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THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

VOL- li: ' JANUARY, 1905. No. 3.
THE FURTHER HISTORY OF
SHE-WHO-MUST-BE-OBEYED
BY H. RIDER HAGGARD
Author of "She,” “Allan Quatennain,’”” “King Solomon's Mines,"™ Etc.

NOT*.—It is with great pleasure that we present herewith the first installment of what is destined to
prove the most important serial scheduled for publication in the United States in 190;. This serial is the
kiijg-looked-fur sequel to “She,"” H. Rider Haggard’s masterpiece, which was the moat popular novel of the
Nineteenth Century. Since that time, when Mr. Haggard awoke to find that his story, “She-Who-MuSt-
Be-Obeyed,” had made him famous in a single night, he has been importuned by publishers the world over
to write a seqceS. Mr. H&gjf&rd steadfastly refused until at last, feeling a desire to write something that
would serve as a capstone to his remarkable literary career, he produied “Ayeaha,d the sequel to his best
known novel.

The original “She” has been read by many millions of people in all parts of the globe. It has been
translated into eight languages, and is still one of the most popular novels in the libraries of America and
England. The marvelous details of the journey of Horace Holly and Leo Vincey into the mysterious
regions of Central Africa where dwelt “She-Who-Must-Be-Obeyed,” the royal queen, who, bathed in the
flames of the Pillar of Life, bad won immortality, are as fresh in the memory of the reading public of to-day
as are the happenings of yesterday.

How many have forgotten the culminating scene when “She” bathed ajjam in the Pillar of Life, and in
view of her lover, Leo Vincey, dropped in the rose-colored flames her youth and wondrous beauty as one
drops a garment from the body? And how many have forgotten “She’s” last words, “Forget me not—have
pity 00 my shame. 1die not. | shall come again and shtu! once more he beautiful. | swear it—it is true!”

In “Ayesha” is described she reincarnation, and the further adventures of “She” and Leo Vincey and

Horace Holly, their devoted friend.
than the original book.—T he Editors.

INTRODUCTION.

ERILY and indeed it is the unex-
pected that happens! Probably if
there was one person upon the

earth from whom the editor of this, and
of a certain previous history, did not
expect to hear again, that person was
Ludwig Horace Holly. This, too, for
a good reason; he believed him to have
taken his departure from the earth.

Copyrighted in the Unit

As a work of literature it is more mature and even more fascinating

When Mr. Holly last wrote, many,
many years ago, it was to trans-
mit the manuscript of “She,” and to
announce that he and his ward, Leo
Vincev, the beloved of the divine Ay-
esha, were about to travel to Central
Asia in the hope, | suppose, that there
she would fulfill her promise and ap-
pear to them again.

Often | have wondered, idly enough,
what happened to them there; whether

States and Crctt Britain,
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they were dead, or perhaps droning
their lives away as monks in some Thib-
etan lamasery, or studying magic and
practicing asceticism under the tuition
of the Eastern Masters in the hope that
thus they would build a bridge by which
they might pass to,the side of their
adored Immortal.

Now at length, when | had not
thought of them for months, without a
single warning sign, out of the blue, as
it were, comes the answer to these won-
derings!

To think—only to think—that I, the
editor aforesaid, from its appearance
suspecting something quite familiar and
without interest, pushed aside that
dingy, unregistered, brown-paper parcel
directed in an unknown hand, and for
two whole days let it lie forgotten. In-
deed, there it might be lying now, had
not another person been moved to cu-
riosity, and opening it, found within a
bundle of manuscript badly burned up-
pn the back, and with this two letters
addressed to myself.

Although so great a time has passed
since | saw it, and it was shaky now
from the author's age or sickness, |
knew the writing at once—+nobody ever
made an “H” with that peculiar twirl
under it except Mr. Holly. | tore open
the sealed envelope, and, sure enough,
the first thing' my eye fell upon was the
signature, L, H. Holly. It is long since
| read anything so eagerly as | did that
letter. Here it is:

“My Dear Sir: | have ascertained
that you still live, and, strange to say,
I still live also— for a little while.

“As soon as | came.-into touch with
civilization again 1” found a copy of
your book ‘She,” or rather of my book,
and read it—first of all in a Hindostani
translation. My host—he was a minis-
ter of some dissenting body, a man of
worthy but prosaic mind—expressed
wonder that a ‘wild romance’ should ab-
sorb me so much. | answered that those
who had wide experience of the hard
facts of life often found interest in ro-
mance. Had he known what were the
facts to which | alluded,.l] wonder what
that excellent person would have said?

“l see that you carried out your part
of the business well and faithfully.
Every instruction has been obeyed,
nothing has been added or taken away.
Therefore, to you, to whom some twen-
ty years ago | intrusted the beginning
of the history, | wish to intrust its end.
also. You were the first to learn of
She-Who-Must-Be-Obeyed, who from
century to century sat alone, clothed
with unchanging loveliness in the
sepulchers of K6r, waiting till her lost
love was bom again, and destiny
brought him back to her.

“It is right, therefore, that you should
be the first to learn also of Ayesha,
Hesea of the Mountain, the priestess of
that oracle which since the time of
Alexander the Great has reigned be-
tween the flaming pillars in the sanc-
tuary, the last holder of the scepter of
Hes or Isis upon the earth. It is right,
also, that to you first among men |
should reveal the mystic consummation
of the wondrous tragedy which began at
Kor, or perchance earlier in Egypt and
elsewhere.

“l am very ill; | have struggled back
to this old house of mine to die, and my
end is at hand. 1 have asked the doctor
here, after all is over, to send you the
record—that is, unless | change my.
mind and burn it first. You will also
receive, if you receive anything at all, a
case containing several rough sketches
which may be of use to you, and a
sistrum, the instrument that has been
always used in the worship of Isis and
Hathor, which you will see is as ancient
as it is beautiful. | give it to you for
two reasons; as a token of my regard,
and as the only piece of evidence that
is left to me of the literal truth of what
| have written in the accompanying
manuscript, where you will find it often
mentioned. Perhaps, also, you will value
it as a souvenir of, | suppose, the stran-
gest and loveliest being who ever was,
or rather, is. It was her scepter, the
rod of her power, with which | saw
her salute the shadows in the sanctu-
ary, and her gift to me.

“It has virtues, also; some part of
Ayesha’s might yet haunts the symbol
to which even spirits bowed, but if you
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should discover them, beware how they
are used.

“l have neither the strength nor the
will to write more. The record must
speak for itself. Do with it what you
like, and believe it or not as you like.
I care nothing- who know that it is true,
and who depart to solve its inner mys-
teries. | wish you happiness and good
fortune. Farewell to you and to all.

“L. Horace Holly.”

| laid the letter down, and, filled with
sensations that it is useless to attempt
to analyze, opened the second envelope
of which | also print the contents,
omitting only certain irrelevant portions,
and the name of the writer, as, it will
be noted, he requests me to do.

This letter, that was dated from a
remote place upon the shores of Cum-
berland, ran as follows:

"Dear Sir: As the doctor who at-
tended Mr. Holly in his last illness, |
am obliged, in obedience-to a promise
that | made to him, to become an in-
termediary in a somewhat strange busi-
ness, although in truth it is one of which
I know very little, however much it
may have interested me. Still, | do so
only on the strict understanding that no
mention is to be made of my name in
connection with the matter, or of the
locality in which | practice.

“Alxmt ten days ago | was called
in to see Mr. Holly at an old house
upon the cliff that for many years re-
mained untenanted except by the care-
takers, but which | believe was his prop-
erty, and had been in his family for
generations. The housekeeper who sum-
moned me told me that her master had
but just returned from abroad, some-
where in Asia, she said, and that he was
very ill with his heart-dying, she be-
lieved; both of which suppositions
proved to be accurate.

“l found the patient sitting up in bed
«—to ease his heart—and a strange-look-
ing old man he was. He had dark eyes,
small but full of fire and intelligence, a
magnificent and snowy-white beard, that
covered a chest of extraordinary
breadth, and hair also white which en-
croached upon his forehead and face so

much that it met the whiskers upon his
cheeks. His arms were remarkable for
their length and strength, but one of
them seemed to have been much tom by
some animal. He told me that a dog
had done this, but if so it must have
been a dog of unusual power. He was
a very ugly man, and yet, forgive the
bull, beautiful. 1 cannot describe what
| mean better than -by saying that his
face was not like the face of any or-
dinary mortal whom | have met in my
limited experience. Were | an artist
who wished to portray a wise and benev-
olent but rather grotesque spirit, |
should take that countenance as a model.

“Mr. Holly was somewhat vexed at
my being called in, which had been done
without his knowledge, but soon we be-
came friendly enough, and he expressed
gratitude for the relief that | was able
to give him, though | could not hope to
do more. At different times he talked
to me a good deal of the various coun-
tries in which he had traveled, appar-
ently for very many years, upon some
strange quest that he never clearly de-
fined to me. Twice, also, he became
light-headed, and spoke for the most
part in languages that | identified as
Greek and Arabic; occasionally in Eng-
lish also, when he appeared to be ad-
dressing himself to a being who was the
object of his veneration, | might almost
say of his worship. What he said, how-
ever, | prefer not to repeat, for 1 heard
it in my professional capacity.

“One day he pointed to a rough box
made of some foreign wood—itys same
that |1 have now duly dispatched to you
by, train—and, giving me your name
and address, said that without fail it was
to be forwarded to you after his death.
Also, he asked me to do up a manuscript,
which, like the box, was to be sent to
you.

“He saw me looking at the last sheets,
which had been burned away, and said
—1 repeat his exact words:

“ *Yes, yes, that can’t be helped now,
itmust goasitis. You see | made up
my mind to burn it, after all, and it was
already on the fire when the command
came—the clear, unmistakable com-
mand—and | snatched it off again.’
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“What Mr. Holly meant by this ‘com-
mand* | do not know, for he would
speak no more of the matter.

“l pass on to the last scene. One
night about eleven o'clock, knowing that
his end was near, | went up to see him,
proposing to inject some strychnine to
keep the heart going a little longer. Be-
fore | reached the house | met the care-
taker coming to seek me in a great
fright, and asked her if her master was
dead. She answered ‘No; but he was
gone~~had got out of bed, and, just as
he was, barefooted, had left the house,
and was last seen by her grandson
among the very Scotch firs where we
were talking. The lad, who was ter-
rified out of his wits, for he thought
that he beheld a ghost, had told her so.

“The moonlight was very brilliant
that night, especially as fresh snow had
fallen, which reflected its rays. | was
on foot, and began to search among the
firs, till presently, just outside of them,
I found the track of naked feet in the
snow. Of course | followed, calling to
the housekeeper to go and wake her hus-
band, for no one else lives near by. The
spoor proved very easy to trace across
the clean sheet of snow. It ran up
the slope of a hill behind the house.

“Now, on the crest of this hill is an
ancient monument of upright monoliths
set there by some primeval people,
known locally as the Devil’'s Ring—a
sort of miniature Stonehenge, in fact. |
had seen it several times, and happened
to have been present not long ago at
a meeting of an archaeological society
when its origin and purpose were dis-
cussed. | remember that one learned
but somewhat eccentric gentleman read
a short paper upon a rude and hooded
bust and head which is cut \vithin the
chamber of a tall, flat-topped cromlech,
or dolmen, which stands alone in the
center of the ring.

“He said that it was a representation
of the Egyptian goddess, Isis, and that
this place had once been sacred to some
form of her worship, a suggestion that
the other learned gentlemen treated as
absurd. They declared that Isis had
never traveled into Britain, though for
my part | do not see why the Phoeni-

cians, or even the Romans, who adopted
her cult, more or less, should not have
brought it here. But | know nothing
of such matters, and will not discuss
them.

“l remembered also that Mr. Holly
was acquainted with this place, for he
had mentioned it to me on the previous
day, asking if the stones were still un-
injured as they used to be when he was
young. He added, also, and the remark
struck me, that yonder was where he
would like to die. When | answered
that .1 feared he would never take so
long a walk again, | noted that he
smiled a little.

“Well, this conversation gave me a
clew, and without troubling more about
the footprints I went on as fast as |
could to the ring, half a mile or so
away. Presently | reached it, and there
—yes, there—standing by the cromlech,
bareheaded, and clothed in his night
things only, stood Mr. Holly in the
snow, the strangest figure, | think, that
ever | beheld.

“Indeed never shall | forget that wild
scene. The circle of rough, single
stones pointing upward to the star-
strewn sky, intensely lonely and in-
tensely solemn; the tall trilithon tower-
ing above them in the center, its
shadow, thrown by the bright moon
behind it, lying long and black upon
the dazzling sheet of snow, and there,
standing clear of the shadow so that |
could distinguish his every motion, and
even the rapt look upon his dying face,
the white-draped figure of Mr. Holly.
He appeared to be uttering some in-
vocation—in Arabic, | think—for long
before | reached him | could catch the
tones of his full sonorous voice, and see
his waving, outstretched arms. In his
right hand he held the looped scepter
which, by his express wish, | send to
you with the drawings. | could catch
the flash of the jewels strung upon the
wires, in the stillness hear the tinkling
of its golden bells.

“Presently, too, | seemed to become
aware of another presence, and now
you will understand why | desire and
must ask that my identity should be
suppressed. Naturally enough, | do not
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wish to be mixed up with a superstitious
tale which is, on the face of it, impos-
sible and absurd. Yet under all the cir-
cumstances | think it right to tell you
that 1 saw, or thought I saw, something
gather in the shadow of the central dol-
men, or emerge from its rude chamber
—1 know not which for certain—some-
thing bright and glorious that gradually
took the form of a woman upon whose
forehead burned a star-like fire.

“At any rate, the vision or reflection,
or whatever it was, startled me so much
that | came to a halt under the lee of
one of the monoliths, and found myself
unable even to call to'the distraught
man whom | pursued.

“While | stood thus it became clear to
me that Mr. Holly also saw something.
At least he turned toward the radiance
and the shadow, uttered one cry; a wild,
glad cry, stepped forward, then seemed
to fall through it onto his face.

“When | reached the spot the light
had vanished, and all I found was Mr.
Holly, his arms still outstretched, and
the scepter gripped tightly in his hand,
lying stone dead in the shadow of the
tall trilithon.”

The rest of the doctor's letter need
not be quoted, as it deals only with cer-
tain very improbable explanations of the
origin of the figure of light, the details
of the removal of the body, and of how
he managed to satisfy the coroner that
no inquest Was necessary.

The box of which he speaks arrived
safely. Of the drawings in it | need
say nothing, and of the sistrum or scept-
er only a few words. It was fashioned
of crystal to the well-known shape of
the crux ansata, or the emblem of life
of the Egyptians; the rod, the cross and
the loop combined in one. From side
to side of this loop ran golden wires,
and on these were strung gems of three
colors, glittering diamonds, sea-blue
sapphires, and blood-red rubies, while
to the fourth wire, that at the top, hung
four little golden bells.

When | took hold of it first my arm
shook slightly with excitement, and
those bells began to sound; a sweet,
faint music like to that of chimes heard

far away at night in the silence of the
ocean. | thought, too, but doubtless this
was fancy, that a thrill passed from the
hallowed and beautiful thing into my
body.

On the mystery itself, as it is re
corded in the manuscript, I make no
comment. Of it and its inner significa-
tions every reader must form his or her
own judgment. One thing alone is clear
to me—on the hypothesis that Mr. Holly
tells the truth as to what he and Leo
Vincey saw and experienced, which |
at least believe—that though sundry in-
terpretations of that mystery were ad-'
vanced by Ayesha and others, none of
them are at all satisfactory.

Indeed, like Mr. Holly, | incline to
the theory that She, if I may still call
her by that name, although it is not
given to her in these pages, put forward
some of them, such as the vague Isis
myth, and the wondrous picture story
of the mountain fire, as mere veils to
hide the truth which it was her purpose
to reveal in the song she never sang.

CHAPTER I.
THE DOUBLE SIGN-

Hard on twenty years have gone by
since that night of Leo's Vision—the
most awful years that were ever endured
by men—twenty years of search and
hardship ending*in soul-shaking wonder
and amazement.

I, Ludwig Horace Holly, have been
very ill; they carried me, more dead
than alive, down those mountains whose
lowest slopes | can see from my win-
dow, for | write this on the northern
frontiers of India. Indeed, any other
man had long since perished, but des-
tiny kept my breath in me, perhaps that
a record might remain. | must bide
here a month or two till 1 am strong
enough to travel homeward, for | have
a fancy to die in the place where | was
born. So while | have strength 1 will
put the story down, or at least those
parts of it that are most essential, for
much can, or at any rate must, be omit-
ted.
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I will begin with the Vision.

After Leo Vmcey and | came back
from Africa in 1885, desiring solitude,
which indeed we needed sorely to re-
cover from the fearful shock we had
experienced, and to give us time and
opportunity to think, we went to an old
house upon the shores of Cumberland
that has belonged to my family for
many generations. This house, unless
somebody has taken it, believing me to
be dead, is still my property and thither
| travel to die.

Those whose eyes read the words |
write, if any should ever read them,
may ask—What shock?

Well, I am Horace Holly, and my
companion, my beloved friend, my son
in the spirit whom | reared from in-
fancy was—nay, is—Leo Vincey.

We are those men who, folloming- an
ancient clew, traveled to the Caves of
Kor in Central Africa, and there dis-
covered her whom we sought, the im-
mortal She-Who-Mnst-Be-Obeyed. In
Leo she found her love, that re-bom
Kallikrates, the Grecian priest of Isis
whom some two thousand years before
she had slain in her jealous rage. In
her also | found the divinity whom |
was doomed to worship from afar, not
with the flesh, for that is all lost and
gone from me, but, what is sorer still,
because its burden is undying, with the
will and soul which animate a man
throughout the countless eeons of his
being. The flesh dies, or at least it
changes, and its passions pass, but that
other passion of the spirit—that longing
for oneness—is undying as itself.

It will be remembered that, in Kor
we found the immortal woman. There
before the flashing ra}s and vapors of
the Pillar of Life she declared her love,
and then in our very sight was swept
to a death so horrible that even now,
after all which has been and gone, |
shiver at its recollection. Yet what
were her last words? “forget me not
. * . have pity on my shame. / die
not.

I shall come again and shall once
more be beautiful. / swear it—it is
true.”

In that house upon the desolate’ sea-
shore of Cumberland, we dwelt a year,

mourning the lost, seeking an avenue
by which it might be found again and
finding none. Here our strength came
back to us, and Leo’s hair, that had been
whitened in the Caves, grew again from
gray to golden. His beauty returned
to him also, so that his face was as it
had been, only purified and saddened.

Well I remember that night—and the
hour of illumination. We were heart-
broken, we were in despair. We sought
signs and could find none. The dead
remained dead to us and no answer
came to all our crying.

It was a sullen August evening, and
after we had dined we walked upon the
shore, listening to the slow surge of the
waves and watching the lightning flicker
from the bosom of a distant cloud. In
silence we walked, till at last Leo
groaned—it was more of a sob than a
groan—and clasped my arm.

“l can bear it no longer, Horace,”
he said—for so he called me now—I
am in torment. The desire to see her
once more saps my brain. Without
hope | shall go mad. And | am strong,
I may live another fifty years.”

“What then can you do?” | asked.

“l can take a short road to knowl-
edge—or to peace,” he answered, sol-
emnly. “l can die, and die | will—
yes, to-night.”

| turned upon him angrily, for his
words filled me with fear,

“It is a crime,” | said, “the greatest
insult you can offer to the Power that
made you, to cast back the gift of life
as a thing outworn, contemptible and
despised. A crime, | say* that will
bring with it worse punishment than
any you can dream; perhaps even the
punishment of everlasting separation.”

“Does a man stretched in some tor-
ture den commit a crime if he snatches
a knife and kills himself, Horace? Per-
haps; but surely that sin should find
forgiveness—if torn flesh and quivering
nerves may plead for mercy. | am such
a man, and | will use that knife and take
my chance. Ayesha is dead, and in
death at least | shall be nearer her.”

“Why so, Leo? For aught you know
she may be living.”

“No; for then she would have given
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me some sign. mind is made up,
so talk no more, or, if talk we must,
let it be of other things.”

Then | pleaded with him.

“Leo,” | said, “are you so heartless
that you would leave me here alone?
Do you pay me thus for all my love and
care, and wish to drive me to share your,
sin? Do so if you will, and my blood
be on your head.”

“Your blood! Why your blood, Hor-
ace?”

“Because that road is broad and two
can travel it. We have lived long years
together and together endured much; I
am not minded that we should separate
at the last.”

Then the tables were turned and he
plied me with my own arguments, but |
would not be moved.

“If you go, | follow,” | said.

So Leo gave way. “Well,” he ex-
claimed, suddenly, "I promise you it
shall not be to-night Let us give Life
another chance.”

“Good,” | answered; but | went to
my bed full of fear. For | was sure
that this desire of death, having once
taken hold of him, would grow and
grow, until at length it became too
strong, and then—then | should be
drawn through the same evil gate. |
threw out my soul toward that of her
who was departed.

“Ayesha!” | cried in my bitterness,
“if you have any power, if in any way
it is permitted, show that you still live,
and save us from this sin. Have pity
on his sorrow and breathe hope into his
heart, for without hope he cannot live,
and without him | cannot live.” Then,
worn .out, | slept.

| was aroused by the wvoice of Leo
speaking to me in low, excited tones.

“Horace,” he said, ‘“Horace, my
friend, my father, listen!”

In an instant | was wide awake, every
nerve and fiber of me, for the tones of
his voice told me that something had
happened which byre upon our des-
tinies.

“Let me light a candle first,” | said.

“Never mind the candle, Horace; |
would rather speak in the dark. | went
to sleep, and | dreamed the most vivid

dream that ever came to me. | seemed
to stand under the vault of heaven; it
was black, black, not a star shone in it,
and a great loneliness possessed me.
Then suddenly high up in the vault,
miles and miles away, | saw a little light
and thought that a planet had appeared
to keep me company. The light began
to descend slowly, like a floating flake
of fire. Down it sank, and down and
down, till it was but just above me, and
| perceived that it was shaped like a
tongue or fan of flame. At the height
of my head from the ground it stopped
and stood steady, and by its ghostly ra-
diance | saw that beneath was the shape
of a woman, and that the flame burned
upon her forehead. The radiance gath-
ered strength and now | saw the woman.

“Horace, it was Ayesha herself, her
eyes, her lovely face, her cloudy hair,
and she looked at me sadly, reproach-
fully, 1 thought, as one might who says:
‘Why did you doubt?’

“l tried to speak to her, but my lips
were dumb. | tried to advance and em-
brace her; my arms would not move.
There was a barrier between us. She
lifted her hand and beckoned as though
bidding me to follow her.

“Then she glided away, and, Horace,
my spirit seemed to loose itself from the
body and to be given the power to fol-
low. We passed eastward, over lands
and seas, and—I knew the road. At
one point she paused and | looked down-
ward. Beneath, shining in the moon-
light, appeared the ruined palaces of
Kor, and there, not far away, was the
gulf we trod together.

“Across the sea again, across the
sandy deserts, across more sea, and the
shores of India lay beneath us. Then
northward, ever northward, above the
plains, till we reached a place of moun-
tains capped with eternal snow. We
passed them and stayed a while above a
building set upon the brow of a preci-
pice. It was a monastery, for old
monks droned prayers upon its terrace.
| shall know it again, for it is built in
the shape of a half moon, and in front
of it is the gigantic, ruined statue of
a god who gazes eternally across the
desert. | knew, how | cannot say, that
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now we were far past the furthest bor-
ders of Thibet and that in front of us
lay untrodden lands. More mountains
stretched beyond that desert, a sea of
snowy peaks, hundreds and hundreds of
them.

“Near to the monastery, jutting out
into the plain like some rocky headland,
rose a solitary hill, higher than all be-
hind. We stood upon its snowy crest
and waited, till presently, across the
mountains and the desert at our feet,
shot a sudden beam of light, that beat
upon us like some signal flashed across
the sea. On we went, floating down the
beam—oneacross the desert, above the
mountains, across a great flat land be-
yond, in which were many villages and
a city on a mound, till we lit upon a
towering peak. Then | saw that this
peak was loop-shaped like the Symbol
of Life of the Egyptians—the crux
ansata—and supported by a lava stem
hundreds of feet in height. Also | saw
that the fire which shone through it
rose from the crater of a volcano be-
yond. Upon the very crest of this loop
we rested a while, till the Shadow' of
Ayesha pointed downward with its
hand, smiled and vanished. Then |
awoke.

“Horace, | tell you that the sign has
come to us.” /

His voice died away in the darkness,
but | sat still, brooding over what | had
heard. Leo groped his way to me and,
seizing my arm, shook it.

"Are you asleep?” he asked, angrily.
“Speak, man, speak!”

“No,” | answered, “never was | more
awake. Give me time.”

Then | rose, and going to the open
window, drew up the blind and stood
there staring at the sky, which grew
pearl-hued with the first faint tinge of
dawn. Leo came also, and leaned upon
the window sill, and | could feel that his
body was trembling as though with cold.
Clearly he was much moved.

“You talk of a sign,” | said to him,
“pbut in your sign | see nothing but a
wild dream.”

“It was no dream,”
fiercely; “it was a vision.”

“A vision, then, if you will, but there

he broke in,

are visions true and*false, and how can
we know that this is true? Listen.
What is there in all that wonderful tale
which could not have been fashioned in
your own brain, distraught as it is al-
most to madness with your sorrow and
your longings? You dreamed that you
were alone in the vast universe. Well,
iIs not every living creature thus alone?
You dreamed that the shadowy shape of
Ayesha came to you. Has she ever left
your side? You dreamed that she led
you over sea and land, past places
haunted by your memory, above the
mysterious mountains of the Unknown
to an undiscovered peak. Does she not
lead you through life to that peak which
lies beyond the Gates of Death? You
dreamed——-"

“Oh! no more of it,” he exclaimed.
“What | saw | saw, and that | will fol-
low. Think as you will, Horace, and
do what you will. To-morrow | start
for India, with you if you choose to
come; if not, without you.”

“You speak roughly, Leo,” | said.
“You forget that | have had no sign,
and that the nightmare of a man so
near to madness that but a few hours
ago he was determined upon suicide,
will be a poor staff to lean on when we
are perishing in the snows of Central
Asia. A mixed vision, this of yours,
Leo, with its mountain peak shaped like
a crux ansata and the rest. Do you
suggest that Ayesha is reincarnated in
Central Asia—as a female Grand Lama
or something of that sort?’

“I never thought of it, but why not?”
asked Leo, quietly. “Do you remember
a certain scene in the Caves of Kor yon-
der, when the living looked upon the
dead, and dead and living were the
same? And do you remember that Ay-
esha swore that she would come again
—yes, to this world; and how could that
be except by re-birth, or, what is the
same thing, by the transmigration of the
spirit 7’

| did not answer this argument. |
was struggling with myself.

“No sign has come to me,” | said,
“and yet | have had a part in the play,
humble enough, | admit, and | believe
that | have still a part.”
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“No," he said, “no sign has come to
you. | wish that it had. Oh! how I
wish you could be convinced as | am!”

Then we were silent for a long while;
sli(I)e/nt, with our eyes fixed upon the
sky.

It was a stormy dawn. Clouds in
fantastic masses hung upon the ocean.
One of them was like a great mountain,
and we watched it idly. It changed its
shape, the crest of it grew hollow like
a crater. From this crater sprang a
projecting cioud, a rough pillar with a
knob or lump resting on its top. Sud-
denly the rays of the risen sun struck
upon this mountain and the column and
they turned white like snow. Then, as
though melted by those fiery arrows, the
center d- the excrescence above the
pillar thinned out and vanished, leaving
an enormous loop of cloud.

“Look.” said Leo, “that is the shape
of the mountain which | saw in my
vision. There upon it is the black loop,
and there through it shines the fire. It
would seem that the sign is for both of
mf Horace,”

| looked and looked again till present-
ly the vast loop vanished into the blue
of heaven. Then | turned, and said:

“I will come with vou to Central Asia,
Leo.”

CHAPTER Il.
THE LAMASERY.

Sixteen years had passed since that
night vigil in the old Cumberland house,
and, behold! we were still traveling, still
searching for that mountain peak shaped
like the Symbol of Life which never,
never could be found.

Five years we spent in Thibet, for the
most part as guests of various monas-
teries, where we studied the law and
traditions of the Lamas.

Leaving Thibet, we wandered east
and west and north, thousands and
thousands of miles, sojourning among
many tribes in Chinese territory, and
elsewhere, learning many tongues, en-
during much hardship. We would hear
a legend of a place, say nine hundred
miles away, and spend twd years in

reaching it, to find when we came there,
nothing,

And so the time went on. Yet never
once did we think of giving up the quest
and returning, since, before we started,
we had sworn on oath that we would
achieve or die. Indeed, we ought to
have died a score of times, yet always
were preserved, most mysteriously pre-
served.

Now we were in country where, so
far as | could learn, no European had
ever set a foot. In a part of the vast
land called Turkestan there is a great
lake named Balhkash, of which we
visited the shores. Two hundred miles
or so to the westward is a range of
mighty mountains marked on the maps
as Arkarty-Tau, on which we spent a
year, and five hundred or so to the east-
ward other mountains called Cherga,
whither we journeyed at last, having ex-
plored the triple ranges of the Tau.

Here it was that at last our true ad-
ventures began. On one of the spurs
of these awful Cherga Mountains—it
is unmarked on any map—we well-nigh
perished of starvation. The winter was
coming on and we could find no game.
The last traveler we had met, hundreds
of miles south, told us that on that range
was a monastery inhabited by Lamas of
surpassing holiness. He said that they
dwelt in this wild land, over which no
power claimed dominion and where no
tribes lived, to acquire “merit,” with no
other company than that of their own
pious contemplations. We did not be-
lieve in its existence, still we were
searching for that monastery, driven on-
ward by the blind fatalism which was
our only guide through all these end-
less wanderings. As we were starving
and could find no “argals”™—that is, fuel
with which to make a fire—we walked
all night by the light of the moon, driv-
ing between us a single yak—for now we
had no attendant, the last having died a
year before.

He was a noble beast, that yak, and
had the best constitution of any animal
I ever knew, though now, like his mas-
ters, he was near his end. Not that he
was overladen, for some rifle cartridges,
about a hundred and fifty, the remnant
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of a store which we had fortunately been
able to buy from a caravan two years
before, some money in gold and silver, a
little tea and a bundle of skin rugs and
sheepskin garments were his burden.
On, on we trudged across a plateau of
snow, having the great mountains on
otir right, till at length the yak gave a
sigh and stopped. So we stopped aso*,
because we must, and wrapping our*
selves in the skin rugs, sat down in the
snow to wait for daylight

The dawn came, and by its light we
looked at one another anxiously, each
of us desiring to see what strength was
left to his companion. Wild creatures
we should have seemed to the eyes of
any civilized person. Leo was now
over forty years of age, and certainly his
maturity had fulfilled the promise of
his youth, for a more magnificent man |
never knew. Very tall, although he
seemed spare to the eye, his girth
matched his height, and the long years
of desert life had turned his muscles to
steel. His hair had grown long, like
my own, for it was a protection from
sun and cold, and hung upon his shoul-
ders, a curling, golden mane, as his great
beard hung upon his breast, spreading
outward almost to the massive shoul-
ders. The face too—what could be seen
of it—was beautiful, though burned
brown with weather; refined and full of
thought, 'somber almost, and in it, clear
as crystal, steady as stars, shone his
large, gray eyes.

And I—I was what | have always
been—ugly and hirsute, iron-gray now
also, but in spite of my sixty odd years,
still wonderfully strong, for my strength
seemed to increase with time, and my
health was perfect. In fact, during all
this period of rough travels, although
now and again we had met with acci-
dents which laid us up for a while,
neither of us had known a day of sick-
ness. Hardship seemed to have turned
our constitutions to iron and made them
'impervious to every human ailment. Or
was this because we alone among living
men had once inhaled the breath of the
Essence of Life?

Our fears relieved—for notwithstand-
ing our foodless night, as yet neither
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of us showed any signs of exhaustion—
we turned to contemplate the landscape.

As the golden rays of the rising sun
touched the snows of the mountains to
splendor, | saw Leo’s eyes become trou-
bled. Swiftly he turned and looked
along the edge of the desert.

“See there!” he said, pointing to
something dim and enormous. Pres-
ently the light reached it also. It was
a mighty mountain not more than five
miles away, that stood out by itself
among the sands. Then he turned once
more, and with his back to the desert
stared at the slope of the hills, along
the base of which we had been trav-
eling. There, on the edge of a plateau.,
looking out solemnly across the waste,
sat a great ruined idol, a colossal Bud-
dha, while to the rear of the idol, built
of yellow stone, appeared the low,
crescent-shaped mass of a monastery.

“At last!” cried Leo, “oh, Heaven!
at last!” and, flinging himself down, he
buried his face in the snow as though to
hide it there, lest | should read some-
thing written on it which he did not
desire that even | should see.

I let him lie a space, understanding
what was passing in his heart, and in-
deed, in mine also.

At last he rose, brushed the snow
from his beard and garments, and came
to help me to lift the yak to its feet, for
the worn-out beast was too stiff and
weak to rise of itself. Glancing at him
covertly, | saw on Leo’s face a very

Nstrange and happy look; a great peace
appeared to possess him.

We plunged upward through the snow
slope, dragging the yak with us, to the
terrace where the monastery was built.
Nobody seemed to be about there, nor
could | discern any footprints. Was the
place but a ruin? We had found many
such; indeed, this ancient land is full
of buildings that had once served as
the homes of men, learned and pious
enough after their own fashion, who
lived and died hundreds, or even thou-
sands, of years ago, long before our
Western civilization came into being.

My heart, also my stomach, which
was starving, sank at the thought, but
while | gazed doubtfully, a little coil of
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blue smoke sprang from a chimney, and
never, | think, did | see a more joyful
sight. In the center of the edifice was
a large building, evidently the temple,
but near to us | saw a smaller door, al-
most above which the smoke appeared.
To this door I went, and knocked, call-
ing aloud:

“Open! open, holy Lamas. Strangers
seek your charity.” After a while there
was a sound of shuffling feet, and the
door creaked upon its hinges, revealing
an old, old mao, clad in tattered, yellow
garments.

“Who is it? Who is it?” he ex-
claimed, blinking at me through a pair
of horn spectacles. “Who comes to
disturb our solitude, the solitude of the
holy Lamas of the mountains?”

“Travelers, Sacred One, who have
had enough of solitude,” | answered,
in his own dialect, with which | was well
acquainted. “Travelers who are starv-
ing, and who seek your charity, which,”
| added, “by the rule you cannot re-
fuse.”

He stare*! at us .through his horn
spectacles, and, able to make nothing of
our faces, let his glance fall to our gar-
ments., which were as ragged as his own,
and of much the same pattern.

“Are you Lamas?” he asked, doubt-
fully, “and if so, of what monastery 7’

“Lamas, sure enough,” | answered,
“who belong to a monastery called the
world, where, alasi one grows hungry.”

The reply seemed to please him, for
he chuckled a little, then shook his head,
saying:

“It is against our custom to admit
strangers unless they be of our own
faith, which 1 am sure you a*e not.”

“And much more is it against your
rule, holy Khubilghan,” for so these
abbots are entitled, “to suffer strangers
to starve;” and | quoted a well-known

ge from the sayings of Buddha
which fitted the point precisely.

“l perceive that you are instructed in
the books,” he exclaimed, with wonder
on his yellow, wrinkled face, “and to
such we cannot refuse shelter. Come
in, brethren of the monastery called the
world.”

The abbot, who was named Kou-en,

led us into the living room or rather the
kitchen of the monastery, for it served
both purposes. Here we found the rest
of the monks, about twelve in all, gath-
ered around the fire of which we had
seen the smoke, and engaged, one of
them in preparing the morning meal,
and the rest in warming themselves.

They were all old men; the youngest
could not have been less than sixty-five.
To these we were solemnly introduced
as “Brethren of the monastery called
the world, where folk grow hungry,”
for the Abbot Kou-en could not make
up his mind to part from this little joke.

They stared at us, they rubbed their
thin hands, they bowed and wished us
well, and evidently were delighted at
our arrival. This was not strange, how-
ever, seeing that ours were the first new
faces they had seen for four long years.

Nor did they stop at words, for while
they made water hot for us to wash in,
two of them went to prepare a room,
and others drew off our rough hide
boots and thick outer garments, and
brought us slippers for our feet. Then
they led us to the guest chamber, which
they informed us was a “‘propitious
place,” for it had once been slept in by a
noted saint. Here a fire had been lit,
and, wonder of wonders! clean gar-
ments, including linen, all of them an-
cient and faded, but of good quality,
were brought for us to put on.

So we washed—yes, actually washed
all over—and having arrayed ourselves
in the robes, which were somewhat small
for Leo, struck the bell that hung in
the room, and were conducted by a
monk, who answered it, back to the
kitchen, where the meal was now served.
It consisted of a kind of porridge, to
which was added new milk brought in
by the “Master of the Herds,” dried fish
from a lake and buttered tea, the last
two luxuries produced in our special
honor. Never had food tasted more de-
licious to us, and, | may add, never did
we eat more. Indeed, at last | was
obliged to request Leo to stop, for |
saw the monk staring at him, and heard
the old abbot chuckling to himself:

“Oh, ho! The monastery called the
world, where folk grow hungryto
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which another monk, who was called the
“Master of the Provisions,” replied un-
easily, that if we went on like this, their
store of food would scarcely last the
winter. So we finished at length, feel-
ing as some book of maxims which I
can remember in my youth said that all
polite people should do—that we could
eat more, and much impressed our hosts
by chanting a long Buddhist grace.

After this we asked leave to retire to
our ‘chamber in order to rest, and there,
upon very good imitations of beds, we
slept solidly for four and twenty hours,
rising at last perfectly refreshed and
well.

Such was our introduction to the
Monastery of the Mountains— for it had
no other name—where we were destined
to spend the next six months of our
lives.

Immediately after, indeed, on the very
day of our arrival at the monastery,
the winter set in in earnest with bitter
cold and snowstorms, so heavy and
frequent that all the desert was covered
deep. Very soon it became obvious to
us that here we must stay until the
spring, since to attempt to move in any
direction would be to perish. With
some misgivings we explained this to the
Abbot Kou-en, offering to remove to
one of the empty rooms in the ruined
part of the building, supporting our-
selves with fish that we could catch by
cutting a hole in the ice of the lake
above the monastery, and if we were
able to find any, with game, which we
might trap or shoot in the scrublike
forest of stunted pines and junipers that
grew around its border. But he would
listen to no such thing. We had been
sent to be their guests, he said, and their
guests we should remain for so long as
might be convenient. Would we lay
upon them the burden of the sin of in-
hospitality ?

But though the time passed in com-
fort, and, indeed, compared to many
of our experiences, in luxury, oh! our
hearts were hungry, for in them burned
the. consuming fire of our quest. But
here we must wait; there was nothing
else to be done.

One alleviation we found, and only
one. In a ruined room of the monastery
was a library of many volumes, placed
there, doubtless, by the monks who were
massacred in times bygone. These had
been more or less cared for and re-ar-
ranged by their successors, who gave
us liberty to examine them as often as
we pleased.

What proved most interesting to us
was a diary in many tomes that for
generations had been kept by the Khu-
bilghans or abbots of the old lamasery,
in which every event of importance was
recorded in great detail. Turning over
the pages of one of the last volumes of
this diary, written apparently about two
hundred and fifty years earlier, and
shortly before the destruction of the
monastery, we came upon an entry of
which the following—for | can only
guote from memory—is the substance:

“In the summer of this year, after a
very great sandstorm, a brother—the
name was given, but | forget it—found
in the desert a man of the people who
dwell beyond the Far Mountains, of
whom rumors have reached this la-
masery from time to time. He was liv-
ing, but beside him were the bodies of
two of his companions who had been
overwhelmed by sand and thirst. He
was very fierce-looking. He refused to
say how he came into the desert, telling

"us only that he had followed the road

known to the ancients before communi-
cation between his people and the outer
world ceased. We gathered, however,
that his brethren with whom he fled had
committed some crime for which they
had beencondemned to die, and that he
had accompanied them in their flight.
He told us that there was a fine country
beyond the mountains, fertile, but
plagued with droughts and earthquakes,
which latter, indeed, we often feel here.

“The people of that country were, he
said, warlike and very numerous, and
followed agriculture.

“The stranger-man told us also that
his people worshiped a priestess called
Hesor the Hesea, who is said to rule
from generation to generation. She
lives in a great mountain, apart, and is
feared and adored by all, but is not the
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gueen of the country, in the government
of which she seldom interferes. To her,
however, sacrifices are offered, and he
who Incurs her vengeance dies, so that
even the monarchs of that land are
afraid of her. Still their subjects often
fight, for they hate each other.

“We answered that he lied when he
said that this woman was immortal—
for that was what we supposed he meant
—since nothing is immortal; also we
laughed at his tale of her power. This
made the man very angry, so that he
declared that our Buddha was not so
strong as this priestess, and that she
would show it by being avenged upon
us.

“After this we gave him food and
turned him out of the lamasery, and he
went, saying that when he returned we
should learn who spoke the truth. We
do not know what became of him, and
he refused to reveal to us the road to
his country, which lies beyond the des-
ert and the Far Mountains. We think
that perhaps he was an evil spirit sent
to frighten us, in which he did not suc-
ceed.”

Such is a precis of this strange entry,
the discovery of which, vague as it was,
thrilled us with hope and excitement.
Nothing more appeared about the man
or his country, but within a little over
a year from that date the diary of the
abbot came to a sudden end without any
indication that unusual events had oc-
curred or were expected.

We wondered whether the man from
beyond the mountains was as good as
his word and had brought down the
vengeance of the priestess called the
Hesea upon the community that shel-
tered him. Also we wondered—ah!
how we wondered—who and what this
Hesea might be.

On the day following this discovery
we prayed the Abbot Kou-en to accom-
pany us to the library, and, having read
him the passage, asked if he knew any-
thing of the matter. He swayed his
wise old head, which always reminded
me of that of a tortoise, and answered:

“A little. Very little, and that mostly
about the army of the Greek king who
is mentioned in the writing.”

We inquired what he could possibly
know of this matter, whereon Kou-en
replied, calmly;

“In those days when the faith of the
Holy One was still young, | dwelt as a
humble brother in this very monastery,
which was one of the first built, and
| saw the army pass, that is all. That,”
he added, meditatively, “was in my nine-
teenth incarnation—no, | am thinking
of another army—in my twenty-third,”

Here Leo began a great laugh, but |
managed to kick him beneath the table
and he turned it into a sneeze. This
was fortunate, as it would have-hurt the
old man’s feelings terribly. After all,
also, as Leo himself had once said, sure-
ly we were not the people to mock at
the theory of reincarnation, which, by
the way, is the first article of faith
among nearly one quarter of the human
race, and that not the most foolish
quarter,

“How can that be— ask for instruc-
tion, learned One—seeing that memory
perishes with death?”

“Ah!” he answered, “Brother Holly,
it may seem to do so, but oftentimes it
comes back again. For instance, until
you read this passage, | had forgotten all
about that army, but now | see it pass-
ing, passing, and myself with other
monks standing by the statue of the big
Buddha in front yonder, and watching
it pass. The general of the army, a
swarthy man—I wish that | could re-
member his name, but | cannot.

“Well,’1 he went on, “that general
came up to the lamasery and demanded a
sleeping place for his wife and children,
also provisions and medicines, and
guides across the desert. The abbot of
that day told him it was against our law
to admit a woman under our roof, to
which he answered that if we did not,
we should have no roof left, for he
would burn the place and kill every one
of us with the sword. Now, as you
know, to be killed by violence means
that we must pass many incarnations in
the forms of animals, a horrible thing,
so we chose the lesser evil and gave way,
and afterward obtained absolution for
our sins from the Great Lama. Myself
| did not see this queen, but | saw the
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priestess of their worship—alas! alas!”
and Kou-en beat his breast.

“Why, alas?’ | asked, as uncon-
cernedly as | could, for this story in-
terested me strongly.

“Why ? Oh! because | may have for-
gotten the army, but |I have never for-
gotten that priestess, and she has been
a great hindrance to me through many
incarnations, delaying me upon my
journey to the Other Side, to the Shore
of Salvation. 1, asa humble Lama, was
engaged in preparing her apartment
when she entered and threw aside her
veil; yes, and perceiving a man, spoke
to me, asking many questions, and even
if I was not glad to look again upon a
woman.”

“What—what was she like?” asked
Leo, anxiously.

“What was she like? Oh! she was
all loveliness in one shape; she was like
the dawn upon the snows; she was like
the evening star above the mountains;
she was like the first flower of the
spring. Brother, ask me not what she
was like; nay, | will say no more. Oh!
my sin, my sin! | am slipping back-
ward and you draw my black shame
out into the light of day. Nay, | will
confess it that you may know how vile
a thing I am—I whom perhaps you
have . thought holy—Ilike yourselves.
That woman, if woman she were, lit a
fire in my heart which will not burn out,
oh! and more, more,” and he rodked—
himself to and fro upon his stool while
tears of contrition trickled from beneath
his horn spectacles, “she made me wor-
ship her!

“For first she asked me of my faith
and listened eagerly as | expounded it,
hoping that the light would come into
her heart; then, after | had finished, she
said:

“*‘So your Path is Renunciation and
your Nirvana a most excellent Nothing-
ness which some would think it scarce
worth while to strive so hard to reach.
Now | will show you a more joyous
way and a goddess more worthy of your
worship/

“‘““What way, and what goddess?' |
asked of her.

“*The way of Love and Life,” she

THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

answered, ‘that makes all the world to
be, that made you, O seeker of Nirvana,
and the goddess called Nature/

“Again | asked where is that god-
dess, and behold! she drew herself up,
looking most royal, and touching her
ivory breast, she said: ‘I am she. Now
kneel-'you down and do me homage/

“My brethren, | knelt, yes, | kissed
her foot, and then | fled away ashamed
and broken-hearted, and as | went she
laughed, and cried: ‘Remember me
when you reach Nirvana, O servant of
the Buddha saint, for though | change,
| do not die, and even there | shall be
with you who once have given me wor-
ship/

“And it is so, my brethren, it is so;
for though | obtained absolution for my
sin and suffered much for it through
many existences, yet | cannot.be rid of
her, and for me Nirvana is still far, far
away/'

And Kou-en placed his withered
hands before his face and sobbed.

When his calm was somewhat re-
stored we tried to extract further in-
formation ‘from him, but with poor re-
sults, so far as the priestess was con-
cerned.

He said that he did not know to what
religion she belonged, and did not care,
but thought that it must be an evil one.
She went away the next morning with
fhe army, and he never saw or heard of
her any more. Yes, he had heard one
thing, for the abbot of that day had told
the brethren. This priestess was the
real general of the army, not the king
or the queen, the latter of whom hated
her. It was by her will that they pushed
on northward across the desert to some
country beyond the mountains, where
she desired to establish herself and her
worship.

We asked if there really was any
country beyond the mountains, and he
answered wearily that he believed so.
Either in this or in some previous exist-
ence he had heard that people lived
there who worshiped fire. Then the
memory of that fancied transgression
again began to afflict Kou-en’s innocent
old heart, and he crept away lamenting
and was seen no more for a week. Nor
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would he ever speak again to us of this
matter. But we spoke of it much with
hope and wonder, and made up our
minds that we would at once ascend this
mountain.

CHAPTER III.
THE BEACON LIGHT.

A week later came our opportunity of
making this ascent of the mountain, for
now in midwinter it ceased storming,
and hard frost set in, which made it pos-
sible to walk upon the surface of the
snow. Learning from the monks that
at this season avis poli and other kinds
of big-horned sheep and game descended
from the mountains to take refuge in
certain valleys, where they scraped away
the snow to find food, we announced
that we were going out to hunt.

So, having manufactured a rough
tent from skins, and laden our old yak,
now in the best of condition, with food
and garments, one still morning we
started as soon as it was light. Under
the guidance of an old monk, who, not-
withstanding his years, walked very
well, we reached the northern slope of
the peak before midday. Here we
found a great cave of which the opening
was protected by an overhanging ledge
of rock. Evidently this cave was the
favorite place of shelter for game at
certain seasons of the year, since in it
were heaped vast accumulations of their
droppings, which removed any fear of a
lack of fuel.

The rest of tffat short day we spent in
setting up our tent in the cave, in front
of which we lit a large fire, and in a
survey of the slopes of the mountain, for
we told the monk that we were search-
ing for the tracks of wild sheep. Then
we turned into the tent and huddled to-
gether for warmth, as the temperature
must have been many degrees below
zero. The old monk rested well enough,
but neither Leo nor | slept overmuch,
for wonder as to what we might see
from the top of that mountain banished
sleep.

Next morning at the dawn, the
weather being still favorable, our com-
panion returned to the monastery,

whither we said we would follow him
in a day or two.

Now at last we were alone, and with-
out wasting an instant began our ascent '
of the peak. It was many thousand feet
high and in some places steep enough,
but the deep, frozen snow made climb-
ing easy, so that by midday we reached
the top. Hence the view was magnifi-
cent. Beneath us stretched the desert,
and beyond it a broad belt of fantas-
tically shaped, snow-clad mountains,
hundreds and hundreds of them; in
front, to the right, to the left, as far as
the eye could reach.

“They are just as | saw them in my
dreams so many years ago,” muttered
Leo; “the same, the very same.”

“And where was the fiery light?” |
asked.

“Yonder, | think;” and he pointed
north by east.

“Well, "it is not thefe now,” | an-
swered, “and this place is cold.”

So, since it was dangerous to linger,
lest the darkness should overtake us on
our return journey, we descended the
peak again, reaching the cave about sun-*
set. The next four days we spent in
the same way. Every morning we
crawled up those wearisome banks of
snow, and every afternoon we slid and
tobogganed down them again, till |
grew heartily tired of the exercise.

On the fourth night, instead of com-
ing to sleep in the tent, Leo sat him-
self down at the entrance to the cave.
| asked him why he did this, but he
answered impatiently, because he wished
it, so | left him alone.

In the middle of the night | was
awakened by Leo shaking me and say-
ing:

“Come here; |
show you.”

Reluctantly enough | crept from be-
tween the rugs and out of the tent. To
dress there was no need, for we slept
in all our garments. He led me to the
mouth of the cave and pointed north-
ward. | looked. The night was very °
dark; but far, far away appeared a
faint patch of light upon the sky, such
as might be caused by the reflection of
a distant fire.

have something to
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“What do you make of it 7’ he asked,
anxiously-.

“Nothing- in particular,” | answered,
“it may be anything. The moon—no,
there is none; dawn—no, it is too north-
erly, and it does not break for three
hours. Something burning, a house, or
a funeral pyre, but how can there be
such things here? | give it up.”

“l think it is a reflection, and that if
we were on the peak we should see the
beam of light,” said Leo, slowly.

“Well, we are not and cannot get
there in the dark.”

“Then, Horace, we must spend a
night there.”

“It will be our last in this incarna-
tion,” | answered with a laugh; “that is,
if it comes on to snow.”

“We must risk it, or I will risk it.
Look, the light has faded;” and there
at least he was right, for undoubtedly
it had. The night was as blade as pitch.

“Let’s talk it over, to-morrow," |
said, and went back to the tent, for I
was sleepy and incredulous; but Leo
sat on by the mouth of the cave.

‘At dawn | awoke and found break-
fast already cooked.

“l must start early,” Leo explained.

“Are you mad?” | asked. “How can
we camp on that place ?’

“l don’t know, but I am going. |
must go, Horace.”

“Which means that we both must go.
But how about the yak ?”

“Where we can climb,
low,” he answered.

So we strapped the tent and other
baggage, including a good supply of
cooked meat, upon the yak’s back, and
started. Reaching the summit at length,
we dug a hole, and there pitched the
tent, piling the excavated snow about
it. By this time it began to grow dark,
and having descended into the tent, yak,
and all, we ate our food and waited.

For some hours we watched, as in-
deed we must, since to sleep would
mean to die, yet saw nothing save the
' lonely stars, and heard nothing in that
awful silence, for here even the wind
made no noise as it slid across the
snows. Accustomed as | was to such
exposure, my faculties began to grow

it can fol-

numb and my eyes to shut, when sud-
denly Leo said:

“Look, below the red star!”

| looked, and there high in the sky
was the same curious glow which we
had seen upon the previous night.
There was more than this, indeed, for
beneath it, almost on a line with us and
just above the crests of the intervening
peaks, appeared a faint sheet of fire and
revealed against it, something black.
While we watched the fire widened,
spread upward and grew in power and
intensity. Now against its flaming
background the black object became
clearly visible, and lo! it was the top of
a soaring pillar surmounted by a loop.
Yes, we could see its every outline. It
was the crux ansata, the Symbol of
Life itself.

The symbol vanished, the fire sank.
Again it blazed up more fiercely than
before and the loop appeared afresh,
then once more disappeared. A third
time the fire shone, and with such in-
tensity, that no lightning could surpass
its brilliance. Then it was gone as
swiftly as it came. Gone too was the
symbol and the veil of flame behind it,
only the glow lingered a little on the
distant sky.

For a while there was silence between
us, then Leo said :

“Do you remember, Horace, when we
lay upon the Rocking Stone where her
cloak fell upon me”™—as he said the
wordsj&e breath caught in his throat—
“how the ray of light was sent to us
in farewell, and to show us a path
of escape ‘from the Place of Death?
Now | think that it has been sent again
in greeting to point out the path to the
Place of Life where Ayesha dwells,
whom we have lost.”

“It may be so,” | answered shortly,
for the matter was beyond speech or
argument, beyond wonder even. But |
knew then, as | know now, that we
were players in some mighty, predes-
tined drama, that our parts were written
and we must speak them, as our path
was prepared and we must tread it to
the end unknown.

Now we feared no more, not even
when with the dawn rose the roaring
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wind, through which we struggled down
the mountain slopes, as it would seem
in peril of our lives at every step; not
even as hour by hour we fought our
way onward through the whirling
snowstorm, that made us deaf and blind.
For we knew that those lives were
charmed. We could not see or hear, yet
we were led. Clinging to the yak, we
struggled downward and homeward, till
at length out of the turmoil and the
gloom its instinct brought us unharmed
to the door of the monastery, where the
old abbot embraced us in his joy, and
the monks put up prayers of thanks.
For they were sure that we must be
dead. Through such a storm, they said,
no man had ever lived before.

It was still midwinter, and, oh! the
awful weariness of those months of
waiting’. In our hands was the key,
yonder among the mountains lay the
door, but not yet might we set that key
within its lock. For between us and
these stretched the great desert, where
the show rolled like billows, and until
that snow melted we dare not attempt
its passage. So we sat in the monastery,
and schooled our hearts to patience.

Still even to these wilds of Central

Asia spring comes at last. One even-
ing the air felt warm, and that night
there were only a few degrees of frost.
The next the clouds banked up, and in
the morning not snow was falling from
them, but rain, and we found the old
monks preparing their instruments of
husbandry, as they said that the season
of sowing was at hand. For three days
it rained, while the snows melted be-
fore our eyes. On the fourth, torrents
of water were rushing down the moun-
tain and the desert was once more brown
and bare, though not for long, for with-
in another week it was carpeted with
flowers. Then we knew that the time
had come to start.
. “But whither go you? Whither go
you?” asked the old abbot in dismay.
“Are you not happy here? Is not ev-
erything that we have your own? Oh!
why would you leave?”

“We are wanderers,” we answered,
“and when we see mountains in front of
us we must cross them.”

Kou-en looked at us shrewdly, then
asked:

“What do you seek beyond the moun-
tains 7’

“Holy abbot,” | said, “a while ago
yonder in the library you made a cer-
tain confession to us.”

“Oh! remind me not of it,” he said,
holding up his hands. “Why do you
wish to torment me?”

“Far be the thought from us, most
kind friend and virtuous man,” | an-
swered. “But, as it chances, your story
is very much our own, and we think
that we have experience of this same
priestess.”

“Say on,” he said, much interested.

So | told him the outlines of our tale;
for an hour or more | told it while he
sat opposite to us, swaying his head like
a tortoise and saying nothing. At
length it was done.

“Now,” | added, “let the lamp of your
wisdom shine upon our darkness. Do
you not find this story wondrous, or do
you perchance think that we are liars?’

“Brethren of the great monastery
called the world,” Kou-en answered,
with his customary chuckle, “why
should 1 think you liars who, from the
moment my eyes fell upon you, knew
you to be true men? Moreover, why
should | hold this tale so very won-
drous? You have but stumbled upon
the fringe of a truth with which we have
been acquainted for many, many ages.

“Because in a vision she showed you
this monastery, and led you to a spot be-
yond the mountains where she vanished,
you hope that this woman whom you
saw die is reincarnated yonder. Why
not? In this there is nothing strange to
those who are instructed in the truth,
though the lengthening of her last life
was strange and contrary to experi-
ence. Doubtless you will find her yon-
der as you expect, and doubtless her
kharna, or identity, is the same as that
which in some earlier life of hers once
brought me to sin.

“Only be not mistaken, she is no im-
mortal ; nothing is immortal. She is
but a being held back by her own pride,
her own greatness if you will, upon the
path toward Nirvana. That pride will
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be humbled, as already it has been hum-
bled; that brow of majesty will be sprin-
kled with the dust of change and death,
that sinful spirit will be purified by sor-
rows and by separations. Brother Leo,
if you win her, it will be but to lose, and
then the ladder must be reclimbed.
Brother Holly, for you as for me loss is
our only gain, since thereby we are
spared much woe. Oh! bide here and
pray with me.”

“Nay,” answered Leo, “we are sworn
to a tryst, and we do not break our
word.”

“Then, brethren, go keep your tryst,
and when you have reaped its harvest
think upon'my sayings, for | am sure
that the wine you crush from the vint-
age of your desire will run red like
blood, and that in its drinking you will
find neither forgetfulness nor peace.”
And with a deep sigh the old man
turned and left us.

“l do not think that he knows any-
thing of Ayesha and her destiny,” said
Leo, looking after him.

“Who can tell?” | answered. “More-
over, what is the use of reasoning! Leo,
we have no choice; we follow our fate.
To what that fate may lead us we shall
learn in due season.”

Then we went to rest, for it was late,
though | found little sleep that night.

A strange theory, that of Kou-en’s,
that Ayesha was the goddess in old
Egypt to whom Kallikrates was priest,
or at least her representative. That the
Princess Amenartas, with whom he fled,
seduced him from the goddess to whom
he had sworn. That this goddess incar-
nate in Ayesha—or using the woman
Ayesha and her passions as her instru-
ments—was avenged upon them both
at Kor, and that there in an after age
the bolt she shot fell back upon her own
head.

Well, | had often thought as much
myself. Only | was sure that She her-
self could be no divinity, though she
might be a manifestation of one, a
priestess, a messenger., charged to work
its will, to avenge or to reward, and
yet herself a human soul, with hopes
and passions to be satisfied, and a des-
tiny to fulfill. In truth, writing now;,

when all is past and done with, | find
much to confirm me in, and little to
turn me from, that theory, since life
and powers of a quality that are more
than human, do not alone suffice to make
a soul divine. But of all these things
I hope to speak in their season.
Meanwhile, what lay beyond the
mountains? Should we find her there
who held the scepter and upon earth
wielded the power of the outraged god-
dess, and with her, that other woman
who wrought the wrong? And if so,
would the dread, inhuman struggle reach
its climax around the person of the sin-
ful priest? In a few months, a few
days even, we might begin to know.
Thrilled by this thought, at length | fell

~ asleep.

CHAPTER IV.

THE AVALANCHE.

On the morning of the second day
from that night the sunrise found us
already on our path across'the desert.
There, nearly a mile behind us, we
could see the ruined statue of Buddha
seated in front of the ancient monastery,
and in that clear atmosphere could even
distinguish the bent form of our friend,
the old abbot, Kou-en, leaning against
it until we were quite lost to sight.

On the evening of the fourth day of
our journey we reached* the bottom
slopes of~the opposing mountains, with-
out having experienced either accident
or fatigue. As Leo said, things were
“going like clockwork,” but | reminded
him that a good start often meant a bad
finish. Nor was | wrong, for now came
our hardships. To begin with, the
mountains proved to be exceeding high;
it took us two days to climb their lower
slopes. Also, the heat of the sun had
softened the snow, which made walking
through it laborious, while, accustomed
though we were to such conditions
through long years of.traveling, its con-
tinual glitter affected our eyes.

The morning of the seventh day
found us in the mouth of a defile which
wound away into the heart of the moun-
tains. As it seemed the only possible
path, we followed it, and were much
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cheered to discover that here must once
have run a road. Not that we could
see any road, indeed, for everything was
buried in snow. But that one lay be-
neath our feet we were certain, since,
although we wound along the edge of
precipices, our path, however steep, was
always flat; moreover, the rock upon
one side of it had often been scarped by
the hand of man. Of this there could
be no doubt, for as the snow could not
cling here, we saw the tool marks upon
its bare surface.

At length on the tenth day we reached
the end of the defile, and as night was
falling, camped there in the most bitter
cold. Those were miserable hours, for
now we had no fuel with which to boil
water, and must satisfy our thirst by
eating frozen snow, while our eyes
smarted so sorely that we could not
sleep, and notwithstanding all our wraps
and the warmth that we gathered from
the yak in the little tent, the cold caused
our teeth to chatter like castanets.

The dawn came, and, after it, the sun-
rise. We crept from the tent, and leav-
ing it standing a while, dragged our
stiffened limbs a hundred yards or so
to a spot where the defile took a turn,
in order that we might thaw in the rays
of the sun, which at that hour could not
reach us where we camped.

Leo was round it first, and | heard
him utter an exclamation. In a few
seconds | reached his side, and, lo! be-
fore us lay our Promised Land.

Far beneath us, ten thousand feet at
least—for it must be remembered that
we viewed it from the top of a moun-
tain—it stretched away and away till its
distances met the horizon. In character
it was quite flat, an alluvial plain that
probably, in some primeval age, had
been the bottom of one of the vast lakes
of which a number exist in Central Asia,
most of them now in process of desic-
cation. One object only relieved this
dreary flatness, a single, snow-clad and
gigantic mountain, of which even at that
distance—for it was very far away from
us—we could clearly see the outline. In-
deed, we could see more, for fr*om its
rounded top rose a great plume of
smoke, showing that it was an active

volcano, and on the hither lip of the
crater an enormous pillar of rock,
whereof the top was formed to the shape
of a loop.

Yes, there it stood before us, the sym-
bol of our vision which we had sought
these many years, and at the sight of it
our hearts beat fast.

Yes, there before us stretched the
Promised Land, and there rose the mys-
tic Mount, so that all we had to do was
to march down the snow slopes and en-
ter it where we would.

Thus we thought in our folly, little
guessing what lay before us and what
weary suffering we must endure before
we stood at length beneath the shadow
of the Symbol.

Our fatigues forgotten, we returned
to the tent, hastily swallowed some of
our dried food, which we washed down
with lumps of snow that gave us tooth-
ache and chilled us inside, but which
thirst compelled us to eat, dragged the
poor yak to its feet, loaded it up and
started.

All this while, so great was our haste
and so occupied was each of us with
his own thoughts that, if my memory
serves me, we scarcely interchanged a
word. Down the snow slopes we
marched swiftly and without hesitation,
for here the road was marked for us
by means of pillars of rock set opposite
to each other at intervals. These pillars
we observed with satisfaction, for they
told us that we were still upon a high-
way which led to the Promised Land.

Those slopes were longer than we
thought; indeed, when darkness closed
in we had not reached the foot of them.
So we were obliged to spend another
night in the snow, pitching our tent in
the shelter of an overhanging rock.

Again the still dawn came, throwing
its red garment over the lonesome, end-
less mountains, and we dragged our-
selves to our numbed feet, ate some
of our remaining food, and started on-
ward. Now we could no longer see the
country beneath, for it and even the
towering volcano were hidden from us
by an intervening ridge that seemed to
be pierced by a single narrow gully, to-
ward which we headed.
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Between us and the mouth of the gul-
ly rose, or rather sank, an absolutely
sheer precipice that seemed to be three
or four hundred feet in depth, and at
its foot we could hear the sound of
water.

So we turned to the right, and
marched along the edge of the precipice
till, a mile or so away, we came to a
small glacier, of which the surface was
sprinkled with large stones frozen into
its substance. This glacier hung down
the face of the precipice like a petrified
waterfall, but whether or no it reached
the foot we could not discover. At any
rate, to think of attempting its descent
was out of the question. From this
point onward we could see that the
precipice increased in depth, and far as
the eye could reach was absolutely sheer.

So we went back again, and searched
to the left of the road. Here the moun-
tains receded, so that above us was a
mighty, dazzling slope of snow and be-
low us that same pitiless, unclimbable
gulf. As the light began to fade we
perceived, half a mile or more in front,
a bare-topped hillock of rock, which
stood on the verge of the precipice, ancf
hurried to it, thinking that from its crest
we might be able to discover d' descend-
ing path.

When at length we had struggled to
the top, it was about a hundred and fifty
feet high; what we did discover was
that, here also, as beyond the glacier,
the gulf was infinitely deeper than at
the spot where the road ended, so deep,
indeed, that we could not see its bottom,
although from it rose the sound of roar-
ing water. Moreover, it was quite half
a mile in width.

While we stared round us the’ sink-
ing sun vanished behind a mountain,
and, the sky being heavy, the light went
out like that of a candle.

Unloading the yak, we pitched our
tent under the lee of the topmost knob
of rock, and ate a couple of handfuls of
dried fish and corncake. This was the
last of the food that we had brought
with- us from the lamasery, and we re-
flected with dismay that unless we could
shoot something, our commissariat was
now represented by the carcass of our

old friend the yak. Then we wrapped
ourselves up in our thick rugs and fur
garments, and forgot our miseries in
sleep.

It cannot have been long before day-
light when we were awakened by a sud-
den and terrific sound like the crack of
a great cannon, followed by thousands
of other sounds, which might be com-
pared to the fusillade of musketry.

“Great Heaven! What is that?” |
said.

We crawled from the tent, but as yet
could see nothing, while the yak began
to low in a terrified manner. But if we
could not see we could hear and feel.
The cracking had ceased, and was fol-
lowed by a soft, grinding noise, the
most sickening' sound, | think, to which
I ever listened. This was accompanied
by a strange, steady, unnatural wind,
which seemed to press upon us as water
presses. Then the dawn broke and we
Saw.

The mountain side was moving down
on us in a vast avalanche of snow.

Oh! what a sight was that. On from
the crest of the steep slopes above, two
miles or more away, it came, a living
thing, rolling, sliding, gliding; piling it-
self in waves, hollowing itself into val-
leys, like a tempest-driven sea, while
above its surface hung a powdery cloud
of frozen spray.

As we watched-, clinging to each other
terrified, the first of these waves struck
our hill, causing the mighty mass of
solid rock to quiver like a yacht beneath
the impact of an ocean roller, or an
aspen in a sudden rush of wind. It
struck and slowly separated, then with
a majestic motion flowed like water over
the edge of the precipice on either side,
and fell with a thudding sound into the
unmeasured depths beneath. And this
was but a little thing, a mere forerunner,
for after it, with a slow, serpentine
movement, rolled the body of the ava-
lanche.

It came in waves, it came in level
floods. It piled itself against our hill,
yes, to within fifty feet of the crest of it,
till we thought that even that rooted
rock must be torn from its foundations
and hurled like a pebble to the deeps be-
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neath. And the turmoil of it all! The
screaming of the blast caused by the
compression of the air, the everlasting
thudding of the fall of millions of tons
of snow as they rushed through space
and ended their journey in the gulf.

Nor was this the worst of it, for as
the deep snows above thinned, great
bowlders that had been buried beneath
them, perhaps for centuries, were loos-
ened from their resting places and be-
gan to thunder down the hill. The
bowlders hurtled over and past us; one
of them fell full upon the little peak,
shattering its crest and bursting into
fragments, which fled away, each sing-
ing its own wild song. We were not
touched, but when we looked behind us
it was to see the yak, which had risen
in its terror, lying dead and headless.
Then in our fear we lay still, waiting
for the end, and wondering dimly
whether we should be buried in the
surging snow or swept away with- the
hill, or crushed by the flying rocks, or
lifted and lost in the hurricane.

How long did it last? We never
knew. It may have been ten minutes or
two hours, for in such a scene time loses
its proportions’. Only we became aware
that the wind had fallen, while the noise
of grinding snow and hurtling bowlders
ceased. Very cautiously we gained our
feet and looked.

Iri front of us the mountain side, for
a depth of about two miles, by the width
of one or more, which had been covered
by many feet of snow, was now bare
rock. Piled up against the face of
our hill, almost to its summit, was a
tongue of snow, pressed to the con-
sistency of ice and spotted over with
bowlders that had lodged there. The
peak itself was torn and shattered, so
that it revealed great gleaming surfaces
and pits, in which glittered mica, or
some other metal. The vast gulf be-
hind was half filled with the avalanche
and its debris. But for the rest, it
seemed as though nothing had hap-
pened, for the sun shone sweetly over-
head and the solemn snows reflected
back its rays from the sides of a hun-
dred hills. And we had endured it all
and were still alive; yes, and unhurt.

But what a position was ours? We
dared not attempt to descend the mount,
lest we should sink into the loose snow
and be buried there. Moreover, all
along the breadth of the path of the
avalanche bowlders from time to time
still thundered down the rocky slope,
and with them came patches of snow
that had been left behind by the big
slide, small in themselves it is true, but
each of them large enough to kill a
hundred men. It was obvious, there-
fore, that until these conditions changed,
or death released us, we must abide
where we were on the crest of the
hillock.

So there we sat, foodless and fright-
ened, wondering what our old friend
Kou-en would say if he could see us
now. By degrees hunger mastered all
our other sensations and we began to
turn longing eyes upon the headless
body of the yak.

“Let’s skin him,” said Leo; “it will
be something to do, and we shall want
his hide to-night.”

So with affection, and even reverence,
we performed this office for the dead
companion of our journeyings, rejoicing
the while that it was not we who had
brought him to his end.

CHAPTER V.
THE GLACIER.

Even that day came to an end at last,
and after a few more lumps of yak, oui*
tent being gone, we drew his hide over
us and rested as best we could, know-
ing that at least we had no more ava-
lanches to fear. That night it froze
sharply, so that had it not been for the
yak’s hide and the other rugs and gar-
ments, which fortunately we were wear-
ing when the snow slide began, it would,
| think, have gone hard with us. As it
was, we suffered a great deal.

“Horace,” said Leo at the dawn, “I
am going to leave this. If we have to
die, 1 would rather do so moving; but
I don’t believe that we shall die.” =

“Very well,” | said, “let us start. If
the snow won’t bear us now, it never
will.”
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So we tied up our rugs and the yak’s
hide in two bundles and, having cut off
some more of the frozen meat, began
our descent.

All went well until we were within
twenty paces of the bottom, where we
must cross a soft mound formed of the
powdery dust thrown off by the ava-
lanche in its passage. Leo slipped over
safely, but I, following a-yard or two
to his right, of a sudden felt the hard
crust yield beneath me. An ill-judged
but quite natural flounder and wriggle,
such as a newly landed flat—fish gives
upon the sand, completed the mischief,
and with one piercing but swiftly stifled
yell 1 vanished.

Anyone who has ever sunk in deep
water will know that the sensation is
not pleasant, but | can assure him that
to go through the same experience in
soft snow is infinitely worse; mud alone
could surpass its terrors. Down | went,
' and down, till at length I seemed to
reach a rock, which alone saved me
from disappearing forever. Now | felt
the snow closing above me and with it
came darkness and a sense of suffoca-
tion. So soft was the drift, however,
that before | was overcome | contrived
with my arms to thrust away the pow-
dery dust from about my head, thus
forming a little hollow into which air
filtered slowly. Getting my hands upon
the stone, | strove to rise, but could not,
the weight upon me was too great.

Then | abandoned hope and prepared
to die. The process proved not alto-
gether unpleasant. | did not see visions
from my past life as drowning men are
supposed to do, but—and this shows
how strong was her empire over me—
my mind flew back to Ayesha. | seemed
to behold her and a man at her side,
standing over me in some dark, rocky
gulf. She was wrapped in a long trav-
eling cloak, and her lovely eyes were
wild with fear. | rose to salute her, and
make report, but she cried in a fierce,
concentrated voice:

“What evil thing has happened here?
Thou livest then; where is my lord?
Speak, man, and say where thou hast
hid my lord—or die.”

The vision was extraordinarily real
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and vivid, I remember, and, considered
in connection with a certain subsequent
event, in all ways most remarkable, but
it passed as swiftly as it came.

Then my senses left me.

| saw light again. | heard a voice,
that of Leo! *“Horace,” he cried, “Hor-
ace, hold fast to the stock of the gun.”
Something was thrust against my out-
stretched hand. | gripped it despair-
ingly, and there came a strain. It was
useless, | did not move. Then, bethink-
ing me, | drew up my legs and by
chance or the mercy of Heaven, | know
not, got my feet against a ridge of the
rock on which | was lying. Again |
felt the strain, and thrust with all my
might. Of a sudden the snow gave, and
out of that hole | shot like a fox from
its earth*

| struck something. It was Leo
straining at the gun, and | knocked him
backward. Then down the steep slope
we rolled, landing at length upon the
very edge of the precipice. | sat up,
drawing in the air with great gasps, and
oh! how sweet it was!

“How long was | in there?” | gasped
to Leo, who sat at my side, wiping off
the sweat that ran from his face in
streams.

“Don’t know. About twenty minutes
| should think.”

“Twenty minutes! It seemed like
twenty centuries. How did you get me
out? Yotr could not stand upon the
drift dust.”

“No; 1 lay upon the yak skin where
the snow was harder and tunneled to-
ward you through the powdery stuff
with my hands, for | knew where you
had sunk and it was not far off. At last
| saw your finger tips; they were so
blue that for a few seconds | took them
for rock, and thrust the butt of the rifle
against them. Luckily you still had life
enough to catch hold of it, and you
know the rest Were we not both very
strong, it could never have been done.”

“Thank you, old fellow,” | said,
simply.

“Why should you thank me?’ he
asked, with one of his quick smiles. “Do
you suppose that I wished to continue
this journey alone? Come, if you have
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got your breath, let us be getting on.
You have been sleeping in a cold bed
and want exercise. Look, my rifle is
broken and yours is lost in the snow.
Well, it will save us the trouble of car-
rying the cartridges,” and he laughed
drearily.

Then we began our march, heading
for the spot where the road ended four
miles or so away, for to go forward
seemed useless. In due course we
reached it safely.

There was the end of the road, and
there were our own footprints and the
impress of the yak’s hoof in the snow.
The sight of them affected me, for it
seemed strange that we should have
lived to look upon them again. We
stared over the edge of the precipice.
Yes, it was sheer and absolutely un-
climbable.

“What are we to do?” | asked. “In
front of us death. Behind us death, for
how can we recross those mountains
without food or guns to shoot it with?
Here death, for we must sit and starve.
We have strivenand failed. Leo, our
end is at hand.Only a miracle can
save us.”

“A miracle,” he answered. “Well,
what was it that led us to the top of the
mount so that we were able to escape
the avalanche? And what was it which
put that rock in your way as you sank
into the bed of dust,and gave me wit
and strength to dig you out of your
grave of snow? And what is it that
has preserved us through seventeen
years of dangers such as few men have
known and lived? Some directing
power. Some destiny that will accom-
plish itself in us. Why should the
power cease to guide? Why should the
destiny be balked at last?”

He paused, then added, fiercely: “I
tell you, Horace, that even if we had
gunS, food and yaks, | would not turn
back upon our spoor, since to do so
would prove me a coward and unworthy
of her. 1 will go on.”

“How?” | asked.

“By that road,” and he pointed to the
glacier.

“It is a road to death!”

“Well, if so, Horace, it would seem

that in this land men find life in death,
or so they believe. If we die now, we
shall die traveling our path, and in the
country where we perish we may be
born again. At least | am determined,
so you must choose.”

“l have chosen long ago. Leo, we
began this journey together and we will
end it together. Perhaps Ayesha knows
and will help us,” and | laughed drear-
ily. “If not—come, we are wasting
time.”

Then we took counsel, and the end of
it was that we cut the yak’s tough hide
into strips and knotted these together
into short, serviceable ropes, which we
fastened about our middles, leaving one
end loose, for we thought that they
might help us in our descent.

Next we bound fragments of one of
our skin rugs about our legs and knees
to protect them from the chafing of the
ice and rocks, and for the same reason
put on our thick leather gloves. This
done, we took the remainder of our rugs
and heavy robes and, having placed
stones in them, threw them over the
brink of the precipice, trusting to find
them again, should we ever reach its
foot. Now our preparations were com-
plete, and it was time for us to start
upon perhaps one of the most desperate
journeys ever undertaken by men of
their own wiill.

Yet we stayed a little, looking at each
other in a piteous fashion, for we could
not speak. Only we embraced, and |
confess | think | wept a little. No, |
don’t think that | thought of myself
then, but | thought a great deal of Leo,
and when | saw his determined face and
flashing eye as he nerved himself to the
last endeavor, | was proud of him.

Then side by side we began the ter-
rible descent. At first it was easy
enough, although a slip would have
hurled us to eternity. But we were
strong and skillful, accustomed to such
places, moreover, and made none.

Thus at length we came to the bend,
which was more than halfway down the
precipice, being, so far as | could judge,
about two hundred and fifty feet from
its lip, and say one hundred and fifty
from the darksome bottom of the nar-



24 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

row gulf. Here were no stones, but
only some rough ice, on which we sat
to rest.

“We must look,” said Leo, presently.

But the question was, how to do this.
Indeed, there was only one way, to hang
over the bend and discover what lay be-
low. We read each other’s thought
without the need of words, and-1 made
a motion as though | would start.

“No,” said Leo, “I am younger and
stronger than you. Come, help me,”
and he began to fasten the end of his
rope to a strong, projecting point of ice.
“Now,” he said, “hold my ankles.”

It seemed an insanity, but there was
nothing else to be done, so, fixing my
heels in a niche, | grasped them and
slowly he slid forward till his body van-
ished'to the middle. What he saw does
not matter, for 1 saw it all afterward,
but what happened was that suddenly
all his great weight came upon my arms
with such a jerk that his ankles were
torn from my grip.

Or, God knows, perhaps in my terror
| loosed them, obeying the natural im-
pulse which prompis a man to save his
own life. If so, may | be forgiven, but
had | held on, I must have been jerked
into the abyss. Then the rope ran out
and remained taut.

“Leo!” | screamed, “Leo!” and |
heard a muffled wvoice saying, as |
thought, “Come.” What it really said
was: “Don’t come.” But indeed—and
may it go to my credit—I did not pause
to think, but face outward, just as | was
sitting, began to slide down the ice.

In two seconds | had reached the
curve, in three | was over it. Beneath
was what | can only describe as a great
icicle broken off short, and separated
from the cliff by about-four yards of
space. This icicle was not more than
fifteen feet in length and sloped out-
ward, so that my descent was not sheer.
Moreover, at the end of it the trickling
of water, or some such accident, had
worn away the ice, leaving a little ledge
as broad, perhaps, as a man’s hand.
There were roughnesses on the surface
below the curve, upon which my cloth-
ing caught, also | gripped them desper-
ately with my fingers. Thus it came

about that | slid down quite gently and,
my heels landing upon the little ledge,
remained almost upright, with out-
stretched arms, like a person crucified
to a cross of ice.

Then | saw everything, and the sight
curdled the blood within my wveins.
Hanging to the rope, four or five feet
below the broken point, was Leo, out of
reach of it, and out of reach of the cliff,
as he hung turning slowly round and
round, much as—for in a dreadful, in-
consequent fashion the absurd similarity
struck me even then—a joint turns be-
fore the fire. Below yawned the black
gulf, and at the bottom of it, far, far
beneath, appeared a faint white sheet of
snow. That is what | saw.

Think of it! Think of it! | crucified
upon the ice, my heels resting upon a
little ledge; my fingers grasping ex-
crescences on which a bird could
scarcely have found a foothold; round
and below me dizzy space. To climb
back whence | came was impossible, to
stir even was impossible, since one slip
and I' must be gone.

And below me, hung like a spider to
its cord, Leo turning slowly round and
round.

I could see that rope of green hide
stretch beneath his weight and the knots
in it slip and tighten. Agony took hold
of me; a cold sweat burst from every
pore, I-could feel it running down my
face like tears; my hair bristled on my
head. And below, in utter silence, Leo
turned round and round, and each time
he turned his up-cast eyes met mine with
a look that was horrible to see.

The silence was the worst of it, the
silence and the helplessness. If he had
cried out, if he had struggled, it would
have been better. But to know that he
was alive there, with every nerve and
perception at its utmost stretch. Oh!
my God! Oh! my God!

Then blackness gathered round me,
and in the blackness visions—of the liv-
ing, resistless avalanche, of the snow-
grave into which | had sunk—oh! years
and years ago; of Ayesha demanding
Leo’s life at my hands. Blackness and
silence, through which | could only hear
the cracking of my muscles.
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Suddenly in the blackness a flash, and
in the silence’ a sound. The flash was
the flash of a knife which Leo had
drawn. He was hacking at the cord
with it fiercely, fiercely, to make an end.
And the sound was that of the noise he
made, a ghastly noise, half shout of de-
fiance and half yell of terror, as at
length it parted.

| saw it part. The hide was half cut
through, and its severed portion curled
upward and downward like the upper
and lower lips of an angry dog, while
that which was unsevered stretched out
slowly till it grew quite thin. Then it
snapped, so that the rope flew upward
and struck me across the face like the
blow of a whip.

Another instant and | heard a crack-
ling, thudding sound. Leo had struck
the ground below. Leo was dead, a
mangled mass of flesh and bone as |
had pictured him. | could not bear it.
My nerve and human dignity came
back. | would not wait until, my
strength exhausted, | slid from my
perch as a wounded bird falls from a
tree. No, | would follow him at once,
of my own act.

| let my arms fall against my sides,
and rejoiced in the relief from pain that
the movement gave me. Then balanced
upon my heels, | stood upright, took my
last look at the sky, muttered my last

prayer. For an instant | remained thus
poised. _
Shouting, “I come,” | raised my

hands above my head and dived as a
bather dives, dived into the black gulf
beneath.

CHAPTER VI.
IN THE GATE.

Oh! that rush through space! Folk
falling thus are supposed to lose con-
sciousness, but | can assert that this is
not true. Never were my wits and per-
ceptions more lively than while | trav-
eled from the broken glacier to the
ground, and never did a short journey
seem to take a longer time. | saw the
white floor, like some living thing, leap-
ing up through empty air to meet me,
then—/Awts7

Crash! Why, what was this? | still
lived. 1 was in water, for | could feel
its chill, and going down, down, till |
thought | should never rise again. But
rise | did, though my lungs were nigh
to bursting first. As | floated up to-
ward the top | remembered the crash,
which told me that | had passed through
ice. Therefore | should meet ice at the
surface again. Oh! to think that after
surviving so much I must be drowned
like a kitten and beneath a sheet of ice.
My hands touched it. There it was
above me, shining white like glass.
Heaven be praised! My head broke
through; in this low and sheltered gorge
it was but a film no thicker than a penny
formed by the light frost of the previous
night. So | rose from the deep and
stared about me, treading water with
my feet.

Then | saw the gladdest sight that
ever my eyes beheld, for on the right,
not ten yards away, the water running
from his hair and beard, was Leo. Leo
alive, for he broke the thin ice with his
arm as he struggled toward the shore
from the deep river. He saw me also,
and his gray eyes seemed to start out
of his head.

“Still living, both of us, and the
precipice passed!” he shouted in a ring-
ing, exultant voice. “l told you we
were led.”

"Ay, but whither?” | answered as I,
too, fought my way through the film of
ice.

Then it was | became aware that we
were no longer alone, for on the bank
of the river, some thirty yards from us,
stood two figures, a man leaning upon a
tall staff and a woman. He was a very
old man, for his eyes were horny, his
snow-white hair and beard hung upon
the bent breast and shoulders, and his
sardonic, Wrinkled features were yellow
as wax. They might have been those of
a death mask cut in marble. There,
clad in an ample, monkish robe, and
leaning upon the staff, he stood still as
a statue and watched us. | noted it all,
every detail, although at the time | did
not know that I was doing so, as we
broke our way through the ice toward
them and afterward the picture came
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back to me. Also | saw that the woman,
who was very tall, pointed to us.

Nearer the bank, or rather the rock
edge of the river, its surface was free
of ice, for here the stream ran swiftly.
Seeing this, we drew close together and
swam on side by side to help each other
if need were. There was much need,
for in the fringe of the current the
strength that had served me so long
seemed to desert me, and | became help-
less ; numbed, too, with the icy coldness
of the water. Indeed, had not Leo
grasped my clothes | think that | should
have been swept away by the stream to
perish. Thus aided we fought on a
while, till he said:

“l am going under.
end.”

So | gripped the strip of yak’s hide
that was still fast about him, and, his
hand thus freed, he made a last splendid
effort to keep us both, cumbered as we
were with the thick, soaked garments
that dragged us down like lead, from
being sucked beneath the surface.
Moreover, he succeeded where any
other swimmer of less strength must
have failed. Still, 1 think that we
should have drowned, since here the tor-
rent ran like a mill race, had not the
man upon the shore, seeing our plight
and urged thereto by the woman, run
with surprising swiftness in one so
aged, to a point of rock that jutted
some yards into the stream, past which
we were being swept, and seating him-
self, stretched out his staff toward us.

With a desperate endeavor Leo
grasped it as we went by, rolling over
and over each other, and held on.
Round we swung into the eddy, found
our feet, were knocked down again,
rubbed and pounded on the rocks. But
still gripping that staff of salvation, to
his end of which the old man clung like
a limpet to a stone, while the woman
clung to him, we recovered ourselves,
and, sheltered somewhat by the rock,
floundered toward the shore. Lying on
his face—for we were still in great dan-
ger—the man extended his arm. We
could not reach it; and worse, suddenly
the staff was torn from him; we were
being swept away.

Hold to the rope

Then it was that the woman did a
noble thing, for springing into the
water—*-yes, up to her armpits—and
holding fast to the old man by her left
hand, with the right she seized Leo’s
hair and dragged him shoreward.
Here he found his feet for a moment,
and throwing one arm about her slender
form, steadied himself thus, while with
the other he supported me. Now fol-
lowed a long, confused struggle, but
the end of it was that the three of us,
the old man, Leo and I, rolled in a heap
upon the bank and lay there gasping.

Presently | looked up. The woman
stood over us, water streaming from her
garments, staring like one in a dream
at Leo’s face, smothered as it was with
blood, from a deep cut in his head.
Even then | noticed how stately and
beautiful she wes*. Now she seemed to
awake and, glancing at the robes that
clung to her splendid shape, said some-
thing to her companion, turned and ran
toward the cliff.

As we lay before him, utterly ex-
hausted, the old man contemplated us
solemnly with his dim eyes. He spoke,
but we did not understand. Again he
tried another language and without suc-
cess. A third time and our ears were
opened, for the tongue he used was
Greek; yes, there in Central Asia he ad-
dressed us in Greek, not very pure, it is
true, but still Greek.

“Are yott-wizards,” he said, “that you
have lived to reach this land?”

“Nay,” | answered in the same
tongue, though in broken words—since
of- Greek | had thought little for many
a year—:‘for then we should have come
otherwise,” and | pointed to our hurts
and the precipice behind us.

“They know the ancient speech; it is
as we were told from the mountain,” he
muttered to himself. Then he asked:

“Strangers, what seek you 7’

Now | grew cunning and did not an-
swer, fearing lest, should he learn the
truth, he would thrust us back into the
river. But Leo had no such caution, or
rather all reason had left him; he was
light-headed.

“We seek” he Stuttered out—his
Greek, which had always been feeble,
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now was simply barbarous and mixed
with various Thibetan dialects—*“we
seek the land of the Fire Mountain that
is crowned with the Sign of Life.”

The man stared at us. “So you
know,1 he said, then broke off and
added, “and whom do you seek?”

“Her,” answered Leo, wildly, “the
queen.” | think that he meant to say
the priestess, or the goddess, but could
only think of the Greek for queen, or
rather something resembling it. Or
perhaps it was because the woman who
had gone looked like a queen.

“Oh! said the man, “you seek a
gueen—then you are those for whom we
were bidden to watch. Nay, how can
| be sure?”

“Is this a time to put questions?” |
asked, angrily. “But *ho are you?’

“l? Strangers, | am the Guardian
of the Gate, and the lady who was with
me is the Khania of Kaloon,”

At this point Leo began to faint.

“That' man is sick,” said the guard-
ilan, “and now that you have got your
breath again, you must have shelter,
both of you, and at once. Come, help
me.”

So, supporting Leo on either side, we
dragged ourselves away from that ac-
cursed cliff and Styx-like river up a
narrow, winding gorge. Presently it
opened out and there, stretching across
the glade, we saw the gate. Of this all
| observed then, for my memory of the
details of this scene and of the con-
versation that passed is very weak and
blurred, was that it seemed to be a
mighty wall of rock in which a pathway
had been hollowed where doubtless once
passed the road. On one side of this
passage was a stair, which we began to
ascend with great difficulty, for Leo
was now almost senseless and scarcely
moved his legs. Indeed at the head of
the first flight he sank down in a heap,
nor did our strength suffice to lift him.

While | wondered feebly what was to
be done, | heard footsteps, and looking
up, saw the woman who had saved him
descending the stair, and after her two
robed men with a Tartar cast of coun-
tenance, very impassive, small eyes and
yellowish skin. Even the sight of us

did not appear to move them to aston-
ishment. She spoke some words to
them, whereon they lifted Leo’s heavy
frame, apparently with ease, and carried
him up the steps.

We followed, and reached a room that
seemed to be hewn from the rock above
the gateway, where the woman called
Khania left us. From it we passed
through other rooms, one of them a kind
of kitchen, in which a fire burned, till
we came to a large chamber, evidently a
sleeping place, for in it were wooden
bedsteads, mattresses and rugs. Here
Leo was laid down, and with the assist-
ance of one of his servants, the old
guardian undressed him, at the same
time motioning me to take off my own
garments. This for the first time dur-
ing many days | did gladly enough,
though with great difficulty, to find
that | was a mass of wounds and
bruises.

Presently our host blew upon a
whistle, and the other servant appeared
bringing hot water in a jar, with which
we were washed over. Then the guard-
ian dressed our hurts with some sooth-
ing ointment, and wrapped us round
with blankets. After this broth was
brought, into which he mixed medicine,
and giving me a portion of it to drink
where | lay upon one of the beds, he
took Leo’s head upon his knee and
poured the rest of it down his throat.
Instantly a wonderful warmth ran
through me, and my aching brain began
to swim. Then | remembered no more.

After this we were very, very ill.
What may have been the exact medical
definition of our sickness, | do not
know, but in effect it was such as fol-
lows loss of blood, extreme exhaustion,
paralyzing shock to the nerves and ex-
tensive cuts and contusions. These
taken together produced a long period
of semi-unconsciousness, followed by
another period of fever and delirium.
All that I can recall of those weeks
while we remained the guests of the
Guardian of the Gate, may be summed
up in one word—dreams, that is until at
last | recovered my senses.

The dreams themselves are forgotten,
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which is perhaps as well, as they were
very confused, ad- for the most part
awful; a hotch-potch of nightmares, re-
flected without doubt from vivid mem-
ories of our recent and fearsome suffer-
ings, At times | would wake up from
them a little, | suppose when food was
administered to me, and receive impres-
sions of whatever was passing in the
place. Thus I can recollect that yellow-
faced old guardian standing over me
like a ghost in the moonlight, stroking
his long beard, his eyes fixed upon my
face, as though he would search out the
secrets of my soul.

"They are the men,” he muttered to
himself, “without doubt they are the
men,” then walked to the window and
looked up long and earnestly, like one
who studies the stars.

After this I remember a disturbance
in the room, and dominating it, as it
were, the rich sound of a woman’s voice
and the rustle of a woman’s silks sweep-
ing the stone floor. 1 opened my eyes
and saw that it was she who had helped
to rescue us, who had rescued us in fact,
a tall and noble-looking lady with a
beauteous, weary face and liquid eyes
that seemed to burn. From the heavy
cloak she wore | thought that she must
have just returned from a journey.

She stood above me and looked at me,
then turned away with a gesture of in-
difference, if not of disgust, speaking
to the guardian in a low voice. By way
of answer he bowed, pointing to the
.other bed where Leo lay asleep, and
thither she passed with slow, imperious
movements. | saw her bend down and
lift the corner of a wrapping which cov-
ered his wounded head, and heard her
utter some smothered words before she
turned round to the guardian as though
to question him further.

But he had gone, and being alone, for
she thought me senseless, she drew a
rough stool to the side of the bed, and
seating herself studied him who lay
thereon with an earnestness that was
almost terrible, for her soul seemed to
be concentrated in her eyes, and to find
"expression through them. Long she
gazed thus, then rose and began to walk
swiftly up and down the chamber, press-

ing her hands now to her bosom and
now to her brow, a certain passionate
perplexity stamped upon her face, as
though she struggled to remember
something and could not.

"“Where and when?” she whispered.
“Oh! where and when?”

Of the end of that scene | knon
nothing, for although | fought hard
against it, oblivion mastered me. After
this | became aware that the regal-look-
ing woman called Khania was always in
the room, and that she seemed to be
nursing Leo with great care and tender-
ness. Sometimes even she nursed me
when Leo did not need attention, and
she had nothing else to do, or so her
manner seemed to suggest. It was as
though | excited her curiosity, and she
wished me to recover that it might be
satisfied.

Again | awoke, how long after | can-
not say.. It was night, and the room
was lighted by the moon only, now
shining in a clear sky. Its steady rays
entering at the window place fell on
Leo's bed, and by them | saw that the
dark, imperial woman was watching at
his side. Some sense of her presence
must have communicated itself to him,
for he began to mutter in his sleep, now
in English, now in Arabic. She became
intensely interested; as her every move-
ment showed. Then rising suddenly she
glided across the rpom on tiptoe to look
at me. Seeing"frer coming | feigned to
be asleep, and so well that she was de-
ceived.

For | was also interested. Who was
this lady whom the Guardian had called
the Khania of Kaloon? Could it be she
whom we sought? Why not? And yet
if | saw Ayesha, surely | should know
her, surely there would be no room for
doubt.

Back she went again to the bed, kneel-
ing down beside Leo, and in the intense
silence that followed—for he had ceased
his mutterirtgs—I thought that |1 could
hear the beating of her heart. Now she
began to speak, very low and in that
same bastard Greek tongue mixed here
and there with Mongolian words such
as are common to the dialects of Central
Asia. | could not hear or understand
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all she said, but some sentences | did
understand, and they frightened me not
a little.

“Man of my dreams,” she murmured,
“whence come you? Who are you?
Why did the Hesea bid me meet you ?’
Then some sentences | could not catch.
“You sleep; in sleep the eyes are
opened. Answer and say what is the
bond between you and me? Why have
| dreamed of you? Why do | know
you? Why'— 7’ and the sweet, rich
voice died slowly from a whisper into
silence, as though she were ashamed to
utter what was on her tongue.

As she bent over him a lock of her
hair broke loose from its jeweled fillet
and fell across his face. At its touch he
seemed to wake, for he lifted his gaunt,
white hand, and touched the hair, then
said, in English:

“Where am 1?7 Ohl | remember,”
and their eyes met as he strove to lift
himself and could not. Then he spoke
again in his broken, stumbling Greek:
“You are the lady who saved me from
the water. Say, are you also that queen
whom | have sought so long and en-
dured so much to find?”

“l know not,” she answered, in a
voice, as sweet as honey, a low, trem-
bling voice; “but true it is | am a queen
—if a Khania is a queen.”

“Say then, queen, do you remember
me?”

“We have met in dreams,” she an-
swered; “l think that we have met in
a past that is far away. Yes; | knew
it when | saw you first*there by the
river. Stranger with the well-remem-
bered face, tell me, | pray you, how you
are named?”

“Leo Vincey”

She shook her head, whispering:

“l know not the name, yet you I
know.”

“You know me! How do you know
me?” he said, heavily, and seemed to
sink again into slumber or swoon.

She watched him for a while very in-
tently. Then as though some force that
she could not resist drew her, | saw her
bend down her head over his sleeping
face. Yfes; and | saw her kiss him
swiftly on the lips, then spring back

crimson to the hair, as though over-
whelmed with shame at this victory of
her mad passion.

Now it was that she discovered me.

Bewildered, fascinated, amazed, |
had raised myself upon my bed, #ot
knowing it, | suppose that I might see
and hear the better. It was wrong,
doubtless, but no common curiosity
overmastered me, who had my p«t in
all this story. More, it was foolisn, but
illness and wonder had killed my rea-
son.

Yes, she saw me watching them, and
such fury seemed to take hold of her
that | thought my hour had come.

“Man, have you dared——— ?’ she said,
in an intense whisper, and snatching at
her girdle. Now in her hand shone a
knife, and | knew that it was destined
for my heart. Then in this sore danger
my wit came back to me and as she ad-
vanced | stretched out my shaking hand,
saying:

“Oh! of your pity, give me to drink.
The fever burns me, it burns,” and |
looked round like one bewildered who
sees not, repeating: “Give me drink,
you who are called guardian,” and |
fell back exhausted.

She stopped as a hawk stops in its
swoop, and swiftly sheathed the dagger.
Then taking a bowl of milk that stood
on a table near her, she held it to my
lips, searching my face the while with
her flaming eyes, for indeed passion,
hate and fear had lit them till they
seemed to flame. | drank the milk in
great gulps, though never in my life did
| find it more hard to swallow.

“You tremble,” she said;
dreams haunted you?”

“Ay, friend,” | answered, “dreams of
that fearsome precipice and of the last
leap.”

“Aught else?” she asked.

“Nay; is it not enough? Oh! what
a journey to have taken to befriend a
queen!”

“To befriend a queen,” she repeated,
puzzled. “What means the man? You
swear you have had no other dreams

“Ay, | swear by the Symbol of Life
and the Mount of the Wavering Flame,

“have
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and by yourself, 0 queen from the an-
cient days!”

Then | sighed and pretended to

swoon, for | could think of nothing" else
to do. As | closed my eyes | saw her
face that had been red as dawn turn
pede as eve, for my words and all that
might he behind them had gone home.
Moreover, she was in doubt, for | could
hear her fingering the handle of the
dagger. Then she spoke aloud, words
for my ears if they still were open.

“l am glad,” she said, “that he
dreamed no other dreams, since had he
done so and babbled of them it would
have been ill-omened, and | do not wish
that one who has traveled far to visit
us should be hurled to the death dogs
for burial; one, moreover, who al-
though old and hideous, still has the
air of a wise and silent man.”

Now while | shivered at these un-
pleasant hints—though what the “death
dogs” in which people were buried
might be, | could not conceive—to my
intense joy | heard the foot of the
guardian on the stair, heard him, too,
enter the room and saw him bow before
the lady.

“How go these sick men, niece* ?” he
said, in bis cold voice.

“They swoon, both of them,” she an-
swered.

“Indeed, is it so? | thought other-
wise. | thought they woke.”

“What have you heard, Shaman ?”
she asked, angrily.

"I? Oh! | heard the grating of a
dagger in its sheath and the distant bay-
ing of the death hounds.”

“And what have you seen, Shaman,"”
she asked, again, “looking through the
gate you guard?”

“Strange sights, Khania, my niece.
But—men awake from swoons.”

“Ay,” she answered, “so while this
one sleeps, bear him to another cham-
ber, for he needs change, and the lord
yonder needs more space and untainted
air.”

The guardian, whom she called “Sha-

*1 found later that the Khania, Atene, was
not Simbri’s niece, but his great-niece, on the
mother’s side-—L. H. H.
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man,” or Magician, held a lamp in his
hand, and by its light it was easy to see
"his face, which | watched out of the
corner of my eye. | thought that it
wore a very strange expression, one,
moreover, that alarmed me somewhat.
From the beginning | had misdoubted
me of this old man, whose cast of coun-
tenance was vindictive as it was able;
now | was afraid of him,

"To which chamber,
said, with meaning.

“l think,” she answered, slowly, "to
one that is healthful, where he will re-
cover. The man has wisdom,” she
added, as though in explanation; “more-
over, having the word from the moun-
tain, to harm him would be dangerous.
But why do you ask?”

He shrugged his shotilders.

“l tell you | heard the death hounds
bay, that is all. Yes, with you | think
that he has wisdom, and the bee which
seeks honey should suck the flower—
before it fades! Also, as you say, there
are commands with which it is ill to
trifle, even if we cannot guess their
meaning.”

Then going to the door he blew upon
his whistle, and instantly | heard the
feet of his servants upon the stairs. He
gave them an order, and gently enough
they lifted the mattress on which | lay
and followed him down sundry passages
and past some stairs into another cham-
ber shaped like that we had left, but not
so large, where they placed me upon a
bed.

The guardian watched me a while to
see that | did not wake. Next he
stretched out his hand and felt my
heart and pulse; an examination the re-
sults of which seemed to puzzle him,
for he uttered a little exclamation and
shook his head. After this he left the
room, and | heard him bolt the door
behind him. Then, being still very
weak, | fell asleep in earnest.

When | awoke it was broad daylight.
My mind was clear and | felt better
than | had done for many a day, signs
by which | knew that the fever had left
me and that | was on the high road to
recovery. Now | remembered all the
events of the previous night and was

Khania ?” he
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able to weigh them carefully. This, to
be sure, I did for many reasons, among
them that | knew | had been, and still
was, in great danger.

I had seen and heard too much, and
this woman called Khania guessed that
| had seen and heard. Indeed, had it
not been for my hints about the Symbol
of Life and the Mount of Flame, after
| had disarmed her first rage by my
artifice, 1 felt sure that she would have
ordered the old guardian, or Shaman, to
do me to death in this way or the other;
sure also that he would not have, hes-
itated to obey her. | had been spared
partly because she was afraid to kill me
for some unknown reason, and partly
that she might learn how much | knew,
although the “death hounds had bayed,”
whatever that might mean. Well, up
to the present | was safe, and for the
rest | must take my chance. Moreover,
it was necessary to be cautious, and, if
need were, to feign ignorance. So, dis-
missing the matter of my own fate from
my mind, | fell to considering the scene
which | had witnessed and what might
be its purport.

Was our quest at an end? Was this
woman Ayesha? Leo had so dreamed,
but he was still delirious, therefore here
was little light. What seemed more to
the point was that she herself evidently
appeared to think that there existed
some tie between her and this sick man.
Why had she embraced him? | was
sure that she could be no wanton, nor
indeed would any woman indulge for
its own sake in such folly with a
stranger who hung between life and
death. What she had done was done
because irresistible impulse, born of
knowledge, or at least of memories,
drove her on, though mayhap the knowl-
edge was imperfect and the memories
were undefined. Who save Ayesha
could have known anything of Leo in
the past? None who lived upon the
earth to-day.

And yet, why not, if what Kou-en,
the abbot, and tens of millions of his
fellow worshipers believed were true?
If the souls of human beings were in
fact strictly -limited in number and be-
came the tenants of an endless suc-

cession of physical bodies which they
change from time to time as we change
our garments, why should not others
have known him? For instance, that
daughter of the Pharaohs who *‘caused
him through love to break the vows that
he had vowed” knew a certain priest of
“Isis whom the gods cherish and the
demons obey,” even Amenartas, the
mistress of magic.

Oh! now a light seemed to break
upon me, a terrible light. What if
Amenartas and this Khania, this woman
with royalty stamped on every feature,
should be the same? Would not that
“magic of my own people that | have”
of which she wrote upon the Sherd, en-
able her to pierce the darkness of the
past and recognize the man whom she
had bewitched to love her, snatching
him out of the very hand of the god-
dess? What if it were not Ayesha, but
Amenartas reincarnate who ruled this
hidden land and once more sought to
make the man she loved break through
his vows? If so, knowing the evil that
must come, | shook even at its shadow.
The truth must be learned, but how ?

While | wondered the door opened,
and the sardonic, inscrutable, old-faced
man, whom this Khania had called Ma-
gician, and who called the Khania
niece, entered and stood before me.

CHAPTER VII.

THE FIRST ORDEAL.

The Shaman advanced to my side and
asked me courteously how | fared.

| answered: “Better. Far better, oh,
my host—but how are you named?”

“Simbri,” he answered, “and my title
is Hereditary Guardian of the Gate.
By profession | am the royal physician
in this land.”

“Did you say physician or magician 7’
| asked, carelessly, as though | had not
caught the word. He gave me a curious
look.

“l said physician, and it is well for
you and your companion that | have
some skilLin my art. Otherwise |
think, perhaps, you would not have been
alive to—-day, O my guest—but how are
you named?”
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"Holly,” | said.

“Oh! my guest, Holly.”

“Had it not been for the foresight
that brought you and the lady Khania
to the edge of yonder darksome river,
certainly we should not have been alive,
venerable Simbri, a foresight that seems
to me to savor of magic in such a lonely
place. That is why | thought you
might have described yourself as a ma-
gician, though it is true that you may
have been but fishing in those waters.”

“Certainly | was fishing, stranger
Holly—for men, and | caught two.”

“Fishing by chance, host Simbri ?’

“Nay, by design, guest Holly. My
trade of physician includes the study of
future events, for | am the chief of the

. Shamans or Seers of this land, and,

having been warned of your coming
quite recently, | awaited your arrival.”

“Indeed, that is strange, most cour-
teous also. So here physician and ma-
gician mean the same.”

“You say it,” he answered, with a
grave bow; “but tell me, if you will,
how did you find your way to a land
whither visitors do not wander 7’

“Oh!” | answered, “perhaps we are
but travelers, or perhaps we also have
studied—medicine.”

“I think that you must have studied”
it deeply, since otherwise you would not

have lived to cross those mountains in "

search of—now, what did you seek?
Your companion, | think, spoke of a
queen—yonder, on the banks of the
river.”

“Did he? ~Did he, indeed? Well,
that is strange since he seems to have
found one, for surely that royal-looking
lady, named Khania, who sprang into
the water and saved us, must be a
queen.”

“A queen she is, and a great one, for
in our land Khania means queen, though
how, friend Holly, a man who has lain
senseless can have learned this, | do not
know. Nor do I. know how you come
to speak our language.”

“That is simple, for the tongue you
talk is very ancient, and as it chances
in my own country it has been my lot to
study and to teach it. It is Greek, but
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hci\lfv it reached these mountains | cannot
tell.”

“I will tell you,” he answered. “Many
generations ago a great conqueror of
the nation that spoke this tongue fought
his way through the country to the
south of us. He was driven back, but a
general of his of another race advanced
and crossed the mountains, and over-
came the people of this land, bringing
with him his language and his worship.
Here he established his dynasty, and
here it remains, for being ringed in with
deserts and with pathless mountain
snows, it holds no converse with the
outer world.”

“Yes, | know some of that story; and
the conqueror was named Alexander,
was he not?” | asked.

“He was so named, and the name of
the general was Ra-sen, a native of a
country called Egypt, or so our records
tell us. His descendants hold the throne
to this day, and Khania is of his blood.”

“Was the goddess whom he wor-
shiped called Isis?”

“Nay,” he answered, “she was called
Hes ”

“Which,” | interrupted, “is another
title for Isis. Tell me, is her worship
continued here? | ask because it is now
dead in Egypt, which was its home.”

“There is a temple on the mountain
yonder,” he replied, indifferently, “and
in it are priests-and priestesses who
practice some ancient cult. But the’real
god of this people now, as long before
the day of Ra-sen their conqueror, is the
fire that dwells in that same mountain,
which from time to time breaks out and
slays them.”

“And does the goddess dwell in the
fire?” | asked.

Again he searched my face with his
cold eyes, then answered:

“Stranger Holly, I know nothing of
any goddess. That mountain is sacred,
and to seek to learn its secrets is to die.
Why do you ask such questions?”

“Only because | am curious in the
matter of old religions, and seeing the
Symbol of Life upon yonder peak, came
hither to study yours, of which indeed
a tradition still remains among the
learned.”
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“Then abandon that study, friend
Holly, for the road to it runs through
the jaws of the death hounds, and the
spears of savages. Nor indeed is there
anything to learn.”

“And what, physician, are the death
hounds 7’

“Certain dogs to which, according to
our ancient custom, all offenders against
the law or the will of the Khan, are cast
to be torn to pieces.”

“The will of the Khan! Has this
Khania of yours a husband, then?”

“Ay,” he answered, “her cousin, who
was the ruler of half the land. Now
they and the land are one. But you
have talked enough; I am here to say
that your food is ready,” and he turned
to leave the room.

“One more question, friend Simbri.
How came | to this chamber, and where
is my companion ?’

“You were borne hither in your sleep,
and see, the change has bettered you.
Do you remember nothing?”

“Nothing, nothing at all,” | answered,
earnestly. “But what of my friend 7’

“He also is better. The Khania Atene
nurses him.”

“Atene?” | said. “That is an Egyp-
tian name. It means the Dish of the
Sun, and a woman who bore it thou-
sands of years ago was famous for her
beauty.”

“Well, and is not my niece Atene
beautiful 7

“How can | tell, O uncle of the
Khania,” | answered, wearily, *“who
have scarcely seen her?”

Then he departed, and presently his
yellow-faced, silent servants brought me
my food.

Later in the morning the door opened
again, and through it, unattended, came
the Khania Atene, who shut and bolted
it behind her. This action did not reas-
sure me, still, rising in my bed, | saluted
her as best | could, although at heart |
was afraid. She seemed to read my
doubts, for she said:

“Lie down, and have no fear. At
present you will come by no harm from
me. Now, tell me what is the man
called Leo to you? Your son? Nay, it

cannot be, since—forgive me—Ilight is
not born of darkness.”

“l have always thought that it was so
born, Khania. Yet you are right; he is
but my adopted son, and a man whom
I love.”

“Say, what seek you here#’ she asked.

“We seek, Khania, whatsoever fate
shall bring us on yonder mountain, that
which is crowned with flame.”

Her face paled at the words, but she
answered in a steady voice:

“Then there you will find nothing but
doom, if indeed you do not find it be-
fore you reach its slopes, which are
guarded by savage men. Yonder is the
College of Hes, and to violate its sanc-
tuary is death to any man, death in the
ever-burning fire.”

“And who rules this college, Khania
—a priestess?”

“Yes, a priestess, whose face | have
never seen, for she is so old that she
veils herself from curious eyes.”

“Ah! she veils herself, does she?’ |
answered, as the blood went thrilling
through my veins, | who remembered
another who also was so old that she
veiled herself “om curious eyes. “Well,
veiled or unveiled, we would visit her,
trusting to find that we are welcome.”

“That you shall not do,” she said,
“for it is unlawful, and | will not have
your blood upon my hands.”

“Which is the stronger,” | asked of
her, “you, Khania, or this priestess of
the mountain?”

“l am the stronger, Holly, for so you
are named, are you not? Look you, at
my need | can summon sixty thousand
men in war, while she has naught but
her priests and the fierce, untrained
tribes.”

“The sword is not the only power in
the world,” | answered. “Tell me, now,
does this priestess ever visit the country
of Kaloon?”

“Never, never, for by the ancient
pact, made after the last great struggle
long centuries ago between the college
and the people of the plain, it was de-
creed and sworn to that should she set
her foot across the riyer, this means war
to the end between us, and rule for the
victor over both. Likewise, save when
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unguarded they bear their dead to burial,
or for some such high purpose, no Khan
or Khania of Kaloon ascends the moun-
tain.”

“Which, then, is the true master—the
Khan of Kaloon or the head of the Col-
lege -of Hes?” | asked again.

“In matters spiritual, the priestess of
Hes, who is our oracle and the voice of

Heaven. In matters temporal, the
Khan of Kaloon.”
“The Khan. Ah! you are married,

lady, are you not?”’

"Ay,” she answered, her face flush-
ing. “And | will tell you what you soon
must learn, if you have not learned it
already, | am the wife of a madman,
and he is—hateful to me.”

“1l have learned the last already,
Khania.”

She looked at me with her piercing
€yes

“What! Did my uncle, the Shaman,
he who is called guardian, tell’ you?
Nay, you saw, as | knew you saw, and
it would have been best to slay you, for,
oh! what must you think of me?”

I made no answer, for in truth | did
not know what to think, also | feared
lest rash admissions should be followed
by swift vengeance.

“You must believe,” she went on,
“that I, who have ever hated men, that
I—1 swear that it is true—whose lips
are purer than those mountain snows, I,
the Khania of Kaloon, whom they name
Heart-of-lce, am but a shameless
thing.” And, covering her face with
her hand, she moaned in the bitterness
of her distress.

“Nay,” | said, “there may be reasons,
explanations, if it pleases you to give
them.”

“Wanderer, there are such reasons;
and since you know so much, you shall
learn them also. Like that husband of
mine, | have become mad. When first
| saw the face of your companion, as |
dragged him from the river, madness
entered me, and L —— "~

“Loved him,” | suggested, “Well,
such things have happened before to
people who were not mad.”

“Oh!” she went on, “it was more
than love; | was possessed, and that

night I knew not what | did. A power
drove me on; a destiny compelled me,
and to the end I am his, and his alone.
Yes, | am his, and | swear that he shall
be mine,” and with this wild declaration,
dangerous enough under the conditions,
she turned and fled the room.

She was gone, and after the struggle
—for such it was—I| sank back ex-
hausted. How came it that this sudden
passion had mastered her? Who and
what was this Khania, | wondered, and
—this was more to the point, who and
what would Leo believe her to be? If
only | could be with him before he said
words or did deeds impossible to recall.

Three days went by, during which
time | saw no more of the Khania, who,
or so | was informed by Simbri, the
Shaman, had returned to her city to
make ready for us, her guests. | begged
him to allow me to rejoin Leo, but he
answered politely, though with much
firmness, that my foster-son did better
without me. Now, | grew suspicious,
fearing lest some harm had come to
Leo, though how to discover the truth
I knew not. In my anxiety | tried to
convey a note to him, written upon a
leaf of a water-stained pocketbook, but
the yellow-faced servant refused to
touch it, and Simbri said, dryly, that he
would have naught to do with writings
which he could not read. At length, on
the third night, I made up my mind that
whatever the risk, with leave or without
it, | would try to find him.

By this time | could walk well, and
indeed was almost strong again. So
about midnight, when the moon was up,
for 1 had no other light, I crept from
my bed, threw on my garments, and
taking a knife, which was the only
weapon | possessed, opened the door of
my room and started.

Now, when | was carried from the
rock chamber where Leo and | had been
together, | took note of the way. First,
reckoning from my sleeping place,
there wes* a passage thirty paces long,
for | had counted the footfalls of my
bearers. Then came a turn to the left,
and ten more paces of passage, and
lastly near certain steps running to
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some place unknown, another sharp turn
to the right which led to our old cham-
ber.

Down the long passage | walked
stealthily, and although it was pitch
dark, found the turn to the left, and fol-
lowed it till | came to the second sharp
turn to the right, that of the gallery
from which rose the stairs. | crept
round it only to retreat hastily enough,
as well 1 might, for at the door of Leo’s
room, which she was in the act of lock-
ing on the outside, as | could see by the
light of the lamp that- she held in her
hand, stood the Khania herself.

My first thought was to fly back to
my own chamber, but | abandoned it,
feeling sure that | should be seen.
Therefore | determined, if she discov-
ered me, to face the matter out and say
that | was trying to find Leo, and to
learn how he fared. So | crouched
against the wall, and waited with a beat-
ing heart. | heard her sweep down the
passage, and—yes—begin to mount the
stair.

Now, what should | do? To try to
reach Leo was useless, for she had
locked the door with the key she held.
Go back to bed? No, | would follow
her, and if we met would make the same

.excuse. Thus | might get some tidings,
or perhaps—a dagger thrust.

So round the corner and up the steps
| went, noiselessly as a snake. THey
were many and winding, like those of
a church tower, but at length | came to
the head of them, where was a little
landing, and opening from it a door. It
was a very ancient door; the light
streamed through cracks where its
panels had rotted, and from the room
beyond came voices, those of the Sha-
man Simbri and the Khania.

“Have you learned aught, my niece?”
| heard him say, and also heard her an-
swer :

“A little. A very little.”

Then in my thirst for knowledge |
grew bold, and stealing to the door,
looked through one of the cracks in its
wood. Opposite to me, in the full flood
of light thrown by a hanging lamp, her
hand resting on a table at which Simbri
was seated, stood the Khania. «Truly

she was a beauteous sight, for she wore
robes of royal purple, and on her brow
a little coronet of gold, beneath which
her curling hair streamed down her
shapely neck and bosom. Seeing her |
guessed at once that she had arrayed
herself thus for some secret end, en-
hancing her loveliness by every art and
grace that is known to woman. Simbri
was looking at her earnestly, with fear
and doubt written on even his cold, im-
passive features.

“What passed between you, then?"
he asked, peering at her.

“T questioned him closely as to the
reason of his coming to this land, and
wrung from him the answer that it was
to seek some beauteous woman—he
would say no more. | asked him if she
were more beauteous than | am, and he
replied with courtesy—nothing else, |
think'—that it would be hard to say, but
that she had been different. Then | said
that though it behooved me not to speak
of such a matter, there was no lady in
Kaloon whom men held to be so fair as
I ; moreover, that | was its ruler, and
that | and no other had saved him from
the water. Ay, and | added that my
heart told me | was that woman whom
he sought.”

“Have done, niece,” said Simbri, im-

patiently. ““I would not hear of the arts
you used—well enough, doubtless.
What then?’

“Then he said that it might be so,
since he thought that this woman was
bom again, and studied me a while, ask-
ing me if | had ever ‘passed through
fire, To this | replied that the only
fires | had passed were those of the
spirit, and that | dwelt in them now.
He said, ‘Show me your hair/ and |
placed a lock of it in his hand. Pres-
ently he let it fall, and from that satchel
which he wears about his *neck drew
out another tress of hair—oh 1 Simbri,
my uncle, the loveliest hair that ever
eyes beheld, for it was soft as silk, and
reached from my coronet to the ground.
Moreover, no raven’s wing in the sun-
shine ever shone as did that fragrant
tress.

“*Yours is beautiful,5 he said, ‘but
see, they are not the same.’
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Mayhap/ | answered, ‘since no
woman ever wore such locks/

““You are right/ he replied, ‘for she
whom | seek was more than a woman/

“And then—and then—though 1 tried
him in many ways he would say no
more, so, feeling hate against this un-
known rising in my heart, and fearing
lest | should utter words that were best
unsaid, | left him. Now | bid you,
search the books that are open to your
wisdom and tell me of this woman whom
he seeks, who she is, and where she
dwells. Oh! search them—search them
swiftly, that I may find her and—Kill her
if I can.”

“Ay, if you can/’ answered the Sha-
man, “and if she lives to kill. But say,
where shall we begin our quest? Now,
this letter from the mountain that the
head priest Oros sent to your court a
while ago?”—and he selected a parch-
ment from a pile which lay upon the
table and looked at her.

“Read,” she said. “l would hear it
again.”

So he read:

From the Hesea of the House of Fire, to
Atene, Khania of Kaloon.

My Sister: Warning has reached me that
two strangers of a western race journey to
your land, seeking my oracle, of which they
would ask a question. On the first day of
the next moon, | command that Simbri, your
great-uncle, the wise Shaman, Guardian of
the Gate, shall be at his post watching the
river in the gulf at the foot' of the ancient
road, for by that steep path the strangers
travel. Let him aid them in all things and
bring them safely to the mountain, knowing
that in this matter | shall hold him and you
to account. Myself | will not meet them,
since to do so would be to break the pact
between our powers, which says that the
Hesea of the Sanctuary visits not the terri-
tory of Kaloon. save in war. Also their com-
ing is otherwise appointed.

“It would seem,” said Simbri, laying
down the parchment, “that these are no
chance, wanderers, since Hes awaits
them.”

“Ay, they are no chance wanderers,
since my heart awaited one of them also.
.Yet the Hesea cannot be that woman,
for reasons which are known to you,”

“There are many women on the
mountain,” suggested the Shaman in a

dry voice, “if indeed any woman has to
do with this matter.”

“l at least have lo do with it, and he
shall not go to the mountain.”

“Hes is powerful, my niece, and be-
neath these smooth words of hers lies
a dreadful threat. | say that she is
mighty from of old and has servants in
the earth and air. | know it, who hate
her, and to the royal house of Rassen it
has been known for many a generation.
Therefore thwart her not lest ill befall
us all. She says that it is appointed
that they shall go— ”

“And | say it is appointed that he
shall not go. Let the other go if he
desires.”

“Atene, be plain, what will you with
the man called Leo—that he should be-
come your lover?” asked the Shaman.

She stared him straight in the eyes,
and answered boldly:

“Nay, | will that he should become
my husband.”

“First he must will it, too, who seems
to have no mind that way. Also, how
can a woman have two husbands?”

She laid her hand upon his shoulder
and said:

J ‘I have no husband. You know it
well. | charge you by the close bond
of blood between us, brew me another
draught—*—"

a*‘That we mayise bound yet closer in
atbond of murder! Nay, Atene, | will
not; already your sin lies heavy on my
head. You are very fair; take the man
in your own net, if you may, or let him
be, which is better far.”

“l cannot let him be. Would that |
were able. | must love him as | must
hate the other whom he loves, yet some
power hardens his heart against me.
Oh! great Shaman, you who can read
the future and the past, tell me what
you have learned from your stars and
your divinations.”

“Already | have sought through many
a secret, toilsome hour and learned this,
Atene,” he answered. “You are right,
the fate of yonder man is intertwined
with yours, but between you and him
there rises a mighty wall that my vision
cannot pierce nor my familiars climb.
Yet | -am warned that in death you and
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he—ay, and | also, shall be very near
together.”

“Then come death,” she exclaimed
with sullen pride, “for thence at least
I'll pluck out my desire.”

“Be not so sure,” he answered, “for |
think that the power follows us even
down that dark gulf of death. | think
also that | feel the eyes of Hes watching
our secret souls.”

“Then blind them—as you can. To-
morrow send a messenger to the moun-
tain and tell the Hesea that two old
strangers have arrived—mark you, old
—but that they are very sick, that their
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limbs were broken in the river, and that
when they have healed again | will
send them to ask the question of her
oracle—that is, some three moons hence.
Perchance she may believe you, and be
content to wait; or if she does not, at
least no more words. | must sleep or
my brain will bujrst. Give me that
medicine which brings dreamless rest,
for never did | need it more, who also
feel eyes upon me,” and she glanced to-
ward the door.

Then | left, and not too soon, for as
I crept down the darksome passage |
heard it open behind —e.

In the next installment Mr. Haggard describes with wonderful
vividness certain adventures befalling Leo Vincey and Horace HoIIK in
their scarch for the Fire Mountain where they hope.to meet Ayesha*

TONY AND THE MOOSE

BY JAMES OTIS

The strange resultof a deputy sheriffs effortsto discourage taw-breaking In the Maine woods

ff ES, | reckon that was the liveliest
night put in near about the Al-
laguash River by any man; but
if you’ve ever heard tell before of a bull
moose cuttin’® in to rescue a prisoner
from the sheriff, then there’s no call for
me to open my face.”

It was Joe Champlin, the well-known
Maine guide, who spoke, and any man—
hunter, tenderfoot or logger—who ever
found Joe in the humor for telling a
story would have insisted, as did I, that
he “open his face” without delay.

We—Joe and |—were encamped half
a dozen miles north of Chamberlain
Lake, in Maine. Since three o’clock in
the morning we had been following the
trail of a moose | had wounded the
night previous, and the chase did not
come to an end until near nightfall,

when we succeeded in bringing down
the huge beast.

Camp, which consisted of a small
lean—-to, no more than sufficient to shelter
the upper portions of our bodies, was -
put up near where the moose fell. A
generous fire had been built, by the aid
of which a couple of large steaks were
broiled to a turn, and we were smoking
the after—supper pipes with that sense of
enjoyment such as can be felt only by
men in similar circumstances.

It was my first experience in hunting
big game, and that | had succeeded in
hiring Joe Champlin, the best guide in
northern Maine, was due rather to luck
than good wit. When we set out | had
no idea what a treasure in the way of
guides was to be my companion; but
at Kineo | had been told that if Joe ever
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proposed to tell a story | should' give
him the opportunity, even though at the
moment we might be hot on the trail of
the biggest moose or caribou to be found
in the country.

“Go ahead with.the yarn, Joe, and
make it good and strong,” | told him,
settling down in front of the roaring fire
in a yet more luxurious fashion.

"1 couldn’t make it stronger than it
really was if | split my mouth/’ Joe re-
plied, as he threw another log on the
flaming pile of fuel. * ’Cause, you see,
there’s no man hereabouts with top
enough to think sich a yarn out er noth-
in” but his head. He’d have to see the
whole thing, as | did, an’ even then
there’d be times in after years when he’d
ask hisself if it was all really true.

“l reckon-you never did hear tell of
Tony Lebrun, though his first name was
Antoine, which folks around here short-
ened down into Tony. Never, eh?
Waal, he was a terror, an’ no mistake,
afraid of neither beast nor the devil, an’
a-wildcat for fightin’; ready to tackle
anything, even before the sheriffs got
after him.”

"What crime had he committed,
Joe ?’ | asked, lazily.

"Waal, it wasn’'t a crime, so to speak,
though —stickin’ to it down here in Maine
is likely to carry a fellow to jail. Tony
sold whisky to the lumbermen, an’ made
a good many dollars out of it, too. The
loggin’ bosses got after him, ’cause the
men allers come away from Tony’s camp
fightin’ drunk, an' wasn’t much good at
the work for two or three days. So
they had him indicted—1 reckon that’s
what the lawyers call it—for sellin’ rum,
an’ sent Jim Beals, the nerviest deputy
sheriff in the State, to take him.

“Tony had a camp on the Allaguash
about five miles from the Ashland road,
an* it was a corker—made of hewn logs
plastered in great shape with clay, a
pitched roof covered with splints, an’
cedar boughs to keep the heat in, though
when he had started up business Nath a
lively gang of loggers, | allow nobody
inside needed a great deal of warm air.
There wasn’'t any floor, as & matter of
course, but the soil had been beaten
down hard as a soft rock, an* the fire-

place was in the middle of the ten-by-
twelve room, with a good sized hole in
the roof to play the part of chimney.
In one corner he had a wide splint board
set up on hosses made of saplin’s, which
he called the bar, an’ behind it, when
Tony was at homes you’d allers find a
barrel of whisky on tap. Good stuff
that Kanuck sold, too, an’ he wasn’t
bothered much ’bout gettin’ it, 'cause,
you see, he brought it across the line
from Canada, where sellin’” rum ain’t a
crime.

“How would he find his customers ?
Why, bless you, lad, there wasn’'t a lum-
berman within fifty miles of the camp
that didn’t know when Tony tapped his
barrel, an’ you could bet good, big money
that every mother’s son of ’'em counted
on havin’ two or three reg’lar blowouts
at Tony’s before the season ended,
whether the bosses kicked or not. The
fact was that everybody far an’ near,
guides an’ hunters as well as loggers,
got to learn when Tony had in a new
stock, an’ he didn’t need any steam
whistle to call up them as were willin’
to fire in what cash they, had.

“It was ’long ’bout this time in the
year, when the moose were beginnin’ to
call in great shape, an’ consequently ug-
lier than thunder. | was camped On
Muddy Bear pond, not more’n six miles
from Tony’s place, bein’ there to get a
caribou’s head for a dude who counted
on havin’ it mounted to show as some-
thin’ he’d killed. The snow was near to
ten inches deep on the level, with here
an’ there big drifts in the open what
called for snowshoes whether a man
wanted to tote 'em or not. | had settled
down for the night, same’s we have, an’
was leg-weary from a long tramp that
had 'mounted to nothin’ in the way of
caribou, when who should come moseyin’
erlong but Jim Beals an5Injun Charley,
a guide from Oldtown. It didn’t need
any great lookin’ for me to see that Jim
had important business on hand, though
why he’d pulled up at my camp was
more’n | could tell till he asked, after
lightin’ his pipe an’ sittin’ by for a spell,
ef | knew the location of Tony’s camp.

“Of course | told him as how | did,
for it’s a mighty good man who'll take
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the chances of lyin’ to Jim Beals, an’
then he out with his business, which
same kind er started the hair on my
head. If you'll believe it, he counted on
takin’ Tony single-handed an’ carryin’
him to Bangor. 1’d as soon thought of
goin’ out allowin' to ketch a wildcat by
the tail. Waal, Jim reckoned that |’d
have to guide him to Tony’s camp, sse-

in’s how Charley didn’t know where it'

was, an’ |I've allers noticed that them
Oldtown Injuns ain’t worth a hurrah
except to take pay for guidin’ them
what know less’n the average six-year-
old youngster.

“l didn’t make any bones of teliin’
Jim that he was a fool for so much as
thinkin’ he could take Tony out er his
own camp when, most likely, he had
a gang of half-drunken lumbermen
around who'd love to kick up a row;
but the deputy allers was headstrong, an’
he allowed that | must show him the
road whether | wanted to or not. |
didn’t try to argify, for Jim had the law
on his side, an’ might make it hot for
me when | showed up at Kineo or
Greenville.

“l took my rifle, Jim had a revolver,
an' that fool Injun was totin’ an old
army musket that wasn’t worth at the
rate of a shillin’ a dozen. We had snow-
shoes, seein’s how it-wasn’t safe to go
without ’em, an' when the scrimmage
should come—for | knowed it was due
within four seconds after Jim sighted
Tony—they’d hinder us mightily.

“It was nigh erbout seven o’clock in
the evenin® when we got started, an’
we'd get to Tony’s camp, barrin’ ac-
cidents, jest erbout the time the fun was
at its height, in case ke had customers,
which was likely. If he was alone, Jim
didn’t have the ghost of a chance to
carry out his plan, for the Kanuck could
stand off twenty men, an’ was certain to
be on the watch.

“Waal, we toddled erlong, an’ except
for a couple of miles snowshoein’ over
dry, loose snow, got within sight of the
camp in good, easy time. Tony wasn’t
alone. Guessin’ from the noise, |1’d say
$iere was more’n a hundred loggers,
everyone of ’em tryin’ to see who could
make the biggest row, which last give

us to understand that they’d been buyin’
stuff of Tony in good style.

“Jim allowed that we’d creep up an’
get a good look at the inside before de-
cidin’ how to begin business, an’ he’d
no more’n said so when Injun Charley
took a quick sneak; he wasn’t hankerin’
for a tussle with the Frenchman, an’, to
tell the truth, | didn’t blame him very
much, though | held my ground rather
than let Jim think | was erfraid. It
wasn’t any trick to get up to the door
of the camp, which had been left open
on account of the heat inside, an’ there
we saw an Allaguash River barroom in
full blast.

“It looked to me as if the camp was
plumb full of men, an’ Tony was draw-
in” off tin cups full of whisky as fast
as he knew how. Trade wouldn’t need
to keep up a great while at that rate be-
fore the barrel was bound to be empty,
an’, as | figgered it out, the loggers
wouldn’t leave till the stuff or their
money come to an end. A dozen or
more were playin’ cards, with a short,
half-hewn log for a table, an’ the rest of
the crowd were makin’ it lively for
Tony. How he ever found time to take
pay for the drinks was more’n | could
make out. A lantern was slung to the
roof of the shanty, an’ another hung just
over the whisky barrel, so you can
guess that it wouldn’t have been easy to
find a needle in a haystack, if there’d
been any hay near by, an’ it turned out
that the darkness was jest what give
Jim Beals an idee.

“‘We’'ll leave the snowshoes outside,
so's they won’t give us any bother, an’
tumble right in as if we belonged to the
gang/ Beals said to me, after wed
taken in the whole thing for a minute
or two. ‘If you get a chance to smash
that lantern where those fellows are
playin’ cards, do it after you see me
light on Tony.’

“l tried to make him see what a fool
trick it was to tackle a crowd of thirty
or more, an’ all of 'em most likely armed
as well as we; but he was pig-headed.
He had come there for Tony, an' was
goin’ to make one try at takin’ him, Ao
matter how big the odds against us.
Now, I|’ve been in some tough places
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since | got through wearin’ petticoats,
but I never tried to bite off anythin’ as
risky as followin’ Jim Beals into the
thick of that half-drunken crowd. There
was thirty of ’'em at the lowest figger,
an’ every mother’s son achin’ for a row.
When it comes to that, they were al-
ready beginnin’ to squabble over the
cards, an’ it stood to reason that before
a great while the inside of that camp
would be somethin” too much like a
wasp’s nest to suit me exactly.

“I’ve got to say for Jim Beals that he
never turned a hair, so far as | could see.
After givin’ me fair warnin’, in he
walked, pushin’ this man an’ that out of
his way to the bar, as if all he wanted
in this wide world was some of that
Canadian whisky, an’ he’s bound to
give me credit for followin’ him, though
I’'m free tosay | was scared out er a full
year’s growth.

“Waal, we walked right up to the
bar, an’ Jim, kind er keepin’ his head
down so his face couldn’x be seen any
too plain, called for two, drinks. Tony
never so much as looked up, but swung
eround an’ bent over the barrel to draw
the stuff. He passed up one cup half
full without seemin’ to know who was
behind him, an’ jest at that minute the
row among the card players broke out.
One man called another a liar, swearin’
he had been cheatin’, an’ before you
could so much as wink crossways the
whole mob of ’em was hard at it, like a
drove of cats.

“The lantern hangin’ over the card
table was shivered the first pop, which
saved me the trouble of lookin’ after it.
Jim Beals didn’t even squint eround to
see what the trouble was; but over the
ta,ble he went, spry as a squirrel, lightin’
square on Tony’s shoulders. | didn’t
need any kick to tell me what to do; but,
makin’ a pass with my rifle, knocked the
stuffin’ out er the lantern behind the bar,
an’ then jumped for Beals an’ the Ka-
nuck, who were rollin’ ’round in front
of the whisky barrel in fine style, judg-
ing from what I could hear, for it stands
to reason that you couldn’t see your
hdhd before your face. The loggers
kept right on at their own bakin’, never
thinkin’ there was any visitor eround to

make trouble, an’ you can bet Jim an’ |
‘tended strictly to business, for it was
a question of finishin’ our job an’ gettin’
out before the other row had come to
an end, else we was likely to stay in that
section of the country till old Gabriel
came eround tootin’ his horn for the
folks to wake up.

“Now, you must understand that
Tony isn't any little runt, like the gen-
eral run of French Canadians, but a
strappin’ big six-footer, an’ built right
up in shape. If he hadn’t been taken off
his guard he could have trounced Jim
an’ me without half tryin’; but, you see,
a man can’t naterally do his best when
a couple of fellows are on his back. As
it was, we had our work cut out- an’
don’t you forget it. Tony put up the
fight of his life, an’ more than once came
near turnin’ so that he could land one
of us a knockout blow.

“How long did we tussle with him?
Waal, now, | can't even guess. All |
had in mind was that if we didn’t finish
the job before the other row was over,
we'd be in a mighty tight place, an’ |
kept rigl.t on workin’ hard without tryin’
to figger whether it was two minutes or
tern | knowed, however, that the card
players was doin’ themselves proud in
the way of scratching clawin’ an’ yellin’,
which, as | said before, was the only
thing that could help us.

“After a while Jim Beals got Tony’s
head jammed between the barrel an* the
logs it was hossed up on, after which |
heard a sharp click even amidst all the
racket, which told that the sheriff had
slipped the bracelets onto the worst man
in the Maine woods. After that it wasn't
hard to handcuff Tony’s legs, an’ then
Jim stuffed an old moccasin that laid
handy into the Kanuck’s mouth, so’s he
couldn’t yell for help. Up to this time,
you must bear in mind, neither one of
us three had so much as yipped.

*'Get hold an’ drag him out before
the crowd sees us! Jim Beals says to me,
an’ | yanked the best I knew how, as
likewise did the sheriff. It wasn’t no-
ways an easy job to get through the
crowd; it seemed to me as if them log-
gers were two or three deep all over the
floor, an’ didn’t they maul us without
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knowin’ it! | got a couple of clips that
near made me silly, an’ it stands to rea-
son that Tony didn’t come out of it
with a whole skin.

“Once clear of the camp—1 havin’ left
my rifle behind ’cause there wasn’t any
earthly way of findin’ it in the dark, see-
in’s how | dropped it once the lantern
was smashed—we made tracks, draggin’
Tony feet first, till we'd put a good half
mile between us an’ that crowd of
screechin’, yellin’ drunkards. Then we
stopped to ketch our wind, an’ Jim Beals
pulled out of Tony’s mouth the moc-
casin he’d stuffed in to keep him quiet.

“Say, that Kanuck didn’t yip at first;
but the way he looked at me made the
cold shivers run down my back, for |
could see my everlastin’ finish if he an’
| ever met alone after this little business
was over, an’ | knowed you couldn’t
keep a man in jail forever jest ‘cause
he’d been sellin’ rum, even if this is the
State of Maine.

“ ‘It was a case of handlin’ you pretty
rough, Tony,” Jim Beals said, friendly-
like, as soon as he could ketch his
breath; ‘but you’re mostly to blame for
it, seein’s how you’ve made your brags
that any man who come after you would
be carried home feet first.'

“‘You’'ve got me, an’ there’s no kick
cornin’ ‘bout that,” the Kanuck answered
like as if he’d been talkin’ to his brother.
‘What makes me mighty sore is that Joe
Champlin should mix hisself up in it.
This ain’t his funeral, an’ he’s got no
call to be playin’ sich funny business,
‘less he’s gone into the sheriff job.’

“ ‘An officer of the law has the right
to call on any man for assistance when
he’s servin’ a warrant, an=Joe couldn’t
help hisself. He hated to com™ bad
enough; but, once in the muss, it was
only square dealin’ for him to do his
prettiest.’

“*He don't feel so bad now as he will
after we meet agi’n,” Tony said, with a
look at me that wasn'’t pleasant, an’ then
he shut his face. Not another word
would he say, an’ it come to my mind
that even yet he had us in short quarters
if he took it into his head not to' walk
after the handcuffs had been taken from
his legs. We couldn’t have lugged him

ten miles in ten days, an’ | allers wonderl
why he didn’t think of that fact.

“He didn't, though. When Jim
loosed his legs an’ told him to stand up
an’ move on ahead, he did it like a little
man; but it wasn't any sure thing to nme-
that he hadn’t some plan in his head for
givin’ us the slip later on.

“When we started off toward the tote
road you could hear the gang back at the
camp Yyellin' an’ screechin’ bad as ever,
so we knew the row hadn’t come to an
end, an’ | wasn't botherin’ my head
about their followin' us, for, once it was
known that Tony had slipped away, the
whole crowd would set erbout emptyin’
the barrel, seein’s how it might be done
without the bother of puttin’ up good
money for the stuff.

“Waal, as I've said before, Injun
Charley had sneaked off when he got .
the first sight of Tony’s camp, so we
didn’t have him to bear a hand in gettin’
the prisoner down the road, though it
ain’t any certain thing he’d have counted
for much, anyway; but one thing he
surely could have done, though his body
was full of lazy bones, an’ that would
have been to help us through the heavy
snow, for, as you cart guess, we hadn’t
time to gather up our snowshoes when
we came away, an’ it was tirin’ work to
wade through the drifts that were to be
found in the opens. You see, Tony
couldn’t help hisself to any great extent,
seein’s how his hands were made fast,,
an’ we did a pile of high an’ lofty tum-
blin” when we struck the deepest snow.

* “] don’t know as |’ve said that this

happened erlong the middle of October,
near erbout the beginnin’ of the ruftin’
season, an’ as we floundered erlong |
could hear the bull moose callin’, first
on one side an’ then the other, until it/
seemed as if the woods must be full of
'em. Howsomever, | didn’t think much
of that, except to feel hot because:l had
lost my rifle, an’ even if 1’d had it, you
couldn’t hardly say it was the time to
do any huntin’, when we was obleeged
to get Tony out er the woods before any
of the loggers knowed what was upjr
for they'd given him a hand, sheriffdr’
no sheriff,— if he’d called for help, at- we
was bound to get him in to Jim Be&ld,.;
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team, which same was stabled down at
the Ryerson camps, ten miles or more
away, before mornin’.

“To tell the straight truth, | was a
good deal like a bear with a sore head,
on account first of havin' been dragged
into a scrape which would likely cost me
dear when Tony got out er jail, an’,
second, 'cause |’d lost a good rifle worth
twenty dollars or more. The longer |
thought the matter over, the sorer | got,
till when we was flounderin’ in the
deepest snowdrift | let out to Jim Beals,
askin’ him if he thought it was fair play
which | was gettin’.

*  *You’ll be paid for your rifle, Joe,

an’ get day’s wages while we’re takin’
Tony in,” Jim said, soothin’-like, though
it wasn't easy talkin’ while we plowed
waist deep in the drift.

“‘He won’t need a rifle very long,
Beals, so you needn’t spend good money
buyin' one, unless you’re a little short on
guns yourself, Tony said, laughin’ in a
way that wasn’t pleasant to hear, an’ |
knowed that he never forgot either a
good turn or a bad one; but it wasn’t
for me to answer him back, seein's how
he was likely to stay quite a considerable
spell in Bangop'jail.

“Jest then we’d worked ourselves
through the drift into a small clearin’
where, two or three years before, there
had been a camp, an’ had no more’n
shaken off the snow that clung thick
from neck to heels, than | heard a bull
moose bellow. 1’'m bound to say that he
must have been a big one, 'cordin’ to the
noise he made ; but, bless you, that didn’t
feaze either of us, seein’s how we’d
heard the same kind of a call, though
perhaps not so loud, time an’ time agi’n.
We hadn't more’n got ready to push on
when a second moose called, not over
ten yards away, an’ Jim Beals said, with
a laugh:

“‘Seems like as if we was findin’
plentv of game when we can't take care
of it:

“ “Them was both bulls that bellowed,
an’ that's two too many to meet at this
season of the year, unless there’s a cow
close by/ Tony said, with another of
them queer laughs that shook me up, an’
he hadn’t more’n spoken before the big-

gest bull 1 ever saw come out from the
shadows of the trees, his head down, an’
he pawin’ the snow in great shape.

“ ‘“There’s like to be trouble eround
here for somebody/ | says as | let go of
Tony to feel for my rifle, forgettin’ that
it was back at the Allaguash barroom,
an’ then it was that Jim Beals did the
biggest fool trick | ever knowed him, or
anyone else for that matter, to be guilty
of doin’.

“He whipped out his revolver an’
fired twice at the bull before | could
stop him. Things wouldn’t have been
so bad if Jim had missed his aim; but
that was somethin’ he was never known
to do, an’ he’d pulled trigger when
there wasn’t any hopes of sendin’ a bul-
let where it would do any good.

“Waal, that big bull got a couple of
balls where they didn't 'mount to much
more’n wasp stings; but it was enough
to make him forget the other fellow that
had been stumpin’ him to a fight.

“Now, if you ever come across moose
or caribou in the ruttin’ season, remem-
ber that, big as they are, they’re quick
as a cat an’ twice as ugly, all of which
was known to us three.

'It’s a case of takin’ to the timber
Jim’cried, as he started toward a big
hemlock, draggin’ Tony behind him, an’
| heard the Kanuck say, like as if he was
frightened close on to death :

“‘l can’t do any climbin’ with these
bracelets on, Jim Beals,” an’ what he
said was true, while at the same time |
knowed that if he didn’t roost high in
mighty short order he’d never sell any
more smuggled whisky, for the bull
would have made short work of him,
seein's how the only way open in case
we were foolish enough to run, was
straight into that big drift agi’n, where
the moose would have had the whole
gang of us in a couple of shakes.

“I wasn’t spendin’ much time watchin’
what Tony an’ the sheriff were doin’,
‘cause | had a hurry-up call jest then
which | couldn't put off; but | did see
out er the tail of my eye that Jim had
stopped to unlock the handcuffs, which
was the least he could do, seein’s how it
would be certain death if Tony wasn't
given a chance to shin the hemlock. An’



TONY AND THE MOOSE 43

it stood to reason that he would take to
the tree, even though it was to follow
the sheriff, for he couldn’t go anywhere
else.

“You can set it down for certain that
Jim moved mighty lively while he was
givin’ Tony a chance to use his hands,
for the big bull was cornin’ up pawin’
an’ snortin’, movin’ a little too quick to
suit me, though | allow that the sheriff
an’ his prisoner might er got into a tree
if there’d been only a single critter
eround, for a moose likes to make a big
show at the start, which same has saved
the lives of more’n one guide or hunter
in these ’ere woods.

“I’d got into the hemlock, an’ high
enough up to feel that the bull couldn’t
strike me, even though, as | afterward
come to know, he had horns that meas-
ured three feet two inches, which is
guite a considerable length even for the
Allaguash region. Then | turned to see
if | could lend Jim or Tony a hand, an’
both of ’'em were makin’ for the same
tree in which | was roostin’. They
wasn't six feet from the foot of it, with
the big bull four or five yards away,
when the second critter broke cover,
cornin’ with all steam on to have a whack
at the fellow that had been darin’ him
to fight.

“Now, | shall never believe that this
last moose had any idee of tacklin’ Jim
or Tony; he only wanted to get at the
other bull, an’ it so happened that the
two men were in his road. It seemed as
if he hadn’t more’n come into the open
before the sheriff an’ his prisoner were
knocked into the air like jumpin’ jacks,
an’ when they struck the ground agi’n it
was with a thud that must have shook
‘'em up in great shape.

“l was lookin” eround to make out if
they were alive, for men that have been
tossed by moose horns don’t, as a gen-
eral rule, live to tell much erbout it,
when the two bulls come together with a
whoof an’ a bellow that might er been
heard back at Tony's camp. Talk er-
bout fightin'! Say, you don’t know what
it is till you've seen a couple of ugly
moose at work! It’s like steam en-
gines cornin’ together at full speed, an’
their bellowin’ ain’t equaled anywhere.

“Now was the time when | might er
slipped away, an’ | knew it, for while
them big fellows were fightin’ to the
finish 1 wouldn’t have been noticed. My
idee was that the three of us could leg it
through the woods, an’ not takeTb the
trees agi’n till we struck another drift,
but things wasn’t to be that way.

. “I dropped to the ground mighty cau-

tious," keepin’ the hemlock between my-
self an’ the bulls, an’ whistled for Jim.
The first thing he said to tell me where
he had stopped, was to let out a groan,
an’ then | knowed he’d been done up on
the first round.

“‘“Where’s Tony?' | asked, creepin’
erlong to where the groans came from,
for after all the trouble we'd had it
wasn't in my mind to lose the prisoner,
more pertic’larly since | didn’t want him
hangin' eround loose to pay off the score
he had agi’n me.

“Here he is, an’ | reckon he’s done
up for keeps,” Jim said, an’ then | saw
the Kanuck layin’ stiff, half buried in
the loose snow.

“ ‘Are you hurt much 7 | asked, feelin’
kind er relieved at believin’ that Tony
was out of this world for good an’ all.

“That cussed bull ran one prong of
his horns a full four inches into my leg,
an' | reckon I’'m bleedin’ to death. Can
you get me into the tree before them in-
fernal brutes come nosinleround agi’n?'

"It didn’t seem as if | could, for Jim
Beals ain’t any infant to handle; but
when he’s put to it sharp a man can do
pretty considerable, an’ | tackled the
job, Jim helpin’ with his hands.

“Waal, to make a long story short, |
got him into the hemlock, an’ between
us we managed to buckle my belt eround
his leg well up toward the thigh, tight
enough to check the blood, an’ | packed
snow over it good an' hard, which is
erbout the best thing that can be done in
the woods for a wound, an' don’t you
forget it.

“‘Do you know for a fact whether
Tony is dead? Jim asked, when he was
patched up as I’ve said, an’ it come to
my mind that, seein’s how we’d hauled
the poor chap into the scrape, it was my
duty to make certain the corpse had a
fair show, sodown | slips from the tree.
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"All this time the bulls had been fight-
in” worse’n any tigers ever could fight,
an* it was easy to see that the big fellow
was gettin’ the best of it. He had more
science than the other, which was a
young one who’d jest begun to feel his
oats, an' was outpointin’ him all eround,
though 1 didn’t stop to umpire the game,
not earin’ to make any great show of
myself*

“Waal, | toddled over to where f
counted on findin’ the corpse; but it
wasn’t there to any great extent, an’ |
was so thick-headed that it was moren
five minutes before | tumbled to Tony’s
racket. He’d seen that his time had
come to play trumps, an* most likely
wasn’t hurt much, seein’s how Jim took
the brunt of the moose’s rush; but did
the possum business with a good chance
of turnin’ the trick to his own benefit,

“You can bet that | remembered all
the promises he’d made to me, an’ |
knew we was bound to run across one
another mighty soon ef | kept on guidinl
cheap sportsmen. | knowed Tony would
keep his word, an’ the sweat stood out
in big drops on the back of my neck. *

“l clean forgot the bulls, an’ shouted
to Jim that the prisoner had given us
the slip, which caused him to cuss ter-
ribly for one who was in sich bad shape,
an* before | could get back to the tree
he was pepperin’ the fightin® moose
with all the catridges he had erbout him,
jest as a means of blowin’ off his bad
temper.

~3# got into the hemlock ag'in in short
order, hopin’ to stop Jim from bein’ so
foolish; but there was no call for me to
say very much. Jest by chance he’'d
managed to put two balls inter the big
bull, an’ both struck near the heart,
which changed the odds in the bettin’.
The moose went down, an’ the young
one, thinkin’ he’d turned the trick all by
himself, roared an’ bellowed till you
couldn’t hear yourself think, braggin’ er-
bout the job. Then, 'way on to the
north, a cow called, an’ he struck
through the underbrush like lightnin’,
for, havin’ come out of the fight ahead,
he had earned the right to run a herd
of his own until some better bull took it
from him.

“We camped right there till daylight,
braldin* a fire an’ eatin” a couple of
steaks from the big bull, with Jim get-
tin’ inter fair shape for what was to fol-
low. Say, that moose weighed fnore’n
fifteen hundred pounds, if I'm any
judge. | measured his horns, as I've
said, an’, take him all in all, I venture to
say that he was the biggest critter ever
seen in this part of the State, It was
cruel to kill a fellow like him with a
little, finicky revolver, instead of bringin’
him down in proper style with a first—
class rifle.”

Joe ceased speaking as if his story
was finished, and for a time it really
seemed as if he was mourning over the
unsportsmanlike fashion in which the
big bull had been cut short in his career ;
but I broke in upon his apparent grief
by asking, curiously:

“How did you get the sheriff home,
Joe?”

“Oh, that was easy enough,” the guide
replied, carelessly, as if such a task was
no more than child’s play. “Of course
he couldn’t walk, so | rigged up a sled
of pine boughs, which would slip erlong
fairly well over the snow, an’ strapped
Jim on with his belt. Then it was a case
of haulin’ him out to Ryerson’s camp.”

“And with no other conveyance than
a few pine boughs, you dragged a heavy
man ten miles or more through the
woods 7’

“Yes, and I’'m free to say that it was
rough on him at times; but a man is
bound to stand a little shakin’ up when
it’'s a case of grinnin’ an’ bearin’ it, or
freezin’ to death, even if the gash in his
leg don't get in its work. Yes, | was
fagged out a bit, but that don’t count
when it has to be done. Jim played fair
with me, though, for he sent me this ’ere
rifle, which must have cost a good fifty
dollars, an’ worried the county officers
into payin’ me for my time at the reg’-
lar price for guidin’.”

“And what about Tony Lebrun?
Have you been so unfortunate as to meet
him yet?’

" 'Deed | have, an’ there wasn’t any-
thing so very misfortunate erbout it,
either, though | got mighty shaky
eround the knges when he hove in sight.
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What’s more, 1’'ve had a few drinks of
his smuggled whisky within the last
month, for Tony still runs the business,
an’ the sheriffs haven’'t caught him yet.
Jim Beals is too much of a cripple to
come up this way on sich a job, for the
moose’s horn used up one of his legs, an’
there’s no other man in the State who is
hankerin’ to tackle the Kanuck, though
it’s safe to say his time will come some
day.”

“Tell me about your meeting with
Tony ?”

“It don’t make any story ’cause there’s
nothin’ to it. | was up on the Allaguash
with a couple of hunters, when Tony
walked, out of the underbrush large as
life; right under my nose. | allowed
that the time had come when 1°d got to
put up or be shut up, an’ I handled my

rifle pretty considerable quick; but Tony
laughed as he dropped his gun, an’.said:

"‘Don’t be a fool any longer, Joe
Champlin. 1I’'m not lookin’ for trouble
with you, for | never tackle a man that
hasn’t got the sense of a rabbit. Have
a drink; here’s my flask. Things were
squared between you an’ me the night
you was sich a chump as to leave me for
dead in the snow. Why, man, | got
back to my camp before the boys were
certain 1’d really left, an’, what’s more,
there wasn't a drink went out er that,
barrel which | didn’t get the cash for, or
knew who to chalk it up against.’

“Tony an’ me was real kind er so*
ciable, so long as there was anything in
his flask, an’ we see each other every
now an’ then to talk matters over, like
as men should.”

THE HAMMERHEAD

BY ROBERT GILBERT WELSH

HE  electrician adjusted his
switches, then, folding his arms,
listlessly watched the chorus

swing past him, two by two, as they
took the stage. There were no light
changes in the second act, so he could
afford to relax his vigilance for a while.

The comedian of the opera company,
his dapper self hidden under a villainous
make-up, joined him.

“Pretty dull wait for you, isn’t it?”
said the comedian.

“I've seen worse,” replied the elec-
trician. “Why, do you know, when |
was on the dynamite cruiser Aetna in
the Spanish war—she was doin’ dispatch
duty for’the fleet—I did some o’ the
longest waitin’ | expect to do this side

o’ Jordan. When we were layin’ off
Santiago, we had nuthin’ better to do
than watch those cussed skipjacks come
hoppin’ out o’ the water once every so
often. Tried to catch some of ’em, an’
didn’t have the usual fisherman’s luck,
either—wet feet an’ a dry hook. No,
sir, we caught two of four or five pounds
apiece—more than enough for one meal.
But bein’ on blockade duty gets purty
monotonous, and we got so tired o’
hangin’ 'round, waitin’ for a dum Span-
ish fleet that dasn’t come out, that we
finallv took to shark fishin* for diver-
sion.

“We used a hook' about eight inches
long, baited, with a hunk o’ salt pork,
and fastened to three foot o’ brass chain.
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The rest o’ the line was good, strong
rope about twenty foot long, and by
gravy, we caught a hammerhead shark S
You know what they look like, don’t
you? Ugly little, gray devils about
three foot long, with a head like a
blacksmith’s hammer, an’ eyes at each
end, where the blow ought to strike.
The Aetna had low decks, three foot
from the water line, so we landed Mister
Hammerhead without much trouble
right at the break of the fo’c’s’le; but
what to do with him after we got him,
we didn't know.

“On the bridge, about ten foot abaft
of us, the Old Man an’ the First Luff
was promenadin’, and they had a reg’lar
box seat for the show. They was as
much puzzled to know what we was up
to as we was ourselves. Cockswain
Clark an’ me, we noticed their looks.

“Ses | to Clark, ‘Let’s make a bluff
we’re goin’ to eat him.’

“‘J’ll go you,” ses Clark.

“So we started in to skin Mister Ham-
merhead, an’ when we got his backbone
taken out, an' cut him up into slices
about an inch thick, you couldn’t tell
’em from codfish steaks—barrin’ the
smell. Then we got a tin pie plate full
0’ powdered hardtack an’,dipped ’em in
it, same as you would codfish for fryin5

“ T wonder what they’re goin’ to do
with thai?*thark, now they’ve got him
cleaned,” ses the Old Man to the First
Luff. .

“‘l dunno,’ ses the First Luff.
to eat it, | dessay.’

“*No, no, Seward!” ses the Old Man.
‘Ben goin’ to sea, man an’ boy, these
thirty-odd years, an’ | never saw that
yet. But,” ses he, lookin’ kinder thought-
fulj ‘I've heard tell of it!

“‘Hear that, Clark? ses I. ‘Now
we've got ’em headin’ south all right.
You make out you''e goin' to the gal-
ley to fry these here shark steaks, an’
I’ll go down an’ get busy with the skip-
jacks, cut ’'em up into steaks like these,
come up through the fireroom into the
galley, fry the skipjacks and fling the
shark meat overboard.’

“Well, we did it. They was cooked
up fit for the queen; then*we brought
’em out on the same old tin pie plate,

‘Goin*

.got some hardtack, an’ down we sits on

the break in the fo’c’s'le in full view o'
the Old Man, and just piled into that
fried fish.

“The Old Man stared. Then ses he
to the First Luff: ‘Seward, go down
there an’ try some o’ that d———-stuff!

“Seward turned pale an’ shivered, but
down he comes from the bridge, an’ up
forrud.

“Ses he, ‘Wotcher got there 7

“ ‘Shark,” ses I, and chawed like the
deuce.

“ ‘Mebbe you'd like to try a bit?’ ses
Clark.

“‘Don’t mind if I do,” ses the First
Luff.

“We handed him one of the finest
morsels on a bit o’ hardtack. He shied
a bit first off, then he sniffed at it cau-
tiously, then he took -a little bite, like a
young fish at its first hook—just a nib-
ble. He tasted at it, worked his mug,
took another nibble—this time it wasn’t
a youth’s size—an’ first thing you know,
he finished it off an’ licked his chops.
Then he turned to the Old Man on the
bridge, and called out in his unabridged
dictionary voice:

“ *Very palatable, cap’n; very palata-
ble?”

“With that, ses I, ‘Mebbe the cap’n'd
like to try some, too?’

*“ ‘Doubtless he would,” ses the First
Luff, an’ he tak”s another bit on hard-
tack an’ waltzes lip to the Old Man with
it. Well, the Old Man goes through the
same gymnastics, an’ he licks his chops.

“After we cleaned up the mess we
made cuttin’ up Mister Hammerhead,
an’ swabbed up the deck, we sat srnokin’
our pipes an' talkin’ in a Sunday-school
whisper over the trick we'd played on
the Old Man, when he hails me from
the bridge.

“‘Got any particular work for this
afternoon, Welles 7 ses.he.

“*No, sir,” ses |, wishin’ | had.

“*Could you catch another hammer-
head?’ ses he.

"Ses I, ‘I’ll try?

“‘Well,” ses he, ‘here’s my order for
five pounds o’ pork. Go down to the
yeoman and get it, an’ use it for bait—
an' 1 wish you luck.’
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“Well, we soon had thati pork, but
you can bet we cut off the lean p”rt an’
gave it to the cook to fix the beans for
the next morning’s breakfast. Then we
baited the hook, put it over the side, an’
gee whiz! we had another bite.

“‘Stick to him! Don’t lose him?!
yells the Old Man like mad. We’d no
more’n landed him, when the Old Man
calls out:

“ ‘What are you goin’ to do with him,
now that you’ve got him?’

“ *Goin’ to give the cook enough for a
mess/ ses |, knowin’ the cook wouldn’t
so much as touch the blame reptile.

“ “‘Would you mind givin’ our steward
a small piece? asked the Old Man.

“‘Ay, ay, sir’ ses 1, an’ | done it.

“Well, this was about six bells in the
afternoon watch. An hour later, when
the watch was called—that would be
about four o’clock, you know—all you
could smell on that ship was shark.
The officers’ steward boiled it an’ par-
boiled it, an’ the more he parboiled it the
worse it smelled—for hot water an’
shark ain’t good for each other.

“It came on about sundown. It was
my start-up in the.-dynamo room that
evenin’, an’ | just got the machines
runnin’ and the lights turned on for the
evenin’ when the quartermaster hails
me from the berth deck.

“‘The Old Man wants you in the
messroom P. D. Q./ ses he.

“l marched aft to the officers’ mess
room, stood at the door an’ saluted. The
sight was comical. There they sat, the
six officers—all we had on board—anl
in front of each of 'em was a plate with
cooked shark on it, an’ not a mother’s

son of ’'em had touched a mouthful.
Everyone of ’em looked like Ash
Wednesday.

“The Old Man sat at the head of the
table, glum as the rest. He pointed to
the dish,

“‘“Welles/ ses he, ‘taste that fish T

“l had to make my bluff good, so I
took a big mouthful, an’ managed to
munch it for three seconds. Then |
rushed sputtering to the ship’s side, to
the satisfaction and relief of those six
officers.

“The Old Man thought I was run-
ning away.

“‘Here, you!” he shouted. ‘I ain’t
through with you yet—not by a d——
sightl  Come back heref

“1 came back.

“*What's the matter with you? ses
he. ‘I thought you liked shark 3

“T do/ ses I, ‘when it's cooked
right?

“ *Neeshi/ ses he to the Jap steward
standing behind his chair—he always
did at meal times—‘how did you cook
this shark meat?

“‘1 fry him.

“The Old Man turned to me.

“*‘How did you cook yours?

“ ‘I fried mine, too/ ses I.

“Again he turned to the Jap.

“‘What did you fry yours in, stew-
ard ? ses he.

“ ‘Cottolene/ ses the Jap.

“l saw it was all up with- me.

“ ‘I used cylinder oil/ ses I, and beat
a hasty retreat, while six plates of fried
shark came flying after me. There—
that’s your cuel!”

And the comedian went on.
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CHAPTER |I.

IN WHICH A PAST IS WIPED OUT, AND
PHILIP TEMPLE IS BORN.

HE HON, ERNEST HASKELL
was not in a good humor; that
was easily seen by the expression

of his face, as, from the eminence on
which he stood, he cast frequent glances
up and down the road which led from
Del Monte to Monterey. He was at-
tired iri pronounced Piccadilly riding
clothes, and he beat his hunting crop
impatiently against his very baggy
breeches. .Near by, tied to a convenient
tree, a chestnut mare looked reflectively
over the stretch of brown and blue
which marked the beach and the ocean.

It was plain that the Hon, Ernest
Haskell was waiting for some one, and
his frequent exclamations indicated that
the person wes. of the other sex; also,

that Mr. Haskell had been waiting at
that particular spot for some little time.

It was early morning in old Mon-
terey. From where Haskell stood the
quaint old town was stretched out in
panoramic effect, its yellow adobe
houses and public buildings looking like
a print of old Spanish times. The
beach, brown sanded in some places and
white in others, with the sun shining full
upon it, gave the varying impressions
of sheets of gold and silver; and the
turquoise blue of the Pacific, melting
away into the fleecy whiteness of the
horizon, presented a combination of col-
ors which every morning delighted the
souls of the artists who abode in the
houses on the beach.

Haskell, however, was not h a frame
of mind to appreciate the be ‘ties of
the morning, and the fact that > ;aw no
solitary horseman approaching j> the
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snake-like windings of the yellow road
was one to banish all other thoughts
from his mind. He looked at his watch
again.

“Half after nine/’ he said, with sup-
pressed fury. He replaced his watch,
and took out his cigarette case, lighted
one of its contents, and puffed at it
with ill-concealed irritation.

At Haskell’'s back, coming over the
crest of the hill which hid fertile El
Carmelo from view, the figure of an-
other man appeared. He was walking
slowly, and there was something of a de-
spondent air about the way his eyes
sought the ground. One glance at him
told that his present condition was that
of a tramp; his clothes were worn and
patched, and there was a large tear in
the right sleeve of his coat. His face
was almost hidden by a growth of heavy,
black beard, and his hair had grown al-
most to his shoulders; but, in spite of
all this, there was a certain something
about him that made it quite evident that
he had not always been in his present
condition.

As he approached Haskell, the sunken
eyes under the battered felt hat took in
the intensely British get-up. His pace
became even slower than before. He
paused for a moment, then straighten-
ing the bandanna handkerchief that
served him for a collar, he walked over
to where the Britisher stood.

“l beg pardon,” he said. There was
no mistaking the fact that his voice was
that of an English 'Varsity man. Has-
kell wheeled around and surveyed him.

“Well, what do you want?” he de-
manded; his tone was supercilious and
offensive.

The tramp’s fingers worked nervously
about the edges of his pockets. “I don’t
like to ask you,” he said. “I don't—
but | used to know you, Mr. Haskell.
You don’t remember me, | know, be-
cause |’ve changed since then.”

Haskell laughed contemptuously. “I
never knew you, my good fellow, and
I don’t care to begin now.” He turned
his back deliberately.

An angry look came into the tramp's
eyes, but died out again quickly. He
went on in the same humble tone: “Pm

down on my luck, Mr. Haskell. Haven’t
a shilling to my name. If | had some
decent clothes, | might get work. And
being an Oxford man———"

“Look here, my man,” said Haskell,
sternly. *“You move along. I've noth-
ing for you. If you are an Oxford man,
I'm ashamed for Oxford. Don’t say
any more. Move along, or I’ll see that
one of the constables takes you in
charge.”

The tramp did not wait to hear the
last of Haskell’s tirade. He dropped his
hands to his sides with a despairing ges-
ture, and walked on down the road.
There was a welling in his throat, and a
suspicious moisture in his eyes.

“Ernest Haskell,” his thoughts ran.
“My chief boot-licker at 'Varsity. He
didn’t know me, of course. He didn’t
believe me. | couldn't tell him who I
was.”

He wandered on, striking off from the
road and into the woodlands, where the
soft moss seemed somehow to relieve his
tired feet. There was a path, but he
soon lost that. He wanted to get away
from any evidences of men’s doing; he
was about to solve a great problem—
that of existence; solve it by making'it
no longer necessary.

He might have gone on for an hour
before it occurred to him to rest. In a
little nook where the sun’s rays were
mellowed by the overhanging branches,
where a little stream threw up crystal
showers over moss—-grown rocks, and
where a great white stone invited him to
tarry a while, he seated himself.

What he thought has been thought
by thousands before him. It was the
wail of the man who had failed; and the
only thing left seemed the black door of
Infinity. He argued the question.

“I'm out of place,” he.said, coldly,
concisely. He was trying to convince
his other self that what he contemplated
was the right thing to do. “l can do
nothing thet— will make me valuable to
anybody. A ‘Varsity man—yes; but
that is nothing here. | can’t tramp it any
longer. |I’'m tired of living like a dog—
kicked at and chased from pillar to
post.”

He was talking aloud; a habit of his
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when he was alone. Now he relapsed
into silence again, and his rambling-eye
took in the beauties of the scene about
him; but, owing to non-possession of the
Roentgen power, it failed to discern a
vision in brown sitting behind a tree
not five yards away. Being there, the
vision in brown naturally heard what he
said ; being a woman, she was curious to
hear more. So she gave him neither
visual nor auricular notice of her near
presence.

His hand went into an inner pocket,
and came out with something that
flashed silver-bright in the rays of the
sun. He held it in his palm and gazed
at, it contemplatively.

“What a tiny thing you are to hold
the power of doing so much harm—and
good,” he said to it. “Five deaths!
Think of an innocent piece of nickeled
steel holding them all. Why, you look
like a toy—a woman’s trinket.”

He pressed the cold muzzle against
his forehead. “But | don’t need your
five deaths, little friend,” he said, as he
gazed at it again. ,“Only one—but,
somehow, it seems strange to do a thing
like this.” He lowered"the weapon. “It
does seem strange——-"

“Not strange—a hundred cowards do
it every day,” he heard a clear, girlish
voice say. The voice was near. He
started up, and, in his surprise, the re-
volver dropped to the ground. At the
same moment a brown-garbed figure
stooped and picked it up.

Then they faced one another—the
tramp and the vision in brown.

Her large, gray-blue eyes looked
steadfastly into his. Her complexion
had that combination of healthy tan and
blush-rose peculiar to California; on her
blond hair was perched a tam-0’-shanter,
and her rounded form was attired in a
hunting suit of serge-khaki, the short
skirt of which revealed her well-turned
ankles, high-arched instep and small
foot. Over one shoulder was a rifle.

“Did you know you were trespass-
ing?” she asked, severely.

He was still gazing at her, his wits
wool-gathering. He mumbled some-
thing indistinctly.

“Well, you are,” the girl went on.

“And further than that, the notice
boards on this place say that nothing
shall be killed here without a permit.
And you were going to kill yourself,
weren’t you 7’

He found his tongue again.
he said, with surprising firmness,

“You were,” insisted the girl. “I
heard all you said.”

The man had fully recovered himself
now. “l beg pardon for my trespass-
ing, | assure you. If you will point me
the way out, I'll not infringe the law
any further.”

She studied him curiously. “You
hardly use the kind of language one ex-
pects from a—man in your condition,”
she said.

He bowed gravely. With his hat
off, his appearance was much improved.
She noted the breadth of his forehead.

She evidently expected him to say
something, but he did not. “There’s the
way to the road.” She pointed toward
a blazed tree at a distance of a few
yards.

“Thank you,” he said. “Good-morn-
ing.” He replaced his hat and started
away.

“Wait a moment,” she said, hesi-
tatingly. He turned, removed his hat
again, and waited. She looked toward
him, her manner showing embarrass-
ment.

“Can | help you in any way?” she
asked, finally. “Really, one doesnt ex-
pect to find men of breeding and educa-
tion in your fix. And I'd like to help
you. | really would. Won’t you tell
me why you wanted to Kill yourself—
why you.are like this?”

113 NO,"

He gave a short half laugh. *“Yes,
I’ll tell you. It is the least | can do in
view of your kindness. | am a dis-

graced man, to begin with; I’'ve cut my-
self off from my family and my pro-
fession. When | came to the United
States | had a little money. But | was
taken ill; my money vanished. When |
recovered, | was too weak to do manual
labor—and that was all | could get. |
have had no business training. So |
drifted—Ilower and lower—until—now.”

She viewed him interestedly. There
was much sympathy in her look.
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“i appreciate your kindness/’ he said
again. “But | think | had better leave
you——-—"

“Just a moment, please. Don’t im-
agine | asked out of curiosity. It may
be that | can help you—in fact, | know
I can. If you have any false pride about
being helped by a woman, throw it
aside. | am rather surprised, | must
confess, that you, a man of education,
should give up so easily. Of course, |
don’t know all of the circumstances, but
whatever they are, you have no right to
throw away a life which should be use-
ful to others. Now, | have made up my
mind to put you back ‘on the track/ as
father says. Perhaps it’s only for my
own self-gratification to do a thing that
demands no sacrifice, and yet to receive
the credit of having done a good deed—
don’t interrupt, please. My father owns
the Clarion—that is one of the San
Francisco newspapers. His name is
Payson Stanford. | am Katherine
Stanford/’

He bowed.

“l know nothing about newspaper
work, and neither does father. But |
have heard it said,that the only things
really needed to start on a successful
career in it were brains and a good
education. Whether or not you have
the first, | don’t know. To-day’s action
doesn’t indicate it. But you evidently
have the other. My father is at the ho-
tel. 1 will introduce you to him, and he
will have Mr. Forman, the managing
editor, take you on as a reporter.”

“Thank you/’ he said, huskily. *“But
I couldn’t accept. I'm not fit—I———

“Of course you're not fit as you are.
I am not such a goose as to let my father
See you as you appear now.” She ex-
tracted a tiny purse from one of the

pockets of her hunting jacket. *“Here
are four ten-dollar bills. Oh! don’t
shrink back. It is only a loan. Take
them. Don’t interrupt, please. Take
them as | tell you.” She thrust the
money into his unwilling palm. *“Take

it; go down into Monterey and buy
yourself some clothes; get that horrid
hair takeri off your face, and try to look
as you did before you*got into this rut/*
She looked at her watch again. “It is

nearly ten o’clock. Be at the Hotel Del
Monte at twelve, and ask for Miss Stan-

ford. The train leaves ‘at twelve-fif-
teen.”
She rose. “Go now—that blazed trail

leads you into the road.”

“But, Miss Stanford——"

“You are losing time. | told you we
must catch the twelve—fifteen train.
Don’t say anything more now. You can
say all that on the train. Au revoir.”

She darted behind a tree and the next
moment was lost to view, leaving the
man staring blankly at the bills in his
hand. *He stood absolutely still for at
least five minutes. Then, with a long-
drawn breath which expressed a com-
bination of bewilderment and relief, he
smiled, then laughed, and made his way
off in the direction which had been
pointed out to him.

Sometimes, looking at the photo-
graphs of actors in character make-ups,
and then at others which show them as
private individuals, we find it hard to
believe they are the same persons. If
photographs had been taken of the man
in the woods and the man who wrote the
name of “Philip Temple” on a card for
one of the bell boys at the Hotel Del
Monte to take to Miss Stanford, most
people would have certainly refused to
believe them the same.

Although the clothes that Philip
Temple wore were of the ready-made
variety, they certainly did not look
cheap on his tall, well-made form.
There*was an indefinable something
about his whole appearance that gave
the idea of private yachts and boxes at
the opera. His face was clean-shaven,
now., and his clearly—cut features showed
to advantage; his nose may have been a
trifle large, his jaw a little too square,,
his lips too firmly compressed for actual
good looks, but the whole face gave the
impression of strength and character,
although the sunken eyes and hollow
cheeks betokened a recent severe illness.
He might have been a trifle’'under or
over thirty years of age—not more than
thirty—four nor less than twenty-eight.
It was difficult to tell more definitely.



52 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

The boy came back with Miss Stan-
ford’s request to wait in the drawing
room. He sat down and waited, trying
to frame some appropriate speech which
would express all he wanted to say in
the way of thanks. While thus em-
ployed she entered. She was in a dark
traveling suit, gloved and hatted. He
rose, and she surveyed him.

“Are you——-" Then she laughed.
“Really it’s positively ridiculous, but are
you the—the——

“Man whom you have brought back
to life,” he said, gratitude in every
word.

“Now, don’t,” she said, holding up
her hand. “Well, if you are—oh! yes,
Mr. Temple, we’ll go to the station now.
Let me compliment you on the change.”

“Miss Stanford, believe me— ”

“Oh, yes, | believe you, Mr. Temple;
but please don't start anything in the
way of thanking me. Til take that for
granted. Come! My maid has gone
with my few traps, and the second ’bus
is ready to go. Also, father is waiting
in the foyer, | think.”

“Just a moment,” he said, rapidly.
“Since you won't let me thank you, |
want to tell you that, my name is not
Temple. The old one/is disgraced for
me, as | told you. The new one | will
keep clean for the sake of the woman
who gave me the chance to bear it, if for
no other. It may sound stage heroish,
but nevertheless | shall try to do some-
thing in this line that will be worth
while, so that you will feel that you did
not waste your kindness.”

“I'm sure you"will,” she said; with
cdnviction. “Else | wouldn’t have tried
to put you on the road. Well, father is
waiting.”

A moment later Temple was shaking
hands with a large man, who surveyed
him with little, beady eyes twinkling
with good humor. “This is Mr. Temple,
father/’ she said. “I met him abroad.
He is an Englishman, as you can easily
tell by the way he inflects his words.”

Payson Stanford was a judge of men.
His little eyes measured up the newly
introduced one and the verdict was fa-
vorable.

“You must go Np in our car, Mr.

Temple,” he said, as they got into the
bus. “We have a really excellent cook,
and | believe he is preparing some sort
of luncheon, isn’t he, Kitty?”

“It will go rather hard with him if
he isn’t,” returned Miss Stanford, laugh-
ing. “My non-gameless hunt has made
me as hungry as the proverbial wolf.” _

When they were seated in the draw-
ing room of Mr. Stanford’s well-ap-
pointed private car, the financier broke
In abruptly":

“Kitty tells me you want to do news-
paper work, Mr. Temple. Have you
had experience r’

“None,” answered Temple.
am anxious to learn, of course.”

“Well, if you are really in earnest, and
are a university man, you have the
right foundation, and the experience is
soon gotten—that is, if yon have any
aptitude for the work. Well, I wanted
to settle business before lunch. Busi-
ness is always.first with me, Mr. Temple
«—not because | like it best, but because
I want to get it off my mind. [I’ll give
you a letter to Forman, the managing
editor, and he’ll put you on two weeks’
trial. The rest remains with you.”

He rose, went to an escritoire se-
curely fastened at one end of the car,
wrote a few lines on a piece of his
personal letter paper, addressed the en-
velope, thrust the note into it, and
handed it to Temple.

“Better go about two o’clock to-day—
the sooner, the better, if you are in ear-
nest. And now we'll go in to lunch, for
I think my appetite is on a par with
yours> Kitty. Never let your body run
down through business, Mr. Temple; it
doesn’t pay. When you lose your ap-
petite, your standing in Bradstreet’s and
Dun’s can’t get you another one—and
without an appetite |’d rather not be in
either of those gentlemen’s books.”

“But |

CHAPTER II.

IN WHICH TEMPLE BEGINS HIS TUITION
IN THE CITY ROOM.

“What is it like 7’—that was the idea
that kept running through Teilnple’s
brain as he said good-by to the Stan-
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fords and boarded a Kearny Street ear,
which he was told would take him to the
Clarion office. It was not necessary for
him to bother about luggage. He had
left his last piece at a Chicago hotel,
some months before, in payment for a
debt.

"What is it like, this newspaper
work?” It must be confessed that his
ideas on the subject were very vague.
He rather imagined he would be turned
loose on an unsuspecting public, and
told to wander around in search of
news; and then came the writing of it.
That should be easy for him, he thought.
He had been the valedictorian of his
class. Then, too, he had written letters
about army reform which the Times had
printed; and sometimes verse and
stories, but no eyes had ever beheld
these save his own.

“Market Street!” vyelled the con-
ductor, and he stepped off the car at the
junction of the four streets which form
the Herald Square of San Francisco,
just as surely as Market Street approx-
imates Broadway.

It was not hard to find the Clarion
Building. It stood proudly out, a land-
mark of the city. The doorman in-
formed him that the editorial rooms
were on the seventh floor, and the eleva-
tor landed him there, the boy pointing to
a door marked with the name for which
he was looking. He entered. Two
small boys were marking a copy of the
day’s issue with blue pencil, while an-
other was sorting sheets of typewritten
tissue paper—the familiar “flimsies” of
the news bureaus.

“l wish to see Mr. Forman/’ he said.
None of the boys seemed to hear him.
"Is this Mr. Forman’s office?” he asked,
in a louder tone.

“Seventeen, eighteen,” counted the

boy. "Yes, it is.” He thrust a printed
card into Temple’s hand :

Mr. ---- wishes to see Mr. ——— with re-
gard to— —

“What’s this for?” demanded Temple.

"For you to fill out,” answered the
boy, rudely, without looking up.

Temple’s gorge rose. “See here, my

boy/’ he said, “I told you | wanted to
see Mr. Forman. You go in and tell
him | have a letter of introduction from
Mr. Stanford.”

The boy jumped to his feet, and the
other two desisted from their work and
looked at him. The boy who had spoken
became obsequious. “Yes, sir, I’'m sor-
ry, sir; 1 was very busy. Hope you'll
excuse it. 1’ll take the letter, sir.”

Temple handed it to him, wondering
that newspapers kept such uncivil em-
ployees; but he was yet to know why.

The boy, who had re-entered by an-
other door, now looked toward Temple.

“Mr. Forman says, will you please
step in?” And Temple entered into the
sanctum.

To his surprise, it looked little like a
business office. It was furnished in red-
wood, very much as a library might
have been, and the desk, littered with
papers, was the only reminder that it
was a place to work.

Forman, a rather hard-featured man,
with hooked nose.,, keen eyes and very
red hair, rose as he entered.

“How do you do, Mr. Temple?” he
said, shaking hands with the young man
and motioning him to a seat. “Mr.
Stanford says here that you have done
no newspaper work. Well, if you have
the nose for news and the ability to
write clearly and forcibly what you see,
in such a way that other people shall see
just what you see, it will be all that’s
necessary.” He seemed to discharge
this sentence as a cannon discharges a
shot; and then took a long, sharp breath
before starting again. “You are a col-
lege man, Mr. Stanford says. Well, e
that’s good. We want college men and
men of the world, men who can see
things with an unbiased and cosmopol-
itan eye. | hope you prove successful.
Come with me.”

He pushed open a swinging door and
passed into another room, lettered
“News Room,” but where no one sat,
although there were many desks and
tables; here he opened another door
marked “Telegraphers,” and they went
through a smaller room, also deserted,
which had tables provided with tele-
graph instruments and typewriters. The
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glass door which separated this from an
adjoining apartment was lettered “Of-
fice of the City Editor.” Forman turned
the handle and ushered his companion
into a-yet smaller room which looked
out on three streets, and which was par-
titioned off by glass from another longer
room.

At a large table, littered with press
clippings, “flimsies/’ telegrams and pa-
per, written and typewritten, two men
sat facing each other; one clipping from
a newspaper, the other correcting
“copy.” One was an oldish man with
iron-gray hair, and the other a very
young, immature-looking fellow, with
coat cut in exaggerated fashion, a re-
markable fancy waistcoat, and a bott-
tonnUre.

But Forman paid no attention to
either of them. He made for a huge
rolltop desk in the corner, behind which
sat another young-looking man of a dif-
ferent type. He was blond and fair,
and his eyes were blue. He did not no-
tice their entrance, so busily engrossed
was he in writing in a huge ledger be-
fore him.

“Mr. Richmond/' said Forman. At
the sound of .Forman’s voice the man
looked up, then rose to his feet.

“Mr. Stanford sent this gentleman
here with a letter telling me to give him
two weeks’ fair trial. He has never had
any experience. This is Mr. Richmond,
the city editor, Mr. Temple—Mr. Philip
Temple. Good-day, Mr. TempTp. Best
wishes for success.”

Temple was conscious that tne alert
blue eyes of the city editor were taking
him in from head to toe. It was a
kindly look, however, and he did not
resent it.

“Sit down, Mr. Temple/’ said Rich-
mond, pushing a chair toward him.
“You have quite made up your mind to
go into this, | suppose, so | won't try to
discourage you; but remember it’s not a
bed of roses, by any means. | am sorry
to say you have struck the office during
a dull week. There is hardly anything
doing at all, and | find it difficult to deal
out enough assignments to provide

" meals for the space and detail men.”

“To provide meals?” queried Temple.

“Oh! | dare say you didn’t know
about that. Now I’ll ask you one ques-
tion. Are you dependent on this for a
living?”

Temple nodded.

“I'm sorry. You see, it makes it
rather hard, as you are a man without
experience, and | wouldn’t dare trust
some stories to you. Space and detail
are what you will get—and that means,
in good times, an average of about twen-
ty-five dollars a week. Of course we
take a man on salary when it can be
done, but half of the men don’t stay here
that long. Well, that’s all, Mr. Temple.
Are you ready to go to work now?’

Temple answered in the affirmative.

“Well, I’ll put you on office this after-
noon. It’s just four o’clock, and that
will give you your first assignment. Let
me see—who’s out in the room now?”
He raised his head and looked through
the glass, then called “Curtin!”

In an incredibly short space of time,
a dark-eyed, iaven-haired young man
stood at his desk. His hair was a trifle
too long and his cravat a trifle too full.
His whole appearance was that of care-
less smartness—his hands thrust into
the pockets of his very wide trousers,
and a cigarette in one corner of his
mouth.

“Curtin,” said™he city editor, “this is
Temple, a new man. [|’ve put him on
office. He’s never had any newspaper
experience. Show him the ropes.” And
the head was once more bent over the
ledger, while the pen in hand scratched
away as though there were no such
things as interruptions.

Curtin led Temple into the room ad-
joining—a very long, narrow room, one
side sheer and the other overlooking the
street. There were three rows of hard-
wood desks running down the center,
for all the world like a schoolroom.
Some were up, and displayed type-
writers. Others were covered with
books and papers. On the walls were
tacked maps and pictures, also con-
torted headlines from newspapers,
by which absurd combinations were
formed. There were a number of orig-
inal black and white cartoons, evidently
of people known ,to the Citv Room.
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Over each desk was a movable, green-
shaded electric light, and on the shades
were pasted more of the absurd plays
on names. The floor was a mass of
torn papers, burned matches, cigar and
cigarette ends.

“The first thing to decide,” said Cur-
tin, "is where will you sit.” 'He in-
spected the three rows with a pros-
pective eye, then led the newcomer to
one at the extreme end. “This one
hasn’t been used for some time, not
since Dennis O’Connel went to New
York. That will be your regular place.
We all have one to ourselves. Use a
typewriter?” He swung the lid of the
desk up, and disclosed a machine. “No?
Well, that’s unfortunate. You’d better
learn. You’ll need to when you come
in at eleven-thirty with a column story
and the forms closing at twelve. How-
ever, all in good time.” He sat on the
edge of the desk and swung his tan-shod
feet to and fro. “Have a cigarette 7’

Temple accepted and lighted it.
“~lell, what am | to do?” he asked.

“Do—do now ? Oh, nothing, except
listen to me babble. Ask me questions,
old man; I'm just bubbling over with
information, and it’s not often | get a
green one to steer.”

“l want all the information you have
at hand,” smiled Temple. “You can't
tell me anything that will be old to me.
| know absolutely nothing-about news-
paper work.”

“Well, then, you don’t know what a
hard graft you are bucking. Oh!you're
English, aren’t you? Do you under-
stand slang?3

“I've been in the States nearly a
year.”

“But not long enough to say.‘bin’ for
'‘been.” Well, if you understand slang,
all right—I won’t ask you tp forgive it.
Pardon inquisitiveness, but what in the
name of Heaven are you coming in this
business for?”

“To earn my living,” answered the
other, concisely.

“Pardon. Then | won’t throw any
more of a pall over you than | can help.
Well, you’re a space and detail man—
the first is mostly refined sarcasm. The
detail part means that the first assign-

ment you get—at one o'clock, when we
all report—will net you just two samo-
leons. That will last you until five-thirty,
by which time another lot of cards will
be dealt and a second assignment comes
your way. That adds one more cart-
wheel to your collection. Sometimes
you get an extra morning assignment,
but not often. Don’t see any visions of
rivaling J. Pierpont on that scale, do
you?’

“Hardly,” laughed Temple.

“Then, if you happen to cafnp on the
trail of a story the paper and the Asso-
ciated Press haven't winded, you can
turn it in and get space. It generally
happens during a freeze in July. If you
have a vivid imagination, you can land
a story with the Sunday supplement
every now and then—that pays fifteen
dollars a page. | do it occasionally.

“Of course, you don’t know about as-
signments. Well, in that big book you
saw Richmond writing in, he keeps the
detail list. Regular men on salary cover
the police courts, the morgue, the rail-
roads, the steamship offices, the water
front and the hotels. They come in
twice a day and write up their stories;
but there is lots of stuff that won’t wait,
so they telephone in their tips and the
men here get them. Then there are
‘follow up’ stories, the ‘to-be—continued-
in-our-next’ type stories that have new
turns and twists every day; things hap-
pening in other States and countries
which affect San Franciscans and have
alocal end. You’ll learn all that. Then,
the evening papers have stories that
have a ‘follow up’ for us. Richmond
comes down at twelve-thirty and enters
up these things in his book. For each
story or each thread he uses a man, and
that’s where you come in. Sometimes
you work two or three days on one story
and then don’t land it—but when you do
it’s worth while.

“They have regular departments, too,
and regular men for them, though they
occasionally call in for help from us.
Two men have charge of the sporting"
page; one man the dramatic end, an-
other the real estate, another politics,
and so on.”

Whatever Curtin’s defects of rhetoric
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might have been, he certainly possessed
that power, which all good newspaper
men have, of vividly putting the central
points of the things described before the
one who listens. It was all new to
Temple, and though he had run life’s
gamut at too swift a pace to be very
much excited about anything, still the
glamour of the rushing life seemed to
take hold of him, and he thought impa-
tiently of the time that must elapse be-
fore he would be able to do just what
Curtin was telling him about.

It was perfectly plain that Curtin's
cynicism with regard to his profession
was in a great measure assumed, for he
spoke a little too enthusiastically regard-
ing it. Toward the end, he remembered
the disagreeable things.

“Sometimes, as a great favor, we get
an afternoon or night to ourselves. Just
now we get them too often to suit our
pocketbooks. But one can never make
an engagement, for fear one will not be
able to keep it. You go to work at one
o’clock, and, except for a few hours for
dinner, you can count on being on until
twelve at night. Every four or five
nights you get the late watch, and that
keeps you here until two-thirty. Not
nice, eh? No, it isn’t. You get no
chance to make friendships with nice
people, nor—*—"

“Curtin,” came the voice of the city
editor. The one called dropped from
his perch and darted through the swing-
ing door.

“There’s been a murder at 720 Ar-
lington Street, Woman left her hus-
band ; went to rooming house; husband
followed, found another man, killed both
of them, so the story goes. Take a pho-
tographer, one who can sketch—and
take Temple. Rush!”

There was no need for the last word.
Curtin was back in the room in a minute
and had jammed a large sombrero on
his head; then he seized the private tele-
phone. “Hello! Art room? This is
Curtin, city room. Mr. Richmond says,
give me a photographer who can sketch.
Who’s there? Oh! you? Well, tell
Morse to rush right ahead. Meet him
on the elevator.” He closed down the
receiver. “Come on, Temple—murder

story.” He explained in detail as they
went through to the elevator. As he
pressed the button, there was another
ring from above and the elevator shot
upward. When it came down it held a
small-sized youth, burdened down with
a large camera.

“What’s the story?” he demanded.

“Murder,” replied Curtin, briefly, out-
lining the facts. “Mr. Morse—Mr.
Temple, a new reporter.”

When they arrived at the scene of the
affair, a dirty-looking lodging house in
the Tenderloin, they found it surrounded
by a crowd of people. Curtin pushed
his way through them. At the door, a
burly policeman barred further progress.

“Kape back, | say,” he said, roughly.

“Clarion men,” explained Curtin.
“What'’s the story, officer?”

“l dunno,” answered the protector of
the peace, his attitude becoming silky.
No policeman can afford to antagonize
the press. “But Detective Boland’s in-
side. He’ll tell you.”

So Temple’s first glimpse into a re-
porter’'s work began. He saw the bodies
of the victims and experienced a nasty
feeling at the stomach; but Curtin got
down on his knees and examined the
wounds. Then he searched through the
drawers of bureaus and cupboards, and
unearthed two photographs—husband
and wife—which he pocketed in full
view of the policeman on guard, who
merely winked.

“Always get photographs,” he said in
an aside to Temple.

Then Curtin interviewed the mur-
derer—a rather good-looking man, who
did not appear at all vicious. He told a
simple story. “She was my wife—left
me to go to him. | begged her to come
back. She laughed at me. | killed them
both.”

The landlady of the house, the serv-
ants, the policeman and detectives—to
all these Curtin put apparently simple
questions and drew from them what he
desired. Then he directed Morse to
photograph the scene and the murderer
in charge. Then they went out and the
house itself was photographed.

“That’s all,” said Curtin,
the office.”

“Back to
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Just then a big, heavy-set man pushed
his way toward them. He was dressed
in broadcloth and wore large diamonds
and a silk hat.

“You’re a Clarion reporter, |1 guess,
ain’t you?” he asked Curtin.

"You guess right,” answered Curtin.

“Well, I’'m Timothy O 'Flaherty—see?
I’'m a friend of your managing editor,
Mr, Forman. You ain’t a-going to say
nothing about what kind of a place that
is, are your”

“Well, | certainly am,” replied Cur-
tin. “That is one of the points of the
story—the woman going to a place of
that character.”

“Well, you ain’t!” exclaimed O’Fla-
herty, expectorating. “Because | own
that house—see? And I’'m a friend of
Mr. Forman’s. I’m an alderman, too—*
perhaps you don’t know that.”

“I don’t care what you are,” said Cur-
tin. “Come on, boys!”

He told the whole story to Richmond,
and also O 'Flaherty’s connection with it.

Richmond consulted a memorandum
slip from the managing editor. “It
would be better not to dwell on the
character of the house; in fact, better
not mention it at all.”

Curtin saw the slip and understood.
Later he told Temple.

“Some more of Forman,” he added,
disgustedly.

“Do you mean that a man like O 'Fla-
herty can influence a newspaper 7’ asked
Temple, jn amazement.

“Does Forman get anything out of
that sort of thing?” returned Curtin,
with an enigmatic smile.

CHAPTER III.

THE MAKING OF A REPORTER.

Temple’s first detail came on the'night
assignment, when at five-thirty the city
editor called his name and told him to
go to the Palace Hotel to interview a
distinguished light in the diplomatic
service, who had arrived that day from
Venezuela. Richmond’s instructions
were clean cut: “Get him to talk about
what Americans are doing down there,
and how the Venezuelans look on them.”
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Curtin took him to a little place on
Geary Street, "Where he generally dined;
a place favored by the theatrical and
so—called bohemian element. Temple’s
new friend seemed to be well known
there, for many rather good-looking,
rather over-dressed girls, and others
over—-dressed but not good-looking,
smiled him a welcome.

“Do you want to meet any of them ?*
he asked, as they seated themselves at a
small table.

“I'd rather not, thank you,” said
Temple. “What | want to do is to ask
you more questions, if you don’t mind.”

As Curtin seemed to be indifferent on
the subject, Temple pursued his course
in that direction, and then told him what
he was detailed to do that night.

“That’s easy enough,” the other told
him. “All you have to do is to get him
to talk about a column’s worth.”

When they parted at the door, Temple
asked about lodgings.

“Well,” said Curtin, a trifle hesita-
tingly, “lI have a small apartment my-
self, and if you like to share it an<take
pot luck——-"

. “l don’t want to impose on you.”,

“Impose! 1d be glad to have you—
if you care to come. It isn’t much of a
place, but unless you have means out-
side your newspaper work, | dare say
you won'’t find a better. Think it over*
I’ll see you at the office.”

Temple was to see the great man at
eight o’clock, but at that time he found
him not in. He sat in the foyer and
waited. At ten his quarry returned and
received him very graciously. As Cur-
tin had said, it was an easy assignment.
The great man wanted to see the papers
give him his full measure of publicity,
and he talked at length, Temple taking
copious notes." Then they drank each
other’s health, and Temple returned to
the office.

It was his first newspaper story, and
the words did not come as they might;
but finally he got it done. It was half
after eleven by then, and most of the
men had already turned in their stuff.

The youth with the remarkable waist-
coat who sat at the copy desk reached
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out his hand for Temple’s story and
scanned it critically,

“How many words?” he asked.

“l—I1 don’t know.”

“Always count your words. There’s
too much stuff here. What is it?—an
interview? Always turn your inter-
views in by ten o’clock. You’re a new
man, aren’t you?”

Temple replied in the affirmative. He
would have liked to say something to
crush this disagreeable youth, but he
wanted no trouble.

“Always begin your paragraphs with
a paragraph mark. Inclose your punc-
tuation marks in a circle. Never begin
a story with a statement of time. That’s
all.”” He began to rapidly blue—pencil
the story.

Temple walked out with a heavy,
leaden feeling. “Who is that man?’ he
asked Curtin.

Curtin swore.
pets—little whelp!
name. Why ?’

“I only asked,” replied Temple. He
was jjot anxious to begin to criticise
those in power.

It was past midnight when they left
the office, and Curtin finally took the
direction of home. He lived in a large
apartment house a few blocks from the
office, and his suite of two rooms and
bath, though untidy in the extreme, was
most homelike.

“Harry Phelps used to share this with
me,” he informed Temple. “But he
went to Chicago last week. |If you want
to take his place-—-"

“l do,” said the other. So the ques-
tion of a place to live was settled, and
Temple’s life in San Francisco fairly
begun.

He was awakened early in the morn-
ing by a vigorous ringing of the apart-
ment bell, and a boy handed him a pa-
per—the Clarion. Eagerly he turned
the pages in search of the headlines
which would mark what he had written.
The first search revealed nothing. Fi-
nally, on one of the center pages he
found a four-line head in small type’~
“Americans Liked in Venezuela.” He
read the story beneath, but, save for a
few words and phrases here and there,

“One of Forman’s
Dickinson is his

it bore no resemblance whatever to the
one he had written.

A sickening sensation came over him,
and he let the paper drop to the floor.
So he was going to fail in this, too. He
could not even do what some of the
rough-looking, ill-bred men he had seen
in the office were successfully doing.
He sat thus despondent for a long time.
Then his teeth came together with a
snap, his lips compressed, and his eyes
grew hard.

“I will do it,” he said.
God!”

Carefully he read the revised story.
Although it was hardly a model news-
paper article, still he saw without trouble
that it told, in half the space he had de-
voted to it, exactly what the man had
said, and precisely what the paper
wanted him to say.

Then, systematically, he began to
read the local pages; not as does the
casual reader, looking for the news of
the day, but with an eye to the con-
struction of each. Curtin had not yet
awakened, and Temple was able to de-
vote two hours to his task before the
other yawned sleepily and got up.

“What’re you doing, old man?” he
asked, as he came out in pajamas and
slippers.

“Studying newspaper writing,” an-
swered Temple. “What was that you
said last night? ‘Put the most striking
feature of the story in the first sentence,
tell the gist of the story in the rest of the
paragraph, and then go on to give the
details’ 7’

“Approximately, my words,” the au-
thor of them replied, reaching for a
cigarette.

“They should be printed in heavy
black type and nailed over every man’s
desk in a newspaper office,” commented
Temple.

“Not necessary—every man knows
the principle and carries it out. Even
you know it after one day’s work.”

“And I’ll carry it out, too,” said the
new reporter.

So began his pewspaper training.
The first week gave him but small
chance to show his mettle, being con-
fined to small stories of the police courts,

“I will, by
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obituary notices, and others of the same
ilk. However, he was learning rapidly.
He read every item in the newspaper,
studied out the way in which each one
was written, observed the points of a
story, which were the most important
and those that counted for little or noth-
ing. He began to realize that death,
even suicide and murder, is not interest-
ing to the public unless the people con-
cerned are well known or the details un-
usual or mysterious.

His first week’s pay envelope con-
tained just about half of the maximum
salary of a space and detail man, and
Curtin told him he had done very well
for a beginner. It was true, he had been
left out on a number of details, but al-
though this was disappointing from a
monetary standpoint, it had given him a
chance to get practical experience by
going out on stories with other men,
and noting the various methods they em-
ployed.

A great source of gratification to him
was that his stories were being printed
now without any material changes. This
was encouraging, for he knew that they
must be satisfactory, else they would not
adopt his verbiage. He never handed
his copy to Dickinson again, giving it
always either to Richmond or to
Haynes, the assistant city editor.

Of course, none of the stories he
handled was of any real importance,
and it was plain that Richmond was as
yet afraid to trust him with stories need-
ing careful treatment.

He was three weeks in the office be-
fore his chance came—it was a “space”
story, and an exclusive one.

He had been sent out to the Presidio,
the army headquarters, on a trifling as-
signment connected with the health of
the general in command of the Pacific
Division. While he was there, he noted
an orderly who spoke with an exceed-
ingly Latin accent. At that time the
feeling in the United States against
Spain* was very strong. Temple was
sure the soldier was a Spaniard. The
fortifications of San Francisco were
jealously guarded secrets. Yet this man
was the mail orderly in the engineer de-
partment, and, on quiet investigation, he

found him to be in charge of cleaning
up the rooms also. This would give him
easy access to the plans.

Temple considered the matter. Then
he consulted with the colonel in charge
of engineering.

The next day he obtained leave from
the paper, donned a suit of private’s
blue and made up his face enough to
give it a Latin aspect. In this guise he
reported to Colonel Morrow to .act as an
enlisted clerk in his office. He spoke
Spanish fluently, and with the accent of
Castellano. When the time came for
closing the office, he and the orderly had
spoken together in that language. He
left the office, but half an hour later re-
turned. He had a conversation with
the man—a long conversation—in which
Temple represented himself as an officer
in the army of the Queen Regent, sent
to the United States to get copies of the
plans of the forts. Then the other grew
equally frank, and made the statement
that he was one of the Spanish secret
service agents, there for the same pur-
pose, which he hoped soon to accom-
plish. Had he been aware that Colonel
Morrow, two of his aides, and a cor-
poral’s guard had slipped into the next
room and were listening, he might not
have told so much.

When Temple had extracted all the
information he deemed necessary, he
whistled softly, as though in surprise.
The next moment the spy’s arms were
pinioned by the two “John Henries” of
the corporal’s guard, and the man, fran-
tically struggling, was taken away to
spend the remainder of his days making
shoes in Alcatraz prison.®

Temple was thanked profusely by the
colonel. In the spy’s quarters were
found tracings of maps, rough sketches
of plans, positions and numbers of
artillery, weak points of defense, etc.
He had evidently sent nothing away.

“l deserve no thanks,” said Temple.
“In the first place, it was something that
any man with a regard for the welfare
of the United States would have done.
In the second place; it makes good read-
ing for the newspaper. All | ask you
to do, colonel, is to keep this matter "a
secret until my paper publishes it, which
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will be to-morrow. It makes an ‘ex-
clusive’ for us, you see.”

Colonel Morrow willingly assented,
and Temple went back to the office,
where he sat down at his desk and be-
gan to write his story. He made a num-
ber of bad starts before his ideas were
in the shape he wished them, but with
the narrative once started it flowed
easily, building up, and finally dramat-
ically revealing. He read it over, and
he knew it to be a good story.

Dickinson happened to be the only
one in the city editor’s room when he en-
tered. Temple looked around for Rich-
mond.

“Give me the story,” said Dickinson.

"It's a ‘space’ Story,” explained Tem-

ple. “l want Mr. Richmond to see it.”
“Oh, he'll see it, all right,” retorted
Dickinson. “Give it here.”

Before Temple had reached his seat
Dickinson’s voice recalled him. At the
same moment Richmond went to his
desk.

“See here,” said Dickinson, rudely, as
Temple re-entered the room, “don’t try
fakes like that on us.” He spoke with
the pride of conscious virtue, and threw
the roll of copy toward the writer.

Temple picked it up and spoke to
Richmond. Quietly he outlined the
story to him, then put the copy on his
desk. “Mr. Dickinson has called it a
‘fake.” | .think it a good, exclusive
story. Colonel Morrow has promised
no other reporter shall have it until to-
morrow.”

“It is a good exclusive,” said Rich-
mond. “Mr. Dickinson perhaps is judg-
ing you from his own standard.”

Dickinson flushed. His reputation as
a manufacturer of news, when a re-
porter, was well known.

Temple’s story was run for two col-
umns, with full-page headlines. It was
the talk of San Francisco for a day, and
a source of grief to the Clarion’s con-
temporaries, who unmercifully “wigged”
their army reporters for being scooped.
Although Richmond said no more on
the subject, Temple's fellow reporters
did. “You’ve made a hit with the ‘old
man," Phil,” Curtin assured him.

At the end of the week Temple's pay

envelope contained the extra amount for
the story. It just completed the sum
which Miss Stanford had loaned him at
Monterey. He wrote her a short note :

Dear Miss Stanford: With my most
heartfelt gratitude, | return herewith the
sum which you were so kind as to loan me,
three weeks ago.

I am doing as well as might be expected
in a beginner, and hope to prove my words
to you in time.

Thanking you again for past favors,

Very sincerely,
Philip Temple.

A few days later he received a reply
in the form of an engraved invitation to
a dinner to be given at the Stanford
home. Below in handwriting was: “Be
sure to come. | want to talk to you
about your work.”

In his answer he thanked her for the
invitation, but declined on account of
his work. “I cannot afford to miss any
chances here,” he said. “And besides,
I do not wish to trespass on your kind-
ness.”

He was sincere in his words. He felt
that she was taking pity on him, felt
that she looked on him as an experiment
which must be carefully watched, lest it
should not succeed.

The next day he was called to the
telephone, and a girlish voice asked for
Mr. Temple. “This is Miss Stanford/’
it said. “We expect you at seven."
Then, without giving him a chance to
reply, the connection was cut off.

Temple ruefully sought Charlie Cur-
tin. “l must' ask you to loan me your
dress clothes, Charlie,” he said. The
two men were about the same build.

“Where are you going?” queried the
other, after assenting. Temple told him.
Curtin whistled.

“Whew! I’d like to be in your shoes.
I've seen her, you know—a stunner,
isn’t she? And papa’s millions!”

Temple cut him short good-naturedly,
and obtained permission from Richmond
to absent himself for the night. At
seven, correctly garbed for the evening,
save for the fact that he wore an opera
hat (that being the only dress hat owned
by his roommate), he presented himself
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at the Stanford mansion and was ush-
ered into the drawing room.

Some men seem born to wear evening
clothes. In spite of the fact that Cur-
tin’s were far from being the mode in
either cut or material, when they lay
snugly about Temple’s person he ap-
peared truly the type of man that our
artists are so fond of drawing in evening
clothes, the kind to whom a drawing
room is a natural background.

Miss Stanford could not refrain from
noticing this when she entered and bade
him welcome, any more than he failed to
observe what a remarkably beautiful girl
she was.

The dinner was for ten, ail of whom
were somebodies in the social life of the
town. Three of the men were the sons
and partners of capitalists, the other a
well-known local artist, while the girls
were ones whose names constantly ap-
peared in not only the San Francisco
papers, but the New York and Wash-
ington ones besides.

To Temple was assigned the honor
of taking his hostess in. He was a dif-
ferent Temple from the silent, reserved
man whom the Clarion office knew. He
told witty stories, got off several epi-
grams, and made himself generally
liked. The men voted him a good fel-
low, the girls interesting and myste-
rious.

**Who is he, anyhow?” asked Maude
Lansome. “He talks like an English-
man, and looks rather like one of Gib-
son’s pictures/*

“He is an Englishman,” answered
Miss Stanford, and left the other im-
plied questions unanswered.

At euchre he was a 'coveted partner.
During the conversation their talk
drifted to his work, and he told her what
he had done. She nodded approval.

Marton Harland, the artist, drew him
aside just before leaving.

“Are you up at the Bohemian Gub?”
he asked. “If you like, I'll send you a
card.” Temple thanked him.

He remained until the last had gone,
and then he, too, rose to take his de-
parture.

“Father asked Mr. Richmond about
you the other day,” Miss Stanford told

him, “and he said that you were mak-
ing an exceptional showing for a new
man; that you had written one of the
best newspaper stories he had handled
in years, and that it was a ‘beat’ be-
sides.” She rose. “So that spells suc-
cess, and | am glad.”

“1 will ask for no other reward when
success does come, if you will only -say
that,” he said, earnestly.

"Oh, don’t take me so seriously &>
that,” she laughed. Then as she held
out her hand ; “You know the way here
now. Come up whenever you choose.
I will always be glad to see you. Good-
night.”

He went out into the night air, his
head erect and a strange feeling possess-
ing him. The touch of her hand still
made his tingle, attd the recollection of
her smile sent the blood throbbing
through his veins. He thought strange,
wild thoughts as he walked along. That
evening had taken him back to the old
days—the pretty drawing room, the sil-
ver service, the soft light of the shaded
candelabra falling on pretty faces and
pretty gowns, the atmosphere of good
breeding and good living—and the girl!

Suddenly he stopped in his walk and
stood perfectly still.

“l must succeed,” he said, grimly. “I
will succeed—and then—"

He smiled determinedly, and walked
on. In his light-heartedness a tune came
to his Hps, and he found himself whis-
tling softly an old love song.

CHAPTER IV.

THE *“CLARION™ GETS A NEW SUNDAY

EDITOR.

“That man Temple ought to be taken
on salary, Mr. Forman/’ said Rich-
mond, nearly a year later.

“Why, Mr. Richmond?” asked For-
man. “There are some very good men
of far more experience than Temple
who have been on the paper a mu<h
longer time than he.”

‘They are not as good men as Tem-
ple, and all their experience doesn’t
count beside the experience he has de-
rived from his work on this paper. The
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man is a hard worker and a student—a
student of newspaper-making. He can
cover anything in the way of a story
that comes up, and if anyone can get it,
he can. He writes forcibly and drives
his point home.”

Forman smiled. “You are getting
enthusiastic, Mr. Richmond, for the first
time, | believe. Anything else?”

“Yes, a good deal. He is the kind
of a man who can talk on an equal foot-
ing with anyone, and have them innately
acknowledge the equality. When the
Russian grand duke was here, he was
the only newspaper man who was in-
vited to his dinner—the rest sat over in
a corner, rank outsiders. That’s a testi-
monial, | think. When the Darlington
trouble came up in the Burlingame set,
he was the only reporter that Mr. Dar-
lington allowed in the house, and while
the other papers printed scandalous
fakes we had his straight story.”

“You interest me,” said Forman,
coldly. “The man must be truly re-
markable.”

“Because he was able to speak French
fluently, he got the story of the survivors
of the Maison D’Orsay, wrecked on the
Farallones, twelve hours ahead of any
other paper, while the other men sat
twiddling their fingers arid waiting for
an interpreter. There are other in-
stances where his ability to speak
French, German and Spanish landed
him ‘scoops/ Another thing: he is a
military expert, and when the maneu-
vers at San Jose came off, his story was
the only combination of news and tech-
niques that came up. Why, the Asso-
ciated Press used to throw out their own
correspondents’ stuff and use our
proofs!”

"So you want him put on salary?”
queried Forman.

“I do, if we expect to hold him. 1°'d
like to give him fifty a week.”
“Impossible I broke in

shortly.

“l know that,” said Richmond, calm-
ly. “Therefore, say forty.”

“It’s against the paper’s practice, you
know, Mr, Richmond; but as you seem
so enthused over the man, and he
really appears to be doing excellent

Forman,

work, we’ll say thirty-five.” He rang for
his stenographer and told him to write
a note to the treasurer and one to Tem-
ple, informing them of the new arrange-
ment.

It was perfectly patent to Temple that
Richmond had been the man who bad
engineered his raise in salary, for the
feeling against Forman in the city room
was very strong, while, on the other
hand, Richmond, though severe to those
who transgressed, was known to be just
and fair and was popular with the men.
When Temple went in to thank him, he
was very cordial,

“You deserve it, Mr. Temple. You've
worked for it | like good work to be
appreciated.”

Temple had indeed “worked for it.”
During the time he had been on the pa-
per he had done little else during waking
hours save study the problem of success
in newspaper work. He allowed noth-
ing to distract his mind from the main
issue. When “good-night” was given
in the room, he went straight to his
apartment and to bed, awaking in the
morning promptly at eight, no matter
whether he had been up the night before
until the small hours chasing a derelict
story or keeping the late watch. After
his light breakfast it was generally nine.
Between that hour and one his time was
his own. Nevertheless he utilized it in
the service of his paper.

His ability to converse fluently in
French, Italian, German and Spanish
had opened a new field for him. In the
morning hours he wandered through the
foreign quarters, chatting with the
newly arrived immigrants and with the
bureaus of informations—the landlords
of the drinking shops. So, very often,
good, exclusive stories came his way,
and went into the Clarion, to the amaze-
ment and disgust of its contemporaries.
It was by this means that he discovered
that Antonio Florentina, the Mafia chief,
wanted in New Orleans for divers
crimes, was hiding in a little shop off
Kearny Street, and the police were
given the information only on condition
that it was not to be given to the other
representatives of the press until the
Clarion had printed it in full.



THE RULING OF THE FOURTH ESTATE 63

His tall figure was well known in the
Latin Quarter, where he posed as an
artist, going so far as to take along a
sketch book and draw outlines of men
and places, in which he had some ama-
teurish skill. So well did he keep his
identity a secret that no one knew his
real profession, and his manner of gain-
ing information was so charmingly in-
direct that po suspicion was aroused.

Nearly always now, he had a full-
page story in the Sunday supplement—s
stories that possessed the charm of true
insight into the Latin character, but
which were too much dependent on
their literary quality for use in the news
columns.

Another one of the many duties
which he assigned himself was the learn-
ing of the practical end of newspaper-
making. Early in his days on the pa-
per, he approached the foreman of the
printing room and asked permission to
come down as a printer’s helper once a
week, and learn how the mechanical side
was carried out. On his days off, Thurs-
days, he reported promptly with the ap-
prentices and helpers, and, asking no
favors, went to work to acquire their
trade. He was a man who was able to
adapt himself to circumstances, and his
attitude toward his fellow workers in
this line, while characterized by that
pleasant reserve which marked his deal-
ings with all men, was perfectly free
from snobbishness, and gave no impres-
sion of the “I am better than thou”
idea.

Out of his first savings he purchased
a kodak and a book on photography.
This he studied carefully, and after
making some rather bad pictures, paid
a professional photographer to initiate
him into the secrets of the trade. After
a week’s morning lessons he found him-
self capable of taking and developing a
photograph. A few months with his
kodak, and he bought a small camera
with time exposure, and with this made
many successful pictures. Finally he
told Richmond that, instead of having a
photographer with him on his stories, he
would do the work himself if provided
with the camera,’and Richmond knew
him well enough by this time to feel his

word could be trusted. His pictures
were as good as the average turned out
by the art room, and their quality stead-
ily improved.

Then he asked for a week off, and
went into the art department to study
their methods; three days of this, and
he sought the engraver and lithographer.
He applied for another week, and dur-
ing that time he learned something
about the way pictures and photographs
were prepared for print.

But through all this he did not neg-
lect the reportorial end, as was proven
by the importance and diversity of the
stories to which Richmond assigned
him. He had interviewed murderers,
tracked down crimes, written up the
life at the Presidio, reported the State
campaign for governor, done dramatic
criticisms and described society func-
tions.

While doing the first cotillion of the
season one night, he received a “hurry
up” call from Richmond to go down
into the Salinas Valley and write up a
train wreck. In his dress clothes and
silk hat he boarded a south-bound train
to the scene of the carnage, and wrote
his description of the cotillion going
down, wiring it from a station where
the train stopped for a minute. The
next half hour found him among the
dead and wounded, with the lights of
the wrecking party ruthlessly showing
their mangled bodies; and the same wire
that took his description of the pretty
ballroom scene served to carry the
ghastly description of a hundred lives
lost through an engineer’s carelessness.

Richmond had noted all this, and
Richmond knew the value of a man. So
the first fruits of success were sown and
reaped by Philip Temple.

But to do all this, Temple had neces-
sarily cut himself off from the joys and
pleasures of life. Save only Charlie Cur-
tin, not one of his newspaper associates
ever saw him out of office hours. The
cafes frequented by the press men were
always avoided by Temple. When Char-
lie Curtin gave late suppers to theatrical
people at the apartment, Temple was
generally in bed, and if he were not he
went there as.soon as possible. He was
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an enigma to Curtin’s friends, and they
wondered how the two managed to hit
it off together—laughter-loving, never-
a—care-for-the-morrow Charlie and the
inscrutable Temple, who spoke but sel-
dom and then only when addressed.

At the office he had been dubbed, in
all good nature, “Lord Philip.”

“Somehow, he gives you that impres-
sion,” said the irrepressible college girl
who was called the “Child Wonder,”
and who did the women’s fashions and
the children’s page. “He has that state-
ly air of a knight of old, and he speaks
as gravely and judiciously as though he
were deciding whether or not he would
permit a man to live. And then he has
such a strong face, too, besides being
good-looking. He looks as though he
could get very angry and call out, ‘What
ho! villains! Swing me this caitiff on
the battlements,” and if the villains
didn’t come, he would do it himself. |
wouldn’t like to be alone with him when
he’s angry.”

She was talking to the girl who did
Society. “The question in my mind,”
said that young lady, “is, who is he?”

"Well, you won’t get him to answer
it. | always feel like I'm presuming
when | speak to him at ail, and though
he always bows and lifts his hat, | imag-
ine he's looking straight through me.”

But it was not that Philip Temple did
not like the society of his fellow men and

women in that good companionship
which marks the journalistic life. He
did not have the time—that was all. He

had set a goal before him, and his only
object was to reach it. Until he could
do that, any energies applied in another
direction would be misdirected.

In the year that had elapsed since he
began his work on the Clarion, he had
seen Miss Stanford regularly just one
night each month, deviating from his
usual rule three times, besides, to go
horseback riding with her in the after-
noon. It was very hard for him to thus
limit himself; it would probably have
been harder had he allowed his thoughts
to dwell on her, but this he did not do,
save as one of the things to be gained
when the goal was reached. Whether
she cared anything for him, he did not

know, nor did he make any attempt to
discover her feelings on this subject. He
liked to talk to her about his work and
about the things that interested her.
She had a bright, breezy way of view-
ing all things, and when in her pres-
ence he laughed and joked as he never
did elsewhere. She seemed always
pleased to have him come, and looked on
him as a friend. By the end of the year
she called him “Phil,” and he naturally
had dropped into using the name by
which San Francisco knew her, “Kitty.”

She was a typical Western girl of
good breeding, secure within herself and
continually doing things that might
have brought her censure m an Eastern
household. The society journals called
her “Freaky Kitty,” because of the novel
and original things by which she de-
lighted the little circle of the San Fran-
cisco elite.

Going without a chaperon on all oc-
casions was one of the tenets of her
faith, and so strongly did she insist on
it that the habit spread among her
friends, and the chaperon threatened to
become an obsolete institution in San
Francisco society. She never tolerated
a man about her who was not interest-
ing, nor yet did she admire a genius
who did not cut his hair and who re-
fused to trim his nails. Her many ad-
ventures and escapades were always fur-
nishing the papers with lively material;
but all of them were perfectly innocent,
and not a breath of scandal had ever
come her way.

That she liked Temple was evident;
but that she preferred him to others of
her friends of his sex was a thing that,
if so, was never shown nor suspected.
What it meant for Temple to know she
was near by, yet removed from him by
a gulf that he must bridge before he
could speak with her on her own plane,
is something that only a lover can real-
ize. But he was a strong man, and he
crushed down any feeling that might
keep him from the end which he had de-
termined to make.

His raise in salary meant little to him
from a financial standpoint, for he
needed little money for his simple liv-
ing; but, as an appreciation of the work
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he had done, it meant a great deal, and
was an ever—present reminder that he
was getting near the goal.

Six months more passed; and then
Stilson, the Sunday editor, was leaving
to take a position on a New York daily.
Forman sent for Temple. Richmond
had kept the managing editor informed
of what Temple had been doing, and
though Forman had an instinctive dis-
like for Temple—for the same reason
that a mongrel generally hates a thor-
oughbred—he could not see anyone else
who would adequately fill the position.
The conversation he held with him was
short and terse. The position was of-
fered at a beggarly increase in Temple’s
salary as a reporter.

“l can't afford to take it on those
terms, Mr. Forman,” Temple said,
firmly. “As itis, | get over a page into
the Sunday, which means at least half
again what my salary represents. Be-
sides, the work is more confining. Sixty
dollars a week is the least that | will
consider. You see, that cuts me off
from getting space stories.”

Forman snarled. He did not like to
give the sum offered, even though it
represented less than the former Sun-
day editor had received; but he knew
when a man was in earnest, and he had
seen enough of Temple to realize that
he always meant what he said.

“It’s more than we have ever paid,”
he said, mendaciously, "and the man
who gets it will have to earn it, Mr,
Temple.”

“l would resign in a moment if |
thought | wasn’t capable of filling it,”
said Temple, in his usual quiet way.

Forman turned to his work with a
growl. "Take over the work imme-
diately and talk the thing over with Stil-
son. You’'ll be expected to get out the
next issue.”

‘Temple thanked him perfunctorily,
for he knew the circumstances under
which the position was given him. His
interview with Stilson was very short,
for the former Sunday editor knew he
could tell his successor little about the
work that he did not already know.

The next issue was precisely on the
same lines as the old, but Temple was

determined that there should not be
many more like it. He took Charlie
Curtin aside one day, and upon him im-
posed a task.

“Richmond has given me your serv-
ices for to-day, Charlie,” he said.
"Now, | want you to listen closely and
then get right to work. You think you
are something of a Jerome K. Jerome,
don’t you? Well, I am going to run a
series of ‘Lives of Great Men,” and in it
| am going to show the people of San
Francisco something about the kind of
men who run their city government.
We’ll begin with that insignificant-look-
ing bit of humanity who stands as ‘the
boss.” Go out and gather up all the in-
formation. you can about him—his life,
in fact. Come back; parody the name,
parody the life; in short, make a car-
icature in writing which will stick to the
facts, yet put them in a comic vein.
Satire is of more avail than sledge-ham-
mer editorials—sometimes.”

When Curtin was gone, Temple sent
for Raydon, one of the artists and car-
icaturists on the staff of the paper, and
directed him to draw a ‘caricature to ac-
company Curtin’s “biography.”

Temple knew that Forman would be
away that week, else he would not have
wasted his own time, and that of re-
porter and artist, to produce a thing
which Forman would reject; for he
knew that "the boss” was also “a friend
of the managing editor.” How many
times had that phrase kept a good story
out of the paper, kept him from ex-
posing a fraud or a crime that he felt
should be exposed. He knew he was
risking his position in doing what he
was about to compass, but he also knew
that before Forman could act he must
see Mr. Stanford. Temple had never
yet invoked the aid of the proprietor, .
but he was aware of the fact that Mr.
Stanford knew that Temple did what he
deemed right.

Then he sat down himself to write a
story which had taken root in his head
six months before, but which was neces-
sarily not written for the same reason
that others of the same kind still re-
mained in copy form only.

The mayor of the city had been
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elected by the labor vote. He had once
been a mechanic, and that fact was used
extensively in his campaign. The
mayor was one of the Half Circle who
ruled San Francisco. There were five
of them, and by trading on the Jeffer-
sonian motto and professing a hatred of
the rich, they held the labor and popular
votes, and ruled the city of the Golden
Gate with an iron hand. As a matter
of fact, this “poor man’s candidate” was
the owner of a patent device which had
made him rich, and had thrown count-
less workmen out of their positions.

Temple once visited his country man-
sion and photographed it. A steam
yacht, supposed to be owned by a com-
pany, was also his property and used
exclusively for his pleasure. This also
Temple had photographed. His son was
one of the wildest rakes at an Eastern
college, and was looked upon as a pro-
verbial “good thing” by all the thirsty
chorus girls on the Rialto. He had once
been photographed with two of them in
the act of drinking wine out of the slip-
per of one—an old trick of the “John-
nie.I This photograph had appeared in
one of those trashy sheetswhich pander
to the callow youth and the cheap per-
former, and although the son’s name
was not below, Temple recognized .his
features. He sent to the periodical and
bought the plate. He was determined
to publish the story some day, and now
was his chance. He wrote feverishly,
but he painted a picture that every man
could see—on one. hand the friend of
the poor, on the other the man who did
exactly what his own party accused his
antagonist of doing.

Temple headed the article:

THE FRIEND OF THE POOR WORK-
INGMAN! MAY THE LORD
PITY HIM!

TWO VIEWS OP MAYOR JACOB HUNT!

A Real Dr. Jekyll and Mr. ffyde in San
Francisco Politics!

' Then he called in another artist, and
together they designed the colored cover

for the supplement. It represented two
men with the same face. One, attired in
a workman’s overall suit, stood on a
platform in a crowded street and incited
a mob of wild-eyed workmen to break
down the great iron door of a ware-'
house in which was stored great quan-
tities of bread. The scene was a pitiful
one; hungry-looking women in tatters
and shreds, holding up wizened babies,
urged the men on; their faces were hag-
gard and drawn. The man who
shrieked at them had the face of the
mayor, Jacob Hunt.

Behind the door was a group of
frightened-looking men, each one with
the face of one of the members of the
Half Circle; but at the door, a huge
mallet in his hand, was a man also with
the mayor’s face. He was driving great
spikes into the door to prevent its being
broken down, the spikes labeled with
the name of his invention. Up to this
time his ownership of this patent had
been a profound secret.

This page was to be done in colors,
and the artist to whom the work was
given was well able to carry it out. He
had only one defect—he lacked ideas.
When they were given him, his work
was a Success.

With photographs, Temple’s story
took up two of the inside pages. The
photographs showed the mayor on his
medt, the mayor in his touring car, the
mayor’s wife in a Paris gown with some
twenty or thirty thousands in the shape
of jewelry on her person, the mayor in
his mechanic’s clothes, and the mayor
with a great monopolist of New York.
Then, foo, there was the picture of the
son with the divas, and the son with
two of the young society men of New
York, famous for their excesses.

Temple had other things in this issue,
but they were mere shadows. He
worked up Curtin’s parody, which was
really funny, and gave that a page with
the caricature of “The Boss.” As is
usual, the Sunday supplement went to
press on Saturday. The secret was care-
fully guarded until Friday morning,
when Temple wrote an advertisement to
be inserted in the Saturday paper. It
was to be in heavy type and duplicated
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four times on different sheets of the
paper.

READ HOW THE POOR MAN’'S MAYOR HAS
ROBBED THE POOR MAN

THE SUNDAY CLARION!

WORKINGMEN! ATTENTION! DON'T FAIL TO

READ IT!

Richmond rushed into Temple’s of-
fice the next morning;, the paper in his
hands. “What does this mean, Tem-
ple?” he asked. He was, for the time,
managing editor, though he was given
no jurisdiction over the Sunday sheet.

“It means that I've exposed a great
‘rascal,” answered Temple, evenly, as he
reached for his pipe and lighted it.

“Let me see the paper,” said Rich-
mond, with the first tinge of excitement
in his tone Temple had ever noticed.

“Well, you know it isn't customary,
Richmond,” said Temple, watching him
with a twinkle in his eye. “The Sun-
day isn’t supposed to be seen by anyone
except me until Sunday.” ,

“Oh, that be hanged!” cried Rich-
mond. “Let me see it!”

Temple handed it to him without com-
ment. As a matter of fact, he wished
him to see it. Richmond’s quick news-
paper eye caught the idea on the first
page, and he breathed admiration and
dismay. The pictures on the next page
and the caricature of “The Boss” settled
it. The paper dropped from his hands,
and he looked at Temple as though he
were some newly discovered specimen
of prehistoric animal.

Temple went on puffing quietly. Pres-
ently Richmond whistled—a long
drawn-out whistle that expressed many
things. Then he laughed, a queer sort
of half-choking laugh, and clapped Tem-
ple on the shoulder.

“Grit, boy, clear grit!” he said, slowly.
"How I’ve wanted to do it! |’ve never
had the courage, though. | have two
girls growing up and an invalid wife,
you know——-—"

He paused. Then he relighted his
cigar which had gone out.

“You know more than | do about it.
You’ve got a good story there; a story

San Francisco needed—needed badly.
But”—he gave another half laugh—
“they were friends of Mr. Forman.”

“Yes,” said Temple, carelessly. “They
are friends of Mr. Forman, | believe.”

Richmond put out his hand, and Tem-
ple shook it warmly. Then the city
editor picked up the paper, handed it
back, and went out, slowly.

CHAPTER V.
TEMPLE GOES TO WAR.

For three months now Temple had
not seen Miss Stanford. She had gone
to New York on a visit, then to New-
port, where some friends persuaded
her to revisit Europe. She had written
him regularly once a week since her
departure; long, gossipy letters, full of
fun and satire of the people she met.
And he had answered her in like vein,
occasionally getting on the serious side,
which was his work. When he was
given the post of Sunday editor, how-
ever, he had not divulged his plans. In
a letter, dated at Ostend, she urged him
to do something original.

He smiled; then he sat down and
wrote her of what he -had done. This
letter was entirely serious. It told
about “the friends of Mr. Forman,” and
what he intended to do to them. A
copy of the Sunday supplement was also
sent, even though it was only Saturday,
and against the rules. He felt sure that
she would be glad to see what he had
done.

Sunday came, and the edition went
off at great speed. By noon the news-
dealers and newsboys were running
short, and, like Oliver, crying for more.
The limited extra edition which had
been printed in expectation of the de-
mand was issued, but by four o’clock the
boys were back. They wanted more
copies. None were forthcoming. The
edition had been exhausted.

It was music in Temple's ears, as he
strolled aloftg the streets, to h™ar the
newsboys shout with true newsboy ap-
preciation of the story which counted:
“Here y’are! Wuxtra! Wuxtra! Full
account of Mayor Hunt’s bunco game.
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Wuxtra! Wuxtra! How Mayor Hunt
done the workin'man! Wuxtral!”

It was also a joy for him to see pass-
ers-by call to the boys and buy the
Clarion.

Down at the office there was much
excitement and great glee- The Sunday
editor had not attempted to disguise the
authorship of the story. His name stood
out in bold, black type—“By Philip
Temple.” He had asked Curtin whether
or not he desired his name attached to
the “biography” of “The Boss,” and as
the humorist had answered in the affirm-
ative, he, too, came in for a. share of the
general approbation: “The Life of the
One Who”—in large type—*Catches
Them in the”—in small type—*“Toils”
—in large type—*“by Charles Rockwell
Curtin,” was read and much appreciated,
in a secondary degree, to the “big” story,
perhaps, but still accorded its full meas-
ure of admiration.

“Charlie,” said Morris Jones, solemn-
ly," “that is great.” Jones was the po-
litical reporter, and his few words were
much praise.

“And they’re both ‘friends of Mr.
Forman/” said 'the real estate man,
chuckling. “Ye gods! What nerve
Temple has! And you, too, Charlie!
You go with him.”

“As sure as Hunt's not a righteous
man,” broke in the baseball reporter,
“just as sure, you'll be fired; you and
Temple both. But you shouldn’t mind
after a splurge like that!”

“Wonder how Hunt feels—and how
the Half Circle take it?” laughed Mer-

ritt, the Hall of Justice man. “| vote
three cheers for Lord Phil. Come on,
boys. Hip, hip, hurrah! What’s the

matter with Lord Phil?” He paused
expectantly. Then came a shout like
unto which the city room had never
heard: “He’sall right!”

Richmond, in his inner office, smiled;
but he did not rebuke the cheers. Philip
Temple, in his inner office, grew red in
the face, and blessed his confreres.

The whole city either read the expose
or heard of it. Nothing less than a
murder could have hurt Mayor Hunt
guite as much. In their homes, the Half
Circle raged. Then they seized tele-

phone receivers and communicated with
one another. An hour later they were at
the mayor’s house, and early in the af-
ternoon one of them presented himself
at the Clarion office.

“l want to see Mr. Forman,” he said,
in a voice of thunder. “I am "Mr.
Michael Derrick.”

The office boy, recognizing greatness,
fell to trembling.

“Mr. Forman—he ain’t here, sir.”

“Ain’t here?” demanded greatness.
“Where is he?”

“Cornin’ back from Portland, sir.
He’ll be back to-day at five o'clock, sir.”

Mr. Derrick frowned significantly.
“You put this here card on his desk, and
you tell him Mr. Derrick will be here at
five o’clock. Understand?”

The office boy trembled so that he
found it difficult to choke out “Yes, sir/’
and take the card. As the ponderous
form of the great man disappeared in
the direction of the elevator shaft, the
boy gazed admiringly. “Gee!” he ejacu-
lated.

At five o’clock Mr. Forman came.
He had bought the Clarion at Sacra-
mento, and when he had seen the Sun-
day supplement his one desire was to
be a chauffeur with a machine that
would make two miles a minute. lll, in-
deed, would it have been for human or
animal objects in the way had Henry B.
Forman been able to carry out this un-
practical wish.

The ferryboat landed him at the foot
of Market Street at a quarter to fie— He
hailed a cab.

“Clarion office—quick!” he shouted.

At exactly five minutes past five, he
rushed from the elevator and into his
sanctum; also into the portly form of
Mr. Michael Derrick.

“What the— —~ he began.

“Oh! it’s you, is it?” shouted Der-
rick, recognizing him. “Well-—-"" here
came some elevated figures of speech.
“What do you mean by*this—hey 7’ He
waved a copy of the Sunday supple-
ment, and danced about frantically.
“What do you mean?” Some more
classical quotations. “Tell me that!”

“See here, Derrick/’ said Forman,
shortly, and with difficulty controlling
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himself. "1’ve been tip in British Co-
lumbia for the last week and a half.
You know that, Now, you keep quiet.
| didn’t know anything about it."

“You’re a pretty man to run a paper,
you are,” sneered Derrick. “Don’t know
what’s goin' into it.” Again his lan-
guage became torrid. “l want to know
who this Philip Temple is, and | want
him fired—quick—an’ | want him
chased out of town!”

The conversation that followed con-
sisted almost entirely of the kind where
blanks are used to such an extent as to
render repetition monotonous. At the
end of some fifteen minutes of it, Mr.
Derrick took his beaver hat and went his
way, kicking open the door with un-
necessary force, and pushing the office
boy out of his path so energetically that
the youth in question fell, and lost some
of the cuticle on his nose.

Temple had waited for Forman’s re-
turn. When sent for, he presented him-
self promptly, and looked calmly at his
enraged chief. Forman knew Temple
well enough to realize that melo-
dramatics would count for nothing with
him.

“Good-evening, Mr. Temple. May |
ask you what you mean by running a
thing of this kind?” he held up Temple's
production, accusingly.

“He is a rascal. The town ought to
be rid of him, and all the Half Circle.
The story is true; is interesting; is
vital. Those were my reasons, Mr. For-
man.”

“You knew perfectly well
against the policy of the paper.”

“I knew it was against your policy,
Mr. Forman.”

“Do you realize that you are liable to
discharge, Mr. Temple 7’

“For bad work? Yes) | know that
perfectly well; but my work has not
been bad; therefore you have no reason
to discharge me.”

“Suppose | acted on my own judg-
ment? Being the managing editor of
this paper, | naturally have the right to
part with the services of those whose
work | do not like. Frankly, 1 do not
like your work, Mr. Temple.” e

“My work has been good enough to

it was
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win me the Sunday editorship. You
gave me that, Mr. Forman.”

“On trial,” broke in Forman.

“Yes, on trial! Since then my work
is in the supplement. You would find it
hard to get a newspaper man who would
not tell you that, since | have had it, it
has been the best ‘Sunday’ published in
San Francisco. This is no time for false
modesty, | know what tcfnd of work |
have been doing.”

"But | do not like your work.”

“The people do. To-day’s edition is
totally exhausted. You can’t buy a
Clarion in San Francisco.”

“By the aid of cheap sensationalism
and yellow methods. That's how the
paper was sold.” Forman was begin-
ning to lose his hold on his temper.

Temple lowered his voice; he spoke
most impressively wben he adopted this
method. “Mr. Forman, | printed a
story which San Francisco should have
read six months ago—yes, a year ago™
when Hunt was elected. It’s all true—
every word of it. I'll go before a judge
and jury at any time and swear to it.
Besides, photographs don't lie.”

Forman sprang to his feet. “Mr.
Temple, you are discharged from to-
day.”

Temple leaned over and faced him.
“l refuse to -accept a discharge from
you,” he said, evenly. “Mr. Stanford
is the editor and owner of this paper;
he is also a friend of mine. | have never
used his friendship to further my own
interests, but | will to cSmpass a good
end. | am going to smash the Half
Circle, Mr. Forman. | am going to
smash it—flat; and | am going to do it
through the columns of the San Faru-
cisco Clarion/’

Forman sank into his chair. Temple
towered over him like an angry god.
But his voice was still low, and betrayed
no anger; only earnestness and deter-
mination.

“When | go to Mr. Stanford, | shall
tel! him why it is that the managing
editor suppresses stories of corruption
in municipal affairs. Why dives are not
closed. Why ? Because the Half Circle
are ‘friends of Mr. Forman,” and be-
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cause they own the dives, and other
things. Shall I go on, Mr. Forman ?’

“Stop a minute. You’re talking too
fast.” The managing editor was dazed.
He realized what he was facing. Hith-
erto, he had been the practical director
of the Clarion. Stanford had been too
busy with other things to claim the pre-
rogatives which went with the title of
editor. This clear-headed, soft-voiced,
determined young man knew him per-
sonally. He had a persuasive tongue.

For a long time there was silence in
the room. Then Forman lifted his head.
Whatever his faults, he had original
ideas.

“A war correspondent is an im-
portant man, Mr. Temple. He is chosen
for four qualities.” Forman seemed to
be talking ambiguously. Certainly Tem-
ple failed to catch his drift. “For four
qualities: first, a ffeen news sense; sec-
ond, an ability for vivid description;
third, military knowledge; fourth, cour-
age. From to-day"s A. P. dispatches, it
seems that the Filipinos are biting the
hand that fed them. The transport
Sherman leaves here Tuesday with two
regiments for service in the Philippines.
We need a war correspondent.”

He was no longer ambiguous. Tem-
ple understood him clearly now, and
could hardly refrain from admiring the
cleverness with which he *was trying to
extricate himself from the slough into
which he had fallen. The party de-
manded Temple’s removal from office.
Mr. Stanford, on hearing the case,
would probably discharge—well, not
Temple. So he was to be shipped to the
Philippines. Insurance companies de-
mand a higher premium on the lives of
war correspondents than men in any
other line of work, and the percentage
who never return from the battlefields is
large, considering the total number.

“You are a good newspaper man, Mr.
Temple,” pursued the crafty one. “That
you know military tactics is evident from
the way you have reported maneuvers,
and your sure hand on matters pertain-
ing to the army; that you are courage-

So tickled was Forman with the idea
that he smiled broadly; to have pre-

vented a catastrophe, Temple could not
have restrained from following his ex-

ample.
“I couldn’t consider it, Mr. Forman,”
Temple said, recovering himself.

“When you have anything further to,
say, you will find me in the Sunday
room.”

He passed out before Forman could
think of a retort.

In the hall, he met Linnard, the news
editor, who stopped him.

“You used to know the old man’s
daughter, didn’t you?” asked the news
editor,

“Do you mean Miss Stanford?” asked
Temple.

“Of course. Well, what do you think
of that?” He thrust a news slip into
his hand. *“I always thought she was a
sensible girl, but—pfugh! What do
they see in titles?”

As Temple read, the-hall seemed to
spin around. Involuntarily, he put his
hand to his head. The typewritten slip
seemed to blot out into blackness. But
it was only for a moment; then, perfect
master of himself, he read calmly an an-
nouncement from the Paris bureau of
the New York Herald, that Miss Kath-
erine Stanford, only daughter and sole
heiress to the fortune of R. Payson Stan-
ford, the San Francisco capitalist and
multimillionaire, was engaged to marry
Pierre Gaston Etienne de la Medoc,
Due de Montlegier, Comte de Faix and
Chevalier de la Legion d’Honneur, the
head of the great ducal house of the
Medocs.

“Is this confirmed ?” he asked, with an
effort.

“Telegram from A. P. to same effect.
Wirecl Norton, and he says it’s true.”

Linnard passed into the city room.
Temple stood motionless.

“ Engaged—to—marry—that—cad!”
he said, slowly. Then, as his castles in
the air faded away, he groaned.

For a moment he stood with head
bowed; then retraced his steps to the of-
fice of the managing editor.

“Mr. Forman,” he said, “l’'ve re-
considered your offer. 1'd like to see
some fighting. When did you say the
Sherman sailed 7’
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CHAPTER VI.
IN THE PHILIPPINES.

Officers of the Eighth Army Corps
in the Philippines remember Philip
Temple, war correspondent, very well
indeed. But it is as “Captain Reckless”
that he is most generally known among
the “hiking” campaigners of the days of
Ninety-nine.

A Dbrigadier general, not unknown to
fame, who had the opportunity of noting
his actions more frequently than others,
told his adjutant that he never saw a
man who voluntarily took as many risks
as did the correspondent of the San
Francisco Clarion. Indeed, it seemed
strange that he survived the first few
engagements with the insurrectos, so
foolishly did he expose himself, and so
daring was he in his feats.

“If he were a yellow journalist, look-
ing for chances to exploit himself, |
could understand it,” continued the gen-
eral. “But in his dispatches he never
uses the personal narrative nor mentions
anything he himself does.”

He earned the title of captain fairly,
for captain of Company K, of the — -th
Californias, he was for a period of two
weeks; and had it not been for him,
there might have been a necessity for
dropping Company K from the roster
of the regiment.

In one of the many guerrilla fights
that occurred in the hills of Cavite
province, the aforesaid company’ was
separated from its brigade, and found
itself hemmed in on all sides by a few
thousand of the disciples of the Katipu-
nan. Captain Doane had been killed,
Lieutenant Marsh had gone down from
exhaustion, and, at the critical moment,
Edgerton, the second lieutenant, was
shot through the lungs, leaving the com-
pany without a single officer.

Temple had gone with the California
regiment, representing as he did a Cali-
fornia paper. It so happened that he
was with Company K. Had this com-
pany been a regular outfit, the senior
“non-com” would have risen to the oc-
casion. Being mostly raw “rookies,”
when deprived of their leaders their an-
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nihilation looked certain. At that time,
a tall figure, in stained khaki and sun
helmet, came to the front—not melo-
dramatically, but as behooved one used
to command.

“Don’t bunch therel” he shouted.
“Form in skirmish line!  Down on your
knees! Load, aim—fire!”

They did not question the command.
They obeyed. The oncoming Filipinos
fell back in the face of sixty death-
dealing rifles.

“Don’t expose yourselves,” came the
calm order from the man in the sun
helmet, who stood behind a tuba tree,
loading his revolver. “Wait until they
get within a hundred yards. Fire!”

Again the Filipinos fell back.

“Retreat by squads—keep under cover,
| tell you! By squads, | said! Load
while retreating! To the right!”

Before the Filipinos could make an-
other rush, the little hillock held no Com-
pany K behind it. It was done very
quietly. The insurrectos did not know
that the enemy was making its way
along the edge of the stream, sheltered
by bamboo trees.

How Captain Philip Temple, of Com-
pany K, lost only five men when he had
the enemy between him and the brigade
to which he belonged; how he took the
“pueblo” of Estecaban and held it until
the brigade came up, are matters of his-
tory with the Eighth Army Corps. He
received enough praise from everyone
—division and brigade commanders
down to the John Henries of the ranks
—to turn the head of the average man.
Colonel Whistler, of the regiment to
which Company K belonged, offered him
the permanent captaincy, but smilingly
he refused.

Meanwhile, one of the New York pa-
pers which had not the foresight to send
out a correspondent, noting the value
and accuracy of the dispatches of the
San Francisco Clarion, wired him an
offer to do their work besides, and the
name “Philip Temple” was made fa-
miliar to those who read war news ,in
New York as well as in San Francisco.

His continued recklessness in the face
of danger had its final reward. He re-
ceived a severe wound in the leg, which
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required him to be sent to Cavite, and
afterward to Manila. By the time he re-
covered, the insurrection had been thor-
oughly stamped out in all parts of the
islands.

One morning as he sat on the balcony
of the hospital, convalescent, attired in
cool, white drill, one of the “muchachas”
brought him the last batch of papers
from the States. He read them per-
functorily; he was not very much
interested.  Suddenly, however, his
attention was arrested; he gripped
the paper nervously; the eyes of Kath-
erine Stanford looked out at him from
the printed page.

As he read the paragraph below, his
eyes brightened:

Clever trick of an impoverished French
nobleman to raise money. He announces his
engagement to an heiress, and borrows money
on'the strength of his prospective engage-
ment. Miss Stanford gives her opinion
freely on the subject.

He touched the bell, and ordered the
boy to bring him a whisky and soda.
Then, his hand trembling and his eyes
glistening, he lighted a cigarette.

Another bronzed young man in white
drill came out on the balcony. He also
was a correspondent, and also had been
wounded.

“What’s the matter, Reckless?’ he
asked Temple. “For the first time, you
positively look as though your digestion
was good.”

“Didn’t | say something foolish to the
effect that | was going to settle in this
‘dhobie’ country, Morrell?”” asked Tem-
ple.

“I recollect some such asinine crack
you made,” answered Morrell.

“Well, I've changed my mind. I'm
going back to ‘God’s country’ on the
McClellan in just a week.”

“Good boy! We’ll be company.”
He whistled a few bars of the march-
ing song of Samar, and together they
sang:

1> n, d------ n, d------ n the Filipinos,

Pock-marked, khakiaked ladrones.

Then beneath the Starry Flag— civilize them
with the Krag,

Then return us to our own beloved homes!

CHAPTER VII.

“the half circle must be smashed.”

There were many “brothers and sis-
ters and cousins and aunts” of Company
K who resided in San Francisco; also,
Company K had returned two months-
before. When it was rumored that
“Captain Reckless” was returning on
the McClellan, ex-Sergeant Debree de-
termined that he should have a home-
coming that was worth while. That
was why something like three hundred
people gathered at the army transport
dock when the McClellan was reported
to be entering the Golden Gate.

As Temple stepped down the gang
plank, prepared to deliver himself into
the hands of the customs, there was a
mad break by the hitherto orderly crowd,
and the encircling rope to keep back
visitors was broken down. Familiar
faces surrounded him, and eager hands
were thrust into his. He hardly recog-
nized many of his former “rookies” in
their neat civilian attire.

“Heard you were wounded, captain.”
“Gad! we're glad to see you.” “Thank
you, captain, for my boy’s sake.”

There were girls and women, too—
ones he had never seen before.

“Three cheers for Captain Reckless!
Hip, hip, hurrah!” The army officials,
powerless to check the demonstration,
smiled and said nothing, but from the
deck, of the McClellan, a colonel led the
passengers when they joined in the
cheers.

Expostulating, Temple was raised on
the shoulders of four men and carried
in triumph to the street, where a number
of the decked carriages awaited. A
band began to play.

“Oh! I say, boys, don’'t, don’t " cried
Temple. He attempted to .escape, but
his grinning ex-privates prevented him.
He was thrust into the brougham which
bore the company’s insignia and the
regimental colors, and the procession
started up Market Street.

Finally, with it all over, speech and
the rest of it, he jumped into a cab, re-
turned to the customs, and went to the
Palace Hotel. Later, he sought the
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Clarion office, and was accorded another
demonstration.

It took three or four days before San
Francisco had finished lavishing her re-
gards on Captain Reckless. When he
was finally fixed in a new suite of rooms
uptown, Richmond called. He had
missed Temple considerably in his ab-
sence, and he showed it as much as a
man of his temperament usually shows
his feelings.

“And now what are you going to
do?” he asked Temple.

“l don’t know yet. | am going to call
on Mr. Stanford to-morrow.”

“l suppose you didn’t know that | sent
in my resignation as city editor to-day,
with the recommendation that you be
given the vacancy. Oh! don’t think it
was philanthropy. | have been waiting
for your return, that’s all. Read that!
It may explain.”

It was an announcement by a prom-
inent firm that “A Man of Men” had
gone into the fifth edition. The name
of the author was Parke Richmond. *

“My middle name,” explained the
city editor. ““I always sign here ‘Arthur
P.” So of course you didn’t know.”

“Then you wrote ‘Rulers of Destiny,*'

too!” exclaimed Temple.
tions, old man.”

The next day Temple saw Stanford;
after the first compliments of his success
in.the Philippines, Stanford showed him
Richmond’s letter.

“Do you want the billet, Mr. Tem-
ple?” he asked. “I hear you have a good
New York offer, so | don't want you
to feel it is obligatory—much as we
want you.”

“1 have refused the New York offer,”
said Temple, “This is my home now.
I want to stay here, and | want the city
editorship-but on my own terms.”

“It is not a question of salary,” broke
in Stanford, sharply. He felt some-
what hurt.

“l wasn’t thinking of that, Mr. Stan-
ford,” explained Temple. “It is a ques-
tion of the policy of the paper. | must
have my department free from inter-
ference.”

“What do you mean?”’ asked the pro-
prietor of the Clarion.

“Congratula-
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“l mean this: The Clarion is an in-
dependent paper without polities—or

claims to be. Now, | want to use it to *

benefit San Francisco. This city is in
the hands, of a set of scoundrels, who
rob it right and left. | want to tell the
people the truth about them. There will
be no libel suits. | will say nothing that
| cannot prove.”

Stanford rose and paced the room.
“How is it that these facts haven’t been
brought to my attention before ?’ he de-
manded, angrily. “You know | have no
time to spare for politics—know nothing
of them. | spend very little time in San
Francisco, and havent kept track of
events. But | expected my paper to
do so.”

“Then you approve of unmasking
these rascals?” asked Temple.

“Approve!” thundered the irate pro-
prietor. “Approve! Well, | should say
| do. Why hasn't——"

“l don’t wish to say anything that
may reflect on anyone,” said Temple.
“Richmond knows why—he wanted to
do just what | propose, but he was pre-
vented. If | have your support, future
events will speak for themselves.”

Temple took hold of the city room
the next day. His first action was to
discharge three reporters whom, he
knew to be paid by the Half Circle to
suppress news. He increased the salary
of five others, and telephoned several
men on other papers to call on him.
When they did so, he took them on at

larger salaries than they were receiving:..'

from the rival sheets. By three o'clock
Forman sent for him. He sent back a“
note that he was very busy and could not
come in; this resulted in bringing out
Forman, black as a thunder cloud.

“What do you mean by changing the
staff without my approval 7’ he shouted.

Temple handed him a note signed by
Mr. Stanford, copies of which had been
sent to the different departments of the
paper; one reposing at that time on For-
man’s desk, but which he had neglected
to open.

Mr. Philip Temple is in. full charge of the..

city room. He is authorized to publish what*
ever, in his judgment, he deems fit, to em-
ploy or discharge men, and to increase or

/
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decrease the salaries of the local reporters.
He is answerable in his actions to no one

except J. PaysSn Stanford,

Editor and Sole Proprietor,

Temple had gone on with his work
while Forman read this. Forman
touched him on the shoulder and handed
it back.

“My congratulations, Mr. Temple,”
he sneered, “on this wholesome devia-
tion from the regular management of a
newspaper. Are you sure you were not
made managing editor?”

“Not yet/” answered Temple, looking
at him with no trace of emotion on his
face.

Forman withdrew—to think. It was
perfectly evident to him that matters
were approaching a crisis. His ar-
bitrary rule of four years on the paper
looked as though it were nearing an end.
The Clarion had been slowly making
him wealthy; after the next municipal
campaign he would have'been willing to
retire on his profits. He had drawn a
large salary in his position; by cutting
down salaries he had been able to put a
fair amount every month into his own
pocket, money left over from the salary
appropriation; by using syndicate mat-
ter he had reduced the sum for space
matter on the Sunday supplement, and
that extra money had also been his.
For his services in suppressing news
hurtful to the Half Circle he had been
rewarded by a portion of their gains.
Now was it all to end? He gritted his
teeth; certainly it looked that way.

Forman had always disliked Temple,
and since he had issued that Sunday
supplement regarding Mayor Hunt, he
had feared him. He had reason to be-
lieve that Temple knew the different
ways in which he had bamboozled his
employer, and, as Temple had Stan-
ford’s ear, things certainly looked black
for Forman.

Now, how to get Temple out of the
way. A few hours later he was closeted
with the man who represented the social
side of the Half Circle—a clever, appar-
ently well-bred man, an exceedingly
%icky lawyer, and a man who never lost
that fine polish of manner which is sup-
posed to indicate the gentleman.

He heard Forman’s story with great
composure, an appearance diametrically
opposed to Forman's excited manner.
When the managing editor had finished
he poured- out some brandy and offered
it to him.

“You need it, old man,” he remarked.
Then he lighted a cigarette.

“You don't appear to realize what
you’re up against,” cried Forman. “I
tell you this man Temple will wreck you
if you don’t get him out of the way. He
has information enough to start on now
—you remember that Mayor Hunt story,
don’t you?”

“Oh! yes,” said the other, reminis-
cently. “So—that—is—the—man. So!”
His wvoice was silky.

“Yes, that’s the man.” Forman used
some modifiers. “Well, what he doesn't
know, he’ll find out. He can trail a
story right into the earth. | know his
work. He’s got Stanford back of him
and the complete control of twenty—five
of the best newspaper men in San Fran-
cisco.”

“There are three plans that suggest
themselves, of course/’ said the member
M the Half Circle. “The first is—
frighten him!”

Forman laughed shortly. “Did you
chance to read about 'Captain Reckless’
who saved Company K of the Califor-
mas 7’ he asked. “Of the man who,
Funston said, apparently valued his life
at a ‘duco’s’ worth and then threw away
the. ‘duco’? Well, that's Temple.
Frighten him! You’ll have to think of
a better scheme than that, Dunning.”

“So he is 'Captain Reckless,’ too?’
gueried Dunning. “lI am inclined to
think that he must be an interesting
character. | should like to know him.”

“1 hope you may get to know him as
well as | do,” said Forman, viciously.
“But | didn’t come here to get apprecia-
tions of him. | want to know how to
get him out of the way. My position
depends on it, and, mark my words, if
he stays in power two months we’ll lose
the coming election.”

“Well, he might be bribed,” suggested
the lawyer. “Bribed judiciously, as you
were.”

“Leave me out of it,” snarled For-
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man. “No, | don't think he can be
bribed. It might be tried, of course,
but I don’t think it would work.”

“How about his past? Has he had
any trouble with women—or——

Forman got up and paced the room.
“You may be on the right track, Dun-
ning. Nobody knows anything about
him except that he is evidently a college-
bred Englishman of good family. That’s
plain from the way he looks and talks.
He has never told anyone anything
about himself so far as | know. His
office nickname used to be ‘Lord Phil.’
| remember——-"

“Well-bred Englishman goes to work
as a reporter. Mysterious antecedents,”
mused Dunning. “Have you his photo-
graph ?’

“No, but the office has. It was sent
in by another correspondent who de-
scribed his saving of Company K, say-
ing that, as Temple was too modest to
tell the story, his friends must do it for
him.”

“Good photograph?”

“Excellent—his living image! Taken
in his khaki riding clothes, with full
war correspondent’s get-up. Brings out
his military bearing--—-- "

“Oh! he has that, has he?” queried
Dunning.

“Yes; that’s another point, isn't it?
He knows military tactics to the prover-
bial T~

“Have four enlargements of the pho-
tograph made—ten by eight, | should
say. Bring them to me when you do.”

When the photographs were done
Forman brought them; three Iletters
were written by Dunning—one to the
War Office, London, requesting in-
formation as to whether* the inclosed
photograph represented any officer for-
merly in her British majesty’s service;
this was signed by the adjutant general
of the State of California. A second
went to Scotland Yard, the British de-
tective headquarters, and was signed by
the chief of the San Francisco police
department. The third, to a private in-
formation bureau in Lincoln Inn Fields,
London. Both of the latter requested
identification of the photograph and
prompt reply by cable—collect.

“We should hear from them in about
two weeks,” said Dunning. “Mean-
while, we'll wait and see what he does,
and, if necessary, we’ll put up enough
money to call off his game.”

“You’d better think up something bet-
ter than that,” said Forman, rudely, as
he took his departure.

Temple spent his first week in reor-
ganizing the local staff. He selected
four men, over whom he placed Curtin
in charge, and mapped out a course of
investigation which would lead to the
results he wished for his first sledge-
hammer blow at the administration.

“The bill for expenses on building the
new city dock, brought in for the past
fiscal year,” he said to the five, when
they assembled at his rooms the second
night after he took charge, “amounts to
just twenty-five million dollars. That is
the way the report reads. The dock is
hardly begun. Now we want to know
just where that twenty-five millions
went.”

“Into the Half Circle’s pockets,” said
one of the men, facetiously.

Temple frowned. “I don't want any-
thing said that can’'t be proven. Of
course that is what we think—but it is
best not to think aloud. | want positive
proof that the city has been defrauded
of this sum, and | want it in time for
publication in Monday’s paper. You
will find that different large sums went
to Mcllhenny, O’Flaherty, Murdoch,
Dunning, Penniman, Derrick, and oth-
ers. Derrick, Dunning and Murdoch
are members of the Half Circle. Quite
naturally, the names of the mayor and
the boss, who complete the ring, are not
here. One of the things to prove is that
they are represented in this list by other
men. Another is: just what equivalent
did these men furnish for value re-
ceived? You have exactly a week to
work out the problem.”

He talked further to them on the sub-
ject, suggesting ways and means. Then
he told them to go out and do the work
and not to show themselves at the city
room until the story was complete. He
gave Curtin the key to a little office
downtown, which they were to use as
headquarters, and.let the four men un-
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-derstand that they were to look on Cur-
tin as their captain during the hunt.
They left him, full of enthusiasm.

“Say, he’s great,” said Roach, an ex-
office boy who could hardly write a
grammatical paragraph, but whose
knowledge of the ways of the lower
element and abilities as a sleuth earned
him a better competence than many col-
lege men. “Yes, sir, there ain’t no flies
on Lord Phil.”

“What a story it will make!” added
Roach’s antithesis, a smooth-haired,
well-groomed youth with a great ability
for extracting* information from society
people, without their being aware of the
process. “l can manage my end of it
without any trouble.” His end was the
working of the dapper municipal clerks
who held their positions through the in-
fluence of the Dunning element.

“l have an idea that we can ail work
our ends, else Temple wouldn’t have
given us the story,” said Curtin. “But
we don’t want to air our knowledge to
the general public, and we don’t want to
shout our business aloud. Remember
that no man in the crowd is to say any-
thing about being connected with the
Clarion.’1

Four days after found Curtin closeted
with Temple. **We’ve got the story,”
he said, triumphantly, “the whole thing,”
He handed Temple a bulky roil of copy
paper and began volubly to explain.

Temple read 'the story, a grim smile
playing about his lips. He questioned
Curtin closely and suggested a few
amendments. Afterward he sent for
Marriott, the caricaturist, whom he had
brought down from a Portland paper, at
a very much increased salary. He ex-
plained to him a series of caricatures
wanted.

He had made up his mind to cast the
history of the Half Circle’s steals into
the form of a continued story, and had
ordered a new linotyping machine for
the composing room, in anticipation—
the kind which cast what is known as
“block” type. The whole of the back
page of the paper was to be utilized each
day to tell the story.

He wrote the introduction himself—
metaphorically wrote it in ‘vitriol with a

pen of adamant. In a brief five hundred
words, he arraigned the thieves, ridi-
culed their pretensions, and tore the veil
away. It was a little classic in the li-
brary of cold, cruel, biting satire, and
no one reading it would fail to be in-'
fluenced.

Like a concealed mine, the story burst
on the astonished city. The Clarion's
first page was half covered with head-
lines, and the heavy block of the in-
troduction referred readers to the story
on the rear page. There they read the
history7 of a crime, ruthlessly revealed,
the margins ornamented by bokl-lined
caricatures of the men who had done the
stealing; they read how millions had
gone into the money boxes of the Half
Circle, millions wrung from the work-
ingman whose friends the mayor and
his clique professed themselves to be.
It was impossible to resist the forcible-
ness and the direct truthfulness of the
attack. None of the sentences began
with the time-honored libel savers, “It
is learned from good authority,” “It is
rumored.” There were no guesses, no
theories, no deductions—only hard, cold
facts told in a style that kept the reader
going until he came to the words:

To-morrow’s Clarion will deal further with
the Half Circle steals.

Forman went to Stanford and fran-
tically expostulated. Stanford sent for
Temple. As they waited, his daughter
entered. She had returned from Los
Angeles only the day before. She held
a copy of the Clarion in her hand. She
did not know of Temple’s promotion.

"Father, how splendid! how really
splendid!” she cried, as she pointed to
the story of the day. Then she saw
Forman.

"I'm glad to see this exposure, Mr,
Forman,” she said, heartily. “It should
have been done before.”

Her father smiled. “Mr, Forman had
no hand in it, daughter.”

She stared at him. A boy brought in
Temple’s card. A moment later the new
city editor stood in the doorway. The
truth flashed on her as she saw his stal-
wart figure and bronzed, determined
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face. It was the first time they had met
for over a year.

“Phil!” she cried, impulsively, as she
ran forward and took his hand. “Phil,
I’'m so glad, so glad to see you? And
so glad to know what you've done!"

He held her hand in his strong grip;
that little, firm hand that he loved so
well. At her words, his eyes met hers.
They told her something which for the
past three years he had tried to conceal.

“Phil, you’re splendid!” she cried,
“just splendid! ‘Captain Reckless.’
You must explain that ‘Reckless,” sir.”

“1 will explain”—his voice throbbed
as it sank to that whisper in which he
voiced his strongest emotion. “De
Medoc——-"

She dropped his hand as her father
spoke; but in that brief moment she un-
derstood what it might have taken hours
to explain.

“Mr. Forman says you are using the
paper to further personal ends—-spiteful
ends, | think he says. He also denies
the truth of what you say here.”

“Mr. Forman/5 said Temple, icily,
“when a man says | lie | generally
thrash him, unless | believe he really
thinks so. In the latter case | try to
convince him he is mistaken.”

Forman cowered under the look that
flashed from the younger man's eyes.

“l refuse to be the managing editor
of a yellow journal,” he said, with the
growl of a cornered wolf. “I refuse to
have anything to do with a paper that
prints stories it cannot substantiate.”

“Mr. Forman,” said Temple, quietly,
“l worked under you for three years.
During that time | set to work to find
out something about all branches of
newspaper work. The financial end also
came under my observation. Approx-
imately, you have thirty-five thousand
dollars in your possession, taken from
the Clarion during that time, and for
which you have rendered no adequate
return.”

“You lie!” shouted Forman, rising.

“The books are open to Mr. Stan-
ford’s examination. Furthermore, you
are a hired tool of this unprincipled
party whom | am exposing. You have
not done your dirty work without ade-

quate returns. By rights, you should be
in the same jail into which 1 am golfeg
to put the Half Circle.”

“Mr. Stanford—-—-" cried Forman.

“Mr. Temple has proven his words,
Mr. Forman,” said the owner of the
Clarion, holding up a bunch of papers.
“You had better go. You should be
glad I have enough regard for old times
to keep me from prosecuting you.”

Forman took his hat. “You’ll hear
from me, Temple,” he said, malevo-
lently, as he passed out of the door.

“We need a new managing editor,
Mr. Temple,” said Stanford as he placed
the evidence against Forman in a pri-
vate drawer. “Perhaps you know a
man for the place?”

Temple eyed him.

“If you don’t, | do,” cried Kitty Stan-
ford, breathlessly. “Here he is, father.”
Her eyes looked many things, but chief-
ly admiration.

“l reckon Kitty’s head is level, Mr.
Temple,” said Stanford. “The Clarion
looks to you now for a continuance of
your excellent work.”

“Phil,”  breathed Kitty Stanford,
“you’re—you’re—a—a dear.”

CHAPTER VIII.
AN ATTEMPT AT BRIBERY.

San Francisco had awakened. It was
reading the Clarion. The rival papers,
owned by men who feared to antagonize
the powers that were, began to realize
that they would lose their grips on the
public unless they followed Temple’s ex-
ample. The great men who held their
destinies said: “No—wait.”

So they waited, and each day brought
a new development in the dock frauds.
Temple told a vital story—a story that
every man who cared about the welfare
of his native city read. It began to have
its effect after a few days. The editorial
rooms were swamped with letters urging
them to keep up the good work.

San Francisco—wide—-open, easy-go-
ing San Francisco—was shocked. More
than shocked—it discovered that it had
been taken in. San Franciscans began
to grow angry. The whole thing had
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been done so easily; there was no great
amount of cleverness about it—just a
plain steal.

On the fourth day of the exposure
Temple ran a note printed in red ink:

If what we are telling the people of San
Francisco about their municipal government
is not true, why do the men accused not sue
us for libel? We are waiting for the suit.

It took a week to deal with the dock
frauds. The next Sunday three out of
every five ministers made the Clarion’s
exposure the subject of a pulpit dis-
course. The weekly papers, independent
of the great ones, ran their own discus-
sions on the question, and most of them
printed a picture of Temple and a brief
resume of his career. The fact that
“Captain Reckless” was the man who
was exposing the men in power served
to fan the fire of public approbation.
San Franciscans are intensely proud of
their, own, and Temple had/so thor-
oughly identified himself with Califor-
nia, both in peace and war, that he was
looked upon as one of them.

The former members of the Califor-
nia regiments began to discuss him
among their friends, and to tell reminis-
cences of what they had seen him do in
the Philippines; what he had said to
them just before or just after he did
certain things; how they had helped him
do this and that. Fully nine-tenths of
thes” tales were utterly without founda-
tion, and Temple’s exploits were so
grossly exaggerated that to hear some
of them would be to imagine that he
had personally conducted the whole war.
They had their good effect, however. It
began to be the thing to have known
Temple, and every man who had been
in the Philippines was expected to have
known him personally. This made him
popular.

But the great masses needed no ele-
ment of personality to enlist their sym-
pathies on the side of the Clarion’. In
vain the hirelings of the Half Circle,
disguised as friends of the poor, endeav-
ored to point out to them that the Clar-
ion was a rich man’s paper, and this was
only an attempt to install municipal
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rulers who would be tools of the pluto-
crats. These speeches failed to make an
impression with any save the lowest
class, who mistook noise for eloguence
and coarseness of speech for sincerity.

The same line of argument was also
adopted by the Party, a daily which
served as the organ of the Half Circle.
It elaborated on the fact that Stanford
was one of the wealthiest men in the
State, a grinder-down of the poor, a
monopolist.

This gave Temple a chance to spread
his wings again. He gave a list of the
things that Mr. Stanford had done for
San Francisco: his endowing of a
“Home for the Needy/’ where any
homeless or hungry man might procure
the necessities of life for an adequate
amount of labor; a school and home
which he provided for girls turned on
the world at too early an age; twenty-
five scholarships at the State University
which he had bestowed, the amount of
each enabling the winner to go through
college with no other aid; the free “soup
kitchens” which he set up during the
hard times of '93; the fact that in his
great fruit-canning factories no person
under sixteen could obtain employment,
and that he paid a higher average wage
for labor than did other employers in
the same business throughout the State.
Temple addressed himself to the four
thousand people employed by Mr. Stan-
ford:

If there is one among you who has ever
had cause to complain regarding wages, hours
or treatment, let him stand out and say so;
this paper pledges itself to publish his letter.
On the other hand, there is not one of you
.who cannot testify that Payson Stanford,
in 1894, did what no other employer did: he
kept on every employee in his different can-
neries, even though the supply exceeded the
demand, and the canned fruit was piling up
in such quantities that new warehouses had
to be built.

So he turned the enemy’s shot into a
*pboomerang. Four thousand people can
talk a great deal, and a number of peo-
ple can hear them. Stanford’s employees
did talk. They realized an attack on
him might mean trouble, and they had
no desire to undergo the treatment in
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other canneries after the lenient one
adopted by Stanford.

Meanwhile, Temple bad attacked an-
other point in the enemy’s defense. It
was the payment of numerous fictitious
persons for services, naturally, never
rendered. Gording, one of his men, had
an uncle who was high in favor with
Dunning. To this uncle he went, repre-
senting himself as having been dis-
charged by Temple, because he refused
to “roast"” the Half Circle. Although
his uncle hated Gording almost as much
as his dutiful nephew disliked him, he
felt compelled to do something for him
out of family pride. Gording hinted at
a position open in the office of the city
auditor. His uncle obtained it for him
rather than loan him money, the alter-
native suggested by the wily Gording.

It took this self-reliant young gentle-
man some little time and considerable
labor to obtain the evidence he desired;
but at the end of two weeks he turned
in the story and the detailed list of the
fictitious persons who drew salaries.
The list totaled up to an average of
about ten thousand dollars a month.
Fifty of the men on the pay rolls who
did not exist were supposed to be police-
men. This was Temple’s chance to
bring in.another branch of public cor-
ruption on which he had two other men
working in the Tenderloin—the ques-
tion of why certain palatial gambling
houses were not raided.

“Why have we not an efficient police
department?” was the heading, and it
followed immediately after the startling
facts that Gording had unearthed. It
proved that the police had orders from
those in power to close every gambling
house except ten—this gave a practical
monopoly on this form of vice to these
houses. Why? Temple produced evi-
dence in the shape of title deeds and
mortgages which proved that these
houses were owned by the Half Circle.

Things were getting pretty warm for
the people in power at the “steal works,”
as Charles Rockwell Curtin, humorist,
had dubbed the city hall. Local bosses
rushed in frantically every hour to in-
form the heads that unless something
was quickly done to shut up the Clarion

and make it retract what it had already
said, there would be small chance of
carrying the next municipal election.
Street-comer publicists of the other
party, sowing in the good time, were re-
hashing the Clarion exposures for the
benefit of those who did not read the
papers, and the manifestations on such
occasions were far from flattering to the
Half Circle. Those who read and
thought had given proof of their ideas
on the subject, both by letter and by
word of mouth.

The Half Circle held a consultation,
but Forman was not there. jForman,
not caring to give Stanford a chance to
reconsider his words about jail, had fled
into the wilderness. The upshot of
their deliberations was that Mr. Lau-
rence J. Dunning was told to seek out
the raging lion who devoured and to
placate him at all costs.

Mr. Dunning was a very crafty, very
well-bred and very rascally person, but
he had no idea in his head as to the cor-
rect way in which to deal with a thor-
oughly honest man. He believed in the
aphorism which has for so long passed
as a truth, “Every man has his price.”
He was aware, however, that Temple
was a gentleman. Therefore, knowing
something of men who give that impres-
sion, he also knew it would not be a case
of putting the money on the table and
requesting Temple to call off his dogs;
but the idea that this strenuous young
editor would refuse the munificent offer
he was instructed toemake never oc-
curred to him.

Smiling, debonair and well-groomed,
he was ushered into the presence of the
man who had caused all the trouble.
Temple’s appearance justified Mr. Dun-
ning in his impression that he was about
to converse with a gentleman,

“Have | the pleasure of addressing
Captain Philip Temple?” The use of
courtesy titles was one of Mr. Dun-
ning’s little ways of ingratiation. “The
famous ‘Captain Reckless,”” he smiled.

“My name is Temple, Mr. Dunning,”
answered the other. “But | have no
right to the prefix. Won’t you have a
chair 7’

Dunning availed himself of the offer,
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and beamed on Temple, who looked at
him interrogatively. Dunning- gave a
'slight cough.

“l don’t know whether you are aware
of the fact, captain,” he began, “but I—
that is—I seem to have earned your en-
mity.”

“You!” Temple raised his eyebrows.
“Impossible, Mr. Dunning/’ There was
a slight noise behind a green curtain
which stretched across the room at
Temple’s back. He heard it and could
hardly refrain from scowling. For-
tunately, Dunning did not notice it.

He coughed again. “Perhaps you
don’t know exactly what Dunning |
am,” he said.

“Why bring up a painful subject, Mr.
Dunning?” queried Temple, in ail good
nature.

“You know, then—-—"

“That there is only one Laurence P.
Dunning in town, and his likeness
and its distortions have appeared in the
Clarion too many times for me to fail
to recognize the original.” —

Dunning liked delicacy of treatment.
He appreciated Temple’s recognition.
‘He smiled again graciously.

“Well, then, you must know that I
am very deeply pained at the criticisms
—ah! rather more—that have appeared
in the Ctarion.”

“You must pay the penalty of being
a public man, Mr, Dunning. Criticism
is naturally their lot when they fail in
their duty to the public.”

“But | am not a public man.” Dun-
ning extended his. palms expostulatmgly.
“I hold no public office.”

“No, that’s true. Therefore, the more
reason why you should be criticised
for attempting to direct public affairs.”

“Mr. Temple, you ‘are a well-bred
man. You must appreciate my feelings
when in receipt of this unwelcome noto-
riety-talking as one gentleman to an-
other.”

“With different definitions of the
noun, please,” put in Temple,

Dunning nearly lost his temper. He
paused for a moment ; then, disregard-
ing the interruption, continued: “l am
anxious for the Clarion to get the right

view in this matter.
a few matters.”

“Whenever the Clarion wants in-
formation of that sort,” interrupted
Temple, “it will send out one of its staff
to interview you, Mr. Dunning.”

“l would rather be your friend th&n
your enemy, Mr. Temple.”

“Under the circumstances, | should
prefer the latter, Mr. Dunning.”

“Well, then, let it be enemies, Mr.
Temple,” said the spokesman of the
Half Circle, rising. “But | don’t mind
telling you that | am interested in your
welfare—yoti have- the making of a
great author in you, Mr. Temple.”

He paused to notice the effect. Tem-
ple looked a trifle less stern.

“Newspaper work is of the day. You
may be the controlling spirit of the Clar-
ion all your life, and influence men and
morals just as, you are doing now. You
will make a fairly decent living out of it,
that’s all. Ten years after your death
people will forget that a man named

| want to explain

Philip Temple ever lived. Isn’t that
true ?’
“It’s true—though trite,” agreed

Temple. By the expression on his face,
Dunning decided that the ground was
ready for the seed.

“On the other hand, a great author
lives through the ages. He influences
generation after generation of the whole
world. Your newspaper work will in-
fluence one generation and one locality.
Why not, then, use your virile pen for
the benefit of the world at large? The
answer is, of course: T can’t afford to
wait for fame/”

“Of course,” assented Temple.

Dunning was becoming well pleased
with himself. “Then why not accept the
services of a wealthy man who wishes
to be your friend ?”

“Who?” queried Temple.

“Myself. | will be glad of the oppor-
tunity to help posterity—and yourself.”

“Do you mean you will give me
enough to live on while | write books ?’
asked Temple, in his softest tones. Un-
fortunately, the astute politician did not
know the danger signal.

“Yes,” he answered.

“How much?” inquired Temple.
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<$One hundred thousand dollars,” an-
swered Dunning, leaning closer.

“No more than that? Couldn’t | get
three ?”

“I'm afraid——"

“Three hundred thousand, is very
little. No less than that would provide a
decent income!”

“Well, then, say three hundred thou-
sand,” said Dunning.

“In consideration of which | resign
from the Clarion and cease that paper’s
attacks on the municipal government?”

Dunning smiled uneasily. “Well, nat-
urally, the—you know the old saw—‘the
dog doesn’'t bite the hand that feeds
him/ ”

Temple rose and faced him. “The
saw is most apropos,” he said, quietly.
“l should indeed be a dog if | accepted
your bribe—or, rather, let us not insult
the dog by comparing him with a person
of that character. Mr, Dunning’, your
offer shows you unable to understand an
honest man. It is an insult to me—a
damned, dirty insult"” He was still
speaking low, but the wrath and scorn
of a tragedian could not have been more
impressive. Dunning shrank back.

“You’'ve made your offer. You've
failed. 'Perhaps you wduld feel more
comfortable outside, Mr. Dunning. |
give you fair warning, however, before
you go, that your attempt at bribery will
form the subject of an interesting dis-
course in to-morrow's editorial columns,
while the interview—word for word—
Will take a prominent place in the news
columns.”

Dunning laughed. He had recovered
his composure and swallowed his disap-
pointment. He was not going to allow
Temple to think he was defeated.

“You’re only talking now, Mr. Tem-
ple,” he said, easily. “You have only
your word against mine that this oc-
curred, and if you publish it | shall bring
suit for libel. As you have no wit-
nesses——-—""

It was Temple’s turn to laugh now;
a low, rippling laugh, full of satisfac-
tion, “When | deal with rogues, Mr.
Dunning, | use other weapons than in
dealing with honest men.” He placed
his hand to the green porti&re at his

back, and swept the folds into one mass.
“l knew what you intended to do, you
Behind the portieres sat a stenog-
rapher and Charlie Curtin. As his chief
spoke Curtin stepped out.
"How do, Dunning?” he said, pleas-

antly. “Lord! Phil, I'm glad this inter-
view is over. |I'm nearly dead for a
cigarette.”

Whereupon he lighted one, and gazed
on the speechless spokesman of the
Half Circle.

Temple touched a bell, and the boy
appeared. “Show Mr. Dunning out,”
he said.

Dunning turned, his eyes not pleasant
to look into. “You were an impersonal
enemy before, Temple; you’re a per-
sonal one now, and people who have
had me for a personal enemy will tell
you they would have done a good deal
to avoid it.”

“Did you get all of the interview?”
asked Temple of the stenographer. The
latter replied in the affirmative. “Thank

you. Oh1ah! Good-day, Mr. Dun-
ning.”

CHAPTER IX.
"the paper has gone TO PRESS, MR.

dunning/"'

When Dunnmg reached the street his
rage had been fully mastered, and he
smilingly acknowledged the bow of a
girl who passed by a flourish of his silk
tile. But Dunning was always most
dangerous when he smiled as he did
then, showing his little, even teeth
viciously.

He had fully made up his mind-that
his interview with Temple should not
be made public property. He realized
what such a step wo'uld mean, coming
as it did after the Half Circle's pub-
lished utterances in the Party, “that the
Clarion lied, and that the petty bark of
such a paper was not worth the while of
confuting.” He rapidly summed up his ¢
conversation with Temple; in it he had
tacitly acknowledged that the Cbncti\.
had spoken the truth, and had offered,a :
sum of money so large for the silencing
of that organ that it would be plainly
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eyident to all who read that there was
no doubt regarding the guilt of himself
and his confreres.

Although the attitude of the public
had changed greatly toward the party
in power, there were enough ignorant
men left who did not read and a suffi-
cient number of those who refused to
believe, to enable the Half Circle, with
the aid of its unscrupulous “repeaters”
and publicists, to put in another Half
Circle administration. Should this in-
terview be published, the unbelieving
ones would be lost, and without their
votes, it meant that a reform party
would be put in power. With natural
zeal, the new municipal authorities
would do what the Clarion was insisting
should be done—send the Half Circle,
their cohorts and tools, to the State peni-
tentiary, he, Laurence P. Dunning,
among them.

Plainly, this must be avoided. He
reached his private office, sat down and
smoked innumerable cigarettes. His
brow was wrinkled, and his long, thin
fingers drummed a nervous tattoo on
the table beside him. After an hour he
had thought of only one thing—and that
promised little.

He went to the cable office, where he
wrote several wires and tore them up.
Finally he produced the following:

. Scotland Y ard, London.
Referring photograph sent two weeks ago,
how progresses investigation? Man contem-
plates leaving.San Francisco to-night. Wire
answer immediately.

“Jarvis!”” he said. The clerk at the
desk recognized him.

“l want this to reach London at the
earliest possible moment. You under-
stand 7’

“You want it sent at ‘urgent’ rates,
Mr. Dunning?” queried the clerk.

“Yes,” answered Dunning. “At any
rate that will get it there without delay.
And when the answer comes rush a boy
to my office. No loitering, mind you!”

Jarvis counted the words and named
the price—not a small amount. The
value of words is much appreciated
when they go over continents and
oceans at “urgent” rates. Dunning

tendered the amount.
to him.

“Mind you, that cablegram goes im-
mediately, and—stop.” He took out
some more notes. “This is for a paid
answer. Add to the cable: ‘Answer
paid.” ”

Jarvis obeyed, and Dunning returned
to his office. His clerks were told that
he would see no one, and many were
turned away while the member of the
Half Circle sat in his inner office, smok-
ing one cigarette after another, and
gloomily eying the clock.

The time for closing the office came.
The clerks went away. Dusk was com-
ing on, and it wrapped the room in
shadow, but the light of Dunning’s cig-
arette showed the white, drawn face
behind it.

He was not the man to talk aloud, to
groan, to bewail his fate. He knew
nothing could alter what was destined.
Finally, however, the uncertainty was
too much for him. He rose and paced
the room nervously.

Then came the knock. Quickly he
passed into the outer office and unbolted
the door. The freckled messenger boy
who handed him the blue envelope
seemed the handsomest boy he had ever
seen. He tore open the envelope with
trembling fingers. Then it fluttered to
the floor. His face lighted up, and his
hand went to his pocket. He thrust a
bank note into the messenger’s hand.

“No answer, boy,” he said, genially.
“Run along.”

He picked up the cablegram, thrust it
into his pocket.and took down the tele-
phone receiver. His call was for the
Clarion, and when their private ex-
change answered he asked for Temple.

“This is Dunning, Mr. Temple. |
have just received a cable from Scotland
Yard, London, regarding a certain Lieu-
tenant Morpeth. What? Yes, Lieu-
tenant Morpeth. | am coming down to
see you in about fifteen minutes. You'll
wait? Thank you. Good-by.”

He smiled as he replaced the receiver.
Then he switched on the electric light
and took down “Burke’s Peerage” from
a nearby shelf. He consulted it and
pencil-marked a name. It concerned.

It was nothing
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the family of the Earl of Colchester, be-
neath whose name was that of his son
and heir—Viscount Chandos.

Morpeth, Charles Dud-
ley St. Regis, Vis-
count Chandos

Morpeth, the Honorable Philip Lenox.

Morpeth, the Honorable Violet Chandos.

Morpeth, the Honorable Ralph Churchill.

Lady Mona Temple

There was an annotation beside the
names of both of the sons of Viscount
Chandos. It read:

As the Honorable Philip Lenox Morpeth
is probably deceased, the. direct heir to the
title of Lord Chandos and eventually the Earl
of Colchester is apparently the Honorable
Ralph Churchill Morpeth.

A cab landed Dunning in front of the
Clarion Building, and within the pre-
scribed time he found himself in Tem-
ple’s presence.

“Well, Mr. Dunning?” The voice was
hard and cold.

“l merely wish to read you a cable
from. London, Mr. Temple,” said the
other, suavely. “A few weeks ago |
forwarded your photograph to Scotland
Yard, London. To-day, wishing to
know what disposition they had made
of it, I wired them. Shall | read the
answer 7’

In the yellow glare of the electric
lights, Temple’'s face was drawn and
haggard, the many fine lines about his
eyes and mouth showing plainly.

“Yes/* he said, huskily.

Dunning, San Francisco: Person wanted
here for murder. Name, Philip Lenox Mor-
peth, son Viscount Chandos, grandson Earl
of Colchester. Formerly lieutenant Fifth
Lancers. Killed officer same regiment. Ar-
rest and hold him.

Temple sprang to his feet. The desk
light toppled and fell. The two men
stood in darkness. There was silence
for a space. Dunning broke it.

“Well, my lord,” he said, mockingly,
“you heard it.”

Temple did not answer.

“"Perhaps you had better call your
stenographer to publish this interview
side by side with the other.”

Still no answer.

“So the reformer is a criminal, eh?
Nice reading for the people of San
Francisco, isn’t it? Their young cru-
sader, their hero—a murderer!”

“Have you finished, Mr. Dunning?”
asked Temple at last. He raised the
desk light and turned it on again.

Dunning eyed him. *“I have finished,
Lieutenant Morpeth. It is your turn to
say something.”

“l have nothing to say, except—get
out of my ofhce!” came the low voice of
Temple.

There was something in Temple's
tone that made Dunning drop his mock-
ing manner.

“See here,” he said, abruptly. “No
one here knows this except myself. |
can wire Scotland Yard that Morpeth
has gone to the Orient on the liner leav-
ing to-morrow. In consideration, you
tear up your interview and cease your
attacks. It’s a fair bargain.”

“It is not a bargain,” came from be-
tween Temple’s compressed lips. “I ask
you to leave.”

“Don’t be a fool, Temple,” cried Dun-
ning. “Murder is a serious thing. In
ten minutes | can have a warrant for
your arrest issued, and land you in jail
an hour later.”

“l know what you can do. It doesn’'t
influence me at all. You had best go be-
fore | lose control of myself.”

Dunning was at the last stage of des-,
peration. “The three hundred thousand
too, if you like!” he cried. “Nothing’s
fairer. You don’t deny the truth of
this, do you 7 He waved the cable.

“Mr. Dunning,” said Temple, slowly,
“lkdo not deny that 1 am Philip Mor-
peth, the man described there. Now go
and get your police. This paper pub-
lishes your attempt at bribery to-mor-
row. Go, Dunning, and get your po-
lice!” He moved a step toward him
and added, in a low, even tone: “If you
don’t go—now—1 shall put you out!”

Dunning moved toward the door.
“Your last chance, then——-"" he began.

Before he had said more, two firm
hands gripped his shoulders; he was
pushed against the swinging d«ors. The
impetus carried him far into the hall, and
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the door swung to behind him. Dazed,
he walked to the elevator shaft.

Ten minutes later Temple followed
him, A cab was waiting him at the
door. He entered, gave the address of
Mr. Stanford, on Van Ness Avenue,
and was whirled rapidly in that di-
rection.

It was not long after the footman took
up his card that Katherine Stanford, in
an evening gown of soft, white, filmy
stuff, joined him in the library where he
sat waiting her. As he rose, she noted
the expression on his face.

“Phil!”” she cried, in concern. “You
are surely not well. | never saw you
look as you do to-night.”

“Nor never will again,” he answered,
in tones vibrating with emotion. He
pressed the button which controlled
them and the electric lights went out,
leaving the room in the soft glow of the
shaded lamps. “l don’t want you to
look at me,” he explained.

He stood over her as she sat on a
divan near the window. Below, in pano-
ramic effect, the lights of San Fran-
cisco sputtered and twinkled.

“Three years ago, you took me out
of the gutter and made a man of me.
You asked no questions as to who | was.
| said | would justify your belief in me.
When | had done it | intended to ex-
plain all, and then, Kitty, to tell you
that | loved you.”

She looked up at him, a strange, new
light in her eyes.

“l was mad enough to hope. Then I
heard of the De Medoc case. | went to
the Philippines. | wanted to die. |
tried, but failed. Would to God | had
succeeded!”

“Why do you say that?” she asked,
softly.

“Kitty! he cried. For a moment his
frame shook. She held out her hand.

“No,” he said, overcoming the desire
to take her into his arms. “No—wvait!
Listen! When | read of the affair again
and saw the trick | came back, as you
know. It seemed that the goal was very
near, and | should soon be able to tell
you | had succeeded. -It has been
reached. To-morrow the Half Circle’s
end will come. But you—oh, God!

Kitty, you are further away than
ever.”

She caught his arm. “You say you
love me?” she asked, slowly.

“Love you! Ever since that day at
Monterey when you made Philip Tem-
ple out of an outcast and a vagabond.”

“Perhaps | love you, too!” she said.

“Kitty!”” He turned to her, arms out-
stretched. Then they dropped lifeless
to his side. “It isn’'t fair to let you be
deceived. ListenT” He spoke rapidly
now. “Dunning tried to bribe me to-
day. | have his attempt ready for the
press, a stenographic report. He came
to—night with a cablegram from London
telling my real name and that | was
wanted for murder. No one knows ex-
cept Dunning. He offered to keep the
secret if the interview were not pub-
lished and the attacks of the Clarion
ceased. | refused. It is the last blow
necessary to smash the Half Circle—
and it will be smashed. So | have ful-
filled my trust to you.”

She was breathing hard. He wenton:

“l am wanted for murder. My name
is not Temple—that was my mother’s
name. It is Morpeth, | am the grand-
son of the Earl of Colchester. The
murder was no murder. | was an offi-
cer in the queen’s army at the time. |
had an enemy. | discovered that he
had defamed a woman—a cousin of
mine. | publicly thrashed him. That
night | was strolling by the river. A
man sprang at me with pistol upraised.
We struggled. | was the stronger.
The revolver went off in the struggle.
He fell. A moment later a party of
brother officers had jumped from the
club windows and a bull’'s—eye lantern
was turned on me, standing over my
enemy’s dead body, a revolver in my
hand.

“I was court-martialed. All the evi-
dence was against me. The revolver
was my own, monogrammed and
crested; he had stolen it, probably to
give the idea of suicide. | was broken
in the presence of the regiment, and
then sent to the military prison at Dart-
mouth.

“l escaped—how, it doesn’t matter. |
came to the United States. | had a
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little money at first; but at length X
came down to what you saw/'

He ceased and waited for her to
speak; but she only breathed more
quickly. “That is the story/’ he said,
wearily, “l wanted you to know it be-
fore the public did.”

Still she said nothing,

“Good-by. May | take your hand?”

She held it out.

“You love me—and believe | can let
you go/’ she choked out, a sob in
her voice, “Philip—Philip—I—I—Ilove
you.”

Hardly believing the witness of his
ears, he staggered back. “You—Ilove—
me—after that?”

“l love you after anything,” she cried,
her wvoice trembling. “Love you no
matter what befalls. You made me love
you that day you told me of De Medoc
and when you defeated Forman. That
was the beginning, as | knew it. Then
your fight came, ‘and now you would
sacrifice all your prospects for honor.
Love youl When a woman loves she
gives her whole soul. Mine is yours,
Philip.”

For the first time their lips met.

“You will never be taken to Dart-
mouth prison,” she said. “Father’s
money is mine—and if need be, every
cent of it will be spent to clear you. You
have become an American citizen. The
extradition law can be fought. | know
we will prove you innocent.”

He rose. ‘1 have courage for any-
thing now,” he said. “If you believe
in me, nothing else matters. | begin to
have your confidence.” He looked at
his watch. “lI must go now. The pa-
per goes to press at twelve ’

She caught his hand. “Would it—
would it be wrong if you did not
print—— Oh! Philip, don’t look at
me so.”

“Do you ask me not to print it?” he
asked, quietly. “It is a whole city’s
welfare against mine and yours. Would
it be the act of the man you love 7’

She buried her head in the pillows, v

He stood erect, motionless, waiting.
Presently she looked up; her right hand
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clasped his, and her left rested on his
shoulder.

"No, my knight,” she said.
do not ask you.”

“No—I

The last proof had gone up corrected.
In ten minutes thousands of printed
sheets with the last blow at the Half
Circle would fall in neat piles beneath
the presses.

Curtin, the new city editor, went out
into the local room where the reporters
sat, their work done, waiting for re-
lease.

“It's 'good-night/ boys,” he said,
using the time-honored formula. “Mill-
er will keep the late watch—the rest of
you may go.”

Temple heard .their jests as they
passed by the door. He sighed when
lie remembered that this was his last
“good-night.”

In the composing room, grimy type-
setters and compositors were being
transformed into clean-looking young
men. Below, the engineers oiled the
machinery of the great presses.

Dunning jumped into the elevator
bringing down the last of the local room.
“Has the paper gone to press?” he
asked the boy, breathlessly.

“No,” answered the boy.
soon, though.”

Dunning pushed open the door of the
managing editor’s sanctum, and entered.

“The warrant’s made out in Morpeth’s
name,” he said. “They are only waiting
my telephone order to arrestyou. They
don’t know who it is yet. Call it off,
Temple. Make it five hundred thou-
sand. I’ll write the check now.” .

Temple looked at him without anger.
He did not answer, only lighted a cig-
arette, and looked out of the window
with far, unseeing eyes.

Below a crank was turned. There
was a whir and a buzz. Then a great
vibration shook the building, settling
down to a steady thud! thud S

“The paper has gone to press, Mr.
Dunning—with your interview and
other things. Go, telephone the Hall of
Justice, and tell Captain Brewer to send
his men. Xshall be waiting here/* -

“Twill
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Outside Curtin called cheerily, “Good-
night, Phil.”

“Good-night, Charlie,” answered the
managing editor.

CHAPTER X.

BY THE HAND OF A "FLUNKY.”

The other morning papers knew noth-
ing of the arrest of Temple until it was
too late for printing, so his last stroke
at the Half Circle remained the sensa-
tion of the day until the afternoon pa-
pers recovered from their dumb amaze-
ment and issued extras.

Temple told the story freely to the
newspaper men who called on him at his
room in the Hall of Justice. The police
officials both respected and feared him,
and they did not incarcerate him in a
cell. The private office of one of the
commissioners was placed at his dis-
posal, and save for the fact that the win-
dows were barred and two policemen
stood outside the door, he was as com-
fortable, physically, as he would' have
been at his own home, a caterer from
across the street providing his meals,
and his own Japanese boy being there to
wait on him.

The afternoon papers were very con-
siderate of his feelings. The city editor
of the Mail called personally for the in-
terview, and the assistant editor of the
Argus came with him. He knew both
of them, and the story was told calmly,
not omitting Dunning’s share in it
The end had come for the latter gentle-
man and his associates, and the papers
had no reason to fear them now; so it
was that Temple figured as a hero in
their columns, and his life story was
told sympathetically and in the way cal-
culated to cause those who read to be-
lieve that he was entirely innocent of
the crime with which he was charged.

Early in the afternoon Payson Stan-
ford came, and with him Kitty! He
took Temple’s hand in both of his and
shook it warmly. Then he patted his
shoulder.

“My boy,” he said, solemnly, “this
little girl has told me the story, and she
has told me something else besides.

Ever since she was old enough to tod-
dle, she’s ruled her old father, and what
she says goes. And, besides, | know
you, Philip, my lad. [I've seen what
you’ve done, and | know what you are.
I’'m a wealthy man, as you know. I’ve
made money because it was in me to
do it, | had to do something and so it
came; but every cent of that money has
been made for Kitty—to make Kitty
happy. She says she loves you. There-
fore, you must be extricated from this
trouble. So I’'ve engaged the best law-
yers in the city—and if you aren’t
cleared—well-—-"

Temple’s eyes clouded with a sus-
picious moisture. He could say noth-
ing, verbally, but his looks expressed
what he would have said. Kitty came
forward and kissed him.

“You’ll be out of it soon, Phil,” she
said, caressing his hair. “But whether
you are or not, / know you are inno-
cent.”

Her father found occasion to leave
the room for a moment, and the two
were left together. What they said was
of the greatest interest to themselves;
but further than that it could concern
no one. .

Charlie Curtin had been waiting out-
side, and when Stanford and his daugh-
ter took their departure, he came in.

“Phil, old man,” he said, huskily.
They shook hands. Each understood
the other.

“Mr. Stanford has just told me that
you have recommended me to fill your
post while you’re away,” Curtin said.

“To fill it permanently, | fear, Char-
lie,” said Temple.

“Nonsense! You’ll be out of this in
a jiffy. It’s absolutely absurd to think
that.”

Temple picked up the afternoon
sheets. “You’ve read them, | suppose?”
he asked.. “Well, they’'ve been very
good, very fair, and very just. And
what they say is true. | want you to
say about the same in the Clarion, only
don’t use the eulogistic adjectives that
they do in describing me. | am not a
long-suffering saint, and it wouldn't do
for my own paper to praise me. You
understand that. Here is a letter—my
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resignation from the Clarion, which Mr,
Stanford has refused to accept. It
would be well to publish that/’

There was only one morning paper
which vilified Temple’s name — the
Party, the organ of the Half Circle. It
said things for which it had no founda-
tion, and attempted to paint Temple in
such a way that his exposure of the
Half Circle would be nullified. But its
efforts were quite futile; the Half Cir-
cle’s influence was gone forever.

San Francisco is a city of stronglJikes
and dislikes; unswerving loyalty to its
heroes and a fervid way of expressing
them. “Captain Reckless” had become
one of its heroes. The average man
who read of his arrest saw only one
thing—a plot of the Half Circle to get
him out of the way.

Hawkins, the Honorable Ernest Has-
kell’s “man,” temporarily acting as foot-
man in the absence of the Mexican
“muchacho,” who had partaken of too
much *“vino” the night before, dropped
the jar of marmalade which he was just
about to put before his master to com-
plete the breakfast.

“Hawkins!” said Haskell, severely.
"You are growing careless. See that it
doesn’t occur again.”

“Yes, sir,” murmured Hawkins, def-
erentially.

Haskell went on with the account
which he was reading aloud from the
San Francisco Evening Mail, which had
reached Monterey the night before, and
was being perused by him for the first
time. Bobby Barraclough, who shared
Haskell’s cottage in the English settle-
ment at Pacific Grove, was giving vent
to exclamations, tugging his intensely
British mustache the while.

“Phil Morpeth! My word! To think
of Phil running a paper! Oh, | say,
Ernie, there’s some mistake, old chap.
It couldn’t be Phil, y’ know. Oh, no,
not possible, old chap, not possible. Phil
was drowned in the Dart, y’ know, when
he got out of that bloomin’ prison.”

“You can read -t for yourself, Bob-
by,” said Haskell, throwing him the pa-
per. “It’s a deucedly queer affair all

around. | went to ’Varsity with Phil,
you know. My word! what a dig he

was! He was in the eight, too, you
know! Stroke at Henley, in ninety-
two. | was his fag, and hanged cocky

I was about it, too. We youngsters used
to think he was the greatest man in the
whole blooming world—greater than
the dean, by George!”

“There was a confounded shindy
about that murder affair of his,” re-
marked Barraclough. “Personally, y*
know, | believe it was all poppycock. |
knew Dugdale at Sandhurst when the
‘paterl had me try for the army. Dug-
clale was a cad, a beastly cad! Mor-
peth, by Jove! was a decent sort; | knew
him at the Junior, when | was a mem-
ber.”

“Well, I'm devilish sorry that this
thing had to come up again,” com-
mented Haskell. “It’ll knock the Col-
chester succession sky high. You know
Ralph is married on the strength of his
prospects, and Chandos isn't good for
many years more. And then the earl
can't possibly live teji years; he’s deu-
cedly fit now and all that, but he’s
eighty-five according to Debrett.”

“If you please, sir,” came the mild
voice of Hawkins.

Haskell turned. “Well?”

“H’l 'umbly beg your parding, sir,”
said the valet, stepping from behind
Haskell’s chair. “But h’if hT might be
so bold, Mr, ’Askell, might h’l venture
to s'y a few words, sir, h’about Leften-
ant Morpeth, sir?”

“What do you know about Mr. Mor-
peth?” asked Haskell, unencouragingly.

“Well, sir, you see, Mr. 'Askell, w’en
Leftenant Morpeth was h’in ’er majes-
ty’s service (God bless ’er, sir, with your
permission, Mr. Askell) my father was
corporal, sir, lance corporal, in the syme
regiment, sir. H’and hT was a little
chep, seven years h’ago, it was, Sir,
h’and h’l was h’only fourteen, .sir, h’exr
tra boy, sir, for Colonel Mainwaring,
sir. ’E’s dead now, sir. (God bless ’im,
sir, with your——-)"

“Hawkins, my man, what has all this
to do with Mr. Morpeth?” asked Has-
kell, severely.

“HTm a-coming to that, sir, with
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your permission, Mr. ’Askell. HI!l was
h’only a boy, sir, Irand lots of things
h’l didn't h’understand, sir, being kid-
like, so to say, sir. Well, h’l was
a-walkin' h’along the river bank, sir,
that night, sir, with—h’l was stroll-
ing——7"

“With one of the village girls—I un-
derstand, Hawkins. Go ahead.”

“Well, sir, (with your permission, Mr.
‘Askell,) | was with a fernyle person,
kidlike, so to speak, strickly agynst h’or-
ders, sir, so secret-like, so to speak, sir.
We (me and the femyle person, sir) we
got tired of a-walkin’, sir, h’and (with
your permission, Mr. ’Askell) we sat
down, sir, when h’along comesL eftenant
Morpeth, sir; and bein’ h’out with a fe-
myle person, agynst orders, sir, we hid,
secret-like, for 'im to pass, sir. Then,
sir, h’l seed some one jump up in front
of ’im, sir, and ’eard him swear, and
then hi saw ’im catch a hold of the
h’other, sir, and h’l ‘eard a bang, /sir,
and h’l was afryd, sir, and me and'this
‘ere femyle person, we run, sir.

“H’l was a-servin' Leftenant Pearson
for a while, sir, and 'e was goin' aw'y
to the target shootiqg at Black 'Eath,
sir, leavin' that night, sir, and we went,
sir——"

“You went, you damned waster!
Went and let an officer be tried for
murder when you knew he was inno-
cent!”

“Beggin’ parding, Mr. Askell, no h’l
didn’t, sir! H’l didn’t know nothin’
h’about no murder, sir; leavin’ Leftenant
Pearson, sir, h'at Black ’Eath because
of 'is a-strikin” of me, h’and went to
Lunnon, sir, gettin’ took h’on h’as h’an
h’extra boy h’at the Savoy Club, sir,
h’and, bein’ generally not much on read-
in” of the papers, sir, and not ’earing
from my father, sir, him being h’angry
for my leavin’ Leftenant Pearson, sir,
and me bein' afryd to let 'im know my
lodgin’s, sir, being afryd of ’im cornin’,
sir, and mykin’ me go back, sir.”

“And you’ll swear to all that, Haw-
kins?’ asked' Haskell, rising.

“Yes, sir; beggin' your———"

“Pack one of my bags, then, and get
ready to take the ten o’clock train to
San Francisco. Thank Heaven for a
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chance to pull Morpeth out!” Haskell's
British imperturbability was a little dis-
composed. “You’ll come, old chap?”
“Rather!” ejaculated Barraclough,
adjusting his gold-rimmed monocle.

It did not take long for the news to
spread about San Francisco that, al-
though heavily bonded, “Captain Reck-
less” was a free man again; and the
night was turned into a fiesta.

Mr. Laurence P. Dunning, with great
acunttn and foresight, tarried only long
enough in San Francisco to deed over
*his house and a modest competence to
Mrs. Dunning and the children. Real-
izing hastily on the rest of his property,
he took the next boat sailing to Honolulu
and Japan. His associates were not so
wise, and afterward had much reason to
regret it, when a new administration
went into power, and they to the Su-
preme Court, to be found guilty of
fraudulent dereliction of duty and ap-
propriation of the public money.

On the night after Hawkins’ testi-
mony had served him in such yeoman
stead, Philip Temple and the represent-
ative of her Britannic majesty at San
Francisco talked over the matter in the
Stanford library, and in the presence
of the head and daughter of the house.

“Of course you'll have to go back to
England, Mr. Morpeth,” said the consul
general. “And while it would be ad-
visable to take Hawkins with you, still |
think his deposition, sworn before me,
will answer all purposes. Meanwhile,
I’ll keep a watch on the man, and, if
necessary, will send him on.”

When the consul general retired,
Philip showed the Stanfords the cables
—he had received from his people.

“1’'m afraid I’ll have to go, Mr. Stan-
ford,” he said. “It’s necessary to clear
my name, and, besides, this cablegram
from our family physician informs me
that my father is very low. It is my
duty to be there, at that rate, in order
that my name will be fit to bear the title
—for bear it | must for duty's sake. We
are proud of our name, and proud of the
succession, and a peer’s influence in the
House of Lords may do much for his
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country. | will take with me th6 best of
what | have learned in America, and the
best girl in the world to share my name.
Shall I not, Kitty ?’

She hid her face on his shoulder, and
Stanford, his emotion overpowering
him, rose and went quietly out of the
room.

CHAPTER XI.
EPILOGUE— AT THE HOTEL CARLTON.

It was the dinner hour at the Carlton.
A countless stream of cabs, broughams,
victorias and other vehicles poured out
their fares beneath the glass-paved en-
trance; the dining room was a varie-
gated color-picture; the brilliant even-
ing gowns and jewels of the women, at-
tired for the opera, contrasting oddly
with the endless monotony of white
shirts shining out from the somber black
garbs of the men. The smooth-tongued,
bowing waiters glided about noiselessly,
almost apologetically, as though con-
scious of the presence of greatness. The
whole place breathed of good breeding,
good'manners and good living.

Behind one of the pillars, at one of
the smallest tables, two men, after fin-
ishing an early dinner, were sipping their
cognac, smoking the while and gazing
at the varied assembly. One of the men
was Sir Denis O’Florence, baronet by
long descent, in possession of a crum-
bling ruin in Tipperary, called Castle
Borueagh, and a reputation at the Lon-
don clubs which had caused many of the
members to ask for his resignation. But,
although too lucky at baccarat, his
charming personality and easy assump-
tion of the rights of his station had kept
him a place on the fringe of London so-
ciety, and he knew almost everyone in
the charmed circle, if not well, still well
enough to be recognized.

The other man looked exactly what he
was: a cultured man of the world.
There was nothing about him to indicate
he was not a gentleman—and yet San
Franciscans did not think he was.

A soldierly-looking, clean-shaven man

passed, with a woman on his arm. She
was more than pretty, and she carried
herself in too easy a manner and her
clothes had far too much fit and fashion
about them for her possibly to be an
Englishwoman. They were a striking
couple, and a number of heads were
raised to watch them.

“l say, Denis,” began O’Florence’s
companion. "Who is that couple?”

Sir Denis adjusted his monocle. “Oh!
those two—  Faith, my bhoy, 'tis
easily seen you’re not of London long.
They are Viscount Chandos and his
wife. Can it be possible ye haven't
heard of the man who was thried for
murder and escaped and went to the
United States for to become a journal-
ist—and, faith 1succeeded, too! And he
married the daughter of an American
millionaire, and with the owld man's
money he bought the Daily Courier here
—and now it’s running the owld Thimes
so hard, it looks as though it would bate
her. Faith, he’s a great man, is Chan-
dos, and”—here the voluble Irish bar-
onet sunk his voice—*“he pays me a
small amount each month for some writ-
ing that | do for him. He’ll be the
next speaker, too, or me name is
not——-"

The other man arose. “I’'m going
over to speak to him, Denis,” he said;
and he made his way over toward the
table where sat the viscount and his
wife. Within a few steps, he stopped,
for Chandos was gazing at him with an
eye that had no indication of recogni-
tion in it.

The man wavered, dropped his gaze
to the floor, and retraced his steps.

“Well, Dunning,” said the Irishman,
“for why did ye not speak to your old
friend ?”

“l made a mistake,” said Dunning,
slowly. “lI made a mistake.”

“The wrong man, eh?” asked O 'Flor-
ence.

“No, | forgot the difference in men,”
answered the ex-member of the Half
Circle, as he realized that there are times
when a man would fain be honest.

THE END.



ON A BUSINESS BASIS

BY ARTHUR HENDRICK VANDENBERG

Befog the account of a political campaign which proved instructive to a congressional nominee,
and should prove instructive to the reader

ITH his usual irrepressible air of
masterful superiority, MacDer-
mott accosted the Honorable

Jabez Slawson. MacDermott was a
broker, and suffice it for present pur-
poses to say that he was eminently suc-
cessful, Some people said this was due
to his personality. Some said it was
his
Some said it was his ingenuity; some,/
his carry—everything-before-it manner;

some, his ambitious age—he was just

approaching thirty-five. No one seemed

to know exactly. Yet all agreed that

MacDermott was irresistible. Slawson,

on the other hand, was a retired lawyer,

a millionaire by dint of years of hard

work, successful speculation and shrewd

manipulation. He had reached the dig-

nified age of seventy without bowing

one- iota to the ruthless mandates of

time. Slawson, too, was universally ac-

credited a success.

MacDermott, faultlessly clad in frock
coat and wearing his characteristic red
carnation in the lapel, met Slawson just
outside the latter’s office.

“Good-morning, judge,” he said,
stepping in front of the elderly man,
who was leisurely sauntering down the
street, and commanding the latter’s at-
tention by sheer physical force. *“l’ve
been looking for you for two days.” He
had Slawson by the hand, and was
wringing it heartily. “Fact is,” he con-
tinued, “I have something important' to
talk over with you. It concerns your
boom.” He added the last sentence with
a knowing wink.

invariable faultless appearance. .

Slawson had recovered his equanim-
ity. MacDermott’'s mysterious final
suggestion had strangely worked upon
him. He replied with more than usual
Suavity.

“Won’t you step inside, sir,” he said,
jerking his thumb over his shoulder in
the direction of the office building. He
knew MacDermott by reputation, and
felt inclined to treat him respectfully,
however warily. ~

“Just for a moment,” the broker re-
plied, apologetically. Thereupon he led
the way to Slawson’s floor, opened
Slawson’s office door, and pulled up a
chair for Slawson to sit down at his
own desk. The millionaire was smiling
good-naturedly.

“Make yourself perfectly at home,” he
suggested, a queer little squint of sar-
casm playing about the corners of his
sharp gray eyes.

“Thanks,” replied MacDermott, brief-
ly, pulling off his gloves.

The two men were soon knee to knee
in an earnest conversation, MacDermott
bending forward and beating the two
forefingers of his right hand in the
palm of his left as he drove home each
argument, Slawson leaning back upon
the arms of his spacious chair in a
crouching attitude of apparently hope-
less resistance.

“Judge Slawson, | want to be post-
master,” MacDermott began, abruptly.

“A very laudable ambition, | am sure,
and-—-"" the judge drawlingly inter-
rupted.

“Very laudable and very likely,” his
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visitor quickly returned. “I want to be
postmaster because it’s a job worth six
thousand dollars, with no work,” he
added.

"That’s frank enough,” the judge
ventured, the smile of sarcasm again
twitching at his eyelids.

“Frank enough and reason enough,”
MacDermott interposed, in a tone meant
to convey the suggestion that further
interruptions on the part of the judge
were not only entirely uncalled for, but
also decidedly obnoxious.

"The President of the United States
appoints postmasters———" the heedless
host again interposed.

"Upon recommendation of district
congressmen,” MacDermott added, in
perfect cadence.

“And as | am neither President of
the United States, nor——”"

"District congressman, you fail to
see the object of this visit?”

Slawson nodded an assent. He had
resumed his crouching attitude of de-
fense. The fingers of MacDermott’s
right hand were again beating emphat-
ically into the palm of his left.

"There is the milk in the cocoanut,
judge,” he said, suavely. "You are not
in a position at present to control this
patronage, but—— He only smiled
without finishing the sentence. Slaw-
son comprehended.

“Frankly, judge,” he went on, “I want
to run you for Congress. | want to
elect you. Not because | think you'd
make a better man than Jenks, but be-
cause you'd make me postmaster, and
Jenks wouldn’t.”

MacDermott subsided. Slawson had
taken his attack with perfect coolness.
He knew his youthful visitor by repu-
tation, and felt justified in humoring
him.

"My running for Congress is not a
new topic,” he remarked, leisurely toy-
ing with a paperweight. “In fact, |
have been on the verge of announcing
myself several times, and have only been
restrained by existing ‘political condi-
tions. You understand that | am a
-Republican, and always have been since
the days of Fremont. This city—com-
prising the first congressional district—

is overwhelmingly Democratic. | have
never seen the wisdom of butting my
head against a s.tone wall.”

MacDermott was reflectively flatten-
ing out the petals of his red carnation.
“Go on,” he said. “Paint it as black
as you can.”

“Well, 1 think that covers the case,”
Slawson went on. "It’s not lack of de-
sire, but the proverbial ounce of precau-
tion.” He lay back in his chair, bring-
ing the tips of his fingers together ju-
dicially before his chin.

“If you were reasonably sure of suc-

cess,” MacDermott suggested, “you
would——-"
“Run, most assuredly,” interrupted

Slawson, positively.

"Then you run!” declared the youth-
ful broker, bringing his fist down em-
phatically upon the ledge of the desk.
Slawson smiled incredulously.

“It’s this way,” MacDermott went
on. "l know that just as soon as you
show a man where it is money in his
pocket, you've got his vote. | think
that, through my peculiar business con-
nections and through yours, we can con-
vince the voters of this district that it is
money in their pockets to give you their
ballots. In fact, | am positive of-it.
A vote for you will be a vote for me.
If you win, I win. If you lose, | lose.
And | have pretty fully decided to be
postmaster.”

It was a wonderful interview, and an
eminently successful and mutually satis-
factory one. Slawson listened to the
siren’'s song, and was allured. He
agreed to back MacDermott to any rea-
sonable limit. He also promised the
post office.

“But mind! No boodle!” he said, as
they shook hands in parting.

"No boodle!” echoed MacDermott.
"This is strictly on a business basis.”

A Republican congressional nomina-
tion in the first district had long been
looked upon as a sinecure. Its empty
honor had been passed from one retired
merchant prince to another, with no
thought at any time that the selection
was anything but a perfunctory matter.
“To keep up the party organization,”
was the usual apologetic slogan of the
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minority party and their candidate for
Congress. You may conclude from this
condition that the first district unfail-
ingly sent a Democrat to Washington.
It is also a fact that this Democrat was
continually enjoying an increasing ma-
jority, Jenks was the Democratic hom-
inee for a fifth term. He was not a
particularly good congressman, but he
wes- a mighty good Democrat—'and
Democracy was the prevailing standard
in the first district.

But Slawson did not take the nomina-
tion as a sinecure. He was not looking
for an empty honor. He was no martyr
to the party organization. He ran be-
cause MacDermott said he should run;
because MacDermott wanted to be post-
master; because MacDermott usually
landed the capital prize in every venture
in which he embarked. Republican par-
tisans pricked up their ears when the
Slawson boom was launched upon the
turbulent political seas, full-rigged and
with every indication of speed, strength
and staying qualities. Democratic par-
tisans knowingly winked one eye and
sarcastically mentioned something about
“another lamb” and “the slaughter.”
But they reckoned without MacDermott.

The versatile young broker immedi-
ately began laying his lines with the pre-
cision and ingenuity of a past-master.
He became the active Slawson manager
—but usually incognito. Few knew that
his brain was behind the simple but
amazingly successful machinery which
seemed -0 spring, fully equipped, into
operation. Few recoghized his hand-
writing in the Slawson slogans. No one
knew he had been promised the post
office.

MacDermott’s second interview with
the nominee came ten days after the
Republican Convention had made its
choice. It was a protracted session, and
although it began at the dinner hour, the
men did not part until a cold gray sky
in the east heralded the approach of a
new day. The story of this meeting is
the best explanation of the tactics which
were pursued in the memorable cam-
paign which Slawson made for Con-
gress.

“We’re getting down to hardpan,

judge,” MacDermott said, smoothing

out a chart upon the nominee’s desk.

They were again in Slawson’s office.

Again the elder man lay back in his

revolving chair and in unperturbed calm

watched the youthful broker as he out-

lined his campaign. He played with a"
heavily mounted gold penholder in anv
effort to disguise his nervousness.

“We’re putting everything on a busi-
ness basis,” he continued, looking up
from the paper he was studying long
enough to give Slawson a reassuring
glance. He toyed for a moment with
the red carnation in the lapel of his
coat. His clean-shaven cheeks glowed
with the vigor of unimpaired youth. "I
have talked with Monahan——-"

“Monahan!” interrupted Slawson.
There was a deeply wrinkled frown of
unmistakable displeasure upon his face.
“That fellow whom everyone knows to
be a rascal?”

“The same,” replied MacDermott,
complacently. “And permit me to re-
lieve my mind by stating that | believe
lie would steal a handful of ashes for
the sake of keeping in practice. But
Monahan knows, and this is another
case where knowledge is power.”

“Monahan knows where votes can be
delivered for so much a head,” inter-
jected Slawson, angrily, beating the pen-
holder against his thumb. “But what's
that knowledge to me? | still insist
that when a man sells his vote he doesn’t
buy good government with it, and |
think the reverse is just.as true. Mona-
han knows just where every offense
stops short of the penitentiary. Is that
available knowledge for me? Monahan
knows——-"

“The first district like a book,” inter-
rupted MacDermott. He brought down
his fist in determination, and his jaws
stood out in a characteristic way which
friends of his would have said boded ill
for the opposition.

“Monahan can tell why this district
is Democratic,” he continued, quietly,
but with that firmness which breeds no
contention. “And, furthermore, Mona-
han has told. And on top of that, |
have agreed that you will pay him one
hundred dollars for the information.”
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“You’re putting— —’ the judge start-
ed to warn.

“Everything on a business basis,” 111-
terpolated MacDermott, with a smile
which signified that the difference was
settled and that the victor harbored no
inclination to crow over the defeated
party. “As | was saying,” he continued,
“l have talked with Monahan. The re-
sult is this. The first district is Demo-
cratic because the city is Democratic.
The city is Democratic because the
third, fourth, fifth, tenth, eighteenth,
nineteenth and twentieth wards are
Democratic.”

Slawson started to laugh. MacDer-
mott stopped him short. “None of
that!” he cried. “These figures are ac-
tual and accurate. This isn’t any stat-
istician’s dream, nor any optimist’s hal-
lucination. It’s the inevitable conclu-
sion to be drawn from the results of the
past ten years as studied by such a judge
of political conditions as this very same
Monahan.” He was smiling again. The
impending storm clouds had blown over.

INow,” he went on, “here are seven
wards which hold the key to the situa-
tion. We must have a majority in all
—not one, but all. And, Judge Slaw-
son, | am pleased to inform you that we
can do it.” MacDermott thrust both
hands deep into his trousers pockets,
tilted back in his chair and complacently
surveyed the elderly gentleman over
whose star of destiny he seemed to have
assumed undisputed sway. “lI say we
can do it!” he emphasized.

The judge was studying the fieur-de-
Us in the wall paper. He shifted his
gaze to the green dragons in his Persian
carpet, but did not deign a response.

“Now I’'m going to tell you how we
can do it,” MacDermott continued, as-
suming the air of the campaign orator
who paints an American flag against the
sky and then summons an empyrean
breeze to make it wave. “The third
ward | shall leave to Monahan. Now,
please don’t say anything,” he quickly
added, holding up a warning hand as
Slawson violently threw his pen upon
the desk and started to object “Other
candidates before you have lost the
third, because they scorned the aid of

Monahan. That was sheer foolishness.
I don’t intend to be euchred out of the
postmastership upon any such slim
grounds of silk-stockinged morality.
Monahan will cost you three hundred
dollars—but he’s sure.” Slawson was
very evidently fighting between senti-
ments of disgust and ambition. “So
that takes care of the third,” MacDer-
mott added, with the same old con-
clusive smile.

“The fourth is your own ward, and
the fifth is mine,” he went on.  “I think
we can reasonably put them down as
safe. Prophets may be without honor
in their own countries, but a politician
is most at home in his own ward. So
there’s three of our seven.”

“Yes, there’s three of our seven!” re-
peated Slawson, sarcastically. “And
the other four?”

MacDermott was silent for a moment.
He was absent-mindedly playing with
his red carnation. “Judge, we get down
to real business now,” he slowly said at
length. “Not the business of politics,
but the business of business.”

Slawson displayed a decided renewal
of interest. “The tenth ward—the next
on your list—is controlled by Burke,
Clarke and Hapgood, of the Indian
Creek Lumber Company, and their kin-
dred interests, isn’t it?” he inquired,

MacDermott smiled encouragingly.
“Good!” he commended, “You’re learn-
ing fast, judge. You’'ve diagnosed the
case exactly. Now you know the De-
nos—Jenks among them—have taken
the two dollar tariff off of foreign lum—
ber. This free trade schedule cuts pretty
deep into American dealers, and these
tenth-ward lumbermen have been par-
ticularly hard hit. Jenks’ name is Den-
nis down there, if these people know
that you will try to put the tariff back
on, and that Jenks will vote to continue
to keep it off. Jenks knows this, and
tried to hedge last week. So | went
after the Canadian Lumber Company
up in one of his own wards—they are
running in a lot of Quebec timber for
nothing now—and' gave them the tip
that Jenks was going to flop. They
were hot on his trail in twenty minutes,
and made him promise to stand with the
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free-traders. He's bound to them hand
and foot. | promised Burke and Clarke

and the Indian people that you will be.

with them for the two-dollar tariff, and
we've got them solid. The votes are as
good as counted. So we’ll put down
the tenth for Slawson.”

The judge could not restrain a smile
of admiration. “I always have believed
in the protection of home industry,” he
murmured. “It's the creed that raises
American smokestacks—puts American
coal into American furnaces to generate
American energy; the energy that
evolves American products for Ameri-
can markets. It’s the doctrine of——-"

“Good point!” interrupted MacDer-
mott, soothing out the chart upon Slaw-
son’s desk in an effort to recall him to
the matter under discussion. “You can
use that some night down in the tenth.
Now we come to the eighteenth ward/’
he continued, counting it off on the
fingers of his left hand. “This is a
pretty delicate proposition and a pretty
expensive one.”

Slawson drew back in his chair again,
assuming his former attitude of hopeless
defense.

“Everything in the eighteenth ward
depends on the Amalgamated Copper
combine. Their big refining plant is
down there, and about one thousand
four hundred of their men live in tene-
ments clustered close at hand. They
are hived together like bees, and they
follow the queen every time. Now, |
suppose you know that Amalgamated
Copper is hard pressed for money. It’s
common talk on the streets that their
business is growing so enormously that
their working capital is simply swamped.
They are talking of an issue of one
hundred thousand dollars preferred
stock this fall, but they want to place
it in one or two big lumps, so people
won't know about it. | heard indirectly,
judge, that you had been approached for
fifty thousand dollars, and had favor-
ably—-"

“Fifty thousand dollars!” gasped
Slawson, clutching at the ledge of his
desk. “Never heard of such a——"

“So when | learned that you were in-
terested,” placidly continued MacDer-

mott, “l went down to the works to see
that we killed two birds with one stone.
The thing is all closed up——-"

“Closed up!” cried Slawson. A cold
perspiration stood out upon his brow.
“At fifty thousand dollars!” He nerv-
ously pulled the ends of his mustache.
“Young man, this is too— —~

MacDermott was smiling—the same
old unanswerable smile. *“Judge, you
said you would put one hundred thou-
sand dollars into this campaign, didn't
you 7’

“One hundred thousand dollars!” the
elder man replied, utterly astounded.
“One hundred thousand dollars!” he
repeated. “I don’t remember ever say-
ing that I would put a dollar——-"

“Besides,”  argued MacDermott,
suavely, ignoring the line of his host's
argument, “this is a fourteen per cent,
investment. What on earth do you
want more?”

“What did you promise the Amalga-
mated people?” the judge asked, in
hopeless despair.

“l told them that if they turned their
men from Jenks to you for Congress
and put the eighteenth ward safely in
our column, you would take half the
issue of the one hundred thousand dol-
lars preferred. Theyve agreed. It’s
down in black and white. So that set-
tles the eighteenth ward—and, really,
sir, you'll find it’s an awfully good in-
vestment.”

“I’ll have to admit that,” the judge
answered, with seeming regret. “I’ve
heard of Amalgamated dividends. But
how does it happen that they’d take your
word for all this?”

“You told them | had perfect author-
ity to act,” replied the broker.

“l did?” cried Slawson, in wide-eyed
wonder.

“Remember when | called you on the
phone,” suggested MacDermott, “and
told you | had some men with me whom
| wanted to tie up to our boom and
asked you to tell them that | could act
for you?”

“And they were——-"" began the nom-
inee.

“The Amalgamated Copper mag-
nates,” interrupted the visitor.




ON A BUSINESS BASIS 95

Slawson dropped back in his chair.
MacDermott drew a cigar from his
pocket, deliberately chewed off the end
and firmly grasped the weed between
his teeth. He was studying the sched-
ule spread out upon the desk. Finally
he found the item which had been the
object of his search.

“How much coal do you bum per
annum in the Slawson Municipal Light-
ing plant?” he inquired, looking up into
the judge’s puzzled face.

“Ten thousand tons, but what's that
got to do with—e—"

“And you haul it on contract from up
State, don’t you?”

“Yes, contract with the railroad.”

“And you’re just about to sign for
next year’s supply, aren’t you ?’

“Yes; but what the devil’s the dif-
ference I”

It was a rare occasion which drove
Slawson to any impropriety in diction.
It augured trouble. MacDermott
viewed the omen, however, with su-
preme indifference.

“Judge,” he said, unable to repress
a smile, “I have arranged to take care
of the nineteenth ward through your
next year’s coal contract.”

Slawson anticipated at once what was
coming. He shook his head vigorously
in the negative. No word passed his
lips, however.

“The Great Lakes Coal Companies
own the nineteenth ward body and soul,”
MacDermott went on. “I learned that
Jenks had thrown his orders to another
company this season, and | went right
up to the Great Lakes offices and talked
business straight from the shoulder. |
figured you’d need about twelve thou-
sand tons, and——-—"

“You ordered it?” gasped Slawson.

“Oh, no!” answered MacDermott,
good-naturedly. “They had some Long
River lump at three dollars and ninety-
five cents—1 think you pay three dollars
and eighty now—and | told them that
if they'd seh to it that their men vote
for you for Congress, they can have this
year’s lighting—plant contract. It’s only
fifteen cents a ton difference, and you
ought to see the result! The company
has posted a big bulletin over the main

scales, asking every man to vote for
Slawson. It’s great!”

Slawson swung round to the generous
office window and surveyed in silence
the panorama spread out beneath him.
MacDermott leisurely searched his vest
pockets for a match, and, finding one,
drew the sulphur head across the bot-
tom of his chair. He puffed vigorously
at his cigar without interrupting Slaw-
son’s solilogquy.

At length the judge turned back.
“This leaves only the twentieth ward
unaccounted for,” was all he said. But
the expression on his face conveyed
plainer than words the sentiment:
“What have you done to me there!”

“The twentieth ward was a hard
proposition,” MacDermott began, “and
I’'m not entirely satisfied yet. | looked
the commercial situation over, and
couldn’t find any particularly dominant
business houses. So this sort of threw
off my trail.”

“l am surprised you didn’t start a few
at my expense,” Slawson muttered, vin-
dictively.

MacDermott only heeded the interjec-
tion by a particularly vigorous draught
upon his cigar. “I found out that Dam-
skey— the grocer and butcher—is pretty
strong with the Dutch and Irish in the
lower precincts,” he went on, “so |
dropped in on him for a chat. Damskey
was ebullient with words of hearty
greeting and the stench of sauerkraut.
His blond locks hung down over his ears
like tassels, and his chubby round face
was flushed a fiery red from the exer-
tion of mopping the marble counter of
his market. Just as soon as he found
out that | wanted to talk politics, he
laid one finger along the side of his nose
and, winking mysteriously, clutched me
by the coat sleeve and pulled me toward
a small door in the rear of the place.
He soon had me seated at a tiny, round
table, and my smelling sense warned me
that we had entered a room imperishably
consecrated to Bacchus. Without ut-
tering a word, Damskey drew two steins
from a recess in the wall, gently placed
them on the table, and again solemnly
winked at my astonishment. A gen-
erous bottle of Munich beer was then
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forthcoming, and my strange host of
obvious nationality proceeded to fill the
mugs.

“ “To bedder acg-vaintance!” he finally
said, holding aloft the stein of beer and
waiting for me to follow suit.

“‘Herel’ | answered, imitating his
gesture.

“He drained the mug at one draught.
Then came a guttural grunt of luxu-
rious satisfaction as he dropped the stein
to the table. ‘Now, vat it iss? he quer-
ied, clasping his fat fingers together in
front of his rotund waist.”

MacDermott interrupted his narra-
tive long enough to relight his cigar.
Slawson had obviously forgotten all the
unpleasant differences of the early part
of the interview. His face bore a broad
smile of interest and amusement. He
had completely capitulated. MacDer-
mott—masterful actor—held him in the
palm of his hand.

“Well, Damskey was a sociable old
martinet,” the latter continued, “and by
the time we had split a toby of ale we
were good friends. To make a long
story short, | promised him my grocery
and meat trade for a year if he swung
his precinct into our column. And to
make sure of the deal | promised him
your patronage, too. This satisfied him
thoroughly, and as we parted company
he called after me: ‘Vat you say his
name iss? Slawson? Oh, yah!’—and
at my last glimpse of him. he was labor-
iously jotting down your name on the
jamb of his door.”

“I’ll go down and see Damskey to-
morrow,” asserted Slawson. “I'm not
averse to Munich beer myself.”

“And dont forget to leave him an
order,” MacDermott suggested.

The youthful broker folded up the
chart which had laid upon the desk dur-
ing the protracted interview, and re-
turned it to his pocket. He suppressed
a yawn of weariness, stretched himself
for one fleeting moment, and rose to his
feet, driving his hands deep into his
trousers pockets.

“So that completes the business end
of this campaign,” he said, at length.
It was an invitation for Slawson’s criti-
cism upon the work which he had done.

The .latter rose and held out his hand.
“And it’s mighty well done, even if |
do have to pay the bills,” he asserted,
good-naturedly.

“Thanks,” said MacDermott, heartily
shaking the extended hand. “I was
afraid from the way this conference
started, you were going to prove pretty
belligerent.”

“It’s all right,” was the response, “and
| guess it’'s me for Congress and you
for the post office.”

The night of November 8th, Slawson
and MacDermott were again closeted to-
gether in the former’s office. As the
returns came in from one precinct after
another, they showed an unmistakable
majority for the Republican nominee.
For a time it had looked evenly divided,
and the Democratic organ had gone so
far ias to publish an extra announcing
Jenks’ election, figuring that he would
secure his old-time majorities in the
wards which had always been counted
in his column. Then had come the
first break. The third ward went Re-
publican by four hundred plurality.

“Monahan has done his work,” mut-
tered MacDermott, who had stretched
his tired body out upon a spacious leath-
ern lounge.

Soon the Republican headquarters
sent over a bulletin that the fourth,
fifth and tenth wards were also show-
ing big Slawson gains. The eighteenth
was nip and tuck until the last votes
were reached. Then Slawson drew
ahead with forty-eight majority.

The tide turned in the nineteenth
ward. Nominally a Democratic strong-
hold, impregnable to attack or siege, it
swung to the Republican column by
five hundred and ninety-nine. Before
the twentieth was heard from Slaw-
son’s election was assured.

MacDermott, debonair even in his
weariness, effusively  congratulated
Slawson upon the result. “And now
is as good a time as any for us,to
square accounts,” he added.

“You refer to the post office?”
gueried the successful nominee.
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“No,” responded MacDermott, smil-
ing in spite of his exhaustion. “I owe
you money.”

“Owe me money!” cried Slawson, in
amazement. “My dear fellow, not only
do you owe me nothing, but you are my
creditor to a greater——-"

“You don’t understand,” explained
MacDermott. “Look here. In the tenth
ward those lumbermen paid me five hun-
dred dollars for the labor supposed to
have been involved in securing your
pledge to a protective tariff. In the
eighteenth Amalgamated Copper paid
me eight thousand dollars in commis-
sions for engineering the sale of stock
which you purchased. In the nineteenth
the Great Lakes Company owe me five
cents a ton on your coal contract. And
in the twentieth Damskey has been giv-
ing me table supplies gratis for a month
as bonus for turning your patronage to
him. Now, that | am to be postmaster,

| sglall hardly need to retain these gains,
and——-"

“And still you got their votes!”
gasped Slawson. “MacDermott, I'd
heard of you before you came to me
with your astounding proposition to
make me congressman in return for the
post office. Permit me to acknowledge
here and now that everything | heard
was true. You’re a wonder. If you'll
give up the post office, I'll pay you
twenty thousand dollars a year to man-
age my local interests while I'm in
Washington.”

“Why not both?” sleepily suggested

.MacDermott, fighting hard to keep his

head erect and his eyes open.

“Why not take my place in Congress,
too?” replied the successful nominee,
good-naturedly.

“Why not?” murmured MacDermott,
as his head fell forward upon his chest
in response to nature's demand for rest.

THE GILDED GLOBE

BY ALBERT H. GORGAS

HE mere fact that the house was
located on the Plaza Cristobal
Colon was enough to prove its
value. Everybody who has visited San
Juan knows that one of the most fash-
ionable quarters of the Porto Rican cap-
ital is situated within sight of the hand-
some column erected in the little square.
It is there the band plays on certain
evenings, and it is there the elite of the
island city promenade in the balmy air
of the declining day.
From the roofs of the houses can be
seen the blue stretches of the inner bay
and the gorgeous hues of the opposite

shore. The traffic of the business sec-
tion is subdued to a gentle murmur/
and only the carriages of the quality
thread ‘the narrow, well-kept streets.
The dwellings skirting the thorough-
fares are constructed after the prevail-
ing Spanish style, but their walls are
bright and freshly colored, and the iron
bars guarding the windows are orna-
mental and in many cases neatly gilded.
It is a region of opulence, and it can
be imagined that our brother officers
were greatly amazed when Jack Rains-
ford and | took up our abode in one of
the most palatial of the residences.
Jack, by the way, is an army surgeon,
and I am only a second lieutenant of.in-
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fantry, with an insignificant little epaulet
and a suspicious air of newness to my
sword.

No one was more surprised than we
when we found ourselves installed in
the Cortinez dwelling, but the manner
in which we secured the prize was so
peculiar, and | might say mysterious,
that we said nothing about it, but thank-
fully accepted the stroke of good for-
tune.

It was several days after the sailing
of the Spanish troops that Jack and |
found ourselves strolling along in the
vicinity of the Plaza Cristobal Colon.
We were duty-free and had ventured
away from the main portion of the town
in search of any adventures which might
come our'way.

We had grown tired of the Hotel
Ingles, with its ever—present mob of
civilian prospectors and military offi-
cials, and were discussing the advisa-
bility of seeking private quarters in the
town, when the thing happened to us.

It was a most remarkable coincidence.

Jack had just said that he would like
nothing better than to occupy a house
in the neighborhood through whifch we
were walking, when suddenly a man
stepped from a doorway several yards
in advance of us. He was bareheaded
and seemed to be a native servant. In
one hand he held a placard which he
proceeded to fasten to a nail driven into
the wall near the door.

“Wonder what that is?” said Jack, cu-
riously. “It can’t be—— Well, I’ll be
blowed I

By this time we had approached ne&r
enough to be able to read the card. It
bore one line written in a large, flowing
hand. The words ran:

Se aquila cuartos.

“Would you believe it?” exclaimed
Jack, incredulously. “Rooms to let, and
in a mansion like this! Say, if it is
true, it’s just what we are looking for.
I’m going to ask the chap.”

The doctor's Spanish, was rather
shaky, but he managed to make the
servant understand him and learned in
reply that it would he well for us to see

his mistress, the Senorita Isabella, who
was at that moment in the patio of the
vhouse.

Jack pinched my arm as we followed
the man through a bread, tastefully dec-
orated hall to the open court in the
center of the building.

“Even the colonel will perish with
envy if we sebure quarters in this pal-
ace,” he whispered. “Isn’t it a gorgeous
place? Look at the marble tiling and
the mahogany furniture.”

“Don’t you think it rather queer that
people wealthy enough to own a
house like this should rent rooms to
strangers 7’ | replied, dubiously.

“What’s the odds, so long as we get
a decent place!” was the doctor’s care-

less reply. “If there is a mystery, so
much the better. | hope this Senorita
Isabella is— ¢

He stopped short. A girl stepped
from ttye patio into the hall and came
toward, us. Even in the subdued light
we saw that she was beautiful, with the
dark, somber beauty of the Latin-Amer-
ican. She was tall and straight and
supple in her carriage. Her eyes were
large and set wide apart, and her nose
was of that slightly aquiline type char-
acteristic of the Spanish strain.

She acknowledged our bow with a
little courtesy.

“We beg your pardon,” explained the
doctor, haltingly, in Spanish. “We
think—that is, the card outside——-"

“Yes—you wish to see the rooms.
Juan will show theni to you. And if
you should decide to take them you can
arrange with Juan.”

This was said simply, and in English,
much to our astonishment and gratifica-
tion. Without waiting for a reply, the
girl courtesied again and left us. As she
disappeared into an adjacent room Jack
favored me with an expressive- wink
which he carefully concealed from Juan,

“The attractions of this enchanted
castle multiply apace,” he whispered.
“Gad! but she’s a stunner! Did you
ever see such eyes?”’

“Suppose we see the rooms,” | re-
sponded, dryly. The doctor's suscep-
tibility was a never-ending bone of con-
tention between us. His conguests
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formed a familiar subject in the officers*
club at more than one military station.

“Vamenous, Juan,” Jack chuckled.
“We are anxi&us to get settled in this
fine house of yours.”

Just then | caught a glimpse of the
servant’s countenance. He was an el-
derly man, smooth-shaven and dark.
There was a curious expression of
mingled hatred and servility in his face
that rather startled me. It was gone in
a second, however, and as he led the
way from the hall across the patio, |
felt that | had been mistaken.

The rooms he showed to tis were two
in number, one small and evidently a
dressing room, and the other a large
apartment containing two single brass
beds and several other handsome pieces
of furniture.

There was an abundance of orna-
ments, plaques, miniature statuettes,
three or four valuable paintings, and in
one corner an onyx stand supporting an
object so unusual that the doctor and |
instinctively stepped toward it.

It was a ball, or rather globe, about
sixteen inches in diameter and bearing
upon its surface the traced outlines of
the various divisions of the world.

But, strange to say, the space repre-
senting Spain was lavishly gilded, while
Cuba, Porto Rico and the United States
had been painted a deep black.

“This is a rum-looking thing,” mut-
tered Jack. “Who do you suppose has
been painting it up in that fashion?”

While the doctor was speaking | was
examining the globe. It was well made
and seemed to be formed of small pieces
of inlaid wood. Several woods had
been used, some of them unfamiliar to
me. The pieces were of various shapes
—octagonal, triangular, oblong and
even circular. The process of inlaying
had been beautifully done.

So nicely had the parts been joined
that the lines of meeting were difficult
to discover with the naked eye; they
had been joined solid, so to speak. It
was an excellent piece of marquetry.

| struck it with my knuckles; it
sounded hollow. The more | examined
the thing, the more it whetted my curi-
osity. It was altogether a very peculiar

article. While | was bending over it,
Jack placed his head close to mine, and
whispered:

“1 wonder what we are up against
here, Billy ? Sh-h-h! When you get a
chance just look at that portrait on the
wall to the right of the door. Watch the
eyes.”

“Will the gentleman take the room?”
said Juan, behind us.

| turned to reply and glanced beyond
him to the portrait indicated by the
doctor. It was a faded oil painting of
some famous bullfighter. The lines in
the face were indistinct, but the eyes
were large, deeply shaded and singular
in appearance.

Suddenly, as | watched, the eyelids
seemed to close! #.

| instinctively stepped forward, but
Jack grasped my arm.

“Yes, Juan, we’ll take the apart-
ments,” he said, quietly. “By the way,
what is the rent?”

“Twenty pesos a month, senor.”

“Cheap at twice the amount,” mut-
tered the doctor. He added aloud:

“Here is the first month’s rent. You
can give it to your mistress. We will
have our traps brought in to,—day.”

Three hours later we were installed in
what Jack grimly called “The House of
Mystery.”

%0ur first move when Juan finally left
us was to examine the portrait. Mount-
ing a chair, | started to run my hand
over the face, but quickly found that the
whole affair was inclosed in glass.
Where the portrait hung was a dark
part of the room, ana we had failed to
notice this peculiarity of the frame. |
lighted a match, however, and by the
faint illumination saw that | was not
mistaken. The eyes were closed.

“That’s certainly a rum go,” said
Jack. “I am sure they were open when
I noticed them. And they seemed to
move, too. That is why | asked you to
look.”

“There’s something else queer about
it,” | replied. “The frame is fastened
to the wall.”

“We are up against some mystery,”
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said the doctor, "but I’'m not going to
lose any sleep over it. Those beds look
inviting, and 1I'm dead tired. Suppose
we turn in and talk about it to-morrow.”

I am not a light sleeper as a rule, but
the strange events of the day disturbed
my rest, and | remained awake after the
doctor had fallen into a deep and un-
troubled slumber. It was shortly before
midnight—a distant clock had long
since chimed the hour of eleven—when
I heard a slight fumbling at our door.

I remained quiet, but keenly alert to
every sound and move. | saw the door
open slowly and gently, and then a
hooded and cloaked figure crept in,
halting just over the threshold.

For the space of a minute the figure
hesitated,'then, apparently satisfied that
we were asleep, it glided toward the
onyx stand upon which rested the gilded
ball. There came the sound of a faint
clicking, then the mysterious visitor re-
turned swiftly to the door, and dis-
appeared.

The whole affair was so uncanny, so

much in keeping with the strange atmos-
phere of this remarkable house, that |
lay in bed in that curious condition
which is between sleep and waking. |
even rubbed my eyes to see if | had not
been dreaming.
- When at last | knew that it was no
delusion, but that some one had really
paid us a nocturnal visit, | sprang from
the bed. My first thought was to
awaken the doctor, but as | moved to-
ward the cot | became aware of a pecul-
iar ticking noise like the pulsing of some
large and unusually clear-toned clock.

It might have been a clock, had it not
been that the sound was varied, every
half dozen ticks or so, by a sort of stifled
wheeze, as if the air was being forcibly
expelled from an asthmatic bellows.

The sound seemed to come from the
neighborhood of the gilded globe.

Thoroughly aroused, | went to the
onyx stand, and as | neared it there
came from the interior of the globe a
puff of vapor which almost instantly
dissolved in the air. A sweetish, op-
pressive odor beset my nostrils, and |
experienced a sensation very similar to
dizziness.
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It passed quickly, however, and |
stood and looked and listened, fully con-
vinced that some sort of machinery
had been set in motion inside the globe
by our visitor.

It is one of my unfortunate charac-
teristics to permit my curiosity to get
the better of discretion at times, and at
that moment | was so eager to fathom
the mystery that | entirely forgot my
roommate, the doctor.

“I will find out what all this means
if it takes a month,” | muttered. “There
is some hocus-pocus work going on as
sure as fate. If it should be a scheme
to rob—-"

| ended with a grim smile. The bare
idea that anyone would go to so much
trouble to get the few dollars belonging
to a couple of junior army officers was
ridiculous, to say the least.

There was some other reason, and |
firmly resolved to discover that reason
no matter what it cost.

The globe still continued to give out
its strange ticking noise, occasionally
accompanied with the wheezing sound,
but there was no more emission of
vapor. The room seemed close and op-
pressive, however, so | opened wide the
window.

It was then a very uncomfortable idea
occurred to me. Suppose the gilded
globe with its mysterious noises should
prove to be an infernal machine!

The possibility did not commend it-
self to me at all, as you can well believe.

The ball evidently contained some
curious mechanism. It might be more
curious than safe. Possibly some agree-
ably little device in clockwork. The
tick, tick, tick suggested clockwork that
had been planned to go a certain time,
and then—then, for all I knew, ignite
an explosive, and blow up.

| approached the globe gingerly to
make another and, if possible, more
careful examination. It now struck me
that the noise was distinctly louder than
before; this applied both to the tick,
tick, tick, and the wheezing. It also
seemed, strange to say, that the globe
had increased in size. In fact, it seemed
to be swelling Before my very eyes.

It was enough.
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With a bound | gained the side of
Jack’s cot, and dragged him to the floor.

“Quick!" | almost shouted. “There’s
something infernally wrong in this
house. They are trying to blow us up.”

“Blow us up?” the doctor echoed,
stupidly. “What do you mean?”

“It’s that gilded globe. Look at it;
listen. Don't you hear the mechanism
inside 7’

Jack’s coolness never failed him un-
der any circumstances. In an instant
he was alert and ready for action. He
bent over the globe, listened intently,
then, with one tug of his strong arms,
lifted both stand and ball and started
toward the open window.

Before he could reach it my quick ear
caug'ht the sound of a hand on the knob
of the door leading from the patio, |
felt at once that it was the mysterious
figure returning. Perhaps we could
solve the mystery by nabbing our mys-
terious visitor?

“Jump into bed, Jack,” | whispered,
hurriedly. “Hurry—here comes some
one who may be able to explain the mys-
tery. We have had One visitor to-night;
this may be the same person.”

The doctor was under the sheets be-
fore | had finished. | snatched up a
bath robe and stepped behind the door
just as it opened. In the faint light of
the reading lamp we had left burning
| saw that the intruder was our former
visitor, hooded and cloaked as before.

The figure hesitated, holding one hand
to the breast as if in agitation, then
glided across the floor to the onyx stand.

Before it could touch the globe, or do
aught else, there was a whirring sound,
a muffled explosion likfe that occasioned
by the sudden freeing of compressed air,
and the room became filled with a dense,
pungent, stifling gas.

The power of breathing seemed taken
from me, and | grasped wildly at my
throat.,, My head reeled, and | only
saved myself from falling by lurching
against the foot of the doctor’s bed. .

I saw as if in a dream the hooded and
cloaked figure drop to the floor, then
Jack, pale but apparently calm, seemed
to rise from the darkness.

He picked up the- figure and stag-
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gered to the door with it. Almost suffo-
cated, | followed, stumbling and reeling
like a drunken man. Strange to say, as
| passed the portrait with the peculiar
eyes, | glanced toward it.

For one brief space, a fleeting second,
I saw two malevolent eyes glaring down
at me, then they vanished. The next
moment | .was out in the patio drawing
in deep breaths of pure, delicious air.

The doctor already had deposited his
burden upon the tiled floor, and as |
joined him he threw off the cloak and
hood.  Exclamations of amazement
came simultaneously from our lips.

“Good heavens!” cried Jack, “it’s the
senorita.”

Suspended from an overhead bracket
was a bronze patio lamp. It gave but
a faint illumination, but we were en-
abled to distinguish the fair counte-
nance, the mass of dark hair and the
beautiful features of the girl we had first
met only a few hours before.

As we looked in mingled astonish-
ment and horror, the senorita's eyes
opened. She gave us one glance, then,
before we could stop her, she sprang
to her feet and started toward the open
door of our room. Jack quickly inter-
fered,

“Do not go in there, please,” he said,
quietly. “lI am afraid that apartment is
not very healthy just at present.”

The girl hesitated. | noticed by the
dim light that her face was pale, and in
her large, dark eyes was an expression
of horror. She trembled violently, and
I thought she was going to swoon again.

“Wouldn't you better sit down?” |
exclaimed, starting forward. She
waved me back with a gesture that
seemed more appeal*than command.

“Won’t you please go away?” she
said, almost in a whisper, “Both of
you go away at once. | beg of you, do
not stay another second. There is
danger——-"

“We will leave if you wish it,” replied
Jack, “but not for that reason. Any-
way, | think the globe has exhausted its
power by this time. No—you need not
try to explain. | think | can guess the
truth.

“Come, Billy,” he added to me; “the
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senorita will forward our luggage to the
Hotel Ingles in the morning. We will
dress and go back to the hotel.”

As we turned to re-enter our room
we saw her walk slowly with bowed
head and clasped hands to a door on the
other side of the patio. Then she dis-
appeared.

“Poor girlT muttered the doctor,
softly. “She has troubles of her own,
all right.”

“What is the meaning of all this?” |
asked. “Do you mean to tell me that
you have solved the mystery 7’

“l think so. It's simple enough, but
wait until we get out of the house. Ah,
| thought we would find the fumes
pretty well dissipated. They were
strong enough to kill a horse for a few
minutes, but gas of that nature does not
last long.”

By this time | was eagerly searching
for the globe, which had unaccountably
disappeared.Lying upon the onyx
stand and scattered about the floor, how-
ever, were a number of fragments of
marquetry work and a twisted frame of
aluminum, to which was still attached
an uncoiled spring and -a broken glass
cell.

“That’s what did the trick,” explained
the doctor, while we dressed. “It’s dev-
ilish ingenious, isn’t it?’

“Now, Billy,” said Jack, when we
found ourselves in our old room at the
Hotel Ingles an hour later, “l suppose
you have an inkling of the truth 7’

| puffed meditatively at my pipe for
a minute, then replied:

“l know that some person tried to Kill
us.”

“Yes, some person did.”

“It wasn't— 7

The doctor shook his head and sent a
thin spiral ring of smoke toward the
ceiling.

“No, it wasn't the senorita. It was
her respected father. | am not entirely
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clear on all the details, but this is the
way it seems to me: Her father is a
Spaniard—-n fact, | am sure he is Colo-
nel Lopez, who, as you know, com-
manded the Spanish forces of this dis-
trict. | noticed the name Lopez on the
doorplate yesterday. | have heard that
Lopez was a rabid enemy of the Ameri-
cans, and | alsd have heard that his
sanity has been questioned.”

“Then you think he really meant to
murder us?”

“Not the slightest doubt of it. He
evidently planned this thing for that
very purpose, and he probably has been
working on it since the taking of the
island. Instead of going-out with a club
and killing the first gringo he met, like
any other madman might do, he planned
this spider and the fly business.”

“But his daughter?”

The doctor knocked the ashes from
his pipe, and sighed.

“She tried to save us, old fellow. The
first cloaked and hooded figure you saw
was the old chap himself, and it was he
we saw looking through the eyes of that
portrait. | don’t suppose his daughter,
the Senorita Isabella, had an opportu-
nity to interfere until the last moment.
Heigho! she’s a deuced pretty girl, isn’t
she?”

“Why don't you pay her another
call ?”” | suggested, with sarcasm. “I
wouldn’t let a little thing like a crazy
father stop me.”

“l won’t,” yawned the doctor. “I’ll
call on the fair Isabella to-morrow.”

The following afternoon Jack came
to me with a long face.

“I've been tq the house,” he said,
briefly. “They are gone. | was told
in the almacen at the comer that they
left in a carriage at daybreak. But say,
there’s a deuced pretty girl in the next
house. | wonder if they have rooms for
rent.”

“Not for me,” | replied, —-grimly.
“This hotel is good enough for yours
truly. No more experiments.”



THE LONESOME TRAIL

A STORY OF THE "FLYING U” RANCH

BY B. M. BOWER
Author of “ Chip, ofthe Flying U "

(la Two Parts—Part 1.)

MAN is very much like a horse.
A Once thoroughly frightened by
something he meets in the road,
he will invariably shy at the same place
afterward, until a wisely firm master
leads him perforce to the spot and
proves, beyond all doubt, that the dan-
ger is of his own imagining—after
which, he will throw up his head and
deny that he ever was afraid, and be
quite amusingly sincere about it into
the bargain.

It is'true of every man. with high-
keyed nature,*a 'decent .opinion of him-
self and a healthy pride of power. It
was true of Will Davidson—commonly
known, among his Montana associates,
as Weary Willie—a characteristic bit
of irony aimed at his tireless energy and
buoyant spirits.

Many miles east of the Bear Paws,
in the town where Weary had minced
painfully along the streets on pink, pro-
testing, bare soles before the frost was
half out of the ground, yelled himself
hoarse and run himself lame in the re-
doubtable nine christened by themselves
the “Man-eatin’ Tigers” (and by others
called the Tigerines), there had lived
a girl.

She might have lived there a century
and Weary been none the worse, had
he not acquired the unfortunate habit of
growing up. Even then he might have
escaped injury had he not grown up
and up—a straight six feet two of lov-
able good looks. As it was, the girl
saw that he was worth trying for; she
took to smoking the chimney of her
bedroom lamp with curling irons, wear-

ing her best hat and her best ribbons on
a week day, and insisting on putting
number four and a half feet into num-
ber three and a half shoes—and man-
aging to look as if they were perfectly
comfortable. When a girl can do that,
and when she has a good complexion
and red hair and long, heavy-lidded
blue eyes that have a fashion of looking
sidewise at a man, it were well for the
man to travel—if he would keep the
lightness in his heart and the red hair
from tangling his dreams.

Weary traveled westward, but the
trouble was that he did not go soon
enough. When he did go his eyes were
somber instead of sunny, and he carried
in his heart a deep-rooted shyness of
women. That is why | said he re-
sembled a horse.

He shied at long, blue eyes, and
turned his own uncompromisingly away.
He never would dance with a woman
who had red hair, except in quadrilles
where he could not help himself—'and
then his hand-clasp was brief and per-
functory when it came to “grand right-
and-left” If commanded to *“balance,
swing!” the red-haired woman was
swung airily by the finger tips—whidh
was not the way Weary swung the
others, by any means.

And then came the schoolma’am. The
schoolma’am’s hair was the darkest"
brown and had a shine to it where the
light struck at the proper angle, and her
eyes were large.and came near being
round, and they were a velvety brown
and also had a shine to them—aquite in-
dependent of angles of light.



104

Weary shied consistently and system-
atically for six months. Then Glory,
his horse, playing the part of the
"wisely firm master” mentioned in the
first paragraph, took matters into his
own hand. That is to say, broke,the bit
and spat out the fragments, carried
Weary perforce to the very feet of the
schoolma’am, and positively refused to
carry him a step further.

Weary, discovering that large, brown
eyes do not look sidelong at a man after
the manner of long, heavy-lidded blue
ones, but Jiave a fashion of frankly re-
garding him from under level brows—
a fashion at once disarming and exhil-
arating—ended a five minutes’ parley by
leading Glory to the stable and feeding
him well. Then he threw up his head
(figuratively), and denied to himself
that he ever was shy of woman.

Weary rode stealthily around the cor-
ner of the little frame schoolhouse and
was not disappointed. The school-
ma'am, Ruby Satterly, was sitting un-
conventionally upon the doorstep, her
shoulders turned to him and her face
turned to the trail by which a man
would naturally be supposed to ap-
proach the place. Her hair was shining
in the sun, and the shorter locks were
blowing about her cheeks in a down-
right tantalizing fashion; they made a
man want to brush them back and kiss
the spot they were caressing so wan-
tonly. She was humming a tune softly
to herself. Weary caught the words of
the chorus, sung absently, under her
breath:

“Didn’ make no blunder—yuh couldn’ con-

fuse him,
A perfeck wonder—yuh had t choose
him------ "

The schoolma’am was addicted to
coon songs.

She seemed very busy about some-
thing, and Weary, craning his neck to
see over her shoulder, wondered what.
Also, he wished he knew what she was
thinking about, and he hoped her
thoughts were not remote from him-
self. You see, he had of a truth for-
gotten to shy. m

Just then Glory showed unmistakable
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«—and malicious—intentions of sneezing,
and Weary, catching a glimpse of some-
thing in Miss Satterly's hand, hastened
to make his presence known to her,

“l hope you ain’t limbering up that
instrument of destruction on my ac-
count,” he observed, mildly.

The schoolma’am jumped, and slid
something out of sight under her much
ruffled white apron.

“Weary Willie Davidson, how long
have you been standing there? | do
believe you’d come straight down from
the sky, or straight up from the ground,
if you could manage it. You seem to
have a horror of coming by the trail
like any ordinary man.” This with
great severity.

Weary swung a long leg over Glory’s
back and came lightly to earth, imme-
diately taking possession of the vacant
half of doorstep, ~ The schoolma’am
obligingly drew her skirts closer to her
person that he might have room—an in-
consistent movement, not at all in har-
mony with her eyebrows, which were
pinched close together in apparent dis-
approval of him.

“You don't like ordinary men, no-
how. You said so onct, when | said |
was just an ordinary man. |’ve swore
off being ordinary since yuh gave me
that tip,” said he, cheerfully. *“Let’s
have a look at that cannon you’re hiding
in your lap. Where’d yuh resurrect it
—out uh some old Indian grave? Oh,
mister ! It won’t go off sudden, will it?
What kind of ammunition—suffering
cats, if that ain’t just, like a woman!”

He pushed his hat back off his fore-
head with a gesture not left behind with
his boyhood, held the object the length
of his long arm before him and regarded
it gravely. It was an old, old “bulldog”
revolver, freckled with rust until it bore
strong resemblance to certain noses
which Miss Satterly looked upon daily.
The cylinder was plugged with drab
cotton cloth instead of good, leaden
bullets, so that, as a whole, the weapon
did not look particularly formidable.

“A tramp' stopped here the other day,
and so aunt Meeker thought | ought
to have something to show as a de-
fense,”
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Weary aimed carefully at a venture-
some and highly inquisitive gopher, and
pulled the rusted, trigger. The gopher
stood upon its hind feet and chipped de-
risively at him.

“Yuh want to look out—if this en-
gine uh war should happen to go off
right sudden, it might scare somebody.
Look here! If you go pouting up yotir
mouth like that again, something’s go-
ing to happen to it. There’s a limit to
what a man’ll stand in that line.”

Miss Satterly hastily drew her lips
into a thin, untempting red streak, for
Weary was not the man to bluff; on the
contrary, he had the reputation of
“making good” without fail. The
schoolma’am had not seen" him, on an
average, twice a week for the last four
months for nothing.

“Of course you can make fun of it—
but all the same, it answers the pur-
pose.”

Weary turned his head till he could
look straight into her eyes—a thing‘he
seemed rather fond of doing, lately.

“What purpose? It sure ain’t orna-
mental—it's a little the hardest looker
I ever saw in the shape of a gun. And
it won’t scare—yuh noticed that gopher
never batted an eye when | pulled it on
him. Just watch the difference.”

He reached backward and drew a
glistening thing from his pocket, stead-
ied it for a second before him—and the
effect was unmistakably *“different.”
The gopher leaped and rolled over and
over backward, and the schoolma’am
gave a little, startled scream and jumped
clear off the doorstep, quite recklessly
scattering ancient firearm and undeni-
ably modern ammunition.

“Don’t yuh see? They ain’t a bit
alike. You couldn’t raise any such a
dust with yours.” Weary raised inno-
cent eyes to her face and polished the
gun caressingly with his handkerchief.
“Try this once,” he suggested, ear-
nestly.

The schoolma’am was fond of boast-
ing that she never screamed upon any
provocation, however great—and she
had streamed just now, over a foolish
little matter. It goes without saying
that her temper was roughened. She
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did not sit down upon the doorstep
again;, she stood accusingly . before
Weary, with the look upon her face
which never failed to make sundry
small Pilgreens and Beckmans squirm
on their benches when she assumed it.
in school.

“Mr. Davidson”—not Weary Willie
Davidson, as she was pleased to call
him when her mood was friendly—-
“you have killed my pet gopher. | have
fed him all summer, and he would eat
out of my hand.”

Weary cast-a jealous eye upon the
limp little animal, searched his heart
for remorse and found none. He knew
quite well that he was glad he did it—
the ornery little brute, to get familiar
with her!

“l did not think you could be wan-
tonly cruel, and | am astonished and—
ah!—deeply pained to discover that fa-
tal weakness in your character.”

Weary began to squirm, after the
manner of delinquent Pilgreens and
Beckmans. When the schoolma’am rose
to irreproachable English, there was
trouble brewing. It was a sign that
never had failed.

“l cannot understand the instinct
which prompts a man to brutally de-
stroy a life he cannot restore, and which
jn no way menaces his own—or even
interferes with his welfare or comfort.
You may apologize to me, perhaps—
you may even be sincerely repentant”
—the schoolma’am's' tone at this point
implied considerable doubt—*“but you
are powerless to return the life you have
taken so heedlessly. There was no ex-
cuse—not the very slightest. You have
revealed a low, brutal trait which | had
hoped your nature could not ha-rjjpr,
and | am deeply shocked and*—
grieved.” Just here a tiny, dry-weather
whirlwind swept around the corner,
caught ruffled white apron and blue
skirt in its gyrations, and, pushing them
ruthlessly aside, gave Weary a briefc
delicious glimpse of two small feet and,
two distracting ankles.

The schoolma’am, pausing abruptly in.
the declamation of her views, blushed?
and retreated hastily to the shelter of
the doorstep. She did not sit down
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again, however; she still stood straight
and displeased beside him. Evidently
she was still shocked and grieved.

Weary tipped his head to one side
that he might look tip at her from un-
der his hat brim.

“I’ll get yuh another gopher—six, if
you say so,” he soothed. “The woods
is full of 'em.”

The angry brown eyes of the school-
ma’am swept the barren hills contemp-
;cll_Joust. .She would not even look at

im.

“Pray do not inconvenience yourself,
Mr. Davidson. It is not the gopher that
| care for—it is the principle.”

Weary sighed and slid the revolver
into his pocket. . It seemed to him that
aI\gilss Satterly was somewhat unreason-

e.

“AH’right—1I’ll get yuh another prin-
ciple, then. Take mine; it’s wide, and
deep—and solid as— ”

“Mr. Davidson, you are perfectly
odious!”

“Is that something nice, girlie?”
Weary smiled guilelessly up at her.

“Odious,” explained the schoolma’am,
haughtily, “is not something nice. I'm
sorry your education has been so neg-
lected. Odious is a synonym for hate-
ful, obnoxious, repulsive, disagreeable,
despicable———"

“l don’t like cinnamon, nohow,” put
in Weary, cheerfully. “I never did have

any use for it.” e

“l did not mention cinnamon, Mr.
Davidson. | said———""\

“Say! You look simply out uh sight

with your hair fixed that way. | wish
you'd wear it like that all the time,” re-
marked he, looking upon her with his
sunniest smile.

But Miss Satterly was not so easily
cajoled. She continued to regard him
coldly.

“l wish to goodness | were really out
of sight,” she snapped. “You make me
exceedingly weary.”

“Mrs. Weary,” corrected he, compla-
cently. “That’s what I’'m sure aiming
to do.” ;

“You're aiming wide of the mark,
then,” retorted she, valiantly, though
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confusion waved a red flag in either
cheek.

“Oh, | don’t know. | think my aim
is pretty good, girlie,” he contended,
mildly, looking involuntarily toward the
gopher stretched upon its little yellow
back, its four small feet turned pitifully
up to the blue above.

?‘If you had an atom of decency,
you'd be ashamed to mention that trib-
ute to your diabolical marksmanship.”

“Oh, mister!” ejaculated Weary un-
der his breath, and. began to make him-
self a smoke. His guardian angel was
exhorting him to silence, but, being
ever reckless of consequences, his angel
preached, as usual, to unsentient ears.

“1 didn’t mention all them things,” he
began, with a suspicious meekness of
tone. “It’s you that keeps on mention-
ing. | wish you wouldn’t. | like to
hear yuh talk, all right, and flop them
big words, easy as roping a calf; but |
wish you’d let me choose your subject
fdt yuh. | could easy fix it so you could
Jg'd in another brand—like admiration,
and felicitation, and exhilarating, ec-
static osculation—-——" He stopped to
run the edge of paper along his tongue,
and perhaps it was well he did. There
was no need of making the schoolma’am
any angrier. Miss Satterly hated to
feel that she was worsted.

“If you came here to make me hate
you, you have accomplished your er-
rand ; it would be advisable for you to
hike!”

Weary, struck by that incongruous
last word, did an unforgivable thing.
He laughed and laughed, while the
match he had just lighted flared, sent
up a blue thread of brimstone smoke,
licked along the white wood and
scorched his fingers painfully before he
remembered his cigarette.

Miss Satterly turned abruptly and
went into the house, put on her hat and
took up the litjle tin lard pail in which
her aunt Meeker always packed her
luncheon. She was back, had the key
turned in the lock, and was slowly pull-
ing on her gloves by the time Weary
recovered from his convulsion.

“Since you will not leave the place, |
shall do so. | want to say, however,
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that | not only think you odious, but all
the synonyms | mentioned besides. You
need not come, for me to go to the Labor
Day ball, because |I will not go with
you. | shall go with Joe.”

Weary gave her a startled glance and
almost dropped his cigarette. This
seemed going rather far, he thought—
but of course she didn’t really mean it.

“Dorft go off mad, girlie. 1'm sorry
| killed your gopher—on the dead, |
am. | just didn’t think; that’s a bad
habit cow punchers have—not thinking,
you know. Say! You stay, and we’ll
have a funeral. It ain’t every gopher
that can have a real funeral with mourn-
ers and music when he goes over the
Big Divide. It’ll be an honor that he
won’'t forget.”

Miss Satterly took a few steps, and
stopped, evidently absorbed in some dif-
ficulty with her glove. She certainly
did not seem to be listening to Weary.

“Say! I'll sing a song over him, if
you'll wait. | know two whole verses
of ‘Bill Bailey/ and the chorus to ‘The
Good Old Summer Time.” | can shuffle
the two together and make a full pack.
| believe they’d go fine, that way, don’t
you? You never heard me sing, did
you? It’s worth staying for, let me tell
yuh—but yuh want to hang onto some-
thing when | begin. Come on—you be
the mourner.”

Since Miss Satterly had been taking
steps quite regularly while Weary was
speaking she was now several rods
away—and she had, more than ever, the
appearance of not listening to him.

“Say, Tee-e-cherV

Miss Satterly refused to stop, or to
turn her head the mere fraction of an
inch, and Weary’s face sobered a little.
It was the first time that inimitable
“tee—e—-cher” of his had failed to bring
the shine back into the eyes of the
schoolma’am. Weary looked after her
dubiously. Her shoulders were thrown
well back and her feet pressed their im-
print firmly into the yellow dust of the
trail. In a minute she would be out of
hearing.

Weary got up, took a step and
grasped Oory’s trailing bridle rein and
hurried after Miss Satterly much faster

107

than Glory liked, though he followed
obediently—albeit reluctantly and with
slightly stiffened knees.

“Say! You wouldn’t get mad at a
little thing like that, would yuh?” ex-
postulated Weary, when he overtook
her. “You know | didn’t mean any-
thing.”

“l don’t consider it a little thing,”
said the schoolma’am, icily.

Weary, thus rebuffed, walked silently
beside her up the hill—silently that is,
save for a jingling of spurs. He was
beginning to realize that there was an
uncomfortable heaviness in his chest, on
the side where his heart was. Still, he
was of a hopeful nature, and presently
tried again.

“How many times must | say I'm
sorry, schoolma’am? You don’t look so
pretty, when you’re mad—you’ve got .
dimples, you know, and yuh ought to
give ’em a chance once in a while.— Let’s
sit down on this rock while | square
myself. Come on.”

Miss Satterly kept straight on up the
hill, and Weary, sighing heavily, fol-
lowed.

“Don’t yuh want to ride Glory a
ways? He’s real good to-day. He put
in the whole of yesterday at all the cuss-
edness he could think of, so he’s dead
gentle now. 1’ll lead him for yuh.”

“Thank you,” said the schoolma’am.
“I prefer to walk.”

Weary sighed again, but clung, by
force of habit, to his general sunniness
of temper. It took a great deal to
rouse Weary; perhaps the schoolma’am .
was trying to find just how much.

“You'd a died if youd seen Glory
yesterday—he like to a scared old Slim
to death. We was working in the big
corral, and Slim got down on ritle knee
to fix his spur. Glory seen him—&e’s
always got his eye peeled for deviltry—
and he give a running jump and went
clean over Slim’s head. Old Slim hit
for the closest fence and he never,
stopped to look back till he was cleanv
over on the other side. Mister! |
laughed till my ribs was sore—and Slim
a—cussing Glory through the rails. |
thought Glory had done about every-
thing there was to do—but | tell yuh
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that horse has sure got an imagination
that'll make him famous yet. You
never can tell what he's got up his
sleeve.”

For the first time since the day of his
spectacular introduction to her, Miss
Satterly displayed absolutely no interest
in the eccentricities of Glory. Slowly it
began to dawn upon Weary that the
schoolma’am did not intend to thaw
that evening. He swung along beside
her to the brow of the hill, pondering
the problem. At the top he fell behind
without a word, mounted Glory and
Overtook Miss Satterly. When he was
close beside he lifted his hat non-
chalantly, touched up Glory with the
spurs and clattered away down the
coulee, leaving the schoolma’am in a
haze of yellow dust and bewilderment,
far in the rear.

The next morning Miss Satterly went
very early to the schoolhouse— for what
purpose she did not say. A meadow
lark on the doorstep greeted her with
his short, sweet ripple of song, then
flew to a nearby sage bush and watched
her curiously. A little, fresh mound
marked the spot where the gopher had
lain, and a narrow strip of shingle stood
upright at one end. Some one had
mscratched the words with a knife, “Gone,
but not forgot.” Probably the last word
would have been given its full comple-
ment of syllables had space permitted.

Miss Satterly, observing the mark of
high-heeled boots in the immediate
vicinity of the grave, caught herself
wondering if its occupant had been laid
away to Ce tune of “Bill Bailey,” with
the chorus of “The Good Old Summer
Time” shuffled in to makeka full deck.
She started to laugh at the thought, and
found laughter quite impossible.

Suddenly the schoolma’am did a
strange thing. She glanced' about to
make sure no one was near, knelt and
'‘patted the tiny- mound very tenderly.
Then, stooping quickly, sht pressed her
lips passionately upon the crude letter-
ing of the shingle. When she sprang
tip her cheeks were very red, her eyes
dewy and lovely, and—what a beastly
eshame Weary could not see her then!

If lovers could be summoned as op-
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portunely in real life as they are in
stories, hearts would not ache so often,
and life would be quite monotonously
serene.

Weary was, at that moment, twenty
miles away, busily engaged in chastising
Glory, who had refused to cross a cer-
tain washout. His mind being wholly
absorbed in the duel for mastery, even
telepathy was quite powerless to aid
him; and that was a pity.

Also, it was a pity he could not know
that the schoolma’am lingered long at
the schoolhouse that night, doing noth-
ing but watch the trail where it lay,
brown and distinct, on the top of the
hill half a mile away. It is true she
had artfully scattered a profusion of
papers over her desk, and would un-
doubtedly have been discovered hard
at work upon them, and very much
astonished at beholding a visitor. It is
probable Weary would have found her
quite unapproachable, intrenched be-
hind a bulwark of dignity and correct
English.

When the shadow of the schoolhouse
stretched away to the very edge of the
coulee, Miss Satterly gathered up the
studied confusion on her desk, bundled
the papers inside and turned the key,
jabbed three hatpins viciously through
her hat, and went home. Perhaps it
was just as well Weary was not there.

The next night papers strewed the
desk after school, and the schoolma’am
stood by the window and watched the
trail listlessly. Her eyes were big-and
wistful and her cheeks were not red, as
they usually were—nor even pink. She
looked a disappointed young lady, and
it was a straight guess she would not
soon offend Weary again—that is, if
he had come then. But the trail lay
brown and silent and lonely, with no
quick hoofbeats to send the dust whirl-
ing up into a cloud.

The shadows flowed into the coulee
until it was full to the brim and ready
to spill a brown veil of shade over the
golden hilltop, before Miss Satterly
locked her door and went home that
night. When she reached her aunt
Meeker’s she did not want any supper,
and she said her head ached. But that



THE LONESOME TRAIL

was not the exact truth; it was not her
head that ached—it was her heart.

The third day, the schoolma’am
fussed a long- time with her hair, which
she did in four different styles. The
last style was the one Weary had pro-
nounced “simply out of sight.” Only,
she added a white chiffon bow which
she had before kept sacred to dances,
and which Weary openly admired. At
noon she encouraged the children to
gather wild flowers from the coulee, and
she filled several tin cans with water
from the spring and arranged the bou-
guets with much care. Weary loved
flowers. A few she put in her hair,
along with the chiffon bow, and she
urged the children through their work
and dismissed them at eleven minutes
to four. After she had swept the floor
and dusted everything that could be
dusted, and culled a few of the brightest
flowers to pin upon her white shirt-
waist, Miss Satterly tuned her guitar in
minor and went out and sat on the door-
step and strummed plaintive little airs
while she watched the trail. To-mor-
row night was the Labor Day ball, and
so to—night he would surely come to see
if she had meant it. (Miss Satterly
did not explain to herself what *“it”
was; surely, there was no need.)

While she waited, a tiny cloud of dust
rose over the brow of the hill, and her
heart awoke and danced in her chest
till she could scarce breathe. What a
troublesome machine the human heart
is, anyway!

The cloud grew and grew, and a
speck rose over the prairie grass and
proclaimed itself a horseman, galloping
swiftly. The color spread from the
schoolma’am’s cheeks to her brow and
her throat. Her fingers forgot their
cunning and plucked harrowing dis-
cords from the strings. It was growing
late—she had almost given him up—but
he was coming! Coming at a break-
neck pace, into the bargain. Miss Sat-
terly smiled a satisfied little smile and
revolved several pert forms of greeting
in her mind. It would not do to let
him know at once that he was forgiven
«—she would tease him a while first.

Now, he was nearing the place where
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he would turn off the main road and
gallop straight to her. Glory always
made that turn of his own accord.
Weary had told her, last Sunday, how
Glory had fought at the turn until
Weary had finally given him his way,
and rode close by the schoolhouse door
on his way to Meeker’s,

Now he would turn. Miss Satterly
raised both hands with a very feminine
gesture and patted her shining brown
hair tentatively, tucking in a stray lock
here and there.

Her hands dropped heavily to her
lap, just as the blood dropped away
from her cheeks and the happy glow
dulled in her eyes.

It was not Weary. It was the Swede
who worked for Jim Adams, and who
rode a bright sorrel horse which re-
sembled Glory at a distance. She
watched him mechanically out of sight,
picked up her guitar, which had some-
how grown suddenly heavy, crept inside
and closed the door and locked it. Then
she went and laid her head down upon
the desk, among the sweet profusion of
prairie bloom, and cried softly, in a
tired, heartbreaking fashion, that made
her throat ache, and her head.

The shadows had flowed out of the
coulee and the hilltops were smothered
in gloom when Miss Satterly went home
that night, and her aunt Meeker sent
her straight to bed and dosed her with
thoroughwort tea and scolded her vol-
ubly for working so hard.

By morning the schoolma’am had re-
covered her spirit and planned revenge.
She would teach Weary Willie David-
son a lesson he would remember to his
dying day—and it was in this unsaintly
humor that she started to Dry Lake with
her cousin Joe. By the time the dance
opened, however, her mood had soft-
ened. She decided that petty revenge
is unwomanly, besides giving evidence
of a narrow mind ‘and shallow, and if
Weary was truly penitent, ewhy she
would be divine—and forgive.

Weary was standing pensively by the
door, debating with himself the ad-
visability of going boldly over to the
schoolma’am and claiming the first
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waltz, which he felt was his by right,
when Cal Emmett gave him a vicious
poke in the lower ribs by way of se
curing his attention.

“D’yuh see that bunch of red loco,
over there by the organ? That’s Bert
Roger’s cousin from lowa.”

Weary looked, and wilted against the
wall.

“Oh, mamma!” he gasped.

“Ain't she a beaut? There’ll be more
than one pair uh hands go into the air
to-night, | tell yuh those. It's a good
thing Len got the drop on me first, or
I’d be making seven kinds of a fool uh
myself, chances is. Bert says she's bad
medicine—a man Kkiller from away
back.

“Say, she’s giving us the bad eye.
Don’t rubber like that, Weary! It ain’'t
manners. Besides, the schoolma’am's
getting fighty, if I'm any judge uh
women.”

V/eary pulled himself together and
tried to look away, but a pair of long,
blue eyes with heavy lids drew him
across the room in a daze. The next he
knew he was standing before her, and
she was smiling up at him just as she
used to do, and—well, Weary was do-
ing things to the truth. He was telling
her he was very glad to see her, when
he knew he was not glad; he was wish-
ing the train wiljich brought her to Mon-
tana had wrecked and—never mind
what, for it would look unchristian in
print, and you would not believe that
Weary coaid harbor such a thought.
But all the same, he did think it, and he
thought it more than on&e-lhat night.

Her name was Myrtle Forsyth, and
she continued to smile up at Weary, and
held out her hand to him. When he
took it, squirming inwardly, she laid
her left hand upon his. Her left hand
was covered with rings which gave
sparkles and flashes when she moved,
and it was soft and plump and white,
and the nails were manicured to a per-
fection not often seen in Dry Lake.

“Why, Will! To see you— away—out
herei | have been so lonely in this big
wilderness | could cry—hut now——-"
She broke off with artful hesitation and
drew her fingers caressingly over his

hand, in a way that made many a man
lose his head and say foolish things. “I
wonder if you have forgotten how to
waltz?” This, as the musicians showed
unmistakable symptoms of starting.

What could a fellow do, after a hint
as br