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THE GUN-RUNNER 5

“So you're talking!” he murmured.

“How long will you be in communi-
cation with them?” he went on, after a
second or two of thought.

The other raised an ear-phone to lis-
ten, as the question was repeated. Then
he turned back and bent over the car-
borundum-tip betwecen his responder-
points.

“We're never really out of touch with
'em, on this run!” he retorted. He
scemed to resent his own increasing
concessions to the other’s imperturba-
ble good naturc.

“You mean you can call up New
York from the Caribbean?”

The operator put down his ear-
phones and shook out his small card-
board box of carborundum fragments,
picking through them for a fresh piece
for his responder-points. It seemed ap-
parcut enough that he was neither
friendly nor unfriendly; it was simply
that he was busy.

“No, I don't mean that, exactly. New
York never works south of Atlantic
City, as a rule. He's got too much to
handle there, too many ships going in
and out. But New York can relay to
Galilee and then down to NF—that's
Norfolk—and from there on to Hat-
teras. Then Hatteras could throw a
message over to Charleston, and if
we're depending on land stations alone,
Charleston can rglay to Savannah, and
then Savannah can get in touch thh
the naval station at Saint Augustine.”

“And then where?” asked the stran-
ger, leaning back against the cabin
wall.

“Then Key West could catch it up,
and if there wasn’t a gunboat or an
Atlas fruit-liner crawling somewhere
round Cuba, why, the navy-vard at
Guantanamo could get it relayed over
to Limon, and from Limon, in decent
weather, you'd catch the navy-yard op-
erator- at Colon. And if the night was
clear, vou’d run one chance in a hun-
dred ‘of waking up the Coconut Trail
aerials behind Puerto Locombia.”

“Could Puerto Locombia get any-
thing outside of a passing ship? Kings-
ton, for instance?”’

“Kingston never had \vxreless—xts
prolnblted by the British government.”

“Then there’'s New Orleans on a
pinch?”

“There's too much map between,” ex-
plained the operator. He gathered up
his box of scattered carborundum.

“Queer, isn’t it, getting words on a
tape that way, four hundred miles off !”
said the stranger. He scratched his
huge head in a sort of mute astonish-
ment, as he surveyed the cabinful of
apparatus.

“We don’t use a tape,” the other cor-
rected, waving a preoccupied hand to-
ward the inscription on the condenser-
case. “We're De Forest! And we don’t
claim to talk around the world yet!”

The stranger was peering contentedly
and aimlessly about the crowded little
cabin. ‘“Where d’you suppose that
cruiser was off to?" he next inquired.

“That's what I'ze been trying to find
out!”

“They all carry wireless?”’ asked the
other, as he sent an exhalation of pun-
gent cigar smoke ceilingward.

“Yes, but they’re not aching to talk

just vet. Wait till they've been lying
down there in the heat for three
months! They’ll be calling all night,

just for the sake of seeing something
doing with a coherer!”

The stranger, who seeme: well satis-
fied with what he had lcarned, re-
mained silent for a moment or two.

“By the way, could vou take a mes-
sage for New Orleans to-night?”

“I could take it all right, if you're
willing to prepay land charﬂes

“TI pay. anything you say, so long
as you get me in touch with my people
there. I want to ask Jean Careche, at
the St. Charles, just when a shipment of
oil and mill-shafting got out of that
port.”

“Wait a minute, then, until I get
Atlantic City again. You can be wri-
ting, out your message and I'll get the
time-check on it.”

McKinnon bent over his table, with a
wrinkled brow, and started to ‘‘call.”
As he caught the lever-handle of the
huge key in his fingers and worked it
deliberately yet slowly up and down—



























































































































46 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

of Guariqui is going to be a mighty
livable little city when we do it over!”

“It's not Guariqui I'm afraid of,” was
McKinnon’s evasive answer. He was
thinking how the spirit of youth and
adventure less sophisticated than his
own might be stunned and intoxicated
by such prospects as these.

“Then what are you afraid of ?” de-
manded Ganley.

“It's so big,” complained the other.
“So big for me, I mean!”

Ganley laughed, a little scornfully.

“Then take a day to get used to it.
Sleep on it, and let me know how you
feel about it to-morrow. Is that satis-
factory ?”

“Yes, I'd rather think it over for a
day or two,” was McKinnon’s answer.
The other man rose heavily to his feet,
crossed slowly to the door, and turned
back to stare absently about the
crowded little room.

“You'll be with us all right,” he said,
without emotion. But instead of going
below, after bidding the operator good
night in his suave and deep-throated
guttural, he slowly and meditatively
paced the bridge-deck, idly blinking up
at the stars above the mastheads and
out over the rail at the dark sea on
either side of them.

XVI.

It was two days later that the Lami-
nian swung in toward the coast of Lo-
combia. Her rust-stained bow, under
the lash of the sweeping trade-wind,
lifted and dipped again in a sapphire-
colored sea streaked with yellow wind-
rows of drift-weed. The hot sun blis-
tered the painted woodwork; the air
was like a back-draft from an opened
furnace. The wind freshened, as the
day wore away, whipping spray along
the bleached decks and humming
through the tight-strung aerials at the
masthead. It brought with it occasion-
al driving showers that pelted on the
sodden canvas and steaming woodwork.

McKinnon, in his cabin, labored in
vain over his tuning-box and responder.
He had held Ganley off for another

day, hoping against hope that some-
thing might still be picked up. The
gun-runner had not accepted this en-
forced delay with a good grace; there
would be little more chance for quib-
bling in that quarter. McKinnon, stoop-
ing to overlook his dynamo, felt that he
had at last reached the end of his rope.
When he stood up again he mopped
his face with a handkerchief, and ir-
ritably summoned a steward and for
the second time sent down to the -en-
gine-room asking how he was expected
to operate his coils on less than a hun-
dred volts.

Then he once more adjusted his hel-
met-receiver and sat back and sighed,
letting the hot current from his elec-
tric fan play on his face. Dut the
tropical air seemed devitalized, bereft
of its oxygen. He was dimly conscious
of the passage of time, of the muffled
and monotonous drone of the fan, of
the casual ship-noises far below deck.
But nothing came to stir his responder
into life. There was not a ship or sta-
tion to be picked up. The day had
gone, and nothing had come to help him
solve his problem.

Already, on the ship’s bridge, the
navigating officer in soiled duck had
picked up the Toajiras Light. Dehind
that light lay the flat and miasmal Lo-
combian coast. And somewhere, still
farther to the southwest, armies were
being arrayed against cach other. Some-

“where, across the deepening night, men

were atabushing and shooting.

The night was well advanced when a
great wide-shouldered figure passed
quietly along the empty Dbridge-deck.
This figure cautiously tried the door of
the wireless-room, but found it securely
locked. Then he crept about to the
half-open shutter and stood there, min-
ute after minute, in an attitude of lis-
tening. Beyond the unbroken drone of
the electric fan there was nothing to be
heard from within. And the cabin it-
self was in utter darkness.

The man at the window waited for
still another space of time, peering back
and forth along the deck to make sure
that his movements were unobserved.
Then he raised a cautious arm and slid
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72 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

of their firecracker powder and their
pot-metal guns. He wanted to get to
Guariqui and have something to eat,
and then sleep for twenty good hours.
And the racing of the car made him
dizzy. And every bone in his body
ached. And he wondered how long he
would have to keep shooting.

He was stirred a little by the sudden
scrcam of the girl at his side.

“You're wounded!” she cried, fool-
ishly. He denied it, indifferently. But
he saw her white face bent over the
pool of blood on the seat-cushion. Then
he knew that she was tying a hand-
kerchief, a foolish little lace handker-
chief, about his arm, just below the
left shoulder. He let her do it; he
humored her, for he was too tired to
argue with her. And it was pleasant,
he told himself, to have her fussing
about him. He was glad too that the
noise of all the shooting had at last
stopped—he was glad they were get-
ting up to Guariqui, after all.

Then he remembered pounding in
across a narrow iron bridge, and see-
ing walls, white walls and blue walls,
and red roofs, and hearing a bugle call
and call again, sweet as silver, like a
veice out of a dream; then one gun-
shot, and a challenge; and then cries
and calls. Then the car must have
come to a stop. He could see a yellow-
faced man with a pointed gray beard
at the car-step. He wore a uniform
like an officer's and carried a sword
- from a red silk sash, a foolish and
-womanish-looking sash. Then came
other men, and other officers. Then
the square where the car stood changed
into a sea of human beings—it seemed
packed with little brown-faced demons,
in red-striped uniforms, shouting and
dancing and throwing foolish litile red-
striped caps up in the air, gibbering
and calling in an outlandish tongue.

He could not understand what it
meant; all he knew was that he want-
ed to get somewhere where it was
quiet, and where he could rest. Then
the noise grew worse again, and a
band of shouting men, with carbines,
on prancing little Peruvian ponies,
swept down past him. Then he felt

sure he saw Alicia Bovnton’s white face
bending over him, and somebody tried
to choke_the breath of life out of him
by pouping what could be nothing but
liquid~ fire down his throat, from a
leather-covered flask. This flask was
quickly and mercifully knocked to one
side, by an angrv-faced man in white
duck, who wore spectacles and said in
perfect English: “Get the poor beg-
gar into that fiacre.” Then there was
a cry of “Stand back!” and “To the
hospital!” and “No; to the Palace!”
He felt that there was a woman weep-
ing beside him, but he could not be
sure of this. He heard a thin and far-
away pound of hoofs and a rumble of
wheels. And that was all he could re-
member.
XXVI.

McKinnon was very happy. It was
five long days since they had dug the
bullet out of his shoulder and told him
to lie quiet for a while and rest up
and make blood. DBut on this particu-
lar morning he had been given permis-
sion to go to the Palace.roof, where
Aikens, the DBoston vouth who acted
as the Guariqui operator, was still
struggling over his half-renovated
wireless apparatus. So McKinnon had
been carried to the roof in a chair, by
two of Duran's own body-guard, and
the white sunlight and the many-timted
city and the companionship of the lone-
ly and garrulous boy from Doston went
to his head. like wine. and left him
foolishly and wistfully happy.

He laughed at the idea of a corru-
gated-iron wireless station on the roof
of a Palace; it seemed as incongruous
to him, he told Aikens, as a Crusader
smoking a cigar, or a monastery with
mail-chutes, or a cathedral with a cash-
register. Then Aikens led him to the
battlemented edge of the flat roof and
showed him the arc-lights that swung
in Avenida Sacramento and Calle Flor-
ida, and the new power-house toward
Paraiso Hill, and the statuary that
gleamed through the green palms of
the Parque Nacional. and the Asilo
Chapai and the roof of the new Boyn-
ton Hospital, and the columned front
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brawny oarsmen pulling in the tank
or met the baseball men on their way to
batting practise in the “cage,” he was
filled with envious admiration and long-
ing, but these emotions could not dull
the edge of his enthusiasm, for winter
was fast waning, and soon he would be
given his real “try-out” on the cinder-
covered track.

At length Mike Morrison spoke the
word to report at the field in prepara-
tion for the spring handicap games.
Hector McGrath having persisted in his
intention to test his mettle among the
long-distance runners, was set to jog-
ging around the track in company with
a dozen other novices who were paced
by a trio of seasoned “milers.” He
flitted along like a plucky sandpiper,
easily dogging the heels of the leaders
until the day when the trainer held his
watch in hand and told them to “let
out a few links and finish as strong as
they could.”

Then to the agonized surprise of
JZector Alonzo the pace-makers set off
from the mark at a much faster gait
than they had previously displayed, and
swept the squad along with the re-
morscless, unflagging energy of a ma-
chine over the first quarter, to the half-
mile, and toward the end of the jour-
ney. Hector discovered that his best
cfforts, when spread over a mile, were
too slow for this rate of progression
" and inasmuch as spurting made him
breathless he had to fall back and pound
along at his own limit of excrtion.
Badly beaten, he trailed into the home-
stretch long after the leaders hadfin-
ished and was greeted by Mike Mor-
rison with the unfeeling criticism:

“You don't know how- to run and
never will learn, McGrath. I don’t
know what the matter is, but you can’t
go fast cnough. There is no use in
your wasting time on the track.”

“Perhaps I can do better at a shorter
distance,” panted Hector. “Do you
think I am utterly hopeless, Mike ?”

“Oh, go in for the half-mile at the
spring handicaps, if you like,” reluctant-
ly vouchsafed the trainer. “But I am
pinning no medals on you in advance.”

Thereupon Hector trained more con-

scientiously than ever, tried to imitate
the styles of famous champions as por-
trayed in books, pestered Mike Morri-
son for advice, and hired a strong-
armed Irishman to rub him down night
and morning.

The spring handicap games attracted
a notably large attendance of seniors
who marched to the field in column car-
rying a banner inscribed:

. McGrAaTH FOREVER!.
Our CANDIDATE MusT,
SuaLL aND WiLL WIN

To-pAy.

“It is his first real race, fellows,”
counseled Jim Stearns, the football-cap-
tain, “and he deserves the support of
his class. I will lead the cheering and
you want to make a prize noise, under-
stand ?”’

When Hector pranced {from the
dressing-rooms and surveyed the crowd
which filled the stand beside the home-
stretch he was greeted by this thunder-
ous salute from his classmates:

Who is the pride of the Yale cinder path?
Hector Alonzo hot-footed McGrath.

The ovation was disconcerting and
the more so when the captains three of
thie university crew, the nine, and the
eleven, marched abreast across the track
and solemnly presented the blushing

"Hector Alonzo with a wreath of im-

mortelles from which dangled a huge
placard bearing the legen:1:
IHHE WAS ONE OI' US—
For A FeEw MiNuTEs.

“Confound you all, if I did get fired
off your teams it is low-down to rub
it in,” ingratefully blurted the recipient.
“You have put them up to this non-
sense, Jim Stearns. ait until ——"

His threat was cut short by the curt
command of Mike Morrison: “Cut out
that fonlishness, boys. All out for the
half-mile. Cet on the mark where you
belong, McGrath.”

Hector slipped out of his bath-robe
and the godless seniors burst into a tem-
pest of cheering at sight of his attenu-
ated figure as displayed in scanty run-
ning-garb. He heard fragments of a
song which Jim Stearns was leading
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the athletes had landed and were set-

tled in the training-quarters prepared
for them at Brighton. As soon as they
bad donned their working-togs and
were scampering to and fro upon a

wide expanse of velvety English turf,”

the old man assurhed an air of dignified
importance and began to voice his ex-
pert opinions concerning the merits of
the various runners, jumpers, hurdlers
and weight-throwers.

Toward the Harvard members of the
team his attitude was respectful but by
no means cordial. Although Yale had
joined interests with her rival for the
time, in the eves of Julius Caesar this
was no more than a truce between
hereditary foemen. With Mike Morri-
son he journeyéd to London to inspect
the Queen’s Club grounds at which the
contest was to be held and discovering
several Oxford and Cambridge track
athletes at practise he surveyed them
with glowering front as if these were
cnemies dropped from another planet.

To Hector McGrath he confided upon

his return to Brighton:

“I’se actually seen th’ Englishmens
trainin’, an’ bless my soul, they looked
jes’ like our men. I was ’spectin’
they'd look dlfferent somehow. But I
wasn't afraid of ’em, no, suh. I jes’
looked ’em straight in th’ eye an’ I says.
to myself, ‘You-all may have a lot of
dead Kmngs an’ Westminster Abbeys
a-rootin’ for you, but we Yankees ain’t
got no time for dead folks. We all is
too up-an'-doin’. Julius Casar Jones
kin root harder an’ longer an’ fetch
more good luck all by hisself than a
ten-acre lot full of ghosts.””

Meanwhile the London newspapers
were giving much space to describing
the daily practise of the American col-
legians. The sporting experts compiled
tabular comparisons of the perform-
ances of the rivals and concluded that
England should win “on form.” Mr.
Mike *Morrison evolved similar esti-
mates in his wise gray head and for his
part held that Yale and Harvard ought
to win by a narrow margin. Change of
climate had produced nq ill effects

among the youthful Yankees, who were’

in prime condition to toe their marks.

It was thought advisable for them to
tarry at their Brighton hotel until the
morning of the games, then go to Lon-
don by special train, have luncheon
there, and reach the Queen’s Club
grounds in the early afternoon ready
for the competition without delays or
needless excitement,

At breakfast on the appointed day,
Hector McGrath was diverting himself
by reading what the London Chrom'cle
had to say of the singular training-
habits of the Amerlcan athletes who,
according to this account, did every-
thing they ought not to. Having di-
gested this severely critical arraign-
ment of the invaders, Hector idly
glanced at the adjoining columns and
was attracted by the mention of Brigh-
ton beneath this very unusual head-
line:

THE AKMET OF TONGALOO.

The African potentate from tlie Gold Coast
who is at present visiting England for the
purpose of acquainting himself with the cus-
toms of civilization has left London for
Brighton. This dusky native ruler has cre-
ated much interest and amusement by means
of his eccentric behavior and prodigal ex-
penditures. For several weeks he has been
a familiar figure in the shops and hotels of
Piccadilly and the Strand, fastidiously ar-
rayed in the height of European fashion, his
black coat adorned with glttering rows of
ribbons and decorations. Althcugh the Ak-
met of Tongaloo is past seventy years of age
he is a tireless sightseer and an old gentle-
man of the most impetuous and headstrong
temper. His secretary, a boyish-looking Aus-
tralian, has so far managed to rescue the
Akmet from his escapades and altercations
with London shopkeepers in which. he has
displayed the intention of acting as his own
judge and executioner.

Shortly after the arrival of the Akmet of
Tongaloo at Brighton last cvening, he entered
the shop of a diamond merchant, Morris
Isaacs, and after examining the wares, per-
emptorily ordered five thousand pounds’
worth of gems to be sent to his hotel. Inas-
much as the merchant was wholly unac-
quainted with the Akmet, he declined to part
with his diamonds unless cash or security
were tendered. After a stormy argument the
Akmet smote the dealer over the head with
the metal tray in which the jewels were dis-
played, kicked him violently in the stomach,
and at the same tim® commanded his secre-
tary to see to it that the police take the
unfortunate Morris Isaacs into custody for
doubting the word and credit of the Akmet
of Tongaloo.
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The Mafia and _the Contessa

By J. Kenilworth Eperton
Author of ‘‘Queen Draga's Cape,”’ ** The Perfume of Madness,” Ele.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.

Van Osten, Servian conspirator and criminal, is in jail in Palermo, awaiting trial. Tommy Williams,
dilettante artist and detective, who was instrumental in the capture of Van Osten, is occupying a studio in
that Sicilian city waiting to testify against the Servian. Lady Diana, companion of Princess Sonia, cliim-
ant of the Servian throne, has returned to Malta and gone thence on a mission which she has kept secret
from Tommy because she does not want him to risk his life by following her. Ernesto Cambioni, an official
of the Italian secret police, comes to Tommy’s studio and warns him to leave Italy, otherwise that his
death is decreed by a band of anarchists. Tommy refuses to go and forces Cambioni to admit that he has
come from Van Osten. A young girl who czlls herself Elisa Drago, daughter of Baron Drago, comes us a
messenger of the Mafia and conveys a warning similar to Cambioni’s. At the Café Progresso, where he is
dining, the leader of a Hungarian gipsy orchestra comes to Tcmmy's table and plays the Servian national
anthem and insinuates he has a message for Tommy from the Lady Diana. They arrange to meet the next
day on Monte Pelligrino. As Tommy leaves the café he notices ti:e so-called Elisa Drago at another table.
While waiting for the Hungarian gipsy on Monte Pelligrino, a girl in conladina costume, remarkably re-
sembling the Draga girl, passes by Tommy in haste and warns him to escape as he is in serious danger. Tiie
gipsy appears, and haggles over the money he is to receive for the message he claims to have. He is abiut
to stab Tommy when he is shot from some sheltering rocks abnve. Williams runs to find the one who shot
and is in time to see the confadina girl pursued by some men. She has almost reached the face of u pru-
tecting cliff, when a bullet seems to strike her, for she falls and disappears.

(In Two Parts—Part Il.)

V. and seemed half-inclined to question us.
-“I have been sketching on Monte PPelli-
grino, a half-hour’s walk from here. If
you walk up this path you will find
my sun-umbrella and ecasel which I
have left there.”

“I think they will be perfectlv safc,
Mr. Williams,” answered the corporal
after glancing at the card.

UR surprise was only
exceeded by our relief
that we made our way
to Palermo without
molestation and, in
fact, until we reached
the broad plain of the
Conca d’'Oro at the

foot of the mountain we did not meet
a human being. There, at the beginning
of the bridle-path, a half-dozen cara-
binieri under the command of a non-
commissioned officer were stationed
and I breathed a sigh of relief at the
sight .of their cocked hats and red-
faced uniforms. :

“I am an American artist, my name
and address are on this card and I am
personally known to your commanding
officer,” said Tommy to the corporal,
who eyed us closely as we approached

“I should doubt that—knowing tle
customs of the Sicilians; but that is not
what I am worrving about.” answere 1
Tommy dryvlv. “Beside the umbrelln
you will find the body of a man with
a bullet-hole between his cyes, and if
you desire any information about how
it all happened ”

“That will certainly require explana-
tion,” interrupted the corporal curtly,
and at a sign his men sprang to atten-
tion. “It is my duty to detain you
gentlemen until we have investigated.”

“Then I demand that we be tiken
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“There’s the key to it—it’s impersona-
tion; but I don’t know the reason for
it!" IHe made a gesture of impatience
when I protested that I could not fol-
low his reasoning. “It isn’t reasoning;
it's a hunch!” he continued ; but I knew
that his inspirations usually had solid
deduction behind them and I told him
sO.

“There isn't this time, unless it is
subconscious,” he replied and his sin-
cerity was unquestionable. “That word
which you repeated after me seemed
supply the link; but I can't tell you
why. There has, of course, been im-
personation ; the impersonation of two
daughters of the Baron Drago, who has
none, and that's as far as we can go.
I am going to find out if there is more
than one woman concerned in this be-
fore I do.anything else. If there isn't,
then the Countess Ferara, Gilda Massa
and the mythical daughters of the
Baron Drago are one and the same
person. Come on; we’ll never discover

anything here and I'm hungrier than a

hunter.” There was no resisting lis
impetuosity; but he did not forget cau-
tion and he walked warily through the
hallway where Cambioni had been at-
tacked.

“That was a clumsy sort of a mis-
cue,” he said when we had reached
the street in safety. “Cambioni must
be close on their heels that they were
desperate enough to attack him.”

“And while you are figuring out the
mystery we are taking the wrong turn-
ing for the Progresso,” I said and he
laughed and persisted on going ahead.

“I'm not making a mistake; I'm try-
ing to rectify one,” he said. “I. want
to satisfy myself that Cambioni’s esti-
mate of the time between the Piazza
Marina and our quarters is correct.”
That estimate was reduced to three min-
utes for a rapid walker when we stood
across from the building which con-
tained the Count Ferara’s apartment,
and we had turned to go back to the
restaurant when Tommy seized me by
the arm. On the other side of the
street, walking rapidly and glancing
furtively about to see if she were fol-
lowed, was the girl who had given us
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.

the warning on the mountain, her con-
tadina costume torn and bedraggled,
her bare feet bruised and cut. She
dodged into the doorway of the build-
ing we had been watching and Tommy
turned to me with an expression of
triumph.

“Now, old chap, I think that we shall
have another puzzle for our friend
Cambioni!” he exclaimed. “If his
Gilda Massa isn’t also the Countess
Ferara, what in the deuce is she sneak-
ing into that house for?” It was a
question which I could not answer and
we walked to the restaurant in silence;
each trying to find a solution and both
of us watching every one we passed for
a possible enemy. We were so late
in reaching the Café Progresso that
most of the diners were already drink-
ing their coffee; but.the head waiter
had reserved our table for us and Tom-
my glanced at me significantly when
we noticed the chairs turned up against
the table which the count and countess
had occupied the night before.

“Ladies who get lost on the Monte
Pelligrino are apt to keep their hus-
bands waiting for dinner,” he said as
he moved his chair so that we could
both watch the vacant places. “I am
curious to see if he takes it patiently.”
We had not to wait long for an answer
to his question; for ten minutes later
they entered; the countess smiling and
very evidently trying to make herself
especially agreeable to her companion,
who was obviously cross and ill-tem-
pered.

“That woman is a good actress—
whether she is the Countess Ferara,
Gilda Massa or a mythical daughter of
the Baron Drago,” said Tommy after
watching them closely during the din-
ner. “She is conscious that I am watch-
ing her and she is dining with a man
who is cross and perturbed; but she
behaves as if she hadn’t a care in the
world.”

“I should say from her expression
that she was rather enjoying the situa-.
tion and laughing over our mystifica-
tion,” I added as we saw her making
laughing retort to some remark of her
companion, “Tommy, it doesn’t seem



























Crawling Cassidv’s Strategy

By Frederick Ferdinand Moore

A humorous story of regular-army life, voicing a
decided objection to anything in the nature of patent
tabloid foods. The squad agrees that experiments in
that line should be confined to guinea-pigs and rabbits

B SJHE newspapers want to
=>—4§ know what’s the mat-
ter with the army,”
said Sergeant Hender-
son, speaking to any-

body in the squad-
room who wanted to
listen. “The reason

they dou t find out,” he continued, put-
ting a fine polish on the hilt of his ‘saber
as he spoke, “is because they ask some
chair-galloper down -in  Washington.
Funny how the scrub civilian thinks a
fat staff-officer is the army, just be-
cause he wears a shield on his collar
and has his clothes made by a military
tailor and the plugs in his club call him
colonel. When a file of militia marches
up the street on the Fourth of July the
people think it’s the army, and the band
that sells collars and hat-pins on week-
days plays ‘Tramp, tramp, the boys are
marching.” Doggone my sister’s black
cat, why don’t they ask your Uncle
Dudley what’s the matter with the
army?”

“What’s the growl now?” demanded
Prlvate Parker, otherwise known as

“Boston Joe.” Parker was sitting on
his bunk, putting new strings in his
inspection leggings.

“That’s it!” exclaimed Henderson.
“When a man opens his grub-trap to
stick up. for your rights, he gets the
grand throw-down. That’s the way
with you high privates in the rear rank
—you work fourteen hours a day as
chambermaid for a hundred govern-
ment horses, the next day you are
down in the basement sawing wood for

the cook, the next day you wash dishes
and wait on the troop like any Maggie
in a ‘draw-one’ joint, the next day you
dig ditches and the next day you work
in the garden, and so on until pay-day,
and then you put on your uniform and
draw your measly thirteen dollars a
month and take it over to the canteen
and spend it for saddle-polish and other
stuff to keep the government’s leather
equipment in good shape.

“When you get a few minutes to
yourself you have a picture took with
a saber in your hand, and the folks at
home think you are a soldier, when you
are nothing but a liveryman, or a farm-
er, or a scullery-maid, on the pay of a
Rooshan Finn in the old country.
What'’s the matter with the army? Why
don't they ask me? I could tell ’em
more in five minutes than a general
could in a day. There ain't nothing
the matter with the army, if you're a

general. Let 'em ask me—1I’ll tell ’em
—ask Sergeant Henderson of the
Twenty-fifth United States Cavalry,

fourteen years in this Yankee Doodle
army, eighteen,years counting double
time for retirement, what I got in.the
Philippines. Ask me—why in the name
of our cross-eyed goat don’t they ask
me, and leave them muzzlers in Wash-
ington draw their salary and tell about
what they done at the battle of Boil-
ing Water and why they didn’t catch
Aguinaldo?”

The squad-room grinned and went
on cleaning carbines and spurs. Every-
body knew it was no use to try and stop
Windy Henderson; he would have his
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A CHAT WITH YOU—Coantiaued.

world and the best of them are known
only to a very few. This story tells of
one of the best and how it worked.
Any one reading it has the satisfaction
of feeling that there is a background of
reality and truth behind the story.
g
DON’T fail to read Bertrand Sin-
clair’s story, “The Lake of the
Dead Men’s Bones.”

far northwest, the country in which the

It is a tale of the

finest of this author’s tales have been
laid. A. M. Chisholm’s story, “The
British Investor,” is another business
story. The principal figures in the tale
are one or two interesting Americans

who live by their wits and live well.
YN

OR a long time we have been re-
ceiving letters from various read-

ers asking for more “Happy Family”
stories by B. M. Bower. Next month’s
issue will contain a new tale of the old
“happy family” crowd. “Ananias Green”
is its name. Don’t fail to make the
acquaintance of Ananias. He appears
in later stories, and is not only funny
and interesting in himself but interest-
into

ing because of the adventures

which he leads his companions.
g

EXT month you must read the first
instalment of Howard Fielding’s
serial, “Bill Harris—His Line.” The
second instalment is even better. In it
you will learn something of the stock-
jobbing schemes of Farnsworth, the
broker; a wonderful scientific discovery
on the part of Bill Harris, the burglar;

and the coolness and resource of New-

berry Newcomb, the philanthropist.
This is a remarkable story and one
that grows more and more interesting as
it progresses.
sa
HERE " are

things in the Iebruary Porucar.

many other splendid

The instalment of “Lost

Cabin Mine” will bring to its end one

concluding

of the most remarkable books of the
year. “An Affair of Jewels,” by George
Bronson-Howard, will tell another of
the exploits of Querriot, the society
man and detective. Then there is “Thg
Price, of a Head,”

with pathos, human interest and excite-

a Western story
ment, by Roland Ashford Phillips; and
a Wall Street story, “Haskell of 'g7,”
by Charles W. Cooke.

g e

ON'T you agree with us that the
present number of the magazine,

the number which you now hold in
your hands, is an unusual collection of
stirring fiction? Arthur Stringer, whose
complete novel you have read this
month, becomes a regular contributor to
the magazine with the March number.
In that number will start a new series
of tales of adventure, intrigue and ex-
citement which are better and more
thrilling than anything that Stringer has
ever written heretofore. For a year, at
least, Mr. Stringer will be a contributor
We

have made an agreement with him by

to every number of the magazine.

which we secure practically all of his
new work. If you enjoyed “The Gun
Runner” you will like his new series

even better.
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