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HOW TO SAVE
A DOLLAR
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Want to buy the latest novel by B. M.
Bower for fifteen cents?
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Get the next number of the POPULAR
MAGAZINE, which will be on sale at
all news stands November 7th.

The story, entitled ‘“The Spook Hills 1
Mystery,” is of the West, and is one of
Bower’s best.
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Easily worth the dollar and a half
which will be asked-for it when in book
form this fall and winter.
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So, save an odd dollar in buying the next.
POPULAR on November 7th.
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2 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

job, as usual. 1 tried to make him
take a couple of days off.”

In the city room, now almost emptied
of reporters, a long, loosc-jointed
young man tilted back in a chair with
his feet cocked upon a radiator, and
his hands clasped behind his head. He
appeared to be a stranger to impa-
tience, and unacquainted with excite-
ment, His air of loafing contentment
was incongruous in this feverish at-
mosphere, where things were done at
top speed. At the summons of the city
cditor he forsook his snug corner and
crossed the room, tranquil and delib-
crate, to stand with hands in his pock-
ets and his shoulders slouching a trifle.
There was a humorous twinkle in his
black eyes; and his face, thin and
rather pale, became animated as he
said, jerking a thumb over his shoul-
der:

“The boss desires my presence? Did
1 hear you tell him something about my
health? I suppose he’d like to know
whether I'm strong enough to stand the
shock of being fired.  What is my
crime? A libel suit on that bank-
failure story, or did I spell somebody’s
name wrong "’

“He didn’t use that tone of voice,
Stannard. Now trot along. You are
always expecting the worst.”

The reporter drifted in the direc-
tion of the managing editor's room,
softly whistling a ragtime measure. His
entrance was so light-footed that the
autocrat, absorbed in his work, was
taken unawares. looking up, he
orected the young man with that
kindiy, infrequent smile of his, and
offered him the telegram which had
caused him to shiver. Stannard read it
aloud slowly, dwelling with each poign-
ant phrase:

Lewes, Jan. 21, Wind seventy miles. Zero
temperature. Three schooners piled up on
Breakwater. Another iced up and helpless in
icwer bay. Big steamer ashore helow Cape.
and liable to break up to-night. Life-saving

crews unable get people off. Towhoat and

barges stranded on outer shoals. Worst
storm for shipping in years. Shall I cover
story? BRENNAN.

“Brennan is our local man at Lewes,”
explained the managing editor, “but all
he is good for is to do the routine stuff
of Delaware Breakwater. It is a big
story, Stannard, and you are the nian
to tackle it. The aftérnoon train will
land you at Lewes shortly after dark.
But I am not ordering you to go, I
want you to understand that. It will
be a wicked night on the beach. You
are not any too robust, and if you fecl
that it is unwise, I shall not count it
against you. This is a volunteer as-
signment. I really ought not to put
it up to you at all, but ”

“But you think I can handle the
story,” said Stannard.  “Why, |
wouldn't miss going to Lewes if | had
to he cairied to the train on a stretcher.
And, really, I feel in bully good shape
to get away with it. That cough of
mine was a false alarm. Too many
cigarettes. [ have cut them out.”

The managing editor had his doubts,
but he kept them to himnself. Scrawl-
ing an order to the cashier for expense
money, he observed briefly, in farewell:

“You nced no instructions.  This
telegram tells it all.  To think of all
those people freezing and drowning out
there, and night coming on N

He winced and begian to busy himsclf
witih other tasks. IFrederick Stannard

" lingered a moment, perhaps wishing to

thank the other man for showing « per-
sonal interest in his welfare. As a cog
in the news machine he was not expect-
ing solicitude. DBut the interview was
obviously finished, and the reporter re-
turned to the local room to get his hat
and ulster. In his heart was the quiet
elation of the picked man, of the good
soldier given an arduous billet hecause
he surpassed his comrades.

He was about to go to the railway
station when there strolled magnificent-
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to release himself, discovering that one
end of the cord was tied around the
man’s wrist, the other to a small leather
bag which he had obviously endeavored
to save with himself. The bag was
banging Stannard in the face, and, with
a last despairing cffort, he tore at it to
break the hold of the deadly noose.

The cord broke, but his breath was
well-nigh gone.  He was too fecble to

“fight much longer. Iis cramped
fingers held fast to the handle of the
bag Decause he could not open them,
and his other arm reached out to clutch
the body of the man in the surf. The
water was so shallow that he could get
a footing now aund then, but mostly hc
was submerged. It was in the nick of
time that the men on the beach. having
heard him yell, formed a chain by hold-
ing fast to each other. and yanked him
high and dry, along with the passenger
lie had undertaken to save.

Stannard was still conscious, but the
other man was inanimate. The cart
had returned from the station. and they
were hastily bundled in, after which
the surfmen rushed back to the boat
which they were about to launch. They
did not even bother their heads to ask
questions.  Such an incident was in the
day's work. Only Dan Quillman could
have told which was the passenger and
which the rescuer.

Stannard was too spent and battered
to take further interest in the wreck.
It seemed as if he could never be warm
again.  As the cart moved along the
beach, he painfully unpried his fingers
from the handle of the little Lag. It
was made of imitation leather, which
the salt water had soaked and soft-
cned. The stuff was coming apart like
pulp. Stannard conjectured that the
contents must be valuable, and he felt
responsible for their safety. One side
of the bag tore out at a touch, and he
fished out a flat packet wrapped in a
rubber covering of some sort. This he
tucked into a pocket of his ulster.

There was nothing else in the bag, the
fragments of which he tossed over the
side of the cart.

The owner of the packet was not
dead, but near it. A doctor had been
summoned from Lewes, and he was
ministering to those already carried to
the station. The cook half dragged
Stannard in, and went back to shoul-
der the insensible passenger. The re-
porter was about to protest that he
nceded no care, to show that he was a
genuine pickled walrus of the Dan
Quillman breed, and, besides, there was
the packet t be explained. Dut the
roor scesawed, he scemed to be guz-
g through a fog, and he fougat .
against making a spectacle of himself
by fainting in his tracks. Ile had a
glimpse of the man whom he had
saved, a thickset figure, swarthy face.
expressing both force and dignity, black
mustache and imperial. Stannard heard
himself say in a far-away voice:

“The steamer came from Mexicau
ports. That’s what he is. 1t's a cinch.
Some person, too. Whew, but [ fecl
funny.”

Thercupon, and for the time being.
Mr. Yrederick Stannard ccased to be
an active member of the staff of the
Philadelphia Tribune. The doctor and
the cook hoisted him into a hunk, and
turnced to give their attention to the
gentleman from Mexico, whose need
was more desperate. ILater in the mght
the boats succeeded in bringing off the
steamer’s crew, and out fronmi l.ewes
came a stream of vehicles, carriages,
buggies. farm wagons.  Those who had
suffered least from exposure were taken
to the hotel and into the homes of the
pilots.

Stannard remained in the life-saving
station. The doctor would not permit
him to be moved. His heart was not
behaving well, and his temperatiire next
morning was several degrees above nor-
mal. By noon he was delirious, and
an urgent mesage was sent to the man-
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aging editor of the Tribune. The con-
science of this autocratic person re-
proached him. His own physician and
a trained nurse departed for [.ewes and
the life-saving station by the first train
available.

“I ought not to have sent the boy
down there,” he told them. "My zeal
for the service outran my <«ense of
humanity.”

CHAPTER 11.

Fred Stannard languidly opened his
cyes and blinked at the sunshine which
danced across the blankets of his bunk.
Where was he, anyhow? O, yes, he
remembered.  He had collapsed the
night before after making that grand-
stand play in the surf. They had kind-
Iv put him to bed. Well, he mnust be up
and doing for a hard day’s work. He
had missed the best scenes at the wreck.
He tried to turn over to look out of
the window at the bright, joyous
morning, but his head scemed weighted
to the pillow. One hand lay outside
the blanket. He glanced at it curiously,
and wondered why the deuce it should
look so scrawny, all knuckles and finger
bones. Getting wet onght not to shrink
a fellow as though he were a flannel
shirt.  After vainly trying to raize him-
=¢lf upon his elbow, he murmured pet-
tishly : :

“Hanged if T don't belicve some joker
has strapped me in bed or nailed the
blankets down.” :

Dave, the cook, tiptoed in and raised
a warning hand. His honest features
expressed unbounded joy, and he was
about to offer congratulations, when
the patient exclaimed in an uncertain
voice

“Did T sleep through breakfast?
What about the stcamer? Where are
her people? Did they get them off?”

“You certainly did sleep through
breakfast,” was the emphatic reply.
“Oh, ves, all hands was fetched off.

Now you better rest a spell longer. I
wouldn’t try to talk much. A little mild
cussin’ won’t hurt you. It’s a healthy
symptom.”

“Rest? Man, I have a big story to
write to-day, and I meant to wire.the
office to send a camera man down this
morning. I never feel very spry when
I wake up, but I soon pull myself to-
gether. Where are my clothes?”

“In a locker, young man. That big
story of yours will be sort of stale, and
I guess we won't send for any camera
man. It’s twelve days since that Pax-
ton line steamer was wrecked.”

“What! Twelve days!” gasped the
reporter, with which he began to weep,
the tears running down Lis wasted
cheeks. He did not exactly know why
he was crying. It scemed the easiest
thing to do. Dave fished out a hand-
kerchief and wiped the invalid’s face.
The cook was old enough to be the
father of such a young man as this.

“Take it easy, Mr. Stannard. You've
been flighty in the maintop, and burn-
ing up with fever for nigh a fortnight.
The nurse has gone out for a walk on
the beach, and I'm standin’ a sort of
dogwatch over you. Is there any real
soothin’ topic of conversation that you
can suggest, if you’re hound to work
vour jaw tackle in spite of mc?”

The reporter was silent, while his
mind tried to adjust itself to the inex-
plicable. Out of life, apart from con-
scious existence for twelve days! What
about the Tribune office? \Who had
been doing his work? It .was the first
time he had ever fallen down on an
assignment. Laboriously he tried to
piece together the last things he could
remember. He had sent a first night’s
story. And there was a hardy friend
named Dan Quillman, and the more
vivid presentiment of a swarthy, stocky
gentleman with black mustache and im-
perial, who had been last seen in a
totally water-logged condition. The
recollection of him conveyed to Stan-

~
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charmming, and it was his business to
fall m love with her. Plenty of color
so far, thought he—a dangerous ill-
ness in a life-saving station, after
plunging into the wintry surf to salvage
an exotic gentleman with an evil tem-
per and a mysterious bundle. There
should be a woman somewhere in the
story, and, according to the hest tradi-
tions of Sunday edition feature stuff,
the hero played it according to Hoyle
Ly losing his heart to his trained nurse.
As a newspaper man, Stannard was
noihing if not consistent.

His first sight of Miss Emily Rush-
ton convinced him that his adventure
was not destined to have this kind of a
finish.  No sentimental climax for him!
liis own age was twenty-five, and he
took her to be at least ten vears older,
a gentle, brown-eyed woman of a slight
figure, whom one would be unlikely to
notice in a crowd. Stannard smiled
and mischievously inquired:

“Speaking of pilots, Miss Rushton,
how about 1it? \What is the answer?”

She blushed like a girl, taken all un-
awares, and the observant reporter de-
cided that in her spotless white uni-
{orm and wisp of a cap she was rather
plecasant to look at. Her professional
instinct was uppermost. however, and
she took hold of his wrist and laid a
hand on his brow hefore she said:

“So you are normal again. I am so
thankful.  And you have been talking
with that kind-hearted old gossip of a
cook! [ warned him that you must be
kept quiet. Your broth is ready, and
then you are to sleep and rest.”

“Yes, ma’am. I promise to be a model
convalescent if you will tell me why is
a pilot.”

“You must not say another word,”
she commanded, with the most dignified
firminess.

Stannard lazily watched her moving
t0 and {ro, her tread quiet and quick.
I{e admired efficiency. Most people
muddled their lives for lack of it. The

most plentiful tragedies, as his daily
work had brought him into contact with
men and women, were those of the un-
prepared. It was part of his creed that
there was always room for those who
were right on the job. The thorough
competency of the nurse soothed him
and banished worry. He drowsed the
day away, waking now and then to

" tease her just to see that lovely color

come into her cheek. Time had no
meaning for him. IHe was so weak
that to lie in bed and gaze out at the
sand and sea and sky was all the oc-
cupation he desired.

Several days later, when he had be-
gun to clamor for real food that a man
could set his teeth into, there came to
see him a large and hardy man with a
red mustache and a gruff voice.

“Dan Quillman, the pickled walrus!”
cried Stannard. “I was afraid you had
passed me up as a shad-bellied bean
pole, who couldn’t stand a little rough
weather.”

“Shucks! You were a good game
lad,” replied the pilot. “The only thing
I really had against you was fishing out
that Mexican son of a dogfish. I meant
to call in before now, but I was off in
the pilot steamer waiting my turn for
a ship, and I've just come in from tak-
ing out a big Henderson boat, grain-
laden, and she drew twenty-seven fcet
aft. Well son, how do you like your
hospital ?” -

“It ccaldn’t be better. I am undet
tremendous obligations to the crew of
the station. I must have been all kinds
of a nuisance.”

“Forget it. Their hearts are in the
right place. They are good boys. Most
of them were raised with me in Lewes.

And how about the nurse? Treat you
right ?”
Mr. Dan Quillman wore an ex-

pression of self-consciousness, almost
timidity, for all his brawn and grim-
ness. Stannard studied him critically.
He was dressed with exceeding care
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quiet, whimsical way he had amused
and diverted her, somehow given her
fresh courage and a better understand-
ing of the game. His attitude was flaw-
less. It was the sort of thing a man
might do for his sister.

They had been friends since then in
a casual way, an occasional chat in the
oftice, dinner together now and then.
She liked him better than any of the
other men, and admired his talent. He
rang true. If I'red Stannard ranked at
the top in Nancy Veeder’s estimation,
then Captain  William  Marmaduke
Mannice stood most emphatically at the
l:ottom. She detested him. Although
she had heard none of the stories of his
past delinquencies, which floated about
the shop, she was convinced that she
had read him through and through. He
was a cad and a rascal, whose fur coat
covered a multitude of sins. Miss Nan-
¢y’s opinions were positive in the ex-
treme.  Iivery time Mannice howed
and leered at her in passing, she longed
to slap his face.

He was a newspaper man of bril-
liant attainments, for he said <0 him-
self, and yet he was remarkably obtuse.
Nancy had a pretty face and the fresh-
ness of a flower. The sight of her
pleased him, and it never occurred to
him that she could regard him as an
odious person almost old cnough to be
her father.

Shortly  hefore  Stannard  returned
from his enforced absence, Miss Naney
was sent out to ind an iSnglish woman
novelist who was visiting friends in an
apartment hotel. The lady's fiction had
made her more notorious than famous.
The sporiing cditor of the Trituine had
offcred it, as his literary critique, that
“she was the dame that put the rot in
erotic.”  Nancy was reguested to ob-
tain her impressions of the American
girl as a breezy feature for the Sunday
sheet.  Having glanced through one of
the novels, Nancy conceived an intense
dislike for the personality of the author

as yet unknown to her, and the errand
was so distasteful that she was in a
prickly-tempered mood as she hastened
to take a trolley at the Chestnut Street
corner.

Presently Mr. Mannice entered the
car and sought the vacant seat beside
her. The first suggestion of spring was
in the air, and he had doffed the lordly
fur garment, retaining his grandeur,
however, by means of a frock coat and
top hat. As one whose eye was trained

" to follow the fashions, Nancy knew that

the coat should have been a cutaway,
and the roll of the hat brim was of a
vintage a trifle archaic. Mingled with
the aroma of a cocktail was a faint sug-
gestion of moth balls. Reputable pawn-
brokers are careful to see that no harm
comes to the clothing -of their cus-
tomers. Nancy's nod was so chilly that
Mr. Mannice may have regretted dis-
carding the fur coat, but the genial
warimth of his grceting was not in the
least affected.

“And how is Miss Veeder to-day?
Starting out on an assignment? Can I
be of any assistance? I know every-
body worth knowing.”

“Thank you, Mr. Mannice, I am per-
fectly capable of managing my own af-
fairs,” snapped Miss Nancy. *I pre-
sime yours is a very important assign-
ment, as usual.”

The journalist raised his eyebrows at
this, and the blandly protecting manner
could not hide his irritation as he said
with a shrug:

“That last remark of yours comes -
straight from Fred Stanvard, marked
with quotes. DBeen roasting e, has he?
I'm not surprised. They all have their
hammers out for a real newspaper man
in the Tribunc shop. And I've gone
out of my way to show Stannard a few
things.”

Nancy giggled, which was tactless in
the extreme. It was absurd to take the
creature seriously.  Mannice looked
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after one term of reform. The Tribune
was mnot published for the owner’s
amusement, He had many irons in the
fire.

The genial Mannice was on excellent
terms with various councilmen, ward
leaders, Dbigger Dbosses, even the su-
preme boss himself, of the party which
was temporarily separated from its
graft. Trom them hc was able to ob-
tain information which was, of course,
expert and unbiased, inside stories of
the way things were really going with
the dammed reformers in control of city
hail.  Now and then Mr. J. R. LEsta-
hrook condescended to make favorable
mention of one of Mannice’s snappy
political stories, which were cleverly
contrived to convey discredit where
credit was due.  And once or twice the
owner had found it worth while to sum-
mon Mannice into his private office to
hicar his personal impressions of the
manner in which certain matters were
being handled.

On this particular afternoon, Man-
nice happencd to pick up a rumor which
le investigated with far more industry
than. he usually displayed. It had to
do with a franchise measurc for a sub-
way extension, and there was more un-
derground work to it“than the public
dreamed.  The inference was that thé
machine hoped to be able to put one
over on the administration. Instead
ol reporting to the city editor for in-
structions, Mannice arrived at the con-
clusion that bis information might have
wuflicient interest for Mr. Istabreok to
warrant an interview. The [Sstabrook
estate was said to bhold a large amount
of traction securities.  Any small fa-
vors which Mannice might be able to do
the owner of the Tribuie might pro-
tect him against the enmity of the city
cditor who had sworn to. firc him if
he faked another story or got drunk
again.,

[nto the bhusiness office swaggered
Captain William Marmaduke Mannice,

and passed through to the small wait-
ing room outside the door of the Iicta-
brook sanctum. The stenographer
asked him his errand, and curtly ex-
plained:

“Mr. Estabrook is engaged—in con-
ference with the managing editor.
Will you come in later?”

“I'll wait, thank you. It is an im-
portant matter, very important.”

Mr. Mannice sclected a chair and
the latest edition of an afternoon paper.
Presently he glanced at the closed
door, bui quickly resumed what ap-
peared to be a studious perusal of the
newspaper which he held higher so that
it hid his face from the stenographer.
The door was not quite soundproof,
and the conference was earnest, not
to say veliement. Under stress of ex-
citement the voice of J. R. Estabrook
was high-pitched, while that of Willis
Croyden had a resonant quality at all
times. The experienced Mannice had
found that a good deal could be picked
up by opportune listening. In New
York he had served his time in the
keyhole or transom school of journal-
ism where the jimmy was mightier than
the pen.

What caught his astute attention in
the present instance was mention of
the name of Stannard. Mr. Estabrook
was the speaker, and a lheated adjec-
tive, never used in a complimentary
sense, led Mannice to Lelieve that the
absent reporter had become. unpopular
with the owner of the 7vibune.  Stan-
nard, the office pet, in bad with the big
boss? llere was a scandal worth pry-
ing into. An errand called the stenog-
rapher into the advertising manager's
room. Mannice moved nearer the
closed door. A moment later the knob
turned, and he dodged back to his chair
in time to sce the managing editor
half open the door, then turn and stand
on the threshold to say something more,
Mannice had a glimpse of his face,
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nard had discovercd an old notebook
of his shortly after his visit to the
Fidelity Trust Company. It contained
some addresses and sundry ideas for
Sunday special stories which he thought
ne might work up at home if he should
not fecl strong enough for the routine
of the shop. IHe rammed the notebook
into the pocket which had held the
packet of documents. It was the note-
book. therefore, which the disgusted
Captain Mannice hurriedly withdrew
and glanced at. He assumed that he
had made a mistaken diagnosis in the
first place. In one unspoken word he
expressed his emotions:

“Stung !’

Poor Stannard lay with eyes closed.
Mannice dipped the towel in cold water
again, and tenderly replaced it, after
which he took a chair which offered
him a comprehensive survey of the
room. I‘rom his perverted point of
view Stannard had hung on to those
documents hecause he proposed to use
them for his own advantage, to drive
some sort of a profitable bargain,
Every man had his price. Stannard
had becen shadowed ever since he left
[.ewes, excepting during his brief turn
at the rewrite desk when Mannice had
thought him safely disposed of.  The
hogus sailorman who had incurred the
hostile suspicion of Pilot 12an Quillman
had reported to General Miramar that
Stannard seat nothing out of f.ewes by
mail.  The general had mstructed him
to follow Stannard to Philadelphia and
there take his instructions from Cap-
tain Mannice.

“Now chase along and don’t mind
me,” feebly chirruped Stannard from
the divan. “VYou are a confoundedly
decent old sport, Aannice, and 1 re-
tract a few of the insults I have handed
you from day to day.”

The eyes of the captain were roving
from desk to bookcase, from the rugs
to the corner cupboard and the closet
door. The room was worth a <earch

. absent.

at some other time. This could be
readily undertaken while Stannard was
It was not a difficult problem.

“Sure there is nothing more I can
do for you?"” said he.

“Nothing, thank you. My landlady
is a good old soul, and I am her favor-
ite lodger. I shall be down at the shop
to-morrow to grab off an outside as-
signment. No more desk work for the
present.”

With a solicitous farewell Mannice
departed to seek a rathskellar, where
he might both compose and stimulate
his intellect. The afternoon had not
been wasted. Stannard felt under ob-
ligations to him and had shown a more
friendly spirit than ever before. With
the right amount of tact and finesse it
should be possible to ingratiate himself
still further and disarm distrust.

Stannard felt much more vigorous
next day, and venture: to the ofhice so
carly that he waylaid Miss Nancy
Veeder as she was entering the build-
ing. Glad and frank was the message
he read in her face as he explained:

“I knew that yesterday was your
day off, but I told the elevator boy to
let me know 1f you happened to drop
im. I wish I could have had you to
play with at the beach.”

“It wasn't play for you,” said she.
“You don’t know how much I—we—the
staff has missed you. I'm sure the
Tribune lost circulation.”

“The woman’s page made up for it,
I'll bet, Miss Veeder. What is it now—
‘Beauty Hints,” ‘Frills of IFashion,” or
‘Help for the Tired Housckeeper "

Nancy stamped her foot, and viva-
clously returned:

“Worse than that, or those. I am
doing the Beatrice Clarc column—the
heart-to-heart stuff, vou know—advice
to girls in love with the wrong man
and wives whose husbands fail to un-
derstand them. The regular Deatrice
Clare lost his job the other day for
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reporter came out of the trust com-
pany’s building, and .then picking up
the trail which led uptown and turned
over to Walnut Strcet. The spy ap-
peared to be an adept at this sort of
work. IHe stayed a considerable dis-
tance in the rear, but singled Stan-
nard’s slender figure from the crowd
with unerring vision.

The reporter went straight to his
lodgings, intending to rest for an hour
or two. He had no more than stretched
upon the divan with a novel, an old
pipe, and three pillows under his head
when this seemed a poor scheme. The
city editor might tciephone the house,
asking him to come down and see Mr,
IZstabrook who was not a patient
waiter. Thereupon Stannard concluded
to make himself hard to find. He might
have taken an afternoon train for
Washington, arriving there in the carly
evening, but this meant breaking the
engagement for dinner with Nancy
V'eeder. Therefore he bethought him-
self of a quiet resort in West Phila-
delphia  where he had occasionally
played billiards. e handled a cue with
uncommon skill, and had promised to
give the manager of the place a chance
to defeat him.

When he jumped on a street car the
dapner man who was so keenly inter-
ested in his movements hailed a pass-
ing taxicab, which took the same route
across one of the bridges of the Schuyl-
kill.  No sooner had Stannard swung
himself off at the corner nearest the
hilliard rooms than the spy dismissed
the taxi and casually sauntered past the
place, swinging across the street to
reconnoiter it. Presently he entered
the door leading to the small har and
restaurang, and ordered a bottle of min-
cral water.  I'rom where he stood he
caw the veperter in friendly con-
verse with a ruddy German in a white
jacket who was chalking a cue. This
mmeeting appearcd so harmless that the
+1vy thought the moment opportune for

a brief journey to the public telephone
in the drug store near by.

He was so fortunate as to connect
with  Captain ~ William  Marmaduke
Mannice, who was apt to be found not
far from city hail at this hour of the
afternoon.

“IHe has them with him,” cautiously
imparted the spy, after closing the door
of the booth.

“Are you with him?
doughty journalist.

“Certainly I am. He ducked into
the I'idelity Trust Company and passed
through the bank into the back room.
I know what’s there—the safety dec-
partiment.”

“Sure it wasn't to inteirview some-
body >”

“It looks like a cinch to me. He
didn't go back to the office at all—
walked to his room, was in there twenty
minutes. and then boarded a trolley
out to a billiard joint in West Phila-
delphia. He's pushing the balls around
with a fat Dutch party—scems to be
an old pal of his.”

“How long is he liable to stay there?”
queried Manuice.

“Some time. They're joshing cach
other about hundred-point games, best
two in three.”

“Horn in, thas, 1f you can, and scrape
his acquaintance.  Can you play bil-
liards? Vine! [le’s up to something
and keeping

e

demanded the

cover, or  he
wouldn’t be loating out there with the
city editor raizing Ilades to get track
of himn. How do vou know he diln’t
leave the stiff at his reom?”

“It's a hunch of mine ot soinething’s
coming off, captain. it vou can
manage it why act ke a look ar biy
room? Can you falke an cxcuse (o get
in?”

“Lasy. The landlady knows T am a
friend of his.  All I have to say i3
that I lefr my cane there when T was
playing nurse to him yesterday.”

aider
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“Pretty raw for you if he suspects,
isn't it?”

“What can he say?” laughed Man-
nice. ‘“Ile can't put it up to me. He
stole the stuff himself. Now get busy
and meet me at six o’clock, you know
where. If you can’t leave him, phone
me.”

The spy returned to the German’s
place, and drifted into the billiard
room. His manners were as quiet as
his taste in dress. General Miramar
had obtained him from a detective
agency which rated him as a high-class
man. On more than one occasion the
Mexican embassy in Washington had
cmployed him for special secret-service
work. He readily adapted himself to
his environment, and had perceived that
Stannard was as much the gentleman
as Mannice was the arrant bounder.
Idling in a chair he watched the bil-
liard match, making an approving com-
ment now and then which drew a
friendly smile from Stannard. At
length the German was called into the
kitchen by the sad tidings that the cook
had deserted him. Ruefully he was
compelled to place his cue in the rack
and sally forth to an employment office.

“Come back to-night, Mr. Stannard,”
said he. “l will trim you, so help me.
You are not working to-day, you tell
me. The balls have broke bad for me
this afternoon.”

“Better  luck next time, Mr.
Schineltz,” carelessly replied the re-
porter. “Sorry [ can’t give vou your
revenge to-night, but I have to go to”
~-—he caught himself, instinctively dis-
creet, and hAnished—"“I have to go out
of town.”

“Maybe the gentleman in the chair
will take a hand if you have more time
to kill,” suggested Schmeltz.

In journalism one learned the habit
of haphazard acquaintance, and Stan-
nard had reasons for wishing to put
an hour or so more out of the way.
The quiet stranger accepted the invita-
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tion, and soon showed that he was a
more expert player than Herr Schmeltz.
This interested Stannard, and put him
on his mettle. They chatted mostly
about strokes and caroms and the wiz-
ards of the cue whom they had hap-
pened to see in tournament play.

“You know Dillon’s billiard rooms
in Wazshington, of course,” said Stan-
nard.

“Yes, indeed. Hoppe and Sutton are
matched for three nights there this
week 1 read in this morning’s paper.”

“The deuce they are!” blurted the
reporter, carried away by the zest of
the game. “I’ll have to stay over to-
morrow night if it takes a leg.”

“You are going to Washington?”

“Possibly,” hedged Stannard, al-
though he could see no bharm in the
slip. A reporter never knows where
he will go next.”

Shortly after this the stranger cour-
teously excused himself, explaining
that he had run out to West Philadel-
phia for a business interview with the
purchasing agent of the University ot
Pennsylvania, and must take the five-
o'clock express back to New York.
They shook hands and exchanged cards
at parting. Starnard hoped they might,
meet across a green table again. Left
to himseif, he knocked the balls around,
and assiduousiy practiced fancy shots,

At six oclock the spy met Captain
Magnice and reported that Stannard
was bound for Washington. It looked
like a hot trail. Mannice agreed that
there was someihing doing.

“Tt iz not on business for the 77rib-
une,” reasoned he. “The office
couldn’t find him to give bim any as-
signment. I was in his room on Wal-
nut Street for half an hour. There
was nothing there, or he outguessed
me.  Washington, eh? Is there a
chance that he intends to return the
stuff to General Miramar:"

“Not a chance in a thousand,” as-
serted the spy. “This Stannard isn’t
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built that way. He has one of those
things called a sense of duty.”

“Foolish, in the newspaper game,”
scoffed Mannice. “The only duty I
know is to root for number one.”

“He will take a late train,” said the
other. “He has a date for dinner with
that pretty little Veeder girl, in the
park. I heard him fix it up.”

The valorous captain displayed emo-
tions, mostly tinged with green. His
companion was amused, but concealed
it. This Mannice had a streak of the
ridiculous.

“Never mind that," snapped the
journalist. “He will probably take a
slecper from the Broad Street station.
No need of shadowing him until then.
He means to pull it off in Washing-
ton, whatever it is.”

“And I am to go in the same train,
Captain Mannice?”

“No, I shall take charge, iinder-
stand 7"

The edict was uttered importantly,
very importantly. The other man as-
sented without argument, remembering
the instructions of General Miramar.

“As a friend of Stannard I am the
chap to get next to him,” added Man-
nice. “You had bhetter stay here in
case he should double back in a hurry.
If I need you in Washington, I'll wire.”

At the hour appointed Stannard
whisked Nancy away from her board-
ing house in a taxi, bidding the driver
seck the river road through the park
and take his time about it.  She chided
him as a spendthrift reporter for fling-
ing his salary about in this lordly
fashion, but he laughed and explained
that the novel experience of being
ahcad of the Tribune cashier made him
uncomfortable.

They found the newly built inn
perched among the rocks, and voted
it delightful.  Roistering motorists had
not vet discovered it, and the season
was too early for crowded patronage.
It was not too early, however, for the

first spring madness to stir in Stan-
nard’s blood. It came to him as a dis-
quieting revelation that nowhere in the
world was there a girl so piquant and
alluring as Nancy Veeder.

Flis thoughts turned to the romance
of that masterful pilot, Dan Quillman,
and the brown-eyed nurse. By now
they were in that comfortable white
house at Lewes, overlooking the break-
water and the sea beyond. Their love
for cachi other was the real thing. It
had shone in their faces. [t was destiny
that the twain should mate, dissimilar
as they seemed in every way to be.

Nancy stole curious glances at his
face, which reflected a-kind of brood-
ing tenderncss. e appeared more boy-
ishi than usual, more as he ought to look
at twenty-five. Unul now it had dis-
turbed her that the newspaper game
scented to be battering down his illu-
sions, tending to make him a whimsical
skeptic in his views of life.

“Aren’t you going to eat any of this
lovely, extravagant dinner?”’ demanded
Nancy.

“Of course. Pardon me. I was in
a sort of trance,” he exclaimed, with a
start. I presume you often affect
them that way.”

“Some  have nicer manners than
others, and I'm awfully hungry. But
I hate to disiurb you. You don’t have
to talk to me.”

“The trouble with daily newspaper
work is that there is no home life in
it,” he announced, as though this thread-
bare statement were entirely new.

“Then why not be wedded to your
carcer and make the best of it?” said
she. “You ought not to complain, Fred
Stannard.  Look at you, three years
out of college and the star man of the
Tribune, shoved over the heads of most
of the old-timers.”

“They have been mighty good to
me,” he smiled, “but I was thinking of
a theory, not a condition. T might want
a home <ome time. How about you?
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presently he fled to the same gate in
the train shed. ‘

This coincidence made Nancy un-
easy, nothing tangible, merely that she
disliked "the idea of Fred Stannard
traveling in the same train with Man-
nice, who hated him and masked his
hatred. If only I‘red had not made
that singular reference to lighting cig-
arettes in a powder magazine! This
had worried Nancy more than she per-
mitted him to see.

With an impulse which her intuition
prompted, she walked rapidly to the
ticket window, and dared to ask the
young man in charge:

“Pardon me, but do you happen to
know Mr. Mannice, of the 7Tribune
staff? A rather tall, imposing person,
with a scar on his chin, wearing a tall
hat, I fancy.”

Nancy smiled as she spoke, and the
lightning ticket artist, who had been
made blas¢ by dealing with humanity
in the herd, discovered that his heart
was still susceptible.

“Yes, 1 know him,” was the amiable
reply. "I have given the captain a bit
of news now and then. He was here
a couple of minutes ago, bought a ticket
to Washington. If youn are anxious to
sec him 1 will ask the gateman to pass
you through. The train is a trifle late
in getting out.”

“Oh, never mind; thank you so
much!”  And Nancy bestowed on him
the priceless favor of another smile.
He was curious to know why a girl of
so much refinement and daintiness
should be interested in the movements
of Mannice at this time of night. By
way of detaining her he said:

“T seem to be running a Tribune in-
formation bureau. The captain asked
me if I had seen anything of Fred
Stannard. T told him that Stannard
had hustled for the Washington train
just ahead of him. Fred used to cover
Broad Street station when I was in the

general passenger agent's office up-
stairs.”

Again  Nancy thanked him, and
walked uncertainly in the direction of
the train platform. The ticket agent
looked long at her, sighed, and made
two mistakes in checking up his re-
ceipts. Alas, Nancy had instantly for-
gotten him. She was distressed and
alarmad, and while she wavered the
gate was slammed shut and the heavy
train of sleepers moved out among the
switch lights of the yard. llow could
Mannice have known that Stannard in-
tended going to Washington? Fred
had told her to say nothing about it
in the office. He had scemed anxious
to keep it a secret, explaining that it
was on confidential business.  And
Mannice was the last person in the
werld to whom he would be likely to
mention a matter of the sort.

Possibly there was some big news-
paper story afoot and Mannice had
been assigned to help Stannard. It was
like I'red to be close-mouthed when
the interests of his paper were con-
cerned. \With the air of one deter-

- mined to sece the thing through, Nancy

marched into a telephone honth and
called up the night city desk of the
Tribuite.

“May I spcak with Mr. Mannice?”
said she, her sweet voice tremulous
with excitement.

“Mannice! He isn’t here,” was the
gruff answer. “He faked up an ex-
cuse to get off early to-night.  Who is
this?”

“A—a friend of his,”
“He hasn’t
thent”

“No. He asked for to-morrow off,
but I turned him down. Good night !

Nancy wafted a kiss at the tele-
phone. The night city cditor was a
fatherly person who had been exceed-
ingly kind to her and had shown her
the pictures of his four children. Very
thoughtful, she wandered out to the

lied Nancy.
been sent out of town
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gump that I was to sit and fidget for
an hour before I made up my mind to
warn you! I was so afraid you'd laugh
at me.”

“No fear. As an object for laughter
l am in a class by myself. I am rcady
to tell you all, if you will own up and
elucidate how you turned the trick.”

“A bargain! DBut I must be starting
for the office. Can’t we walk and
talk ?”

His story of the documents thrilled
her deliciously, while the revelation of
her wit, audacity, and devotion fairly
enraptured him. He hastened to pay
ker this compliment:

“You ought to be doing live news
stuff, not wasted on this woman's page
drivel.  That stunt of yours would
make any star reporter proud of him-
self. I have received more than one
bonus from Willis Croyden for work
that wasn’t in it with you for quick
thinking and real action.”

“How kind of you to say it!
don’t want to do live news stuff.
not looking for a carecr.”

Something in her voice startled Stan-
nard. Wonderment was in his eyes as
Lie glanced at her face. He was no
longer stupid. Was it possible that she
meant more than the words conveyed?
The modest yvoung man blushed and
stammered :

“I—I didn't mcan that very seri-
ously.  Of course, there are more con-
genial jobs for a nice girl. There is
one that I should like to discuss with
you, some day—that is, [ suppose you
would turn it down, of course, bhut
there’s no harm in ”

“I'red, is this another attempt at a
proposal? 1f you handle all your im-
portant affairs as awkwardly, no won-
der I had to act as your guardian and
tell you to beware of Mannice.”

“1 shall get it over at the third try,”
said he.

*Meanwhile, please promise to let me
know about everything, won't you?

But I
I am

Now that you have got rid of those
dangerous documents, why don’t you
let well enough alone? You tried to
do your duty. Don’t be stubborn.”

“And be scored on by Captain Wil-
ham Marmaduke Mannice?” frowned
Stannard, with an angry gesture.
“Tonestly, Nancy, I'd hate to live with
myself if I thought there was no way
to get back at that highbinder. He
burgled my self-respect, and I had
clung to it for three years in the news-
paper game. Naturally, I want to re-
cover it.”

“Then I did help you, as a sort of
partner?” brightly queried Nancy.
“And if you are bound to look for more
trouble, will you let me try to help
again, and consult with me, instead of
being so lofty and mysterious, and—
and absurd ?”

“I bow to your superior intelli-
gence,” said he, offering his hand.
“The inherent vanity of my sex must
divert the gods.”

“The gods gave women a saving
sense of humor which they try to con-
ceal,” Nancy replied. "Otherwise the
pretensions of you men would make
us perfectly furious. My superior in-
telligence advises you to go straight
home to bed, Fred Stannard. Yon
look wretchedly tired.”

“I am yours to command, Nancy,
but I must first see Mr. J. R. Ista-
brook.”

“What fun! Do let me see you after-
ward. No, we are not going out to din-
ner to-night. You are to keep perfectly
quiet until to-morrow.”

A few minutes later, Stannard
strolled into the alcove near the local-
room door, opened his mail box,
glanced at the typewritten mandate
from the owner, and went in to his desk.
The city editor looked out from his
coop in the corner, and sharply ex-
claimed:

“Where the devil did you take your-
self to? Mr. Estabrook has torn the
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“Mr. Croyden could not agree to re-
turn the documents to me if you de-
cided against publishing them,” stoutly
answered Stannard. “That was the
nubbin of the argument.”

“I rather think you took hold of
the wrong nubbin, as you call it,” de-
clared the owner, who showed no signs
of annoyance. ‘I admire your zeal,
Mr. Stannard, but I venture to dispute
the soundness of your judgment in this
instance. The Tribune stands for clean
and honorable journalism, as you know.
1 disapprove of yellow methods of get-
ting the news. No matter how im-
portant the disclosures which you
found in those documents, I believe
they should have been returned to Gen-
cral Miramar, from whom they were
obtained without his consent.”

Stannard kept a straight face. In
fact, he was perternaturally solemn as
he said:

“The first big work I did for your
paper, Mr. Estabrook, was the crusade
against policy shops in Philadelphia.
The town was riddled with them, they
were grafting millions a month from
those who could least afford it. Ilven
the children were buying policy slips
with their pennies. 1 went after the
hackers, the syndicate, the policy kings,
and cleaned them up. 1 did it because
1 got hold of their records through pals
of theirs, who had heen badly treated
and were sore. It was their private
papers that gave me the evidence and
put five of the biggest policy backers in
jail, although they had political pull
that had always protected them. I never
heard that called dishonorable jour-
nalism, and nothing was said to me
about surrendering the goods.”

The implicd comparison appeared to
nettle J. R. Estabrook, and he hastened
to exclaim:

“You should he able to discriminate,
Mr, Stannard. 1 don’t like your head-
strong attitude.”

“Very well, then.” persisted the re-

porter, “if you thought the Miramar
papers were good stuff for the Tribune
to publish, would you balk at the way
in which I happened to get hold of
them?”

This was a palpably uncomfortable
question, a shot that went straight to
the mark. Stannard was talking for
the sake of argument, wondering what
the trend might mean. If Mr. Esta-
brook knew that Mannice had the docu-
ments, why in the world should they be
fencing in this manner?

“I want those papers,” quietly spoke
the owner. “I think you had better
turn them over to me.”

“Is that a threat or a suggestion, Mr.
Estabrook 7

“Both, perhaps, Mr. Stannard. When
I really want a thing, it is rather fool-
ish for a young fellow in your position
to be so obstinate.”

Stannard cocked a quizzical eye at
his lordly employer and slowly in-
formed him:

“I haven’t got them, and I don't
know where they are. 1 thought you
knew. I seem to have been barking up
the wrong tree.”

Mr. Estabrook’s amazement was too
genuine to be simulated. He no longer
sprawled in his chair, but leaped up to
stand over Stannard. pointing a finger
at him as he cried:

“Have you sold them to another
newspaper? No, you wouldn’t do that
sort of a thing while you were on the
Tribune pay roll, but—but what else
would you do with those docuinents?”

“T didn’t do anything. [ was done,”
said Stannard, with a flickering grin.
I may be shy of judgment and a few
other things, but I am willing to stake
my last cent that you are not trying to
bluff me. This seems to bhe a mutual
surprise party.”

“You were done out of them, is that
what you mean? Who did you?” de-
manded Estabrook.

“A gentleman of ane by the name
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a wooden leg, who has an offer of
marriage .from a widower twenty
years older than she, who has four chil-
dren and a comfortable income—the
girl aforesaid being hopelessly in love
with a young paper hanger who has
been out of work for four months be-
cause of a strike. She writes that she
can’t live without him, the paper hang-
er, I mean.” '

“That’s easy,” promptly observed
Stannard.  “Tell her to marry the
widower, club him to death with her
father’s wooden leg, and split the com-
fortable income with the lucky young
paper hanger.”

“How clever you are at solving cvery
one’s problems except your own,” said
Nancy. “Now what did J. R. Esta-
brook want to see you about? Did you
guess right?”

“I‘or once, but the interview left us
both guessing. I succeeded in drop-
ping a few handfuls of sand into Man-
nice’s gear box. J. R. won't bid against
Miramar for thosc papers.”

“Then J. R. wasn’t guilty, I'red?”

“Not this time, unless he fooled me
completely. Miramar is the man higher
up, according to the latest returns. J.
R. insists that 1 go into exile for two
weeks.  He didn’t put it just that way.
The Tribune desires to treat me to a joy
ride to Jamaica and back.”

“How lovely, for you!” cried Nancy,
her emotions in conflict, but unselfish-
ness gaining the upper hand. “It is so
much Detter for you than moping
about here.” Shrewdly she added: “It
is to get you out of the way until this
Miramar matter simmers down ™

“T wasn’t quite stupid enough to let
that get by me. But I used my lan-
guage to conceal what 1 thought. It
was impolitic to object. I don’t feel
strong enoucgh for a show-down with
J. R, nor am I anxious to hustle for
another job until I get back twenty
pounds of weight. A man has to be
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cleared for action when he bucks Esta-
brook.”

“Pooh, you aren’t afraid of himn,”
scoffed Nancy. “You have something
up your sleeve. I know that odd little
air of mystery. Now don’t make an-
other mistake and try to hide things
from me.”

“I promise to give up,” said he, “hut,
honestly, I haven’t hatched anything
yet. I am incubating. It bores me to
be shoved off to the tropics, whether I
want to go or not. It didn’t seem to
occur to J. R. that it meant two weeks
away from you.”

“I can’t quite picture you as grieving
for me,” was her meditative comment.

“Wait until you begin to get my
wails by wireless, Nancy.”

They were interrupted by a galley
boy with a fistful of proofs marked
“rush,” and Stannard wandered out,
sighing as he went. Tired and
dispirited, he sought the quiet of his
lodgings, where he loafed in a battered
armchair that was a relic of his college
years, and nursed-a smoldering wrath
against Captain William Marmaduke
Mannice. The world was out of joint
if such a blackguard could go unpun-
ished from ene unsavory escapade to
another. In this instance, Mannice had
pretended friendship in order to betray
a friend. Like a cur, he had Dbitten
the hand that fed him. And now he
would doubtless turn against General
Miramar, his employer, and extract the
last possible dollar from the transac-
tion.

For two hours, Stannard sat in the
old armchair, his fect on the table, a
pipe between his teeth. Then a mes-
senger boy brought him a tclegram
from Washington, signed with the ini-
tials of Harry Gray. It read:

)

Captain heading for Phila. after stormy
session with General M. Am satisfied they
failed to close deal. Think he will return.
Decided not to have him pinched just yet.
With enough rope he will hang himself.
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the packet of documents. It had been
absurdly easy. Mannice was as colos-
sal a bluff as ever walked on two legs.

He attempted to flounder from the bed:

and renew the conflict, but Stannard had
wheeled and was running toward the
door. Halfway across the room he halt-
ed and recoiled, frozen in his tracks.

Facing him was the sinister figure of
General Rodigro Miramar, in whose
gloved hand gleamed the long, thin
blade of a knife with an ivory hilt.
Iis attire was punctiliously correct for
afternoon wear. He might have Dbeen
on his way to a tea or a reception. IHis
upper lip was lifted in the semblance
of a smile, which suggested something
cruel, implacable.

“Ah, it is the young Sefior Stannard,
in great haste to depart,” he murmured
plcasantly. “And the brave Captain
Mannice is much disordered and van-
quished. A quarrel? Let us see what
it is about.” :

Stannard was breathing hard, his
gaze drawn to the wicked knife which
he knew the Mexican would use with-
out hesitation. Mannice took advantage
of the diversion to crawl under the bed
and find the revolver, which he point-
ed at Stannard’s back with wavering
aim.  Betwixt the devil and the deep
sea, Stannard stood where he was, and
could think of nothing to say. Man-
nice had rccovered sufticiently to ex-
claim::

“Just in time, General DMiramar,
Stannard refused to give up the papers
without a fat rake-off—he demanded
fifty-fifty. While we were discussing
it, he hit me with a table and knocked
me unconscious.”

Miramar scemed amused. Jauntily
twisting the black mustache, he ob-
served:

“So? You arc quite certain that
Seiior Stannard demanded of you a
share of what I promised to pay? That
was what you told me at our inter-
view before this onc—that you found

it necessary to return to Philadelphia
to arrange with young Stannard.”

“Exactly, general,” fluently answered
Mannice. “He stood out for two thou-
sand—wanted to hog it all, or nothing
doing, but I thought I had him in a
reasonable mood to-day. Do you doubt
a gentleman's word ?”

The general sucked in his breath with
a whistling sound. His dark features
were perfectly composed, as he said:

“I always believe the word—of a gen-
tleman. I have here a telegram sent to
me in care of the chargé d’affaires for
Mexico. It is from the very influential
Sefior J. R. Estabrook. His invest-
ments in Mexico are large. He con-
vinces me that you are an cnormous
liar, Captain Mannice. It was to him
you went yesterday, not to young Stan-
nard. It is revealed to me in this tele-
gram that you would give me, what do
you call it, the double cross.”

Waving the revolver by way of em-
phasis, Mannice protested :

“That's all rot. I had the documents
for you. Stannard robbed me of them,
I tell you. Take ’em away from him,
and pay me my price. Are you trying
to welsh on me?”

“It was a mistake to suppose vou
would stay bought,” Miramar replied,
with a shrug. “It is too late for that
bargain of ours. I have dirtiecd myself
with you. There is a dividing line. Be-
low 1t are the blackguards with whom
one cannot have connections. 1 have
bought men, but never one likc¢ you. [
spit you out.”

“Not while I have a gun in my hand,”
cried Mannice, but he quivered at the
sight of the devilish knife.

“Give me that little pistol!” was the
harsh command. “\What a pity it is that
you have not the courage to shoot even
yourself. It is the custom of my coun-
try to execute traitors without delay.
Go, Captain Mannice, or I cannot prom-
ise myself to resist the pleasure of
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to shuffle the documents. His eye
caught the names of Rodigro Miramar,
Victoriano Huerta, of the American
capitalists involved in the conspiracy to
thrust the United States into a war for
privatc gain. He turned to say to Stan-
nard in guarded tones:

“1 am going to send ‘over to the state
department for a Spanish interpreter.
You are quite right. The president
should have this information at once.
You had better come along with me, I
think.”

“It’s fair weather for you now,
Fred,” heartily exclaimed the pilot.
“I'll wait for you at Harry Gray’s of-
fice.”

“But you belong in the piece, Dan.
You turned the big trick. I want to tell
the president what a great man you
are.”

“Shucks, boy! You couldn’t drag
me in with a hawser. I helped you
make port, as one friend to another,
but this lets me out.”

The secretary escorted Stannard into
the executive offices, and left him to
wait in an anteroom. It was an hour
before he was summoned into the pres-
ence of the lean, slightly stooping man,
with the keenly intelligent face and pug-
naciotts jaw, who was, in name and in
fact, the ruler of the greatest of na-
tions. The incisive voice was shaded
with kindliness as he said:

“Please bhe seated, Mr. Stannard.
You look very tired. There is no need
to tell you that thi< is a confidential in-
terview. I have examined the docu-
ments with care. 1 have no doubt of
their genuineness, but I must know, of
course, how you obtained them.”

Stannard told him, and he told the
story well, without elaboration. It was
convincing as it stood. and there were
witnestes who could be sent for, Dave,
the cook at the life-saving station, Dan
Quillman and his wife, Miss Nancy
Veeder, and Harry Gray.

“I shall not bring them into the mat-

ter, Mr. Stannard,” said the president.
“You have told me the truth, I am
compelled to believe every word of it.
Your motive vouches for you. More
than I can tell you, I appreciate what
you have done for your country. And
I am sorry, indeed, that I can give you

no public reward or recognition. You
understand, do you not ?”’
“Perfectly, Mr. President. To be

thanked by you is a reward big enough
to be passed on to my grandchildren.
You mean that these documents must
be kept under cover, for your own pri-

. vate information ?”

“IFor my information, and that of the
secretary of state, Mr. Stannard. 1
shall make prompt use of their con-
tents, in a special message to Congress
on the Mexican situation, but 1 must
carefully guard the source. There is—
er—a flaw in my title, as there was in
yours. But you and I are concerned
with the common good.”

“These interests that arc implicated
must have been active here in Wash-
ington,” said Stannard. *“And they
have lined up a good many powerful
newspapers.”

“1 suspected. Now I know. That
is the weapon which you have placed in
my hand,” was the earnest reply. “It
has Dbecen a graver issue than”—he
checked himself and finished—*than the
country realizes. You have risked your
life to serve. These documents are far
morc valuable to me than you can have
surmised. 1 am able to read some
things Dbetween the lines that would
escape you., These credentials to per-
sons abroad, to agents who represent in-
terests not wholly financial ”?

“A foreign alliance with Mexico
against our country 2" quickly exclaimed
Stannard, speaking hefore he thought.

“That is your own inference, Mr.
Stannard.” was the diplomatic response.
“I will say that forewarned is fore-
armed. You have equipped me with in-
formation of the greatest possible value
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beyond the west was more fortunate
than he.

[For he had youth and moderate
wealth and an ancient name; and he
had made the pilgrimage and—so far
as a grown man and a shereef might
deign to be—he was very much in leve.

Ile loved the maid whose father's
gardens adjoined his own: Ayesha,
daughter of Ilderim, the banker. She
was fair and she was wise. She had
gone to school at the Christian mission
for two entire years; albeit the Prophet,
in the second chapter of Al-Koran,
cautions believers against permitting
women to learn the written word.

And, once as Ayesha had walked in
the walled garden at sunzet, IHalil had
heard her sing. DBraving death were he
discovered, he had climbed the olive
tree that grew against the wall and he
had dropped down upon the far side.
Not once but three times had he and
Aycsha spoken face to face; therc in
her father’s garden.

A shameless and brazen procedure,
forsooth—even though Halil hal not so
much as touched the tiemy of her Kuin-
bes—and onc that the well-borin maid
could never have permitted had not the
wicked mission taught its pupils that
women have souls and rights.

For which Halil Ben Ismail blessed
the mission; albeit he feared lest so
impious a blessing might carry in its
wake a curse from Allah, the just, to
himself.

And, now

Two days earlier, [Halil had sum-
moned a wekeel—official go-between—
to beg of Tlderym, the banker, the hand
of Ayesha.  And, after a scant twelve
hours of bargaining, the banker—who
knew and honored the family of [alil
—had given con=ent.

Morcover—not aware that the twain
had met and spoken by stealth—he had
fixed the dower at a mere eightcen hun-
dred medjidie. And in that land, where
the groom. not the bride, pays dowry,
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so reasonable a sum for so fair a maid
was true generosity.

Halil in his first boundless joy had
wandered forth under the stars, that he
might be alone for a space with this
great, deep happiness of his. TFar had
he walked; the night wind in his face,
the white stars above him. Far out
among the olive hills that lie behind
Jaffa.

And there, at midnight, he had
chanced upon a man who was riding,
and riding hard, to the city. The man,
seeing Halil alone and far from the
walls, and noting in the starlight his
rich dress, had drawn a bell-mouthed
pistol and had demanded the lover’s
purse and his rings.

And Halil, angered that his gold
dreams should be so roughly inter-
rupted, had in a gust of rage cast cau-
tion to the dogs and had struck out full
fiercely with the stout nabowut staff he
carried.

The blow had taken the robber by
surprisc; so that he had had time
neither to pull trigger nor to dodge.
Full on his frontal bone the nabout’'s
knob had crashed. And down from the
saddle into the white road he had
pitched, like a tossed grain bag.

Then, by light of tinder box and
steel, Halil had looked to see what
manner of thief this might be who had
attacked him on the open way. He had
pushed back the concezling Kaffiyeh
folds from the robber's face. And
then the tinder box had fallen forgot-
ten into the white dust.

For the man was a Bedouin. A
DRedouin, too, from his dress, of the
Beyt Ammah, a tribe that feared
neither Allah nor Allah’s mortal chil-
dren. Moreover, the Dedouin was very
evidently slain. For his jaw was
dropped and his breath was sped.

The fact that he had slain a thief
who would Dlithely have slain him had
not at all troubled Halil Ben Ismail
But that the victim chanced to be of
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Beyt Ammah had set his heart aquiver
like jelly. For, even more than usual
among the Bedouins, did the Beyt Am-
mah men hold ficrcely sacred the blood-
atonement law of their ancestors.

When a man of their tribe fell, in
time of peace, and at the hand of an
outsider, it was the sworn duty of every
man, woman, and child of the DBeyt
Ammah to avenge that death. Yes,
cven to tracing the slayer, if need be,
a hundred miles or more. Dy the score
were piled up the windy chronicles of
such vengeance hunts. And in all the
roster there was scarce one record of
failure to secure the blood -atonement.

Whercfore, 1lalil DBen lsmail had
gone sick and trembled; though com-
monly he was a brave man. He had
laid his hand ahove the bare heart of
the Bedouin.  To his shaking touch the
body alrcady scemed 10 be cooling.
Assuredly Halil could catch no feeling
of heartheat. The head, too, was bent
oddly far to one side. The neck

In panic, Halil had fled down the
rcad whence he had come.

IFFor a full mile he had run. There
was a chance, perhaps, that the killing
might not be traced to him. But sel-
dom did a Bedouin ride alone on so
long a journey as from the Beyt Am-
mah country to Jaffa. And doubtless
the others of the dead man’s tribe were
not far behind. Soon they would come
upon their comrade’s body. Halil must
be safc at home, with no trace of his
passing, before they could come up
with him.  And his run had become a
frenzied rush.

Suddenly he had halted and had
turned back upon his tracks, still at top
specd.  FFor he remembered.

He had remembered the tinder box.
The embossed silver-and-shell box on
whose cover was graven the characters
of his name; a name known well
throughout Jaffa.

He had dropped it from his nerve-
less fingers when he had seen who his

victim was. He had dropped it there
in the road beside the body, and—fool
of a thousand fools!—he had given it
no second thought.

Had he written out his name on
parchment and pinned it to the dead
Bedouin’s chest, he could scarce have
left a stronger clew for the next-of-kin
avengers to follow.

They had but to ride into Jaffa and
ask at the first shop: *“Who is Halil
Ben Ismail and where abides he ¥ Un-
less—unless

There had been one chance in three
that the slain man had been riding far
enough in advance of his fellows to
allow of Halil's reaching his body be-
fore they could come up. And that
chance Halil had taken.

He had reached the scene of his
meeting with the Bedouin. It was the
same place. There could be no doubt.
FFor even by the faint starshine Halil
could see the mmprint of the sprawling
body in the dust.

But the body itself was gone. So
was the lean descrt horse that Halil had
left cropping thorn shoots at the road-
side.

So was the
box.

All were gone. Halil; on hands and
knees, had groped frantically, for a

silver-and-shell tinder

radius of ten yards, for the box. DBut
to no avail.
Ile dared not wait longer. He un-

derstood cnough of Bedouin ways to
know what had befallen. The dead
man’s fellows had arrived-—a few of
them—had found the body in the road;
had searchicd for a clew to the slayer;
had found that, too, with ridiculous
case; and, carrving their comrade, had
ridden hack to meet the others of their

party who were coming on morc
slowly.
[Forgetiing his fatigue, Halil Ben

Ismail had gathered up the skirts of
hi= robe and had fled. Nor had he
paused unti! he was within his own hill-
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PURTY-FER-NICE

fore my admiring contemplation, and
my faults wizzle up till they needn’t
be dwelt on. I guess maybe you know
the feeling. I was tickled to death to
realize what a helenall good man I was,
but [ wasn’t drunk. Nobody—not even

a wife, if T'd had one—could have ac-.

cused me of not being sober. I just
felt good and satisfied with myself.
Not; to be too lengthy on the pre-
amble, [ got to the foot of the hill just
the other side of the Cottonwood
schoolhouse, when 1 come out of my
pleasant musings,  There was a chuck

hole there; nothing to speak of—just a .

chuck hole, and an uphill pull to git out.
I'was admiring the sunset, and the team
was plugging along steady as sheep, so
I didn’t see this hole, and let a wheel
drop into it. Horses stopped, and I
chirked at Bell, and she went into the
collar—Bell was a good, true puller;
<he almost made it alone. But she
couldn’t quite cut the mustard.  The
chuck hole was on Prince’s side.
Prince—say, I feel like cussing now
when [ think of it! Man or beast, I
o most mortally hate a quitter. Prince
wax like lots of folks I've had truck
with—the meanest kind there is to deal
with. L.ong as things went smooth, he
was fine and dandy; git in a pinch and
he'd flv back. Balked right there, and
it getting sundown, and me ten miles
from supper and three from the near-
est ranch.  Oh, it wasn’t a real story-
hook kinda misfortune. There wasn't
any howling blizzard, nor any cold rain
—it was kinda spring weather that
makes the curlews and meadow larks
happy  and  sets 'em planning  about
where theyll build their nest this vear.
You know how it is, though, when
vou're awful contented—whisky con-
tent—and xomething goes wrong; you
git a jolt that throws you plumb to the
other extreme. T got mad. A balky
horse always makes me mad, and I was
all the madder hecause T'd been crow-
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ing how me and Johmny had stung old
Jimpson on that horse trade.

Pull? That bay horse was so scared
he might accidentally pull that wheel
outa the hole that he set on the double-
tree—except times when T'd lift him
off it with the whip, and then he'd stand
up a while on his hind legs till he gor
tired enough to set down again.

Well, T was setting up there cailing
him names and gitting madder the more
I called him, when T seen a shadow
crawl up alongside the wagon and stop.
This was a horse’s shadow, and |1
whirled around with my mouth open.
ready to swear some thankfulness that
help had come—and T seen it was the
schoolmarm driving home from school
and looking like she’d stirred up a
polecat’s nest inadvertant. Shocked?
Wow-w!

I guess maybe my voice had carried
my language quite a piece down the
road; I got good lungs, and T was purty
mad. And I guess my face was purty
red when I seen her. And then I re-
membered that 1 hadn’t been blaggard-
ing none—a man hates like sin to be
caught at that—but just damning things
tast and furious, and I felt better. Any
woman can excuse a man cussing a
balky horse, I should think. If they
can’t, they'd oughta be caught in a
chuck hole themselves with supper ten
miles off and night coming on, and learn
Christian  charity.

That old white horsce stopped dead
still and commenced to switch his tail
contented. You know how it is out
here; horses git the habit of stopping
when they mect anybody in the trail, be-
cause folks have to be purty mad or
after the doctor or ahead of the sherifi
when thevy won't stop long encugh to
pass the time a day and show they're
human, anyway. Schoolmarm clucked
at him like a hen partridge, and shoved
on the lines—you know the way most
women drive a horse'—and tried to
pass me up like a white chip in a dol-
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Purty-fer-nice didn't have much com-
pany; I don’t believe there was more
than four or five women at the ranch
all summer, and most of them come to
see Allie. A-course, I was gone the hig-
gest part of the time, but Allie, she
told me. She said "urty-fer-nice told
her that no lady would use slang the
why them rancher women done, and
she said their grammar was awtul and
their manners was crude.  And she said
they never read nothing but the county
paper and trashy magazines, and so
they couldn’t talk about nothing except
their narrow little lives and each other.
She said she was plumb tired of hear-
ing about the internal ailments of them
women.,  Naturally they didn’t wear
the trail out to the Lovelock visiting
her when she felt that way about ’em.
. But all that was hard on
Johnny.

Johmny was the kinda feller that
could ride to a ranch at any hour of
the day or night, and be fed pie and
joshed and have his hat hid so he'd
have to stay for a meal or two or all
night, maybe. You've scen them kind.
ANl the kids runming up the trail to
meet him, and the women actin’ like
the angels had give 'em charge over
him, and they was anxious to do the
job proper. It was plumb pitiful, to
me, to sce how the Lovelock trail was
left cold, and how Johnny, he ncver
went around places no more just to be
iriendly. DPurty-fer-nice wouldn't visit,
heciise the women quit coming to sec
her: and if she wouldn’t go, Johnny
wouldn't.  See how it worked out?

And vet at the same time T couldn’t
help feeling kinda sorry for her, too.
She meant all right, T guess.  She sim-
ply didn’t have sense enough to see she
couldn’t bring out a bunch of Eastern
rules and make the West follow ‘em.
She wouldn’t ’a’ thanked Johnny to
move hack East and try to work her
and ail her friends over to suit what
he’d been used to; vou see, don't vou?
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It was plumb foolish. We're different
out here, just because we have to be.
The country and the life we've lived
has made us diffierent. And no little,
slim, hard-as-nails  schoolmarm could
work us over. All she coulda done was
to fit herself into the life somchow—-
or else git out.  She liked Johnny, [
gucess—Dbut she plumb ruined him, just
the same; and she done it in ignorance
and with Dbeing too narrow and too
strict and too darned sure she was right
always, and in not being human enough.

Tt was gitting close onto spring when
the big blizzard hit the sage country.
Johuny’d gone to town horschack the
day before, and he'd went because he
was mad. I don’t know just what the
row was about that time-—Allie, she
didn’t know, for she was out in the
kitchen, washing, and both doors was
shut when the big set-to took place.
But I guess it was the same old story,
most likely; Johnuy had probably did
somcthing contrary to the hook of eti-
quette, or had maybe said something
crude.  Anyway, he went off mad, and
e didn’t come back that night, nor the
next night; nor never.,

It was the next day that the storm hit
us all in a heap. [FForenoon had becn
warm and sunny—but kinda weather-
breedy and hazy and too still. Then
she come with a whoop, along about
Teven o'clock.  Say, she was sure a real
one! Snow like flour, and so thick in
the air vou couldn’t breathe scarcely.
nor xee, either. 1 was down to the
creck chopping out a water hole when
she struck, and I know I had a whale
of a time gitting up to the bunk house.
That’s how bad it was, five minutes
after it commenced. There didn’t hap-
pen to be nobody but me and a feller
we called Missou’ on the ranch that
day—and Allie and Purty-fer-nice,
a-course. In the winter us fellers et
up at the house to save the price of a
cook—we ct in the kitchen. And we

































































































































































































































THE SANDLOTTER

funeral march in brass music; the muf-
fled drum grumbled in the silences its
insistent monotone of woe. Not a
movement in the crowd; not a whis-
per!

Down from the skating rink through
the aisle hedged off by the rifles of the
militiamen—thcre not to pay honor, but
to prevent disorder—came the funeral

cortege. Old Gus Stellberg, the berry
farmer; Pedro Villaconda, the hog
rancher; Tony Castillo, who made

tamales; Olaf Stridenberg, the black-
smith—they and the others who had
died in the flux of mob madness were
going out to the little red dirt cemetery
west of town. Glorified on their last
journey were these humble ones. Ger-
man, Portuguese, Mexican, Norwegian;
each went to the end of his pilgrimage
under a flag of Stars and Stripes, com-
mon denominator of the republic.
When the funeral was over the or-
ganization meeting of the Grangers’ Al-
liance, adjourned bLefore by the rush to
the jail, was continued in Kingsley's
Opera House. None but ranch owners
and ranch foremen were admitted.
Lngstrom, presiding as temporary
chairman, refrained from any allusion
to the cvents that had followed the
disruption of the former meeting or to
the day’s spectacle of public grief. The
soberness of the men who gathered
there—red-faced, sun-baked men of the
soil—plainly denied any success to a
harrying of passions. All came bent
on a purpose and in deadly carnest.
Organization was perfected. Eng-
strom was chosen president of the local
branch by acclamation ; committecs were
appointed. A resolution was read and
passed without debate. It was:
“Resolved, That we, as a body and
as individuals, do now and at all times
utterly condemn the practice of selling
or leasing land to Japanese in this vi-
cinity ; and be it further
“Resolved, That we will not sell or
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lease at any time any of our real prop-
erty to one of the Asiatic race.”

Luke Siever asked the privilege of
addressing the meeting, and Engstrom,
puzzled at the organizer’s departure
from his custom of self-effacement,
waved him to the stage. Sicever came
to his point directly:

“Members of the Grangers’ Alliance,
I am not a citizen of Tehama County,
and I don’t want anybody here to be-
lieve I'm trying to mix in your politics.
Jut I've got an announcement to make,
and I think you ought to hear it.

“John Engstrom, who’s just been
made president of your Alliance branch,
has consented to enter the primaries as
Democratic and Grangers’ Alliance can-
didate for the assembly, pledged to
work for the top limit of protection
against the Japs. You know him bet-
ter than I, and I guess you know what
John Eagstrom’s pledge is worth.”

Siever turned and extended both his
hands to Engstrom. There was not a
sound from the crowded seats; not a
cheer. But of a sudden a big man in
a flapping duster jumped from his chair
and hurried down the aisle to raise his
red paw to Engstrom. Instantly others
were in the aisles. A rough line was
formed. It moved jerkily down towar:l
the place where Engstrom stooped to
grip hands, The editor’s face was
flushed; in his eyes stood tears—of
pride, of deep exaltation.

“God Dless you, John Engstrom!”
said one. “We know you'll do the right,
Johnny,” called another.

So there in Kingsley’s Opera House
that hour pledges were given and taken
—pledge of faith by near three hun-
dred; pledge of service by one.

CHAPTER VL
TIE SIGN AT THE CROSSROADS.

Sacramento lay under the whips of
a January rain—the scouring, persist-
cent downpour of a California winter.
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CHAPTER IX.
WIIEN PANAMA FELT THE KEELS.

Two years later, on a searing mid-
summer afternoon, all Red Buttes was
alive and stirring. Through the red
dust of the country roads converging
upon the town from Lassen and the
coast mountains, from upriver and
down south of the county seat where
the vineyards stretched their miles of
low green tents, crawled the wagons
and autos of the ranchers, incoming.
The hitching rings about Courthouse
Square filled up rapidly, and big men
in dusters eased themselves painfully
from wagon scats, to flap their direct
way through saloon doors, there to cut
the red dirt in their throats with
schooners of ‘“steam beer.” Up and
down Main Street passed conversa-
tional eddies, whose single burden was
the coming of the four-five train from
the south. Men wore little cambric
flags tucked in the bands of their hats;
girls in white summer frocks had broad
sashes of star-spangied tricolor hung
over their shoulders.

From the end of the bridge straight
to the railroad station, eight blocks
away, strings of starched and shimmer-
ing flags made a fluted ceiling of color
for Center Street. On every flagpole
Old Glory hung limp in the breathless
heat. The awnings of every store front
were draped with fluffy ropes of red,
white, and blue-cut tissue, and gaudy
cardboard shiclds of the State were
tacked on awning posts. All the color
and the bustle and the hectic flux of a
[Fourth of July gala was there.

Down the steps of Odd Fellows” Hall
trooped 1lmportant-appearing citizens
wearing broad gold and purple badges.
These were stamped “\Welcoming Com-
mittee—Tehama County \White Labor
Getters.” The committeemen did a lot
of running to and fro, bouncing to
telephones and bawling to hackmen.
Finally, an hour before train time, the
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Red Buttes Excelsior Band paraded up
from the skating rink, took position in
front of Odd Fellows’ Hall, and made
the still air pulse with the umpah-um-
pah of a popular quickstep.

While all Main Street rushed down
to the lure of the music, the committee
members stepped into the open hacks
that waited across the street. A cheer,
and around the post-office corner rode
a big, smiling man on a white horse
—Sheriff Lee Blount. A parade mar-
shal’s flaring sash crossed his huge bar-
rel of a chest, and in the band of his
hard glazed hat he had, with boyish
prankishness, stuck a rooster’s feather.
His face was flaming red. \With a free-
handed gesture he acknowledged the
cheers of the crowd, brought his horse
to a position in front of the drum-
major and yelled: “Let ’er go!” So
the procession—marshal, band, commit-
teemen’s hacks, and citizens in extem-
pore formation of column—moved
down to the station.

After a wait, the train from San
Francisco trundled to a stop. It was
a longer train than usual; three shabby
coaches just back of the baggage cars
had incrcased its length. Defore the
dusty engine came panting to a halt
the band whirled into the “Star-Span-
gled Banner,” and up and down the
length of the platform, where there was
not foot room for even a dog, a whirl-
wind of color marked the frantic wav-
ing of hundreds of flags. Out on the
platform of the nearest dilapidated day
coach stepped a figure, whose appear-
ance put even a madder pulse into the
waving flags and interrupted the sing-
ing of the school children with a sud-
den yeil. It was Jobhn LEngstrom.

He stood for a minute, looking down
at the block of upturncd faces, his own
alight with a great joy; then lic turned
and lifted in his arms the outlandish
figure of a little girl. Her garh was
all gaudy colors, her black head was
hound in a red-and-green handkerchicef,
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platinum chain safely gathered about
it.

I left her with her still-gaping part-
ner as abruptly as I had taken her from
him. If any of the old dowagers who
sat along the wall were watching, they
must have thought that I had suddenly
taken leave of my =enses; for no
sooner had I made my hurried bow to
Miss Huntingdon, than I fairly dragged
anoilicr young woman out on the floor.
I held the pendant now in a precarious
grip between two lingers lest my new
partner should fcel it, and I was
dancing out of time, too rapidly for the
music; for I was driven by a sense of
<omcthmg immediately impending, and
it had suddeniy occurred to me that
Tom Fiske might take this time for a
personal interview, that possibly his
eyes had been upon me when I plucked
that pendant from its brief hiding place.
1 wanted Shawn, and I had to follow,
whether I would or not, an intricate
dance figure to come to him,

My heart was drumming and my
hreath coming with difficulty before
Shawn was able to come to my rescue,
but T flatter myself that my hand was
stcady, and that however much my
dancing members may have trembled. I
made the transicer of the pendant so
surely and swiftly that not even Tom
IFiske, had he becn watching, could have
seen it pass from me to Shawn.

I was apprehensive enough to be wild
to he rid of the thing. but the moment
it had passed, I cursed mysclf for my
folly. I still felt that apprehension,
that sense of impending trouble. and
orders or no orders, I felt like a coward
to have passed this damming bit of evi-
dence on to my master. I knew well
Shawn’s courage and resource, but it
secemed to me that both of us had acted
hastily, and that for a mere bit of altru-
ism we might be risking exposure and
disgrace.

All the possibilities of the future
flashed before me with the brief and
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vivid rapidity of the thoughts of a
drowning man. I saw the blue uniforms
of the pohce the dusty, ugly walnut
of the courtroom, the narrow, misery-
polished Dbenches that face each other
in the prison van, and then—that nar-
row cell itself with its high grilled win-
dow and mocking cot bed that can give
no man rest.  Somechow I could 11 ave
stood some such place for a while—a
month of it, I knew, would kill René,
as surely as such a place would kill a
tiger. I would have given everything

T possessed to have the pendang back

again.

Then the cloud which had been hang-
ing over me Dbroke. Mrs, Bradish
screamed, and I slipped my hand into
the pocket of my coat, as T bowed my
breathless partner to her seat. I was
no longer afraid. The end had come,
but I knew that they were not going to
take René.

A man of my kind learns to look
about him quickly, to locate his friend
and his enemy, and their relative posi-
tion to the possibly nccessary window
or doorway. All about the room
dancers had stopped in various grace-
ful or- ridiculous positions, struck as
suddenly motionless by the sound of
that scream as the subjects of the
Sleeping Princess. In the middle of the
floor I saw Celia Huntingdon still
smiling, in the arms of her nice young
man; Mrs, Bradish stood by the door-
way swhich led into the hall, her hands
clutching dramatically at her throat,

In all that gathering, only two people
moved as I watched: Ren¢ Shawn and’
Tom Fiske were running to Mrs.
Bradish from different parts of the
room. The next sccond they were
standing together in front of her. It
was natural enough—the first to come
to her assistance should be her host and
her friend—but for all that I did not
like it. With my hand still in my breast
pocket, I hurried in their direction.

“You are sure it is gone?” I heard







































A CHAT WITH YOU—Continued.

IF you remember the story published

recently hy Robert Welles Ritehig,
“The Cat and the King,” you will he
glad to know that there is another tale
by the same author and about the same
people in the next issue of the maga-
zine, It is called " The Great Cardinal
Scal.”

the Fast is a changeless, and, of all the

If the West is a changeful Tand,

Fast, the most mysterious and most an-
cient in atmosphere and custom is KNorea.
China is commonly supposed to he a
conservative country, hut compared 1o
Korca, China is a giddy whirligig of
advance and progression, Mr. Ritchie is
one of the few Americans who lived in
Korca and know it.  He has moreover
the rare gift of visualizing his impres-
sions and bringing the reader into the
air and  atmosphere of the place he
writes about.  In addition to this, he
knows a good story and knows how to
All his storices
The

quest of the Americans who go to seek

tell it when he finds it
are taken direet from life itself.

the great scal that must he placed on the
peace treaty, the Russian prince who
wants to take the scal to the Hague
peace conference, the American girl who
plays such a prominent part in the in-
trigue, and last, but not least, the musty,
vet human, old King of Korca—these
are a few of the elements that go to
make “The Great Cardinal Seal” an un-

usual and brilliant story.
g9

OU will find the next issue of Tun
Portvrar a magic carpet, that will

take you instantancously to whatever
part of the world your fancy lists. From
the Western ranches to the immemorial
graveyards of Korea, and from there to
Belgian

the  wooded  slopes of  the

of a

Ardennes—the page  is

If you

turning
enough to complete the journey.
have already read the first installment
of “The Conflict,” you know, without

our telling you, that Tur Porurar has
sccured the first big and authentic story
of the war in Furope to be published
anywhere in any magazine.  The story
gets hetter as it progresses. Tt is a pic-
ture painted on a big canvas, and aside
from the drama of the characters in-
volved, Count Hollman and Morgan and
Charlotte, it gives us starding and vivid
flashes of that greater drama that is at
present shaking the world.
g8
HERE are a lot of other good things
in the next issue of Tk Popvrak.
Julius G. Furthmann's story of the hard-
rock men, “Fire in the Heading.” is hiw
cnough and strong enough to he the
principal feature in any fiction maga-
zine. Henry Carr’s story, entitled “High

" s one of the

Art and the Lowbrows,
best short stories of the prize ring we
have ever seen published anywhere, and
most  of "My
IFriend the Enemy,” hy Robert J. Pear-

we have read them.
sall, is a strong and vivid story of army
life, and “The Master of the Moose
Horn” by Theadore Goodridge Roberts,
is a romance of the north woods worth
reading and remembering,  There is an-
other detective story, "High Scas,” hy
Wells Hastings, in which Shawn, the in-
structor in the maxixe and tango, plays
a leading part, and another  splendid
railroad story by Frank L. Packard.

o g
WF, don’t like to continue to say the

next issue of The Porvnar is the
We would
like to make a continuous, undeviating

hest we ever sent to press.

improvement, but we know that this is
not alwayvs possible. What we do know,
however, is that the next issue is as good
as any we have put together, and, what
is more, is a great deal better than any
other magazine you can get on the news
strength, and

stands, in the quality,

variety of its contents,
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