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Jib Owners of Graphophones
and otherTalking Machines:

There’s as much difference in records
as there is in voices.

Columbia Disc and Gold-Moulded
Cylinder Records are far clearer,
smoother and more lasting than the
best of all the others.

Easy enough to prove it

You know what you like and why
you like it

Argument doesn't count ior much —
step into the nearest ot the 9,000 scores
where Columbia Records are sold and
get the evidence through the big end
of the horn. Listen—that's all.

Look for this Grand Prix,

trade mark Paris, 1900
whenever and Grand Prize,
wherever you Milan, 1906
buy disc or Double Grand Prize,
cylinder records St. Louis, 1904

Send for our latest list of new records, disc or cylinder.
Get the Graphophone catalog if you don't own a Grapho-
phone. Cylinder records, 25c. Disc records, 00c to* So.
Graphophones, $7.50 to $200.

To insure reply by return mail, mark your postal or letter Dept.- S.

COLUMBIA PHONOGRAPH CO., Gen*l

TRIBUNE BUILDING. NEW YORK

Distributing lifpots- ~ w.rd Street. New-'ork; £3Wabash
Ave.ue. Chica™u : 9:1 Van Ness Avenue. San I-rancisco.

At Jamestown |:~position—N. E. cor. Manufactures md Liberal Arts Bldg.
Dealers wanted wherever we are not now represented.

Columbia Records\WIl AtYour Mechire
and Double Its\&lue toYou



Trained Ad Writers and Managers.

$6,000.00 a Year.

$1,200.00 to

More Proof of the Benefits of

tHe World’s Best Instruction System.

By GEORGE H. POWELL

The best argument in the world as to the supe-
riority of the Powell System of Advertising Instruc-
tion by correspondence is the large number ofgen-
uine, simonpure testimonials | have for years been
able to publish.

When | say that the Powell System is the only
one endorsed by the great advertising publications
of America, | h a genuine testimony to prove it.

When | say that the large printers and publishers
everywhere—men who do not know me personally,
but by reputation—advise the ambitious to take my
instruction, careful inquiry by the investigator will
prove it.

When | say that clerks, mechanics, and business
men everywhere are reaping large rewards from
my help | have their letters in proof.

| have never faked “china nest egg” testimony
because | am constantly doing so much good that
I have more real recommendations than | am able
to use at one time in print. | don'tomit addresses,
and always urge the prospective student to write
and find out. Note these unsolicited testimonials,
with their late dates (remember this ad is written
early in June).

Minneapolis, Minn., June 12, 1907.
Mr. George H. Powell, New York City.

My dear Mr. Pozvell:—Enclosed please find §5.00as fourth
payment on my advertising course.

I must state that | am deriving much good from your
course. The training is simply great. As agraduate
from one of the leading Universities of this countrv, | am
frank to state that your course of instruction gives a
mental training thatis ahead of anything taught in the
Colleges. You are certainly to be'congratulated in the
systematic, painstaking way you conduct your course.

I shall want to make this’ work my profession and
therefore wish to become better acquainted and stay in
close touch with you. Verv truly yours.

WM. S. KIENHOLZ,
319 Washington”.ve., S. E.

San Diego, Cal., June 4, 1907.
Geo. H. Powell,

Dear Sir and Teacher:—I wish to express gratitude for
the great amount of good which | have gained through
taking your course, and, while I am not making any
practical use of it to speak of, I would not have missed
taking same for twice the amount.

I can fully enjoy such an education now, and appreciate
an artistic ad when | see one. And in this respect let me
say that both your own ads, and those composed by
Powell students are a never-ending pleasure to the
lovers of true advertising art.

My business is constantlv on the upward move, and |
am now working hard to get to the place, financially,
where | can begin a vigorous advertising campaign, arid

thus insure success through seeds planted by vour
efforts.

With best wishes for yourself and School, | remain as
ever, Your grateful student,

(Signed) FRANK E. BUSER,
Tea and Coffee Routes, 643 Sixth St.

T he
Independent Printing House
E. F. Grabill, Proprietor.

Greenville, Mich., May 28, 1907.
Mr. George H. Powell, New York, N. Y.

Dear Siri—Have you on your list, available within 30
days, a graduate who is capable of taking charge of the
advertising and window dressing for a department
store? |If so, will you please have him communicate
direct with Mr. Henry Jacobson, care Jacobson’s “Big
Store,” Greenville. Mich., using your name and mine.

About a year and a half ago I was an enrolled student
in vour school. Since that time | have become actively
engaged in the newspaper business, and take pleasure in
stating that the benefits derived from your course have
been of great value to me. It has made it possible for me
to talk intelligently and convincingly to our advertisers
and through it our medium has becoriie of greater value
to them. Very respectfully,

TV C. E. GRABILL.

If you want to join the $5,000.00 ranks let me
mail my two free books—Prospectus and “ Net Re-
sults,” laying bare the situation. Merely ad-
dress me

GEORGE H. POWELL, 551 Metropolitan Annex, New York

Tell the substitutor:

“No, thank ycu, | want what | asked for.

Good-bye.” n
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A FEW FEATURES OF THE

People’s Magazine sugus:

A great novel by the author of "THE MYSTERIOUS MISSION,”
is WILLIAM WALLACE COOK'S

"BILLIONAIRE PRO-TEM?™

An exciting and romantic story of adventure, love and high finance.

A NEW SERIES of stories, based oil the life of a tramp, is

"BILLINGS— HOBO”

By EDWARD S. PILLSWORTH. The first of the series appears in the August
People's. It is an instructive story, entitled “The Making of a Hobo,"”’

By the author of "Chatham’s Choice”

There will be another story by BRAND WHITLOCK, the brilliant young Mayor of
Toledo, Ohio, whose political story in the March People’'s was so widely admired.

By the author of "A Plain Clothes Cupid”

ADELAIDE SOULE will contribute another brilliant story to our next number.
This is a cleverly written love story, but something more than that—being as well a
strong study of certain modern social conditions—an unusual tale.

By the author ol "Billy Mac's Proposal”

In the above named tale, WILLIAM .MACLEOD RAIXE showed that he could write
a love story with the light breezy touch that lends so much charm to such fiction.
For the August Peopie’s he has written another sort of love story, one with a
deeper and more serious jiute--Imt no less pleasing. ‘The Sheriff's Daughter” is a
fine bit of fiction.

A SCORE OF SHORT STORIES -ALL GOOD

192 Pages NOW ON SALE 10 Cents

“No other 10c. all-fiction magazine to
compare with THE PEOPLE’'S”

Tell the subitiiutur:  “No, thank you, | want what | asked fur. Good-bye.’
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Ainslee’s lor August

“The Magazine That Entertains?®*’

The midsummer number of Ainslee’s Magazine will give a promi-
nent place to the story by Robert Hichens, which began with the first
instalment in July. The opening chapters introduce the reader to some of
the characters and bring them to the scene of the story’s action. The
August instalment will fully develop the mystical atmosphere of the desert
and Lady Wyverne will give readers some intense dramatic moments.

Elizabeth Duer is the author of the novelette, a story of the type
which she knows so well how to write, full of life, clever dialogue and
consummate characterization, and with a skilfully constructed plot. It
is called “The Cousin from Paris.”

One of the best stories of child interest that has been written in a
long time will have a place in the August number. *“The Bisque Dull.”
by Will Levington .Comfort, is a tale of profoundly pathetic interest
leading up to a climax that is unrivaled for dramatic effect.

A humorous story that will be found irresistibly funny is Elliott
Flower’s "The Automobile and the Pig.”

Nobody, so far, has been able to equal Roy Norton’s Western tales
in verisimilitude and human interest, and he will have a new one in
“The Grand Reunion.”

Robert E. MacAlarney’s series of mystery stories under the
title of “The Chauffeur Crook” will be continued.

Then there will be other short stories by Owen Oliver, Carolyn
Wells, Leo Crane and Joseph C. Lincoln, two excellent essays and
the usual discussion of theatrical and literary matters.

Price, per copy, 15c. Subscription, $1.80 per Year

AINSLEE MAGAZINE COMPANY, NEW YORK

Tell the substitutor: “No, thank you, | want what | asked for. Good-bye.’
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IF WEJEACH YOU TO DRAW

N Yon can earn 820 to 850
er week, and upwards.
branches of drawing suc/(ie(s:s-

*bIlI'W 1U1B1IA GOHEDI fully taught bv correspondence.
byt IMOA - E TICAL and PERSONAL Instruction. Suc-
AVING ' cessful students everywhere.
i HAVING W Large 1CO7 Catalog FREE. Write.
) i SCHOOL OF APPLIED ART
L.t U ART Il N vV 163-77 Fine Arts Bldg., Battle Creek, Mich.l
i Taught b all._ The original
4 Volumes, Each Nearly One Foot High, 2,000 Pages school. 14th year. Big demand for
. . . i . writers.  We velop, train, in-
Bound in red morocco; type is large, new, easy to read; fully in. struct. We get results. ' Our teach-
dexed; most practical work on drawing published. Just the set of ers themselves successful editors
books for the Architect, Draftsman, Designer. Sheet Metal 'Yorker and Practical work from the start. In-
persons in_general interested directly or indirectlf/ in architecture or dividual instruction. Easy Pay-
drawing. The Cyclopedia is compiled from our regular instruction books, ment Plan. Particulars free
which have been tested by thousands of practical men. Each volume THE SPRAGUE CORRESPOJ[DEéCE
contains a series of test questions to emphasize vital points. Prepared SCHOOL OF JOURNALISM
especially for HOME study in a simple, uuderstandable manner. 284 Majestic Bldg., Detroit, Mieh
GREAT HALF-PRICF SALE GOOD PIANO TUNERS
Regular Price. $24.00; Special 30 Days. $12.00
Sent, express pr_epaid, for one week's FREE examination if you mention E A R N $ 5 T O $15 P E R D A Y
Popular .Magazine,Aug.,'07. Pay $2.00 down and $2.00 a month thereafter We will teach vou Piano Tuning, Voicing-, regulating and

until you have paid $12.00, if you keep the books. We send for them at

our expense if they do not meet your needs. The only reason this set of Repairing, quickly by personal corre-

books is ottered at such a low price is to acquaint the public with the spondence, New Tune-a-Phone Method.
superior instruction of the American_School oi Correspondence. A 200- Mechanical aids. Diploma recognized
page handbook sent free on application. by highest authorities. .School charter-
CONTENTS: ed by the State. Write for free illus-
Mechanical Drawing, Architectural Lettering, Pen and Ink Render, trated catalogue.
ing, Architectural Drawing, Perspective Drawing, Shades a NILES BRYANT SCHOOL OF PIANO TUNING
Shadows, Roman Orders of Architecture, Wording Draw- 2 Slusic Hall, Rattle Creek, Mich.
ings, Machine Drawing, Shop Drawings, Machine De- The oldest and best school. Instruction by mail
sign, Tinsmithing, Sheet Metal Work, Skylights, Roof- adapted to every one. Recognized by cour);s and
ing, CUT"'CE Worx, etc. educators. Experienced and competent instruc-
American School of Correspondence tors. Takes spare time only. Three courses—
Preparatory, Business, College.
CHICAGO LAW Prepares for practice. Will bet-
ter your condition and prospects

in business. Students and grad-
uates everywhere. Full particu-
AT lars and Easy Payment Plan free.
The Sprague
Correspondence School
011/ S ——
598 Majestic Bldg, Detroit, Mich.
Y].I]:EA! MADE BY GRADUATES OF THE

success shorthand school-
THEY INCLUDE COURT REPORTERS - men and women who make
$3.000 a year and upward. Others are private secretaries to U. S. Senators, Con-
gressmen, Governors, millionaires, bankers, railroad officials and heads of great indu&
trial institutions. Successful stenographers in every state in the Union and throughout
Mexico and Canada have been trained by our special home study course. Write to-day

for full information about our guaranteed course.

| STULARSS  EHAD RKANID SPRTUUL, WTE a5 e d it RBUTAF FRICASRCCITY

MYBIK “ HOW TO REMEMBER”
Sent Free to Reader* of this Publication G E T C W T H E C , S .

If you are an American over 18 years
of age, and can read and write, we will
send you free The Civil Service Hook tell,
ing you how to qualify at home to pass

. 1 are no greater intellectually than any’ civil service examination, and thus
your memory, Easy, inexpensive. Increases become eligible for a Post office orothei
income; gives ready memory for faces, names, Government position. Write at once
J business details, studies, conversation; develops will, International Correspondence Seboola*
public speaking, personality. Send for Free Booklet. Do*855 CScranton, Pa.

Dickson Memory School, 987 The Auditorium, Chicago

FREE

We have just made arrangements whereby we are able to offer a valuable prize, j
to those who will copy this cartoon. Take Your Penoll Now, and copy this sketch |
onacommon piece of paper, and send it to us today; and, if in the estimation of |
our Art Directors, it is even 40 per cent, as good as the original, we will mail to |
your address. FREE OF CHARGE FOR SIX MONTHS,

THE HOME EDUCATOR

This magazine is fully illustrated and contains special information pertaining to |
Illustrating, Cartooning, etc., and published for the benefit of those desirous of |
earning larger salaries. It is a Home Study magazine. There is positively no |
money consideration connected with this free offer. Copy this picture now and |
gendat to us today.

Correspondence Institute of America, Bex 971 Scranton, Pa.

Tell the substitutor: “No, thank you, I want what | asked for, Good-bye.
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Edwnrd T. Pngre
The founder of and instructor in this Educational Institution is
the only man ever recognized as Expert on advertising instruc-
tion iy the United States Government.

Earn $25.00 to $100.00 a Week

What is a man going to do when he has reached
the top of his profession and after years of hard
toil he finds that just the ordinary positions in the
advertising profession pay better than the best po-
sitions in his present vocation? He is going to do
as Dr. H. E. Jones did—study advertising by cor-
respondence with the Page-Davis School without
interference with his daily work, and when he is
ready to take an advertising position at a salary
from |5,000.00 to $10,000.00 a year, he will step
into it as easily as into a carriage. Dr. Jones says:

“ My start in a money-making business
was due to Page-Davis instruction.”

L. A. Hebert, was at the top of his profession—
stenography. He held the world’s record for
speed, but he found out that advertising was the
greatest business in the world. He took a course
by mail from the Page-Davis School, and here are
a few words from a recent letter written by him:

“ 1made $450.00 the first week.”

E. J. Delano was a superintendent of public
schools, a good superintendent too, but what is
better still, he is now a good advertising man, and
secretary of one of the largest band instrument
concerns in the country. He writes as follows:

“ Page-Davis School is responsible for
ail my success.”

We could go on indefinitely showing how men

Pag'e-Davis School,

Tell the substitutes:

“No, thank you, | want what | asked for.

in the best positions in every line of work from fac-
tory to pulpit have taken a course by correspon-
dence with the Page-Davis School, notas men in
desperation, like the drowning man grasping at a
straw, but as men of common-sense judgment,
who realize the great opportunity in this the most
profitable and fascinating of all professions in the
world today.

What we have done for those at the top is only a
trifle compared to what our instruction has done
for those still on their wav up. Clerks, office men,

traveling men and employes in factories earn-
ing from $10.00 to $20.00 per week can, by devot-
ing a few hours now and then to this fascinating
study, increase their incomes to S25.00 to
$100.00 per week. If you will write us, we will
send our free prospectus, a book that tells

of the success of hundreds of men and /
women once in offices and factories who

read our announcement, just as you .-A/
are doing now, and who are today .ricf -d
earning from $25.00 to $100.00 per o
week as a direct result of their /">s
enrollment. Is the reading

of this announcement, a /1?.. / .
seemingly small incident / <R\

in itself, going to be the

nucleus of your sue- /.00 $ 47

cess ? Write and APi-'

we will tell you /g &

what we can s /

do for you VALY |

person-

ally. r &

Address 190 Wabash Ave., Chicago
Either office /150 Nassau St., New YorK

Good-bye.”
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As well as at meal times, is the Ideal Food for Growing Children. Easy to
-digest and insures perfect health and good nature. Grown-ups find in
EGG-O-SEE strength and energy to work on. EGG-O-SEE is the perfectly
balanced whole wheat food, and is lIdeal for Hot Weather—

Wholesome—Strengthening—Cooling

More EGG-O-SEE is eaten each day than all other similar foods
combined. This is the strongest endorsement ever given a food,

Costs no more than the ordinary kinds. Large package 10c.

Try Seven Days of Right Living, as outlined in our “-back to nature” book, sent free on application.

EGG-O-SEE CEREAL COMPANY, CHICAGO, U.S. A.

Largest Manufacturers of Flaked Cereal Foods in the World. n

Tell the substitute»!*:  “No, thank you, | want what | asked for. Good-bye.’



Long Complete Novel by GEORGE BRONSON-HOWARD, Author of

“Norroy,” Will Appear in the September POPULAR.

THE TAMING OF RED BUTTE WESTERN. A Complete Novel. Francis Lvnde
The “civilizing" of a Western ru.ilrond which 1 the of ex-cow men and
gulch miners and the driftwood of human itv.

SOUND-OF-MANY-GUNS. A Short Story. Bertrand W. Sinclair 77
The effect of modern environment upon an Indian of sav ge instincts.

THE PLAY OF THE DUELISTS S2
EHE BOSS OF THE BONNECHERE. A Short Story. A. M. Chisholm . 83
Tile manner of dethronement of a hard-hitting boss of a gging camp, and how r.ew doss

was forced to try conclusions with the supreme lord ot i e Bounchc-rt- River.
WHEN THE MOTOR S TR U C K weooooeeosccosocnsoesioesoossons 9
THE DEVIL’S PULPIT. A Serial Story, H. B. Marriott Watson 95
Which tells of a unique cruise undertaken inthe iiopr of finding treasure in an unknown
A MIGHTY DEEP GAME OF GRAFT. A Short St..r\\ . Lawrence S. Mott I3

An intricate piece of “grafting'that involve.,; certain insurance cuinpan:es whose d
high nuance were the subject ot especial attention at th.e hands of (.lovernment m<

TALES OF THE LOST LEGION. A Series, . Francis Whitlock 123

I1l. Votaries of Voodoo.

ZOLLENSTEIN. A Serial Story, . W. B. M. Ferguson 141
In which an unpremeditated crime makes a man a paw: Li 1'oval cUeSs- ijout'd.

MUSIC AS A SCIEN CE ...ttt et et b e bbb I 50

SHANGHAIING THE TONG. A Short Story, T. Jenkins Hains . 151
In which Bahama Bill, wrecker and sponger, gets into trouble ashore.

THE FORTUNES OF GEOFF. A SErieS........o... K. and hesketh Prichard 161
X1.—Orders to Kidnap.

THE ADVENTURE IN THE PETTICOAT MAZE. Two-part Sumy, J. Kenilworth Egerton 170
“I'llrough court circles in Hun-pe in quest of the mis>ing wire o; a millionaire.

RED ROCK’S FREE LIBRARY. A Short Story. . George Eoxhall . 189

The amazingly strenuous efforts of a small Western town toe ha-ate itsrl: up to the :
bilities of a municipal library.

WHILE THE FERRY W A ITE D oottt sv st sr sttt nen e
THE MAN WHO WAS DEAD. A Serial Story, . , Arthur W. Marchmont

The circumstances which compelled an Bug] Ahmail to take the idt-ninv «s a-py:
Servian revolution.

THE WHITE HORSE OF DROWNING. FORD. A Short Slorv. R. M. Bower

A very, very creepy gnus: srurv, vriih a while hurst- a- One ventral rigure.

THE ADVENTURES OF FELIX BOYD. A Series, . Scott Campbell .
XI1X.—Tile Wine pi Life.

Monthly Publication Issued by STREET & SMITH, 79-89 Seventh Avenue, New York
Copyright, 1907, by Street £c Smith, New York. Copyright, 1907. by Street it Smith, ureat Britain
ALL RIGHTS Ki:SLRIV-I>
Publishers everywhere are cautioned against using any of the contents Ol this .Magazine either wholly or in part
Entered at the New York Post Office as Second-Class Matter, under Act ot Congress ol March 2, 1S79
W A R N IN G —Do not subscribe through agents unknown to you. Complaints are daily made

by persons . — wno have beer, thus vie*....
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Tell the substitutor:

s

“No, thank you, | want what | asked for.

" tifast

Good-bye.”
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The Taming of Red Butte Western

By Francis Lynde

The King of Arcadia,” - The Empire Builders
“ The Grafters,” Etc.

Author of -

The building and operating of railroads in the far West is not accomplished
without good hard fighting. Mr. Lynde has an intensely dramatic story to
tell of a typical Western road which had come into the control of ex=cowmen
and gulch miners and the driftwood of humanity; and how in the search for a
man to “civilize” the road the choice fell upon a self-confessed coward, a
good-living, right-thinking, upright, but hitherto untried man who had always
been content to take the path of least resistance. The story is an illustration
of how action, bodily' action, will shape the mind and endow it with earnest-
ness and strength and that nameless something that gives a man the mastery
of his faculties.

(A Complete Novel)

l. broad-shouldered,

square-jawed figure

COr.u.VRS-AXD-CUFFS.

windows of the di-
vision headquarters of
the Pacific Southwest-
ern at Copah look
northward over bald,
brown mesas, and
across the Pannikin to
the eroded cliffs of the

Uintah Hills. The prospect, lacking ar-
tistic atmosphere and color, is crude
and harshly aggressive: and to Lidger-
wood, glooming thoughtfully out upon
it through the weather-worn panes
scratched and scarred by many desert
sand-storms, it was peculiarly depress-
ing. ©

“Xo, Ford; I'm sorry to disappoint
you, but I am not the man you are look-
ing for,” he said, turning back to the

swinging gently in the division super-
intendent's pivot-chair. “I've had a
week since you wired me, and | have
been looking the ground over while
waiting for you to come on from New
York. It isn't in me to flog the Red
Butte Western into a well-behaved di-
vision of the P. S-W.”

“1 know; that is what you say—
what you've been saying, with varia-
tions, for the last half-hour. Put it in
ten words, Howard; why isn't it in
you ?”

"Because the job asks for gifts that
| don't possess. At the present transi-
tion moment, the Red Butte is the most
utterly demoralized three hundred miles
of railroad west of the Rockies. There
is no discipline, there is no respect for
authority”; there is nothing like sys-
tem. The men run the road as if it
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were a private venture of their own.
A<Kl to these conditions the fact that
the red desert is a country where the
ready revolver is the arbitrator of all
disputes, and you have the combination
your new Superintendent will have to
go up against.”

"Yes, | know all that." was the vice-
president's reply. "The road and the
country nc-ed civilizing 'a whole lot." as
Erisbie would say. That is one of the
reasons why | am ottering Von the sri-
perintendency of the Red Butte West-
ern. You are long on civilization. How-
ard.”

"Not on the compulsory kind. Now.
if you could materialize a man like
Spearman's ‘Whispering Smith,” and
send him over to Angels as your su-
perintendent. something might come of
itt. Cut I'm no scrapper."

To the eve of appraisal, LidgerwoodC
personal appearance bore out the peace-
able assertion to the final well-groomed
detail. Compactly built and neatly,
brawn and bulk were conspicuously
lacking: and the thin, intellectual face
was made to appear still thinner by the
pointed cut of the closely trimmed
brown beard. The eyes were alert and
steadfast, but they had a trick of seem-
ing to look beyond, rather than directly
at. the visual obiect. Nine guesses out
of ten would have classified him as a
man of leisure: a student, an artist, or
a dilettante; and he unconsciously
dressed the part.

In his outspoken moments, which
were rare, he was given to railing
against the fate which had made him a
round peg in a square lado; a technical
engineer and a man of action, when his
earlier tastes and inclinations had drawn
him in oilier directions. But the artis-
tic nicety, which was his chief charac-
teristic, hud made him a master in his
uneh'’.-on, profession : as none knew bet-
ter than Mr. Stuart Ford, first vice-
president of the Pacific Southwestern
Sy.-tcm.

So now the vice-president was lock-
ing his hands over one knee, and the
swing of the pivot-chair was becom-
ing a rhythmic measure for the crisp
sentences, while he spoke as a man and

a comrade, and not at all as a railroad
magnate holding out the bait of promo-
tion to a reluctant aspirant.

"Let me tell you. Howard—we've
had a savage fight in the Street ab-
sorbing these same demoralized three
hundred miles. You know why we had
to have them. If the Transcontinental
had beaten us, it meant that our com-
petitor would build over here from
Jack's Canon, divide the Copah business
with us, and have a line three hundred
miles nearer to the Xevada goid-fields
than ours."

"l understand," said Lidgerwood;
and the vicc-preridem went on;

"Yfie began buying quietly, with the
stock at nineteen. Since the failure of
the Red Butte 'pocket' mines, the road
and the country it traverses have been
practically given over to the cowmen,
the gulch miners, the rustlers, and the
drift from the big camps elsewhere. In
X'eW York and on the Exchange, Red
Butte Western was regarded as an ex-
ploded cartridge, and nobody wanted
the empty sheik Then it dawned upon
a few of us that it offered a ready-
made jump of three hundred miles to-
ward Tonopah and Goldfield, and we
began to feel the market for the con-
trol. That was the tip the Transconti-
nental people had been waiting for. and
in three days the fight was on.”

Lidgerwood nodded. “I kept up with
it in the newspapers," he said.

"The newspapers didn't print the
whole story." was the curt rejoinder;
"not by a good many turns of the
thumbscrew. Howard, there were
eight sights along toward the last when
I never had my clothes off. When the
stock jumped to par and beyond, our
own crowd went back on me; and when
it passed the two-hundred mark, Adair
and | were fighting it practically alone.
Even President Brewster lost his nerve,
and wanted to make a hedging dicker
with the Transcontinental just before
we swung over the summit with the
final five hundred shares we needed."

Lidgerwood nodded again. ‘Air.
Brewster is a level-headed Westerner.
He doubtless knew to the dotting of

an ‘i’ the particular brand of trouble
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you two expansionist.? were so eager to
acquire/’

“He did. He has a copper property
somewhere in the vicinity of Angels.
He contended that we were buying two
streaks of rust and a right-of-way in
the red desert; that the man didn't live
who could bring order out of the chaos
that bad management and a peculiarly
tough country had superimposed upon
the Red Butte Western. That's where
I had him bested. Howard. All through
the hot fight | kept saying to myself
that | knew the man.”

“But you don't know him. Stuart—
that is the weak link in the chain.”
Lidgcrwood turned away to the
scratched window-panes and the crude
prospect, dimmed now by the gather-
ing shadows of the early evening. In
the yards below, a long freight-train
was pulling in from the West, with a
switch-engine chasing it to begin the
cutting out of the locals. Over in the
Red Butte yard an engine, turning on
the table, swept a wide arc in the gray-
ing dust with the beam of its electric
headlight. Through the half-opened
door into the despatcher's room came
the diminished chattering of the tele-
graph-instruments—this, with the jan-
gling clamor of trains and engines,
made the silence in the private office
more insistent.

When Lidgcrwood faced about again,
after the interval of abstraction, his
eyes had fine lines at the corners, and
his words came laboriously.

“1 suppose | know enough, technical-
ly. to do what you want done with the
three hundred miles of demoralization.
But the Red Butte proposition asks for
more—it asks for something that | can't
give it. Stuart, there is a yellow streak
in me that you seem never to have dis-
covered. | am a coward.”

The ghost of an incredulous smile
wrinkled about the tired eyes of the man
in the swinging chair.

“You put it in the proper phrase—
with your customary exactitude,” he as-
sented slowly. “We have known each
other, boy and man, since the swim-
ming-hole days in the old Sangamon
River: certainly | hadn't discovered it.”

“It is true, nevertheless: God help
me, it is only too shamefully true! No”
—whan the listener would have pro-
tested—"no, hear me through, and then
judge for yourself. What I'm going
to say to you | have never said to any
living man, but it is your right to hear
it. I've had the symptoms all my life,
Stuart. You. may remember how you
used to: fight my battles at school—you
thought | took the bullying of the big-

ger boys because | wasn't strong
enough to hold up my end. That
wasn't it-—it was physical fear, pure

and simple. Are you listening?”

The man in the chair made a sign of
assent. He was of those to whom fear
—the fear of what other men might do
to him—was a thing as yet unlearned,
and he was trying to attain the pant
of view of one to whom it seemed very
real.

“It followed me up to manhood, and
after a time | found myself deferring
to it—taking always the path of the
least resistance. As twentieth-century
civilization is decently peaceable, it is
not so very difficult to'dodge the per-
sonal collisions with the scrappers. |
have dodged them, for the greater part,
paying the price as | went along. 1I'm
paying the price at the present moment
—this is the fourth time I've had to re-
fuse a good job that carried with it the
slugging chance.”

The vice-president’s heavy eyebrows
slanted in questioning surprise.

“You knew in advance that you were
going to turn me downr Yet you came
two thousand miles to meet me here;
and you admit you've gone the length
of looking the ground over.”

Lidgerwood'.- smile was mirthless.

“Yes; one of the regularly recurring
phases pi the disease manifests itself in
a frenzied determination to break away
and do something desperate—to jump
into the thick of things, and to be filing
out of the mill, once for all, a living,
self-respecting unit in the bunch, or a
permanently dead coward. | can't take
the plunge; I know beforehand that |
can't. Which brings us down
to Copah, the present exigency, and the
fact that you'll have to look farther
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along for your Red Butte man-queller.
The marrow isn't in my bones, Stuart.
It was left out in the making."”

The vice-president was still a young
man, and he was confronting a prob-
lem that nettled him. He had been
calling himself a fair judge of men, and
hitherto the event had proved that he
was. Yet here was a man whom he had
known intimately from boyhood, who
was but just now revealing a totally
unsuspected weakness.

“You say you've been dodging the
scraps—how do you know you wouldn’t
buck up when the real pinch comes ?”
he demanded.

“Because the pinch came—once, and
—1| failed, most miserably. It was over
a year ago, and | can’'t think calmly
about it, even at this distance. You'’ll
understand when | say that it cost me
the love of the one woman in the
world."

The vice-president did understand.
Being a married lover himself, he knew
the depth of the abyss into which
Lidgerwood was looking. His voice
was as sympathetic as a woman's when
he said:

“Ease your mind and tell me about
it. if you can, Howard. It's barely pos-
sible that you are not the best judge
of your own act.”

There was something akin to the de-
fiance of despair in_ Lidgerwood’s
manner when he went on.

“It was in the Montana mountains.
I was going in to do a bit of expert
work for M r.——- , for her father; and.
incidentally, | was escorting her and
her mother to a meeting-point with a
Yellowstone coaching-party of their
friends. We had to drive forty miles
from the railroad, and there were six
of us in the stage: the two women and
four men. On the way the talk turned
upon stage-robbers and hold-ups. With
the fact no more than the thousandth
possibility, | could be an ass and a
braggart; I remember that 1 was even
tempted to be sarcastic at the expense
of the armed victim who lets himself
be robbed without striking a blow.
You can guess what followed ?”

“1'd rather hear you tell it,” said the

listener at Superintendent Leckhard’s
desk. “Go on.”

Lidgerwood waited until the switch-
ing engine, with pop-valve open and
screaming like a liberated devil of the
noise-pit, had passed.

“Three miles beyond our supper
station we had our hold-up in sober
earnest; the cm.-and dried, melodra-
matic sort of thing they put on at the
cheap theaters: with a couple of Win-
chesters poking through the scrub-
pines to represent the gang in hiding,

and one lone, crippled desperado to
come down to the footlights in the
speaking part. Of course it struck

every soul of us with the shock of the
totally unexpected. It was a rank an-
achronism, twenty-five years out of
date in that particular locality. Before
anybody realized what was happening,
the cripple had us lined up in a row be-
side the stage, and | was reaching for
the stars as anxiously as the little Jew
hat salesman, who was swearing by all
the patriarchs that the twenty-dollar
bill in his right-hand vest pocket was
his entire fortune.”

“Naturally,” said Ford. “You
needn't rawhide yourself specially for
that. You’'ve been West often enough
and long enough at a time to know the
rules of the game—not to be frivolous
when the other fellow has the drop on
you.”

“Wait,” said Lidgerwood. “One
minute later the cripple had us sized up
for what we were. The other three
men were not armed—I| was, and she
knew it. Also the cripple knew it. He
tapped the gun bulging in my pocket,
and said, in good-natured contempt:
‘Watch out that don't go off and hurt
you some time when you ain’t lookin’,
stranger.” Ford, | think | must have
been hypnotized. | stood there like a
frozen image, and let that crippled cow-
rustler rob those two women—take the
rings from their fingers!”

"Oh, hold on; there’s another side to
that, too,” the vice-president began; but
Lidgerwood would not listen.

"No,” he protested; “don't try to
find excuses for me; there were none.
The fellow gave me every chance;



THE THMING OF FEE EUTTE WESTERN 5

turned his back on me as an absolutely
negligible factor while he was going
through the others. I'm quick enough
when | have to be; and | Can shoot,
too, when the thing to be shot at isn't
a human being. But to save my soul
from everlasting torments | couldn’'t
go through the simple motions of pull-
ing the pistol from my pocket and
dropping that fellow in his tracks—
couldn’t, and didn't.”

“Well?” said Ford, when the self-
accused culprit turned again to the
dusk-darkened window.

"That is all. Of course, she told me
what she thought of me; told me many
times and in many different ways. For
the few days she waited at her father’s
mine for the coming of the coaching-
party she used me for a door-mat, as |
deserved. That was a year ago last
spring. It isn't needful to say that
I haven't tried to see her since.”

The vice-president reached up and
snapped the key of the electric bulb
over the desk, and the lurking shadows
in the corners of the room fled away.

“Sit down,” he said curtly; and when
Lidgerwood had found a chair: “You
say that is all. Is it all? Do you mean
to go on leaving it up in the air like
that 7

“l left it in the air a year ago last
spring. | can't pull it down now.”

“Yes, you can. You haven't exag-
gerated the conditions on the Red Butte
line a single iota. As you say, the oper-
ating force is as godless a lot of out-
laws as ever ran trains or ditched them.
They all know that the road has been
bought and sold, and they are looking
for trouble, and are ready to help make
it. If you could fire them as a body,
you couldn't replace them-—the red
desert having nothing to offer as a
dwelling-place for good men; and this
they know, too. Howard, I'm telling
you right here and now that it will re-
quire a higher brand of courage to go
over to Angels and manhandle the Red
Butte Western than it would to shoot
a dozen highwaymen, if every individ-
ual one of the dozen had the drop on
you 1"

Lidgerwood left his chair and paced

the narrow limits of the private office
for five full minutes before he said:

“You mean that you are still giving
me the chance to make good over yon-
der in the red desert—after what I
have told you?”

“1 do; only I'll make it more bind-
ing—it was optional with you before;
it's a sheer necessity now. You've got
to go.”

Again Lidgerwood took time to con-
sider, tramping the floor with his head
down and his hands in the pockets of
the correct coat. In the end he yielded,
as the vice-president's subjects were
commonly forced to yield.

“I'll g, if you still insist upon it,”
was the slowly spoken decision,
“There will doubtless be plenty of
trouble, and | shall probably show the
yellow streak, as usual—for the last
time, | guess. It's the kind of an out-
fit to Kill a coward for the pure pleas-
ure of it, if I'm not mistaken.”

“Well,” said the vice-president calm-
ly, “I 'm half-inclined to think that you
need a little killing, Howard. Don't
you think so?”

A gray look came into Lidgerwood’s
face.

“1f you stand it upon that leg, | don't
know but you are right.”

“1 know I'm right. Now that you
are fairly committed, sit down and let
me give you an idea of what you'll find
at Angels in the way of a headquarters
outfit.”

It was an hour later, and the gong of
the station dining-room was adding its
hideous clamor to the grinding roar
of the incoming passenger-train from
Green Butte when the vice-president
concluded his outline sketch of the Red
Butte conditions.

“Of course you understand that you
will have a free hand: you'll hire and
discharge as you see fit, and there will
be no appeal from your decision. The
one exception is Gridiey. the master
mechanic. Nominally, he will be un-
der your orders; but if it should come
to blows, you couldn’t fire him. In the
regular routine he will report to the su-
perintendent of motive power of the
System at Denver, but, as it happens,
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his ladder reaches still higher up—to
the P. S-W. board of directors.”

“How is that?” inquired Lidger-
wood.

“It's a family affair. He is a widow-
er, and his wife was a sister of the
Van Kensingtons. He got his job
through the family influence, and he'll
hold it in the same way. But you won't
have any trouble with him. He’s a
brute in his own somewhat peculiar
fashion; but when it comes to handling
shopmen and keeping the engines in
service, he can’t be beat.”

“That is all | shall ask of him,” said
the new superintendent.  “Anything
else 7"—looking at his watch.

"Yes; there is one other thing. |
spoke of Hallock, the man you will find
holding down the job you are going to
take. He was Cumberley’s chief clerk,
and, long before Cumberlev resigned,
Hallock was the superintendent of the
road in everything but the name and
the place on the pay-roll. Naturally,
he thought he ought to be considered
when we climbed into the saddle, and
he wrote President Brewster to that
end. Pie happens to be a New Yorker
—like Gridley; and again like Gridley,
he has a friend at court. Magnus
knows him, and recommended him for
the superintendency; and | had to turn
him down. I'm telling you this so you
will be easy with him—as easy as you
can. | don't know him personally, but
if you can keep him--— "

“I'l be only too glad to keep him, if
he knows his business, and will stay,”
was Lidgerwood's reply. Then, with
another glance at his watch: “Shall
we go up-town to the hotel and get
dinner? Afterward you can give me
your notion in the large about the fu-
ture extension of the Reel Butte West-
ern. and I'll order out the car and an
engine and go to my place. A man can
uie but once: and maybe | can make
shift to live long enough to set a few
stakes for some better fellow to drive.
Let's go.”

At ten o’clock that night Engine 266,
Williams, engineer, and Blackmar, fire-
man, was chalked up on the Red Butte

Western roundhouse bulletin-board to
go West at midnight with the new su-
perintendent’s service-car.

Svenson, the caller, who brought the
order from the Copah despatcher’s of-
fice, unloaded his news upon the circle
of Red Butte engineers, firemen, and
roundhouse roustabouts lounging on the
benches in the tool-room, and specula-
ting morosely'on the probable changes
which the new management would
bring to pass.

“Ye bane got dew new boss, Ay
voan tha tal you fallers,” he drawled.

"Who is he?” demanded W.illiams,
who had been looking on sourly while
the engine-desnatcher chalked his name
on the board for the night run with the
service-car.

“Ay coo-edn't tal you his name.
Bote he is dem young faller bane goill
round hare dees two, t'ree days, lukin’
lak preacher out of a yob. Yoo-edn't
dat yar you ?’

Williams rose up to his full height of
six-feet-two, and flung his hands up-
ward in a gesture that was more ex-
pressive than man} oaths,

“Colldrs-and-Cuffs, by God!” he said.

AXGELI.S.

Crosswater Gap—so named because
the high pass over which the railroad
finds its way is anything but a gap,
and, save when the winter's snows are
melting, there is no water within a day's
faring—was In sight from the looping.-
of the eastern approach when Lidger-
wood sat down to a buffet breakfast
prepared and served by Matsudi Tako-
wari, the Japanese car-cook, picked up
between dinner and leaving-time the
night before in Copah.

Since early dawn the new superin-
tendent had been up and out on the
observation-platform of the service-car.
noting—this time with the eye of mas-
tership—the endless miles of steel un-
reeling backward to the valleys under
the drumming trucks.

To a disheartening extent, the Red
Butte demoralization included the
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permanent way. Originally a good
track, with heavy steel, easy grades, and
mathematically alined curves, the road
had been allowed to lapse under poor
supervision, and the short-handing of
the section gangs. Lacking careful
and per>istent surfacing, the best bal-
last will sink at the rail-joints; and
it is a section-foreman's weakness to
spoil the mathematical curve by work-

ing it back, little by little, into the
tangent.
Lidgerwood's comment fell into

speech. “About the first man we need
is an engineer who won't be too top-
lofty to get down and squint curves
with the section-bosses,” he was saying,
when lie went in to test Matsudi's cook-
er}-.

At the summit station, where the line
leaves the Pannikin basin to plunge into
the western desert, there was a delay.
Lidgerwoud was still at breakfast when
Bradford, the conductor, black-shirtcd.
.-iouch-hatled, and looking much more
like a ranch-foreman than a captain
of trains, lounged in to explain that
there was a hot box under the 266's ten-
der. Bradford was not of the faction
of discontent, but the spirit of morose
insubordination was in the air, and he
spoke grainy. Hence, with the flint and
steel thus provided, the spark was
promptly evoked.

“Were the boxes overhauled before
you left Copah ?” snapped the new boss.

Bradford did not know, and the man-
lier of his answer implied that he did
not care.

"liow much time have we on 201 ?”
was the next demand; 201 being the
west-bound passeng’er-train overtaken
and passed in the small hours of the
morning by the lighter and faster spe-
cial.

"Thirty minutes, here." growled the
ex-cowman; after which he took him-
self oft. as if he considered the incident
closed.

Fifteen minutes later Lidgerwood
finished his breakfast and went back
to his post on the rear platform. A
glance over the railing showed him the
crew still working on the heated jour-
nal. Another to the rear picked up the

passenger-train storming around the
loopings of the eastern approach to the
summit. There was a small problem
impending for the division-despatcher
at Angels, and the superintendent stood
aloof to see how it would be handled.

It was handled rather indifferently.
The passenger-train was pulling in at
the summit when Bradford asked for
his clearance, got it, and gave Williams
the signal to go. Lidgerwood went
into the car and consulted the time-
table hanging in the open compartment.

Train 201 had no dead time at Cross-
water ; hence, if the ten-minute interval
between trains moving in the same di-
rection was to be preserved, the passen-
ger would have to be held.

Lidgerwood had a railroad martinet’s
fury against time-killing on regular
trains, and his hand was on the whistle-
cord when he looked back and saw that
the passenger-train had made only the
momentary time-card stop, and was
coming on.

It was a small breach of discipline,
common enough even on well-man-
aged railways when the leading train
can be trusted to increase the distance
interval. Lidgerwood drew a chair out
in line with one of the rear observa-
tion-windows, and sat down to mark the
event.

Pitching over the hilltop summit
within a minute of each other, the two
trains raced down the first few curving
inclines almost as one. Mile after mile
was measured, and still the special
seemed to be towing- the passenger at
the. end of an invisible but dangerously
short drag-rope.

*The superintendem: began to grow
uneasy. On the tangents the following
train seemed to be rushing onward to
a certain rear-end collision with the one-
car special: and, where the line swerved
to right or left around the billowing
hills, the pursuing smoke-trail rose
above the hill-shoulders near and
threatening.

Lidgerwood got up and took the time-
table out of its pocket frame. A brief
comparison of miles and minutes ex-
plained the effect without excusing the
cause. 201!'s schedule from the summit
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to the desert level was very fast; and
Williams, nursing his hot box, either
could not, or would not, increase his
lead.

Two tugs at the air cord brought
Bradford from the engine-cab to obey
the summons. The memory of the con-
ductor’s gruff replies still lingered with
Lidgerwood, and his reprimand was
sharp.

“Do you call this railroading?” he
rasped, pointing backward to the men-

ace. “Don't you know we're on 201's
time ?”

Bradford scowled in surly antago-
nism.

“That blamed hot box---- " he be-
gan ; but Lidgerwood cut him off short.

"The hot box has nothing to do with
the case. You are not hired to take
chances, or to hold out regular trains.
Go forward and tell your engineer to
speed up, and get out of the way.”

“l got my clearance at the summit,
and | ain’t despatchin’ trains on this
jerk-water railroad,” observed the con-
ductor coolly. Then he added, a shade
less belligerently:  “Williams can't
speed up. That housin’ under the ten-
der is about ready to set the woods afire
again, right now.”

Lidgerwood examined the time-card
afresh. It was twenty miles farther
along to the next telegraph-station,
and he heaped up wrath against the day
of wrath for a dispatcher who would
turn two trains loose and out of his
reach for thirty hazardous mountain
miles under such critical conditions.

Bradford, looking on sullenly, mis-
took the new boss’ frown for more to
follow, and was moving away. Lidger-
wood pointed to a chair with a curt, “Sit
down!

“You say that you have your clear-
ance, and that you are not despatching
trains,” he went on evenly. *“Xeither
fact relieves you of your responsibility.
It was your duty to make sure that the
despatcher fully understood the situa-
tion at Crosswater, and to refuse to pull
out ahead of the passenger without
something more definite than a formal
clearance-order. Weren't you taught
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that?
trains 7"

It was an opening for hard words,
but they did not enter. Something in
the steady, businesslike tone, or in the
overlooking eyes, turned Bradford the
potential mutineer into Bradford the
possible partizan.

“1 reckon we are needin’ a rodeo
over here on this jerk-water mighty
bad, Mr. Lidgerwood,” he said half-
humorously. “I reckon about half of
us ain't got the sure-enough railroad
brand onto us. But Lord love you ! this
little pasear we're makin’ down the hill
ain’t anythiljjff  That's the old 210
chasin’ us with the passenger, and she
couldn't catch Bat William- and the '66
in a month 0' Sundays if we didn't
have that doggoned spavined leg under
the tender.”

Lidgerwood smiled in spite of him-
self. and wondered at what page in the
railroad primer he would have to begin
with these men of the camps and the
round-ups.

“But it isn’t railroading.” he insisted,
meeting his first pupil half-way. "You
might do this thing ninety-nine times
without paying for it, and the hundredth
time something would turn up to slow
or to stop the leading train, and there

Where did you learn to rim

you are."

“Sure!” said the ex-cowman quite
heartily. “Xow, if there should happen
to be—- ”

The sentence was never finished.

The special, lagging a little, was round-
ing one of the long- hill curves to the
left. Suddenly the air-brakes ground
sharply upon the wheels, shrill whistles
from the 266 screamed the stop-signal,
and past the end of the slowing car a
trackman ran frantically up the line to-
ward the swiftly approaching passenger,
yelling and swinging his stripped coat
like a madman.

Lidgerwood caught a fleeting glimpse
of a section-gang's green “slow” flag
lying toppled over between the rails a
hundred feet to the rear. Measuring
the distance of the onrushing passenger
as against the life-saving seconds re-
maining, he called to Bradford to jump,
and ran forward to drag the Jap out
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of his galley, to fling him from the
nearest vestibule, and to follow in a fly-
ing leap that carried him clear of the
impending wreck.

Happily there was no wreck, though
the margin of safety was the narrowest.
Williams stuck to his post in the cab
of the 206, releasing the brakes and
running as far as he dared upon the
loosened timbers of the culvert for
which the section-gang's slow-flag was
out.

Carter, the engineer of the passenger-
train, jumped; but his fireman was of
better mettle, and stayed with the ma-
chine, sliding the wheels with the
driver-jams, and pumping sand on the
rails up to the moment when the shud-
dering mass of iron and steel thrust its
pilot under the trucks of Lidgerwood's
car, lifted them, dropped them, and
drew back sullenly under the grip of the
reverse and the recoil of the brake
mechanism.

It was an opportunity for eloquence
of the explosive sort, and when the dust
settled the trainmen and trackmen were
evidently expecting it. But in crises
like this the new superintendent was at
his self-contained best.

Instead of swearing at the men, he
gave his orders quietly, and with the
brisk certainty of one who knows his
business. The passenger-train was to
keep ten minutes off its own time until
the next siding was passed, making up
beyond that point if its running orders
permitted. The special was to proceed
on 201's tiijie to the first siding, where
it would side-track and let the passenger
precede it.

Bradford was in the cab of the 266
when Williams eased his engine and car
over the unsafe culvert and sped on
around the hill curves, and so down into
the wide valley plain of the red desert.

“Turn it loose, Andys’ said the big
engineer, when the requisite number
of miles of silence had been ticked off
by the space-devouring wheels. “What-
ail do you think of Mister Collars-and-
Cuffs by this time ?”

Andy Bradford took a leisurely min-
ute to cut a chewing-cube from his
pocket plug of black tobacco.

“Well, first dash out o' the box, |
allowed he was some locoed—jumped
me like | was a jack-rabbit for takin’
a clearance under Jim Carter’'s nose.
Then we got down to business, and I
was beginnin’ to get onto his gait a little
when the green flag butted in.”

“Gait fits the laundry part of him?”
suggested Williams.

"Not exactly. 1 ain't much on sys-
tems and sure things, Bat, but | can
make out to guess a guess once in a
while, when | have to. If that little
tailor-made man don’t get his finger
mashed, or something, and have to go
home, things are goin’ to happen on this
little old cow-trail of a railroad.”

“What sort o' things?” demanded
Williams»

“Xow, your guess is as good as mine.
They'll spell trouble for the amatoors,
I reckon. That's my ante.”

Williams let the 266 out another
notch, hung out of his window to look
back at the smoking hot box, and, in the
fulness of time, said: “Think he’s got
the sand, Andy ?”

“This time you can search me with
a fine-tooth comb,” was the slow reply.
“Sizin’ him up one side and down the
other when he called me back to pull
my ear, | said: ‘No, my young friend:
you're a bluffer—the kind that’ll put
up his hands quick when the bluff's
called.” Afterward | wasn't so blamed
sure. One kind o’ sand he’s got to a
dead certainty. When he saw what was
due to happen back yonder, he told me
‘23," all right, but he took time to hike
back and yank the Jap cook out o’ the
car kitchen before he turned his own
little handspring.”

The big engineer nodded, but he was
still unconvinced when he stopped for
the siding at Last Chance ; and. after the
fireman had dropped off to Set the
switch for the following train, he put
in his word.

“That kind of sand is all right in
God's country, Andy. But out here
in the nearder edges of hell you got to
know how to fight with pitchforks, and
such other tools as come handy. The
new boss may be that kind of a scrap-
per, but he sure don't look it. You
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know as well as | do that men like
Rufford. and Cat Biggs, and Red-Light
Sammy’ll eat hint alive just for the
fun of it, if he can't make out to throw
lead quicker’:' they do. And that ain't
saying anything about the hobo outfit
he’'ll have to go up against on this
make-b’lieve railroad.”

"Xo,” said Bradford, ruminating
thoughtfully. And then, by way of
rounding out the subject: "Here’'s

hopin’ his nerve is as good as his
clothes! 1 don't love a Mongolian any
better'n you do. Bat; but the way he
hustled to save that brown feller's skin
sort o' got next to me. Says 1: *A
man that'll do that won’'t go round hunt-
in’ a chance to kick a fiee dog just be-
cause the fice don't happen to be a
blooded bull-terrier."

Williams, brawny and broad-chested,
leaned against his box, his bare arms
folded and his short pipe at the dispu-
tatious angle.

“He'd better have nerve, or get
some,” he commented. "Tothenvays,
it's him for an early wooden overcoat
and a trip back home in the express-
car. After which, let me tell you, Andy,
that man Ford’ll sift this cussed coun-
try through a flour-shaker but what
he’ll cinch the outfit that does it.”

Back in the service-car Lidgerwood
was sitting quietly in the doorway,
smoking his delayed after-breakfast ci-
gar, and timing the upcoming passen-
ger-train, watch in hand.

Carter was ten minutes, to the sec-
ond behind his schedule when the train
thundered past on the main track, and
Lidgerwood pocketed his watch with a
smile of satisfaction. It was the first
small victory in the campaign of re-
form, and he had won it.

Later, however, when the special was
once more in motion westward, the
desert laid hold upon him with a grip
that first benumbs, then breeds dull
rage, and finally makes men mad.

Mile after mile the glistening rails
sped backward into a shimmering haze
of red dust. The glow of the breath-
less forenoon was like the reek of a
furnace. To right and left the great
treeless plain rose to bare buttes backed

by still barer mountains. Let the train
race as it would, there was always the
same eye-wearying prospect. Only the
blazing sun swung from side to side
with the sloav veerings of the track;
Avhat ansAvcred for a horizon 'seemed
never to change, never to move.

Also, the great Waste tvas devoid of
life. At long intervals a siding, some-
times with its Avaiting train, but oftener
empty and deserted, slid intis vieAv and
out again. Still less frequently a tele-
graph-station, with its red. iron-rooted
office, its water-tank cars and pumping
machinery, and its high-fenced corral
and loading chute, moved up out of the
distorting haze ahead and Avas lost in
the dusty mirages to the rear. But
apart from the crews of the waiting
trains, and now and then the desert-
sobered face of some telegraph-opera-
tor staring from his Avindow at the
passing special, there were no signs of
life; no cattle upon the hills, no loun-
gers on the station platforms.

Lidgenvood had crossed the Avater-
less, lifeless plain tAvicc within the
week: but both times in a Pullman,
Avith human beings to fill the nearer
field of vision. X oav, hoAvever, the des-
ert's heat, its stillness, its vacancy* its
pitiless horizons claimed him as their
oAvn. He Avondered that he had been
impatient Avith the men it bred. The
Avonder iicav Avas rather if human vir-
tue of any temper could long withstand
the blasting touch of so great and aAvful
a desolation.

It Avas past noon Avhen the boAvllike
basin, in Avhieh the train seemed to circle
helplessly Avithout gaining upon the ter-
rifying horizons, began to lose its harsh-
est features. Little by little the tumbled
hills dreAv nearer, and the red sand-
dust of the road-bed gave place to
broken rock. Patches of gray, sun-
dried mountain-grass appeared on the
mnearer hill-slopes, and in the arroyos
trickling threads of \Aater glistened, or.
at the Avorst. paths of damp sand hinted
at the moisture underneath.

Lidgerwood began to breathe again,
and when the shrill whistle of the loco-
motive signaled the approach to the di-
vision headquarters, he Avas thankful
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that the builders of Angels had pitched
their tents and driven their stakes in
the desert's edge, rather than in its
heart.

Truly, Angels was not much to be
thankful for, as the exile from the East
admitted when he looked out upon it
from his office windows in the second
story of the "Crow’s Xest,” the rail-
road headquarters. A many-tracked
railroad yard, flanked on one side by the
repair-shops, roundhouse, and coal-
chutes; and on the other by a strag-
gling town of bare and commonplace
exteriors, unpainted, tinfenced, tree-
less, shadeless, and wind-swept; Angels
stood badly for what it was—a mere
stopping-place in transit for the Red
Butte Western.

The new superintendent turned his
back upon the town and the depressing
aspect of it and laid his hand upon the
latch of the door opening into the de-
spatcher’'s room. There was a thing to
be said about the reckless bunching of
trains out of reach of the wires; and
it might as well be said now as later.
But at the moment of door-opening,
Lidgerwood was made to realize that a
tall, boxiike contrivance in the corner
of the office was a desk, and that it was
inhabited.

The man who rose up to greet him
was bearded, heavy-shouldered, and hol-
low-eyed, and he was past middle age.
Green cardboard cones protecting his
shirt-sleeves, and a shade of the same
material vizoring the sunken eyes, were
the only clerkly suggestions about him.
Since he merely stood up and ran his
fingers through his thick black hair
with no more than an abstracted "Good

afternoon,” Lidgerwood was left to
guess at his identity.
“You are NIr. Hallock?” said the

new boss, without offering his hand.
The high., boxlike desk forbade it.

"Yes.” The answer was neither an-
tagonistic nor placatory: it was simply
colorless.

“My name is Lidgerwood. You have
heard of my appointment ?"

Again the colorless “Yes.”

Lidgerwood saw no good end to be
subserved by postponing the inevitable.

“Air. Ford spoke to me about you
last night. He told me that you were
Air. Cumberley’s chief clerk, and that
for some time you have been the acting
superintendent of the road. Do you
want to stay on as my lieutenant?”

For a long minute, so long that the
loose-lipped mouth under the un-
trimmed mustaches seemed to have lost
the power of speech, Hallock said noth-
ing. But when the words came they
were shorn of all euphemism.

“1 suppose | ought to tell you to go
to hell, put on my coat, and walk out,”
said this most singular of all railway
subordinates. "By all the rules of the
game, this job belongs to me. AYhat
I've gone through to earn it you nor
any other man will ever know. If i
stay. I'll wish | hadn't; and so will you.
You'd better give me a time-check and
let me go.”

Lidgerwood walked to the window
and once more stared out upon the
dreary aspect of Angels. When he
turned hack to the man in the rifle-pit
desk, he could not have told why he
did not take Hallock at his word—but
he did not.

'Tf | can't quite match your frank-
ness, Air. Hallock, it's because my early
education was neglected. But I'll say
this: that | quite appreciate your just
disappointment, and that | want you to
stay.”

"You'll be sorry for it, if 1 do,” was
the blunt rejoinder.

“Xot because you will do anything to
make me sorry, | am sure,” said the
superintendent in his evenest tone. And
then, as if the matter were quite defi-
nitely settled: "I'd like to have a word
with the day despatcher—Callahan, isn't
it? May | trouble you to call him in?”

1.
THE OUTLAWS.

For the first few weeks the Red
Butte Western, and its nerve center,
Angels, took Lidgerwood as a joke per-
petrated upon a primitive country and
its people by some one of the Eastern
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railway magnates who had a broad
sense of humor.

During this period the chuckling
good nature of the Red Butte rank and
file, and of the Angelic soldiers of for-
tune who, though not upon the com-
pany’s pay-rolls, still lived indirectly
upon the company’'s bounty, was im-
perturbable. The red desert grinned
like the famed Cheshire cat when a
west-bound  train  brought sundry
boxes and trunks said to contain the
new boss’ wardrobe. It laughed long
and uproariously when it became
noised about that the company carpen-
ters and fitters were installing a bath,
and other civilizing and softening ap-
pliances, in the closet next to the super-
intendent’s sleeping-room.

Lidgerwood slept in the Crow’s Nest
—so0 named for the curious square sig-
nal-tower rising above the dispatcher's
room—with only a thin board partition
between him and his office, and with a
telegraph relay, cut into the despatch-
er's wire, clicking the news of the line
from its shelf at the bed's head at all
hours of the night.

Sometimes the wire gossiped, and
minimized echoes of the Homeric laugh-
ter trickled through the relay in the
small hours ; as when Ruby Creek asked
the night despatcher if it were true
that the new boss slept in what trans-
lated itself in the laborious Morse of
the Ruby Creek operator as “pijjim-
mies.”

At the tar-paper-covered, iron-roofed
"hotel,” where he took his meals, Lid-
gerwood had a table to himself, shared
at times by McCloskey, the train-mas-
ter, and at others by breezy young Jack
Benson, the engineer whom Ford had
sent, at Lidgerwood's request, to put
new life into the track force and to
make the preliminary surveys for a
possible western extension.

Y\Vhen the new superintendent had
guests, the long table on the opposite
side of the room restrained itself. When
he ate alone, Maggie, the fiery-eyed,
heavy-handed table-girl who ringed his
plate with the semicircle of bird-bath
dishes, stood between him and the men
who were still regarding him as a joke.

And since Maggie's displeasure mani-
fested itself in cold coftee and tough
cuts of the beef, the long table made its
most excruciating jests broadly imper-
sonal.

On the line, and in the roundhouse
and the shops, the joke was far too good
to be muzzled. The nickname "Col-
lars-and-Cuffs” became classical; and
once, when Branigan and the 117 were
ordered out on the service-car. the
Irishman wore the highest celluloid col-
lar he could find in Angels, eking out
the clownery with a pair of huge wick-
erware cuffs which had once seen serv-
ice as the covering of a pair of Mara-
schino bottles.

Later, Buck Tryon, ordered out on
the same duty, went so far as to dec-
orate his engine headlight with fes-
toonings of red and white calico: the
calico being the nearest approach to
bunting obtainable at Schleisinger’s em-
porium, two doors beyond Red-Light
Sammy’s house of call.

All of which was harmless, one
would say, however much it might be
subversive of dignified discipline. Lid-
gerwood knew: the jests were too broad
to be missed. But lie ignored them
completely, rather thankful for the
laughing interlude which gave him the
coveted opportunity to study the field
before the real battle should begin.

That a battle would have to be fought
was evident enough, and Gridley, the
master mechanic, who had been friend-
ly with the new superintendent from the
first, assured Lidgerwood that he was
losing ground by not beginning it at
once.

"You've got to take a club to these
hoboes before you can ever hope to
make railroad men of them, Mr. Lid-
gerwood,” was Gridley’s oft-repeated
advice; and the fact that the master
mechanic urged the beginning of the
conflict made Lidgerwood delay it
Why, he could not have explained. The
advice was sound, and the man who
gave it was friendly and apparently
disinterested. But prejudices and pre-
possessions are sometimes as strong as
they are inexplicable; and while Lid-
gerwood accused himself of injustice
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toward the master mechanic, the feel-
ing of repulsion, dating back to his first
impression of the man, died hard.

On the other hand, there was a pre-
possession, quite as unreasoning, for
Hallock. There was absolutely nothing
in the chief clerk to inspire liking; on
the contrary, while he attended to his
duties and carried out Lidgerwood’s in-
structions with the unvarying exactness
of a mechanical automaton, his atti-
tude toward the world at large was at
best passively antagonistic. As the
chief subaltern on the superintendent's
small staff he was efficient and well-
nigh invaluable. But as a man, Lidger-
wood felt that he might easily be re-
garded as an enemy whose designs
could never be fathomed or prefigured.

In addition to his singular manner,
which was an abrupt challenge to all
comers, there was an air of mystery
about Hallock that no one seemed to
be able to dispel.

McCloskey, the train-master, who had
worked under him for the better part
of a year before Lidgerwood’s advent,
confessed that he knew the chief clerk
only as a man in authority and exceed-
ingly hard to please. Questioned more
closely by Lidgerwood, McCloskey
added that Hallock was married; that
after the first few months in Angels his
wife, a strikingly handsome young
woman, had disappeared; and that since
her disappearance Hallock had lived,
“bached,” in two rooms over the
freight-station—rooms which no one
save himself ever entered.

These, and similar hits of local His-
tory, were mere gatherings by the way
for the superintendent, picked up while
the huge joke was running its course.
In the meantime he was forced to ad-
mit that.he was not breaching any of
the strongholds of undiscipline.

Orders, regarded by trained railroad
men as immutable as the laws of the
Medes and Persians, were still inter-
preted as loosely as the casual sugges-
tions of a bystander. Rules Were made,
only to be coolly ignored when they
chanced to conflict with some train
crew’s desire to make time or to kill it.
Directed to account for coal and oil

used, the enginemen good-naturedly
forged reports and the storekeepers O.
K.'d them. Instructed to keep a rec-
ord of all material used, the trackmen
scattered more spikes than they drove,
made firewood of the ties, and under-
pinned the section-houses with new steel
rails.

In such a condition of affairs, track
and train troubles were the rule rather
than the exception; and it was a Red
Butte Western boast that the fire was
never drawn under the wrecking-train
engines. For the first few weeks Lid-
gerwood let McCloskey answer the
“hurry calls” to the various scenes of
disaster. But when three sections of
an east-bound cattle special, ignoring
the ten-minute-interval rule, were piled
up at the head of Timanyoni Canon, he
went out and took personal command
of the track-clearing force.

At that moment the joke was at its
flood tide, and the men of the wreck-
ing crew took a ten-gallon keg of
whisky along wherewith to celebrate
the first appearance of the new boss in
the field of action.

Lidgerwood disappointed them in
more ways than one. For one thing,
his first executive act was to knock in
the head of the ten-gallon keg with a
striking-hammer before it was even
spiggoted. For another, he proved that
he was not only a past master in the
art of track-clearing, but also that he
was able to endure hardship through a
long day, and a still longer night, with
the best man on the ground.

This was good, as far as it went.
But later, with the offending cattle-
train crews before him for trial and
punishment, he lost all he had gained
by being too easy.

“We've got him chasin' his feet,” said
Tryon, one of the rule-breaking en-
gineers, at the close of the “sweat-
box” interview. “It’s just as I've been
tellin’ you fellows, he ain't got sand
enough to fire anybody.”

Likewise, Jack Benson, the young en-
gineer sent in by Vice-president Ford,
at Lidgerwood’s request, to form an
engineering department for the divi-
sion. The “sweat-box” was Lidger-
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wood's private office in the Crow’s
Nest; and Benson happened to be pres-
ent when the reckless trainmen were
told to go and sin no more.

“I'm not running your job, Lidger-
wood, and von may fire the inkstand at
me if the spirit moves you to, but you
can't handle the red desert with kid
gloves on. Those fellows needed cuss-
ing out and a thirty-day hang-up, at
the lightest. You can't hold 'em down
with Sunday-school talk."

Lidgerwcod was frowning at his desk
and marking squares with his pencil
upon the blotting-pad—a habit which
wa- insensibly growing upon him.

"Where would | get the two extra
train crews to fill in the thirty-day lay-
off, Jack? Had you thought of that?”

"l had only the one think, and | gave
you that one,” said Benson carelessly.
"l suppose it is different in your de-
partment. When | go up against a
thing like that on the sections, | fire
the whole bunch and import a few more
Italians. Which reminds me: what do
you know about Fred Dawson, the shop
draftsman ?”

"As little as may be," replied Lidger-
woed, taking Benson's abrupt change of
subject as a matter of course. "He
seeing a fine fellow; much too fine a
fellow to be wasting himself out here.
Why?”

"Oh, | just wanted to know.
met his mother and sister?”

"NO.”

"Well, you ought to. The mother is
one of the only two angels in Angels,
and the sister is the other. Dawson,
himself, is a monomaniac.”

Lidgerwood's eyebrows lifted, but his
query was unspoken.

"Hadn’t you heard his story?" said
Benson. “But of course you haven't;
nobody knows about it out here, tie’s
a lame duck, you know; like every
other man this side of Crosswater sum-
mit—present company excepted.”

"A lame duck?” repeated Lidger-
wood.

"Yes. A man with a past. Don't tell
me you haven't caught on to the hall-
mark of the red desert. It's notorious.

Ever
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The blacklegs and tin-horns and sure-
stlete go without saying, of course;
over in the ranch country beyond the
Timanyonis they call us the outlaws."

"Not without reason,” said Lidger-
wood.

"Not any,” said Benson, with cheer-
ful pessimism. "And the Red Butte
outfit is tarred with the same stick. You
haven't a dozen operators, all told, who
haven't been discharged for incompe-
tence somewhere else: or a dozen con-
ductors or engineers who weren't black-
listed before they climbed Crosswater.
Take McQoskey: you swear by him,
don't you? He was a chief dcspatcher
back East, and he put two passenger-
trains together in a head-on collision the
day lie resigned and came West to grow
up with the red desert."

"You were speaking of Dawson,"
suggested Lidgerwcod mildly.

"Yes; and he’s one of them—though
he needn't lie, if he weren't such a hope-
lessly sensitive ass. lie's an H. E., or
he would have been if he had stayed
out his senior year at college. But
also lie happened to be a football fiend ;
and in the last intercollegiate game of
the last season lie had the bad luck to
kil a man—the brother of the girl he
was going to marry.”

"You don't tell me!” said Lidger-
wood. "Is he that Dawson?”

"The same,” said the young engineer
laconically. "It was the sheerest acci-
dent: everybody knew it was, and no-
body blamed Dawson. | happen to
know, because f was a junior in the
same college at the time. But Fred
took it hard: let it spoil his life. He
buried himself out here, and for two
years he never let his mother and sis-
ter know where he was; made remit-
tances through a bank in Omaha so
they shouldn't be able to trace him.
Care to hear any more?"

"Go on," said the superintendent.

“I found him," chuckled Benson.
“And | took the liberty of piping his
little game off to the harrowed women.
Next thing he knew they dropped in
on hint; and he’s crazy enough to stay
here, and to keep them here. That
wouldn't be so bad if it wasn't for
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Gridley, Fred's boss and your peach of
a master mechanic.”

"Why peach? Gridley is a pretty
decent sort of man-driver, isn't he?
said Lidgenvood, doing premeditated
violence to what he had come to call
his unjust prejudice against the master
mechanic,

"You won't believe it,” said Benson
hotly, "but he's making love to Daw-
son's sister —and he a widow-man and
old enough to be her father!”

Lidgenvood smiled. Youth is al-
ways intolerant of age in its rival.
Gridley might have been forty: but
then Benson was still on the sunny
slope of twenty-five.

"Don’t be prejudiced. Jack.” he said.
“Gridley is still young enough to marry
again, if he wants to—and to live to
spoil his grandchildren.”

"But he isn't good enough for such
a woman as Faith Dawson,” countered
the young engineer stubbornly.

"Isn't he?—or is that more of your
personal prejudice? What do you
know against him?"

Pressed thus sharply against the un-
yielding fact. Benson was obliged to
confess that he knew nothing against
the master mechanic. If Gridley had
any of the weaknesses common to red-
desert mankind, he did not parade them
in Angels. As the head of his depart-
ment. he was a hard hitter; and now
and then, when the blows fell, the rail-
road colony called, him a tyrant and
hinted that, like the other exiles, lie
was a man with a past.

Lidgenvood laughed at Benson's fail-
ure to make his case, and asked quizzic-
ally :

"Where do | come in on this. Jack?
You have an ax to grind, | take it."

"l have. Firs, Dawson wants me to
take my meals at the house—she's shy
of Gridley. Maybe she thinks I'd do
the buffer act. But as a get-between,
I'd be chiefly conspicuous by my ab-
sence.”

"Sorry | can't give you an office job,
Jack.” said the superintendent, in mock

despair.
"So am |. But you can do the next
best thing. Get Fred to take you home

with him some evening, and you'll
never go back to Maggie Dunnymorc
and the bird-bath dishes—not if you
can persuade Firs. Dawson to feed yout
The alternative is to fire Gridley.”

“This time you're trying to make the
tail wag the dog.” laughed Lklgerwood.
"Gridley has twice my backing on the
board of director?. Besides, he is a
good fellow, and if |1 go up and try
to stand him off for you, it's only be-
cause | think yon arc a better fellow."

"Stand it on any leg you like, only
go,” said Benson simply. “Til take it
as a personal favor, and do as much
for you some time, | suppose | don't
have to warn you not to fall in love with
Faith Dawson, yourself?—or, on sec-
ond thought, perhaps | had better.”

Lidgenvood-? laugh was rather bit-
ter.

"Xo, Jack; like Gridley, I'm older
than | look, ami I've had my little
turn at that wheel ; or, rather, the wheel
has had its little turn at me. You can
safely deputize me, | guess.”

"All right. Here's 202, ami I'm go-
ing down to Xavajo on her. Don't wait
too long before you make up to Daw-
son. You'll find him worth while, af-
ter you've broken through his shell.”

The huge joke on the Red Butte
Western ran its course for another
week. Then Lidgenvood determined
that the time had come for the disci-
plinary revolution, and lie began it by
stringing a new time-card, supple-
mented by a standard "Book of Rules.”

Promptly the home-laugh died away
ami the trouble storm was evoked.
Grievance committees haunted the
Crow's Xest, and the insurrectionary
faction, starting with the trainmen,
threatened to involve the shopmen and
the telegraph-operators: to become, not
a faction, but a protest on iBftsse.

Worse than all. the service, haphaz-
ard enough before, now became a mad-
dening chaos. Orders were misunder-
stood. wrecks were of almost daily oc-
currence. and the shop track was speed-
ilv filled with crippled engines and
cars.

In inch a storm of disaster and dis-
order the captain on the bridge finds
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and learns to distinguish his friends, if
any there be. In the pandemonium of
untoward events, McCloskey was Lid-
gerwood’s right hand, toiling, smiting,
striving, and otherwise approving him-
self a good soldier. But close behind
him came Gridley: always suave and
good-natured, never complaining, not
even when the repair work grew moun-
tain high; always counseling firmness
and more discipline.

“This is what we've been needing for
years, Mr, Lidgerwood," he took fre-
guent occasion to say. “Of course,
we've got to pay the penalty for the
sins of our predecessors: but if you'll
just hang to it. we'll pull through and
be a railroad right when the clouds roll
by. Don't give in an inch. Show
these muckers that you mean business,
and mean it all the time, and you'll win
out.”

Thus the master mechanic; and Mc-
Closkey, with more at stake and less
isolated point of view, took it out in
good, hard blows, backing his superior
like a man.

Of the small headquarters staff, Hal-
loek was the only non-combatant. From
the first he seemed to have made a
compact with himself not to let it be
known by any word or act of his that
he was aware of the suddenly precipi-
tated conflict. The routine work of a
chief clerk's desk is never light; Hal-
lock's became so exacting that he rare-
ly left the office, or the penlike con-
trivance where he entrenched himself.

In the beginning Lidgerwood watched
him closely to discover the secret signs
of satisfaction which the revolt might
be supposed to awaken in the unsuc-
cessful candidate for the headship of
the Red Butte Western.

There were none. Hallock’s gaunt
face, with the thin, straggling beard
and the loose lips, was a blank; and
the worst wreck of the three which
followed the introduction of the new
rules in quick succession was noted in
his reports with the same calm indiffer-
ence with which lie would have jotted
down the breakage of a section fore-
man's spike-maul,

McCloskey was of Scotch blood,

painfully homely of face, and a cool
in-fighter. But at the end of a fort-
night of the new time-card he cornered
his superior in the private office and
freed his mind.

“It’'s no use, Mr. Lidgerwood; we
can't make these reforms stick with
the outfit we've got.” he said, in sharp
discouragement. “The next thing on
the docket will be a strike, and you
know what that will mean—in a coun-
try where the whisky is bad and every
second man carries a gun."

“Nevertheless, the reforms have got
to stick,” said Lidgerwood quite equa-
bly. “1 am going to run this division
as it should be run, or hang it up in
the air. Did you discharge that op-
erator at Crow Canon—the fellow who
let Train 76 get by him without orders
night before last ?"

“Dick Rufford?—yes, | fired him;
and he came in on 202 to-day, lugging
a piece of artillery and shooting off his
mouth about what he’d do to you and
me. | suppose you know his brother
Bart, ‘The Killer,” is the ‘lookout’ at
Red-Light Sammy’s faro-game, and
the meanest devil this side of the Ti-
manyonis ?”

“1 didn't know it; but that cuts no
figure,” Lidgerwood forced himself to
say. though his lips were dry. “We
are going to have discipline on this di-
vision while we stay here, Mac. There
are no two ways about that.”

McCloskey tilted his hat to the bridge
of his nose, his characteristic gesture
of displeasure. His heavy, coarse-fea-
tured face was a stud}' in grotesques,
and when he was moved lie had a habit
of mouthing and grimacing in a man-
ner truly terrifying.

“l said | wouldn't join the gun-toters
when | came out here,” he said half-
musingly. “But I've weakened on that.
Yesterday, when | was calling Jeff
Cummings down for dropping that new
shifter out of an open switch in broad
daylight, he pulled on me out of his
cab-window. What | had to take while
he had me hands up is more than I'll
take from any living man again.”

Once more Lidgerwood was marking
pencil squares on his desk-blotter.
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“l1 wouldn't get down to the desert
level, if | were you, Mac,” lie said
thoughtfully.

“I'm down there right now—in self-
defense,” was the sober reply. “And
if you'll take a hint from me, you'll
heel yourself, too. If this fight gets
much hotter, your life won't be worth
the pinch of gunpowder it will take to
snuff it out. | know this country bet-
ter than you do—and the men in it. |
don't say they'll come after you delib-
erately. But as things are now, you
can't open your face to one of them
without taking a chance of a quarrel;
and a quarrel in a gun-country--—- "

"I know,” said Lidgerwood patient-
ly ; and the train-master gave it up.

It was an hour or two later the same
day when he carne in again, hat tilted
to nose, and the gargoyle face por-
traying fresh soul agonies.

"They've taken to looting us now!”
he Burst out. “The 316, that new sad-
dle-tank shifting-engine, has disap-
peared. | saw Broderick using the '95,
and when | asked him why, he said he
couldn't find the Tb."

“Couldn't find it?” echoed Lidger-
wood.
"Xo; nor | can't, either. It's not

in the yards, the roundhouse, or the
back shop. [I've had Callahan wire
east and west, and if they're all telling
the truth, nobody has seen it, or heard
of it.”

“Where was it, at last accounts?"

“Standing on the coal track, under
Chute Number Three, where the night
crew left it at midnight or thereabouts.”

"Of course somebody must know
where it has gone,” said Lidgerwood.

"Yes: and by grapples! Mr. Lidger-
wood, | think | know who the some-
bodv is!"

"Who U it?”

But now the train-master tilted his
hat and scowled ferociously.

“If 1| should tell you. you wouldn't
believe it: and. beside', | haven't got
any proof. But I'm going to get the
proof'"—shaking a menacing forefinger
—"and when | do-—- "

It was the entrance of Hallock, com-
ing in with the pay-rolls for the super-

intendent’'s approval, that made the
train-master break off short in his
threat, and go out muttering curses to
the tilted hat-brim.

V.
THE KILLER,

Lidgerwood had found little diffi-
culty in getting on the sociable side of
Dawson, so far as the heavy-muscled,
silent young draftsman had a sociable
side : and the invitation to the Dawson
cottage on the low mesa above the
town, had followed as a matter of
course.

Once within the charmed circle, with
Benson to plead his cause with the
meek little woman whose brown eyes:
held the shadow of a deep trouble, Lid-
gerwood had still less difficulty in ar-
ranging to share Benson's table wel-
come. Though Martha Dawson never
admitted; it, even to her daughter, she
stood in constant terror of the red des-
ert and its representative town of An-
gels: and the presence of the superin-
tendent as a member of the household
was an added guaranty' of protection.

Lidgerwood's dip into the home pool
on the mesa was made without a splash,
and he was coming and going as reg-
ularly as his oversight of the three hun-
dred miles of demoralization permitted
before the buffoonery on the Red Butte
Western suddenly laughed itself out
and war was declared. In the interval
he had come to accept Benson’s esti-
mate of the family, and to share—with-
out Benson's excuse—the young engi-
neer's opposition to Gridley as Miss
Faith’s possible choice.

There was little to be done in this
field, however. Gridley came and went,
not too often, deporting himself as a
friend of the family, and usurping no
more of Miss Dawson's time and at-
tention than she seemed willing to be-
stow upon him. Lidgerwood saw no
chance to obstruct, and no good reason
for obstructing. At least. Gridley did
not furnish the reason. And the first
time Lidgerwood found himself sitting
out the sunset hour after dinner on the



18 THE

tiny porch of the mesa cottage, with
Faith Dawson for his companion, his
speech was not of Gridley, nor yet of
Benson: it was of himself.

"When are you going to forget that
| have the misfortune to be, in a round-
about way, your brother’'s boss, Miss
Faith?" lie asked, when she had brought
him a light for his cigar.

"Oh; do | remember it—disagreea-
bly?" she laughed. And then, with un-
conscious naivete: ‘“'I'm sure | try not
to."

"Try a little harder, then," he begged.
"It's pretty lonely, sometimes, tip here
on the top round of the Red Butte
Western ladders’

"You mean that you would like to
leave your official dignity behind when
you come up here?" she asked.

"That’s it precisely. You've no idea
what strenuous work it is, wearing the
halo all the time—or, perhaps, | should
say the cap and bells.”

She smiled. Frederick Dawson, the
reticent, had never spoken of the at-
titude of the Red. Butte Western toward
its new boss; but Gridley had.

"They are still refusing to take you
seriously?" she said. 'T hope you don't
mind it too much."

"Personally, not at all," he assured
her—which was true at the moment.
"The men are acting like a lot of
schoolboys bent on discouraging the
new teacher. I'm hoping" they'll settle
down to their books after a bit, and
take me for granted."

Miss Dawson had something on her
mind; a thing not gathered from Grid-
ley or any one else in particular, but
which seemed to take shape of itself.
The saying of it asked for a complete
eitacement of Lidgerwood the super-
intendent, and that was difficult. But
she compassed it.

"You must not take them too much
for granted—the men, | mean," she
cautioned. "I can't help thinking that
some of the joking is not quite good-
natured."

“It isn't,” he rejoined evenly. “Much
of it is very thinly disguised contempt.”

"For your authority?"
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"For me, personally, first; and for my
authority as a close second.”

"“Then there will be tremble—when
the laugh is over?"

He smiled. “I'm hoping Xo, as |
said a moment ago; but I'm expecting
Yes."

"And you are not afraid?"

It would have been worth a great
deal to him if he could have kicked
fearlessly into the clear gray eyes and
denied. But instead his gaze: went be-
yond her, and he said; “You surely
wouldn't expect me to confess it if |
were, would you? Don’'t you despise
a coward, Miss Dawson?"

The sun was sinking behind the Ti-
manyonis, and the soft glow of the
western sky suffused her face, illu-
minating it with rare radiance. It was
not, in the last analysis, a beautiful
face, he assured himself, comparing it
with another whose outlines were bit-
ten deeply and beyond all hope of era-
sure into the memory page. Yet the
face warmed by the sunset glow was
sweet and winsome; attractive in the
best sense of the overworked word.
Lidgerwood rather envied Benson—or
Gridley, whichever one of the two Miss
Dawson cared most for.

"There are so many different kinds
of coward," she said, after the reflective
moment.

"But all despicable,” he added.

"The real ones, perhaps. But our
definitions are often careless. My
grandfather, who was a captain of vol-
unteers in the Civil War, used to say
that real cowardice is a soul disease;
that what we call the physical symptoms
are often misleading."”

"For example ?" said Lidgerwood.

"Grandfather used to instance the
camp-fire bully and braggart as one ex-
treme, and the soldier who was frankly
afraid of being killed as the other. Lie
said the man who dodged the first few
bullets in battle was most likely to be
the real hero.”

Lidgerwood could not resist the temp-
tation to probe the old wound.

"Suppose, under some sudden stress
—some totally unexpected trial—a man
who was very much afraid of being
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afraid found himself physically unable
to do the courageous thing—wouldn't
he be. to all intents and purposes, a
coward ?”

She took time to think.

“No,” she said finally. "I should
wait until 1 had seen the same man
tried under conditions that would give
him time to whip the physical unreadi-
ness into line."

“Would you, really?” he asked hope-
fully.

“Yes. A trial of the kind you de-
scribe isn't fair. Acute presence of
mind in an emergency is not the su-
preme test of courage—courage of that
highest quality which endures and faces
the threatening to-morrows.”

"And you think that the man who
might be surprised into doing some-
thing very despicable might still have
that other kind of courage, Miss Faith?"

“Certainly."

Lidgerwood rose and flung away the
half-burned cigar.

"You are more charitable than other
women, Mis® .Dawson,” he said gravely ;
after which he left abruptly and went
back to his desk in the Crow's Nest.

This little heart-to-heart talk hap-
pened just before the jesting horse-
laugh died away on the Red Butte
Western. After the storm broke, there
were no more quiet confidences: on the
cottage porch for a harassed superin-
tendent. Lidgerwood came and went as
before, when the rapidly recurring
wrecks did not keep him out on the
line; but he scrupulously left his
troubles behind him when he climbed
to the cottage on the mesa.

Yet the increasing gravity of the sit-
uation was writing itself plainly enough
upon his face, and Faith Dawson was
sorry for him, giving him sympathy
unasked, if not wholly unexpected. The
town talk, what little of it reached the
cottage, was harshly condemnatory of
the new superintendent, and indisputa-
bly Lidgerwood was doing what he
could to earn his newer reputation.

After the mysterious disappearance
of the switching-engine—mystery still
unsolved, and apparently unsolvable—
he struck fast and hard, searching

painstakingly for the leaders in the re-
bellion, reprimanding, suspending, and
discharging until McCloskey warned
him that, in addition to the evil of short-
handing the division, he was filling An-
gels with a growing army of ex-em-
ployees, desperate and ripe for any-
thing.

“l can't help it, Mae,” was his in-
variable reply. “L'nless they put me
Out of the fight, | shall go on as I've
begun, staying with it until we have a
railroad in fact—or a forfeited charter.
Do the best you can, but let it be plainly
understood that the man who isn't with
us is against us, and he is going to get
a chance to hunt him a new job every
time.”

"But Mr. Lidgerwood-—they'll mur-
der you!" insisted the train-master, his
heavy face corrugating itself into the
similitude of a pained gargoyle.

“Thai’s neither here nor there. |
handled them with gloves at first, but
they wanted the bare fist. They've got
it now, and as I've said before, well
fight this thing to a complete finish.
Who goes east on 202 to-day ?”

“It's Judson's run; but he's laying

off.”

“What's the matter with him?—
sick ?"

“No; just plain drunk."

“Fire him. | won't have a man in

the train service who gets drunk. Tell
him so."

“One more stick of dynamite, with a
cap and fuse in it, turned loose under-
foot," said McCloskey gloomily. “Jud-
son goes."

"Never mind the dynamite. Now,
what has been done with Johnston—
that conductor who turned in three dol-
lars cash collections for a hundred-mile
run ?"

“lkse had him up. He says that's all
the money there was—everybody had
tickets."

“You don't believe it?"

“No. Grantby, the superintendent of
the Ruby Mine, came in on Johnston’s
train that morning, and he registered a
kick because the Ruby Gulch station-
agent wasn't out of bed in time to sell
him a ticket. He paid Johnston on the
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train, and that one fare alone was five
dollars and sixty cents.t

Lidgerwood was adding another min-
ute square to the penciled checker-
board on his desk-blotter.

“Discharge Johnston and hold back
his time-check. Then have him arrested
for stealing and wire the legal depart-
ment at Denver that | want him prose-
cuted.”

Again McCloskey's rough-cast face
was a mask of a soul in deep trouble.

“Call "it done—and another stick of
dynamite turned loose.” he acquiesced.
"Is there anything else?”

“Yes* What have you found out
about that missing engine?” This had
come to be the stereotyped query, vocal-
izing itself every time the train-master
showed his face in the superintendent's
room.

“Nothing, yet. I'm hunting for
proof.”

“Against some one you suspect?
Who is it? And what did he do with
the engine ?”

McCloskey became dumb.

“l don't dare to say part of it till |
can say it all, Mr. Lidgerwood. You
hit too quick and too hard. But tell
me one thing: have you had to report
the loss of that engine to anybody high-
er up?"

“1 shall have to report it to General
Manage? Frisbie, of course, if we don't
find it."

“But haven't you already reported
it?

“No | that is, | guess not. Wait a
minute.” A touch of' the buzzer-push
brought Hallock to the door of the in-
ner office. The green shade was pulled
low over his eyes, and he held the pen
he had been using as if it were a dagger.

“Hallock, have you reported the dis-
appearance of that switching-engine to
Mr. Frisbie?” asked the superintendent.

The answer seemed reluctant, and it
was given in the single word of assent.

“When ?” asked Lidgerwood.

“In the weekly summary for last
week; you signed it,” said the chief
clerk.

“Did 1 tell you to include that partic-
ular item in the report?” Lidgerwood

did not mean to give the inquiry the
tang of an implied reproof, but the fight
with the outlaws was beginning to make
Ills manner incisive.

“You didn't need to tell me; I know
my business,” said Hallock, and his tone
matched his superior's.

Lidgerwood looked at McCloskey,
and at the train-master's almost imper-
ceptible nod, said. “That's all,” and
Hallock disappeared and closed the
door.

"Well?” said Lingerwood
when they had privacy again.

McCloskey was shifting uneasily from
one foot to the other.

“My name's Scotch, and they tell
me I've got Scotch blood in me,” he
began. “I don't like to shoot my mouth
off till I know what I'm doing. | sup-
pose | quarreled with Flallock once a
day regular before you came on the
job, Mr. Lidgerwood, and I'll say plump
out that | don't like him—never did.
That's what makes me careful about
throwing it into him now.”

“Go on,” said Lidgerwood.

“Well, 1 don't know as you know it,
but he wanted to be superintendent of
this road. He kept the wires to New
York hot for a week after he found out
that the P. S-W, was in control. He
missed it, and you just naturally took
it over his head—at least, maybe that’s
the way he looks at it.”

“Take it for granted, and get to the
point,” said Lidgerwood, always impa-
tient of preliminary bush-beating.

“There ain’t any point, if you don't
see any,” said McCloskey stubbornly.
“But | can tell you how it would strike
me, if | had to be wearing your shoes
just now. You've got a man for ysur
chief clerk who has kept this whole
town guessing for two years. Some
say he isn’'t bad : but they it! agree that
lie's as vengeful as an Indian. He
wanted your job; supposing he still
wants it.”

“Stick to the facts, Mac,” said the su-
perintendent. “You're theorizing now,
you know.”

"“Well, by gravels, I will" said Mc-
Closkey, pushed over the cautionary
edge by Lidgerwood’s indifference.

sharply,
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“What | know don't amount to much
yet, but it all leans one way. Haliock
puts in his daytime scratching away at
that desk out there, and you’d think he
didn't know it was this year. But when
that desk is shut up, you'll find him at
the roundhouse, over in the freight-
yard, round the switch-shanties, or up
at Biggs'—anywhere he can get half a
dozen of the men together. | don't
know what he's doing; | haven't found
a man yet that | could trust to keep
tab on him: but | can guess.”

“Is that all?” said Lidgerwood quiet-
ly.

“No, it isn't! That switch-en.J"e
dropped out a week ago last Tuesdev
night. I've been prying into that locked-
up puzzle-box every way | could think
of ever since. Haliock 'knows zvhere
that engine tvent!”

“What makes you think so ?”

“I'll tell you. Robinson, the night
crew engineer, was a little late leaving
her. llis fireman had gone home, and
so had the yardmen. After he had
crossed the yard, coming out, he saw
a man sneaking down toward the shift-
er, keeping in the shadow of the coal-
chutes. lie was just curious enough to
want to know who it was, and he made
a little sneak of his own. When he
found it was Haliock, he went home
and thought no more about it till | got
him to talk.”

Lidgerwood had gone back to the
pencil and the blotting-pad and the ma-
king of squares. “But the motive,
Mac ?* he said, without looking up.
“How could the theft or the destruc-
tion of a locomotive serve any purpose
that Haliock might have in view ?”

McCloskey did not mean any disre-
spect to his superior officer when he
said: “I'm no ’'cyclopedia. There are
lots of things | don’'t know. But un-
less you call it off, I'm going to know
a few more of them before | quit.”

“I don't call it off, Mac; find out
what you can. But | can't believe that
Haliock is heading this rebellion.”

“Somebody is heading it, to a dead
moral certainty, Mr. Lidgerwood: the
licks are coming too straight and too
well-timed.”

“Find the man, if you can, and we’ll
eliminate him. And, by the way, if it
comes to the worst, how will Hepburn,
the town marshal, stand?”

The train-master shook his head.

“1 don't know. Jack's got plenty of
sand. But he was elected out of the
shops, and by the railroad vote. If it
comes to a show-down against the men
who elected him----- r

“That is what | mean,” said Lidger-
wood. "It will come to a show-down,
sooner or later, if we can't nip the ring-
leaders. Young Rufford and a dozen
more of the dropped employees are
threatening to get even. That means
train-wrecking, misplaced switches, ar-
son—anything you like. At the first
break there are going to be some very
striking examples made of every wreck-
er or 'ooter we can land on.”

Mccmskey's chair faced the window,
and he was scowling and mouthing at
the tall chimney of the shop power-plant
across the tracks. Where had he got
the idea that this carefully laundered
gentleman, who never missed his daily
plunge and scrub and still wore im-
maculate linen, lacked the confidence of
his opinions and convictions? The
train-master knew, and he thought Lid-
gerwood must also know, that the first
blow of the vengeful ones would be di-
rected at the man rather than at the
company's property.

“1 guess maybe Hepburn will do his
duty, when it comes to the pinch,” he
said finally. And the subject having
apparently exhausted itself, he went
about his business, which was to call
up the telegraph-operator at Timanyoni
Pass to ask why he had broken the rule
requiring the conductor and engineer,
both of them, to sign train-orders in
his presence.

Thereupon, quite in keeping with the
militant state of affairs on a harassed
Red Butte Western, ensued a sharp and
abusive wire quarrel at long range; and
when it was over, Timanyoni Pass was
temporarily stricken from the list of
night telegraph-stations pending the ha-
stening forward of a relief operator to
take the place of the one who, with
many profane objurgations, curiously
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clipped in rattling Morse, had wired his
opinion of McCloskey and the new su-
perintendent closely interwoven with
his resignation.

It was after dark that evening when
Lidgerwood closed his desk on the pen-
ciled blotting-pad and groped his way
down the unlighted stair to the Crow's
Nest platform.

The day passenger from the east was
in, and the hostler had just coupled En-
gine 266 to the train for the night run
to Red Butte. Lidgerwood marked the
engine’s number, and saw Dawson talk-
ing to "Williams, the engineer, as he
turned the corner at the passenger-sta-
tion end of the building. Later, when
he was crossing the open space sepa-
rating the railroad yard from the town,
he thought he heard the draftsman's
step behind him, and waited for Daw-
son to come up.

The rearward darkness, made blacker
by contrast with the white beam of the
266's electric headlight, yielding no one
and no further sounds, he went on. past
the tar-paper-covered hotel, named by
its waggish keeper "The Celestial," past
the flanking of saloons and false-fronted
shops,, past "The Arcade,” with its
crimson sidewalk eye setting the dan-
ger-signal for all who should enter
Red-Light Sammy's, and so on up to the
mesa and the cottage of seven-o'clock
dinners.

Ills hand was on the latch of the cot-
tage-gate when a man rose up out of
the gloom; out of the ground at his
feet, as it appeared to Lidgerwood; and
the night and the starry dome of it
were blotted out for the superintendent
in a flash of red iighning and a thun-
derclap louder than the crash of worlds.

When he began to realize again,
Dawson was helping him to his feet,
and the draftsman's mother was calling
anxiously from the door.

"What was it?” he asked, still dazed
and half-blinded.

"A man tried to kill you,” said Daw-
son, in his most matter-of-fact tone. “I
happened along just in time to joggle
his arm. That, and your quick drop,
did the business. Not hurt, are you?”

Lidgerwood was gripping the gate

and trying to» steady himself. A chill
like a sudden attack of ague was sha-
king him to the bone.

“No,” he returned, mastering the
chattering teeth by the supremest effort
of will. "Thanks to you, | guess—I'm
—not hurt. Who w-was the man?”

"It was Rufford. He followed you
from the Crow's Nest. Williams saw
him and put me on; so | followed
him.”

"Williams ? Then he isn't-——-"

“No,” said Dawson, anticipating the
query. “lie is with us, and lie is swing-
ing the best of the engineers into line.
But come into the house and let me give
vou a drop of whisky. This tiling has
got on your nerves a bit—and no won-
der.”

But Lidgerwood clung to the gate
palings for yet another steadying mo-
ment.

“Rufford, you said; you mean the
discharged Crow Canon operator?”

“Worse luck," said Dawson. "It was
his brother Bart, the 'lookout' at Red-
Light Sammy's: the fellow they call
‘The Killer.””

V.

THE INEBRIATE.

Barton Rufford, ex-distiller of illicit-
whisky in the Tennessee Mountains,
ex-welsher turned informer and be-
traying his neighbor lawbreakers to the
United States revenue officers, ex-
everything which made his continued
stay in the Cumberlands impossible, was
a man of distinction in the red desert.

111 the wider field of the West he
had been successively a claim-jumper, a
rustler of imbranded cattle, a telegraph-
operator in Clillusion with a gang of
train-robbers, and finally a faro “look-
out.” the armed guard who sits at the
head of the gaming-table in the untamed
regions to Kill, and kill quickly, if a dis-
pute arises.

Angels acknowledged his citizenship
without joy. A murderer with a fright-
ful record of cold-blooded homicides; a
man with a temper like smoking tow, an
itching trigger-finger, the eye of a hag-
gard hawk, and catlike swiftness of
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movement, he tyrannized the town when
the humor was on him; and as yet no
counter bully had come to chase him
into oblivion.

For Lidgerwood to have earned the
enmity of this man was considered
equivalent to one of three things: the
superintendent would throw up his job
and leave the red desert—preferably by
the first train; or Rufford would Kill
him : or he must kill Rufford.

Red Butte Western opinion was
somewhat divided as to which horn of
the trilemma would be chosen by the
victim of Ru{lord's displeasure ; all ad-
mitting that, for the moment, the choice
lay with the superintendent.

Would Lidgerwood fight, or run, or
sit still and be slain? In the .Angels
roundhouse, on the morning following
the episode at the gate of the Dawson
cottage, the discussion was spirited, not
to say acrimonious.

“I'm telling you hyenas that Collars-
and-Cuffs ain't going to run away,’* in-
sisted Williams, who was just in from
the all-night trip to Red Butte and
return. "He ain't built that way."

Lester, the roundhouse foreman,
himself a man-queller of no mean re-
pute. thought differently. Lidgerwood
would take to the high grass and the
tall timber. The alternatiye was to
"pack a gun" for Rufford—alternative
quite inconceivable to Lester.

"l don't know about that,- said Jud-
son. the discharged—and consequently
momentarily sobered—engineer of the
271. "He's fooled everybody more than
once since he lit down here in the red
desert. First crack everybody said he
didn't know his business, 'cause he wore
b'iled shirts: he does know it. Next,
you could put your ear to the ground
and hear that he didn’'t have the sand
to round up the Maverick R. B. W.
He's doing it. | don't know blit he
might run a bluff on Bart Rufford, if
he felt like doing its’

"Come off. John!" growled the big
foreman. “You needn't be afraid to
talk straight over here. He hit you
when you was down, and we all know
you're only waitin’ for a chance to hit
back."

Judson was a red-headed man, effu-
sively good-natured when he was in
liquor, and a quick-tempered fighter of
battles when he was not.

"Don't you make any such mistake!”
he snapped. "That's what McCloskey
said when he handed me the ‘good-
by,” 'You’ll be one more to go round
feelin’ for Air. Lidgerwood" throat, |
suppose.” says he. By cripes! what |
said to Mac, I'm savin’ to you, Bob
Lester! | know good and well a-plenty
when 1've earned my blue envelope. If
I'd been in the super’s place, the 27!
would have had a new runner a long
time ago!"

"Oh, hell: 7 say he'll chase his feet.”
puffed Broadbent, the fat machinist who
was truing off the valve-seats of the
195. "If Rufford don't make him,
there's some others that trill.”

Judson flared up again.

"Who you quotin’ now, Fatty?—one
o' the shop ’prentices? Or maybe it's
Link Hallock. Say, what's he doing
monkeyin’ round the back shop so much
lately? I'm goin' to stay round here
till 1 get a chance to lick that scrub."

Broadbent snorted his derision of all
mere enginemen.

"You rail-pounders'd better get next
to Lincoln Hallock." he warned. “He’s
the next sup'rintendent of the R. B. W.
You'll see the 'poinlment circular the
next day after that jini-dandy over in
the Crow's Rest gets moved off'll the
map."

"Weil. I'm suing afeared Bart Ruf-
ford's likely to move him,” drawled
Clay, the six-foot Kentuckian who was
filing the 195't brasses at the bench.
"Yfihich the same | ain't rejoicin’ about,
neither. That little Cttss is shore a
mighty good railroad man. And when
you ain't rubbin' his fur the wrong way,
he treats you white.”

"For instance?" snapped Hodges, a
freight engineer who had been thrice
"on the carpet" in Lidgerwood's office
for overrunning his orders.

“Oh, they ain't so blame' hard to
find," Clay retorted. “Last week, when
we was out on that Navajo wreck, me
and the boy didn't have no dinner-
buckets. Bradford was rur.nin' the Su-



24 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

per’'s car; and when Andy just sort o’
happened to mention the famine up
along, the little man made that Tap
cook o’ hisn get us up a dinner thatd
made your hair frizzle. He shore did.”

“Why don't you go and take up for
him with Bart Rufford?” sneered
Broadbent, stopping his facing-machine
to set in a new cut on the valve-seat.

“Oh—oh ; not me. |'ve got cold feet.”
laughed the Kentuckian. “I'm like the
little kid's daddy in the Sunday-school
song: | cayn't die yet—got too much
to do.”

It was Williams' innings, and what
he said was cautionary,

"Drv up, vou fellows; here comes
Gridley.”

The master mechanic was walking
down the planked track from the back
shop, earning his years, which showed
only in the graying mustaches and chin
beard, and his hundred and eighty
pounds of well-set-up bone and muscle
jauntily. In appearance he was the
beau ideal of the industry field officer;
handsome in a clean-cut, masculine
way; a type of vigor, and also, if the
signs of the full face and the eager eyes
were to be regarded, of the elemental
passions.

Angelic rumor hinted that he was a
“periodic” drunkard; he was both more
or less than that. Like many another
man, Henry Gridley lived a double life;
or perhaps it would be nearer the truth
to say that there were two Henry Grid-
leys. Lidgerwood, the Dawsons, the
little world of Angels at large, knew the
virile, accomplished mechanical engi-
neer and master of men, which was his
normal personality. What time the oth-
er personality, the elemental savage,
yawned, stretched itself, and came
awake, the unspeakable dens of the
Copah lower quarter engulfed him till
the devil-man had gorged himself on
degradation.

To his men Gridley was a tyrant, ex-
acting, but just, ruling them as the
men of the desert could only be ruled,
with the mailed fist. Yet there was a
human hand inside the steel gaunt-
let, as all men knew. Having once
beaten a bullying gang-boss into the

hospital at Denver, he had promptly
charged himself with the support of the
man’s family. Other generous rough-
nesses were recorded of him, and if the
attitude of the men was somewhat tem-
pered by wholesome fear, it was none
the less loyal.

Hence, when he entered the round-
house, industrious silence had sup-
planted the discussion of the superin-
tendent’'s case. Glancing at the group
of enginemen, and snapping out a curt
criticism of Broadbent's slowness on the
valve-seats, he beckoned to Judson.
"When the discharged engineer had fol-
lowed him across the turntable, he
faced about and said, not too curtly:
“So your sins have found you out one
more time, have they, John?"

Judson nodded.

“What is it this time—thirty days?”

Judson shook his head gloomily.
“No ; I'm down and out.”

“Lidgerwood made it final, did he?
Well, you can't blame him.”

“You ain't heard me sayin’ anything,
have you?” was the surly rejoinder.

“No; but it isn't in human nature to
forget these little things.” Then, sud-
denly: “Where were you yesterday
between one and two o'clock—about the
time you should have been taking your
train out?”

Judson had a needlelike mind when
the alcohol was out of it, and the sud-
den query made him dissemble.

“About ten o'clock | was placin' pool
in Rafferty's place with the butt end

of the cue. After that, things got kind
o' hazy.”
“Well. I want you to buckle down

and think hard. Don't you remember
going over to Cat Biggs' about noon,
and sitting down at one of the empty
card-tables to drink yourself stilt?”

Judson could not have told, under
the thumbscrews, why he was prompted
to tell Gridley a plain lie. But he did
it.

“l can’'t remember," he said. Then
the needle-pointed brain got in its work,
and he added : “Why ?"

“l saw you there fvheit | was going
up to dinner. You called me in to tell
me what you. were going to do to Lid-
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genvood if he called you down for get-
ting drunk. Don't you remember it?”

Judson was looking the master me-
chanic fairly in the eyes when he said:
“Xo; | don't remember a thing about
that.”

“Try again,”" said Gridley. and now
the shrewd gray eyes under the brim of
the soft-rolled felt hat held the en-
gineer helpless,

"l guess—I| do—remember it now."
said Judson slowly, trying, still inef-
fectually, to break Gridley's masterful
eye-hold upon him.

“1 thought you would,” said the mas-
ter mechanic, without releasing him.
"And yon probably remember, also,
that | took you out in the street and
started you home ?”

"Yes,” said Judson, this time without
hesitation.

“Well, keep on remembering it; you
went home to Maggie, and she put you
to bed. That is what you are to keep
in mind.”

Judson had broken the curious eye-
grip at last, and again he said: “Why?”

Gridley hooked his finger absently in
the engineer's buttonhole.

"Because, if you don't, a man named
Rufford says he'll kill you. | heard
him say it last night—overheard him, |
should say. That's all.”

The master mechanic passed on, go-
ing out by the great door which opened
for the locomotive entering-track. Jud-
son hung upon his heel for a moment,
and then went slowly out through the
tool-room and across the yard tracks to
the Crow’s Xest.

He found McCloskey in his office
above stairs, grimacing over the string-
board of the new time-table.

“Well?” growled the train-master,
when he saw who had opened and
closed the door. “Come back to tell me
you’'ve sworn off ? That won't go down
with Mr. Lidgerwood. When he fires,
he means it.”

“You wait till I ask you for my job
back again, won't you, Jim McClos-
key ?” said the disgraced one hotly. “I
ain’t asked it yet; and, what's more, I'm
sober.”

“Sure you are,” muttered McCloskey.

“You'd be better-natured with a drink
or two in you. What's doing?”

“That's what | came over to find
out,” said Judson steadily. “What is
the boss going to do about this flare-
up with Bart Rufford?”

The train-master shrugged.

"You've got just as many guesses as
anybody, John. What you can bet on
is that he will do something different.”

Judson had slouched to the window.
When he spoke, it was without turning
his head.

“You said something this morning
about me feeling for the boss’ throat
along with, that gang up-town that's
trying to drink itself up to the point of
hitting back. It don't string me that
way. ilac.”

“How does it strike you?”

Judson turned slowly, crossed the
room, and sat down in the only vacant
chair.

"You know what's due to happen,
Mac. Rufford won't try it on again the
way he tried it last night. | heard up-
town that lie has posted his de-fy: Mr.
Lidgerwood shoots him on sight, or he
shoots Mr. Lidgerwood on sight. You
can figure that out, can't you?”

"Not knowing' Mr. Lidgerwood much
better than you do, John, I'm not sure
that | can.”

“Well, it's easy. Bart'll walk up to
the boss in broad daylight, drop him,
and then fill him full o’ lead after he's
down. I've seen him—saw him do it
to Bixby, Mr, Brewster's foreman at
the Copperette.”

“Say the rest of it,” said McCloskey.

“I've been thinking. While I'm lay-
ing round with nothing much to do, 1
believe I'll keep tab on Bart for a little
spell. 1 don’t love him much, nohow.”

McCloskey's face-contortion was in-
tended to figure as a derisive smile.
“Pshaw, John!" he commented; “he'd
eat you alive. Why, even Jack Hep-
burn is afraid of him!”

“Jack is? How do you know that?"

McCloskey shrugged again.

“Are you with us, John?” he asked
cautiously.

“l ain't with Bart Rufford and the
tin-horns,” said Judson negatively.
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“Then I'll tell you a fairy-tale." said
the train-master, lowering his voice. “I
gave you notice that Mr, Lidgerwood
would do something different; he did
it, bright and early this morning; went
before Jake Schleisinger, who had to
try twice before he could remember that
he was a justice of the peace, and swore
out a warrant for Rufford's arrest on
a charge of assault with intent to Kills’

“Sure,” said Judson. “That's what
any man would do in a civilized coun-
try. ain't tip

"Yes; but not here, John—not in the
red-colored desert, with Bart Rufford's
name in the body of the warrant.”

“1 don't know why not,” insisted the
engineer stubbornly. “But go on with
the story ; it ain't any fairy-tale, so far.”

“When he'd got the warrant—Schlci-
singer .protesting all the while that
Barf'd Kkill him for issuing it—Mr.
Lidgerwood took it to Hepburn, and
told him to serve it. Jack backed down
so fast he fell over his feet. Said to

ask him anything else under God's
sky and he’'d do it—but not that.”
"Huh!” said Judson. "If 1'd took an

oath to serve warrants, I'd serve ’em,
if it did make me sick at my stomach.”
Then he got up and shuttled away to
the window again, and when next he
spoke his voice was the voice of a
broken man.

"l lied to you a minute ago, Mac.
I did want my job back. | came over
here hopin’ that you and Mr. Lidger-
wood might be sfgin’ things a little dif-
ferent by this time. I've quit the
whisky.”

McCloskey wagged his shaggy head.

“So you've said before, John; and
not once or twice, either.”

“1 know—but every man gets to the
bottom, some time. I've hit bed-rock,
and I've just barely got sense enough
to know it. Let me tell you, Mac: I've
pulled trains on mighty near every rail-
road in this country—and then some.
The Red Butte is my last ditch. With
my record, | couldn't get an engine
anywhere else in the 'united States.
Don't you see what I'm up against?”

The train-master nodded. He was
human.

“Well, it's Maggie and the babies
now,” Judson went on. “They don't
starve, Mac. not while I'm on top of
earth. Don’t you reckon you could
make some sort of a play for me with
the boss, Jim? He's got bowels.”

McCloskey did not resent the famil-
iarity of the Christian name; neither
did he hold out any hope of reinstate-
ment.

"Xo, John. One or two things I've
learned about Mr. Lidgerwood—he
doesn't hit when he's mad: and he
doesn't take back anything he says in
cold blood. I'm afraid you've cooked
your last goose.”

"Let me go in and see him. He ain’t
half as hard-hearted as you are, Jim."

The train-master shook his head.
“Xo; it won't do any good. | heard
him tell Hallock not to let anybody in
on him this morning.”

“Hallock he-———- Say, Mac, what
does dir. Lidgerwood keep that-——-- "
Judson broke off abruptly, pulled his
hat over his eyes, and said; “Reckon
it's worth while to shove me over to the
other side, Jim McCloskey ?”

“What other side?” demanded Mc-
Closkey.

Judson scoffed openly. “You ain't
making out like you don't know, are
you? Who was behind that break of
Rufford’s last night?”

“There didn't need to be anybody
behind it. Bart thinks he has a kick
coming because his brother was dis-
charged.”

“But there was somebody behind it.
Tell me, Mac: did you ever see me too
drunk to read my orders and take ray

signals ?”
"Xo; | don't know as | have.”
“Weil, I never was. And | don't

often get too drunk to hear straight,
either, if I do look and act like the
biggest fool God ever let live. | was
in Cat Biggs' yesterday noon, when |
ought to have been down here taking
202 east. There were two men in the
back room putting their heads togeth-
er. | don't know whether they knew
I was on the other side of the partition
or not. If they did, they probably didn't
pay any attention tomi drivelin’ idiot
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that couldn't wrap his fool tongue
around an order for more whisky.”

"Go on!” snapped McCloskey, almost
viciously.

"They were talking about ‘fixing’ the
boss. One of 'em was for the slow and
safe way : small bets and a good many
of 'em. The other was for pulling a
straight flush on Mr. Lidgerwood right
now. Number One said no—that things
were moving along all right, and it
wasn’'t worth while to rush. Then
something was said about a woman; |
didn't catch her name, or just what the
hurry-man said about her. At that,
Number One flopped over. ‘Pull it oft*
whenever you like!" savs he, savage-
like.”

McCloskey sprang from his chair and
towered over the smaller man.

"One of those men was Bart Ruf-
ford—who was the other one, Judson?"

Judson was apparently unmoved.
“You're forgettin’ that | was plum’
fool drunk, Jim. | didn't see either one
of 'em.”

"But you heard?”

"Yes; and up to a little bit ago. I'd
'a’ been ready to swear to the voice of

the one you haven't guessed. But now
| can't.”

"Why can’t you do it now?”

"Sit down, and I'll tell you. 1I've

been jarred/. Everything I've told you
so far | can remember, or it seems as
if 1 can. But right where | broke off
a cog slipped. | must 'a’ been drunker
than | thought | was. Gridley was
going by, and he says | called him in
and told him. foolwise. all the things
I was going to do to Mr. Lidgerwood.
He hushed me up. pulled nil out to the
sidewalk, and started me home. Mac,
I don’t remember the thinnest shaving
of all that; and it makes me scary about
the other part.”

McCloskey relapsed into his swing-
chair.

"You said you thought you recog-
nized the other man by his voice. It
sounds like a drunken pipe-dream, the
whole of it; but who did you think it
was ?”

Judson rose up, jerked his thumb to-
ward the door of the superintendent's

business office, and said: "Mac, if the
whisky didn't fake the whole business
for me, the man who was mumblin’
with Bart Rufford was—Hallock.”

What McCloskey said was said to
an otherwise empty room. Judson had
opened the door, and closed it, and was
gone.

Summing up the astounding thing
afterward, those who could recall the
details and piece them together traced
Judson thus:

It was ten-forty when he came down
front McCloskey’s office, and for per-
haps twenty minutes he had been seen
lounging at the lunch-counter in the
station-end of the Crow's Nest. At
about eleven one witness had seen him
striking at the anvil in Hepburn’s shop :
the town marshal being the town black-
smith in the intervals of official duty.

Still later he had apparently forgot-
ten the good resolution declared to Mc-
Closkey, and all Angels saw him stag-
gering up and down the main street,
stumbling into and out of the many sa-
loons, and growing, to all appearances,
more liopelcssly irresponsible with every
fresh stumble.

This was his condition when he
tripped over the door-step into "The
Arcade” and fell full-length on the
floor of the barroom. Grimsby, the bar-
keeper, picked him up and tried to send
him home: but with good-natured and
most maudlin pertinacity he insisted
on going on to the gambling-room in
the rear.

The room Was darkened, as befitted
its use, and a lighted lamp hung over
the center of the oval faro-table, as if
the time were midnight instead of mid-
day. Eight men. five of them miners
from the' Brewster copper-mine, and
three of them discharged employees of
the Red Butte Western, were the bet-
ters; Red-Light himself, in sombrero
and shirt-sleeves, was dealing; and
Rufford. sitting on a stool at the table’s
end. was the "iookout.”

When Judson reeled in there was. a
pause, and a movement to put him out.
One of the miners covered his table-
stakes and rose to obey Rufford’s nod.
But at this conjecture the railroad men
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interfered. Judson was a fellow crafts-
man, and everybody knew that he was
harmless in his cups. Let him stay—
and play, if he wanted to.

So judson stayed; and stumbled
around the table, losing his money and
dribbling foolishness. Now, faro is a
silent game, and more than once an an-
gry voice commanded the foohYn one to
choose his place and to shut his mouth.

But the ex-engineer seemed quite
incapable of doing either. Twice he
made the wavering circuit of the oval
table, and when he finally gripped an
empty chair, it was the one nearest to
Rufford, on the right, and diagonally
opposite the dealer.

What followed seemed to have no
connecting sequence for the onlookers.
Too restless to lose more than one bet
in the place he had chosen. Judson
tried to rise, tangled his feet in the
chair, and fell down, laughing uproar-
iously. When he struggled to the per-
pendicular again, after two or three
misplaced efforts, he was fairly behind
Rufford's stool.

One man. who chanced to be looking,
saw the “lookout™ start and stiffen
rigidly in his place, staring straight
ahead into vacancy. Then the entire
circle of witnesses saw him take one re-
volver from the holster on his hip and
lay it upon the table, with another from
the breast pocket of his coat to keep it
company. Then his hands went quick-
ly behind him, and they ail heard the
click of the handcuffs.

The man in the sombrero and shirt-
sleeves was the first to come alive.

“Duck, Bart!” he shouted, whipping
a weapon from its convenient shelf un-
der the table’s edge. But Judson,
trained to the swift handling of many
mechanisms in the moment of respite
before a wreck or a derailment, was too
quick for him.

“Bart can't duck without dying,” he
said grimly, screening himself behind
his captive. Then coolly to the others:
“Some of you fellows just quiet Sammy
down till 1 get out of here with this
peach of mine. | know what I'm doin’,
and if | have to shoot, it'll be to kill.”

That ended it, so far as resistance

was concerned. Judson backed quickly
out through the barroom, drawing his
prisoner backward after him; and a
moment later Angels was properly elec-
trified by the sight of Rufford, the red
desert terror, marching sullenly down
to the Crow’s Nest, with a fiery-headed
little man at his elbow, the little man
swinging the weapon which had been
made to simulate the cold muzzle of
a revolver when he had pressed it into
Rufford’s back at the gaming-table.

It was nothing more formidable than
a short, thick “S” wrench, of the kind
used by locomotive engineers for tight-
ening the nuts of the piston-rod pack-
ing glands.

X 1.
THE PLEASURERS.
The freight wreck in the Crosswater

Hills, coming a week after Rufford’s
arrest and deportation to Copah and the

county jail, was what Bat Wailliams
called a “holy terror.”

Thirty-two boxes, gondolas, and
flats, racing down the grades in the

heart of a windless, crystalline summer
afternoon at the heels of Clay's big ten-
wheeler, suddenly left the steel as a
unit, heaped themselves in chaotic con-
fusion over the right-of-way, rounding-
out the disaster at the moment of im-
pact by exploding a shipment of giant
powder somewhere in the midst of the
débris.

Lidgerwood came out from Angels
on the second wrecking-train with the
big ioo-ton crane, HcCloskey having
been on the ground with the lighter
clearing-tackle for the better part of the
night.

With a slowly smoldering fire to
fight, and no water to be had nearer
than the tank-cars at La Guayra, the
train-master had wrought miracles.
By ten o’clock the main line was
cleared, a temporary siding for a work-
ing base had been laid, and McCloskey’s
men were hard at work picking up what
the fire had spared when Lidgerwood
arrived.

“Pretty clean sweep, this time, eh,
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Mac?" was the superintendent’s greet-
ing.

"So clean that we get nothing much
but scrap-iron out of what's left,” said
McCloskev, climbing- out of the tangle
of crushed cars and bent and twisted
iron-work. Then, to the men who were
making the snatch-hitch for the next
pull: "A little farther back, boys;
farther yet, so she won't overbalance
on you; that's about it. Xow, toig
it

"You seem to be getting along all
right,” said Liclgerwood. "I guess we
might as well go back to Angels.”

“Xo, don't!” protested the train-
master. ‘‘We can snake out these scrap-
heaps, after a fashion: but when it
comes to resurrecting the 195—did you
notice her as you came along? We
kept the fire from getting at her, but,
suffering shovers! she's dug herself in
like a dog after a woodchuck!”

Lidgerwood nodded. "I looked her
over,” he said. “If she'd had a little
more time and another breath or two,
she might have disappeared entirely—
like that switching-engine you can't
find. I'm taking it for granted that
you haven't found it yet-——or have you?"

"Xo, | haven't.” growled McClos-
key, and he said it like a man with a
grievance. Then he added: "I gave
you all the pointers | could find three
weeks ago. Whenever you get ready
to put Hallock under the hydraulic-
press, you'll squeeze what you want to
know out of him.”

This was coming to be an old sub-
ject, and a sore one. The train-master
still insisted that Hallock was plotting
the downfall of the Lidgerwood man-
agement, and wanted to have the chief
clerk systematically shadowed. Lidger-
wood's wholly groundless prepossession
for Hallock kept him from turning the
matter over to the company’s detectives
—this in spite of the growing accum-
ulation of evidence all pointing to Hil-
lock’s treason.

Subjected to a rigid cross-examina-
tion. Judson had insisted that a part, at
least, of his drunken recollection was
real—that part identifying the two plot-
ters in Cat Biggs’ back room with Ruf-

ford and Hallock. Moreover, tile chief
clerk was undoubtedly keeping in close
touch with the discharged employees,
for some purpose or other; and latter-
ly he had been dropping out of his of-
fice without notice, disappearing, some-
times, for a day at a time.

Lidgerwood was recalling the last of
these disappearances when the second
wrecking-train, having backed to the
nearest siding to reverse the order of
itwit and to place the derrick-car in
the lead, came up to go into action.
McGoskey shaded his eyes from the
sun glare and looked down the line.

“Hello!” said he. “Got a new wreck-
ing-boss ?”

The superintendent nodded. “I have
one in the making. Dawson wanted to
come along and try his hand.”

"i Iridk-y send him?”

“Xo; Gridley is away, somewhere.”

"So: Fred's your understudy, is he?
I've got one, too. I'll show him to you
after a little.”

They were walking back over the
ties toward the half-buried 195. The
ten-wheeler was on its side in the ditch,
nuzzling the opposite bank of a low
cutting, Dawson had already divided
his men; half of them to place the huge
jack-beams and outriggers of the self-
contained derrick to insure its stability,
and the other half to trench under the
fallen engine and to adjust the chain-
slings for its lifting.

"It's a pretty long lift, Fred,” said
tlie superintendent. "Going to try it
from here ?"

"Best place,” said the reticent one
shortly.

Lidgerwood was
watch.

“Williams will be due here before
long with a special; 1 don't want to
hold him up," he remarked.

“Thirty  minutes?" inquired the
draftsman, without taking mind or eye
off his problem.

“Oh, yes; forty or fifty, maybe.”

looking at his

“All right, I'll be out of the way,”
was the quiet rejoinder.
1'Yes, you will"” was McCloskey’'s

ironical comment, when the draftsman
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had gone around to the other side of
his lifting machine.

“Let him alone/’ said Lidgerwood.
“It lies in my mind that we are de-
veloping a genius, /.lac.”

“He’ll fall down,” grumbled the train-

master. “That derrick won't lift the
'95 clear.”
“Won't it?” said Lidgerwood.

“That's where you are mistaken. It
will lift anything we have on the di-
vision. It's the biggest and best there
is made. How did you come to get a
tool like that on the Red Butte West-
ern?”’

ZicCloskey grinned.

"You don't know Gridley yet. He’'s
a crank on good machinery. That der-
rick was a clean steal.”

"W hat"

“l mean it. It was ordered for one
of the South American railroads, and
was on its way to the coast over the
P. S-W. About the time it got as
far as Copah, we happened to have a
mix-up in our Copah yards, with a
ditched engine that Gridley couldn’t
pick up with the 6o-ton derrick we had
on the ground. Gridley borrowed this
one out of the P. S-W. yard, used it
liked it, and kept it, sending our 60-
ton machine on to the South Ameri-
cans instead of it.”

"Why, the pirate!” laughed Lidger-
wood. “I don’'t wonder they call us
buccaneers over here. How could he
do it without being found out?"

"That puzzled more than two or
three of us; but one of the men told me
some time afterward how it was done.
Gridley had a painter go down in the
night and change the lettering—on our
old derrick and on this new one. It
happened that they were both made
by the same manufacturing company,
and were of substantially the same pat-
tern. | suppose the P. S-W. yard
crew didn’t notice particularly that the
derrick they had lent us out of the
through coast freight had shrunk some-
what in the using. But I'll bet those
South Americans are saying pleasant
things to the manufacturers yet.”

“Doubtless,” said Lidgerwood, and
now he was not laughing. The little

side-light on Red Butte Western meth-
ods was sobering.

By this time Dawson had got life
big lifter into position, with its huge
steel arm overreaching the fallen en-
gine, and was giving his orders quiet-
ly, but with the curtest precision.

“/lan that hand-fall, and take slack!
Pay off, Darby"—to the hoister en-
gineer. “That's right; more slack !”

The great tackling-hook, as big
around as a man's thigh, settled ac-
curately over the 195.

“There you are I' snapped Dawson.
“’Xow, make your hitch, boys, and be
lively about it. You've got just one
minute to do it ini"

"Heavens to Betsey!" said ZlcClos-
key. in a stage whisper to the superin-
tendent. “He's going to pick it up at
one hitch—and without blocking!"

“Hands off, /lac,” said Lidgerwood
quietly.

“If Fred didn't know this trade be-
fore. he's learning it pretty rapidly."

“That’s all right; but if he doesn't
break something before he gets through
with----- "

But Dawson was breaking nothing.
Having designed locomotives, he knew
to the fraction of an inch where the
balancing hitch should be made for
lifting one. Also, machinery and the
breaking strains of it were as his daily
bread. ~ While ZlcCluskey was still
prophesying failure, he was giving the
word to Darby.

"Xow, then, Billy, try your hitch!
Put the strain on a little at a time and
often. Steady —now you've got her
—keep her coming!”

Slowly the big freight-puller rose
out of its furrow in the gravel, righting
itself to the perpendicular as it came.
Anticipating the inward swing of it
Dawson was showing ills men how to
place ties and rails for a short, tem-
porary track; and when he gave Darby
the stop-signal, the big engine was
swinging bodily in air in the grip of the
derrick-tackle, poised to a nicety above
the steel placed to receive it.

Dawson climbed up to the main line
where Darby could see him, and where
he could see all the parts of his problem
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at once. Then his hands went up to
beckon the slacking-signals. At the
uplifting of his finger there was a back-
ward racing of machinery, a groan of
relaxing strains, and the 195 stood up-
right, ready to be hauled out when the
temporary track should be extended to
a connection with the main line.

"Let's go up to the other end and
see how your understudy is making it,
Mac,” said the gratified superintendent.
“It is very evident that we can't tell
this young man anything that he doesn't
already know about picking up locomo-
tives.”

On the way up the track he asked
about Clay and Green, the engineer
and fireman who were in the wreck.

"They are not badly hurt,” said the
train-masters "They both jumped—on
Green's side, luckily. Clay was bruised
considerably; and Green says he knows
he plowed up fifty yards of gravel with
his face before he stopped, and he
looked it. They both went home on
201"

Lidgerwood was examining the cross-
ties, which were cut and scarred by the
flanges of many derailed wheels.

"Ton have no notion of what did it?”
he queried, turnirtg abruptly upon Mc-
Closkey.

"Only a guess; and it couldn't be
verified in a thousand years. The '95
went off first, and Clay and Green both
~a it felt as if a rail had turned over
on the outside of tile curve.”

“What did you find when you got
here ?”

"Chaos and OId Xight; a pile of
scrap with a hole torn in the middle of
it by the explosion, and a fire going."”

“Of course you couldn't tell any-
thing about the cause, under such con-
ditions.”

“Not much, you'd say; and yet a
curious thing happened. The entire
train. went off so thoroughly that it
passed the point where the trouble be-
gan before it piled up. | was able to
verify Clay's guess—a rail had turned
over on the outside of the curve.”

“That proves nothing,” said Lidger-
wood.

"X 0; because there were a number

of others farther along, turned and
broken and bent. But the first one was
the only freak.”

“How was that?”

“Well, it wasn't either broken or
bent; but when it turned over it not
only unscrewed the nuts of the fish-
plate bolts and threw them away—it
pulled every spike on both sides of it-
self and hid them.”

Lidgerwood nodded gravely. “I
should say your guess has already veri-
fied itself. All it lacks is the name of
the man who loosened the fishplate bolts
and pulled the spikes.”

“That's about all.”

The superintendent's eyes narrowed.

“Who. was missing out of the An-
gels crowd of trouble-makers yester-
day, Mac?”

"l hate to |ay,” said the train-mas-
ter. “God knows | don’'t want to put
it all over any man unless it belongs
to him. But I'm locoed every time it
comes to that kind of a guess. Every
bunch of letters | see spells just one
name.”

"Go on.” said Lidgerwood sharply.

"Hallock went somewhere on 202
yesterday.”

“l1 know,” was the quick reply. “I
sent him out to X’avajo to meet Cruik-
shanks—the cattleman with the long
claim for stock injured in the Gap
wreck two weeks ago.”

"Did he stop at Xavajo?” queried the
train-master.

“l suppose so; at any rate, he saw
Cruikshanks.”

"Well, | haven't got any more guess-
es; only a notion or two. This is a
pretty stiff up-grade lor 202—she
passes here at two-fifty—just about an
hour before Clay found that loosened
rail—and it wouldn't be impossible for
a man to drop off as she was. climbing
this curve."

But now the superintendent was sha-
king Iris head.

“It doesn't hold together, Mac; there
are too many loose ends. Your hy-
pothesis presupposes that Hallock took
a day train out of Angels, deliberate-
ly rode twelve miles past his destina-
tion. jumped off here while the train
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was in motion, pulled the spikes on
this loosened rail, and walked back to
Navajo in time to see the cattleman
and to get in to Angels on the delayed
Number 75 this morning. Could he
have done all these things without ad-
vertising them to everybody?”

"I know.” confessed the train-mas-
ter. “It doesn't look reasonable.”
“It isn't reasonable,” Lidgerwood

went on, arguing Hallock’s case as if
it were his own. *“Bradford was 202’s
conductor: he'd know if Hallock failed
to get off at Navajo. Gridley was a
passenger on the same train; and he
would have known. The agent at Na-
vajo would be a third witness. He
was expecting Hallock on that train,
and was no doubt holding Cruikshanks.
Your guesses prefigure Hallock failing
to show up when the train stopped at
Navajo, and make it necessary for him
to explain to the two men who were
waiting for him why he let Bradford
carry him by so far that it took him
several hours to walk back. You see
how incredible it all is?”

"Yes, | see,” said McCloskey; and
when lie spoke again they were several
rail-lengths nearer the up-track end of
the wreck, and his question went back
to Lidgerwood's mention of the ex-
pected special.

“You were saying something to
Dawson about Williams and a special
train ; is that Mr. Brewster coming in?”

“Yes. lie wired from Copah last
night. He has .Mr. Ford's car—the
Nadia.”

The train-master's face expressed the
deepest chagrin.

“Suffering Moses 1 but this is a nice
thing for the president of the road to
see as he comes along! Wouldn't the
luck we're having make a dog sick ?”

Lidgerwood shook his head. “That
isn't the worst of it, Mac. Mr. Brews-
ter isn't a railroad man, and he will
probably think this is all in the day’s
work. But he is going to stop at An-
gels and go over to his copper-mine.
Which means that he will camp right
down in the midst of our mix-up. I'd
cheerfully give a year’s salary to have
him stay away a few weeks longer.”

McCloskey was not a profane man,
in the red-desert sense of the term, but
now his comment was an explosive ex-
clamation naming the Scriptural place
of future punishment. It was the only
word he could find adequately to ex-
press his feelings.

The superintendent changed the sub-
ject.

“Who is your foreman, Mac?” he
queried, as a huge mass of the tangled
scrap was seen to rise at the end of the
smaller derrick's grapple.

“Judson,” said McCloskey shortly.
“He asked leave to come along as a la-
borer, and when | found that he knew
more about train-scrapping than | did.
| promoted him.”

There was something like defiance in
the train-master's tone.

“From the way in which you are say-
ing it, | infer that you don't expect me
to approve,” said Lidgerwood judicial-
ly.
McCloskey* had been without sleep
for a good many hours, and his pa-
tience was tenuous. Flis hat was tilted
to its most contentious angle when he
said:

“1 can't fight for you when you're
right, and not fight against you when |
think you are wrong, Fir. Lidgwrwood.
You can have my head any time you
want it.”

“You think | should break my word
and take Judson back?”

"l think, and the few men who are
still with us think, that you ought to
give the man who stood in the breach
for you a chance to earn bread and
meat for his wife and babies,” snapped
McCloskey, who had gone too far to
retreat.

Lidgerwood was frowning when he
replied: “You don’t see the point in-
volved. | can't reward Judson for
what you, yourself, admit was a per-
sonal service. | have said that no
drunkard shall pull a train on this di-
vision. Judson is no less a drink ma-
niac for the fact that he arrested Rui
ford when everybody else was afraid
to.”

McCloskey was mollified—a little.

"He says he has quit drinking; and
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I believe him this time. But this job
I've given him isn't pulling trains,"

"Xo; and if you have cooled off
enough, you may remember that |
haven't yet disapproved your action. |
don't disapprove. Give him anything
you like where a possible relapse on his
part won't involve the lives of other
people. Is that what you want me to
say ?"

"l was hot." said the train-master,
gruffly apologetic. "We've got none
too many friends tit stand by us when
the pinch comes, and we were losing
them every day you held out against
judson."”

"I'm still holding out on the original
count. Judson can't run an engine tor
me till he has proved conclusively that
he has quit the whisky. Whatever oth-
er work you can find for him----- "

MeCloskey slapped his thigh. "By
George! I've got a job right nmv. Why
on toj) of earth didn't I think of him

before? lie's the man to keep tab on
Ihillock !"

But now Lidgenvood was frowning
again.

"I don't like that. Mac, It's a dirty
business, to be shadowing a man who
has a right to suppose that you are
trusting him."

“But. good Lord! Mr. Lidgenvood,
haven't you got enough to go on? llal-
lock is the last man seen around the
engine that disappears: he spends a lot
of his time swapping grievances with
the rebels; he is out of town and within
a few miles of here, as we know, when
this wreck happens. If all that isn't
enough to earn him a little suspicion
 [—

"I know : | can't argue the case with
you. Mac. But I can't do it.”

"You mean you won't do it. | re-
spect your scruples. Mr. Lidgenvood.
But it is no longer a personal matter
betwee:i you and Ilallock; the com-
pany’s interests are involved.”

Without suspecting it. the train-
master had found the weak joint in the
superintendent's armor: for the com-
pany's sake the personal point of view
must be ignored.

"It is such a despicable thing," he

protested, a= one who yields, reluctant-
ly. “And if, after all, llallock is in-

“That is just the point,” insisted Mc-
Closkey. "If he is innocent, no harm
will be done, and Judson will become
a witness for instead of against him.”

"Well;” said Lidgenvood; and what
more he would have said about the con-
spiracy was cut off by the shrill whistle
of a down-coming train. "That's Will-
iams with the special,” he announced,

when the whistle gave him leave, "lIs
your flag out?”
"Sure. It's up around the hill, with

a safe man to waggle it.”

Lidgenvood cast an anxious glance
toward ILawson's huge derrick-car,
which was still blocking the main line.
The hoist-tackle was swinging free,
and the clamps and outriggers were
taken in.

“Better send somebody down to tell
Dawson to pul! up here to four tem-
porary si-ling. Mac,” he suggested; but
Dawson was one of those priceless help-
ers who do not have to be told in de-
tail. lie had heard the warning
whistle, and already had his train in
motion.

By a bit of quick shifting the main
line was cleared before Williams Swung
cautiously around the hill with the pri-
vate car. In obedience to Lidgenvood's
uplifted hand, the brakes were applied,
and the Xadia came to a full stop with
its observation-platform opposite the
end of the wrecking-track,

A big man in a soft felt hat and
loose box dust-coat, with twinkling lit-
tle eyes and a curling brown beard that
covered fully three-fourths of his face,
stood at the hand-rail.

"Hello, Howard!" he called to Lid-
gerwood. "By George! I'd forgotten
that you were out here. What are you
trying to do? Got so many cars and
engines that you have to throw some
of them away ?"

Lidgenvood climbed up the embank-
ment to the track, and MeCloskey care-
fully let him do it alone. The “Hello,
Howard!" had not been thrown away
upon the train-master.

“It looks a little that way, | must
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admit,' I'ncle Ned," said the -culprit,
who had answered so readily to his
Christian name. “We tried pretty hard
to get it cleaned up before you came
along, but we couldn’'t quite make it."

“Oho! tried to cover it up, did you?
Afraid 1'd fire you? You needn't be.
My job as president merely gets me
passes over the road. Ford’s your man ;
he's the fellow you want to be scared
of."

“l any" laughed Lidgcrwood. The
big man's heartiness was always in-
fectious. Then: "Coming over to
camp with us a while? If you are, |
hope you carry your commissary along.
Angels will starve you. otherwise.”

“Don't tell me about that tm-canned
teepee village, Howard—1 kiiox.". I've
been there before. 1low are we doing
over in the Timanyoni foot-hills? Get-
ting much ore down from the Coppc-r-

ette? Climb up here and tell me all
about it. Or, better stillL, come on
across the desert with us. They don't

need you here."

The assertion was quite true. With
Dawson, the train-master, and an un-
derstudy Judson for bosses, there was
no need for a fourth. Yet intuition, or
whatever masculine thing it is that
stands for intuition, prompted Lidger-
wood to say":

"I don't know as | ought to leave.
I've just come out from Angels, you
kill iw.”

Tut the president was not to be de-
nied.

"Climb up here and quit trying to
find excuses. We'll give you a better
luncheon than you'll get out of the
dinner-pails; and if you carry yourself
handsomely you may get a dinner invi-
tation after we get in. That ought to
tempt any man who has to live in An-
gels the year round."

Lidgcrwood marked the persistent
plural of the personal pronoun, and a
great fear laid hold upon him. None
the less, the president’s invitation was
a little like the king’s—in some sense a
command. Lidgerwood merely asked
for a moment’s respite, and went down
to announce his intention to McCloskey
and Dawson.

Curiouslv  enough, the draftsman
seemed to be trying to ignore the pri-
vate car. His "back was turned upon
it, and he was glooming out across the
bare hills, and his big jaw was set as if
the effort were painful.

“I'm going back to Angels with the
president,” said the superintendent,
speaking to both of them. “You can
clean up here without me."

The train-master nodded, but Daw-
son seemed not to have heard. At all
events, he made no sign. Lidgerwood
turned and ascended the embankment,
only to have the sudden reluctance as-
sail him again as he put a foot on the
truck of the Nadia to mount to the

platform. The hesitation was only mo-
mentary, this time. Other guests Mr.
Brewster might have, without inclu-

ding the one person whom one would
circle the globe to avoid.

“Good boy!" said the'president, when.
Lidgerwood swung over the high hand-
rail and leaned out to give W.illiams
the starting-signal. And when the
scene of the wreck was withdrawing
into the rearward distance: "Let's go
inside, where we sha’'n't be obliged to
see so much of this God-forsaken coun-
trv at one time."

One half-minute later the superin-
tendent would have given much to be
safely back with McCloskey and Daw-
son at the vanishing curve of scrap-
heaps. In that half-minute Mr. Brew-
ster had opened the car door, and
Lidgerwood had followed him acros>
the threshold.

The comfortable lounging-room of
the Nadia was not empty; nor was it
peopled by a group of Mr. Brewster’s
associates in the copper combine, the
alternative upon which Lidgerwood had
hopefully hung the “we's" and the
"us’s."

Seated on a wicker divan drawn out
to face one of the wide side windows
were two young women, with a curly-
headed. clean-faced young man between
them. A little farther along, a rather
austere lady, whose pose was of calm
superiority to her surroundings, looked
up from her magazine to say, as her
husband had said: “Why, Howard !
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are you here™ Just beyond the aus-
tere lady, and dozing in his chair, was
a white-haired man. whose strongly
marked features proclaimed him the
father of one of the young women on
the divan.

And in the farthest corner of the
open compartment, facing each other
companionable in an S-shapcd double-
chair, two other young persons, a man
and a woman. Truly, the heavens had
fallen 1 For the young woman filling
half of the téte-a-téte chair was the one
person whom Lidgerwood would have
circled the globe to avoid meeting.

M.
liITT KR-SWEET.

Taking his cue from certain passages
in the book of painful memories,
Lidgerwood meant to obey his first im-
pulse, which prompted him to follow
Mr. Brewster to the private office-
stateroom in the forward end of the
car. disregarding the couple in the
téte-a-téte contrivance. But the stri-
kingly beautiful young woman in the
nearer half of the crooked-backed seat
would by no means sanction such an
easy solution of the difficulty.

"Not a word for me. Howard?" she
protested, rising and fairly compelling
him to touch the hand of welcoming.
“If you are SO glacial on the outer
borders of your kingdom, what will
you be when we have actually invaded
your sanctuary at Angels?"

Then, since Lidgerwood Seemed still
at loss for the exactly right word, she
presented her companion of the S-
shaped chair: “Possibly you will shake
hands a little less frigidly with Mr.
Van Lew. Herbert, this is my cousin,
once-removed. Mr. Howard Lidger-
wood, the tyrant of the Red Butte
Western, and | can assure you that he
is much more terrible than he looks—
aren't you, Howard?"

Lidgerwood shook hands with the
tall young athlete, who seemed never to
have done increasing his magnificent
stature as he rose up out of his half
of the lounging-seat.

“Glad to meet you, Mr. Lidgerwood,
I'm sure," said the young man, grip-
ping the given hand until Lidgerwood
winced. “Miss Eleanor has been tell-
ing me about you—marooned out here
in the red desert. By Jove! don't you
know, | believe I'd like to try it my-
self* It's ages since I've had a chance
to kill a man, and they tell me-—- "

Lidgerwood laughed, recognizing
Eleanor Brewster's romancing gift, or
the results of it.

“We shall have to arrange a little
round-up. of the bad men from Bitter
Creek for you, Mr. Van Lew. | hope
you brought your armament along—the
regulation 45's, and all that.”

Miss Brewster laughed derisively.

“Don't let him frighten you, Her-
bert," she mocked. "Bitter Creek is in
Wyoming—or is it in Montaria ?”—this
with a quick little eye-stab for Lidger-
wood—*“and the name of Mr. Lidger-
wood's refuge is Angels. Also, poppa
says there is a hotel there called the
'‘Celestial." Do you live at the Celes-
tial, Howard?"

"No ; | never properly lived there. |
dined there for a few weeks until Mrs.
Dawson took pity on me. Mrs. Daw-
son is from Massachusetts.”

“Hear hint!” scoffed Miss Eleanor,
still mocking. “He says that as if to
be ‘from Massachusetts' were a patent
of nobility. He knows | had the cruel
misfortune to be born in Colorado. But
tell me, Howard: is Mrs. Dawson a
charming young widow ?”

“Mrs. Dawson is a very charming
middle-aged widow, with a grown son
and daughter." said Lidgerv«ood, a lit-
tle stiffly. It seemed entirely unneces-
sary that she should ridicule him be-
fore the athlete.

“And the daughter—is she charming,
too ? But that says itself, since she must
also date 'from Massachusetts.' ” Then
to Van Lew: "Every one is ‘from'
somewhere, out here in the red desert,
you know-."

“Miss Dawson is quite beneath your
definition of charming. | think,” was
Lidgerwood's rather dignified rejoin-
der : and for the third time he made as
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it he would go on to join the president
in the office-stateroom.

“You are staying to luncheon with
us, aren't you?" said Miss Brewster.
"Or do you just drop in and out again,
like the other kind of angels ?"

“Your lather commands me, and he
says | am to stay. And now, if you will
excuse me--—-- "

This time he succeeded in getting
away; and up to the luncheon hour
talked copper and Copperette prospects
with Mr. Brewster in the seclusion of
the president's office and sleeping-com-
partment. The call for the midday
meal had been given, when Mr. Brew-
ster switched suddenly from copper >
liver.

“By the way, there were a few silver
-trikes over in the Timanyonis about
the time of the Red Butte gold excite-
ment,” he remarked. “Some of them
have grown to be shippers, haven't
they ?”

“Only two, of any importance," re
plied the superintendent; “the Ruby, hi
Ruby Gulch, and Flemister's Wire-Sil-
ver, at Little Butte. Neither of these
is a bonanza, but they are both shipping
fair ore in good quantities."

“Flemister,” said the president re-
flectively. “He’s a character. Know
him personally, Howard?"

“A little,” the superintendent ad-
mitted.

“A little is a plenty. It wouldn't pay
you to know him very well," laughed
the big man good-naturedly. “He ha—
a way of getting next to you, financial-
ly, that is simply paralyzing. | knew
him in the. old Leadville days—a born
gentleman, and also a born buccaneer.
If the men he has robbed—not out-
witted, mind you, but just held up and
robbed—were to stand in a row, they'd
fill a Denver street.”

“He is in his proper longitude out
here, then,” said Lidgerwood rather
grimly. "This is the hold-ups' heaven."

“I'll bet Flemister is doing his share
of the looting. Is he alone in the
mine ?”

“l don't know that he has any part-
ners. Somebody told me, when | first
came over here, that Gridlev. our mas-

ter mechanic, was in with him; but
Gridley says that is a mistake—that he
thinks too much of his reputation to be
Flemister's partner.”

"Flank Gridley." mused the presi-
dent; “Flank Gridley and his reputa-
tion1l It would certainly be a pity if
that were to get corroded in any way.
There is a man who properly belongs
to the Stone Age-—what you might call
an elemental scoundrel.”

"You surprise me!" said Lidgerwood.
"I didn’'t like him at first; but | am con-
vinced now that it was only an unrea-
soning prejudice. He appeals to me as
being anything but a scoundrel.”

“Well, perhaps the word is a bit too
savage,” admitted the copper Kking.
“What | meant was that he has capa-
bilities that way, and not much moral
restraint. He is the kind of man to
wade through fire and blood to gain his
object without the slightest thought of
the consequences to others. Ever hear
the story of his marriage? Xo? Re-
mind me of it some time, and I'll tell
you. But we were speaking of Flemis-
ter—you say the Wire-Silver has turned
out pretty well?"

1'Very well, indeed, | believe. Flemis-
ter seems to have money to burn.”

“He always has—if not his own
money, then somebody else’s. It makes
little difference to him. The way he got
the Wire-Silver would have made Blue-
beard, the pirate, blush. Know any-
thing about the history of the mine?”

Lidgerwood shook his head.

“Well, I do; just happen to. You
know how it lies—on the western slope
of Little Butte ridge?"

“Yes."

“That is where it lies now. But the
original openings were made on the
eastern slope of the Butte. They didn't
pan out very well, and Flemister began
to look for a victim to whom he could
sell. About that time a man, whose
name | can never recall, took up a claim
on the western slope of the ridge di-
rectly opposite Tlemi«ler. This man
struck it pretty rich, and Flemister be-
gan to bully him on the plea that the
new discovery was only a continuation
of his own vein going straight through
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the hill.  You can guess what hap-
pened.’
"Fairly well,” said Lidgerwood.

"Flemister lawed the other man out?”

"He did worse than that: he drove
straight into the hill, past his own lines,
and actually took the money out of the
other man's mine to use as a fighting-
fund! 1 don't know how the courts
sifted it out finally: | didn't follow it
up very closely. Lint Flemister put the
other man to the wall in the end—put
it all over him, as we say out here.
There was some domestic tragedy in-
volved, too, in which Flemister played
the devil with the other man's family :
but I don’t know anything about that.”

"Yet you say Flemister is a born
gentleman, as well as a born bucca-
neer, Uncle Ned?”

“Well, yes: he behaves himself in de-
cent surroundings. Fie isn't exactly the
kind of man you can turn down short
—education, good manners, and all that,
you know. But if he were hard up, |
shouldn't let him get within roping-
distance of my pocketbook; or, if | had
given him occasion to dislike me, with-
in easy pistol-range. In the first in-
stance he'd rob; in the other case he'd
shoot to Kill.”

“Wherein he is neither better U0l
worse than a good many others who
take the sunburn of the red desert,” said
Lidgerwood; and just then the waiter
opened the door a second time to say
that luncheon was served.

“Don’t forget to remind me that I'm
to tell you Gridley's story, Howard,”
said the president, rising out of the
depths of his lounging-chair and strip-
ping off the dust-coat. "Reads like a
romance—only | fancy it was anything
but a romance for poor Lizzie Gridley.
Let’'s go and see what the cook has
done for us.”

At luncheon Lidgerwood was made
known to the other members of the
private-car party. The white-haired
old man who had been dozing- in his
chair was Judge Holcombe, Van Lew's
uncle, and the father of the prettier of
the two women who had been enter-
taining Jeft'eris, the curly-headed col-
legian.

Jeft'eris laughingly disclaimed rela-
tionship with anybody; but Miss Caro-
lyn Doty, the less pretty but more
talkative of the two young women, con-
fessed that she was a cousin, twice re-
moved. of Mrs. Brewster.

Quite naturally, Lidgerwood sought
to pair the younger people when the
table gathering was complete, and was
not entirely certain of his own prefig-
uring.

Eleanor Brewster and Van Lew sat
together, and were apparently absorbed
in each other to the exclusion of all
things extraneous. Jeft'eris had Miss
Doty for a companion, and the affliction
of her well-balanced tongue seemed to
affect neither his appetite nor his en-
joyment of what the young woman
found to say.

Miriam Holcombe had fallen to
Lidgerwood's lot, and at first lie thought
that her silence was due to the fact
that young Jefferis had got on the
wrong side of the table. But, after she
began to talk, he changed his mind.

“Tell me about the wrecked train we
passed a little while ago, Air. Lidger-
wood,” she began, almost abruptly.
“Was any one killed?”

“No; it was a freight, and the crew
escaped. It was a rather narrow es-
cape, though, for the engineer and fire-
man.”

“You were putting it back on the
track?” she asked.

“There isn’'t much of it left to put
back, as you may have observed,” said
Lidgerwood. Then he told her of the
explosion and the fire.

She was silent for a few moments,
and then she went on, half-gropingly,
lie thought.

"Is that part of your work—to get
the trains on the track when they run
off 7

lie laughed. "I suppose it is—in the
larger sense, anyway. But I am lucky
enough to have a wrecking-boss; two
of them, in fact, and both good ones.”

She looked up quickly, and he was
sure that he surprised something more
than a passing interest in the deep-
welled eyes ; a trouble depth, he would
have called it, had their talk been any-
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thing more than the ordinary conven-
tional table exchange.

“We saw you go down to speak to
two of your men—one who wore his
hat pulled down over his eyes and made
dreadful faces at you as he talked---—-- "

“That was bicCloskey, our train-
master.'- he cut in.

“And the other----- ™

“Was wrecking-boss Number Two,”
he laughed ; "my latent apprentice, and
a very promising: young subject. This
was his first time out, under my admin-
istration, and he put bicCloskey and
me out of the running at once.”

“What did he do?" she asked; and
again he saw the groping wistfulness
in her eves, and wondered at it.

“1 couldn’t explain it without being
unpardonably technical. But perhaps
it can best be summed up in saying that
he is a fine mechanical engineer, with
the priceless gift of knowing how to
handle men.”

“You are g'enerous, Mr. Lidgerwood.
to—to a subordinate. Tie ought to be
very loyal to you.”

“He is. And | don't think of him
as a subordinate—1 shouldn't if he were
on my pay-roll instead of that of the
motive-power department. 1 am proud
to be able to call him my friend, bliss
Holcombe.”

Again a few moments of silence, dur-
ing which Lidgerwood looked gloomily
across at bliss Brewster and Van Lew.
Then, another curiously abrupt question.

“His college, bir. Lidgerwood: do
you chance to know where he was grad-
uated :“

At another moment Lidgerwood
might have wondered at the young
woman's persistence. But now Ben-
son's story of Dawson's terrible mis-
fortune was crowding all purelv specu-
lative thoughts out of his mind. He
told her the college at which Dawson
had taken his engineering course, add-
ing: “But | believe he did not stay
through the four years.”

bliss Holcombe was looking down the
table: down and across to where her
father was sitting at bir. Brewster’s
right. When she spoke again the per-
sonal note wa* gone, and their speech.

what there was of it, was of the sort
that is meant to bridge discomforting
gaps.

In the dispersal after the meal, Lid-
gerwood attached himself to bliss
Doty: this in sheer self-defense. The
desert passage was still in its earlier
stages, and bliss Doty's volubility prom-
ised to be the lesser of two evils: the
greater being the possibility that
Eleanor Brewster might seek to reopen
a certain spring of bitterness at which
he had been constrained to drink deeply
and miserably in the past.

The self-defensive expedient served
its purpose admirably. For the better
part ,of the desert tun the president
slept: in his stateroom, blrs. Brewster
and the judge dozed in their respective
easy chairs, and Jefferis and Miriam
Holcombe, after roaming for an uneasy
half-hour from the rear platform to the
cook's galley, went forward, at one of
tits stops, to ride—by the superintend-
ent's permission—in the engine-cab with
Williams.

bliss Brewster and than Lew were
absorbed in a book of plays, and their
corner of the large open compartment
was the one farthest removed from the
double divan- which Lidgerwood had
chosen for bliss Doty and himself.

Later, Van Lew rolled a cigarette anil
went to the smoking-compartment,
which was in the forward end of the
car; and when next Lidgerwood broke
bliss Doty's eve-hold upon him. MW
Brewster had also disappeared—into
her stateroom, as he supposed.

Taking this as a sign of his release,
he gently disentangled the thread of
bliss Carolyn's inquisitiveness, and
went out to the rear platform for a
breath of fresh air and surcease from
the sorrow of a neatly balanced tongue.

When it was quite too Sate to re-
treat, he found the deep-recessed ob-
servation-platform of the Xadia occu-
pied. bliss Brewster was not in her
stateroom, as he had mistakenly per-
suaded himself. She was sitting in one
of the two platform camp-chairs, and
she was alone.

“1 thought you would come, if | only
gave vou time enough." she -aid quite



THE THMIXC OF <RET) BUTTE

lio-dly. "Dill
persuasive ?"
lie ignored the query about Miss
Doty, replying only to the assumption.
“l made sure pwi had gone to your

vi'ii find Carolyn very

stateroom. | h.adn't the slightest idea
1you were out here."
"Otherwise, you would not have

come? ilow magnificently churlish you
can be, upon occasion, !k.ward."

"ft doesn't deserve so hard a name,"
lie rejoined patiently, “l-or the mo-
ment | am your father's guest, and
when he risked me to go to Angels with
him----- "

"lie didn't tell you that mama and
Judge Illoleombe and Carolyn and
Miriam and Herbert and Matt Jetteris
and 1 were along," she cut in malicious-
ly. "Howard, don't you know you are
positively spiteful ?"

"No," he denied.

"Don't contradict me; and don't be
silly." She pushed the other chair to-
ward him. "Sit down and tell me how
you've been enduring the interval. It
is more than a year, isn't it?"

"Yes. A year, three months, and
eleven days." Ile had taken the chair
beside her because there seemed to be
nothing else to do.

"How mathematically exact you
are!" she gibed. "To-morrow it will
lie a year, three months, and twelve

daces; and the day after to-morrow—
mercy me! | should g<. mad if 1 had
to think back and count up that way
every day. Hut ! asked cam what you
hay® been doing."

He spread bis hands. "Existing, one
way and another. There has always
been my work,"

"'All work and no play makes Jack
a dull boy," she quoted. "You are
excessively  dull  to-dav. Howard.
Hasn't it occurred to you?"

"Thank you for expressing it so deli-
cately. It seems to lie my misfortune
to disappoint you, always."

"Yes," she said, quite unfeelingly.
Then, with a swift relapse into pure
mockery: "How many times have you
fallen in love during the one year, three
months, and eleven days?"

His frown was almost a scowl.

Is

iIOESTE-FX

it worth while to make an unending jest
of it. Eleanor ?"

"A jest—of your falling' in love?
No. mv dear om.-in once removed: no
one would dare to jest with you on that
subject. But tell me: | am really and
truly interested. Will you confess to
three times ? That isn't so very many,
considering the length of the interval.”

"Xo."

"Twice, then? Think hard—there
must have been at least two little
quickenings of the heart-beats in all
that time.”

"Xo."

“Still no?
the charming Miss Dawson-----

"You might spare her, even if you
are not willing to spare me. You know
well enough there has never been any
one but you. Eleanor: that there never
will lie any one but you."

The train was passing the western
confines of the waterless tract, and a
cool breeze from the snow-capped
Timanyonis was sweeping across the
open platform. It blew strands of the
red-brown hair from beneath the
closely fitting traveling-toque: blew
color into Miss Brewster's cheeks, and
a daring brightness into the laughing
eyes,

"What a pity I" shy said tauntingly.

"That | can't measure up to your re-
quirement- of the perfect man? Yes,
it is a thousand pities." he agreed.

"Xo: that isn't precisely what |
meant. The pity is that | seem to you
to he unable to appreciate your many
excellences and your—constancy."

"l think you were born to torment
me." lie rejoined gloomily. "Why did
you come out here with your father?
You must hat* known that | Was
here."

"Not from anv line you have ever
written." she retorted. "“Alicia Ford
told me; otherwise, | shouldn't have
known."

"Still, you came.
curious ?"

"Why should | be curious; and what
about—the red desert? I've seen
deserts before."

"l thought you might be curious to

That reduces it to one—

Why? Were you
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know what disposition the red desert
was making of such a failure as I am."
he said evenly. *“l can forgive that
more easily than | can forgive your
bringing of the other man along to be
an onlooker."”

"Herbert you mean? lie is a good
boy: a nice boy—and perfectly harm-
less. You'll like him immensely when
you come to know him better.”

“You like him?" he queried.

"How can you ask—when you have
just called him the other man ?"

Hidgerwood turned in his chair and
faced her squarely.

"Eleanor. | had my punishment over
a year ago, and | have been hoping you
would let it suffice. It was hard enough
to lose you without having to stand by

and see another man win you. Can't
you understand that?"
She did not answer .him Instead,

she whipped aside from that phase of
the subject to ask a question of her
own.

“What ever made you come out here.
Howard ?”

"To the superintendency of the Red
Butte Western? You did."

" o
"Yes, you.”
"It is ridiculous !”
"It is true."
"Prove it—if you can: but you
can't."

"l am proving it, day by day: or try-
ing to. | didn't want to come, but you
drove me to it."

‘C decline to take any such hideous
responsibility,” she laughed lightly.
"There must have been some better rea-
son : Miss Dawson, perhaps."

"Quite likely; barring the small fact

that | didn't know there was a Miss
Dawson until | had been a month in
Angels.”

"Oh!" she said half-spitefully. And
then, with calculated malice: "How-
ard. if you were only as brave as you
are clever! Why can't you be a man
and strike back now and then?”

"Strike the woman | love? I'm not
quite down to that. I hope, even if |
was once too cowardly to strike for
her."

POPULAR MAGAZINE

“Always that' Why don’'t you let
me forget?”
“Because you must not forget.

Listen; one week ago—only one week
ago—one of the Angels—er—peaces-
makers, stood up in his place and shot
at me. What | did made me under-
stand that | had gained nothing in a
year.”

"Shot at you?" she echoed, and now
he might have disc >vercd a note of real
concern in Iter tone if his ear had; been
attuned to hear it. "Tell me about it
Who was it? And whv did lie dtuot at
you ?"

His answer scented to be indirection
itself.

"llow long do you expect to stay in
Angels and its vicinity?" he asked.

"I don't know. This is partly a
pleasure trip for us younger folk.
Toppa was coming out alone, and (—
that is. manna decided to come arid
make a ear-party of it. We may stay
two or three weeks if the others wish
it But you haven't answered me. |
want to know who the man was. and
why he shot at you ?"

"Exactly: and you have an-wered
yourself. If you stay two weeks or
two days in Angelo you will doubtless
hear all you care to about; my troubles.
When the town isn't talking about what
it is going to do to me. it is gossiping
about the dramatic arrest of my would-
be assassins'

"You are most provoking!" she de-
clared. "Did you make the arrest?"

"Don't shame me. needlessly: of
course | did not. One of our locomo-
tive engineers, a man whom | had dis-
charged for drunkenness, was the hero.
It was a most daring thing. The des-
perado is known in the red desert as
'The Killer." and he lias had the entire
region terrorized: so completely that
the town marshal of Angels—a man
who has never before shirked his duty
—refused to serve the warrant. Jud-
son. the engineer, made the capture:
took the ‘terror’ from his place in a
gambling-den, disarmed him. and
brought him in. Juclsoti himself was
unarmed; he did the trick with a little
steel wrench."
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Miss Brewster, being Colorado-born,
was deeply interested.

"Now you are no longer dull, How-
ard!" she exclaimed. “Tell me in
words just how Mr. Judson did it.”

And he told her in detail.

Miss Eleanor did not need to vocalize
her approval of Judson: tire dark eyes
were alight with excitement.

“llow lane!" she applauded. "Of
cour-c, after that, you took Mr. Jud-
son back into the railway service ?"

“Indeed, | did nothing of the sort;
nor shall I, until he demonstrates that
lie means what lie says about letting
the whisky alone."

"Until he demonstrates!
cold-blooded, Howard!
saved your life.”

"Quite probabiy. But that has noth-
ing to do with his reinstatement as an
engineer of passenger-trains. It would
be much better for Ruft'ord to kill me
than for me to let Judson have the
chance to kill a train-load of innocent
people.”

"And vet a few moments ago you
called yourself a coward, cousin mine.
Could you really face such an alterna-
tive without flinching:"

"It doesn't appeal to me as a ques-
tion involving any special degree of
courage." he $aid slowly. "I am a
great coward, Eleanor—not a little one,
1 hop'c.

"it doesn't appt?a to you >—dear
Cod !'ssige said "A nd | have been call-
Big von—but wc)uki yem do it. How-
ard?"

He sndied at nor sudden earnestness,

Don't be so
Possibly he

"Hum  @€Noneim viun- heart is,
Eleanor. when on let it ;peak for it-
self! If you \hi prninisie rot to let

it chango yoiir o,undon of me—you
blh'ukIr*t change IJt yowu know, for |
am tho .amo m  Vhoiv Weu foetd up to
-corn riie (lav V  part.ocl-—if you will
promise, I'll &N tiit for weeks |
have gono about -ilh m\e life in my
hamls knowing it. Tf liam't required
any gTolit amotint uT cisurage ; it mere-
i corve:- aloNng- Mt me of my plain
Cotv > tno &< .w—ifVi one of the
1things | draw m\ Har" iy »

“¥y.QM haven'r ™ ito \e: why this

desperado wanted to kill you—why you
are in such a deep sea of trouble out
here, Howard," she reminded him.

“No; it Is a long story, and it would
bore you if I had time to tell it. And
| haven't time, because that is William-'
whistle for the Angels yard."

He had ri>en, and was helping his
companion to her feet, when Mrs.
Brewster cante to the car door to say:

“Oh, vow are out here, are you, How-
ard0 | was looking for you to let you
know that we dine in the Nadia at
seven. If yonr duties will permit------ "

Lidgerwood's refusal was apologetic
but firm.

"I am very sorry, Aunt Jessica," he
protested. “But | left a deskful of stuff
when. | ran away to the wreck this
morning, and, really, I'm afraid | shall
have to beg off."

“Oh, don’t be so dreadfully formal!"
said the president's wife impatiently.
"You are a member of the family, and
all you have to do is to say bluntly that
you can't come : and then come when-
ever you can while we are here. Caro-
lyn Doty is dying to ask you a lot more
guestions about the red desert. She
confided to me that you were the most
interesting talker----- "

Miss Eleanor’s interruption was cal-
culated to temper the passed-on praise.

“He has been simply boring me to
death, mama, until just a few minutes
ago. | shall tell Carolyn that she is
too easily pleased."

Mrs. Brewster, being well used to
Eleanor's flippancies, paid no attention
to her daughter.

"You will come to us whenever you
can, Howard ; that is understood," she
said.

And so the social matter rested.

Lidgerwoi'd was half-way down the
platform of the Crow's Nest, heading
for his office and the neglected desk,
when Williams' engine came backing-
down otic of tiie yard tracks on its way
to the roundhouse. At the moment of
its passing, a little man., with his hat
pulled over his eyes, dropped from the
gangway step and lounged across to
the headquarters building.

It was Judson : and, having seen him



42 THE 'POPULAR MAGAZISE

last toiling away man-fashion at the
wreck in the Crosswater Hills, Lidger-
wood hailed him.

"Hello, Judson? How did you get
here: | thought you were doing a turn
with McCloskey ?"

The small man's grin tea? ferocious.

"I was; but Mac said he didn't have
any further use for me—said | was too
much of a runt to be liftin' and pullin’
along with growed-up men. 1 came
down with Williams on the 'd6."

Lidgerwood turned away. lie re-
called his reluctant consent to f.ic-
Closkey’s proposal touching the espial
upon llallock. and was sorry he had
given it. It was too late to recall it
now : but neither by word nor look did
tlie superintendent intimate to the dis-
charged engineer that he knew why
McCloskey had sent him hack to Angels
mi the engine of the president’s special,

VIII.
BLIND SIGNALS.

Lidgerwood had not exaggerated
about the deskful of work in making his
excuses to the president’s wife: and
during his absence at the scene of the
wreck the pile of letters had increased
by the accretions from the incoming
mails from both directions.

Among the day's letters was one
from Flemister. which had Been mailed
in the postal-car on Train 202 at Little
Butte, and it had "Immediate" written
in the corner of the envelope. The su-
perintendent read this letter twice be-
fore placing it. face down, in the "un-
answered" basket. It was merely a

friendly suggestion, hut it called tor a—

deeision, which Lidgerwood wa- will-
ing to postpone for the moment.

The decision involved concerned a
right-of-way.  Acting under instruc-
tions from Vice-president Ford. Lidger-
wood had already begun to move in the
matter of extending the Red Butte
Western on toward the Nevada gold-
fields. and Benson had been running
preliminaries and making estimates.

Of the two or three routes under con-
sideration. that Which left the main line

at Little Fame, turning southward up
the Wire-Silver Gulch, had'" bec-n most
favorably reported upon by Benson.
The right-of-way. save for a mile or
more through, an tipper valley of cattle-
ranches. enuid be had for the taking:
and, among the ranchers, only one was
making diffieltines.

It was an mi this man Grofeld mat
Flemister woke. The ranchman was
down for the day from Isis high-valley
homestead, and, in Flemister’s view of
the case, was 'amenable to reason. If
Lidgerwood could make it convenient
to come out on the evening passenger-
train. lie. Flemister, would arrange to
keep Grofiekl overnight, and the' right-
of-way matter could doubtless be set-
lied salistaetorily.

Tins was the substance of the mine-
owner's letter, and if Lidgerwood hesi-
tated. he told himself it was because he
wa> puzzled by Flemister's sudden
inendlinCss, 1@t A +resplindelice with
the owner dl lbe- Wire-Silver had been
acrimoniOMs ratNcr than friendly—on
Flemisier s part. at least. His mine
was five at-tent from Little Butte.
at the e]C «f ; wwr track, and lie fro-
queuin' IZ ied thitt lie had trouble
in securigl;, cars alld m gettmg them
nawed mrow VvV when thov were loaded
at the minc.

St2H b rPi- N9 1y jhe wav of Ini«i-
news: While tv k‘Uer about Groneld
wa- pu persHml.  Lidgerwood
thought aboiti it Willle be was working
through hig conrc>pillideilce vith tho
stenoeranlier : \t%s still thinking of it
when he: Qli1a 4 dedv to Go down-
stairs for a brcatiling moment. and the
cup of cotictO 1 rich should he his sub-
slitute forille ditmer lie was too hurried

to go at'ter.
train 20, the trrm Flemister had,
asked hini to take. -was iust pulling

in from the run aeross the desert when
he reactted tii-e plabtorni. it was too
late to ttke 'Wis 1neata- of reaching Lit-
tie Butte, hi.lt that was a small matter:
it merely meant that he would have to
order out his service-car and go special,
if Ire should finally decide to go.
Angels being the division-station,
there was a twentv-minute stop for-all
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passenger-trains. Lidgerwood went in
to the lunch-counter at the station-end
of the headquarters building and or-
dered his cup of coffee. The room was
comfortably filled with passengers from
the waiting train, and with a sprinkling
of trainmen and town idlers, among the
latter a number of the lately discharged
employees of the Red Butte Western,
Lingerwood marked a little group of
these last-named withdrawing to a
corner of the room as lie entered, and.
white the waiter was drawing his. cof-
fee. he saw Hallock join the group.

It was only a straw, but straws are
significant when the wind is blowing
hard enough. Oneé again 1.Algerwood
roeal led McClo.-key™s prop. al, and his
own grudgirig assent to it. gnd now he
was not soiTV when he saw Juflsoij
working his wav tiTrough the crowded
room. to a point of esnial upon the
groitjp in the corner.

The ex-engineer overtor>k him when
lie was on the wa}h hack to the upper
offices.

“Zlac told me to report to you when
I couldn’t get at him." he began abrupt-
ly. "There’s something on, but | can't
find out what it is. Are you lavin' off
to go out onWne road anywhere to-
night, Mr. Lidgerwood ?"

Lidgerwood's decision was taken on
the instant; for no good reason save
that the time for any decision must
come sooner or later.

"Yes; | am going west in my car in
an hour or two. Why?”

"l don’t know why you shouldn't, if
you want to. What | don't savvy is
why them fellows in yonder are so anx-
ious to find out."

As he spoke, a man who had been
skulking behind a truck-load of express
freight, so near that he might have
touched either of them with an out-
stretched arm, withdrew silently in the
direction of the lunch-room. He was
a tall man with stooping shoulders, and
his retreat was noiseless and'cautious-
ly made, hut not quite cautiously
enough to escape the lynx eyes of Jud-
son.

"By cripes 1 look at that, will you?"
lie exclaimed, pointing to the retreating

figure. "Hallock—and he was listen-
ing 1"

Lidgerwood shook his head. "That
isn't Hallock: and a word to you, Jud-
son—don't you let McCloskev's prej-
udices run away with you. | know
what you have been instructed to do.
Do it with at least as much fairness as
you would if McCloskev's bias ran the
other way. You'll please me better if
you find out that Mr. Llailock is a true
man.”

"But that was Hallock," insisted
Judson. "Or else it was his double."

“Xo: follow him and see for your-
self. It was more like that Ruby Gulch
operator who quit in a quarrel with
McCloskey a week or two ago : what's
his name?— Sheffield."

Judson hurried away to .satisfy him-
self, and Lidgerwood climbed the stair
to hi; office. The stenographer had not
yet returned from supper, and the su-
perintendent turned his hack upon the
littered desk and wont to stand at the
window, from which he could look
down upon the waiting passenger-
train and the platform.

Seeing the cheerful lights in the side-
tracked Xadia, lie fell to thinking of
Eleanor, and he knew now why lie had
hesitated so long about making up his
mind to go to Little Butte. Chilled
hearts follow the analogy of cold hands.
When the fire is near, a man will go
and spread his fingers to the blaze,
though he may be well-assured that they
will ache for it.

The woman he loved was in Angels;
that was unpreventable. But he could
resolve that there should not be a repe-
tition of the old play of the moth and
the candle. It was well that at the very
outset a call had come to break the spell
of her nearness, and that he had not
disregarded it.

The train conductor's "All aboard,”
shouted on the platform just below him,
drew his attention from the Xadia and
the distracting thought of Eleanor’s
presence. Train 205 was in readiness
for the westward flight, and the locomo-
tive-bell was clanging musically. A
half-grown moon, hanging High in the
black dome of the night, yellowed the
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glow of the platform incandescents.
The last few passengers were hurrying
up the steps of the ears, and the con-
ductor was swinging his lantern to the
engineer.

At the final moment, when the train
was xairlv in motion, Lidgerwood saw
1laiiock—it teas unmistakably Ual'nck
this time—spring from the shadow ot
a baggage-truck and whip up to the
step of the smoker. And a scant half-
second later he saw Judson race across
the wide platform and throw himself,
like a self-propelled projectile, against
and through the closing vestibule doors
of the sleeper.

Judson's dash and capture were easily
accounted for—he had seen Hallock.
But where was Hallock going—and
why?  Lidgerwood was still asking
himself the question half-abstractedly.
when he crossed to his desk and touched
the buzzer-push, Which brought an
operator from the dcspatcher's room.

“Wire Mr. Flemister, care of Good-
loe. at Little Butte, that I am coming
out with my car and should be with
him by eleven o'clock. Then call up the
yard office and tell Matthews to let me
have the car and an engine by eight-
thirty, sharp," he directed.

The young man made a note of the
order and went out. opening the door in
time to admit the returning stenogra-
pher: and the superintendent settled
himself in his swing-chair for an hour's
hard work. At half-past eight he heard
tlie wheel-grindings of the up-coming
service-car, and the weary stenographer
snapped a rubber band upon the notes
of the final letter.

“That's all for to-night. Grady. I'm
sorry to have to work you so late, but
I'd like to have those letters written out
and mailed before you lock up. Are
you good for it?"

“I'm good for anything you say, Mr.
Lidgerwood," said the boy, who was one
of the loyal ones ; and the superintend-
ent put on his light coat and went out
and down the dark stair.

At the outer door he turned up the
long platform instead of down, and
walked quickly to the Xadia, persuading
himself that he must in common de-

cency tell the president that be was go-
ing away: persuading himself that it
was this, and not the desire to warm lii-
hands at the ungrateful, fire of Eleanor's
mockery, that was making him turn his
bnclc upon the scrvicc-car.

The observation-platform of the pri-
vate car was fully occupied, as he had
expected to find it. The night was per-
fect, and the high-riding mown, dipping
to its midnight extinguishment behind
the western barrier- of the Timanyonis.
was an invitation which the young peo-
ple of the party had not tried to with-
stand.

“Hello. Mr. l.idgerwood 1 is that
you?" said Van Lew. “Thought you
said this was a bad man’s country.
We've been out here an hour or more,
and we haven't heard a single war-
whoop, and nobody has shot up the

town : in fact. | think the town has
gone inglorious!'}- to bed. We're de-
frauded."

“It does go to bed pretty early—that
part of it that doesn't stay up pretty
late," laughed the superintendent. Then
he spoke to Eleanor, “l am going we-t
in my car, and | don't know just when
I shall return. Please tell your father
that everything we have here is entire-
ly at his service. If you don't see what
you want, you are to ask for it."

“Will there be any one to ask when
you are gone?’ she inquired, neither
sorrowing nor rejoicing, so far as he
could determine.

“Oh, yes: McCioskev. my train-
master, will be in from the wreck be-
fore morning, and lie will fall over his
feet trying to do for yon. if you'll give
him a chance."

“Will he make faces at me. as he did
at you when you went across to speak
to him this morning?"

“You arc a good guesser. That was
Mac: and he will probably make faces
at you."

Miss Brewster was running her fin-
gers along the hand-rail, as if the bras-
ornamentation Were the keyboard of a
piano. “You say you don't know how
long you will be away?" she asked.

"Xo: but probably not more than the
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night. | was only providing for con-
tingencies."

"Will yotir run take you as far as the
Timanyoni Canon ?"

"Yes: through it, and a little way be-
yond."

"You <ay we are to ask for what we
want ?"

"Sure])"." he replied unguardedly.

"Then we'll begin at once.” she an-
nounced coolly : and. turning quickly to
the others: "Oh. all you people, listen
a moment, will you ?—hush. Carolyn !
What do you say to a moonlight ride
through the most spectacular canon in
the ' Timanyonis in Mr. Lidgerwood's
car? It will be an experience you'll talk
about as long as you live. Don't all
speak at once, please.”

But they did. There was an instant
Hud enthusiastic chorus of approval,
winding up rather dolefully, however,
with bliss Doty’s protest: "But Cousin
Jessica won't let us!”

"Mr. Lidgerwood won't let us. you
mean." put in Miriam Holcombe quietly.

Lidgerwood said what he could with-
out being crudely inhospitable. His car
was at their service, of course, but it
was not very commodious. Moreover,
he was going on a business trip, and at
the Wire-Silver mine he would have to
leave them for an hour or two. More-
over. again, if they got tired, they
would have to sleep as they could,
though possibly his stateroom in the
service-car might be made to accommo-
date the three young women. All this
he said, hoping and believing that Mrs.
Brewster would promptly veto the un-
chaperoned excursion.

But that, was one time when his great-
aunt disappointed him. Mrs. Brewster,
wheedled by Eleanor, yielded graceful-
ly, merely coming to the ear door to tell
Lidgerwood that she would hold him
responsible for the safe return of the
trippers.

"See, now, how easy it is for one to
promise more—oh, so much more!—
than he has any idea of performing."
said bliss Eleanor, dropping out to walk
with her victim when the party trooped
down the long platform of the Crow’s
Xest to the service-car. And when he

did not reply — *flea?e don't be
grumpy.” site- pleaded.

"It was the maddest notion!" he pro-
tested. "What ever made you suggest
it?"

“More churlishness?” she said re-
proachfully. And then, with mock sen-
timent: "There was a time when you
would have named heaven and earth
for a chance to take me somewhere with
you, Howard."

“To be with you ; yes. But-——- "

Her laugh was too sweet to be shrill;
none the less, it was a little flick of the
whip of malice.

"Listen," she said. “I did it out of
pure hatefulness. You showed so
plainly this afternoon that you wished
to be quit of me—of the entire part}7
—that | couldn't resist. Possibly you
will think twice before you snub me
again. Howard, dear.”

Quickly he stopped and faced her.
The others were a few steps in advance ;
were already hoarding the service-car.

"One word, Eleanor—and, for pity’s
sake, let us make it final. There are
some things that 1 can endure, and
some others that | cannot—will not. 1
love you. What you said to me the last
time we were together made no differ-
ence ; nothing you can ever say will
make any difference. You must take
that fact into consideration while you
are here, and we are obliged to meet.”

“Well ?’ she said.

“That is all,” he said shortly. ‘T am
—as | told you this afternoon—the
same man that | was a year ago last
spring; as deeply infatuated, and, un-
happily, as far below your ideal of what
your lover should be. In justice to me,
in justice to Van Lew--—- "

“1 think your conductor is waiting'
to speak to you," she broke in sweetly,
and. giving it up, he put her on the car
and turned to confront the man with the
green-shaded lantern, who proved to be
Bradford.

"Any orders. Mr. Lidgerwood?” in-
quired the reformed cattle-herder, look-
ing stiff and uncomfortable ill his new
service uniform—one of Lidgerwood’s
earliest requirements for men on duty
in the train service.
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"Ye.-’.  Run without stop to Little
Butte, tinless the dispatcher calls you
down. Time yourself to make Little
Butte by eleven o'clock, or a little be-

fore. Who is on the engine?"
"Williams."
“Williams ? How does it come that

he is doubling out with me? lie came
in with the president's car only a few
hours ago.”

“So. did I, for that matter,” said
Bradford calmly. "But we both got a
hurry call about fifteen mingles ago.”

Lidgervvood held his watch to the
light of the green-shaded lantern. If
he meant to keep the wire appointment
with 1'leniLter, there was no time to
call out another crew.

“1 don't like to ask vou and Williams
to double, especially when i know of no
necessity for it. But I'm in a rush. Can
you men stand it?"

“Sure,” said the ex-cowman. Then
he ventured a word of his own. "I'll
ride up ahead with Williams—you're
pretty full up, back here in the car, any-
way—and then you'll know that two of
your own men are keepin' tab on the
run.  With the wrecks we're enjoy-

Lidg'erwood was impatient of mys-
teries.

"What do you mean, Andy?" he
broke in. "Anything new ?"

“Oh, nothing you can put your fin-
ger on. Same old rag-chewin’ up at
Cat Biggs’ and the other waterin'-
Iroughs, about how you've got to be
done up, if it costs money."

“That isn't new," objected Lidger-
wood irritably.

"Tumble-weeds," said Bradford,
"rollin’ round over the short grass.
But they show which way the wind's
coinin’ from, and give you the jumps
when you wouldn’'t have 'em naturally.
Williams had a spell of 'em a few min-
utes ago when he went over to take the
266 out o' the roundhouse, and found
one of the back-shop men down under
her tinkerin’ with her trucks.”

“What's that?" was the sharp query.

“That's all there was to it," Bradford
went on imperturbably. “Williams
asked the shopman politely' what in hell

he was-doing under there, and the fel-
low crawled out and said he was just
lookin’ her over to see if she was all
right for the night run. Xow, you
wouldn’t think there was any tumble-
weed in that to make a man jump; but
Williams had 'em, Says he to me, tell-
in" me about it just iww: 'That’s all
right. Andy; but how in blue blazes
did he, or anybody else except Matthews
and the caller, know that the 266 wa.-
goin’ out?” -And | had to pass."

Lidgerwood asked a single question:

“Did Williams find that anything had
been tampered with?"

“Nothing that you could shoot up the
back-shop man for. One of the truck
safety-chains—the one on the left side,
back, was loose. But it couldn’t have
hurt anything if it had been taken off.
We ain’t runnin’ on safety-chains these
days."

"Safety-chain loose, you say?—so. if
the truck should jump and swing, it
would keep on swinging? Aou tell
Williams when you go up ahead that |
want that machinist's name."

“H'm," said Bradford: "reckon it was
meant to do that?"

"God only knows what isn’'t meant,
these times. Andy. Hold nn a minute
before you give Williams the word to
go." Then he turned to young Jefferis,
who had come out on the car-platform
to light a cigarette. "Will you ask Miss
Brewster to step out here for a mo-
ment ?"

Eleanor came at the summons, and
Jefferis gave the superintendent a clear
field by dropping off to ask Bradford
for a match.

“Aou sent for me, Howard?” said the
president's daughter, and honey could
not have matched her tone for sweet-
ness.

“Yes, | shall have to anticipate the
Angels' gossips a little by telling you
that we are in the naidst of a pretty bit-
ter labor fight. That is why people go
gunning for me. | can't take you and
your friends over the road to-night."

“Why not?" she inquired.

“Because it may not be entirely safe."

“Nonsense!" she retorted. "What
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could happen to us on a little excursion
like this"

"I don't know. But | wish you
would reconsider and go back to the
Xadia.”

"l shall do nothing of the sort.” she
said wilfully. And then, with totally
iipftecessary cruelty, she added: "Is it
a return of the old malady ? Are you
afraid again, Howard?'l

The taunt was too much. Wheeling
suddenly. Lidgerwood snapped out a
summons to Jeiferis: "Get aboard, Mr.
Jeiferis: we are goings’

At the word, Bradford ran forward,
swinging his lantern, and a moment
later the special train shot away from
the Crow’s Xest platform and out over
the yard switches, and began to bore
its way into the westward night.

IX.

A COUNCIL OF WAR.

Forty-two miles southwest of Angels
the Red Butte Western, having picked
its devious way among- the foot-hills
and hogbacks, plunges abruptly into
the echoing canon of the Timanyoni.

Fi>x forty added miles the river
chasm, at nu time more titan a cleft of
tire mountains, affords a reluctant foot-
ing for the railway grade, leading the
double line of the steel through the
casta’ll spur of the twin Timanyoni
ranges. At its lower extremity this
first or upper canon forms the gateway
to a shut-in valley of upheaved hills. To
east and wec-t rise the sentinel peaks of
the two mountain ranges: and across
the valley the river brawls, twisting and
turning as it may among the craggy and
densely forested lesser heights.

Red Butte, the center or the evanes-
cent mining excitement which was re-
spatlAble for the building of the rail-
road, lies at the northern head of this
hcmmed-iij valley, high-pitched among
the shouldering hogbacks of the western
range. Seeking the line of the fewest
cuts and fills and the easiest grades, the
locating engineers of the original com-
pany had followed the river down to a
crossing at the bee] of Little Butte,

one of the highest of the inter-moun-
tain hills, turning thence for the north-
ward climb to the gold-mining district
at the valley head.

Elsewhere than in the land of great
peaks and continent-cresting ranges,
Little Butte itself would be called a
mountain.

On the engineering maps of the Red
Butte Western its outline appears as
that of a triangle with five-mile sides,
tins three angles of the figure marked
respectively by Silver Switch. Little
Butte station and bridge, and the Wire-
Silver mine.

Between Silver Switch and the sta-
tion the main line of the road follows
the base of the triangle, with the pre-
cipitous binif of the big hill on the left,
and the torrent flood of the Timanyoni
on the right. Along the eastern side
of the triafigly, in the summer of
troubles, ran the old spur, starting from
Silver Switch on the main track, and
ending five miles up the isolating val-
ley at the group of buildings marking
Tiemistcr’s first and unprofitable open-
ing of the silver veins.

On the western side of the triangle,
with Little Butte station for its start-
ing-point. ran the new spur, built to
accommodate Elemister after he had
dug through the hill, ousted: the right-
ful owner of the true Wire-Silver, and
transferred his labor hamlet and his
plant—or the major part of it—to the
western slope of the Butte, at this point
no more than a narrow ridge separating
the eastern and. western gulches.

h was Bt Silver Svritch that > fison.
whom. l-idifenvo<id saw hurling him-
self at ille piat form of the outgonin; pas-
senger-raui at Angels. left hi- at in
the rear end of the sme-king--car and
darted quicl:ly to the vestibule to hang
off by the hand-rails and to make ready
to jump.

Save when the disused spur was made
an emergency passing-point for two
trains, the switch was not a stop: and
tile train was unmistakably slowing as
it swung around the Point-of-Rocks
curve and its engine's headlight picked
up the rusted rails :of the abandoned
mine track.
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Hanging off to look ahead, Judson
saw what lie was expecting to see. As
the slowing train passed the switch, a
man dropped from the forward step of
the smoker and walked swiftly away
up the disused track of the spur, jud-
!'Oirs turn came a moment later, and
when his end of the car flicked past the
switch-stand lie. too. dropped to the
ground, waited until he could follow
without being detected, and then set out
after the tall figure which was by that
time scarce!l} more than a swaying
-haduw in tile moonlight..

The chase led directly up the old
-pur, but not quite to the five-mile-dL-
tant end of it. A few hundred yards
short of the old buildings, one of which,
judging from the sounds and lights,
was still used as the Wire-Silver pow-
er-house, the shadowy figure took to
the wood and began to climb the ridge,
judson followed, breathless, but when
he came out on top of the hill to a
point from which he could look down
upon the buildings and workings of the
western slope, lie had lost the scent.
The tall man had disappeared as com-
pletely as if the earth had opened and
swallowed him.

This, in Judson’s prefiguring, was a
small matter. The tall man was Hal-
lock, who, for some reason yet to be de-
termined, was carefully concealing his
approach to Flemister's headquarters,
tfence the drop from the moving train
at Silver Switch and the lonely walk
up the old spur, the climbing of the hill
and the descent upon the tittle mining
hamlet from the rear, when the obvi-
ous and shorter way wesiid have been
by train around the hill and up the
new spur from Little Butte station.

Forecasting it thus, Judson lost no
time on the ridge's top looking for the
man who had so mysteriously disap-
peared. Instead, he went by the short-
est path he could find straight down
to the mine headquarters, a long, log
building of one story, with the store-
keepers room in one end Slid the su-
perintendent's offices In tilf otler.

There was a light in one of the of-
fices, but the two small windows were
carefully shaded. Judson made the cir-

cuit of the building twice before he
could find an avenue of espial, even for
the ear. Two persons at least were in
the lighted room; but the thick log
walls muffled their voices to a murmur,
and there was no crack or cranny for
a peep-hole. In despair, Judson made a
third circuit, this time on hands and
knees. To the lowly come the rewards
of humility. The building stood upon
the side-hill, and the space umder the
floor was only carelesdy hoarded up
with the slabs from the log-sawings
Being a small man. Judson found his
rat-hole, crept in. and was presently
crouching beneath the poorly jointed
floor of the lighted office.

It took him but a moment to verify
his guess that there were two men, and
only two, in the room above. They'
were talking in low tones, and Judson
had no difficulty in identifying one oi
them as the owner of the Wire-Silver
mine. The other seemed to be trying,
curiously enough, to disguise his voice.

Judson knew nothing about the letter
in which Flemister had promised to ar-
range a meeting between the superin-
tendent of the Red Butte Western and
the ranchman Grofield. Tie had fol-
lowed Hallock almost to the door of the
mine office; hence the second speaker
could be none other than llallock, Yet
the curiously disgui.-ed voice puzzled the
ex-engineer.

Judson had hardly found his. breath-
ing-space between the floor timber?
when the bell of the private-line tele-

phone rang in the room above. It was
Flemister who answered.
"Hello! Yes. this is Flemister.

What's that you say?—a message about
Mr, Lidgenvood?  Ail right—fire
away.”

"Who is it?” inquired the muffled
voice which fitted, and yet did not fit,
the man whom Judson had followed
from Angels to his point of disappear-
ance in the timbering of the eastern
-lope of the ridge.

Judson heard the click of the re-
placed telephone car-piece.

"It’s Gooclloe. at Little Butte station.”
replied the mine-owner. "The Angels
despatcher had called him up to say
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that Lidgenvood's special had left at
eight-forty, which would figure it in
here at about eleven, or a little later."

"Who is running it?" asked the other
man, rather anxiously, Judson thought.

"Williams and Bradford. A fool for
luck ever} time. We might have had
to teraser a couple of our friends."

"There is no such thing as luck,"
rasped the other voice. “Sly time was
short—after we found out lie wasn’t
coming on the passenger. But | man-
aged to send word, to Matthews and
Lester, telling them to make sure of
Williams and Bradford."

"Good!" said Flemister. "Then you
had some such alternative as that | have
just outlined in your mind?"

"Xo." was the swift answer. "l was
merely providing for the hundredth
chance. | don't like your alternative."

"Why don't you ?”

"For one thing, it’s needlessly bloody.
We don't have to go at this thing like
a bull at a gate. Mathers are working
out all right in a purely natural way.
It would only be a question of a few
days, or weeks, and Lidgerwood would
throw up his hands and quit; and when
he goes out, | go in,"

"Yet you schemed with Bart Rultord
to put him out of the fight with a pistol
bullet,"” sneered Flemister.

The listener under the floor felt the
easing of a strain. Tie would have been
willing to swear that the voice of Flem-
ister’'s companion was the voice of the
man who had been conspiring with Ruf-
ford: but .Flemisters taunt made as-
surance doubly sure. Moreover, the
arch-plotter was not denying.

"Rufford is a bloodthirsty devil—like
yourself," the other man was saying
calmly. "As I've told you before. I've
discovered Lidgenvood’s weak spot: he
can't call a sudden bluff. Ruitord'-
play was to get the drop, on him and
chase him out of town—out of the
country. He overran lIris order'—and
went to jail for it."

"Well?" said the mine-owner.

“\our play, as you outlined it to. me
in cipher-wire this afternoon, was based
on this same weakne*- of Ltdgerwoiul’s,
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and | agreed to it. You were to toll
him up here with the lie about meeting
Grofield, and then one or us was to put
a pistol in his face and scare him into
throwing up his job. As | say, | agreed
to it. He’ll have to go when the fight
with the men gets hot enough ; but he
might hold on too long for our com-
fort."

"Well?" said Flemister again, this
time more impatiently. Judson thought.

"lie queered your deal by failing to
come on the passenger, and now you.
propose to fail back on Ruffonl's
method. | don't approve.”

Again the mine-owner said: "Why
don’'t you?" And. the other voice took
up the question promptly.

"First, because it is unnecessary, as
I have explained. Lidgerwood is offi-
cially dead, right now. When the griev-
ance committees tell him what has been
decided upon, he will put on his hat
and go back to Xew York."

"And secondly?" suggested Flemis-
ter. with a sneer in his voice.

Thefe was a little pause, and Judson
listened with his very soul in his ears.

"The secondly is a weakness of mine,
you'll say, Flemister. 1 want his job;
I've got to have it, or a lot of us will
wind up in the penitentiary. But I
haven't anything against the man, him-
self. He trusts me: he has defended
me when others have tried to put him
wise : lie has been white to me, Flem-
ister.”

"Is that ail?’ queried the mine-own-
er. in the tone of the prosecuting at-
torney who gives the criminal his full
length of rope with which to hang him-
self,

“All of that part of it—and you are
saying that it is more than enough. Per-
haps it is ‘ but there is still another car-
tridge in the gun. Lidgerwood is Ford’s
man. If Lidgerwood throws up his
job of his own accord. | may be able to
iwinsf Forel into line tv) name me as his
successor. On the other hand, if Lid-
gerwuod is snuffed out. and there is the
faintest sin;picion of foul play—Flcm-
ister, | tell you that man Ford will
neither eat nor sleeo tiT he has set the
(jnov on us
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There was anutlier pause, and Jud-
'uii shifted his weight cautiously from
"lie elbow to the other. Then Flemis-
ler began, without heat, and equally
witlrout pity:

"You say it is unnecessary; that Lid-
gerwood will be pushed out by the labor
tight. My answer to that is that you
don't know him quite as well as you
think you do. If he lives, he will stay
—unless you can manage to take him
unawares, as | meant to, and scare him
1ft.  If he stays, you know what will
happen, sooner or later. He'll find you
"til—and after that the fireworks.™

Hut now the other voice took its turn
at the savage sneering.

"You can't put ft all over me in that
way. hiemister : you can't, and, by thun-
der! you sha'ill, You're in the hole
hist as deep as | am.”

"Olt. no, my friend/’ said the cooler
voice. "l haven't been stealing from
the company : | have merely beeit buy-
ing a little disused scrap from you.
You may say that | have planned a few
"i the adverse happenings which have
been running the loss and damage ac-
count of the mad tip into the pictures
during the past few weeks : possibly |
have: but you are the man who has
carried them out, and you are the man
ihe courts will recognize. Hut we're
wasting time sitting here jawing each
“tlier like a pair <4 old women. It's
up to ns to obliterate Lidgerwood; after
which it will be up to you to get his
job and cover up your tracks as you
can. If he lives, he'll dig; and when he
dig-, lie'll turn up things that neither
of us can stand for."

"But this scheme of yours." protected
the other: "it's a frost, | tell you! You
say file flight passenger from Red Unite
is late ; | know it's late now; but Cran-
ford's running it, and it is all d"wn-
hill from Red Butte to the bridge.
Cranford will make up his thirty min-
utes. and that will put his train right
here in tire midst of things. Call it off
for to-night, Flemister: meet Lidger-
wood when he comes and tell him an
easy lie about your not being able to
hold Grofield."

Judstill heard tlie creak and snap of

a swing-chair suddenly righted, and the
floor swung wunder the mine-owner
When lie sprang up.

"-And let you drop out of it? Xot by
a jugful, ary cautious friend! Want to
stay here and keep your feet warm
while 1 go and do it? Xot on your tin-
type! You cur! I'm about ready to
freeze you, anywav. You come with
me. or I'll give the whole snap away—
to Aiee-presi(lent Ford, i'll tell him
how you built a whole street of liftlise?
in Red Butte out of company materia!
and with company labor. [I'll prove
to him that you've scrapped first on,
thing and then another, condemned
them so you might sell them for your
own pocket. I'll--— "

"Shut up!" said the other man
hoarsely; and then, after a moment that
Juctson felt was crammed and sur-
charged with murderous possibilities:
"Get your tools and come on. We'll
see who's got the yellows before we're
through with this,”

By the movements on the floor over
his head, Judson was made aware that
the two plotters were about to leave the
office.

As lie had marked in his circuiting of
the building, there was an outer door
opening from the room of conference
upon a short flight of step"—door and
steps facing away from the hill and the
mine entrance. Fearful lest they should
escape by this door before he could se-
cure a glimpse of them. Judson backed,
out of his cramped hiding-place in a
sweating panic of excitement.

Notwithstanding hi" haste, however,
he kept Iris wits keen-edged, and pres-
ently noted that the two men were pass-
ing out through the storeroom. Also,
he made sure that there were other foot-
falls in advance of theirs, as of some-
one hastening to be first at the door of
egress.

He was at Iris rat-hole opening In the
underpinning in time to see a man leap
from the porch, at the end of the build-
ing and run for the shadows of the tim-
bered mine entrance. And close upon
the heels of this mysterious file-leader
came the two whose footsteps he had
been timing: these, too, crossed quickly
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to the tunnel-mouth of the mine and
disappeared within it.

Judson followed swiftly, without a
moment’s hesitation. Happily for him.
the tunnel was lighted at intervals by
electric pendants. Pushing on. he saw
«die two men pass under one of the lights
in the receding depths: and a moment
later he could have sworn that a third,
the man who had leaped from the porch
of the storeroom to run and hide in the
shadows of the timbering, passed the
same light, going in the same direc-
tion.

A hundred yards deeper into the liiii
there was a repetition of the hash-light
picture. The two men. walking rapid-
ly. one. a step behind the other, passed
under another of the suspended light-
bulbs; and this time the ex-engineer,
watching for the third man. saw him
quite plainly.

Judson pulled his soft hat over hi-
eyes and quickened his pace. The chase
was growing mysterious. The two in
the lead were doubtless Flemister and
idallock, presumably bent upon carry-
ing out their plot against Lidgerwood.
out since this plot evidently turned
upon the nearing approach of the special
train, why were they plunging on blind-
ly into the labyrinth of the mine?

This was one-half of the mystery, and
the other half was still more puzzling.
Who was the third man? Was he a
confederate in the plot?—or was he also
following to spy upon the two in ad-
vance ?

Judson was puzzled, but he did not
let his curiosity tangle the feet of his
purpose—which was to keep his quarry

in sight. This purpose was finally de-
feated, however, in a most singular
manner.

At the end of one of the longer tun-
nel reaches—a black cavern lighted only
by a single incandescent near the dis-
tant end—the ex-engineer saw what ap-
peared to be a bulkhead built across the
passage and effectually blocking it
When the two men came to it, they
passed through it and disappeared, and
a shock of the confined air in the tun-
nel told of a door slammed behind them.

sJudson broke into a run: then he

stopped short, gasping. At the slam-
ming of the door the third man had
darted forward to fling himself against
it. beating upon it with his bare hands
and cursing like a madman.

Judson saw, understood, and acted,
much as he would had he been on his
engine with sudden death revealing it-
self a few short rail-lengths ahead. The
two men Bad been merely taking the
short cut through the hill to the old
workings on the eastern slope—and they
had cut off possible pursuit; by locking
the slammed door behind them.

The engineer-detective was a hundred
yards down the tunnel, racing like a
trained sprinter for the western exit, be-
fore he thought to ask himself why the
third man was playing the madman be-
fore tlie locked door. Put that matter
was negligible: his own affair was to
get out of the mine with the loss of the
fewest possible seconds of time ; to climb
the ridge and to get down the eastern
slope before the two plotters could dis-
appear beyond the hope of rediscovery.

Judson did his best, flying down the
tunnel reaches like a man escaping for
his life. Far below in the deeper levels
he could hear the click of drills, and the
purring of the compressed air; but the
upper passageway was deserted, and it
was not until lie was dashing out of the
entrance that a watchman rose up to
confront and halt him.

There was no time for soft words
and skilful evasions. With one straight
shoulder-blow, Judson sent the man
staggering, and darted out into the
moonlight.

But this was only halt of the race,
and by far the easier half. Judson flung
himself at the steep hillside, running,
falling, clambering on hands and knees,
bursting through the fir thickets and
hurling himself blindly over the ob-
stacles.

When he reached the summit of the
hill, after what seemed like an eternity
of lung-bursting struggles, his tongue
was like a dry stick in his .mouth, re-
fusing to shape the curses his soul
would have poured out upon the alcohol
that had made him a wind-broken crip-
ple in the prime of his manhood.
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Ami. after all. he was too late. It
was a rough half-mile farther down to
the shadowy clump of buildings whence
the purring of a dynamo and the quick-
exhausts of a high-speeded steam-en-
gine rose on the still night air. The
half-mile was- not in Judson's legs or
in the thumping heart and wind-broken
lungs.

Worse, still, the path, if there were
one, was either to the right or the left;
fronting him was a steep cliff, trifling
enough as to heights and depths, but a
sufficient barrier for a spent runner.
Judson crawled to the edge of the cliff
and looked down into the gloom below.

He made them out, after a little; two
shadowy figures moving about among
the shacks and tumble-down ore-sheds
clustering at the end of the old spur.
Now and again a light glowed and died
out, like the momentary flashing of a
firefly, and Judson knew that they were
guiding their movements by the help of
a pocket electric lamp.

What they were doing did not long
remain a mystery. Judson heard gra-
ting of wheels upon iron, and a shadowy
thing glided out of one of the low sheds
and took its place upon the rails of the
old spur.

Followed a clanking of bars and ham-
mers, a quick mounting of the shadowy
vehicle by the two men. the click-click
of wheels passing over rail-joints, and
the hand-car sped away down the spur,
the two figures bowing alternately each
to the other like a pair of grotesque
automatons.

Judson's impulse prompted him,
broken as he was. to dash down the hill
and give chase. But if he would have
yielded, another was before him to show
him the futility of that expedient.

While the clicking of the hand-car
wheels was still audible, a man—the
door - hammering madman, Judson
thought it must be—materialized sud-
denly from somewhere in the under-
shadows. and raced off down the track
after the disappearing hand-car.

Judson saw the foot-pursuer left be-
hind so quickly that his own hope of
overtaking the two fugitives died almost
before it had taken shape.

"That puts it up to me again." Iw
-aid. rising stiffly from the cliff's edge
and facing once more toward the west-
ern valley and the point of the great-
triangle where the lights of Little Butte
station twinkled uncertainly in the dis-
tant Timanyoni valley. "If | can get
down yonder to Guodloe's wire in time
to catch Lidgenvood's special before it
passes Timanyoni----- " He broke off
suddenly and held the face of his watch
up to the moonlight. "God!" he mut-
tered brokenly, "l couldn't do it. un-
less | had wing-: He said eleven
o'clock; and it's ten-ten right now 1"

There was the beginning of a fren-
zied outbreak of despairing cursings,
quite as maniacal as that of the door-
pounding pursuer, upbubhling to Jud-
son's lips when he remembered that
there was a telephone in the mine man-
ager's office—that Flemister had used it
to talk to Goodloe.

Here was the last slender chance of
getting a warning to the agent at Lit-
tle Butte, and through him to the su-
perintendent's special; and Judson for-
got his weariness and dashed off down
the hill, prepared to fight his way to the
telephone if the entire night-shift of the
Wire-Silver should try to stop him.

It cost ten of the precious fifty min-
utes to make the descent of the steep
hill, and five more to dodge the mine
watchman, who. having recovered from
the effects of Judson's body-blow, was
up and prowling about the mine build-
ings, looking for his mysterious assail-
ant.

After the watchman was out of the
way, five other minutes went to the
prying open of one of the small square
windows in the valley-fronting side of
the office. Judson's lips were dry when
he crept through the opening into the
unfamiliar interior, in which the dark-
ness was merely diluted by the moon-
light filtering through the small win-
dow squares.

He found the telephone quickly. It
was an old-fashioned set. with a crank
and bell for ringing tip. One turn of
the crank told him that it was cut off
somewhere—doubtless by a switch in
the office wire.
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Instantly he began to search for the
switch, following the wires which led
from the instrument with his fingers
because he dared not turn the key of
the electric desk-light.

The wires ran around the room on
the wainscoting. and the switch, which
merely cut out the office instrument and
connected the line with the telephones
in the mine, was directly over a small
table. Fumbling to set it. Judsen's hand
fell upon a bottle and a glass. The
table was evidently Flemister's side-
board.

It was second nature in the engineer
to grasp the bottle and to remove the
cork. The fine bouquet of the liquor
was in his nostrils, and the hand that
clutched the bottle was half-way to his
lips before he realized that the battle
was on. Twice he lifted the bottle. His
lips were parched : his tongue rattled in
his mouth; the tires of hell were alight
within him crying out for assuagement.

"God 'a’ mercy!" he mumbled, only
half-articulately.  ‘Tf | drink. I'm
damned to all eternity; and if | don't
take just one swallow, | can't talk to
make Goodloe understand me!"

It was the test of the man. Some-
where, away down deep in the soul-
abysses of John Judson, a thing stirred,
took shape, and arose to help him to
fight the drink devil that was racking
him. Slowly the fierce thirst burned
itself out: a moment later the newly
arisen soul-captain within him whis-
pered: "Now, John Jtulson—once for
all." and he flung the tempting bottle far
through the open window.

His hands were trembling when he
found and set the switch, and once more
wound the crank of the telephone.
There was a welcome skirl of the bell,
and a voice said: "Hello!—this is
Goodloe: what's wanted?"

"This is Tudson—John Tudson. Catch
Mr. Lidgerwood’s special at Timanyoni
Pass and tell Bradford and Williams to
run slow, looking for trouble. Do you
get that?"

A confused medley of rumblings and
clankings came over the wire, and in
the midst of it Judson heard Goodloe
put down the receiver. In a flash he

knew what wa- happening at Little
Butte Station. The delayed passenger-
train from the wet was just in. and the
agent was obliged to attend to his
duties.

Anxiously he turned the crank, again
and again. Since Goodloe had not cut
off the connection, the mingled clamor
of the station came to Judson's ear:
the clicking of the telegraph-instru-
ments. the trundling roar of a baggage-
truck, the scream of the passenger-en-
gine's pop-valve, and a little later the
conductor’s cry : "All aboard!" and the
long-drawn  exhausts as Cranford
started the train.

Judson knew that in all human prob-
ability the superintendent's special had
already passed Timanyoni, the last
chance for a telegraphic warning; and
here was the passenger slipping away
and he was powerless to stop it.

Goodloe came back to the telephone
when the train clatter had died away,
and took up the broken conversation.

"Are you there yet, John?" he called.
"Xow, what was that you were trying
to tell me about the special?"

Judson did not swear, the seconds
were too vitally precious; he merely
repeated his warning.

“Can't reach the special." came back
over the wire. "It left Timanyoni ten
minutes ago."

Judson's heart was in his mouth.
"Where does it meet the passenger?"
he demanded. .

“You can search me," replied the Lit-
tle Butte night man, who was not of
those who borrow trouble. Then, sud-
den!}: "Hold the phone a minute; the
despatcher's calling me right now !"

There was another trying wait for the
man in the darkened room at the Wire-
Silver, and then Goodloe called again.

"Trouble." he said curtly. "Angels
didn't know Cranford had made up so
much time. Xow he gives me an or-
der to hold the passenger—after it's
gone by. So long. I'm going to take
a lantern and mog tip the track to see
where they come together."

Tudson bung up the ear-piece, reset
the wire-switch, a- he had found it,
climbed out upon the porch, and re-
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placed the window-sash ; ail this me-
thodically, as one who sets the death-
chamber in order after the final hope
has been extinguished. Then he set out
to walk down the new spur toward Lit-
tle Butte, limping painfully, and feel-
ing' mechanically in his pockets for his
pipe, which seemed to have been lost
in some of the quick scene-shiftings.

X.

AT sn.VF.R SWITCH,

Like that of other railroad, officials
whose duties constrain them to spend
much time in transit, Lidgerwood's
desk-work went with him up and down
and around and about on the division :
and before leaving his office in the
Crow's Nest on the evening of sur-
prise-., he had thrust a packet of let-
ters and papers into his pocket to he
ground throui>h the mental mill on the
run to Little Butte.

it was: his surreptitious transference
of this packet to the oblivion of the
closed servicc-car de-k, observed by
Miss Brewster, that gave the president's
daughter an opportunity to make par-
tial amends for having turned his busi-
ness trip into a car-party.

Before the special was well out of
the Angels yard she was commanding
silence, and laying down the law for the
others, particularizing Carolyn Doty,
though only by way of a transfixing
eye. "

"Listen a moment, all of you," she
said. "We mustn't forget that this was
originally a business trip for Mr. Lid-
gerwood, and that we are here by «kn-
own invitation. We must make our-
selves small, accordingly, and not both-
er him. Do you hear?"

Van Lew laughed, spread his long
atm>, and swept them all out toward the
rear platform. But Miss Eleanor es-
caped at the door and went back to
Lidgerwood.

"There, now !" she whispered, "don't
say I can't do a handsome thing when
I try. Can von work at all, with these
chatterers on the car ?”

fine shapely hand was on the edge

of the desk, and he covered it with one
of his own.

"l can work," he asserted. "The one
thing impossible is not to love you,
Eleanor. It's hard enough when you
are unkind ; don't make it harder by be-
ing kind to me."

"What a lover you are when you for-
get to be self-conscious!" she said soft-
ly : none the less, she freed the impris-
oned hand with a hasty little jerk. Then
she went on quite magisterially: “Xow
you are to do what you were meaning
to do when you didn't know we were
coming with you. [I'll make them stay
away from you as long as | can."

She kept her word so well that for
an industrious hour Lidgerwood scarce-
ly realized that he was not alone, For
the greater part of the interval the
sightseers were out on the rear plat-
form, listening to Miss Brewster's
stories of the red desert.

When she had told all she had ever
heard, she began to invent: and she
was in the midst of one of the most
hair-crisping of the inventions when
Lidgerwood opened the door and joined
the platform-part}-. Miss Brewster's
animation died out and her voice trailed
away into—"And that's all: | don't
know the rest of it."

Lidgerwood's laugh was as hearty as
Van Lew's or the collegian's.

"Please go on." lie teased. Then,
quoting her: " ‘And after they had
shot up all the peaceable people in the
town, they fell to Kkilling each other,
and-——— " Don't let me spoil the dra-
matic conclusion."

"You are the dramatic conclusion to
that story,” retorted Miss Brewster
gloomily. Whereupon she immediate-
ly wrenched the conversation aside into
a new channel by asking how far it
was to the canon portal.

"Only a mile or two now," was Lid-
gerwood's rejoinder. "Williams has
been making good time,"

Two minutes later the train, with the
foaming torrent of the Timanyoni for
its pace-setter, plunged between the nar-
row walls of the upper canon, and the
race down the grade of the crooked wa-
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lor-trail through the heart of the moun-
tain? began.

There was little room for speech, even
if the overawing grandeurs of the stu-
pendous crevice, seen at their most im-
pressive presentment under the moon-
light. had encouraged it. The hiss and
whistle of the air-brakes, the harsh,
sustained note of the shrieking wheel-
ilanges shearing the inner edges of the
rails on the curves, and the stuttering
roar of the 266's safety-valve were con-
tinuous: a deafening medley of sounds
multiplied a hundred fold by the de-
moniac laughter of the echoes.

Miss Carolyn clung to the plat-
form hand-rail, and once Lidgerwood
thought he surprised Van Lew with his
arm about her : thought it. and immedi-
ately concluded, in justice both to the
young man and to Eleanor, that he was
mistaken. Miriam Holcombe had the
ypprtsite corner of the platform, and
jefferis was making it his business to
see that she was not entirely crushed
by the grandeurs.

Miss Brewster, steadying herself by
tlire knob of the closed door, was not
overawed: she had seen Rocky Moun-
tain canons at their best and their worst,
many times before. But excitement,
mid the relaxing of the conventional
leash that accompanies it. roused the
spirit of daring mockery which was
never beyond cal! in bliss Brewster's
mental processes.

With her lips to Lidgerwood’s ear.
-lie said:  "Tell me, Howard, how soon
should a chaperon begin to make a di-
version? I'm only an apprentice, you
know. Does it occur to you that these
young persons need to be shocked
alive?" *

There was a small Pintsch globe in
the hollow of the “umbrella roof," with,
its single burner turned down to a
mere pea of light. Lidgerwood’s an-
swer was to reach up and flood the
railed platform with a sudden glow of
lire artificial radiance. The chorus of
protest was immediate and reproachful.

"Oh., Mr. Lidgerwood, don't spoil the
perfect moonlight that wav!" cried Miss
Dotv: and the others echoed the be-
seeching.
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"You'll get used to it in a minute.”
asserted Lidgerwood. meaning to be
sarcastic. “It's so dark here in the
canon that I'm afraid some of you
might fall overboard."

"The idea!" scoffed bliss Carolyn.
Then petulantly to Van Lew: "We
tliay as well go in. There is nothing
more to he seen out here."

Lidgerwood looked to Eleanor for
Ms cue. or. at least, for a whiff of
moral support. But she turned traitor.

"Yon can do the meanest things in
the name of solicitude. Howard,” die
began: but before she could finish, lie
reached up and turned the gas off with
a snap, saying: “All right: anything
to please the children.” After which,
however, he spoke authoritatively to
Van Lew and Jefferis. "Don't let your
responsibilities lean out over the railing,
you two. There are places below here
where the rocks barely give a train
room to pass."

"I'm not leaning out." -aid bliss
Brewster, a- if she resented his care-
taking. Then, lor his ear alone: "But
i shall, if I want to."

"Yet while | am here to. prevent
von."

"But you couldn't prevent me. you
know."

es. 1 could.

"1low

The special was rushing through the
darkest of the high-walled clefts in the
lower part of the canon. "This way.”
he said, his love suddenly breaking
bounds; and he took her in his arms.

She freed herself quickly, breathless
and indignantly reproachful.

"l am ashamed of you!" -he named.
"What if Herbert had been looking?"

"l shouldn't care if a!! the world
had been looking," was the stubborn re-
joinder. Then, passionatelyr "Tell me
one thing; before we go an;' farther.
Eleanor: have you given him the right
to call me out?"

"How can you doubt it?" she said;
but now site was laughing at him again.

There wa.- safety only in bight, and
he fled hack to his desk and the work
thereon. He was wading dismallv
through a thick ma-s of correspondence
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relating to a cattleman's claim for stock
killed, and thinking of nothing so lit-
tle as the typewritten words, when the
roar of the echoing canon walls died
away and the train came to a stand at
Timanvoni Pass, the first telegraph-sta-
tion in the shut-in valley between the
mountains. A minute or two later the
wheels began to revolve again, and
Bradford: came in.

"More maverick railroading," he said
disgustedly. "Timanvoni had his red
light out, and when | asked for orders
lie said he hadn't any-thought maybe
we'd want to ask for 'em, being as we
was running wild."

"What did you do?" queried Lidger-
wood.

“Oh, as long a— he had stopped us, |
had him call up the Angels despatch®
to find out where we were at. We're
on 204's time, you know—ought to have
met her here."

I'Why didn't we?" asked the super-
intendent, taking the time-card from its
pigeonhole and glancing at Train 204's
schedule.

"She was late out of Red Butte:
broke something, and had to wait and
tie it up; lost a half-hour makiiv her
getaway."

"Then we make Little Butte before
204 reaches there—is that it?”

"That’s about the way the night di-
spatcher has it ciphered out. He gave
the Timanvoni Pass plug operator hot
staff for boldin’ us up."

Lidgerwood shook his head. The
artless simplicity of Red Butte Western
methods, or unmetiiods, died hard.

"Does the night despatcher know just
where 204 is at this present moment?"
lie inquired mildly.

Bradford laughed.

"Pd be willing to bet a piebald pinto
that he don't. But i reckon he won't
be likely to let her get past Little Butte,
coinin' this way. when he has let us
get by Tinytnyoni Pa-s. groin' t'other
way."

"That is all right, Andy: that is the
way you would figure it ©ut if you
were running a special on a normally
healthy railroad—you’d be justified in
running to your next telegraph-station.

regardless. But the Red Butte West-
ern is ail abnormally unhealthy rail-
road, and you'd better feel your way—
pretty carefully, too. From Point of
Rocks you can sec well down toward
Little Butte. Watch for 204's head-
light, and if you see it, take the siding
at the old Wire-Silver spur."

Bradford nodded, and went forward
to share Williams’ watch in the cab of
266, and Lidgerwood reimmersed him-
self in the cattleman's claim papers.

Twenty minutes farther on the train
slowed down again, made a momentary
stop, and began to screech and grind
slowly around a sharp curve. Lidger-
wood looked oat of the window at hi-
right. The moon had gone behind a
huge hill, a lantern was pricking a
point in the shadows some little distance
from the track, and the tumultuous
river was no longer sweeping parallel
with the embankment. He rose and
went to the rear platform, projecting
himself into the group of sightseer-
just as the train stopped for the second
time.

"Where are we now?" asked Miss
Brewster, looking up at the dark mass
of the hill, whose forested rampart-
loomed black in the near foreground.

"At Silver Switch," replied Lidger-
wood ; and when the bobbing lantern
came nearer, lie called to the bearer of
it: “What is it, Bradford?”

“The passenger, | reckon," was the
answer. "Williams thought he saw it
as we came around Point o' Rocks, and
he was afraid the despatcher had got
balled up some and let 'em past Little-
Butte."

For the moment the group on the
railed platform was silent, and in the
little interval a low humming sound
made itself felt rather llian heard; a
shuddering murmur, coining from all
points of the compass at once, a- it
seemed, and filling tile -till nigh? air
with, its vibration-.

"William- wa- right I'
superintendent sharply.
ing!"

Even as he spoke, the white glare of
an electric headlight burst into full view
on the shelfiike cutting along tile north-

rejoined tire
"She's com-
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era face of the great hill, pricking out
the smallest details of the waiting
special, the closed switch, and the
gleaming lines of the rails.

With this powerful spot-light to pro-
ject its cone of blinding rays upon the
-cene, the watchers on the railed plat-
form of the superintendent's sendee-
car saw all the swift outworking of the
tragic spectacular.

When the oncoming passenger-train
was three or four hundred yards from
the spur-track switch, a man who
seemed to the onlookers to rise up out
of the ground in the train's path, ran
down the track, waving his arms in the
stop-signal frantically. For an instant
that seemed an age. the engineer made
no sign. Then came a short, sharp
whittle scream, a spewing of sparks
from rail-head and tire at the clip of
the emergency-brakes, a crash as of the
ripping asunder of the mechanical Soul
and body, and a wrecked train lap tilted
at art angle of forty-five degrees against
the bank of the hillside cutting.

It was a moment for action rather
than for words, and when he cleared
tire platform hand-rail and dropped,
running, Lidgerwood was only the frag-
ment of a second ahead of Van Lew and
Jei'feris.  With Bradford swinging his
lantern for Williams sand his fireman to
come on. the four men were at the
wreck before the cries of fright and
agony had broken out upon the awful
stillness following the crash.

There was quick work and lieart-
breaking to he done, and for the first
few critical minutes a terrible lack of
hands to do it. Cranford, the engineer,
was still in his cab. pinned down by the
coal which had shifted forward at the
shock of the sudden stop. In the wreck
of the tender, the ironwork of which
was rammed into shapeless crumplings
by the upreared trucks of the baggage-
car, lay the fireman, past human help,
as a hasty side swing of Bradford's
lantern showed.

The baggage-car. rifling high upon
the crushed tender, was body-whole;
but the smoker, dav-coach. and sleeper
were all more or less shattered, with
the smoking-car already beginning to

blaze from the broken lamps. In such
crises the minutes are priceless, and a
cool head is worth, more than a king's
ransom.

Lidgerwood's genius for swift and ef-
fective organization came out strong
under the hammer-blow of the occasion.

"Stay here with Bradford and Jef-
feris. and get that engineer out!" he
called to Van Lew. Then, with arm-
outspread, lie charged down upon the
train's company, escaping as it could
through the broken windows of the
cars. "This way. ever',- man of you!"
lie veiled, his shout dominating the
clamor of cries, crushing glass, and hiss-
ing steam. "The fire's what we've got
to fight! Line up down to the river,
and pass water in anything you can get
hold of! Mere. Groner"—to the train-
eenduejor. who was picking himself up
out of the ditch inti' which the shock
had thrown him—"send somebody to
tue Pullman for blankets. Jump for it
man, before tin- fire gets headway!"

Luckily, there were by tiiis time many
willing hands to help. The Timanvoni
is a man's country, and there were few
women in the train's passenger-list.
Quickly a line was formed to the near-
by margin of the river, and water, in
hats, in buckets improvised out of pieces
of tin torn from the wrecked car roofs,
in saturated coats, cushion-covers, and
Pullman blankets, hissed upon the fire,
beat it down, and presently extinguished
it.

Then the work of extricating the im-
prisoned ones began, light for it being
had by the backing of Williams' engine
to the main line above the switch so that
the headlight played upon the scene.

Lidgerwood was in the thick of the
rescue work when Miss Brewster,
walking down the track from the serv-
ice-car and bringing the two young
women who were afraid to be left be-
hind. launched herself and her com-
panions into tlie midst of the nerve-
racking horror.

"Give us something to do," she com-
manded, when he would have sent them
back; and he changed his mind and set
them at work binding up wounds and
caring for the injured quite as if they



THE

had been trained numes sent from
heaven at the opportune moment.

In a very little time the length and
breadth of the disaster were fully
knot», and its consequences alleviated,
so far as they plight be with the means
at hand. There were three killed out-
right in the smoker, two in the half-
filled day-coach, and none in the sleep-
er: six in all, including the fireman,
pinned beneath the wreck of the tender.

Cranford, the engineer, was dug out
of his coal-covered grave by Van Lew
and Tefferis, badly burned and bruised,
but still living : and there were a score
of other woundings. more or less dread-
ful.

Red Butte was the nearest point from
which a relief-train could be sent: and
Lidgerwood cut the telegraph-wire, con-
nected his pocket set of instruments, and
sent in the call for help. That done, he
transferred the pocket-relay to the other
end <f the cut wire and called up the
night despatcher at Angels. Fortunate-
ly, McCloskey and Dawson were just in
with the two wrecking-trains iron! the
Crosswater Hills; and the superinten-
dent ordered Dawson to come out im-
mediately with his train and a fresh
crew, if it could be obtained.

Dawson took the wire and replied in
person. His crew was good for another
tussle, he said, and his train was still
in readines>. He would start west at
since, or the moment the despatcher
could clear for him. and would be at
Silver Switch as soon as the interve-
ning miles would, permit.

Eleanor Brewster and her guests
were grouped beside Lidgerwood when
he disconnected the pocket-set from the
cut wire and deftly repaired the break.
The service-car bad been turned into a
temporal’} hospital for the wounded,
and the car-party was homeless.

“We are all waiting to say how sorry
we are that we insisted mi coming and
thus adding to your responsibilities.
Howard." said the president's daughter,
and now there was no trace of mockery
in her voice.

His answer was entirely sympathetic.

“1'm sorry that you have been obliged
to sec and take part in such, a horror;
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that's all. As for your being in the
wav—it's quite the other thing. Cran-
ford owes lifs life to Mr. Van Lew and
Tefferis : and as for you three"—inclu-
ding Eleanor and the two young women
—"your work is beyond any praise of
mine. I'm sweating now because | don't
know what to do with you while we
wait for the relief-train to come.”

"Ignore us completely." said Eleanor
promptly, "We are going over to that
little level place bv the side-track 10
make a camp-fire. We were only wait-
ing to be comiortafjjy forgiven."

Freed of the more crushing responsi-
bilities. Lidgerwood found Bradford
and Groner, and with the two conduc-
tors went down the track to the point
of derailment.

Ordinarily, the mere fact of de-truc-
tion leaves little to be discovered when
the cause is sought afterward. But.
singularly enough, the curved track was
torn up only on the side toward the hill:
the outer rail was still in place, and the
cross-ties, deeply bedded in the hard
gravel of the cutting, showed only the
surface mutilation of the grinding
wheels.

"Broken flange under the 215, TI'll
bet.” said Groner, hitiding his lantern
down to the gashed ties. But Bradford
denied it.

“So." he contradicted: "Cranford
was able to talk a little after we toted
him back to the car. He says it was a
broken rail: says he saw it. and the man
that was llaggin' him down, and gave
her the air before he hit it.”

"What man was that?" asked Groner.
whose point of view had not been that
of _an onlooker.

Lidgerwood answered for himself and
Bradford.

"That is one of the things we'd like
to know. Groner. Just before the
smash, a man who was not one of us
ran down the track and tried to give
Cranford the stop-signal.”

They had been walking on down the
line, looking for the actual point of de-
railment. When it was found, it proved
Cranford's assertion—in part. There
was a gap in the rail on the river side
of the line. But it was not a fracture.
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4\t one of the joints the fish-plates were
missing’, and the rail-ends were sprung
apart sidewise sufficiently to let the
wheel-flanges through. Groner went
down on his hands and knees with the
lantern held low. and made another dis-
covery.

"This ain't no happen-so. Mr. Lid-
gerwood." he said, when he got up.
"Th? spikes are pulled!”

Lidgerwood said nothing. There are
discoveries which are beyond speech.
But he stooped to examine for himself.
Groner was right. For a distant® of
mx Or seven feet the rail had been
loosened, and the spikes were gone out
of the corresponding cross-ties. Af-
ter it was loosened tire rail had been
sprung aside, and the bit of rock in-
serted between the parted ends to keep
them from springing together was still
in place.

Lidgerwood's eyes were bloodshot
when he stood up and said:

"I'd like to ask you two men. as men,
what devil out of hell would set a trap
like this for train-load of unoffending
passengers ?"

Bradford's slow drawl dispelled a lit-
tfo of the mystery.

"It wasn't meant for Groner and his
i>asscnger-wagons. | reckon. In the
natural run of things, it was the 266
and the service-car that ought to've
hit this first—204 bein’ supposed to be
a half-hour off her schedule. It was
aimed for us. right enough ; and not to
throw us into the hill, neither. If we'd
hit it goin' west, -we'd lie in the river.
That's why it was sprung out instead of
in."

Lidgerwood's right hand, balled into
a fist, smote the air. and his outburst
was a fierce imprecation. In the midst
of it Groner said: "Listen!" and a mo-
ment later a man. walking rapidly up
the track from the direction of Little
Butte station, came into the small circle
of lantern light.

Groner threw the light on his face,
revealing the haggard features of the
owner of the Wire-Silver mine.

"Lleavens and earth. Mr. Lidger-
wood. this is awful I" he exclaimed. "I
just heard of it over the telephone, and
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hurried flown to do what 1 could. My
entire night shift is on the way, walking
down the track, and the whole Wire-
Silver outfit is et your disposal.”

®1 am afraid you are a little late.
Mr. I-'lemisier." said the superintendent,
unreasoning antagonism making the
Words -mind crisp and ungrateful.
"Malf an hour ago----"

"Yes, certainly: Goodloc mould have
j-honed me. if he knew." cut in the mine-
owner. “Anybody hurt?"

"Half of the number involved, and
six dead.” said Lidgerwood soberly:
then the four of them walked slowly
and in silence up the track toward the
two camp-fires where the unhurt sum
vivars and the service-car's guests were
fighting the ch.ill of the high-mountain
midnight.

XL
Tint e ll,\Liu-:xuit.

Lidgerwc--d was snlgtilarlv dissati.—
tied to find that the president's daugh-
ter knew the man whom her father had
tersely characterized as "a born gentle-
man and a born buccaneer." but the fact
remained. When he came with Flem-
ister into the circle of light cast by the
smaller of the two fires. Miss Brewster
not only welcomed the mine-owner: she
immediately introduced him to her
friends and made room for him on the
flat stone which, served her for a seat.

Lidgerwood sat on a tie-end a little
apart, keenly observant. It is the curse
of the «elf-consei.-u? soul to find itself
often at the meeting-point of compari-
sor.s. The superintendent knc.v Fk-m-
istcr a little, as he had admiued to tix*
president: knew that his evil qualities
were of the sort which may appeal, by
the law of opposites, to the woman who
would condemn evil in the abstract.

The old aphorism that the worst of
men can win the | me of the best of
women is something both more and less
than a mere contradiction of terras : and
since Eleanor Brewster's manly ideal
was avowedly builded upon physical
courage as its pedestal, Flemister was
quite likely to be the man to emtxxly it

But just now the “gentleman bucca-
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neer” was not living up to the full
measure of his reputation in the cour-
ageous field, as Lidgerwood was not
slow to observe, His replies to .Miss
Brewster and the others were not al-
ways coherent: and his face, seen in the
flickering’ firelight, was almost ghastly.

True, the talk was in hushed whis-
pers, and it was desultory enough to
require little of any member of the
group ringing the dying fire. Death
in any form insists upon its rights, of
silence and of respect, and the six rigid
figures lying- under the spread Pullman
car sheets on the other side of the spur-
track were not to be ignored.

Yet Lidgerwood fancied that of the
group circling the fire. Flcmister was
the one whose eyes turned oftenest to-
ward the sheeted figures across the
track; sometimes in morbid stariugs,
but now and again with the haggard
side-glance of fear.

Fortunately, the waiting interval was
not greatly prolonged ; fortunately, since
for the three young women the reac-
tion was come, and the full horror of
tiie disaster began to make itself felt.
Lidgerwood made the necessary diver-
sion when the relief-train from Red
Butte shot around the curve of the hill-
side cutting.

“Van Lew, suppose you and Jefferis
take the women out of the way for a
few minutes while -we are making the
transfer,” he suggested quietly. "There
are enough of us to & the work, and
we can spare you."

This left I-'lemister unaccounted for,
but he shook himself free from the spell
of whatever had been shackling him.

"That's right,” he assented briskly.
"I was just going to suggest that."
Then, more particularly to the superin-
tendent: "I see my men have come up
on your train to lend a hand: command
us just the same as if we belonged to
you."

Van Lew and the collegian walked
the three voting women a little way up
the old spur while the wrecked train’s
company, the living, the injured, and
the dead, were being transferred down
the line to the relief-train to be taken
back to Red Butte.

Flemister helped with the Either help-
ers, but Lidgerwnod had an uncomfort-
able feeling that the man was always at
his elbow: he was certainly there when
the last of the wounded had been car-
ried around the wreck and the relief-
train was ready to back away to Little
Butte where it could be turned upon
the mine-spur.

It was while the conductor of the
train was gathering his volunteers for
departure that Flemister spoke for the
first time.

‘T can't help feeling somewhat re-
sponsible for this, Mr. Lidgerwood," he
began, with something like a return of
his habitual self-possession. "If | hadn’t
asked you to come over to-night ----"

Lidgerwood interrupted sharply:
"What possible difference would that
have made?”

It was not a special weakness of
Flemister's to say the damaging thing
under the pressure of the untoward and
anticipated event; it is a common failing
of human nature. In a flash he realized
that he had admitted too mj*ch.

"Why—I understood that it was the
unexpected sight of your train that
made the passenger engineer lose his
head," he countered, recovering himself
quickly.

It chanced that they were standing di-
rectly opposite the break in the track
where the rail-ends were still held apart
by the small stone. Lidgerwood pointed
to the loosened rail, plainly visible un-
der the volleying play of the two op-
posing headlights.

"There is the cause of the wreck, Mr.
Flemister," he said hotly: "a trap set,
not for the passenger-train, but for my
special. Somebody set it: somebody
who knew almost to a minute when we
should reach it. Mr. Flemister, let me
tell you something: | don't care much
for my life, but the man who pulled the
spikes on that rail reached out after the
life of the woman | love. Because he
did that, I'll spend the last dollar of the
fortune my father left me in finding out
and hanging him ™

It was the needed flick of the whip
for the shaken nerve of the mine-owner.

"Ah," said he: "I am sure every one
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will applaud that determination. Mr.
Lidgerwood." And then, quite as
calmly: “I suppose you will gji back

from here with your special, won't you ?
You can't get down to Little Butte un-
til the track is repaired and the wreck
is cleared. It will make no difference
in the rig'ht-of-way matter; | can ar-
range for a meeting with Grolield at any
time—in Angels, if you prefer.”

"Yes,"” said Lidgerwood absently. "I
am going back from here."

"Then | guess | may as well ride
down to my jumping-off place with my
men; you don’t need us any longer.
Make my adieus to Miss Brewster and
the young ladies., will you, please?"

Lidgerwood stood at the break in the
track for some minutes after the re-
treating relief-train had disappeared
around the steep shoulder of the great
hill; was still standing there when Brad-
ford, having once more side-tracked the
service-car on the abandoned mine spur,
came down to ask for orders.

"We'll wait here until Dawson gets
through with the wrecking-train." was
the superintendent’s reply. "He ought
to show up before long. Where are
Miss Brewster and her friends?"

"They are all up at the bonfire. I'm
having the Jap launder the car a little
before they move in."

There was another interval of delay,
and Lidgerwood held aloof from the
group at the fire, pacing a slow sentry-
beat up and down beside the ditched
train, and pausing at either turn to lis-
ten for the signal of Dawson's coming,
it sounded at length : a series of shrill
whistle shrieks, and presently the drum-
ming of liasting wheels.

The draftsman was on the engine of
the wrecking-train, and he dropped off
to join the superintendent.

"Xot so bad, for my part of it. this
time," was his comment, when he had
looked the wreck over. Then he asked
the inevitable question: "What did it

Lidgerwood beckoned him down the
line and showed him the sprung rail.
Dawson examined it carefullv before
he rose up to say: "Why didn't they
spring it the other way. if they wanted

to make a thorough job of it. That
would have put the train into the river."

Lidgerwood's reply was as laconic as
the query: 'Because the trap was set
for my car, going west; not for the
passenger, going east."

"Of course." said the draftsman, as
one properly disgusted with his own
lack of perspicuity. Then, after another
and more searching scrutiny, in which
the headlight glare of his own engine
was helped out by the burning of half
a dozen matches: "Whoever did that
knew his business."

"How do you know?”

"Little things. A regular spike-pull-
er claw-bar was used—the marks of its
heel are still in the ties; the place was
chosen to the exact rail-length—just
where your engine would begin to hug
the outside of the curve. Then the rail
is sprung aside barely enough to let the
wheel-flanges through, and not enough
to attract an engineer's attention.”

The superintendent nodded. “What;
is your inference?" he asked.

"Only what | say—that the man knew
his business. He is no ordinary train-
wrecker: he is more likely in your class,
or mine.”

Lidgerwood ground his heel into the
gravel, and, with the feeling that he
was wasting precious time which should
go into the track-clearing, asked anoth-
er question.

"Fred, tell me. you've known John
Judson longer than | have; do you trust
him—when he's sober?”

"Yes." The answer was unqualified.

‘T think | do: but he talks too much.
He is over here somewhere, shadowing
the man who may have done this. He
—and the man—came down on 205 this
evening. | saw them both board the
train at Angels as it was pulling out.”

Dawson looked up quickly, and for
once the reticence which was his surly
shield was dropped.

"You're trusting me, now: who was
the man—Gridley?"

"Gridley? Xo. Why. my dear bov,
he is the last man | should suspect.”

"All right: if you think so.”

"Don’t you think so’"
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It was the draftsman's turn to hesi-
tate.

“I'm prejudiced.” he confessed, at
length. “I know Gridlev: he is a worse
man than a good many people think he
is—and not as bad as some others be-
lieve him to be. If he thought you-
or Henson—was getting in Iris way—
up at the house, you know---—- "

Lidgerwood smiled.

“You don't want him for a brother-
in-law; is that it, Fred?"

“I'd cheerfully help to put my sister
in her coffin, if that were the alterna-
tive,” said Dawson quite calmly.

“Well,” said the superintendent, “he
can prove an alibi, so far as this wreck
is concerned. Fie went east on 202 yes-
terday.”

“And the other man—the man who
came west on 205 ?”

“l hate to say it, Fred, but it was—
Hallock. We saw the wreck—all of us
- -from the back platform of my car
which was pulled out cm the old spur,
just before Cranford put on the air-
brakes, a man ran clown the track,
swinging his arms like a madman. Of
course, there wasn't the time or the
chance for me to identify him, and | saw
him only for the second or two inter-
vening, and with his back toward us.
But it looked like Hallock; I'm afraid
it was Plallock."

“But why should he weaken at the
last moment and try to stop the train?”
queried Dawson.

“You forget that it was the special
and not the passenger that was to be
wrecked." Y

“Sure." said the draftsman.

“I've told you this. Fred, because, if
it we-rc Hallock. he'll probably turn up
while you are here at work: Hallock,
and Judson at his heels, You'll know
what to do in that event?”

“1 guess so ; keep an eye on Hallock.
and make Judson chew his tongue. I'll
do both.”

"That's all.” said the superintendent.
"Now I'll have Bradford pull us up on
the spur to give you room to get your
baby crane ahead; then you can pull
down and let us out.”

The shifting took some few minutes,

and more than a little skill. While it
was in progress Lidgerwood was in the
service-car trying to persuade the young
women to go to his stateroom for a little
sleep on the return run. In the midst
of the argument, the car door opened,
and Daveson came in. From the instant
of his entrance it was plain that he ex-
pected to find the superintendent alone :
that he was visibly and painfully em-
barrassed. .

Lidgerwood excused himself and
went quickly to Dawson, who was still
holding the door-knob in his hand.
"What is it, Fred?" he asked.

"Judson : he has just turned up, walk-
ing from Little Butte, he says, with a
sprained ankle. Fie is loaded with news
of some sort, and lie wants to know if
you'll take him with you to An-—-- "
The draftsman, facing the group un-
der the drop-light at the other end of
the open compartment, stopped sudden-
ly. and liis big jaw dropped. Then lie-
said. in an awed whisper: “God! let
me get out of here!”

"Tell Judson to come aboard,” said
Lidgerwood: and the draftsman was
twisting at the door-knob when Miriam
Holcombe came swiftly down the com-
partment.

“Fred."” she said--softly, “are you go-
ing to let it make us both desolate—for
always ?°  She seemed not to see or to
care that Lidgerwood made the third.

Dawson's eyes dropped, and he. too.
ignored the superintendent.

“How can you. Miriam?" he said,
almost gruffly. “I killed your broth-

"Xu," she denied: “but you are Kills
ing me."”

Lidgerwood stood by, manlike, be-
cause he did not know enough to vanish.
But Miss Brew.-ter suddenly came to
drag him out of the way of the two who
did not need him.

“You'd spoil it if you could, wouldn't
you?" she whispered, in a fine feminine
rage; “after | had moved heaven and
earth to get Miriam to come out here
for this special moment! Go and drive
the others into a corner and keep them
there.”

Lidgerwood obeyed, quite meekly;

Y%
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and when he looked again Dawson had
gone, and Mi-s Holcombe was weeping
comfortably in Eleanor's arms,

Judson boarded the service-car when
it was pulled up to the switch; and
when Lidgenvood had disposed of his
passengers for the run back to Angels,
he gave ear to the ex-engineer’s report,
sitting quietly while Judson told him of
the plot and the plotters. At the close
he said gravely: "You are sure it was
llallock v,ho got off the night train
at Silver Switch and went up the old
Spur ?"

It was a test question, and the en-
gineer did not answer it offhand.

"I'd say yes in a minute if there
wasn't so much tied on to it. Mr. Lid-
gerwood. | was sure, at the time, that
it was ITallock: and. besides. | heard
him talking to Elemister, afterward. All
I can say is that | didn't see his face;
in the gulch, or in the office, or in the
mine, or anywhere else."

“Yet you are convinced, in your own
mind ?"

"I am,"

"I am afraid you are right. Judson,”
said Lidgerwood. after a long pause;
and so the matter rested.

The early dawn of the summer morn-
ing was graying over the desert when
the special drew into the Angels yard.
'‘Lidgerwood had the yard crew place
the service-car on the same siding with
the Nadia and near enough so that his
guests on rising could pass across the
platform.

That ckne, and he saw to the doing
of it himself, he climbed the stair in
the Crow’s Nest, meaning to snhatch a
little sleep before the labors and haz-
ards of a new day should claim him.

But McCloskey. the dour-faced, was
waiting for him in the upper corridor—
with news that would not wait.

"The trouble-makers have sent us
their ultimatum at last," he said gruff-
ly. "We cancel the new ‘Book of
Rules’ and reinstate all the men that
have been discharged, or a strike will be
declared, and every wheel on the line
will stop at midnight to-night."

Weary to the point of mental stag-

nation. Lidgenvood still had resilience
enough left to rise to the new grapple.

"Is the strike authorized by the labor-
union leaders ?" he asked.

McCloskey shook his head. "l've
been burning the wires to find out: it
isn't: the Brotherhoods won't stand for
it. and our men are making it by their
lonesome. But it'll come off, just the
same. The strikers are in the majority,
and they'll scare the well-affected mi-
noritv to a standstill. Business will stop
at twelve o'clock to-night."

“Not entirely." said the superin-
tendent. with anger rising. "The mil-,
will be carried, and perishable freight
will continue moving, (let even- man
vou can enlist on our side, arm then:,
and prepare to fight with whatever
weapons the other side may force us
to use. Does the president know any-
thing about tlii-r”

"l guess not. They had all gone to
bed in the Nadia when the grievance
committees came up."

"That's good; he needn't know it
He is going over to the Copperette. and
we must arrange to get him and his
party out of town at once. That will
eliminate the women. See to getting
the backboards for them, and call me
when the president's party is ready to
leave. I'm going to rest up a little be-
fore we lock horns with these pirate.-,
and -soil'd better do the same after you
get things shaped up for to-night's
1 hustle.”

"I'm needing it, all right." said the
train-master. And then: "Was this
passenger wreck another of the ‘'as-
sisted' ones?"

"It was. Two men broke a rail-joint
on Litllt/Butte side-cutting for my spe-
cial—and caught the delayed passenger
instead.  Elemister was one of the
two."

"And the either?" said McCloskey.

Lidgerwood did not name the other.

"We'll get the other man in good
time, and if there is any law in this
God-forsaken desert, we'll hang both,
of them. Have you unloaded it all’ If
you have, I'll turn in."

"All but one little item, and mavbe
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you'll rest better if | don't tel! you that,
right now.”

"Give it a name," said Lidgerwood
crisply.

"Bart Rufford has broken jail, and lit-
is here, in Angels."

McCloskey \vas \vatebinv his chief's
face, and lie \vas sorry to see tbe sud-
den patiost make it c<>lor,oss. But the
superimerulei:lt's voice was quite steady
when he said:

"Find lud:'Gll. and Tell him IO look
out for himsclf. Rufford won't forgive
the episiM!c tlie S wrench. That'-
all—1'm going to bed.”

XI1I.

TIIK EVE (> OCCASION?.

T lough Lidgerwood liad been up ft+
die better part of two nights and the
day intervening, it wits apparent to at
least one member of the headquarter-
force that he did not go & feed imme-
diately after the arrival of the service-
car from the West: the proof being a
freshly typed telegram which Operator
Dix found impaled niton his sending-
hook when he came on duty at seven
o'clock.

The message was addressed to Leck-
hanl. superintendent of the Pannikin
division of the Pacific Southwestern
Sy.-tem, at Copah ; it was in cipher, and
it contained two uncodified words.
"Fort" and "McCook,” which set Dix to
thinking—Port McCook being the army
post twelve miles, as the crow flies,
down the Pannikin from Copah.

Xuw, Dix was not one of the rebels.
On the contrary, he was one of the few
loyal telegraphers who had promised
McCloskey to stand by the Lidgerwood
management in ease the rebellion grew
into an organized attempt to tie the
road up. Put the young man had for
his chief weakness a prying curiosity
which had led him in times past to ex-
periment with the private-office code,
until he had finally discovered the key
to it.

Hence, a little while after the send-
ing of the Leckhard message, Calla-
han, the train-despatcher, heard an em-

phatic, “Gee whiz!" from Dix's corner,
and looked up from his train-sheet to
say: "What hit you, brother?”

“Xothing,” said Dix shortly; but
Callahan observed that he hastily folded
and pockec-ted the &p sheet of the pad
upon which lie had been writing.

Dix went off duty at eleven, his sec-
ond trick beginning at three in the
afternoon. It was between three and
four when McCloskey, having strength-
ened his defences in every way he could
devise, rapped at the door of his Chiefs
sleeping-room.  Fifteen minutes later
Lidgerwood joined the train-master in
the private office.

"l couldn't let you sleep any long-
er.” said McCloskey apologetically;
"and | don't know but you'll ride me.
as it is. Things are thickening up
pretty fast.”

"Put me in touch.’ was the cora-
maud.

"All right: TNl begin at the front
end. Along about ten o'clock this
morning Davidson, the manager at the
Copperette. came down to sec Alr
Brewster. He gave the big boss a song
and dance about the tough trail, and
the poor accommodations for a pleas-
ure-party up at the mine, and the up-
shot of it was that Mr. Brewster went
up with him alone, leaving the party
in the A'adia here."

Lidgerwood said "Damn !" and let it
go at that for the moment. The thing
was done, and it could not be undone.
McCloskey went on with his report,
his hat tilted to the bridge of his nose.

"Taking it for granted that you mean
to fight this thing to a culd finish. I've
done everything | could think of.
Thanks to Williams and Bradford, and
a few others like them, we can count
tu a good third of the trainmen, and
I've got about the same proportion of
the operators in line' for us. Taking
advantage of the twenty-four-hour no-
tice the strikers gave us, I've scattered
these men of ours east and west on
the day trains to the points where the

trouble will hit us at twelve o'clock
to-night.”
"Good,” said Lidgerwood briefly.

"How will you handle it?”
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“It will handle itself, barring too
many broken heads. At midnight, in
every important office where a striker
throws down his pen and grounds his
wire, one of our men will walk in and
keep the ball rolling. And on even-
train in transit at that time there will
be a crew of some sort, deadheading
Over the road, and ready to fall in line
and keep it coming when the other fel-
lows fall out.”

Again the superintendent nodded his
approval. The train-master was show-
ing himself at his loyal best.

“That brings us down to Angels and
the present, Mac. How do we stand
here ?”

“That's what I'd give all my old
shoes to know,” said McCloskey, his
homely face emphasizing his perplex-
ity. “They say the shopmen are in
it, and if that's so, we re outnumbered
here six to one. | can't find out any-
thing definitely. Gridley is still away,
and Dawson hasn't got back, and no-
body else knows anything about the

shop force.”

“You say Dawson isn't in? He
didn't have more than four or five
hours' work on that wreck. What is
the matter?"

"lie had a bit of bad luck. He got

the main line cleared early this morn-
ing. but, in shifting his train and the
‘cripples’ on the abandoned spur, a cul-
vert broke and let the big crane off. He
has been all day getting it on again, but
he'll be in before dark—so Goodloe
-ays."

“And how about Benson?” queried
Lidgerwood.

"He's on 203. | caught him on the
other side of Crosswater, and took the
liberty of signing your name to a wire
calling him in.”

“That was right. With this private-
car party on our hands, we may need
every man we can depend upon. | wish
Gridley were here. He could handle
the shop outfit. I'm rather surprised
that he should be away. He must
have known that the volcano was about
ready to spout.”

"Gridley's a law to himself,” said the
train-master. “Sometimes | think he’s

all right, and at other times | catch my-
self wondering if he would tread on me
like I was a cockroach, if 1 happened
to be in his way.”

Having had exactly the same feeling,
and cpiite without reason, Lidgerwood
generously defended the absent master
mechanic.

“That is prejudice, Mac, and you
mustn't admit it. Gridley's all right.
I wish | could say as much for the
force here in the Crow's Xest.”

“With a single exception ycm can.”
said McCloskey quickly. "I've cleaned
house. There is only one man under
this roof at this minute who won't fight
for yon at the drop of the hat.”

“And that one is--—--- ?

The train-rnaster jerkc-d his head
toward the outer office. “It's the man
out there ; the one you and | don't agree
nil.”

“Hallock? Is he here?”

“Sure—he's been here since early this
morning.”

“But — how------ " Lidgerwood's
thought went swiftly backward .Over
the events of the preceding night. If he
could believe his own eyes and Jug»
son's circumstantial story, Hallock was
at Silver Switch at the moment of the
wreck. It was McCloskey who relieved
the strain of bewilderment.

“How did he get hers, you were go-
ing to say? You brought him from
somewhere down the road, on your spe-
cial. He rode .on the engine with Will-
iams."

Lidgerwood rose. It was high time
for a reckoning of some sort with the
chief clerk.

“Is there anything else, Mac?” he
asked. closing his desk.
“Yes: one more tiling. The com-

mittees are in session up at the Celes-
tial. They sent down word a little while
ago that they'd wreck every dollar's
worth of company property in Angels
if you didn't countermand your wire of
this morning to Superintendent Leck-
hard."

"l haven't wired Leckhard.”

"They say you did : and when | asked
'em what about it, they said you'd
know.”
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The superintendent's hand was on
the knob of the corridor door.

“Look it up in Callahan’s office,” he
said. “If any message has gone to
Leckhard to-day. | didn't write it.”

Five minutes later he had presented
himself at the door of the Nadia. Hap-
pily for his purpose, he found only
Mrs. Brewster and Judge Holcombe in
possession, the young people having
gone to climb the bare hills above the
town.

Lidgerwood left the judge out of the
proposal which he made without pre-
lude to his great-aunt. He told her
briefly of the threatened strike and its
promise of violence and rioting. The
presence of the private-car party was
a menace alike to its members and to
him. and he desired to send the Nadia
back to Copah while there was yet
time.

Mrs. Brewster objected strenuously;
forbade the expedient in so many
words.
ly. She would not think of leaving
Mr. Brewster behind under such condi-
tions : and she was sure no member of
the party would be either afraid to stay
or willing to run away.

Lidgerwood did not press the argu-
ment too anxiously. He merely asked
his aunt to state the case to tire others
when they should return to the car: to
decide in open council what was to be
done, and to send him word at the ear-
liest possible moment.

It was Eleanor who brought the
word an hour later, after McCloskey
had reported that there was no mes-
sage to Leckhard in Callahan's send-
ing-file, that Dix had disappeared and
could not be found, and that Idallock’s
desk was closed and his room empty.
Lidgerwood was grappling with these
minor mysteries when his office door
opened, and Eleanor entered.

"So this is where you livef" she said
curiously, and quite as it the air were
not thick with threatening possibilities.
“What a bleak, blank place !”

“It was a moment ago; it isn't any
more now,” he said; and his soberness
made the saying something more than a
bit of gallantry. Then he gave her his

Her reason was loyal and wife-'

swing-chair as the only comfortable one
in the bare room, adding: 'T hope you
have come to tell me that your mother
has changed her mind?”

“Indeed, | haven't!
take us for, Howard?"

“For a very rash party of pleasurers
—if you have decided to stay here
through what is likely to happen be-
fore to-morrow morning, Besides, you
are making it desperately difficult for
me.”

She laughed lightly. “If you can't be
afraid for yourself, you'll be afraid for
other people, won't you, Howard? It's
one of your necessities."

He let the taunt go unanswered.

“l can't believe that you know what
you are facing, any of you. Eleanor.
I'll tell you what | told your mother;
«<here will be battle, murder, and sud-
den death let loose here before morn-
ing. And it is so unnecessary for any
of you to be involved."

She rose and stood before him ; put
a hand on his shoulder, and looked him
fairly in the eyes.

"You may send tire Nadia back to
Copah, Howard, on one condition—that
you go with it," she said steadily.

At first he thought it was a deliberate
insult; the crudest indignity she had
ever put upon him. Then the steadfast
look in her eyes made him uncertain.

“If | thought you could say that and
mean it,” he began : and then lie looked
away.

“Well?" she prompted, and the hand
slipped from his shoulder.

His eyes were coming back to hers.
“If | thought you meant that." he re-
peated ; "if | believed you could despise
me so utterly-—-- "

She left him quickly, and went to
stand at the window which looked out
across the many-tracked railroad yard
to the snow-crowned barrier of the
Timanyonis, crimsoning now in the
sunset glories. When she turned to
face him again, the look that he could
not fathom was in her eyes.

“You think it is your duty to stay?"
she said, quite gravely. Then she went
on, in the same steady tone: "l have
heard some things to-day—some of the

What do you
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thing.- you said | would hear. You are
well hated in the red desert, Howard.”

He nodded.

"They will kill you if you stay and
let them.”

“Quite possibly.”

“Howard! And you are facing it
without flinching?”

"l didn't say that.”

"But you are facing it, at all
events."
He smiled. “As | told you yester-

day, that is one of the things | draw
my salary for.”

She left that phase of the subject
abruptly.

“Tell me in so many words what will
be done to-night—what you are expect-
ing."

"l told you a few moments ago—in
the words of the prayer-book—battle,
murder, and sudden death. A strike
has been ordered—it will fail. Five
minutes after the failure to tie up the
road becomes 'known—which will be
just that many minutes after the first
of the strike-abandoned trains arrives—
the town will go mad.”

She had come close to him again.

“Mother will not go away and leave,
poppa : that is settled. What will you
do with us. Howard?”

"I have been thinking about that.
The farther you can get away from the
Crow’s Xest. which will be the storm-
center. the safer you will be—1 can have
the Xadia set out on the end of the
Copperettf. switch.,, which is a good
half-mile below the yards. With Van
Lew and Jetferis to stand guard----- "

“They will both be here with you.”

"Then the alternative is to place the
car as near as possible to this building,
which will be defended. If there is a
riot, you can all come up here and be
out of the way of chance pistol-shots,
at least.”

“Ugh!” she shivered.
civilized America ?"

“It's America—without the other.
Xow, will you go and tell Van Lew that
I want to see him—while | have time
to tell him just what to do and how
to do it?”

At seven o’clock, just after Lidger-

“Is this really

wood had finished the lunch sent up
from the counter in the passenger-room
below, Train 203 pulled in from the

east: and a little later Dawson's
wrecking-train trailed up from the
west. Lidgerwood summoned Mc-

Closkey with a touch of the buzzer.

“Co down-stairs, Abac, and see if
Gridley came in on 203. If he did,
bring him and Benson up here, and
we'll hold a council of war. If you see
Dawson, send him home to his mother
and sister. Tell him he can report to
me later, if he wants to.”

The door was barely closed behind
McCloskey when it opened to admit the
master mechanic. He was dusty and
travel-stained, but nothing seemed to
stale his debonair good nature.

"Well, well, Air. Lidgerwood!
They've asked to see vour hand at last,
have they?” he began genially. "I
heatd of it in Copah. just in time to
let me catch 203. You'll not lay down,
will you ?”

“Xo," said Lidgerwood.

“That's right: that's the way to stack
it up. Of course you know you can
count on me. |'ve got a frightful lot of
pirates over in the shops, but we'll try
to hold them level. They tell me we
went into it again over at Little Butte
last night. Pretty bad ?”

"Yes: six killed, and as many more
to bury later on, I'm afraid.”

"Heavens! The men say it was a
broken rail—mas it?”

"A loosened rail,* corrected Lidger-
wood.

The master mechanic's eyes grew
narrow. "Xatural?" he asked.

“Xo: artificial.”

Gridley swore a savage oath. “This
thing's got to stop, Lidgerwood! Sift
it: sift it to the bottom ! Whom do you
inspect ?"

It was a plain truth, though an un-
intentionally misleading one, that the
superintendent put into his reply.

“l don't suspect any one. Gridley.”
he began; and he was going on to say
that suspicion had become all but cer-
tainty, when the door opened again,
and AlcCloskev came in with Benson.
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The master mechanic excused himself
at once.

Til go and get something to eat;
after which I'll pick tip a few of the
men who can he depended on and gar-
rison the shops. Send over for me if
you want me."

Benson looked at the door, which
was still quivering under Gridley's out-
going slam. And when the big man's
tread was no longer audible in the cor-
ridor: "What tickled the boss ma-
chinist, Lidgerwood?"

‘T don’'t know. Why?"

Benson looked at MeCloskey.

"Just as we came in he was standing
over you with a look on his face as if
he were about to murder you. It
changed to his usual cast-iron smile in
the flirt of a flea's hind leg*—at some
joke you were telling, | took it.”

But Lidgerwood, being devoid of a
sen.se of humor, missed the point; could
not remember, when he tried, just what
he had been saying to Gridley when the
interruption came.

Having his two chief lieutenants be-
fore him, the superintendent gave his
instructions and detailed his plan of
campaign for the night. MeCloskey
was to |tay by the wires, with Callahan
to share his watch. Dawson was to re-
port to Gridley, Benson was to take
charge of the yards, keeping an eye on
the Nadia. At the first sign of law-
lessness, he was to pass the word to
Van Lew, who would immediately
transfer the private-car party to the sec-
ond-floor offices in the Crow's Nest.

"That is all." said Lidgerwood; "all
but one thing. Mac, have you seen any-
tiling of Hallock?"

"Not since about the middle of the
afternoon.”

"Well—this is for you two only—
when ITepburn conies down, have him
deputize Judson as assistant marshal.
Then, quietly, instruct Judson to look
for Hallock, and, when he finds him,
to put him under arrest."

The train-master's eyes snapped.

“Then you're convinced at last?"

"I am sorry to say that | am. Let
it be done quietly. Judson can bring
him up here for safe-keeping until we

see what is going to happen. I've
promised to hang him, but there is an-
other one to hang with him, and we'll
wait till we get them both."

McCloskey's scowl was grotesquely
hideous.

"Can yon hang him?" he demanded.

"Yes. Lie and the other man ditched
204 at Silver Switch last night."

The train-master smote the desk with
his list. "I'll add one more strand to
his rope.” he gritted ferociously. "You
remember what | told you about the
loosened rail that caused the wreck in
the Crosswater Hills-——you said Hallock
had gone to Navajo to see Cruikshanks.
So he did; but lie got there four hours
after 202 passed there, and he came
afoot, walking down the track from the
hills!"

It was later in the evening, when the
tense strain of waiting was fully on,
that Benson came up to the superin-
tendent's office to report the situation in
the yards.

“Everything quiet, so far,” was his
news. "We've got the Nadia on the
east spur, where the folkses can make
their dodge, if they have to. There is
a lot of the out-of-a-jobs hanging
around, but not many more than usual.
Yard's clear, and the three midnight
freights are crewed and ready to puli
out when the time comes. Folkses are
playing dummy-whist in the Nadia;
and Gridley is holding the fort at the
shops with the toughest-looking lot of
myrmidons you ever laid eyes on."

Lidgerwood was once more making
squares on the desk blotter.

“I'm glad the news of the strike got
to Copah in time to bring Gridley over
on 203." he remarked.

Benson's boyish eyes opened to their
widest. "Did he say lie came in on
Two-three?” he asked.

"He did."

“Well, that's funny,"” said the young
engineer. "l was on that train, and |
rambled it from one end to the other,
as | always do. and Gridley isn't a man
to be overlooked. Reckon he was ri-
ding the trucks ? He was dirty enough
to make the guess good. Hello, Fred!”
—this to Dawson, who had just let
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himself in through the despatcher’s
room. "We were just talking about
your boss, and wondering how he got
here from Copa'n without anybody's
seeing him.”

"He didn't come from Copah,” said
the draftsman quietly. "He came in
with me from the west. He was in
Red Butte, and he had an engine bring
him down to Silver Switch, where he
caught the wrecking-train.”

X111,
ARMS, AND TIIE MAN.

It was Judson, wearing a marshal’s
star—which he kept carefully con-
cealed under the lapel of his coat—and
prowling in search of the man he was
to arrest, who first brought authentic
news from the camp of the enemy.

The strikers had transferred their
headquarters from the Celestial to Cat
BiggA with the committees safe-
guarded and sitting "in permanance”
in the back room. Naturally, since he
was known to be a Lidgerwood parti-
zan, Judson was denied admission.'to the
committee-room ; but the thronged bar-
room was public, and the liquor which
was circulating freely had loosened
many tongues.

Two or three things Judson classed
as certainties, and some others he
guessed at. For one of the certainties,
the strikers evidently knew nothing of
McCloskey’s plan to keep the trains in
motion: hence, unless the whisky ha-
stened it. there would probably be no
rioting before midnight. As an offset
to this, however, the ex-engineer had
heard enough to convince him that the
Copah wire had been tapped; that Dix,
the day operator, had been either bribed
or coerced into the strikers' service:
and that some important message had
been intercepted which was, in Jud-
son's phrase, “raising sand" in the camp
of the disaffected.

Just how the raised “sand” would
express itself in terms of action Judson
could not say. Tryon, whose half-
drunken bluster he had overheard, had
boasted that he would steal a locomo-
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tive and captain any squad of volun-
teers who would go over into the desert
and tear up the track—to blockade
something or somebody coming, or
planning to come, from Copah.

Thus far Judson dealt with facts. In
the inferential field his guesses all cen-
tered in the name of a man. He in-
sisted that the strength of the insur-
rection did not lie in the dissatisfied
employees of the road, or even in the
ex-employees. It was rather in the law-
less element which lived and fattened
upon the earnings of the railway men—
the saloon-keepers, the gamblers, the
"tin-horns’ of every stripe.

Moreover, it was buttressed by some
one high in authority in the railroad
service; a chief to whom the men gave
the title of "the boss,” or "the big
boss.”

"And that same big boss is sittin’ up
yonder in Cat Biggs’' back room right
now, fellin’ 'em what to do; and his
name’s Lincoln Halluck." was Judson’s
summing up of the net result of the
guesses. And, since Hallock had not
been at his desk in the Crow’s Nest
for a number of hours, the burden of
refutation rested very conclusively
upon his shoulders.

Judson’s report was grave enough,
but it brought a good hope that the cru-
cial moment might be postponed until
marts of the men would be too far gone
in liquor to take an active part.

Lidg-envood took the precautions
made advisable by Tryon’s threat to
steal an engine, sending word to Ben-
son to double his guards on the locomo-
tives in the yard, and to Dawson to
block the turntable so that none might
be taken from the roundhouse.

Afterward he went out to look over
the field in person. Everything was
quiet: almost suspiciously so. Gridley
was found alone in his office at the
shops, smoking a cigar, with his chair
tilted to a comfortable angle, and his
feet on the desk. His guards, he said,
were posted in and around the shops,
and he hoped they were not asleep.
Thus far there had been little enough
to keep them awake.

Lidgerwood, passing out through the
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door opening upon the electric-lighted
yard, surprised a man in the act of turn-
ing the knob to enter. It was the merest
incident, and he would not have re-
marked it if the door, closing behind
(Iridice's visitor, had not bisected a vio-
lent outburst of profanity, vocalizing it-
self in the deep tones of the master
mechanic, as thus:

“You---------—--- chuckle-headed fool!
Haven't you any better sense than to
come------ "  Here was where the clo-

sing door cut the sentence of objurga-
tion; and Lidgerwood continued his
round of inspection trying vainly to re-
call the identity of the chance-met man.
whose face, half-hidden under the
drooping brim of a worn campaign-hat,
was vaguely familiar. The recollection
came at length, with the impact of a
blow. The "chuckle-headed fool” of
Gridlev’s malediction was Richard Ruf-
iord, "The Killer's" younger brother.
Lidgerwood said nothing of this in-
cident to Dawson, whom he found pa-
trolling the roundhouse. Here, as at
the shops and in the yard, everything
was quiet and orderly. The crews for
the three sections of the midnight
freight were all out, guarding their
trains and engines, and Dawson had

only Bradford and the roundhouse
night men for company.
"Nothing stirring, Fred?” said the

superintendent.

"Less than nothing; it’s almost too
quiet,” was the sober reply. And then:
"l see you haven't sent the Nadia out—
wouldn’t it be a good scheme to get a
couple of buckboards and have the
women driven up to our place on the
mesa? The trouble, when it comes,
will corns this way.”

Lidgerwood smiled.

"My stake in the Nadia is precisely
the same size as yours. Fred, and | don’t
want to risk the bpckboard business,
Get your smartest passenger flyer out
on the table, head it east, and when |
send for it, let me have it—with Will-
iams for engineer. Has Benson had
any trouble in the yard r”

“There has been nobody to make any.
Tryon came down a few minutes ago
considerably more than half-seas over.

POPULAR MAGAZINE

and said he was ready to take his en-
gine and the first section of the east-
bound midnight—which would have
been his regular run. But he went back
up-town peaceably enough when Ben-
son told him he was down and out.”

Lidgerwood did not extend his round
to include Benson's post at the yard
office, which was below the coal-chutes.
Instead, he went over to the Nadia,
thinking pointedly of two added mys-
teries—the fact that Gridley had told
a deliberate lie to account for his ap-
pearance in Angels, and the other and
more recent fact that the master me-
chanic was conferring, even in terms of
profanity, with Rufford's brother, who
was not, and never had been, in his de-
partment.

Under the “umbrella-roof” of the
Nadia's rear platform the young people
of the party were sitting out the early
half of the perfect summer night, the
card-tables having been abandoned
when Benson had brought word of the
tacit armistice. There was an unoccu-
pied camp-chair, and Miss Brewster
pointed it out to the superintendent.

"Climb over and sit with us, How-
ard,” she said hospitably. "You know
you haven't a thing in the world to
do.”

Lidgerwood swung himself over the
railing and took the proffered chair.

"You are right; | haven't very much
to do just now,*he admitted.

“Has your strike materialized yet?”
she asked.

“No : it isn’t due until midnight."

“1 don't believe there is going to be
any.”

“Don’t you? | wish | might share
your incredulity—with reason.”

Miss Doty and the others were talk-
ing about the curious blending of the
moonlight with the masthead electrics,
and the two in the shadowed corner of
the deep platform were temporarily
ignored. Miss Brewster took advan-
tage of the momentary isolation to say:
“Confess that you were a little bit over-

wrought ,, this afternoon when you
wanted to send us away—weren't
you ?"
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“1 only hope the event will prove that
I was,” he rejoined patiently.

“You still believe there will be
trouble ?"

"Yes.”

"Then I'm afraid you are still over-
wrought," she countered lightly. “Why,
the very atmosphere of this beautiful
night breathes peace."

Before he could reply, a man came
up to the platform railing, touched his

hat, and said: "Is Mr. Lidgerwood
here ?"
Lidgerwood answered in person,

crossing to the railing to hear Judson’s
latest report, which was given in hoarse
whispers. Miss Brewster could distin-
guish no word of it, but she heard
Lidgerwood's reply. “Tell Benson and
Dawson, and say that the engine had
better be sent up at once.”

When Lidgerwood had, resumed his
chair he was promptly put upon the
qguestion-rack of Miss Eleanor’s curios-

I -
ty"Was that one of your scouts?” she
asked.

“Yes."

“Did he come to tell you that there
wasn't going* to be anv strike ?"

‘Wo."

"How lucidly communicative you
are 1 Can't you see that | am fairly as-
phyxiated with curiosity?”

"I'm sorry. But you shall not have
the chance to say that | was over-
wrought twice in the same half-day."

“Howard!- Don’t be little and spite-
ful.  I'll eat humble pie and call my-
self hard names, if you insist: only-———-
Gracious goodness ! is that engine going
to smash into our car?”

The anxious query hinged itself upon
the approach of a big, eight-wheeled
passenger flyer, which was thundering
down the yard on the track occupied by
the Madia. Within half a car-length of
a collision, the air-brake hissed, the
side-rods clanked and chattered, and the
shuddering monster rolled gently to a
touch-coupling with the president’s car.

Eleanor’'s hand was on her cousin’s
arm. “Howard, what does that mean?"
she demanded.

“Nothing just at present; it is mere-
ly a precaution.”

"You are not going to have us taken
away from Angels?”

“Not now—not at all, unless your
safety demands it.” Then he rose and
spoke to the others. “I'm sorry to have
to shut off your moon-vista with that
noisv beast, but it may be necessary to
move the car later on. Don't get out
of touch with the Nadia, any of you,
please."

He had vaulted the hand-rail and
was saying good night, when Eleanor
left her chair and entered the car. He
was not greatly surprised to find her
waiting for him at the steps of the for-
ward vestibule when he had gone that
far on his way to his office.

"One moment.” she pleaded. “I'll be
good, Howard: and | know there is
danger. Be very careful of yourself,
won't you?—for my sake.”

He stopped short, and his arms went
out to her. Then his self-control re-
turned. and his rejoinder was almost
bitter.

"Eleanor, you must notl—you tempt
me past endurance 1 Go back to Van—
to the others, and. whatever happens,
don't let any one leave the car.”

"“I'lll do anything you say: only you
must tel'! me where you are going,” she
insisted.

"Certainly : I am going up to my of-
fice—where you found me this after-
noon. | shall be there from this on,
if you wish to send any word. [I'll see
that you haves a messenger. Good-by.”

He left her before her sympathetic
mood should unman him, his soul cry-
ing out at the kindness which cut so
much deeper than her mockery. At the
top of the corridor stair McCloskey was
waiting for him.

"Judson told you what had hap-
pened ?’ queried the train-master.

"He told me to look for swift trouble ;
that somebody had betrayed your strike-
breaking scheme."

"lie says they'll try to keep the east-
bound freights from going out.”

"That would be a small matter. But
we mustn't lose the literal effect of ta-
king the first trick in the game. Are
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the sections all in line on the long si-
ding ?’

‘1Yes.’7

“Good. We'll start them a little
ahead of time, and let them Kkill back
to schedule after they get out on the
road. Send Bogard down with their
clearance-orders, and phone Benson at
the yard office to couple them up as one
train, engine to the caboose in front,
and send them out. When they have
cleared the dangei limit, they can split
up and take the proper time intervals
—ten minutes apart.”

“Call it done,7 said the train-master,
and he went to carry out the order.
Two minutes later. Bogard. the night
relief operator off duty, darted out of
the dispatcher's room with the clear-
ances for the three sections. Lidger-
wood stopped him in mid-flight.

“One second, Robert—'when you have
done your errand, come back to the
president's car. ask for Miss Brewster,
and say that | sent you. Then stay
within call, and be ready to do whatever
she wants you to do.7

Bogard did the first part of his errand
swiftly, and he was taking the duplicate
signatures of the engineer and con-
ductor of the third and last section
when Benson ran up to put the solid-
train order into effect. The couplings
were made deftly, and without unneces-
sary stir. Then Benson stepped back
and gave the starting-signal, swinging
his lantern in wide circles.

Synchronized as perfectly as if a sin-
gle throttle-lever controlled them all,
the three heavy freight-pullers hissed,
strained, belched fire, and the long train
began to move out.

As if the blasts of the three tearing
exhausts had been the signal it was
awaiting, the strike storm broke with
the suddenness and fury of a tropical
hurricane. From a hundred hiding-
places in the ear-strewn yard men came
running, some to swarm thickly upon
the moving engines and cabooses, oth-
ers swinging by the drawheads to cut
the air-brake hose.

Benson was swept aside and over-
powered before he could strike a blow.
Bogard, speeding across to take his

post beside the Nadia, was struck down
before he could get clear of the pour-
ing hornet swarm. Shots were fired;
shrill yells arose. Into the midst of the
clamor the great steam siren at the
shops boomed out the fire-alarm, and
almost at the same instant a red glow,
capped by a rolling nimbus of sooty
oil smoke, rose to beacon the destruction
already begun in the shop yards.

And, while the roar of the siren was
still jarring upon the windless air, the
electric-light circuits were cut out, leav-
ing the Crow's Nest in darkness, and
the frantic battle for the trains to be
lighted only by the moon and the lurid
glow of destruction spreading slowly
under its black canopy of smoke.

In the Crow's Nest the sudden coup
of the strikers had the effect which its
originator had doubtless counted upon.
It was some minutes after the lights
were cut off. and the irruption had
swept past the captured and disabled
trains to the shops, when Lidgerwood
got his small garrison together, and
sent it, with McCloskey for its leader,
to reenforce the shop-guard, which was
presumably fighting desperately for the
control of the power-plant and the fire-
pumps.

Only McCloskey’s protest, and his
own anxiety for the safety of the Na-
dia's company, kept Lidgerwood from
leading the little relief column of loyal
trainmen and headquarters clerks in
person. Strangely enough, he was
eager to lead it. The lust of battle was
upon him, and the shrinking palsy of
physical fear held aloof.

It was mere mechanical habit that
sent him across the room to close his
desk before going down to order the
Nadia out of the zone of immediate
danger.

There was a chair in the way, and in
the darkness and in his haste he stum-
bled over it. When he recovered his
balance, two men. with black masks
over their faces, had stolen in from the
corridor, and his hour was come.

For the first rememberable time in
his life. Howard Lidgerwood met the
challenge of violence fiercely with
muscle and nerve, and a huge willing-
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ness to slay or be slain hurling him
into the hand-to-hand struggle.

Twice he broke away, and once he
got a deadly wrestler’'s hold, and would
have killed his man if the free accom-
plice had not torn his locked fingers
apart by main strength.

But it was two against one: and when
it was over, the light of whatever was
burning in the shop yards, reddening
the southern windows, sufficed for the
knotting of the rope with which the two
masked garroters were binding their
victim in his chair.

Meanwhile, the pandemonium-raging
at the shops was beginning to surge
backward into the railroad yard. Some
one had fired a box car. and the up-
blaze centered a fresh fury of destruc-
tion. Up at the head of the three-
sectioned freight-train a mad mob was
cutting the leading locomotive free.

Dawson, crouching in the round-
house door directly opposite, knew all
that Judson could tell him, and he in-
stantly divined the purpose of the en-
gine thieves. They were preparing to
send the freight-engine eastward, to col-
lide with and wreck whatever coming
thing it was that the}' feared.

The dreadful deed wrought itself
out before he could even attempt to
prevent it. A man sprang to the foot-
board of the freed locomotive, jerked
the throttle open, stayed at the levers
long enough to hook up to the most
effective cut-off for speed, and jumped
for his life.

Dawson was deliberate, but not slow-
witted. The abandoned engine was, as
yet, onlv gathering speed for the east-
ward dash when lie was dodging the
straggling rioters in the yard, racing
purposefully for the only locomotive
ready, and headed right, to chase the
runaway—namely, the big eight-wheel-
er coupled to the president's car. He
set the switch to the main line as he
passed it. but there was no time to un-
couple the engine from the private car,
even if he had been willing to leave
the woman lie loved and those with her
helpless in the midst of the rioting.

So there was no more than a gasped-
out word to Williams as he climbed

to the cab, and the eight-wheeler, with
the Nadia in tow, shot away from the
Crow's Nest plaftorm.

And it was not until the car was
growling angrily over the switches that
Van Lew burst into the central com-
partment, where three women were
cowering, terror-stricken, to demand ex-
citedly: “Where is Hiss Eleanor?”

Only Miss Brewster herself could
have answered that question at the mo-
ment. She was left behind, standing
aghast in the midst of alarms, on the
platform of the Crow's Nest. Terri-
fied, like the others, at the sudden out-
burst of violence, she had ventured
from the car to look for Lidgerwood's
messenger: and in the moment of
frightened bewilderment the Nadia had
been whisked away.

Naturally, her first impulse was to
fly, and the only refuge that offered was
the superintendent's office on the sec-
ond floor. The stairway door was only
a little way down the* platform, and
she was presently groping her way up
the stair, praying that she might not
find the offices as dark and deserted as
the lower story of the building seemed.

The light of the slap-yard fire, and
that of the burning box»car nearer at
had, shone redly through the upper
corridor windows, enabling her to go
directly to the open door of the super-
intendent's  office. But when she
reached the door and looked within, the
trembling terror returned, and held her
spellbound, speechless, unable to move
or even to cry out.

Two men. masked and armed, were
covering with their revolvers a third,
who was tied helpless in a chair. The
captive's face was ghastly and livid, and
at first she thought lie was dead. Then
she saw his lips move in curious twitch-
ings that showed his teeth. He seemed
to be trying to speak, but the ruffian
at his right would not give him leave.

"This is where you pass out, Mr.
Lidgerwood,” the man was saying
threateningly.  "You give us your

word that you will resign and leave the
Red Butte Western for keeps, or you'll
sit in that chair till somebody comes to
take you out and br.rv vou."
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The twitching lips were controlled
with what appeared to be an almost su-
perhuman effort, but the words came
jerkily:

“What would my word, extorted—
under such conditions—be worth to
you 7"

Eleanor could hear, in spite of the
terror that would not let her cry out or
run for help. He was yielding to them,
bargaining for his life 1

"We'll take it," said the spokesman
coolly. “If you break faith with us,
there are more than two of us who will
see to it that you don't live long enough
to brag about it."

"And if | refuse?" Eleanor made
sure that the voice was steadier now.

“It’s this—here and now," said the
taller man, who had hitherto kept si-
lence ; and he cocked his revolver.

The captive straightened himself in
his chair as his bonds would let him.

"You've let the psychological moment
go by, gentlemen—I've got my? second
wind. You may burn and destroy and
shoot as you please, but, while I'm alive,
I’ll stay with you. Blaze away’, if that’s
what you want to do."

There was an instant's pause, then
Lidgerwood’s voice, calm and even-
toned and taunting, broke the silence
again.

“Well, gentlemen, | am waiting.
Why don't you shoot? You are great-
er cowards than | have ever been, with
all my shiverings and teeth-chatterings.
Isn't the stake big enough to warrant
your last desperate play? I'll make it
bigger. You are the two men who
broke the rail-joint at Silver Switch.
Ah, that hits you. doesn't it?"

“Shut up!" growled the tall man,
with a frightful imprecation. But the
smaller of the two was silent.

Lidgerwood's smile showed his teeth.

“You curs!" he scoffed. “You
haven't even the courage of your own
necessities. Why don't you pluck up
nerve to shoot and be done with it?
I'lll make it still more binding upon you
—if you don’t kill me now, while you
have the chance, I'll hang you both for
those murders last night at Silver
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Switch. | know you, in spite of your
flimsy’ disguise; 1 can call you both by
name!”

Out in the yard the yellings and
shoutings had taken on a new note,
and the windows of the upper room
were jarring with the thunder of in-
coming trains. Eleanor Brewster
heard the new sounds vaguely; the
quick, steady tramp of disciplined men,
snapped-out words of command, the
sudden cessation of the riot clamor, and
now a shuffling of feet on the stairway
behind her.

Still she could not move; still she
was speechless and spellbound, but no
longer from terror. Her cousin- her
lover—how she had misjudged him!
He a coward?—the man who was hold-
ing his two executioners at bay, quell-
ing them, cowing them, by the sheer
force of the stronger will, and of a
courage that was greater than theirs?

The shuffling footsteps came nearer,
and once again Lidgerwood straight-
ened himself in his chair, this time slip-
ping the knotted cords from his arms
and springing to his feet.

“1 said I could name you, and I will!"
he cried. “You"—pointing to the small-
er man—"you are Pennington Flemis-
ter; and you"—wheeling upon the tall
man and lowering his voice—"you are
Lincoln Hallock, and | had a right to
expect better things of you!"

The light of the fire in the shop yard
had died down until its red glow no
longer drove the shadows from the cor-
ners of the room. Eleanor shrank
aside when a dozen men pushed their
way into the private office. Then sud-
denly the electric lights went on, and
a gruff voice said: "Drop them guns,
you two. The show's over."

It was McCloskey who gave the or-
der, and it was obeyed sullenly. With
the clatter of the weapons on the floor,
the door into the business office opened
with a jerk, and Judson thrust a hand-
cuffed prisoner of his own capturing
into the lighted room.

“There he is. Mr. Lidgerwood,"
chuckled the ex-engineer. "l nabbed
him over yonder at the fire, work-in’
as if he hadn't told his men to set it!"
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“Ilallock!" exclaimed the superin-
tendent, starting- as if he had seen a
ghost. “llow is this? Are there two
of you?”

ilallock  looked down  moodily.
“There were two of us who wanted
your job ; and the other man needed it
badly enough to wreck trains and to
kill people, and to lead a lot of pig-
headed trainmen and mechanics into a
riot to cover his tracks.”

Lidgerwood turned quickly. “Un-
mask those men, McCloskey!”
It was the signal for a tumult. The

tall man fought for his disguise, but
Flemister's mask was torn off in the
first rush. Then came a diversion, sud-
den and tragic. W.ith a cry of rage that
was almost inhuman, Ilallock flung
himself upon the mine-owner, beating
him down with his manacled hands,
choking; him, grinding him into the
dust of the floor.

Lidgerwood, looking past the death-
grapple, saw the figure of a woman
swaying at the corridor door; saw the
awful horror in her eyes. In the turn-
ing of a leaf he had fought his way
to her,

"Good heavens, Eleanor !" he gasped.
“What are you doing here?" And he
faced her about quickly, and led her
into the corridor lest she should see the
distorted figure of the victim of Hal-
lock's rage.

"I came—they took the car away, and

I—1 was left behind.” she faltered.
And then: “Oh. Howard 1 take me
away; hide me somewhere! It's too

horrible!"

There was a bull-bellow of rage
from the room the}- had just left, and
Lidgerwood hurried his companion
into the first refuge that offered, which
chanced to be the train-master’s room.
Out of the private office came the taller
of the two garroters. holding his mask
in place as he ran, with McCloskey,
Judson. and all but one or two of the
others in hot pursuit.

Notwithstanding, the fugitive gained
the stair and fell, rather than ran, to the
bottom. There was the crash of a
bursting door, a soldierly command of
“Halt!” the crack of a cavalry rifle,

and McCloskey came back, wiping his
homely face with a bandanna.

“They got him,” he said; and then,
seeing Eleanor for the first time, his
jaw dropped, and he tried to apologize.
"Excuse me. Miss Brewster; | didn't
have the least idea you were up here.”

"Nothing matters now,” said Eleanor,
pale to the lips. “Come in here and tell
us about it. And—and—is mama
safe ?”

“She’s down stairs in the Nadia, with
the others—where | supposed you
were,” McCloskey began : but Lidger-
wood heard the feet of those who were
carrying Elemister’'s body from the
chamber of horrors, rose quickly, shut
the door on sight and sounds, and
started the train-mar-ter on the story
which must be made to last until the
way was clear of things a woman
should not see.

“"Who was the tall man?" he asked.
“l thought he was Hallock—I called
him llallock.”

The train-master shook his ponder-
ous head. “ They're about the same
build : but we were all off wrong, Mr.
Lidgerwood. It was Gridley—Gridley
and his side-partner, Flemister, all
along. lie was the man who jumped
the passenger at Crosswater Hills and
took up the rail to ditch Clay's freight
—with Hallock chasing him and trying
to prevent it. He was the man who
helped Flemister last night at Silver
Switch—with Hallock trying again to
stop him, and Judson trying to keep
tab on Hallock. He was the man who
stole the switch-engine and ran it over
the old Wire-Silver spur to the mine
to sell it to Flemister for his light-
plant power—they've got it boxed up
and running there, right now. He was
the man who made all the trouble with
the men. bossing the job to get you out
and to get himself in, so he could cover
up his thieveries. He was the man------ "

"Hold on, Mac,” interrupted the
superintendent. “How did you learn
all this?"

“Tart of it through some of our men,
who came over to us in the pinch and
gave him away: part of it through Dick
Rufford, who was keeping tab on him
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for the money lie could squeeze out of
him afterward.”

“Mow did Ruitonl come to tell you?"

“Why. Bradford—that is—er—the
two Ruffords started a little shooting-
match with Andy after Dawson had
chased offl with the Xadia; and—m—m
—Dick lived long enough to tell Brad-
ford a few things—for old cowbhCff
times' sake. | suppose. | feel mighty
cheap. Mr. Lidgerwood, for rubbing it
into Hallock the way | did, when he
was doing his levelest to help out. But
it's partly his own fault. He wanted to
play a lone hand, and he was scheming
to get them both in the same frying-
pan—Gridley and Flemister.”

“What was his grudge against
Flemister ?”
“The worst a man could have.

Flemister first robbed him of his mine
«—the Wire-Silver—and afterward of
his wife." said McCloskey soberly.
Then he added: "l've got a few thou-
sand dollars saved up that says that
Hallock isn't going to hang for what
he did in the other room a few minutes
ago. | knew it would come to that if
the time ever ripened right suddenly,
and | tried to find Judson to choke him
off. But John got ahead of me.”

Lidgerwood switched the subject
abruptly, in deference to Eleanor's deep
breathing.

"l must take Miss Brewster to her
friends. You say the Xadia is back?
Who moved it without orders?”

“Yes: she’s back, all right, and Daw-
son was the man who comes in for the
blessing. He wanted an engine—
needed one right bad—and he couldn't
wait to uncouple the car. It was Hal-
lock who sent that message to Leck-
hard that we've been hearing so much
about, and it was a beg for the loan
of a few of Uncle Sam’s boys from Fort
McCook. Gridley got onto it through
Dix. and he also cut us out of Leck-
hard's answer telling us that the cav-
alry boys were on 73. At his orders,
the two Ruffords and some others
turned an engine loose to run down the
road for a head-ender with the freight
that was bringing the soldiers. Daw-
son chased the runaway engine with the
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coupled-up Xadia outfit, caught it, and
brought it back.”

Miss Brewster got up out of her
chair, found she could stand without
tottering, and said: “Howard, 1 must
go back to mama. She will be perfectly
frantic if some one hasn't told her that
I am safe. We can go now, can't we,
Mr. McCloskey? The strike is over?”

The train-master nodded gravely.
"It's over: all but the paying of the
bills. That rifle-shot we heard a little
spell ago settled it. Xo. he isn't dead”
—this in answer to Lidgenvood's un-
spoken question—“but it will be a heap
better for all concerned if he don’t get
over it. You can go down. Lieutenant
Baldwin has posted his men around the
shops and the Crow's Xest.”

Together the} left the shelter of the
train-master's room, and passed down
the dark stair and out upon the plat-
form, where the cavalrymen were
mounting guard. There was no word
spoken by either until they reached the
Xadia’'s forward vestibule, and then it
was Lidgerwood who broke the silence,
to say: “I have discovered something
to-night, Eleanor—I'm not quite all the
different kinds of a coward | thought
I was.”

"Don't tell me," she said, in keenest
self-reproach, and her voice thrilled him
like the subtle melody of a passion-
song. “Howard, dear. I'm sitting in
sackcloth and ashes. | saw it all—with
my own eyes; and | could neither run
nor scream. It was splendid! | never
dreamed that any man could rise by the
sheer power of his will to such a height
of courage. Does that make amends—
just a little? And won't you come to
breakfast with us to-morrow, and let
me tell you afterward how miserable
I've been—how | just badgered poppa
into bringing this party out here so that
I might have an excuse to see you?”

“But Van Lew,” he stammered: and
then he took her in his arms and kissed
her. while a young mart with a bandaged
head—a man who answered to the name
of Jack Benson, and who was hastening
up to get permission to go home to
Faith Dawson—turned his back con-
siderately, and walked away.
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The Indian is stiil but little understood by the white man.

It has been a

pet theory with many modern reformers that within a decade you can make a

farmer of the red man who lived only for war and buffalo-running.
clair's dramatic story proves the fallacy of the theory.

Mr. Sin-
It is a splendid picture

of the real Indian, untamed amid his modern environment.

COX XOR, the artist,
painter of Indian pic-
tures. lolled in his sad-
dle and regarded the
immaculate figure of
the Honorable Owen
Hildebrand Perry with
half-amused imp a -
tience. The Honorable O, H. P. might
have been transferred by some occult
means from an English bridle-path to
the wind-blown stretches of the Black-
foot Reservation on Bow River, if one
judged by his garb. From his carefully
adjusted rrtonocle to the pancake sad-
dle on his bang-tailed pony he con-
formed to the British mode. But the
Honorable Perry was Canadian to the
backbone, for all that, and he was like-
wise Indian agent in charge of the
IUackfoot; and he spoke to O'Connor
of Indians and Indian warts with the
viiice of authority.

"X'ot at all. not at all, my dear fel-
low." he said. "It's reallv a very simple
matter. Common sense, and a show of
firmness now and then : that's the best
method."

"Then you think that one generation
of schools and manual training and be-
ing herded within certain limits will
change the whole current of the red
brother's nature?" O'Connor mildly in-
quired. “How many centuries do you
suppose the Blackfoot have lived for

war and buffalo-running? And you're
going to make farmers of them in one
decade! Don't you take heredity into
account ?"

"Oh, pshaw!” the agent countered
airily.  “Heredity doesn't begin to
weigh in the balance against environ-
ment. The human race is the mo-t
adaptable thing on earth. The buffalo
are gone, the tribal wars are a thing
of the past, and the Indian will natural-
ly adjust himself to conditions as he
finds them. Take Eddie Many Guns,
for instance. Can you imagine him in
a breech-clout and war-paint? Why, he
is no more a savage than you or I. Yet
his father. | have been told, was a noted
scalp-taker. That shows what educa-
tion and environment will accomplish.”

O'Connor shrugged his shoulders,
and dropped the subject. The Honor-
able Perry was newly appointed to care
for the dark-skinned wards of the Ca-
nadian Government, and his experience
with Indians had previously been con-
fined to reading agency reports as an
attache of the Indian department. Yet
he was positive that he knew Indians
better than they knew themselves: he
bristled with mental and physical
metamorphosis theories as a porcupine
with quills. If O'Connor had been
minded, he could have told him much
that would have been well for an un-
sophisticated Indian agent to know, for
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O'Connor had spent many years among
the people of the smoke-blackened
lodges—Crows. C'rees, Sioux. Gras
Ventres, and Pdackioot. O'Connor
spoke their language as he did his own
mother tongue, and he knew the heart
of an Indian as well as it is given any
white man to know. Hut to the Hon-
orable Perry he was simply an agree-
able, itinerant picture-maker, albeit a
surpassing clever one: and O'Connor
shrugged his shoulders, knowing that
in time the most obtuse of agents would
acquire wisdom from his wards, though
the manner of its acquisition might be
none too agreeable.

((Connor smiled to himself when his
eve> rested iw a moment on Eddie
Many Guns. That the agent had
grounds for his assertion no one be-
holding Eddie could deny. Straw hat.
tan shoes, a neatly cut serge suit, and
beautifully laundered linen decked
Eddie's person, and O'Connor had al-
ready learned that he was a graduate of
the Industrial School at Regina, where
Indian students are made acquainted
with Greek and Gatin, and the arts and
sciences, in conjunction with some use-
ful trade—in fact, Eddie had shown
O'Connor his certificate, which was
equivalent to a Ik A. from any college
in Canada. The idea of associating
war-paint and scalping forays with
Eddie icas incongruous. Eddie was a
very mild-spoken ywmg man, rather
proud of his accomplishments ; and he
was a representative specimen of sev-
eral score cf the younger generation
of bis tribe. O'Connor, out of curios-
ity. had been at some pains to cultivate
his acquaintance; though, as a rule, the
civilized Indian didn't ay; cal to him
from either a picturesque Of human-in-
terest standpoint. And he had gath-
ered that “Eddie” was a superfluity
tagged on by the school—his tribal
cogmiURil was "Sound-of-Many-Guns."

It was Dominion Day on the reser-
vation, which ineant horse-racing. In-
dian dances (which the Honorable
Terry frowned upon as a relic of sav-
agery, and confided to O'Connor that
he would forbid thereafter!, and gen-
eral hilarity. The 1lonorable Perry

found much to frown upon before the
end of that day. O'Connor sat with
him upon a hillside and watched the
shifting crowd, gay in beaded and quill-
worked buckskin and gaud}' blankets.
They had gathered from the four cor-
ners of the reservation for the three
days’ frolic, and the bucks sported the
best of their wardrobe and the pick of
their ponies* Crowfoot Agency H the
abiding-place of two thousand of the
Blackfisit. and they were all there.

Throughout the aft®™fM*on the agent
and O'Connor nHe from place to place,
threading their wav in a weaving nia-s
of color that made 0'Gmnor's fingers
itch for a brush. 1lorse-raccs here, a
foot-race there: yonder a barbecue,
where four-year-old steers were roasted
whole; a little farther, slim, sujjpie
young bucks, stripped to a breech-clout,
wrestled for a prize, and the plaudits of
their partizans till the sweat"stood in
beads on the bronze bodies.

At six o'clock the Honorable Perry
bethought him of dinner, but O'Connor
wits loath to ride three miles to the
agency and back again, for the big
dance of the celebration was to begin
at sundown. So the agent, with per-
functory regrets, rode away and left
him. O'Connor was nowise mealy-
mouthed. and barbecued beef was to lie
had in abundance for the taking.

(('Connor got him a piece of beef,
and with a tin cupful of tea to wash it
down squatted >n the grass beside the
lodge of Snarling Dog to eat it: and
when he had finished he and Snarling
Dog indulged in u friendly pipe and the
luxury of mutual silence. A little way
off a knot of young Indians were gath-
ered about an older ime. who sat upon
a blanket and spoke to them, orally and
with sign-tails.

“Who is the man of many words ?"
O'Connor finally broke into Snarling
Dog's reverie.

A slight grin wrinkled the old In-
dian's mouth. "It is Running Horses.
The Boaster." he replied. “A Cree.
Ilis tongue H like a river in Hood-time.
He loves to tell the young men of the
scalps he took in the buffalo days."

(('Connor rose and walked over to
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the group. A straw hat and high white
collar denoted the presence of Eddie
Many Guns in the listening circle, and
O'Connor edged around till he was near
Eddie before he found a place where he
could see and hear. The Boaster was
living up to his nickname. Also, from
the thickness of his speech and tile un-
natural brightness of his deep-set eyes,
O'Connor guessed that he had made
connections with some “boot-legger's"
stock of forbidden fire-water. Other-
wise no such wily old warrior as Run-
ning Horses would have been foolish
enough to boast of lifting Black foot
hair while he was a guest of the Black-
foot tribe.

"The glory of the old days is for-
gotten, since the white man overruns
the prairie, and the war-trails are
blotted out by his feet.” The Boaster
was saying. "But there be old men
among the Blackfoot who remember
the last time the Crees and I’iegans
fought. Three Wolves, of your people,
led a party of warriors against us at
our camp by OIld Wives Lake, They
struck us hard, and left our lodges
burning, and took away many scalps.

“l, Running Horses, was first to
strike the war-post. Soon main- braves
were with me. Our medicine was
strong, and we followed their trail for
many days, till they came at last to their
own camp—thirty lodges at Seven
Persons Spring. There, while they
feasted, and danced the scalps they had
taken from the Cree, we came down
on them like the whirlwind that licks
up the dust in the dry time. It was a
great fight! Many of our best warriors
'‘gave their last war-whoop at Seven
Persons Spring. At the last we cor-
nered the chief and a few others, who
could not get away, and |. Running
Horses, fought Three Wolves hand to
hand, and Kkilled him with my knife.
We would have taken many squaws
and much plunder, but another party of
Blackfoot, camped a little way beyond,
heard the noise of the fight, and came
galloping on their war-ponies—a great
many of them. So we took the scalps
and all the ponies of Three Wolves and
his braves and came away. It was a

great fight! We are friends now;
though we have had many great bat-
tles. Is it not so? But | have kept the
scalp-lock of Three Wolves, because he
was a great warrior, as | am. Be-
hold!"

The Boaster rose to his feet, thrust a
hand into the folds of his blanket, and
drew forth the gruesome relic—a
bush}-, black lock of hair, with its two-
inch circle of scalp strung taut in a
little willow hoop. He held it up vain-
glorious!}, as proof of his prowess in
battle.

There was a slight stir close by
O'Connor, and Eddie Many Guns
stepped close to The Boaster, snatched
the scalp from his hand, and spat de-
liberately in his face.

“Loud-mouthed dog of a Creed
Eddie said, in the throaty tongue of his
tribe, "get to the lodges nf your people,
and bid them strike their teepee-poles.
Xo warrior boasts at a peace-feast of
the scalps lie has taken from the givers
of the feast. The Cree is a coward—an

old woman. He has the mouth of a
buffalo bull, and the heart of a prairie-
chicken! See! | spit in his face
again.”

The Boaster stared an instant, wiping
his face with the back of one hand.
Then he drew his blanket close around
him and stalked away. Many Guns
looked after him, and laughed deep in
his throat: then he. too. turned away
in the midst of a group of young men,
looking down at the scalp in his hand.

O'Connor watched the retreating
form of The Boaster till a little cluster
of lodges hid him from sight. Then he
went back to his horse and asked Snarl-
ing Dog where sat the teepees of the
visiting Crees. The old Indian pointed
out the place, and O'Connor rode up
on a rise where he could sec. As he
looked, the squaws stripped off the
teepee-covers, yanked down the slim
poles, and loaded the travois with their
belongings. In half an hour the ten
lodges of the Cree were packed and
under way, pulling toward the Black-
foot agency. O’Connor watched them
string down the trail and pitch their
camp again in the very shadow of the
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agency walls. Then he lit his pipe and
went thoughtfully back to look on at
the big dance.

Late that evening, when night had
shut down thickly and the yellow
tongues of many camp-fires pierced the
dark. O'Connor stood watching the
Blackfoot disport themselves in the fire-
light. It struck him of a sudden that
the crowd about the dancing-place had
thinned unaccountably. lie turned his
back on the half-naked figures that
leaped and pirouetted in the firelit cir-
cle. and sought for the cause.

By ones and twos, in little bunches
of eight and ten, the Blackioot were
breaking away from the outer edges
of the throng, and slipping quietly
through the night toward a hollow on
the farther side of the great camp: a
hollow from . whence, as O'Connor
neared it, came the steady beat of tum-
t>ms and a yelling declamation, sounds
that made O'Connor's blood jump fast-
er—he knew their import, lie went a
little farther, and stopped to listen.
Ttie shrill, half-chanted words floated
up out of the hollow:

Hear my voice,
war-trails-;

1 go to prepare a feast for you to batten on;

| see you cross tile enemy’s lines:

Lake you. 1 shall go.

| wish the swiftness of your wings:

| wish the vengeance tat your claws.

| muster my friends—follow me, follow me.

which blood will be spilt; scalps will be
taken.

I > Ho! ye yotmg men that are warriors.

bmdk with joy on the battle-field.

ye birds that follow the

While lie stood there, hesitating,
nerves a-tingle, a hand was laid gently
on hi- arm, and the voice of Snarling
Dog spoke in his ear.

1'Turn, O maker of pictures,” he said
to O'Connor. "Let us go back to my
lodge." It wa- a command as much
as an invitation, and O'Connor turned
back with him.

They threaded their way to the old
Indian’s teepee, and sat there a few
minutes over a pipe. Snarling Dog
vouchsafed no information, and O'Con-
nor asked no questions, though he
thought—well, many things. In a little

while he bade Snarling Dog good night
and rode away to the agency, for he was
tired and sleepy. As he mounted,
Snarling Dog laid hand on the mane
of his horse.

“The picture-maker is wise—lie
knows the heart of the Indian,” he said
softly. “If he hears a noise in the
night, let him not be afraid. It is but
the foolishness of the young men.”

Some time in the little hours that pre-
cede the summer dawn, O'Connor wa-
kened to the popping of guns and a
chorus of savage whooping. He sprang
from his bed and peered out of a win-
dow that faced toward where the Cree
had pitched their camp that evening.
Red flashes spat angrily in the dark,
and the crack of a rifle followed every
flash. That was all O'Connor could
see and hear for a minute: just the
shooting- and the vyells and the red
flashes in the dark.

Away on the opposite side of the
agency a bugle shrilled in the night,
clear and sweet above the noise about
the Cree lodges. By the time O'Connor
slipped on his trousers and got outside
a squad of mounted police thundered
by. Before they reached the camp the
shooting had died away. A few vague
forms hovered about the lodges, inside
of which the squaws hugged the ground
and howled lamentation : and when the
heavy - footed cavalry - horses swung
round a corner on the jump, 'the flit-
ting, stooping Shapes broke for their
ponies with the Blackfoot war-cry.
And pursuers and pursued vanished
from O'Connor's sight and hearing
with a rush of hoofs and a fresh burst
of gun-fire.

From here and there about the agency
men came running—even the Honor-
able Perry, in silk pajamas and bearing
a shotgun—and joined O'Connor.
With lanterns and candles they went
from lodge to lodge. In each the raid-
ers had left their grim handiwork: of
forty Crees that pulled to the agency
walls at dusk, no more than a dozen
would see the sun rise again. Three
Wolves. The Boaster, his squaw, and
two sons lay half-in. half-out their
lodge, and the bare, raw circle on top
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of each head shone ghastly red in the
dickering lantern-light.

Thereafter, scattering shots sounded
faintly at interval.-- to the north of the
agency. South, where lay the main
Plackfoot camp, not a glint of fire
showed till daylight shot the sky with
ruse and yellow, and then the blue
—~moke spirals went trailing lazily up
from around many breakfast-pots.
Then O'Connor and the agent, watch-
ing: silently with field-glasses from an
up-stairs window, saw the police shoot-
ing from the shelter of rocks and buf-
faln-wallows at a patch, of brush that
crowned a tiny butte; and from the
butte crest came answering white putts
i > every shot the police fired.

"They've got some of them, corralled
on that hill." O'Connor said. "Let us
ride over and see what's going on."
And the Honorable Perry, inclined to
wonder if lie were really awake and not
dreaming that some of hi- charger- had
actually gone "bad." followed O’Connor
to the stable.

A mile from the agency Sergeant
Wells, hatless, a blood}' streak on one
Tde of his face, and his left hand band-
aged in a handkerchief, met them in
the fork of a coulee.

“lletter not get too clo-c to that
bunch," he warned. "We've lost three
men already trying to come to hand-
L.Idr- with them. Damn an Indian,
anyway!" The sergeant stuck the spurs
in his horse and was gome again before
CfConnor could a-k him a .'ingle ques-
tsm

The cause of hi- haste became ap-
parent before the}' got within speaking
distance ot the police, who were bom-
barding perfunctorily the brush-patch
front the shelter of the surrounding
hills, O'CViimor looked back’ and
-norted. The sergeant had im.pre.-sed
a gun-crew of agency clerk-, and was
bringing up the artillery—a four-inch
field-gun. relic of the Riel Rebellion.
O'Connor and the agent, out of rifle-
range of that clump of berry-bushes,
waited and watched breathlessly the
passing of Sergeant Wells, the horses
on a gallop, the four-inch gun sway-
ing and creaking on its rusty limber.

Wells halted it on a hilltop, cut the
horses loose, and brought the black
muzzle to bear on the butte.

The first shell flew high, droned
over the scrub like a giant bee, and
burst in mid-air two hundred yards be-
yond. The second fell short, and sent
up a miniature geyser of dirt and
gravel. Put the third—that time the
sergeant got his sights alined and the
elevation just right before he let her go,
and the shell dropped fair in the midst
of the thicket.

With the bang of the shell's explo-
sion. three — just three! — Blackfoot
bucks, stripped to a loin-cloth and an
eagle-feather in their braided scalp-
locks, burst front shelter and flung
themselves in a wild charge against the
mounted police. It made O'Connor’s
breath come faster and his hands
clench, into hard-knuckled fists to see
them gallop straight against the bark-
ing Winchesters, the red-hand war-sign
painted large on the hips of the ponies,
and the Diegan war-whoop in their
mouths. For a moment it seemed as if
they would cross the open space safe-
ly and lock horns with the boulder-
protected police: but the men behind
the carbines got the range, and one
after another the three Indians dropped.
The last down fell within fifty yards
of two troopers crouched behind a rock.
His horse fell first, and the brave
alighted on his feet, running, but a
dozen rifles spoke together, arid he
crumpled without a sound.

Sergeant Wells, as a matter of cau-
tion. dropped three more shell- among
the berry-bushes on that butte. Then
his men arose from boulder and buffalo-
wallow. and came down to look at the
dead. O'Connor spurred down to them
hastilv, for he had a theory, and he was
anxiou- to know if it was correct. As
it happened, lie came first to the brave
who had fallen last. The Honorable
Owen Hildebrand Perry, right behind
him. looked down and went ghastly
white. For the body, slim, bronze in
the slanting rays of the morning sun,
and the' face smeared and daubed with
the red-and-yellow war-paint, was that
of Edward Sound-oiAlanv-Gun-, late-
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ly graduated from a white man's school.
And tied fast in the forelock of his dead
war-pony, fluttering lightly in the morn-
ing wind, was the fresh-taken scalp of
Running Horses, The Boaster.
“There's five dead 'tins in the brush,
sir," a trooper reported. “l don't think
a bloomin' one of the bunch got away."
(hConnor turned his horse and rode
away. He wasn't in the mood just then
to discuss the relative merits of en-
vironment and heredity with any one,
and least of all the Honorable O. II. P.
He passed through the agency, and
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went straight to the Blackfoot camp,
and dismounted at the lodge of Snarling
Dog. Him O'Connor led a little way
from the lodge door, and told in few
words what he had seen. Then he
asked Snarling Dig' for the answer to
the riddle.

The old man puffed solemnly at his
little stone pipe, 'took it from his mouth,
and tapped out the ashes in his hand.

“It is an ill thing, O maker of pic-
tures," he muttered, sententious!}’, “to
boast to a son of lifting his father's
scalp."

THE PLAY OE THE DUELISTS

EVOLVER fencing" is a new sport that suddenly came into favor this
summer and autumn in the smart shooting-galleries of the Paris clubs and

of the casinos at watering-places.

This novel pastime consists of fighting dummy duels with revolvers or pistols,
loaded with five cartridges, but which only discharge inoffensive balls made of
carefully measured proportions of tallow and of wax. kneaded together with a
skill and adroitness worthy of a clever pastry cook.

Doctor Deciders, an exceedingly good amateur shot with the pistol, has at
last made a projectile and cartridge that enable a man to go into training for
a duel with pistols, just as the art of fencing permits a swordsman to prepare

himself for encounters with cold steel.

The game is begun by the two adversaries clothing themselves in jackets of
black leather, trousers of the same material, and providing themselves with black
masks such as are worn by fencers and leather gloves with gauntlets protecting

the wrist and forearm.

The director of the dummy duel stands midway between them, but well out

of the line of fire.

He has with him a metronome that marks at a cadence of

eighty to one hundred swings of the pendulum to the minute.
The director of the combat, as soon as the two players are in proper position,

begins in accordance with the movement of the metronome: “Fire!

three !"

One. two.

At the command “Fire!" the adversaries have the right to raise their arms,

take aim, and fire.
“three" is pronounced.

The two shots must, however, be discharged before the word

It is very much more difficult to fire accurately at the word of command than

when firing at will at an artificial target.

excellent practise for amateur shooters.

The Devillers' method thus provides

The balls, if aimed with accuracy, hit with a smart, audible “tap.” and with
the force of a bean discharged by an ordinary pea-shooter.

The exercise is highly advantageous for all who use firearms.

One must have

eye, nerve, and muscle under perfect control in order to raise the arm. aim, fire,
and hit an adversary at the word of command at twenty-five paces distance, and

all in less than two seconds.

In a recent contest at Xeuilly the players in this game of "revolver fencing"
managed to hit each other on an average of six times out of eight shots.



The Boss of the Bonnechere

By A. M. Chisholm
Author of “ JVhere Friendship Ceases,"” “In Sheep's Clothing,"" Hie.

The manner of the dethronement of the hard-hitting boss of
a logging camp, and how the new boss was forced to try-
conclusions with the supreme lord of the Bonnechere River

0 X ES . of Pringle &

Tones, lumber opera-

turs, looked at the ap-

plicant fur a job. !le

saw a strongly built

man, broad-shouldered,

lean, and compact,

reddish hair inclined to

curl, a prominent jaw, and what were

normally a pair of cold blue eye>. The'

eyes, however, were bloodshot and wa-

tery, and the entire aspect of the man
was dejected.

"Just gli a drunk'," thought Jones,
"but a good man. if he knows anything
of the work." Aloud, he asked:
"What's your name ?"

"Mcl’'ikc, sor : James MePike."

"What can you do ?"

"Anything in the hush or cm the
river."

“(did hand, eh? Where have you
worked:

The applicant reflected a moment, and
mentioned a number of camp.-, widely
scattered, Mr. Jones referred to a list
taken from a drawer of his desk, and
nodded.

“We'll give you a job: usual wages.
You'll go to Foley’'s camp on the Bon-
nechere, 1 judge you're able to look
out for yourself, and you'll need to
there. You won't find it a quiet camp,”

The ghost of a smile flickered around
the (nan’s mouth, and glinted in his
eyes.

“I'm well used to taking care of mew
self, sor."

When James MePike, one of a mot-
ley crew of newly hired lumberjacks,
piled out of the sleigh at Foley’s camp,

on the llonnechare River, all trace- of
liquor had blown out of him. and his
eyes were bright and clear. lie moved
with the lithe grace of a panther, and
whistled as he lugged his slender dun-
nage into the hunk-house where he sc*
lected a vacant bunk and proceeded to
make himself very much at home.

Foley was at that time a small op-
erator who owned a limit on the Bonne-
chere River, and was under contract
to supply Pringle & Jones with a cer-
tain quantity of logs in the following
spring. lie did his own hiring, but
men were scarce, and he had asked
Pringle & Jones to send on a few
new hands, if the}- could be obtained:
hence the hiring of McPike and his
fellows.

Foley's camp methods differed in de-
tail from those usually followed. Him-
self a rough, uneducated man of enor-
mous physical strength and unbridled
appetites and passions, he brought into
his business the theory that the rough-
est and toughest men were capable of
the most work.

This theory received aid by the force
of his personal example. He threw
himself into the work in the woods with
savage intensity, using ax or saw him-
self. striding back and forth among the
men, cursing, bullving', and occasional-
ly striking. At night, his habit was to
drink himself into slumber, blit he was
always up with the first call of the
cookee, and ready for the day's work.
11is wonderful vitality, reenforced by
the pure air and exercise, enabled him
to do this with apparent impurity,

His abilitv as a driver and the fear
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that he inspired uhtained snaljri<ii4’ re-
>r.lis in work, and Iris predilection fex
"itiird" men iacing widely known, his
camps were, as a rule, filled with the
most notorious drinkers and fighters
among the rivermen.

They worked hard ; they drank hard,
the "whisky hlanc.” that is mostly high-
wines, being always i>rthcoming; and
when occasion offered they fought hard,
either among themselves or with any
rival gang the}- met on the spring drive.
Their reputation was unenviable from
tlie view-point of the quiet citizen, but
they were promt of it, and openly
boasted of the toughness of the camp,
looking forward eagerly to the spring
when they would drive the brown logs
down the swollen river and meet the
crews from other camps, meetings often
signaled by,pitched battles between the
entire gangs or champions of each.

It was into this company, then, that
McPike, a stranger, found himself pitch-
forked.

The return of the gang with Foley at
its head, in the dusk of the early winter
night, was heralded by shouting and
much cheerful profanity. They stampred
into camp noisily, leaving behind them
all thoughts of the daily toil.

From dawn to dusk they labored
mightily in tiie snapping cold and tire
driving sleet, while the sweat of their
toil soaked through their garments and
froze white without: they labored fero-
ciously. doggedly, with a fierce personal
hate of the woods that their saws and
axes bit Into—the timber that forever
ringed them around, that represented an
unending’ labor mure than their mean-;
of sustaining life.

But their clay's work done, they might
forget it. and in the heat and light of
the campi, in their numbers, in song,
and in such liquor as they could obtain,
find a few brief hours of enjoyment, a
bright color-patch on the dull, gray win-
ter of their lives.

Why not? And if the whoop of the
eookee at four o'clock fell on reluctant
ears and if they snarled curses In the
dark of the morning hours, still there
was the memory of the heat and light
and the song and the like, to look for-

ward to at the end of another stint of
toil.

The gang hit the camp) as an invading
army. They -tripped off heavy el<-th-
ing, wet mitts, larrigans, and mck-, and
hung them up in festoons, dunning dry
socks and nineca-in-. ami they ate like
famished wolve-. Bacon, beans, bread;,
rice, and moia-ses Amply vanished be-
fore their attack, aud -cabling tea
washed them clown.. Aloud they cursed
the cook and Cookee. and called for
more food and yet more, eating fero*
ciou.-lv. voraciouslv. tearing at the meat
and broad like animal-.

At la-1. however, their appetites vn re
satisfied, and they trooped hack to the
-leeping-camp), leaving the wreck lie-
hind to the care of the cook and cookee.
Men disposed themselves in bunks or
on benches in attitudes of ease: pipes
were lit: a pack of cards was pro-
duced, and a game of forty-five started; ;
a month-organ gave forth sentimental
-trains. The camp wa- in full swing
of an enjoyable evening.

Foley entered, sought out the new
men with hi- -eye, and beckoned to
them. They lined up in front of him,
and he looked them up and down, it
was not a friendly inspection, nor was
it unfriendly: merely impersonal and
very keen. One by one he questioned
them and allotted their work. Mcl'ike
was the last.

Foley looked bins over appreciative-
ly. noting the set of tire firm neck into
the broad -boulder-, the poise and solid-
ity of the bod}-, and the direct gaze of
the cold blue eye-. Here was a man
after his own heart, -0 far as physical
qualifications  went. Remained, the
question of "hardness."

"Where've yen been workin'?" he
asked.

"Moore's camp- on the Pick." rooked
ale Pike.

"What'd you leave for? Fired'"

"TIT air,” said Mcl'ike -lowly, "was
unhealthy."

Foley grinned. It wa- no concern of
hi- how the man b&pjiBied to come to
him. Enough that he was there, and if
he had got into trouble elsewhere, so
much the better.
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"So long's you work." lie announced,
"I don't care a whoop what else yon
do. If a man does a man’s work in his
hours. lie may rai-e all the hell he wants
after. Hut"—with a stare of momentary
ferocity and a clenching- of his enor-
mous hamh—"let me catch a man so-
jering ! Let me catch you sojering, just
iCite!"

"I work enough to earn me pay."
said Me Pike briefly* "an" no more. I'll
um work the heart out av me for any
pay | ever g;it vet. You'll find | do
a' much as army man."

"See you do," said Foley grimly, and
turned on his heel.

McPike went back reflectively to his
bunk, where he sat smoking, a quiet
observer of what was going on.

In the course of tine evening trouble
devel. iped between two of the card-
player*. .Viter an interchange of curses
a blow was struck. Immediately they
fought—fought like dogs, rolling on the
floor, biting and gouging. Finally one
man was choked into insensibility, and
the victor, rising, kicked him back into
consciousness. _\o one interfered. The
defeated man rose and staggered to his
bunk, and the incident was closed.

McPike had watched the fight crit-
ically and dispassionately. When it was
over he refilled his pipe and asked a
guestion of a man sitting near him.

"Fights go here to a finish." was the
answer. "So long’s a man can work
next day Foley don't care."

"Who's the best man in the camp?"
asked McPike.

"Foley claims to be. but. o' course, no
one climbs him none, Among the men
it's sixes between Plouffe an’ Rory
Mackav. That's Plouffe that just done
up Holmes—surly, bad-actin' brute he
is. too—tin' that's Red Retry over there
cm the bench. They ain't scrapped yet.
but they're due to most any day. The
Frenchmen swear by Plouffe, o' course;
the rest of us back Rory. Where do
you come from? Oh. the Pickanoffk!
Well, they've some tough camps up
there, but this has them all beat. You're
new to it. but you'll get yours soon
enough ; though by your looks | guess
you can handle yourself some."

th

e NosS necheke S5

"If anny lad wants to take a birl out
of me all he has got to do is to say so,"
said McPike. with emphasis. "There’s
no man in this camp going to run on
me, and if y<m or your friends has no-
tions of tryin’ the same. I'll cure you
oi era quick."

"l ain't no star fighter.® said the man
deprecating'}-. 'pm' | was just telling
ymi for vi'iir own good. Pv the free
way You sw ing yout tongue vou're due
tew a heap of trouble, or to make some."

"Me tongue nay he free." said Mc-
Pike truer,lently. "hut me lists is freer.
W hat you said 1 take friendly, an’ what
| say to you L the same. It's no brag
| make, hut the man that climbs me will
get buried, an' ye may tell it to anny
one here."

Hy the first glint of dawn the gang
was in the Woods and at work. Then
McPike. swinging an ax with the ef-
fortless rapidity of the expert, saw a
‘ample of Foley's powers as a driver of
men. The man was everywhere, storm-
ing from place to place, getting the last
pound of work out of his hands. The
saws screeched anti ripped, the axes hit
deep and hard, and the teams moved at
a trot. The gang was doing just about
a third more work than the ordinary
crew, and doing it well.

holey stood for a moment watching
the steady rise and fall of McPike's
ax.

"You'll do." he said briefly ; "keep it
up." -Mid the next moment McPike
heard him fairly inundating a lagging
teamster with a flood of picturesque
blasphemy.

The nooning brought a needed rest.
Pn the sunny side of a knoll the conkce
had built a fire, and tea boiled in a huge
pail. Bread and bacon in thick sand-
wiches formed the staples of the meal,
with a handful of doughnuts thrown in
for good measure. When the meal was
over there was time for a brief smoke.
Then the work began again, and con-
tinued till the sun set at four o’clock.

Back in camp, supper over. McPike
puffed contentedly at his pipe and talked
with new acquaintances. One brought
out a bottle of "whisky Plane" from his
bunk, and they drank, cementing their
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friendship. This was the hour of re-
laxation. Tales were in order. A mu-
sician produced an accordion, and.
throwing hack his head with a prelim-
inary whine, broke forth into the "Bal-
lad of Jimmie Judge,” a clasffc of the
Upper Ottawa.

"Twas on the Ronnecliere River.

A little tielow Renfrew.

This yor.ng- man went tot to break a jam
And in the jam fell through.”

wailed the singer, his nose pointed sky-
wand. as a dog that howls to the moon.
“His hair hung down in ring-gu-lets

And his skin was white as snow.

And | mane for to sound his prai-ai-ses
Wherever |—do—go."

And then with a crash the whole camp
sailed into the chorus.
"For this young man's name was Jimmie
Judge,
As we mane for to let veer kftow :

Alt'" we mane for to sound his prai-ai-ses
Wherever we—do—go."

The praises of the heroic Judge were
sounded to the extent of some thirty
stanzas, and the accordion-player, after
one or two attempts at tunes that came
to nothing, suddenly began to play "The
Protestant Boys” with vigor.

It was like a match in a powder-mill.
Crash ! Arsene Plouffe’s larrigan kicked
the accordion into the player’s face, and
at the same instant a Protestant fist
landed behind Ploy Tie's ear, stretching
him neatly. With a bellow. Red Rory
Mackay leaped from his bench and
plunged into the fray. Short and sweet
was the scrap, quelled by the arrival of
Foley, who would not have troubled to
interfere with anything less than a
wholesale riot. By sheer brute strength
he flung the fighting men apart, and
hurled at them a blast of invective that
made them pause in respectful admira-
tion.

“What started thi.-?” he roared an-
grily in conclusion.

"He." said one. indicating the ac-
cordion-player, "played 'The Protestant
Boys'!"

Foley grimly surveyed the battered
features of the musician, and a spark
of humor lit in his eye.

"If that's it," he said, "go to it again,

the whole pack of you, if you like™
With which, he turned on his heel and
strode to his own quarters.

But the fight was over. When it be-
gan, fMcTike had leaped lightly into an
upper bunk, from which vantage-point
he had enjoyed himself hugely, his pipe
between his teeth. He sat there swing-
ing his legs and grinning as Foley de-
parted. and so drew upon himself the
displeasure of one Doran, whose feat-
ures had suffered in the affray.

"You, sitting grinning there, kept far
enough out of harm's way," he ob-
served. "It's careful ye are of your-
self."

"It is,” said McPike. "I do be takiu’
the best of care of meself. bein’ well
able to. Which, by the look of your
face, you can’t. An' have ye anny ob-
jections to mention. 1'd like to know?"

"A man," declared Doran loftily, "as
will climb to get out of a scrap, is no
man at all.”

"I can climb down to get into wan,
it so be vouVé anxious.” suggested Mc-
Pike.

"Do," said Doran briefly, and at the
word MePike launched himself into the
air. It was over in a minute. Doran
was .-imply smothered by the avalanche
of blows rained on him, and went down
holding both hands over his face. Tic-
Pike, disdaining- to follow up his ad-
vantage, faced the crowd.

"If there's another man w’'u'd rather
sce me in a row than watching it," he
observed, with meaning, "all he has to
do is to say so."

But the men had had enough fighting’
for one night. Xu one of them felt like
tackling this newcomer who seemed
abundantly able to look after himself.
Sulkily growling at each other, they
proceeded to their bunks, rolled them-
selves in their blankets, and slept the
sound sleep of open-air workers.

Gradually the cherry-red glow of the
huge stove faded out: the cold of the
outside world drew closer: strange
cracking sounds issued from the timbers
of the camp: white rime appeared on
the blankets, where the breath of the
sleepers struck and congealed.

In the months that followed, Me-
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Pike established himself. The license
of the camp suited hint Whisky, usual-
ly forbidden, was plentiful, and he
drank while there was anything to
drink. A row of any kind, or particu-
larly rough horse-play, was his delight,
hut he never picked a quarrel or avoided
one. 1lis readiness to fight at the drop
of a hat became universally recognized,
and after one or two encounters in
which the result was never in doubt, no
one ventured to molest him. Indeed,
it became a matter of speculation as to
whether he could whip Arsene Flouffe
or Rory Mackay. between whom the
question of supremacy remained unde-
cided.

One night Flouffe and Mackay col-
lided. The cause was trifling, having to
do with a tale as to wolves, told Mackay
by his father and by the son related, but
Flouffe saw fit to cast a doubt upon the
truth of the story, and Mackay‘s filial
pride took hurt.

"I will haf you to understand that
what | haf said my father told me, and
slit iss the truth," said Red Rory.

"She's dam’ fonnee story, hall de
same," said Flouffe sturdily. "I t'ink
your fader she's dronk w'en she see
dose wolf, me."

And then they fought, a genuine, old-
time. rough-and-tumble battle, from
which Red Rory emerged victorious and
Flouffe spent the next day in his bunk,
thereby drawing on himself and his op-
ponent the wrath of Foley, who, hav-
ing the working efficiency of his men
in view, issued an edict that henceforth
no fights should be fought save on a
Saturday night.

In this manner Rory Mackay became
undisputed boss of Foley’'s camp, re-
puted the toughest on the Bouneehere,
and gave himself airs accordingly. And
the manner of his dethronement was
thus :

Rory, in sportive mood, superin-
duced by "‘whisky blanc,” had slyly ta-
ken a clay pipe lying on the table and
thrust the stem into the red coals at the
stove-door until it became thoroughly
heated, after which he replaced it.

This pipe belonged to McPike, who
had laid it down in the excitement of a

good hand of cards. The hand played,
he laid hold of the pipe by the bowl,
tamped the load with one finger, and
placed, the stem between his teeth.

Thereupon, as the hot clay seared his
lips and tongue, he sprang up with a
yell and a volley or profanity and hurled
the pipe from him. After which, in
cold rage, he demanded the name of
him who: had played the trick, seeking
the circle of faces with his eyes and at
last pitching on an entil'd}' innocent per-
son. and inviting hi® to stand up and
settle it. man to man.

The person invited was naturally re-
luctant. and protested his innocence,
whereupon McPike reviled him afresh
and was about to proceed to violence,
when Kory took the affair over.

"Let the man alone." he said. "It
wass me that did it, and | did it in joke.
What you haf to say can be said to
me."

"Can it?" cried McPike, whirling on
him ferociously. "Then it's this, ye
bandy-legged. Glengarry Scotchman!
You're no man, but a thing; ye think
bekasc ye licked Ploufie. there, ye're
the boss o' this campl I'll show ye
who's boss, an' show ye quick. Sthrip,
ye red-hided divil, an' fight it out!"

"If you will be bating a fight ofer a
joke-—- " began Rory, in no way dis-
turbed. beginning to remove his coat.

"A joke!" roared McPike furiously.
"Burn a man raw in the mouth an’ call
it a joke! You--—- " and he gave vent
to his feelings in a perfect torrent of ex-
pletives.

'Tery well." said Red Rory, his face
darkening into a scowl as the bitter
words cut home: “now | will show you
a thing that iss not a joke."

The fight went down in the annals of
Foley's as great. Rory was strong as
a bull and quick as a cat. with a long
experience of rough fighting and the
prestige of past victories to back it.

But McPike in action, fighting with
his temper aroused, was a wonder.
There was no trick of foul fighting that
lie did not know, and he was not to be
taken by surprise. In addition, he had
what Rory had not, an intimate knowl-
edge of the art of self-defense; also his
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hitting-power was enormous and his
strength fully equal to his opponent’s.
And, further, in spite of his passion,
he was deadly cool.

If Red Rory had a string of scalps at
his belt McPike had a longer string,
fairly won from the best men of half a
dozen lumbering districts. He went
into the fight to punish his man. and
rushed matters from the start. When
they clinched and wrestled he fought
himself loose and came on again.
Counter rushes he met, stilt and un-
yielding.

The spectators stood in a circle,
breathing hard. This was to their
liking; such a fight had not been seen
for years: they reveled in it. Bets were
offered and taken. Pole}' entered unno-
ticed and watched, likewise.

At last came a clinch from which Mc-
Pike, hard-hitter though he was, could
not escape. The two went down to-
gether, and finished the fight on the
ground. It was McPike who finally
came uppermost, and, freeing his right
arm, smashed Red Rory twice, driving
his head against the boards, whereupon
the latter’s hold grew limp, and he lay
without movement.

McPike rose, breathing heavily and
badly marked. The men assisted Red
Rory to his feet, and for a moment he
stood swaying. Then, as full conscious-
ness returned to him. he offered his
hand to McPike.

“It wass a fery coot fight, and you
haf won." he said. "And | will be say-
ing that there iss no man on the Bonne-
chere, unless it iss Black Angus Fraser
—who iss a fery hard fighter—that can
whip you. Will you shake hands, being
a petter man than | ?"

“Sure | will." said McPike, grasping
the outstretched hand. “It’'s a good
man ye are, Rory Mackay. Xo better
have | ever met—a munching good
man."

“And | will say now." said Red Rory,
“that | am sorry that | played that lit-
tle joke. It was thoughtless, and I am
sorry.”

"That’s all right.” said McPike. “It’s
over, and | have no hard feelings.
You're as good a fighter as ever | met.

an' that's no small thing to say, let me

tell you. There's McRae over there
has a bottle. . Let’s drink to better
friendship."

In this manner McPike won to lead-
ership at Foley's, which meant much.
It meant that he was proved the best
fighter in a camp of good fighting men :
it meant, also, that in the spring when
all hands went down river with the
drive of logs he must be the champion
of the camp, and maintain its honor
against all and sundry. And that, on
the Bonnechere. was no light thing.

Meantime Mackay's reference to
Black Angus Fraser had found a lodg-
ment in McPike’'s mind. Front time to
time he gleaned information as to this
worthy. lie learned, for one thing, that
Fraser was regarded and styled himself
the "Boss of the Bonnechere,” which
proud title he had held for several years,
having obtained it by the decisive de-
feat of one Aubichon, who formerly
laid claim thereto.:

Fraser was reputed to be a man of
enormous size, whose strength and ac-
tivity were without parallel. Tales were
told of him—how lie could grip a barre!
of pork with his teeth and throw it over
his head behind him : how he bent horse-
shoes with his hands: haw. on a bet,
he had split a two-inch oak plank with a
blow of his fist. ALo. there were tale-
of his numberless battles, in which fiL
ferocity and merciless treatment of a de-
feated opponent figured largely. It ap-
peared that he invariably “put the
boots" to a whipped man.

Folv, the sole,’ of a river driver’s
boots are studded with ‘“‘corks.” which
are small spikes on the principle of hob-
nails. hut long and sharp. These en-
able him to maintain hi- footing on
wet. slippery logs. The}- are his salva-
tion in a wild race for shore when a jam
breaks and his wav leads across a wri-
thing, groaning mass of up-ending tim-
bers.

They are also weapons of offense and
defense. By time-honored custom
among lumbermen the victor may stamp
upon the features and body of a fallen
foe with boots thus armed—*“put the
boots to him," as the phrase goes. The
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result? are lasting. As to the face,
when the foot is set down sharply and
lifted perpendicularly, scars like small-
pox are left. When it is twisted when
down a thing of horror remains.

And it was the habit of Black Angus
Fraser to set his boot on his victim's
face and twist it. after having almost
trampled out the life from the body.
This gave him his reputation. He
brooded over the Bonnechere, a great
shadow, and embodied dread to his fel-
low-, a man cursed coming and going,
living and dead, by a score of men to
whom he had shown no mercy in his
hour of triumph.

These tilings McPike heard at .first
hand from the mouths of eve-witnesses :
he digested them at his leisure. Also,
fey careful questioning, he elicited much
information as to the methods of at-
tack pursued by Fraser. It appeared
that he rushed an adversary off his feet
and once down finished the job: all of
which McPike stored away in his mem-
on'.

But bis questioning gave rise to ques-
tions.

"\\ hat you hax me hall dose Bing
for?" demanded burly Arseas Plouffe.
-cowling at his interlocutor. "Mebbe
you Pink you fight dat Hangus Xoirl
By gar. | Pink you crazee, me!"

"Don't you think too hard. Arsene.
an' hurt yourself." said McPike chcer-
:ully. Wear's | can find out. I'm due
to see this Angus man on the dhrive,
an’ it'll do me no harm to know all |
can about him. TIP more | hear, tlifi
farther off | can keep."

Plouffe shrugged his shoulders, fill-
ing his pipe with unspeakable tabac
rouge.

"She's not my bizness w'at you do,"
he said. "But I'll tol' you dat mans lie's
keel somebody some tarn. You'll be
good mans—mos' dam' good—but dis
mans lie's fight comwc Ic diablc, an' you
don’t stan' no show for because lie's too
modi beeg an" strong. I'll know heem,
me. an' | keep bout bees road."

"Tell me. now,” said McPike, "can
lie punch." 1 know all that about his
splitting boards with his fist, but can he
punch hard an' straight an' fast in a
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fight, an’ keep on punchiiv? aAn’ did
ever anny one punch him in a good spot
with weight back o’ th’ arrm ? An’ has
he anny gyard to speak of, or does he
just take to give?"

But these were matters too high for
Plouffe.

"He's fight lak hell.” he said solemn-
ly. ‘Tie's pouch lak hit wit" ax, an'
he’s not feel heem w’en you pouch back.
An? then lie's jus* jomp in wit' de
hoops.

The rumor of MePike's interest in
Black Angus spread through tile camp,
and increasing as it spread, became a
statement that McPike had sworn to
fight him on sight. This reached the
ears of Foley, who took occasion to give
advice.

"I'm ii"t saving you're not an able
man," lie observed to McPike, "but take
niy advice and let this Fraser alone,
lie’'s bad. 1le’s too big for you, for one
thing, and lie's apt to cripple you for
life, if you give him a hard scrap. |
wouldn't want to tackle him myself.
Let him be, like a sensible lad.”

"Mister Foley." said McPike, "I'm
not looking for a fight with him or anny
other man, but if | happen across him
and he runs on me we will have it. HI
be run on by no man. 1 never was,
without a fight, an' 1 never will be. He
may be ill' bo-s of the Bonnechere, an’
bad. as yon say. but I'm not afeard to
take a chance at him, if so be he crowds
me."

"Take it, then." -aid Foley, "but pay
your own doctor's bills. I've warned
you."

Slowly the long winter wore away.
The days lengthened: the sun grew
stronger. The snow mounds sank and
dwindled, and little trickles of water
appeared oil the southern slopes by day
and froze by night. The air, from be-
ing dry. hard, and edged, grew soft and
moist. The ice blackened and honey-
combed in the river. The birds began
to return. Then came a day with a
heavy south wind and a warm rain.
Groaning- and crackings came from the
river: tremblings ran through the ice.
Then, with much noise, it began to
shove, and went out. a mass of tossing
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flues and cakes, and the blue water
danced and sparkled beneath the soft
sunshine of spring.

On the banks of the river the winter's
cut of logs lay corded in great piles on
the skidways, gently «loping toward
the water. These were broken out. The
log's rolled and plunged into the water,
being held by a boom until all was in
readiness. Then the boom was opened
and the drive was on.

Men followed the drive on either
bank with pike-poles and peavies. re-
leasing such logs as were caught in
shallows. Others in "peakics" swung
down the stream. These peakies are big
boats, sharp ami high at bow and stern.
They pull from six oars upward, the
oars being set in thole-pins. <ire man
stand» in the bow and smother in the
stern, each with a long, strong paddle,
both steering and paddling. The boats
held tents for the crew. grub, and out-
fit. The pace of the drive was the pace
of the hindmost log.

And so. it being spring, and the wa-
ter good though not at its highest be-
cause the more northern snows had not
yet melted. Foley's drive came down the
Bonnechcre without mishap and without
the logs once jamming. By night they
pitched tents and built great fires to dry
their garments, for on the drier the
Sign are for the most part wet to the
waist from daylight to dark-.

They ate hungrily and dropped to
sleep immediately thereafter, hugging
the luxury of dry ckthes and blankets,
till the whoop of the cookee roused
them to herd the floating logs once
more. But, on the whole, in spite of
icy water, wet clothes, and-, such dis-
comforts, it was pleasant, and, more-
over, each stow mile brought them near-
er to the delights of civilization, from
which they had been cut off for many
months.

It was at White's Sney below the Big
Slides that they ran into McCall's
drive. This entire drive was hung up in
the Xarrows, a series of shallow rock-
ledges. The men were working like
demons to break not one hut a dozen
jams, and because of want of water
were making small progress.

FoTey managed to boom most of his
logs, but some ran down and into the
mass of McCall's and added to the
trouble. The two gangs thereupon
joined forces and turned in to get the
river clear, holding it a waste of time
to wait for a rise of water. And under
these circumstances McPike, boosting
an obstinate stick of pine with a peavie.
got his first glimpse of Black Angus
Fraser, the boss of the Bonnechere.

A man leaped lightly on a near-by
log, and stood for an instant looking-
oyer the mass of timber. Six feet three
lie stood in his boots, but looked less be-
cause of his breadth. A bushy! black
beard growing almost to his eyes hid
the lower part of his features, but his
forehead was broad and high and his
eyes black, keen, and alert, jjis weight
was perhaps two hundred and ten
pounds, anrl this was all fighting meat,
muscle. and bone, without a soft tissue
or an ounce of fat. The muscles on his
neck and arms stood out like ropes be-
neath the open collar and rolled-up
sleeves. For a moment the man stood
erect, perfectly poised, and then he
leaped ten feet to another log, alighting
surely, with catlike certainty and
grace.

McPike, boosting once more with his
peavie. shook his head reflectively, lie
needed no one to tell him that this was
Black Angus Fraser. "The best set-up
man ever | see." he muttered. "Big
an' hard an' quick, an' he th' look av
him ongodly strong. An' liiirtv pounds
more than me if an ounce. Jimmie, me
buck, you've had, some had fights in
your time, hut you don't want one with
this man—unkos he crowds you. If
he ekes----- " And McPike's teeth
closed with a snap, as he twirled the big
log out of its resting-place with a con-
traction of his splendid muscles and a
heave of the body, and sent it spinning
into the water.

White's Sney. besides a motley —col-
lection of houses, a blacksmith's shop,
and a store, boasted a house of enter-
tainment called the ‘“Repos du Yoy-
ageur." as set forth on a sign-board
representing an  impossible  canoe
manned by a weird crew, in the grip of
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a particularly fierce bit of rapids. The
owner of the house, one Baptiste Bot-
vin, was celebrated for two things,
namely, that he had once tried to hang
himself, and for the quality of the
"whisky blanc” that he dispensed.

On this night, then, following a hard
day with the logs, McPike, Rory Alac-
kay, and several more of Foley's men
betook themselves to the "Repos du
Yoyageur” with intent to offset the ef-
fects of a day's work in cold water.

They found the bar already filled
with McCall's crew, and mingled with
them sociably. Head and shoulders
above his fellows towered Black An-
gus. hoisting in white whisky in liberal
doses. The effect of the liquor acting-
on a gloomy temperament, was to make
him quarrelsome, a result indicated by
a smoldering fire in his eyes and two
perpendicular furrows between them.
J le greeted the newcomers with a scowl
and a surly nod and a swift scanning- of
each man.

McRike drank, and as the scarcely di-
luted high-wines tingled in his veins
all desire to avoid trouble vanished. In-
stead, he desired it greatly. The oppor-
tunity was not long in coming, and was
not of his seeking-

An altercation began between one of
Foley's men and one of McCall's, touch-
ing the respective merits of their camps
and the men composing them. In-
stances of prowess were cited on both
sides: individuals were compared.
Roundly. McCall's man swore that his
camp was unequaled, and in conclusion
pointed to Fraser, as one who clinches
an argument.

The argument of Foley's man in re-
buttal was nio-tly personal, and included
a sneer at Fraser, with a statement as
to a man in his own camp who could
"beat tlfi head off of Fraser or any other
man in McCall's gang." The voices
were loud and the attention of the room
was attracted.

Fraser shoved forward to the dispu-
tants. McPike, from the other direc-
tion. came forward also. As boss of
Foley's camp, it was incumbent on him
to take part in any affair touching its
honor.

‘BOSS OF THE ©ONNECHERE o1

"What is all this you are talking of?”
demanded Fraser ominously, scowling
down at the two men. "Who is this
mail of yours who will beat my head
oft'?"’

The Foley partizan, fairly caught,
qualified his statement in apprehension
of the great man before him.

"l didn't say he would; | said maybe
he could.”

Fraser laughed scornfully,
ing him with a baleful eye.

"Maybe ? Yes. There is not a man
in your camp that dares to try. s it
Mackay you mean? I sec Mackay
there, and he knows better. If there is
a man among you at all, bring him out.
There is much talk with, you men of
Foley's, but little else. Let me see this
mau—this big man who is such a fight-
er. but who fears to show himself.”

Foley's man, at this moment, became
aware of the proximity of McPike by
liis sitic, and. looking at him, took heart
of grace.

"That's him,” he announced briefly,
and straightway backed into the crowd.

McPike. lints singled out, accepted
the situation without question. lie bore
Fraser's care and gave it back with in-
terest. Fye held eye without a waver,
and Fraser spoke.

“You will be on Foley’s drive.”

"I am." said McPike shortly.

"What is your name? | have never
seen you before.”

"Mclike is my name—lJimmie Mc-
Pike," replied the other: "and you are
Black .Align- Fraser, by your looks."”

"I am Angus Fraser, the boss of the
Buimcclu-re." was the reply. “If | am
black, wm arc red.”

"Red | may be.” said McPike. “Ale
blood L red: they say "tis the blood
gives the color."

Fraser's eyes narrowed at the insult,
and his muscles tensed.

"For less than that,” he said, “1 have
broken half the bones in a man's body.
You are a little red cock that crows
loudly, and your comb needs cutting-
It is not safe to play with me, and no
red-headed Irish thief shall do it.”

"That's as it may be,” said McPike
insolently. "I'know who ye arre, well

regard-
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enough. Ye call yerself bo* °' the
Bonnechere! Well, here's what | think
of you!"

McPike had fmatched a match coolly,
while speaking, as if: to lig'ht his pipe.
With a sudden movement he thrust the
dame into the black tangle of Fraser's
beard. The hair caught fire with a
crackle and a smell of singeing. With
a yell Fraser grasped the flame in his
hands and crushed it out. but not be-
fore it had burned beard, mustache, and
eyebrows badly. Then he turned on
Wel'ike with a whirl of Gaelic curses.

MePike was prepared. In the com-
motion he had removed his coat, and
Stood, «Stripped to shirt and trouser.-,,
ready, his hands half-lifted, his head
thrust forward and slightly sunk be-
tween his shoulders, and feet apart.

"Take off yer coat,” lie said, as the
mm formed a ring around me two.

"It's fair wanung | give you You'll
need it off. You an' me will seise
who’s boss of the river. It's my belief

you're a windbag an’ a quitter.”

Fever in all >*- evce<: bad Flack An-
gus met with such eiefiance. Especially
of recent years the men with whom he
had fought had been half-whipred be-
fore the fight began, by his reputation
merely. But this individual appeared
indifferent to that reputation, and in-
vited hostilities instead of avoiding
them. Very well. He would show
him what it meant to meet Angus
Fraser in a single combat. After that
it would be many a long day before this
McPike desired a fight with any one.

His first fury was gone, and a cold
rage possessed him. He took off his
coat, rolled up his sleeves, and stepped
forward, his heavy river-boots clump-
ing on the fioor.

His antagonist waited quietly, and,
as he si®need, Fraser look note of the
compactness— of the body, the solidity
with which the neck was set into the
shoulders, and the steadiness of the
cold blue eyes that bored into his.
Here was a man—obviously here was a
fighting® man, no doubt of some local
reputation, who thought to usurp his
title, lie might be capable of a good
fight, but to beat him, Angus Fraser—

pshaw! it was too absurd. Xone the
less, he closed in cautiously, feeling his
opponent out.

McPike broke ground with equal
caution. ITe was taking no chances on
a sudden rush. The lighter man, sure
to be half-killed if defeated, he was
careful. 1lis moccasins—he had pur-
posely discarded the heavy river-boots
that night to give him quicker action
in case of trouble—pad-padded softly
on the boards as he circled to the right.

With a bound Black Angus drove in,
swinging heavily. McPike was out.-Fie
the blow, and came back like a flaslt
with a right and a left to the body:
then he danced out again, and Angus
followed him, endeavoring to find an
opening*. He found it, and got home,
hut lightly, on McPike's forehead.
McPike missed a vicious swing for the
jaw. and still retreated. Black Angu.-
rushed, hilling with both hands as he
came. McPike met the rush, and a fu-
rious rally took place, both men bang-
ingt away for all that was in them.
Then McPike broke again, bis face
showing the effect of the encounter.
Fraser, for his part, was bleeding, and
his temper was getting the better of
caution.

In a furious rush lie landed a round
arm-blow that sent McPike to the floor,
and leaped for him intent on trampling
out all further fight. But McPike, even
as he fell, rolled to his hands and knees,
and was on his feet with a bound. As
Black Angus came he was hit once,
twice, and again. Blows at close range
that went home solidly checked hi>
rush, and mad# him stagger. McPike
was at him. following up his advan-
tage. Fraser fought back wildly.
There was a power behind those fists
that thudded on his bod}* Slid smashed
into his face that he had never felt
before. It maddened him. He plunged
forward, and came to grips with his
foe.

This was not to McPike's liking*. It
was the thing he was trying to avoid.
He felt Fraser's arms around him in a
mighty grip that sank into his flesh
and compressed his vitals. Desperately
he hit with one free hand, and, though
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each blow brought a gasp from Black
Angus, his grip hid not relata

Then-McPike found that he was be-
ing slowly lifted from his feet. Strong
as he was, and though lie bowed hi-
back and strained to break loose until
his muscles cracked, he could not break
the hold. lie brought his feet down
with force on the foot of Black Angus,
but even as he did s6 lie remembered
that he ocas wearing moccasins, and not
the corked river-boots, that would have
punctured the leather and driven
through into the flesh and bone. Then
he was lifted clear of the ground and
thrown.

The two men went down, and, a-
they did so, Fraser'.- hold relaxed by a
very little. It wa- enough, however,
for McPike to draw up his knee and
plant it with force in his antagonist's
stomach, at the same time getting hi-
forearni across the throat. That broke
the hold, and the two men, gasping for
breath, came to their feet.

Once caught, 'Mid 'ike was tvarv. Try
as lie might. Fraser could not get grip
of him again. And all the time he wa-
beiug hit, and hit hard. Did he rush,
his head was rocked back by blows that
tarred him throughout his entire body:
didi he merely hold hi.- ground lie was
attacked ferociously. It never occurred
to inm to break ground or retreat: that
was no part of his method. To get to
cl. 'se quarters and finish, the thing—that:
was the wav. Therefore lie forced the
fighting, confident in hi- splendid
strength to carry him in.

But McPike was far from having: it
all his own way : lie was taking punish-
ment that it required ail his superb
physique to ,tand. His face was cut
and swollen, a dull pain, alternating
with sharp spasm,-, was in hi- left side,
and lie knew that one or more ribs were
broken.  flis feet had been stamped
upon by the. corks until each movement
was torture, and his mocea.-ins Were wet
with blood. He felt that unless some-
thing happened soon, superior weight
and strength would wear him out. And
that meant the worst. ITis jaw .-t
hard, his cold blue eyes hid themselve-
beneath drawn brows, and he called
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upon his reserves of vitality and grit for
a final effort.

Slowly lie retreated, stalling to get
wind. Back lie was driven, around the
circle. Here and there in the crowd
lie could see the faces of Foley's men,
leaning forward, intent, breathless, fol-
lowing every motion : as he was forced
back he could read foreboding in their
e\es. But he had brief time for such
observations. The business before him
demanded great attention.

And now he felt that the time had
come to win if lie was to win at ail. Un-
wind had come back, and strength
surged up in him again. Thereupon he
met Black Angus stiffly with a whirl-
wind of blows that drove the latter
back. Alel‘lke rushed. and Black An-
gus tripped and fell, amid a roar from
the crowd. Never had they seen him
go down hefoil. But he was on hi-
feet again in one motion, and, losing all
control of himself, ran blindly at his ad-
versary. his arms outstretched and his
hands clutching for a hold.

McPike stepped hack and stood, his
left ami extended, his right hand
drawn back and on a level with his arm-
pit, As Black Angus came within
range. McPike's right hand and right
foot came forward together with a
powerful thrust of the body. The blow
was delivered a- a shot-putter make- lii,-
thnmv. It landed squarelv at the base
of the ear, and Black Angsts simply
dropped in his tracks. As lie fell, Mc-
Pike leaped on him and drove his feet
into the limp bndv. Then a look of ut-
ter disgust came over his battered face.
He Was wearing' moccasins.

"Did ever anny ones' lie said, "try
for to pit the boots till a man wid moc-
casins on?"

. A roar of laughter burst from the
crowd. Tile} -urged around him, sha-
king his hand- and congratulating him.

"Be careful av that right hand," said
McPike. releasing it unceremoniously
from the grasp OF an admirer.
"There's something bruk in it from that
last punch | give him. Try an’ get him
on his feet, some av yeez. | hope he's
not hurts! bad. for it's a good man he
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Black AngffiS Fraser rolled over and
rose to his feet, staggering blindly. Mc-
Pike stepped forward and supported
him. lie guided the man to the bar,
and forced a glass of whisky into his
unwilling hand.

“Drink that." he said, "and you'll feel
better. 'Twas th’ fine fight you put up.
Fraser. Tis meself that knows it."

Black Angus gulped down the liquor
and regarded him curiously.

"l was never beaten before," he said,
"and | have fought many fights, and |
have put the boots to all the men that
| have beaten. | would have done the
same to you had | won. Why did you
not do it to me ?"

“l tried." said McPike simply, "but
I'm wearing moccasins. Lucky for you
I am. Are ye satisfied, or shall we go
to it again when you're rested?"

I'lack Angus shook: his head.

“You are the better man. | have al-
ways said when | met a better man |
would fight no more. Therefore this
is my last fight. Yon are the boss of
the Bonnechere, till such time as vour
turn comes to be beaten."

That night saw high revelrv at the
"Repos du Yoyageur." Such a combat
had rarely been seen, and the ousting
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of Black Angus from his proud position
was an opportunity for celebration that
it would have been sinful to neglect.
To these lumbermen it was an event as
all important as the founding of Rome,
the Battle of Waterloo, or Lee's surren-
der to the men of these periods.

To them it was history in the ma-
king : it was an epoch from which other
and lesser events might date. Where-
fore, Baptiste Potvin reaped a harvest;
and until away into the small hours the
village dogs bayed fiercely at lumber-
men returning to camp by twos and
throes, more or less unsteadily, singing
unexpurgated versions of interminable
"Come—vail—ye's."

But in the sleeping tent of MccCall's
crew a man lav in the farthest corner,
his face hidden in the blankets and his
body shaken with noiseless sobs, the
grief of a strong man who has lost the
pride of his strength—the loser, the ex-
boss of the Bonnechere.

And in Foley's tent lay another man,
asleep; a man battered and disfigured,
whose every movement gave him pain,
whose muscles twitched and hands
cleiighed convulsively in his slumbers
—the victor, the new boss of the Bon-
nechere.

WHEN THE MOTOR STRUCK

OOT, toot, toot!" went the horn of the big automobile as it thumped along

the road.

But the old farmer, who was very deaf, walked mi quietly in blissful
ignorance or the engine of destruction that was thundering toward him.
A sudden whir, a dull thud on the road, a bang, and the farmer was groveling

in the dust.

“Hurt?” asked the chauffeur, jumping out.
“Ah, thankee, sir." chuckled the old man as he picked himself up and looked

very pleased.

"You might come round these ’ere parts again Seine time, will 'e ?"

“But aren't you hurt?" gasped the chauffeur.

“Xot at all.

It's done me a power o’ good."
“Well, I'm blessed I' gasped the motor man.

"How's that?"

"Well, mister," replied the old farmer, "that jolt you gave me unloosened a
mustard plaster on my shoulder that I've been trying to get off for more than

a week."
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SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.

Captain Mark Wade and Ned Herapath, chief engineer (who tells the story), are offered berths on the
English tramp steamer Duneannon by a smooth-talking American, Vincent Hailiday, and hi3 friend Dave*

nant.

mystery that appeals to Captain Wade, who is something of a free-lancg.

The probable destination of the tramp is Baltimore, but there is some mystery about the cruise—a

Arrangements are concluded,

and Wade and Herapath board the tramp and put to sea, accompanied by Hailiday and several of hi3

friends.

On the way out from Southampton they run down a yawl and rescue .Jean Carvaulx and his niece,

Miss Sylvester, who at their urgent request, are allowed to buy a passage for America on the Duneannon.

CHAPTER IIR (Continued.)

jen o’clock next morn-
ing we were off Ply-
month. for the engines
were banging her
along, and Wacle was
on the bridge when |
came on deck for some
air. lde beckoned me
to join him. and, | did so.

“l say. Ned." he broke out. without
greeting, “she's a stunner.”

"The Duneannonf® said | dryly.

"Our young guest, there. Miss Syl-
vester. She's nil right. | saw her this
morning, when she insisted on thanking
me prettily lor hauling her out of the
water. | don't know but I'm glad Hal-
liday’s taken the old chap along."

“We are a mixed lot," said I.

VAW |

"That's life. What's the odds ? Ned,
keep an eye on that doctor. He's a
gitrilin."

"Oh, no. he's not," | answered. "Doc-
tor McLeod's only a Scotch barbarian.
I'l comb his hair, if he needs it.”

“It's a pity you had that row," he
said thoughtfully.

"It's only part of the fun. isn't it?" |
retorted significantly, and he laughed.

"Oh, | don't mind," he replied, as he

looked toward the land. "We've got to
drop that ancient mariner.-

"But the ancient bird we keep." |
added.

"And the niece."

lie dropped the mariner and the pilot
in safety inside the breakwater, while
Monsieur Carvaulx looked on with shi-
ning eyes. It was as if he were con-
gratulating himself on his good fortune
in not being landed. And as he leaned
over the rail and watched, a figure stole
to his side and looked landward, also. |
recognized her at once as the girl |
had seen on the qua}. She gave me one
glance <f meditative inquiry, and then
addressed tier uncle in French. For
some tfme they remained chatting in
good spirits, and once or twice a dry
cackle sounded mirthlessly in the old
man's throat.

He was distinctive in appearance, but
not prepossessing. On the other hand,
Miss Sylvester fully Justified Wade's
enconium. She was of a youthful
slightness, hut her slim bod}' denoted
vigor and energy, and her face was
vivid and sparkling with interest. Her
cheeks were flying a little color, and
the soft bronze of her hair took the fire
of the morning sun.

The screw began to churn in the wa-
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ter, the Dunccinnon turned her nose,
and the Frenchman uttered a sigh—al-
most, as it seemed, of contentment. His
eyes were directed shoreward still, as
it he watched for some one who never
came, and watched with growing relief.

J had transferred niv attention from
the niece to the uncle for the moment,
tin nigh she was the prettier picture, but
now | noticed that she was joined by
McLeod, tall, sandy of head, and off-
hand of manner. lie was in an amiable,
ji>eund mood, quite different from the
raging Scot | had seen on a previous
occasion. He talked freely and laughed
loudly, and | could see that he was
doing his best with the lady. Present-
ly they began to promenade the deck
together, and she presented a beaming,
bright face to me as she came aft, talk-
ing merrily with her companion.

I shrugged my shoulders and looked
over the taffrail at the receding hills and
breakwater, and fell into a little mood
of reflection. From this | was awa-
kened by a voice, and found Miss Svl-
vester addressing me. McLeod stood
some distance aft, with darkling brows.

"Mr. Herapath, isn't it?" she said
prettily, bidding out her hand. "I have
only just learned your identity. The
captain told me of your brave conduct
in jumping overboard to save me. Be-
lieve me, Mr. Herapath, | am deeply
indebted to you, and | thank you from
rny heart."

It was phrased almost formally, but
there was no mistaking the cordiality
of her tone. She spoke with great con-
fidence, and also with earnestness. Site
was complete mistress of herself for so
young a girl—for | judged her to be no
more than twenty—and | thought | de-
tected something un-English not only in
her manner, but in her voice. And it
was not quite explained by her French
uncle. | took her hand, and murmured
my reply, apologizing for not having
found her. "It was the only excuse for
my absurd act,” | said, "and it failed.”

"Oh, you mustn't say that, Air. Her-
apath,” she said, in a high, light voice,
opening a pretty mouth and showing
tigs even whiteness of her small teeth.
“You must let me think | was worth

trying to save. Leave me in the delu-
sion, anyway."

The depreciation was daintily attract-
ive, and here | guessed at her. She
was American. | felt sure of it as |
examined her with a little closer in-
terest.

"Ah. it was of myself | was think-
ing,” | said, smiling’, "It was absurd
because unnecessary. The boat would
have rescued youA

"You couldn't tell." 'lie said, and then

.glanced at the fading land. "I would
have given much to have landed in
Plymouth for an hour, but unde

wouldn't hear of it," she said, with re-
gret in her voice.

"You would like to see Plymouth?" |
inquired.

She shook her head. “Xo: | have
been there before: but. Mr. Herapath"
—and she gave me a charming smile—
“l wanted to shop. | could have put
in quite a long time stepping. Do you
realize. Mr. Herapath." she pursued,
laughing, "that | have no clothes?" She
lingered her handsome gown, which. |
supposed, had been dried for her use
overnight.

| stared toward the old man. who teas
still looking landward, and | wondered.

"Well. | don't suppose it will take ws
more than a fortnight to get to Balti-
more," | suggested, with an awkward

attempt at consolation.

“A fortnight !” she echoed, and held
up her hands in horror. "Lncle said a
week."

I shook my head- "We're no grey-
hound."” | observed : "onlv a common,
limping tramp, and with neither fare
nor equipments for young and fashion-
able ladies. But we're going to do our
best."

"And I'm not going to make it hard
for you." returned Miss Sylvester, smi-
ling. "Just vou go on in v<ur own
way, and I'll suit myself to the ship.
I'm sorry uncle's business put him in ail
this haste. | don't understand busi-
ness,” she added demurely.

It sounded like "pumping" her. but
I could not help saying: "He might
have reached Xew York more easily
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by the German boat, and so got to Bal-
timore before we shall.”

“My uncle,” said she doubtfully,
“would never go by a crowded boat,
tie hates crowds. It would have made
him ill. He has been overworking, and
has caused me a lot of anxiety. But
fee is better already.” She followed my
eyes to the Frenchman. “He has been
much more like himself since he has
been on board."

Certainly he had a more cheerful air:
for at this moment lie went down the
deck briskly, and engaged McLeod, who
was still waitings in conversation. Jlv
companion. | was pleased to; see, had
obviously forgotten all about the doc-
tor. She made no movement to get
away, and | made some remark which
drew her out. Monsieur Carvaulx. |
discovered, was ;I well-known banker,
who had married her mother's sister,
and she had gone to live with her aunt
and uncle after the death of her own
parents in New York. That was ten
years before, and her aunt had been
dead some three years. Since then she
had lived with her uncle and kept
house for him.

“iie is a great politician,” she ex-
plained to me rather proudly. “All the
great leaders EtiOie to his house, and
artists and literary men. too. It is very
interesting, 1 hope he will soon get
better, and then when we get back to
Paris we shall see all our old friends.
But I'm glad I'm going to America
again. Fil have a lovely time seeing
all the old places and all my old school
friends. I've not been hack since | was
a little girl."

She babbled on frankly and without
the slightest self-consciousness, and |
‘was enabled to conjecture that with all
her assurance she was but a child.

I had enjoyed our chat very much,
bat here it was abruptly interrupted.
McLeod, having shaken off the French-
man, bore down on us. To me he paid
not the slightest attention, and ad-
dressed himself to my companion.

“Miss Sylvester, it's time for your
tonic,” he said, with a proprietorial air
that rasped my nerves.

"Why, I'd forgotten,” she said, in a

don’'t feel much like
This air's as good as

lively way. “I
tonic-, doctor.
any medicine.”

"Pardon me,” he said ceremonious-
ly. “I think it is necessary. W.ill you
allow me?”

lle led her toward the saloon com-
panion, and | like to think that she wont
with reluctance.

“Tonic!" said a voice in. my ear, a
voice that clipped each word with jjd-
mo-t vicious decision. “Tonic's the mo-
tive. Ca-aF- ghost! |1l have some
tonic myself. What do you say?”

It could cmly he Clifford, whose
black-red, grinning face met me as |
turned. "! cstigfd Halid fScirarsuin!
We're off. i Icrapath. | guess we're off,
and we'll-drink a bumper to good luck.
Luck's everything. There is no God
hut Chance—-Chance and the rhino, uth-
erwi.-e the good yellow dust. Luck and
pluck will carry everything. Come
along."

I was inclined to refuse, but | have a
certain sense of prudence that come- to
my aid in restraint of impulse.- If | had
knocked McLeod down. | might make
amends toward this remarkable rap-
scallion. | could not place hint. Every
feature of Ids face spoke of a loose
liver: lie had the relic- at least of a
classical kno wledge, and a sense of lan-
guage. He was both glib and deft of
tongue: and lie appeared to be good-
natured.

“It's rather early." | answered, “but
I don't mind."

“Earlv* or late, there's nothing like
tonic." he declared, as he shambled
along the deck. "I'm the gentleman
with the keys, like Peter. What's your
poison ? Look here, we'll have fizz.”

He seized a bottle of champagne,
drew the cork, and filled two tumblers.

“A prosperous voyage!" | said, rais-
ing my glass'".

“Here's how." he retorted, "and to
Eldorado!" Hi- eyes twinkled at me
over the glass, which he emptied at a
draft.

"At it again, niy boy,” called a cheer-
ful Irish voice outside, and Byrne en-
tered. He was given a glass, and sat
down on a barrel to drink comfortably.
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Also presently there was drawn into
our company Digley, my stage boat-
swain, with his proud but weary coun-
tenance. It was he who ventured a crit-
icism of the wine, and arguments were
bandied about.

“Have a drink, monsieur," called out
Clifford, in the thick of the disagree-
ment.

The face of the Frenchman was vis-
ible, passing along the passage. He
hesitated.

"I thank you," lie said, "just a little
glass for good fortune."

"Fill monsieur one, Byrne," said Clif-
ford lazily. "1 lore’s to good old Luck."
He emptied his third glass and winked
at me.

"A very successful voyag'e." said
Monsieur Carvaulx cautiously, raising
his glass. "May we sail prosperously
into Baltimore."

"Baltimore!" Clifford bubbled out in
a lower voice. "Does the blithering
ass still think lie's going to Baltimore?"
Byrne jogged him hard in the ribs.
"Steady," he said, "I'm not a profes-
sional pugilist'like Herapath. What's
the odds?" He laughed vacantly.

| passed out to go to my engine-
room. for it was obvious that they
would still sit and drink; and. after all.
| had learned as much as | wanted to
know just then, certainly as much as |
was likely to learn after that warning
jog. We were not hound for Balti-
more. Then what the mischief was
our destination, and what were we. aim-
way, a llailiday might have said? |
cannot say that Wade supplied the an-
swer to my riddle: he merely Confirmed
my discovery. When Tmet him on deck
his face wore a curious smile. His eyes
encountered mine, and he laughed out-

right.

"Xed." lie said, "the cream of the
joke's come. What do you guess? I've
just received sealed orders."

"Sealed orders!" i echoed, in amaze-
ment.

“Yes; from Halliday. I'm to open
them next Wednesday. What do you

make of that?"
"I've just discovered that we don't go

to Baltimore. Clifford's let it out—
what are you going to do?"

He stood musing, an unbroken en-
velope between his lingers.

"Do?” he said at last. “Nothing.
Everything. Anything sou please.
Great Scott! this beats ocean racing!"

CHAPTER 1V.

THE THIRD DAY OUT.

Halliday made his appearance next
morning, recovered from his sickness,
but very pallid and shaky. He dis-
tributed politeness, however, like lar-
gess. and seemed nervously anxious to
be all tilings to. all men. He was cer-
tainly not at home on board ship, and
his stomach rose in revolt against the
situation. His sprightly mind, how-
ever. struggled undaunted against all
the embarrassments and disabilities of
his body. lie had presented Wade with
sealed orders, and had come out of the
seclusion and protection of his cabin to
"face the music."

"You understand, captain, exactly
what | mean to convey bv that packet?"
he asked anxii >usly but firmly.

Wade turned the packet over. "I'm
to open this three days from now?" lie
said. Halliday nodded. “And, hav-
ing been led to believe our destination
was Baltimore. | shall here find another
port indicated?" lie continued.

"The advantage of sealed orders, cap-
tain,” said the American, "is that they
talk, not me, and they talk at the right
time."

"Of course you know | can put her
about and go hack." said Wade slowly.

Halliday’s long thin fingers worked

nervously. "It would be within your
legal right,” he said. "But | guess you
won't."

"You're right. I won't." said Wade,
with a laugh. "1 see you wanted the
sort of man you took me for."

"Precisely, captain,” said Halliday,
“and | put it to my credit that | took
you for the sort of man you are. You've
got to take risks all the way in life,
and a man who doesn't jump sometimes
without looking the other side of the
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hedge is not going far. Xo, you fit
us to a and I'm very well satisfied.
I hope you are. captain."

"l should be all the better satisfied,”
said Wade, in another voice, “if there
wasn't so much drinking about. See
here. Mr. llalliday. there's some of
these people | can't interfere with—
these owners of mine." he said, with a
sneer. "There's Mr. Byrne, and—well,
I don't know if Mr. McLeod is or is
not ship's doctor, but | assume Mr. Clif-
ford's the storekeeper and under ray
orders. And | want it clearly under-
stood that I won't have my men drunk
or drinking."

"How so. captain ?" asked Halliday.

"Why. last night there was a merry
party in Mr. Byrne's cabin, and some
of the sturt lias got among the sailors
—how. | don't know. But I'm not go-
ing to have it. <nog has wrecked many
a better ship than this, and I'm not go-
ing to have the grog tap on."

"You're right, captain." said llalli-
day. "You're right all the time."

“In that case what 1 propose is this."”
pursued Wade. "I don't like the look
of my owner. Mr. Clifford, and [I'll
trouble him for the key of the wine-
cellar.  That shall remain in your
charge, as | signed on to you. and it is
to vou | look for orders. YouYe re-
sponsible. then, and | can come to you.
blow's that?"

"A good idea," said llalliday approv-
ingly. "I'll speak to Clifford, and take
the kev myself."

This. | discovered, was done, much
to the dudgeon of the storekeeper,
whose sharp tongue | overheard. He
had realized it was through Wade's ac-
tion that he had been deprived of his
opportunities, and-he came as near be-
ing insubordinate as ewer man that was
not clapped in irons. Byrne was a good
deal in his company all that day, and |
think it was through Byrne's influence
that he did not actually break out into
an open act of hostility to the captain.
But, oddly enough, he wa< himself again
by night, and with the contents of a
bottle of whisky conceded by llalliday
was the center of Iris little party as
usual. MclLeod was of this gang, and

Digby at times, but never Davenant. and
Marley but seldom.

Xow that Marley was at sea and at
work he was very businesslike. He was
still free and easy, and had little idea
of discipline, but he took a thorough
interest in his duties, and made a very
capable first officer. Davenant was lit-
tle in evidence : as navigating officer he
was a good deal in the chart-room, and
otherwise held himself aloof, lie was
of a different class. | guessed, from his
fellows; at least of a different training
and association. He had almost the air
of a schoolmaster or a professor, and his
dross was as immaculate as Lis voice.

The crew wa- decent enough, but was
well sprinkled with foreigners. There
were only two of them whom | noticed
much at tins time. One was the stew-
ard, Headun, a heavy-moving fellow,
with a face like pink wax. anti glassy
eves.

"The chap's been dead a fortnight,”
said Mar'icv of Liin. “Go,h1 What a
face!"

"A deuced fine simulacrum 1" laughed
Clilfonh and seemed to find bum attract-
ive as such. Lor this it was drew my
attention more immediately. Clifford
cultivated the steward, hung about him
in a friendly wav. and was soon ex-
changing sallies with him in corners.
Clifford hail no conception of maintain-
ing his own dignity: he had none. He
would hobnob with a chimney-sweep.
He hobnobbed with lleadon. And once
more he began to roll about the passage-
ways. plying hi- fluent tongue and dis-
charging hi-' caustic vulgarisms. He
was once more supplied with liquor,
and | ought to have guessed its source.
But | did not then, and it was only later
that | discovered that the steward had
a secret stries,

Byrne and Clifford would repair to
his cabin, and share the private stock of
his pantrv. free from interference, in-
deed free from the knowledge of the
etlptahu Snd McLeod was in the habit
of joining them. But he was in a bet-
ter frame just then, delighting to dance
attendance on Miss Sylvester under the
specious excuse that she needed med-
ical supervision.



100

As a matter of fact, she had com-
pletely recovered, and was just a very
healthy and happy young girt, with no
troubles on her mind, and nothing' on
her conscience. Her gaze wa? ways
ward: tier will was wanton. She liked
exercising her splendid fascinations, or.
at least, | thought so. McLeod’s devo-
tion pleased her, lank and ugly he
was ; but | cannot say that she favored
him more than any other of us. She
was like a child, delighting in her own
beauty almost without consciousness of
it. It was instinctive.

The other member of the crew to
whom | have alluded was a tall fellow,
with bold eyes that looked insult at you,
and with an indifferent, rough voice.
He did his work well, but his insolent
carriage was an offense, which made me
wonder why Head-all had taken him into
his favor. The two were frequently to-
gether forward, the "simulacrum" with
ills uncanny suggestion of disease and
decay singularly contracted with the
lean hold mark of interrogation that was
Crashaw.

Tut the steward's stare was not the
widow's tru.ee, and that fact brought
about the first crisis of our voyage.
Halliday had by now gained Ms sea-
legs, and recaptured his assurance. lie
was never in doubt of himself now,
and dealt bis favors all round liberally,
paying specially courteous attentions to
Miss Sylvester, -when? he claimed as a
compatriot. He had not the air if a
suitor, but rather of ail obedient hench-
man, as if in her he did honor to the
American woman.

"l guess we raise a fine creature out
there." he told me, a- we conversed on
deck. He had just left Miss Sylvester,
who had joined her uncle in a prome-
nade, and he was following her with his
eyes. "There’s beautv enough knock-
ing about these old islands of yours, Mr.
lierapath, but for style I'll back the
United States. Not but vrhat a Euro-
pean residence rubs up a bit of extra
polish,” be added meditatively.

Then he turned to the sea. "Say,
wc-re getting on pretty well," he re-
marked complacently. "We're getting

on like a happy family, enh?"
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As he spoke there was a noise behind
us, and we turned about, to see McLeod
and Clifford emerging tumultuously
from the companion-ladder. They came
out on deck in a sort of scuffle, laugh-
ing uproariously.

"Ves, a happy family," | said dryly.

Halliday saw my meaning. "Well,
the}' don't get much now," lie observed,
puckering his brows.

I had begun to suspect the steward by
this time, and so | remarked: "Not
from the ship's cellars."

He looked at me quickly with his
aiert eyes. “Do you think they get it
somewhere else ?"

“Look at them." ?ai<l I, and he looked.
Clifford was making an ineffectual at-
tempt to mash in MclLeod's hat—inef-
fectual because of his short stature. "It
they go on,” | added, "they'll have the
captain down on them."

1 "I'll look into this,” said Hallidav
prompt!}, and wandered off toward the
men.

| feared lie would get worsted in
BB} encounter with them, but | wished
him luck. He joined them, received a
facetious dig in the ribs from Clifford,
and began to talk. A few minutes later
he had taken them round the deck-
house. and | lost sight of them. | was
left wondering if he had succeeded in
taming those undisciplined animals.
Then | went down to my engines.

| did not come on deck again till it
was dusk. A cold wind came off the
sea, which was still and dark, and | but-
toned my coat closer. It was a change
from the warmth of the engine-room.
In the half-light | perceived Miss Syl-

ester walking to and fro: and when
she came near to me she laughingly ex-
plained that she was taking a constitu-
tional. | saw no one else on deck at this
time. The evening dropped on us
quickly, and one of the men climbed u
from the lower deck with lights.
heard voices away aft. atid $udciehly a
cry of alarm.

It was a woman’s voice.
course. Miss Sylvester's.

I ran back as it was repeated, and
when | came up with the dark figures |
could discern her voice rang with an-

and. of



THE DEVIL'S DUUPIT 101

ger and indignation and dismay, all in
one.

"Plow dared you?
beast I

i took in the scene, and, putting my
ann about the man's waist, tore him
®way from her and threw him against
the deck-house with a bang. Then |
turned my attention to the girl. She
was frightened and furious.

"How dared he—the brute!"
panted.

He had had his arm about her, but
there was no fight in him now. Pie lay
still where | had thrown him.

“Plow dared lie—the wretch! Pie—
lie tried to kiss me !” she cried, tears of
mortification and shame in her eyes.
She stamped her foot.

| apologized. "The beast was in
liquor,” | told her. "Pie didn't know
what he was doing."

1 led her away, soothed her rumpled
feelings, and finally she descended to
Per cabin, forgetting to thank me.

I went back aft, and found Clifford
-fitting up.

“Well, I'll be darned!" he said stu-
pidly, and felt his head. He stared at
me. “Was that you?" he asked.

"A small instalment." | said shortly.

He put out a hand, and, steadying
himself by the deck-house, got to his
feet.

"I'll take a bill at sight for it, please,”
he sard, and laughed uneasily. “Great
Cresar! | thought it was the day of
judgment.”

"This ship is too small for your tal-
ents, Hr. Clifford,” | said. "If | were
y m | should quit at Baltimore, or
wherever it is we are bound for.”

"Oh, sure, sure: | leave the field," he
agreed. “I'm not starting. Left at the
]i>st my warrior. Avast! Belay! Ship
ahoy! Where’s that blamed doctor?
J.ord! I've got a head. | forgot your
sledge-hammers."

He staggered off toward the hatch-
way with his incredible cheerfulness and
indifference, and | stood considering
him. 1lie was an unpleasant cad with
all the vices, but his unsuperable amia-
bility surely redeemed him a little. |
could not fee! as angry with him as |

Oh, you—you

she

should have felt with McLeod. And
the man was drunk. My thoughts went
to ITalliday and his hopeless task. He
had evidently had no success. | de-
scended into the saloon, and there were
Byrne, McLeod, and Digby listening to
a blasphemous and lurid account of my
onslaught.

"Only one measly kiss! What a lot
of fuss over a kiss! It's not worth it
I don't buy Kkisses at that price, my
masters. McLeod, where’s that stick-
ing-plaster ?”

“Serve you blank well right," growled
the angry Scot. "A little cad like you
insulting a lady!"

“Steady, Marc or I'll put the hard
hitter onto you.” threatened the un-
abashed Clifford. "Keep your hair on,
and get me something to keep mine on.
Here, Headon, get out the whisky.
Now. fetch the fizz, Byrne, like a good
chap."

| heard no more, for | turned out
of the saloon, unobserved by them, but
I had heard enough to know that the
resources of their cellar were not ex-
hausted, and | wondered. | had not
been more than five minutes in my
cabin, when there was a rap, and
Wade’s face was poked through the
door.

"What's all this |
ford's insulting Miss
asked bluntly.

"Pie was drunk,” said |, going on
with the adjustment of my tie.

"Drunk!" iie echoed. “Why, |
thought we'd stopped all that." lie
paused. “So you came the knight-er-
rant. Xed, eh?"

“1 had to get even with you, you see,"
I said lightly,

A smile shadowed his eyes. "All
right. Well, we don't want any more
gallant deeds aboard ; at least, | hope
not. |'m getting sick of that gang."

"They've got a private supply some-
where," | told him.

"I must see Halliday again," he re-
marked, after a pause. "Come up, now.
Here's a young lady looking for you
to thank you for your kind offices."

So that was how he knew. | fol-
lowed him on deck, and he jocularly

hear about ClIif-
Sylvester?" he
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presented me. "Here's the hero. Miss
Sylvester, with all his blushing honors
thick upon him."”

She put her hand on my arm. ‘Mir.
llerapath. it's just wonderful of you,
and | can't say anything more than that.
I can't forgive myself for running off
without thanking you." Her hand
trembled on my arm, and it was plain
she had not got over her agitation.

"I'm glad | was at hand,” | said.
"And I'm glad it was six privilege this
time, not Captain Wade's."

She uttered a little laugh. “So am
1, she said, with something like her
characteristic courage; "and as for the

"I'll clap him in irons,” said Wade
sharply* "I won't have brutes like that
loose, tramp or no tramp."

"ls that you. captain?" called a voice
through the darkness.

Halliday came up. "l want to see
you, captain," lie said, with evident ex-
citement. "Come along, now. Mr.
Herapatlrs a friend of yours, isn't he?
Yes, | guess he's all right. | want both
of you. Oh, good evening. Miss Svl-
vester. It's a right-down fine evening,
isn't it? And there's a good moon on
the way up."

I le spoke hurriedly, and his address
to her was obviously most perfunctory.
He was anxious to get us away. Two
minutes later we were in the deck-
cabin. which lie used as an office. He
waved us to some seats with what re-
mained of his eéremonidusness.

"Sit down. I've got something to tell
Ton,” he went on quickly; "something,
1 dare sav. that vou'll sav vou ought to
have known before. WCI, you can
blame me for that, if you like. I've got
to tell it now, | made up my mind
right away."

He fidgeted with the papers on the
table, and was displaying every sign of
mental disturbance, but his eyes were
bright and eager, as if his spirit still
dominated proudly a tottering house.
"\ (>uve got to know, captain, and |
guess Mr, llerapath. here, might as
well know. too. | do,n't know anvthing
about the others. I'm not sure about
them. Anyway, they know enough to

go on with, and you don't. 1I'm figur-
ing out it isn't fair to you."

lie glanced at us questioning!}, and
resumed:

"You got an envelope there, captain,
and there's something inside it."

"Scaled orders," said Wade shortly.
"To be opened latitude-——- "

"Well, 1 guess we won't bother about
that, and after what | say. you needn't
open it at all. Say. what do you sup-
pose this ship's after?”

"I understood from the principal
owner." said Wad® dryly, "that she
was a tramp, laden for Baltimore."

"Oh. twenty-three-!" said Halliday,
with a small laugh. "Let's quit that,
captain, After getting that sealed packet
I reckon you know better."

Wade said nothing: and his expres-
sion betrayed nothing of the interest
which he must have felt.

"This boat's chartered on a treasure-
hunt," said Halliday.

| started. Wade stroked his mus-
tache. and waited, as if lie had heard
the most usual thing in the world.

Halliday seemed disappointed. He-
had expected a sensation, and it had not
coitos. | think he liked his dramatic
curtains, but lie continued quick!}:

"It's a long story, lout | can keep it
warm for another time* Anyway, you've
got to fix on to these points. There's
treasure in an island in the West In-
die-—treasure that's been there for two
hundred years* and there's a map which
came into mv possession: and there's
the Duncannon chartered for a cruises4

"And the owners?" asked Wade la-
conicall}.

"That's where my new story begins,"
said Halliday. frowning. "And Chat's
why | come to you. Buried treasure
requires lag handling, captain, and I'm
not in a big wav mvself—not vet. that
is. | caule upon the map while on your
side, while I was rustling for one of
your insurance companies. But this
beats rustling. It's a dead cert, sir."

He struck the table sharply to em-
phasize his conviction.

"But, anyway. | couldn't run to it as
a lone hand." lie continued, with a cer-
tain sadness, "and | figured out that |
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could make a joint-stock company of it.
Or a simple partnership. Blamed if |
don't wh I'd floated it ripfht on to the
public!” he said. “But there was a lot
against it—publicity and the write-me-
downs in the financial papers, and so on.
And then there was the chance that the
scheme would be flooded out with
laughter. Anyway, after toting it up,
| settled on a partnership”—he paused
—"and advertised."”

"Hence this galley," said Wade.

"Precisely: as you remark, captain,
‘lienee this galley.! They're a mixed
crew, assorted to taste, but that taste's
not mine. | could have picked a bet-
ter I.,t on the East Side in Xew York
in hair a day. When you buy a bag, |
recla n you must expect to find some-
thing in it that don't square with your
taste. And that's my case. And it
make- me iook a fool and feel a fool."

W aif crossed his legs. "If you
would get on, Sir. lialliday," he said,
"l assume you want assistance or ad-
vice in something:?"

"l don't know." Hallidat mused. "I
believe I'm merelv relieving my feel-
ings, and my conscience, maybe. I'm
pouring this into your ears by way of
belated compensation. Xo : fact
you've got to know it now. But | don't
know, anyway, that 1 can't squeeze out
for  myself. That advertisement
brought me hundreds of offers. | had
mine little money myself, and | asked
for six partners to put up five thousand
dollars each. That gave us our charter.
And ! drew up a deed of sharing profits,
by which wc shared alike on the score
of our money invested, but I came out
on top with the map. Say, now, it was
like this. There were twelve shares, and
each man took one share, and left me
five over—five-twelfths for the pur-
chase price ot the scheme, see?"

Wade nodded. "You get half." he
said laconically.

Haliiday's eyes glowed as he re-
hearsed the financial arrangements, as
| had no doubt they had glowed when
he propounded them to his partners.
"Well, | fixed it up with the six along
there, selecting some by reason of their
knowledge of the sea. There's Mar-

ley, for instance, a good sailor, eh, cap-
tain ?”

“Decent." said Wade.

“Then there's Davenant,”
hopefully.

“Tolerable," said Wade.

I thought Halliday was somewhat
crestfallen at this damping reception,
but he rattled on:

"But | chose some for other proper-
ties, same as | chose you, captain. |
don't want in this business conventional
hymn-singing, top-hat, frock-coat fel-
lows."

"Well, you haven't got 'em. so far as
my acquaintance goes." | interjected,
with a laugh.

He eyed me. "Xo; that's so," lie
said thoughtfully: "I guess | over-
stepped the limit, and have to stand the
racket. | guess 1 ought to have sifted
‘'em better, tint I'm blamed if | know
now where | am !" he ended sadly.

"l wish we knew exactly where we
were. Mr. lialliday," said Wade, in his
blunt way.

"l guess you will." he smiled back.
"The key <f the cellar's gone from my
bureau.”

"Thfrt explains it,” | mid.

Y'ade whistled.

lialliday watched us. not averse from
a certain satisfaction in the dramatic
surprise. "And the map," he added,

“Thy map!" said Wade.

I lalliday nmided. "Little Willie’s lost
the map." he said, "and one of his part-
ners has got it."

“This." said Wade, stirring—"this
begins to get interesting."

he added

CHAPTER V.

TIfXr 2lilt SLIPPER.

"The existence of the map was known
to alt?" asked Wade.

“The map was shown to all." said
Idallidav. "It was in evidence to prove
the biuia-fidcs of the scheme, But it
never left my possession—not till flow.
All copartners are privy to the history
of the map. but | was the only one in
possession of it—till now."

"The question is—which ? Your half-
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share was presumably the temptation,”
said Wade.

“I'll lay a dollar to a cent | know who
has the key." | said, "and it would be
making two bites at a cherry to look
elsewhere."

"Meaning Clifford?" said Wane,
looking at me thoughtfully. "Yes. |
nose Clifford in this somehow. It
doesn't appear to me insoluble.”

"Weli, | don't know." said Ralliday
slowly. "It isn't quite so simple, may-
be. as it seems. There's six of them,
and we've giit to settle between ‘em.
Personally, | don't feel like hutching the
job on to any one in particular. |
don’t fancy sorting out their claim-;. At
the same time I'm not saying that Clif-
ford won't pouch his share of the
liquor.”

"lie's already been pouching it." -aid
I, "When did you discover your loss

"About half an hour ago, when | was
opening my bureau. 1 kept the map in
a locked drawer, and the bureau was
locked on the top of that. But that
didn't seem to worry the thief any."

He indicated the bureau lock, which
had been ruthlessly shattered.

"When last did you notice it was fill
right?" | asked.

"just before dusk,’- he answered.

"Well," said |. "that doesn't some-
how look like Clifford. The bureau
must evidently have been rifted during
the last two hours. Clifford was drunk
then,"

"Doesn't it look like the work of a
drunken man ?“ inquired Wade.

"Possibly," | assented, "but | happen
to be able to account for the movements
of Clifford during part of that time.
Still, it's a difficult point."

"Captain, we've got to find out." said
llalliday earnestly.

“You have." retorted Wade coolly.
‘T don't know that it interests me. I've
got to fetch up at this island, wherever
it is. | can do that if the teapot holds
together."”

"Captain," said llalliday, with a faint
smile, “you're reckoning you ought to
be in this for something. I'm not sav-
ing you shouldn't. But seems to me |
want your assistance pretty bad, and I'll
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pay for it
for me, if | don't take care.

This is going to look nasty
See, I'm

frank. I'm prepared to make you an
offer."
“Well, let's see how you figure it

out." said Wade. “All | see is that one
of your partners purloined the map, but
I don't see that it's going to make any
material difference to yon. You've got
the bearings, | presume.”

“l know the map by heart: and,
what's more, I've got a copy." -aid Hal*
liday. "But that's not the point. The
point is that they have the original."

"You mean—-—"

"I mean that if the}' are so disposed
they can make trouble for me on the
score of that agreement. You see.
that's gone with the other things, and
rather floors me."

"Oh!" Wade -traightened himself.
"So that's your pickle? It leave- you
on a lee shore. He considered

"You want to lie in a position of lever-
age again? All right. I'm in it for all
Put worth, and here’s Hcrapath. too,
a good man at need."

“Thank you, captain, | guess I'm
obliged to you, and it won't be any loss
to you."

Wade shrugged bis shoulders: he
was indifferent to money, but he liked
a i-porting hazard. He rose.

"Then we've got to run the thief to
earth. I'll go bail for Marley."

llalliday nodded, but doubtfully. "I
guess he and Davenant are all right."

"That narrows it to, four,” -aid
Wade. “Oh. come, we're not far off it.
Let's begin at once."

He went out on deck, and wc fol-
lowed him. "What are you going to
do?" inquired llalliday.

"You forget 1 have two passengers
aboard who. | believe, have paid then-
fares ; and | have the unpleasant duty
of explaining to them that they cannot
now be landed at Baltimore."

"Yes. I'd clean forgot that." con-
fessed llalliday. "Though it did cross
my mind at the time, only a little ready
cash was needed, and the old man paid
up nobly—offered five hundred dol-
lars !I"

"Five Wade.

hundred!" echoed
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“Well, he ought to get a bit more than
a desert island for that. Anyway, it's
not my funeral.”

He stalked away, leaving us together.
"Has he got anything in his head?”
asked Halliday anxiously.

"I don't know,” | replied. “That’s
his way. Will you acquaint Marley?"

"That's worrying me some,” he re-
turned. "Yet if it was Marley, | should
Hot be telling him anything he didn't
know. Confound this sea! It's rough-
ing up.”

“I'l give you a tip.” said I. “Tell
each one in secrecy, and let him see
you suspect all thee others, and not aim-
self.”

"Gee whizz! That's a notion,' lie
said. "Say. I'll think over that. Mr.
Herapath, you're all right.” He walked
up and down, aml then stopped, "i Tear
any noise?"

My engines were piguiding. but

through that sound emerged a strain
of song from below.

“Hitting it up,” | commented. "The
owners make merry. Whatever's be-
come of the map and the deed, | reckon
the key’s there.”

"And the key might have been a sep-
arate theft," he remarked. "It's a puz-
zle. Well, I give to-night to it. Don't
think a ghost walks if you hear foot-
steps in the small hours. |1've got to
worry this out."

He called good night, and left us, and
I went below for some supper. The
saloon was rowdy and hilarious, arid
Headon, the steward, was seated at a
table with the usual gang. | called to
him sharply, and gave him my order,
and his glassy eyes met mine as he went
off.

"Hello. Samson!" cried the irre-
pressible Clifford from the other end,
his head wrapped in a bandage. "Let’s
bury the hatchet in a pipe of peace.
Come along. Great Cresar. that was
a thundering thwack! What's your
gargle ? Mac, pass that fizz.”

I said nothing, but stood staring at
them, and Clifford fell into ribaldry, his
face flushed purple with his potations.

"Where’s the key?” he demanded,
feigning to look about him anxiously.

105
"l say, Herapath, come along. It's a
game of hunt the slipper. You got it
Mac? Xo. Hello! lJiggered if |

don’'t have a go at Barney's boots! He's
got 'em on. Gosh! how your pockets
bulge, old cock! Come and join the
fun, old man. We're all in for a game
of hunt the slipper.”

Byrne sat with his significa# and
humorous Irish smile on his pasty face,
and McLeod scowled. | turned my
back on them. It was not | who could
execute tire plan | had suggested to
Halliday. | had too much feeling
against the crew. Xo : Halliday alone
could carry it out. ami was at that mo-
ment, no di>ubt, turning it round, in his
ingenious mind.

| visited Wade before | went below,
and found him placid.

"It’s no affair of ours if they have
lost this blessed chart.” he said; "but
it may be amusing. It’s either Clifford
or Byrne, and I'll ju-t open accounts
to-morrow with them. There's more
than one lock in a ship; but only one

master. | say. Xed." 'he added, as he
turned, "that's a rum joker, that
Frenchman. | told him Baltimore was

off, and he looked at me so fiercely |
thought he could have knifed me.

" ‘It is outrage.” lie cried, in his
Frenchy way, and he was beginning to
carry on so that | hurried to get it
over.

" ‘You must settle it with the own-
ers. 1 obey orders,’ | told him. ‘But
it appears tilery are bent on going to
an unknown island for some reason of
their own.'

" ‘Island?’ says he. ‘Unknown ?’
And was silent for a bit: after which
he said quite calmly : 'Very well. Mon-
sieur Ic Capitaine. | accept my destiny.
| see you are not t>blame.’

"There's fatalism nor you! But lie
probably meant to say destination. |
don’'t know how the girl will like it.”

I was wondering myself, for she was
bound to know next morning. She had
been cheated into making a voyage to
Baltimore without adequate prepara-
tions ; and now even that limit was to
be denied her, and she would find her-
self committed to an expedition the
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end of wkvch no one cordd see. Cer-
tainly 1 could not see the end. From

all signs we carried a quarrelsome
party, in which were the seeds of pos-
sible mutiny. Halliday had been robbed
by one of his companions-; that was
bad enough for a start. And his anx-
iety was not to flourish his loss in pub-
lic. but to pursue his detective investi-
gations quietly. Wade, however, was
of a very different cast. 1le would
truckle to no one, and would stand no
nonsense. He was as reckless in deal-
ing with men as with his ship. The
chart, he declared, was Halliday's af-
fair, but the key was his. and he tackled
it at once.

lie had Gifford and McLeod in his
cabin by eight bells next day. and gave
them the rough side of his tongue,

“Where’s that key?" he demanded,
after some straight talk.

“What key?" said Clifford, blinking
at him foolishly,

“Look you here, my man,” said Wade
sharply, “I understand you're a sort of
owner of this boat, and. as such. | sup-
pose you'll get your reward: but I'll
have you know that you're also under
me. and that I'll have discipline aboard.
Where's that key?"

A grin spread on Clifford's mottled
face. “Do you mean the key of the
cellar, captain.?' he asked.

"Yes," said Wade curtly.

Clifford- took something from his
pocket, and threw it on the table with
a clank. “I'm glad to get rid of it~
he said, with a deep sigh. “It's been
a bally responsibility. 1 thought Mr.
Halliday was going to- take charge of
it: and he might have told me he was
going to leave it in the door.”

“Leave it in the door!”
Wade.

“That's where | found it.” said inno-
cent Clifford. “l suppose it was Mr.
Halliday put it there.”

Wade’s brow clouded. “The key was
stolen, and you know it.” he said stern-
ly. "Now in future I'll take charge
of this, and | don’'t think you'll find it
an easy matter to fool me.” He got
up, as if to end the audience, and added,

repeated
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in his most significant voice : “And in
the event of any trouble I'm not one to
hesitate. I've used irons before now.”

"This is very interesting.” said Clif-
ford politely, turning to his companion.
McLeod: “isn't it, doctor? When was
tlje last time you used irons, captain,
and under what fell circumstance-?"

Wade flushed slightly, but made no
reply. Instead, he pointed to the door,
and Clifford civilly gave him good
morning, and went out with his coins
pain-on.

“ hunter wouldn't melt in the scoun-
drel's mouth.” Wade told me: “hut |
didn't like the loo-: of that man Mc-
Leod. He's the fellow we've got to
keep our eves on. He - dangerous. |
shouldn't be surprised to find him run
amuck some fine day. Ugh! what
swine !”

The phrase seemed to describe them
very well, which made me all the more
annoyed to notice the friendly manner
Miss Sylvester showed to the doctor.
His duties were nominal, and he had all
his time on his hands ; with the result
that he was constantly in attendance
upon the girl, whom | frequently over-
heard laughing and talking with him.
He was plain-looking, but had a fine
figure, yet bis appearance, to my mind,
was disfigured at the root by the latent
passion in his face. Of this, however,
I must confess there was no trace when
he was in Miss Svlvester's company.
She had taken the news of the ship's
destination with admirable good na-
ture. 1 do not think she realized for
one moment what it meant or might
mean, and she was most probably taken
with the romance of the expedition.

“Oh. Mr. Herapath, aren't you ex-
cited?" she said once, joining me
breathlessly at the side of the steamer.
lier face sparkled with beauty, and her
eyes with light. “I'm just dying to get
to the island," she added ecstatically:
"and then uncle and | will take our
passages in another beat, and | can get
my baggage in Baltimore.”

That was the tale, then, thart site had
received, and in her innocence believed.
She imagined that she could tranship
from our treasure island when she had
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exhausted its interest and her own cu-
riosity! | did not undeceive her, for
it was no business of mine, and, be-
sides, it would have been ruthless. By
this time, you see. it was known
through the ship that our destination
was not Baltimore. The sealed orders
should have been opened 'by now, and
Lfalliday’s copartners, no doubt, be-
lieved that this was what had happened.
They were not aware that Wade and
myself had been taken into ITalliday’s
confidence. But the word "treasure”
had pone fore anti aft. anti had stimu-
lated all hands, as if it had been an
extra glass of prog. There was won-
derful good temper among the crew:
even the dagoes, of whom there were
several, showing smiling counte-
nances. We had run into good weather,
and were laying our new o >nrse, Wade
authoritative and inscrutable as ever,

There was no trouble among the
partners for some days, and we ap-
peared to have weathered the threat-
ened storm. That, however, was but
a delusive interlude, as you shall see.
It was not many days before some signs
of insubordination were visible among
the crew. | noticed louder voices, and
less reputable behavior than is con-
sistent with good seamanship and strict
discipline. And at last, as | was de-
scending to the lower deck, one of the
hands ran into me. obviously drank.

lie didn't wait for mv question, but
lurched off. | gave Wade the in-
formation. and he caused inquiries to be
made. Marley. having investigated,
came back with a had report.

“I'm very sorry, old than,” he said,
seated opposite his captain, whom he
thus cavalierly addressed. "But there's
some mischief down there. An<i |
can't get at the bottom of it. | found
two of the beggars drunk, and several
have had quite as much as was good
for them. | gave them a call down,
but they're a cheeky lot, and | wouldn't
trust some of them."

Wade rose. "We'll soon get to the
bottom of this,” lie declared. “Give me
the names.”

"Atkins and Desprez. drunk," said

Marley, consulting his notes : "and a lot

of others—Santoni, Alillevois, Garsch,
Anton, Peters—had been drinking."

‘Air. Marley, be so good as to in-
struct Air. Davenant to have the crew-
piped on deck,” said Wade formally,

Marley went out, and presently the
boatswain's vhistle~was heard. | think
it was a great («evasion for Digby, "part
owner." Xo one knew what was com-
ing, not even |, though | had looked
interrogatively at Wade. His face was
set like a bulldog's : his jaw stiff.

It was dark, and the men were as-
sembled facing the upper deck, the cap-
tain on the bridge.

"Mv lads." shouted Wade, front
above, "there's some bad eggs among
you, half-seas over. | want to know
where you come by that stuff before |
take action."

There was no reply from below, hut
a sort ( deep murmur passed along the
ranks.

"Very well. I'll have it sooner or
later out of you, if I've got to hammer
it out. Best he sensible,” said Wade's
cool voice. "I'm not going to come
down hard on you. Only this lias got
to end."

Still there was no reply. "I'll give
you four minutes," said Wade, and left
the bridge. lie joined me, breathing
heavily.

“You can see it now, Herapatli." he
said. "It's warming up. We've bit off
as much as we can chew. I've seen
crews all my life, and | know it."

"What's old Spy-glass at?" inquired
Clifford, as he brushed past me.

"lie's discovered that some of his
hands are drunk,” | replied deliberate-
ly: "and more are fractious."

“Jiminy " he exclaimed. “Here's a
go! | wish I'd not left my mammy.
Let's see the fun." He pushed on pre-
cipitately, and when 1 turned, Wade
had remounted to the bridge.

"Well?" he shouted.

“There's nothing to say, sir," shouted
back several voices.

"Very well," said he. “ Atkins,
Desprez, Santoni, Garsch, Millevois,
Peters, Anton--—- " lie completed the
listt. "Remain! All others: resume

duty, or go below."



108 THE

There was a movement visible among
the squad; a movement of disintegra-
tion, and then sudden!}, and without a
further word on any one's part, a fierce
stream of water from two hoses began
to play upon them from the upper deck.
There billowed at once a stampede and
confusion, and savage oaths reached us.
But the hoses played on, and the vic-
tims bolted in various directions. The
batteries sought them in hiding-places;
the deck was searched, until at last it
was empty, untenanted, and dripping
in the faint light. Wade descended
from the bridge now, and not a muscle
of his face moved. He went to his
cabin without a remark. It was Clif-
ford who made the comment:

"Gosh ! How's that for high? The
dook is on his hind legs."

“Idiotic thing to do," growled Mar-
ley in my ears. "It wasn't bad fun. and

it'll sober them up. But an idiotic
thing to do."
Davenant was beside us blinking

through his glasses at the scene.

CHAPTER VI.

m'leod.

Halliday was confined to his cabin
again, for the wind had swollen to half
a gale, and the sea was running heavily.
He had stood out against his weakness
in a gallant manner, but had been
forced to capitulate. Red-eyed, pink-
nosed, and pinched of face he had re-
tired, and we did not see him for two
days. But during those two days we
were not idle. Indeed, things became
very lively for us, owing, in the main,
to Wade's high-handed action. He had
the temper of an autocrat, and he had
the right, but | question if it was wise
to take the step he did. And yet, when
one thinks of what afterward happened
at the island, it is impossible to say
whether events would have been af-
fected had he stayed his hand.

The trouble began, as usual, with
Clifford, that cheerful, leering scoun-
drel. who seemed absolutely to delight
in disorder and rows out of sheer wan-
tonness. With this news of the crew
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in his ears. Wade summoned the store-
keeper before him again. He did not
beat about the bush with useless
threats, but went straight to the point,
lie demanded of Clifford his accounts
and books.

"Books?" Clifford stared.
know you had to keep books 1"

"Think they kept themselves?"
sneered Wade.

Clifford grinned. Nothing
perturb that shameless bosom.

"Well, if Td known there was any
of that tommy-rot, | wouldn't have
taken it on," he said. "Anyway. I've
got the cash, and I'll hand over."

J ie reappeared presently with a piece
of paper on which were some accounts.

"This isn't the slightest use to me."
Wade remarked shortly, when he had
inspected it. "This purports to give
the amount of stores dispensed: but
where is the account id the stores
shipped ?"

“How the deuce was | to know that
was wanted 7’ asked Clifford, with ap-
parent vexation; but | could see the
glint in his eyes that spoke of vicious
laughter. "l've got some of the in-
voices," he added, as if in mitigation of
his negligence.

"Including those for wine and rum?"
asked Wade, once more with his sneer.

“It's possible—1 couldn't say,” said
Clifford easily. "I'll have a look, if you
like."

"Pray do," said Wade politely, and
we waited. "That man's very clever."
he remarked, in an even voice. "It's a
rare combination, cunning and audacity,
and goes far to make a first-class scoun-
drel™

Clifford returned jauntily. "Xo; |
find there’s no wine or spirits invoices."
he said cheerfully, and grinned at both
of us. Then he went off into laughter.

"You may go." said Wade curtly,
and, when he was gone, turned to me.
“He's one of ray owners! Great Scott!
The mischief of it is. we can’t discover
how much of the spirits they've cached.
No one but this cherub knows how
much came aboard. We must only
reckon on this now, that they've got

"l didn't

could
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their separate cellar, and are going to
use it when they like."

This was exactly what happened,
\\ e were unable to trace the source of
the drinking, but drinking continued.
The men were well supplied with rum
from some secret fount: and the dis-
cipline of the ship deteriorated in a
marked degree. Both Marley and
Davenant reported their inability to
stem the growing disorder. It teas not
that the hands were mutinous, but they
were in a lax state, and resented the
routine of duty. Also they assumed a
lamiliarity to which they were ordinari-
ly foreign. | cannot imagine that the
man Crashaw could ever have devel-
oped a greater- offense of manner than
was natural to his bold gait, but the de-
moralization showed in almost all the
others, who were wont on occasion to
indulge in winks and nudges and sig-
nificant grins in the presence of any of
their officers. If the sousing to which
some of them had been subjected
rankled in their minds we saw nothing
of that. It was merely now that they
shared* a joke against us.

Marley fumed. Davenant shrugged
his shoulders, and Wade was philosoph-
ically silent—I think he expected some-
thing worse, and was saving up for it
Halliday reappeared for a short time,
and in his sharp way noted the altered
behavior of the crew. But he took it
with nonchalance.  Tlis indomitable
spirit could be nothing but optimistic.

"Say, they’ll settle down, the hoys

will." he remarked. "They're going a
bit free. | don’t doubt, but that's the
liquor. If I thought it was that blamed
Clifford—but, anyway, they'll settle
down."

I inquired on this occasion as to his
progress in discovering the thief, and
he looked -down his nose.

"Fact is. Mr. Herapath." lie said, "I
didn't have time get a hold of it |
quite cottoned to your notion, and |
acted on it."

"Well ?" | queried, with interest.

He stroked his clean-shaven face de-
murely. "Well, | told each of them in
private that | had lost a document, and
that of the whole lot, | was only per-
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fectly sure of him. Do you see? That
was the lay. wasn't it? Well"—life

voice became dry. and his manner drier
—"they each said they guessed that was
so. and that they suspected the other

five. That didn't seem to get up much
farther." A furtive smile dawned on
his face.

"What! Did Marley and Davenant
say that?" | asked.

“l kinder left them out he an-
swered. "But the other four did, and

Digby gave me to understand bluntly
that he had never kept company with
such trash in his life, having been born
a gentleman."

"He drinks with them." said |: "and,
after all. it is possible they were all born
gentlemen."

"It's a word that puzzles me," said
Halliday. “What does it signify, any-
way? Still, if it is going to count as
an umbrella. IT bet my last greenback
that it doesn't cover Clifford."

No, Clifford defied analysis. He
quoted the classics, and he had a varied
vocabulary, but he had no pretensions
to having ever once been a gentleman.
He was born a "bounder." And an
amazing "bounder"! For here my nar-
rative touches farce. Halliday driven
back into his cabin by stress of weath-
er, Clifford approached Wade, and of-
fered his assistance to quell the insubor-
dinate crew!

“Before they get ugly,” he urged,
with his grin.

I was not present at the interview,
and | never heard exactly what hap-
pened, but | know Clifford ran the risk
of having his head broken a second
time. "l sent him to the right about."
was ail Wade said. But. having been
cheated of his office of peacemaker.
Clifford apparently decided to go out
as a volunteer. He mingled with the
men a good deal, hobnobbed with them,
and chaffed them, but | did not ob-
serve that his missionary efforts were
much rewarded. On the contrary, the
hands'  familiarity ~was increased,
though it was good-natured enough.

Meanwhile the voyage had been un-
eventful for Miss Sylvester and her un-
cle. but both seemed quite satisfied with
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their surrounding's. The girl enjoyed
the novelty of her position, and pelted
me, and all of us. with questions as to
the island and the treasure. | could
honestly say | knew nothing, but that
could not be McLeod's excuse for si-
lence. And. indeed. | have reasons to
believe that he told her as much as he
knew. Clifford, of course, she never
condescended to notice in any way. aryl
to Byrne, his constant associate and
boon companion, she paid scant atten-
tion. She confined herself socially to
Wade. dlcLeod. the two officers, and
myself: and of these McLeod was most
in her company. Davenant was polite
but formal, and Marie}' was too rough-
ly hewn to take a young girl's fancy.
In an ordinary wav, shipboard intimacy
is easily established, and, given that in-
genuous and open nature of the girl,
it was not difficult to account for the
friendly relations Which she maintained
with McLeod.! The man himself was
improved by tin's association, as one had
grudgingly to admit. It removed him
a good deal from the society of Bvrne
and Clifford. and brought out better
points in a wild nature. Yet he was
still listed as dangerous in my private
hooks, and not without justice.

In the dusk of one evening, when we
had fairly run into the West Indian
waters, | was upon the lower deck on
some errand, and at the back of some
kegs | came upon a seaman stooped
over something.

“What is it. Carter?” | inquired.

lie raised his head as a turtlerraises
his. and straightened himself, laughing
awkwardly.

“It's Joyce," he said, and added: “I
reckon lie ought to have the hose, sir.”

| saw now what it was. The drunk-
en man lay helpless, breathing stertor-
ously. | eyed Carter, a slow-moving,
bulky, dull-witted fellow, with huge,
capable hands.

“l oughtn't to say it.” | said. “But
it would be wiser for him to be out of
this. If | were you. Carter, 1'd get him
below."

"That's what | was going to do, sir,”
said Carter, in a confidential manner.

“Very well," said 1. "I haven't
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seen anything. But when you've dis-
posed of him, | wouldn't take it amiss
if you came to my cabin, Carter."

“Very well, sir." he said, staring
heavily, and | left him.

Xow this was deliberately designed
on my part. | was using a sprat, so to
speak, to catch a mackerel. If | had not
shown myself sympathetic over Joyce’s
inanimate bodv, | si; 'uld have alienated
Carter. At any rate, he would not have
been likely to give me any assistance.
It remained to see if he would. In ant-
case. He knocked half an hour later,
when the dark had fully descended.

"I couldn't come before, sir," lie
explained, "as |—well, | hadn't the
chance." i

He displayed some confusion, and I
drew mv own inference—namely, that,
he did not want to be seen visiting me,
and hence had waited until the dusk
had deepened.

"Well, Carter,” | said diplomatically,
"sit down. | want to have a talk. Joyce
all right?"

"Yes. sir—nicely laid in bed.”

Carter was ill at ease, and ponderous
of manner. The machinery of his brain
turned so rustily that he hardly recog-
nized it was in motion.

"About this drinking. Carter?"

"Yes, sir."

"You know it won't do. |'m not go-
ing to sav anything about Joyce, or
what I've seen, but it's got to stop if
we want to avoid trouble. | don’t”even
ask where it comes from. All | want
to have is an assurance that the men
will go slow on it."

"l don’t know, sir.
a bit hard to head off."

"True: hut | suppose there's some
one in authority over the suppliesQ’

I spoke as if it was quite a natural
thing that they should have their pri-
vate cellar, and my tone was rather that
of one who begs a friend for assistance.

"Oh. ITeadon's no good." he said
thoughtlessly, anti then it dawned Kit
him what he had said.x | gave no sign
of receiving this information with as-
tonishment or satisfaction : but, ignor-
ing the trouble in his eyes, continued in
the same tone:

Some of them's
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“Well, anyway. Carter, there ought
to be some one able to put a stop to this
excessive drinking'. It's bound to lead
to troubled’

“There ought, sir." lie urged, looking
relieved.

"Understand me." | pursued. “It's
for the sake of the ship | say this, I'm
not blaming the men for enjoying
themselves within reason. | like a drop
myself, lint there are evidently scene
of them who can't help making hogs of
themselves."

"That's true, sir." said Carter, "and
1 could put a name to them, too ; but |
don't like splitting on pals."

"I wouldn't ask you to." | replied.
"Of course we know that lleadon dis-
tributes the rum. but we don't know
where it is."

"Oh. you knew that, sir,” exclaimed
Carter, staring.

"Why! do you suppose we're blind?"
| asked. “I don't like lleadon, and |
don't trust him."

Carter glanced about cautiously be-
fore speaking. “Well, it isn't for me to
say, sir, but | dofj't like his goings on.
Of course. | wouldn't say anything to
come between my shipmates and my-
self ; but | don't like Headon, and that’s
flat."

“Ah. Carter,"” said | sadly, shaking
in}' head and drawing a bow at a ven-
ture. "It's not so much Headon as
those who are above him and ought to
know better than he. | blame them."

I had to angle him. you see. but the
operation-repaid me. He leaned for-
ward mysteriously.

"You're right, sir. | don't want to
open my mouth about no one. but I
wouldn't trust that there doctor, not for
anything."

“Ah, you've observed, then?" | said,
nodding. "You've a shrewd mind. Car-
ter."

"Observed?" he said. “Why, | seen
him."

“That da}-?" said | vaguely.

He nodded, and went on in a lower
voice: “l was- swabbin' the deck by the
chart-house, and it was pretty dark, and
I seen him go into Mr. Halliday's cab-
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in.  'Twas him took the key, sir, sure
enough.."

“Carter." said T. clapping him on the
back, “this is important. You're a very
important witness.”

He looked uncomfortable. "1
wouldn't do anything' that was un-
friendly to m\ mates." he said, in a
crestfallen wav.

“You needn't,” | said. "l think 1
can promise sou won't be called upon
to do anvthing. But we must maintain
discipline aboard. You know that as
well as I, don't you?"

“Yes. sir; of course, sir,"
cheering up.

"And now, Carter,” 1 went on, "as
this is an exceptional occasion, | think
I may ask you to join me in a glass."

“Thank ye. sir," he olid, now quite
at his ease.

I took the information forthwith to
Waue. who heard me Out, frowned, and
rang a bell.

“Headon we'll
course." he said.
more important matter.
that right away."

“l don't want to bring in Carter's
name, if possible." 1 said. "l took ad-
vantage of him. and | feel rather mean
about it."

"You're so thin-skinned, my sen,"
said lie. “But | think | can bluff it, all
right, without him." And he broke off
to give an order. "Ask Mr. Marley.
Air. Davenant. and Doctor McLeod if
tliev will be goi'd enough to join me
here."

Alarlev arrived before the others, and
saw by Wade's face that something was
wrong.

"What's the row?" he asked.

“Court of justice." said Wade.

"McLeod," said

Marie}' whistled. "1 thought the
blighter would tumble into it sooner or
later," he said.

There was a noise outside, and the
door opened, Davenant slipping in soft-
ly. but with rather a flushed face. On
his heels came McLeod—tall, wiry, and
swaggering. At a glance | saw he had
been with his friend*.

he said,

deal with, in due
"But McLeod is a
We'll -ettle
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“"What's up?" he asked.

Wade eyed him steadily. "Last
week," he said abruptly, "Mr. Halli-
day's cabin was entered, his bureau
was broken into, and a key \\a- ab-
stracted. The thief was seen and iden-
tified by witnesses who have only just
come forward. He was Doctor Mc-
Leod.”

Marlev called out in surprise.
devil!"

Davenant looked from one to the
other: from the accuser to the accu.-od.
McLeod did not break out. as | had ex-
pected, but a sneer spread over his face.

"lIs that what you've summoned me
here to tel! me?" lie a-ked. in his brusk
Scotch voice,

"i charge you. sir. in the presence
of these gentlemen," -aid Wade stern-
ly, "and give you warning of the pro-
ceedings which will follow. You have
been guilty of theft."

"Oh,” said McLeod, quietly enough,
but the anger swelling within him was
visible through all. "Is that it? It's
verra conseederate of you. Captain
Mark Wad®", as they call ye—verra
conseederate, indeed: and 1 tala it
friendly like to--——- "

"There is another matter also," broke
in Wade coldly. "You stole not only a
key, But a chart and a document, both
the private property of Mr. Halliday.

"The
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"Liar!" The Scotchman’s fury sud-
denly overflowing in passion, he lifted
his fist and struck Wade over the fore-
head.

Davenant took hold of the savage,
and Wade recovered himself. In that
moment | admired his self-control, for
his hands were trembling, and his face
had whitened. But he remembered
even then that he was ¢cm the bench, and
there was a perceptible pause before
any word was said. McLeod, restrained
between Davenant and Marley, was un-
abashed, but he made no attempt to re-
new his outrage.

“This is a case for irons," said Wade
quietly. "Mr. llerapath, will you kind-
ly get a couple of men."

McLeod strove to throw off the
hands that heid him. Davenant remon-
strated with, him in the struggle that
followed:* and | caught the words:

"The man called me a thief. I'll let
tflood out of any man that calls me
thief.”

| ended the struggle by putting my
arms over his from behind, so that he
could make no movement, and mean-
while Wade had rung. It was not a
pleasant sight, but it had to be endured,
and Wade watched the operation of
ironing unperturbed. McLeod, having
ceased to resist, had turned sullen, and
malevolence kindled in his eye as he
was taken awav.



A Mighty Deep Game of Graft

Bv Lawrence S. Mott

An intricate piece of “ grafting” that involved certain insurance companies
whose dealings in high finance were the subject of especial attention at the

hands of the Government inspectors.

You may not have any sympathy with

“ grafters,” but you will enjoy this unusually clever story.

HE big room wa- dark,
save for the Argand
burner on the desk and
a little cluster of elec-
tric lights high up in
the ceiling. It was
nearly midnight, and
all was a- quiet a- a

country churchyard. Robert Moss, the
man behind the desk, was writing fast
and furiously. The pen fairly flew over
the paper. Outside the door sat Ken-
neth Winthrop. the private secretary.
He yawned and vawncd. and repeated-
ly looked at his watch.

Suddenly the pen stopped. The
writer hurriedly glanced over what lie
had written, fullled the half-dozen
sheets of paper, placed them in an en-
velope. which he sealed and directed,
and to which he attached a stamp. 1 hen
lie pushed one of the group of electric
buttons on a little stand beside him.
The secretary lost no time in reaching
him.

"Winthrop. | wish you would take
this letter personally to the post-office,
and make mire that it gets in the mail
for Washington that leaves in about an
hour. Tell the night watchman on
vour wav out to come up and juft the
lights out. <food night."

"Good night, sir." answered V, in-
throp. as he started for the door.

Robert Moss, president of the big
Standard Life Insurance Company,
locked a few papers in the top drawer

of hi- desk, put the key in his pocket,
put on Ins hat, and was nearly to the
door when the watchman entered. Moss
nodded good night to the man, and then
walked down the dimly lighted corridor
of the magnificent building. At the end
of the corridor lie stopped in front of
a small floor, took a key from his pocket
and unlocked the door, and entered an
entirely different hall. He was now
in the corridor of a large hotel, and
the lights were burning quite brightly.
A few steps down thi- hall and he again
snapped and entered, a splendid suite
of moms.

The hotel belonged to the insurance
compianv. It was the finest in the city,
and was under lease to one of the best
hotel men in the country. It had
proved a pirofitable inve-tment for the
company, for its pr >-pertty was great,
and the rent asked, high as it was. did
not prevent a scramble for the lea-v.

The Standard Company kept the be-t
suite in the house for it- use. There
were half a dozen bedrooms and par-
lor.-, and a private dining-room, almost
the size of an ordinary banquet hall.
Here primate conferences were held and
private dinners were given. The pri-
vate pas-age from one building to the
other made access easy and free from
observation.

At the end of the suite, toward the
in-urance building, was a -mailer suite
reserved for the president. It was now
earlv summer, and the Moss family had
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croné to their handsome country resi-
dence on tiie shores of one of the in-
land lakes. Whenever the president
had to remain in the city overnight he
occupied these rooms, lie was abso-
lutely quiet in them, and, unless he in-
vited a guest for business or pleasure,
no «fine knew his whereabouts.

It was evident that Moss was not; go-
ing' to retire at once. Tie threw off his
coat and rang for some refreshment.
When it arrived! and the door was
k>cked. the president dropped into an
easy chair by an open window, and it
was €\ident lie was going to have, to
use an expression of his, "a good long
Mink."

It might be well to look the famous

mar.—for he was famous—over. He
was about sixty years old. 1le was fall
and strikingly handsome. life hair

and. mustache were iron-gray. The eye-
] rows were bushy, and behind them was
a pair of piercing blue eyes. A keen
cbserver might have noticed, however,
that the eves, searching as they were,
had a shifty way about them. They
darted' a searching look, but not a
steady one. They moved around, as
though trying to cover all points of the
compass at once. That he was inclined
Iff Bidden moods was certain. He could
he very dignified, and as cold as an
icicle. He could also be genial and
companionable in the highest degree.
A< a result, while his friends under-
stood him thoroughly, a stranger was
very often puzzled at his mental atti-
tudes.

To-night he wa< serious. One glance
revealed that. lie leaned forward in
his chair and heaved a long sigh. He
-lowly ate a sandwich and sipped a
glass of champagne. Then as suddenly
he poured out another glass of wine,
drank it right down, and lighted a cigar.
Then he walked up and down the room
a few moments. Returning to the chair,
he dropped into it seemingdy exhausted,
and leaned part way out of the win-
dow. as though craving the fresh air.
He was thinking very hard, and if he
had given expression to his thoughts,
they would have sounded something
like this:
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"l don't like that new examiner the
State banking department sent, lie fe
too particular, and he is too damn'
smart. This is the first time | ever
had trouble with any of those fellows.
If you praised them and kept them in
good condition, and insisted on giving
them something extra when thev fin-
ished. it was all right. Hut this fellow
Hopkins is sharp as a brier, Then,
some -of the officers have no sense.
They make anv kind of a statement
to this fellow, and, of course, they con-
tradict themselves. There must be srtjne
way of pulling him off, but I don't
know how. lie can't be bought. !
have found that out through Winthrop.
and what that boy cannot uncover no-
body can."

At about this point the president
gave another long sigh. Then the
thoughts came along in this fashion:

"I wish my son George was like
Winthrop. | am afraid George cares
too much for sport and things that at-
tach themselves to a sporty life. Laura
is so different"—and the father's face
lighted up for the moment. "She is the
best of daughters. | believe she loves
Kenneth Winthrop. | know he loves
her. | am in favor of the match, and
so is mother." "Mother" was his pet
name for his wife. Then back to busi-
ness went the thoughts.

"I hope my letter to Senator Strat-
ton will fix things tip. It will reach him
in the morning. He is a great friend
of Martin, head of the banking and in-
surance department, and he can put the
situation to him better and in better
taste than | could. Stratton got Martin
the appointment, and can have him re-
appointed when his term expires, as it
does very soon. If the senator gets
Martin on the long-distance phone some
time (hiring the dav, that clever exam-
iner ought to be recalled by night. In
fact, we must get him out of the depart-
ment altogether."

He looked out of the window at this
point. It was a beautiful night." The
stars were all out. and Moss thought
what a fine night it must be at the lake.
He was fond of his home, and be-
grudged these more and more frequent
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absences, and the strain they were. 1lis
mind turned t*>Laura, and how proud
he was of. his daughter. The little
hn.nize clock on the mantel indicated
that it was two-thirty. It was time for
bed. 1le needed all the sleep he could
yet. lie took the remaining sandwich
from the plate and started to eat it, and
disrobe at the same time.

There was a quiet; vet emphatic
knock. Crossing the room. wondering
what was wanted, the president opened
the door, and Winthrop walked in.

"Why, Kenneth, my boy. what are
you doiny at this hour of the nlyht?
Ton look tired out. Take a glass of
wine beiore Yog talk."

The secretary shook his head and be-
gan to speak in a nervous, excited man-
ner.

"While | was waiting, sir. at the post-
office to make sure Your letter was cor-
rectly mailed, 1 overheard a couple of
newspaper men talkiny. They stood
back of one of the big marble columns,
and did not see me. They were discuss-
ing- a story that tile Herald was to have
this mnrniny reyardiny the Standard.
I could not make out exactly what it
was about, but judged some kind of a
discovery had been made by the bank-
ing department coiicerniny some trans-
action of this company. At any rate.
I understood the article would say that
extra examiners would he put at work
to-dav in our institution. Knowiny that
the Herald went to press at two o'clock,
I concluded to wait and get a o>py.
Here it is."

The president fairly snatched the pa-
per from the hand of the private sec-
retary. As he read the biy display-
head story on the first page. Moss
gradually became the hard, cold-
blooded business man again. When he
had completed reading, he threw the
paper on the table, and, looking at Win-
throp, exclaimed:

"I know the rascal who is responsible
for this, and will have him arrested in
the morning."

lie had forgotten his solicitude about
Winthrop's fatigue and his tender
thoughts of a few moments previous
concerning his daughter and his private
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secretary. lie was the man in com-
mand. with orders that must be exe-
cuted at once.

“<lo send a telegram to Senator Strat-
ton," he said abruptly, "telling him to
read my letter as soon as possible this
morning, then to read the Herald and
lose no time in connecting with the
banking department.”

Winthrop went out. While he eras
gone, the prc-Tlent's thoughts again
took voluble shape.

"That man Hopkins is at the bottom
<i all this, ile has stuffed Martin, the
superintendent, with a store of some
kind, and now more of those damn'
examiny-rs are going to overrun the
place. Tut how did the papers get it?
Hopkins must have given some reporter
an inkling. !low 1 will make that man
suffer for this! lie shall go behind the
bars, and go to-morrow."

A turn or two around the room, and
Moss suddenly rushed into a telephone
booth in the con®- and rang vigorous-
ly. Jle asked for a certain number on
Long Island. It was the call for the
country house of William lienderson,
counsel of the Standard. It was a long
while before he got a response, and in
the meantime Winthrop had returned.

"do in one of those bedrooms." re-
marked Moss, pointing to the company's
suite, "and go to bed. See that | am
wakened at seven o'clock. _tlet what
rest you can. for we will have a devil
of a day. | expect.”

The private secretary nodded, and
left. Just then the phone rang, and a
sleepy voice asked what was wanted.
Moss let Henderson know the situation
in short, snappy sentences.

"Go slow," was the counsel's reply.
"It is a -criuus matter. Even if we
can arrest Hopkins on the slight evi-
dence we have. | doubt whether it is
advisable. It is the story itself we want
suppressed first. We can suppress the
examiner later. We must bring every
gun to bear to stop further examina-
tion along the lines Hopkins has been
following. The newspapers must lie
promptly taken care of. 1 will get to
the office by eight o'clock. Do nothing
until 1 come. Good night."
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Moss had the greatest confidence in
i leiwlerst>n, and relied implicitly on his
directions. Nothing more could be done
until morning. 1lle read the Herald
story over again, then jumped into bed.

At seven o'clock Winthrop came in
to awake him. It was not necessary.
The president had not .dept a wink.

1I'romptlv at eight o'clock Henderson
walked into the president's apartment.
Preakfast was on the table, but prac-
tically untouched. The two men left the
room at once and went into one adjoin-
ing. There tbev proceeded to what was
called a secret session.

llender.son had read the paper care-
fullv coming up on the cars, and had
his plans prepared. He put them con-
cisely before the president, who instant-
ly approved them. They concluded to
conduct the work from the suite where
they were, instead of from their offices,
so as to avoid the newspaper men End
others who might call and in=i~t upon
seeing them.

Orders were accordingly give®, and
then notices were sent out by Winthrop
for a meeting of the directors, or as
many as could be found, at noon. In-
structions were issued to tell the re-
porters that there was nothing in the
store, and that the officers had nothing
to sate

Moss at first insisted on the arrest of
Hopkins, but gave way to Henderson,
who said such a step would add to the
sensational value of the store and give
the examiner an opportunity to employ
counsel and arrange a defense which
might prove unpleasant.

“Do not show any agitation." he said.
"The less noise, the sooner result-; can
be reached."

Meanwhile Hopkins and his associ-
ates had arrived for their day's work,
ami three extra examiners apjpeared.
They had all read the Herald, and were
more or less excited. They sent word
to the president to know what lie
wanted, and Winthrop brought back re-
ply that they were entirely welcome, and
could proceed in any direction thev tie-
sired. It was a cool and effective bluff,
although Hopkins smiled to himself at
the announcement.
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The examiners held a little confer-
ence, which was interrupted about ten
o'clock by a despatch, directed to Hop-
kins. from Superintendent Martin. It
read ;

Am on mv way io the city.

\ | ay | Do nothing
until | arrive this aitc-moon.

At about tire -ame time President
Mow was called oU tiie long-distance
phone from Wash;-ngton, and Senator
Stratton was at the other end. He said
he had just finished talking to Martin.
The latter told him he was afraid it
was too late to stop the matter, but he
would leave at once and go to the
Standard office and talk with the presi-
dent. While Moss was in the booth a
telegram arrived for him from .Martin,
mying he tvoukl be at the office at three
0 clock.

Another move was made by the clear-
headed Henderson. A message was
-cut to the managing editor of the
Herald saying that the paper would be
held to a strict accountability for all it
had published, and for anything further
of a damaging character that might ap-
pear in its column-. In reply came the
following letter from the editor;

We obtained the ms raxoion from an ab-
solutely trustworthy source. Stsl shall print
what we deem best. We are prepared to
stand by the story, and meet the con.se-
fp.iences.

For the first time Henderson was dis-
turbed. He thought the letter might be
a counter bluff, but lie did not like it,
all the same. Moss was furious. He
lonewed his demand for the arrest of
llopkins. He felt -are he was the re-
sponsible party, and could be made to
confess." The counsel could not move
the president from his attitude, and
would probably have been compelled to
yield but for the timely arrival of a
number of the directors. That diverted
attention from the examiner for a while,
so far as Moss was concerned.

The meeting was much more lively
than had been expected. This was due
to old Doctor Eastman. The physician
had for years been the mc-dical exam-
iner in chief of the company, but had
been retired recently on a good-sized
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pension and made one of the directors
on account of his distinguished services.
Ilaving plenty of time, and being fond
of the ten-dollar gold piece given to
each attendant at the meeting, he nearly
always came. lie had read the Herald,
and was in a decidedly irritable and ex-
citable mood.

As soon as the board was called to
order, the doctor arose, and in a high
voice exclaimed:

“Why wasn't | told about this? What
right had the rest of you to make money
through a syndicate deal and leave me
out? It wasn't square, and | worst
stand for it. Unless | get my share of
the profits, 1 will see what the law can

President Moss was ready to explode,
anyhow, and this remark capped the cli-
max. Getting up and shaking his list
across the table at the doctor, he
shouted loud enough to be heard all
over the floor had the walls of the di-
rectors’ room not been padded:

“Shut tip, you old fool. Don't you
know this story is a big lie. but one that
may cause its a lot of trouble? Nobody
lias made anything out of a deal.”
I Here significant glances were ex-
changed by some of the directors.)
“And you need not make it worse by
fool talk about hiring a lawyer. We arc
here to see what shall be done to stop
the clamor that the story will cause.
Already stockholders and policyholders
are telephoning and stopping in to in-
quire what it means."

The president's temper was cooling
off, partly owing to whispers from Hen-
derson, and he added, in much milder
tones:

“You want to help, doctor, and not
hinder ps. Our stock will be affected,
and plans we had in view to increase
business will be prevented. A lie travels
much faster than the truth, you know."

The doctor was pacified, although not
satisfied.

“When | was on my way here." he
remarked, “a friend of mine stopped me
and said he noticed we had finally been
caught.”

“What did you say?" some one asked.

"Well, you see | was hot, because I
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him 1 was coming up here to find out
where my share of the deal was, and
get it."

This caused a laugh, and restored
good nature somewhat, although the
president continued his glum and sav-
age appearance. A note was handed
in for the doctor, and, after reading it,
lie left the room. It was a good while
before he returned.

llenderson had been responsible for
the note.

"l found we could not talk real busi-
ness while the doctor was here," he ob-
served.

There was a grim smile all around,
and the board went into secret session.
A shrewd man was llc-nderson.

The meeting was just adjourned
when Moss was informed that Martin
would he glad to see him at his con-
venience. The president told Winthrop
to take the superintendent into the pri-
vate hotel room and he would join him
very soon. Henderson went along with
Moss. The counsel induced the presi-
dent to let him do the talking, for he
felt there might he trouble otherwise.

Martin was very agreeable, and, in
fact, displayed considerable anxiety. He
began the conversation himself.

"A mistake of some sort must have
been made," he said. “It was my as-
sistant who ordered the extra examin-
ers. He did it on the receipt of certain
information which he thought war-
ranted it."

"That came from Illopkins,
not?" inquired Henderson.

"Hopkins? Oh.no. It did not come
front any one in the department. It
came from an outsider, and. therefore,
I cannot disclose his name. Had | re-
ceived the information first, | should
not have taken any steps until looking
further into the matter. 1 have stopped
the examiners just where they were at
the close of yesterday. But the trouble
now is. and which | am afraid makes it
too late, that the Herald had the story.
Of course, as | told Senator Stratton
over the wire this morning. 1 am bound
to pay some attention to a report of
this sort, but | need not take any defi-

did it
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itite action on a irere newspajier state-
ment. Stration til:night 1 ought to see
von. however. and as | am under great
obligations tO the senator. | was glad
to Comply with his request.”

Moss o'odd i>4. hold back any longer.
“lk'pkins told tiur Herald about it. |
Hipposg ?" he said

it was tile si-gierfatendent's turn to
lo<)k ainazed.

"I {gjpkiitS? \V!> Illopkins? How
could he kntjva anvtbing about it. nil-
less lie di>ei3'ired it, and lie certainly
W inid havc mentioned it to me."

Martin looked ranther suspiciously at
the Jiresidcut. M.oss saw his mistake,
and wish,;d lie had ke.nt faith with. 1ien-
demon, in hi- anxxietv to implicate the
examiner. he : erlooked the fact that
his remar!; \vas ajyt to give the superin-
tendent tree inlore-"iou that there was
something YW\ and that the officer.’
believed 1lookins wa' on the trail, iie
kicked 1iertklerson under the table, and
the latter at eince continued the conver-
sation.

"What the president mean'. Mr.
Martin. i> that Hopkins or some one
h.cre must have got an inkling of the
story. }Aut \we aihn.it that was «I1510'-
sible. A rejiurt like that must have
gone to the paper from some one hear-
ing a grudge of some sort against the
company. Isn't that your idea?'

Martin was rendered less suspicion’
by Henderson's di])lomatic remarks, but
he was still puzzled, lie said, however,
that lie believed the same party that
gave the information to the department
had given it to the Herald. Then, turn-
ing to the counsel, the superintendent
changed his tone somewhat, and asked
in a rather stern voice:

"Let us get down to business. Is
there any truth in this report, and. if
so. what arc the exact circumstances?"

Henderson was collected and readw
"There is nothing in this storv. Mr.
Martin, that we did not sup])ose yog
were familiar with in your relations
witli other large financial institutions.
You know the Standard joined with
some prominent banks and trust com-
panies in purchasing the bonds of the
Tri-State Water & Electric Company.
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because we know of nothing better.
You will remember | wrote asking you
to let me know whether tiie department
had any objection to the investment,
and, not having heard, natural'}’ sup-
posed you were ,-atisfied."

(Xow, Henderson had not written
to Martin, but he did w>t believe Mar-
tin would dis;mte it. and lie didn't.")

"Tiie part of fhe story that is un-
pleasant, of course, is the statement that
the officers of the company joined in
the purchase, using the c¢ mipany's
nli'iiey for the pnqgioStf, and then re-
ceived; a big stock bonus be.-ides. while
die institution got nothing but the
bond'. Is that what you were driving
at, Mr. Martin?"

"I am much obliged to you, gentle-
men." remarked the superintendent,
rising, "l am verv sorrv v.m have been
put to so much trouble artel annoyance,
and trust all will come out nicely. |
would like, however, to feel that after
seeing mv men anil learning what ha
occurred, | can come to you again--—- "

"With pleasure." said Moss and Hen-
derson together.

"It was a cool, bold bluff they gave
you. dir. Martin."

The speaker was a short, slender,
Wiry man. with sandy half and mus-
tache. He was seated in a small apart-
ment in a modest uptown hotel. His
name was Jeremiah Hopkins, and lie
was as smart a batik and iii'urauee ex-
aminer as lie had formerly been a de-
tective. lie was a human ferret, and
everybody in tile department from Mar-
tin down knew lie wa> a marvel at his
business. Thu moment the sujierin-
tendent saw him, a few hours before,
in the arcade of the Standard building,
he knew there was no need of going
farther for the real story of what had
occurred. Hopkins had told him quiet-
ly that lie would like to go with him
where they could talk alone and out of
reach. Martin nodded and called a cal),
and half an hour later the superin-
tendent had taken a room where thev
were not known, and where it was not
necessary for them to register at the
time.
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Martin had t&-ld him of iris talk with
the president and omn-el of the Stand-
ard. ami hinted at the apparent belief
of the officials that the examiner had
something to do with it. It was at that
point that Hopkins made the remark
about the bluff that had been worked.

"Mv belief is." continued Hopkins,
in the coolest possible tones, "that the
Standard officials, nr most of them,
made a lot of money out of that Tri-
State deal and out of others before that.
They have been getting rich too fast, to
begin with. Their penerous salaries
will not account f>r die manner in
uinch they live and the investments they
are makinp. Hut this present transac-
tsm is sensational in another way. It
is the result of a stab, and a deadly
'tab. that the Cosmopolitan Insurance
G-mpany has piven to its hated rival.
Moss and Henderson have not apparent-
ly caught on yet. While mv suspicions
were grouped by a carious discovery |
made in one of the books the cither
day. and which was due to Moss' own
carelessness — and which  probably
makes him think | am pasted—the hint
which came to me. and which | handed
over to your assistant, came from Jen-
kins. the private secretary of President
Richmond of the Cosmopolitan. The
Herald pot its tip from the same source,
in my judgment. i understand the pa-
per is fa be protected to the limit by
the company* and that all the details
have been piven the editors.”

"How did the Cosmopolitan learn of
the matter?” inquired Marlin.

"Through a man who helped en-
gineer the deal, and claims he was
turned down and only given a small
slice of the profits. Besides. 1 surmise
that the Cosmopolitan wanted to handle
those Tri-State securities itself, but was
outwitted. You know Richmond is aw-
fully revengeful, and likewise very
jealous of Moss and the Standard.”

"What would you do. Hopkins?”

"l would stay here. Mr. Martin, but
do nothing for a day or two. See what
happens. | hand you here copies of the
papers containing the evidence | picked
up by chance. Look them over. Mean-
while, let those of us who have been
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examining the Standard continue as
though nothing had happened, but do
not put flag extra men to work. Keep
them in reserve. Perhaps”—and there
was a quiet twinkle in the examiner's
eye—"ymi may want to sttddenlv start
a ompie i'f follows at work in the Cos-
mopolitan.”

"Your program is all right. Hop-
kins. J will follow it. Only we must
keep it entirely to ourselves.”

The Herald the next morning came
out with more »f the story. The other
papers had very little to say. for they
were warned of the consequences. Put
the Hera.ld went into details, printed
the amounts the various officials of the
Standard were reputed to have made,
and then editorially demanded that the
State insurance superintendent make an
instant and thorough examination of the
charges.

The paper offered to place evidence
of the most damaging kind in the hands
of the superintendent. It was intimated
that unless Mr. Martin took the matter
up promptly, he would subject himself
and his department to the charge of be-
ing in collusion with the Standard. The
Herald almost insisted that the insur-
ance company should bring action for
libel, and would bii confessing its guilt
if it did not. In this re.-pect. the news-
paper was accommodated. Before ten
o'clock the same morning, papers had
been served in a libel suit involving
two million dollars' damages.

Events came thick and fast in Super-
intendent Martin's life that morning.
He read the Herald, and made tip his
mind he must act without delay. He
could not afford to overlook the demand
that he investigate the charges pre-
ferred with so much particularity. Right
after breakfast he went to the Standard
building and stopped first to see Hop-
kins. The examiner was not there. In-
stead. there was a note from him. Mar-
tin read as follows:

Have struck a new trail.
to-night.

Will see you
Please be careful in the meantime.

It was an odd note, and the hand-
writing did not look exactly familiar.
Put Martin felt sure it came from his
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bright examiner. He had just pwt the
epistle. in his pocket when one of the
clerks came up and said President Moss
had sent word that he would like to see
tiie superintendent at eleven o'clock, it
agreeable. It was nearly that hour
then, hut before going up-stairs. Mar-
tin hunted up the examiner who was
assisting Hopkins, and inquired where
his associate was.

"L have not seen him or heard from
him this morning'," was the reply.

The superintendent was puzzled, but
said nothing. He took the elevator to
the president's room. Secretary Win-
throp greeted him cordially, and asked
him to step, into another room for a
few moments, when the president would
be ready for him. As he walked into
the side room, the superintendent found
himself face to face with Senator Strat-
ton.

Tor a moment he was too astonished
to speak. He quickly recovered, how-
ever, and. advancing to shake lianas,
said :

"This is a surprise, indeed, senator.
| supposed you were in Washington."

"l came on last night purposely to see
you. Martin," wa< the reply. "This is
a bad piece of business. Under the
guise of an attack upon the Standard,
a political fight is on. Knowing how
close this company is to the governor
and our party, it is hoped by a biow in
this direction to injure our chances in
the coming campaign. | learned of
the scheme in Washington last night,
and Henderson got wise here, somehow.
We are going to have a conference in a
few moments. The governor is in with
'Toss now. You will probably be
wanted by and by. | want you to do
as | tell you. The governor will re-
appoint you if you behave fight."

"Yes, but what must | do?"

"l don't know yet, but you mint not
go any further with an examination
now. You must also watch your man
Hopkins. It is suspected he is in with
the enemy,”

"That | don't believe,” emphaticallv
exclaimed the superintendent. "He is
giving me very valuable information
that may clear the whole thing up."

The senator was interested. He mo-
tioned to a chair, and then, seating him-
self, remarked:

"Tell me about it."

“Before | do that, senator, | want t>
know who is backing the other party.”

"The Herald is the leader of the at-
tack.”

"Yes, but who is behind the Herald.'
That is the chief thing to learn. The
charges made are not of a political na-
ture. and mint have come from some
other source.”

The senator paused. He did riot like
the turn of affairs. But he came out in
a candid fashion.

"To be honest, Martin. | am not sure,
but we take it for granted that it is the
Democratic National Committee.”

"You are wrong',” said the superin-
tendent in the most positive tone.-.
"Hopkins knows more than you do.”

Senator Stratton was on his feet, ami
his excitement was apparent.

"Tor 1leaven'.- sake, who is it?"

"It is President Richmond and the
Cosmopolitan Life Insurance Company
that are behind the Herald, and it U a
business assault, and not a p.ditical at-
tack."

Mi- Laura M-— wa- on her way
from the lake to the cite. She felt her
dutv was where her heart was. She
told her mother that her father needed
some one to comfort him. That was
evident imm bis brief talks over the
phone to the family. She asked him if
she might come down and spend a tew
daws in the citv, end be with him. He
welcoired the idea, and tcAd her to
come. That v;as in the moming. juA
before the governor arm.ed.' wink-
Stratton was narrating what Ile had
heard in Washington. So ifnv she wa-
on the way.

There was no u-e con-;caiing the
truth from herSelf : it was realhe Ken-
neth Winthrop she wanted to see. Thev
had pretty frequent chats over the tele-
phone. and site knew he wanted to see
her. but could not get away for a min-
ute. He intimated that her father was
half-sick and needed her presence. She
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was shrewd enough to read between the
lines, ami was convinced that Kenneth
was speaking two words for himself to
one for her father. She was none the
less anxious because of his anxiety.
When about half-way on the journey,
a new-bov bewarcled tlie train. Mi-s
Mo.Sr; bought an earlv edition of tlie

fil'd! fog AVics At first she glancet! at
the I8'liinm- ’listdevly. The sect>nd
jjancie riveted lier attention. Un the

la i sultrun of the first page begaii a
'ttiry that at orice absorbed her. It tdel
f-t a plot to injure the Standand Cc
Many., While it ‘was rumored the at-
lack was part of a political .-die:ll0,
dime who were well posted declared it
was a job put up bv the big rival, the
Ci-smopolitan. It intimated that the
charges of money made out of the Tri-
State bonds were concocted by Presi-
dent Richmond of the Cosmopolitan,
and that a controlling' interest in the
Herald had recently been purchased by
Riclmii>mP and his assi-elates. The
story* was quite circumstantial, although
there were not many details. The im-
pressinn was left that there was more to
follow in the near future.

Miss Moss drove right to the office.
Kenneth was in the outside room, and
showed his pleasure in a very percepti-
ble manner. He told her father, who
rushed <mt. He had only a minute to
stop, as a very important meeting was
being held. lie had engaged rooms
for her. and told Kenneth to see site
was comfortably- quartered. Roth were
thankful for the opportunity to be akKne
together a while.

It was an important meeting that was
in progress. Besides the officers and
-iDie of the directors, the senator and
governor were there. So was Martin,
who wore a grim smile of satisfaction
when the story in the Xczas was read!.
It confirmed what he had told the sen-
ator earlier in the day. and what Hop-
kins had suggested. Hopkins stock had
gone up perceptibly. Even President
Moss had changed his views regarding
the examiner. The only jarring inci-
dent at the meeting was the appearance
of Doctor Eastman, who again insisted
that he had not been treated fair. He
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subsided, however, after
A ezas.

But who gave the Mezas the story?
That was what mystified the Standard
officials. They had not said a word.
They had been too much disturbed by
tite second s.tory in the Herald to think
of having anvthing published on their
own account. Martin was likewise verv
much puzzled. lie wondered where
IEpkins was. He had read the pa-
per- the examiner had given him the
previous evening, and was impressed
with the knowledge imparted. That the
Standard officials were guilty seemed
evident; from the discoveries Hopkins
had made. lie might to take steps in
the matter, unpleasant a* it would be.
Yet the examiner had a-ked him to be
careful until lie saw him again. He
felt that under the circumstances he
-lamid keep -llv.it. and he did.

The meeting adjourned about dinner-
time. Tlie pre-ident was verv anxious
to see liis clangh.ter. Alartin was con-
ccmed about ilupkin-, and went in
scarch of him  Worried as Air. Moss
stil ma-. he furgot it ail while dining

th Lanra alld Kenneth. The girl's
arrival llad clicered him wonderfully.

to -anic result had occurred in the
orirate -ccretar\'- case.

Ju-t as dim, .. wa- concluded!. Win-
throp \v;is called uiil of Xnc room. He
returned in a rlill3uent and told the pres?-
ident |fopkins wanted to see him at
once on important business. Tie was in
the private room. The two were to-
gether fur over an dour. When they
separated each, wa- in a very good hu-
mor. Tlie president was like hi- old
self tire rest of the evening. As tor
Hopkins, lie went down the hutel ele-
vated with a -mile that was very Inroad,

reading the

It was all solved the next day, and
very rapidly, too. The Herald did not
say a word, to begin with. At half-past
nine President Richmond had made an
appointment with President Moss over
the telephone. They met in the private,
room in the hotel. Richmond had hi*
counsel, and Henderson was with Moss.
The Cosmopolitan president began the
conversation.
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"(lentlei&en," .-aid he, "we have all
been taken in by one of the cleverest
men | ever met. 1lle came to me some
days ago and showed me some papers,
or copies of them, that gave a good
idea of your connection with the Tri-
State transaction. lie told me the
Herald was going' to publish the story,
and if | wanted to take advantage of
the situation | could do so. The pa-
pers would cosf me five thousand dol-
lars. | paid him the money." %

it was with difficulty that Moss re-
pressed an exclamation at this time.

"l believed what he said after calling
up the editor of the Herald, who is a
personal friend of mine. You know-
how vigorously we started in. When
the Newf came out with its story yes-
terday | was astonished, but | made up
my mind you had caught cm to a deal,
similar to y mrs, that we were making.
I went to the Herald office last night
and found that paper had paid this man
three thousand dollars for the informa-
tion he had given that journal. My
Herald friend thought we might as well
trace the whole thing to the bottom, so
lie called up the editor of the .Yores.
That gentleman promptly admitted that
they gave five thousand dollars, became
tliev wanted to get even with the
lleraldA

1lundersoil was shaking with laugh-

ter. “It is your turn How, [Moss," he
said. "Own up."
"Yes. | might as well confess." re-

plied President Moss. "This man came
here last night and gave me what |
never doubted to he proofs of the deal
you fellows were making with the Xew
ler.-ev Rapid Transit, | gave him five
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thousand dollars for the documents. He
said he began an examination of your
company purposely yesterday, and got
on to the game at once."

Richmond nodded. "I wemdered why
he started in on us yesterday, but he
saicl he ivas acting under orders, lie is
certainly the champion grafter. ITe
can have the money for his brains, |
guess we will all be gliul to get out
of this and save our reputations. The
MeitR and Herald will help us Out, be-
cause the}- escape libel suits."

Just then Superintendent
rushed in. wildly excited.

"Where is Hopkins? J think he has
been the victim of foul play."

He started at the roar of laughter
that followed. He was also astonished
to see the rival insurance presidents side
bv side. More astonished vet was he
when Henderson, in a droll tout, said;

"Xo0. no, Martin. Hopkins is not tlie
victim of foul play. We are all his vic-
tims in a mighty dee]) game of graft."

Three months later Hopkins was
quiet!}- seated overlooking the Mediter-
ranean Sea from a hotel veranda at
Motile Carlo. He was smoking a pipe
and congratulating himself on the
pleasures of a leisurely trip around the
world and tlie chance it afforded for
planning a new game. |lis eyes glanced,
over the latest Xew York paper that he
had just purchased, and he read of the
marriage of Miss Laura Moss, daugh-
ter of the president of the Standard In-
surance Company, to Kenneth Win-
throp, the secretary of the president.

He took a longlpull at the pipe, and
musingly said: "I wonder whether |
didn't hurry that wedding somewhat."

Martin



Tales of the

Lost Legion

Bv Francis W hidock

DL—VOTARIES OF VOODOO

(A Complete Story)

HERE are many restau-
rant' kept by foreign-
ers [n Xew York
whose pabrons console
themselves for being
obliged to eat in them
by calling themselves
Bohemians, ami assert-

ing that item preier the rood, winch is
of poor gnglitv and badly prepared, and
the vile Cmcociions an logwood served
in the guise of claret, to the menus of
cleaner, and. Incidentally, dearer places.
Rural visitors t the* metropolis visit
them as among the sights of the wicked
city : gaze in ave-.-rruck wonder at the
long-haired, dirtv occupants of the ad-
joining tallies, under the delusion that
they are in the company of brilliant
lights ol the artistic and literary world,
who come there from choice, not neces-
sity. and—If them escape death, from
ptomaine poisoning—carrv home to the
backwoods' sewing-circles weird and
thrilling talcs of their experiences and
observations.

The cheerful little restaurant pre-
sided over by -Madame llortcnse is not
one of that class. The prices are rea-
sonable. hut the: food is of the best, and
prepared by a cook who deserves the
cordon bleu; while the wine is sound
and genuine, ami the coffee a tiling to
bear in grateful memory. It is not fre-
guented by the unshorn and ragged rili-
raft of garret studios and the scum of
tiie newspaper offices. Seekers after
the elusive atmosphere of Bohemia do
not stumble upon it. and it has even
escaped the hungry "special" writers
for the Sunday papers. But true tales,
stranger than any fiction, mav be gath-

ered from the men who gather about its
small tallies, for it is the Xew York
rendezvous of a set of adventurous
spirits who form the Lost Legion.

They are. one and all. true soldiers
of fortune, willing to undertake any le-
gitimate adventure, no matter how haz-
ardous, provided they are paid their
price: and their employers, men with a
large stake is the world of business,
have learned from experience that it is
useless to haggle with them, and that
they always get full value for the money
expended.

Letters addressed in care of Madame
ITorteme have summoned members of
the Lost Legion to depart hurriedly for
the far corners of the world: some-
times to return after week* or months
of absence with pocket* filled with
money, and strange experiences to re-
late. and sometimes to drop quietly into
their accustomed places, strangely reti-
cent about their absence, and with little
left hut a hopeful disposition.

Mope than one of them has gone from
that cozy little restaurant only to find
that bourne from which no traveler re-
turneth. and to leave his bones whiten-
ing in a far desert, or rotting in some
foul, tropical jungle: but members of
the Lost Legion accept the fortunes
of war philosophically, and. so long as
there* are men of adventurous disposi-
tit®, answerving: loyalty, and reckless
bra-'CleY in til2 World. its ranks will al-
warns be full.

It was one of these businesslike
epistles handed over the little bar behind
which Madame Hortens® was alwavs
seated, which caused the expression of
Mr. Richard Redgreavc, commonly
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known among- his associates as "Dole-
ful Dick." to become even more lugu-
brious than usual when he seated him-
self at the table with two men who had
arrived before him.

"What's wrong. Doleful? You must
be rolling in money to be depressed by
a chance for work!" said one of them,
as Redgreave gloomily turned the mis-
sive over in his hand without opening
it.

“Xo, | have pretty blame’ near struck
hard-pan; but it's just my luck to have
this come on Friday. I'm sure hoo-
dooed,” he wailed dismally; and Jen-
kins, his table companion, laughed.

"Looks like old Cooper’'s fist. Gee
whiz! it gives me a headache whan |
think of him. See what's on!"

Redgreave carefully threw a pinch of
the salt which had been spilled on the
cloth over his left shoulder before open-
ing the envelope.

"Hum!—'call to morrow at nine’—er
—'‘prepared to sail in afternoon'—er—
‘tropical service'—‘miner’s outfit—'in-
definite absence’—‘usual terms.” That's
the lot,”” he said, as he glanced through
the note.

"Usual terms! The old boy pays on
the nail. I'll say that for him, although
he isn’'t giving up any bonuses," ob-
served Jenkins. "The best you get be-
yond the regular price is a grumble if
you succeed, and the marble face if you
fail. But the money's safe: so cheer
up. Doleful, you've got a cinch."

"Let's see, tropical service and sail
to-morrow." interposed Halliday, the
third man at the table. "Atlas boat for
Jamaica and the Main, or Clyde liner
for Haytian and San Dominican ports.
It'll be about that, Doleful."

"Well, I reckon it won't be along the
Main!" And a reminiscent smile mo-
mentarily lightened the customary
gloom of Redgreave’s expression. "The
last time | left Central America | was
clothed in my birthdav suit, and dodged
sharks and bullets until 1 got outside
the three-mile limit, and they hauled
me on to a Yankee gunboat and
pumped the salt water out of me.
Cooper knows that I'm a dead one
down there until the presentscrop of
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dictators is harvested. Maybe you fel-
lows don’t believe in omens, but it was
on the thirteenth of the month that |
gist Cooper’s letter about that job, and
I don’t remember that | got rich out of
it.”

Sir. Redgreave observed many other
signs and portents of impending ill-
luck before he and his modest belong-
ings were landed on the filth}- and evil-
smelling quay at Port-au-Prince, the
capital of the Black Republic of Rayti.

The number of Mr. Cooper’s office
where he received his final instructions
was 634, which, added together, gave
tire ominous total of 13; and even-
pin which his sharp eyes detected on the
pavement as he went there lay with its
pointed end menacingly toward him.
The chief steward on the boat was
cross-eyed, and a shark had persistently
followed the ship after it reached trop-
ical waters. But, although Mr. Red-
greave suffered acute mental distress
when the signs were against him, he
never allowed his perturbation to inter-
fere with his routine ; so he lost no time
in bribing the officious negro customs
officer to pass his luggage without too
close inspection, for he did not care to
explain the uses of some of the imple-
ments which it contained.

“Xow, Redgreave, what | want of
you is this," Mr. Jabez Cooper had said
to him in Xew York. "l've got a tip
that, situated in the mountains of the
interior of llayti, there is a tremendous-
ly rich deposit of gold, which has been
lost sight of since the original inhab-
itants were exterminated bv the Span-
iards whom Columbus colonized there.
You have had large experience in pros-
pecting, and 1 want you to get to it. look
the ground over carefully, and bring
back a full report on the proposition,
and as many samples (if ore as you can
carry out. Here is a rough map of the
locality, which locates the mine within
an area of fifty miles square. You'll
have to hunt around until you find it,
but if you can get hold of a nigger
named Raoul Dessailines down there,
you might persuade him to lead you
right to the spot. He knows all about
it, but his price for giving up his in-
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formation is too high until I have had
a reliable report on it."

"l suppose that you know there are
—er—difficulties about that sort of ex-
ploration in |Ilayti.” suggested Red’
greave.

"Of course | do,"” answered Cooper
impatiently. "It there were not, |
should go down and look it over my-
self; but, under the circumstances, |
prefer to trust to the report which one
of you chaps will make." He smiled a
little grimly as he observed Redgreave’s
disconsolate expression. "I might tell
you that yon will be the third man who
has undertaken this job." he continued.
“The other two have not reported ; in
fact. | believe that they have never been
heard of since they disappeared into the
mountains. If you run acro.-s then:, you
can tell theem that 1 am not paying for
failures. Good-by, Redgreave, and a
pleasant journey to you; you can draw
the customary advance in the other of-
fice, and you have ja.-t about time to
catch the Clyde liner."

Port-au-Prince is a picturesque place
—from a distance. Close inspection of
this glaring evidence of negro misrule
is not advisable if one wishes to retain
illusions : and, as the varied stenches of
its filthy streets, stagnant gutters, and
odoriferous inhabitants greeted his nos-
trils, dir. Redgreave looked longingly
toward the beautiful mountains which
held so much mysterv in their depths.
In them he might find privations and
dangers, but tho,C Wkre simply inci-
dents of the day\s wo.rk, and, at any
rate, tires' pronvis.12J a hespite ironi the
heat and stench of the capital, and re-
lief from the swatems of niurUintOLH and
flics which pestered him.

"So the old man has used up two
prospectors already on this job, eh?"
he thought, as he loaded his traps into
a rickety fiacre. To another man this
might have caused apprehension of a
like fate, but it actually brought a gleam
of comfort to Redgreave, for he real-
ized that he was number three, and
that luck usually went with that num-
ber, "That's the first favorable omen
that I've struck in this blame business,"
he said to himself; and, as he ordered

the driver to take him to the Hotel do
.Paris, his expression was almost cheer-
ful.

Monsieur Rasul Dessailines was not
a difficult person to locate. He claimed
direct descent from that Dessailines
who succeeded Toussaint |.'Ouverture
in the command of the army of insur-
gent slaves which dn>ve the French,
from Hayti. and who followed the ex-
ample of Xapoleon, whose troops he
had defeated and driven into the sea.
and proclaimed himself emperor.

With imperial blood flowing in his
veins, his descendant scorned anything
20 vulgar as work, and spent his day-
between the cafés surrounding the Place
d'Armes, where he leisurely absorbed
incredible quantities of absinth, and
dozed in a hammock on the front porch
of hi- licm-c.

In complexion lie would have made
a lump of anthracite appear pale by
comparison, and his features were
built 'upon a generous, if not an artistic,
plan. A great chasm of a mouth, with
thick, flabby lips: a nose which made
