'd better
stay here and help me cover Shelby.”

“He’'s quite right.” Chanler drawled. “I'm
staying in Shelby, you see. The picture is
in Shelby.”

“One fine picture, too,” Cullop grunted,
reaching for the soda. “We've written
about the mud and there’'s nothing else to
write about except Prince Kaiole and his
Hawaiian Hula-Hula Belles. They play in
a newly built pine auditorium next door to
the jail and after the show they all go up to
the big large dance in the King Tut Pavilion.
The metropolitan journalists have bought
the front row for the week. Chanler here
wrote quite a story about ’em. Said they
had the ‘Follies’ backed off the boards.”

“The Princess Aloha isn't so bad,” Chan-
ler protested. “l've seen far worse on
Broadway. Not in leads, to be sure, but
she could be built up—Ilike this fight. We
got very confidential at the dance last
night. Her real name’s Irma Fishbein; she’s
twenty-one, and she has ambitions.”

“Did she tell you she was married to
Prince Kaiole?” Cullop asked. “Oh. no;
she didn’t tell me. | heard that from an-
other lady—a jealous one in the chorus.
Hawaiian? No! Kaiole’s the only real
Hawaiian in the lot and he’s only a quarter
blood. | believe his real name is Murphy,
but so long as he’s black Irish he can make
up all right. Want to watch out for him,
Chanler. The black Irish are vindictive.
He'll cling to his little wife. If you lift
her to Broadway you’ll have to lift him
too.”

“He'd better cling to her,” said Chanler.
“His show would be a flop without her.
Luckily our friend Dick didn't stop off at
Shelbv. He'd tumble for her hard.”
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“Dick’s in Shelby,” T said.

“Couldn’t resist the lure, eh? Is he an
oil magnate now?”
“No,” | answered glumly. And then—

for 1 had a plan in mind— I told them about
Dick’s misfortunes. Not all of them—not
the girl; but the stud game and the failure
of the oil company.

“That's too bad,” said Chanler, for his
heart was soft to all but playwrights who
failed to observe the Aristotelian laws of
drama. “Damn’ shame. You say he's look-
ing for work?”"

“Yes, and looking hard, if 1 know him.”

“He could have found it while they were
building the arena,” said Cullop, “but
there’s no work here now. The concession-
aires are all going bankrupt. He might
wash dishes in a restaurant, but that's a
mean job with a mob like this in town. |
think we'd better pass the hat and send him
back to Chicago.”

“He wouldn’'t go,” 1 objected, “and he
wouldn’'t take our money. Not that way.
I have an idea that will save his face and
will keep him going till the fight's over, any-
way. There are five New York morning
papers and all represented in this room.
Maree, your syndicate makes six. We'll all
get telegrams from our offices, frequent tele-
grams, from now on till the fight's over------- "

“If there is a fight,” Cullop put in.

“Precisely. If there is a fight. Some of
those telegrams will go to fight headquarters
on Main Street, some will stay at the West-
ern Union offices down by the station, some
will come to the hotel. T propose that if
Dick hasn't found a job by dinner time we
six contribute a dollar a day each and hire
him as a messenger, to keep going the
rounds, collecting telegrams and bringing
(hem to us. There will be times when ten
minutes’ delay in getting a wire from the
office would be inconvenient. It would be
worth a dollar a day to every one of us. It
could legitimately be put on the expense ac-
count, | think. If the auditors back in New
York think otherwise—why. we could all
afford a dollar a day for a week, couldn't
we?”

“A messenger wouldn’'t be worth a nickel
a day to me,” said Maree. “I'm my own
boss. Why should we support this kid just
because he plays stud like a blind bull calf?”

“Hell!” said Chanler. “I'm in for a dol-
lar a day. Was this game straight, do you
think, Cleve?”
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“1 sat in it myself and it looked all right.
And it was Dick's own deal that did the
damage. The only trouble was that a kid
with only seven hundred dollars in the world
was sitting in with a man who had four or
five thousand in his pocket, and probably
more in the bar.k.”

Chanler nodded.

“It's all right to say that youth must pay
for its own mistakes, but a lot of us would
be in the river if we carried that through.
I'm in for a dollar for my paper, and
another dollar for the Maree Syndicate.
Tod, damn you, if you can't afford to pay
for the service you're going to get the serv-
ice anyway.”

“Oh, I'll pay the dollar,” said Maree sulk-
ily. “But it's charity, not business.”

“Never mind that,” said the callous Cul-
lop, who knew Maree better than any of
us. “Whatever it is it'll help save your
soul on the judgment day. And vou’'ll need
it.”

So we raised the pot without much diffi-
culty. The only thing now was to find
Dick, and they told me that this would
be easy enough in Shelby. Everybody in
town passed up and down Main Street ten
times a day, this being the only place to
pass. But we'd heard nothing from him
when the party broke up, nothing when |
had written a story about nothing in par-
ticular and put it on the wire by way of
punching the time clock, nothing when Mul-
lane and 1 finished dinner and walked down
to the press headquarters in the basement
of the one-story city hall to find a wire
from Corliss at Great Falls:

No money in sight yet, but the works are
not off till Monday night, so there is yet hope.
If Cleve Wells is in Shelby better send him
down here. | have been lied to so much that
| can't keep my face straight now when 1 am
interviewing prominent citizens. Being fresh
to the story maybe he can control his emo-
tions.

“Sure I'll go,” | said. “See that the rest
of them don’'t fall down on their promise if
this boy turns up, will you?”

“1I'll look after it. But you can't get
down to Great Falls till morning, now. Bet-
ter come to the show with us.”

On opposite sides of Main Street the
barkers were shouting at each other
through their megaphones the rival merits of
the two tent shows that had come to town
expecting to reap a fortune, and had found
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their money flowing away without return as
the town grew grouchy in the rain and the
fight fans who didn't know whether there
was going to be a fight or not stayed at
home. But louder than either tent-show
barker, perhaps because he had a longer
megaphone, was the wiry dark man who was
proclaiming the merits of Prince Kaiole's
Hawaiian Hula-Hula Belles, to-night at the
Shelby National American Theater.

“They did their darnedest to give it a big-
league name,” said Mullane. “It needs all
that, and more. When you see it you'll
know why. Hello, Cullop. Headed for the
temple of art? What do you hear? Any
hundred thousand?”

“Not yet. They're paging every nickel
in Montana, trying to make it up; but the
old buffalo hunts the wallow and hides out
in the mud.”

“1 hear they're after old Nick Gailey of
San Francisco,” said Mullane. “He's up
at Glacier Park with his family and they've
been burning up the wires. He made all
his money in Montana copper so they think
he ought to stand by and help the State
out.”

“A bird of a chance,” Cullop jeered. “I
know old Gailey— 1 used to work on the
Coast. Why, ho had the face to ask them
for three ringside seats free—free, mind
you—for himself and his wife and his
daughter, on the strength of his long associa-
tion with Montana interests. And the saps
let him have them. | bet he charges his
railroad fare from Glacier Park to Shelby
against the copper company’s expense ac-
count.”

“He's coming down in his private car,- |
heard,” said Mullane. “Never mind, Cleve;
| buy the tickets.”

He laid down three half dollars and we
passed into the long, unpainted one-story
building, perhaps a third full of citizens of
Shelby, where the Hawaiian Hula-Hula
Belles held forth. . In and up to the front
bench—and there they were, all the great
men, dramatic critics and literary experts,
the trained seals of the New York and Chi-
cago and California press who had come out
to write feature stories of the fight and were
marking time till we knew whether there
would be a fight by writing feature stories
about the Hula-Hula Belles.

“Here's the last recruit,” said Chanler.
“Now that the veteran first nighters are in
their seats the show can start. Tell Kaiole

Murphy to lay down the megaphone and
put on the make-up. Where's the music?”

“The orchestra’s suffered a shake-up,”
said somebody down the line. “The little
girl that plays the piano found Shelby mud
too hard on her feet. Murphy gave her
carfare back to Spokane and he was looking
all over town this afternoon for another
pianist.”

“Just as well,” said Chanler. “l've no
doubt she was admirable on classic music
but she was a trifle weak on the jazz. Ah,
here comes the rest of the orchestra, any-
way. | guess Murphy found a pinch hit-
ter.”

Three boys edged their way in the nar-
row space in front of us and sat down be-
side die cornet, trombone and drums. A
fourth followed them, sat down at the piano,
and began rattling lightly a piece of jazz
music with all the finish that the most ex-

acting hula-hula belle could desire. Dick
Cort.
| dropped a hand on his shoulder.
“What's this, son?”
He grinned up at me.
“Back in the working class again. Prince

Kaiole hired me this afternoon as soon as
he learned that | could read and fake. Dol-
lar a day, board at the lunch counter and
a cot in the room back stage where the un-
married gentlemen of the cast camp out.
Not so bad, eh? Not so bad.”

CHAPTER VIIIL

Well, the boy earned his dollar a day.
He was a good pianist, better than that show
deserved, and he doubled in strings; in the
final act of the Hawaiian part of the show,
just before the extra numbers of high-class
Irish comedy bits that they gave as an after-
piece for all who cared to stay and pay a
quarter extra, he went up on the stage, hung
wreaths of white and yellow paper flowers
over his shoulder, and strummed a ukulele,
humming an obbligato in a clear tenor while
Princess Aloha did her final solo dance.

She danced well, this little girl; 1 could
see why Kaiole Murphy had married her to
hold on to her. She was the show, with her
shapely little figure and flying black hair
and educated feet. The grass-skirt epidemic
had pretty well died out in New York but
this girl with her sense of rhythm could
probably learn any style of dancing without
much ,vork. She had promise.
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Unfortunately she knew it. She and her
husband, Kaiole Murphy, knew enough to
appreciate what had gone right over the
heads of the local residents—that here ia
the front row was critical talent, aggregat-
ing in value about ten million dollars on the
hoof, which could make or break the artistic
standing of any show or any acfress in the
country. They couldn't make or break the
box office, but that was another matter. The
point was that these Olympians of art. these
distant thundering Jove--, were acting as
Irma Aloha Fishbein’'s claque, plugging for
every number and forcing her back before
the curtain for a half dozen extra bends.
eheir sincerity might not be unimpeach-
able; they might be kidding the show. But
that was over the head of Irma Aloha Fish-
bein.  What young actress would believe
that a critic was kidding her if he told her
that she was a better dancer than anybody
Ziegfeld had ever hired? Irma drank it in
with gusto and Prince Kaiole Murphy
looked more than a little worried. His wife-
star was hearing the siren call of the bright
lights and the big money; and there was
nothing in the expert uninspired competence
of Kaiole Murphy that could carry him
with her. And | think he knew it. He
was a realist, that man. One becomes real-
istic after a few years in charge of a troupe
of strolling players that makes the county
seats in fair week.

“Clever little girl,” | said to Ohanler as
we passed out on our way to the big dance
at the King Tut Pavilion.

“Yes,” he agreed. “Not so good as she
thinks .-he is, of cour.-e; but I've never
known an actor or actress who was.
Whereas la-1 week she didn’'t think she was
as good as she really is; and that's bad.”

“You people will put ideas into her head,”
I warned him. “T gather she not only
thinks that \on can put her over on Broad-
way, but that you will.”

“Hah!” said Chanler. “If | could put
anybody over I'd put myself over farther
than | am over now. But she might deliver
—you never can tell. Only she'd have to
shake Kaiole Murphy first. He's good in
his class, which is Class D in the minors.
At that, she was better to-night than ever.
That's our friend Dick’s doing. He's im-
proved that orchestra about five hundred
per cent. Good musician, that boy. We
must warn him not to stick with the Pagli-
acci. It has a lure, till you're used to it:
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and he’s good enough to get two dollars a
day out of Kaiole Murphy.”

“His mother------- ” 1 began, then choked
myself. Dick's past was a secret and it was
not for me to tell Chanler that his mother
had been the best pianist in Adamsville.

We mounted the steps to the King Tut
Pavilion, a barnlike room hung with red and
green paper streamers, where the younger
residents of Shelby, boy- oft the ranches, oil
drillers from the field north of town and a
sprinkling of visiting newspaper men had
assembled. The fight fans were lounging
about in hotel rooms talking over the pros-
pects. but the correspondent « who had been
talking prospects all day. needed a rest.
Here it was. One of the tent shows was
giving the dance, its orchestra blaring away
and its feminine talent dancing with the na-
tives and getting back a nickel out of the
dime paid for each danu: hut the hosts
and hostesses were overshadowed when Kai-
ole Murphy presently arrived with his Ha-
waiian Huia-Hula Belles. The feature writ-
ers had spread the renown of Princess
Aloha: everybody wanted to dance with her.
But she gave the visiting newspaper men
the first call, no matter how many black
scowls they drdw from the assembled Sliel-
byites. She had risen above Shelby; she
was a New Yorker in the making.

The orchestra, it appeared, welcomed re-
lief workers who would lake the place of a
perspiring musician who wanted to get a
glass of lemonade in ihe Bamboo Cafe
downstairs, so before long Dick Cort was
at the piano, and the dance improved by the
minute. 1 thought that once they found
how good he was they'd keep him at it all
evening, but they didn’t; presently he was
dancing with the Princess Aloha and it
seemed to me thereafter that he had about
every third dance with her. | had danced
with her once, by way of verifying my cre-
dentials as a newspaper man, and then with-
drawn to the bench along the wall; for T
am not a dancing man. And here, as | sat

watching the dancers in boredom. | heard
a little squeaky voice behind me.
“Here's the quarter, Olevie. Thanks.”

fins Piedelheimer was grinning at me.

“1 know what you think.” he said with a
good-humored grimace, settling down in the
vacant space beside me. “”ou think this
afternoon you never see this quarter again,
because you beard in Adamsville that | was
broke. And you heard right—only | ain’t
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all broke.” He hauled out a roll of bills
and flipped them through his fingers; there
must have been five or six hundred there.

“Mo, that ain't all, either,” he added as
he put them back in his pocket. “I ain’t
rich, but 1 got a little.”

“You shouldn’'t flash that wad of money
around here, Gus. Somebody will roll you
for it.”

“Not in Shelby,” he observed as he lit a
cigar. “ Mot in Shelby. This is a tame
town. Clevie. | give you my word there
was more doin’ in Adamsviile on Saturday
night already than there is here. Yes. It
wasn't such a bad place, now, was it? If
I had it to do again | would not do them
that mean turn about the motor boulevard.
But | was still sore, then. They had not
done me right.”

“They certainly hadn't,” | agreed.
“What are you doing now, Gus?”
“Oh, this an’ that. This an’ that. | pro-

mote a fight now and then, and | got a lit-
tle money in a semipro ball club that ain’t
so bad. I've seen every heavyweight cham-
pionship fight since Jeffries-Johnson, and a
lot in the other classes, too. | guess I'm
just one of them eggs.”

“You're out of the pictures, then?”

Elbows on knees, Gus looked meditatively
at the floor.

“Huh? Oh, yes, | was just thinking.
Yes. they trimmed me in the pictures. Or
rather | trimmed myself. | had some big
ideas in them days, back in 1910. If I had
hired Griffith to put them over for me, when
I could have hired Griffith, 1 would be worth
twenty million now. But you don’t see them
things till afterward. 1 didn’t hire Griffith
and my ideas went blah. O Wek, O Weh—
as we used to say up Dutch Hollow in
Adamsviile.

“But, Clevie—you will excuse me if |
call you Clevie, for though you have your
gray hairs | must still think of you the way
you u-ed to look runnin’ around Adamsviile
in short pants—but, Clevie, 1 do not care
so much for the money any more. | know
every goof will say that when he has not
got it, so | do not expect you to believe
me; but still 1 tell you. You are in a
game, and suppose you don't make any
money; well, then, you ain’'t got any money
and that is th"t. Or suppose you do make
money; you will lose it pretty soon, trying
something else; or else some one will roll
you for it.

“Yes. There was a certain actress whose
name | don’t speak any more, not because
I am sore on her but because it would hurt
her, see. | thought. I would make her the
brightest star of them all and | guessed
wrong about what people would want to see
and | was broke. And then she couldn’t
see me any more; which showed she was a
wise girl, because | could do her no more
good and | am not so handsome as Valen-
tino that anybody should love me for my
face when she could love somebody else for
a block of bonds and a palace in Beverly
Hills. And that also | do not mind any-
more, for | hear she is getting very hard to
live with now that she has gone over big.
That is another thing that | do not expect
you to believe; but it is so.

“No, Clevie, maybe you have found out
already, and if not you will find out be-
fore you arc my age, that it is not the
money. Of course if you have not got any
money at all, that is bad. But you can
always get a little. | have seen young boys
who did not know that and they took it
hard. But you can always get a little if you
are wise and have been around and don't
mind working. And as for the rest of it, the
money is just like good weather, something
that is so much good luck when you have
got it, and when you have not got it you
must try to get along without it. That is
what | have learned. What you get is the
fun in the game, and it don't make so much
difference what game it is, at that. We
are all looking out for ourselves, ain’'t we?
And some of us do not play the game right;
but if their conscience don’'t hurt them | got
nothing to say against them. Only my con-
science would hurt me if | done that, so |
got to play the game straight the way | see
it And that is where | get my fun.

“Young boys like that one dancing out
on the floor with the Princess Aloha do not
know these thing.-, but it is so.”

“As it happens,” | said, “that particular
kid does know it. Or, rather, he's been
taught to believe it. And there is where
your philosophy is weak. Gus. He's young,
and he needs the money, or thinks he does;
and he's just been trimmed to his last cent
and come down to playing the piano for the
Hula-Hula Belles And he’ll begin to think,
pretty soon that they've fold him wrong,
because he thinks Im reeds a lot of money.”

“Some girl,” said Gus. *“Sure—it alwavs
is. This one?”
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It was not for me to publish Dick’s pri-
vate sorrows.

“1 think not.”

“1 think so, maybe,” said Gus.
dance pretty, but that ain't all.
way he looks at her.”

“What do you think of the fight?” | asked
to change the subject.

“lIs there goin’ to be one? Well, if there
is, 1 think there’'s only one thing to think.
It is a good big man against a good little
man.” He broke into a slow grin. “Just
like me and Big Jim Cort. O Wch, O Welt.
He run me out of town.”

“But, Gus, it was a godsend to you to
leave Adamsville. You've had a fuller life

“They
See the

“Yes, but that is not everything yet. He
was not so bad a feller, Big Jim. | was
sorry when | heard he was dead. And he
died right. He could have jumped but he
stopped to pitch out the littlest boy, and
the train hit him.”

“Gus,” | said, overcome by my instinct
for the dramatic, “that's the boy. The one
out there on the dancing floor.”

“Big Jim's boy? Clevie, you ain't kiddin’
me?”

“That's Big Jim’'s boy. But he doesn't
know it. He was raised by an aunt, off
somewhere, who didn't tell him anything
about Adamsville. He's the last of the
tribe.”

Gus was staring at Dick with keen-eyed
quizzical interest, and once started | had to
tell him all I knew. All but the girl, that
is; that part of it was between her and
Dick.

“But, Clevie,” he protested, laying a hand
on my knee, “what was this stud game?
You tell me that over again. Tt was all
straight, you think?”

I went over that last hand, card by card.

“Yes,” he agreed, “it sounds all right—
unless they was readers. You know. Them
cards that have little curlicues here and
there in the corners, that look just like any
other curlicues in the corners of cards un-
less you have been educated. Yon mean to
tell me Big Jim’s boy can't read the backs
of cards?”

“But, Gus, he was raised by his aunt. |
don’t suppose he ever played cards except in
college. He's a good clean kid.”

“Yes,” said Gus. “Too clean. He will
get himself all muddied up yet if he ain't
careful. If I had a bov there are some
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things | would teach him. Not to bet on
the stock market at all, because those things
are probably fixed and you never can be
sure they are not; never to pack a gat un-
less he thinks he will have to use it, and
then to keep his hand in his pocket and on
it all the time so nobody will beat him to the
draw; and to read the backs of cards. Be-
cause nobody will run in a deck of readers
in an honest game, so the knowledge does
you no harm: and if it is a game where they
run in a deck of readers on you, why, that
is the same as saying that they are playing
under different rules, like the difference be-
tween Marquis of Queensberry and London
Prize Ring rules, see; and if it is all right for
them other fellers to read the backs—why,
it is all right for you to read 'em, too.

“Big Jim would have taught him all that.
And he would not have misused it either,
for Big Jim was straight. He took a dime
out of every pot for the house in that back-
room game of his, but when he set in him-
self he took his chances. | tell you the
thing I am most ashamed of in my life, that
I would not let Big Jim referee that fight
between Iron Man Hess and my boob Pfalz-
graf boy. Because though he was backing
Iron Man Hess he would have not given
him any more the edge than most any refe-
ree will give the man he likes better. But
I was young then. And now Big Jim’s boy
can’'t read the backs of cards and they take
his roll away from him. So geht's.”

He left me presently to go downstairs and
buy some more cigars, and | watched the
dancers. The orchestra was playing a lan-
guid waltz led by a softly wailing cornet
muted with a hat hung over its mouth.
Dick was slowly whirling about with the
Princess Aloha, whose rapt eyes gazed into
his.

1 didn’t like it. | had seen young men
caught on the rebound before. 1 liked it
still less when Chanler told me that by way
of keeping up the general inflation of expec-
tations around the Hula-Hula Belles, who
were all seeing themselves on the big time
now that the Princess Aloha was being so
powerfully boosted, his gang of art arbiters
had dropped dark hints that Dick was the
son of a theatrical millionaire who had
picked up a job with Kaiole Murphy to
learn all ends of the show business. It was
a merry joke, | suppose; but my business
is politics, where we have less sense of hu-
mor.
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Somebody else had the girl for the next
dance. Dick came up to me, flushed and
eager; with that same high-hearted, danger-
ous recklessness still on him. The boy was
likely to get into all sorts of trouble—and |
had to take the morning train for Great
Falls.

“Nice little girl, isn't she?” | suggested.

“Yes, she is. | believe Mr. Chanler is
right—she is good enough for Broadway.”
Mr. Chanler, the highest-paid dramatic
critic in New York, would have been pleased
to know that his judgment had received the
indorsement of a college boy. “Il've been
talking to her quite a good deal. She's a
sensible girl and an awfully good sport.”

“So she seems.” He was silent for a mo-
ment. Then:

“1 tell you, Mr. Wells, these girls who
have had to work for their own living, and
rub up against hard facts to make their
way— they—they've learned a lot. They
know a lot about realities that a girl never
hears of when everything is done for her.
And it doesn’'t hurt them, either.”

“She and her husband have had to rub
up against hard facts in this stand,” | sug-
gested. “Their gate wasn't fifty dollars to-
night. Oh, yes. Prince Kaiole Murphy's
her husband. Didn’'t you know?”

I had made a double blunder, for he evi-
dently did know, and he saw what | was
trying to do.

“Yes, she told me.

“Don’'t knock him in public,” 1
brutally. “He’'s your boss.”

A few minutes later he was dancing with
her again. Gus Piedelheimer was standing
by my side once more, peering at them
shrewdly.

“Clevie, he likes that girl. And that girl
likes him. He is younger and better look-
ing than Kaiole Murphy, and he has good
manners. And besides, she knows all about
Kaiole Murphy already, being married to
him. While this boy she does not know
about. And she would like to learn, if she
has time after these crazy eggs from New
York make her a star in the ‘Follies.” And
then what becomes of Kaiole Murphy and

Poor little kid!”
said

his Hawaiian Hula-Hula Belles? For she
is the show.”
“Gus,” | said savagely, “you think you

see a lot, don't you?
so wise?”

He looked at me slantwise with his shrewd
little puckered grin.

How do you get to be

“1 got owl’s eyes, Clevie.
dark.”

They see in the

CHAPTER IX.

That night I went down to Great Falls,
where the fight promoters were occupied
with trying to raise the last hundred thou-
sand for the champion, and with wondering
what they could do, and what Jack Kearns,
the champion’s manager, would do, when
they had to appear in default. The excite-
ments and agitations connected with that
enterprise of high finance, and its failure,
surged up and down the brisk little city for
the next two days. As first one. leading
citizen and then another tried his hand and
gave up in despair, as the fatal hour drew
nearer and nearer and Kearns still refused
to say whether his champion would fight
for less than the full sum stipulated in the
contract, those excitements and agitations
filled the hotel lobbies and corridors and
locked rooms where little groups of me«
sat on beds and argued over their cigars
about the possibility of finding another five
thousand here and there; while marching
Elks assembled in state convention paraded
up and down the streets in bright colors and
their bands kept the citizens awake till
dawn.

| was deep in it, as a reporter; over that
week-end | worked twenty-two hours a day.
But those excitements and agitations and
false rumors have nothing to do with this
story. What is relevant to this tale of the
fortunes of certain former residents of Ad-
amsville, Indiana, occurred in the lobby of
the Rainbow Hotel in Great Falls, one after-
noon, just after another Montana hope had
gone crashing into ruin. Mr. Gailey of San
Francisco had been induced to bring his
private car and his family down to Great
Falls, where some old business associates
had argued with him about the chance to
make his name immortal in the history of
American sport by feeding Mr. Kearns that
last hundred thousand. Mr. Gailey couldn’t
see it. They offered to make his last hun-
dred thousand a first charge on the gate
receipts, so that he would be sure to get
it back; but Mr. Gailey remarked coldly
that there would not be any hundred thou-
sand in the gate, and that there were enough
first charges on it already to tie it up in
litigation for the next ten years unless all
the creditors became more charitable than
good business men had a right to be. They
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dug up two thirds of the moving-picture
rights to the fight and offered them to Mr.
Gailey as a bonus; but Mr. Gailey said that
it was very doubtful whether the promoters
of the pictures could get around the law in
enough States to count, that anyhow no-
body would go to see a mov;ng picture of a
knock-out in the first round, and that, in
effect, two thirds of nothing was still noth-
ing.

All this happened upstair? but soon the
news spread through corridors and lobbies
that great-hearted Nick Gailey had turned
up his nose at the fight like all the other
great hearts, and that the last hope lay in
the magnanimity of jack Kearns. Before
long the tramp-tramp melody of “John
Brown’s Body" was resounding through the
lobbies, carrying the words of a new song
written by reporters and sung by EIks:

“The\ tried to nick Nick Gailey for the
hundred yrand,

tried to nick Nick Gailey for the
hundred mvuid,

tried to nick Nick Gailey for the
hundred -'rand,

But they couldn't nick old Nick.

final

They final
1

They final

“Nick, he's go! that hundred thousand.
Nick, he’s got that hundred thousand,

Nick could pay that hundred thousand—
But they couldn't nick old .Vick."

| stepped back into the palm room and
out of reach of the parading singers and
there | saw a girl standing alone and look-
ing at the milling mob very much as a
glacier-capped peak might look at the crawl-
ing human beings on the plains below. Rose
Gailey. cool and dainty in a pale-green
sports suit, and a lace-collared waist. |
crossed the room and came up to her.

“Miss Gailey, T believe T met you at
Glacier Park the other night. You've prob-
ably forgotten my name— Cleveland Wells,
of the New York Record."

A breeze from the ice fields swept me.

“You're mistaken. 1saw you but 1 didn’'t
meet you.”

“All right. You've met rme now and |
hope you'll be obliging enough to stay here
and listen to me for a minute or so. If you
haven’'t sense enough to know that I'm not
trying to flirt with you. you aren’'t worth
my wasting time on you; but though my
time is more valuable than yours. Il take
a chance.”

She said nothing, but stood still staring
at me frigidly.
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“You are a friend oi Dick Cort,” | said.

“Again you're mistaken.”

“Young woman, you're the kind that
makes me regret the passing of the old-
fashioned lather. But let that pass. If
you and Dick, severally and individually,
want to make yourselves miserable, that's
your business.. Bu; at least you might find
out what i- happening before you do it.”

“What happens to him doesn’'t concern
me.”

“Not even that he's lost every cent of
the little money he had and is playing the
piano in a (heap show for a dollar a day
and his keep?”

She was only about nineteen, that girl,
and she couldn’t suppress a little shiver at
that.

"It doesn't concern me at all,” she ob-
jected. “I told him Td never speak to him
again.”

"And he probably said that he didn't care
if you didn't."

“How did you know?” she blazed.
he tell you?”

“Why. you little too), don't you know
him any better than that? Of course he
didn’'t tell me -didn't tell me anything. But
| have been trained to use my eyes and such
judgment as the Lord gave me. As to how
I knew what he said to you—1 was twenty-
one myself, once.”

“Well, that's just what he said, anyway,”
she protested, evidently unconvinced.

“And though be didn't mean it at the
time,” 1 pursued, “he means it now. Which
is why | am interfering to the extent of let-
ting you know. For while he thinks that
this girl he’'s interested in now would be
better for him than you, I'm inclined to
believe he’'s mistaken------- "

“A girl in the show?” she broke in with
sobbing eagerness. “Oh. the beast!” She
was trembling and almost tearful; for they'd
given her an ea«v life and a real crisis was
a novelty she wasn't trained to meet.

“He isn't a beast at all. Merely a natu-
ral young damn’ fool, like you. That's why
I, speaking as an older man, think you'd be
a good match. You'd make your breaks and
learn your lessons together and each of you
would have so much on the other that
neither could afford to be upstage.”

“Well, if he wants to trail off after a girl
like that------- .

“But she isn't a girl like that,” | ex-
plained. “I1 have every reason to suppose

“Did
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that she is a young woman of good char-
acter, some beauty and even a moderate
amount of talent. In some ways she’d make
him a good wife. Unfortunately, however,
she has a husband already.”

Her face turned white.

“1 can't believe that Dick would do that.”

“He isn’'t trying to carry her off from her
lawful spouse’s side. The affair hasn't gone
that far yet, though it's on its way. Be-
sides, her husband, as a husband, is at pres-
ent rather in the background. He's also the
manager of the show. His wife is his star
and she has to be attractive to make money
for them both. It's her habit to attract and
his habit to let her attract—even if she's
attracting nobody but their dollar-a-day pi-
ano player. But things are moving; and
when they start they’ll move fast.”

She made a last desperate effort to re-
cover her composure.

“] don’'t see how all this concerns me, or
you.”

“Miss Gailey, | make my living by guess-
ing what people mean—and guessing right—
when they're telling me something else. So
you might drop this pleasing fiction that it
doesn’t concern you. I've seen you look at
him. As for me—if a couple of kids below
the age of discretion, like you and Dick,
try to jump in the river and drown your-
selves, it becomes the duty of any passing
adult to haul you out and give you a lecture.
I have a boy and a couple of little girls.
No doubt they'll grow up to be fools, for
that is the common lot of humanity; but
if my training amounts to anything they’ll
never have that particularly gratuitous
brand of foolishness that comes from stub-
born pride. That's all.”

| started away but she caught up with
me.

“How did Dick lose his money?
oil company worthless?”

“The oil company blew up, but luckily
before Dick arrived. He lost his money in
a card game on the train—a game he went
into because he had to do something to
take his mind off his troubles, a game he
plunged in because he needed money, per-
haps, a lot of money—and perhaps, too,
because it was in his blood. His father

Was the

She was instantly distrustful.

“Are you making this up? Dick told me
his father died when he was a little child.
He doesn’'t remember him at all.”

“1 remember him. We came from the
same town. Dick -doesn't know that, but
I knew all his people. That's one reason I'd
like to help him out of the canon and up
on the hilltops .again. Another reason, and

a bigger one, is that I like Dick. He has
qualities that will carry him pretty far,
with a sensible girl to steer him; or that

will take him right down to the bottom of
the bottomless pit if a stubborn young fool
drives him there. Of course, I'm only try-
ing to save him a 'little trouble. If he gets
through this jam without her husband Kkill-
ing him—if he gets off with merely losing
his job—he’ll find some sensible girl in two
or three years who will set him going right.
But | hate to see him lose time.”

“You're very solicitous.”

“Why, Miss Gailey, I'm middle-aged but
I can remember how things used to hurt.
Dick has all these beautiful idea' that, we all
start with—that if you play straight and
live cleanly and keep your courage up you're
bound to win. He even thinks Gibbons has
a chance against Dempsey, just because he’s
courageous and clean. He'll learn, sooner
or later, that playing straight and living
cleanly and being brave will only make you
an easy mark for somebody with a sense
of reality------- 7

That got her, as | expected.

“I1f that's your rotten philosophy.” she
said in a low tense tone, “1 only hope you'll
have the decency to keep away from Dick.
Because playing straight and keeping clean
does count.”

“Oh, do you believe that, too?” f asked
in surprise. “It's a pity you didn't let Dick
see it. He'll need somebody to cote with
him on that before very long, f had the
idea, somehow, that you were more real-
istic.”

With that | started away again, but again
she was beside me.

“Mr. Wells, does he need money?”

“Of course he needs money. Who
doesn’'t? | need it; undoubtedly you need
it. If you asked your father, he'd prob-
ably say he needs money, for all the twenty-
five or fifty million he has already. In the
sense of being in distress, Dick doesn’'t need
money. He's comfortable; he sleeps back
stage, his board is paid and you can’'t spend
a dollar a day in Shelby.”

“l don't need money,” she said con-
temptuously. “1 have a perfectly absurd
allowance; I've saved a good deal out of ii.
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Just to show you how much you don't
know about my affairs, Mr. Wells—father
and mother don't want me to marry Dick,
of course. And he wanted me to marry him
on his seven hundred dollars and live in
Shelby— that was when he thought he'd go
into the oil company. And | thought that
was foolish but | told him I'd saved eight
thousand and we could live on that—and
then he got stubborn and we quarreled.”

“Why, you didn’t really suppose he’d live
on your money— money that you'd saved
from your personal allowance, money you
got from your father?”

“1 don't see why he shouldn’t,” she pro-
tested. “My money or his money, what
difference does it make so long as we had
enough to give us a start? You think it's
so fine to be realistic—now isn’t that real-
ism?”

“Certainly. But Dick is young. If my
wife had eight thousand and wanted to di-
vide with me, 1'd let her. Dick might take
your money if you'd got it some other way
—if you'd won it in a crap game, which |
believe is the sport most favored by the
modern young woman, or on the wheel at
Monte Carlo. But to let you use as Mrs.
Cort money you'd saved out of the allow-
ance your father gave you for being Miss
Gailey— Dick would think that was obtain-
ing money under false pretenses. Evidently
there are a lot of things about that young
man that you don’'t know. Why, | don't
even believe you know him as well as the
Princess Aloha Fishbein, the honest young
working woman with whom he’s probably
swapping tales of privation on the ragged
edge at this moment.”

| did get away that time, but when I
glanced back, safe in the lobby crowd, |
saw that she was still looking after me, far-
gazing and absorbed.

CHAPTER X.

That jumbled, excited night, when all of
us sat up till daylight rushing from the hotel
to the telegraph office to beat each other on
the latest news, rushing back to the hotel
to learn that our great exclusive story was
now all wrong that somebody else was rush-
ing off to beat us with still later and semi-
final truth—that night was the climax. At
eleven-thirty the fight was on; at eleven-
forty-five it was off; at twelve-fifteen it
hung in the balance: at twelve-thirty it was
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off, permanently and definitely; at twelve-
forty-five somebody else was dug out of bed
to resume the argument, and at two-thirty
it was finally and permanently on again.
After all the backing and filling we knew at
last, by daybreak on Tuesday morning, that
Dempsey and Gibbons were going to fight
at Shelby on Wednesday afternoon.

But we couldn’t sleep on that news, not
in Great Falls. Jack Kearns was taking the
earlv-morning train back to Shelby to take
over what little cash was in the drawer and
prepare to take his chances on the gate
receipts, and we all had to go too.

It was nearly sunrise when | got on the
Pullman reserved for newspaper men to find
every berth occupied, and slumped wearily
into the smoking compartment to sleep sit-
ting down. But | couldn't sleep—not for
long. It was hot and stuffy and dusty; and
after enduring it for perhaps half the jour-
ney | was driven out to the back platform
for some air.

| had supposed we were the last car. but
we weren't. Hooked on behind us was a
private car, and on its front platform, fresh
and breezy and smiling, stood Rose Gailey.

“Hello, Mr. Wells,” she called with a
good humor 1I'd never expected, from her.
“Are you in the newspaper car, t00?”

“In a sense.” | said. “I'm on it though
not in it.”
“Well, that's a shame. We're going to

have breakfast here in five minutes and |
want you to come over. No, don’'t be fool-
ish. You must be hungry.”

Of course | was hungry, and if | refused
she'd probably be angry not only at me but
at Dick. What her father and mother would
say was another matter, but 1'd have to risk
that.

As a matter of fact they made a good
pretense of cordiality. When Rose told
them that | was Mr. Wells of the New York
Record old Gailey loosened up to the ex-
tent of telling me that the Record was more
widely circulated in California than any
other New York paper; that he subscribed
to it himself, had it on liis desk every morn-
ing and sometimes read it. He knew my
political correspondence very well, was im-
pressed by its sagacity— -

“We have another newspaper guest on
this trio," he went on. “You know Mr. Ma-
ree, of course? Old friend of mine. We're
dropping him—and you, | suppose—at
ShelbyT, going on to Glacier Park. But we'll
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come back to Shelby to-morrow for the
fight. Breakfast ready, Kato? We’'ll find
Maree inside.”

Tod Maree had no gracious welcome for
me. It was right and fitting in his eyes that
sixty thousand a year should be invited in
to share the luxury of two million a year;
but that eight thousand a year should be
bidden to sit beside sixty thousand was
downright bolshevism. However, he swal-
lowed his resentment and breakfast made us
all a shade more human.

“What do you think of the fight pros-
pects?” Gailey asked over the last cup of
coffee. “Who'll win?”

“Ask Mr. Maree,” | said. “If you asked
me to choose between Ford and Harding |
could give you a guess; but when it's Demp-
sey and Gibbons | yield to the fight ex-
pert.”

“Dempsey will kill him,” said Maree.
“And | hope he does it quick.”

“Don’t you think Gibbons has a chance?”
Rose inquired.

“Fifteen pounds lighter—six years older
—no punch!”

“But people say so much about his being
a clean liver and in such good training that
he doesn’'t feel his extra years. Maybe he
can stand Dempsey off.”

“Miss Gailey, you're an optimist. Maybe
he can stand Dempsey off for three rounds,
or four, or even six. But | don’t believe it.
As for lasting to the finish-------

“There was a man in the Park Hotel last
night offering to bet that Gibbons would
be on his feet at the end of the fight,” said
Gailey, “but he wanted ten to one, and
nobody took him.”

“1'd take all I could get on that at ten to
one,” said Maree sourly, “and think | was
lucky.”

“Oh, would you?” came Rose’s smooth
voice—smooth like the paw of the tiger.
“Because | have a little money and I'm for
Gibbons. And I'll just bet you a thousand
against ten thousand, Mr. Maree---—-- ”

Tod’s sour face grew sourer still.

“I'm not a betting man, Miss Gailey
” He paused, for that chill from the
ice fields was in the air. The Gaileys
hadn’'t tried it stop their daughter; old
Nick was laughing indulgently at the child-
ish prank, Mrs. Gailey was trying to look
horrified at her daughter's wickedness but
succeeding as usual only in looking proud
and ineffectual. But when Tod said that

he wasn’'t a betting man they had both stif-
fened, just a shade; they had both chilled,
just a shade. And they were getting stiffer
and chillier. The Gaileys might be elderly
and penurious but they came from San
Francisco, where the high-hearted days of
old are not so distant that a man can safely
talk big money and crawl when his bluff
is called.

Tod swallowed two or three times, turned
a pale olive green and said thickly:

“I'm not a betting man, but I'll take
that. Only, Mr. Gailey, | don't think you
ought to let your daughter throw her money
away.”

Gailey laughed.

“1t’'ll do her good. | tell her she's been
too economical these last two years. You'd
think she was practicing to be a poor man’s
wife. Do her good to throw a thousand
away and see how it feels.”

Rose already had her check book open
and her fountain pen irt hand; Maree wrote
his check as gleefully as he might have writ-
ten his own death warrant. Of course he
believed what he said. | believed what he
said. It was only common sense that Gib-
bons didn't have a one-to-ten chance of
lasting fifteen rounds. Everybody said so.
But putting his own money back of his pre-
diction came hard for the man whose pre-
dictions were the basis for a million other
people’s bets. There was only one thing
harder—to crawl away disgraced in the
sight of a man worth twenty-five million
dollars.

“There!” said Rose cheerfully.
Wells, will you hold the stakes?”

“1'd drop dead of anxiety with eleven
thousand dollars of other people’s money in
my pocket,” | said. “Let your father do
it”

So old Gailey agreed to do it, and that
seemed settled. But it wasn't. Maree
talked to him after breakfast while | tried
to make conversation for Mrs. Gailey and
Rose; and after a while, as we were draw-
ing near Shelby and | found myself alone
on the rear platform with the old gentle-
man, he remarked:

“1 guess I'd better tear up those checks
and forget about it. It was only a whim of

“Mr.

Rose’s.”
“But a bet has been made, in the pres-
ence of witnesses,” | reminded him. “Illle-

gal, of course, but why call it off without
the consent of the bettors?”
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“No use letting the girl throw her money
away, you know. I've talked to Maree. He
won't hold her to it.”

“But perhaps she’ll hold him to it.”

“Oh, you think perhaps she has some
chance, then?”

“Mighty little. Not one chance against
ten, certainly. But the bet has been made.
She thinks enough of her chance to put a
thousand on it. As | understand, it's her
money; and she has a right to a run for it.”

He laughed, rather deprecatorily.

“Oh, no. It wouldn’t do. [I'll tear up the
checks.”
“Mr. Gailey, you've told me—what |

knew already— that my paper is read a good
deal through California. If you tear up
those checks | will certainly put it in the
New York Record that Nick Gailey, hav-
ing agreed to hold stakes on a bet, destroyed
the checks so as to save his daughter’s
money. If it's all right for you to do it,
it's all right for me to let California know
about it.”

His face grew purple.

“Why, you miserable—you wretched— I
always knew newspaper men had no sense
of honor.”

“Not a damn’ bit.”
damn’ bit. We're so lost to the most ele-
mentary considerations of decency that
when a respectable citizen tries to do some-
thing raw, from motives that won't stand
inspection, we're just as likely as not to
tell the world about it. But don't let that
stand in your way, Mr. Gailey. Tear up
the checks if you feel like it.”

“Get off mv car.” he commanded. But
that was easy; 1 had only to step back on
to the back platform of the newspaper men'’s
car just ahead. And there, on a folding
stool borrowed from the porter. | sat and
smoked and fixed him with my glittering eye
till we were in Shelby and his car was un-
coupled, to be attached to the train for
Glacier Park.

So | was back once more in the town of
dust and mud, my conscience easier be-
cause | had been able to do something for
Dick and my nerves relaxed by the prospect
that in two days more' the fight would be
over and | could start back on that vaca-
tion. | needed it.

But in the interval it was undeniably
reassuring to have found the girl still in-
terested. We might get Dick's affairs
straightened out yet.

1 agreed. “Not a
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CHAPTER XI.

Down the street came Mullane.

“What news?” | demanded.

“The Princess Aloha has blown her job.”

“What?”

“You heard me. She stays to the end
of the week; then, when the fight is over
and the alleged crowd is gone and the Ha-
waiian Hula-Hula Belles are due to move
on to Lethbridge, she quits.”

“Now what the devil does she do that
for?”

“Ah!  That's what a lot of people are
wondering—including her boss and hus-
band. Kaiole Murphy. | hear she was very
upstage with Kaiole—deigned no explana-
tions and all that sort of thing. They
haven't been speaking, except on the stage,
for a week. Naturally she didn't make con-
versation after passing him the sad news.
All this we learn from the jealous chorus
girl, little Kitty, who hopes to be promoted
to lead.”

“What does Dick say?” | asked.

“Dick, being interviewed by assembled
representatives of the press, announced that
he had nothing to say except that anybody
could see that the Princess Aloha was good
enough for Broadway.”

“The young fool,” | groaned. “The
young fool.”
He isn’'t the only one. then. We don't

know why she’'s quitting but we guess.
These wild men have killed time by telling
her she’s better than Marillyn Miller. Does
she believe it? Of course she does. And
that, Cleve, is where sport is more honest
than art. You know where you're at. If |
say a ball player is a hopeless busher, why,
maybe the next day he socks one into the
stands, and it goes into the box score, and
then everybody can make up their minds
whether I am right or not. If | say he’s
the flash of the season, and the next day he
boots a couple, that goes into the box score
too. so he doesn't get too elated. Bur
there’'s no box score in draifiatic criticism.
A box-office score, yes; but that is something
else again. How does this kid know she
isn't great? All the pontiffs say she is.”

“But is Dick still playing the piano?”

“To date, Dick is unfired. | don't know
how long it will last. Anyway I've got in
my pocket the first day’s pool for his serv-
ices as messenger, if the worst comes to the
worst.”

That wasn’'t the possible worst, unfortu-
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nately. | thought 1'd better look for Dick
as soon as | could leave my bags at the
hotel; but as | stumbled over the plank
sidewalk toward the front door | saw him,
down the side street. Strolling—strolling
with the Princess Aloha up the bare hill
below town. Those hills were nothing to
look at from below; and when you got on
top of them there was still nothing to look
at but more hills of the same sort. Nobody
would walk on those hills to see the view.

However, there they were; and there was
nothing more | could do that afternoon ex-
cept work for my keep. So | covered such
news as there was that day in Shelby, wrote
my story and put it on the wire and came
back to the lunch counter for dinner. There
on a stool was Kaiole Murphy. He was
alone, perhaps because he wanted to be
alone; just as plausibly because his black
scowl scared everybody else away. But |
thought it might be well to talk to Kaiole
Murphy, so | sat down on the next stool
and inquired cheerfully:

“How’s business, prince?”

“Rotten,” he snarled. “A gross of eight
hundred last week, when our traveling ex-
penses from the last stop, Cceur d’Alene,
were twelve.”

“Too bad,” | said with genuine sympathy,
for unsophisticated person that | was |
couldn’t take the misfortunes of our stroll-
ing players with the lightness commanded
by the great men in the front row.

“Too bad, and worse to come,” he re-
marked glumly. “See here, Mr. Wells.
You tell me something, if you don’'t mind.
There are jokes maybe that have gone far
enough, if they are jokes, and a damn’ sight
too far if they are not. You brought this
fellow Dick Cort to town, didn't you?”

“1 came in on the same train with him,
if that constitutes bringing.”

“Now | ask you to tell me straight as
man to man, is he or is he not the son of
a millionaire?”

“1f an\body's been telling you that the
joke has gone far enough. He’s an orphan,
without a cent in the world except what he
draws from you.”

He breathed heavily—with relief, 1
thought.

“Now tell me something else. You come
from New York, Mr. Wells, and | do not

mind telling you straight as man to man
that | have never been there, though | have
picked up enough of the patter to cover it

up. Can these fellows— Chanler and Mc-
Avoy and the rest—can they put the Prin-
cess Aloha in a lead on Broadway? And if
they do, can she hold it?”

“1 can’t answer either of those questions.
I don't know. | know less about the theater
than | do about the fight game. Politics

is my line. Shel!s a clever little girl-------
“Hell, yes, she’'s clever. Why not? |I've
taught her all I know. She was a kid of

eighteen working in a candy store at Spo-
kage when she married me. We put her in
the chorus because we couldn’t afford to
carry anybody with the company who didn’t
work. | had to teach her because she
wouldn’t stand for it that the manager’s wife
should be in the chorus while somebody
else played lead. Day after day for three
years I've coached her; and believe me, Mr.
Wells, while I know I'm no Forbes-Robert-
son, | have picked up a lot of the tricks
that come hard in the learning. She’s been
spoon-fed with 'em all. Now she walks out
on us. She leaves me flat and she leaves
the company flat, and that's her business if
she knows where she is going. But, by gum,
if she is only going out to leave herself
flat, somebody is going to hear from this.”

He exhibited a monstrous clasp knife, then
thrust it into his pocket, and stalked out.
Yes, perhaps it was the stalk of the ham
actor used to the representation of high-
flown emotion; but high-flown emotions as-
sumed in character sometimes strike in. Let
him who has always met his crises by pure
intuition, without borrowing what seems the
appropriate gesture from some greater char-
acter, cast the first stone at the actor *who
struts and frets off stage.

It looked ominous. It looked worse when
| slipped into the Shelby National Ameri-
can Theater that night to take my modest
seat on the outer end of the front row.
finding all the great men in their places; all
the orchestra in place except the pianist:
all the cast, according to grapevine tele-
graph from Kitty the jealous chorus girl,
ready to go on—except the Princess Aloha.
Fifteen minutes after the show should have
started Dick stumbled hastily in and be-
gan thumping the piano with nervous eager-
ness. Simultaneously, Irma Aloha Fishbein
was seen slipping in at the stage door. |
was on pins and needles for five minutes;
but the house was full to-night, with stan-
dees massed in the rear—the first full house
of the stand. Kaiole Murphy put aside the
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wrath of the jealous husband; he was first
of all a manager anxious to please his first
paying crowd.

That night they were putting on a two-
act Hawaiian drama, “Princess of Fire.”
Two {Kitted palms recreated the tropical
landscape of the Pacific isles; in the wings,
at ten-minute intervals, a flare of red fire
represented the crater of Kilauea into which
the Princess Aloha must leap' at the end
of the play. Except for overture and inter-
mezzo the orchestra had nothing to do, but
Dick and his ukulele were busy. He and
one of the chorus girls, likewise gifted with
a talent for the strings, had to provide the
music for the dances by the Princess Aloha
—the dances that won the heart of the
young American sugar baron—played by
the juvenile lead in white flannels not too
badly splattered .with Shelby mud; and that
roused the saturnine jealousy of the prince
of the ancient line, played by Kaiole Mur-
phy.

They all played beyond themselves that
night. The sight of money in the house
guaranteed that; it drew the last ounce from
the actors, just as the sight of the stagger-
ing moose draws the last ounce of energy
from the pursuing wolves. For the first
time in a disastrous three weeks’ stand the
Hawaiian Hula-Hula Belles had a chance
to go after the meat.

It affected them all, but most of all it af-
fected Irma Aloha Fishbein. She danced
with an electric abandon that persuaded
me, for the first time, that she had real pos-
sibilities. What effect it had on the critics
farther down the row | can’t say, for they
were living up to their chosen part and
playing the dutiful claque. It was a great
sight. Ethel Barrymore or Mrs. Fiske would
have wept with delight when they gave them
a smile, and trembled with fear at their
frown; yet they were mere cheer leaders
for Irma Fishbein.

She was good; Dick Cort, strumming his
ukulele and singing Hawaiian songs—.with
considerable improvisation—was good; they
were all good. Yet to my uneducated and
nonprofessional notion the real hero of that
evening was Kaiole Murphy. The man had
no inspiration whatever; all he had was a
bag of tricks, and he used every one of
them with unfailing judgment at just the
right moment, with just the right empha-
sis to draw the utmost possible reaction.

Perhaps he was a ham, but he knew his
3A—POP.

IN THE DARK 33

business and did it up to the utmost limit
of his capacity. A man may have a worse
epitaph than that.

So “Princess of Fire” went over big, as
our front row expressed it, and when the
Princess Aloha poised for a moment, arms
upraised, and then jumped off a soap box
at the back of the stage into the glow of red
fire, the house was weeping so hard it al-
most forgot to applaud. It took our hard-
boiled front row to remember that formal-
ity, and bring the .whole cast back for five
curtain calls, the Princess Aloha alone for

five more.
While the front row was howling
“Speech! Speech!” 1 heard a still small

voice over my shoulder.

“This is what they live on, them actor
fellers,” whispered Gus Piedelheimer. “And
Dick, for the first time he is on the other
side of the footlights and he takes the hands
with the rest of them. That goes to the
head already.”

“He’ll get over it.”

“Maybe. But it is well that he should
get over it soon. Did you ever hear, Clevie,
why Big Tim quit Cincinnati and come down
to Adamsville? No. | think not. That
was before your time. Big Jim, he was a
pretty good fighter. And ‘Kid’ McCoy, who
had been in Fitzsimmons' camp at New
Orleans, he come to Cincinnati. Yes, he
was also a pretty good fighter; but nobody
knew that. So he was matched with Big
Jim, for four rounds. It was a good fight
but Big Jim had the edge. So then of
course they was matched for another, and
Big Jim, he was the favorite. There was a
big side bet, big for them days anyway;
Big Jim had put all his money on himself
to beat McCoy. So all that was all set;
and Kid McCoy, he walked into him with
the gong and hit him once and Big Jim woke
up in the ambulance. It was his last fight.
He could not face the gang any more. His
wife had saved up a little money, so he
come down to Adamsville, away from the
mob, and opened up the Klondike Palace.
But Dick—he got no wife to save up money
for him. This show business is not for
him. Let us not have any one carry him
along for a return match, Clevie. We must
look after the boy.”

“Shh!” | said. “Prince Kaiole Murphy is
coming out to give us a speech.”

“Only to tell us about their after show,
T think,” said Gus. But there was a so-
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bric-ty about Kaiole Murphy's face that
stilled Gus, stilled the audience. This was
something more than the regular nightly bid
for an extra quarter.

“Ladies and gentlemen, 1 can’t tell you
how glad we all are that we've pleased you
to-night. That's what we're here for, and
those of you who have been here before
will testify that we've done our best even
whtn we didn’t play to more than half a
dozen rows. So now that all of Shelby and
a few people from the suburb?— Cutbank
and Chicago and Newl York”— laughter—
“are here to-night, we're glad you liked the
show.

“But I'm not here to make a speech,
friends.” The tremolo of the stock-com-
pany heavy was creeping into his voice. “I
just want to say a word of thanks to our
steadiest and most appreciative customers,
the gentlemen in the front row.” Loud ap-
plause, with the front row leading. “Their
support has helped u? over more than one
rough spot. And as perhaps a good many
of you know”—he paused —as perhaps a
good many of you know, it is due to them
that our bright particular star, the Princess
Aloha, is leaving the show at the end of
the week, to take her flight to the fairer
fields of Broadway.”

There was an excited rustling murmur at
this. As Kaiole Murphy well knew, this
was news to most of the crowd.

“We ought to have a speech to-night,
friends, in honor of that. But it’s not for
me to make it. I'll be sorry to lose this
little girl; sorry, because she’s a fine actress;
sorry because she’'s a good sport and a gay
companion in the ups and downs of the
show business; sorry, too. because she’'s my
wife.”

If anybody had dropped a pin then it
would have jangled like a poker and tongs.
For a man who wasn't on speaking terms
with his wife Kaiole Murphy was getting
bis emotions over pretty well.

“So, for the speech we ought to hear,
about the future triumphs of the Princess
Aloha. I'm going to call on our friends in
the front row, to whose support and appre-
ciation she owes her great chance. I'm go-
ing to ask Mr. Chanler of New York, or
Mr. McAvoy of Chicago, to tell you how
they’'re going to put Princess Aloha over on
Broadway.”

Why, the man was a Machiavelli! He
had them either way. If they promised,

before this crowd, that Irma coaid make
and keep a Broadway lead they'd have to
pull every wire within reach to deliver. If
they didn’'t promise Irma would wake up
with a crash and be resigned to matrimony
and the county-fair circuit. Crafty Kaiole
Murphy! While he was speaking somebody
had rolled up the curtain -undoubtedly by
command. The whole company was clus-
tered on the stage, waiting for the speech
—Princess Aloha in the foreground, her
eyes shining: Dick Cort off in the wings,
staring at her with unguarded eagerness.
Mr. Chanler of New York gulped and
turned red. and waved his hand at Mr. Mc-
Avoy of Chicago; Mr. McAvoy of Chicago
shrugged his shoulders and delivered a ges-
ture of abnegation in the general direction
of Mr. Chanler of New York,

Of course either of them might have
squirmed out by promising anything to-
night and trusting to luck that Irma would
be killed in a wreck on her way East. But
that would have been dishonorable; also

hazardous: for wrecks can't be made to
order.
“Come, come, gentlemen,” said Prince

Kaiole suavely. “The audience is waiting.
They're interested in this little girl, too.”

Foot by foot and yard by yard the gi-
gantic frame of Mr. McAvoy of Chicago, in
khaki shirt and yellow silk scarf and fringed
trousers, reared itself from the front bench
while the audience cheered. He strode to
the stage, a grot.es.queh impressive person-
ality, the best toastmaster in Chicago, the
wittiest after-dinner speaker in the Middle
West; and he began to talk. The history
of American eloquence has suffered be-
cause no stenographer was there to take
that impromptu speech and preserve it for
posterity. Howard Herbert McAvoy’'s wit
and humor were put aside that night; he
talked seriously, eloquently, almost som-
berly. about the life of the artist—the long
and weary preparation that cultivates the
ground in which the seed is planted, the
agonizing wait on the threshold of Fame,
the factor of chance which not the best,
nor the wor.-,; artist can avoid. The high
reward? of endeavor. The fugitive joy of
triumph. The fickleness of the crowd that
drives the prudent to the sage determination
that after all the reward must be ™ound in
the joy of the wkriving, the playing of the
game.

It was a masterpiece of oratory, a distin-
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guished contribution to the philosophy of
art, a picture of the life of the artist more
vivid than I've ever heard. It held the au-
dience tense and silent, it drove the chorus
girls to tears. But it didn't answer Kaiole
Murphy’s question; it told nothing at all
about the Broadway prospects of Irma
Aloha Fishbein.

CHAPTER XII.

The audience, naturally, missed that. So
did the chorus and such members of the
cast as were not personally interested; they
merely swelled from moment to moment
with the new dignity which McAvoy’s elo-
quence had given to their business. But
Kaiole Murphy, listening intently for the
answer, knew that the answer wasn't there.
And Irma Aloha Fishbein, dazzled though
she was, began to look puzzled and con-
fused, groping vainly for the key to her
start on Broadway. When the audience
rocked the roof with cheering as Howard
Herbert McAvoy jumped down off the
stage; when Kaiole Murphy vainly tried to
say a final word against the applause, and
gave it up; when cast and audience broke
ranks and began to troop off to the dance
at the King Tut Pavilion, .the Princess
Aloha still stood in the center of the stage,
bewildered, uncertain, beginning to be
frightened.

I got my feet hastily out of the way as
the front-row luminaries passed out.

“Coming to the dance, Cleve?” Cullop
asked.
“No,” | said. “I'm pretty tired and to-

morrow’s the big day. 1 think I'll go back
to the hotel and get some sleep.”

“Wait,” said Gus' little voice from the
end seat on the second row, just behind
me. “Wait until this mob is out and we
walk home together.”

So | waited till the pine-planked audi-
torium was empty but for a few couples
crowded round the door and the stage was
empty but for the Princess Aloha still
standing and trying to think it out. Kaiole
Murphy, in street clothes, came up to her
and sard something, but she jerked a bare
shoulder draped with paper flowers and
brushed him aside angrily. Behind us the
lights went out and from back stage the
electrician called:

“Hurry up, Irma. Don’t you change that
grass skirt for the dance?”
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She started, turned toward the wings,
and just then Dick Cort came out and
strode up to her. They talked for a mo-
ment, low and eagerly; then she gestured
toward the empty front bench. They both
saw me—they couldn’'t help it, for | was
standing up, alone in the half-lit auditorium.
Probably they didn't see Gus Piedelheimer,
seated behind me. At any rate, | heard
Dick saying:

“Ask Mr. Wells. He'll tell you.”

In grass-skirted, beflowered splendor she
leaped down over the footlights, with Dick
behind her. And from the wings, dark and
brooding, came Kaiole Murphy.

“Mr. Wells!” she exploded, fingers twist-
ing nervously. “You heard what Mr.. Mc-
Avoy said. But he didn't tell me how |
was going to get started. They— they told
me anybody on Broadway would jump at
me; that Ziegfeld would sign me up as soon
as he saw me. But he didn't say anything
about that in his speech. What (lid he
mean—or what didn’'t he mean? You're a
newspaper man; you know these people and
what they're like. Was he throwing me
down or not?”

“You'd better ask him,” | advised.
or Chanler.
dance.”

Kaiole Murphy’s voice fell on us like the
tolling of a bell.

“They have not. They've all gone back
to the Pullmans on the side track, where
they sleep.”

Irma tried to ignore him, for of course
she wasn't speaking to him. But if she
wouldn’t speak she couldn’t help hearing.

“Dick thinks 1I'd go big in New York,
don’'t you, Dick?”

“1 certainly do,” said the boy valiantly.
“Only— I've just gone there on visits. |
haven't any—any influence. Chanler and
McAvoy and that crowd have.”

“Yes,” Kaiole Murphy tolled again.
“They've got it—because they don't give
it away.”

“Him
They've all gone over to the

“What do you think, Mr. Wells?” Dick
appealed.
“1 think,” | said, hating myself for hav-

ing to say it but realizing that it must be
said, “that if you came to New York any
of your 'front-bench friends would give you
one or two notes to managers—enough to
get you a hearing. And if Ziegfeld, or any-
body else, happened to be captivated on
first sight and offered you a contract—why,
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they’'d give three cheers. But if you had
to wait around and wear out the bench in
front offices and keep on getting turned
down—why, they would be through. Those
fellows all have themselves to look out for;
and like most other people they look out for
themselves first.”

“Do you think I'd have any trouble get-
ting a job?” Irma demanded.

“l don't know. Ninety-nine out of a
hundred do. You may be the other.”

“I'll say you are.” said Dick gallantly.
“Don’t you take these newspaper men too
seriously, Irma. You trust yourself and
you'll get over.”

“Yes?” said Kaiole Murphy sardonically.
“But.how will she get to New York? Will
the front rowT [jay her carfare? If | got
the meaning of Air. McAvoy’'s speech the
front row will be pleased and happy if she
stays in Shelby.”

For the first time in a week Irma spoke
to her husband.

“Oh, I'll get to New York all right, don't
you worry.”
“Yes? How?” He stood at the end of

the front bench, arms folded, face ironic
and impassive, facing us as we clustered six
feet in front of him. Then, with a sudden
flaming of dark fiery feeling he demanded:

“Will you go on that fcllowrs money?
Will you now? Answer up, Dick Cort.
Will she go on your money?”

Gus Piedelheimer, unregarded in the
shadows on the end of the second bench,
leaned forward and made a quick gesture
as of one brushing away a fly. Then he
got up quietly and tiptoed toward the door.

“1f 1 had any money,” said Dick bravely
but with a voice that quivered in the realiza-
tion that the boast was cheap. “I'd cer-
tainly let her have it."

“But you haven't got any money,” said
Kaiole Murphy with aggressive energy.
“You're not the son of a millionaire------ "

“1 never said 1 was."

“True for you. you didn't- not to me at
any rate. | don't know what you've been
after telling Irma. But your friends on the
front row said it for you. Vou were the
son of a millionaire that wanted to learn
the show business from the bottom up, and
our show was the bottom. Well, you ain’t
and it ain't. You’'ll hit bottom in a min-
ute. You're nothing but a piano player
that | hired for a dollar a day and keep
and you're fired—you hear me?—fired.”

Dick shrugged his shoulders with praise-
worthy indifference.

“Certainly, Mr. Murphy. All | regret is
that | haven't the money to send Irma to
New York or the influence to help her to a
quick start.”

Irma had managed the conventional ges-
ture of hauteur toward her husband but
she was looking at Dick with a new ex-
pression. The bloom was off the rose.

“How will she get to New York?” jeered
Kaiole Murphy. “Not with my money.
Not on her savings. Huh! Boy, she don’t
save. Speakin" as her husband, | can tell
you that. Not on her cut in the profits of
this show, for there's been no profit since
we left Cceur d’'Alene. Will she walk?
Huh! You don’t know her. She's too lazy
to walk, unless there's a slick-haired young
cake eater without a dollar in his jjocket
to take her out across the hills.”

Dick began a furious gesture, then turned
his back on Kaiole Murphy.

“Never mind him, Irma. | haven't any
money now. But I've got a bet on this
fight to-morrow, and I'm going to win it;
and then---—--- "

“And then?” howled Kaiole Murphy, his
hand shooting -back like lightning to his
hip pocket. “And then------- "

His voice died away; his hand repeated a
mechanical gesture, a clutch at emptiness.
He shot a quick furious glance behind him;
there was no one there. Recovering with
practiced quickness, he slipped his hand into
his side pocket and brought it out with a
sheet of paper.

“And then.” he said, “you will begin to
see bills like this one. Oh. yes, she wears
good clothes, this little girl, when she isn't
playin’ in Shelby. Don’'t | know it?
Haven't 1 paid for them every time with-
out a whimper, whether business was good
or not? And. Irma, wouldn't I tell you to
go to New York and wish you luck if 1
thought you could stick? Didn't | try to
put these hot-air kings on record, to pin
them down to a promise that they wouldn't
let you flop? And you heard what McAvoy
said. The artist’s life is hard. The reward
is in the joy of the working. Best and worst
must count on the element of chance.
That's all he offers—the element of chance.
I'm going home, Irma. Better come with
me.”

“Let me take you,” Dick begged. But
Irma, holding her poise quite admirably
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considering the number of air castles that
had tumbled on her in the last few minutes,
shook her head.

“I'm going to change,” she said, “and
then I'm going home alone. Oh, don't
worry, Mike— I'm safe enough. This is a

tame town.”

She vanished back stage and after a mo-
ment's hesitation Kaiole Murphy walked
out at the front door. He may have gone
around back stage afterward but | didn't
give Dick time to speculate on that.

“Son, you've lost not only a job but a
lodging. Come up to the hotel with me.
There's an extra cot in my room.”

“You're awfully good, Mr. Wells, but
there's something I've got to do first. I'm
going down to the Pullmans and find out ex-
actly what Chanler and McAvoy and that
crowd mean to do for her, after all their
promises.”

“They won't do anything,” | said, “if
they can get out of it. And they certainly
won't do anything to-night, for they’'ve gone
to sleep so as to be ready for hard work
to-morrow. You come along with me.”

“It's rotten,” he burst out, “the way
they've treated that girl. And she’s such
a good sport about it, too. Well, if I win
that bet------- "

“You’'ll spend it on Irma?” |
“How about the other girl?”

He swung around with lightning quick-
ness.

“What other girl?”

“The girl in Glacier Park.”

“Why, how did you know about her?”

I couldn’'t help laughing. “Why, Dick,
the Rocky Mountain goats on every peak
knew about it. The way you two looked
at each other lit up the horizon for miles

asked.

around. That girl had a prior claim on
you, if eyes and faces mean anything. Yes,
maybe she threw it away. Maybe. She's

coming to see the fight to-morrow------- "

“How do you know?”

“Every newspaper man knows that Nick
Gailey and his family are going to be at the
ringside, with a few other social lights.
Now, you're not tied up with the Princess
Aloha. It isn't you* fault, but you're not.
And before you try it—before you under-
take to pay her carfare to a town two thou-
sand miles from home, and help her find a
job in a business you know nothing about,
and assume the moral responsibility for see-
ing that she has enough to eat while she’s
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waiting—before you do all this, and before
you have a show-down with her husband,
better wait and look them both over to-
morrow. See which one you'd rather spend
your last dollar on. Then, if it's still Irma
—why, go to it, if you still have a last
dollar.”

“She’s been awfully good to me.”

“But even you, Dick, could see that she
cooled a little when she found that this
millionaire story was only part of the bunk.
That other girl looks as if she could be
awfully good to somebody, too, if she felt
like it. Maybe she doesn’t feel like it now,
but give her a little rope. People change
their minds sometimes, even at the age of
nineteen.”

He was stubborn
yielding.

“But, Mr. Wells, | promised Irma 1'd see
her through. 1 won’'t go back on a prom-
ise.”

“Yes,” | sighed, “your father------- " As
| stopped, cursing my carelessness, he broke
in:

“What about my father? | hardly re-
member my father. 1 don’'t even know any-
thing about him, except his name and that
he lived somewhere in the West. | suppose
my father has had about as little to do with
forming my character and disposition as
any man's father ever had.”

This was not the time to correct that.

“l don't doubt it,” I lied. *“But your
father undoubtedly had considerable hopes
and ambitions for you. He expected you
to do all the things he hadn’t done. | have
some kids myself. | know. And while
your father would expect you to stand by
the woman you want, he'd expect you to use
a little common sense and be sure you want
her first—especially when she gives you the
ice, to use our sporting friends' phrase, as
the Princess Aloha did when she found you
weren’'t a millionaire.”

He thought it over and presently gave
in with a sigh that was almost a sob

still, but gradually

“Oh, all right. I'll wait and see how
things look to-morrow.”
“Good boy. Now where’s your bag?”

“Right back of the stage.” | waited till
he got it, for I wasn't sure but that the
vindictive husband might be lurking about;
but he wasn’'t, and when Dick reappeared
I gave him my key.

“Room 39 at the Rainbow. Go right in.
I'll be along in twenty minutes or so; | want
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to walk down the street and see if there's
a telegram for me.”

“It's awfully good of you.”

“If you think that, make me a promise.
Promise you'll go straight to the hotel, with-
out prowling around to see if maybe this
girl isn't out on some hilltop looking at the
moon. She isn't— 1 can tell you that. Go
to the hotel, go to bed, and go to sleep.”

He promised and 1 went on down
crowded Main Street—as crowded as the
county fairgrounds after the Chautauqua
lecture is over, and as quiet, as moral, and
as dull. There was no telegram and | came
back. In front of the King Tut Dance
Pavilion I met Gus Piedelheimer.

“Goin’ to the big large dance. Clevie?”

“No. I'm going back to the hotel to get
some sleep.”

“All right. 1 walk up there with you.
And yet, Clevie, you should go upstairs and
look at this dance once. It is a sight to see.
The Princess Aloha is dancing with her
husband. | do not know what happened
after | left the theater but | see where it
all come out at.”

“Thank Heaven,” | sighed. *“For it came
mighty near not coming out at all. |
thought once Kaiole Murphv was going to
kill him.”

“Kill
that?”

“He was getting madder and madder, and
when Dick said that if he had any money
he'd be glad to pay Irma’s expenses to New
York------- "

him?” Gus repeated. “How’'s

“Yes,” Gus agreed, “l am not married
myself but | see the way he would feel
about it. The boy is a fool. Hut he will
learn.”

“He's learning now,” | said, “and fast.
When Murphy was blowing off he reached
back to his hip pocket and I thought he was
reaching for his gun and Dick would never
have a chance to learn. But it turned out
Murphv was only reaching for some bills he
had in his pocket, to show the kid that
Irma was expensive. That was a relief.
For he was mad enough to do murder.”

“Yes,” Gus sighed, “they got bad tem-
pers already, the black Irish.”

We were passing one of the vacant lots
that rest the eye on Shelby’s Main Street
—an expanse of rutted mud dotted with
broken bottles and heaps of rubbish. Gus
drew out of his pocket something that jit-
tered in the moonlight and flung it far over

into the vacant lot; we heard a clank as it
fell on the hard dried mud.

“Gus.” 1 said, “was that a gun?”

“Bad tempers, the black Irish,” he re-
peated. "So 1 thought | better frisk him
before he got reachin' back to start some-
thing; and be was listening so hard to his
own talk he never noticed. And that is an
other thing 1 would teach my boy, Clevie.
if 1 had one—not to carry anything on the
hip. whether it is a gun or liquor, because
if anybody is lookin’ for them things he can
see it easy, on the hip. If you must pack a
gat, keep it in your side coat pocket.”

“1 don't see how yo-u could see his gun,”
| protested. "There wasn't a light in the
house except the one on the stage; and that
was on the other side of Murphy.”

Gus grinned.

“Well, maybe | didn't see it; | might
have jus! Kkind susnicioned it. And
maybe | did see it. i got good eyes. They
see in the dark."

CHAPTER XIII.
When | came back to the hotel Dick

was asleep, | thought. Later, as 1 lay awake
in the stuffy July heat and heard him toss-
ing and squirming | suspected he had been
playing possum. But eventually we both
slept, despite the clank of bottles and the
tinkle of ice, and the shrill laughter of
women that resounded through the hotel
that night, when ranchmen and oil men
and business men from all over that end of
Montana, and their wives, were holding a
sort of class reunion.

We slept, and when the sunlight pouring
in on my face woke me at seven on the
morning of the Fourth 1 found Dick sitting
up on his cot and rolling a cigarette with a
grin.  More than a grin; there was a hard,
confident solidity about his face. He had
aged a few more years last night.

“You look cheerful.” | said morosely, for
somebody would have to tell him that Irma
had made up with her husband.

“Why not?” he inquired. “It's a good
day, and the day of the big fight; and I
stand to win some money if Gibbons stays
the limit. If he doesn't, why, we’ll see a
fight anyway. | haven’t got a ticket, but
what use is a college education it | can't fig-
ure out a way to crash the gate?”

“You won’'t need to cra*h the gate.” 1
told him. “Mullane ha- four ringside seats;
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one for himself, one for Corliss, one for me,
and an extra for emergencies. | believe when
the office ordered those seats, two months
ago, they expected a crowd that would fill
the arena. We got this extra with the idea
that President Harding, or some other
prominent citizen, might decide to come at
the last moment after all the seats were
gone, and we could acquire merit by enter-
taining him as guest of the New York
Record. But if any distinguished citizen
arrives at the last moment, as things are
now, he’ll have his choice of about thirty-
five thousand vacant seats. You might as
well take our other ticket; we can’'t do
anything else with it. If you like I'll make
you earn it by doing the leg work for us.”

“Mr. Wells, | thank you. And if you do
find somebody else that needs it more than
I do, why, let him have it, and I'll borrow
ten dollars from you and buy a ringside
seat from one of the local citizens that's
trying to unload his block for what he can
get. You wonder how I'd pay back ten
dollars? Well, I have a bet on this fight
and | have a hunch that this is my lucky
day. Also, | like to crowd my luck.”

Big Jim’s manner stuck out all over him;
Big Jim’s temperament was in the ascendant
at last, overriding all the teachings of that
widowed aunt. Light-hearted and reckless
—yet he had more balance than he had
had last week and an easy self-control. He
was learning fast. Unfortunately, there was
one thing he still must learn.

“1 don't like to spoil your appetite on
your lucky day,” | said, “but before you
start looking up old and new acquaintances
you ought to know that the Princess Aloha'
was dancing with her husband at the King
Tut Pavilion last night.”

He grinned.

“No news in that. | promised you last
night, Mr. Wells, that 1I'd come right up
here and go to bed. But | didn't promise
you I'd stick cotton in my ears if anybody
talked to me. Cullop looked in just before
you came back and told me the news. Well
—why shouldn’t she go back to her hus-
band? He knows the show business and he
has a little money. | don’t know anything
and | have a dollar and a half. Yes, | know
I looked like an ass last night, making all
this big talk with nothing to back it. But
I thought things over while you were asleep.
I won't do that again. No more big talk
till 1 can deliver. Is that right?”
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“That's right. The fear of poverty is
the beginning of wisdom.”

“Good. Mr. Wells, if a dollar and a half
will do it, I'd like to buy you a breakfast.
Maybe it will be my last chance to enter-
tain you—maybe not. | think this is my
lucky day and I'm going to crowd it.”

Mullane gave him our extra ticket after
breakfast and | lost sight of him when |
began to rove about the town looking over
the incoming crowds. Eventually my way
took me down to the tracks; and here from
a private car immobilized on a switch a clear
young voice called to me:

“Oh, Mr. Wells! Come here a moment,
please.”

Rose Gailey was leaning over the rail-
ing of the observation platform beckoning
eagerly.

“1 want to ask your advice,” she said
when | came up below. “I’'ve been betting
some more.”

“ Betting some more—on Gibbons?”

She flushed.

“No, | bet three thousand to a thousand
that Dempsey would knock him out in the
first six rounds. Is that a good bet?”

“1 think it's an excellent bet, by itself.
But if that happens you win a thousand and
lose a thousand, so where is your percent-
age? While if Gibbons is knocked out in
the seventh you're four thousand to the
bad.”

“Well, that was what | wanted to ask
you about. | have four thousand dollars
left, and don’'t you think I'd better see if
| can’'t bet that just flat, on Dempsey to
win? | suppose I'd have to give awfully
heavy odds, of course.”

“My dear young lady, are you crazy?
I've seen cautious persons, at Monte Carlo,
betting on the red and blade both; but this
dizzy financiering with trick odds is likely
to leave you flat with losses all around.
What is the idea?”

She looked cautiously over her shoulder,
then swung a knickerbockered leg over the
railing and jumped down on the cinder plat-
form beside me.

“Don’t you see?” she asked impatiently.
“You said Dick might be willing to take
money that I'd won gambling. So | thought
I'd bet on everything that might happen,
and then if I lost a few | wouldn't tell him
about that but just tell him what I won.
Isn’t that all right?”

“Highly creditable to your heart,” |
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agreed, “but not so much to your head.
Why don’t you wait till you see how the
fight comes out and then merely tell him
you won thus aDd so much on it?”

She straightened up with grave youthful
dignity.

“Why, Mr. Wells, that would be lying.
And I'm never going to lie to my husband,
not even before we're married. Not telling
him about those other bets wouldn't be
lying, would it?”

“Ask a professor of casuistry,” | advised
her. “You're a good little sport. Miss
Gailey; and you’ll be good for Dick. But
for Heaven's sake don't bet any more. If
you happen to lose both of these, let me lie
to him. And one thing more—let him make
the first move to settle up your quarrel.
You'll see him in the arena but don't say
more than how-d'ye-do unless he hunts you
up. For he has other things on his mind
to-day.”

“That woman?” she demanded fiercely.

“No, that woman’'s off his hands. She
dumped him; which was a piece of luck for
both of you, because Dick wanted to dump
her and didn't know just how he could,
in decency. But when she found he was
down to a dollar and a half it didn't take
her long to make up her mind.”

“Why, the little------- " Miss Gailey came
within a hair's breadth of saying something
very unladylike but she caught herself in
time.

“What is on his mind to-day,” | ex-
plained, “is money. He has a bet on Gib-
bons.”

“1 know,” she said proudly. “At two to
one. | got ten to one on the same thing.
Doesn't that prove I'm a better business
man than Dick?”

“Certainly,” 1 agreed, “though as you'll
both lose it makes no particular difference.
But let him alone. Dick'.- very touchy just
now. He thinks he has no right to make
big talk without big money to back it. He
expects to have six hundred dollars if Gib-
bons stays the limit. After Gibbons is
knocked out you and 1 can put our heads to-
gether and decide what to do next: but if
you know Dick you know he’ll want some
money before he talks to you again.”

“All right. Meanwhile I'll be getting fa-
ther and mother ready for the bad news.
A girl's her own boss at eighteen, in Cali-
fornia, so they might as well try to like it.
For they won’t stop it again.”

CHAPTER XIV.

She was a good girl. She would be good
for Dick. But the blank void of poverty
was still between them and would be be-
tween them unless Tom Gibbons upset the
dope and stayed to the finish. | saw no
great chance of that and | knew I'd have
to be the one to work out the plausible ar-
guments that would reconcile Dick to go-
ing back to the girl without a dollar in his
pocket. But | had no time to do that to-
day; | had to work. Out to the bake-oven
arena, where newspaper men and telegraph
operators, ushers and deputy sheriffs, were
roasting in the Fourth of July sun, while
the cash customers trickled in slowly, and
Jack Kearns in despair slashed prices at the
gate; while the preliminary fighters failed
to appear because there was no money to
pay them and no water for them to drink,
and we newspaper men marked time by
writing crowd stories when there was no
crowd.

Yet, gradually, it came in— faster after
the prices were cut; the ringside seats were
filling up; thin lines of spectators, uniformed
ir. green eye shades against the glare, slowly
formed in the upper banks of the arena.
Presently a party came down the aisle on
our right and took their seats half a dozen
rows behind the press benches where Dick
sat beside me. Nick Gailey, in cream silk
and a Panama; Mrs. Gailey, pink and per-
spiring; Rose, miraculously fresh and cool
in her soft brown wool. Dick turned
around as | nudged him and Rose waved
her hand and called a gay “Hello!”

Their eyes met again, with another elec-
tric flash. Yet | had diagnosed the boy
right. He nodded a greeting but he didn’t
get up and go to her. After one long look he
burned back to the ring, where the pre-
liminaries were under way at last. lie
wouldn’t got to her till he. had some money.

And just then a merry laugh that rattled
the arena and echoed back from the hills
a mile away roared up from the ringside
to our left. Dick and | bath swung around
to see the battered mahogany face of Mr.
Henry Turl of Fargo towering ever the
crowd, his double ledge of gold teeth flash-
ing in the sun. Dick grunted through closed

lips.

“Sit still,” | cautioned him. “You haven't
any money to lose now.”

“Not now.” said Dick fiercely. “Not
now.”
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I was worried once more and presently
I made an excuse to leave my seat and
stroll about. | had no particular purpose
except to walk off my nervousness, but on
the other side of the ring Gus Piedelheimer
reached out from a bench and caught my
coat tails.

“Wie gehts, Clevie?”

“Not so well,” I admitted. “Dick’s girl
is here, all ready to make it up; but he
hasn’'t any money except what he's bet on
Gibbons and he won't have that by supper
time. Even if he did have it, he's just
caught sight of the man who trimmed him
in the stud game.”

“Which one?” Gus demanded.

| pointed him out. Indeed, you couldn’'t
miss the immense Mr. Turl; his size, his
red face, his gold teeth, or his yellow shirt
—any of those items would have marked
him out. Gus scrutinized him carefully,
then shook his head.

“No, | don't know him. | never see him
before. And yet, Clevie, | do not think he
is what he says. A wealthy grain operator
of Fargo, huh? That is not what he looks
like to me. Operator, yes. Wealthy,
maybe. But grain, no. We see about this
after the fight, huh?”

“We do,” | promised, and just then the
crowd stood up with a cheer, for the cham-
pion was coming into the ring.

| don’'t need to tell you much about that
fight. Gibbons was shorter, lighter, older;
as they came up with the first gong it looked
like murder. Arid yet those terrible wal-
lops of Dempsey’s didn’t land, unless they
landed on elbows or a craftily fencing glove.
Three minutes that seemed like thirty sec-
onds, and then the inadequate little gong
tinkled and the first round was over, and a
voice behind me growled: “Well, there goes
five hundred of mine. | don't care how
long it lasts now.”

“What did | tell you?” Dick whispered
eagerly. “Clean living and good condition,
fair fighting and judgment—he’ll stick to
the finish, Mr. Wells. See if he doesn’t.”

“We'll see,” I mumbled, casting a glance
down the bench to Tod Maree, tapping his
portable typewriter with no signs of worry.
One round was far short of fifteen.

Yet the challenger hung on. He took
blows on the dark-green trunks that brought
furious howls of “Foul!” from the crowd,
against the champion almost to a man; he
clinched and held that pounding left arm
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that had smashed Willard and Carpentier
into jelly; he landed blows in return that
were mere demonstrations of boxing skill,
since there was no force behind them.

“He couldn’'t knock Jack down with a
ball bat,” Mullane grunted. *“But didn't |
tell you he was clever? He might hang
on for eight or nine rounds.”

Before we knew' it he had hung on four
rounds, outlasting Willard, outlasting Car-
pentier. Clinches and more clinches;
Dempsey’s right hand was hammering the
back of Gibbons’ neck; yet he couldn’t
knock him down, and the fifth round was
Gibbons’ best. He couldn’'t hold the ad-
vantage, of course; but he held on through
the sixth, the seventh; and with every bell
the crowd was on its feet again, howling
with delighted surprise that their favorite
should turn out as good as they had hoped,
and far better than they had expected. And
over the shouts came a dear soprano call:

“Come on, you Tommy!”

Dick and | swung round as if we were
on the same pivot. Rose was on her feet,
waving her hands eagerly; you'd never have
thought she'd just lost three thousand dol-
lars.

Of course she was going to lose some
more before long; but you couldn’'t have
told her that now. And as | settled back

in my seat | heard Mullane grunting be-
side me:

“He might go the limit, at that. The
champ can’t land on him. Look at Tod

Maree, the prophet of the one-round fin-
ish.”

I looked at him. Despite the broiling
sun, despite the exposure to Shelby heat
and Shelby wind and Shelby dust that had
long since bronzed us all, he was white—
white, with a tinge of green. Nick Gailey
hadn’'t torn up those checks.

After that it was a race against time, and
the crowd knew it. Sooner or later the big
man who was leaning heavily on his lighter
rival in the clinches and punching fiercely
as they broke away would wear him out.
But would he do it within fifteen rounds?
Gibbons held him even in the ninth, got
the worst of the tenth, and had him shaded
in the eleventh. Of course Dempsey would
get the decision; the referee would give the
champion the edge, and he had the edge
anyway. But Dick’s money wasn't on that;
Rose Gailey’'s money wasn't on that; the
hope and pride of the crowd and of the
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whole Northwest were not on that. If Gib-
bons could escape a knock-out he'd have
won a moral victory, and more; he would
have achieved that rarest of felicities, a
moral victory that can be turned into cash.

The champion was swinging now, swing-
ing fiercely but wildly. If one of those long
drives had landed it would have been all
over, but they didn't land. There was more
damage in the rabbit punches that fell on
the back of Gibbons' neck in the clinches
as fast and steadily as the blows of a steam
hammer; yet he hung on. Tod Maree was
greener and greener; he thought no more of
ten thousand dollars than he did of his wife
and children.

So it went on, punctuated at amazingly
brief intervals by the foolish little gong that
was the signal' for another roar of sur-
prised approval from the crowd. A race
against time. At the end of the thirteenth
Mullane muttered: “Tommy caught a bad
one in the chest that time. I'm not sure
yet that he can stick it.”

Yet he did stick it through the next
round, though obviously tiring. Still on his
feet— the only man who had gone fourteen
rounds against Dempsey. And then with
the last bell the champion rushed in with
a new access of =fury. He wasn't tired; the
prophets who' said he was trained only for
a short fight were as wrong as the other
prophets. He fell on Gibbons, he battered
his neck in the clinches; he let loose again
with those furious drives that only grazed
the quick-ducking head. He had Gibbons
hanging on, exhausted; but as they clinched
that driving left was still smothered, the
hammering right could only glance off an
elbow or waste itself vainly on the back of
a deftly inclined skull. Then the bell and
a roar of joy rose from the arena as the
referee  held up the champion’s hand.
Dempsey had the decision; Dempsey had
won. Nobody cared for that. Gibbons had
hung on to the finish; he had stayed on
his feet. He had vindicated the boob judg-
ment against the experts, he had won a
moral victory for all the underdogs of his-
tory. With a surge the crowd swept toward
the ring to shake his hand, and borne on its
crest came a group of Indians in paint and
beads and feathers, with a war bonnet to
crown the gallant boxer whom they'd
adopted into the tribe.

But my work was elsewhere. Like all
the newspaper men | had to rush away and

start writing my story. 1 got away from the
ringside as soon as | could; but not before
Rose Gailey had stumbled down to us,
through the crowd.

“0Oh, Dick, wasn't it wonderful!”

“1 won four hundred dollars,” he stam-
mered. “Il’'ve got six hundred now.”
“1 won ten thousand.” said Rose. “Oh,

Dick!”

His face hardened. Ahead of us, not to
be reached for the milling mob between, the
towering form of Henry Turl of Fargo was
moving toward the exit.

“Are you going back to the park to-
night?” Dick demanded.

“Not till to-morrow. Father wants to
see if he can buy the picture rights.”
“Then I'll see you to-morrow,” said Dick.

“1've got something else to settle first.”
With a momentary handclasp he was off
in vain pursuit of Henry Turl. Rose looked
after him, with quivering lips.’
“What does he mean?” she asked me.
“Not that girl?”
“Not that girl,” 1

promised. “I'm not

sure 1 know what he does mean, but I'll
see if | can't have somebody look after
him.”

“Oh, please do.
all right now.”

But as | left her there I knew it wasn't
all right. Everything was all right except
Dick’s grudge against the man who had
licked him, but Big Jim’s boy would have
to get that off his mind before he talked to
his girl. And six hundred wasn't much of
a start in a game against Henry Turl’s roll.

My heart was heavy as | climbed the rows
of seats toward the top of the arena. Noth-
ing cheered me but a glimpse of Tod Ma-
ree's face. He, too, had played out of his
class, and his desire to be game in front
of Nick Gailey the millionaire had set him
back ten thousand dollars.

Dick and Rose could use that—if Dick
showed sense.

Because everything is

CHAPTER XV.

But | couldn’t find him. | couldn’t find
Henry Turl. 1 couldn’t even find Gus till
| came into press headquarters in the city-
hall basement and, found him sitting on a
table waiting for me.

“What you t'ink of de fight, Clevie?” he
asked excitedly. “All of us wise eggs we
don’t know not'ing, huh? | give you my
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word | ain't been so badly fooled since
Iron Man Hess licked my bouncer.”

“Leave the post-mortems till later,” | ad-
vised. “Dick’s hunting trouble.”

“He win some monev?”

“Yes.”

“Then he goes after this Turl for a return
match. We might know it, Clevie. Big Jim
would have done that. But | tell you some
good news.”

“What?”

“He cannot find Turl. Turl went down
to the first special train that leaves after
the fight. It pulls out in an hour for Great
Falls. Maybe Turl goes on it. Maybe not.
But anyway we are safe for a while. | go
up Main Street and look for Dick. When
you get through you come up and help me.
You can wait your supper to-night, | think.”

Yet when | had put the last sheet of my
story on the wire, nearly two hours later, |
looked up from my typewriter to find Gus
beside me.

“1 could not find him,” he said. “I look
all up an’ down Main Street, but he ain’t
there. | look around Gailey's car too, but
he ain’t there either”

“This Dick you're askin’ about?” said
Cullop, who had also finished his labors
and was attacking a sandwich and a bottle
of ginger ale. “l saw him down at the
Western Union car when | went over to see
if my stuff was going all right. He'd won
some money— but it was in Chicago and he
borrowed a dollar from me to wire the
stakeholder and tell him to telegraph the
money right back. He wants it quick.”

“We're safe so far,” | said.

“Yes,” said Gus. “but Turl is still in
town. | see him eating supper at the Bam-
boo Cafe. So we ain't so safe as we t'ink
yet. Dis two-handed stud is not a good
game, for the hand which has got least
money. 0 Wch, O Weh. The Hawaiian
Hula-Hula Belles are having no show to-
night; they start for Lethbridge at eight
o'clock. So that is good. | see Dick by
the ringside with Nick Gailey’s girl, and
that is good too. If Nick Gailey's private
car would go back to Glacier Park to-night
| t'ink Dick would get on de next train an’
go too. But Nick Gailey stays here.”

“He’'s trying to buy the picture rights,” 1|
said.

“That is the bunk,” Gus remarked.
“These pictures may make money and
maybe not. | have been in the picture busi-
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ness myself and | know. Nick Gailey stays
here because these fight promoters are broke
and must borrow fifteen grand to pay the
internal revenue tax on the gate. Nobody
else in Shelby has got any money but Jack
Kearns. | think maybe Nick lends them
that fifteen grand if they can put up col-
lateral worth six times as much to cover
him. He ain't no speculative investor, this
Gailey.”

“Then let's go find Dick,” | said. “The
young fool—he's had most of his nonsense
knocked out of him but he’s still a bad
loser.”

“That ain’t so bad,” Gus protested. “Did
you stop to think, Clevie,'that these fellers
that take their loss and smile, they are very
nice and fine sports and all that, but it
never gets 'em nowhere. This here human
race we belong to would still be hanging
by its tails from the palm trees, Clevie, if
it was not for the bad losers that say, what
the hell, they trimmed me once but I go git
my money back. Yes. Only this boy does
not know enough in some way's to do that.
I would like to watch him.”

We passed out into the street, and here,
stumbling down the plank sidewalk toward
us, came Dick with the man mountain,
Henry Turl.

“Oh, Mr. Wells,” the boy called, “you
remember Mr. Turl, don't you? We're go-
ing to have another little game of stud.
Pie’'s given up his room and | wondered if
we could come up to yours—since it's the
only place | have just now.”

“You'd better save your money,”
vised him. “You know Mr. Piedelheimer,
don't you? Mr. Turl, Mr. Piedelheimer.
Gus and | were just going up to the room.
| have reason to believe that a friend has
left me a couple of bottles of Calgary beer
in the washbowl, with the cold water run-
ning.”

“Sounds good,”
his jovial laugh.

“Well, our game won’'t be in your way,”
said Dick firmly'. “You and Mr. Piedel-
heimer can drink the beer and we’'ll play on
my cot.”

“1 think maybe | like to play a little
stud,” said Gus, “to get my mind off the
boner | pulled when 1| bet Gibbons don't
last six rounds. You keep the beer cool,
Clevie, if you don’'t want to play.”

Glumly | gave in and we marched off up
the street, Gus and Mr. Turl ahead. The

| ad-

Mr. Turl bellowed with
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Main Street sidewalk was crowded, and as
Dick and | dropped farther behind | said to
him:

‘eDon't be a fool again. This fellow has
more money than you and he knows more
about the cards. Save that six hundred.
You'll need it—you and your girl.”

But he was inflexible.

“Six hundred isn’t much of a start,” he
insisted. “Besides, | have a hunch. This
is my lucky day—a mighty lucky day. Mr.
Wells—and 1 want to crowd my luck. [I'll
promise you this much -if 1 win I'll never
play stud again.”

“Fine. But if you don’'t win?”

He grinned.

“1 can still grow up with the country!”

“And with your girl,” | added. He
frowned.

“1f 1 win"

| stopped and dropped a hand on his
shoulder.

“Dick Cort, you wouldn't run off from
her again? Not even if you didn't have a
cent?”

“Do you think 1'd live on her money,
even if she did win ten thousand on the
fight?”

“If you're worth the powder to blow- you
up, you would.”

His face set.

“You and 1 have different ideas. Mr.
Wells. If | can’'t come to her honestly,
able to give her at least a little start-—-—- "

| cleared my throat.

“Dick,” | said, “your father------- ”

“Oh. don’t go preaching to me.
do you know about my father?"

What

“A lot,” 1 said. “Gus Piedelheimer
knows it. too. We all came from the same
town.”

He didn’'t believe me at first, but | must
have looked angry enough to convince him.

“We all came front the same town ” 1 re-
peated. “1 know all about your father. He
was a good fellow and a game sport. A
lot like you. But. .-on. you think gameness
is only a question of money, don't you—
and of sport? This girl'd give her eyes for
you but you're too proud to go to her with-
out a cent and ask her to run off with you
and let you live on her money till you get
a job. That's fine, but it's mighty dumb.
And your father wasn't dumb. It seems to
me a good sport would run off with that
girl anyway, no matter what luck he might
have in this stud game.”

He glared at me, still stubborn.

“Do you know how your father died?” |
asked.

“They told me he was killed in an auto-
mobile accident, with my mother and the
other children.”

“That's trup. But is that all they told
you?”
“Yes. What else is there?”

“Big Jim could have jumped,” | said,
“before the train hit the car. He was driv-
ing and they didn’'t have fore doors in those
days. But he didn't jump. The rest of
you were all massed on the back seat, with-
out a chance in the world, and your father
took that last second that would have saved
him to stand up and reach over and grab
you—ybu were the nearest—and throw you
out of the way of the train. That's why
you're here in Shelby, getting ready to
throw over your girl if you can't come to
her with a roll of money. If you do that,
I'll say you weren't worth wasting the life
of Big Jim Cort.”

He looked in my eyes, breathing deeply
for a moment or so. Then he trembled, al-
most collapsed.

“1 never knew that.” he whispered.
—he was great, wasn't he?”

“He was great,” 1 agreed, “but he was a
man of sense. He didn't save you to make
an ass of yourself.”

“1 won't,” he promised.
I'll go back to my girl."

“He

“Win or lose

CHAPTER XVI.

Gus and Mr. Turl were waiting at the
door of my room and as we all passed in we
found the beer in the washbowl.

“Not very cool yet,” said Mr. Turl, feel-
ing the bottles. *“ But keep the water run-
ning. You want to play, Mr. Wells?”

“You're over my head,” | said cheer-

lessly. “You can play three-handed, can't
you?”

“Sure,” .-aid Mr. Turl with his merry
laugh. “Who's got the cards?”

We all looked at each other. Nobody
had a deck.

“Send downstairs for some,” Mr. Turl
suggested.

“They don't keep ’'em,” said Gus. “I

tried 'em last night.”

Mr. Turl reached into his pocket.

“l've got a deck,” he said. “Carry 'em
with me all the time—1 play solitaire a
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good deal.
using my cards------- 7

“Not at all,” said Dick politely.
my head at Gus but he didn't see me.

“Good with me,” he said.

They sat down at the table and it ap-
peared that by some happy chance Mr.
Turl had some chips too.

“Whites a nickel, reds a quarter, blues a
dollar?” he asked. “Then if we feel like
goin’ higher we can use currency.”

| didn't like this at all but Gus and Dick
made no protest. | noticed, however, that
Gus looked keenly at the backs of the cards
as they were dealt. So did I. But I could
see nothing unusual in their design; they
looked like any other cards. And Gus,
acquainted with readers, saw nothing wrong
either; he let them play. Evidently we had
wronged Mr. Turl. He carried an honest
deck.

For a quarter of an hour the game was
rather tame. No big hands, no bets of
more than five dollars. Dick was doing bet-
ter than the others; he might have been
fifty or sixty dollars ahead. Then it was
Dick’s deal. Mr. Turl sat at his left; Dick
flicked him the top card, and the second
to Gus. | noticed that both of them
snatched their cards quickly, peered at them
eagerly, then held them under cover till the
second card fell. Dick was more careless;
he hadn't played stud as much as the older
men.

Gus had an ace showing, Dick a nine, Mr.
Turl a jack. Gus bet a dollar and Dick
raised him five. He might as well have had
his hole card face up too; even | knew
he had nines back to back. Mr. Turl stayed
along, Gus raised it twenty.

Suspicion began to creep over me. What
did I know of Gus Piedclheimer? 1 hadn't
seen him for fifteen years, before these last
few days in Shelby. He was genial and
apparently benevolent, but how far did that
go? After all, he had had an old feud with
Big Jim Cort—a feud in which Big Jim had
got the upper hand. Big Jim had died be-
fore Gus could even it up. And wasn't it
possible that the little fellow’s vindictive-
ness, nursed along through years of ups and
downs, was venting itself on Big Jim’'s boy?
He had invited himself into this stud game,
he was the first to run up the bets.

But Dick stayed and so did Mr. Turl.
On the next deal Dick got a seven-spot, Mr.
Turl a ten, Gus a five. Gus flung in another

If you gentlemen don't mind

| shook
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twenty, Dick stayed, and Mr. Turl raised it
fifty.

“Got the makin's of a little straight
here,” he observed with that earthquake
laugh. They both stayed and the next

deal gave Mr. Turl another ten, Gus another
five, and Dick a king.

“1 think that bust your straight,”
Gus.

“Well,” Mr. Turl roared pleasantly, “1'm
high, ain’t 1? Maybe my pair of tens
wins this pot. Come up, gents; come up a
hundred.”

“1 come up a hundred,” said Gus, “and
five hundred more.” He pulled out a roll of
bills that made Mr. Turl's eyes glitter.
Dick looked at his hole card, -sighed, and®
dropped. He had already put all his win-
nings into that pot, and some thirty dol-
lars out of his six hundred. But he had
only his pair of nines; Gus had fives and
an ace showing, and apparently an ace in
the hole; Mr. Turl had tens and a jack
showing, with perhaps another jack in the
hole. No place for a pair of nines.

But Mr. Turl saw the five hundred from
a roll as big as Gus’, and waited for the
last card.

“Jack or ten,” he chanted, “jack or ten.”

Dick flicked him an eight-spot, and Gus
a four. It was still fives and an ace show-
ing against tens and a jack.

Mr. Turl looked thoughtful.

“1 check it,” he said.

“l bet you five hundred,”
promptly.

Mr. Turl flung a thousand-dollar bill on
the table.

“1 don’'t believe you got that ace in the
hole,” he declared. “Come up five hun-
dred if you can beat two measly pair.”

Gus saw him and Mr. Turl urbanely faced
his hole card up— the third ten.

Gus shook his head.

“Aces back to back have ruined many a
man,” he muttered, and Dick nodded. As
for me, | felt like the keeper of a gambling
den. | wasn’t used to seeing so much money
cross my table. But it had gone too far
to stop, till somebody went broke. And
with the bets at this altitude there was no
doubt that Dick would go broke first. |
wanted to kill Gus Piedelheimer.

Mr. Turl's deal. The hole cards fell—
Gus’ to be caught up and peered at as usual
and covered with his hand for the instant
before there was another card to lay on it.

said

said Gus
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The cards showing were a six for Gus, a
queen for Dick, a ten for Mr. Turl.

“Watch the deal closely, gentlemen,” said
the operator from Fargo. “I ain’t got those
tens up my sleeve, however it looks.”

He laid his ten carefully over his hole
card and waited for Dick, who opened
gayly with five dollars.

“Start 'em low, son,” Mr. Turl advised,
“unless you want to scare us out. [I'll stay
with you, this once.”

Gus stayed too. An eight to Gus, a four
to Dick, an ace to Mr. Turl. The booming
laugh shook the windows.

“Ace. ten showing; well, well. An ace is
worth twenty, any time.”
> They stayed along, morosely. Another

six to Gus, jack to Dick, six to Mr. Turl.

“Ain’t | lucky,” said the dealer, “to give
myself your third six? What'll you offer
me for ft. huh? Still, vou got a pair. Your
bet.”

“1 t'ink,” Gus sputtered excitedly, “I
t'ink dis hand a pair is wort’ five hundred,
even if you did ketch de other.”

Dick glared at him.

“Are you trying to run me out?”

Gus faced him coldly.

“1 bet what I t'ink my hand is wort’. If
you don't like it, watch me.”

“Oh. I'll play,” Dick muttered, “if you
ever come down within reach. But | can't
stay on these.”

“Never mind, son,” said Mr. Turl geni-
ally. “I'll see him—and raise him a thou-
sand. These tens are lucky— 1 kind of feel
I'll get another. And | come from the Red
River, where we play 'em when we got
rem.”

Gus looked depressed, and | was glad. It
came hard, but by now | was rooting for
Mr. Turl. | hated Gus. But he was game,
anyway. He saw the raise. Gus now had
two sixes and an eight, Mr. Turl an ace,
ten, six showing. There was three thousand
and seventy-five dollars in the pot.

The top card came to Gus. It was a
ten and he sighed with deep relief. Mr.
Turl dealt himself a trey.

“Still your bid,” he said.

Gus rubbed his nose.

“Maybe you got another of them tens
buried,” he said, ‘ but damn if | believe it.
T bet you a thousand.”

Mr. Turl laughed merrily as he dug
into his roll and began counting out the
hundreds.

“Comes higher than that, brother.
Comes higher than that. A thousand more."

“You t'ink you run me out wid my pair
of sixes,” Gus spluttered. “I ain't afraid
of your ace high. Whoop la!l Up she goes.
| raise you twenty-five hundred.”

Mr. Turl's mahogany face faded to.
cherry and from that to birch. He had
thirty-five hundred dollars in there already,
and hardly more than twenty-five hundred
left in his roll. Also, on the cards show-
ing, Gus had him beat. He studied, and
grunted, took out a cigar and began chewing
it unlit.

“Well,” said Gus. “hurry up yet. Clevie
here wants to go to bed.”
“1 don’'t believe you got it,” said Mr.

Turl finally. “Here's your twenty-five hun-
dred. And here’'s my hole card. | got a
pair of aces. Beat it?”

“Oh, yes.” said Gus mildly. “I1 got that

other six in the hole.”

And he had, too. Mr. Turl put his flat-
tened roll away, trying to laugh.

“1 guess | better save the rest of this,”
he said, “if | want to eat goin' back to
Fargo. Gimme my cards.”

“l like to play some more,” said Gus.
“and Clevie here got so excited he forgot
the beer. Pass it around. Clevie. Smoke
your cigar, Mr. Turl. Maybe Dick like to
play some more.”

“Sure 1'd like to play,” said Dick. “Only
I've under six hundred. No thousand-dol-
lar bets.”

| tried to dissuade him but he wouldn’t
listen.

“WE play a ten-dollar limit,” Gus sug-
gested. “That way we get a good run for
our money.”

So they played and Mr. Turl and |
watched them. On the face of our friend
from Fargo there gradually grew a great
bewilderment; for at that ten-dollar limit
Dick was winning four hands out of five.
In half an hour he had fifteen or eighteen
hundred dollars. Mr. Turl's face cleared,
as if he was beginning to see a ray of sun-
light through the clouds.

“l1 got to go,” he announced.
have the cards.”

“Then we'd have to stop.” said Gus, “be-
fore 1 get any of my money back. We buy
the cards.”

“1 don’'t want to sell 'em.”

Gus’ eyes bored into him.

“Why you don’'t want to sell 'em. huh?

“Let me
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They ain't your lucky deck—anybody can
see that. We take ten dollars out of the
next pot for the cards. Then you're nine
twenty-five ahead already.”

Mr. Turl assented, took his ten out of the
next pot— which Gus won—and stalked out.

“Good luck, gentlemen,” he called from
the door. “Keep it a friendly game.”

And they stuck to the limit for a hand
or-two more. Then Dick dealt, carelessly
dropping his own second card beside his
hole card, fumbling with them as he looked
at the buried one, and coming up with an
impassive face. He had a king of clubs
showing; Gus' was a nine of diamonds.

“Ten dollars on the king,” he announced.

“Startin’ high, hey?” said Gus.

“Sure. Let's have some action.”

Gus stayed and caught a seven of dia-
monds on the next deal. Dick’'s was a four
of spades.

“Make it twenty,” Dick suggested.

“1 might have a straight flush,” said Gus,
peering at his hole card. “Up a hundred.”

“And a hundred more.”

“Dis is carryin’ a choke too far,” said
Gus. “I see you only.”

Gus caught the queen of diamonds, Dick
a ten of clubs.

“A hundred,” said Dick grimly.

“And five hundred more,” said Gus.

| leaned across the table.

“No more of that, Gus.
over when Big Jim died.”

Dick pushed me back with a powerful
hand.

“Get out,” he muttered between clenched
teeth. “If he wants a war, let him have
a war. Here's your five hundred.”

Each of them had eight hundred and
thirty dollars in the pot now. The last
card fell—a four of diamonds to Gus, a
king of hearts to Dick. The boy drew a
long breath. He had a pair of kings show-
ing. Gus had four diamonds. And a flush
is a rare hand in stud.

“Five hundred on the king of hearts,”
he said.

Gus frowned at his four diamonds, looked
at his hole card, and then laid three thou-
sand-dollar bills on the table.

“Raise you twenty-five
snarled.

| leaned across the table and caught his
collar.

“Gus, you miserable rat, you can't pull
that trick. You know he hasn’t more than

Your war was

hundred,” he
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five or six hundred. Pick up your busted
flush and get out. Quick, now!”

Big Jim’s boy laid his hand on my shoul-
der and flung me clear back across the
couch.

“I'll see him,” he said. “He -won't run
me out. I'll be a little bit shy, but | give
you my word, if you have got that fifth dia-
mond, I'll pay you to-morrow. Will that
satisfy you?”

Gus grinned shrewdly.

“That’'s good enough. Big Jim’s boy
never would go back on his word. But
stop and t'ink, son. You’'ll be a good bit
shy. Take you a long time to pay it back,
maybe—unless you figure on holdin’ up
Jack Kearns in a dark alley.”

“Dick,” 1 interrupted, “there's only one
place where you can get two thousand dol-

lars, to-morrow or any other time. You
wouldn’'t do that.”
“Go to hell,” he said fiercely. “I'm play-

ing this hand. There you are, Mr. Piedel-
heimer. I'm nineteen hundred and forty
dollars shy; but 1 give you my word I'll
pay you to-morrow if you've got that fifth
diamond.”

Gus shriveled by the moment as we
looked at him. Suddenly he swept up his
hand— unseen hole card and all—and thrust
it into his pocket.

“1 might have knowed 1 couldn’t bluff
Big Jim’s boy,” he muttered. “You got all
Turl’'s money, but you don’'t get my money.
Your dad done enough of dat. Good night,
Clevie.”

The door slammed behind him and left
Dick Cort staring dazed at a table that
held five thousand dollars—all his. He
looked at it—and then he collapsad, sob-
bing, his head in his arms. | swept up the
ashes and cigar stubs and threw them into
the cuspidor; washed out the beer glasses;
pottered around as much as | could, and
then came back to lay a hand on his shoul-
der.

“Buck up, kid.
It's all over.”

He looked up at me, the tears running
down his cheeks.

“You said it, Mr. Wells. | give you my
word I'll never play stud again—and I'll
give it to Rose to-morrow, to make it stick.”

“Good,” | said. “For you'd have felt
pretty mean going to her for a couple of
thousand, if he had happened to have that
fifth diamond.”

Pull yourself together.
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“1 wouldn’t,” said Dick. “I'd have shot
myself.”

I shook my head.

“She’'d a good deal rather have had you
take her two thousand.”

“1 know it,” he admitted, “but it wouldn't
have been right. You've got to start right
and fair and clean, when you get married.
And you needn’'t tell me that sort of thing
doesn't pay. because look at Tom Gib-
bons.”

“Have it your own way,” | conceded.
“You. aren’'t going to shoot yourself, and

you've got the money: so let it go. Let's go
to bed. I'm done out.”
“Have another cigarette first,” he sug-

gested diffidently. “l want—1 want you to
tell me about my father.”

CHAPTER XVII.

1 had had little sleep that past week and
the Fourth had been a hard day. When |
woke next morning it was ten o’clock, and
there was no sign of Dick or his baggage. |
dressed hurriedly and started down Main
Street; and outside fight headquarters, in
the mob lounging around the door, | found
Gus.

“You lookin’ for Dick?” he asked. “I
see him and the girl come out of the court-
house, 'bout a quarter of an hour ago. They
had something with 'em.”

“A marriage license?" | asked.

“A marriage certificate. Mullane tells
me. They got him and Cullop to be wit-
nesses.”

“Where are they now?"

“O Weh, 0 Wetil They gone down to the
private car to break the news.”

I ran down to the station. A Glacier
Park train was just pulling out and Nick
Gailey's private car was coupled on the end.

The young people saw me as the train
gathered headway and waved me good-by;
they called something, but 1 couldn’t hear
it. | stood watching a moment, then swung
about—and found little Gus behind me,
chewing reflectively on a toothpick.

“1t is a queer world, Clevie, ain't it? Old
Nick Gailey takes Big Jim’s boy into the
family; Jack Kearns takes less money than
he said he would take: Tod Maree bets ten
thousand on his own prediction and is
trimmed; and Tommy Gibbons stays fif-

teen rounds with Dempsey. You don't
know what's what.”

I waved at the vanishing train.

“You couldn’t tell that to Dick and Rose.
They know what's what—youth and love
and courage and playing the game straight
and living dean.”

“Yes,” said Gus slowly. “It is good that
young people should believe those things.
But it is also good that some of us old fel-
lers that have learned to read the backs of
the cards should be around to help 'em out
already.”

| stared at him blankly.

“Why, Gus, were those readers?”

“My God, Clevie, are you so dumb you
don’t know that?”

He grinned.

“You thought | was a mean low-life bum.
huh? | knew what | was doin’. But at that
ten-dollar limit it went very slow and |
got sleepy and wanted to go to bed. So I
hurried it up in one last hand; for |I knew
that Big Jim’s boy would not lay down no
matter how high she went.”

“Gus,” | said fiercely, “you picked up that
last hand before we saw your hole card!”

He grinned sheepishly, thrust his hand
into his pocket, and brought out five cards
—a diamond flush, ace high.

I could say nothing.

“Well,” said Gus irritably, “now what is
wrong? Big Jim was a good feller and this
is a good bov. All what | lost him was
Turl’'s money and | got a couple thousand
of Turl's money left to pay me for my eve-
ning. Also | learn something for my edu-
cation, which is that there is such a thing as
being too good already. That was the way
with Turks readers.”

“1 looked at the backs when you first
started to play.” | confessed, “but I couldn’t
see anything.”

"Of course not. It was very well hid. A
good design. Coo good. For Turl, when
T hide my hole card so quick, has only a
split second to see the mark in; and he is
not quick enough. Ordinary readers he
could see, but these was too good. And so
I trim him.”

“But you could read them,” | said.

“Sure. | have had practice, and it cost
me a lot of money. So now | am educated.
Owl’s eyes. Clevie. They see in the dark.”

The complete hook-length novel in the next issue will be “The Rogue’'s Badge,” by
Charles Neville Buck.



Once Across the Border

By Henry Herbert Knibbs

Author of ""When Carnun Sang- in Sandoval”

“Smoky Steps Out" Etc.

The papers called the affair on the Santa Cruz road
a fight—but “Smoky” called it by a harsher name.

E had nothing in common but the
W grub, and he ate most of that,”
declared “Smoky.” “So while Ve
stayed in the shack, drawing doYvn
wages for doing nothing, | got acquainted
with a homed toad and did most of my
talking to it, which is all 1 got to say about
the guy | was supposed to camp With out
there on the east line of the Patton ranch
— Yvhich is doY\n in Arizona close to the bor-
der.”

“What did he look like?”

“The toad? Why, he was a regular guy,”
said Smoky. In the depths of Smoky’s dark
eyes a spark of humor gloYYed. “What I
mean. 1'd hate to tell you what the other
fella looked like. You see, | wouldn't be
doing him justice, because my eyes got kind
of biased trying not to look at him, so when
| did have to look at him he showed queer
to me. Not a bad-looking hombre, for a
cow-puncher, but Yvhen you just naturally
bale a fella your judgment as to his looks
ain't got the right focus. So one morning,
early, I threw my saddle on old Aneroid and
lit out across the flats for Nogales. Some of
those flats was tilted up on edge, but------- "

“Aneroid is the next stop, Smoky.”

“Oh, him! What | mean, a government
surveyor down in the Mokiones showed me

how to Ywork one of those aneroid barome-
4A—POP.

ters, once. When he told me it was an
aneroid | figured at first that it was some
kind of a disease, like tonsilitis, or the
heaves, or something. What | mean, a sur-
veyor catches most everything in a rough
country: elevations, and depressions, and
triangulation, and bench marks, and alti-
tude, and such. When | found out that that
aneroid Yvas used to find out the altitude I
kneYv right then Yvhat | ought to call the
horse 1 was riding. So | called him Aneroid.
His first name was Soapweed, because he
was kind of hard to set on. | sold him io a
Mexican, down in Nogales.”

We Yvere sitting on the crest of a hill over-
looking a considerable portion of southern
California. To the left YWas the dim blue
line of the sea. Directly below us lay the
valley floor, patched with green and gold—
alfalfa and ripening grain. Round about us
on the crest grew sage and greasewood be-
hind us our horses moved about lazily,
munching the occasional clumps of short,
dry grass. A little lizard shot out from a
crevice and perched, motionless, on the ihin
edge of an upturned slab of rock. “It ain't
so different------- " said Smoky musingly.
Then he added, “up here.”

Smoky had mentioned Nogales, one of
the border gateways. When Smoky men-
tions Arizona it is a sign that the placid
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monotony of life in southern California has
become too burdensome to bear. Arizona
to him means the zest of adventure, activity,
and keen memories of camp and trail and
hazard. And there he is at home, either in
retrospect, or the saddle. Incidentally,
Smoky is a cow-puncher, and while he has
been railroad man, horseshoer—and a good
one— rancher, and buck private in France,
he is first, last and always a puncher. Then
why doesn’'t he return to Arizona? Why
didn’t Ulysses return to his old fields of for-
tune and blind chance? Ask Penelope.
“What | mean,” began Smoky suddenly,
“the hardest thing a fella has to do is to
get used to himself. Those guys that say
they can tell what a man is and what he’s
like to do by the color of his eyes or the
slant of his handwriting make me tired.
Why, here | been living with myself for
twenty-eight years and 1'd hate to bet a
nickel | could tell what I'm like to do next.
When | sold Aneroid to that Mex in
Nogales, do you suppose | had any idea |
was going to get mixed up in the worst mess
| ever put my foot into? | sold Aneroid
because | was broke and he wasn't. 1| in-
vested some of the change in tequila so as
to get up my nerve enough to eat the stuff
they call food down across the line. After
one drink of tequila you can eat chiles raw,
and honest, they taste cod. What | mean,
after eating the frijoles and huevos con
chile, and a couple of tamales for luck, I
took some more tequila so | could forget
what | ate. But | forgot more than that.
“Not that | was lighted up any. | was
as sober as I am now and feeling a whole
lot better. But | felt powerful strong, like
that there bunch of muscles over the front
door of the Los Angeles Athletic Club. |
could have shook hands with a rhinoceros
and made him blink. 1 felt kind of keen
and brainy, too. The old town commenced
to look good to me. | was feeling so inter-
ested in folks that I got acquainted with a
sporty young white guy that was hanging
around ‘Red’ Mulch’s place. lie might have
been a tout or a cardman, by his clothes,
but he wasn't just then. He was Red
Mulch’s son-in-law, which was evidence
enough 'to hang him in a white man’s court.
But he hung out in Nogales. If | hadn't
ate so much | wouldn’'t have fallen for him
like I did. What | mean, | forgot to re-
member to forget the talk he gave me about
being able to use a dark-complected young

fella about my size and age who savvied
Mexican talk. And I sure had been through
enough to know better than to listen to him,
over there across the line where they play
every crooked game that was ever invented
and spend the rest of the time inventing
new ones. ‘There’s a hundred bucks in the
job—and one night's work for a handy
man,’ he says.

“1 told him 1 felt pretty handy, just then,
and that | wasn’t too polite to take a hun-
dred dollars for a short run across the line.
What | mean, when a guy over across the
border which is a stranger to you meets up
with you and talks about a job, you can
figure that it means smuggling liquor, China-
men, or Kkilling somebody that is making
trouble for the underground railway gang.
Now when | smuggle liquor across the Sine
a revenue officer would have to use an
X-ray machine to find out where | carry it.
And he'd sure have to perform a surgical
operation to confiscate it. As for China-
men, not so many of 'em get into this coun-
try that it does any harm—but smuggling
humans into a country is worse than run-
ning stolen cattle across You see, you
can kill and eat the cattle. And seeing there
mes plenty of Mexican talent around Juarez
that would bump off a man for ten dollars I
couldn’t see that | was wanted for that kind
of a job. What | mean, | forgot to remem-
ber that raising your eyebrows and rais-
ing the ante are both signs of curiosity and
that doing both at once is bad poker. But
that flashy young sport had got my tequila
excited and curious. | knew it—but the
tequila didn't care.

“I'm saying his name was Parsons, but
it wasn't. What | mean, he said it was, but
that wasn't what they put on the books at
the coroner’s inquest.

“Parsons was married to Red Mulch’s
girl and she had red hair and kind of green
eyes—and | never did like tarantulas, no-
how. Parsons had it pretty soft, with all
the drinks he needed and some extra; and
fresh laundry every day, and eats, and
everything. But like most of them fellas
that has it soft he wasn't satisfied with just
living. He was out to make some dough on
the side. Some fellas get the idea that be-
cause the international boundary is an in-
visible line it ain't there. But it is, and
once or twice the Texas Rangers have made
some of the renegades on both sides of it
think it was a stone wall a mile high, and



ONCE ACROSS

no footholds to climb. But here | sit talking
about Red Mulch and Parsons and Nogales
just like it was in front of you, and you
could see it all, like I can. What | mean,
Red Mulch, with a face about the color of
pigskin, and not a spear of hair on him
above his collar—no eyebrows, or hair on
his head— looked as near like a prize Duroc
boar as anything that ever wore pants and
a shirt. He ran the biggest saloon in
Nogales and had a Mexican that he paid
regular wages to watch every stranger that
stayed in town longer than a day. He lived
in rooms back of the saloon and his girl
did the cooking and housework for the out-
fit, with a Mexican woman to help.

“ Everything was going smooth that after-
noon, with Parsons and me sitting at one of
those little tables toward the back smoking
and talking about horses— this here Parsons
had been a tout for a while over at Tia
Juana—when Parson's wife drifted in from
the street, stopped at the bar and talked
with her dad for a minute or two, and then
she came over to our table and sat down,
giving me a hard look out of those green
eyes. Parsons introduced her to me and
said | was looking for a job, and he had one
that he thought would suit me. | said right
quick that 1 was thinking about it and that
if somebody would slip the blind up | would
like to take a good look at the proposition
before | jumped. The woman nudged Par-
sons, which meant slow steam ahead. |
didn’t aim to see anything, but he told her
I was all right and that all 1 had to do
was to take a message to a man across the
border about eleven o’clock that night.

“ ‘Then you're going to do it?’ said the
woman, giving her husband a hard look like
she gave me.

“ ‘Clean the slate,’ he says.
won't be any comeback.’

“‘That's all right,’ | said, ‘but I'd like
to get one good slant at the slate—before
it gets too dark to see good.’

“ ‘Why, there’s nothing to it,’ says Par-
sons, giving his wife the eye. ‘All you got to
do is to take a message to a guy over the
line and then come back here and get the
hundred. 1I'm trusting you by letting you
in on this, and you're trusting me, which
is fair enough. I never double crossed a
man in my life.

“Now | wouldn’'t 'a’ trusted that slick
Mr. Parsons as far as | could kick a saddle
blanket, and as for double crossing— 1 guess

‘Then there
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that was about all he did for a living. But
it was up to me to let on 1 was green and
to make him think I was willing to tackle
most anything for money; only, | knew if
I overplayed the ‘show-me’ stuff or acted
too willing to bite 1 would stand about as
much chance of getting out of Red Mulch’s
place on my feet as a chicken in the oven.
What I mean, when you let yourself listen
to a lead like Parsons gave me, you got
to follow it to the finish or you're in bad
from the start. And | figured he was des-
perate to get hold of somebody to take that
message across— somebody that didn't know
the ropes, and that section of the country
—or he wouldn’t talk to me at all. | won-
dered why some Mexican couldn’t take the
message instead of me. The woman was
looking at me kind of curious, studying me,
I guess. Anyhow | made like I was coming
out of it and so | got up and said | guessed
I'd take a walk and think it over. She and
Parsons gave each other the quick eye.
Then he laughed. ‘All right,” he says, ‘but
don’t get too much liquor in you, so you
can't ride. And if you get out of cash, just
drop in and TII fix you up.’

“‘l told 'em I'd sure come back and
thanked ’'em for giving me the chance to
make a little dough. ‘But I sold my horse,
| said, ‘and you talked like | would have to
do some riding.’

“ ‘Don’t worry about that,’ says Parsons.

“So | drifted, knowing that somebody
would keep an eye on me till I showed up
again at Red Mulch’s. | stopped in at two
or three places around town and had two
or three drinks and the more | thought
about how Parsons had come at me so quick
the more | figured that it was a .case of
double cross or he wouldn't risked letting a
stranger in on it. And his telling me to
come back for the hundred was where he
made a mighty poor play. | figured he did
it to see if 1 would fall for such a proposi-
tion and not because he wouldn’t pay the
dough. But he overlooked a bet—which
was that I might figure he said to come back
and collect to make me think T wasn't run-
ning the risk of not coming back. 1 framed
up my talk with him as | sifted around
town, with a Mexican following me and
trying to make out he wasn’t, and about six
that evening | anvbled into Red Mulch’s
and said | was hungry. Parsons wasn't
there, but his wife was, and she seemed to
have changed a whole lot since | had seen
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her last. She acted friendly, which | took
to be part of the game. She had the Mexi-
can woman fetch in some supper to one
of the tables in the back, and she said her
husband was out on business but would be
in about ten that evening.

She was sitting at the table with me but
she didn’t eat anything. Red Mulch was
tending bar, up in front. | noticed that
every once in a while he would slant a look
at us back there, as if he would like to hear
what we were talking about. Pretty soon
she lit a cigarette and talked at me through
the smoke. She started in easy, asking me
about my folks, and one or two towns
across the line. | answered her straight, and
being a woman | guess she knew it. She
did some good acting, at that. | guess she
fooled her father. 1 know she fooled me, at
first. ‘I would have stood for running the
chinks across,” she was saying, after telling
me that it was smuggling Chinamen that her
husband was up to, ‘but I won’'t stand for
having ’em butchered by revenues on the
other side, which is just what Bert has
framed.’

“‘So that is the game?’ | said. ‘And I
was to take the message to the revenue
officer that would start the fireworks?

“'You ain't so green as Bert thought
you were,” she said. ‘But | had you sized
up right. You're taking it too cool, right
now, for a guy that hasn't been there and
back a couple of times. I'm putting you
wise because if you do take that message
across you won't live long enough to know
what happened. |1've stood for a hell of a
lot since | married Parsons, but this deal is
too raw for me. Do you get it? Bert and
another guy are running ten chinks across
to-night. Bert quits the outfit at the line.
The chinks are dressed like Cholas. You
were to give the revenues the tip that a
bunch of Cholas are running a big shipment
of booze across, just east of the railroad.
Bert's pardner is to take the chinks to Dow-
ney’s where they’ll have two machines wait-
ing. Bert is double crossing his own pard-
ner in this deal—and this is where | quit.’

“l told her I didn't blame her for quit-
ting, and | kept right on eating and drink-
ing my coffee and acting like we was talk-
ing about the weather; and she sure played
her part, handing me that talk without a
thing on her face to show how she felt
about it. | wanted to believe that she was
handing it to me straight but | was suspi-

cious. So | asked her what she would do if
she was in my place. She said she would
play the game right up to taking the note
from her husband and then cross the border
into the United States and keep on riding
north.

“‘You don't like it any too well down
here, yourself,” | said, being entitled to a
guess or two from what she had told me.
She gave me a quick look and | think she
would have smiled if she hadn’'t been out
of practice. She lit another cigarette and
had the Mexican woman fetch her a cup of
coffee.

“ ‘It wasn't so bad, before I married Par-
sons,’ she told me. ‘My old man had a hard
name before we came here, but he used to
listen to me once in a while. Parsons has
got it on him and he has to do about what
Bert tells him to. Bert would kill me if he
knew | was telling you this. The only rea-
son | can tell you, right here with my old
man watching us, is that Bert told me that
if you came back to jolly you along till he
showed up. You see, kid, I'm giving you
straight dope.””

Smoky paused and sat gazing across the
valley. The wide brim of his hat was pulled
down, shading his face from the hot sun.
| handed him a sack of tobacco and papers.
He took them mechanically, and mechani-
cally he made a cigarette and lighted it. He
flicked the match at the little lizard perched
on the rock. Neither of us 6aw the lizard
move, yet he wasn't there.

“Just like that,” said Smoky, smiling. To
have prompted him would have made him
conscious that he was telling a story—and
I didn't want him to tell a story— | wanted
him to talk. So | lay back on the warm
earth and closed my eyes, endeavoring to
picture Nogales, the adobes, the natives,
and Red Mulch’s place. Smoky nudged my
arm. | opened my eyes. The lizard was
back on the rock again.

“Funny thing about lizards, and side-
winders and desert turtles. They can't
stand much heat,” observed Smoky. “They
all take to the shade when it gets too hot.”

“We seem to be making it all right,” 1
said.

“It was cool in Red Mulch’'s. When he
didn’t have anybody to wait on, at the bar,
he used to get an old sprinkling pot, like
they use to water flowers with, and sprin-
kle the floor. Business was kind of slack
along about then, so he got the sprinkling
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pot and started at the front and worked
back to where we was. He was swishing
the sprinkler around when the girl spoke to
him. ‘This hombre,” she says, ‘is willing to
take that note over across, but he says he
would first like to have a little cash in
advance.’

“ ‘Bert'll fix that,’ says Red Mulch, blink-
ing at me with his little green eyes.

“*All right' 1 told him. carelesslike.
hurry.’

“The girl gave me a kind of a friendly
look and got up and went back to the
kitchen. Red Mulch kept on sprinkling, and
honest, when he passed me on his way back
to the bar a chill ran up and down my back.
There was something about that there hair-
less old carcass that gave me the shivers.
What | mean, | don't mind a tough hombre
if he is a live one; but those dead ones,
walking around like a morgue on wheels,
are like putting your hand on a cold snake
in the dark.

“The supper and the hot coffee had kind
of got the tequila quieted down, so | could
think without getting too enthusiastic about
anything or anybody, including myself.
Long about eight o’'clock business was lively
up in front— mostly the kind who figure
they can see more sights after dark than in
the daytime. Red Mulch was busy passing
it out and taking it in. | was sitting at
the little table where |1 had supper, thinking
about the bunch of Chinamen Parsons was
going to run across the border and figuring
that he was getting something like two
hundred dollars a head for the job. which
would make it a couple of thousand; and
how he had it framed to lip off the revenue
officers on the other side about the ma-
chines that would be waiting at Downey’s
ranch, and how, most like, that pardner of
Parsons’ and the men driving the machine
would put up a fight if they was cornered
by the border patrol...when Parsons’ wife
slipped in from the rooms a! the back and
said there was a man outside that wanted
to see me. T followed her cut through the
kitchen and there was the Mexican that had
bought Aneroid. And he sure looked like
Exhibit A in a damage suit against a rail-
road. If he had stepped off a ten-story
building and lit on his face he couldn’'t
looked much worse. 1 seen right away that
he’d had some considerable trouble with
Aneroid and that the altitude had been too
much for him.

‘No
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“He told me in what you might call
broken Spanish that he wanted his money
back, and that | could go to hell with the
horse as soon as | liked. You see, his
face was mostly peeled where he'd slid on
it and what wasn't peeled was swelled
up so that he couldn't see good un-
less he tilted his head back; and his jaw
didn't work any too good, but | savvied
what was on his mind. | was going to tell
him that he wasn’'t the man | sold Aneroid
to, and didn’'t want to buy a horse, anyway,
when the woman stepped up and asked him
in Mex how much he paid .for the mistake.
He tells her ten bucks and she reached down
and came up with the cash.

“1 didn't catch on at first but when she
told the Mexican to put old Aneroid in the
corral back of the adobe I got a hunch that
her mind was working, all right. When |
came back from seeing that the Mexican
didn’t steal the saddle and bridle I thanked
her for taking care of the financial end of
it. She kind of laughed and slipped a bill
into my hand. ‘Get me some overalls and
a shirt and a hai and leave them here,” and
she motioned hack toward the corral. |
went on around the end of the house and
out to the front. T tried every store down
the street but they were all closed. |
thought that was queer, for you can rfiost
always get into one of those hand-me-down
joints any time up to twelve at night. Later
I found out that there was some kind of a
fiesta or saint's day or something going on
that evening. Not wanting to show myself
down the line too much | cut to a back
street and started for Red Mulch’s place.
| had been away mebby halt an hour, trying
to get into a store.

“All of a sudden 1 humped into somebody
that just about fell out of an alley into un-
arms. Not knowing what the game was I
just pulled back and shot a straight one for
where his chin ought to be. It was there.
‘Overalls and a shirt,” says 1 to myself. And
T dragged the sleeper back into the alley and
took off his clothes so he could sleep more
comfortable. Then 1 made a run for the
back of Red Mulch’s, dumped the bundle by
the corral and came around to the front and
went in and got the bill changed at the
bar. Tnoticed that my knuckles was skinned
some.

“1 was standing at the bar listening to a
couple of conversational drunks trying to
tell each other something which neither of
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'em understood when in walks a Mexican
with nothing on him but the shadow from
the lamps in Red Mulch’s joint. | said he
walked in but it was more like one of those
glides that those barefoot girl dancers do
before they fall down in a heap about the
size of a handkerchief with a knot in it,
which is a sign that you ought to give 'em
a hand, the dance being over. What I
mean, the Mexican got a hand, all right.
Everybody clapped and somebody com-
menced to whistle a hula-hula. Then it
come to me sudden that | had seen that
hombre before, once, and that | had met him
twice. His face was peeled and where it
wasn't peeled it was swelled up and kind
of twisted. He had sure played in hard
luck that day; first Aneroid had pitched him
on his face for a home run and then | had
had to clean him, not knowing who he was.
Then, mebby it all looked funny to those
rounders at the bar, but it didn’'t look so
darned funny to me. | stepped up to the
Mexican and asked him what was the trou-
ble. He said somebody shot him and stole
his clothes. | swung round on the crowd
and the noise let up. | figured that that
Mexican had had about enough, without
being razzed by a bunch of soaks.

“ ‘He says somebody beat him up and
took his clothes and his money, | says to
them. ‘The price of admission to this show
is a dollar a seat and I'm taking five =eats
—one for myself and four 'for the short
skates that will try to duck the ante.” And
I took off my lid and dropped a five-dollar
bill into it. Every man in the room came
in for a dollar or better, except Red Mulch.
When | passed the hat to him he reached
out and took it and dumped the money on
the bar.

“‘I'll take care of this till he sobers up,’
says Red Mulch, without counting the
dough. I sure felt like knocking his hoops
off, just to see him fall to pieces, but I
knew his man would get me if | started
anything. So | raked the dough back.

“ *Old Chile-con-carne gets the dough, this
journey,” | said to Red Mulch, and | was
wondering how the Mexican was going to
get home with the boodle and no clothes
when a couple of Mexican wimmen with
shawls on their heads comes Kki-yi-in' into
the cantina. One of 'em took a look at Old
Chile and let out a scream, and | knew it
was his wife. | sure felt mean, but | had
to bluff it out.

“ ‘Your man has been robbed but he ain’t
hurt,” I told her in Spanish. ‘We got every-
thing back except his clothes. Here's the
dinero. You better let him take your shawl
so he won't catch cold going home.” She
didn’t savvy all that had happened, but she
took the money and sacked it in her hand-
kerchief. | tied her old black shawl around
her husband and she took hold of him and
started him down the street. The other
woman had left, pronto.

“A beefy sport with one chin too many
and a suit of clothes that would have
stopped traffic in Los Angeles slaps me on
the shoulder. ‘You're all right, kid!" he
says, like he was telling me something |
didn’'t know. ‘Have a drink.’

“ ‘With you?' | asks him.

“ ‘Sure!” he says, flashing a roll, which
showed he was weak in the head.

“1 told him | guessed I wouldn't, because
I didn't want him to change his opinion of
me; and he got sore, like I figured he would.
Mebby it was because when he slapped me
on the shoulder he hit the edge of the shoul-
der holster I was packing under my shirt.
What | mean, he turned to one of his friends
that was used to that kind of nickel-plated
talk. | guess | was on edge from things
coming so fast and plenty. And | kpew
that things would be coming faster before
the clock in the steeple struck one.

“Long about ten o’clock, while | was sit-
ting in the back end of the room expecting
to see Parsons show up and getting cock-
eyed from trying to watch the back door
with one eye and the front door with the
other, without turning my head, Parsons’
wife slipped in. She stopped for a minute
at my table. ‘Take the Santa Cruz road
after you leave here, Don’'t take the
Nogales road.” And she sailed on and up
to the end of the bar and spoke to her dad.
You see, she figured I would stick, after she
told me how Parsons had it framed to mas-
sacre those Chinamen and his pardner. |
was willing to stick, all right, but I didn’t
aim to get stuck. While | was trying to
figure out what | could do to block Par-
sons’ game | chanced to look up. The door
down beyond the end of the bar, toward tha
back, was open, for it "'was a warm night.
The light from inside showed on the ground,
a little ways out from the door—and | was
willing to swear | saw Aneroid, with a slim
kind of young fella on him, slip past the
patch of light. | was willing to swear that
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the young fdla on Aneroid was Parsons’
wife, because | caught a flash of the stir-
rup and it was a woman’s foot in that
stirrup and not a man’s. It happened
quick and kind of upset my figuring for a
spell. If she was gone and Parsons came in
and found she was gone | could see where
things would begin to pop.

“1 wondered what she was up to. She
wouldn't be going over across to tip off
the revenue folks, because that would mean
an ambush at Downey’s ranch, and killing.
I remembered that she told me Parsons was
to quit the outfit on the Mexican side and
that his pardner was to take the chinks
across. Which looked like Parsons would
quit the outfit, swing over to Red Mulch’s,
hand me the message for the American
officers, and then stay right where he was
with nobody left alive to tell that he had
a hand in the deal. | thought mebby his
wife figured she could head off the chinks
before they crpssed the Santa Cruz road.
Likewise, | figured she counted on me to
make Parsons think | was going to carry
the message to the revenue folks for him.
That meant he wouldn’t find out that she
had blocked his game until the chinks were
safe.

“First thing | knew- a Mexican came
through the side doorway and up to me and
told me Parsons was outside and wanted to
see me. | went on out and Parsons was
there standing back from the light and hold-
ing a horse that was blowing pretty hard.
He hands me an envelope. ‘Take that to

Jake Hall. He’'ll be in the office just across
the line,” he tells me. ‘Say that Garcia sent
you.’

“1 told him all right, but how about half
of the cash going and the other half when
| reported back? He stalled for a minute
and then he stepped into the saloon. | fig-
ured that if he found out his wife had left
I had sure spilled the beans. Pretty soon
he came out in a hurry. ‘Know where Nel-
lie is?" he asks me.

“‘You mean your wife?’ | says. ‘Why,
she said something about going to the fiesta,
when we were having supper together this
evening.'

“ ‘Fiesta, hell!” he says. ‘Just hold on
a minute,! for | was just about ready to
step up on the horse. | didn't like the
way he said it so | swung up quick. He
grabbed for the bridle. 1 kicked him in
the face and he went down. Out of the
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corner of my eye | saw the Mexican's el-
bow move, like he was going for his gun,
so | lit out, and the minute that horse
stretched himself | knew | was on a good
one. The shot | expected didn’'t come, but
I knew what would come—and that would
be Parsons and his gunman, and cold turkey
for mine if they got a crack at me. What
I mean, they would claim T stole a horse—
which 1 did.

“So | just naturally lit a shuck down the
Santa Cruz road, wondering whether |
would get it from in front or from behind.
I knew | was like to ride into Parsons’ pard-
ner and the chinks, where'l’d be unpopular
before they found out who they shot. And
Parsons might come boiling up from behind
most any minute—only he'd have to ride
some. The worst of it was | didn't know
the country south of the line. Once across
the border | was all right, but | wasn't
across. Somehow | can think faster when
I'm on a horse than when |I'm afoot, mebby
because a fella that has ever worked cattle
or chased wild horses has got to think fast
when he’s riding if he ever expects to be
called grandpa and raise whiskers and
oranges in California.

“1 was sitting pretty and letting the wind
fan my face when that horse shied about
a mile to the left. When | rode back to
see what he shied at, for | thought | saw
something like a man laying in the road
just before the horse jumped, | knew he
hadn’t shied more than twenty feet and the
man in the road was Parsons’ wife. | found
out that when | got down and lit a match.
I carried her over behind some brush and
commenced to look around for Aneroid.
What | mean, Aneroid always figured he
was through working when he pitched you
off and he would stand around like he en-
joyed seeing you try to get up and find
out which way was north. Sure enough, old
Aneroid was standing back of another
clump of brush, just doing nothing but con-
gratulate himself that he had done lost an-
other one. | caught him up and came back
to where the woman was. She was woozy
from the fall but she didn’t seem to be broke
up any. | fanned her face with my hat and
rubbed her hands and pretty soon she came
to. | didn't wait for her to ask any ques-
tions. | told her quick where she was and
who | was and how her husband felt about
things. She had lots of nerve. She got up,
me helping her, and said we had to keep on
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and head off the chinks before they got to
Downey’s.

“*‘And get plugged before they find out
who we are,” | tells her.

“ ‘Ortega will know my voice,” she says.
‘He’s Bert's pardner.’

“l1 made her take the horse | had been
riding and | stepped up on Aneroid, figuring
that as he had had one pitching spell he
wouldn’t throw another whing ding that eve-
ning, his average being about one fit every
twelve hours, not counting Mexicans. |
asked her who would tip off the revenue
officers now that X was out of the play.
She said that her husband would send some
one, being set on getting rid of Ortega who
had been bothering him for cash due on
another deal. Seems Parsons had been
promising to pay up for some time, and
Ortega was beginning to get nervous about
letting Parsons live too long. ‘I don’t think
Bert has got themerve to ride-out here after
us,” the woman says to me as we rode along,
watching ahead tor signs of the chinks,
which would be afoot, and only Ortega and
his helper mounted.

“1 didn’'t like my part in this here Hong-
kong round-up a whole lot, because | saw
that the woman was desperate, and set
against her husband. | didn't exactly blame
her for that but sometimes a desperate
woman will turn and try to get back from
where she started quicker than a fast pony
in a stake race. ’'Course, it was her busi-
ness if she changed her mind sudden but
I didn't want to be in the way when she
made the turn. We had been riding about
an hour when she pointed north. ‘Downey’s
ranch is over there,’ she says, ‘just across
the line.’

“ ‘And a fool move, running chinks across
when its going to be moonlight in about half
an hour,” | says. She didn't seem to hear
me, but 9at her horse, looking toward the
north like she was thinking pretty hard.
After a while she came out of it and turned
to me and said she was going to ride over
to Downey’s where the two machines would
be waiting and put the drivers wise. Then,
being a woman, she changed her mind.

“ ‘You better ride across, kid,” she says,
kind of slow, ‘and keep on going after you
see Jack Downey. He'll be on the look-
out for Ortega. If any of his boys stop
you just say you have a message for Jack
from Bert Parsons. Then tell Jack Downey
that the shipment won’'t come through to-
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night on account of trouble over on this
side. Will you take a chance? ”

“Well, | told her that | would and 1
asked her what she was going to do. She
said she would head off Ortega— that he
would come through about where we were.
Then she said ‘So long, kid, if I don't see
you again.” And she sure looked lonesome,
sitting there on her horse, and all kinds of
desert all around, and awful quiet.

“1 jarred old Aneroid loose from his
thinking and set out toward where she had
pointed. But | didn't stick 'to the road. |
swung east of it and kept over where there
was more brush. What | mean, the moon
was just edging up and commencing to pick
out bunches of chapparal and rocks and
folks on horseback a little too plain to suit
me. | had traveled mebby half an hour
when | come to a wide arroyo that | found
out later was right close to the south line of
Downey’s ranch. | dropped down into the
arroyo, crossed it and was coming up on the
other side when somebody rose up out of
nowhere. OIld Aneroid snorted and hopped
west a couple of jumps.

“1 did my talking on the move. ‘I got a
message for Jack Downey,” | said right
quick. The hombre with the rifle told me
| didn't go any farther to deliver it. Then
I told him what Parsons’ wife had said, only
| said the word was from her and not from
Parsons, and that she was over there wait-
ing to head off Ortega. He asked me how
| come to get mixed up in the deal. | told
him about my taking a little tequila for a
starter and how Parsons had offered me the
job of taking a message to the revenue offi-
cers, and what Parsons’ wife had said. Just
about then | heard a horse coming through
the dark at a quick walk. Somebody whis-
tled. Then another fella rode up. | guess
he must have thought I was one of Jack
Downey’s men for he didn't ask questions
but said right off the reel that two ma-
chines, traveling fast and not showing any
headlights, had passed Deal’s ranch about
eleven o’clock, and had turned south.

“ ‘That means they're on the Santa Cruz
road now, said the first hombre, who I
took to be Jack Downey. Then he stepped
up close to me. ‘If you're a friend of Nell
Parsons,” he says short and quick, ‘you’ll
quirt your horse every jump till you get
back to her and tell her that the game is
up and Ortega will have to take his chance.
Tell her she can come over here to the ranch
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and stay until this thin" blows over. Mrs.
Downey and the kids will be glad, to see her.’

“‘You mean those chinks are going to
get theirs? | asks him.

“He didn't say a word—just stood wait-
ing for me to get going. | swung old Ane-
roid around and hit south on the jump. The
moon had cleared the edge of the desert and
«wes shining white and bright on the brush
and the sand and the rocks. Aneroid was
going strong but jumping sidewise once in
a while, like he was getting excited, f guess
he savvied that was how | felt. It seemed
a whole lot shorter getting back to where
| left Parsons’ wife than when 1 rode the
other way. | didn’t know, right then, that
she had come part way across the flats to
meet me, being anxious to know what they
had said at Downey’s. But I told her and
she took it all too quiet to suit me. She
put her hand over her eyes for a minute.
Then she asked me if | told Jack Downey
that she sent word to him and not her hus-
band. 1 said that was how | gave it to him.
‘I wanted to square Bert, if anything hap-
pened,” she says, like she was talking to
herself. And | knew right then that she
was set on heading off Ortega and those
Chinamen, even when she knew that the
deputies were there somewhere on the trail
waiting for the bunch to show up.

“What | mean, | figured she hated her
husband and was stuck on him at the same
time. You see, she couldn’t think any worse
of him than she did but she didn't want
other folks to think that way. Funny how
some wimmen will go to hell for a crook and
throw a square man down so hard he looks
round when he gets up again. Mebby it's
because a square man has got corners that
she can't get round like she could if they
was curves.

“‘You're a fool—to come back, she told
me. ‘You better head for Downey'’s.
There's nothing you can do—now.’

“1 asked her what she was going to do.
She said she was goina to ride south and
get word to Ortega before it was too late.

'e‘No need,” 1 told her. ‘See that bunch
of shadows moving this way— iust bevond
that rise?

“ ‘OrtegaT she whispered. ‘He hasn't
crossed the Santa Cruz road yet.’

® 'You mean where we turned to come
this way?' | asks her.

‘ She said yes, and that she was going
back and for me to leave her alone. | told
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her 1 had better ride ahead a piece and see
how things looked. | guess she was glad
enough Llg have company. What T mean,
she had nerve but I guess she had a hunch
about what was going to happen. It al-
most seems like she counted on me as the
last friend she had in the world. She knew
Parsons was through with her and she knew
her old man wouldn’'t take her side against
him.

“We had just started to ride south when
I heard something way off that sounded
mighty like a machine, and by the sound it
was ripping off the miles like tearing an old
cotton shirt up for bandages. The woman
heard it about the same time | did. We
laid over the horses and stretched 'em out
on the run. | could see that the moving
shadow that had been coming toward us had
changed its shape and was bunched, in.-tead
of being strung out. The machine was
coming at right angles to our trail and it
looked like we’'d hit the same spot on the
Santa Cruz road about the same time. |
hollered to the woman to swing 'to the right,
thinking that mebby the machine would get
past before we hit the road, and we could
cross behind and swing in toward Ortega
before the deputies got into action— for
they would all be afoot. But the horse she
was riding was going too strong for her to
rein him off the crossroad. What f mean,
we was flying, and so was that carload of
deputies. We beat 'em to it, at that. Just
as we hit the Santa Cruz road the car
flashed the headlights and then turned ’'em
off, quick. We busted right into that
squealing mess of Chinamen just the other
side of the road, in a little draw.

“Two fellas on horses took a crack at us
as we showed up, and then they ’'it out
across the country. About then the sound
of the machine stopped and the headlights
jumped out across the brush in a long white
streak, swung our way and then flicked out.
They had spotted us. 1 knew what was
coming. | tried to grab the woman's, nnn
and jerk her out of the saddle but she v.as
calling to the deputies not to shoot. Then
eight sawed-off shotguns turned loose all to-
gether—and that was. the answer. What I
mean, there was eight deputies in that car
and every one of them had jumped out and
started to pump buckshot a second after the
driver switched off the lights. They had
fired low, on account of the chinks being on
foot, and | guess that's how they come to
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miss me. A shot, flying wide, stung old
Aneroid and he humped and pitched me so
quick I didn't know it till 1 lit on. my back
right in that screaming, wriggling mess of
humans. Parsons’ wife wasn't hit, for she
started to ride toward the deputies—and
the white edge of the moon was just round-
ing up over the edge of the desert.

“What | mean, she was dressed like a
man, and she was a man so far as them
deputies was concerned. Put she was all
woman, at that, having the idea that she
could stop the Killing and straighten things
out, and most like, forgetting how she looked
there in the moonlight, riding right out of
that massacre. I raised up and hol-
lered to the deputies not to shoot—
that it was Mrs. Parsons. All around me
the chinks was moaning and wiggling but the
screaming had stopped. When f hollered
it was Mrs. Parsons | heard somebody laugh
over where the deputies were, and honest,
that laugh sounded worse to me than the
noise those dying Chinamen was making.
Right on top of that laugh somebody raised
up from behind a bush and fired at the
woman. | saw her lean forward and then
drop from the saddle. But the fella that
raised up from behind the bush kept on
shooting. About the third or fourth shot
something happened to him. What | mean,
when you fire at the flash of a gun in the
dark you want to figure to shoot a little be-
low the flash if you expect to do business.

“1 dropped flat. About a half of a bushel
of buckshot whistled over me and | was
mighty glad old Aneroid had run true to
form, leaving me the minute he pitched me
—and that night he left sudden. 1 rolled
over and crawled and wiggled along, expect-
ing every second to get sawed in two by a
charge of buckshot. But nothing came ex-
cept the sound of some poor chink trying to
breathe and not having much left to breathe
with. What | mean, it was like everybody
that was living was scared dumb at what
had happened and didn’'t want to talk or go
poking around in the dark to see what kind
of a job they had done. | kept on crawling
and praying that they wouldn’t flash a spot-
light on me, but | paid more attention to
the crawling. | would stop for a second
to listen but that was worse than keeping
on. It seemed like the world had gone
dead.

“Mebby | had made two hundred yards
when | saw something move ahead of me.

| stopped. The shadow kept on moving
away, slow. | set to and crawled some
more. What | mean, old Aneroid was out

there drifting along in the dark and not
liking the idea of something crawling to-
ward him any more than | liked the idea
of doing it. So | took the one chance left
and got up and started to walk toward
him. 1 didn't know then that the deputies
was busy listening to a man with a hole
in his chest trying to tell 'em the straight of
the whole rotten deal before he crossed over.
Anyhow, when | started to walk toward old
Aneroid, he stopped. | didn’'t take long to
get on him and start for somewhere. Be-
fore daylight 1 was across the line and
headed toward the Tecolote country—and
when you know that country you can lose
yourself in it so far that you can forget
your name and your nationality before you
find your way out again.

“What | mean, I saw a plenty over in
France, but the shooting of those helpless
Chinamen and the woman sets cold with me
as long as I live.”

“So Parsons went across the line himself
and told the authorities about the China-
men, and where they would cross to the
American side?” | asked.

“Seems like he figured to put the depu-
ties wise and then hop back across the line
—but they wouldn’t trust hhn. They took
him along and told him what he might ex-
pect if he tried to run 'em into an ambush.
You see, if Ortega hadn’t cut loose when
Mrs. Parsons and | rode up, most like there
wouldn’'t have been so much killing. When
Ortega and his man fired, one of the shots
that missed us got a deputy just climbing
out of the machine. That started the clean-
up. Those deputies couldn’t believe Par-
sons, so they didn't know just what kind
of a game, they were up against. Some of
it got into the papers, but where | found
out was over in the Mokiones, where |
ran up agauist a hombre that had been in
the fight—if you want to call it that. He
did. He got to going about it one night.
We was together in the bunk house. lie
was shaving by the light of a lantern bung
close to the glass on the wall. He cut him-
self. | noticed his hand was kind of shaky
—not when he was roping or working out-
side, but when he quit and was sitting
around. He had only been there about a
week and was going to move on. He had
torn a piece off an old newspaper and had
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stuck the piece of paper on a nail to wipe that the chinks all had guns on them and
his razor on. | guess he must have seen the put up a scrap. You see, the fella was try-
headline, or part of it. telling about the ing to square himself with himself. And
killing of those Chinamen, and it got his he sure was through with man hunting ex-
nerve. cept that he was riding the trail of one

“He turned around with the blood drip- hombre that he would chase all the rest of
ping from his chin and says#to me, ‘I was his life, and that hombre was himself. Be-

in that fight. Deputy under------- " And he fore he left he told me that Ortega walked
waved his razor toward the piece of paper into Red Mulch’s place that same night and
on the nail. emptied his forty-five into Red Mulch, and
“'Was it a fight? T asked him. ‘I read then walked out, got on his horse, and rode
that paper.’ out of town without a soul lifting a finger
“Then he turned loose and told me. | to stop him. What | mean, Parsons had

guess he had to get it off his chest. He said told his wife, that evening when we were
that Parsons had killed his own wife that sitting together in Red Mulch’s, that he was
night, and knew it was her when he did it. going to clean the slate. He cleaned it—
He told me that somebody from the other only somebody jarred his elbow when he
side got Parsons through the lungs—and tried to skip his own name.”

that whoever did it did a good job. I Smoky tossed a pebble at the little lizard
kind of figured that way myself, But he on the rock. The lizard vanished.
kept on sayin that it was a fight, and “Just like that,” said Smoky.

Look for more of Mr. Knibbs' work in future issues.

THE SECRET OF THE SPLEEN

FRENCH physician says be has discovered the true =function of the mysterious organ

A known as the spleen. In experiments carried out on dogs he has demonstrated
, that the spleen in some manner assists the body to store up a surplus of nourish-
ment against the possibility of famine.

In a paper read before the French Academy of Medicine this savant declared that
he had selected thirty healthy canines for the purpose of proving his theory. From fifteen
of these animals he removed the spleens. He then proceeded to starve the entire -thirty.
The spleenless dogs all died within a month. The dogs with spleens survived the ordeal
of famine without exception.

Probably the spleen-probing scientist counts himself a benefactor of humanity but
to the vulgar mind of the layman it is hard to see what possible benefit can accrue from
this latest addition to abstract medical knowledge. It would seem sufficient, for practical
purposes, to know that the spleen is an organic superfluity. The well-nourished man can
dispense with it entirely and often does so. Operations on human beings for the removal
of the spleen are of frequent occurrence and it is not recorded that any permanent harm
necessarily follows such an operation. The spleenless patient, once recovered from the
effects of the knife, is apparently as good and complete a physical man as his unexcavated
brother. Perhaps he is a better man, for there remains to him no further excuse for
blaming an ill temper on “the spleen.” This being so, the unmedical mind is prone to
take the attitude that the spleen, being of no consequence one way or another, might
very well have been let alone. The torturing by starvation of thirty helpless animals for
the purpose of demonstrating a sterile abstraction can find little justification in the
eyes of the layman.

Vivisection is no doubt a necessity, if an unpleasant one. But the merest humanity
demands that it -be employed as sparingly as may be, and then only to useful ends. As
a means to the gratification of idle scientific curiosity it becomes not vivisection but
sheer inhuman cruelty.



The Unusual Adventures
of the Texan Wasp

By James Francis Dwyer

A uthorof“ The Gold TraffickersofMontmartre,” “ At the Castle of the Black Rocks,'" Atc.

I. THE CUP OF THE MAGYARS.

The trails of Mr. Robert Henry Blane, late of Houston, Texas, and No. 37, the man

hunter, cross again in the thick of a London fog.

And again the debonair adventurer

from the Lone Star State takes occasion to dent the pride of Europe’s greatest detective.

THICK, stealthy fog occupied Lon-
A don. A fat and rather terrifying
fog. Trafalgar Square was a re-
ceiving station for the white vapor
squadrons that came rolling up from Til-
bury, and the Fog King stuffed these wet
masses into the Strand and Fleet Street, into
the Haymarket and Piccadilly. The head-
lights of motor busses and taxicabs were
changed into balls of illuminated floss; elec-
tric signs were blotted out; traffic noises
were deadened. Pedestrians, groping their
way homeward, thought of life insurance,
unpaid debts, children, and other little
subjects that come to the minds of persons
doubtful as to their lease of life.

Robert Henry Blane, known as The
Texan Wasp, sat at a corner table of a
quiet restaurant in the Strand. A small but
rather unusual restaurant that had a strange

clientele. It was patronized by persons who
knew food and who had the money to pay
for it. There was no swank, no chandeliers
with a thousand lights, no overbearing head
waiter, no fancy frills, but there was food.
Splendid and wonderful food.

Mr. Blane, while the fog squadrons were
rolling down the Strand, had attacked and
mentally approved of a dish of stewed lam-
preys, that strange fish that attained fame
through bringing about the death of an
English king who ate of them not wisely
but too well. The Wasp had followed the
fish with a larded pheasant whose stuffing
was the unfathomed secret of the huge chef,
and he was on the point of making the
acquaintance of a marvelous cheese souffle
when his attention was distracted. A per-
ished, fog-drenched human slipped furtively
through the door opening on the Strand,
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took in the room with round, weak eyes,
then shambled hurriedly toward the comer
occupied by Robert Henry Blane.

A waiter, converging on the same quarter
with an assortment of liquids that Mr. Blane
wished personally to blend, attempted to
head off the outcast, but the fellow was too
swift. He rushed forward, bringing the
salty tang of the fog to wrestle with the
delicious aroma of the souffle.

“Pawden, guvnor!” he gasped, addressing
the big American. “Might Hi harsk yer
nime?”

The Texan Wasp looked at the wet, white
face of the Whitechapel rat and answered
with a smile. “Why certainly,” he said.
“My name is Harun-al-Rashid and I'm vis-
iting London to inquire into the possible
sale of Jordan almonds at Covent Garden
market. 1'm sorry | haven't got a card.”

The interrogator was perplexed by the
answer, and while he stood undecided the
beverage-burdened waiter tried to skillfully
butt him toward the door. But the fellow
was persistent.

“Doan’'t kid me, guvnor!” he whined,
breaking away from the waiter and rushing
back to the table. “Corf up yer rile nime
an’ I'll tip yer summun.”

“The caliph has spoken,” said The Wasp.

“Is yer nime Bline?” cried the outcast.
“Might yer nime be Mister Bline?”

“1t might be,” answered Robert Henry
Blane. “And then again it might not.”

The messenger wriggled from the grip of
the waiter and stumbled back to the table.
“1 knew yer wus!” he cried. “The gent who
give me this letter to 'and to yer says yer
wus an American who looked like a dook
an’ that yer fed ’ere.”

He burrowed under the headband of his
greasy cap, pulled out an envelope and
handed it to The Texan Wasp.

The big American took it, turned it over,
then laid it beside his plate and turned to
the souffle. The rat stood on one leg and
then on the other. He twisted his cap and
ventured a remark. “An’ yer does look like
a dook!” he cried. “Blimey yer does!
I've seen dooks an’ I knows.”

The Texan Wasp took a two-shilling
piece from his pocket and handed it over.
“1 don’t like dukes,” he said quietly. “Good
night.”

Like Napoleon, Mr. Robert Henry Blane
had a rule regarding letters. Good news

could always wait; bad news need not be
read at all. He finished the souffte without
glancing at the unopened letter. He or-
dered a Marnier rouge and lighted one of
his own favorite cigars of Algerian tobacco,
then amused himself by guessing at the
name of his correspondent. He, Blane, had
arrived in London the previous evening by
the Dover-Ostend route from the Conti-
nent, and, unlike theatrical folk, out-of-
town buyers, and small persons on their
first trip, he had made no effort to have
his presence in Fogland recorded in any
way.

“Who is the mysterious person seeking
Mister Bline?” he murmured, mimicking
the accent of the messenger. “Who calls
out of the fog?”

He drained the silver liqueur goblet,
picked up the envelop and opened it.

The message it contained was written on
the torn leaf of a betting book, and it ran:

Dear Bob: | heard that you were in town.
I suppose you thought me dead, but I'm still
alive. Can you come and see me? Ring four
times, count seven slowly, then ring once. If
you get this to-night come over immediately. 1
want your help. Don’t talk! Darren.
2Tvi Aynhoe Road, Hammersmith.

Robert Henry Blane read the note a sec-
ond time, then he took it word by word,
repeating'each word softly to himself. Sur-
prised and startled he stared at the big,
awkward signature. It was certainly genu-
ine. No one could have so successfully imi-
tated the queer, clumsy penmanship of Fer-
dinand Darren, “Count of Pierrefond,” the
most famous—or rather infamous— gambler
that the big resorts had ever seen.

Still gripping the note The Texan Wasp
hurriedly marshaled all the little scraps of
news that concerned the disappearance of
the great card wizard. For the moment he
regretted that he had no authority to dis-
cuss with others the startling news thai had
come to him. He wished that he could call
across to the next table where a very
worldly gentleman sat wrestling with a
woodcock and a bottle of Burgundy, and
say: “Excuse me. but would you believe
that ‘Count’ Ferdinand Darren is still alive?
| thought that would surprise you! Well,
he/ is! He's alive and well!” Although
ordinarily as close mouthed as a clam, at this
particular moment he had a desire to share
his wonderment. A wonderment that was
a little awesome; a little terrifying.
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Again he stared at the note. Ferdinand
Darren was alivel The “Count of Pierre-
fond” was living in Hammersmith! In

Hammersmith!

The word “Hammersmith” held the eye
of Robert Henry* Blane. Count Ferdinand
Darren, who was known in the old days as
the biggest plunger at Homburg and Biar-
ritz, at Monte Carlo, Vevey and Aix-les-
Bains, as the greatest punter at Long-
champs, Kempton Park and Ascot, was hid-
ing in Hammersmith, the haunt of the
boarding-house keeper! Mr. Blane hummed
a little verse as he considered the informa-
tion:

“The pasteboards and horses are all very fine,

They go with fine ladies and beautiful wine;

But watch for the morning when Fortune will
frown

And big-footed coppers will chase you round
town.”

The Wasp hurriedly marshaled all the lit-
tle scraps of news that he had gathered up
concerning the disappearance of the great
gambler. Count Ferdinand Darren was one
of the old breed of card wizards. In those
golden days before the Great Squabble when
the rouble, the mark and the Austrian crown
sat up with the elite of currency, Count
Ferdinand Darren made remarkable Kkill-
ings. He was one of the old-time pic-
turesque wooers of Chance who made splen-
did copy for writers of sensational gambling
stories. At Homburg he emptied the pock-
ets of the Grand Duke Michael; at Aix-les-
Bains, alone and single-handed, he outgen-
eraled to the tune of one hundred thousand
francs a bunch of small crooks that lacked
his nerve; and at Biarritz he took the word
of a Spanish nobleman concerning the value
of his family plate, staked half a million
pesetas against the stuff and won the game.
The don brought around the engraved junk
on the following morning and handed it
over. Darren examined it, assured the
Spaniard that he had undervalued it, then
with the remark: “It is a novelty for me
to meet an honest person,” he handed the
plate back to the astonished grandee.

Then came the startling disappearance
of Ferdinand Darren, “Count of Pierre-
fond.” A Magyar lord, a wild devil from
Czegled, had a bout with the card wizard.
Darren took everything but the Magyar's
shoes, and then the wild man from Czegled
bragged of a drinking cup that his family
owned since the days when Sobieski taught

his followers to stab and thrust when chas-
ing the Turks out of Hungary.

The story of the drinking cup interested
Darren. He made an appointment to meet
the Magyar in a pine grove near Cap-Mar-
tin, that sun-kissed spot between Monte
Carlo and Mentone to which jaded gamblers
drive to rest their nerves. They met at the
appointed hour, went alone into the grove
and played, their table the stump of a pine
tree. Down on the white road there waited
the carriage of the Magyar; Darren had
come by train to the little station of Cap-
Martin-Roquebrune.

The meeting was unlucky for the Magyar
lord. Hours afterward he was found dead,
the long blade of a hunting knife driven
deep into his ribs. His body was strewn
with playing cards and his clenched hands
grasped quantities of the scented pine nee-
dles that perfume the air of the heaven-
blessed resort. The carriage was still in the
sunny road but the driver and Count Fer-
dinand Darren had both disappeared.

The .police of Europe sought for Ferdi-
nand Darren but they sought in vain. The
tables knew him no more. All sorts of
theories were put forward. Crime special-
ists reasoned that Darren had lured the
driver down to the sea after killing his
master and had pushed the fellow into the
Mediterranean. Now and then came whis-
pers from far-off race tracks, from Fleming-
ton, Lexington, from Randwick, Marianao
and Rio, that told how Ferdinand Darren
“Count of Pierrefcnd,” had been seen, but
these rumors were never believed. The po-
lice and Darren’s old associates believed
that the gambler had taken his owm life
after the affair at Cap-Martin.

The Texan Wasp placed the note in his
pocket and called for his bill. He paid it,
counted out an exact ten-per-cent tip for
the waiter, then questioned the fellow as
to his family.

“1 have one child, a little girl of eight,”
answered the waiter.

The Wasp took from a handful of conti-
nental currency a fat Dutch gulden with
the head of Wilhelmina, and the inscrip-

tion “Koningin der Nederlanden,” and
added it to the tip. “That might make
her a brooch,” he said. “It was a very
good meal. Good night.”

The fog had thickened. It had become a
cold, soupy thing that dribbled down the
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faces of pedestrians.
strange and mysterious.

Robert Henry Blane found a taxicab at
the comer of Bedford Street and spoke to
the chauffeur. “I want to get to the Olym-
pia,” he said. “Take it easy.”

“1'll have to, guvnor,” said the man. “It's
thicker 'n gruel.”

The taxi dung to the stern of a motor
omnibus that bored a path for itself up
the Haymarket to Piccadilly, then crept
slowly westward along Knightsbridge and
Kensington Road. The Texan Wasp was
thinking of Ferdinand Darren. For nearly
eight years nothing had been heard of the
card wizard. Blane, like a thousand others,
had thought him dead. Now out of the fog
that enveloped London had come a message
saying that he was alive. A curious mes-
sage. Blane thought over the instructions
concerning the ringing of the bell. “Ring
four times, count seven slowly, then ring
once,” ran the instructions.

“He's particular about visitors,” mur-
mured The Wasp. “Well, no one wants a
hempen collar even if they can get one .for
nothing.”

The taxi stopped and the occupant in-
quired the reason. “Lorst, guvnor,” an-
swered the chauffeur. “I'm lookin’ for a
cop. If yer want a cop there’s not one
nearer 'n Great Marlborough Street Sta-
tion, 'n if yer don't want one o’ the blighters
they're more plentiful than ’'op leaves in
Kent.”

A tall, wet, and despondent-looking po-
liceman was found at last. “The Holym-
pia?” he repeated. “Two to the right.
You're at the corner of 'Olland Road.”

The taxi moved on, followed instructions
and drew up before the big building.
“There’s no show on here to-night,” said
the chauffeur.

“No,” answered The Wasp, as he paid,
“that's why | came out. | thought the
building would be lonely.”

With great caution Mr. Blane found his
way into Blythe Road and from there into
Aynhoe Road. The locality was familiar to
him.

He struck a match and examined the num-
bers. They started from Blythe Road and
ran westward. The fog was now so thick
that the big American had to feel his way
along the walls and railings. Twice he col-
lided with pedestrians who were steering by
the same method.

It made the city

The Wasp reached No. 21¥t It was
one of those straight-fronted London houses
wedged so hard between others of its kind
that the sensitive observer, viewing the open
window's as so many mouths gasping for air,
is filled with the belief that the house is
being squashed to death. It gained a scant
privacy through possessing a railed-off space
the size of a burial allotment between its
front wall and the sidewalk.

Obeying the instructions in the note Rob-
ert Henry Blane pressed the bell button
four times, slowly counted seven, then
pressed it again.

The door opened almost immediately but
there was no one visible in the dimly lighted
hall. The Texan stepped forward, the
street door closed behind him, and as it
banged shut the soft light in the hall was
supplemented by one of startling radiance
that flashed from the head of the stairs. It
came from a shaded light of high power
and it flooded the lower hall while leaving
the landing above in complete darkness.

A voice from the landing asked The
Texan Wasp to step forward, and as Blane
looked up in an effort to locate the speaker
there came a queer, gurgling laugh from
above. It was a laugh that told of a mo-
mentary' victory over fear, a great fear that
waited always to throw the ash of terror into
the face of its victim.

“It's you, all right!” came a voice from
the landing. “By George, Blane, you
haven't altered a bit since | last—last saw
you. Just as handsome. Got— got younger,
if anything.”

The Texan Wasp smiled. “l can't see
you so | cannot make any flattering return,”
he said.

“Come up,” said the man on the land-
ing. “Ilt's—it's curious, but | never go
downstairs. | live like one of those natives
in New Guinea or somewhere. They roost
in the trees like confounded crows and haul
their ladders up at night. Jolly good idea.
I can’t haul the stairs up. but—but it would
be dangerous for any one to climb them
when | am asleep. |I've got a few of the
steps wired.”

The Wasp halted in his ascent. “Is the
connection turned off now?” he asked. “I'm
rather particular about the fashion in which
I leave the world. 1'd like to go intact, so
to speak.”

Again came the hysterical laugh. “Oh,
it's all serene now. Come straight up. |
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never connect it up tHl I'm going to bed.
Got to, old man. Parlous times these.
World all upside down and all that sort of
thing.”

The Texan Wasp climbed gingerly. He
was a little doubtful about the mentality of
Ferdinand Darren. His words and the
queer laugh suggested that he was suffering
from a mild form of lunacy.

Blane reached the landing and came face
to face with the card wizard that the world
thought dead. A queer figure was Ferdi-
nand Darren. He was a tall man, over six
feet in height, and this height was accen-
tuated by a silk dressing gown that hung
from his lean shoulders. He wore a pointed
beard and mustache; his nose was big and
predatory, his eyes, deep-sheltered under an
abattis of brow, were keen and piercing, yet
Robert Henry Blane knew as he encoun-
tered the other’s glance that fear was en-
throned within those eyes. A great con-
suming fear that was projected into the at-
mosphere itself. The Wasp felt it! It had
a chilling effect upon him. He was inclined
to glance behind him to see if something un-
natural and terrible had followed him up
the stairs.

Darren spoke. “I'm glad you got my
note, Bob,” he said in his queer, halting
way. “Awfully glad. Thought 1 might
miss you. Knew you—knew you would
eat at the old place so | described you.
Wanted to see you bad. Sort of gave up
yesterday. Had a notion to step into the
other world without help, then | heard you
were in London. ‘'Robert Henry Blane is
the chap | want,” | told myself. ‘He's got
nerve.’ By George, Blane you have got
nerve! Wish | had it. You know—you
know you're about the only man | ever saw
that never got scared. Come in here, | want
to tell you something.”

Chattering in this strange disconnected
way Darren led The Texan Wasp into an
elaborately furnished sitting room and
pushed him into a seat. “Make yourself
comfortable,” he said. “Brandy and soda
there at your elbow. Cigars too. Say it's
great to see you! You're the world to me!
You see | haven't been outside this house
for seven years. Seven years! Think of
it! 1've forgotten what the world is like.
Oh, Lordl Do they still play at Harry
Grosnevor's and is the Lounge running?”

“Harry Grosnevor is dead and the Lounge
has reformed,” answered The Texan Wasp.

“They have thi, dansants now in the bac-
carat parlors.”

“Great Scott!” cried the other. “Do you
know | dream of places like Grosnevor’s
every night! | see myself facing piles of

chips bigger than the Pyramid of Cheops
and the cards breaking my way as if the
devil had specially stacked them. Then—
then | wake up and curse. Think of it! |
haven't been out of this house for seven
years! For seven years!”

There was a long pause after the card
wizard spoke. He poured himself a glass of
cognac and drank it raw. The Texan Wasp,
regarding him keenly, knew that the gam-
bler's nerve had gone completely. The
whining note in his voice reminded Mr.
Blane of the thin, squeaky tones of Pierre
Chabannier, the little chemist that No. 37
had sent to the nickel mines of New Cale-
donia. He thought also of the voice of the
old gold trafficker, Ponsonnard. The Wasp
had studied voices and he thought that the
seat of courage was in the larynx and not
in the heart.

Darren drew his chair closer to the one
in which Robert Henry Blane was sitting.
His sharp fear-ridden eyes were on the face
of the American. Three times he moistened
his lips preparatory to making a statement,
three times Fear leg-roped the words and
they fell back with a gurgle. At last with
a desperate effort he managed to control
himself and speak.

“Blane, I'm in trouble,” he began. “I'm
being hounded. | can't stand it. That's—
that’'s why | sent for you. You—you-know
everything about the Cap-Martin affair?”

“Just what every one else knows,” ad-
mitted The Wasp.

Darren wiped his face witjh his right

hand. “If | tell you something try and be-
lieve it, Blane!” he cried. “Try and be-
lieve it! Listen! I'm not certain that_I

killed that brute!”

“You're not certain?”
Wasp.

“No!” shouted the gambler. “I'm not
certain! 1—1 won the drinking cup and—
and he sprang at me., We rolled over and
over and—and------ "

Darren paused. A slight shuffling noise
came from the street, the sound made by a
pedestrian not altogether sure of his route.
The long neck of the card wizard was thrust
out as he listened, thrust out in a manner
that made the cool and undisturbed Blane

questioned The
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think that the noise in the street had be-
come an invisible lariat that pulled at the
head of Darren as the pedestrian shuffled
by. He wondered as to the reason.

The shuffling sounds died away. The
long. neck relaxed. Darren moistened his
lips and went on with his story.

“We fought in—in any old fashion,” he
whispered. “I don’t know, but | thought
we had no weapons. You see—you see he
sprang at me the moment | flung down the
winning card. He was crazy at losing the
cup. It—it was an heirloom. One of those
lucky cups. He told me a lot of stuff about
it. It's—it's like that cup that somebody
sang about. You know, ‘If this goblet
should break or fall, farewell to the Luck of
Eden Halll

“We thumped and mauled each other then
—'then suddenly he rolled over and lay
quiet! Just lay without moving. | thought
it was a trick and I got up on my hands
and knees and looked at him. He was
dead! He had a knife driven into his ribs,
but—but | didn't do it! | didn’t, Blane!
I never saw that knife before! Never/”

Robert Henry Blane studied the face of
the card wizard. It was a weak face, fur-
rowed with lines of fear and anxiety. “Do
you think that some local inhabitant seeing
a peaceful gambler attacked by a wild Hun-
garian came to your assistance and Kkilled
the fellow?” he inquired coldly.

The gambler poured himself another glass
of cognac, drank it and stared for a few mo-
ments at The Texan Wasp before replying.
“You read the account of the case?” he said.
“1 was supposed to have killed the Magyar
and then pushed the driver into the Medi-
terranean. Well, | never saw the driver!
Never! Do you hear me? | never saw the
fellow!”

“But the cup?”
“Who got the cup?”

“1 did,” answered Darren. “I'll show it
to you. It's—it's yours, Blane, if—if you'll
do something for me.”

The gambler rose, moved a little water
color that concealed a wall safe, unlocked
the steel door and brought forth a chamois
bag. He untied the running string and took
from the bag a short, bulky goblet which
he handed to Robert Henry Blane.

The Wasp Whistled softly as he sprang to
his feet and clutched the vessel. Its bar-
baric beauty startled him. Its strong, sav-

age lines appealed to him. It had come
5A—POP.

guestioned The Wasp.

down from an age of strong men—wild men,
hairy men who fought at close quarters with
short stabbing swords, and, curiously, it
carried a vision of its brutal human con-
temporaries with it. As Robert Henry
Blane gripped it he had a quick fleeting
dream picture of the men that gobieski led,
the long-haired, squat, wild-eyed stabbing
mob that chased the Turk to the gates of
Constantinople! The goblet thrilled him!
It brought to his mind disjointed scraps of
Romany drinking songs, mad chants of vic-
tory, queer haunting melodies that were a
little weird, a little frightening, a little hor-
rifying.

The vessel itself was of beaten gold raised
on a support made of three claws.. Unreal
claws, clumsily carved, but carrying a vigor
that was extraordinary. The back spur of
each was thrust upward and inward, and
these three spurs clutched tightly a ruby
of amazing size! A tremendous ruby whose
blazing heart gathered up the light and
flung it in a red shower on the hands of
Robert Henry Blane.

The Wasp, breathing softly,
goblet round and round. It was a wonder-
ful vessel. It was a magic thing that swung
him back into a primitive past. It brought
dreams of blood and conquest, dreams of
loot, of screaming women, of blazing vil-
lages and blood-soaked forests.

“Tilt it up!” cried the gambler. “Hold it
up as if you were drinking out of it!”

Robert Henry Blane did so. He lifted
the goblet in his right hand and looked up
into the shining yellow interior. For an
instant 'he looked, then he jerked it down-
ward sharply with a little exclamation of
wonder. The yellow interior had reflected
his face but it was not the face he knew.
His handsome features had been curiously
distorted, strangely twisted so that they
spoke of violence, of greed, of evil things.

The gambler, watching closely, laughed in
his foolish, hysterical manner. “That's—
that’'s the wonder of the cup,” he gurgled.
“1t shows us what we—what we really look
like. It was that about it that made me
play for it. Wish you could see the face
it makes at me. Makes me mad at times.
It does!”

Blane handed back the goblet, and in
silence the gambler put it back into its
chamois covering and put it away. He re-
turned to his seat and looked fixedly at The
Texan Wasp.

turned the
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"I'll get on witli my tale,” he mumbled.
“Lot of it is old stuff to you. Inquest, ver-
dict of murder against me, police hunt, ru-
mors | had Kkilled myself—you know all
that. 1—1 had slipped up to London be-
cause London is one of the best cities in the
world to hide in. The British are so in-
fernally strange themselves that they take
no notice of the oddities of others. | rented
this house and | decided not to move out

of the door. Do you—do vou know why,
Blane?”

The Texan Wasp shook his head. The
gambler leaned forward and spoke in a

frightened whisper.

“ Because they put a devil on mv trail!”
he murmured. “His people did. The Mag-
yar’s folk, T mean. They put a fellow onto
my heels who has never been known to miss.
Sooner or later he gets the man he is hunt-

ing. He’'s the bloodhound that never bays.
You may have heard of him. He's called
by a number just like a jailbird. He’s

known as No. 37.”

“Thave heard of him,” said Robert Henry
Blane quietly. “They tell me he is very
successful.”

“He's leagues ahead of any gumshoe man
Europe has seen,” cried the gambler. “I
know! He—he spoke to me at Homburg
a few months before the Cap-Martin affair
and—and the brute surprised me with what
he knew about me. He had me written up
with past performances as if | was the first
favorite for the Derby. Knew the name
of my nurse, godfather, size of my glove,
favorite pastime, particular club, golf rec-
ord. and all that sort of stuff that you see
about public characters in the society pa-
pers.”

The Wasp grinned.
you?” he asked.

“1 don’'t know,” stammered Darren. “I
don’t know whether it's he or some one else.
That's— that’'s why 1've sent for you. Lis-
ten. Blane! That cup— that Magyar cup
is vours if vou'll help me! Is it a bet?”

“Tell me.” said The Wasp. “Nb, don’t
drink any more brandy. You've had
enough.”

The gambler laid down the glass, reached
over and pulled out a small drawer of a
mahogany desk. From it he took a packet
of letters which he handed to Robert Henry
Blane. The envelopes were similar—small,
yellow envelopes of the poorest quality—
and they carried neither stamps nor post-

“ And has he located

marks. Each was addressed “Count Fer-
dinand Darren;” the writing evidently that
of an uneducated person.

“You might remember,” said the gambler,
“that when the Magyar lord was found
dead his fingers were clutching little bunches
of pine needles that he picked up in his
death struggles? Now look at those letters.
Every evening for the last fifteen days one
has been stuck into the letter box on my
door! One every evening! Look at them!
Look at what is inside!”

The Texan Wasp took from the top en-
velope a sheet of folded paper. He spread
it out and looked with a little surprise at
what he saw. Fixed to the sheet of paper
was a single pine needle—a brown, twisted
pine needle that had been carefully glued
to the sheet by a slight trail of gum and
dried thoroughly before the paper was
folded!

He opened the second and the third..
Each contained the carefully affixed pine
needle. Not a written word. Not a mark.
Simply the single needle glued to the sheet!

For a moment The Wasp thought that the
little reminders of the pine grove of Cap-
Martin might have been twisted into the
semblance of letters, and he hurriedly ran
through the rest of the bundle. But it was
not so. There was no attempt made to
twist the pine needles into any likeness of
a letter. They were simply gummed to the
sheet, the care with which they were affixed
proving that the sender had a high opinion
of the hidden meaning they carried.

There were fifteen envelopes and The
Wasp, after examining each in turn, looked
at the gambler. Darren had again assumed
the extraordinary listening attitude that he
had taken once before during the telling
of the happening at Cap-Martin. Only on
this occasion the attitude was more strained.
The long neck of the card wizard seemed as
if it was being pulled out to a grotesque
length as he listened to the sound of foot-
steps that came from the sidewalk in front
of the house!

In the uncanny silence that was produced
by the white shroud that covered the big
city Robert Henry Blane also listened to
the shuffling outside. The unseen pedestrian
was evidently guiding himself by the iron
railings that fenced the shallow strips of
garden in front of the houses. There was
a feeling of groping uncertainty carried by
the footsteps, and The Texan Wasp, who
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had made a very intense study of sounds,
visualized the person, building up every
movement of the unknown in his mind’s
eye.

The shuffling noise ceased. Blane thought
that the man outside was looking for a num-
ber. To The Wasp there came a picture of
him thrusting a peering face close to a door
to read the figures hidden by the fog.

The big Texan glanced at the card wizard.
Darren was trying to speak, trying to ex-
press some thought that had come to him
but which the dreadful fear would not allow
him to mint into words.

“What is it?” cried The Wasp. “What
is wrong?”

“It's him!” gurgled Darren. “It's him!”

“Who?”

“The—the fellow who brings the pine
needles! He brings one every—every night
at this hour!”

The Texan Wasp sprang to his feet. He
ran to the landing, and as he reached the
head of the stairs he heard the metallic
click of the lid of the letter box that was
fastened to the door of the house!

The Wasp took the stairs by means of
the banister. He was ‘'hatless and coatless
but he didn't care. Suddenly into his mind
there had sprung a desire to possess the
barbaric goblet of the Magyar lord and this
desire was backed up by a consuming curi-
osity to find out what sort of person called
every evening at the house in Aynhoe Road
and dropped into the letter box an envelope
containing a single pine needle carefully
glued to a sheet of white paper.

Blane tore at the heavy fastenings of the
door, swung it open and dashed into the
street. The fog blanket was appalling. The
mysterious messenger was already hidden in
the white depths.

The Wasp dropped upon his knees and
placed his ear to’'the pavement. He thought
he detected the patter of feet from the di-
rection of Brook Green and he started in
pursuit. He ran blindly, now on the side-
walk, now in the roadway. Luckily the
street was deserted so the risk of colliding
with a vehicle in the heavy fog was not
great.

Blane reached Brook Green and paused
for a second to listen. Back to him through
die choking fog came the sound of running
feet and the Texan fallowed like a hound.

The pursued fled across the Green into

Rowan Road. The Wasp followed. The
unknown turned southward in the direction
of Hammersmith Road. The fellow was
fleet and the fog hampered the 'big Ameri-
can, but thoughts of the cup of the Magyar
lord spurred him on. A strange cup. He
wondered by what necromancy it had re-
flected his face so that he started back from
it in fear. There flashed through his brain
the idea that he had first thought of months
before, the idea of the incipient crime wrin-
kle which a very clever person could de-
tect in the face of all young persons dis-
posed to evil ways. The cup, by some pe-
culiar fault in its construction, twisted the
reflection of the person who looked into it
so that he or she could see themselves as
they would appear in the years to come!

The Wasp felt that he was gaining on the
man in front. He knew that he was, thefi,
suddenly, as he assured himself that this
was so, his keen ears brought to him a pie’/e
of startling information. Some one else wajs
pursuing the man in front!

The American paused for an instant to
check this astonishing discovery. It was as
his ears had told him. To the right, hid-
den by the fog. was another runner, a fleet-
footed person who was running abreast of
The Wasp and evidently pursuing the same
person!

The Wasp, again in his stride, tried to an-
swer the questions dhat sprang into his
brain. Was the person to the right a con-
federate of the man in front? Were the two
attempting to terrorize Ferdinand Darren?
What did they desire from the old-time gam-
bler? As if in answer to the questions there
came up before the eyes of the running
Texan a picture of the cup. These mys-
terious runners knew of the cup! It was a
gablet that many might have heard of.

The pursued neared Hammersmith Road.
The dull beat of the heavy traffic on the
big thoroughfare rose through the fog. Arid
out of this thick white wall there came a
sudden veil, the gruff question of a much-
annoyed person, a frightened protest, then
the shrill call of a police whistle.

Swiftly Robert Henry Blane diagnosed
what had happened to the pursued person.
He had collided with a policeman near the
corner of King Street and Rowan Road, the
officer had made an effort to interrogate
the runner, the fellow had broken away and
the policeman had whistled as he started in
pursuit.
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Blane halted with remarkable suddenness.
Not so the runner to the right. As the
American stopped the other pursuer veered
inward. The Wasp heard his quick breath-
ing as he rushed by, then to the ears of the
Texan came a shouted order which the un-
known pursuer gave to the policeman hidden
in the fog! It was a sharp swift command
and it was given in a voice that Robert
Henry Blane recognized!

“Use your whistle!” roared the mysteri-
ous runner. “Hang to him, officer! Whis-
tle! Confound you! Whistle!”

The Texan Wasp thrust himself against
a wall. The voice had startled him. It
was the voice of an old enemy. The order
to the policeman was given by the king of
man hunters! It was given by No. 37!

Into the fog-choked stretch of Hammer-
smith Road went the noise of the chase.
The Texan Wasp, a little stupefied and
amazed, stood still and listened. The fugi-
tive had turned eastward toward the heart
of the city and from out of the fog came
yells and cries, the curses of chauffeurs, the
mad hooting of motor busses, the protesting,
whining cries of harried pedestrians who
were bumped in every direction by the rag-
tag and bobtail that came streaming from all
directions to join in the man hunt.

The smothering fog fell upon the noises
as The Wasp stood listening. The most
violent sounds— the shrill calls of the police
whistle, the shrieks of women—came back
to him, then the lumbering grind of the slow-
moving traffic took the lessening clamor into
its woof and the noises were unrecognizable.
The chase had swung out of the main artery
and was heading toward Earls Court.

Robert Henry Blane, surprised and
stunned, stood for a few minutes at the
corner of Rowan Road and Hammersmith
Road. He was wrestling with a problem.
Who was the person who had clanged the
letter box on the door of Darren’s house?
Why was No. 37 pursuing him? It was an
amazing tangle.

He turned and slowly groped his way
back along Rowan Road and across Brook
Green to the house in Aynhoe Road. He
rang the bell in. the manner that the gambler
had ordered and he was admitted with the
same caution that had been exercised previ-
ously.

“Will you get the letter out of the box,
Blane?” asked the gambler. “You didn’'t
—didn’'t catch him, eh? I—1 had hopes
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that you would have grabbed the beggar
and broken his neck.”

The Texan Wasp took from the letter
box an envelope similar to the ones he
had mseen earlier in the night. It bore the
name “ Count Ferdinand Darren,” written in
the same illiterate hand. He carried it up
the stairs and as he went up he decided not
to tell Darren that he had recognized the
voice of No. 37 in the mad chase. Dar-
ren was a wreck without being told that
the man hunter was close to him.

The gambler looked at The Wasp with
eyes in which the imps of terror danced a
rigadoon. He tried to put a question and
failed with much spasmodic swallowing.

“1 chased some one into Hammersmith
Road but he got away from me,” explained
The Wasp. “I'm not sure that he was the
fellow that put the letter in your box, but
he ran in a manner that suggested he had
been up to something that was not quite reg-
ular.”

There was silence for a few minutes, then
the terrified gambler backed to the little
wall safe that held the wonderful goblet.
Again he took the precious cup from its hid-
ing place and held it out to Robert Henry
Blane. “It's yours if—if you stop that
brute from baiting me!” he cried. “Take
it now, Blane! Take it now!”

The Wasp thrust back the temptation to
take the cup. Curiously there had grown
within him a fierce desire to again look at
his face in the shining yellow interior of
the goblet. The vessel had startled him.
He wanted to check up that glimpse of him-
self as the years would see him.

“Not now, Darren,” he said. “But I'll
take a hand in the hunt for your little tor-
mentor. Don’t worry. We'll land him if
we're careful.”

The gambler dropped
held his face in his hands.

into a chair and
“I'm all in,” he

murmured. “I'm tired, Bob. Come— come
again to-morrow night, wall you? I'm going
—going to bed.”

The Texan Wasp found an advertising
bureau in Oxford Street and he hurriedly
scribbled an ad for the “Throb and Threat”
column of the Morning Post.

It ran:

Pine N fedt.fs at Cap-Martin. Why be
whimsical? Meet me Hyde Park first bench to

left from Stanhope Gate, eight o’clock. Will
arrange matters satisfactorily for all.
Full Hand.
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Having paid for this The Texan Wasp
found his way through the fog to his little
hotel in Norfolk Street, where, in a master-
ful manner, he induced a fat chef who was
on his way to his couch to return to the
sanded kitchen and prepare a tasty rarebit
for Mr. Blane's supper. Robert Henry
Blane had a way of handling men. The
chef, grumpy at first, became so interested
in The Wasp’'s appetite that he served the
rarebit personally in one of those old-fash-
ioned cubicles that our bashful grandfathers
thought necessary to the privacy of a man’s
appetite.

As The Wasp ate he thought over the un-
usual happenings of the evening. He re-
viewed the checkered career of Ferdinand
Darren, “Count of Pierretond,” pondered
over the wordless messages sent by the un-
known that he, Blane, had pursued through
the fog. He thought of Xo. 37, the tire-
less hunter of wrongdoers, but most of all
he thought of the golden goblet of the Mag-
yar lord.

The goblet had annoyed him. The fear-
stricken Darren had stated that it was a
flaw in the make of the cup that enabled it
to throw a distorted reflection of the face
of the person looking into it, but the ex-
planation did not please The Wasp. He
was angry that it had shown his face—a
face which the world admitted was a hand-
some one—in a most unpleasing way.

“1'd like to melt it down and sell it to a
fence for old gold!” he growled. “It made
me mighty mad.”

He wondered how the goblet would reflect
the faces of those who. were innately good
and into his mind came thoughts of Betty
Allerton. How would the mysterious cup
reflect the face of the Boston girl who liked
him in the long ago? He sat staring at the
dying embers in the grate of the eating room
and between him and the fire there rose a
mist out of which shone the dream face of
the girl that he loved.

“Why— why, it would show her as she is
and always will be,” he muttered. “How
could it show her different? 1'm a fool.”

He rose, a little depressed, and went to
bed. He hated the golden goblet. He
wished to possess it so that he might stamp
it into a shapeless mass.

All through the night The Wasp dreamed
of the curious cup of the Magyar lord. In
his dreams he thought that he had again
looked into its shining interior and again

he had been shocked by the reflection of his
own face. Then, into the dream, came Betty
Allerton of Boston! The girl had placed
her face close to that of Robert Henry Blane
and she had induced him to look again into
the goblet.

The nearness of the girl's face worked a
miracle. The hateful reflection of himself
«that had startled The Wasp was blotted out,
and in the shining yellow depths of the gob-
let he saw himself as the girl had once de-
scribed him, “a handsome Galahad from
Texas who would do great deeds.”

A stiff wind had whipped the fog-curtain
from London and tossed it out into the
North Sea. It was cold but clear, and Rob-
ert Henry Blane walking up Piccadilly after
an early dinner wondered about the adver-
tisement he had placed in the Morning Post.
He knew that the “Personal Columns” of
the London dailies have a great attraction
for persons with ill-assorted wits, and he
reasoned that the man who was annoying
Darren by dropping the anonymous letters
into the gambler's mail box was of those
queer nervous criminals who would be espe-
cially attracted by the little cryptograms
published by those very respectable organs
who for a few shillings a line act as go-be-
tweens for persons who lack a postal ad-
dress.

Mr. Blane walked down Park Lane, en-
tered the park through Stanhope Gate and
turned to his left. He glanced at his watch
as he entered. It was exactly eight. A
church dock—The Wasp thought it that of
St. James'—checked his timepiece in a slow,
approving manner.

The Wasp glanced ahead at the first
bench from the gate. It was occupied. The
poor light made it impossible for him to
immediately inform himself of the character
of the occupant, then as he approached he
discovered that it was a woman. A very
young woman sitting alone on one end of
the green bench.

The tall American walked slowly by. He
glanced at the young woman and" the light
of a park lamp now enabled him to see her
features clearly. She was young and hand-
some, her dress was plainly that of a per-
son of means and refinement. Furthermore
she returned the glance of The Wasp in a
manner that showed neither fear nor for-
wardness.

Robert Henry Blane walked as far as the
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Achilles Statue, turned suddenly and
walked back. A strange belief had gripped
him—a rather insane belief he told him
self. He felt certain that the young woman
on the seat was there in response to the
advertisement he had inserted in the Morn-
ing Post. It seemed a ridiculous idea but
there was something in the manner in which
she had returned his look of inquiry that
brought him quickly back to the bench.

The Wasp touched his hat, murmured an
apology and sat down on the end farthest
from the occupant. His near view told him
that the woman was younger than he had
thought after the first glance. She was
hardly twenty and in the soft misty light
her beauty took on a strange quality. Rob-
ert Henry Blane felt certain that she was
not English; there was about her the un-
tamed beauty that goes with those born in
'hotter climes than England. There was
something of the warmth of the Orient,
something of a Romany feel. There came
into his mind as he took a place on the
bench the recollection of a girl that he had
once seen in a little village in Normandy, a
flashing sun-born gypsy girl who traveled
alone with a tame bear, giving performances
at little towns.

The roar of hard-driven motor busses
came from Piccadilly and Knightsbridge.
A few pedestrians passed; a park policeman
sauntered slowly by. The distant church
clock chimed the quarter.

Then Robert Henry Blane, looking
straight ahead, spoke. “I1 placed an adver-
tisement in the Morning Post,” he said

softly, “and | thought it might be seen by
the person for whom it was intended. |
asked him—1 thought it was a man—to
meet me on this bench at eight o’clock.”

There were a few seconds of silence. The
Wasp, still looking straight ahead, heard
the soft breathing of the girl. His words ap-
peared to have startled her.

“lt—it was about pine needles and Cap-
Martin?” she' breathed.

“Just so,” admitted The Wasp.
of pine needles and Cap-Martin.”

A little choked cry came from the girl.
“l read it,” she stammered. “It was so
strange and—and it seemed a message to
me! Yes, yes! It.brought me herel!”

~Robert Hynry Blane, a little mystified,
turned and looked at the speaker. He saw
her plainly for the first time. Her big flash-
ing eyes were fixed upon the American, her

“It was

red lips were parted slightly, her bosom
heaved under an excitement that was plainly
evident. The Wasp was puzzled. He won-
dered if the girl had seen in the advertise-
ment the possible opening of a romantic ad-
venture.

The girl saw the shadow of doubt and
annoyance in his face and she spoke hur-
riedly. “lI—1 had to come!” she cried. “I
don't know what your advertisement really
means, but—but my father was Kkilled at
Cap-Martin and—and when they found his
body his hands were grasping little bunches
of pine needles! And your rum de plume
had to do with cards—with playing cards.
My father was killed by a gambler! So you
see why | came here!”

Robert Henry Blane held his surprise in
check. His cool eyes were upon the face
of the girl but they did not show the aston-
ishment that her statement had brought. A
well-controlled person was Mr. Blane and
although the girl's explanation of her pres-
ence was' extraordinary and startling he did
not let her see that it was.

“Who was your father and when did all
this take place?” he asked.

“My father wAs a lord from Czegled
named Antoine Voromartry,” she replied.

“l am his daughter. Therese. It is over
seven years since his murder.”
The Texan Wasp whistled softly. Into

the woof of the Darren matter had come an
antonishing thread of flashing color. The
elittle advertisement put out as a hopeful
bait to catch the attention of the person
who was hounding the gambler had brought
into the affair the daughter of the murdered
man! Robert Henry Blane was for the mo-
ment nonplused. He saw no way in which
she could be useful to Darren and himself.
He told himself to walk warily and tell lit-
tle.

“1 did not expect to meet you.” he said
quietly. “1 am seeking another person and
I thought-----

“But tell me what you know?” she inter-
rupted, her face betraying the excitement
and curiosity that clutched her. *“Please!
Please tell me!”

Again The Wasp considered the face of
the girl. His estimate as to her age was
correct. She was not more than twenty.
He thought to spar for time by questioning
her. “Where were you when your father
met his death?” he asked. “What do you
know of the affair? Tell me everything
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that you know about it then I might be in-
clined to talk about matters.”

The girl was close to The Wasp now.
She had moved along the bench to his side.
He was aware of a faint perfume from her
clothes, of her quick-drawn breath, of the
shapely white hands, the fingers of which
writhed around each other as she waited for
information.

“My mother and | were at Mentone when
my daddy was Killed,” she cried, the words
toppling over each other in her hurry to im-
press the man as to the genuine interest she
had in any information he possessed. “My
daddy drove to Cap-Martin with our coach-
man to meet a gambler. They played for
something that—'that— was ours.”

“What was it?” questioned The Wasp.

“Ah, it was something wonderful!”
gasped the girl. “1 cannot tell you all about
it because you would not understand. You
could not! It was a cup—a cup of gold
that has been in our family for hundreds of
years! It is the luck of our family! With-
out it we------- "

The girl choked. Words failed her. With
hands clasped together and her face thrust
forward she sat looking at Robert Henry
Blane.

After a long pause The Wasp prompted
her to go on. “Yes?” he murmured.

“We are lost without it,” sobbed the girl.
“My mother has been ill for many vyears.
Oh, if I could show her the cup that was
stolen from my father I know that she would
get well! You do not understand my peo-
ple! We are Magyars and we believe in
many things that you would laugh at. All
the beliefs and hopes of my race were in
that cup of gold. AIll! It was their angel!
They had made it real! They had made it
a live thing! And—and it is so beautiful
that | know it is not destroyed! | know!
It was so wonderful that no one could de-
stroy it. When | read your advertisement
I thought you might know something of the
cup. | have a belief that it is not destroyed.
It was so beautiful that no one could de-

stroy it! And | want it now! | want it
because my mother is ill. Speak to mel!
Tell me!”

In her excitement she reached over and
clutched the arm of The Texan Wasp. The
plaintive note in her voice rang in his ears.
It was the soft, primitive note that is found
in the voices of people who belong to old
races from which a stern civilization has

not yet extracted the little nuances of pure
emotion. It carried the feel that one finds
sometimes in the voices of the keening Irish,
in the lament of the Highlanders, in the soft
wailing of desert tribes. Her excitement
had thrown her back to base; made her
again one with the untamed folk of the great
Alfold plain!

Robert Henry Blane, with thoughts of the
Cup of the Magyars still rioting in his brain,
was thrilled by her voice. The soft magic
of it swept through his soul like a perfumed
zephyr. Her pleading tones possessed a
quality that brushed away the cold unro-
mantic surroundings of rented chairs and
stiff policemen. It carried him off to the
scented wastes of the Near East. It brought
to him the odor of crushed marigolds, the
smell of musk, the soft singing of the casua-
rina trees, “the padded silence of the jun-
gle.” For a moment he, like the Caliph Al
Mustasim, was riding the night winds in
search of wonders!

But it was only for an
practical, cool-headed Blane
took charge of the situation.

“Who do you think killed your father?”
he questioned.

“The gambler,
girl.

“He says he did not, and | think he is
telling the truth.”

“ ‘He says he did not?"” murmured the
girl, repeating the words uttered by the
American. “Then— then you know him?”

“1 know him,” said The Wasp.

“And you believe what he says?”

“I'm inclined to.”

The girl was silent for a minute, then
she put a question in a strained whisper.
“Who killed him?” she asked.

“1 don’t know.”

“And the cup?” breathed the girl,
voice hardly audible.
the cup?”

The Texan Wasp considered the question
for a second; then he spoke. “Darren has
the cup,” he said softly. “I have seen it.”

“When? When?” she gasped.

Robert Henry Blane told himself that he
was rashly communicative but the girl's
voice had a charm that was irresistible.
“Last evening,” he admitted. “I saw it for
the first time. It is a wonderful goblet.”

Again the soft hush fell upon them. The
big black eyes of the girl were fixed upon
the handsome face of Robert Henry Blane.

instant. The
immediately

Darren!” answered the

her
“Do you know of
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The Texan Wasp broke the silence.
“Now | am going to do some questioning,”
he said. *‘ Tell me about the driver of your
father's carriage?”

“He was of our race,” answered the girl.
“He was a Magyar.”

“And nothing has been seen of him
since?”

“Nothing.”

“His people?
heard nothing?”

“Nothing.”

“How' do you know?”

“ Because his wife is living here in Lon-
don,” answered the girl. “She came to my
mother about five months ago and begged
for food. She was starving. My mother
fed her because she is from our country.
And she told us that she had not heard from
her husband since that day.”

Robert Henry Blane was alert now. The
girl's statement regarding the wife of the
Magyar coachman startled him. It was un-
expected. unlooked for. It brought him a
thrill that he could not altogether explain.

“Do you know her address?” he asked.

“Yes, she lives in a basement in Welles-
ley Road, Kentish Town.”

“Listen,” said The Wasp. “Last night |
was promised something if | could solve a
mystery. I've got a notion that it might
be solved. Do you trust me?”

He was on his feet now, looking down
at the girl. A splendid athletic figure, a
face that possessed that curious air of dare-
deviltrv that made women glance shyly at
him as he went by.

For a moment Mademoiselle Therese
looked up at him, then she answered impul-

His friends? Have they

sively. “Why, yes!” she cried. “Of course
| trust you! You—you are a gentleman.”
“I'm not.” said Mr. Blane with surpris-

ing promptness. “Yet | have good mo-
ments. Did you ever hear of a detective
who is known as No. 37?”

“Yes. He was hunting for the murderer
of my father.”

“Well. 1'd like to show him a point. Will
you go with me to this place in Kentish
Town? We can take a taxi.”

“Certainly,” answered the girl.

“Come!" cried The Wasp. “Let's go!”

The oasement in Wellesley Road, Kentish
Town, was not an ideal residence. The
Texan Wasp and the girl descended a flight
of wet steps, walked through a long passage

and knocked at a door in the rear. After
a short wait the door was unbolted and a
sullen face—unwashed, greasy and sur-
rounded with tangled masses of black hair
«—was thrust into the passage.

An ill-tempered inquiry as to the reason
for the visit was cut short by the sight of
the girl and next moment The Wasp and
the daughter of the murdered Magyar were
in the filthy living room. The wife of the
long-lost coachman who had driven the car-
riage of the Czegled lord on the day that
he kept the appointment with Ferdinand
Darren on the road to Cap-Martin, looked
from the girl to The Texan Wasp, her cun-
ning, close-set eyes seeking information.
Mr. Blane told himself that she was not of
the highest type of human development.

The girl introduced Robert Henry Blane
as a friend and The Wasp was made imme-
diately aware of the fact that his presence
was not pleasing. The tousle-headed lady
was nervous and irritable; the lines around
her mouth tightened as if an invisible draw
string had been suddenly pulled to prevent
any ambitious scrap of information from
transforming itself into words.

Mr. Blane noted the change. He put a
simple question in English but the woman
pretended that she did not understand. She
asked the girl to translate it into the Magyar
dialect, and the draw strings of secrecy
around the hard mouth tightened as she lis-
tened.

Her negatives were flung out like verbal
uppercuts. She had heard nothing of her
husband since the day of the murder. Not
a word! No, her friends had heard noth-
ing!  The devil who had killed the good
master had killed her man!

Robert Henry Blane was silent for a mo-
ment. He felt certain that the woman un-
derstood English perfectly and that the
translation only allowed her time to stiffen
her denials. He determined on strategy.
Once he had lived for a little while near
Budapest and now he marshaled in his mind
words that he had not used for many years.
Suddenly he hurled a torrent of questions
at her in her own tongue.

"Don’t you know that your husband is
here in London now?” he cried. “Haven't
you seen him this week? Tell me? When
did you hear from him?”

For the fraction of a second the little
black eyes of the woman swung from the
face of the American and glanced at the
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wall immediately behind him. It was but
for a fleeting instant, then they were back
again, the mouth a thin line of defiance to
the attack. She folded her arms and her
head rocked mandarinlike as she repeated
her denials.

The Texan Wasp was puzzled. His cool
gray eyes had noted the quick glance the
woman had swung on the wall behind him.
He wondered why. He tried to maneuver
so that he could look at the place upon
which the little beady eyes had fastened for
a fleeting instant, but the task was diffi-

cult. The woman kept him under close ob-
servation.

The Wasp turned to the girl.  “I'm
sorry,” he said. “I think | am wrong. Let

me recompense this poor lady for my attack
on her honesty. I'm sure that she knows
nothing.”

He took from his wallet a five-pound
note and handed it to the girl. “Please give
it to her so that I cannot see you,” he whis-

pered. “I hate to see myself as a donor of
charity. Do you understand? Call her
over to the window.”

The girl obeyed. She beckoned the

woman to the window and The Wasp, ap-
parently intent only on increasing the dis-
tance between himself and the two so that
he would not be a witness of the presenta-
tion, wheeled carelessly and glanced at the
wall.

A broken mirror clung tenaciously to a
twisted nail, and thrust in behind the mir-
ror, the end alone protruding, was a yellow
envelope! A yellow envelope of poor qual-
ity!

The envelope stirred the memory of Rob-
ert Henry P.iane. It flung up before him a
picture of the sitting room in Aynhoe Road
where the terrified gambler had shown him
the bundle of envelopes each one of which
contained a pine needle. It was a brother
to those envelopes! It was of the same
sickly yellow tint! One of the “penny-half-
penny a packet” type sold at cheap sta-
tioners!

Robert Henry Blane moved slowly toward
the mirror. He stroked his hair with his
hand and watched the reflection of the
woman and the girl. He watched them in-
tently. The .sighi of the five-pound note so
astonished the 4fcsle-headed one that for
a moment she forgot the presence of the big
Texan. And in the second that she was
gasping her thanks to the girl Mr. Blane

acted. With lightninglike swiftness he
transferred the letter from the mirror to the
inside of his soft hat, tucking it swiftly
under the band before bidding the coach-
man’s wife good night.

The Texan Wasp caught the hand of the
girl immediately after they ascended from
mthe basement and hurried her swiftly along

Wellesley Road into Queen’s Crescent.
“Quick!” he cried. “Run!”

“Why?” gasped the girl. “What is
wrong?”

“She’ll be after us!” answered The Wasp.
“1 stole a letter that I'll wager came from
her precious hubby. Hurry! The money

has stunned her for a minute but she’ll re-
cover in a few minutes.”

The running couple turned the corner;
The Wasp halted and pulled the envelope
from his hat. Beneath a lamp he tore the
scrap of paper from the inside and he and
the startled girl read the penciled note. It
was brief but it carried a vast amount of
information to Robert Henry Blane.-- In
the same illiterate hand that had written
the words “Count Ferdinand Darren” on
the envelopes dropped into the gambler’s
letter box, was penciled the following in
the Magyar tongue:

Got new room at 59 Sulgrave Road, Shepherds
Bush. Going after the mug to-night. He’s got
it sure. | know. Nicholas.

“Was that his name?” questioned The
Wasp. “Nicholas?”

“Yes, yes!” cried the girl.
the note mean?”

“He's going to try and get the goblet
from Darren!” answered the Texan. “When
was this posted? To-day! He's trying to-
night for it! To-night!”

An empty taxicab came rolling cityward
down Malden Road from the direction of
Hampstead and The Wasp helped the girl
into it. His thoughts were of the house in
Aynhoe Road, of the elaborate precautions
that the gambler had taken to prevent at-
tack. He wondered about the wired stairs
and what would happen to the coachman if
he attempted to climb up them in search of
the wonderful goblet.

“What does

“The Olympial!” he cried. “Hit it up!”
The chauffeur glanced down Queen’s
Crescent. A wild scream had come from

the direction of Wellesley Road. A street
lamp showed the running figure of a slat-
ternly woman screaming as she ran.
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“Some one wants yer, guvnor,” said the
grinning chauffeur. “A lady is cornin’ full

“Drive on!” cried The Wasp. “She has
nothing to do with me.”

The chauffeur found the cold eye of the
big American upon him and the grin slipped
from his face. The taxi sprang forward and
the running woman was left to howl her
curses to the night.

Down Hampstead Road into Eu9ton and
Marylebone Roads rattled the taxicab.
Robert Henry Blane fumed and fretted at
each holdup in the traffic. Half of London
—stupid, sprawling, disconnected London—
lay between him and the house of Ferdinand
Darren. He wondered what would be the
upshot of the coachman’s attempt to get
the great goblet of the Magyar lord. The
taxi rocked through Bayswater, along Hol-
land Park Avenue, swung southward and
stopped.

Robert Henry Blane jumped out. “I
want you to stay here till 1 come back,” he
said. “Just sit in the cab and wait pa-
tiently. | will be as quick as T can but if
I am hours away don’'t be worried.”

The girl took the hand of The Texan
Wasp and her big black eyes were alight
with gratitude. “1—1 know that you will
find for me the cup of my fathers,” she said
softly. “I know! | must have it because
the sight of it will keep my mother alive.
You do not know our race! We are super-
stitious! We are strange and Oriental!
Help me! If you can, please get it for me!
It carries the good fortune of our family!”

“Wait for me,” repeated The Wasp. “I

might be long.”
“Time is nothing,” murmured the girl.
“Help me! 1 will wait.”

Robert Henry Blane took the same route
to the house of Ferdinand Darren that he
had taken on the previous evening. He
hurried down Blythe Road into Aynhoe
Road. Now it was easier to find the house,
as the fog had lifted.

The Wasp looked at his watch as he
reached No. 21Vj. It was ten-thirty. He
wondered if the Magyar coachman had al-
ready made his attempt to get possession
of the goblet. The house was in darkness,
the street deserted.

Obeying the instructions given in the note
he pressed the bell button four times, slowly
counted seven, then pressed it again.

There was no response. For a few min-

utes the big American stood listening, then
for the second time pressed the button in
the prescribed manner. He heard the peal-
ing bell in the rear of the house. Yet the
door did not open!

Blane recalled the words uttered by the
gambler on the previous evening. Darren
had stated that he had not left the house
for seven years!

Once more The Wasp pressed the bell
according to the instructions given him. He
listened intently. Not a sound came from
within. To the keen ears of the listener
on the doorstep there seemed to be in the
quiet of the place an actual protest to his
continued assaults upon the bell.

Blane stepped back onto the sidewalk.
For a minute he stared at the upper win-
dows of the house, then with a little ex-
clamation of astonishment he turned and
ran swiftly down the street in the opposite
direction to that in which he had come.
He was heading for Sulgrave Road in Shep-
herds Bush, the address given in the note
that he had abstracted from the mirror in
the home of the coachman’s wife. To The
Wasp had come a belief that the Magyar
husband had already paid his threatened
visit to the home of the gambler!

Down Shepherds Bush Road hurried The
Texan Wasp. He swung through Melrose
Gardens into Sulgrave Road, a barren, ugly
street behind which runs the line of the
Hammersmith and City Railway. The girl
wished for the cup that hkd belonged to her
father and Mr. Blane was possessed of a
great desire to bring it to her. He, Blane,
had been promised the wonderful goblet
on the previous evening if he solved the
riddle of the pine needles, and as he had
the solution well within reach the cup was
actually his property.

The Wasp found the house in which the
coachman had a lodging. It was one of a
bleak terrace, each house divided into three
apartments.

The door of the lower hall was open and
Blane stepped into the dark interior. He
considered quickly the question of locating
the lodger. There were no letter boxes in
the hall. In London fashion the postman
mounted the stairs and thrust the mail
through the door opening”

The Wasp struck a mara and glanced at
the name on the lower flat. It was “Jones”
—plain "Jones” with no initials.

“Bet the next one will be Brown and
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the top one Robinson,” growled the Ameri-
can. “The nerve of that fellow in a city
where a million people carry the name of
Jones to stick up the word without any
initials.”

He cautiously climbed the stairs to the
first floor and located the second door.
Again he struck a match and glanced at
the card tacked to the woodwork above the
bell.  The householder's name, “Chapel.”
was printed on the card, but beneath this
name, clumsily written in pencil, was an-
other. The Wasp read it with a little thrill
of pleasure. It was “Nicholas Grahn.” Of
the name Grahn he knew nothing, but the
girl had said that the coachman’s name was
Nicholas!

The Wasp stood in the darkness of the
landing and considered the means of reach-
ing Nicholas. It was after eleven o’clock.
The household was asleep and there was no
certainty that the coachman was at home.

As the Texan stood debating the matter
there came an interruption. Another per-
son had entered the lower hall. A person
who like Robert Henry Blane was evidently
not familiar with the names of the occu-
pants. A flash light was turned for an
instant on the name of the occupant of the
lower flat, then The Wasp thrust himself
back into the darkness of the landing as the
person came up the stairs.

The unknown stood for a moment at the
head of the stairs, then the spear of light
flashed out from the torch upon the door.
The bearer of the light stooped to examine
the name and as he did so he thrust his
face into the illuminated area. Robert
Henry Blane saw him for a fleeting instant
but the instant was sufficient. It was a
face that Mr. Blane would never forget.
Always the big Texan would remember the
cold, merciless eyes that looked like frozen
hailstones, the nose bred of battles and the
chin that had thrust peace to the winds.
The face that had shown for a second was
the face of No. 37!

As the torch was extinguished The Wasp
crept close to a window on the landing open-
ing on the rear toward the line of the Ham-
mersmith and City Railway. He crouched
breathless and waited to see what the man
hunter would do.

No. 37 had no scruples about rousing the
inmates. He pressed the bell button and
backed up this appeal for admittance by
rapping loudly on the door. His heavy

breathing came to the ears of The Wasp
in the silence that followed.

From within the flat came sounds of
movement, protesting scraps of conversa-
tion—irritable questions and answers. The
door opened a few inches, a swath of light
fell upon the broad form of the great detec-
tive. lie was completely visible to Robert
Henry Blane.

The detective drove his right shoe into
the opening as the door swung back and his
voice boomed through the stillness. “1 want
Nicholas Grahn!” he cried. “Step back!
I am the Law!”

He disappeared within the flat and Rob-
ert Henry Blane was left on the landing
with the words of the man hunter ringing in
his ears. “T am the Law!” He repeated
the words to himself. They seemed strange
and curious. “l am the Law.” It was an
extraordinary statement.

The Wasp, not admitting fear, lifted the
sash of the window on the landing. It
opened out on the yard and beyond the
yard were the lines of the railway. He
tried to thrust the strange remark of the
man hunter from his mind. The conceit of
the fellow! “1 am the Law.”

The Wasp peered without. The landing
was a dangerous place on which to wait. He
thrust his hand> into the darkness and dis-
covered that a cement ledge some twelve
inches in breadth ran along the wall of the
house directly beneath the window.

He climbed through the opening and
tested the strength of the ornamental ledge.
Scraps of cement fell away but it seemed
solid. Cautiously he lowered himself onto
it. clinging with his hands to the window sill.

The door of the flat was again flung ooen.
The landing was fully illuminated and The
Wasp blessed the thought that had
prompted him to find a safer hidin" place.

No. 37 strode out onto the lard' = fol-
lowed by the flat holder, the flat ' idec's
wife, and their son. The chatter <' the

three last was deafening. Again ami again
they assured the man hunter that Nicholas
Grahn, their new lodger, had not been home
since morning. They were respectable peo-
ple— this was their .main assertion—they
knew the vicar, they knew the police, the
postmaster, the head of Gapp’s grocery on
the corner, and they would never have taken
a lodger who had trouble with the police.
“The imperence o' the feller! What was
the world a-comin’ to?”
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The man hunter cut their remarks short.
He waved them back into their flat, telling
them that he would wait till Mr. Grahn ar-
rived. His voice showed displeasure. The
three hurried back into their apartment, still
muttering about their respectability and the
injury to their standing that had been done
by the lodger. No. 37 was left in the
darkness of the landing. The Wasp clung
to the window sill and hoped that Mr. Nich-
olas Grahn tvould not stay out all night.
The ledge was not a very secure resting
place.

A clock chimed midnight. Robert Henry
Blane wondered about the girl he had left
in the taxicab. He wondered about the si-
lent sleuth not more than twelve feet away.
No. 37 had not moved since the closing
of the door upon the flat owner and his
family. He had stood motionless at the
head of the stairs, waiting for his man. A
tireless hunter. Into the mind of The Wasp
there echoed again and again the words
he had used when entering the flat. “I
am the Law!”

There came a sound of dragging feet in
the lower hall. The Wasp listened. Some
one was coming up the stairs!

A slow climber to judge by the sounds.
The Wasp, listening intently, pictured the
man hunter waiting at the stair head. He
sensed in a way the joy which the great
sleuth took in his work. He was the hunt-
ing animal waiting for his prey. A human
panther with the law on his side.

There sprang out a spear of light that
centered accurately on a frightened face,
showing clearly the small, blinking eyes, the
loose mouth, the unshaven chin, the big,
lotv-placed ears. The man hunter spoke in
a voice that was cold and emotionless.
“Don’t move. Nick Grahn! Stand steady,
man. or 111 send you into kingdom come!”

There was the click of handcuffs, the
shuffle of feet, the whimper of a trapped
fool. The probing light danced over the
caotured man. The Wasp saw his manacled
hands, the queer, humped shoulders, the
cheap clothes. The torch squirted its light
downward and he saw more. Nicholas
Grahn was wounded. His right trousers leg
had been cut away and the leg had been
bound up!

No. 37 saw too. He put a string of ques-
tions to his prisoner. “Where? How?
When?” They were hungry queries that

called for immediate answers. The detec-
tive thru;-i his man against the wall. Grahn
made noises that suggested the presence of
iron fingers on his windpipe..

“1'll tell all!" he gasped. “Let me alone!
I'Il tell! 1 went after the cup! | did!
Don't hit me! The hound had a trap on
the stairs and it blew up. Nearly took my

leg offt But 1 didn't kill him! 1 didn't!

I swear | didn't! He—he died of fright!

That's what he did! He died of fright!”
“Who?” cried the man hunter.

“Why, Darren!- gasped the prisoner. “I
went to his—to his house at No. 21/
Aynhoe Road! | went after the cup—I
went—why—why—what are yer arrestin’
me for? What have you grabbed me for?"

The spear of light was on the face of
Nicholas- Grahn, and The Wasp saw the
dreadful horror in the little eyes that were
seeking the face of the man hunter in the
darkness.

There was a moment's pause, then the de-
tective spoke. “I've got you for the mur
der of Antoine Vordmartry at Cap-Martin
over seven years ago,” he said slowly. “You
are one of the few long-outstanding accounts
on my books. Come on! [I'll look into the
Darren business later.”

The door of the flat was pushed open tim-
idly, the landing was again illuminated so
that Robert Henry Blane saw plainly the
Magyar coachman being hustled down the
stairs by the detective. The prisoner was
making queer, disconnected remarks. At
times he whimpered like an animal in pain.

Robert Henry Blane waited. Silence came
down upon the house. The flatholder and
his family went back into their apartment
but their terrified whispers drifted out to
the keen ears of the Texan.

The Wasp climbed back through the win-
dow onto the landing. Cautiously he de-
scended the stairs. He peered out into Sul-
grave Road. The man hunter and his pris-
oner had disappeared. No. 37 had probably
taken his capture up toward the tube sta-
tion.

The Wasp thought of the cup. Hurriedly
he reasoned out what had happened. Nich-
olas had forced his way into the house of
the gambler. He had attempted to climb
up the stairs and had been injured. The
terrified gambler, according to the story told
by Grahn. had expired from fright. The
guestion that troubled The Wasp was
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whether the Magyar coachman had got pos-
session of the goblet.

Mr. Blane thought that he had failed.
Then where was the cup? The Wasp an-
swered his own question. “Why,” he mur-
mured, “it must be still in the little wall
safe behind the water color!”

At a run The Wasp started back for
Aynhoe Road. The real owner of the gob-
let was waiting for it and he had promised-
her that he would bring it. He must not
fail!  Through the nearly deserted streets
he tore full speed, indifferent to the notice
he attracted from late homegoers.

He wondered what No. 37 would do.
Probably telephone to the Hammersmith
police station and tell them to send men
around to Darren’s residence. The Wasp
wondered as to his chances of securing the

cup. If the police were in possession it
might be difficult. But he had promised
the girl! He ran swiftly on.

Near the corner of Caithness Road, a
block from the home of the gambler, he
overtook two hurrying policemen. He
slackened speed. The audacity and cold
nerve which Robert Henry Blane, one time
of Houston, Texas, possessed in quantities
unknown to any other person, was imme-
diately put into practice.

“Where is No. 21jX Aynhoe Road?” he
demanded sharply. “I1've been telephoned

to get there as quick as possible. 1'm from
the Yard!”
“We're going there!” cried the pair.

“Come right along, sir. Something has hap-
pened there. Chap’s been killed, eh?”
“Robbery and murder!” snapped The

Wasp. “They've got the man. Let’s
hurry!”
Running abreast the three turned into

Aynhoe Road and bore down upon the
house. As they approached they knew that
they were not the first comers. The house
was illuminated, a policeman stood on the
sidewalk hustling inquisitive night owls, an-
other was on guard at the door. The Wasp
prayed to the little black-cat mascot that he
carried in his vest pocket.

The two officers and The Wasp ran up the
steps. The policeman on guard looked at
Robert Henry Blane. Blane ignored him.

“’Ow now?” growled the doorkeeper.
“Who are you, pushin’ yer wye in without

“He’s from the Yard,” interrupted one of
the two. “We showed him the way.”’

The doorkeeper wilted under the eye of
The Wasp. The American rushed up the
stairs where a fat sergeant was poking
stupidly at the shattered step that had ex-
ploded under the feet of Nicholas Grahn.
The fat man looked up, saw Authority in the
cool gray eyes that fell upon him, saluted
and mutiered something about the dead
man being in the sitting room on the next
floor.

Robert Henry Blane knew his way to the
sitting room. It was the room where he
had talked with Ferdinand Darren, “ Count
of Pierrefond,” on the evening previous.
With long strides he crossed the landing and
entered.

The room was in disorder. Everything
had been turned upside down. Ferdinand
Darren, still wearing the long silk dressing
gown, lay upon the couch. A tall, stupid-
looking policeman stood watching the dead
man, seemingly a little afraid lest the gam-
bler should come to life suddenly and bite
him.

The Texan Wasp acted swiftly. He re-
turned the bobby’s salute and spoke sharply.
“Stand outside the door and keep every one
out!” he cried. “I'm Inspector Blane from
the Yard!”

The policeman stepped nimbly out onto .
the landing. The Wasp sprang to the little
water color. He thrust it aside and seized
the knob of the safe. It was locked.

Robert Henry Blane, perfectly cool, gave
his full attention to the combination. No.
37 might be on his way to the house but the
Texan was not disturbed by the man hun-
ter's possible arrival. With ear close to the
safe he listened as his muscular finsrers
twirled the knob. Before his mental eyes
was the vision of the girl waiting— the girl
who believed in him, the girl who blushingly

told him that he was a gentleman! He
smiled as he recalled her words. A gentle-
man!

The fat sergeant came to the door. The

Wasp heard his throaty questions as the
long policeman informed him in a whisper
that “ Inspector Bline had told him to keep
every one out.” Round and round went
the knob. The Wasp asked himself who
was it that had previously called him
“Bline?” He remembered. It was the
Whitechapel rat that brought the note from
Darren. He spun the knob again. It was
gueer about the English. Their pronuncia-
tion of words was so ridiculous.
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“NoVi my name,” murmured The Wasp,
“is so easy to------- 7

He stopped abruptly. The little door of
the safe had opened. He was looking at the
chamois bag within which was the Cup of
the Magyars!

Hurriedly Robert Henry Rlane trans-
ferred the cup to the pocket of his over-
coat. He shut the safe and again twirled
the knob and pushed back the lit{Je water
color. With three long strides he reached
the door. The fat sergeant was standing
beside the tall policeman, the round eyes
of the sergeant resembling the bulgy optics
of a highly bred Pekingese.

The Wasp spoke sharply. “Sergeant,” he
cried, “can you pronounce rav name? It's
Wane!”

“Yes, sir!  Wine, sir!” said the fat man.

“Not Wine, confound you!” cried The
Wasp. “Wane! Wane! R-l-a-n-e! Now
try again!”

“Rline!” cried the sergeant.

The Texan Wasp made a wry face. “Give
me your notebook!” he cried. “Quick!”

The perspiring sergeant handed over his
notebook and pencil and The Wasp hur-
riedly wrote a message. It ran:

| thought that your “I am the Lav,-" remark
was a little chesty. Also the “You are one of
the few outstanding accounts on my hooks.”

Chesty stuff, bo! Chesty stuff!
Always yours. Robert Henry Blane.

“Show that to the biggest man that comes
here to-night,” he said, returning the book
to the dumfounded sergeant. “You'll know
him when you see him. He’s alivel And
I'll wager he can say my name as an ordi-
nary person should say it. Tell him I
couldn’t wait.”

It was thirty minutes after leaving the
house of the dead gambler that Robert
Henry Rlane said good-bv to the girl,
Therese Voromartry, at the door of a little
red-brick house in Chelsea. The girl was
beyond herself with delight. She clutched
the famous goblet to her bosom and again
and again she told the big American of the
effect the cup would have upon her mother.

“She will get well!” she murmured again
and.again. “Oh, | know! | know! And
| have to thank you for it! Oh, how can
I thank you?”

“It is nothing,” said Robert Henry Blane.
“Take it up to your mother. It belongs to
your family. Tell me one thing before you
go. Why does the cup distort the faces of
those that look into it?”

« “It only distorts the faces of bad people,”
whispered the girl. “Of wicked people and
—and enemies.”

“But my face was not the same in it,”
protested The Texan.

“Oh. it should be!” cried the girl. “Oh,
you must look again!” She clutched the
sleeve of Robert Henry Blane and pulled
him into the little hall where a gas jet was
burning. Hurriedly she took the cup from
its chamois bag and tilted it high up be-
fore the face of the man. Her own face
was close to his as he looked; her childish
curiosity to see making her momentarily
forgetful.

Robert Henry Blane looked. In the
splendid yellow interior he saw his own face
reflected beside that of the girl and there
was nothing evil in the reflection. 'The look
of greed and avarice that the cup had flung
back to him on the previous evening was

missing. A handsome, smiling Blane looked
down at him from the shining depths of
beaten gold.

“There!” cried the girl. “1 knew you

were good! | shall always think of you as
—as a Sir Galahad who helped me through
a great trouble. Good-by! Good-by! |
must show my mother! Good-by!”

She stood on her tiptoes and hurriedly-
kissed the suntanned cheek of Robert Henry
Blane. Then she fled up the stairs. The
big Texan stood for a moment in the hall,
then he turned and went out of the street
door, closed it softly and walked off down
the silent street.

He was thinking of Retty Allerton of Bos-
ton. In the long ago she had told him that
he was “a handsome Galahad from Texas
who would do great, deeds.” He smiled
softly.

Another adventure of “The Texan Wasp” in the next issue, October 20th.
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Mr. Scandrel watches a romance bloom and
a white hope fade—and takes his profits.

CK in the days of our childhood when
we used to drop in to dear old pub-
lic school bo grab off a little in the
way of learning, the instructors there
had it that the leopard was as totally unable
to change his spots as the average street-car
conductor a ten-dollar case note. Take it
from me, the purveyors of knowledge surely
had the correct hashish and no mistake.
And this piece of instruction goes just as
well for everything else. Take a race horse
and hitch him to a milk wagon. For a
while he’ll be quiet and peaceful but let
somebody bellow “They're off!” within ear-
shot and he’'ll do the same. If a millionaire
craved plain mutton stew when in the flower
of his youth it's fifteen to one that he’ll find
the same dish just as tasty when he enters
the mid-seventies. That which is bred in
the bone does not usually escape through
the skin, all wise cracks to the contrary.

If you're sneering at this, how about the
habits of the dear old public that are mak-
ing dizzy bootleggers so rich that they
wouldn’t think of wearing anything but
platinum-lined pajamas to bed?

Mortimer Higgins wasn’t a bootlegger but
he ran true to form nevertheless. If the
leopard-and-tthe-spot stuff'needed any verifi-
cation Higgins was the bimbo that sup-
plied it. Really, before he got through he
had furnished quite a number of people with
a dash of excitement. These included Mr.
Ottie Scandrel, the popular boulevardier,

Franklyn Marvin, the owner of Westwind,
that smiling estate that makes the motor
men gape when'they're wending a merry
way through the wilds of Long Island, Hale
Marvin, the debutante daughter of the
house, myself and a youth who answered to
the name of Fitzroy Cadwallader.

Oh, but Fitz was some youth for a fact!

It all dated back to about the time that
Shelby, Montana, had discovered the wages
of fame are bankruptcy. The month was
May and the scene was a rough-and-tough
neighborhood in the vicinity of the East
River. Our reasons for being there were
good and plenty. ‘'While returning from
Brooklyn, where Ottie had given a friend a
laugh by trying to collect a three-year-old
debt, Scandrel’s gas eater had sprung a leak
on the bridge and had limped into Manhat-
tan on three wheels.

Until the boiler had tossed in the towel
we had been questing a garage.

“It's funny there ain’'t none around,” Ot-
tie said when we had alighted and set forth
on foot. “From the prices these gyppers
charge just to take a slant at your axles
you'd imagine they'd be six or seven of the
snares on every street. Well, we’'ll keep
going until we find one if we got to walk
from here to the end of New Jersey!”

A mile or so south we cut across an avenue
to take a look down a side street where
Ottie thought he remembered once having
seen a garage. We turned the corner and
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found the street was half blocked by a
mtwenty-ton truck that was shooting a stream
of coal down into the cellar of a cut-rate
bakery that had more customers than flies.
The cart with the black diamonds had an
overseer on board in the person of a young
man whose height, weight and build made
a party by the name of Jess Willard re-
semble a dwarf who hadn’'t eaten in a
month.

This specimen of the Daily Dozen was
picturesquely attired in shoes, trousers and
the latest thing in black undershirts. Even
from where we stood we were able to see he
had shoulders on him wide enough to move
a ship, a chest that looked as if it might
have been blown up, to say nothing of a
waist that a chorus girl wouldn't have jeered
at.

And the muscles of his mighty arms were
as strong as iron bands.

“Look at that prize saphead!” Ottie
chuckled when the big boy climbed up into
the tilted top of the truck and began to help
the coal down the chute, with a piece of
broom. “There he is wasting the best years
of his life when he could be clouting them
stiff in the ring and dragging down impor-
tant money. Honest, it's beyond me how
some of these dumb-bells get fun out of let-
ting some one else clean up the jack. [I'll
bet a Russian ruby to an English shilling
that if 1 had him under my wing I'd be
creating quite a sensation with him.”

The subject of his remarks let the last
of the anthracite slide and dropped down to
the sidewalk with the grace of a ballet
dancer. With one hand he wound up the
coal chute and with the other he carelessly,
knocked out a cog in the machinery that let
the top of the truck slide slowly down and
level out.

Then, as if the effort was less than noth-
ing, he picked up the weighty steel tail-
piece of the vehicle and threw it in place.

“Fragrant violets!” Ottie muttered. “If
strength was baking powder what a swell
cake he'd bake! Stick around. Joe. I'm

aware that dark complexions haven't been
popular with the fight fans since that day
out in Reno but not to get this bird’'s name
and address would be like burning up dol-
lar bills. Pardon me while I hand him a
little gab.”

“Leave him alone,” 1|
happy as he is.”

Shrugging a careless shoulder Scandrel

advised. “He's

approached the truck. Its caretaker was
completing the job by putting the cover of
the coal hole back in place.

“Listen, black boy,” Ottie began, “what’s
the idea of doing all this heavy work for a
few pennies a day when all that you need
is a fancy cap and a whisk broom to get
a job in a Pullman? You're all wet. | hate
to see you -now— Southerners act so in-
tensely stupid. Take my advice and------- "

“Where do you get that Southerner
stuff?” the other snarled, swinging around.
As he did so he passed a bare ami across
his forehead to wipe away the sweat and
proved that the color wasn’'t fast. What
Scandrel had mistaken for the complexion
of an Ethiopian was merely coal dust and
nothing more. “What are you trying to do
—kid me?” he went on with a growl. “If
I wasn't in a hurry to get back to the yards
I'd slap you silly!”

Ottie looked at me and began to laugh.

“Ha-ha! This is ridiculously humorous
but it simplifies matters somewhat as far as
I'm concerned r.nd the fight-loving public.
Drop that shovel and put on your coat!
I'm going to make you rich and celebrated!”

| looked to observe the effect of his state-
ment. The well-built young man curled a
sarcastical lip.

“Yeah? And you're going to make me a
present of a satin suit trimmed with solid
mahogany buttons, ain't you? Say, you
hop heads have got a nerve carrying it out
in the street and interrupting people who are
working hard. Get away now before | crash
you to the ground!”

“Reach for the emergency!” Ottie
bawled. “T guess you don't know who |
am!”

“That's an easy one,” the other sneered.
“You're Vincent Morgan, come to crown me
queen of the May. Step aside before |
crown you first, you dizzy sniffer!”

He would have turned and walked away
at this if my boy friend hadn’t clutched his
arm.

“Awake!” Ottie screamed. “I'm Scan-
drel, the manager of box fighters! Go over
to Broadway and you’ll find out what a rep
I've got. This party with me is Joe O'Grady
and even he can prove it! Leave that shovel
be and listen to reason. | want your name
and address. | might be able to make
something out of you!”

“What—a baboon?”

“A fighter—a pugilist!” Scandrel rushed
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on. “You look as if you scale two hundred
as you are and you don’t seem to be carry-
ing any extra poundage. The build on you
alone is good enough to scare half these
push-overs out of a year's growth! How do
you know that with me looking out for you
you won't become somebody? In time |
might even fix up a bout with the charn-
peen!”

“What do | want to fight the champeen

for?” was the surly answer. “He never
done nothing to me.”

“Act intelligent!” Ottie ordered. “You
look like you can punch and take it. All |

want you to do is to let me give you a try-
out and if you're one quarter as good as |
think you might be we can split up some
big dough. Dwell on that. Wouldn't you
rather be a fighter than a chambermaid on
this bus?”

“What for?” the other shot back. “I
got more than enough quarrels on the books
with my boss about getting my wages raised
than | know what to do with. Why should
| fight people I don't know and who never
done nothing to me? Fix me up a bout
with the general manager of the Eagle Coal
Company and I'm yours.”

“How much a week are you dragging
down?” Scandrel inquired.

“1'm getting four dollars a day now and
this is my third year. What business is
it of yours?”

Ottie's answer was to dive into the inner
pocket of his form-fitting jacket and haul
out his leather. Notwithstanding the fact
he owned a car he still laid claim to a
bundle of bank notes which would have
won respect from a head waiter. The chauf-
feur of -the coal truck looked at the roll
with the same interest he would have given
the Yosemite Valley.

“Here's half a hundred!” Ottie yelped,
stuffing that much into the other's hand.
“This is merely to show you I'm on the
square. Now will you talk business with
me or not?”

The black white hope secreted the money,
threw on his coat and nodded curtly toward
the front seat of his omnibus.

“Climb in,” he invited tersely. “I got to
roll this car down to the yards and hand
in my resignation. If | leave it in the street
here I'm likely to get arrested.”

“Fair enough,” Scandrel murmured.
“You sit next to him, Joe,” he added, with a
nudge.

«A—POP.
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During our journey downtown we learned
that .Mortimer Higgins was the name of
our host. He was as close-mouthed, how-
ever. as if he was up for grand larceny and
it was with the greatest of difficulty that
we managed to get any information out of
him. Vvhat we learned was that Higgins
was just sweet twenty-five, that he lived in
the Gas House district but didn’t mind if,
that he liked the winter better than the
summer and had only one enemy in the
world.

That was the general
Eagle Coal Company.

“That bozo,” Higgins growled, “is one of
the kind that plays solitaire with marked
cards. For a fact, his middle name must
start with E because he’s full of excuses.
Every time | paste him for a raise he tells
me the boy that owns the company is cut-
ting down expenses and that there's noth-
ing doing. I'm peaceful by nature but I'd
like to crash him to the ground just once.
What right has a company to make millions
a week while I'm only getting four dollars
a day?”

“Don’t ask me,” Ottie said hastily. “I
never was good at mathematics. But don't
be worrying your head about capitals and
laborers. From now on you'll be clicking
off four dollars a minute—if you can sock
as good as you look!”

The coal yards proved to be in the cen-
ter of a thickly populated neighborhood
where a human life wasn't worth a French
dime any time from twilight on. Mortimer
Higgins shot through the front gates, drew
up beside a building labeled “Office” and
began to play “La Boheme” on the siren.
Two minutes of grand uproar and the door
was flung violently open. Out of it rushed
a bald-headed man with a fountain pec. in
his hand and an angry look in his eyes.
Scandrel’'s discovery informed us that he
was no less than the general manager.

“What's all this?” the newcomer chanted.
“And how many times have | told you the
company does not allow its drivers to ride
with their friends? | have a mind to fire
you instantly. Instantly, | say!”

Mortimer Higgins climbed to the ground
and fumbled in his pocket.

“You boys get right down off that truck!”
the general manager hollered at us.

“Be quiet,” Ottie murmured lazily, “or
I'm apt to give your chin a permanent loca-
tion at the back of your head.”

manager of the
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Meanwhile Higgins had produced a sheaf
of documents and was shoving them in the
general manager’s hands.

“Here are the receipts for the day's work!
I lost the key to the ignition last winter
but a hairpin will work it. I'm quitting in-
stantly. Instantly, | say!”

The one he addressed sorted through the
receipts, looked at Higgins and coughed.

“I'm afraid that you are acting rashly,”
he said in a tone that was as mild as a
fifty-cent cigar. “In an old and repu-
table concern like this there are chances
for advancement that should not be over-
looked. In time, if you are diligent and
industrious, you might be able to double
your salary. And not only that but there’s
just the chance the president might take
an interest in you and let you drive one of
his limousines. We strive to be democratic

“Gimme the wages due me!” Higgins hol-
lered. “In another minute I'll be crying all
over your collar. And, say. make it a little
hasty. I'm afraid if | stay here much
longer I'll lose my temper and cause sorrow
to your family. Let's go!”

Once Higgins had Kkissed the coal yards
good-by we took a surface car back to the
spot where Ottie’'s car had succumbed.
There was no sign of it. Where it had
once stood was a spot of grease and three
droos of gasoline.

“Hot dog!” Ottie gasped.
went and melted!”

We were still gaping w.itlessly at the spot
when one of the merchants in the vicinity
came out of his delicatessen store.

“You own a car, no?” he stated in a
brogue that came direct from Moscow.
“You stand it here a while ago, yes? Well,
two men come up with a rope and dragged
it away. They went by that street, mister!”

“Then we'll go by this street!” Ottie
yelped, heading in the opposite direction.
“Well, well!” he chuckled a minute later,
“There is such a thing as luck after ail, eh,
Joe? | only hope them crooks don’t find
out where | live and bring the boat back!”

We reached my gym in the Bronx an hour
later. If either of us expected signs of ex-
treme interest on the part of Mortimer Hig-
gins we were doomed to disappointment.
Higgins betrayed no more excitement over
his surroundings than the Westminster Ken-
nel Club would over a frankfurter. We went
upstairs and found a couple of local light-

“I'lll bet it

weights were getting in shape for scheduled
combats by pushing each other around. The
usual gang of ornaments were on hand and
over in a corner “Philadelphia Frank”
O’Shay, a heavyweight with a notorious
glass jaw, was industriously pelting one of
the bags. The atmosphere was one of ex-
citement. conflict and spirits of ammonia.
It thrilled Higgins so much that he could
hardly suppress a yawn.

“This,” Scandrel said, giving the room
a nod, “will be your future training shed.
Right here is where you get tightened up
for all your big battles. And it's right here
that the newspaper boys will be flocking
around, once you're famous, and beautiful
women will be calling to give you presents
of lovely flowers!”

Higgins turned pale.

“1 thought.” he stammered, “this was a
gym and not a funeral parlor!”

“Right here,” Ottie went on, “is where
you're going to get whipped into condition.
This is the place where you're going to
learn that a punch .isn't a drink and that
fancy diving should be done in a tank.
Show me just a little something and we'll
show the world a lot!”

The ooze didn't get a rise out of Hig-

gins. He turned and watched O’Shay drop
a few wicked ones into the bag.
“What's that baby doing over there

pounding the sack?”

“That's part of his training,” | explained.
“He’s the Philadelphia Frank O’Shay who
once staved fifteen frames with ‘Michigan
Mike’ Morrison. If you could flatten
O’'Shay you'd have a wonderful chance to
rise to great heights. He's a tough card,
no fooling!”

“Why should Twant to stiffen him?” Hig-
gins replied curtly. “He looks like a good
egg and what did he ever do to me? If
you're going to make me a champ,” he told
Scandrel. “why don't you fix it up as soon
as possible? 1've decided I'll fight him
and lick him because | need the title but
I can't for the life of me see beating up
a lot of others who don’t mean nothing at
all to me. What's the idea?”

Ottie looked at me and then at the ceil-
ing. Finally he controlled his emotions and
touched Higgins' arm.

“Never mind the why's and the why-
should-bc's.  Well argue that out some
snowy night next winter. Just now you're
Coming downstairs with me. 1'm going to
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introduce you to the delights of a shower
bath. After that I'll fit you out with all the
clothing you'll need in the future— trunks,
ring shoes and a pair of gloves. Then
maybe you and Frankie can step a few to-
gether. If you don’t want to hit him hard
enough to hurt him vou don't have to.
How’s that?”

“Fine!” Higgins answered with some de-
gree of enthusiasm.

Ottie led him away and returned some
ten minutes later.

“Listen,” he said to O’'Shay, “l got a
mockie | just now picked off a coal cart.
He looks good but so do a lot of phony-
jewelry store windows. From his chatter |
get the idea he's one of these here—now—
pacifies, too peaceful to fight. 1 want to
see if he can take plenty and how it affects
him. Here's ten dollars. Tie into him with
all you've got. If you can knock him kick-
ing so much the better.”

O’Shay leaped at the money as if he had
been touched with a hot harpoon.

“You mean that freak you were talking
to? | didn’t like his looks anyway. [I'll
punch him groggy, don’t worry a thing about
that. You pay me ten but you'll get fifty
dollars’ worth and maybe more! That's a
promise!”

“With the exception of that sugar sign
up the Hudson, what could be sweeter!”
Ottie chuckled. *“This boy might be all the
world to the coal business but a bust in
the eye in the ring.”

Some twenty minutes later Mortimer Hig-
gins in the habiliments of his new profes-
sion came shyly in. Minus nine pounds of
coal dust, the stalwart youth appeared as
embarrassed as a girl in a bathing suit a
size and a half too small. There was no
doubting the gym vyeggs would have pre-
?ented Higgins with a snicker if it hadn't
been for his build. That commanded the
same respect as a .38 loaded full of bul-
lets!

In his somewhat abbreviated clothing he
gave the world a chance to admire his swell-
ing biceps, his sturdy legs and his rippling
muscles. If he carried an ounce of super-
fluous weight it was above the ears. As he
stood he looked good enough to give the
"Wild Bull of the Pampas” a few exciting
minutes.

Ottie did the honors, leading Philadel-
phia Frankie O’'Shay forward.

“This here gentleman,” he explained
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briefly, “will take you on for a couple of
chapters. I'll stop you with the Ingersoll.
Get going now while we can have the use
of the ring.”

O’Shay promptly swung up under the
middle rope and stood waiting. The studio
loungers gathered around with a display of
interest. When Higgins entered the ring he
looked it over with an expression that said:
“So this is pugilism!” and gave ear to the
instructions Ottie tossed up to him.

“Get mad!” Scandrel snapped, dragging
out his grandfather’s clock.

O’Shay immediately began to feel Higgins
out with a few light taps that went through
the truck chauffeur's guard like raindrops
penetrating a ninety-eight-cent umbrella. It
was obvious from Higgins' crouch and the
way he almost broke his neck blocking
feints that his knowledge of scientific slug-
ging was conspicuous by its absence. He
dealt out a few that hadn’'t all his steam
(behind them. To prove it, one of the
punches caught Philadelphia Frankie on the
piece of bric-a-brac masquerading as his
jaw. The mediocre heavyweight grinned
and stuck it out for more.

“C'me on!” Scandrel hollered. “Lay off
the fox trot and let’'s see a little up-to-date
action!”

O’Shay, once he got my word, began to
slap over some torrid ones. Before Hig-
gins could know what it was all about the
young man fell back under a cyclone of
furious belts. Cutting loose with all the
merchandise he had to brag about, O’'Shay
rushed him from one set of ropes to the
other, hammering him meanwhile with up-
percuts, hooks, jabs, swings and straight
ones that had Higgins' eyes sticking out a
yard and a half. At that, O'Shav couldn’t
drop him until he had him in a corner,
measured him off and timed a left to the
jaw that introduced the pride of the coal
yards to the Oriental rug on the floor of the
ring.

“Right here,” Scandrel sighed, “endeth
the first lesson. And what a grand build he
had on him to be sure!”

Commotion on the part of the bystanders
lifted our eyes to the roped inclosure.
Bounding up from the pad like a rubber ball,
Higgins shot across at O’Shav, his arms
swinging like windmills. Yelling something
that nobody understood or wanted to the
former caretaker of the coal truck collided
with his adversary and pulled back a right
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hook that landed in a spot directly between
Philadelphia Frankie's ribs.

It lifted O'Shay three feet from the floor
and hurled him over the ropes and down
into the ranks of the spectators who imme-
diately broke cover and rushed for the door!
Then, still yelling, Higgins dropped down to
the level of the floor, caught two of the
crowd that were in the rear and knocked
them cold.

He was halfway to the doors when Ottie
overtook him and brought back sanity with
a rabbit punch.

“Enough!” Scandrel bawled. *“This try-
out don’'t include the general public! Get
in order!”

Higgins licked his lips and shook him-
self.

“I'm sorry,” he mumbled. “I guess I
forgot myself. | didn't want to hurt him
but he got me mad and when | get sore
| don't know what I'm doing.”

Ottie dragged him over in a corner.

“Be mad all the time—you've got the pil-
lows on. The madder you are the more
money you’'ll make. Listen, ‘Farewell------- n

“Which?” Higgins asked, puzzled.

“1 forgot to tell you that that's your new
name!” Scandrel explained. *“Farewell Hig-
gins—one punch and it's good-by!”

So that was all arranged.

A month later Farewell nee Mortimer
Higgins had made considerable progress in
the line of shaping himself up for fisticuffs
with any of the topnotchers Ottie could lure
into the ring. Scandrel was an eighteen-
carat buffoon, a pessimistic optimist with
more conceit than a girls’ boarding school
but when it came to instructing a prospect
im the art of Give and Take he was all the
face cards in the deck. He pulled a Simon
Legree on the lad but the result, as demon-
strated, proved conclusively that it's a wise
manager who knows his own feed bag.

Like most of the big ones, Higgins was
slow and considerably awkward. There was
no questioning the wallop he carried in each
hand. The trouble was that he found it
difficult to get his stuff across when matched
against any of the gym bunch who knew
enough about boxing to hold him off and
fight him at long range. Higgins was essen-
tially a slugger who could sock and receive
it in quantities without staying down for
the maximum toll. When he forgot himself
and angered up there was always a spec-
tacular bout in the gym.

Several matchmakers for local clubs who
had dropped in to watch the big fellow at
work had made tentative offers to Scandrel
for a fight but had been turned down as cold
as a smelt6 eye. Ottie had no desire to
rush his charge before the public before Hig-
gins was set for a climb up the ladder. So
a couple of more weeks rolled by with Hig-
gins eating and working his head off and
his gifted manager touring Manhattan in an
imported car which he had picked up for a
song and dance in a secondhand plumbing
establishment.

“When are you going to send Higgins out
to earn his living?” | inquired one warm
afternoon when Ottie had dropped in the
office to match pennies with himself.

He shrugged.

“Plenty soon— maybe. You know how
these two hundred pounders stand with the
sport writers. They're all a witticism until
they register fifty fights or more, win each
with a clean K. O., never get knocked down,
never refuse a challenge and always keep
trying. | don't intend to let all the work
I've put in on the kid run for Sweeney
until I'm sure of him. | could get him any
number of mills but he'd cop a draw on
them as sure as there’s a nose on your face
—if he didn't hate the party he battled
with. That’s gossip truth. You seen how
he acted that first day with O’Shay and you
know how he’s been acting since. | should
be a fall guy for some third-rater who'd
take advantage of Higgins' merciful disposi-
tion! I'm laughing!”

He went on matching pennies until he
owed himself a dollar sixty-nine. Then he
stood up and yawned.

“Where are you bound?” | queried.

He was about to answer when a hur-
ried knock sounded on the door. It was
repeated, with variations, a few more times.

“Somebody thinks this is a hotel,” my boy
friend mumbled. “If all the knocking
around here was done on the door what a
sweet place it would be. Come in!” he
bawled.

The door opened and Fitzroy Cadwallader
entered the room and our lives. The new-
comer’s robes de Park Avenue were the first
thing we noticed. They consisted of patent-
leather Boston terriers, a four-inch cuff
that got by as a collar, a suit cut from two
yards of delicate lavender serge, a pussy-
willow neckpiece and a double-breasted
waistcoat. In addition to bearing a strik-
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mg resemblance to a deceased herring Cad-
wallader possessed a pair of navy-blue eyes,
a fur-bearing upper lip and was so thin
that if he had shivered twice he would have
slipped through a trousers leg or choked to
death in a buttonhole.

“Help yourself to the cake,” Scandrel
chuckled after our visitor bad introduced
himself. “Fitzroy Cadwallader, hey? What
are you selling?'s

“Fm not.'5the other went on in a nervous
contralto voice. “Pm buying. Can you di-
rect me to a gentleman who is known as Mr.
Scandrel?'5

“Pm he!% Ottie said, surprised.
are you in the market for?”

“Vitality, strength and a robust phy-
sique!” was the answer.

Ottie and | traded a glance apiece.

“1'm afraid you've got the wrong address.
This is a gymnasium—not a drug store.”

Cadwallader took out a solid-gold ciga-
rette case and helped himself to a nail.

“Perhaps | had better explain. To be-
gin with | am one of the Westbury Cad-
walladers. We trace—er—'back to William
the Conqueror, you know.”

“Not so good!” Scandrel interrupted. “I
date back to Adam, and before he went in
the express business at that. Never mind
the saps in your family tree. Continue with
the vitality thing.”

Cadwallader took the rebuff with an un-
disturbed smile.

“For some time,” he went on, “l have
been in Wall Street—in the bond business.
Close application to my office has left but
little time for the rough, strenuous sports
that now pass as recreation. That is to say,
with the exception of a few games of golf a
month, | have almost entirely neglected
physical exercise. Now there comes a time
when it is necessary that | combine brawn
with brain. In a word. | want to be built
up.”

Scandrel lifted a brow.

“1 thought you were in the wrong shop.
You want to see an architect.”

“1 applied at one or two gymnasiums in
«the business district,'s Cadwallader con-
tinued imperturbably. “In both cases your
name was given to me. Please understand
that | do not expect you to work miracles.
What | do think and know is possible is
that if | devote a certain number of hours
a day to diligent training and become very
strict on the question of diet, 1 can, within

“What
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a reasonable time, increase mmy weight,
strengthen my muscles and put myself in
the very pink of condition. What say?”

Scandrel didn't. He looked at me, he
gazed at the ceiling and then he looked
at Cadwallader. who had produced a hand-
embroidered handkerchief and was fussing
with it nervously.

“When a set-up goes in for this sort of
bunk,” Ottie muttered, “one of two things
are responsible—liquor or a gal. Which is
what?”

The gilded youth colored.

"Er—ha-ha— | see that you have guessed
my secret.” he stammered. “Yes, the most
wonderful girl in all the world has fired my
ambition. 1 will confess all. Hale—the
young lady in question, | should say—is a
typical American girl who loves the great
outdoors. Not only does she play marvelous
golf, splendid tennis, swim and drive a car
but she fairly worships strength and power.
I—er— have reason to believe that she would
consider me with more interest if 1 could
surprise her with some feat of strength,
display my prowess in some striking man-
ner. Money is of no particular importance
if 1 may attain my goal. | must carry out
my plan!  Will you think it over and let me
know? A letter to the Blue Stocking Club
will always reach me here in town.”

Ottie said that he would and Cadwallader
departed.

“Ain't it a snicker the way the girls can
stand them up and have them begging like
poodles, Joe? All hr wants is to be made
strong and powerful! In another minute |
would have been forced to give him the
street— the silly mockie!”

“1t looks to me,” | cut in, “as if this was
a chance to collect a little easy sugar.
You've got a heavyweight eating three times

a day. Here's an opportunity to cut down
the overhead. | hope you're not going to
pass it up.”

He grinned.

“Get calm! The only reason | said I'd

think it over was so that | could have a
chance to get a line on how good his busi-
ness is. 1 guess fifty berries a day ought
to be about right. I'll send that in. Then
if he turns me down | can cut the price
to three dollars a day— American plan.”
Fitzroy Cadwallader made no objection
to Scandrel’s usury. A few days later he
showed up at the gym with his dinner pail
at noon, worked his head off and quit at
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twilight. The members of the Leisure Asso-
ciation that had its clubrooms in the gym
thought that Fitzroy was quite the most
amusing thing that had happened since
Solomon had given the Queen of Sheba a
tumble. Knowing Ottie’s disposition, how-
ever, and having respect for their health,
they were careful to conceal their merri-
ment whenever he or the Westbury Cad-
wallader was in sight.

Burlesque might have had more comicals
than Fitzroy in his gym costume but any
one who had ever seen him smacking the
bag, skipping rope or working with the In-
dian clubs, doubted it. Cadwallader would
have been a panic at the seashore. He was
frail and he was pale and he had more
bones than your crap games. But despite
his appearance he was as game as they were
being served. Fitz could not have worked
harder if he had belonged to a union. There
was a certain grim, unflinching determina-
tion to his efforts that soon turned sarcasm
to sympathy and contempt to admiration.

“1 give him credit on a plate,” Scandrel
said one afternoon when he was treating
Higgins and myself to a roll through Long
Island in his car. “The little freak has got
more snap than a rubber band. If he was
three feet higher and a yard wider I'd have
him belting a few of these cream-puff light-
weights that are around town. No fooling,
you could take a few tips off him, Mort.”

“1 never play the ponies,” Higgins replied
shortly. “And don’'t be getting* personal.
I'm getting paid for my training and he’s
paying for his. That's where all compari-
son ends.”

He lapsed into silence and Scandrel. anx-
ious to get home to his gruel, turned the
beak of the bus around and started back
toward ludicrous Gotham. At the time we
were traversing one of the North Shore
roads that was lined with handsome estates
on either hand. Ottie was drinking them in
like wine when, without notice, there came
into sight a young lady on horseback. It
did seem that the nag was clicking off some
pretty speed but no one took extreme no-
tice of it until Scandrel suddenly jammed
on the brakes and let out a yell.

“Sweet mamma! If that ain't a runaway
neither was Helen of Troy!”

The truth of his statement was instantly
perceived. Not only was the mustang gal-
loping like mad but the young lady on board
had clasped both her arms about its neck

and was hanging on for dear life. We heard
the thunder of hoofs and then Mortimer
Higgins' exclamation. Neither of us under-
stood it until the heavyweight had slipped
over the side of the boat and was in the
center of the road.

“Get away from there!” Ottie roared.
“What stable did you ever work in that
you know how to stop horses? Leave that
plug run and he’ll unwind by himselfl”

Farewell Higgins' reply was to tear off
his coat and brace himself. The plunging
runaway came nearer. Honest, we could
almost see smoke coming out of his nos-
trils. Ottie had turned away but | stared
in fascinated horror. There was a breath-
taking second of suspense and then Higgins
had leaped at the bridle. He caught both
reins and dug his heels into the road. If he
hadn't been as big as a mountain the
broncho would have flicked him carelessly
aside. But with two hundred pounds saw-
ing at the bit the pony changed its mind
and after some fancy dancing came to a
stop. Higgins made sure of it by grabbing
the goat’s nose.

“He done it!” Scandrel hollered.

The young lady passenger slid safely to
the ground. She tucked a fluffy wisp of
brown hair in place, looked herself over to
see if she was all in order and sighed. Then
she turned a button on her cute little scar-
let riding coat and faced Higgins with shin-
ing eyes.

“You undoubtedly saved my life!” she
cried in a voice no different from the sterling
mark on silver. “Pedro is a bad actor and
father has forbidden me to ride him. This

afternoon | felt in rather a reckless mood
and so | ordered him saddled—with this
result. He got his head back at the cross-
ing and | was powerless to stop him. But
| must introduce myself. I'm Hale
Marvin.”

“Yes, ma'am,” Higgins mumbled wit-
lessly.

By this time both Ottie Scandrel and my-
self were aware that Eve’s relative was beau-
tiful enough to have made a hoppie throw
away his layout. Eyes, hair, teeth, smile
and what not were all perfect and pulse-
quickening. Hale Marvin was one of those
girls who could make calico look like geor-
gette. It's safe to say that if she had been
entered in the Comely Sweepstakes against
Diana, Gleopatra, Madame du Barry and
the chorus of the Winter Garden she would
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have been an even-money favorite and could
have beaten the field from here to Peru.

That's how enticing she was!

“You saved my life!” she went on to the
speechless Higgins. “If you hadn't risked
serious injury | know that the end would
have been fatal for me. My, how strong
you are! And how modest, i don't sup-
pose you even realized your heroic deed.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Higgins stammered. “I
mean, no, ma’'am.”

“You're just like all heroes,” the girl went
on, giving him a smile that would have up-
set an ocean liner. “But you're one hero
who is not going to be overlooked. You
must come back to Westwind—my home™
with me. | want you to meet my father.
1 want dad to understand what you did.”

“Pm terribly sorry,” Higgins stuttered,
“but the three of us are in a hurry to get
back to the Bronx.”

“Apple sauce! " Scandrel butted in hastily.
“Of course we'll all go up and meet your
old man, Miss Marvin. =1 don't want to
take away none of the big boy’s glory but
it was me that seen you coming and tipped
him off to do his stuff. Don’t mind the kid

—he’s bashful to the point of imbecility.
Climb in and leave Joe lead Pedro from
the back seat. Westwind, hey? 1 like the

sound of the name.”

The estate, some two miles distant, turned
out to be one of those picture-book places
that sound like a gross exaggeration when
mentioned by the week-end guest. In round
numbers it possessed a marvelous swimming
pool, tennis courts, sunken Italian gardens,
eterraces, arbors and all the rest of the fit-
tings that cost big dough. Only a billion-
aire, a retired police commissioner or an ac-
tive rum runner could have owned West-
wind.

Once we reached it Hale Marvin turned
the bad-acting l'edro over to a groom and
rushed us into the library to meet the head
of the house. This answered to the name
of I'ranklyn Marvin and looked it. The
viceroy of industry took all his breathless
daughter had to say and congratulated and
complimented Higgins until the former em-
ployee of the Eagle Coal Company had ears
on him that looked like a pair of red lan-
terns.

The fact that Higgins was a box fighter
apparently made little difference to Frank-
lyn Marvin. But after all, why should it
have made any difference? A college edu-
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cation and a knowledge of the correct way
to drink soup makes but scant impression
on a runaway horse. After a half an hour
of flattery Marvin invited us all for dinner.
Despite the fact that Ottie almost gave Hig-
gins fallen arches by stepping on his foot
the big heavyweight mumbled excuses and
queered the party.

Father and daughter accompanied us to
the front door. There Marvin stuck a hand
in his pocket.

“Have a cigar,
Corona-Corona.”

“One will be enough, thanks,” Higgins an-
swered nervously before turning to Ottie.
“Er—1 guess we'd better start back now.
It's beginning to get dark.”

“ But surely you can come down and have
tea with me some afternoon,” Hale Marvin
exclaimed, giving him a look more intoxi-
cating than anything put up in bottles.

“We'd love to!” Scandrel assured her.
“Will Thursday be 0. K.™at, say, about
three bells?”

The date was registered and we were al-
lowed to depart—to Mortimer Higgins' in-
finite relief.

“Well, what a cheese hero you are, for a
fact!” Scandrel snapped the minute we were
out of Westwind. “Ain’t you got no brains?
That dolly’s father is only worth about six
<billions and fifty-five cents. Even | have
heard about him. He’s Marvin the multi-
millionaire!”

“1 don’'t care if he's Henry Ford's em-
ployer!” Higgins muttered. “What's his
money got to do with me? All them mil-
lionaires are a bunch of crooks—like the
birds that own the coal company.”

“Don’'t be so dumb!” Ottie snapped.
“Look at the gal—anybody with one half
of an eye could see she was sold on you.
And look at you—rude to the point of
having no manners. If you'd have played
your hearts right you could have trumped
her ace and no doubt gotten in strong. Now
it's even money that she’ll never want to see
you again, having learned what a clown you
are.”

“What do | care?” Higgins retorted.
“Them rich dolls are as bad as their old
men. All they think of is powder and paint
and rouge and how many lemons in your
tea and all that junk. The gal | marry may
be weak financially but you can bet she'll
be strong enough to do a good day’'s wash
and fling a pot of stew together after. And

Mr. Higgins. Smoke a
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she won't have a name like a snowstorm
neither. | hope she don't bother with me.
1 never want to see her again!”

As it turned out Higgins was due to see
quite a little of Miss Hale Marvin. Gro-
tesque and ridiculous as it was, his studied
indifference only seemed to add fuel to the
fires of the young lady’s interest. Not only
did she use Mr. Bell's invention frequently
and daily but even went so far as to start
dropping into the gym each morning and
pursue Higgins, while he was doing his road
work, in a natty little speedster. It was
obvious that the rescue he had pulled had
made the beautiful debutante his infatuated
worshiper.

Discouragement acted on her like a tonic
and rudeness might have been etiquette for
all the notice she took of Higgins' lack of
attention. Don't make the mistake of
thinking that she was bold or brazen, be-
cause no one could have acted more refined
or ladylike—chase him though she did.

The amusing part of it was that while
Higgins avoided her Ottie did everything
passible to set himself in right with the
ringer for Venus. Hale Marvin was as much
taken with Scandrel as any of the society
leaders would be with a dinner guest who
put his feet on the table! She tolerated him
only because he was her idol's manager.

While tempus continued to fugit Fitzroy
Cadwallader continued to devote his after-
noons to the pursuit of strength and power.
While not a Hercules in any sense of the
word, this error in Nature's column of fig-
ures began slowly but surely to reap the
reward of perserverance. He had put on
some twenty pounds which covered every
bone—except his head— had lost his languor
and had begun to show the same amount of
pep as cayenne. There was a sparkle in
his blue eyes, a glow in his cheeks and a
certain jaunty alertness to his walk that
made one suspect rubber heels until they
noticed he featured it even in his nude feet.

To kid him along Scandrel had let him
mix it with one or two lightweight boys who
were living on hope and existing on charity.
They pulled their punches for a dollar each
and let Cadwallader make spectacles out of
them. The day following the cuffing he had
administered to 'the lads the young aristocrat
showed up at my office around tea time and
helped himself to a chair. Once seated he
began to bat .1000 in the League of Ex-
planations.

“l have a remarkable idea,” he began
tersely. “The—er—young lady | am in
terested in seems to be slipping away from
me. | might as well teil you frankiy that
she is Hale Marvin, the daughter of the
enormously wealthy Franklyn Marvin of
Westwind, Long Island. Hale, the dear
girl, as much as admitted she is interested
in another and all will be lost if | do not
immediately make a tremendous effort to
win back her favor. All these weeks I have
said nothing about the afternoons | have
spent here and little does she realize my
present physical fitness. Is that much
clear?”

“.As genuine Three Star!” Ottie assured
him. “Spin the rest of it.”

Fitzroy drew a breath.

“It so happens,” he went on, “that Frank-
lyn Marvin is giving a dinner and a lawn
fete for some of his business associates next
Wednesday night at Westwind. | happen
to know that part of the entertainment will
consist of a boxing exhibition and | feel cer-
tain that 1 can arrange to have Higgins en-
gaged as one of the combatants.”

He paused and looked at Scandrel oddly.

“Keep stepping.”

Cadwallader leaned slightly forward.

“Wait! Don’t laugh! | want to be Hig-
gins' adversary for the bout! Before we go
any farther let me explain at once that if
Higgins will allow me to go two or three
rounds with him and then apparently knock
him out, | will give you a check for five
thousand dollars!”

“You're as crazy as Russial”
snapped.

“I'll make it ten thousand!” Cadwallader
cried hoarsely. “What is money compared
with my future happiness? |I'm certain that
if Hale can observe me in my new role-
see me not only hold my own against a
huge, formidable brute like he is, but actu-
ary trounce him severely, my stock will
immediately go far above par. 1I'm so con-
fident of it that I'm willing to gamble the
amount mentioned. And, to remove the
stigma of defeat that might hurt his repu-
tation, Higgins can use a nom de plume
for that night. | can promise you that there
will be absolutelv no publicity attached to
it.”

Scandrel got his jaw back in place.

Scandrel

“Ten grand! Give me time to think this
over.”
“By all means,” Cadwallader replied
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smoothly. “If you and Higgins reach a de-
cision before eight o'clock telephone me at
the High Hat Club. Otherwise ring me up
in the morning at my office.”

He bowed and withdrew. The instant
the door shut behind him Ottie fell off of his
chair.

“Ten thousand ducats! Wait until Hig-
gins hears that he's got a chance to make
a thousand clear! This Cadwallader must
be crazy but what do we care? C’'me on,
Joe! Let's get the kid before he goes out
for dinner and picks up indigestion or some-
thing to put him in a grouchy humor!”

He found the former slave of the Eagle
Coal Company in the act of emerging from
the showers which were still a pleasing nov-
elty to him. Ottie grabbed him before he
could escape and handed him the frame.
Higgins listened without comment or a
change of expression until he was finished.

Then he drew himself up to the last inch
of his six feet and showed his teeth—both
of them.

“Say, where do you get that stuff? Me
lay down for mere money? What amount
of it could ever set me right with my con-
science? | ought to poke you one for even
suggesting it, you blackmailer!” He broke
off abruptly, drew a hissing breath and
clutched Scandrel so quickly that Ottie side-

stepped and tried to use his left. “Wait a
minute!” Higgins bellowed. “I'll take all
that back! I'll take it back because when

Hale Marvin sees me laying stretched out
stiff in the ring maybe she'll quit running

after me and bothering me! The broads
hate losers! | accept!”
Scandrel gave his clock a tumble.
“Fine!” he barked. “I'll telephone the

Derby Club at once!”

Cadwallader lost little time in arranging
matters. Forty-eight hours later Farewell
Higgins received a billet doux from Frank-
lyn Marvin stating how pleased the multi-
millionaire would be to have that young man
box at' Westwind for the edification of his
business acquaintances. The note went on
to say that he hoped Higgins would defeat
“Hell's Bells” Regan, his opponent. The
laugh came when Fitzroy explained that
that was the name he intended winning
under.

“Hale,” Cadwallader chuckled, “will in-
deed be astonished when she learns the iden-
tity of Mr. Regan. Oh, but | shall cer-
tainly get ten thousand dollars’ worth of
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father has absolutely no inkling of the plot.
I look for total bewilderment on his part,
also—to say nothing of a decided change
in his opinion of me. Wait and see!”

We did.

The fatal Wednesday night rolled around
with Higgins only mildly interested in what
was due to break. He and the Westbury
Cadwallader had rehearsed the bout several
times and were punch perfect. They had
decided it was to go three frames, that Hig-
gins was to kiss the canvas twice in each
round and that F'itzroy was to administer
the sleeping powder toward the end of the
third chapter with a slam to the plexus that
was to bear every evidence of being bona
fide.

“The little freak wanted to make it cur-
tains with a smack on the button,” Scandrel
laughed when we were over the Queens-
boro Bridge. “It was with the utmost diffi-
culty that I made him understand step-
ladders aren’t used in the ring. | hope this
gets across with them money dukes. |
wouldn’'t want a good guy like Marvin to
think we was pulling a nifty on him.”

“All 1 hope.” Higgins cut in softly, “is
that it gets across with the chicken. Hon-
est, I'd let that little dumb-bell tear me to
rags if | was only sure she'd get over that
hero stuff and leave me be.”

Westwind, once we reached it, was beau-
tifully lit up. So were the majority of the
guests. We received a hearty welcome from
the admiral of commerce and were 'lien
turned loose to wander at will around the
sunken lItalian gardens where one of Broad-
way's Class A orchestras was playing jazz
as it had. never been written before. T.in-
terns swayed in the sweet night a:r and
there was more color around than in any
gal's hand bag.

Three minutes of gape and then a vis;on
in a silver evening creation with fluffy brown
hair and eyes that were as danger ms as
dynamite, came out of the crowd and
greeted us. This was no other than Hale
Marvin, so intensely lovely that while
Scandrel was piping her off he almost
walked into one of the pools by mistake.

“So you're actually going to display your
skill and science here to-night!” the en-
ticing debutante cried after she had shaken
the hand Higgins reluctantly gave her. “Oh,
you simply have no idea how thrilled I am.
I know you will triumph and that | shall be
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so proud of you. No, | shouldn't say that
either. | couldn’t be prouder of you than I
have always been!”

The man mountain she had pursued so in-
dustriously made her a present of a weary
look.

“Don’'t be too sure about me winning. |
wouldn’'t be surprised if------- 7

“Pay no attention to him.,” Scandrel cut
in quickly. “He’s always like that. If
gloom was ink he could write more letters
than them cuckoo movie stars get in a year.
He’'ll win by the width of the Atlantic!”

“I'm sure of it!” Hale Marvin cried
softly. “Come,” she said, taking the help-
less Higgins by the arm. “Before the call
to battle sounds there are several things |
must talk to you about. And we have the
cutest little summerhouse just back by the
arbor.”

There was no 9ign of Fitzroy Cadwallader
until a few minutes before the opening of
hostilities. A regulation ring had been
pitched on the lawn to the left of the gar-
dens. Camp chairs circled it and high-
powered electric lights dangled from wires
above it. It looked like the real thing and
no mistake—with Marvin’s millionaire
guests lounging about and a society man
playing the part of referee in an open-work
evening suit. It was obvious that the gal-
lery had dined heavily on liquids as well as
solids.

“This is made to order for us,” Scandrel
whispered, once we got a line on the fact
Volstead had been foiled again. “They're
just in the mood to be amused and they
won't be ready to razz both boys if their
stuff is raw.”

Farewell Higgins entered the ring first
and went to his corner with his seconds.
Terrific handclapping on the part of Hale
Marvin, seated on the west side of the roped
inclosure, sounded as he squinted at the
eleotric lights. Higgins gave her a surly
nod and promptly turned his back on her.

“Equal that for politeness!” Scandrel
hissed. “If the old man don’t have him
flung out I'll be greatly surprised. “He was

about to add something when he suddenly
stiffened and stared in the direction of the
public-library garage which had been used
as a dressing room for the warriors. “Hot
tomato! Take a look at the first part of the
parade, Joe!”

| turned and saw Cadwallader approach-
ing, -followed by a number of gay young

blades who were acting as his seconds and
handlers. Fitzroy was wrapped up in a
two-hundred-and-fifty-dollar bathrobe. He
strode blithely down to the ring, entered it
and turned toward the audience.

The sight of him was a signal for not a
little consternation..

“It is Fitz!” we heard the silvery soprano
of Hale Marvin exclaiming.

The next minute Franklyn Marvin was on
his feet.

“What kind of monkey business is this,
Cadwallader?” he bellowed. “ ‘Where's
Hell's Bells Regan— the pugilist engaged to
spar with Mr. Higgins?”

Fitzroy shed his kimono with a careless
gesture.

“Right here, Mr. Marvin! | hope you
are enjoying the surprise as much as |I am.
Some time past | adopted pugilism as a
hobby. Without egotism, | think | can
truthfully say | am at the top of my form
and perfectly confident of winning. Mr.
Scandrel can bear witness to the fact that
in the first two tussles | engaged in, | regis-
tered K. O.s and------- "

“You're off your nut!” the multimillion-
aire roared, champing on his cigar. “Get
out of that ring before you're carried out!”

Ottie, putting mental wings to the ten
thousand bucks, lost little time in taking the
center of the stage.

“That's straight, Mr. Marvin! Fitz— 1
mean Regan—is as tough as they come.
He's a fighting fool for a fact and | only
wish you could have seen him in his first
mtwo bouts. My boy outclasses him and no
doubt wins but it ought to be a rough
souffle, no fooling. You take my word for
it!”

Franklyn Marvin shrugged and sat down.
The referee got busy with a typewritten set
of instructions and | took a peek at Hale
Marvin. Her eyes glowed like stars and her
beautiful face was flushed—'naturally. She
was as excited as a child taking a first ride
on a scenic railway and could not have
been more interested if the French Revolu-
tion had been going on above her. There
were three more minutes of gab before some
impoverished Wall Street magnate, playing
the part of timekeeper, pulled the bell and
Scandrel slid down beside me.

“Now the fun begins, Joe!
step!”

It is quite possible that a close student of
scientific swatting could have detected the

Watch ’'em
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flaws in the first-round mix-up. But none
of the millionaire guests looked for them.
They took appearances at face value and
let it go at that. And really, Mortimer Hig-
gins gave a perfect impersonation of a lum-
bering truck horse trying to slam the bad
news over on a stinging wasp that wasn't
still for a minute!

The wasp, as acted by Cadwallader, was
the real article. Fitzroy hooked and jabbed
and let Higgins pursue him from corner to
comer. He only stood still long enough to
send in a flurry of punches and when he
dropped the big heavyweight he had the
spectators an their feet howling for a quick
finish.

“This is so ridiculous as to appear ludi-
crous!” Scandrel laughed, as Higgins slowly
climbed to his feet when the count was one
from the end. “Don’'t it make the Demp-
sey-Gibbons go look like a fight between er-
rand boys? On the level, Ziegfeld ought to
use this in his show. It's a folly in itself!”

The second round ended with Higgins
ready for the towel. As an actor he had
the Barrymore brothers looking like ama-
teurs. It was perfect acting and any proof
needed that it got over big could be had
by a glance into the round, excited eyes of
the daughter of the villa*. Hale Marvin
had reduced one handkerchief to shreds and
was starting on the second!

When the third spasm began the expen-
sive guests at Westwind had thrown de-
corum overboard. Hell's Bells Regan
started a fresh offensive against the groggy
Higgins and the noise must have been heard
as far as Times Square. Even Franklyn
Marvin, completely forgetting who had
stopped Pedro, the charging palfrey, stood
on his seat and ordered Cadwallader to put
over the slumber punch.

In view of the noise and confusion the
youth who traced directly back to William
the Conquerer can be forgiven for losing his
mental balance. Actually imagining that he
was really winning he ceased to remember
the rehearsals in the gym and tore into Hig-
gins with everything he had. Before the
astonished heavyweight knew what it was
all about a smart left hook caught him di-
rectly on the end of his beak and snapped
his head back like an elastic. From our
position we could see the look of pure
amazement that flickered across the face of
the ex-truck attendant—an expression that
gave way immediately to a scowl of fury.
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“You dumb freak!” he yelled. “I'll put
you on ice for that!”
“Sugar papa!” Scandrel groaned. “He’s

mad! Now— ”

He was cut short by a medley of shrieks
and cheers. We turned our attention back
to the ring and found that Higgins had Cad-
wallader exactly in the center of it. He
pulled back his right and then jammed it
over with the rapidity of lightning.

As in the case of Philadelphia O’Shay,
the boy with the telephone exchange for a
first name, shot over the top rope and hit
the grass below the -ring with a thud that
shook the gilded minarets of Westwind!

“Get your hat!” Ottie moaned. “The
party’s over!”

But it wasn't— quite.

Another round of minutes and Hale Mar-
vin stood a foot away from the amazed
Mortimer Higgins, stamping her foot with
every indication of extreme indignation.

“Oh, you bully, you brute!” she cried in
a trembling voice. “To strike a man half
your size! And | thought you were a hero!
I thought you were the perfect cavalier!
Go—go quickly! | never want to see you
again!”

“Yes, ma'am!” Higgins replied, smiling
for the first time in weeks.

A month after Farewell Higgins had said
good-by to pugilism forever and the morn-
ing dailies were devoting some space to the
news of. Miss Hale Marvin's engagement to
Mr. Fitzroy Cadwallader. Ottie and I, while
crossing Sixth Avenue, escaped a near-beer
truck that rounded the comer on two wheels,
by an inch and a half. ,

“Watch your step, you blockheads!” the
chauffeur of the van yelled. He was about
to add something else to the remark when

he suddenly applied the brakes, climbed
down and came over to us. “Say, | thought
you two looked kind of familiar. How'’s
tricks?”

“Higgins!” Scandrel exclaimed. “So this

is what you turned down big jack for, is
it? Pardon me while I turn away to smile.
Here you are back to what you come from
when if you had used your head you could
have been married to that Hale Marvin rib,
dolled in a diamond suit and waited on by
six or seven butlers.”

“Be yourself!” the big boy snarled. “I
never said nothing but that night while me
and the freak were getting dressed in the
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garage one of the chauffeurs told me the
name of one of the sixty-five companies
Franklyn Marvin owns. | should do him
the favor and take his silly flapper daughter
off his hands when------- "

“Just a minute,” Scandrel interrupted.
“l1 don’'t make you at all. What does old
man Marvin own?”

Higgins grinned like a wolf.

“The Eagle Coal Company! That dive
where | worked my head off for twenty-
four berries a week. 1'm getting thirty on
this job and | expect to get married in Oc-
tober. Well, so long. Give my regards to
the champ when you see him!”

Fancy that!

More stories by Mr. Montanye in future issues.

THE HEROINE OF CHATEAUDUN

CTOBER the eighteenth will be the fifty-third anniversary of the obscure but none
O the less noteworthy exploits of Laurentine Proust, whose heroism during the vain
defense of the city of Chateaudun in the Franco-Prussian War has just been re-
warded by the French government, tardily enough, with the bestowal of the Cross

of the Legion of Honor.

She was just turned eighteen on that eventful day when the Prussians stormed the
gates of her native city, which lies a short journey south of Paris, on the banks of the
Loire. The city was defended only by a regiment of sharpshooters and a ragged rabble
of townsmen, and was doomed in advance. Instead of fleeing with the women and chil-
dren, Laurentine Proust remained with her father, a humble day laborer. In spite of pro-
tests she followed him to the defense of the city gates and took up her stand by his side.

An officer observed her and ordered her off. She refused to leave. “My place,” she
cried, “is beside my father. |If he falls I shall 'be here to bear him to safety.”

A soldier standing near, the story goes, flung his musket away and turned to run.

“Why do you flee?” said Laurentine Proust.

“My musket is broken,” mumbled the soldier.

“Here is another,” she replied, snatching a gun from a heap on the ground.

“It's a different kind,” persisted the soldier. “I don't know how to work it.”

Laurentine threw open the breech of the weapon, loaded it, took aim, and fired.

“There,” she said, quietly. “It is a simple matter.”

And the soldier, shamed into courage, took the musket and returned to his post.

All that day, the French girl stuck behind the ramparts under devastating fire, bring-
ing up and distributing ammunition, filling the canteens of the men, passing out rations,
rendering aid to the wounded, comforting the last minutes of the dying. Not until the
general retreat began did she and her father turn their backs on the enemy, and when
they finally left the ramparts Laurentine Proust was stumbling under the weight of a
wounded man whom she guided to comfort and safety.

On October 20, 1871, the municipal council of Chateaudun recommended her to the
national government for award of the Legion of Honor. The award was not forthcom-
ing, and two years later the councillors of Chateaudun, “at a loss to explain this denial of
justice,” conferred upon her a special medal to commemorate her heroism.

Meanwhile the “Heroine of Chateaudun,” as she was now known to her townspeople,
had all but passed from public ken. For years she worked as a servant, supporting her
parents. Then she became a saleswoman in a little news shop.

But the colonel who had commanded the sharpshooters at the gates of Chateaudun
remembered her. An old and infirm man, he returned to find her, when she herself was
turning gray. She became his wife, Madame the Colonelle Ledeuil, when she was fifty,
and tended him through his declining years until the grave claimed him.

To-day she presides over her own little book shop at Chateaudun. It was there that
word was brought to her that she had at last received national recognition for her deeds
of half a century ago.

“But,” said the little old lady of seventy summers, “what for?
one can be a hero when France is the stake!”

It was nothing. Any



EXPERIENCE AND ABILITY

BUSINESS leader tells the story of one of his younger and more able lieu-
tenants whose career narrowly avoided disaster in the early stages by very
reason of the young man’'s ability.

"Young Jones was a very capable citizen,” says his chief, reviewing
his lieutenant's record, “and | knew it perfectly well. The difficulty was that Jones
himself knew it too. He was aware that men of far less inherent talent than
himself were working in better jobs than he held. He could not see the logic in the
arrangement and he began to fret. He had all the ambitious impatience to get ahead
fast that characterizes the rising generation. Finally his balked ambition got the
better of him. He handed in his resignation. But he was too good a man to lose

casually. | called him in and talked to him for an hour.
“ ‘Why are you quitting?’ | asked him.
“ 'You promoted Brown over my head,” he told me. ‘I am perfectly sure that

I am an abler and more valuable man than Brown. Your firm doesn’t seem inclined
to recognize ability.’

“ ‘Brown has been with us three years,” | said. ‘You are just completing your
eighteenth month. Did you ever consider, Mr. Jones, that experience has a cash
value! | will concede, for the purpose of this discussion, that you have unusual in-
herent ability. Perhaps you are an abler man than I, even. If ability alone is the
measure of business value, why don’'t you apply for my job!

“Then | began to ask him questions about the business. | supposed various prob-
lems he might be called upon to meet if he were advanced to higher responsibilities.
His answers were intelligent, but they were academic— impractical in many cases. |
was able to rake up the past and prove to him from experience how easily simple situ-
ations can be turned into minor catastrophies through ignorant handling. The up-
shot of our conference was that Jones stuffed his resignation in his pocket and
went back to work, convinced that it takes more than pure gray matter to make a
sound business man—or any other kind of successful man, for that matter.”

The world is full of Jones’, impatient young men who believe themselves under-
valued by their chiefs. They do not understand that latent ability is of relatively
small value until it has been ripened and fructified in the sun of experience. Yet a
few moments’ consideration ought to show them their error. It is true that some
men are bom to greatness—but how few they are.. Most men work slowly to suc-
cess. And they work along well-defined lines. There is no reason to suppose that
because a man is an outstanding success in his chosen field he must necessarily be
successful in any other field. It would be an absurdity to ask the great surgeon,
who earns fifty thousand dollars a year, to step into the shoes of the equally great
manufacturer who earns a like amount. Ability to utilize experience is what has
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made each great, but it is the experience that they use in practice, not the bare
ability.

Ability is a necessary attribute of success. But alone it is not a salable com-
modity. It cannot be safely applied to any problem until experience has taught
the technique of application.

We heard of a master workman once whose product was incomparable. A rival
workman could not understand the perfection attained by this man.

“1 ought to be able to make these things as well as you,” said the rival crafts-
man. “I1 have the ability, right enough. You must have special tools. What tools
do you use?”

The master workman answered deliberately. “The only tools | use that you
haven't got,” he said, “are a lifetime of experience—and lots of patience.”

SUN POWER

MAN held up a potato. “If | only knew how to use the power that the
A sun has put into this tuber,” he said, “1 could probably run my car for
a hundred miles™
His whimsical remark brought to mind the scheme that Dean Swift
had for using the stored-up sunshine in cucumbers.

Whether it is coal or oil or water power, we must go back to the chief source
of all light, heat and energy— the sun. At present we can make only indirect use of
its force, but when the happy day comes that we shall be able to make direct use
of the power of the shining sun. then indeed may we boast of achievement rivaling
that of Prometheus.

For ages scientists have experimented with the harnessing of the rays of the
sun for industrial and domestic purposes, but while parabolic mirrors have been
constructed which burned ships of an enemy, cooked dinners, and even turned motors,
the machinery has always proved highly impracticable when applied to any large
scale of service. Captain John Ericsson, of Monitor fame, spent §100,000 upon
sun engines, but finally quit the expensive, disheartening task.

Many inventors have tackled the problem without success. It has been calcu-
lated that the sun power wasted upon the Desert of Sahara would do the work of the
world. Physicists tell us that at any sunny noon hour we have about 5.000 horse
power of energy per acre pouring upon us from Old Sol.

However, we can hope the day is near when some genius will discover the way
of employing not only present floods of sunshine, but perhaps also the stored-up
sunshine that has been soaking into the rocks for millions of years. This is not so
fantastic if you consider the mysterious force pent within the atom. And it is a
comforting thought when you hear of projected coal strikes, of dollar gasoline, of
water power only to be developed at prohibitive cost.

HAUGHTON AT COLUMBIA

ERY football fan is interested in two problems this fall—what his favorite

Eteam is going to do to its dearest enemy and what Mr. Percy D. Haughton,
founder of the Harvard coaching system, is going to be able to do with the
team which will represent Columbia University.

Columbia’s gridiron record since the New York university returned to football
after a long absence during which the game was changed radically has not been an
impressive one. There have been some good Columbia football players but no really
good Columbia football teams. Various explanations have been offered for this un-
satisfactory showing; perhaps the most convincing is that because of Columbia’s lack
of prominence in football boys ambitious to excel in that sport have entered other
colleges. Mr. Haughton's engagement as coach should change this; and his genius
for building up winning football systems should put Columbia back where that col-
lege belongs in the football worldd-fwith the leaders.
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Even -with Haughton leading it will take Columbia more than a single season
to climb the heights. The effects of his coaching will be more apparent next season
than this. He is a firm believer in drill in the fundamentals of the game %pd the
development of good individual players into pieces of football mechanism that fit
perfectly into the team machine. He insists upon strict discipline and careful train-
ing. Trick plays have little lure for him; he thinks that a team that has been taught
a moderate assortment of plays 'that it can perform perfectly is a more likely winner
than a team with a large variety of half-learned plays and a habit of fumbling
the ball. Above all, he believes in the spirit of fight.

Columbia’s team is not likely to do anything especially startling this fall. It
may lose its big games. But it will play sound football and hard football from
kick-off to the last whistle. And a college whose team does that need feel no shame,
no matter what the score may be.

A REAL ACHIEVEMENT

HAT has the airplane ever done in a practical way, what can it ever do?”

W Thus the Missouri skeptic who desires to be shown how aviation fits into

everyday commercial life. The skeptic will admit willingly that airplanes

helped materially in the winning of at least one war, that they have

spanned oceans and continents, but he asks to be furnished with one convincing
achievment of the airplane in the dollars-and-cents field.

Let him, therefore, consider the following.

During the first fifty-five months of operation the United States air-mail service
accomplished 90.39 per cent of all deliveries intrusted to it. It traveled over four
and one half million miles during this time, averaging over eighty-four thousand
miles monthly. It carried over ISO million letters, an average of nearly three mil-
lion letters every thirty days. Of the twenty-five thousand service flights scheduled
during this period, less than a thousand were not completed.

Thus baldly stated, the record of the air mail for its first four and one half
years of existence is not to be sneezed at. But the story is not yet all told. Consider
that the accomplishment was made under anything but ideal conditions. Twenty
out of the fifty-five months during which our mail planes have operated were
months of storm. Flying in the face of contrary winds, rains, snow, sleet, hail and
fog they still upheld their schedules. Moreover they flew without any appreciable
assistance from the ground. Their routes were not marked by signs and beacons.
They were denied the refuge of intermediary ports of safety. Practically all the
safeguards that render transport by rail and water secure were absent in the case of
these air carriers. Yet they hung up a record of service that need not blush by com-
parison with any other vehicle of travel. And they did a job that can be valued in
terms of hard cash.

To the man who wants to know what the airplane can do we commend the
records of the United States air mail. He will find there a story of human pluck
and energy that amounts to heroism and a romance of practical achievement that
has few parallels in the history of transportation.

GOOD WILL TO ANIMALS

GHTEEN years ago a New York woman spent a summer traveling in Europe.
E Her enjoyment of the Old World was marred by the fear that a dog she had

left at home would get lost and wander the streets suffering the miseries of a

friendless animal in a large city. When she returned home her dog was safe,
but she didn't forget her fears. The woman’s name is Mrs. Harry U. Kibbe and she
now is president of the Bide-A-Wee Home Association for Friendless Animals, an
organization that deserves the interest and support of every animal lover. Some
time ago we mentioned the Bide-A-Wee Home and since then a woman reader of
The Popular who was one of the early members has been good enough to write
us about Mrs. Kibbe's work. She says in part: “The credit for Bide-A-Wee is due
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Mrs. Kibbe. A woman with many social advantages, she gave her whole time and
strength to establishing the home. She worked day and night, not alone with her
brains but with her hands, caring for and cleaning the dirty and sick animals that
were brought in.” Since its establishment the home has cared for well over a hun-
dred thousand animals. Good homes have been found for almost three quarters of
the dogs and for more than half the cats that have been fortunate enough to fall it;to
its hands. Bide-A-Wee goes further than most organizations of its kind. It stands
for the promotion of kindness to animals as well as the prevention of cruelty. Its
fundamental principle is the preservation of life instead of extermination. The
bedraggled animal taken to the home is fed and cleaned and medical attention given
if it is needed. If a good home cannot be found for it at once the animal is taken
to the association’s country shelter and given another chance. In addition to this
work, the Bide-A-Wee was the first organization to operate a free clinic for the
animals of the poor.

We hope that some day every city in the country will have a home for animals
modeled after the Bide-A-Wee Home—and that each one will be as fine a memorial
to Mrs. Kibbe's great-hearted work as is the New York organization.

POPULAR TOPICS

LJERE is a list of the ten richest men in the world. We can’t guarantee its accuracy,
w* for estimating vast fortunes is more or less guesswork; Henry Ford, 550 mil-
lion dollars; John D. Rockefeller, 500 million; the Duke of Westminster, 150 to 200
million; Sir Basil Zaharoff, 100 million; Hugo Stinnes, 100 million—how many marks
would that buy?— Percy Rockefeller, 100 million; Baron H. Mitsui, 100 million;
Baron K. lwasaki, 100 million; J. B. Duke, 100 million; George F. Baker, 100 mil-
lion; the Gaekwar of Baroda, 125 million; T. B. Walker, from 100 to 300 million.
Ford made his fortune in flivvers, the Rockefellers in the stuff that makes them fliv;
the Duke of Westminster's fortune is in land that was left to him; the Gaekwar
of Baroda got his in the same easy fashion; Mitsui and Iwasaki are in “big busi-
ness” in Japan; Zaharoff's fortune is based on Vickers guns; the Duke money came
from tobacco; Baker’s from steel and railroads, among other things; and Walker’s

from lumbering in the Northwest.
Eoxcc

IS it not probable that some of these richest men of the world, when judged by
1 worth-while standards, are among the world’s poorest men? No, it isn't. The
idea that men who have a great deal of money get very little out of life may be
comforting to certain philosophers but we doubt if it works that way in practice.
Money opens the doors to many pleasant and valuable things, and we think that
most—not all—rich men use it for that purpose. But money, like almost everything
else in the world, can be bought at too high a price.

YY/ONDER what Cadet Emilio Aguinaldo and Cadet Frederick Funston had to
™  say to one another when they met as classmates at West Point last July?
Twenty-five years ago Cadet Funston’s father, the late General Frederick Funston,
captured Dom Emilio Aguinaldo, Cadet Aguinaldo’s father, by a brilliant display
of catch-as-catch-can warfare, and broke the back of the Philippine insurrection.
Afterward they became good friends.

"PHE tobacco-using habit is increasing rapidly in the United States. Before the
m  Civil War the average man consumed less than four pounds a year. Now the
per capita consumption is eight and one-half pounds. The use of chewing tobacco is
decreasing; the use of cigarettes increasing. In 1895 we manufactured four billion
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cigarettes; now we manufacture sixty billion a year. The United States leads the
rest of the world in tobacco production. North Carolina is the leading State, Lan-
caster County, Pennsylvania, the leading county, and Hartford County, Connecticut,
where many acres are devoted to the cultivation of shade-grown tobacco, leads all the
counties of the nation in crop value.

mmmk

AA RS. PENNY, wife of J. C. Penny of chain-store fame, left her husband a for-
N tune of ahundred and fifty thousand dollars. There must be some truth in
the old saw about a Penny saved and a fortune made.

mTHE editor of the Coal Trade Journal says that if coal is consumed at its present
4  rate it will be six thousand and thirty-three years before the available supply
of this country is exhausted. What worried householders last winter wasn't how
many thousand years the supply of coal in the earth was going to last; they were
more concerned about how many hours the fewTlumps left in the bin would keep the
home fires smoldering, A ton in the cellar is worth a hundred in the mine.

I 1TTLE indeed does it mean to our beerless citizenry, but in Germany there has

been built a “King of Casks” that holds 66,250 gallons of beer, enough to keep
even a German family supplied with that beverage for a long span of years. Ambi-
tious home brewers may be interested to know that this superkeg measures 24 feet 6
inches across the head and is 21 feet high. An unhandy piece of kitchen furniture
should Brother Anderson and his Anti-Saloon League pals drop in.

DANA, Illinois, hereby is awarded the world’s championship for commercial rose
1 growing. Its present production is more than fourteen and a half million roses
a year, and additional acreage devoted to this purpose soon will raise its production
to twenty-five million a vear.

GALD GLORY is going to have its proportions changed, but its meaning will remain

the same. After extensive experiments the government’s Fine Arts Commis-
sion has decided that the flag is too long in proportion to its width, and has given
official approval to a ratio of 1.67 to 1, in place of the present 1.90 to 1. v

I T'S an appropriate slogan that the Motorists’ League for Countryside Preservation
* has adopted for its own: “Clean Up As You Go.” It will be familiar to a cer-
tain type of auto driver— the wild-eyed citizen who for years has been cleaning up
the pedestrian population as he goes at illegal speed. The slogan of the new league,
however, means that its members should clean up the litter of lunch boxes, Sunday
papers and so on that too often is left in the country as a reminder that City folk's
have been .visiting the great open spaces where men are men—and often mighty
untidy ones.

F TP in northern Ontario last June they used an airplane to carry voters to toe
polls. Votes came high, but they had to have them.

AMERICAN raisins are favorites the world over. This year’s raisin exports are
** estimated at 100 million pounds, twice as much as for the fiscal year 1922. In
1913 our raisin exports were only 16 million pounds. Great Britain is our best
customer.
7TA—POP.
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Four Bells

By Ralph D. Paine
Author of “Anchors Aweigh," "First Down, Kentucky!" Etc.

WHAT HAPPENED IN PREVIOUS CHAPTERS.

Colonel Fajardo was not a man to be lightly crossed in love. Not that that made any dif-
fe'--ncc ;0 the mountainous second officer of the Tarragona. Dick Cary’'s Devon forbears, sail-
ing under the flags of Drake and Hawkins, had played at love and death with grander and
greater men than the saturnine comandan.e of this sleepy Colombian city. As a matter of fact,
nothing was farther from Cary’'s mind as he strolled the moonlit streets of Cartagena than the
comandante of the port. He was thinking of Teresa Fernandez, the plucky little stewardess of the
Tarragona. To-night, in the moonlit patio ot net ancle’s home, she had introduced him to a new
Teresa, no longer a capped and aproned stewardess but a grand lady whose pedigree traced back
beyond the days of the Spanish conquistadores and into the glittering courts pf Castile and Aragon.
She had introduced him, too, to old Ramon Bazan, her uncle, wrinkled with years and warped
with quaint eccentricities. She had showed him the bronze bell that hung from an oaken beam in
the courtyard, and she had told him its strange story. Once it had rung the watches on a high-
pooped galleon, Neustra Senora del Rosario, the gaudy vessel commanded by her ancestor, Don
Juan Diego Fernandez. But there had come a day when an unseen hand had tolled four warning
peals on the bronze bell. And that night the vessel of Don Juan was a charred hulk, her treasure
a prize of the sailing men of Devon, and her commander a prisoner. The bell was all that was
saved to Don Juan Fernandez of his ill-fated treasure ship. And, according to Teresa, the same
unseen hand that swung its clapper on the eve of the looting of the Neustra Senora still tolled
four bells whenever disaster threatened a Fernandez. The bell and its story' had impressed
Dick Cary. He walked slowly through the deserted streets of Cartagena now, thinking of Teresa,
and of the bell. He had forgotten Colonel Fajado completely. But Fajado had not forgotten Cary.
Slinking silently in the shadows behind the huge American trailed five sinister figures—Fajado’s
hired bravos. Suddenly they closed in on their prey. When the fracas subsided, two of them
were dead, another dying, a fourth fleeing in mortal terror. But on the rough-paved roadway lay
the second officer of the Tarragona, Fajado’s rival, a knife between his shoulder blades. And a
fifth bravo was speeding through the shadows to tell the talc to the comandante of the port.

<A Five-Part Story-Part Il.)

CHARTER VII. would have dropped with a loud report.
However, for every departing passenger
many friends exerted themselves to go down
—I_HESE last hours before the sailing Of to the steamer, even though the voyage

THE MAN WHO LIED.

the Tarragona made the indolent might be to no farther away than Santa

wharf bestir itself against its inclina- Marta or Porto Colombia. The promenade

tion. It was a pity to disturb the deck was like the stage of an opera, tears,
tranquil noontide when all Cartagena closed embraces, perfervid dialogue, animated
the shutters and went to sleep. In its bak- choruses surrounding the excited actors
ing, quivering streets the proverbial pin swollen with sudden importance.



FOUR

The railroad whose tracks ran out upon
the wharf shared this intense excitement.
Belated freight ears filled with hides and
sacks of coffee came rolling down in frantic
haste. It was always that way, a general
air of surprise, almost of consternation that
the steamer actually proposed to sail on time
instead of manana. Why, she was mad
enough to leave passengers, influential peo-
ple of Colombia, and heaps of coffee and
hides, even if they were only a few hours
late. It was discourteous, to say the least
of it.

Amid this confusion and noise Colonel
Fajardo moved like an imperious dictator.
He was unmistakably the ccnnandante of
the port. Thievish idlers fled from the
gaunt figure in the uniform of white with
the medals and gold stripes. A scowl and
a curse and the traffic untangled itself to
let a porter pass with a trunk on his back or
to give room to an American tourist buying
a green parakeet and the beaded bags woven
by the Indian women.

Teresa Fernandez desired another inter-
view with Colonel Fajardo. It was impera-
tive. To make a scene on board the ship,
nowever, was repugnant to her sense of
decorum, of her fidelity to the company’s
service. This difficulty perplexed her. She
was jealous of the ship's good name. She
was a deep-water sailor with a sailor’s loyal-
ties and affections for the ships she sailed
in.

Her eyes followed the movements of Colo-
nel Fajardo who found much to do on the
wharf. She had certain questions to ask
him. Liar that he was, the odds were all
against his answering anything truly but the
chance would be offered mm. Justice de-
manded it. Intently she watched him as he
stalked to and fro. She was singularly un-
moved by impatience. What was destined
to happen would happen.

No longer did her gaze, questing and wist-
ful, turn landward in the hope of seeing
Richard Cary come back to the Tarragona.
There was no such thing as hope.

The cargo sheds extended almost the
length of the wharf. Between them and the
ship were the railroad tracks and the en-
trance from the customhouse gate. On the
farther side of the cargo sheds was a nar-
row strip of wharf where smaller vessels
could tie up, mostly Colombian sailing craft
that traded with the villages on the lagoon
or made short trips coastwise. Just now the
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graceful masts of one schooner lifted above
the roofs of the sheds.

It did not escape Teresa's notice when
Colonel Fajardo passed around the outer
end of the cargo sheds to the narrow strip
of wharf behind them. He was screened
from the sight of the ship, also from the la-
borers at the freight cars and the hoisting
tackle. He had betaken himself into a cer-
tain seclusion which offered Teresa the op-
portunity she craved.

Unheeded she tripped down to the wharf.
It was usual for her to ? .ss to and fro on
farewell errands, perhaps to purchase curios
for the ladies who were unable to bargain
in Spanish. And there were always friends,
residents of Cartagena, with whom she en-
joyed exchanging greetings. The sailing
hour was likely to be a gala time for Se-
norita Teresa Fernandez. She was the most
popular stewardess of the steamers in this
service.

Slipping aside, she followed Colonel Fa-
jardo around the outer end of the long cargo
shed. He had been on the deck of the Co-
lombian schooner alongside and was just
stepping back to the stringpiece of the
wharf. Evidently he had found no one in
the schooner. Whatever the purpose of his
visit may have been it was banished from
his mind by the sight of Teresa Fernandez.
He appeared startled.

Walking a little way along the edge of
the wharf, he was abreast of the schooner’s
stern when Teresa confronted him. He
halted there, lifted his cap with an elaborate
flourish and signified that he could not be

detained. Teresa put a hand in the pocket
of her apron. She kept it there while she
said:

“Please do not move, Colonel Fajardo. It
will be unfortunate for your health. 1 am
so glad you came to this quiet spot where
we are not interrupted. | could not sail
without giving myself