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ONLY

and you
keep this
typewriter

DIRECT
to you
from our
Factory

Big Saving
In Price

Yes, we will ship you this

Genuine Underwood

Rebuilt in our own factory just like new for

ONLY $3 down— Not One Cent More

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

This is the genuine Underwood
Typewriter. We offer you the same
three models of the Underwood
Typewriter being made and sold

by the manufacturers today.
Standard 4-row single shift
keyboard. Absolutely visible

writing—the full line of type-
writing is visible at all times. All
the improvements and attach-
ments that any high grade type-
writer ought to have.

BIG SAVING TO YOU

Our plan of selling to you direct
makes possible enormous savings,
which are all for your benefit.
Send in the coupon and we will
send you prepaid our big catalog,
including “A Trip Through Our
Factory. This shows how the Shipman-
Ward 'Rebuilt Underwood
is the best that can be pro- ~n T
duced at our Special Price. VT

don’t have to do a thin
~to get our big FRE

' and complete
»_ details of our heth
\ ing typewriter offer want to keep it. Give itevery

\ e$ ftN @

u K

SHIPMAN-WARD MFC. CO.
2631 Shipman Bldg., Chicago

Please send me FREE, all charges
fuIIE/Jerepaid\,A)/our BIG NEW catalo

of DERWOOD TYPEWRITERS
and complete details of your FREE
TRIAL Offer.

catalo

It is understood that | am under no obligation
d that this is to be sent without one \

whatever an
cent of cost to me.

Name..

Sae

City....

Station 1

Write Now

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

mail today. Get all the facts—then
decide.

No Obligation

—to buy. You don't have to
order. Justsignthecoui)on,
send it to us and we will
mail you our bi? cata-

log absolutely fri

You will be amazed

at the liberality

our offer,
Haround - *Send the
Coupon
Today
10 Days*

u Free Trial

You have ten full days in
which to try the typewriter
befaiie deviding whether yau

test—see.for.yourself—make
the Underwood prove its
worth to you. Don’t take our
word for it—put the Under-
wood before you and see if

T Th@re

\ \ you don't think it the great-

est typewriter bargain ever
\ offerecf

Our Factory

machine

guaranteed. New parts

r needed. New enam-

el new nickel, new lettering,

new new' key rings—a com-

plete, perfect typewriter. Impossible to

tell it from a brand new Underwood either

in appearance, durability or quality of fin-
ished work.

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

Big Book FREE

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

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

is fully

\sShipman-Ward Manufacturing Co.

vV “Typewriter Emporium”

2631 S&hppnaanBBddg .

"\ Montrose and Ravenswood Aves., Chicago
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Eight thousand miles

To lighten human
labor, shorten dis-
tance,and savemoney
—these are the ser-
vices of electricity.
General Electric
Company makesmuch
of the apparatus by
which electricity
works, and stamps it
with the monogram
shown above.

saved on every trip

It used to be 13,307 miles from New
York to San Francisco by sea; itis
now only 5,262.

The Panama Canal, which seemed
such a heavy expense when it
was built, is an immense national
economy.

A greater economy because of the
1,500 General Electric motors
which do its work—pulling the
ships through, pumping water,
opening and closing the locks—all
at such a little cost.

GENERAL ELECTRIC

Published three times a month by The Ridgrway Company at Sprint and Macdougal Sts., New York,
N. Y. Yearly subscription $6.00 in advance; single copy 25 cents. Entered as second-class
matter Oct. 1. 1910, at the post-office at New York, N. Y., under the act of March 1, 1879.

Volume 45
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Absolutely

FREE!

These Three
Great Books

1 *p

The Night Rider
Imer B. Mason
fstery!" Intrigue! Breath-
less adventure. Masked
riders! Fights galore.

The_Phantom Wolf
T. Von Ziekurseh
The forest rang with its
eeiie cry, sending the wil-
derness dwellers slinking to
cover.
The Hen Herder
J. Allan Dunn
A daring holdup. Bandits rushing
to cover. Posse in chase led by a
tenderfoot.

Mormon Valley  H. Bedford-Jones
The Painted Skull badlands challenged
John Marsh—but the desert held less

peril than the evil-eyed Dundas.

Law of the Range ~ W. C. Tuttle
Tale of a ne’er-do-well who faced death
with agrin.

Seven Pearls of Shandi

Magruder Maury
A plot to steal a fortune by an inter-
national crook.
The Last Grubstake
Anthony M. Rudd
Gold—treachery—fighting galore.
The Sheriff of Pecos
H. Bedford-Jones
Whose death-dealing gun makes
the law of the West.
The One Big Thing
James B. Hundryx
A mystery of the North—stolen plans—
a race through an Arctic hell.
Scavengers of the Sea  G. E.Walsh
A smashing romance of a courageous man
and a girl surrounded by cutthroats.
The Wonderstrands .
Samuel A. White
A novel of Belle Isle—bleak island of romance.
Musket House T. G. Roberts

A thrilling mystery laid in the days of stage coaches and pistols
for two.

ADVENTURE

Adventure!
Romance!
Excitement!
Thrills!

Every story a
“knockout” you
can’'t afford to miss!

You don’t pay a cent for them—either now or here-
after. These three thrilling novels—“Devil's Pay-
day,” “Canyon of Green Death” and “Sky-High
Corral”—are yours, to read, enjoy, keep—in accor-
dance with our special offer described below.

YONE is rending them—these smashin%, thriIIinP stories.
nd if you don't read them, too. you're going to miss a fot. Tin-
stern Story Library became famous almost overnight as one of

the greatest collections of red-blooded tales ever printed.

and adventure that will make you tingle with excitement, and whirl you
away to some of the strangest places on earth.

Here are stories of the plains, the mountains, the desert, the high
seas, the Frozen North. Fascinating, thrilling, hard-hitting stories that
take you away out beyond the rim of the horizon, and show you men
and women, good and bad, as they actually are—with all their loves,
hates, fears, passions, bravery, cunning, treachery — fighting, loving,
mocking. Fate, and going down to well-deserved defeat or triumphing
over their enemies.

Three Great Books FREE

SimEIv fill in and mail the coupon (send no money), and the Western
Story Library in 12 volumes will be sent to you at once. In addition,
you will receive, absolutely free, the three great novels mentioned
above. When the entire 15 books arrive, deposit with the postman only
$1.98 fplus delivery charges) for ALL. If you are not elated with your
bargain, return the books within 5 days, ‘and your money will be in-
stantly refunded.

Remember—the three extra volumes arc free. There will be no
charge for them, either now or hereafter. So don’t delaylyour order.
You will be under no obligation to keep the books if you decide you
don’t want them. But Iyou Il never know till you see and read them for
yourself. Clip and mail the coupon now—right away.

GARDEN CITY PUBLISHING CO., Inc., Dept. S-1292, GardenCity, N.Y.
GARDEN CITY PUBLISHING CO., TNC,,
Dept. S-1292, Garden City, N. Y.

. Please send the entire 15 volumes described above. On_arrival I will deposit
with the postman only $198 (plus delivery charges). It is understood that if
| rteturn tt_he books within 5 days, you are to refund my $1.98 promptly and with-
out question.

(ST

Kindlv mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.

Every one of
12 is packed full of blood-stirring, nerve-gripping, hair-trigger action
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Occasionally one of our stories will be called an “Off-the-Trail" story, a warning that it is in some way different from the
usual magazine stories, perhaps a little different, perhaps a good deal. It may violate a canon of literature or a custom of maga-

zines, or merely be different from the type usually found in this magazine.

ending, or manner of telling. No question of relative merit is involved.

(Continued on next page)
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The difference may lie in unusual theme, material,
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Three Complete Novelettes

\ ROUND the FTormn on a clipper ship; and at last “ship and sailor, Jonah and Big A lee, Macranald
and the boys, Dutchman and Finn, the crazed sea-apprentice and the coal-eyed Old Man, the
quiet mate beside him, came in once more to port—to ‘the long night in'—a night of sleep

with no disturbance from the elements, with no bells to harken to or salty ropes to haul upon or sails
to furl.” “LIVERPOOL TO VANCOUVER,” a novelette of the sea by Bill Adams in the next issue.

O FISH ever brought up in the nets with which Quoipa-Moiru dragged Lake Titicaca were
N stranger than the three scientificos who landed one day at the little Peruvian island and began to
dig among the sacred ruins. Quoipa-Moiru, knowing that such things were huaca and therefore
dangerous, sought the help of Mamu the soothsayer in averting the evil which these strangers would
surely bring to the site of the Inca temple. So a talisman was given, and Quoipa-Moiru obeyed cer-
tain instructions, and an ancient magic began itswork. “THE FISH-NETS OF QUOIPA-MOIRU”
is a complete novelette by Gordon MacCreagh in our next issue.

T WAS one of the worst and most skilful band of cattle rustlers that the West had had to deal with
I inyears. The Cattle Dealers’ Association met the menace with private detectives, and three dead
men whose murderers left no trace were the result. When Sleepy and Hashknife are put on the job
they are greeted with bullets from ambush, and no man knows who is friend or foe. “HASPIKNIFE
AND THE FANTOM RIDERS,” a complete novelette by W. C. Tuttle in the next issue.

Other stories in the next issue are forecast on the last page oj this one.
Adventure is out on the 10th, 20th and last day of each month

4



THE AIR

ADVENTURE

IS FULL OF THINGS YOU SHOULDN'T MISS'

When Radio called,
Eveready was ready

WENTY-ONE years ago, when

wireless telegraphy had its first
birthday, National Carbon Com'
pany’s dry cell batteries were nine
years old. Even then, its batteries
were world famous as convenient,
economical and efficient sources of
electric energy.

With the introduction of popular
broadcasting, radio leaped into uni'
versal service. Radio engineers used
Eveready Batteries as their standard in
designing tubes and receiving sets.
Eveready engineers, backed by the
most complete research and testing

laboratories known to the industry,
worked with them to discover how
the known dry cell could be improved
for radio work.

The fruit of these efforts is the
Eveready family of radio batteries
conspicuous for vitality and endur-
ance— the right battery by test and
proof for every radio use.

Insist on Eveready Batteries—
they last longer.

Informative and money-saving bookletson
Radio Batteries sent free on request.

NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY, Inc.
New York, N. Y.

Headquarters for Radio Battery Information

If you have any battery problem, write to Radio Division, N ational Carbon Compant, Inc.
208 Orton Street, Long Island City, N. Y.

Eveready “B”, 22Vz volts,
No 766 with Six Fahnestock
Spring Clip Connectors

Radio has moved from the laboratory
and amateur's work-table out into the
refined surroundings of the family living
room. In keeping with this new com-
panionship we offer this reliable, long-
lived Eveready “B” Battery, in an attrac-
tive, new metal case, worthy to stand
beside the rich cabinets of fine radio sets.

evEREADYy

Radio Batteries

mS|

- they last longer

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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HighSchool
Course In
TwoYears

This simplified, complete High School Course
-specially prepared for home study by leading
rofessors—meets all requirements for entrance
0 college and the leading professions.
Whether you need High School
p w training Of specialized instruc-
**» tion in any trade or profession
the American School can help
1.-0 il r\ P \ you. Check and mail coupon
for Free Bulletin.

American School

Drexcl Ave. and 58th Street
Dept. H-£4
Chicago

Apn a
TXfIIIjtn
% #

* *

American School, Dept. H-24, Drexel Ave. and 58th St., Chicago.
Send_me full information on the subject checked and how you wili
helpline win success.

Architect Lawyer .
Buildin%_Contra_ctor .Machine Shop Practice
Automobile Engineer .Photoplay Writer

Automobile Repairman
Civil Engineer
Structural Engineer
Business Manager

Cert. Public Accountant
..Accountant and Auditor
.Bookkeeper .
..Draftsman_and Designer
..Electrical Engineer
.Electric Light & Power
General Education
.Vocational Guidance
.Business Law

.Mechanical Engineer
.Shop Superintendent
.Employment Manager
.Steam Engineer
.Foremanship _
.Sanitary Engineer
Surveyor (and Mapping)
.Telephone Engineer
.Telegraph Engineer
.High School Graduate
.Fire Insurance Expert
\Wireless Radio
.Undecided

Name
Address.

A SK to see the MS numbers.
xTx. Mixtures of silk and
wool, ribbed, very happily
combining warmth, wear and

For those who prefer silk
alone, the ios numbers, known
as “heavy silks”, provide extra
protection. They are rich in
appearance and sturdy in
service.

SHAW STOCKING CO.
Lowell, Mass.

WOULD YOU

be willing to earn $5 to $50 a month in
your SPARE time doing a pleasant
neighborhood work

The rush season is in full swing and you
can earn money from the moment you
receive full particulars. A post-card or
letter mailed to Manager, Staff Agencies
Division, Box 1041, Butterick Building,
New York City, N. Y., may mean inde-
pendence for the rest of your life.

Write this minute!

Antique and Modern Arms

Spears $5. up African knives . up
Sword I. Hide shields . “
Daggers 5. Flint pistola .
Medals.. 53. Flintguns... 9

Illustrated reference ca_taloig, 372 pages, issue 1922,
mailed 50 cents. New Circular for 2 ct. stamp.

Established 1865
Francis Bannerman Sons, 501 Broadway, New York

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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Getthis,men-

A complete assortment of the worlds finest
smoking tobaccos —sent to any smoker
anywhere—on w days approval

/Tnew ideafor Pipe-Smokers: 12 famous tobaccos,

P y | packed in a handsome Humidor—shipped to you
direct to help you find the soul-matefor your pipe.

GUARANTEED BY
A% | /i let’.<aC

M ST men have written their John Hancocks on a

ot of “dotted lines.” But, ifyou’re apipe-smoker,

we'll wager that you've never signed a fairer, sweeter con-

tract than the little coupon at the bottom of this page.

Just a few strokes of your pen—and you can end your
quest of years for a perfect smoking tobacco—drawing
dividends for life in unalloyed pipe-satisfaction.

But we are getting ahead of our story.

The average pipe-smoker is
the greatest little experiment-
er in the world. He’s forever
trying a“ new one,” confident

A *325 Test for $1-

Ifyouwere totry all 12 ofthese
tobaccos in full size packages,

the cost would be:
‘Ble'Boart ¢ ¢ - 25

that some day he’ll find the
real affinity for his pipe.

stand in a class by themselves for superlative individu-
ality of flavor, aroma and smooth, sweet, even quality.

These twelve decisive blends—the twelve “primary
colors” of tobaccos—have been selected for the Humi-
dor Sampler. When you have tried these twelve, you
have tried the best; if your tobacco-ideal is to be found
anywhere, it must be one of these.

Ten-Day Approval Offer

We are eager to send the Humidor assortment to any
smoker, anywhere, on ten days’ approval.

Send no money. Just sign and mail the coupon.
That will bring you the Humidor assortment direct
from our factories to your den. When the postman
brings the pack-
age, deposit
$1.50 with him,
plus postage.

If a ten-day
try-out of these
tobaccosdoesn’t
give you more

an 1= <. 30 So we created the Humidor
ImpefiaioubeQut =30 Sampler.
ImperighguceCul < -30 Into a bright red lacquered

OldengitihCureCul .15

TheQanick » = = o0 humidor case, we have packed

-1 35 an assortment of twelve fa-
.. .5 mous smoking tobaccos—cov-
T -125"3 ering the whole range of to-

WilsLalakia = ® « 45 bacco taste.
LouisianaTenque ~ «25 There are myriads of differ-
Total - -$3.05 ent brands of smoking tobac-
But through the HumulorSampler cos on themarket. Butof them

T et rone ™ all, there are 12 distinctive

blends which, in our opinion,

real pipe pleas-
ure than you’ve
ever had before,
besides reveal-
ing the one per-
fect tobacco for
your taste—the
cost is on us.

Simply return
the Humidor,
and you 'll get
your $1.50 and
the postageback
pronto —and
pleasantly. The
coupon is your
obedient serv-
ant; use it.

Send No Money — Just Mail Coupon

The American Tobacco Co., Inc.
Marburg Branch, Dept. 35
Baltimore, Md.

Please send me, on 10 days' approval, one of
your Humidor Samplers of twelve different
smoking tobaccos. | will pay postman $1.50
(plus postage) on receipt —wfth the under-
standing that if | am not satisfied I may
return Humidor in 10 days and you agree to
refund Sl .50 and postage by return mail.

Name

AdAress......occiiiic e

Note: —If you expect to be out when post-
man calls you may enclose Sl .50 with coupon
and Humidor will be sent to you postpaid.

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.



FouroutofFive
are marked

Be the ONe who outwits
Pyorrhea

—use Forhan’s twice daily

Study the crowd as it hurries
to and fro. Four out of five
over forty years of age, and
thousands younger, will pay
Pyorrhea’s dreaded toll.

Don’twaitfor bleeding gums—
Nature’s warning. Check Pyor-
rhea before it begins. Go to your
dentist regularly and use For-
han’s For the Gums at least
twice daily.

At all druggists, 35c and 60c.

fbrhaifs

FOR THE GUMS

RIMnnDDS

BigeRY

ADVENTURE

BRUSHES

A brush expert says they are the best Hair
Brushes made. They are penetrating. They
go all through the hair to the roots and stim-
ulate growth. They make a beautiful radiant
sheen. The glory of woman is made more glorious with
Whiting-Adams Hair Brushes.
Send for Illustrated Literature
JOHN L. WHITING-J.J. ADAMS CO.
Boston, U.S. A.

Brush Manufacturers for Over 111 Years and the
Largest in the World

gminTmiu* R K
Special Oiler to Introduce Our CutClam
HANDSOME
12-PIECE

Sherbet
Set

Only $2.50

6 sherbet glasses and 6 six-inch plates, all
handsomely cut in large flowers and foliage.
Very good-looking, very useful. Send $2.50
money order, check or cash, and we will ship
Prepald. If westof the Mississippi, add 40 cents
or postage. SeparateI%/, plates $1.25, sherbets
$1.25. Money back i

Dept. AD-2 KI’pSta| KraﬂerS Trenton,N.J.

you are not delighted.

V Relief n

N\
coughs
use PISOS—this prescription quickly
relieves children and adults.

A pleasant syrup. No opiates.

35"and 60(sizes
sold everywhere

WRITE THE WORDS FOR A SON

We compose music. Our Chief of Staff wrote many
song-hits. Submit your song-poem to us at once. NI
VORK MELODY CORF.. 401-H Romax Bldg. New Yc

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.



AKE the Fairy5 way

to dreamland! Before
retiring, wash or bathe
with Fairy" Soap and ex-
perience the glow of per-
fect white cleanliness.

Smooth and mild. Noth-
ing in Fairy0O Soap to ir-
ritate the most sensitive,
tender skin. It cleanses
and soothes and helps
you hold that youthful
freshness.

It's white!

It's pure!

FAIRY SOAP

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.

ADVENTURE

cMillions of people use
Fairy0 Soap daily for
toilet and bath. To
young and old it is
bringing new skin
health—a new appre-
ciation of a pure white
soap.

The handy, convenient
oval cake helps, too!
Fits the hand and wears
down to a thin wafer
without breaking.

It floats!



ADVENTURE

Are You Earning
$100 a Week?

Wouldyou like to be a star sales-
man? Men who have mastered
J salesmanship — who are really
proficient—name their own sal-
aries. $5,000 to $10,000 a year
and better not uncommon. Big
money and opportunities in business
always open to men who can SELL.
Success in selling held leads to highest
executive positions. Demand enormous.
Old theory about “born salesman” ex-
ploded. Any manofaverage intelligence
can now learn to sell thru scientific
coaching. Training, the secret. Write
today for free book, “MODERN SALES-
MANSHIP.” It tells how you can
quickly get into the selling game and
win your way to the big- pay jobs. Learn
in spare hours at home principles and
methods of ablest sales organizations in
America. Successful salesmen report
sales doubled and trebled thru scientific
study of salesmanship under LaSalle
Onfiv 1l Problem Method. Low tuition fee—
easy terms. Write now for information.

La SALLE extension university
The Largest Business Training Institution in the World
Dept. 276-SR Chicago. Illinois
Gentlemen: Send without obligation to me information
regarding course indicated below: .
.0 Modern Salesm _an_shl_P L
LaSalle is the largest business training institution in the
world. Itoffers training for every important business need.
If more interested in any of these courses, check here:
O Business Management O Modern Business Corre-
O Higher Accountancy spondenceand Practice
OTraffic Management— O Modern Foremanshi
Foreign and Domestic and Production Methods

O Railway Station Man-
agement

O Law, Degreeof LL. B.

O Commercial Law

O industrial Management

O Personnel and Employ-
ment Management

0O Expert Bookkeeping

O Business English

O Commercial Spanish

Efficiency

O Effective Speaking
O Banking and Finance

OC. P. A. Coaching
Name.

Present Position.

Address

1You can earn $15 to $50 a week writing show
I cards in your own home.—No canvassing.—A
mpleasant profitable profession easily and quickly
I learnt by our new simple graphic block system.

' Artistic ability not necessary.—We teach you
how, and supply you with work.—Distance no
object. Full particulars and booklet free.

R TR ot G

e

Deformities
of the Back

Thousands of
Remarkable Cases

An old lady, 72 years of
age, who suffered for many
years and was .absolutely help-
less, found relief. A man who
was helpless, unable to rise
from his chair, was riding
horseback and playing tennis
within a year. A little child,
paralyzed, was playing about
the house after wearing a
Philo Burt Appliance three
weeks. We have successfully
treated more thanfiO.OOOcases the past 20 years.

30 Days* Trial Free

We will prove its value in
your own case. There is no
reason why you should not
accept our offer. The photo-
graphs show how light, cool,
elastic and easily adjusted the
Philo Burt Appliance is —
different from the old tor-
turous plaster, leather or
steel jackets.

Every sufferer with a weak-
ened ordeformed spineowes
it to himself to investigate
thoroughly'.  Price within
reach of all.
Send For Our Free
If you will describe the case
aid us in (riving you definite
(nation at once:
PHILO BURT MFC. CO.

105-14 Odd Fellows Tempi*

JAMESTOWN, N. Y.

HEALTH

is the Greatest Joy of Life. Only the robust,
vigorous and healthy can enjoy life to its
fullest. The complaining, ailing, sickly ones
are unhappy, discontented, dejected, failures.
For many years | have been making rEeople
well through Strongfortism. | have helped
tens of thousands to become strong. No mat-
ter what ails you, write me fully about it,
and | will prove to you | can help you.
The experience and research of a lifetime are
contained in my wonderful FREE
“Promotion and Conservation of Health,
Strength, and Mental Energy. ”

Send a ten cent piece (one dime) to cover postage.

LIONEL STRONGFORT

Physical and Health Specialist Strongfort
1210 STRONGFORT INSTITUTE, Newark, N. J. Perject Man

STRONGFORTISM

V Relief n

coughs

Use P1SO’S —this prescription %uickly
relieves children and adults.
A pleasant syrup. No opiates.

32and 60<sizes
sold everywhere

soperate YOUR OWN BUSINESS

Our. System proprietary specialty business offers wonderful cg}por-

tunity to make SI100 to ¥5_00 WeekI%/._ Openings everywhere. Either

men or women. We furnish everything and show you how. Big e\-

planatory book,“ The Open Door to Fortune” Free. Write for it now.
Nat’l Scientific Labs., 222 Monroe, Richmond, Va.

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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‘What awhale
of a difference
just afew cents
make”

FAT

FREE BOOK | EARN PIANO

This Interesting Free Book

shows how you can become askilled player of piano
or organ_at quarter usual cost. It shows why one
lesson with an expert is worth adozen other lessons.

Dr. Quinn's famous Written_ Method includes all of

R R R . many important modern improvements in teach-
ing music. Brlngs right to your home the great advantages of conservatory
study. r the beginner or ‘experienced players. Endorded by great artlstl'i;,
ully

. _Fol
Successful graduates everywhere. Scientific yet easy td understand.
illustrated. "All music free.” Diploma granted.

rite today for free book.
QUINN CONSERVATORY, Studio AV-82,598 Columbia Road, BOSTON, 25, MASS.

the difference

between just an ordinary
cigarette and the most skillful
blend in cigarette history.

IM A

—a mild cigarette

TYPEWRITER
BARGAINS!

A real writing machine, stand-
ard keyboard,” all improvements,
rebuilt “like new in Oliver’'s own
factory, for a fraction of what
you'd “expect to pafy! Easy terms.
Send now_for new offer. Act quick, and
gﬁt yours from 1,000 machines just put
rough! Address—Rebuilt Machinie Dept.11
Oliver Tyé)ewrlter Co.

Idg. i1 Chi

159 Oliver Typewriter icago

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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21Jewel Extra thin

Studebaker
The Insured Watch

Direct
from the
Maker

ENT FOR

H # .
DOWN

Only $1.00! The balance
in easy monthly payments.

You get the famous Stude-

baker 21 Jewel Watch—Insured
for a lifetime; a choice of 54new
Art Beauty Cases; 8adjustments,
including "heat, cold, isochronism
and 5 positions—direct from the
maker at lowest prices ever named

on equal quality.

Write today for FREE BOOK of

Advance Watch Styles.

Fine Chain FREE!

For a limited time we are giving away FREE with
every Studebaker Watch a beautiful pattern Stude-
baker Watch Chain. Write now while offer lasts.

Mail Coupon for FREE Book
of Advance Watch Styles

Send at once and get a copy of this book—FREE1
See the newest, beautiful, advance styles in Stude-
baker Art Beauty Cases and Dials. Read how you
can buy a 21 Jewel Studebaker Insured Watch di-
rect from the maker—save big money—and pay
for it on easy monthly payments.

u7r ‘tpf for our free book. It

vvillCa will post you on watch

styles and watch values. Send

coupon at once. Get Free chain

offer today while it lasts.

Studebaker Watch Co.
Dept. 212 South Bend. Ind.

STUDEBAKER WATCH CO. X
Dept.212 South Bend, Indiana

Please send me your Free Book of Advance Watch
Styles and particulars of your $1.00down offer.

Name ..,
Address.

City—-

THE VALUE OF CHARCOAL

Few People Know How Useful it is in
Preserving Health and Beauty.

Nearly everybody knows that charcoal is the safest
and most efficient disinfectant and purifier in nature, but
few realize its value when properly prepared and taken
into the human system for the same cleansing purpose.

Charcoal is a remedy that the more you take of it the
better; it is not a drug at all, but simﬂly absorbs the gases
and impurities always present in the stomach and in-
testines and carries them out of the system.

Charcoal sweetens the breath after smoking, and after
eating onions and other odorous vegetables.

Charcoal effectually clears and improves the com-
plexion. it whitens the teeth and further acts as a natural
and eminently safe cathartic.

It absorbs the injurious gases which collect in the
stomach and bowtls: it disinfects the mouth and throat
from the poison of*catarrh.

All druggists sell charcoal in one form or another, but
probably the best charcoal and the most for the money is
in Stuart's Absorbent Lozenges; they are composed of
the finest quality Willow charcoal powdered to extreme
fineness, then compressed in tablet form or rather in the
form of large, pleasant tasting lozenges, the charcoal
being sweetened to be smooth and palatable.

The daily use of these lozenges will soon tell in a much
improved condition of the general health, better com-
plexion, sweeter breath and purer blood, and the beauty
of it is that no possible harm can result from their con-
tinued use, but on the contrary, great benefit.

Many physicians advise Stuart's Absorbent Lozenges
to patients suffering from gas in stomach and bowels,
and to clear the complexion and purify the breath, mouth
and throat. They are also believed to greatly benefit the
liver. These lozenges cost but thirty cents a box at
drug stores. For a free trial send your name and address
to F. A. Stuart Co., 1 Stuart Bldg., Marshall, Mich.
You get more and better charcoal in Stuart’'s Absorbent
Lozenges than in any of the ordinary charcoal tablets.

With Celebrated Teachers

Our simplified courses are_sReciaIIK prepared for home study. Not a
new method. Long established School now celebrating its 20th Anni-
versary. Send for lllustrated C_atalog._ Every person who loves music
should read this free book. Write. which instrument you have. Get
details of the lessons and our Annlversaay Offer—one which means a
cash credit on ycur tuition. Courses, endorsed by Paderewski: Piano,
Harmony, Voice, Public School Music, Violin,Comet, Mandolin, Guitar,
Banjo and Reed Organ. Careful tralnlng by Facultv_lr]dgradlng_examl-
nations makes the instruction personal for each individual pupil. See
for yourself what others have done. You can be sure of same results.

UNIVERSITY EXTENSION CONSERVATORY
869 Siegel-Myers Building Chicago, Illinois

r Relief m- n

coughs

Use PISO’'S —this prescription quickly
relieves children and adults.
A pleasant syrup. No opiates.

35*and bOCsizes
sold, everywhere

Big Money Writing

poems, songs. Send for free copy America's greatest
magazine for writers.  Tells you how to write and sell.
WRITER'S DIGEST, 617 ButlerBuilding, Cincinnati, Ohio

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.



ADVENTURE

Because Our Native Hawaiian
Instructors Will Show You How!

Be the Most Popular Member of Your Set, Play “Burn-
ing Sands,” “When the Leaves Come Tumbling Down,”
“Carolina,” “The Thief” and ALL the Late Song and Dance
Hits. You can pl é_ALOHA in Half an Hour—and Harmo-
nious Chords AT BNGE

Here is your chance to get in the swim—to learn_to play the most fascinating of all instru-
ments, the Hawaiian Guitar, just as the Hawaiian* do, and in an amazingly short time
Our'method is so simple, ﬁlaln and easy that you begin a piece your first lesson. In half
an hour you can play it! ousands of successful students prove this to be true. It is quite
astonishing to find the ease with which you can master the Hawaiian Guitar—no matter how
little your knowledge of music may be you can positively learn to
play by our plain and easy method.

Expert Hawaiians Teach You to Quickly Master
Their Secrets of This Fascinating Music
The instructions you receive from such world famous experts
as Lawrence Kalaluki, Walter Kolomoku. Frank Ferrer.Carl Sewlle

and others are invaluable. No other Conservatory can even be-

gin to give you the expert teaching and knowledge you gain
through us. And remember, whileit isconcededthattheHawaiian

Guitar produces the sweetest music, yet its mastery by you will

i KISGerLIT
ONLY4EASY MOTIONS  jtar-

to learn tobeable to play any music—popular, dance, classical,
native Hawaiian airs, or old time melodics and hymns Just
thlnk of itt You neod never have read a musical note
For that matter, even though you haven't the ARea.I
sllghtest knowledge of any musical instrument we guaran-
tee to teach you how to play just like the Hawaiians!

A Complete Conservatory Course! $ 1 5 S o
Never before has such a complete and easily understood

Conservatory Course in Hawaiian Guitar been offered We

are able to grant you this opportunity of quickly learning

how to play the Hawaiian Guitar through acquiring the V LE

services of real Hawaiians to teach you.
How well this has been accomplished is proved b% the

fact that this is the only Conservatory teachi

Hawaiian Guitar exactly as played by the Hawauans

It is your good fortune as well as ours, that these

Native Masters of Hawaiian Guitar came to

this Conservatory to teach—and best of all

We Furnish Everything

When vou enroll as astudent inthisConserv-
atory you receive FREE a handsome, sweet
tonedGenuineHawaiianGuitar—valuedat$15.00
—52especially arranged lessons and 52 care-
fully selected pieces of music, as well as all
necessary picks. Steel Playlng Bar. etc.
There is nothing extra to buy, every-
thing is furnished.

SENDETODAY

13

[ —-— COME ON
lover, AND
BE SURE TO

HVAIANGHAAL

ofthis remarkable course—simply fill I
in the coupon, mail to us and we'll !

gladly send you full details of our
comé)lete Conservatory Course and
FR Hawaiian Guitar Offer!

We know you will not let another day First Hawaiian Conservatory of Music, Inc.,
go by withoutenrollingasa studentin Dept.34, 233 Broadway. (Woolworth Bldg.), New York

this Conservatory, once you learn how

quickly =md easily you can master this

most popular of all instruments —the
Hawaiian Guitar-So mail the Coupon NOW.

First Hawaiian Conservatory of Music, Inc.

Dept. 34, 233 Broadway (Woolworth Bldg.J N.V. Name
Special Courses Under Famous Teachers: TENOR-BANJO | Address—
I VIOLIN, BANJO-UKULELE and UKULELE I
City_

PJcsse mail at once full details of your 52easy lessons and
FREE Hawaiian Guitar offer. This, of course, does not obli-
gate me in the least

(Please PRINT name and address clearly)

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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(M

Igm /P a titicn ?
$85—fo$20022W eek ly

to SALESMEN

You can quickly qualify to accept a sales posi-
tion paying from $85 to $200 weekly with big,
successful Corporations. | will train you quick-
ly, in spare time, by my entirely different and
proven successful method, the “Ward Actual
Experience Method.” Not a“ college” or* book”
course, the real thingdirect from the"firing line.”

IPledge YauSuUooess

You get my personal directions, | let you inon

selling knacks” that enabled me to organize and
train my own powerful sales organization. I also
direct and guide you by weekly letters just as |
do my own actlve road men, you simply can’t fail
to make good |y ree book full of “ Inside
Facts” and Iatest Selling Science, it's FREE.

JAS.P.WARD, Pres, and Gen. Sales Mgr.
*The man who makes money makers'*

lyou,accepta

JAMES P.WARD,Gen.SalesMgr*,
5031 Executive Offices,
1760-1774 Montrose Ave., Chicago
Dear Sir: Send me your book Sales Man-
Ship and your special plan without cost or

obligation:
Name
Address City
State Occupation _

Stop Using a Truss

STUART'S PLAPAO-PADS arc
different from the truss, being medi-
cine applicators made self-adhesive
purposely to hold the distended mus-
cles securely in place. No straps,
buckles or spring attached—cannot
slip, so cannot chafe or press against
the pubic bone. Thousands have
successfully treated themselves at

Fdund FecSimil* home without hindrance from work—

Qild McH. most obstinate cases conquered. 6rand Aix

Soft as velvet —easy to apBIy—mexpenswe Awarded

Gold Medal and Grand Prix rocess of recovery is natural,

so afterwards no_further use for trusses. We 17DI1717

prove it by sending Trial of Plapao absolutely Jr IxHilL
Write name on Coupon and send TODAY

PLAPAO CO. 633 Stuart Bldg., St. Louis, Mo.

Name..
Address.
Return mail will bring Free Trial Plapao

EARN monfy
V AT HOME 1

Y rOU can make $15to $60 weekly in your spare_time
L writing show cards. No canvassing or soliciting.
We instruct you by our new simple Directograph
System, supply you with work and pay you cash each
week. Write to ay for full particulars and free booklet.
WEST-ANGUS SHOW CARD SERVICE LIMITED
Authorized Capital $1,250,000.00
204 Colborne Building, Toronto, Can.

Painful chest
congestions

The momentyou feel that painful tight-
ening that betokens a chest cold go
for the bottle of Sloan’s. Apply gently:
you don’t have to rub itin.

Immediately you feel a gentle glowing
warmth. The contraction relaxes— the
congestion breaks up— the pain ceases
—soon the cold is gone. Get a bottle
from your druggist today— 35 cents.
It will not stain.

Sloans Liniment N1/

Make $75.00 a week and up, selling our
fine made-to-measure, all-wool suits,
directtawearer.

| mSIQ‘IL Biggest commissions paid
in advance. We attend to delivery and
collections. 6x9 swatch samples—over
100styles all one price—furnished FREE
Part or full time men write at once.
W. Z. GIBSON, Inc., 161 W. Harrison St., Dept. B-33,

BECOME AN EXPERT

Accountant

Executive Accountants command biRT salaries. Thousands of flrms
need them. Ona/ 5,000 Certified Public Accountants inU.

are earning: $3 000 to $1O 000 ayear. We train you thoroughl hy mall
in spare time for C exaninations or executive accounting posi-
tions.  Knowledge of bockkeeplng unnecessary to begrln The course
is under the perSonal supervision of William Castenholz, A. M..
C. P. A., former Comptroller and_Instructor, Unlverslty of 1llinais;
also former Director of the Illinois Society of C. P. s. and of thé
Natlunal Association of Cost Accountants,  He is assisted by a largre
staff of C. P. A.’s, including: members of the American_Institute of
Accountants. Low 'tuition fee—easy terms. Write now for information.

LaSalle Extension University, Dept. 2367-H,Chicago
The Largest Business Training Institution in the world

, Youth-Ami Skin Peel

j A New Scientific Discovery

which painlessly and harmlessly replaces

_ . the old skin with a new and removes all

Surface Blemishes, Pimples,'Blackheads, Discolorations, Sunburns.
Eczema, Acne, etc. non-acid, invisible liquid. Produces a
healthy new skin, beautiful as a baby's. Results astounding.
Booklét “ The Mag c of a New Skin” free in plain sealed envelope.

YOUTH-AMI LABORATORIES. Dept. BIB. 30 E 20th St., New York

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.’
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Are You Ready for the Ash-Can?

TAO YOU realize what it means

to neglect your body? Do
you know that you will clog up
with waste matter and deaden your
life just as ashes do in a furnace?
Are you going to drag yourself
through a life of misery and be
ready for the undertaker when you
should really be only starting to
enjoy life? Come on and brace up.
Take a good hold of yourself and
shake those cobwebs out of your
brain. Give me a chance at that
weak backbone of yours and let me
put a pair of man-sized arms into
those narrow shoulders.

Pills Never Made Muscles

I am not a medical doctor. 1 don't
claim to cure disease. Neither do | put
any self-assumed title of Professor before
my name. | am a builder oj muscle—
internal as well as external. | claim and
can prove that by proper exercise you can
even build muscle in and around your
heart and every vital organ. The kind
that shoots a thrill through your veins
and reaches every crevice of your body.
I add years to your life, and oh boy!
what a kick you get out of every day you
live. And talk about big, brawny arms
and legs, or broad backs and husky
chests—just take a look through this
winter's copies of Physical Culture
Magazine and see for yourself. You will
see a few pictures of my pupils there—
living examples of the Earle Liederman
system—doctors, lawyers, business men,
but every last one of them good enough to pose as a professional strong man.
than men who are now acting as instructors to others.

Pep Up
What are you going to do about it? Don't sit idle and wish for strength. That will never bring it.

Come on and get busy. You must have it, and I'm going to give it to you. | don’'t promise it, |
guarantee it. You don’t take any chance with me, so come on and make me prove it.

Earle E. Liederman
America’s Leading Director of Physical Education

Some are in better shape

Send for My 64-Page B ook

“MUSCULAR DEVELOPI\/IENT”

It contains forty-three full-page photographs of mvself and some
of the many prize-winning- pupils | have trained. Some of these

N ew

came to me as pitiful weaklings, imploring me to help them. Look
them over now and you will marvel at their present physiques.
This book will ﬁrove an impetus and a real inspiration to you. It
will thrill you through and through. All I ask is 10cents to cover
the cost of wrapping and mailing, and it is yours to keep This will
not obligate you at all. but for t e sake of your future health and
happiness, do not put it off. Send to-day— right now. before you
turn this page.

EARLE E. LIEDERMAN

Dept. 5002, 309 Broadway, New York City

! EARLE E. LIEDERMAN

Dept. 5002., 309 Broadway, New York City

Dear Sir—Tenclose herewith 10 cents, for which

you are to send me. without any obllgatlon on my

5

art whatever, acopy of your latest book," "Muscu-
ar Development

(Please write or prmt plainly.)

| Name,

j Street.

Kindly mention .Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.

j
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She Found A Pleasant Way To
Reduce Her Fat

She did not have to go to the trouble of
diet or exercise. She found a better way,
which aids the digestive organs to turn
food into muscle, bone and sinew instead
of fat.

She used Marmola Prescription Tablets,
which are made from the famous Marmola
prescription. They aid the digestive sys-
tem to obtain the full nutriment of food.
They will allow you to eat many kinds of
food without the necessity of dieting or
exercising.

Thousands have found that the Marmola
Prescription Tablets give complete relief
from obesity. And when the accumula-
tion of fat is checked, reduction to normal,
healthy weight soon follows.

All good drug stores the world over sell
Marmola Prescription Tablets at one dollar
a box. Ask your druggist for them, or
order direct and they will be sent in
plain wrapper, postpaid.

MARMOLA COMPANY
283 Garfield Bldg-. Detroit, Mich.

DON'T WEAR
A TRUSS

BE COMFORTABLE—
Wear the  Brooks = Appliance, the
modem scientific invention _which
K}/es rupture sufferers immediate re-

f. It has no obnoxious springs or
pads. Automatic Air Cushions bind
and draw together the broken parts. |
Nosalves or plasters. Durable. Cheap. MR ~ E brooks
Sent on trial to prove its worth. e- . 3
ware of imitations. Look for trade-mark bearing portrait
and signature of C. E. Brooks which appearson every
Appliance. None other genuine. Full information and
booklet sent free in plain, sealed envelope.

BROOKS APPLIANCE CO., 222 Slate St., Marshal), Mich.

Relief

~coughs

Use PISO’'S —this prescription quickly
relieves children and adults.
A pleasant syrup. No opiates

35*and. 6 0 *sizes
sold everywhere

INFANTILE
PARALYSIS

Caused Club Foot

For 16 of liis 17 years, Edward Bolian’'s
foot was badly deformed as a result
of Infantile Paralysis. His letter and
photos show what was done for him at
McLain Sanitarium in 5 months.

I wish to express my thanks for the great benefit
that | received atyour Sanitarium. |walked on the
side of my foot for 16 years, and after 5 months’
treatment, | am now walking flat on my foot
and as good as anyone. 1
EDWARD BOLIAN,
Slidell, Louisiana.

Parents of Crippled
Children

and young adults should

know about McLain San-

itarium, a thoroughly
equipped private institution devoted
exclusively to the Treatment of Club
Feet, Infantile Paralysis, Spinal Dis-
ease and Deformities. Wry Neck, Hip
Disease, Diseases of the Joints, especial-
ly as found in children and young adults.
Our book, “Deformities and Paralysis,”

and "Book of References” sent free.

McLAIN ORTHOPEDIC SANITARIUM
954 Anbert Ave. St. Louis, Mo.
GR536

DIAMONDS

¢eWATCHES-
CASH or.CREDIT

Genuine Diamonds wirr
BARGAIN PRICES. Send for Catalog
Everything fully explained. Over 2,000 illus-
trations of Diamonds.Watches, Pearls,
Jewelry, Silver- etc.,on

SRR

“Sylvia” Diamond Ring. Blue

R SERAMW R MR oD ol ,5?'%%".‘%&3&%@7

Others at $75, $125, $150, up. s. $1.00 a week.

THE NATWWELERS I'M B.d
Dept.K-2 y .State St. | ,» hot
CHICAGO™ ILLINOIS I Satisfied
STORES IN LEADING CITIES

MAKE MONEY
AT HOME

CAN make $1 to $2 an hour writing show cards

at home in your spare time. Quickly and easily
learned by our new simple method. No canvassing or
soliciting.” We show you how, guarantee you work at
home no matter where you live and pay you cash each
week. Full particularsand booklet free. "Write to-day.

AMERICAN SHOW CARD SYSTEM LIMITED

Authorized and Fully Paid Capital, One Million Dollars
10* Adams Bldg. Toronto, Canada

AUTOMOBILE MAGAZINE FREE

Car Owners,Garagemen,Mechanics,send ior FREE o»py<4 America
most popular motor magazine. Contains many helpful illustrated articles <
repairing, overhauling, ignition, carburetors, batteries, etc.

AUTOMOBILE DIGEST S18 Butler Building, CINCINNATI, |

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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YOU Are Wanted for a Better Job

That was the good news they brought him just a few short months ago. Then he held an ordinary job working long and hard
on small pay. Today he is a high-salaried Draftsman earning nearly $100 a week How did it happen? It isn't along story
because it's all so simple, so easy You can do just what he has done if you'll start by reading every word—clear down to the
coupon that marks your way to better pay.

It all started one evenin
OF DRAFTING and he
future. He sent in the coupon.
is working as well as his hands.
money—success— happiness.

Made $275 Extra in s Days. He_
drawing that he made in spare time in three days

How About You? Are you working up hill or down?

Make $50 to $100 a Week.
expert Draftsman in your spare time at home by mail.
lots of room for you if you act now.

Promotion Is Quick. !
Posmon in the Drafting field and_keep you in touch_ wit
or Draftsmen_in the "big machine shops, industrial
United States Government departments.

Production Managers and so on.

What We Give You

Practical Problems. You are carefully coached in practical
Drafting work.
We Help You Get a Job. We help you get a position as a
practical Draftsman, as soon as you are qualified.
Personal Instruction and Supervision Throughout the
Course. You receive the gersonal instruction and help of Rgl_y
C. Clailin. President of the COLUMBIA SCHOOL OF DRAFT-
ING and a practical Draftsman of many years’ experience.
Draftsman’s Equipment. = We furnish_you with a full set
of First Class Drawing Equipment and Drafting Instruments
as shown in the picture below when you enrotL ou keep both
sets on completing the course.
Consultation Privileges. You are free to write irs at any
time for advice and suggestions regarding your success.
Diploma. The diploma we give you on completing the course
attests to your proficiency as a Draftsman. It isan “entering
wedge” to”success.
Free Subscription to Drafting Publication, “ The Com-
ass.” You_ are given free a subscription to our helpful,
inspiring publication. “The Compass.”

while he was sitting at home—reading.
new it was his opportunity to earn from $50 to $100a week, in an uncrowded field with a big, sure
Later he enrolled for the COL i i

He's standing on the threshold of a brilliant future with all that it means—independence—

He recently received 8275 for one

\| g Count the
money inyour payenvelopé next payday. You'll find the answer there.
COLUMBIA will train you to be an
There's

We'll Qualify You for a high-salaried
openings
lants and
n Men who start as Drafts-
men are often advanced to Chief Draftsmen, Chief Engineers,

He saw the advertisement of the COLUMBIA SCHOOL

UMBIA course Today he's making real money. His brain

Get the Right Training. Mr. Claflin. the founder and director
stands personal{}/ in back of the COLUMBIA SCHOOL OF
DRAFTING. ou spend no time in long-winded theories— useless
and expensive to you. You start on actual drawing work the day
you receive your first lesson.

You Need No Previous Training. The course is easy to under-
stand and easy to follow. Many students are qualified even before
they complete the Course-

Success Calls Men of Action Only. If you are a man of action
clip the coupon now and show that you are’a man of action. Keep
right on top of this opportunity to make real money. Don't go
looking for a pair of scissors. Tear the coupon off and mail it right
now. Get started now.

U. S. Civil Service Commission Needs
following a{r(]e

i *
DR 1 0iVIXIil'l -llJ—bISeltlonS open %oveevl\"nr?ltent Den[}%pl}/-
ments from time to time. The salaries are starting salaries, subject
to increase. Practically all of them carry a bonus of 8240 a year
additional.

....84,600
Chief Draftsman Naval Aircraft Factory, per day. . 15.04
Aeronautical Draftsman—Field Service of Navy Dept.. §5.20

to SI2 per day.

F R E E B O O K Immediately on receipt of
itwe will send you our book.

“Drafting— Your Success,” which tells about Drafting and its opportuni-

ties for you as well as the special easy method of learning Mechanical

Drafting through COLUMBIA methods.

Architectural Designer

Send in this eoupon today.

: : THE COLUMBIA SCHOOL OF DRAFTING
Free Draftlng OUtflt Roy C. Claflin, President
Dept. 2248, 14th and T Sts, N. W., Washington, D. C.

§ mmmmmmmmmeeeee- Free Book Coupon---------- —
COLUMBIA SCHOOL OF DRAFTING,
Dept. 2248. 14th and T Sts., N. W., Washington, D. C. |

Please send me without charge your free illustrated book on Drafting, |
telling me how | can secure your complete Home Study Course and your
Help in securing a position as Draftsman. |

We give you Free, with our course, this
professional Drafting outfit. It is yours to keep when you
complete the Course.

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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IF YOU CAN TELL IT FROM A GENUINE DIAMOND SEND IT BACK

These Amazingly Beautiful CORODITE OEMS

are the nearest aé)groach to GENUINE DIAMONDS that the in-
genuity of man.aided by years of scientific and chemical research

can produce. They have the same gorgeous, blaring flash and
_dazzling play of living rainbow firs. Standing the terrificacid testof,
direct comparison. Even lifetime experts need all their experience to

see any difference. Protve_ this yourself.

hing.  Wear a Genuine CORODITE and a Dia-
R . »y side on the same finger, and if you and youi
friends can tell the difference;send it back. You won’'tbe outa3single penny.That's fair

S'!enau%h! If you keep the ring, price printed here is all you pay. Remember cnly
CORODITE GEMS have the Same_facet cutting ae genuine stones. Beautiful band
. made hand carved mountings created in latest and most fashionable d_esls@%ns._ . Money Back
. Ring No. 2,3,4.8 and 9are finished in the true Platinum effect on a base of Solid Sterling Silver.
Rings No. 1, 5and 7 are nn.de from finest 14K Gold Filled Stock unqualifiedly warranted ears. Guarantee
All Carat Size Gems except No. 9. Handsome Art Leather Velvet lined case FREE with each ring. Y d isk
No. 1 Ladies 1 Gt. Latest Model Fine 14K Gold Filled Solitaire Ring - $2.84 ou do not risk a
No. 2 Ladies 1 Ct. 8tylish Hand Carved Delicately Pierced aree post rlng,#)lat, effect. $4.19 genrgjy_- Oursigned
No. 3 Ladies 1Ct. Hand Engraved Pierced Basket Bezel Top Ring, platinum effect * 4.93 inding legal
3.54 uarantee to re
No, 7 Men's 1 Ct. Handsome Heavy 8prong. 14K Gold Filled Ring =~ - %3.68 fuﬂd-yourmﬁngym
No. 8 Men's 1Ct. Massive Hexagon G¥ﬁsﬁl ing with band carved sides and top . 4.28 ull is attached” to
No. 9 Ladies 1-2 Ct. Ring. Sides Set wi Rectangular Cut Synthetic Blue Sapphires - 4.90 every ring we sell.
NO MONEY, just send name, address and number of ring wanted and size as shown by slip o u mu
SEND NO MONEY, just d dd d by fri ted and si h by slip of ou must be
paper fitting tightly end to end around finger. WIS‘ n it arrives
aj

DC A RAILWAY HROAT

.. IRRITATIONS
D I t r aff I C I n S p e Cto r 'é'hroat irritations quickly disappear when you take

m fown's Brccimcrlijal grfoches. Ahdep;ondablegem_edy
—not a candy. Used for more than ears by sing-
E arn U p to $ 2 5 0 p er M on th ers and pub{ic speakers. Promptly re?i/eves hoarse-
Eﬁﬁgnf]%%vpg{%r;“%gy Cri]r?ntcﬁiss t?mggﬁght %)O”I?E' ness, loss of voice, coughing. At all druggists.
Report to high” officials. A dvaticement rapid JOHN I. BROWN & SON, BOSTON, MASS.
with experience. General Sales Agents: HAROLD F. RITCHIE & CO., Inc.
POSITION GUARANTEED upon graduation New York London L

or money refunded._ Prepare in 3 months’ spare-

time home study. Then start at not less than b/
$110 per month. You can easily qualify.
rorvehin

—~MAIL TODAY - -

}_
ﬂANDARD BUSINESS TSAYINING INSTITUTE

Buffalo. TROCH E

me, entirely free. Booklet No. D-oa, giving full

Send
Send coupon today | particuelgrs about course in Railway Traffic Inspection. COUCH *"OvolcE LOZENGES
for full details |

Name........ccooees

IN 5 SIZE PACKACES

Buffalo. N.Y. | City..

We have awonderful new copyrighted system of teaching note music by mail!
To first pupils in each locality We_wﬂlhﬂlve free a $2<i suoerb Violin. Tenor'Banjo,
Ukulele, Hawaiian-Guitar, “Banjo, landolin, Banjo-Ukulele, Banjo-Mandolin,
Cornet or Banjo-Guitar absolutely free. Also teach Piano and Organ. Very
small charge for lessons only. Four lessons will teach you several pieces. Over you how, GUARANTEE you WORK and pay you cash no matter wh
100,000 successtul players. We,\?uarantee_ success or no charge. Complete outfit you live. Write today for FREE sample lesson and Illustrated Booklet.
free. Write today. Dépt. 140. o obligation.

Slingerland School of Music, 1815 Orchard St., Chicago, 111 UNITED SHOW CARD STUDIOS, ZI1 Dinar. Bid,.. Detroit. Mi

Ford Runs 57 Miles o
Gallon of Gasoline

A new automatic and self-regulating device has been invem
by John A. Stranskv. 2054 Fourth St.. Pukwana. South Dako
with which automobiles have made from 40 to 57 miles oi
gallon of gasoline. It removes all carbon and ‘prevents sp;
plug trouble and overheatinl%. It can be installed by anyc

ive minutes. Mr. Stransky wants agents and is willing
send a sample at his own risk. Write him today —Adv.

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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Would You Like to Earn
from$50 to 4 0 aDay

Then read how J. R. Head of Kansas made $69.50 for one
day’s work and now enjoys a steady income of $5,000 ayear

J. R. Head

W. S. Cooper

of Ohio, finds it easy
to earn over $500 a
month selling Comer
All - Weather Coats.

E. A. Sweet

anelectrical engineer,
is making $600 to
$1,200 a month and
works only about
four hours a day.

FREE

I am now offering my
representatives a
Buick Touring Caras
an extra reward in

given the'sameoppor-
tunity.

“TAM going to tellyou some startling
i facts about myself in the hope that
others may profit by my experience.

Just eighteen months ago | was fac-
ing an economic and financial crisis.
I was sick, broke and hopelessly dis-
couraged. The future held nothing
for me.

Today, just a year and a half later,
I am one of the most successful men
in this community. | am the owner of
a prosperous, growing business. My
income is more than $400 a month.

You will be surprised when 1 tell
you how easy it has been for me to
turn from failure to success.

The Curse of a Small

Income

Remember that eighteen months ago | had
almost nothing. Every dollar | earned was
used immediately for food, clothes and rent.
Not a dollar saved—in constant fear that |
would lose my job—that was my predicament.

I wanted to live as well as my neighbors. |
wanted an automobile. | wanted to give my
children an education. | wanted to give my
wife the things that every woman is entitled
to. But I couldn't. | barely made both ends
meet.

Then came a serious illness. | lost my job.
Even my small income was gone. I was
desperate.

My Big Opportunity Comes

When things seemed blackest my big op-
portunity came. Within a week | had made a
net profit of $67.66. Within thirty days | had
$170. The next month 1 made $280—and
from then on my income has jumped steadily.
I have made $133 in a single week, and one
day | made $69.50 clear profit for myself.

This is how the wonderful change came
about. One day my son brought home a
magazine, and in it there was an advertise-
ment that said that any man, without expe-
rience or training, could make from $100 to
$300 a month in his spare time.

I could hardly believe it. | knew that I had
never made that much by working ten hours a
day. | felt sure that such earnings were im-
possible. And yet | read where others had
made as much as SI,200 a month in this same
work. The advertiser offered to send a book
without cost. | had everything to gain and
nothing to lose, so | mailed the coupon.

Amazing Book Showed Me

the Way to Success

That marked the turning point for me. The
little book told me exactly what to do—where
to go, what to say, and how to make money.
If I hadn’t sent for it when 1 did I don’t know
what might have happened. All I have today
—my prosperity, my business—are due to the
things | learned by reading that book.

And there is no secret to my wonderful

success. | am just an average man. What |
have done others can do as well and as easily.

My work has been ea_sry and pleasant. | am
the representative for The Comer Manufac-
turing Company in this territory. All I do is
take orders for their coats. They gave me a
wonderful proposition. They furnished me
with such complete help that | succeeded
immediately.

Chance for Average Man
to Make $5,000 a Year

The Comer Manufacturing Company is the
largest concern of its kind in the world. They
manufacture a splendid line of raincoats for
men, women and children. These coats are
not sold in stores. They are sold by local
representatives like myself.

Because of the marvelous styles, excellent
material and sui)erb workmanship; because
of the wonderfully low prices for such hiEh
grade merchandise, it is very easy to take
orders for these coats. The representative
does notcollect or deliver. And most pleasing,
he gets his money the day he takes an
order.

I am not a salesman in any sense of the
word. I'm just an average man. My terri-
tory is not good, yet there has never been a
single day that 1 haven't made money—
generally from $20 to $40. My business is
growing bigger each day. | get repeat orders.
My customers send their friends to me. | ex-
pectmy profitsto be at least $5,000 thisyear. ’

You Are Offered This Same

Wonderful Opportunity

This is the true story of J. R. Head of
Kansas, who lives in a small town of 631
population. It shows the money you can earn
as a Comer Representative. If you want to
make from $100 to $200 a week, if you want
to make more money in your spare time than
you have ever made in your life— then fill in
the coupon below and mail it to The Comer
Manufacturing Company.

They will send you a copy of the booklet
that was worth thousands of dollars to Mr.
Head. They will tell you how, without in-
vestment, experience or tralnlr}?, you can
control a business of your own and make from
$30 to $40 a day. Sign the coupon and mail
it at once.

THE COMER MFG. CO.
Dept. BC-67 Dayton, Ohio

Just Mail This NOW!

T he Comer Manufacturing Co.,
Dept. BC-67, Dayton, Ohio.

Please send me, without obligation or
cost on my part, copy of your eight-page
booklet and full details of your proposition.
Tell me how I can make from $30 to $40
a day.

Name.

AdAress.......ccc. ceeiiciiiiiieis
Print or write plainly

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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Back to the Burning Ship

These famous authors—
E. Phillips Oppenheim
Elizabeth Dejeans
— have novels appearing
in Everybody's
Magazine for
February

On sale at every
news-stand

for a Dog—
Will they risk it?

HE cook— always the coward of the
T ship— was brave enough to go down the

galley for the dog. Will the hard-headed
crew risk their lives and return to the burning
ship, with the flames creeping closer and closer
to the cargo of explosives! This dramatic story
of the sea by Albert Richard Wetjen, the well-
known writer, is one of the many feature
stories in

February

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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ashamed

It brought him untold misery; yet
only he, himself, was to blame.

H E had neglected his teeth so long that he was
actually ashamed to visit his dentist. And like
so many people, he kept putting it off.

Finally he became so sensitive about their appear-
ance that in conversation he habitually distorted his
mouth in an effort to hide them from view.

A reasonable effort on his own part— consulting his
dentist, conscientious use of his tooth brush and the
right dentifrice— might have saved him this humilia-
tion. But he even neglected these things. He was
uncomfortable wherever he went.

Only the right dentifrice—consistently used— will
protect you against such criticism. Listerine Tooth
Paste cleans teeth a new way. The first tube you buy
will prove this to you.

You will notice the improvement even in the first few
days. And, moreover, just as Listerine is the safe
antiseptic, so Listerine Tooth Paste is the safe denti-
frice. It cleans yet it cannot injure the enamel.

What are your teeth saying about you today}- LAM -
BERT PHARMACAL CO., Saint Louis, U.S. A.

LISTERINE
TOOTH PASTE

Brings you a Genuine

UNDERWOOD

T Y P EW R

JODAYS FREE TRIAL HBSAT tofdionf 'S
days you are not satisfied with this late model UNDERWOOD
typewriter rebuilt by the famous Shipman Ward process.

GREAT PRICE SAVING feV SEStoS™*

tory in the world by our money saving methods.

EASY MONTHLY PAYMENTS o8«

notice it while you enjoy the uso of this wonderful machine.

FREE BOOK OF FACTS ®gfi**aSKi

system of rebuilding,t)g)ewriters and also valuable information
aboutthe typewriterindustry both instructive and entertaining.

DOWN =

Act Todayl 5
Coupon Guarantee

Please send me
a copy of your
free book of facts,
explaining bargain offer.

Shipman Ward

Mf%. Company
3052 Shipman Building
Montrose & Ravenswood
Aves., Chicago

RATE YT OTSIE X 8NReF YY" 808 Snitalsfor
his auto. You charge $1.50, make $1.35. Ten orders daily easy,
Write for particulars and free samples.

AMERICAN MONOGRAM CO., Dept. 85, East Orange, N. I.

“Mary, | Owe It
All to You”

M WILLIAMS called me into his office to-
day and told me he was going to raise mj
salary ¥50 a month.

“ 1 am glad to give you this opportunity,’ h<
said, Tor the best reason in the world.  Yoi
deserve it.

~ “'You may not know it, but I've been watch-
ing your work ever since the International Cor-
respondence Schools wrote me that you hat
enrolled for a course of home study. ~Keep i
up, young man, and you'll go far. "I wish w<
had more men like you.’

“And to think, Mary, I owe it all to you!
might still be drudging along in the same ol<
job” at the same old salary if you hadn’t urge<
me to send in that I. C. S. coupon!”

How about you? Are you always going to work for a sma
salary? Are you going to waste your natural ability all yoi
life?” Or are”you going to get ahead in a big way? It" a
depends on what you do with your spare time.

More than 180,000 men are gettinlg ready for promotion rigfl
now in the I. C. S. way. Let us tell you what we are doing &
them and what we can do lor you.

Mail the Coupon To-day

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
Box 2030-D, Scranton, Penna.
Without cost or obligation, please tell me how I can 3ua|i1}2 f<
the position or in the subject before which | have marked an X:

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES
O Business Management O Salesmanship
O Industrial Management OAdvertising
O Personnel Organization O Better Letters
OTraffic Management
O Business Law
O Banking and Banking Law
OAccountancy (including C.P.A.)
OCost Accounting
[0 Bookkeeping
OPrivate Secretary
OSpanish O French

OShow Card Lettering

O Stenography and Typing
OBusiness English

OCivil Service

ORailway Mail Clerk
OCommon School Subjects
OHigh School Subjects .
Oillustrating O Cartooning

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES
O Electrical Engineering Architect i
[} EleCtI’IC_LIIC_]h ing Blue Print Readin
O Mechanical” Engineer Contractor and Builder
O Mechanical Draftsman _ Architectural Draftsman
O Machine Shop Practice O Concrete Builder
O Railroad Positions _ Structural Engineer
O Gas Engine Operating Chemistry O Pharmacy
O Civil Engineer X
O Surveying and Mapping
O Metallurgy . .
O Steam Engineering
ORadio

Automobile Work
O Airplane Engines
O Navigation
O Agriculture and Poultry
O Mathematics

Street
Address.

ty.
Occupation

Persons_residing in Canada should send this_coupon to the Intern
tional Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal, Canad

Ci

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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KATHLEEN NORRIS says-

'Rose of
Is the best serial 1
have ever written.”

Get The Delineator for February and
be one of the first to read this
beautiful love-story—the story of
Rose, a poor girl, and Jack, the rich
man’s son. Is the gap between
wealth and poverty too great to be
bridged? Is love enough to make
two people happy? Can people
truly be happy without
love? These are the prob-
lems of this great novel,
“Rose of the World.”

Be sure to buy

7 he
20 cents a copy

On every news-stand. DELINEATORA

$2.00 a year—the price you would
have to pay for this novel alone!

THE DELINEATOR IS FIRST WITH THE FOREMOST FAMILIES

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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3000

Exceptional Values in
Diamonds, Watches
and Jewelry.

The most complete
andbeautifulbookofits
kind-YOURS FREE!

96colored pages full of
wonderful bargains —
gifts for every occa
sion. Buy on our

Friendly CreditTerns

You have 10 WHOLE

to PAY on anything you select.
Satisfactionguaranteed ormoneyrefunded.
No Red Tape. Every transaction strictly
confidential.

Limited Supply

Writeforyowrcopy TODAY—to Dept 304G

THE HOUSE OF QUAU.ITY
AUTHORIZED CAPITAL * 1,000,000

L-W-SWEET INC

1650-1660 BROADWAY, NEW YORK

TZrW ~TTTT ®%

Bea RADIO EXPERT. Make bigmoney. Win success
in this new uncrowded _ field. Trained men Deeded.
Learn quickly, at home in spare time, to cot*

struct, install, operate, repair,

maintain and sell radio equipment”

RADIO EXPERTS EARN

Short course, low cost, easy tei

mon%/ back guarantee. .

E U CE Wonderful tube receiving set of

" latest design. Range of over 10C*

miles. Write today for''RADIO FACTS. o
A. 6. Mobaupt, Radio Eng. American Radio Association
4513 Ravenswood Ave., Dept. H-2, Chicago”

SENSATIONAL SALE

GUARANTEED TYPEWRITERS

Limited quantity fully guaranteed standard
.make Typewriters.”5 Days Free Trial. Lowest prices
ever offered. Some at $45.35. Ea?__y pae/ments as low
as $3 monthly. Send today for FREE booklet of
Valuable Typewriter Information and Special Sale

Bulletin.
SMITH TYPEWRITER SALES CO.
266-360 E. Grand Ave. Chicago, 111

YOUR NAME
Artistically written on
cards, 25¢ adoz., 3 for 50c.

Hansen, 612 Chauncey St., Eau Claire, Wis.

LackofTraining
Cost This Man $47,424!

For forty years Sherman C. Wood, of Baltimore,
Md., had been averaging less than $24 a week, with
the exception of two years when he was acting as
foreman of a department.

FortK years is a long time to wait—but he saw,
thru the failings of others, what would happen to
him unless he found a way to train for larger re-
sponsibilities.

Wood took up home-study training under the
LaSalle Problem Method, and within a period of
ten months— and by “devoting only about four or
five hours a week” to his studies—he was promoted
from foreman to the position of factory superintend-
ent, and his salary was practically doubled.

He writes: “ 1 can truthfully say to younger men
that if they would only profit by the experience of
others they can gain more knowledge thru one
year’s training by LaSalle methods than can be
obtained in ten i/(ars’ practical experience on the
job by hard work.”

Mail the Coupon—Save the Money!

Better late than never —but—do you realize what
that delay cost Sherman C. Wood and those who
were near and dear to him?

For one thousand, nine hundred and seventy-six
weeks he paid at least $24 a week for the doubtful
privilege of staying in the ranks of untrained men.
His neglect of this one main avenue of business
progress cost him—leaving simple and compound
Interest out of the reckoning—the appalling sum of
$47,424—a fortune in itself I

*  x  *x K

How much are YOU paying for your membership
in the Regretful Order of the Untrained ?

Below this text there’s a coupon. It will brin
you just the information you should have —it wi
place before you opportunities that for thousands
and thousands of men have spelt SUCCESS.

Fill it in, clip it, and place it in the mail today.

LaSalle Extension University
The Largest Business Training Institution in the World
Dept. 2367-R Chicago, Illinois

Please send me catalog and full information regarding
the course and service | have marked with an X below.
Also a copy of your book, “ Ten Years' Promotion in One,”
all without obligation to me.

O Business Management O Modern Business Corre-

O Modern Salesmanship spondence and Practice

OTrafficManagement 0 Modern Foremanship

O Higher Accountancy and Production Methods

O Railway Station O Personnel and Employ-
Managément ment Management

0O Law, Degree of LL.B. O Expert Bookkeeping

0 Commercial Law O Business English

O Industrial Management 0 Commercial Spanish
Efficiency O Effective Speaking

O Banking and Finance OC.P.A.Coaching

Name

Present Position

Address,

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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To men who bathe In e

Instead of lather

-Otfio CusfOrj-—

There are lvoryless men inthis country!

There are men who still go along
from day to day deep-sea-diving in
the tub fora sunken, slippery parallelo-
piped. When they finally retrieve it
and rub it heartily against their manly
frames, it reluctantly deposits a thin,
sticky coating that they, in all inno-
cence, think is lather.

W e want the attention of these men
for ten seconds.

We want them to understand that
real lather— lvory lather—is a three-

dimensioned product particularly dis-
tinguished by thickness. It develops
as quickly as pride after a twelve-foot
putt. It disappears in the rinse like a
platform after election day.

And when the Ivory cake slips its
moorings, it remains on the surface,
to be recaptured on sight without a
search warrant.

Give these matters a thought,
Gentlemen. They have much to do
with the change from the Saturday
night dutyto the daily morning luxury'.

Procter & Gamble

LL the fees from aBoard

mw f Directors meeting
IVO RY SOAP couldn’t buy a fitter cake of

soap for face and hands than

99 Mio0% PURE IT ELOATS Guestlvory.the new cakeof

Copyright, 1924, by The Procter & Gamble Co.. Cincinnati

Ivory made especially for
thewashstand. Just the right
size for either the right or
the left hand. Five cents.

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.



HE north side of the hill sloped

sharply down to the Cierges-

Montfaucon road. It was a fair-

ly lofty hill, once a pleasant
pasture, but for four years nothing had
cropped the grass on it but bursting shells
and whistling bullets, nor had anything
sheltered under the trees there but Ger-
man guns. Black night covered the hill
now, a blackness that hinted at rain, but
there was no wind to rustle the long grass
and wave the clumps of bushes back
and forth.

The hill was lonely and deserted in that
absolute solitude that only modern war can
bring to a stretch of countryside, for the gas
kills off all the little scamperers in the grass,
and rats will not stay if there are no living
to leave food, nor any dead to furnish it
themselves.

There was a little traffic on the road at
the foot of the hill. Not much, because it
was a side road and also because the Ger-
mans were not far away. In all those four
long years there had never been much
travel on that road, not even as much as
there was now.

In the early part of the evening there had
been a great deal of rattling and banging,
first audible off to the east, on the main
road from Bantheville to Montfaucon.
The noise grew louder and finally deafening,
then slowly lessened once more, and faded
out in the direction of Romagne Woods.
It was a column of baby tanks, going up to
give the infantry a hand in the next day’s
shove. After them came a column of
machine guns, the little carts creaking and
bumping over the stones, the mules’ feet
pattering on the hard road.

*Copyright, 1924<by The Ridgway Company in the United States and Great Britain. Al rights reserved. " | |
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Silence for a time, then a strange medley
of soft noises, a rumor, a disturbance of
sound waves like that caused by the flow of
a broad current of water on uneven ground
—a battalion of infantry on the march,
coming up from reserve, hiking in from rest
billets perhaps, or simply changing from
one sector to another.

The scrape of a hob-nailed shoe on A
stone, the shush of a slicker rubbing, the
thud of a pack being shifted to an easier
position, the tick of a slung rifle tapping
against some other part of equipment, the
metallic knock of a canteen being replaced in
its carrier and shoved home against the cup
in the bottom—these sounds, blended and
multiplied four or five hundred times, made
up the soft murmur that swelled from the
road hidden in the black hollow between the
hills.

There was no talking from that road.
Those doughboys had no desire nor any
strength to talk. They had been on that
road all night, and both from the length of
time that they had marched and from the
scarcity of other travelers they knew that
they were nearing their destination. They
did not want to talk. They wanted to be as
quiet as they could. Officers sometimes be-
came confused and took the wrong road, or
followed the right one too far, and the first
warning the marchers would have would be
the hum of a machine gun, like a rattle-
snake buzzing, but with this difference, that
the snake gives warning and then strikes,
while the machine gun does both simul-
taneously.

So these men marched as quietly as they
could, telling themselves that as long as
they stayed in close formation they could
not be in the danger zone, yet each with the
thought in his mind of tales he had heard
of outfits caught in column by machine-gun
fire and of others that had marched into
towns still held by the enemy, and had not
discovered it until they had gone to look for
billets and found the cellars full of Germans.

So the infantry went their way toward
that place where they would lie down and
wait for the dawn of what would be the last
day for many of them.

Much later in the night, or rather, earlier
in the morning, there was a new disturbance
on the road, louder this time, almost as loud
as that made by the tanks. Much rattling
and bumping, the clank of metal against
metal, creaking of leather, and the pound-

pound of horses’ feet, the swish of whips,
muffled exhortations—

“Giddup out o’ that, ol’ rack of bones!”

Then silence, broken by uneasy stamping
and men muttering. A regiment of artil-
lery had halted at the foot of the hill and
did not resume the march. Instead, there
was a soft command, yet clearly audible.

“First, piece forward, ho! Come on,
now. Take up the slack! Make ’'em all
pull!”

Rumble! Crash! Bang! Whack! Whack!

A little cursing; then:

“That’s good, take 'em up the hill, sar-
gint, and unlimber. The captain’s up
there; he’ll show you. Now, then, second
piece forward, ho! Watch out for the
ditch, now!”

With much panting of horses and thud-
ding of hoofs on the soft ground the first
piece arrived at its destination, a place
where the slope of the hill was more gentle
than it was nearer the road and far enough
below the crest to be away from the skyline.

From the darkness below came the sounds
of the rest of the column turning off the
road, the carriages crossing the ditch and
coming up the slope one by one. Some
went farther down the road and turned off
there; others turned off before they came to
the hill’s foot, and the sound of their going
into position came faintly from the east-
ward.

Here was a relief from the hill’s loneliness.
These men would stay on the slope a while;
they would dig pits for themselves to live in.
the enemy would throw shells at them and
tear up the ground, and after a time these
men would bury their dead and go on, and
the hill would be left alone once more.

The hill was well acquainted with the
ways of men at war. Men of the Aduactici,
the Condrusi, and the Paemani had camped
there, nameless tribes before them, and the
Roman legions after them, the knights of
Charlemagne, the troopers of Napoleon the
First, and those of the last Bonaparte. All
of them, Gaul, Roman, and Frenchman, had
slept, and fought, and dug their graves, and
departed, and the grass had sprung up and
hidden all trace of them.

Now a new race had come to battle there
and leave the shells of machine gun and
forty-five to mingle and decay with the ax-
heads and broken swords and leaden balls of
other wars.

“Unlimber those guns,” said a voice in the



Three Lights from a Match 3

darkness, “and then get those teams out of
the way.”

“Will we have to lire tonight, sir?”

“No. | hope not, anyway. Just un-
limber and get into some kind of shape so we
can shoot in a pinch, and then get your
men to bed.”

Then grunting and straining, the clank
of the toggle falling against the bottom of
the limber, creak of axles as the gun was
wheeled into place, and the rumble of the
limbers going off to a place of shelter.
Clang! The apron went down. Bang!
Up went the shield, then a few soft scratch-
ings, the rustle of shelter halves and slickers
being spread, a sigh or two, then silence.
The gun-crew had gone to bed.

IN BACK of this particular gun a
man dropped to the ground and
rested his head on his raised knees.
Another man, coming up the hill and grop-
ing in the blackness, fell over the first.
“Where the are you going?”
manded he who had been fallen upon.
“Is that you, ‘Spike?’ ” asked the second
man.
“No, it's Marshal Foch. |I'm think'n’
about havin’ a man named Guthrie shot at
sunrise.”

de-

“Huh!” grunted the other man. “You
expect to see a sunrise? You got a supply
sergeant’s chance in ----—-- , I'm  tellin’
yuh.”

“We ain’t as near as that, are we?”

“We've been on the road forty-five min-
utes from Montfaucon goin’ north. Figure
it out for yourself.”

Guthrie threw down his blankets with a
thud.

“Where's ‘Baldy’?” he continued.

“Gettin’ the tarp off the spare caisson.
You don’t aim to sleep on top the ground,
do you?”

“That's what | do. 1'll be asleep standin’
up in a couple more minutes.”

Came a hail from down the hill.

“Hey, gang, where are you?”

“Up here,” called back the man called
Spike. Whereat there was much cursing
and cries of “Shut up!” from the direction
of the guns. Very soon a man appeared
out of the shadows bearing some burden on
his shoulder. This he hurled down with a
loud slap. The other two men seized it,
unfolded it, and then the three rapidly
spread their blankets upon it, their slickers

over their blankets, and then crawled
under the pile.

“How far off are the Boche?” asked Spike
again.

“Don’t bother me,” answered Guthrie.
“The Boche are the least of my worries. If
they’re across the road, they’ll open up on
us at daylight, I'll get hit, and that'll be
the end of these sightseein’ tours at night.
Lemme sleep!”

“Sleep, that’s me,” said Spike. “All
night on the road, start and stop, sit down
an’ wait, git up and go on. walk along side
a horse and hold him up so’s he won't fall
down, pick up a horse that had fell down
and set him on his feet, pull a wagon outta
the mud, lend a hand to push a truck back
on the road, no chance to smoke, lie down
in the mud to rest an’ have a truck miss yuh
by a sixteenth of an inch. Night marchin’
ain't the most fun in the world. Now we
got here, let's sleep, says I, because we Il
have to get up in a hour or so and
dig in.”

“You knew what you were coming back
to. Why didn’t you stay in the S. O. S.
when you had the chance? You can’t
growl because you were sent back to the
front. You came back of your own accord.
Once | get out | hope I'll have sense enough
to stay.”

Thus Simmons, while he removed his
pistol, which was bruising his back.

“That’s what | thought, but | changed
my mind. They give yuh an awful dirty
deal back there, kick yuh around from camp
to camp like a wanderin’ Jew. | hope we
stay in this position awhile; 1'd like to catch
up on my sleep. This runnin’ around the
roads all night is hard on the feet.”

Here Guthrie stirred angrily. *“Shut up,
you two chatterin’ jugheads, and let-a sen-
sible man sleep.”

Thereupon the two were silent and shortly
after slept.

The three men in back of the gun were the
remnants of the battery liaison detail, men
whose duty it is to keep in touch with the
infantry that the battery is supporting, men
who carry messages and act as guides for
relieving troops and do other odd jobs that
are more dangerous than picturesque.
Guthrie, who had been a corporal, Knowl-
ton, known as Spike, and Baldy Simmons.
The first two were old soldiers; that is,
this, the Argonne offensive, was their fourth
major action.
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Spike had been wounded during the lat-
ter part of the Chateau-Thierry affair and
had rejoined the battery two days before,
very informally, simply alighting from a
truck and taking his place in the ranks. In
such a case no questions would be asked.
It would be a foregone conclusion that the
man so joining had gone absent from some-
where without authority. Indeed, this
practice was abetted by commanding offi-
cers, who kept men of their organizations
who were in hospital informed of the regi-
ment’s location, in case the man in hospital
should become homesick.

WHEN it was broad day the bat-

tery was aroused. It was a gray

day, with wreaths of mist, whereat
the battery rejoiced, for if the visibility was
low there would be no firing on their part,
and friend Fritz, not being able to see them
from his balloons, would not favor them
with a tin shower.

There was, however, plenty of work to be
done. The gun-crews must dig pits for the
trail spades and then dig a ditch beside
each gun in which to. take shelter while
Fritz cast roses at them. The machine-
gunners set up their guns and dug them-
selves holes in which to crawl; the drivers
took their teams off to water and then came
back and groomed, one man unharnessing
one horse of a team, grooming it, harnessing
up again, and then repeating the operation
on his second horse.

The other two teams—there were three to
each gun, and three more to the caisson—
remained harnessed. This was so that if a
bombardment began, there would be some
chance of getting the guns out and the
drivers would be better able to control their
teams than if they were all unharnessed.

The three men of the liaison detail en-
deavored to slumber. Simmons opened one
eye and lifted his head, then let it fall back
on the blankets again. There was no sign
of any food, and that would be the only
thing for which these three would get up.
However, men engaged in arduous labor do
not take kindly to the sight of three of their
fellows wrapt in sleep. A stone sailed
toward the liaison detail from where one of
the gun-crews attacked a flinty soil. Spike
opened a bleary eye.

“Hey! Lay off the alley lilies!” he called
sleepily.

“Git up outta that!” the men of the gun

crew replied. “First call blew an hour ago!”

The three stirred not. A machine gun-
ner, going back to his gun after a visit to the
water cart with several empty canteens,
stirred Simmons with his foot.

“You dead or asleep?” he queried.

No reply.

“Guess he's dead,” said the machine
gunner and reaching down, he was about to
appropriate one of the blankets that covered
the three men. He gazed, however, into a
hostile blue eye and changed his mind

“Thought you was dead, old fellar,” he
said apologetically. “Yuh smell like yuh
was.”

The owner of the blue eye made no an-
swer. Neither prayers nor insults could get
him up before he felt like rising.

The merry clink of pick and shovel con-
tinued to sound from the direction of the
guns. The noise of it drowned another
sound, a confusion of rattles and clicks from
the far side of the hill. Guthrie rose sud-
denly with a howl, as a horse pranced within
a foot of him.

“Where the------ ,” he began, then sub-
sided as he noted that the horse was ridden
by an officer of field rank.

His two companions sat up themselves,
dazed and half-awake, yet with a very
lively premonition of disaster.

“What is it? Boche cornin’?”
Spike.

Simmons turned his head toward the rear.

“Oh, boy,” he cried. “Get up quick,
gang! Here comes the Army!”

The three arose precipitately while the
gun-crews jeered, and then, gathering their
blankets hastily, the three gazed at the
cause of their sudden arousal. Mounting
the opposite side of the hill, overrunning
the crest and then flowing steadily down-
hill, was a wave of men, a yard or so between
each, their gas masks at the alert, their
bayonetted rifles slung on one shoulder,
and their faces very solemn. They were
infantry, advancing in waves, and the fact
that they were in battle formation would
lead one to believe that they expected
combat at any moment.

Behind the first wave came another,
machine gunners with their dismantled guns
over their shoulders, one man carrying the
gun and another the tripod; stretcher
bearers, and a man wearing the brown uni-
form with the bronze sphinx on the collar
that showed he was an interpreter. The

asked
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artillerymen gazed at these strangers with a
lively interest; the diggers rested on their
shovels and commented.

Of a sudden the three liaison men whooped
with laughter and the gun crews, wondering,
looked to see what caused the mirth.

There was an officer with the second wave
who was wearing spurred boots instead of
puttees. He had a pair of field glasses hung
about his neck and still wore his insignia of
rank, but had no Sam Browne belt. Not
he, but the man who was with him was the
object of laughter.

This was a nervous looking sergeant,
belted about the middle with a belt from
which hung two pistols. Thrust through
the belt was a third, a brass-barrelled affair
for the shooting of Very lights and rockets.
Across the man’s breast were two straps,
from one of which hung a plotting-board and
from the other a huge and corpulent map-
case. Over his shoulder he carried a peri-
scopic telescope, which was a long vertical
telescope, fixed, to a tripod, with a window
in the upper side of the telescope, instead of
in the end.

The idea of this thing was that a man
could get down in a hole, set up the peri-
scope and see what was going on, without
exposing himself. This apparatus would
draw bullets from machine gun and rifle
snipers, one-pounder shells, rum jars from
trench mortars, gas and H. E. — everything
from 77mm all the way up to 309, and aerial
bombs, anywhere from fifteen to thirty
seconds after its appearance.

It’s real name was a periscopic goniometer,
and it had an apparatus on its lower endTor
measuring angles, hence its supposed use-
fulness to artillery'.

“What's that over your shoulder?” called
Simmons.

“You got a long ways to go with all that
junk,” added Guthrie. “You better lose
some of it.”

“Maybe they’re out on a practise march,”
said Spike, very audibly to the infantry.
“Ever been up at the front before?”

The doughboys grinned bashfully,
made no answer.

“You're in for a fine time, boy. You just
wait a while. Say, who’s that guy with all
the pistols and the pipe over his shoulder?”

“He’s an artillery observer. That’s his
officer with him,” said one of the infantry-
men.

“Oh, he is, is he?” cried the three.

but

“He’ll

observe, all right, all right. Oh, man,
won’t he though! He better take off some
of that hardware, or he’'ll never get up so
far as the back rows under the gallery.

So he’s an observer, is he? 1 thought he
was a plumber or a gasman. Better throw
that periscope away, sergeant. Jerry gets

awful riled when he sees one of those.”

The laden artilleryman paid no heed to
his tormentors; he was quite a way down
the hill by now and almost out of earshot.

“That's a fine outfit of Johns,” said
Guthrie. “Officers mounted and every-

thing. Too lazy to walk. We oughtn't
to kid them, though. We ought to have
some respect for the dead. They're as

good as dead now.”

“l would say,” remarked Spike, “that
that officer better get off that horse pretty
priesa, or he’s goin’ to have some excite-
ment.”

The infantry had reached the foot of
the hill now and halted, dropping to the
ground on their knees, while the mounted
officer went forward to decide which road
they should take for their further advance.
A pillar of white smoke appeared in front of
him, with the suddenness of a stage effect.
Another appeared just behind him, spread-
ing low and twisting to right and left like a
contortionist. A commotion was visible
in the kneeling ranks.

“1 guess he’ll get off that horse, now,” re-
marked Spike.

He was right.
very hurriedly.

“We must be pretty close for them to be
able to see those doughboys through this
fog,” said Simmons. “I guess those were a
couple of gas shells. | didn't hear any
explosion.”

“1 think there’s a cross-roads down there
and those two shells may be just soinc of
the attention a cross-roads gets on general
principles.”

“Yeh, but they don’t shell cross-roads
this time o’ day.”

“Might,” interrupted Guthrie.
this?”

Down went pick and shovel with a clatter,
down went the machine-gunners’ tools,
away went the liaison details’ blankets.
Every man in that portion of the hill
dropped whatever was in his hand and made
his way at his best speed down the slope.
Running feet drummed; men panted curses;
soldiers leaped up from where they had

The officer did dismount,

“What's
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laid hidden in the long grass and joined the
headlong rush.

A two-wheeled cart had appeared, above
the side of which protruded a marmite
can, and from the rear of which a man swung
his legs, holding on to two long pans so
that they would not fall out the back. The
battery chow cart had arrived and breakfast
was about to be served.

“Now don't begin to sound off,” cried
the mess sergeant, he who had held on to the
pans, “because yuh ain’t got anything to
eat. It ain’'t my fault. 1 can't make
bacon, nor | ain’t no magicker to pull it out
of the air. Here’s all we got; so step up,
them that wants it; and them that don't,
needn’t eat none of it.”

The men all stepped up, however, and
presented their mess kits. First there was'
Karo syrup in a big can. Next, the two
pans were full of cut bread, of which each
man got one slice. This bread was good
and tough, with a slight sour taste to it,
very appetizing. It was made in round
loaves about a foot in diameter, and nobody
ever knew whether it was fresh baked or
not; it always tasted the same.

This bread was brought up from the field
bakery in trucks, piled up as if it were wood
or coal. It would be unloaded at the di-
vision ration dump and stacked up on the
ground. From here it would be loaded into
the smaller chow carts and taken up to the
organization Kkitchens. If it picked up a
little mud in the process, a little horse
manure, or anything else of a foreign nature,
the cook would wipe it off before he cut it,
and the ultimate consumer would never
know the difference.

Once upon a time, though, a load of
bread was thrown away. A truck-driver
was killed and scattered amidst the bread,
and there were so many parts of him that
the whole load of bread was quite spoiled.
It was thrown over the side and some
Senegalese sharpshooters gathered it up.

The battery commander appeared from
an old German dugout he had discovered
and beckoned to the mess sergeant.

“How come,” he inquired, “the light
breakfast? Do you want me to have a
mutiny on my hands?”

“1'm sorry, sir,” said the mess sergeant.
“But when we went to look and see what
there was to eat, we couldn’t find a thing.
All we got is a lot of bacon grease and a bag
of flour. We'll have to make that up into

slum for dinner. This Karo is the last of
the lot. We got enough bread for the
next two meals. After that, less we get
somethin’ up today, we're goin’ to be out
o’ luck.”

“How does it happen we're so low?”

“1 guess Fritz must be raisin’
along them roads.”

“How d'yuh like this for chow, after
eatin’ yourself sick every day back in the
hospital?” asked Guthrie, polishing his
mess-kit lid with a morsel of bread.

“Didn’'t eat myself sick every day,”
answered Spike. “When | was in the
hospital I got soup and soup and soup, 'til
the water run out of my eyes as though | was
cryin’. After | was out, everywhere |
stopped for a meal they opened a can of
goldfish. If you think this is a hard life
you ought to try it back of the lines for a
while. Anyway, loss o' eats don't bother
me half as much as loss o’ sleep. | sure
do crave slumber.”

Berraml A sullen growl from the road.
Men stood up to see better.

“Where did that one go?” they asked of
each other, but there was no cloud of smoke
to tell them.

“1 guess we better be diggin’ ourselves a
hole,” said the laconic Guthrie.

“1 guess we had,” agreed Spike. “Jerry’s
goin’ to shower down after a while.”

BAM! A thunder of trampling hoofs,
loud swearing, cries, rattling of wheels.

“Golly!” muttered Spike. “They dropped
one in the limbers.”

The battery began to disintegrate like
picnickers at the approach of a shower.
Men gobbled down the last mouthful and
hastily ran back to wherever they had their
place of refuge, in order to get it completed
as quickly as possible.

“Come on, let's go,” wurged Spike.
“Let’'s bear down on a shovel, or we're
liable to get hurt, an’ | for one don’t yearn
to go back to the hospital again.”

They went slowly up the hill and then
paused to look around and see if there was
not some shell-hole that might be deepened
into a place of shelter.

“This fog is goin’ to burn off,” remarked
Spike, looking around at the fog-wreathed
hills.  “And when it does, | bet we have a
warm time up here.”

“All the more reason we should dig our-
selves a dugout,” said Simmons.

“That reminds me,” cried Spike. “The
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Old Man may send us up to the front, and
then we won't need to dig a hole.”

“You go ask him, Simmons. You got a
drag with him. Tell him we want to go up
so that we won't have to dig a dugout.”

“That’'s a good thought. |I'll see what
can be done,” agreed Simmons. “I’ll tell
him we'd like to share that dugout of his
and maybe he’ll let us.”

“Tell him we're all out of champagne,
too,” called Guthrie after Simmons’ re-
treating figure.

SIMMONS went down past the

guns to an old German dugout that

the captain had taken over for a
post of command. A long time back there
had been a battery of German artillery in
some trees, about half-way down the hill,
and Simmons remarked this fact as he went
past the place. There was a lot of elephant-
iron lying around there, which would be
very good for a dugout roof. The wooden
floors of the old gun-pits were still in place
and a dressing station had been set up in
one of them.

Simmons was surprized to see that there
were a number of wounded men lying there
already, looking very gray of countenance.
His fool kicked a helmet with a long tear
across the top. At the end of the tear was
some dried blood and a few hairs.

“There’s one tin hat that didn’'t stop a
bullet,” muttered Simmons to himself.

The captain stood before his dugout
smoking a cigaret. His uniform was
sprinkled with candle grease and he had
need of a shave. Simmons stepped up to
him and saluted.

“Sir,” said he, “Could you tell me if the
liaison detail will have to go up to the in-
fantry today?”

“1 don't really know, Simmons,” said the
captain. “1 don’'t think any one knows.
We can’t fire unless this fog clears up. |
don’'t know what the program is for today
yet; the wires aren’t in. | don’t know
where the infantry are even. 1've got a
hunch—" turning and looking across the
road at the hill on the other side—* that
there are Boches over there.”

Simmons looked up the hill in back of the
dugout, where the executive officer was
laying the guns, assisted by a goniometer
and a great deal of language. Then he
turned back to the captain. The captain
had disappeared.

“Hey!” cried Simmons in astonishment.

Then cries came from the hill in back of
him. Some instinct prompted him to look
overhead. There were four planes there,
flying with the speed of light, very low, so
low that he could make out the thin black
and white cross on the under side of the
wings and see the ribbons trailing from their
rudders.

There was a sharp explosion and a ball of
black smoke rose from the field a little way
off. The planes turned Ilike galloping
horsemen and flew off to the right a little
way, where they began to circle and dip.
Simmons watched them in stony horror, too
frightened to move.

“They're after the battalion P. C.,” he
thought, “and they sure are going to
wreck it.”

The planes seemed to be having things
their own way, for there was no firing from
the ground. Probably the regiment’'s ma-
chine guns had not been set up, or else their
crews were late in bringing them into action.
At last a machine gun began to pound, far
off down the road, where some other outfit
had camped. Then more joined in. Final-
ly, when all their bombs were gone, the four
planes took themselves off, flying rapidly,
and disappeared in the fog. Simmons’
knees shook under him.

¥ emeeee said he. “That was a close shave.
1'd better be getting myself a dug-out.”

Immediately he ran up the hill to where
he had left Spike and Guthrie, whom he
found flat on their stomachs in the grass,
looking off in the direction the planes had dis-
appeared, with wide and apprehensive eyes.

“How do you like your home now?” he
asked Spike.

“1 like it just as much,” said Spike.
“In hospital those birds come over at night
and lay great big eggs the size of a steam
boiler around. The night | was in the
evacuation hospital at Coulommiers—nice
moonlight night it was—one dropped three
of them on us. It blew the Y. M. C. A.
tent and the tent next to the one | was in all
to ------ , and it was night, too; no machine
guns to drive him away. Just lie there in
your pajamas and wait to be bumped off.”

“How come he bombed a hospital?”
asked Simmons.

“1 don’t know. There was a big cross on
the front lawn, too.”

“Yuh sure it was a German aviator?”
asked Guthrie. “Maybe it was one of



8 Adventure

our'n. | wish I was an aviator. | know
some doctors 1'd bomb. Maybe they cut a
boil for him some time.”

“Aw, don’'t be such a ----- fool. Come
on, get up out of that grass and let’s
buscar a shovel and see what we can do to
get a roof over our heads.”

Spike and Guthrie arose, keeping all the
time a wary eye for more planes and looked
about for a suitable place to start work.
“1 know a good one,” said Simmons. “Fol-
low me, brave men, and I'll show it to you.”

Over to their right, and near the top of the
hill, was a series of small enclosures, made
of earth built up about two feet from the
ground. These enclosures were square and
open on the north side; that is, toward the
enemy.

“What are these?” asked Spike.

“1 should say,” began Simmons, “that
these were gun pits probably put here in
1914, because they don’t build barricades
around guns in these enlightened times.”

“They look like prehistoric sheep-pens to
me,” said Spike dubiously.

“How can we use 'em?” asked Guthrie.
“They’'re too low, and the side toward
Fritz is open.”

“Observe!” said Simmons. “See those
trees down there? There’s beaucoup dug-
out iron in there. We bring up a big junk
of it and rest one end on the front of this
barricade, or sheep-pen, or dog-pound, or
whatever it is, and then cover the iron with
sod. There’s as fine a dugout as ever shel-
tered a brave artilleryman. Block up the
ends with shelter halves and there you are.”

“Yeh,” said Spike. “A good strong
shelter that wouldn’t keep out a BB shot
from an ail rifle.”

“It’'ll keep the rain off us, won't it?
Want to dig a ninety-foot abri with two
entrances in this hill? Go ahead if you
want to. Guthrie and | will watch you.”
Simmons snorted anger.

“No,” sighed Spike. “Not for me. |
might as well get killed now as later. It’ll
save me a lot of hard work. If you and
Guthrie will go down and get the iron, I'll
see what | can do about borrowing a shovel
and a pick from one of the guns.”

THE two agreed and went off to the
trees, while Spike sought a pick and
shovel from the gun crew of the
nearest piece. The gun crew were engaged
in watching the section chief lay the gun.

This is a complicated task and tedious and
difficult to explain.

The executive officer had a little instru-
ment on a tripod, called a compass goni-
ometer. It was very little larger than a
watch. Through a window on the side of
this, the executive peered at the gun.
The section chief stood in front of the shield,
with an extension on the gun-sight. He
peered back at the executive through this
sight, which was of course high enough to
come up over the gun-shield.

“Drum so much, plateau so much more,”
called the executive, and the section chief
repeated it after him, then went around to
the sight and turned one little gimmick,
called the drum, and another gimmick
called the plateau, until the readings there-
on corresponded with what the officer had
called.

The gun-crew lay at ease and smoked.
This stuff was over their beads, and they
admitted it. When the gun was pointed
properly, they would cut the fuse and put
the shell in the breach. Then they would
pull the lanyard and the Germans could
bury their dead if they got the chance.

Spike arrived at the gun-pit.

“1 guess I'll borrow this shovel a minute,”
he said loudly, then reached for the handle
of one on the ground.

“Leave it alone,” barked one of the gun-
ners. “This ain’t no ordnance dump. Go
steal your own shovel; we had to steal
ours.”

“Aw, for--—- sake, | ain’t goin’ to eat
your old shovel. 1 just want to use it a
minute. You birds will fire in a minute or
two; yuh won’t need a shovel.”

“Yes, we will. We’re goin’ to bury a
liaison guy.”

“Hey, get out of the line of sight!” called

the executive officer. “Go on! Git! Pull
foot!
The executive was impatient, because

while manipulating the goniometer it was
necessary to remove his steel helmet, since
the instrument had a compass in its inter-
nals and the steel affected it. To be bare-
headed and well within range of all kinds
of ironmongery is a very nerve-racking
situation.

“Give us that shovel, will you?” cried
Spike desperately.

“Naw! Yuh can’t have no shovel!”
called the section chief from behind the
gun-shield. “We ain't puttin’ out shovels
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t'day. Git --—--
see we're busy?”

Spike moved off sadly and went over to
where the machine gunners peered up into
the gray skies. Their two guns were ready
mounted, a clip protruded from the side of
each one, and the two gunners earnestly
swept the sky with their field glasses. As
they could not see more than a hundred feet
up into the mist, this was lost labor, but
they kept at it.

The ammunition-passers, spare gunners
and hoi polloi stood uneasily about, while
their sergeant exhorted them. He had
come hot from an interview with the bat-
talion commander, during the course of
which he had explained why his guns had
not fired during the recent air raid, and
during which the major had expressed his
opinion of all machine gunners, going back
even as far as “Gatling Gun” Parker, under
whom he had served in his youth. The
sergeant was passing on the major’s opinion,
with a few added remarks.

“How’s chances on borrowin’ a pick and
shovel?” asked Spike bashfully, during a
pause for breath on the sergeant’s part.

“Nawweain’tgotnopick!” snarled one of
the men.

“Who the-—--- are you to speak up before
your betters?” roared the sergeant. “ ‘Fine
discipline yuh got in your outfit,” says the
major to me. ‘Your machine guns are as
much use to me as a cargador would be to a
Ladies’ Aid Society.” He said that t’ me,
d’yuh hear me? All o’ yuh put together
wouldn’t make the ash on a good soldier’s
cigaret! Now no one speaks again until
I give him leave, or I'll knock his mouth
around so’s he can whisper in his own ear.
Was you after a pick and shovel, Spike?
Help yourself. . There’'s one in the hole
there, only don’t forget where you got it.
Now then,” continued the sergeant, “you
birds keep right on lookin’ through those
glasses and the rest o’ you stick right by
these guns. You won’t be able to see
notilin’, but you keep lookin’ and maybe
the next time you’ll be able to wait fifteen
minutes before you get your breakfast.”

“Can you compree that,” said the ser-
geant to Spike, who was discreetly edging
away with the shovel and pick over his
shoulder. “We have an air raid an’ every
hombre in the machine-gun detail is down
at the kitchen stuffin’ himself with chow!
It’s a pity some of you wasn’t ruined—"”

outta here. Can’t yuh

turning to regard the penitent gunners
with a disgusted eye— “but them brass
domes o’ yours would turn a sixteen-inch
shell, so it’'s no use hopin’ to get rid of any
of you that way.”

Spike was out of earshot by that time,
but when he looked back he could still see
the sergeant waving his arms and going
through the motions of tearing his hair.

SIMMONS and Guthrie were wait-

ing impatiently beside a great half-

section of elephant iron. This iron
was corrugated and curved, so that when
set up against a similar piece, the two would
form an arch. This iron was used for roof-
ing dugouts and tunnels, but often it was
put up without any covering. This piece
had a number of jagged holes in it where
the infantry who had mopped up that
particular section had peppered it, but
beyond a little rust it was in good shape.

“Were you making that shovel?” asked
Simmons.

“No, but the gun-crew was too mean to
let me take theirs and the other three pieces
are still digging. Then | went over to the
machine guns, and they were pretty mad
because they’d caught--—-- from the major
for not bein’ on the job when Jerry came
over. | just about escaped with my life.
| got the tools, though. 1 tell yuh, man,
this outfit is about as lovable and friendly
as a bunch of sidewinders gettin’ new
skins.”

“Didn’t | hear some one say last night
that he was glad he was home again? |
guess the old home isn’t so happy now, is
it?”

“Oh, | wouldn’t say that,” replied Spike.
“1 come of a family of seven and we was al-
ways snappin’ and snarlin’ at each other.
Man, when we set down to table, you'd
think yuh was in a zoo. My old man
would stand it just so long and then he’d
grab a club he kept handy and just bear
down left an’ right with it, till the place
was quiet. Ain’t no home but what there’s
a little growlin’ goes on now and then.
Come on, let’s get this place fixed up. The
sun’ll be out in a while, and then we're
goin’ to get some billy doos from Fritz.”

Taking turns at the pick and shovel, the
three men dug out a place beside the dirt,
wall of the old barricade, about a foot deep.
They made the bottom of the hole slope
down at one end, and dug a drain out of one
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corner, so that when it rained, they wouldn’t
have to sleep in a pond.

“That ought to be deep enough,” said
Simmons finally. “Let’s put the roof on.”

They turned the big piece of iron on end
and let it gently down until one side of it
rested on the dirt wall, then they covered
the roof with a shelter-half and put sod on
that to keep it from blowing away and to
make some kind of camouflage. One end
was blocked up with another shelter-half and
dirt piled up to make it stronger, slickers
and blankets laid on the bottom, and there
they were. Protection against rain, and
they could have a light in there after dark.

As far as protection against enemy missiles
went, it was just as good as a deeper dugout,
with the advantage of not being likely to
collapse and bury its occupants alive. Of
course, if a direct hit landed on it, whoever
was in it at the time would be reported
“missing in action.”

When they came back from dinner,
Spike’s prediction regarding the weather
had come true. The mist was gone, al-
though the sky was overcast, and the sur-
rounding country was clearly visible for
some miles. The three men sat down at
the door of their dugout, like prairie dogs
before a burrow. At the first whistle of a
shell, or the sudden rattle of machine guns
that warned of an air raid, they had but to
make one leap and they would be under
cover.

“Man!” exclaimed Spike. *“This is bet-
ter than the hospital! Here we are, our
bellies full of good chow— " Guthrie grunted
sarcastically at this— “a box seat where we
can watch a battle and a warm, dry place to
sleep.”

“1'd swap with the hospital if | could get
the chance,” said Guthrie.

“You wouldn’t after you'd been there the
first time,” answered Spike. “I sure was
glad when the day came when | could get
back to my outfit.”

“l1 don’t feel that way,” said Guthrie.
“Wherever I make up my bunk is home for
me. Hospital, guard-house, front fine, rest
billets, Texas, Vermont, or France, where |
throw down, that’'s my home. Then |
won’t be homesick, nor yearnin’ for some
place where | ain’t at.”

“That’s a great system, anyway,” agreed
Simmons. “As for me, if | could get a
little knock in the arm or a bit of. hide off
some part of me where | could lose a little,

not much, but enough to get me a trip to
the hospital and the right to v’'ear a wound
stripe, 1'd be a happy man. My idea of a
perfect day is to lay between sheets from
morning until morning, and when | wanted
to talk to a pretty girl, all 1'd hav6 to do
would be to reach out and punch a button.”

Spike laughed derisively.

“Sheets! Ha! Ha! Sheets, ---——- I Do
yuh know what yuh have to do to get a
sheet? Yuh have to be set to die, and if
they think you’re gettin’ ready to collect
your insurance, they put one sheet, just one,
on the bottom of the bed. That's so they
can wrap yuh up in it and rush yuh to the
morgue vihen its over. Otherwise yuh
sleep between blankets, and lucky if
they ain’t full of cooties. As fer punchin’ a
bell and gettin’ a nurse, ain’t no such
thing. You holler like —— for an hour or
so, and an orderly maybe will come in and
call yuh a —— for yellin’ so loud. Maybe
all the hospitals ain’t the same, but | was
only in one, and that’s what they done to
me.”

“Are those Boche or Allied planes?”
asked Simmons suddenly, pointing upward.

Over to the right, far above a grove of
pines, were three planes, flying about in
circles.

“l can’t tell,” said Spike. “They’re up
too high. Suppose it’s a fight?”

While the three men watched, a ball of
black smoke appeared directly in the center
of the group, what appeared to be the
wing of one of the planes flew off, the plane
tipped down, and then rushed headlong to
earth. The other two flew swiftly off be-
hind the trees.

“Did you see that?” breathed Simmons,
horror-stricken.

“What do you suppose did that?” asked
Spike. “Maybe an anti-aircraft gun made
a direct hit. Just one shell! Golly, that’s
good shootin’!”

“The other two shot that one down,”
suggested Guthrie.

“Me, I'm glad | can do my fightin’ on
the ground, and when I'm hit | don’t have
to fall half a mile or so. After that | guess
I'll take a walk. Anybody cornin’?”

Neither of the other two showed any in-
clination to stroll, so Spike walked down the
hill alone. The dressing station in the old
gun-pit was doing a rushing business.

“Where d'yuh get all the customers?”
Spike asked an orderly.
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“Oh, they come in from everywhere,”
said the medical man. “Stray shells,
walkin’ wounded from the doughboys col-
lapsin’, snipers’ targets— all kinds of casu-

alties. It’s not so bad as it was this morn-
ing, though. We had quite a rush after
that air raid. Well, these birds will go out

and get a nice long rest, while you and | are
up here in the cold this Winter.”

“l pity 'em. | pity 'em,” said Spike.
“They’re goin’ out into a cold and cruel
world, and no mistake.”

Spike looked curiously around at the gun-
pit. It was «one of four, all of them with
board floors and with the walls of the pit
boarded up to a height of about two feet.
The floor was sloped for dxainage, and
Spike thought what a good place cne of
these pits would be to sleep in. The one
that housed the dressing station was the
only one that was occupied.

Spike went on down to the road, where
two M. P.’'s sat in the ditch. All those
that went by them toward the front they
allowed to pass without hindrance, but when
one came from the direction of the enemy,
they rose and demanded his business.
Spike proffered them tailor-made cigarets,
the last of a package he had brought up from
hospital with him.

While the three men puffed silently, a
fourth man arrived with a prisoner under
his wing. The prisoner was a chubby faced
boy of about fifteen, clad in an overcoat far
too large for him. He looked quite sullen
and defiant, and gave very much the im-
pression of a schoolboy caught in the act of
stealing apples.

“Will one o’ you guys,” said the prisoner’s
guard, “take this bird back to the
stockade?”

“Leave him sit down here,” answered one
of those in the ditch. “We’ll take him
back when we get a bunch of them. It'sa
fierce drag way up that bill.”

“Who's got all the tailor-made cigarets?”
asked the guard suddenly.

Spike responded immediately.

“Have one,” he said. “Can | give the
kid one?”

The three policemen looked at each other.
This was not according to law. This guy
might slip the German a weapon or a map
or something rolled up in the cigaret paper.

“Yuh better not give him no cigarets,”
said the man in charge of the prisoner.
“These Huns is bad medicine.”

from a Match 1
“Aw, --——-- ” replied Spike. “1 know
‘'em. This ain’t my first time at the front.

I compree the Jerries, I'll tell the world.

Look at my wound stripe. Give the kid a
cigaret; he won't bite. It’s all right. I'm
an old soldier; 1 won’t pass him a grenade or
anything. Here, you give him one.”

They gave the prisoner a cigaret. He
took it, grinned bashfully and, when one of
the M. P.’s had given him a light, smoked
it coughingly, like any kid.

A FAINT humming began to reg-

ister on the eardrums of the five

men in the road. It was a tre-
mendous sound, but far away, a moaning
that seemed to rise from the ground, so
that no one could tell its direction. It grew
louder, and the whine and boom of it en-
veloped the whole countryside.

“ 'Sthat?” asked an M. P.

“Got me,” answered Spike.

The five began to look about them for a
place of refuge. The prisoner’s eyes were
very round and his lips began to lose color,
but he let his cigaret droop from his lip and
thrust his hands into his great overcoat,
while he did his best to appear uncon-
cerned. He would not let these Americans
see that he was afraid.

The humming had become louder and
beat on the ears like surf on a sea-wall.
Men began to cry out, far off, then near, up
on the hill in back of the road, down the
road, off toward Montfaucon, a half million
men called to each other, their voices shrill-
ing and piping in a manner that defies
description.

“Hi!” they cried. “Look! look!”

The five men in the road looked overhead.

“Hot dog!” said the four Yanks, with one
voice, and the prisoner made a similar re-
mark in his own tongue.

Flying at a good height, yet plainly
visible against the gray sky, were a number
of planes, nine or ten at least, perhaps more.
They spun and circled and twisted about
each other like a swarm of gnats, moving
always southward toward the American rear.

They were clumped together in a huge
ball, and a plane would start at the top of
the ball and fall with hair-raising swiftness
to the lower side, then turn and climb
upward again. And always from the
forward part of these twisting planes flew
darts of light, red flashes like the sparks
from a forge.
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“’Sthat?” asked the M. P. again.

“Dog fight,” answered Spike. “I saw
one on the Marne before. Bunch of Jerry
planes meet up with a bunch of oursand
they go to it.”

The five in the road, as well as the half-
million in the fields, continued to watch,
their necks growing stiff meanwhile. There
was no fire from the ground, either by
machine guns or anti-aircraft cannon, for
friend and foe were too closely mingled.
The roar of all those motors was deafening,
then gradually it died, as the battling planes
swept on toward the rear of the American
lines. Whether the Americans fled, and the
Boche pursued, or the Americans herded
the Boche away from their own lines, it was
impossible to tell.

When the fighters had almost disap-
peared, the Army cried out again. A
spark, larger than those the tracer bullets
made, shone brightly in the center of the
swirling ball, then shot swiftly to earth,
like a flaming match thrown from a window.
The fighters disappeared behind the farther
hills, but the droning of their motors was
audible for some time.

The two armies immediately went to
work again 1 with renewed vigor. As if
to make up for lost time, the enemy began
to shell the road on which Spike stood with
the M. P.'s and the youthful prisoner.
Whenam! BONG! Cerrumpl A salvo
burst about three hundred yards away.
The dust rose in clouds and pebbles rattled.
Fragments of shell whined by overhead.
The two M. P.’s arose from the ditch.

“Let’s get that prisoner back,” they said.
“He ain’t got no business standin’ around
here.”

“Which one of you is goin’?” asked the
guard.

The two looked at each other, then down
the road to where the dust from the last
salvo still hung in the air.

“1 guess we better both go,” said one of
them. “That guy’sliable to get savage.”

The guard scratched his head and cast a
meditative eye at the dust himself. A shell
clanged in the field and there were calls for
first aid.

“That’s right, too,” said the guard, set-
tling his steel helmet on his head. “I
guess we better all go.”

So the three set off, hustling the German
along, and they disappeared over the hill,
the prisoner with the skirts of his overcoat

tucked under his arms, so that they would
not impede his walking. Spike hurled him-
self into the ditch as a shell burst so near
that he could feel the rush of air from the
explosion. Then he leaped up, and heed-
less of the dirt that the shell had showered
over him, ran at his best speed back to the
dugout. Guthrie and Simmons were with-
in, looking very concerned.

“1 never expected to see you again,” said
Simmons. “Did you see that air fight?”

“Sure did,” said Spike.

“I'll bet we're in for a little bit of ——
now,” continued Simmons. “l had an
idea that as soon as this mist disappeared,
things would begin to happen.”

“1t’ll be worse if the sun comes out,” re
marked Guthrie.

The sun did not come out. The day'
continued cloudy and overcast and after
dinner the three sat at the door of the dug-
out and watched troops passing on the road,
the ambulances hurrying back with their
wounded, and tanks climbing the hill across
the road. The road was shelled inter-
mittently and a patch of woods to the right
was pounded regularly, but the hill where
the battery was in position was left alone.
Their turn would come later.

The ration cart came up late in the after-
noon and the battery had slum for supper.
It was good slum and very filling. It was
necessary to pick out the vegetables with a
fork and lay them at one side of the mess-
kit; otherwise the eater would think he had
a mouthful of shrapnel.

The vegetables were dehydrated and had
been cooked without previous necessary
treatment. This treatment consisted of
soaking the vegetables in water for a period
of about sixty days, which, of course, could
not be done at the front. Unless they were
soaked they were like so much wood, and
the hardest boiling would not soften them.

But the meat was good and there was lots
of bread, and gravy to soak it in, so the
battery ate to the bursting point. They
never knew whether they would have food
for the next meal or not, or whether they
would be alive to eat it if they had.

self luxuriously on the blankets under the
elephant iron and prepared to read it.

SPIKE had found somewhere an
old copy of La Vie Parisienne,
probably thrown away by some

officer, and after supper he stretched him-
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“Isn’t this the life?” he inquired. “An’
you wonder why | came back to the outfit
instead of staying in the S.0.S.! Light
up some o’ those candles | got in that
musette.”

Simmons set up
scratched a match.

three candles and
One wick caught,

two---—-

“Hey! Hey!” vyelled both Spike and
Guthrie.

“Aw, forget it!” said Simmons, and

lighted the third candle with the same
match.

“Bad stuff,” said Guthrie.
bumped off tonight, sure!”

There was a moment of silence.

“We’ll get

“That was a --— fool thing to do,” said
Spike.

“Huh!” replied Simmons. “I'm not
superstitious. That's the wildest, most

ignorant fallacy anyway, that the lighting
of three cigarets, or three candles— How
can three lights from the same match have
anything to do with what happens to a
man?”

“It’'s bad luck, all the same,” said the
other two solemnly.

“It’'s done now, anyway,” added Spike,
“so let’s look at the magazine.”

He pillowed his head on his gas mask,
propped against his rolled overcoat and
slicker, lighted a cigaret in the flame of the
nearest candle and dragged a lungful of
smoke into his interior, which he allowed
to trickle slowly and in a most delicious
manner from his nostrils. After a time he
sighed unctuously.

“Oh, man!” he said softly. “lIsn’t this
comfort?”
The other two dozed, puffing their

cigarets and waiting patiently until it
should come their turn to look at the
curved beauties in the magazine.

A hand rasped at the shelter half that
covered the entrance. It was tom aside
and a voice cried from the darkness—

“Is Spike in there?”

“Yes,” said Spike. “What d’yuh want?”

“Come outta that and get yourself into
shape. The Old Man wants you to go up
with the infantry.”

“Right away?” gasped Spike.

“Yeh, right away, an’ make it fast. Get
an extra gun if you can. There’s -——- to
pay up there and you may need it.” The

shelter half fell back into place and foot-
steps crunched away. Spike threw down

the Vie Parisienne and began to gather his
blankets, gas mask and pistol.

“There,” he said severely. “l hope
you're satisfied. That's what comes o’
lighting three candles on one match!”

Then he silently rolled up his blankets,
strapped them into his pack carrier, slung
his gas mask and belted on his pistol. Then,
taking his overcoat over his arm, he crawled
out.

“So long,” called the other two after him.

“So long,” he replied. “See yuh to-
morrow.”

The sound of his hob-nails grew faint and
then vanished entirely. There was silence
in the dugout for the better part of an hour.
Then Guthrie spoke.

“If Spike don’t come back,” said he, “I
lays claim to half o’ them tailor-made
cigarets in that musette bag o’ his.”

SPIKE found the captain checking

fire-dope with the help of a sergeant

and a slide-rule. The dugout boast-
ed of an electric light, run by a battery that
had once been part of a projector-signaling
outfit.

“The infantry,” said the Old Man, “are
on the edge of a town about half a mile up
the road from here. There’s an artillery
officer with the regimental P. C.— they’ll
tell you where it is—and he’s been belly-
aching for a man all the afternoon. The
detail he had are all casualties. Well, you
find him and do what he wants you to.”

“Are any more men going up, Sir?”

“No; the major telephoned for me to send
two, but we’re rather shy on men right now.
I can’t afford to lose too many.”

Spike went his way down the dark hillside.

“Can’t afford to lose too many! How
does he get that stuffl Can’t afford to lose
too many! Don’t make me laugh!”

He felt rather lost in that black night.
“Up the road,” the captain had said. Up
what road? Suppose there was a cross-
roads anywhere along the route?

“Why,” thought Spike suddenly, “how
dumb I am. All I've got to do is to follow
the wire!”

He began to hunt up and down the field,
looking for a wire. The battalion com-
mand post would be connected with the
infantry regimental headquarters by tele-
phone and whatever wire came from the
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battalion toward the front would be the
wire to the infantry, since the batteries in
the battalion were all in position on the hill.

Hunting for that wire in the grass was
worse than trying to find a needle in a hay-
stack, and when Spike had almost decided
to give up, he had another bright thought.
If he went down to the road, he might find
the wire where it turned off to cross the
field. He found it, it and about fifteen
others. There was a lot of infantry up that
road, and probably more than one wire
came back from each headquarters.

“Well, | suppose I might as well start
out,” said Spike. “All I need to find is a
regiment of infantry with an artillery
liaison officer that wants some one to help
him. 1 oughtn’t to have a hard time.”

The road curved after running along the
foot of the hill for a way and headed directly
north through a cleft in the hills. There
was no traffic there, a bad sign, for at night
trucks and wagon-trains go up very close
to the firing-line and a road must be a --—---
indeed when night finds it deserted. Spike
inspected his wrist watch, cupping his hand
about the dial so that he could see the
luminous figures.

“Huh!” said he. “Ten o’clock. Now I
can make two miles an hour walking on a
road at night. ‘About half a mile down the
road,’ says the Old Man. So in fifteen
minutes 1 ought to be there.”

A shrill whistle from the darkness froze
his blood. He heard a bumping and
rattling, with the soft purr of a motor. He
hastily took to the ditch, for the sound was
coming toward him from the direction of the
front. Gradually the purring came nearer
and Spike could make out the forms of three
ambulances, black bulks in the black night,
swaying and bumping along, each with an
orderly lying full length on the mudguard,
watching the road, and ready to warn the
driver of shell holes in the way.

“How far’s the doughboys?” cried Spike.

“Bogalile! Whar!” cried the orderly of
the last ambulance.

“Yeh, | guess so,” muttered Spike. “I
bet he used to be a street-car conductor.”

He fell over an animal's body as he
clambered out of the ditch and his peace of
mind was not helped thereby. He stopped
to consider for a moment, and all the horror
of the black night and his loneliness swept
down upon him. Night, pitch dark, an un-
known road and a man alone on a battle-

field. A shell moaned and then crumped
sullenly over on the right somewhere. It
was followed by two more. Spike felt the
old chills run up and down his back and the
rapid pounding of his heart, reactions he
had not had since the days on the Marne.
He thought of the ambulances that had just
passed, loaded with men going back out!
Going out! Out to safety and quiet and rest

“The hospital wasn’t so bad after all,”
thought Spike. “At least you could get a
night’s sleep there.”

Spike shook himself mentally and
physically.
“Come on,” he said aloud. “Brace up,

you're an old soldier; you oughtn’t to let a
few shells get your goat. On your way
now, Spike. What's ten minutes? In
ten minutes you'll be safe underground at
the regimental P. C.”

He stumped out bravely down the road,
singing softly to himself to show how cool
he was.

“Do yuh want to find the doughboys? | know

where they are,
I know where they are, 1 know where they are.
Do yuh want to find the doughboys? | know where
they are,
Up to their necks in mud, | saw them
Up to their necks in mud.”
“ Do yuh wanta find the leathernecks, | know where
they are.”

He stopped suddenly and looked at his
watch. Eighteen minutes! He must be
almost there!

“1'd better be careful,” whispered Spike.
“l better go slow. If they’ve moved or
pulled out, or I'm on the wrong road, I'll
find myself in Germany before | know it.”

He stopped singing and went on as slowly
as he could, trying to keep his hob-nails
from scraping on the stones of the road.

The road was very, very lonely. At
times it passed across open heaths, at
others it plunged down the sides of hills,
but mostly it went through woods. There
were not many shell holes in the road,
for this country had not been fought over
since 1914. The American advance, now
almost two weeks old, had forced the Ger-
mans back into what had once been their
rear areas.

Spike did his best to keep down his panic,
but the chills still played tag up his spine
and his mouth was very dry. The woods
were so black, and the night so dark and
quiet, and the road so deserted. A distant
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grumbling of artillery, and far, far off, a
faint noise like frying, or the sound one
sometimes hears in a telephone. That was
all.

Sometimes the breeze rustled the leaves,
and Spike woidd take to the ditch at the
sound of it. At such times the distant
frying sounded clearer, and Spike decided
it was some outfit way off in the woods put-
ting down a machine-gun barrage. Spike
consulted his watch again. Half an hour
and still no town.

The road curved sharply, and when Spike
had carefully peered around the curve, he
saw the first houses of a town. They
loomed from the darkness with a kind of
phosphorescent grayness, their windows
black holes such as a missing tooth makes.
Silence everywhere. Spike went into the
ditch and reconnoitered. It was a small
town, as near as he could judge, hardly
more than a village. He could make out
the bulk of the houses against the black sky.

No sound, no voices, no movement.
There would be nothing gained by his stay-
ing in the ditch, unless he waited there
until daylight, so he laid his overcoat down,
unslung his pack and climbed back on the
road. Then drawing his revolver, he cau-
tiously entered the town.

THE streets were littered with

broken stones and bits of wood.
®&~ thrown by the bombardment that
had swept the town during its capture by
the Americans. Spike halted, his heart
pounding, and tried to listen. The blood
roared in his ears, and he shook his head to
clear them. He had a premonition of
immediate danger, of death lurking close at
hand in these silent streets.

A stone fell with a sharp sound a few feet
away. Came a soft hissing, like that of a
snake. With a prodigious bound Spike
leaped to the shelter of a flight of stone
steps. BANG! A cloud of white smoke
rose ghostily from the street and stretched
out long arms to the houses on either side.

Spike, no longer afraid now that the hid-
den menace had disclosed itself, crouched
by the steps, trembling with excitement,
but peering into the gloom and gripping his
revolver, ready to fire at the first thing that
moved.

“They’ll be out to see if that grenade

got me,” thought Spike, “an’ then I'll get
them.”

The folly of turning loose a revolver
against an unknown number of foes, proba-
bly armed with machine guns, did not occur
to him. There was a long silence, but not
the ominous silence of a moment ago, when
Spike had taken his first cautious steps into
the town. There were men all about him;
he could sense them; the disturbance their
bodies made in moving through the atmos-
phere registered upon that fine sixth sense
that only operates for humans in moments
of greatest danger.

Very, very slowly Spike moved his head
so that he could see over one of the stair
treads. He felt, rather than saw, a shadow
moving across the street. At first he was
for emptying his revolver at it; then a
more sober consideration told him that he
would probably miss and have a shower of
grenades about his ears for his pains. He
looked again.

Perhaps now— he lay down and, crawling
very slowly, crept up to the foot of the
stairway, inching along on his belly, feeling
before him and moving stones and bits of
debris out of his way. Lying close to the
ground, he could see around the foot of the
stair, but not far. There was too much
rubbish on the ground and it was too dark.
Spike considered.

“Now either this is where | was supposed
to go, and the infantry have retreated, or
else | got off the road and come too far.
Either way | got to get out and that right
priesa and toot sweet.”

He tightened the chin-strap of his helmet,
holstered his pistol and drew his legs under
him preparatory to making a slow and cau-
tious retreat back down the road whence
he had come. Perhaps he could make a
dash for the ditch. He picked up a large
stone and tossed it out into the street,
where it made a faint rattle. A machine
gun went into hysterics immediately; rifles
and revolvers barked; the red flash of them
came from every window and door in sight;
two grenades exploded almost simultane-
ously; then silence once more.

Spike recoiled, horror stricken.

“Oh, man!” he muttered, “read 'em and
weep!”

The machine gun spat again at the sound
of his voice.

Spike felt himself over and moved his
arms and legs to see if he had been hit during
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the excitement. There was no suspicious
numbness of any part, nor did he feel any
blood. His elbow tingled where he had
rested it rather hard upon the roadway, but
that was his only casualty. He decided
that the rise of the stone stairway protected
him from fire from the upper end of the
street and that the men who fired from the
windows opposite were shooting blindly and
did not know where he was.

“I'm all right so far,” thought Spike.
“1 may get out of this yet.”

He felt no fear now, only an intense desire
to kill some of the enemy before he himself
was put out of the fighting. Impatiently
he kept waving his hand before his face,
trying to brush away the blackness.

Golly! They were crawling across the
street toward him! Spike rose—oh, so
slowly, and carefully— on one knee and just
as gently and noiselessly drew his gun. If
there was any rushing in prospect, he was
ready. Now then, let them come on. They
came. The machine-gun stuttered, and at
the same moment a cluster of shadows
moved forward rapidly, converging towards
the stairs where Spike crouched.

He had his gun in action at point blank
range. A blind man would have been able
to hit those charging men. There were a
lot of them and they were very silent,
except for grunts. Their feet clumped up
and down on the stones. The flash of their
pistols criss-crossed the darkness in red
streaks.

Spike fired madly; he could swear that he
felt flesh at the muzzle-end time and again.
He wondered how long this nightmare
would last, how many shots he could fire
before one of the storm of bullets from those
pistols would find him. His brain whirled
and his hand ached from firing his pistol.
Involuntarily he yelled at the top of his
voice:

“Ya-a-a-ay!
Come on!”

The noise increased; then suddenly the
enemy was gone. It was a way they had,
one moment the roar of an attack, the next
silence, a few scattered shots, a little cough-
ing moan, and the rush would be over.
Spike marveled that he still lived. Hah!
There was one of them! Not four feet away
a man crawled on hands and knees. Spike
rested his arm on one of the stair treads and
took very careful aim.

"Here’s one | get,” he thought.

Come on,

Slowly

he squeezed the trigger. Click! Misfire.
Click!  What the---—- I Click! click! click!
With the surge of a mighty sea, the reaction
from the strain swept over Spike, black
horror engulfed him and his stomach
writhed. His strength ran from him like
water from a sieve. He lay limply on the
hard stones for quite a while, then an inner
voice spoke to him.

“You’d better reload that gun, Spike,” it
said, “and try again.”

Spike savagely swung open the cylinder
and felt for his ammunition carrier. A
revolver of the type carried by the artillery
loaded with two clips of three shots each,
so that it took but a second to reload, but
Spike could have torn his own flesh in vexa-
tion. All during that rush he had been
banging away with an empty gun. He had
emptied the cylinder in the first excitement
and after that had not given it a thought,
just pulled the trigger. There was so much
racket going on that he could not tell that
his gun was not making any of it.

“Well, say,” thought Spike, “I’'m not so
bad. | broke up a rush with an empty gun.”

But had he? Five shots from a revolver,
fired at random, would not stop a crowd of
galloping Huns, unless their courage was
pretty low. Perhaps they had fired at
each other in the darkness. No, that didn't
seem reasonable. What kind of Jerries were
these, anyway, that made a pistol charge
after one man? Spike had never heard of
such a thing.

S’pose they were Yanks, huh? Yanks
that thought he was a Jerry. He had a mo-
ment of panic at that, then he put the
thought aside as unreasonable. He knew
the men that had rushed him weren’t Yanks.
The sound of their pistols, the whole conduct
of the affair was not American in the slight-
est degree.

And besides, hadn’t he sounded off at the
top of his lungs? If the men who had clat-
tered across the dark street had been Ameri-
cans, they would have known that the man
they sought was one of their own country-
men.

Now what should he do? How nearday-
light was it?

SPIKE looked up at the sky, then
turned his head to inspect the house
at his back. The white plastered
front of it stretched up to the black sky an
unbelievable height, or so it seemed to
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Spike. A corner of the roof was gone where
a shell had wandered through it. There
were four windows that Spike could see,
those tall, wall-high, French windows, Lhe
two on the lower floor protected by orna-
mental iron work.

A head protruded suddenly from one of
the upper windows, a huge pumpkin-shaped
thing, black against the white of the wall.
Spike’s gun went off of its own volition, and
a helmet clanged down on the stones.

“By--—-——- ,” said Spike. “I hit him!”

His groping hand found the helmet. No
doubt about its nationality. Just the feel
of those little horns on the side, and the
smooth shape of it was enough. So there
were Jerries in the house in back of him, too.
He’d better move and in a hurry, now that
he had given away his position.

A bullet struck the wall above his head
with a blood-thirsty thwitl Spike crawled
very gingerly around the end of the stairs,
not a second too soon, for a grenade landed
in the place he had occupied and barely
gave him time to get on the other side of the
steps before it burst. There was some firing
from the house in back of him and the ma-
chine-gun started to pound again.

Spike crawled rapidly backward like a
crab, preparing to stave off another rush.
Grenades burst, making a noise like a fire-
cracker exploding under a tin can. Spike’s
legs went off into space. When he got his
breath back again, he turned around and
saw that he rested upon the edge of a cellar
entrance.

“Good enough,” he thought.
better than the other place | had.”

He sneaked quickly down the steps until
his head was just level with the roadway
and tried to see through the gloom and the
dense smoke from the grenades. And then
some one sent up a light.

The street was illuminated as by a dozen
arc lights. Spike was huddled low at the
foot of the stairs, so that he could see
nothing, but he would not have been able
to see any better had he been at the top—
empty, shattered houses, their windows
staring blankly like a corpse’s eyes, smoke
from the grenades twisting and swirling
slowly, debris, broken timbers and a few
dead. After a long, long time the light went
out and all was throbbing darkness again,
ten times blacker than before.

Came the gentle creak of a hinge at
Spike’s back. He turned like a startled cat,

2

“This is

but they were too quick for him. Hands
seized him; a weight of bodies pressed upon
him; there was a knee between his shoul-
ders; his feet were swept from under him
and he was jerked along on the back of his
neck, bumping his head cruelly on the
threshold of the door.

For an instant he was free, and his flailing
gun struck flesh, but they were on him
again; an arm about his neck cut off his
wind; eager hands tore his revolver from
his grasp; a boot kicked him in the ribs;
men leaped on him with their knees, their
hot breaths panted in his face. Spike
squirmed and twisted, for he could already
feel bayonets searching among his vitals,
cold hard bayonets, with a saw-toothed
edge. The arm tightened about his throat.

“Gurp," choked Spike. “K-k-ameradl”

At that they let him go, except a man on
either side that pinioned his wrists. He was
jerked to his feet and then hauled roughly
into the dark.

Spike had a horrid feeling that these men
were going to run him full tilt against a
post or throw him into a hole somewhere.
He did not have, as yet, a full realization of
what had happened to him, the blow had
fallen so suddenly. The only thought he
had as they rushed him through the damp
dark was that it reminded him of the time
when he had joined the lodge and sooner or
later he expected they would come to a halt
and some one would say—

“Kneel, neophyte.”

He heard a fumbling as at a door; then
something swung back, and there was light.
Not much, though; just the flame of one
candle. Spike squinted, but his eyes could
not stand the light, and he could not see his
captors clearly, although he could hear
them breathing. In two seconds, or three
seconds, he was able to look at the men who
had dragged him in to the cellar.

One candle does not give much light and
at the most all he could see was a leg here
and an arm there, protruding from the
shadows. He looked to his right and then
blinked. He looked again. No mistake.
A man sat there at a table, wearing a trench
coat, a gas mask and a tin hat, all of Ameri-
can pattern.

Spike looked wildly around. Faces sur-
rounded him, outlined by shadow. He
could see a chevroned arm, but there was no
word spoken. His captors gazed silently at
Spike, their eyes wide and their mouths
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open. So he’d been shooting at Yanks after
ail! But the Boche helmet-----

“1 thought this would end up in some
kind of a fool mess like this,” remarked
Spike bitterly.

“What brings you here, little stranger?”
asked the man at the table.

“A guy in my dugout took three lights
from the same match,” answered Spike.

The men in the shadows thought on this
remark for some time. Then one spoke.

“He’s probably balmy from shell-fire,”
said he.

“Where did you get it?” asked the man
at the table, turning to one of the men that
still held Spike by the wrist.

“Me and Lieutenant McNally were
peekin’ out the little window to see what all
the shootin’ was about. We heard someone
scratchin’ at the door, and we thought they
were tryin’ to put a bomb under it. Then a
light went up, and the lieutenant said there
was only one man out there, and let’s cap-
ture him. So we got some of the fellars
out in the cellar and grabbed him. He near
caved in the Greek’s skull with his gun
while we was fightin’ with him.”

“But he’s an American,” objected the
man at the table.

“l see he is,” said the other man, “but
we didn’t know it then. Anyway, what'’s
he doin’ in a town full o’ Boche?”

“What organization do you belong to?”
asked the man at the table.

Spike told him. He also told him the
name of his commanding officer, regimental
and battalion. He told them his mission
and how he had come into the town, not
forgetting a vivid account of his gun
fight with the Germans across the street.

“Do you mean to tell us,” spoke up a
voice from the shadows, “that those Boche
shot at you all that time, machine-gun,
grenade and rifle, and that you weren’t
hit?”

“That’s what,” said Spike.

“1 think he’s a spy,” said this voice.
“You’d better search him.” They searched
Spike, but found nothing in his pockets
except a flashlight, a steel trench-mirror
and a package of cigarets.

“You came up to spend the night without
blankets, | presume?” continued the same
mysterious voice.

“My pack’s out in the ditch,” said Spike
desperately.

He began to realize that he was in wrong,

for these men were all strangers to him. He
did not even know what regiment they were
supposed to belong to.

“Where did you land in France?” some-
one else asked.

“Bordeaux,” said Spike.

“His division landed at Brest,” said an-
other voice. “I was R. T. O. when they
went through.”

“1 was a casual,” cried Spike.

“Oh, you were,” said the man at the
table. “And where did you go after you
landed?”

“La Courtine.”

“Who'’s in command there?”

“ ‘Spike’ Hennesy.”

Tension relaxed at that answer, the officer
mentioned being quite well known, and
Spike felt a bit more at ease.

“How do you remember that so well?”

“He’s got the same name as | have,” said
Spike, “and he put me in the mill for not
knowin’ my serial number, when 1’d only
got it that morning.”

Some one laughed and the man at
Spike’s side let go his wrist. “I guess we
can take a chance on him,” said the man
at the table. “He seems to be all right.
You can’t blame us for being suspicious,”
he continued, turning to Spike. “We're
all alone here and Germans in American
uniform are very common these days. And
when a man tells us he fought his way in
here with nothing but a pistol, we’'re liable
to be a bit incredulous.”

“Who'’s got this town, anyway?” asked
Spike.

“The Germans,” said the man. “By the
way, how much ammunition have you got?”

Spike inspected his ammunition carrier.

“About six rounds,” he said.

“That's not much,” said the man at the
table thoughtfully, “but it will help. We're
liable to have to make a stand sometime
before daylight. Will you go out with him,
sergeant, and see if you can find his gun?”

SPIKE and one of the men that had
brought him in went out of the lighted
room into the dark cellar.

“What the —— is all this about?” asked
-Spike as soon as the door had closed and
they were feeling their way down a damp
passageway.

“That's Colonel Barker in there,” said
the other man, “with the gas officer, a doc-
tor and a French captain. There’s some
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looey from C Company there, too. I'm
regimental color sergeant. There’s a signal
corps sergeant here and three orderlies and
another looey in the outside cellar. We're
the garrison of this town.”

“Where’s the rest of your outfit?” asked
Spike in bewilderment.

“We'd like to know ourselves,” answered
the man shortly.

Spike sensed that he was on thin ice and
said no more. The other man continued,
though, as if in answer to an unspoken
guestion.

“They pulled out,” he said bitterly, “for
the blank, dashed, cowardly, double-starred
asterisks they were; pulled out they did,
horse, foot and one-pounders, and Jerry
come in and took the town. This house
was the P. C., and the old man went out and
tried to stop 'em, but he had a snowball’s
chance. He was out in the street, poppin’
at the Boche with an automatic, when
we dragged him down cellar, and here
we are.”

They went into the cold of the outer
cellar then, and men stirred and muttered
at the sound of their hob-nails on the stones.

“Hey, that was an American gun that
Jerry had,” cried some one in a guarded
whisper.

“1 know it,” answered the sergeant major.

“That lad was a Yank artilleryman. All a
mistake. Give the guy his gun.”

“Olla  mistake he splita my skull,
huh?”  Whereat the darkness echoed with
snickering.

“That must be the Greek,” Spike
thought.

“Shut up,” said a stem voice. “Some-
thing’s coming off up here.” There was

instant silence. There was a very tiny
barred window at the upper end of the
cellar, by the door, and some one, evidently
the lieutenant, stood on a chair and kept
watch out of it.  Spike could barely see the
outline of the officer’s helmet, turning now
to the right, now the left, as its wearer tried
to see up and down the street.  Spike shiv-
ered, for it was very cold in the cellar.

The officer got hastily down from his
chair.

“There’s somebody upstairs,” he ex-
claimed. “Every one get ready. They'll
probably try to break down the door!”

Spike had not the slightest idea of where
the threatened door was, but he went where
he could see the greatest scrambling, and
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here it was that he judged a door from the
upper part of the house opened. Every one
was very silent now, but there was a good
deal of heavy breathing. Then a shock
passed through all the listeners. Feet
shuffled overhead — shf-shf-shf — silence.
Another shf-shf-shf—silence.

“The back door,” cried the officer. “The
back door! They’'re going out! Open the
door,------------ it, open the door and let’s
get 'em.”

Hurried exclamations, rattling, shuffling,
scraping of feet, panting, clatter of a bar
taken down, the creak and squeal of rusty
hinges, then a cold blast of air. Spike was
borne out into the darkness with the rush
and fell over a chair or a box or something
that was just outside the door. He landed
in some high weeds or an old flower bed,
very wet. He got hastily to his feet, and
some one running knocked him headlong
again.

There was a crash, panting, the pound of
feet on the stairway from the house; bodies
thudded together; a voice cried out in Ger-
man; creaking and the thud of blows from
the stairs. Spike struggled to his knees and
felt a cautious hand pass over his back.
Bam! Spike saw stars, and his head rocked.
Birds began to twitter, and a dim mist
seemed to rise and lift him from the ground.

Sleep, sleep, he was going, going—a
sharp pain in his jaw stabbed him back to
full consciousness, and immediately he
lusted for blood. If he could find the Jerry
that had kicked him, Lord pity him. Up
he leaped, rocked a second or two, then
charged into the dark with hooked fingers.
He met an antagonist at the third jump, a
Hun, for the smell of him was strong. They
clinched, and Spike pounded the Jerry over
the kidneys.

Crash! The stair clattered to ruin; some
one cried out horridly; there were gagging
sounds, fearful strangling chokes, from the
wet weeds a few feet away. Spike felt for
his enemy’s eyes and got a bitten thumb
instead. He leaped back convulsively with
the pain of it and so escaped a quickly up-
raised knee that would have finished him
properly. Feet stamped in the wreckage
of the stairway; there were blood-curdling
sounds, half-gasp, half-moan, the thud-thud
of blows and the scratch of twisting feet on
gravel.

Spike bored in again, hooking left and
right to the German’s body, but the dark
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hindered his aim, and moreover the German
was reaching for Spike with all eagerness;
so the two collided again and again, chest
to chest. Spike tried to get a wrestler's
hold and heave the other man over his
shoulder, hut the other was twice as big as
Spike, as the Yank soon found to his dismay.

Moreover, Spike was weakening rapidly,
but he redoubled his blows, putting into
them every ounce of strength he could.
Suddenly he broke away and turned to flee.
The German, grunting satisfaction, rushed
in pursuit and fell over Spike’s kneeling
form. Spike was upon the sprawling Ger-
man at once, feet foremost.

“Whuff!” said the Jerry.

Spike grabbed for the throat, but his
hands were torn away. Not empty, how-
ever, for one of them clutched the chin
strap of the other’s helmet and off came the
helmet. Spike swung it high over his head
and brought it down with all his might.
Blaml

“There!” said Spike.
that helmet.”

The form under Spike’s knees was still.

Feet pounded in the grass, straining
figures collided heavily with Spike and then
fell over him, an iron-shod heel ringing on
his helmet. The fighters were up again and
Spike, reaching out his arm, felt high
leather boots. He encircled a boot with
both arms and jerked the leg from the
ground. He pinioned a wildly flailing arm,
and then it was torn from his grasp, and the
fighter rolled away from him. Spike lay
down, for he could just gasp for breath, and
he suffered a great deal of pain. He had got
his man; let the rest get theirs. He'd be
obliged if some one would come along and
put a trench knife in him and end it all.

“1 bet that spoiled

WHEN he got back his wind, Spike
rose to one Kknee, listening for
sounds of conflict. There were
none, only a gentle moaning, a sound of
some one stirring in the wreckage of the
staircase and a scrape as of a body being
dragged over the ground. Spike arose and
staggered in the direction of the house.
“Who's there?” asked a hoarse voice.
“Friend,” said Spike, quickly.
“Give me a hand with this looey, will
you?” said the voice.
Spike put out his hand, it was seized by
another and guided to a body. Spike took
the feet and together the two men got the

One followed them,
His accent

officer inside the cellar.
and they challenged him.
showed him to be the Greek.

“Lay the looey down,” said the voice,
“while | go get the doctor.”

Then the man went off, while Spike and
the Greek drew their guns and stood guard
by the open door.

The doctor, accompanied by all the rest
of the officers, judging by the sound of feet,
came running down the passage.

“Shut the door,” he commanded,
put something over that window.”

When this was done he inspected the
wounded officer with a flashlight.

“Get me a blanket, will you?” he asked.

There were no blankets forthcoming, but
some one brought an overcoat. The doc-
tor’s flashlight went out and they could
hear him spreading the overcoat over the
officer’'s body. Somebody whispered an
inquiry.

“Incised wound,” answered the doctor.
“Bayonet or knife, |1 couldn’t tell which.

@
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Any more hurt?” No answer.
“What's all this about?” asked the
colonel. “How did we get snarled up with

the Germans? Were they trying to dig us
out?”

“We heard them upstairs,” said the ser-
geant major, “and then the lieutenant said
to open the back door and go out and get
them. He heard them going out the back
way.”

The colonel made an exclamation of
impatience, but said nothing. The officer
responsible for the sally was dead, and so
recriminations would be useless. |t was,
of course, the wildest folly for the Ameri-
cans to disclose themselves to a body of
Germans, unless they could capture all of
them, for any who got away would return
with reinforcements and either bomb the
garrison of the cellar to death or put a
heavy guard around the place and starve
them out.

“How many men were in this thing?”
asked the colonel.

“There was me an’ the lieutenant, that
new guy, the Greek and Sodergren and
Healy.”

“How many are left?”

“I'm here,” said Spike.
leryman.”

“I'm here oil aright,” said the Greek.
“Dose other wan is outside.”

“Let’s go out,” said the colonel.

“I'm the artil-
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So the door was opened, and the whole
garrison went out into the backyard.

“Show a light now,” said the colonel.
“Let 'em shoot at us if they want to, but
we’ve got to get these men in.”

There were three bodies there, two Ger-
mans and an American. One German lay
under the wreckage of the stair and was
already beginning to cool. The other one
was also dead, but how he had come to his
end they could not tell. The American had
been stabbed, and him they carried into the
cellar and laid down beside the officer.

“Any more?” asked the colonel.

“There ought to be one around here
somewhere,” answered Spike, “that |
crowned with a helmet. Oh, here you are!
Git up, you! Raus mit him! Achtung!
Or however the --—- you say it! Up on
your feet, or I'll blow your conk off!”

The others lent assistance and dragged
Spike’s late antagonist to a standing posi-
tion. This last held his head and muttered.

“He was sittin’ there talkin’ to himself,”
said Spike. “Probably heain’'t allawakeyet.”

“Where's Healy?” asked the sergeant
major suddenly.

Healy was not to be found. They hunted
up and down the garden and even went out
into the little road at the back, but found
no trace of him.

“l guess they've carried him off,” de-
cided the colonel. *“Let’s go back into the
cellar and find out from our prisoner what
this was all about.”

They went away into the inner cellar this
time and then shut the door. Two more
candles were lighted and Spike could see
clearly, for the first time, the members of
the garrison. The colonel was tall and thin,
but very efficient-looking. The French cap-
tain wore no helmet or overcoat and had a
stubby black moustache. The other two
officers Spike easily classified. The gas
officer he knew, because he wore boots,
and C Company’s lieutenant because he was
very, very dirty, with a ragged old trench
coat plastered with mud. His helmet had
a rawhide cord on it, so that when he
knocked it off to put on his gas mask it
wouldn’t fall into the mud.

RKJ5 THE prisoner was a stocky, strongly
Bums built man; his hair was black and

short, and his black eyes snapped.
He wore a well-fitting gray blouse that was
spattered with blood from a gash on his

head, where Spike had smitten him. The
French officer began to question him, but
he maintained a sturdy silence. The
colonel and the French officer exchanged
glances, and then they nodded slightly to
the Greek.

“There’'s nothing to be gained from
him,” said the colonel, speaking loudly and
clearly. “Let us go out and leave him to
our Indian friend.”

Here the Greek gave a piercing howl and
whipping a knife from his shirt began to
whet it on his shoe. Then he began to
stamp and caper, waving his knife and

howling.

“Not so loud,” admonished the gas
officer. “You’ll have the whole town down
on us.”

“Let him hoot,” said the colonel. “You
could fire a field gun in here and not hear it
upstairs.”

The officers made a show of going out and
the prisoner looked rather nervous. He
asked a question. The French officer re-
plied by drawing his finger around the base
of his skull and then tugging at his hair,
intimating that the German was about to
be scalped.

The Greek grinned fiendishly and wiggled
his knife. The prisoner spoke again, inti-
mating that he had changed his mind, and
the gas officer went through a mock struggle
to get the knife from the Greek. The ser-
geant major went outside to laugh, and the
French officer questioned the prisoner at
length. Then he turned to the colonel.

“This man,” said the French officer,
“was a member of a patrol from the One
Hundred and Forty-Seven Infantry. They
are a bad bunch, that regiment; that’s the
von Hindenburg regiment, you know. They
came in here to see if the town was occupied.
They went into a house lower down the
street and found a machine gun crew from
the Hundred and Twenty Fif'.

“The machine gunners told them there
were Americans in the upper end of the
street. They came up to this house and
went into the rez de chauste, when they
heard movement in the street. They threw
a bomb and very soon there was machine-
gun fire, so they went into the next floor
above. Here they could look down into the
street and see any one crossing the road,
because of the whiteness of the street. So
they saw some crawling and fired at them
with their rifles and threw bombs at them
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and drove them back across the street again.
He says these men across the street had a
machine gun.

“The feldwebel in command of the patrol
looked into the street to see if he could see
any wounded and some one shot him. Then
they put up a light to see who had shot the
feldwebel and they saw that all the bodies in
the street—four or five he says—were
Germans. Then they knew that they had
fired on their own troops and thought it
well to go away from there as fast as they
could. There were twelve men in the patrol.
He said the fight started as soon as they
got out the back door.”

“And five men jumped on twelve! It’s
a wonder they weren’t all killed. Is the
prisoner hurt?”

“He says his head aches.”

“Fix him up, will you doctor? Sergeant
major, take him outside after he’s been
treated and see that he doesn’'t get away.
That was a good job, artilleryman, to cap-
ture that big Hun.”

Spike grinned bashfully. He agreed with
the colonel, but not aloud.

“What regiments are these you're talking
about?” asked the colonel, after the prisoner
had been led into outer darkness.

“The Hundred and Twenty Fif’, that is
now holding the town, is from the Second
Landwehr division. They are poor troops.
The Thirty-Seven’ that the Hundred and
Forty-Seven infantry belongs to are a first-
class shock division, as good as the Boche
have. They are from East Prussia and did
their fighting in Russia at the beginning of
the war. | don’t know how the two divi-
sions got into the same town, unless their
sectors overlap or the patrol the prisoner
was from was lost. | suppose the men across
the street thought we were trying to escape
and rushed the house.”

“Why do you suppose, if the Germans
know that we are here, that they don’'t make
a more vigorous effort to capture us?” asked
one of the officers.

“Probably they don’t think we’re worth
the trouble. 1 don’t think they know exact-
ly where we are and they don’t want to
prowl around these streets in the dark look-
ing for us. Of course, if they thought they
heard some one out in the street, as they
undoubtedly did hear this artilleryman,
they’d rush out and try to capture him.”

“Isn’t it strange,” spoke up the doctor,
“that there are only a few machine guns

left in the town? Doesn’t that indicate
that the Boche have retired?”

The entire garrison regarded the medical
man with pity. It w'as plain that he was a
newcomer on the field of battle.

“When the enemy take a town,” ex-
plained the colonel, “as soon as they have
mopped it up, they retire immediately, to
escape the heavy bombardment that the
other side will begin directly they learn that
the town has changed hands. They leave
a few machine guns behind to keep out
patrols and give warning of an advance in
force. In the latter event, the enemy throws
his main body into the town again. We’'ll
probably see how it works in the morning
when my command returns. Who’s got a
cigaret?”

Spike proffered his tailor-mades and then
passed them around to the others, who
accepted eagerly. The lieutenant from C
company, whose name was Clark, produced
matches and offered the colonel a light.
Then he lighted the French captain’s. Spike
watched breathlessly. Lieutenant Clark
move toward the gas officer, then seemed to
remember something. He blew out the
match and took one of the candles from the
table.

“Here you are,” he said.
match is bad luck.”

Spike exhaled a noisy sigh of relief.

“I'll say it is!” he agreed.

“What’s our next move?” asked the gas
officer, blowing clouds of smoke.

“You say the enemy in the town here are
poor troops?” the colonel inquired, turning
to the French captain.

“Ah, well, perhaps | said that too rashly.
The Second Landwehr is a fourth-class divi-
sion, composed mostly of Wurtembergers.
They belong to the Argonne group of divi-
sions and have been in this section of the
fighting front since the commencement.
They are not poor troops; they have a good
morale, but they are not an assault divi-
sion.”

“Well, then, if what you say is correct,
what is to prevent a few energetic Ameri-
cans, from a division whose rating is of the
highest, from going across the street and
taking that gun? Why not?”

“Sure,” cried the gas officer. “I1'd like
to see some action, so | would. |'ve been
yearning for a chance to get to grips with
some of the sauerkraut ruiners ever since
I got to France. 1'm game!”

“Three on a
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“1 don't know that 1'm enthusiastic about
it,” said the officer from C company, put-
ting his ragged trench coat over a hole in
the knee of his breeches. “I've been buck-
ing machine guns since yesterday morning
and | assure you that it’s not the easiest job
in the world. However, I'll follow the crowd.”

“What do you think about it?” the colonel
asked the French officer.

“My colonel,” said the Frenchman, “I
am inclined to agree with the last speaker.
The attack of a machine gun is a very
serious thing. Epuis aiors, | am under your
command and shall lend my assistance to
any project you favor. They may, after
all, surrender without resistance. They can
not tell, if we get after them before dawn,
how many of us there are.”

“l don’t believe,” said the colonel, “that
men who would retire in the face of such
feeble fire as they must have received from
this house can be very fierce. Our artillery-
man here went through all that affair and
was not hit, so that machine gun can not
be very efficient. Anyway, | can see no
advantage in our sitting here like a lot of
rats in a hole, waiting to be dug out. Once
we have a machine gun, we can put up
some kind of a resistance in case any more
patrols come in here. Let’s prepare and
then let’'sgo. Run out and tell the sergeant
major to tie up that prisoner; we’ll have to
take him with us.”

Spike went into the outer cellar and in-
formed the sergeant major that the colonel
was going across the street after the ma-
chine gun over there.

“What'll I do with this Jerry?”

“Put him in the inside cellar and lock
the door on him,” advised Spike.

THE rest of the garrison came down

the passage, and the colonel agreed

to the method of disposing of the
prisoner. After he had been put into the
inner room, and the door blocked shut with
a timber, the French officer mounted the
chair by the window and reconnoitered.

“1 can not see a thing,” said he when he
got down again, “but it rains heavily.
There are no lights being sent up and no
sweeping fire, which leads one to believe
that there are alarm wires spread in the
road or trip flares or some other device to
give warning of an approach. Did you
come straight up the road and into the
town that way?” he asked Spike.

“Yes, sir.”

“When did the machine gun fire the first
time?”

“When |
street.”

“Then this gun has no alarms out, but
is to fire into the rear of any party attacking
the positions down the street. So much the
better.”

“What floor do you suppose it is on?”
asked the colonel.

“It might be anywhere, from the cellar
to the roof,” said the officer in the ragged
coat. “Let’s hope there’s only one. Those
things are like snakes. After you Kill one,
you've got to be careful its mate doesn’t
get you the next minute.”

“Well, open the door, and let’s go,” said
the colonel.

“Wait! Wait!” cried the French officer
and the lieutenant together. “You can’t
go out after a machine gun like that! My
—_—— l"

“We've got to dope out some kind of a
plan,” said the American from C company.
“Flankers, you know, and all that sort of
stuff.”

“Well, hurry then,” said the colonel im-
patiently. “It will be daylight before we
start.”

“No,” objected the gas officer, “lIt'sonly
four o’clock, and we’ll have two hours any-
way before it gets light enough to see.”

“1 think we ought to make a thorough
reconnaissance,” said the French officer,
“with a view to seeing if there is a way into
the rear of the building.”

“Who's to make it?” asked the colonel.

“Well, we have three sous-officers here.
Can we not send them?”

“There are only two, and one of them
is from the signal corps, so that | doubt if
he has the technical knowledge necessary.
If you want to establish a telephone station,
he’s your man, but | doubt if he’s much of
a scout.”

“Look,” said the colonel, speaking more
animatedly, “why not go at this in regular
style? Let the doctor set up a dressing sta-
tion, the gas officer prepare a memo on gas
defense, you, captain, provide for liaison
with the French troops, the signal-corps
man lay out a phone system, the artillery-
man locate a few concentration points and
draw a barrage map for his battery to fire
from. 1’ll take general charge of operations
and have Lieutenant Clark as my aid.”

threw the stone out in the
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“Don’t liva me out,” spoke up the Greek.

“We’ll use you for a runner,” said the
colonel.

“That would leave no one to take the
gun,” objected the French officer.

“That’s just the point,” cried the colonel.
“There’d be no one to take the gun. | don’t
think any one here is very eager to take it,
anyhow.”

The other officers assured him that they
were very eager to rush forth, but that there
was no use in being killed. They told the
colonel that it took finesse to capture a ma-
chine gun without heavy casualties. There
was no disputing them on that point. There
was a good deal of discussion about the best
method of approach, and much regret was
expressed because there were no bombs to
be had.

The Greek and the two non-coms sat and
shivered. They were bored to tears and
had not the slightest idea of what the discus-
sion was all about. One thing they were
quite sure of, that if there was any dirty
work to be done, they’d do it. Spike gave
up all hope of sleep.

The door was opened by the French
officer and he and the gas officer crept out to
the foot of the cellar stairs, while some deep
point was explained.

“Gentlemen,” cried the colonel, “you re-
mind me of the Fourth Field-Artillery’s
picket line, a bunch of jackasses braying
back and forth and getting nowhere. As
for me, I'm going after that gun.”

HIS feet clattered up the stair, he

collided loudly with the two officers,
~ 1 * who exclaimed, and then was gone.
Spike dashed for the door and was jammed
against the sill by some one else trying to
get out. Up they went, in a rush of feet.

“ After him, everybody,” cried a voice.

“Straight across the street!” cried an-
other, and the whole garrison departed at
their best speed.

Spike felt the cold of the open air on his
face, a dash of rain and the loose stones and
bits of plaster turning under his running
feet. At every jump he expected to hear
the barking of a gun, and he thought he
had never crossed a street so wide. The
next instant he was tearing up four or five
steps from the street into a black hall, and
he heard the gun go into action as he crossed
the threshold. Pupupupupupup! Down
the hall he tore, through a door on the

right, into a room. They were in that
room! Hot dog, what a reek!

The gun stopped, and he heard loud, fear-
ful voices.

“Kamerade!” they cried.
hier, als kameraden!”

A light went up in the street and shone
through the great hole in the front of the
room that had been a window. There was
a light machine gun on the floor by the
window, the colonel holding a man by the
collar, and five or six others getting up from
a pile of blankets against the wall and
elevating their hands. Spike wondered at
the rain glistening in the white light of the
flare. It looked like snow.

The light lasted long enough for Spike,
the colonel, and the French officer to line
their prisoners up and search them. The
Americans also discovered a nice pile of
grenades, just the thing they needed. Then
the light went out. Very shortly the rest
of the men came down from up-stairs, where
they had gone to make sure the upper
stories were untenanted, and the whole
party gathered in the front room, flushed
with success, exulting at their easy victory.

“Ask one of those men where the other
guns are,” directed the colonel.

The French officer complied.

“They say that there is one on the other
side of the street, about half-way down to
the square, over a butcher shop. They
think there are others in the town, but they
don’'t know where. They are only sure of
the one. We had better go back to our old
place, rather than stay here. There’s not
much overhead cover, and we might get
some shelling later on.”

“That’s very true,” said the colonel, “but
there is something we must do first.”

“What's that?” cried three or four at
once.

“Why, we’ll have to go get those other
machine guns.”

There was a dull silence, and the Jerries
could be heard shuffling their feet where
they stood against the wall.

“We captured this gun by luck,” said the
officer from C company, “and because its
crew were asleep. The others will be on the
job now, and they’ve got trip wires out, too.
There, what did | tell you?”

Another light gleamed from the street.

“Good!” exclaimed the colonel. *lIssue
out those grenades; we’ll go get the butcher
shop first, because | think we can get at

“Katneraden
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that from the rear. Have some one take
these prisoners into the cellar and then re-
join us. Put them with the other one.”

Spike and the sergeant major went into
the hall.

“Ain’'t this---—-- ,” said Spike.
the old boy’s gone nuts!”

“1 know he has,” said the sergeant major.
“Do you notice how he keeps talking about
his command coming back? He thinks they
only went down the road after a drink or
something.”

“Well, it’ll be over soon, anyway,” said
Spike. “We won’t get far with that butcher-
shop gun, I'm tellin’ yuh. An’ say, what’s
the low-down on this grandstand play by
that Greek about scalpin’ the Jerry? How
come that?”

“Huh! That’s a stunt the colonel thought
up when we were in Lorraine. We'd get a
prisoner, and he wouldn’'t say a word, so
they trained the Greek to pretend he was an
Indian and wanted to scalp the Jerry. It
works pretty good, only they got an officer
once who told the Greek to go ahead and
scalp.”

“So yuh didn’t get no dope from him?”

“Sure we did. We took his bootjack that
he had under his coat away from him and
told him he couldn’t have it back unless he
talked. He did. He knew he couldn’t get
his boots off without the jack unless he cut
‘em off, and then he’'d have to go barefoot
qguite some spell before he got another pair.
So he came across with the dope. It was
mostly a bunch o’ lies. You can’t believe
a prisoner very much.”

“1 wonder if the ones we got tonight put
anything over on us,” said Spike thought-
fully.

“We’ll find out before morning,” said the
sergeant major.

“Did it ever strike you,” continued the
sergeant major, “that that bunch we had
the scrap with in the garden got away and
took Healy prisoner? That bird we got
said they came up here to see if the town
was occupied. They’ll go back and say it
is, and show Healy for proof. Then proba-
bly their whole gang will come back here
with blood in their eye. And the French
guy said they were a hard-boiled outfit.”

“1 hadn’t thought of that,” said Spike.

“1 think

“By------ , I wish it would come daylight.
Well, I know why I'm here, and if | get
out alive, Baldy Simmons, I'll knock you

for a row of brick gools!”

And Spike smote one hand into the palm
of the other with a loud smack.

Some one came into the hall and took the
two men by the arms. By his voice, they
knew it was the French officer.

“Come with me, boys,” he said. “We are
about to do a little something special. The
colonel and the rest are going to cover us
with the machine gun, you and | and this
electrician sergeant.”

“Uncle Sam,” muttered Spike,
good-by to ten thousand dollars.
mother collects my insurance tonight.”

Then they went out into the street and
lay down in the mud.

“Kiss
My

v

THEY lay in the mud a long, long
gj&ij time, while the rain soaked through

the back of Spike’s blouse and the
mud soaked through the front. It didn’t
take very long for the mud to reach his
skin; it seemed hardly a minute before he
felt it on his ribs, like an icy hand. Spike
had not the slightest idea why they were
lying there, but he was perfectly content
to do so. It was better than charging
machine guns.

Finally a flare went up, and Spike
squirmed closer to the ground, expecting
every minute to hear a gun rattle, but they
were not seen and the light went out after
a time. Still the officer made no forward
move. He had not told his plans to the two
men, so of course they could not know that
he was trying to see where the lights were
coining from and also get an idea of the
lie of the land, when there was a light up
to illuminate things.

As long as the fights went up, it showed
that the Germans were nervous, but they
kept mum with their guns. If there was a
large force in the other end of the town—
the Germans had suspicions of there being
Americans there anyway, as the prisoner
had said—it would be poor policy to fire
unless they knew what they were shooting
at, for they would give away the fact that
there were only two guns there.

Suddenly the officer began to crawl back-
ward and the other two followed him.
They went into the house again and found
the rest of the garrison sitting in the hall-
way, explaining to the doctor how to opera-
ate a pistol they had taken from one of the
Germans.
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“How goes it?” asked the colonel.

“1 think it’'s useless to wait any longer,”
answered the French officer. “They won’t
put up any more lights. There is a row of
trip flares across the street a little way down
and | know where the lights come from.
We can do this thing very well alone; we
will not need that gun at all.”

“How do you work these grenades?”
asked the gas officer.

“Unscrew that thing on the bottom and
pull out the cord. Then throw it. For-
ward, men.”

Spike and the two non-coms followed to
the back of the house.

“We go out here,” said the officer, and
after some search, he found the doorway.

It was plugged with an old chest of
drawers and a mattress, put up perhaps by
the machine gunners, perhaps by the Ger-
mans when the town had been theirs before.
This was pulled down and the four men
crept out into the fields.

“This way,” said the officer, leading them
through the darkness.

Here they were on grass and could not
follow the sound of his footsteps.

“Where the --—- is he?” panted the ser-
geant major in Spike’s ear.

“Here, here!” whispered the officer.

He stretched out his hand and seized
Spike’s arm.

“Take hold of my blouse,” he directed.

So, Spike holding the tail of the officer’s
blouse, the sergeant major clinging to
Spike’s pistol belt and the signal corps ser-
geant bringing up the rear, the party pro-
ceeded, bending almost double and scarce
daring to breathe.

The rain fell heavily, but the men paid
no attention to it. They were all as wet
as ii they had been dumped in a pond and
could get no wetter. They crept along
through an orchard, keeping parallel to the
row of houses, and Spike wondered how far
they were going. It siemed as if they had
been crawling for hours. His back ached
prodigiously. His head drooped with fati-
gue, for his neck was tired with holding the
weight of the helmet at such an unnatural
angle.

Clank! Spike’s helmet struck a tree. The
officer stopped and every one lay down with-
out command. They listened. The rain
pattered on the trees; water ran down
Spike’s neck; he could hear the sergeant
major breathing, but there was no other

sound. After a long while the officer started
forward again.

Tacklacktacktack! Down again they went,
at that suddeu clatter from the dark.
Silence. The signal corps sergeant spoke
for the first time that night.

“I'm done,” he said. The other two
heard the sergeant major, heedless of dan-
ger, go to the wounded man’s assistance,
heard his blouse being unbuttoned, the rip
of a shirt being torn. After a time the
sergeant major crept back again.

“Go on,” he said. “He is gone.”

They heard him wiping his hands on the
grass. The gun clattered again. It was
out in the field and not in the town, and a
flying stone stung Spike on the cheek, so
that he thought he had been hit. He was
disappointed when he felt no blood.

The officer turned and began to go back
toward the houses, and the other two fol-
lowed, the gun hounding them. They
could hear the bullets striking the houses
and ticking against the trees. Would they
never get back to those houses? They did
finally, and into a basement full of water
that reached half-way to their knees.

BERRAM1 The house shook, and little
bits of plaster fell from the walls, rattling
on the floor overhead and splashing into
the water in the basement.

“There,” said the officer huskily, “let’s
hurry. It must be getting daylight. Let
us hurry. The Boche will all take to their
holes after that shell.”

BERRAMI Spike very nearly threw him-
self into the water on the floor. The
house actually trembled, and more plaster
fell. Broken tiling clanked into the street.
The officer splashed around in the darkness.

“Void I'escalier,” he cried. “Follow me.”

He began to mount the stairs into the
upper part of the house.

“The frog’s crazy!” cried the sergeant
major.

“Yeh, they're all crazy,” agreed Spike.
“Cheer up; we’ll soon be dead.”

A shell struck in the fields, its wild shriek
ending in a sullen hiss. The soft ground,
saturated with water, would not explode
the fuse. Another struck in the street. No
dud, this one, and through the glassless
windows the wind of the burst fanned their
faces. The officer continued to climb, and
they heard his feet clattering over the
boards of the second story.

“Up we go,” said Spike. “We’ll be nearer
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heaven, and the angels won’'t have so far
to carry us.”

They climbed on, up to the garret, where
they could make out a network of beams
against a paling sky.

“Lie down,” whispered the French officer,
“it will be daylight in fifteen minutes, and
then we shall see several things.”

They crept into a corner that a few tile
still protected from the rain, and here they
lay down. Spike, wet as he was, fell in-
stantly asleep and was awakened the same
second, so it seemed to him. It was much
later, though. It was very light, and they
could see the wreaths of mist curling over
the shattered roof. The French officer
beckoned them, and they crawled to the
edge of the floor. He pointed silently down-
ward.

m

a church, or rather the ruins of one. A
church tower makes an excellent registra-
tion point for artillery, and for that reason
churches are short-lived. This one was but
a shell, its door blocked up with fallen
masonry and all trace of bell-tower and
roof gone.

Over the door, behind what had once been
a rose window, was a rude platform, built
of broken stones, and upon this platform
was the gun, its crew lying beside it. Spike
counted eight men lying there, huddled
under tent-half and overcoat, waiting for
the unwary to appear in the street.

This gun had a wide field of fire and could
not only sweep the street throughout its
length but could also command the other
gun in the butcher-shop, in case the butcher-
shop should be taken.

The French officer pointed silently to the
right, across a great hole where the floor
of the garret went off into space, out across
the fields, where the right-hand road wan-
dered off in to the fog.

“More guns out there,” he whispered,

bhells were falling regularly now, but the
gun that was firing them had shifted its
aim, and they were dropping into the field,
where most of them failed to explode.

A sharp intake of breath from the ser-
geant major startled the other two. They
looked into the church again. The gun
crew was aroused; they had thrown off their

AT THE lower end of the town was
a road fork, one going off to the
right, another to the left, forming

a Y. At the intersection of the roads wash, you Americans!” said he.

coverings and were peering at something
below them. The gun began to pound, and
the French officer swore softly to himself.
Followed by the other two men, he ran to
the edge of the roof toward the main street
and looked down.

Spike could see nothing but the gray
road, all littered with broken stones and
splintered tile and the gaping windows of
the houses. There was one with a greater
expanse of blackness then the rest, and
across the front of it was painted in black
the words, “Charcuterie,” almost obliter-
ated now by the rains of four years.

“There they are!” said the sergeant major

and pointed. Beyond the house with the
black sign were three bodies. “That’s Lieu-
tenant Clark,” he went on, “I can tell him

by his trench coat.” It was impossible to
tell who the other two were.

The officer muttered to himself in his
own tongue for a time; then he turned to
Spike.

“Im-
patience! Impatience! Will you never
learn? Regard,” he cried, his English not

so perfect in his excitement, “that which
does the machine gun. Ah, les pauvres, they
could not wait until we should make the
reconnaissance.”

The French officer drew them back to
the other side, where they could see down
into the churcb again. The gun was barking
loudly, sweeping up and down the street,
searching among the houses, behind the
heaps of fallen masonry, anywhere that an
American might be hiding. At the officer’s
signal, each of the Americans took a grenade
from his belt and prepared it for firing.

“Attendez!” said the officer. “When |
count three, let them go and be sure of your
aim. If we miss— finish!”

They swung their grenades, one, two,
three—down! The three grenades swooped
downward in a beautiful arc.

“Good shot, boy!” Spike cried in his
excitement.

The grenades disappeared behind the
church wall, but it was plain that they
would fall directly on the platform under
the rose window. Babablam! A great cloud
of white smoke gushed from the rose win-
dow, rose over the broken wall, and hung
heavily before the church.

“Now!” cried the officer, and the three
took to their heels down the crazy stair.
Outside the house they stopped, knelt at
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the comer and drew their guns, the officer
producing a child’s size automatic that
looked as if it would not kill a mosquito.
The church loomed before them, its wall
much higher and twice as threatening as it
had appeared from the garret, but the officer
dashed across the road and the others fol-
lowed, going through a gap in the wall near
the corner.

They listened. No sound but the drip-
drip of water somewhere. Or was it some-
thing else that dripped? They began to
climb the side of the platform and finally
reached the top. The smoke had cleared
away and the bodies of the gun crew lay
there motionless.

The officer examined the gun.

“Ca marche j 'pense,” he muttered, then
turned and began to roll the Germans over
the edge of the platform.

Spike chuckled.

“What the--—-- are you laughing about?”
snarled the sergeant major. “Have you
lost what few brains you ever had?”

“It’s one thing or the other,” said Spike.
“l got to laugh or cry, and 1'd rather
laugh.”

“Now then,” said the officer, “for those
pigs in the butcher-shop.”

He lay down and trained the gun care-
fully. He had some difficulty in getting it
going, but finally it began to cough. It was
answered immediately from the upper end
of the town, where Spike had entered.
Rapraprapraprap from a machine gun.
ROW! A one pounder shell burst below
them. An auto rifle barked.

“Oh, - , look!” cried the sergeant
major.

At the farther end of the street was a
yellow blob in the grayness—a whippet
tank. Four, five men in olive drab skulked
among the houses. The machine gun rat-
tled, and the auto rifle barked again.

“Hey!” yelled Spike, at the top of his
voice. Cease firing. Yanks! Yanks!”

Then he and the sergeant major, regard-
less of the danger of broken legs, leaped from
the platform to the ground and ran out into
the street, their arms held high over their
heads

“Hey! Hey!” they yelled.
we're Yanks! Lay offa that gun.”

The firing stopped. The two started
down the street toward the tank; then with
one move they ducked into a house like
rabbits going to earth. Several gray figures

“Lay off,

had appeared at a window not two yards
ahead of them.

“Come out,” said Spike, after a cautious
poking up of his head. “It’s all right; they
got their hands in the air. Let’s get to 'em
before the rest of the gang sees 'em.”

Out the two leaped then, and threatened
the little knot of Germans with their re-
volvers. These halted and faced the two
Americans. They were dirty and ragged;
some of them had on what appeared to be
cotton overalls in place of trousers and they
were all old men. One of them, gaunt and
bearded, stepped forward as Spike ap-
proached and respectfully handed him a
printed sheet of paper, like a beggar tender-
ing an appeal for alms.

“Keep your gun on ’'em, sargint,” said
Spike, “and watch for egg grenades in those
mitts. This guy is givin’ me his secret
orders.”

“Naw, they’'ve all got them,” said the
sergeant major. *“See?”

It was true. All the other prisoners
grinned bashfully and displayed a piece of
paper in their up-raised hands. They
watched with curiosity while Spike ex-
amined the one the prisoner had given him.
The tank rattled nearer from the far end
of the street.

“It’s in German,” said Spike, turning
over the paper in his hands. “It’s a general
order, but | can’t read a word of it.”

“Let’s see it,” said the sergeant major,
forgetting the prisoners in his eagerness to
see what the mysterious paper was. He
looked over Spike’s shoulder. “A. 0. H.,”
he read aloud. “I know what that means.
It means the Ancient Order of Hibernians.”

“What's the rest of it about?” asked
Spike.

“1 don’t know,” said the sergeant major.
“Maybe its an attack order and we’ll get
the D. S. C. for capturing it.”

The order was printed in German script.

“A. O. H.”, it began. “Amerikanisches
Operationsheer.  Betrifft: Behandlung der
Kriegsgefangenen.”

“Maybe so0,” said Spike.
mean a thing to me.”

He turned it over perplexedly and opened
the first sheet.

“Well, I'm
in chorus.

Across the bottom of the second page
was very clearly printed in English char-
acters, “John J. Pershing.”

“1t don't

”

said the two Yanks
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THE waiting prisoners grinned and

shuffled their feet. The tank stopped

and the little doors in the front of it
clanged open. Spike looked up. The French
officer was approaching, settling his collar
and trying to brush some of the mud from
his uniform.

“What the------ is all this about?” cried
Spike. “We took this order off one of
these Jerries, and it’s signed by Black
Jack. What's it about? Can you read it?”

The French officer took the paper, but
walked over to the man who had de-
scended from the tank, before reading it.
Spike and the sergeant major began to
perform a slight ceremony, a ceremony
that welcomed most German prisoners into
the American lines, or for that matter,
welcomed any prisoners into any lines.
The French officer, who had been making
himself acquainted with the man from the
tank, returned.

“This is an order from General Pershing,”
he said, holding up the piece of paper, “re-
garding the handling of prisoners of war.
It’s printed in German and dropped over
the German lines by aviators. It begins by
saying that the merciful treatment of
prisoners of war is a custom of all civilized
nations.”

“That’s right,” said Spike.

Here the officer consulted the order again.

“It goes on to say that in a treaty be-
tween the king of Prussia and the United
States in 1784 it was stipulated that prison-
ers taken by either from the other should
be treated with all kindness, should be
housed in clean barracks and should eat
the same rations as the soldiers of the army
that captured them.”

“Good enough,” said Spike,
busily over the prisoners.

“The order says that horses and military
property shall be taken, but the prisoners
shall be secure in all other possessions.”

“You tell '’em,” said Spike. “I stutter.”

He transferred a ring from a German'’s
finger to his own, and the sergeant major
chuckled gloatingly as he slipped a watch
from a gray pants pocket into one of olive
drab.

“A footnote to the order says that any
German coming into the American lines as
a prisoner may be assured of the same
treatment as that rendered the prodigal
son. There you are,” said the officer,
smiling. “Keep it as a souvenir.”

working

“What's all this stuff on the back
about?” asked Spike.

“ Tagliche Portionen dcr Amerikanischen
Soldaten,” read the officer. “It’s the daily
ration of the American soldier.”

Spike regarded it with interest. He could
distinguish the words “Syrup,” “Butter,”
“Milch,” from among some twenty other
commodities.

“The thunderin’ liar that wrote this!” he
cried. “No wonder those Jerries surren-
dered so easily. 1'd surrender myself if |
thought | could get a feed like that.”

“It doesn’'t say anything in that order
about breaking rocks, does it?” grinned
the sergeant major.

“Did yuh ever see a recruitin’ poster that
said anything about cooks’ police?” asked
Spike.

A doughboy with a bayoneted rifle ap-
peared— there were quite a lot of them in
the street now—and announced that he
would take charge of the prisoners.

“Take ’'em along,” said the sergeant
major. “We don’t want 'em.” The pris-
oners started to move off.

“Why, that bird’s an officer!” cried Spike.
“Look at his shoulder straps.”

He pointed. Sure enough, the last
prisoner of all had thin silver straps on his
shoulders. Him the sergeant major pur-
sued, and a sound was heard, as of alob-
nailed shoe in violent contact with a con-
venient portion of the human body.

“Hey!” protested Spike as the sergeant
major returned. “They didn’t do that to
the prodigal son.”

“Well, they ought to have,”
sergeant major.

The French officer returned from some-
where at this moment and addressed him-
self to Spike. “How would you like to pull
those bodies out of the street?” he asked.
“I'm going down the street a ways; I'm
suspicious of what is down that left-hand
turn.”

Spike and the sergeant major proceeded
to drag the body of C company’s lieutenant,
the doctor, and the gas officer into a house,
where they covered them with one of the
German blankets that were lying around.

“Where do you suppose the colonel is?”
asked Spike.

“Search me,” said the sergeant major.
“Say, it sounds as if they’d run into a scrap
up there, doesn’t it?”

Spike listened. He had heard machine

said the
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guns at work for some time, ever since
the tank had gone up the right-hand road.
The French officer had probably directed
the tank that way, for he had told Spike,
when they were in the garret, that there
were guns in that direction. It had been
one of these guns that had killed the signal
corps sergeant in the orchard.

The firing seemed to be louder, though,
now, and Spike went to the door to hear
better. Doughboys were still entering the
town, not in masses, but singly and in
scattered groups. These last were machine
ritle and one-pounder crews. All of them
looked very solemn, very white from lack
of sleep, and quite muddy. Spike wondered
if they were the same organisation that had
pulled out the day before, reorganized now,
and returned to wipe the blot from their
shield.

They walked along, those men, each in-
tent upon his own thoughts, looking very
like a crowd coming home from a baseball
game, but they didn't go down to the end
of the street any more; they turned and
went off between the houses and so out into
the orchard, up to where the smoke was be-
ginning to rise above the trees.

A knot of them stopped opposite Spike’s
window and one explored the cellar of a
very large house there. When he returned
his report seemed to be satisfactory, for an-
other man produced a board from under
his arm, on which was painted a rude red
cross. This he nailed to the side of the
cellar door, pounding the nail home with a
rock. Then the group of men dived pre-
cipitately from sight.

Before Spike had turned away from the
window to call to the sergeant major, the
dressing station had begun to receive

customers. A doughboy had arrived with
another on a stretcher, borne by two
Germans. Within the next minute three

more stretchers arrived. A half-naked man
appeared, his blouse and shirt hanging in
shreds about his waist, a glaringly new
bandage across his chest and about one
shoulder. This one sat down with his
back against the house and smoked a
cigaret, pulling his rags about him to
shelter him from the cold.

Spike was forcibly reminded that he was
cold himself, that he was very wet, that he
had had no food nor any sleep. It occurred
to him that he would have to account for
his time when he returned to the battery.

“1 reported to the regimental P. C. of the
only infantry | could find,” he said to him-
self, “If there’s any crab about it, that
frog officer will help me out.”

“Here’s the colonel,” cried the sergeant
major suddenly, and he and Spike dashed
into the street.

The colonel was walking toward the
house, talking to two other officers, one
evidently a chief of brigade, for he had a
very hard-boiled countenance, and several
other officers, who might be his staff, were
grouped in the background.

“Here are the two men now,” cried the
colonel. “Do you know what happened to
the doctor and the other two officers?”

“Their bodies are in the house there,
sir,” said the sergeant major.

The colonel looked very weary and sad,
and a tear wandered down his cheek that he
made no attempt to brush away. He did
not ask for an explanation of how the
officers had come to their death. The hard-
boiled man said naught, but looked very
stonily at the sergeant major and Spike,
much as a dead fish regards the passersby
from a fish-store window, and with just as
much interest.

“Here, you two men,” said the colonel,
turning to Spike and the sergeant major,
“you’ve had a hard night. Go off some-
where and go to sleep. We won’'t need
you for a while. By the way, you're an
artilleryman, aren’t you? Well, when you
wake up, you might as well go back to your
organization. It’s pretty certain that the
man you were sent to report to isn’t
around here anywhere. And I'm very
grateful for the help you’ve-given.”

He and the general moved on.

The Greek lingered in the tail of the pro-
cession and him the sergeant major sum-
moned.

“How did the doctor and the other
officers get killed,” asked the sergeant
major. “Do you know?”

“] don't know,” said the Greek.
weeth da colonel.”

“Where were you?”

“Him an’ me, we was a down behin’ da
house, we was a-gon’ rosh da machine gun.
Da colonel was a-gon’ fire hees gun, and da
odders gon rosh from da fron’ an’ we wasa
gon rosh from da rear. When we come back
da house, one Boche is in da door, and
he shoot a rifle at us. We hear da machine
gun go, out in da street, so we runa back to

“1 was
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see what happen, an’ see Americans. Den
da colonel talk to some officer, an’ when we
go look for doctor we can’ fin’ him. Den
da general come up in a side-car an’ the
colonel have to talk to him some more.”

“1 suppose they heard the rifle an’ come
surgin’ out, thinkin’ it was the Old Man
givin’ the signal,” said Spike. “Itwas a fool
move, because even if the Old Man had
fired the shot, the gun in the church would
have got them just the same.”

“That frog officer took us with him to
see if he could spot any more guns, and they
couldn’t wait till he got back,” decided the
sergeant major.

“l guess you're right,” agreed Spike.
“He sounded off something like that up on
the roof when the gun first began firing.
We revenged 'em, anyway, didn’'t we?”

“1'll say,” agreed the sergeant major.

“1'm for a little sleep,” said Spike after
a while. “How about you?”

“Let’'s go.”

They set off to find a good place.

“Do you know much about this town?”
asked Spike.

“Not a bit. We hadn’t hardly got in
before we were kicked out again.”

“Well, let’s hunt for the old German P. C.
That ought to be a good place, if it hasn’t
been grabbed off.”

They went past the dressing station,
where there was now a double row of
stretchers, to a cellar entrance marked,
“ Abrestungs Kommando.” They peered in.
It was a dirty place, half full of torn blan-
kets. There was a pile of rusty rifles against
the wall and another pile of helmets nearby.

“Looks like a salvage pile,” said Spike.
“1 wouldn’t go in there; it smells too bad.”

“Let’'s go into the house where we took
the machine-gun crew. There's a lot of
blankets in there.”

“Good,” agreed Spike, and in they went
and threw themselves down on the blankets
the Germans had left.

“l just happened to think,” said the
sergeant major sleepily, “that all those
Terries we captured are across the street in
the cellar.”

“1 hope their friends leave us alone long
enough for me to do a bit of bunk police,”
said Spike. “I got two hours’ sleep the
night before last and none last night, and
I bet | don’'t get any today. Here goes
anyway.”

He closed his eyes and immediately slept.

\%

F 1*®! SPIKE began to dream after a
r 7*'1 while. He dreamed he was back

in Boston and that he waited for an
elevated train. One was on its way; he
could hear it roaring and thundering in
the distance. After a time it arrived at
the station, but it must have been an ex-
press, for it did not stop. The first car
rushed by, the second, the third, Spike
counted them: four, five, six, thundering
and rattling by, blowing up clouds of dust
and making the newspapers whirl. There
seemed no end to that train; car after car
roared past, and then very, very slowly
Spike began to return to consciousness.
He could still hear the train roaring. Grad-
ually he awakened.

Where was he? Oh, yes, he was in
France and at the front, worse luck! The
town, the night’s happenings, memory, all
returned to him by degrees. The train
still thundered. What was that racket?
A barrage!

“Hehl” yelled Spike, and was awake at
once. The sergeant major was sitting up
with half-opened mouth.

“Wascominoff?” he inquired.

e to pay,” said Spike, “an’ cornin’
our way. Git up!”

He ran to the back of the house where he
could see across the fields. Nothing in

sight. There was a barrage falling on the
road beyond the orchard, and “overs”
were coming into the town. Spike knew

that the barrage was fired by German guns.
In the first place there was no reason why
the Americans should shell a road that had
been cleared of enemies an hour ago, and
in the second place, Spike’s intuition told
him that there were no Americans in sight.
If they were following up their own barrage,
the place would have been brown with
doughboys. The sergeant major came
back to have a look, too.

“There’'s some of our men,” he said,
pointing to the orchard. Spike looked.
Some men in olive drab had run back
from the road and were setting up a machine
gun. They got it into action and fired
away manfully. Spike could not hear the
gun; the sound of the shell fire was too
loud. He saw a little knot of rifle men
running, then come into the orchard and
take shelter behind trees.

Shells followed them. The noise was
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louder. Spike could see a high wall of
smoke, that moved majestically forward,
rolling like the car of Juggernaut, and these
men in the orchard were devotees, who
were going to cast themselves to death
under its wheels.

“What’s up?” asked the sergeant major,
with a scared face.

“There’s a creepin’ barrage goin’ out
there,” answered Spike. “Jerries pullin’
a counter attack. Maybe these are our
Hindenburg friends the prisoner was tellin’
about.”

The two ran to the front of the house and
into the street. Men were running about
there like ants. At the lower end near the
church, they were rushing out of the houses,
bearing boards, old furniture, shutters,
doors, anything to make a barricade with.
Others were piling up stones and bricks
from the shattered dwellings for the same
purpose.

Orderlies were running in and out of the
dressing station, carrying the double row
of stretchers into cellars on both sides of
the street, anywhere to get the wounded
to a place of safety. Shells burst in the
street and men dived to cover at the
shriek of them, like frogs taking to water
at the approach of a dog.

When the dust of the explosion had
settled, heads came up cautiously, to see if
any one had been hit and if so, if he had on
him any little article of wearing apparel
that they, the unwounded ones, could use.
Tack-tack-tack went the machine guns;
berram-berram-berram-BLAM! went the
shells, and houses collapsed with a rumble
of falling stones and a crash and snap of
limbers.

“What now?” asked the sergeant major.

“Ever been in a scrap like this before?”

asked Spike.
“Never. This is my first time up.
We're a new division. Have you?”
“Lots,” said Spike, trying to appear
nonchalant. “Let’'s go help with that
barricade.”

“Where’'d all this gang come from so
quick?” panted the sergeant major.

“Our guys must be failin’ back,” an-
swered Spike. “These men are cornin’ in
from the front.”

They dashed down the street and began
to help pile the doors and beams up so that
there would be some protection for a body
of men against an advancing enemy. The

barricade was being raised directly across
the end of the street, in front of the church.
Two machine guns were at the comer of the
right-hand road, one against the front wall
of the church, and the other by the corner
house. They fired steadily down the road.
In the window of the corner house a man
sat carelessly on the sill, one foot propped
against the window casing. He chewed
tobacco, spitting into the street, and from
time to time he raised his rifle and fired.
Spike wondered what he could see to
shoot at.

A worried-looking officer was directing
the building of the barricade.

“Is there any place around here | can
see what’s happening?” he cried.

“l can show you,” said Spike, and led
the way into the house on the comer, and
so up to the garret where he and the other
two had first seen the machine gun in the
church.

They couldn’t see very much. Here and
there they could distinguish a man lying
down and firing; they could see one or two
machine guns, but not a single German.
A tank waddled across the field beyond the
orchard and disappeared in the woods on
the other side.

Then men in khaki began to pour out of
the farther woods, coming from the Ameri-
can lines, and going slowly toward the wall
of smoke that marked the German advance.
They lay down in the field and were hidden
by the grass.

“We're going to be in for a hot time,”
said the officer. “We've got them in flank
from the cross-road and from the town
here, and the Boche can’t get across that
field until they take the town. That must
be the reserve battalion that’s just been
thrown in.”

“What happened anyway?” asked Spike.

“---—- knows,” said the officer. “I guess
we got a little disorganized going through
the town over there. The first | knew, I
noticed we weren’t advancing very fast.
In fact, we weren’t advancing at all. | was
having a lot more casualties than | should.
Then they rushed us, and before we got our
breath again, we’'d lost about a hundred
yards. They started to shell us, and after
that there was nothing to do but get out.
I expected we’d find supports in the town,
but I don’t see any.”

They went across the roof, to the corner
from whence Spike and the French officer
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had seen the gun-crew in the church. They
could see chimneys, and red-tiled roofs, and
a great deal of smoke, and hear the con-
tinuous drumming of the barrage, but that
was all. They went back to the other side
again.

“1 wish I knew what was going on in
that smoke,” said the officer. “There’s
none coming down that left-hand fork, so
it’'s my guess that the outfits farther up in
the town are holding. It’s harder to run
men out of a town than it is out of woods.
They’ll probably drive down to that right
fork and then make a flank attack on the
town.”

In the field beyond the orchard suddenly
appeared a great number of brown bugs,
scuttling along, going in the direction of
the American lines. Spike thought of the
times when he was a kid and had tinned
over a stone, or an old log, and had seen the
ants underneath hurry for safety. These
brown bugs ran here and there; they leaped
into holes and then leaped out again, and
numbers of them lay down and stayed in
that position. Shells burst among them
continuously. After a time there were no
more, then a new lot appeared, only they
were darker colored, and there were just
a few of them.

“Let’s hurry down,” said the lieutenant.
“Those are Boche scouts; their main gang
will be in on us pretty soon now.”

“Where's the rest of your battalion?”
asked Spike, as they hurried down the stairs.

“Battalion? Yes, where is it? There are
men out there building that barricade from
every regiment in the brigade. This is
what you get,” continued the officer, curs-
ing bitterly, “by having a lot of
idiotic sheep in positions of authority.
This is what you get for running men
around all night long, from pillar to post,
with contradictory orders. Now, thanks to
a staff composed of gilded half-wits, and an
artillery that doesn’t know a barrage from
a rolling kitchen, this division of mine is
likely to get itself badly burned. Do you
know that since this thing started, this
withdrawal or retreat, or running away, or
whatever you want to call it, | haven’t
seen a single officer? Not one, major,
colonel, or any one else. Away they went,
————— for breakfast, and the line officers can
hold the bag.”

“Yes, sir,” said Spike, realizing that he
should say something and not knowing what.

They reached the street and the officer
left and began to pile stones on the barri-
cade.

Spike found the sergeant major and they
crouched under the barricade.

THAT officer was a good man. He
£Wp sent a machine gun into the upper

stories of one of the houses and had
riflemen line the windows on both sides of
the street. He put beams across the bar-
ricade, so that their ends pointed toward
the enemy, and blocked the ends with
stones. He had men tear down a section
of iron fence, with spikes on it, and lay
that on the barricade in just the right
position to draw blood from any Hunnish
nose that ran against it. He made every
preparation to receive his visitors most
cordially, but he was badly handicapped.
He had only about forty men, three ma-
chine guns, no auto or “shosho” rifles, and
very little ammunition.

“Get a rifle,” he said to Spike and the
sergeant major, “and knock over a few of
those birds that keep crossing the road up
there.”

The two rose obediently and went even
as far as the dressing station, where they
found a rifle, but no ammunition.

“Who gets this?” asked the sergeant
major.

“You keep it,” answered Spike. “I
don’t savvy it. I'll go back and help with
one of those machine guns.”

So back they went.

The roar of battle was nearer now, and
the shells stopped falling in the town. The
woods were being shelled to a fare-you-well
and the field where the support battalion
had lain was being rolled flat. Machine-
gun and rifle fire still continued, very
loudly, and there was faint shouting.
From the corner of the street the Germans
could be seen crossing the right-hand road
and the sergeant major, with his rifle, and
Spike on the machine gun to which he had
attached himself, fired into the thick of
them. The man still sat in the window of
the comer house, spitting brownly and
shooting. He was a sniper and was picking
off enemy officers wdienever he spotted one.

The number of Americans in the town be-
gan to increase. They were coming in
from the fields, creeping over the barri-
cade, coming in through the houses. As
soon as they appeared, the officer assigned
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them to some position and they trotted
obediently away.

“Ya-a-a-a-ay!
the sniper.

There was a thunder of feet.

Spike’s heart went to his mouth, for
around the comer of the church came a
crowd of Germans, a thick mob of them,
their front bristling with bayonets, and a
kind of halo of stick bombs floating about
their heads.

“Hey!” yelled Spike.

“Hey! Hey! Hey!” cried everybody.

Spike’s machine gun jammed, and the
gunner pounded the breach with his fist.
It purred away again, firing into the Ger-
mans at pointblank range.

“Ride 'em,” howled Spike. “Sit on’em!”

The other gun across the road rattled
steadily, its crew stony faced and calm.
A bomb burst near it, and two of its men
went down. The rest carried on, nor
paused to care for the wounded. The
houses and the barricade crackled with
rifle fire; men howled and shrieked. Bombs
burst with a tremendous crash.

It could not last long. No human being
could stand that terrific fire at pointblank
range, and the remnants of the German
troops took to their heels, leaving their
dead thickly in the road. The Yanks be-
hind the barricade gave a ringing cheer.

“This is the best battle | was ever in,” de-
clared Spike, “and if | ever get out of it,
I won’t crave to see another as long as |
live.”

The Germans had counter-attacked some
time before, not with any hope of regaining
lost ground, but to give themselves a little
time. The flanks of two divisions over-
lapped here and the roads in the rear were
crowded in terrible fashion. A little breath-
ing space, then, could be used to great
advantage.

As frequently happens in an advance, the
American troops had got slightly out of

Here they come!” cried

hand. “Their officers couldn’t restrain their
men,” as newspaper correspondents love
to say. Consequently when the resistance

stiffened, there was confusion, just as there
is when the leading car in a line of traffic
stops. When the leading car starts to back
there is more, and when the leading units
of the advance fell back before a well-timed
rush,-——-- was to pay.

The counter-attack became a tremendous
success. Word of it went back to the army
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commander by telephone and airplane and
the order was given to follow up the success
with the utmost energy. Meanwhile the
division on the right, the Thirty-seventh,
was directed to attack with the utmostvigor.
This it did, and the American units in front
of it, with their flank unprotected as it was,
began to fall back. They went very slowly,
however, firing from doorways and windows,
hoping all the time for reinforcements,
knowing that they were being fired on from
the flank, but not realizing how far that
counter-attack in the woods had progressed.
The Germans in the woods made no at-
tempt to penetrate the upper end of the
town, from the flank. They simply fired
at the houses. When they had cleared the
woods of Americans, they would then make
a flank attack on the outlying houses at
the southern end where the barricade was,
and with that end in their hands, all the
Americans in the upper portion would be
cut off from their own lines, would be be-
tween two forces, and must perforce sur-
render.

The Germans exerted every effort, for it
is rifts in the dike like this that bring on
disaster. If it were worked properly, the
entire American advance might be stopped.
The Americans, meanwhile, not having
provided for a very good system of liaison
from front to rear—Spike’s tour of duty
was an example of how good the liaison
was— did not learn of the break for some
time. The appearance at the artillery
positions of certain of the infantry who be-
lieved in fighting another day, was the
first warning. Thereupon the Americans
got busy, very efficiently, once they got
started.

‘Here, you,” cal ed the lieutenant over
the barr cade to Sp ke. “Come in here.”

There was a tiny space at the corner of the
barricade, so that people could rim in and
out and the machine gun crews have a way
of retreat, and through this Spike ducked.

“Are you the artilleryman?” asked the
ieutenant.

“Yes, sir,” said Spike.

“Can you find your way back to the
guns?”

“Easy,” said Spike; also a bit eagerly.

“Very well, you stick right around now.
If we don’t get some action out of our guns,
I'll want you to go back and ask for it.
Have you got a Very pistol?”

“No, sir,” said Spike.
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“1've got a barrage rocket,” cried one
who overheard. “I can shoot it from my
rifle.”

“Better lay off it,” said Spike— how well
he knew. “If you get an answer, the
chances are you’ll get a barrage right on the
back of your neck.”

“Shoot it!” said the officer.

Away went the rocket and burst, seven
green stars and a red one. They waited.
After about two minutes that seemed fifty,
Spike announced that it hadn’t been seen.

“The guns are way’ back,” he said. “If
there’s any artillery supporting this bunch,
they’re shootin’ out in the field there, and
anyway they probably couldn’'t see the
rocket in all this smoke and fog.”

More men came in, wild-eyed, and an-
nounced that the front line had given way
entirely. Spike asked the sergeant major
how he did.

“Pretty rotten,” was the answer. *“I
can't seem to hit a thing. 1 think I've
been holding too high. [I've been using
battle-sight, but I think I'll use the peep.
The worst of it is that I've only got five
rounds left. 1 found a bandolier in the
street, but it only had fifteen rounds in it.
I got ten more from one of the men here,
but it’s all gone. You’'d be surprized how
fast the ammunition goes.”

A shell whistled, then swooped rushingly
at them. BLAM! It burst just outside
the barricade. Spike shook himself and
looked at the sergeant major. He was
unhurt.  When the smoke had blown away,
Spike peered over the barricade. That
shell had lighted right at the comer and
entirely eradicated both machine guns and
their crews.

The officer sat down on the stones and
wept. Spike felt very sick. The officer
knew, and Spike knew, that that shell had
come from an American gun. When they
whistled that way, they came from behind
and not from before. It might have been
an answer to the rocket, it might have been
a wild Shot from some battery that was
putting up a counter-barrage, but it was an
American shell anyway.

“1 quit,” cried the officer. “I'm done.
I can lick the German army, but I can’t lick
the German army and the American army,
too. | quit.”

Then just to show he meant it, he grabbed
his pistol and dashed to the barricade to try
to stem the flood of howling Huns that was

pouring over it. Spike sat right where he
was, his back against the stones of the
barricade. He was a little over ten feet
from a doorway and every time a gray uni-
form appeared in that doorway, Spike fired
his revolver.

It was like shooting at the side of a barn.
After a while they stopped coming, the
doorway was blocked so. The men in the
upper stories had a wild time. They fired
down and picked their targets with care.
The lone machine gun in the second floor
across the street chuckled with glee.

A second time the enemy fell back, what
was left of him, and a second time the Yanks
cheered. When they began to count their
remaining ammunition, they were not so
cheerful. Spike had very foolishly jumped
on the barricade and emptied a newly re-
loaded cylinder after the retiring Germans.
When he tried to reload again, he discovered
that his ammunition carrier was empty.
A search of his pockets disclosed no more
bullets.

It was then that the first Americans began
to appear down the left fork. They were
badly disorganized now, for the Germans
had effected a lodgement in some of the
houses behind the church and were shooting
up the Americans from the rear. They be-
gan to break, the roar of machine-gun and
rifle fire swelled louder, the explosion of
grenades was so incessant as to sound like a
barrage, and the real barrage rumbled
steadily on the road and in the woods behind
the town, cutting off any possible reinfore-
ments.

The Germans advanced like the waves of
a rising tide, rushing up on the shore and
then receding, but with each rush going a
little farther and leaving a line of chips and
weed a little higher. The chips and weed in
this case were the Americans, forced back,
washed along, but fighting every inch of the
way and forcing the Germans to fall back
and reorganize after each rush.

AT LAST the waves of the attack
H lapped at the barricade, and the

Americans overflowed it and poured
down the far side. Here was a swelling of
the barricade’s garrison! Spike thought
there must be a thousand men there, but
there could not have been more than a hun-
dred at the most, and many more were still
outside the barricade. Spike recognized
the colonel—and the French liaison officer,
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among the first to come over the barri-
cade.

Yanks poured into the town from all
directions. They seemed to spring from
the ground. Machine guns barked from
the upper stories of the houses; men clam-
bered out on the tiles and hurled grenades
upon the attackers.

On their side, the Germans carried light
machine guns to the garrets and fired down
into the streets behind the barricade. The
men behind the barricade, officers and pri-
vates, stood off attack after attack with
grenade and rifle and pistol. Their am-
munition was giving out, and they used
stones to hurl and bits of broken doors for
dubs. Spike, hunting for pistol ammuni-
tion, had found a French rifle with a very
long bayonet on it, and he and two more
guarded a door that opened just behind the
barricade. This door opened from the cel-
lar of the comer house on the left hand
corner, and the Boche kept trying to get in
through this cellar.

One of the Yanks had grenades that he
threw down into the cellar whenever he
thought necessary; the third had a “shosho”
gun, with which he fired when any Boche
appeared at the door. Spike stood at their
backs and whenever a German appeared
over the barricade, at that corner, Spike
thrust at him with the bayonet. Some-
times he drew blood and sometimes not.

tie kept a wary eye out for grenades.
The Boche, however, threw them with too
much force, so that they burst down the
street, too far in the rear of the barricade
to do any harm.

It will be remembered that the division
that advanced through the town and that
was now in front of the barricade were
storm troops, troops accustomed to be the
spearhead of an assault. This division was
the same that had attacked on the Mame
in July, east of Dormans, and had pene-
trated to quite a depth.

The Germans in the field beyond the
orchard were Landwehr, not assault troops,
and they lay on their stomachs and fired
machine guns, but made no attempt to
rush the town—yet. They waited to see
how the 37th would make out. Word came
to them finally to take some of the lead out
of their shoes and make a flank attack on the
houses of the town. Meanwhile, two regi-
ments of the 37th, the 150th and the 147th,
veterans of Tannenburg and the Masurian

Lakes, would see what they could do to re-
duce the barricade.

“Yow!” roared the Americans. “Here
they come! Heh! Heh! Stay with’em,gang!”

A party of Germans mounted the plat-
form behind the rose window of the church
and tossed grenades at the barricade, but
some men on the roof fired at them, and they
withdrew, leaving their dead. Spike stood
up, in that fearful confusion of shouts and
crashing and pounding of feet and thrust
madly at the gray wall on top of the barri-
cade. The roar of machine-gun and rifle
fire was deafening.

Spike continued to poke with his bayonet;
it broke and he swung his rifle by the barrel.
That broke and then he threw stones from
the barricade, bits of crockery, an old chair,
a doorknob, a pitcher, a bronze kettle.
This last took a German square in the chest
and he went down as though dragged from
behind. They laid hold of Spike once, by
the gas mask, but the strap broke and he
was able to scramble clear. Some one at
his side bayoneted his would-be captors.

Aid for the defenders arrived from an
unexpected quarter. An aviator flew low
and dropped bombs into the thick of the
rush; then he banked round and fired his
machine gun valiantly. An air attack is
bad on the nerves. The Germans could
storm the barricade in the face of half a
dozen machine guns, but one flying around
over their heads was too much. The wave
rolled back, and the attackers took shelter
behind the farther houses while they got
back their wind.

The airman circled about overhead and
fired a light, so that the men in the town
would spread a panel and let him know what
organization was below him. Two black
planes flew at him, swiftly and directly, as
wasps fly to the attack. The three circled
and spun, and the two Germans drove the
American ofl over the field, where they shot
him down in a flaming ruin. Bad actors,
those Boche, and they wanted that town
badly. The German planes disappeared
behind the woods.

Spike exhaled his breath sharply— he
had held it all through the airfight—and
looked at his neighbor to see what he
thought of it. Judge then of Spike’s sur-
prize to find the colonel, his companion of
the early morning, standing beside him,
leaning on a very bloody bayonet. The
colonel recognized Spike immediately.
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“Hello, artillery, how goes it?” cried he.
“Say, boy, you skip out of here, back to
that house where we took that gun, and
see if there aren’t some more grenades in
there. If there are, bring them up here;
if there aren’t, keep on going, get back to
your guns and tell them to shell this place
till-—- wouldn’t have it! Never mind us,
you tell 'em to fire! If these Jerries get
through, they’re liable to turn the Argonne
into a second Marne, with us on the losers’
end this time. Now beat it!”

“But you’ll be Kkilled,” objected Spike.

The colonel smiled, not mirthfully.

“1 intend to stay here with the rest of the
regimental staff,” he said. “Now beat it.
| told you to go once before.”

Spike went down the street. The men
behind the barricade were dragging the
wounded out of the line of fire. Spike saw
the body of the lieutenant with whom he
had gone up to the roof. He saw the
French officer, two pistols stuck through
his belt, tie a cloth around his bare head to
keep the blood out of his eyes. Spike began
to run. He could hear firing from the
other side of the houses and it occurred to
him that he was weaponless and that he
might encounter some rough, rude Jerries
in the house where he was going. He picked
up a table leg broken from its parent table.
It took both hands to swing, but it was a
real Goliath-size war-club. Then Spike
proceeded.

The Germans in the field were on the
move at last. This time, with the aid and
assistance of a company from the 147th,
they were going to make an attack on the
town in conjunction with another try at the
barricade. Spike heard the scrap start
at the barricade again and increased his
pace. Some of the attacking force from the
orchard got to the back of the house as
Spike got to the front. Now there were
not enough Americans to garrison all the
houses, but the Germans did not know this,
or they would have rushed the place sooner.
For this reason they were cautious about
going into those houses.

“Hey,” called Spike, as he entered the
door. “Who's there?” He had heard foot-
steps, he was very sure. He went into the
room where he had slept, and there met
two very rough-looking Germans, full
pack, boots, rifles, bayonets and all. There
was just about room for Spike to swing his
table leg in a good wide sweep. Sock! It
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struck one of the helmets squarely on the
side and the German casualty list for the
day increased by one. The German’s com-
panion made exit by the rear door at the
same time that Spike made exit by the
front door. Neither had ”~,.en a second
look after the club had done its bit.

“Man!” thought Spike inanely. “If his
dome had been a baseball, that'd been a
home run!”

In the street Spike stopped. The rush
had been a success this time. The barri-
cade was covered with a crowd of twisting,
swaying men; men in olive drab were pour-
ing from some doorways, and men in gray
from others. A Yank machine-gun crew
were setting up in the middle of the street,
not twenty feet from the fighting on the
barricade. Germans were tossing bombs up
into windows, and Yanks were tossing them
back again. Every house was a fort, every
door a battle-ground.

While Spike watched, the fight on the bar-
ricade was over; the gray mob poured over
it, ran around the end and tore it away.
The Germans began to bomb the cellars
and dive into doorways, to dig out the
Americans in the upper stories. Maybe it
was time to go, thought Spike.

He rushed through the house again, and
just outside the rear door came upon a clus-
ter of gray backs, with funny little coat
tails and brass buttons on them. A gun-
crew was preparing a position under the
trees of the orchard. A bomb exploded in
the cellar next door. Yes, it was time to
be going. He met a man in the hall and
had no room to swing his club. He met the
German with it pointed bayonet-wise and
drove it into the other’s belly. Two down.
Spike hurdled the body and was out the
door.

The Germans had advanced very far
down the street this time. They were
methodically bombing the cellars, and
machine guns had been set up and the upper
floors of the houses were being raked. Men
raged in those houses. Helmets fell to the
street and some of their owners followed
them. At the dressing station, an orderly
with his brassard in plain view had taken
down the board with the red cross on it and
was holding it over his head, so that all
might see.

It had always been the custom for tire
medical personnel to remain with the
wounded, regardless of whether it meant
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their capture by the enemy or not. A Red
Cross brassard is supposed to be respected,
but all men, regardless of nationality, are
liable to lose their heads, especially when
they have just found themselves victors of
a hard-fought encounter. The orderly held
something beside that board in his hands;
he held his life; but he was taking no chances
on having a potato-masher bomb tossed down
among the stretchers in that crowded cellar.

A German in a house a few doors away
shot at Spike with his rifle. In another
house there was a real bayonet fight in
progress, and several Huns came out of
there faster than they went in. They were
reinforced and went in again. A shell
lighted in the street and killed Germans
and Americans both, and neither side paid
it any heed.

Two men came toward Spike, their
rifles held loosely in their hands. Seeing
him standing there, gazing about in be-
wilderment, and weaponless, they thought
he had surrendered, and they had designs
on his watch. They learned their mistake.
Spike swung his club— oh, a mighty swing—
so that it caved in one man’s head and
knocked the rifle he had tried to parry the
blow with clear across the street. The
other man fled, and Spike hurled his club
at him.

“Good shot!” cried Spike, even before
the club had reached its mark. It smote
that particular Boche right in the neck,
just where the helmet does not cover, and
the click of it was very loud.

A grenade fell at Spike’s feet, and he had
just presence of mind enough to toss it back
before it burst. It went off in air, and Spike
went head over heels. He thought he had
been hit, but he could still move all his
members. As he turned over and jumped
to his feet again, there was a tiny spat
beside him and a little puff of dust. He
turned once more toward his enemies.

There was a man in a window with a
grenade poised to hurl; another man in the
street was shooting at him with a pistol.
Huns were looking at him everywhere, and
down the street a machine gunner was wav-
ing his arm for the people in the street to get
out of the way, presumably so that he could
try his luck at Spike.

Spike noticed that there was not an
American in sight—but there was. At the
far end of the street were six of them,
coming out of a house in a single file, and

each with his hands in the air.
it was time to be going.

Yes, indeed,
Spike went.

Vi

IT WILL be remembered that the

roa(l curved sharply just at the edge

of the town. In two bounds Spike
was around the turn and after that was
fairly safe. The end of the town was the
high-water mark of the German advance,
and Spike was not pursued. Nevertheless
he did not slacken speed. When a shell
burst in the road he took to the woods, and
when one burst in the woods he returned
to the road again.

After a time he slowed to a walk, not
from any feeling of safety, but because he
was out of breath. He was horribly
afraid now, and his fear increased the farther
he went from the town. In a situation of
deadly peril, the human mind is so crowded
with sensations that there seems to be no
room for fear. It is only after the peril is
past, or less immediate, that fear becomes
dominant.

Spike could hear shells swishing by over-
head, on their way to the town, probably,
where they would do little harm except to
knock a few more holes in the houses.

The Germans had planted a few machine
guns and hauled their forces out again, just
as they had done on the afternoon of the
day previous, with this exception— that the
day before the guns in the town had been
left simply to delay the next day’s advance,
but now they were there to hold the town.
There were a lot more of them. No
stranded regimental staff could have
cleaned them out, nor even a regiment it-
self. It was a long time before that town
changed hands again.

Spike sat down in the ditch and con-
sidered. He was in a bad way. He had
been away from his battery a long time,
how long he could not tell, for he had
broken his wrist watch. The sky was still
gray and threatening, so that he could not
judge the time by the sun. It might be
about noon, maybe later.

Where was the colonel? What was his
name even? Probably he was dead. The
sergeant major undoubtedly was. The
French officer, what had become of him?
That was probably his final appearance, too.
How then, would Spike account for his
whereabouts during the last night? There
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would be explanations to make and unless
he had something to support his stoiy, it
would not be believed.

It was a very simple matter for a liaison
man or a runner, or even an observer, to
duck into a convenient hole and stay there
as long as he wanted to, instead of going up
to the firing-line and doing his duty.
When his twenty-four hours were up, all he
had to do was to return to his battery and
tell a wild tale of his being lost. He always
had to tell his story twice, once to his im-
mediate commander, and once to Judge
Duffy, and neither one believed it.

Spike knew what happened to those birds.
They sent them up to the very frontest
front line and had them fill sand bags, while
Fritz calibrated his guns on them. Spike
had no desire to fill sandbags at the front
line. He had had all the front line he
wanted for the rest of his life.

“Oh,” moaned Spike, his head in his
hands, “1 sure got a jinx on me, and | know
how it got there, too.”

He extracted some small comfort from
the thought that he would soon be back
with the battery, where he could read Sim-
mons a very vigorous lecture on the folly of
trying to economize on matches by taking
three lights from one.

“Tonight, anyway,” Spike muttered,
“l can sleep warm and dry in that, good
old dugout. When | get back to the bat-
tery everything will be all right.”

Thus cheered, he went on down the road
and continued without adventure, until
he found himself among resting infantry.
These barred the road and looked at him
sourly.

“What's eatin’ you guys?” demanded
Spike. “I’'m an American; where d’yuh get
this fixed bayonet stuff?”

“Gwan!” said those who barred the way.
“Git back where yuh belong! Back t’ your
outfit, yuh yeller unmentionable.”

Spike regarded them. They were armed
and he was not; at least his gun was empty.
He was alone, and they were several
hundred, all scowling at him with very
evident dislike. Spike stood on one foot
and then the other. Conciliation would be
the best thing.

“You got me wrong,” said he.
beating it. 1'm a liaison agent.
my way to the artillery.”

The men with the bayonets seemed un-
convinced.

“l ain’t
I'm on

“Let’s take him back to the Old Man,”
said one, and so they led Spike back to
where their captain was.

The captain was, at that moment, in
conference with his battalion commander
and several more officers, who sat around
and offered their advice without being
asked for it.

“This guy,” announced one of Spike's
guardians, “was wanderin’ down the road,
and we brings him in, like the captain said
we should.”

The officers looked at Spike with interest.

“How come?” asked the major of Spike,
with ominous quiet in his tone.

Spike told him all, beginning with the
night before and ending with his reception
by the present company. The major
seemed pained to learn of the town’s loss
and he directed an officer to telephone
Spike’s report to the division.

“Oh, Cogswell,” he called, after some
thought, and one of the officers answered.
“Here’s an artilleryman for you,” said the
major and went back to his maps again.

The man named Cogswell appeared.
He said—

“What outfit are you from?”

Spike told him.

“Weren’t you sent up to me last night?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Where have you been, then? Off
hiding out somewhere? Couldn’t find the
P. C. | suppose?”

“No, sir, | had no instructions where it
was. | was just told to go up the road until
I found it.”

“Huh! Very strange. We've been bi-
vouacked in these woods since yesterday
morning.”

This officer had not heard Spike’s account
of the capture of the town and Spike was
forced to repeat it. The most skeptical
man on earth could see that Spike was tell-
ing the truth.

“Huh! Well, stick right around, now
that you've found us at last and don’t get
separated any more.”

“Where’s this outfit goin’?” faltered Spike.

“When it gets dark enough, we’re going
to take a crack at getting that town up
there back again.”

For the rest of the afternoon, Spike sat
in the ditch, his back against the muddy
bank, and his feet before him. What
cared he if he was wet and cold and sleepless
and hungry? He would soon be dead. It
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was impossible for him to think about going
back to that town, back up there where
shells banged and machine guns rattled.
The thought of it was horrible.

“Shower down, jinx,” he exclaimed aloud.
“If there’s anywhere you can hit me now,
go to it.”

About twilight the infantry fed, eating
the hard tack and canned beans from their
haversacks. Spike was invited to partake
and did so, very heartily. It was his first
meal since he had left the battery the night
before.

THERE was a stir among the resting

troops. Men began to stand up

and sling their packs; voices called;
there was a rattle of equipment. The bat-
talion began to depart, forming combat
groups as they moved off, for contact with
the enemy was expected at any minute.
Spike and his officer still waited in the ditch,
for they would go with battalion head-
quarters. There was another stir on the
road, and a voice could be heard inquiring
for Lieutenant Cogswell.

“Here!” cried the lieutenant.

A squad of men appeared in the gloom.
Spike looked at them and his heart bounded.
There were men with coils of wire about
their shoulders and with telephone instru-
ments in their hands. Spike refused, how-
ever, to allow himself to build any false
hopes. One of these men, who bore no
wire, had something in his belt that
gleamed, and this Spike knew was a Very
pistol, a weapon for the shooting of rockets.
The leader of this shadowy group of men
conferred with the lieutenant. The officer
then turned to Spike.

“All right, artillery,” he said, “you can
go back to your outfit. Another regiment
is backing us up. Maybe they’ll do a better
job; they can’t do a worse one.”

Spike waited not, but went immediately.
He was now infinitely weary. His mind
was numb, too numb even to resent the
officer’s last remark, and his body seemed
to be in the same condition. He had no
thought but to get back to the dugout on the
hill and get under the blankets.

“1 shouldn’t be a -——-- bit surprized,” he
remarked, “if the outfit was gone, or the
dugout blown to ----- . It’d be about equal
to my other luck.”

The twilight turned into night and Fritz
began his nightly working up of the roads.

Guns grumbled in the distance, and shells
clanged. Spike tried to keep on, but after
a few of those G. I. cans had burst near
enough to throw dirt on him, he gave up
and lay in the ditch until the firing should
stop. Not a soul, not even an ambulance,
went along the road in either direction.

Off toward the German lines, about
where the town would be, was a faint
crackling of rifle and machine-gun fire.
When the road had taken him across an
open space, Spike had been able to see the
gleaming of the flares against the low lying
clouds.

Late in the night Spike tried his luck
again. The clouds had gone and the stars
shone, so that it was easier to see. The
shells still shrieked, but not so thickly, and
so, very weary and reefing in his walk,
Spike came to his battery position again.

“They’re still here, anyway,” said Spike,
as he climbed the hill and saw the black
humps of the seventy-fives and the skyward
pointing machine guns, for all the world like
lone stalks of corn. He sought the Old
Man’s dugout and cautiously lifting the
blanket at the door, crept in.

“Who'’s there?” cried the OIld Man,
rising up on his blankets.

“1've just come back from the front, it's
Private Knowlton,” answered Spike, and
waited to hear the Old Man rage.

“Well, for-—-- 's sake!” cried the captain.
“1I'm sure glad to see you. We found out
about half an hour after you’d gone that
we’'d sent you right into Germany. Boy,
you've been on my mind the last twenty-
four hours. Run along now, | can sleep
comfortably now | know you're all right.
Come round in the morning and tell me
about it.”

Spike backed out. He was safe enough
on that score anyway. His thoughts
yearned for the dugout, and he started off
up the hill toward it, a little apprehensive
lest he find it wrecked by a shell. No, it
was there; his heart lightened as he saw the
round hump of it against the stars. He
bent down to enter. Snf-snf-snf. The
place reeked of gas. There was no shelter
half over the entrance, and as Spike peered
in, he could see the sky through the other
end of the elephant iron. His searching
hand found no blankets on the dugout floor.

“Gas around huh? 1'd better get outta
here.”

Spike withdrew and sniffed again. The
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air was clear, except for the usual front line
smell of millions of unwashed men, diluted
gas and high-explosive reek.

“1 bet that’s mustard in there,” thought
Spike, “and if it is, these wet clothes’ll let
me in for a good burn. | wonder where the
gang is.”

It occurred to Spike that the gas guard,
who had the double duty of watching for
signs of gas and for barrage rockets from the
front, would be able to tell him where
Baldy and Guthrie had moved their quar-
ters to, not that the gas guard kept tabs on
where the men of the battery slept, but
because he would be the only man awake.
Spike found him wrapped in a shelter-half,
standing by a post to which was affixed the
gas signal, an old auto-hom.

“Yeh, I know where they are,” answered
this one, in response to Spike’s inquiry.
“They got evacuated this morning. A
mustard shell lay down right at the door
and burned--— out of 'em.”

“That comes o’ lightin’ three candles on
a match,” remarked Spike, “and I'm out
of a bed.”

B battery’s rocket guard appeared out of
the night and asked for the makin’s. He
and the other guard sympathized with
Spike.

“Why don’tcha crawl in under one 0’
them guns?” asked the gas guard. “They
ought to take yuh in.”

“It’'s worth a try,” said Spike, and de-
parted toward the guns. “If this ain’t
hard luck,” he exclaimed, “I never had any.
One o’clock in the mornin’, no dugout, an’
no blankets.”

Spike’s blankets, overcoat and /dicker
were still in the ditch outside the town
where he had left them about twenty-four
hours before.

“Simmons, wherever yuh are, | hope
you're glad you lit them three candles. |
don’t wish yuh no hard luck, but I hope
yuh got a -——- good burn, right where it’ll
bother yuh the most.”

Spike peered under one of the guns.
There were a number of forms in there, but
each was tightly wrapped in his blankets,
like a worm in its cocoon. The nights in
Fiance are very cold, even in midsummer,
and in the Autumn they are much colder.
Spike’s teeth rattled. The time was draw-
ing on to two a. m., when human fires burn
the lowest. Aching in every muscle, shiv-
ering, and only prevented by the cold from
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going to sleep standing up, Spike went over
toward the machine guns.

The two gas guards watched his stagger-
ing progress. The machine gunners had
dug individual fox-holes, little shallow grave-
like places, about a foot deep, just large
enough to lie down in, but a great protection
against shell-fire. There was no room for an
extra in any of those holes. Then Spike had
aray of hope. The telephone men had a good
big dugout; he’'d try them. There was no
luck there, either. The dugout was full of
all the riff-raff of the battery, cooks, spare
gunners, the ration and water-cart drivers,
and the telephone men themselves. A
snake couldn’t find room to sleep in there.

“Simmons,” said Spike, “you got me
into this, you, but 1'd swap places
with yuh, burn an’ all. You got a bed and
I ain’t, and I'm tellin’ yuh it's a --—-- cold
night!”

Spike wandered aimlessly down hill,
reeling and stumbling in his walk. The
two guards still watched.

“I'll never be able to look at a candle
again,” he muttered. “Gee! | never
thought of them old gun-pits! | bet there’s
some one in there.”

Those gun-pits, he remembered, had
board floors that were still intact. Warm
and dry to sleep on, if he could find a rag to
cover himself.

The gun-pit was occupied. It was dark
there, but Spike could make out a row of
quiet sleepers, cheek by jowl, along one
side of the pit. He climbed down and
cautiously explored with his hand. The
blankets overlapped the last man a foot or
more, and tins blanket end Spike lifted
carefully.

“Now | can sleep,” he muttered. Then
he silently lay down, and slowly, carefully,
drew the blanket about himself. He looked
up at the stars, sighed thankfully, and was
instantly asleep.

Spike was too far from the watching
guards for them to watch his movements,
but they had seen him go into the shadow of
the trees where the gun-pits were. He did
not reappear. One of the guards began to
chuckle to himself.

“What's bitin’ yuh?” asked
guard.

“I'm laughin’ as that liaison guy,” was
the reply. “He went down to one o’ them
old gun-pits and I'll bet he’s crawled in
with the stiffs they got laid out in it.”

the other
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'HALLORAN was a working man

with a college education; which

is not the rule. O’Halloran was

exceptional in more ways than
one. No one had ever been able to figure
O’'Halloran out—which did not trouble him,
possibly, in part, because O’Halloran was
not his name. He had signed himself so
one night upon a rooming-house register,
because, with the name in his mind, for
some reason unknown to him, he was won-
dering how it would look in writing. He
not only liked the look of it, but the sound
of it also— that musical, jig-your-foot-along
note in it. Lastly he liked it because the
landlady, a fat woman with a freckled face
and short legs, said after he had so signed
himself—

“1 says to meself w’en | sees you cornin’,
I says, ‘That looks like one o’ they O’'Hal-
lorans.””

O’Halloran thereafter stayed with the
name, and the name with O’Halloran.

O’Halloran was an artist in his line. He
sometimes worked an entire week; living
comfortably upon the proceeds of that
labor for the remainder of the month. At
other times he did not work at all. Once,
in a jerk-water town in San Joaquin Valley,
because the town policeman said he was a
hobo, he was put in the jug. He was too
much of a gentleman to contradict the town
policeman. Not that contradiction would
have got him off his jail sentence, for the
judges of the San Joaquin Valley are— well,
ask any one who knows what they are;
that’s all!

Once O’Halloran got a job for a bank
president; an ever-so-rich man with a pot
stomach, a gold watch-chain tied across it,
pinch-nose glasses on the bridge of his nose
and a fat cigar in the comer of his mouth.
O’'Halloran took a fancy to the bank presi-
dent; and, because he never happened
around when O’Halloran happened to be
taking a nap on the job, the bank president
took a fancy to O’Halloran.

O’Halloran worked for the bank presi-
dent a full three weeks, saving his money.
When he quit the bank president wore a
look of pained surprize.

S
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“l thought you were a steady man,”
said he.

O’Halloran looked at the B. P.

“Steady? Three whole weeks!
that steady?” said he.

“l had a man work for me for six years
once,” said the B. P.

“You thought you did, mister; but— he
didn’tt He was only a bloomin’ monkey,”
said O’Halloran.

The day after O’H. quit working for the
B. P., they met upon the sidewalk of the
jerk-water town, calling itself a city because
it had its own water-works, a wooden jail
with two rooms, five grocery stores, seven
churches, a female uplift society, and a wo-
man'’s club.

“O’Halloran,” said the B. P., “I'd like
to have you go back to work for me.”

“Yus, sir,” said O'H. who never let on
that he had once had a college education.
“1'd like to meself if I felt that way; but |
don’t.”

“I'm willing to give you a raise,” said
the B. P.

Ain’t

“Money in me socks,” said O'H. “Go
jingle 'em an’ see!”
“Say, now—look here, Mr. O’Halloran,

is there something wrong with you? You
don’t seem just right. 1'm willing to pay
the doctor bill on condition you’ll go back
to work for me,” said the B. P. “Good
men are scarce.”

“That's that,” said O’'H., solemn as a
judge with the indigestion from overeating—
which is a way with judges—adding: “They
are. | will not.”

The B. P. took O'H. by the arm.

“Look here, O’Halloran, my man,” said
he, “you’re all out of shape. Going to take
you up to see the doctor.”

At that moment there came around the
comer of the block an old hobo, a roll of very
dirty blankets on his back; holes in his knees
and in the crown of his hat, black stubble
ten or twenty days old upon his chin, a
second-hand quill tooth-pick in the corner of
his mouth, and a pair of eyes that looked as
lamps look upon a rainy night, and his toes
sticking out of both his boots. He caught
the eye of O'H., and, just at that identical
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minute he winked— not a big wide-awake
wink such as the girls behind the candy-
counters hand out toward quitting time to
the young lads with new automobiles and
coin in their breeches pockets, but the sort
of wink that comes in the sky with the first
rain at the end of the desert Summer in the
San Joaquin Valley— the sort that sets the
mocking-birds to whistling; a slow, soft,
easy-going, “jig-your-foot-along, it's a good
old world after all” sort of wink.

The old bo passed on down the street.

“There’s a fellow should be in jail,” said
the B. P. “He ought to be breaking rock
for the county roads. That sort of fellow
is no good. He’s a social parasite.”

O’H. was jingling three weeks’ pay in his
breeches pocket.

“O’Halloran,” said the B. P., “we’ve got
a savings department in our bank, and we’ll
pay you four per cent, on your savings.”

“Much obliged. Good day, sir,” said
O'H.

“Hold on a minute,” cried the B. P.
“When will you go back to work for me?”

“Since you are so insistent,” said O'H.,
forgetful for a moment that he never let on
to any one that he had ever had a college
education, “I shall return to my customary
employment at the usual time tomorrow
morning.”

“All right, O’Halloran! 1 knew you were

a good man. You get a raise of ten dollars
a month. See you later!” said the B. P.,
walking away. “Don’t forget the savings
account.”

O’Halloran strolled off along the main
street of the jerk-water town of the San
Joaquin Valley, passing through the female
women of the women'’s club, who were just
entering their club-house to listen to a lec-
ture about a party by the name of Shake-
speare, who, never having heard of the valley
of the San Joaquin nor of the jerk-water
town, would not have been able to tell
which was which, the president of the cham-
ber of commerce and the--— himself had
he met them at midday. But the female
women of all the jerk-water towns—and
there are no other sorts there—in the valley
of the San Joaquin are exceedingly keen
upon the pursuit of what is known as “the
correct thing,” otherwise “culture.” As
for boring the poor old ghost of Bill Shakes-
peare almost out of its white night-shirt—
that has yet to enter their uncultured minds.

.“Some dirt can not be tilled— not nohow,”
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as O’Halloran would have said, forgetting
his college education.

O’Halloran strolled on, jingling three
weeks’ pay in the pocket of the left-hand
leg of his breeches, a queer sort of “rig-a-
jig-jig” in both his feet—-so much so, in-
deed, that the wife of one of the ministers*
of one of the seven churches said to the
female woman president of the jerk-water
uplift club—

“That horrid man’s been drinking— the
nasty thing!”

O’'H. did not hear, nor, had he done so,
would he have cared.

He strolled onward through the town;
three different farmers stopping him to offer
him a job, for O'H. was a big man and
looked strong; besides having about him an
air of innocence— as of a fellow who would
be easy to haggle down in a wage deal or
to skin in writing a pay-check.

Coming to the railway he walked down
it until he came to where, beside an orange
orchard, there had been a straw stack.
There was still a little old straw left, black-
ened with time. In the straw, their hats
upon the backs of their heads, their knees
sticking through their pants, their chins
covered with a ten or twenty days’ stubble,
were two hobos. O’Halloran sat down be-
tween them.

“1 knowed you wuz one 0’ the b’ysbe th’
look o’ yer face, between yer eyes, pard,”
said the old bo who had winked at him
a while ago at the street corner. “ 'Ave ye
got any 'baccy?”

O’H., pulling out a sack, said—

“Help yourself.”

“’'Ave ye any grub?” said the other.
“We're all out, an’ we both feels too blame
tired to go a-rustlin’.”

Down the track came a one-eyed tramp
with one wooden leg and a yellow cur dog.

“Got any ’'baccy, bos?” said he, stopping
in front of the three.

O’H. handed him the sack.

“Help yourself,” said he.

“Got any grub? I'm plumb out,” said
the wooden-legged tramp with one eye and
a yellow cur dog.

“That dog O yourn been brought up a’
right?” asked O’H., looking up into the one
eye of the wooden-legged tramp.

“Yep,” said the other, lying full length
upon the remains of the straw stack, his
wooden leg cocked over the other leg like
the boom end of a sail boat. “ ’'E’s got
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a college eddication. | give it 'im meself.”

O’'H. took from his pocket a faded red
bandanna handkerchief.

“Smell that— take a good sniff at it,
purp,” said he, holding the bandanna to the
yellow dog’s nose.

The yellow dog wagged his stump tail,
taking a lick, with his long tongue, at
O’Halloran’s hand.

“Yer must be old school mates, pard.
'E knows yer,” said the tramp who had
winked at O’'H. as he came around the
corner.

“1 reckon they’s both on 'em got collidge
eddications,” said the one-eyed, wood-leg
tramp.

“Purp,” said O'H., “there’s a cousin o’
mine pearl-divin’ at Dicky Minor’s lunch-
counter. Go get 'em—go find 'im.”

Pearl-diving is, as all really cultured peo-
ple know, washing dishes.

O’Halloran waved the old bandanna.

“That’ll give you the scent, purp,” said
he; “it’s me cousin’s handkerchief.”

Away went the yellow cur dog, a bit of
paper tom from an old dry-goods box, lying
beside the track, in his mouth; a few words
in O’Halloran’s writing upon it:

Fix up lunches for four 0’ the boys and one dog.
Send them by the dog. Don’t lose no time.

In less than ten minutes the yellow cur
dog came trotting down the track, his stub
tail going, jig-wag, jig-jig-wag, wag, jig,
jig, so fast that he appeared to have a tail
a foot wide.

In less than five minutes the coffee was
boiling in an old lard can; the four of them
lying on their backs watching the clouds
drift by, while they ate grub from Dicky
Minor’s lunch-counter.

That same night the female woman presi-
dent of the jerk-water town’s uplift society
ran off with husband of the wife of one of
the seven jerk-water preachers. The B. P.
got an attack of apoplexy brought on by
overeating and a head too full of figures—
the coroner called it “heart failure”— whose
wouldn’t? The ghost of Will Shakespeare,
sitting restfully beside the sleeping boss,
stroked the back of the watchful yellow cur
dog, while O’Halloran, awakening at mid-
night, arising upon one elbow, looked from
an eye at the crescent moon sinking below
the tree tops of an adjacent orange-grove,
murmuring to himself:

“Three weeks— three weeks— three weeks
—and | might have been here all the time
with the rest o’ the boys! Ah, what a
wasted education!”

Which you may take, just as you please.



HE click of the latch warned

Itsky that some one was at the

door and he jerked his head up

from behind the bar in sudden
alert suspiciousness.

For he had arrived at a critical moment
in the experiment he was performing and
he resented the interruption as irritably as
a scientist of nobler purpose might have
done. For Itsky was a manufacturing
chemist and his business was that of con-
cocting the Very OIld Stinger Rye with
which he served his customers. Internal
Revenue stamps and all similar Govern-
mental red tape which prevented a man
from making an honest dollar he hated and
ignored. Why should he pay good money
for whisky illicitly withdrawn from the
government warehouses when he could
make better stuff himself for almost nothing?

Besides, he knew what his trade wanted,
liguid lightning which gave the delightful
sensation of having swallowed an angry
wildcat.

Neither did he need an official tester to
tell him whether his product contained the
requisite kick or not. One drink, given
out of the goodness of his heart to any
shivering floater drifting in at dawn to
sponge an eye-opener, would indicate all the
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reaction he needed to confirm the potency
of his product.

The only ingredient he demanded in the
conduct of his work was freedom from dis-
tractions, and so he had chosen the early
morning hours before trade opened up as
the time when he was least liable to com-
mercial interruptions.

But added to his natural resentment as
an “alcoholemist” there was another emo-
tion in the present instance. The man who
had just entered was a stranger. All
strangers were potential enemies. Instinc-
tively he dropped his hand behind the bar
until it rested on a heavy beer glass. Itsky
had never listened to the gospel of pre-
paredness, but he never took chances with
any one who ordered a drink.

If they paid, well and good. But if they
tried to sneak out while his back was
turned a flying “schooner” glass dropped
them in their tracks. It was a fast, wise
bird that beat his throw to the door, and
his record as a sharpshooter was almost
perfect. But, because eternal vigilance is the
price of getting what belongs to you, Itsky
leaned on the shiny mahogany and waited.

The sudden heat of the room covered the
newcomer’s eye-glasses with steam and he
stopped to wipe them clear with a crisp,
new bank-note. Itsky’s little pig eyes nar-
rowed to two sullen slits as he saw the bill.
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So! As an ex-strong-arm thief himself he
knew all the types of the underworld and
convicts just released from the prison on the
hill were an every day affair with him.

But this tall, lean, square-shouldered man
with the deeply-lined face, and the steady,
blue eyes boring into his, puzzled him. He
was a “con” all right. The jail pallor, the
new suit of clothes, and the fresh bank-
note made that plain enough, but it was his
air of detachment amounting almost to
arrogant dignity that was new to Itsky.
He wore his stiff white collar as if he liked
the feel of it. His hands were strong but
delicately made. A gentleman crook! The
dislike of the man behind the bar deepened
into hatred.

“A blithe day,” began the stranger in a
full, resonant voice, through which ran a
little note of mockery.

Itsky glanced out at the storm and then
at his customer.

“A nut,” he decided. “Yell! It's a nice
day fer to take a long walk,” he suggested.

The lean man laughed quietly.

“From the size of that fajade decorating
your front elevation | should say any kind
of a day to walk would be excellent for
you,” he bantered. “You must stand fifteen
minutes after each meal if you would pre-
serve your waist-line.”

Itsky’s ears, thick as a cutlet, reddened
angrily.

“The sting of snowflakes on a face long
unaccustomed to them is a tonic,” resumed
the intruder. “I’'ve been walking in the
storm since daybreak. It’s really wonderful
after a prolonged siege of—a—isolation!”

“Whadda y’ want?” growled Itsky.

“Your door looked so hospitable | thought
1 would rest, refresh myself, and invite my
soul,” answered his visitor.

“l ast yuh whadda y’ want?” repeated
the proprietor.

“1'd like a sleigh-ride,” came the answer.

“Whadda y’ tink dis place is, a livery-
stable?” snarled the barkeeper.

The stranger’s steady blue eyes softened
pleadingly.

“1 was just sprung from stir and | was
tipped off that you could slip me a sniff of
snow if | wanted it bad,” he explained.

He rubbed his nose eagerly and scratched
the back of his hand. Itsky knew the
signs. A cocaine fiend with his “habit on”
strong! He reached to the back bar and
picked up a large sized salt-shaker.

“Four bits a shake!” he warned.

The crisp new bank-note was tossed on
the bar and the shaker snatched from his
hand with a single motion. Pounding it on
the bar sharply to clear the holes in the
cap, the stranger gave the container a quick
flirt and caught the powder in the back of
his hand. Jealously he scraped it together
in a tiny heap and deposited it carefully in
the spoon-like pocket he made between the
tendons where his thumb joined his wrist.

Itsky watched him carefully. A *“hop
head” taking his “shot” was nothing new
to him, but this one was different. Instead
of the usual feverish eagerness of the addict
there was a cold-blooded deliberateness
about the man he was watching which
fascinated him. The hand lifting the tiny
mound of the drug to the sniffer’s nostrils
was as steady as a rock. The hand paused.
Itsky grew prickly waiting.

“Why don’'t y’ get it into yuh an’ have
it over?” he breathed thickly. “Don’t
nurse it all day!”

With a dry smile the stranger flipped the
powder into the spittoon and brushed his
hand clean.

“What's the matter?” burst out the
saloon-keeper. “Whadda y’ doin’, kiddin’
me?”

“Just a little exercise of the will,” was
the explanation. “My change, please?”

“1 give it to yuh!” said Itsky indignantly.

The other’s voice assumed the chill of
the ice on the window-panes. His long jaw
tightened.

“Really?” he drawled.
you give it to me again.”

A dirty bill and some change dropped oil
the bar from Itsky’s fist.

“1 got so excited watchin’ yuh go after
that stuff | musta fergot,” be explained.

“All silver, please! | don’t wish to con-
taminate my new suit with that filthy bill,”
said the stranger. “Now, I'll have a drink
of whisky— out of a sealed bottle.”

“You're a fly bird, ain’t you!” sneered
Itsky.

“ ‘The children of darkness are wiser in
their generation than the children of light,” ”
qguoted the drinker. “The reputation of
that concoction you were making behind
the bar when | came in has traveled farther
than you can imagine.

Itsky glowered at him sourly.

“What was yuh in fer?” he asked.

“The commonest breach of all law, not

“Well, suppose
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minding my own business,” retorted the
stranger serenely. “Please don't let me
detain you from your labor of love.”

He turned away from the bar and lighted
the cigaret he had rolled. With his foot
be pushed aside a wooden box, filled with
sawdust and decorated with tobacco quids,
which did service as a cuspidor, and stand-
ing close to the white-hot, pot-bellied stove
he made leisurely inspection of the saloon.

Down one side of the long room ran a
line of mirrows that were almost opaque
with dirt and fly-specks; on the other stood
a row of barrels that, thanks to Itsky’s
industry', were inexhaustible. Sprawled out
snoring between the barrels were the victims
of what-was contained in them. The free-
lunch counter was in its early morning
dishabille.

A wide platter that had been heaped with
steaming beans the night before was now
a bare and polished surface from which the
last solitary legume had been speared. The
bologna plate was skinned clean. A big
bowl for sliced onions was nothing new but
vinegar— and a haunting odor. In a dirty
glass filled with water stood a bunch of
forks, waiting in greasy readiness for the
next attack.

On the ether side of the stove a huddle
of gray rags stirred into life. A pair of
sticky eyes stared in solicitation at Itsky’s
visitor. Like an aged spider the thing seized
the coin the stranger tossed to him and shud-
dered over to the bar for a drink. The
stink of wet and dirty clothing hung like
a pestilential cloud over the room.

The white-faced man inspecting Itsky’s
barroom for the first time was altogether
conscious of its horribleness, but after the
hell he had just left it was at least tolerable.
Half of his ten-year term his cell had been
shared by a consumptive yeggman. The
reminder of his sentence was made hideous
by a degenerate young sneak thief, who
went mad just before his time was up. The
snoring of the wretches sleeping in the saw-
dust between the barrels was ecstatic dis-
cord after the incessant coughing of the cell
block. The howl of the wind outside was
like organ music to ears that had listened
so long to the mouthings of the human
animals writhing through the interminable
hours of prison nights.

With the same spirit of amused indif-
ference which had rendered him impregna-
ble against the devastating influences of the

penitentiary be began to study his face in
the fly-specked mirror.

He was not so much altered after his long
stretch of confinement. He was thinner
and grayer, but the change added distinc-
tion to him. He was more erect nowr be-
cause he had shaken off for good his drug
habit. That was the only debt of gratitude
he owed to the old warden who had freed
him of that particular, personal devil. True,
he nearly died during the period of exorcism,
but the agony of the cure had picked off the
unholy fat of dissipation from his face.
Suddenly he leaned forward and scamied
his reflection more closely. Then he drew
back in swift and bitter resentment.

The face staring back at him from the
mirror was not his own at all, but that
of his uncle, the Reverend Canon Theo-
doric Battersby Chowningford-Hulmes, dead
these many years. There was the same
high, broad forehead, the eyes deep set
under shaggy brows. He always had the
hawk-like Hulmes nose with its thin nostrils
and its broadened bridge, but the Hulmes
jaw and the solid chin were, for the first
time, noticeable. Even the little hollows at
the temples and the slightly sunken cheeks
of his uncle as he last saw him were present.
He grinned at himself cynically.

What a fine, savage laugh Fate must be
having! Here he was, the blackguard last
survivor of a long line of notable ecclesiastics
whittled and filed by a prison sentence into
an ironic facial composite of all his forbears!
And the most ribaldly humorous touch of
all was that his resemblance was closest to
his uncle Theodoric whom he had hated in
his boyhood, despised in his youth, and for
whom since his death he had only an abiding
contempt.

He would not have cared had he grown
to look like the father he had never seen,
who had been a regimental chaplain and
who had gone down like a soldier and a
gentleman in an Afghan pass under a score
of enemy knives, but not until he had taken
bloody toll for his passing.

It would have been endurable had the
resemblance he displayed been to that old
warrior bishop who had died under the
battlements of Jerusalem in one of the early
crusades with a heap of Saracens for his
pillow.

But to be the living image of Theodoric,
that narrow-minded, ice-blooded, dehuman-
ized cleric with his fanatical pride of family
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and his idiotic, interminable pratings on the
glory of the religious vocation was too utter-
ly preposterous!

His face grew savage as he remembered
his childhood. He had hated it completely
while he was passing through it. He hated
it more than ever in the retrospect.

For Theodoric had taken it as a matter of
course that the lonely, heart-starved boy
who had come into his charge after his
father’s death would go up for the Church.
Therefore every act of boyish mischievous-
ness was construed as a direct interposition
of Beelzebub to cheat the Lord out of the
services of a Chowningford-Hulmes. The
smallest display of the taint of original sin
by his nephew had to be eradicated re-
morselessly, and so he buried the lad under
a mountain of pious obligations which
brought on a spiritual nausea from which
the victim never recovered. The sullen
aloofness to which the boy’s yearning for
affection and his burning loneliness drove
him were in Theodoric’s eyes merely the
manifestations of a satanic stubbornness
which could only be removed by a doubled
dose of religious practises.

The horror of those Sundays long ago
still had the power, even now, to stir into
active rage the man wanning himself by
the stove in Itsky’s barroom. What a tor-
ture they were; the early rising, the prayers
before the silent, meager breakfast; the
morning service which could not be slept
through because he was obliged to write a
synopsis of it before luncheon; the pious
reading after luncheon wherein he learned
of Infant Damnation and things of kindred
lightness; the interminable hours of the
afternoon consumed in studying catechism
when his little feet ached to go racing
through the woods and across the sweet,
green held; the evening service and the long
night prayers in which Theodoric seemed
to be engaged in an angry altercation with
the Almighty over some intricacy of human
conduct; the monotonous week days with-
out a vestige of play; the birchings; and the
unending lectures on the dignity of the
ecclesiastical life.

Once when he showed a leaning toward
the Old Testament his uncle had smiled
approvingly. But the smile vanished and
the rod appeared when Theodoric discovered
that his nephew’s interest in things biblical
started with a picture of Judith hacking
off the head of Holofernes and ended with

a steel engraving which showed Jael leaning
over the sleeping Sisera with a large ham-
mer in one hand and a very sharp spike in
the other. What he never discovered was
that in the small boy’s eyes both Holofemes
and Sisera bore a vital resemblance to bis
reverend self.

HULMES chuckled to himself as

he recalled the moment of molten

rebellion when he had left off tricky
deceit to escape the Sunday terrors and had
deliberately left the gloom of the rectory
for the society of the village incorrigibles,
who to glut their dislike for Theodoric had
sent his nephew home that night properly
tipsy as a kind of vicarious vengeance.

The memory of the canon’s burst of
rage with its startling unexpectedness
amused him now as much as it had terrified
him then. It was a blinding exposition of
the fact that the old Adam was not quite
absent from his uncle’s make-up. But the
adventure served its purpose because it
opened the door of freedom for him. The
next day he had been packed off to a school
where the discipline, if just as rigorous as
that of his uncle’'s house, had the merit of
being different.

Theodoric got scant satisfaction through
the separation. The reports that came to
him of his nephew’s rebellious attitude
toward all law and all order indicated that
he had merely removed the presence of the
evil doer, not changed him. He consoled
himself with the thought that the years
might bring improvement. It was a de*
lusion, for the university only served to
confirm his nephew in iniquity. For the
first time in the history of the Chowning-
ford-Hulmes’ the family name was con-
nected with the most radically radical
students’ societies. The fig tree had
brought forth a thistle. His brother’s son
was a congenital rebel, a Socialist, a Sinn
Feiner, an internationalist, a disgrace, a
God-knows-what-not. He would have for-
gotten him cheerfully were such a thing
possible. But it was not possible.

With a devotion, whose mockery was
plain even to the non-analytical uncle, his
nephew insisted upon spending at least one
month in the Summer with him. It was
thirty-one days, never thirty, of unmiti-
gated torture. Then was he bombarded with
shocking questions on faith and morals
which had been stored up since the last
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visit. Then was the mass of carefully
accumulated and diabolically abstruse theo-
logical difficulties unloaded on him by the
studiously apologetic youth. Hulmes could
shut his eyes now and see his slow-witted
relative writhe under his attack.

Then Theodoric died under circumstances
which raised a maddening wall of mystery
between himself and his nephew. Hulmes
hated mysteries. What possible reason
could Theodoric have for getting himself
charred to a cinder trying to rescue name-
less brats from the village orphanage!
They did not belong to his creed; there was
no one to care whether they lived or not;
Theodoric was a fanatical celibate and
children always annoyed him. Moreover,
he was a physical coward.

While the burial services were being read
and his uncle lowered into a hero’s grave he
racked his brain for an explanation of the
motive that had sent Theodoric into the
fiery furnace. Of course it was a finish
that a real man might envy. But then
Theodoric wasn’'t a man, not by any
stretch of the imagination. Why did he do
it? What did it mean?

The thing remained an inexplicable
mystery, and though its solution grew less
important as the years passed still it would
recur with exasperating perplexity and at
the most unaccountable moments. Like
now, for example.

Hulmes’ spirit loathed being baffled. He
was a remorseless investigator of life in
all its phases. The vagaries of human con-
duct piqued his unquenchable curiosity.
Well, he had gone down into the pit in his
researches and he had paid the price. He
had set out to penetrate the psychology of
the drug addict; now he knew all about
it. The criminal world had fascinated him
and he had plunged into it. Society,
morality, public policy were nothing. Every
man was the captain of his soul— if he had
one. Knowledge was the worthiest end of
living. Net knowledge to be handed on
through books so that others might profit
but the gratification of the individual
craving to know. That was living.

A raid on a gang of hoboes with whom he
was traveling, his false identification as a
notorious English thief and confidence
man, and the willingness of an ambitious
prosecuting-attorney to make any one a
stepping-stone to the governorship, com-
bined to give him intimate acquaintance

with the operation of a penitentiary.

He had accepted his sentence as an item
of a bill that had to be paid. He had served
his term with a cynical stolidity which was
the best protection against the degeneracy
of prison life. He had come out fit in mind
and body and knowing a vast amount
more than he had taken in.  Yet here he
was still wondering over the puzzle of
Theodoric’s death.

He pulled a newspaper out of his pocket
and settled himself to read until “Rhode
Island Red” came to tell him what time
their train left the water-tank for the trip
to the coast. He ran his eyes down the

news columns. War, death, scandal,
muider, divorce! The same old stuff! He
yawned. A scrap of news hidden away on

the theatrical page attracted his attention.

“Happy Jack” Klimpke. at one time a famom
variety comedian, was found dead last night at
Conley’'s Lodging House on Eighth Street.
Klimpke, was known from one end of the country
to the other by the older generation of show-goers
as “The Applesauce King.” The body has been
taken to Shuttenberg’s Morgue from which, if it is
not claimed, it WiE be buried in Potter’s Field.

The newspaper dropped to Hulmes’ lap.
The Applesauce King was dead and none
so mean to do him honor! Of all the
memories of the black years in his prison
hole, the annual appearance of Happy Jack
was the only one that held in it a bit of
pleasure.

Every Christmas morning a vaudeville
show was given in the prison chapel. The
shiningest stars in the variety sky had ap-
peared at one time or another on that little
platform. Famous prima donnas had filled
the chapel with the glorious golden melody
of their million-dollar voices. But no one
was ever welcomed with the uproarious de-
light, the spontaneous hilarity, and the
perfect understanding that greeted the
roly-poly, red-nosed little comedian with
the whisky-ruined tenor voice that grew
whiskier and huskier each year.

The newspapers might tell how the tears
of the prisoners flowed when Mme. Tynpan-
nini sang “Home Sweet Home” (a selection
which Hulmes always felt was rather rub-
bing it in), but there never was any account
of the dry sobs that racked the audience
when Happy Jack wrung the heart strings
of every man present with the broken notes
of “A Handful of Earth from Mother’s
Grave.” High salaried comedians might
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rattle off their latest and most scintillant
jokes to hearty laughter. But it re-
mained for The Applesauce King in re-
sponse to the shouted demand for the story
from which he got his title, to collect the
real honors of the show.

A ghost of a smile parted Hulmes’ lips as
he recalled Happy Jack’s recital of the
tragedy of the traveling man who came
late for supper to the country hotel and got
nothing to eat from the skinflint landlord
but dried apples and hot water. He could
still hear the hurrying strains of the orches-
tra, as The King pictured the landlord
counting his ill-gotten gold in the silent
hours of the night and the sudden crash of
cymbals which told of the explosion in the
traveling man’s bedroom.

How the music would gallop as Happy
Jack carried his auditors up to the hotel
stairs two at a time with the landlord! How
the big negro lifer would thump his bass
drum as the guest’s door was broken down
by the terrified boniface and the wailing
sadness of “Hearts and Flowers”, as Happy
Jack reached the climax in which the land-
lord fell into the room and died buried in a
sea of applesauce! And what a tornado
of cheers swept the chapel as The King
bowed and bowed and bowed!

It was a long time since Happy Jack
Klimpke had seen his name in front of a
regular vaudeville theater. His monologue
was too antiquated for the managers and he
was likely to turn up for rehearsals Monday
morning in a perfect state of alcoholic
preservation. But he was always a riot at
the prison. The convicts knew there was no
condescension in his appearance there.
The other actors were great, of course, but
they were different. Happy Jack simply
reached out his short and chubby arms and
folded them to a heart that knew. Perhaps
something of the tragedy of his own life
gave his art, for art it was, its unfailing ap-
peal. Whatever it was, he always left be-
hind him a trail of sunshine that lasted for
weeks.

EACH vyear he grew a little closer

to the gray-clad brethren as their

wise eyes saw he was getting nearer

and nearer the ragged edge of things. Then
he came no more. But memory of his rosy
face and crimsoned nose bloomed perenially.
And now all that was left of the fun-
maker was “remains”, awaiting the oblivion

of Potters’ Field. The merrymaker who
had given so lavishly of his merriment to
make the world’s outcasts forget their
misery was to be thrown into a pauper’s
grave. That would not do at all.

Hulmes fingered the change Itsky had
given him. It wasn’t enough to bury a
sparrow but he could say good-by and
good-luck to a friend and an artist. He
knew the men in the stark cells on the hill
would be glad to have him do that much
for them.

“Don’t slam the door,” growled the
scowling Itsky, as his annoying customer
stepped out into the blizzard.

JUST where the slum impinged on

the smart residential section of the

city, as a spotless lace ruffle almost
sweeps a muddy gutter, Hulmes found Shut-
tenberg’s Morgue. A bell tinkled shrilly as
he opened the door. An old scrubwoman in
a soiled dress, her head encased in a dusty
cloth, was sweeping the floor. In answer
to his question, she pointed to a door
marked “Office.” There he found the pro-
prietor, a sallow-faced man with a stubbly
growth of sandy beard, sitting on a high
stool behind the counter, making up ac-
counts with a bit of pencil in a dog-eared
copy-book. He wore no collar and under
pressure of mathematical excitement his
prominent Adam’s Apple ran up and down
his skinny throat like the marker on an
abacus.

“ls Happy Jack still here?” Hulmes
asked.
“Twenty-four, twenty-five, twenty-six

dollars and sixteen cents,” reckoned the
undertaker, totaling up his column of
figures. “The remains is in the back
room,” he said, looking up with interest.

“1'd like to see him,” said Hulmes.

The undertaker scuttled down from his
chair and offered his hand.

“I'm glad you come,” he said. “It
seemed sort of lonesome round here with
nobody cornin’ in to see him. Step this
way, please.”

He drew aside a dingy curtain, and they
were in the back room.

The walls were hung with musty black.
There was the mingled scent of disinfectant
and the almighty odor of Death. Happy
Jack lay in a plain box coffin, where the light
of a window high in the ceiling fell on his
face. The wear of years and dissipation
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had disappeared. The claw marks of dis-
appointment and failure were gone. His
features wore the expectant, serene smile
of a boy going to meet an understanding
father.

“He’s a beautiful corpse, aint't he?”
whispered Shuttenberg. “He’s laid out
lovely, | think. The city only pays ten
bucks, but I stretched a point for him. 1I'm
sort of connected with the show business
myself. My wife’s cousin plays tuba with
the Three lkes Carnival Company. I'm
glad to do something regular for Happy.
He made me laugh many a time! Are
you an actor?”

Something misty passed Hulmes’ cold

eyes.

“No,” he answered slowly. “He just
made me laugh, too. When are the
services?”

“We just bury him from here,” said
Shuttenberg. “They ain’t no preachers
round here, ’ceptin the one at that big
church five blocks up. You might ’a’
seen the steeple. It’s the swellest church
in town, but nacherally they don’t have no
truck with morgue stiffs.”

“Any clergyman will conduct a funeral
service if he is asked to do it,” protested
Hulmes. “1 knew one who would swim
the Atlantic to favor us if we could only
reach him. It’s part of their bag of tricks.”

“Well, 1 don’t aim to go scootin’ round in
the snow huntin’ up no preacher,” ex-
plained the undertaker, scratching his stub-

ble. “I done the best job | could for our
friend already, but | ain’t no miracle-
worker. | know the man at that big

church wouldn’t come nohow!”

“1I'm sure you are wrong,” said Hulmes.
“Suppose | go and see him myself? |
think Happy would appreciate a little atten-
tion, don’t you?”

“Preachers is nice, if you can get 'em,”
agreed the undertaker, “but don’'t be gone
long. 1've got to leave for the buryin’
ground directly. It’s quite some drive out
there and the grave-diggers made an’
awful holler about gettin’ the grave ready,
as 'tis. If ’'twasn’t that I'm connected
with the show business The King might of
went to the dissectin’ room up to the
college.

There was no difficulty, even in the
blinding storm, finding the rectory of
St. Saint’s. It was as eye-compelling as
the great Gothic pile to which it clung. A

ponderous man-servant opened the door.

“Tell your master | wish to see him,”
said Hulmes in his resonant voice.

The servant looked at him contemp-
tuously.

“What is the name?” he inquired.

“A distant cousin of the man who went
down from Jericho,” was the answer as the
caller stepped into the hall. *“Your master
will understand!”

The servant disappeared, eying resentfully
Hulmes’ wet shoes.

The hallway in which the visitor waited
was rich in studied simplicity. There was
a pleasant warmth about everything, from
the pictures on the wall to the soft hues of
the rugs on the polished floor. From the
depths of the dusky hall came the soft
chime of a clock. The chair in which he
sat was wide and comfortable. He relaxed
luxuriously.

“1 must ask you to be brief,” a cold voice
broke in on his thoughts. “I have an en-
gagement to address the Civic Club at
luncheon and it is almost time.”

Hulmes roused himself and looked at the
speaker, who stood with his watch in his
hand. The Reverend Clarence Droon was
a handsome man, tall and well-made. His
face was round and pink, and a faint odor
of perfume came from his freshly shaved
jowl. With a glance Hulmes took in the
carefully-cut clothes, the smart shoes, the
immaculate linen, and the general air of
brisk well-being. It was the closest he had
been to a clergyman in ages. A brilliant
contrast to the ascetic Theodoric, he
thought.

“l have come to ask you to read the
funeral services ovet an old and very good
friend of mine,” he said quietly.

Mr. Droon frowned.

“1 have heard of no one dying in my
parish,” he said. “Who is he?”

“He is a stranger to you but I'm sure for
the good he did to others, you will be glad
to honor him. It isn’'t far from here.

There was something compelling in
Hulmes’ voice.

“The car, Mr. Droon,” interrupted the
ponderous man-servant.

Hulmes waited silently.

“It’s a great inconvenience,” grumbled
the rector, “but | suppose | can stop a few
minutes on my way.”

A limousine, upholstered in wine-colored
cloth, waited at the curb. The chauffeur,
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smothered in furs like a great bear, shifted
in amazement to stare at Hulmes when he
gave the address.

“Was this man of my faith?” asked Mr.
Droon, as the powerful car plowed through
the storm to Shuttenberg’s.

“1 heard him say once he belonged to
the round church, the world, because the
devil couldn't corner him in it,” said
Hulmes dryly.

The clergyman turned sharply and looked
at him.

“Strange remark for a Christian,” he con-
mented. “Who was he?”

“The Applesauce King, a vaudeville
actor,” answered Hulmes. “He is to be
buried in Potters’ Field as soon as the
services are over.”

The clergyman was petrified with horror
as the car drew up to the sidewalk but be-
fore he realized it he was standing in the
ante-room of the morgue. His dum-
founded gaze took in the sordid surround-
ings and the unkempt undertaker. He
glared at the name on the window. The
pastor of the city’s most fashionable
church holding services over a dead tramp
in Shuttenberg’s Morgue! An actor named
The Applesauce King! Already he could
see the flaring headlines in the papers, his
outraged parishioner’s apoplectic astonish-
ment, and the pained faces of his trustees.

“What kind of a farce is this?” he
breathed angrily. “Are you trying to make
a laughing stock of me? Dragging me out
a day like this on a fool’s errand to help
bury some drunken mountebank from a
morgue!”

He strode to the door.

Hulmes laid a detaining hand on his arm.

“ ‘A cup of cold water, in My Name’,” he
quoted softly.

Mr. Droon jerked his arm free.

“l haven’t time to listen to your im-
pertinent blasphemies,” he barked.

“What of your duty?”

That was the last straw!

“l don’t have to be instructed in my
duty by you,” the minister managed to
articulate, as he tore open the door and
rushed to his waiting car.

Hulmes’ eyes were blazing as he turned
to the gaping undertaker and Shuttenberg
grew frightened at the deadly pallor of
his face.

“l told you,” said
“You can’t blame him!

the undertaker.
You can’t expect

a swell parson to waste his time in a place

like mine. If I had a mortuary chapel
it'd be different. His people wouldn’t stand
for it.”

He ran his fingers along the edge of his
shirt-band.

“Well, as long as they ain’'t going to be
no service, | better be startin’ with the re-
mains. Like as not the hole’s full of snow
by now.” He looked at Hulmes' angry
face. “It don’t seem only half-done, not
to have nothin’ said,” he said. “Couldn’t
you say somethin’ yourself? You look
like a preacher!”

Say something himself! The idea stung
Hulmes out of his rage. Why not? What
could be more fitting after all than that ex-
convict should conduct the funeral service
a clergyman had refused. He could piece
it out with fragments of the service he had
heard Theodoric read so often and with bits
from the rituals of other creeds he knew,
sentences that had impressed him by the
sheer beauty of their thought in years
gone by.

“I'll try,” he agreed soberly.

“Wait till 1 put on my collar and tie,”
begged Shuttenberg.

He was back instantly with a shining
celluloid collar and a black, ready-made
bow tie.

The Applesauce King, all ignorant of
the trouble he was causing, smiled on
serenely, and with the scrubwoman and
the undertaker for a congregation, Hulmes
began his service. The words came slowly
at first, then with increasing quickness, as
the scroll of his memory unwound.

He stood at the head of the coffin, the
light from the window in the roof shining
faintly on his face. The voice was the
voice of all the long-dead Chowningford-
Hulmes’; the figure that shook with the
poignancy of the pleading was the ghost of
his father, and Theodoric, and the others.
But like a thing outside him, his soul stood
apart raging at the rector of St. Saint’s.

“Enter not into judgment on Thy
servant, O Lord, for in Thy sight shall no
man be justified unless through Thee he
find pardon for all his sins,” he began.

“We shall rise again, but we shall not all
be changed!”

So Happy might rise—if resurrection
there was— thought Hulmes, bearing in his
hands his only plea for pardon, the tears of
his own heart and the hearts of the world’s
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forgotten ones to whom he had brought a
moment of forgetfulness. The rector of
St. Saint’s, too, must rise for the blinding
light of judgment, but what would he have
to offer in his well-kept hands?

“Out of the depths | have cried to Thee,
O Lord!”

“Lord, hear my voice, and let my cry
come unto Thee,” the scrubwoman answered
faintly.

They finished the psalm, the old woman’s
qguavering brogue alternating with Hulmes’
sonorous tones.

“Peace amid Thy sheep accord,
Keep me from the tainted ht>rde,
Set me in Thy sight, O Lord.”

Those were the words, but the picture the
speaker saw was the luncheon at the City
Club where the rector of St. Saint’s sat at
his thick soup, like Dives at his groaning
table!

“And with Lazarus, once a beggar,
mayest thou have rest evertlasting,” fin-
ished Hulmes softly.

The scrubwoman was wiping her eyes.
The undertaker’'s Adam’s apple raced ex-
citedly, as he shook him by the hand.

“Elegant,” he whispered. “Elegant!
There wasn’t a bit of religion in it.”

He placed the cover of the coffin over
Happy’s smiling face.

“Couldn’t be finer, old boy, if you was the
headliner at the Comique,” he breathed
into the cold ear.

The bell over the outer door tinkled.
Shuttenberg tiptoed out, and back, like a
polite shadow.

“It’s the wagon for The King,” he said
to Hulmes, holding out a pair of soiled white
cotton gloves. “I only got two pair,” he
explained. “We don’t use no pall-bearers
asa rule, but I think Happy would like 'em.”

" j TOGETHER they lifted the box
into the wagon and drove away.
The scrubwoman stood in the door-
way, watching, her eyes still wet and
corner of her apron held to her quivering
old mouth, until the storm swallowed them.
Hulmes sat on the coffin, wrapped in the
blanket the undertaker threw over him.
Dumbly he watched the horse plodding the
dreary miles to the cemetery. The glow
of the funeral service was gone and in its
place a cold nausea set in as he thought of
Mr. Droon.

When they reached the cemetery the
growling grave-diggers wasted no ceremony.
They dumped the coffin into the hole hur-
riedly, and covered it up, shoveling quick
to get warm. Shuttenberg looked ques-
tioningly at Hulmes when the grave was
filled, but he shook his head. Once was
enough to play preacher!

“The King is dead! Long live the King!”
he said quietly.

The shadows of the early night were
thickening when the long drive back to the
city ended. Suddenly an electric fight shot
into fife through the snow and darkness.
One by one, the street lamps began to blaze
mistily through the flying white flakes. It
was like a woman putting on her jewels.
Hulmes felt the chill of the storm. Hunger
gnawed at him. He touched the under-
taker on the arm. Shuttenberg stopped the
horse, and they alighted at a cheerfully
lighted saloon to get a drink.

Hulmes pulled off the soggy white gloves,
and handed them to the other.

“Good-by, and thank you,” he said.

.“Good-by, brother,” answered Shutten-
berg, solemnly.

He fingered the gloves thoughtfully for
an instant, and then, as they shook hands,
he pressed them into Hulmes’ grasp.

“Just a little souvenir of the occasion,”
he said, and was gone.

Hulmes climbed on a high stool at the
lunch bar and ordered his meal. He was
ravenous and ate like a starving wolf. The
saloon porter came and hung a pink bul-
letin sheet on a nail near him. He scanned
it idly. In one column racing news from
Juarez jostled a despatch telling of the
blizzard raging in the east. He hoped
Rode Island Red would not be late for their
appointment at Itsky’s and that their train
would be on time. He couldn’t get into
tropical sunshine too quickly.

Under “Today’s Events” was a scant
report of an address given by the rector of
St. Saint’s at the Civic Club. Hulmes’ face

thbardened as he read the mealy platitude

which the reporter had culled from Mr.
Droon’s speech on “The Duties of Christian
Citizenship.” “When his duty is clearly
defined, the Christian citizen permits no
selfish personal consideration to interfere
with its accomplishment,” ran the quota-
tion. He could almost hear the words rolled
from under Mr. Droon’s tongue.

“Christian Citizenship!” said Hulmes to
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himself. “The fat hireling ran away from
his duty this very day!” Not much like
Theodoric, he mused.

Then as a blinding streak of lightning
penetrates the darkness, the explanation of
his uncle’s death spelled itself in hot letters
across his brain. Of course! That was it!
He sneered at his own stupidity in not
recognizing the motive years ago. It was
the “clearly defined duty” of the Christian
citizen which had sent Theodoric to his
death in the blazing orphanage. He
laughed grimly as he pictured the Rever-
end Clarence Droon extinguishing himself
in any such fashion. Poor old Theodoric!

Suddenly the anger that had died down
in him while he ate flamed up afresh. Cer-
tainly itwas an obligation for some Christian
citizen to set Mr. Droon right about the
duties of his cloth. He bought another
drink and paid his check. Surely the in-
herited instinct of the Cbowningford-
Hulmes’, and the case of Theodoric qualified
him as an expert in matters of pastoral
obligation. He looked at the clock. Rhode
Island Red could wait a while.

A broad path of light flooded from the
door of St. Saint’s rectory when the ponder-
ous man-servant opened it in answer to
Hulmes’ peremptory ring. His bald brow
wrinkled reprovingly as he caught sight of
the visitor.

“Mr. Droon is engaged. There is a din-
ner party. He can not see you,” he pro-
tested to the figure that brushed past him
into the warm hall.

Through an open door Hulmes saw the
library. From its shelves the rich bindings
of the books shone darkling in the soft light
of the fireplace.

“1 will wait here,” he said calmly. “Tell
your master a messenger from the King has
arrived.”

Hulmes locked the door into the hall and
stood with his back to the grateful heat of
the fire, waiting. From the dining-room
came the chatter of voices and the tinkle
of glass and silver. Well-bred laughter
came to his ears, long unaccustomed to such
sounds. A door opened, and dressed in
dinner clothes Mr. Droon entered. A van-
ishing smile was on his lips. In the comer
of his mouth a tiny spot of grease caught
the glow from the fireplace and shone com-
fortably. He made a pleasant pink-and
white contrast to the gaunt figure from
whose sopping shoes two little pools of

water had formed on the thick rug.

“Gocd evening,” said Hulmes in his best
manner.

The clergyman started back angrily as
he recognized the speaker.

“l have no money to give you,” he ex-
ploded angrily. “Go to the organized
charities.”

He started to leave the room.

“l want your advice on a matter of
conscience,” hurried Hulmes. “A scruple
bothers me.”

“1 do not believe in auricular confession,”
broke in the rector hurriedly. “My guests
are waiting.”

“1t won’t take long,” explained the other.
“l1 want to know if I should permit any
personal feeling of pity to keep me from
doing to another something which would
be sure to cause him great pain just now
but might prove of great benefit to him in
the future?”

Mr. Droon pursed his lips thoughtfully.

“When his duty is clearly defined the
Christian citizen should permit no selfish
consideration to interfere with its accom-
plishment!” he quoted unctuously.

The gaunt figure stepped out into the
center of the room.

“l presume you are familiar with the
episode of the money-changers in the
Temple?” he inquired. “And what hap-
pened to them and why?”

Something in his voice made the clergy-
man’s rosy wattles pale apprehensively. He
turned to the docir of escape. Quickly
Hulmes stepped behind him and softly
turned the key in the lock.

“Listen, you greasy desecrator of the
cloth you wear!” he began, his voice slashing
like a knife as his long arm reached out to
the rector’s coat collar.

The cloth was soft as silk to his touch,
and his grip tightened savagely.

“All my life | have hated some one be-
cause | thought he was the meanest, nar-
rowest, most bigoted thing that ever lived.”

He shook the quaking figure in his clutch.

“He belonged to your cloth and when you
ran away from that slum this morning,
I realized that he was as much an honor to
it as you are a disgrace.”

Mr. Droon’s eyes were bulging from their
sockets. His fingers were buried in the
muscles of Hulmes’ arms and his blue lips
begged inarticulately.

“You are a young man,

resumed Hulmes.
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“You have a lifetime of usefulness ahead
of you, if you are started right. Anyway
I came here to do my duty as a Christian
citizen and teach you by inflicting a little
personal pain what misery other people
experience.”

He drew back his fist to strike. The
rector launched a flabby blow at the mock-
ing face before him.

He raised his voice in a shriek for help.
All that could be heard, above the chatter
of the dinner guests in the next room, was a
pitiful squeak. Then the grip on his coat
collar relaxed as Hulmes with a gesture of
disgust brushed his hands together as if he
had touched something unclean.

“But now that | come to think about it
I'm sure it wouldn’t be of the slightest use,”
he said scornfully as he unlocked the door
to the hall. “Besides, I'm not sure that
Theodoric would approve at all. Good
night!”

AN HOUR later a black monster

steamed out of the night and roared

past the water-tank where Hulmes
and his red-headed companion stood,
waiting.

“That’s the Overland Limited,” explained
Red. “Nothin’ doin’ on that rattler! She
scoops her slops on th’ fly down th’ road
about twenty miles an’ th’ water washes
up outa th’ trough all over th’ front of th’
blind baggage. ‘Limp th’ Goofer’ hopped
her last week, an’ they chopped him off next
mornin’ froze into a hunk of ice. Th’ fast
freight we want is right behind her.”

They watched the long line of snow-
covered cars disappear into the blizzard.

“Some night, bo, hah?” continued Red.
“No snow-birdin’ on th’ decks tonight. Th’
rods is th’ dope. Yuh kin rest on them like
a baby in a cradle.”

Hulmes chuckled audibly.

“What’s th’ idee?” inquired Red. “You
been doin’ that an’ lookin’ like th’ cat that
swallyed th’ canary ever since | metyuh.”

“l've had a great day, Red,” laughed
Hulmes.

“Doin’ wot?”

“My duty as a Christian citizen.”

“You’'re th’ first guy ever got a laugh out
o’ doin’ that,” snorted Red. “Howja like
it as fur as yuh went?”

Again Hulmes chuckled happily.

“Not bad,” he confessed. “I shouldn’t
wonder if I got the habit.”

The scream of a whistle rose above the
storm.

“Here comes our side-door Pullman,” in-
terrupted Red. “It’ll be a cinch tonight.
They ain’t no shacks goin’ to be out weather
like this huntin’ fer bos like us.”

Red selected a big automobile car with
a network of rods underneath it. They
crawled in when the train got under way.

“Some class to us, bo,” said Red. “Flop-
pin’ in a swell hotel ain’t got nothin’ on this.
Crawl up here, where th’ wind won’t get
at yuh. This is some different from takin’
it on th’ run wit’ a flyin’ dive an’ a yard full
of bulls at yer heels.”

Slowly the train threaded its way through
the maze of switch lights. Red and blue
and green pm-points of fire flashed past
Hulmes’ eyes as the long line of cars swung
like a great snake out of the yards, and
roared onto the main fine. The steady
click-click of the wheels passing over the
rail joints sounded to Hulmes like the syn-
copation of Happy Jack Kimpke’s wooden
dancing-shoes.

“This is th’ life,” sighed Red contentedly.
“In the Summer we fool th’ thermometer
wit’ th’ coolin’ zeppers of th’ surf-swep’
seabord! An’we fly to th’ balmy breezes of
th’ soutlan’ when Wintertime comes round.”

“Uh, huh,” said Hulmes.

“Before we know it we’ll be in th’ land
of promise,” rhapsodized Red. “Day after
tomorra th’ perfume of th’ mysterious islands
of th’ blue Pacific will be brung to the nos-
trils of th’ weary wayfarer on th’ wings of
th’ mornin’. Perhaps you perfer th’ pine-
clad mountings?” he inquired solicitously.

“I've changed my itinerary,” replied
Hulmes pensively. “I'm going to take a
long sea voyage.”

“Ah! To th’ Sout’ Seas of th’ Andilles?”

“No! To a little cemetery in Warwick-
shire, to make an apology to a dead man,
the Reverend Canon Theodoric Battersby
Chowningford-Hulmes,” came the answer.

“For the love of sweet potatas!” cried
Red, almost falling off the rods in his amaze-
ment. “Apologize to a stiff wid a monnaker
like that! What fer? He’ll never hear you!”

The noise of the train settled into adroning
lullaby. There was a long interval of silence.

“I'm not so sure about that last,” said
Hulmes softly. “l1 think Theodoric will
hear my voice all right. He’s been waiting
a long time for what | have to say and it’s
coming to him.”
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3rl HANDSOME, soldierly man,
| X% mounted on a fine white horse,
tft Jf; t rode along a narrow California

* « canon road. Behind him were
two others, a cowboy on a tough little range
pony, whose riata and huge, clumsy-looking
saddle proclaimed his trade; the second,
attired like his leader in the uniform of
the United States Army. The time was
December, 1846.

Ahead of them on the right was a long,
low adobe house, its corner abutting on the
roadway. Behind the house were corrals,
barns and other buildings of adobe, the
group forming a rancheria, or ranch-head-
qguarters of considerable size.

The leader halted, and raised his hand.
At the signal two Indians appeared in
view, one on either side of the trail. They
were perhaps a quarter of a mile distant up
the gentle slopes of the foothills, and here-
tofore had been hidden by the screen of
live oaks on the green sides. These flankers,
bare backed, and riding their wild, wiry
horses recklessly, plunged down the de-
clivity. On reaching the road, they reined
the horses to their haunches, and fell in
behind the other pair of bodyguards.

The Indians, feathered, were in full war-
paint. And, like the white men, they

“ A Pathfinder Without Fame, copyright, 1924, by Michael
J, Phillips.

were heavily armed. In addition to the
long rifle each carried a stout lance, orna-
mented below the metal head with the
scalp-lock of an enemy.

The leader of the party gave his curveting
horse the rein, and the beautiful beast
swung into a swift lope. The others
thundered at his heels. Near the adobe
the officer stopped his horse with a touch,
so that it slid along the smooth surface of
the ground, all four feet bunched. He
dismounted and handed the reins to the
cowboy. While his attendants clustered
about a white-oak timber, ten feet high and
two feet thick, which was sunk upright in
the ground, the leader turned to the main
door of the adobe.

As he approached, a man stooped his
head to come out of the house. He, too,
was of impressive appearance. He was
more than six feet tall, broad-shouldered,
and beginning to show the paunch of late
middle age. He was tremendously power-
ful, it was plain, and his step was light,
though firm.

He wore the black, flat-topped felt hat
of the Spanish don, with its low crown. A
pair of leather thongs, tied under the chin,
served to hold the hat firmly on his head
when he was in the saddle. His eyes were
bold and blue, the eyes of a resourceful,
courageous and dominant person. His

56
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face was clean-shaven, except for luxuriant
brown side-bums extending well down his
face.

Though he was unmistakably not Spanish,
the settler swept off his hat with some-
thing of the grace of the high-caste Span-
iard. The gesture comported well with the
stock, the mark of a gentleman in those
days, which he wore about his throat.
This seemed more in keeping with his
bearing than the rough frontier clothes of
leather.

The army officer returned the bow with a
crisp military salute, though there was
nothing crisp or curt in his smile or in his
words.

“You are Don Julian Foxen,” he said,
pleasantly. “l have heard of you from
Captain William Goodwin Dana.”

“Dana, of Nipomo,” returned the rancher,
in his deep voice. “Yes; his wife and mine
are cousins. You have just come from
there, Major Fremont?”

Into the frank eyes of the military leader
had come a look of caution. His glance
took in the group which had formed behind
Foxen: A dark-eyed woman, still good-
looking and graceful despite the amplitude
of form which years had brought; two young
men, sons of the English father and the
Spanish mother; other, smaller, children of
the union; and several swarthy, sullen-
faced people of the country, Californians
and Mexican-Califomians, house-servants
and vaqueros.

The bodyguard by the white-oak post re-
turned the hostile looks of the natives
steadily, but without affront. Each man
had shifted position ever so slightly when

their leader had been named by the ranche .

Their rifles were ready for instant service.

“Yes, | have just come,” replied the
soldier-adventurer. “Shall we speak alone,
Don Julian?”

“Surely, Fremont,” agreed Foxen, and
they drew apart from the group.

The officer went on when they were quite
out of earshot—

“1 am encamped on the flats a few miles
up the canon, on your rancho.”

Foxen nodded.

“1 know the spot. It is high enough, but
the creek runs close by, so you have water.
There are about fifteen acres of good graz-
ing for your animals on the shelf above
the camp.” He smiled. “I need not ask
whether you have scouts on the low range

above that. You are too much of a soldier
to neglect such things.”

Fremont made a sign of agreement.

“We are well picketed. It isa pleasant
place. The early rains have filled the
creek and grass is plentiful.”

“What is your force, Fremont, and how
long do you stay here?”

The eyes of the soldier looked steadily
into the steady eyes of the pioneer.

“My force is no secret,” said Fremont, at
last. “It is not large, but it is sufficient—
a few hundred white men and Walla Walla
Indians. They are well armed. We have
artillery. We have plenty of fresh horses,
thanks to the kindness of Captain Dana.
Though we haven’'t so many today as we
had night before last.”

An appreciative, humorous smile lighted
his face as he went on:

“Dana’s brown-faced rascals crept in
among them and stampeded the animals in
the darkness. It seems that my men had
rounded up the favorite saddlers of the
captain’s wife and daughter with the others,
and the Californians scattered horses all
over the hills in order to get them back.
There was no fighting; but we spent the rest
of the night getting the herd together
again.”

The smile faded and the frank face took
on a look of sternness.

“How long | stay and how much | say
depends on yourself, Don Julian. 1 was
told by Captain Dana that you would be
friendly. 1 want it from your own lips.
Which are you, sir—ally or enemy?”

“A fair question,” replied Foxen, stoop-
ing to pluck a long spear of fresh grass, on
which he chewed thoughtfully. “This is
war, | suppose; war between America and

Mexico, and there are few neutrals. People
are either for you or against you.
“Well, Fremont, look you: I am an

Englishman by birth and a seafaring man
all my life. | know something of wars
and fighting. I've dealt with many an
enemy and many a rascal in my day, before
I cast anchor in this snug harbor.

“This land, three leagues of it, nearly
nine thousand acres—” he waved his arm
to encompass the smiling hillsides, the fer-
tile flats along the winding creek, and the
mountains whose rusty brown was turning
under the revivifying fingers of the Winter
rains to dark green—e “was given me by
grant by the Mexican Government. My
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wife is an Osuna. She is of the Counts of
Osuna, who are mentioned by that writing-
fellow in his book about the Alhambra. |
am a citizen of Mexico by adoption, and my
children are native-born Californians.

“But I am not asleep, Fremont, and |
am not a fool. | tell the chattering women,
though | cannot understand their out-
landish talk, that there ought to be an
Eleventh Commandment, ‘Mind your own
business.” The Spanish people and the
Mexican people are good friends and good
neighbors. They like the feasting, the dance,
the music. They treat me as one of them.

“Still, they have not minded their-busi-
ness. They have let the wheel of govern-
ment slip from their fingers. This good
ship California is rolling in the trough for
want of smart, honest officers to steer it.
Mexico City sends only the thieves and the
politicians to commmand us.

“The land is rich, Fremont. It will
support thousands where there are not tens
now. Other countries covet it— Russia,
| hear, and England. But it is consort to
America, you might say, its course lying
with yours.

“So— " he struck the knuckles of his
right hand into the palm of his left with a
smack of decision—e “since Mexico can’t
hold it, some other nation will take it. |
would rather the nation be the States than
even Britain.

“John Bull is all right,” and a smile of
affectionate pride crossed his face as he
spoke, “but he’s a long way off, overseas.
Twenty years ago I'd help him take it.
But now, living out here, and seeing you
Yankees at biscuit-toss, you might say—
why, blast it, | like you! | think I'm more
than half Yankee, myself.

“Fremont, I'm your friend, and the
friend of that mess of stars and streaks of

red and white you call your flag. [I'll help
you.”

“Good, Don Julian,” returned the soldier
quietly, though his manner showed the
depth of his gratification. “You’ll lose
nothing by this. This is America from now
henceforth. It is Mexico no longer. | am
planting the Stars and Stripes as | go. And

where they are planted, they stay!”

He drew himself up and his eyes flashed.
Then he went on in quite an ordinary tone—

“1 shall want say fifty of your horses and
forty head of cattle.”

Again Don Julian’s long arm swept the

hills and the plains, on which were the red
and brown and black dots of many animals
grazing—

“Take them.”

“1 will give you an order for their value
on the Government.”

“It will never be presented, Fremont,”
smiled Don Julian. “But tell me: Do you
give such orders to the Californians whose
stock you requisition?”

“Always. You see, sir, | do not feel that
my mission is to conquer; rather, it is to
win and to pacify. Many of these people
care little for Mexico. They live here,
they feel, in an empire of their own. They
like and trust America. They are willing
to join with us, or they will be willing, if
there is not too much to forgive.

“So | avoid fighting when | can. | treat
the people fairly. 1 know how much they
value courtesy, and | try to be courteous.
I turn the prisoners loose, unless they have
been caught at the slaying of my soldiers.
Why the other day, because Captain Dana
asked it, | freed Saloman Pico.

“A good fellow, Dana. There's a writ-
ing-fellow in his family too, Don Julian—
young Richard Henry Dana, whose book
‘Two Years Before The Mast,” is well
thought of in the East these past few years.
He tells about your town, Santa Barbara.
He stopped there.”

“He’s William’s cousin. The book is
well enough, | suppose. For a common
sailor the lad did not do so bad,” replied
the sea-captain, indifferently, secure in his
ocean pride of rank. He shrugged humor-
ously. “Saloman Pico, that rascally bandit,
Fremont, if you can make a good American
and an honest citizen out of him, you can
work miracles.

“But those orders, now, for the stock:
Will the Government honor them?”

Fremont’s face changed. It showed sad-
ness and worriment. Don Julian did not
know until later what the change meant—
how the gallant Fremont, who had made
the first move to win California, and who
was cutting the Mexican resistance in two as
much by his tact and kindliness as by his
ability as a soldier, was subjected to fire in
the rear as well as in front; how Washing-
ton criticised, balked, fettered and dis-
trusted him, withholding genuine support
of his campaign; how rival leaders and
jealous persons sought to undermine and
discredit him.
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“1 hope they will be honored; I trust so,”
he said, in a low voice, as he turned away.

Again there was an exchange of salutes.
Fremont bowed over the hand of Dona
Eduarda Osuna Foxen, spoke jovially to
the children, and swung into the saddle.
As he headed back to camp, the Indians
galloped out on either side, and the cowboy
rode well in front, to prevent an ambush.

When the bodyguard gathered at the
entrance to the flat from which rose the
smoke of many camp-fires, the Indians
made their report. They spoke by grunts
and sign-language. The information which
they gave was corroborated by the nods of
the cowboy: Enemy sentinels were on the
two highest peaks, overlooking not only the
camp, but the canon itself for a long distance
in both directions.

B

hills, Killing cattle and jerking the beef;
that is, cutting it into thin strips and drying
it in the sun, The hides they kept, for
there were shoes and rifle scabbards and
harness to make and repair; bullet and
tobacco-pouches to fashion and gun-ram-
mers to feather; and whole hides made fine
water-panniers.
Lhemselves new chaps, evenings, the hair
side of the cow-hide out, to protect their
legs as they rode through the thorny
chaparral.

These plainsmen were of the busiest, for
it was their duty to ride down and rope
the half-wild Foxen horses and gentle them
for the saddle and the artillery-harness.
During the time that the little army worked
and rested on the flats, its commander was
a frequent visitor at the Foxen ranckeria.
He was drawn instinctively toward Don
Julian. He liked the pioneer for his honest,
simple and courageous nature; and, sailor
that he was, Foxen could spin a yarn with
the best of them.

“l am Don Julian,” he said one day, his
eyes twinkling. “DonJulian. That’swhat
they call me in all this country roundabout,

THE stay in Foxen Canon was pro-
longed. Fremont’s men were weary
with much hard marching, and the

food supplies were low. They rangedgtioel horse under me.

and it is not my name at alll! For | was
christened Benjamin back in Norwich,
England, in my birth-year, 1801. And

when | married Eduarda in the Old Mission
in Santa Barbara, they gave me the church
baptismal name of William Domingo Foxen.

The cowboys also stitched.

“But just about the time the padres were
making fast that anchor inside the church,
the Californians, outside, were holding a sort
of ship’s meeting, and they settled on Don
Julian. So you see, Fremont, | have three
names to choose from.”

The soldier listened absorbedly to tales
of treasure-hunting and black-birding and
the daily vicissitudes of salt-water naviga-
ting by this sea-captain come ashore.
With no less interest did he hear of pioneer-
ing in this smiling wilderness.

“Why, a dozen years ago, when we built
the house,” said Don Julian, “the bears
were so thick we couldn’t sleep in it till the
doors and windows were placed and barred.
A bear is not a comfortable bunk-mate. So
we slept, my Californians and I, on a
platform across the roof.

“There are bears left, yes; but not so
many. One day | saw two grizzlies, full-
grown, rolling and playing out on the hillside
above your camp like puppies. | had a
| steered a round-
about course to come up to leeward. And
then, when | was as near as | could get, |
clapped on all sail.”

“You mean you fought two full-grown
grizzlies?” demanded Fremont, incredu-
lously.

“Why not?” retorted Don Julian, thump-
ing his barrel of a chest. “I'm as big as
any grizzly! Well, one | shot and the other
| roped. | dragged him to the house at
the heels of my horse. If he’d ever gotten
to his feet™but the horse took care of
that. Fremont, you should see that horse
run!  And | was lucky that the line held.

“Here, | snubbed him to that oak post
till we got around to tend to him.”

“So that’swhat the post is for,” mused the
soldier, surveying the great, upright beam.

“For that, and bad horses, and wild
steers, and, well, it might be a good thing
to tie bad men to till they cooled.”

The life of the countryside went on
around the flat on which Fremont’s army
was camped— went on in a deep and swift
and treacherous current that threatened to
engulf the little band. Swarthy-faced riders
left the Foxen corrals before dawn, and
came slipping and sliding down dim moun-
tain paths on their sure-footed horses long
after dark at night There were meetings
in secluded canons. Files of men rode
south from San Luis Obispo and Arroyo
Grande, and north from Santa Barbara—
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men with high-peaked sombreros and silver-
mounted saddles; men with long pistols at
their hips, and long rifles over pommels
and keen-edged daggers in their gaudy sashes.

There were watch-fires in the high defiles
and camp-fires in the valleys. Always
far-seeing youths, arms folded on black-
muzzled guns, peered from those two great
hills on Fremont’s camp.

Don Julian Foxen lived a life as open as
the day. Fellow-ranchers, English, Irish,
or Scotch adventurers like himself, who had
married Spanish girls, stopped on their
leisurely overland tours to spend a day
with him. The six-horse stages, from San
Francisco and Sacramento to Los Angeles
and San Diego and back, rattled and
(Linked up to the white-oak post for a brief
pause to change horses, for Foxen’'s was a
stage-station.

The padres from the neighboring mis-
sions, Santa Ynes and La Purissima, and
from others further away, called, too.
Don Julian ground out wheat and bran for
them in his mill at the rancheria. He
jerked beef for their stores and made their
soap from lye and tallow. The lye he got
by burning the matural, a brush found across
the mountains in the Tulares.

Horse-buyers came to chaffer, because
Foxen’s Canadian stud was famous, and the
strong and clear-stepping animals from his
ranch hauled the street-cars in San Francisco.
Foxen knew and loved horses as he knew
and laved ships. The craft esteemed him
highly, for once, on a wager, he had beaten
the stage from Santa Barbara to the ranch,
though the driver had three changes for
fresh animals, and Foxen drove his own pair
straight through.

Spanish dons and high-class Mexicans on
business, open or secret, for their harried
government also appeared at Foxen’s. To
them, as to all the others, Don Julian
was attentive and cordial. They ate and
they slept beneath his roof, for in those
days hospitality was as ready and un-
thinking as the inviting tinkle of the brook.

The dark-faced might say, true, that
Don Julian was friendly with the Gringo
c-apitan; but there was always a Californian
to remind such speaker, passionately, that
ire was friendly with their own people as

well. And was he not married to one of
them, a pure-bred Castilian—no? But
yes! And he never went near the camp in

the canon; they knew that.

So judgment was suspended on Don
Julian. He avoided rousing enmities when
he could. He had his convictions, but he
did not flaunt them. He did not swerve
from his placid course foolhardily toward
Fremont and the Americans, or cravenlv
toward the Government of Mexico City
and its minions.

He knew things. His dark-eyed wife
whispered them to him in their chamber at
night, for the Californians told her their
plans. Don Julian could understand no
Spanish, he would assert, quite honestly;
and his wife knew no English. And yet,
somehow, that which she had learned was
conveyed to him.

Fremont, good soldier that he was, sensed
his danger. He did not stir from camp
without his picked bodyguard. At the
Foxen rancheria these stalwarts grouped
themselves by the white-oak shaft, quiet
and inoffensive, but always watchful. They
did not mix with the Californians, who
passed them widely and with venomous
glances. Their chief, with his pleasant smile
and ready salute, spoke to every one he met
regardless of the black looks that were often
returned.

The eighth day. The stock of jerked beef
had mounted satisfactorily. The old horses
were no longer to be told from the newly
requisitioned by their projecting ribs.
Rifles shone. The wheelwrights and black-
smiths had been busy, and the field-piece
carriages had been rebuilt. The wagons
were sturdily patched.

The men themselves had filled out. Belts
were not drawn so tightly; bellies were no
longer so lean. The lines in bold faces
were not so deep. There were races and
leaps and other tests of strength and skill.
The expedition’s wrestling champion was
made— and unmade. The camp resounded
with boisterous laughter. Fisticuffs were
frequent. Beaver Two-Tales, one of the
WallaWaliabraves, won many trinkets by his
skill inhurling a scalping-knifeatamark. In
short, Fremont’sarmy was rested and ready.

There was no firing of rifles. Target
shooting was tabu. Fremont did not wish
to alarm the Californians by warlike
sounds. Besides, ammunition was not to
be wasted, though the store was large. Any-
way, when he was recruiting in the north,
only sure riflemen were accepted for his
force. And until they marched southward
there had been daily practice.
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ON A bright morning after a night

of rain Fremont paid his usual visit

to the Foxen rancheria. Foxen saw
the stage on its way to the south and then
sauntered toward the thick-walled adobe
corral farthest from the house. He lifted
his right shoulder in a lazy way as he went,
and the soldier took the hint. In a few
minutes they were squatting, cowboy-
fashion, opposite the open gate. They
could see within and without. No gliding,
dark-skinned eavesdropper could surprize
them.

“You go soon, Fremont?”

“Soon, Don Julian.”

“And by which road?”

The soldier looked at him in surprize.

“There is but one— Gaviota Pass.”

Don Julian nodded.

“Gaviota, ‘The Pass Of The Gulls.” Do
you know anything about it, Fremont?”

“Very little. But you can tell me, of
course.”

The rancher whittled a live-oak branch
to a point with his sheath-knife and drew
roughly a plan on the hard, bare earth.

“Look you,” he said, “the way is through
this valley of the Santa Ynes, into which
my canon opens a half-day’s march to the
south. You cross the valley; the course
is plain. Then come the mountains, miles
of them. The road is not bad. But it will
take two long days, from dark to dark,
before you sight the Pacific beyond
Gaviota.”

Fremont rubbed his chin ruminatively,
and yet with sober good cheer.

“Two days, and the road is open to
Santa Barbara!”

“It is open when you reach the Pacific,”
agreed the tall Englishman, drily. “But
if our friends the Californians have their
way you will never reach it, nor one of
your men.”

“What do you mean, Don Julian?”

The bit of oak was busy again.

“Here, all but through the pass, where
the creek winds beside the trail, the walls
are high and straight. There is a defile
for more than a rifle shot where two horses
cannot travel abreast. It is worst by the
Indian’s Face, here, for the road turns

sharply. You could make no speed.”
“The Indian’s Face?” interrupted the
soldier.
“Yes. The great profile of a chief

which the Lord has chiseled in the rock. It

sticks out over you like a ship’s figurehead.
Well, Fremont, the tops of the cliffs
hemming you in are covered with loose
rocks. They are from the size of your head
to the displacement of a fair-sized bark.
There is where the Californians are waiting
for you.

“Those from the north have been
hoveling on your flanks, as you know,
since you came into this country. Mes-
sengers have brought every man who can
ride and shoot from Santa Barbara. They
line the Pass of the Gulls for a mile.
Trains of powder will be laid to the biggest
rocks. When your army is inside the de-
file, the powder will be lighted above and
below, blocking it with the rocks that will
rain down.

“And there you are, trapped. They will
kill you all by rocks or rifle fire. You can
not escape if you enter the pass, for when
you leave your camp the scouts on those
mountains will cut across ahead of you on
fast horses to give the word. They will
beat you to Gaviota by hours—by a day.”

“How do you know all this, Don Julian?”

The Englishman shrugged his broad
shoulders.

“They are like children in many ways,”
he explained. “They talk it in the corner -,
and my boys catch a word here and there.
The women tell my wife. Why, | could
write the log of it for you.”

Fremont's tanned and ruddy face did
not pale, but his eyes narrowed thought-
fully and bis jaws set.

“There is no way around Gaviota?” he
asked at last, while Don Julian with his
broad palm painstakingly smoothed out
every vestige of the map.

“No way, Fremont.”

Again the soldier was silent, while two
marks graved themselves deeply between
his eyebrows. He rose and paced back
and forth, then squatted again by Don
Julian.

“My Indians,” he began; “they could
climb those look-out hills and take the
sentinels. There would be no one to cany
the word to Gaviota--— "

Don Julian shook his head.

“The Californians are not such fools.
They have scouts at the mouth of the pass
a long ways from the Indian’s Face who,
afoot on paths that even | do not know,
still would take the word as you crossed
the Valley of the Santa Ynes. No, Fremont;
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the Pass of the Gulls is closed to you.”

The soldier’s voice trembled with emo-
tion when he spoke.

“Don Julian, I may not turn back. |
must go on. | cannot tell you how much
it means if | shoidd. fail. There must be
another way to the south. If | can get to
Santa Barbara and Los Angeles, Mexico’s
grip is broken on all of California. | know
it! There must be a way, | tell you!”

Don Julian rose leisurely and stretched
his ponderous frame as he smiled.

“There is another way, Fremont.
not say there wasn’'t. Look you--—--

And he spoke rapidly for five minutes.
When he had finished, Fremont’s eyes were
-parkling with jubilation and resolve.

I did

FOR three more days straggling

Californians from the north and the

south rode into Gaviota. There
they found hundreds of their kind, idling
and feasting, so that it was like the wedding
of a very rich man. The pass was fined
with their camp-fires. They had unrolled
their blankets in the caves along the
stream, or fashioned rain-shelters from
branches on the cliff-tops.

The supports under the great rocks on
the barriers had been loosened. Many
other stones, each large enough to account
for a man and a horse, had been carried to
the lip of the perpendicular walls, so that
a shove would send them winging down on
the heads of Fremont’s men.

They visited from camp to camp. There
was music. The Californian did not dream
of going to war without his stringed in-
struments, and many of the young men
could sing. There was gambling and
story-telling. At night their fires painted
the grim cliffs with gold and crimson un-
afraid, for surprize by Fremont was im-
possible.

A rancher of the Santa Ynes valley named
Janssens was in command of them. He
was popular and witty and a ready talker.
They had great sport as he described the
spoils of the gringo massacre, and how
these spoils would be divided. To the
more influential he promised each a soldier’s
coat; to the others a pair of breeches or
boots. Every man should have a good
army rifle and plenty of ammunition; and
there would be one of Fremont's field-
pieces in the plaza of each Middle California
pueblo.

Three day’s after Fremont’s talk with
Don Julian the expedition struck camp
and headed south through Foxen Canon.
It was the eleventh since their coming.
The time was late December, 1846. Dreary,
drizzling rain was falling; the clouds hung
low on the mountains. When the head of
the column reached the Foxen rancheria,
there was a halt while good-byes were said.
Fremont and Don Julian shook hands cere-
moniously. Fremont said graceful, kindly
words so that all might hear.

They were so busy, perhaps, that they did
not see nor heed the two swart-faced, well-
mounted youths who swung round the
column from behind, to disappear at a
gallop in the mist and mud ahead. They
were the sentinels from the twin peaks
overlooking Fremont’s camp, hastening to
Gaviota with the word that the gringoes
were coming.

The column took up its march again.
The trail wound over the smooth, park-like
hillsides on which the noble live-oaks and
the lighter-foliaged white-oaks grew. It
debouched from the canon’s mouth at
noon into the Valley of the Santa Ynes.
And during the brief halt Don Julian and
his eighteen-year-old-son, William, cantered
up to present themselves, smiling, to
Fremont. They had slipped away un-
noticed from the rancho. A ragged cheer
from the drenched and mud-stained fine
greeted them, for the soldiers knew that
something unusual was afoot, and that the
pioneer had a part in it.

The Valley of the Santa Ynez, lay broad,
level, and fertile. Their course was straight
ahead, for Gaviota was a notch in the moun-
tain wall to the south. But there were
excited and gleeful undertoned comments
when the column turned abruptly to the
left, toward the east, and plodded across
the plains.

They camped that night against the foot
of the eastern mountains. Despite the rain,
every one was in high spirits. Fragmentary
knowledge of the danger of ambush had
trickled through the column. Now, as
they sat around the hissing camp-fires they
discussed the change of plans which was to
outwit the Californians.

Don Julian was to guide them over San
Marcos Pass, a short cut to Santa Barbara.
There was no road, only a trail which was
wild, steep and dangerous for a man on
foot and highly perilous for a horseman.
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No wagon had ever compassed it. But it
could be done, they knew; they had con-
fidence in Foxen and in themsleves.

The next day was Christmas—a cheerless
feast-day. Rain still fell heavily. They
rose long before dawn, and were on the
move with the first graying of the crowded
skies. The stern fight to conquer the pass
began. Don Julian and William went
ahead with Fremont to spy out the route.
When they returned to the column axes
were set to swinging, as brush and trees
were cut away for the passage of the
wagons and guns.

It was terrifically hard work. Hundreds
of tons of rocks were rolled into minor
chasms so that the outer wheel might find
grudged footing. The horses slipped and
strained under theheavyload, andmen threw
down axes and levers to tug on long ropes.

One wedge-shaped bite out of the rock
could not be filled and so they rigged tackle
and swung the impedimenta across, while
the horses scrambled around it like cats.
Men gasped with fatigue as they toiled, the
sweat blinding them. The Indians had
much the best of it. They had no clothing,
heavy with rain, to weight them down.

There were mishaps. A field-piece which
was being dragged over by man-power
slipped sidewise into a chasm. Fortunately
its nose came to rest against a jutting ledge
below until they could whip a rope about a
smooth stone pillar. But one man lost the
upper joints of his fingers, ground off be-
tween rope and rock as the loop tightened.
It took an hour to get the cannon back up
again.

A little later a horse, fortunately rider-
less, was betrayed by the shale which water
had undermined. He went over the side
to the canon floor below hundreds of feet,
with a scream that made even these
hardened adventurers shudder.

Don Julian was a company in himself.
He seemed to be a bom engineer, for he
found instinctively the best and easiest
grades. His knowledge of handling sail
and stowing cargo worked to their benefit
as he rigged slings and anchored the hoist-
ing tackle. His low, heartening word to the
horses, straining, with nostrils distended,
seemed to develop new power within them
which they did not know they had
possessed.

As the day passed the trail became even
more steep and difficult. This merely

served to set the men’s courage harder, for
they knew they were nearing the top. It
was a race whether they should reach the
summit before darkness made further work
impossible.

They grew reckless in their haste. One
of the soldiers was not too careful where he
placed his feet as he wrestled with a wagon-
wheel, and his fall of twenty-five feet among
jagged rocks that mangled while they
saved, resulted in a broken leg. After that
the work somehow grew easier, as if he had
been a needed scarifice. When darkness
placed its hand upon them, they made
camp on the broad space which marks the
top of San Marcos.

Their greatest difficulties were now over.
The other side of the pass, overlooking the
long-necked valley in which Santa Barbara
nestles by the sea, was friendly. There was
little tugging to do, only holding back, since
the way was all dowm-hill. And the trail
was better. There was less pioneering to
be done upon it.

This Don Julian explained as he set the
leg of the injured soldier in rough but
efficient fashion. As a sea-captain he had
a fair knowledge of medicine and surgery,
gained by caring for his men out on deep
water, far from apothecaries and hospitals.

“It is an easy drop down into Goleta
Valley,” he explained. “You do not need
me any longer, Fremont. My son, William,
will serve you well. If this hurt man is to
live he must have rest and care. | wall
take him back to the rancho and my wife
will nurse him.”

“That is kind, Don Julian,” returned
Fremont, busy with his papers by candle-
light, as the rain drummed on the roof of
his tent. “Without you, we would not be
here tonight.”

“Time your march to reach Santa
Barbara Sunday morning,” went on Don
Julian, ignoring the praise. “Divide your
forces, sending part of them to the church
of the Presidio, down in the town and the
rest to the OIld Mission. It sits a little
apart, above the village to the north. You
will see its towers as you march in.

“Every one will be at mass, so there will
be no fighting. When they come out and
find your field-guns planted in the plaza,
and the flag floating, they mil know it is no
use. Talk to them, Fremont; you have a
clever tongue, and you will make friends of
them.”
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Fremont looked doubtful.

“Are you sure it is wise to divide my
men, Don Julian? There are none too
many, at the best.”

“Of course, divide them,” was the
brusque response. “You could do with a
handful. Remember— " and he chuckled—
“all the able-bodied men are up in Gaviota
Pass, waiting for you to come through.
The others will give in quick enough.
Why, | alone drove their best fighters like
fisher-boats before a squall, not so long
ago.”

“How was that?”

Don Julian laughed at the remembrance.

“Young blood is hot, Fremont, and it
talks loud. We have been expecting you
for months to come cruising down the
coast, and the boys of the upper-class
families liked to boast of what they would
do to the gringoes if they dared show their
noses in Santa Barbara. They did not
change their tune when | was about, either.
I think they clapped on a bit more sail.

“At last | said to them: ‘Amigos, you
are not so brave. One poor'gringo alone
could frighten you half to death.” Of
course they laughed and told me to do my
worst. So one night when they had a
dance at the de la Guerra house, which is
the heart of everything in Santa Barbara,
| drove a herd of cattle into the plaza in
front and yelled like-—- .

“The clashing of horns and the rumbling
of hoofs sent the brave boys hopping out
of windows like rabbits. The music stopped
short and the fiddlers ran with the rest. |
sat on my horse and laughed at them all.
They’'ve sung low about cowardly gringoes
since.”

Fremont laughed, too.

“A good start,” he said. “l hope we
shall do as well, and with no more blood-
shed.”

Then he rose, and when he spoke again
it was with the dipped formality of the
soldier:

“William Domingo Foxen, | express to
you my sincere appreciation and gratitude
for your aid to myself and my Government
in our difficulties. No citizen of our coun-
iry could have been more helpful and
loyal.” He extended a packet of papers.
“Here |1 have set down a full report of your
conduct, to get for you official recognition.
There is also an order for reimbursement
for the cattle and horses | took.

“1f you are ever in need, sir, do not hesi-
tate to present those papers at Washington
You will find my country— no, Foxen, our
country!— not ungrateful.”

They clasped hands. Foxen took the
packet, bowed ceremoniously and left the
tent. Before the full light next morning
he had started down the pass, bound for
his rancho, the injured soldier on a travois
behind his horse. At about the same time
Fremont and his men, guided by young
William Foxen, rattled over the slipper;
trail toward Santa Barbara.

DON JULIAN was a true prophet.

Caught unawares and defenseless

because of the absence of the men,
Santa Barbara surrendered at discretion.
When the women and the children and the
grandfathers streamed out of the two
churches, they found cannon staring them
starkly in the face, while the steep, narrow
streets were patrolled by watchful soldiers
and Indians on horseback. The Stars and
Stripes floated above Fremont’s head-
quarters in a grove opposite the center of
town.

Nor was there trouble when the men,
their feathers drooping, slipped shame-
facedly into town. The Californians loved
a joke and feared ridicule. The warriors
who had expected to return wearing the
soldiers’ coats as badges of victory, were
greeted with guffaws which reduced them
to perspiring, though fruitless, explanation.
Fremont’s coup had made him a hero.

After a few days’ rest, the soldier-adven-
turer pushed on to the south. History tells
how successful he was, and how his boldness
and martial ability and tact completed,
with astonishingly few casualties, the con-
quest of California.

But it did not fare so well with Don
Julian. In fact, it seemed that his un-
selfish aid of Fremont resulted in calamity.
Almost from that Christmas Day in 1846
did his fortunes decline. Back at the
rancheria with Fremont’s disabled soldier
he found himself surrounded by an atmos-
phere of hatred and distrust.

The Californians knew how they had been
tricked, and they planned and dreamed
revenge. The old race prejudice against
the gringo rushed back with greater force.
Don Julian had married one of them and
lived among them as a true son of Cali-
fornia. But when it had come to the
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moment of decision blood had called to
blood. He had turned his back upon them
to cleave to the fair-skinned invaders.
This they could not forgive.

Many a night Don Julian and his sons
and a few faithful servants sat on guard at
the ranckeria, their rifles across their knees.
And the precaution was necessary, for there
were shots in the dark, the rolling clatter
of horses’ hoofs, and the hurling of fire-
brands at the bamboo-thatched roofs.

There came a swift and sudden raid of
the Indios gentiles, the wild Indians of the
Tulares, who swept across the mountains
from the interior and ran off many head of
stock. The thrust was followed by others
until Don Julian’s herds were but a skeleton
of their former strength. He believed these
raids were encouraged by the Californians.
The Indians escaped each time with their
prize as they had never escaped in the past.
The California-born ranchers would not
now come forward to join the pursuing posse.

The glow of open opposition faded with
the months, but the embers of hatred
smouldered. Don Julian, with the training
of the sea behind him, loved a change of
scene. When he felt there was no longer
reason for fear, he took his family to Santa
Barbara for a sojourn. Fremont’s soldier,
made well by their ministrations, went
south with them to join his commander.

On Foxen’s return a few weeks later it
was to find the ranch-house and most of
the other buildings in ruins. An incendiary
fire had destroyed Foxen’s home and the
papers which Fremont had given him.

The pioneer began to feel the pinch. He
had little money when the rancheria was
rebuilt. He had put into force the custom
of giving, on marriage, one-ninth of his
estate to each of his nine children. So
shrank his domain.

One of his daughters, Mrs. Cooper, went
to Fremont in Los Angeles years later and
implored the latter’s aid for her father.
She told how the papers acknowledging the
Government’'s  indebtedness had been
burned in the destruction of the rancheria.
The soldier listened to her attentively and
answered her cordially:

“Certainly 1 remember your father very
well and gratefully acknowledge what he
did. Employ a lawyer to make out your
claim and have it certified by witnesses.
With my help Don Julian will be paid for
what he did.”

The claim was prepared, but Don Julian’s
ill-luck dogged him. Fremont went back
east an old man, and ill. He died before
the Foxen claim could be presented. When,
later, it was prosecuted before the Govern-
ment, the decision was handed down that
it was, “paid in full.” Yet Foxen, nor any
of his family, never received a dollar.

Outside of Santa Barbara county Don
Julian has never been given credit for
what he did. His feat is unknown. In
Fremont’s own book describing the cam-
paign he evidently grew weary of writing
before he reached the incidents here set
down. He dimissed Santa Barbara with a
paragraph, omitting all mention of the frus-
trated ambush and Don Julian Foxen.

The Foxen rancho has passed into other
hands. The second adobe house, built on
the ruins of the first, was also destroyed by
fire, and the third, erected on the same site,
is but a formless mound of yellow clay be-
neath a patch of tall weeds. The white-
oak pillar to which unruly horses and steers
and grizzlies were fastened has been re-
moved and is in a California museum.
Don Julian has long since been gathered to
his fathers.

The pioneer yet lives in the hearts of his
children and his children’s children and
the few neighbors who knew him in the long
ago and still survive. There is, for in-
stance, John Goodchild of Sisquoc, himself
an Englishman and pioneer, who loves to
talk of the sturdy sea-captain.

“1 was a young man when | came to this
country more than fifty years ago,” said
Goodchild, looking dreamily from his
veranda off across the prairies to the pali-
sades of the Santa Maria and the blue
mountains beyond, “and Don Julian was
old. But | admired and respected him
and he became my friend.

“He did more to save the Pacific Coast
states to the Union than any one save and
except Fremont himself. For when Fre-
mont was marching southward England
was dickering with the Mexican governor
of the province of California at Monterey.
She landed two clergymen there from a
warship and negotiations between them and
the provincial government had gone so far
that a formal transfer of authority to Great
Britain was seriously discussed.

“Suppose that Foxen had held his peace
and Fremont and his men had been trapped
and wiped out in Gaviota Pass. The other
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American forces operating in California
were feeble and inclined to be timid because
they were not united. The Californians,
encouraged by the coup, would have fought
harder. England would have come out in
the open. The Monterey Government
would have abdicated. And California
would be a British possession today.

“More: When the trains of covered
wagons crossed the continent in the late
forties, bound for the wonderful farming
lands that lay at the end of the Oregon
Trail, they would have encountered British
authority when they reached California,
and British claims ahead of them in the
Pacific Northwest.”

John Goodchild led the way to the grave
of Don Julian Foxen. It is on a wild hill-
top, where stands an abandoned white

Author of “According to Hoyle,'

IVE men sat on the veranda of
the American Club. It was even-
ing and Port-au-Prince, having
simmered all day beneath a broil-

ing sun, was now cooling in the breeze that
swept down from the mountains in the east.

Four of the men were grouped about a
small table. They were Cordaline, a high-
cast “gentleman of color,” graduate of the
Sorbonne and owner of a local newspaper;
Starliene, a Syrian-American who managed

Adventure

church with broken windows, a few paces
from Goodchild’s home. It is just above
the road where Fremont entered Foxen
canon, and not far from the site of his camp
on the rancho.

The churchyard is overgrown with high,
barbed grasses and filled with the forgotten
graves of pioneers. But Don Julian’s in
the far comer, with its back to the moun-
tains, is so marked that it dominates the
hilltop.

This pathfinder to fame unknown sleeps
well, no doubt. For his monument is just
what he would have it: A white marble
shaft, representing the broken-off mainmast
of a ship. He wrought well on land, and
saved an empire for America. But, after
all, he was a sailor, and his first love was
the sea.

' “The Turn of the Whed," etc.

the Atlantic Trading Company’s sugar-mill
in the Cul-de-Sac region; “Blacksnake”
Tom Taggert, formerly a Florida convict-
boss, now Starliene’s able, very able, assis-
tant; Allen Johnson, manager of a smaller
rival sugar-mill. The fifth man was Cap-
tain McGuire, of the freighter Hawk, better
known in the Caribbean ports as “One-
Two Mac,” a silent little man who sat
apart, puffing continually at brown-paper
cigarets and seeming to pay no attention to
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the talk of the four men seated at the table.

Starliene, a loud-mouthed braggart, was
telling of how the day before he had caught
a native woman in the act of stealing meat
from the company stores.

“1 caught her just as she was leaving the
ice-house with it,” he was saying. “She
had something under her arm wrapped up
in leaves, and when | grabbed it away |
found it was a fine big steak. She said she
was stealing it for her man, who, according
to her, was sick and couldn’t work.

“ 'Oh, that's all right,” I says to her.
‘Wait until I come back and I'll give you
something to go with it.’

“The poor fool— she was so surprized she
looked up at me with eyes like a sick cow.

“ ‘Just wait,” | tells her, and | went into
the house.

“When | came out | had Tom’s whip,
holding it behind my back.

“‘Here you are,” | says. ‘Take this
along with the steak,” and | swilng the old
'snake smack across her shoulders. Cut
the shirt off her like a knife, it did.

“She was so surprized for a moment she
couldn’t move; then she lit off down the
road like a scared rabbit, and me behind
her, giving her a cut with the whip at every
hop. Ho, ho—you should have seen that
wench run.

“She runs straight to her shack, and
there’s her lazy brute of a man huddled up
in bed. He thinks he’s sick, but after |
smacked him a couple of times with the whip
he hops out of bed and runs off down the
road about three jumps ahead of his woman.

“Ho, ho—you’d have laughed to see them
jump every time | cut them with the ’snake.
If 1'd had a horse | would have chased them
all the way to Ennery. The woman held
on to the steak though.

“1 suppose they’re out in the bush yet.
If you could have seen the expression on
her face when | gave her something to go
with it!  I'll never forget it— ho, ho!”

Cordaline, the mulatto, to show his con-
tempt for the full-blooded of his race,
laughed softly. Although in his heart he
hated both whites and blacks his dread of
being classed with the latter caused him to
show a contemptuous indifference toward
their sufferings.

“It was a most appropriate punishment,
my friend,” said Cordaline, a honeyed,
flattering inflection to his voice. “And a
good joke beside.”

Taggert, a tall, sun-tanned man with
hard eyes and a cruel mouth, smiled a lean,
tiger-like smile, a mere parting and drawing-
out of his lips while his eyes remained hard
and mirthless. He was a professional slave-
driver, an old hand, proud of his ability and
not likely to applaud the work of a mere
beginner— even though the beginner be his
boss.

Allen Johnson gazed moodily at the floor
and said nothing. He was a melancholy,
quiet sort of a man with the eyes of a
dreamer.

The morose little sea captain sitting apart
stared unseeingly into the night.

“And what do you think, friend Johnson?”
asked Starliene pointedly. “Was it not a
good joke on the wench?”

“It was a contemptible, cowardly joke,”
said Johnson evenly. “And | think you
are about the lowest human being between
Cape Hatien and the Mona Passage!”

Starliene promptly reached across the
table and knocked Johnson out of his chair,
then stood up and waited, grinning. He
was a big man, a head taller than Johnson
and much heavier, and a more experienced
fighter; at one time in the States he had
been well known as an amateur heavyweight
boxer. Johnson came at him fiercely, but
Starliene had no trouble in sending him
again and again to the floor.

Fighting was abhorrent to Cordaline, and
he shuddered and murmured weak pro-
tests; but Taggert, smiling his lean, mirth-
less smile, nodded approvingly at each
telling blow. One-Two Mac glanced casu-
ally at the fighting men, then resumed his
study of the distant mountain-tops.

The fight was a short one. Johnson,
breathless, bleeding, completely exhausted,
staggered to his feet and stood swaying
helplessly, too weak to lift his hands.

“Got enough?” asked Starliene, grinning
broadly. “What do you think about me
now?”

“] think the same as | did before,” said
Johnson stubbornly, thickly because of his
bruised and swollen lips. “I got mine now,
but yours is coming—you big, yellow
greaser!”

Starliene laughed long and loudly. He
was enjoying the situation immensely.

“Run along back to your sugar-mill and
coddle your niggers,” he said contemptu-
ously, and he laughed again and turned
away.
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His lips tight together, his eyes blazing
with a wild, reckless light, Johnson plunged
down the steps to the street and strode off.
Captain McGuire arose leisurely, yawned
slightly and passed the others on his way
to the steps. He was a black-haired, black-
eyed, middle-aged man with a somber,
thoughtful cast of countenance. He was
of average height; but his body, slender and
graceful as a boy’s, made him look smaller
than he was. He was so graceful of car-
riage that the casual observer was likely
not to notice the spreading shoulders and
long, heavy, loose-swinging arms. His
stride was short and quick, almost mincing,
and he appeared and acted anything but
the bucko shipmaster he was.

As Captain McGuire passed, Taggert
studied him from between narrowed eye-
lids. He had the vanity of a born bully,
and it galled him to know that the captain’s
reputation as a fighting man overshadowed
his own.

“What do you think of it, capt’'n?” called
Taggert when the captain had reached the
sidewalk.

The little man turned and looked up at
him.

“l don’t know,” he said doubtfully,
shaking his head. “Johnson says Star-
liene’'s a coward and Starliene says he isn't.
It’s a toss-up, | guess.”

He turned and walked rapidly in the
direction Johnson had taken.

Taggert growled curses deep
throat.

“You’re another one who's got something
cornin’, Mr. One-Two Mac,” he said.

in his

JOHNSON, three blocks from the

club, was walking with great, angry

strides when he felt a light touch
upon his shoulder. He turned, to confront
the unobtrusive stranger who had sat so
quietly on the club veranda.

“Where are you going?” the stranger
asked.

“Don’t butt in,” growled Johnson, turn-
ing away.

“1 have a habit of doing that,” said the
quiet one. “I know you, but | don’t be-
lieve you know me. I'm McGuire, master
of that little tin can you see down in the
harbor, the Hawk.”

“McGuire!”

Johnson started in surprize.

“Are you Captain One-Two Mac!”

“They call me that,” said the captain
nodding pleasantly.

HWhy _____ ”

Johnson looked the other up and dowm
with eyes that were frankly doubting.

“l know—I'm not big enough or tough
enough or ugly enough; but I'm One-Two
Mac all the same. But you haven’t told
me where you are going.”

Johnson straightened; and his anger,
temporarily side-tracked by his surprize,
returned to him.

“1’'m going to get a gun,” he said tensely
between clenched teeth, “and then I'm
going to find that dirty, yellow hound and
blow his head offl”

“That’'s no good,” said the captain
calmly as if he were discussing a simple
problem in navigation. “You’d find no
satisfaction in gloating over a dead man.
This military law we have in Haiti now is
kind of hard to buck, too,” he added
thoughtfully.

“Well, he’s not going to get away with it,”
stormed Johnson, and he turned to go on.

“Wait a minute.”

Captain McGuire caught him by the coat
and held him.

“l know a better way than blowing his
head off.”

“What is it?” asked Johnson eagerly.

“Knock it off.”

“No, I'm afraid | can’t.”

Johnson shook his head despairingly.

“You saw what he just did. to me. He’s
bigger than I am, and he knows the game.”

“No, he doesn’'t. He just happens to
know more than you do. What's wrong
between you two anyway?”

“He’s a dirty, yellow -—-

“ Besides that.”

“He’s a nickel-nursing thief. We're mill-
managers for competing sugar companies,
you know. He feeds his help one handful
of rice a day and pays them one gourd; |
give mine three square meals and one gourd,
fifty cob. Thirty cents a day! That’s not
too much to pay a laboring-man, is it?

“His niggers work an hour more a day
than mine. Our shacks are clean; his are
running over with vermin. | never beat
my niggers—if they won’t work | fire 'em;
Blacksnake Tom is swinging his whip all
day for Starliene.

“You can imagine what the resultis. All
the natives come to me for work. Starliene
can't get help— his output falls off—he
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loses his bonus for production. It's his
own fault— his company will pay reasonable
wages; they want results.

“1 think Starliene and Taggert are keeping
a false book, and everything would go fine
for them if it wasn’t for me cutting down
lheir labor. If he could get me out of the
way the natives would have to work under
the starvation terms he’d make for them.
He’s tried for months to freeze me
out—or to make me employ my help
on the same terms he employs his; but
tonight he went further than he ever did
before.

“It was a trick—he knew what answer
I'd make when he asked me what | thought
of his--—--- contemptible ‘joke.” And the
worst of it is, it's true—he did beat that
poor, miserable woman. My house-boy
told me about it.

“And Starliene said she hung on to the
steak! Of course she did; these people are
on the verge of starvation from the time
they are born until they die. You can beat
one of them to death any time if you give
him a bit of grub to chew on while you’'re
doing it. Hung on to the steak— | guess
she did!

e me— | wish 1'd never seen Haiti!
I can’'t stand by and watch a couple of
heartless hounds wring the life-blood out
of a lot of poor, unfortunate wretches who
haven’t brains enough to help themselves
or spunk enough to fightback. 1'd be doing
a service to humanity if 1 wiped out the
pair of them.”

There was a wild, fanatical fight in John-
son’s eyes that Captain McGuire did not
like. The tropics do strange things to the
mind of a man who falls into the habit of
brooding, whether over real or imaginary
wrongs;and the wrongs which had presented
themselves to Johnson were far from
imaginary ones, as Captain Mac knew.
One-Two Mac was a veritable stormy
petrel, nosing into turbulent waters which
more cautious men fought shy of, or even
avoided speaking of, and Johnson had told
him little that he had not already known
or suspected.

“l know a better way than that,” he
said. “Suppose you could have Starliene
so afraid of you that he’'d rim every time he
saw you? | mean afraid of you— not of a
gun or a knife, but of you.”

“Not much chance of that, Captain Mac.
I'd make it mighty hot for him if | could

bring it about, but I'm afraid there’s no
chance. Even if | could lick Starliene,
there’s Blacksnake Tom Taggert— he’s
always standing by to take a hand, and
he’s a better man than Starliene. Taggert
is a cold-blooded fiend. He has killed at
least two natives, that | know of, with that

----- whip of his.”
“Never mind Taggert,” said Captain
Mac. “He’ll be taken care of. If you've

got the stuff in you I can tell you how to
lick Starliene—and that’s all you need
concern yourself about. Give my plan a
month’s trial, and if it doesn’t work you can
try the gun method. It will take spunk
though.”

“Shoot. I'm listening.”

“Well, here it is: Every time you see
Starliene go for him. Hit him hard, stand
up to him as long as you can, and when you
can’t stand up any longer—go down fight-
ing. He’'ll soon get sick of that, and then
you’ll have him on the run.”

Johnson, the momentary hope gone from
his eyes, shook his head doubtfully.

“Don’t shake your head,” said Captain
Mac. “You don’t know anything about it.
I've been fighting for forty-five years-—
and I'm just that old—and | can size up a
man while you’'d be trying to count how
many hands and feet he had. And I've
sized up Starliene. 1 have the name of
being sparing with words, and it goes
against the grain for me to stand here

gabbing with you. Will you try my
plan?”

“1 will,” said Johnson with sudden
decision.

“Good enough. Each time you start try
to stay with him a little longer than the
time before. 1I'm sailing for New York
tomorrow, but | will be back inside of a
month; see if you can’t run your staying-
time up to, say, twenty-five minutes by the
time | get back. If you can, | promise you

—he’s yours! It will be tough going for a
while, but— Good night, Allen John-
son.”

“Good night, Captain Mac.”

The strange little fighting man turned on
his heel and with his quick, nervous strides
went off in the direction of the docks.
Allen Johnson stared after him until he dis-
appeared in the dismal gloom of night-time
Port-au-Prince. He felt somehow that he
had made the acquaintance of a man worth
knowing.
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THREE days later Johnson had his
first opportunity to begin the cam-
paign outlined by One-Two Mac.

“Yessuh,” said Jimmy heartily, wonder-
ing at the same time what kind of a strange
new game this was of the white men’s.

Starliene, with Taggert, was returning from

Mirebalais, and he drew his horse to a halt
at Johnson’s to survey insolently the ac-
tivities about the camp. They had not
been there a minute when Johnson, his
diminutive Jamaican house-boy at his heels,
came toward them from the mill. He walked
straight to Starliene.

“Come down off that horse and get
licked,” he said in a voice in which there
was just a suggestion of a quiver.

“What!” exclaimed the big man in
amazement.

“You heard what | said.
and get licked.”

Starliene stared at him wonderingly,
looked questioningly at Taggert, then broke
into his loud, grating laugh.

Taggert’s face was as stony and expres-
sionless as ever, but there was a queer,
half-puzzled light in his pale blue eyes.
He studied Johnson with calm but un-
wavering intentness.

Starliene cut his laugh in the middle and
curled his lips in a sneer.

“Run along,” he snarled.

Johnson caught Starliene suddenly by
the ankle and tumbled him from his horse.

The result of the fight that ensued was
the same as the result of the one three
days before had been, but the end came
not so soon. When Starliene was quite
sure all resistance had been hammered out
of his opponent he brushed his clothes,
mounted his horse, flickered the house-boy
across the face with his riding-whip and rode
jauntily off. Taggert, the puzzled look
still in his eyes, gazed for a moment at
Johnson and then clattered after his em-
ployer.

Johnson sat up weakly, brushed the dirt
and blood from his eyes and looked after
them. Then he turned with a sickly smile
and looked questioningly at the boy, who
was holding in his hand a battered watch.

“How long, Jimmy?” he asked.

“Jes’ six minutes, suh,” answered Jimmy

“H'm.”

Johnson changed his posture to an
easier one and began to take stock of his
injuries.

“Took him a bit longer this time, |
think. Next time, Jimmy boy, we’'ll try
to make it ten.”

Come down

A WEEK had passed when Johnson
Xsgpfw again met Starliene. He had been
J to Port-au-Prince to see about a
shipment of sugar, and on the way home, in
his Ford, he overtook his enemy riding alone
on horseback. Johnson drove ahead, then
turned his car so as to obstruct the road
and waited for the other to come to him.

“Again?” asked Starliene, taking in the
situation at a glance.

“Again,” said Johnson shortly.
down and take it.”

“How long is this going to continue?”

“Until you run every time you see me
coming,” answered Johnson promptly.

“Thatwon’t be soon,” snorted thebigman.

He spoke confidently, but his manner was
lacking just a shade of its usual assurance.

Johnson had no one to hold a watch for
him this time, but at the end of the fight
he judged that a good fifteen minutes had
elapsed since the striking of the first blow.
But if the fight was longer Starliene made
up for the additional trouble given him by
administering a thorough thrashing. The
big manager had been gone a long time be-
fore Johnson was able to drag himself
wearily to his car and resume the journey
homeward.

On his arrival home he went to bed and
stayed there all day—and all night and all
the following day. He was shaky and
aching when he came out on the veranda of
his bungalow for a quiet smoke in the cool
of the second evening. Jimmy had been
waiting on him and applying liniment to
his many cuts and bruises. The boy had
wondered, but said nothing. This was in-
deed a strange game the white men were
playing, thought Jimmy.

The next encounter took place in Ennery;
and it had lasted full twenty minutes by
Jimmy’s timepiece when the gendarmes in-
terfered and threatened both participants
with arrest for disturbing the peace. The
end, however, was in sight, and Johnson
was secretly glad that the gendarmes arrived
when they did; he was beaten and he knew
it. But he was elated to know that he had
been on his feet at the end of twenty
minutes, and he promised himself that at
the next encounter he would come through
a victor.

“Come
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“If you annoy me again I'll have you
arrested,” threatened Starliene.

“You’ll be running soon,” retorted John-
son, mopping at his bleeding lips with a
bedraggled handkerchief.

Starliene was worried, and he was having
trouble in concealing it. The three weeks
of fighting was beginning to tell on him, and
his rather flabby moral stamina was'begin-
ning to weaken. Here was a man who after
being badly beaten four times persisted in
returning for more, and whom each time he
was finding harder to conquer.

He still carried himself with his old jaunty
air of superiority, but his eyes had taken a
defiant glint that to Taggert, wise fighting
man and quick to sense the first sign of fear
in another, resembled that of an animal at
bay. His laugh came more often and more
boisterously than ever, but it was a
slow-starting, quick-ending laugh that
had no merriment behind it, and Black-
snake Tom smiled inwardly whenever he
heard it.

“Tom, if that fellow comes around here
run him off,” said Starliene on the evening
of the day of the fight in Ennery.

“Huh? Oh, all right, boss.
nuisance, ain't he?”

Taggert’s expression was innocent, but he
chuckled softly at something he seemed to
find in the magazine he was reading.

He is a

NEARLY a week elapsed while

Johnson was recuperating from the

beating he had been given in Ennery.
The stiffness crept out of his joints, and his
pains and aches subsided one by one; and
then he decided to make one last desperate
attempt to turn the feud in his own favor.
He felt that the time was now at hand when
he was to avenge himself for the months
he had been plagued and insulted by the
manager of the rival sugar company’s mill.
He would put an end to it once and for all
time.

He took Jimmy and his watch in the car,
and in his anxiety to have it over and done
with drove the nine miles to Starliene’s
bungalow at breakneck speed. Blacksnake
Tom, sitting alone on the veranda, arose as
they came up, gazed curiously for a mo-
ment at Johnson and then without a word
strode oft and disappeared into the brush
surrounding the clearing. Johnson was puz-
zled by this; but he did not worry about it,
and he went to the doorway of the house

and knocked loudly with his fist upon the
open door.

“Who'’s there?” called a voice which he
recognized as belonging to Starliene.

“Johnson. Come out of there and take
your medicine,” he answered.

The Syrian’s voice was high-pitched and
tremulous, almost a scream, as he shouted:

“Go 'way from here, you rowdy! Get
off my property, or I'll have you arrested.”

“Come out of hiding,” shouted Johnson
in answer. “l told you I'd have you
crawling.”

“Tom, Tom—chase that ruffian away
from here!”

Starliene’s voice was worried now.

“Tom—where the------ are you?”

“1 won’t come in after you,” called John-
son. “I don’t believe in entering a man’s
house to beat him up; but you're all that
I said you were if you don’'t come out. |
said you were yellow; now I’'m proving it.”

Johnson felt greatly elated. The victory
was already his— Starliene was afraid to
come out to fight him. He chuckled sud-
denly, and then broke into a loud laugh—a
laugh that was really joyous.

But alas! His exultation was short lived.
Starliene, roaring like a wild bull, plunged
from the doorway, and he fought with a
reckless abandon that he had not shown
before. His attack was overwhelming; he
pummeled and kicked and fought with the
savage ferocity of a wounded animal. The
fight was over in five minutes— and Johnson
was not the victor; he lay senseless at the
bottom of the veranda steps.

The last blow had barely been struck
when Taggert strolled from the brush at the
edge of the clearing. He looked at Johnson
moaning on the ground and feigned surprize.

“l didn’t want to beat him any more,”
said Starliene. “l wasn’t afraid of him.
You know | wasn’t afraid of him, but-—-- ”

“Sure— | know,” broke in Taggert.

He looked at Starliene from between half-
closed lids and when the other faltered and
turned away smiled a knowing, mirthless
smile. Taggert knew— he knew.

B A ON THE day of the Hawk's arrival
JjJb *n Port J°hnson waited at the Ameri-
can Club for Captain Mac. Soon

he came, in a hired carriage from within
which floated whiffs of smoke. They shook
hands, and Captain Mac, after a fleeting
glance at Johnson’s face, motioned him to a
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near-by chair; and he himself sat opposite
and studied the other through a cloud of
blue smoke from his cigaret.

Johnson’s right ear was tom, and there
was a healing cut above one eye; his lip
was split, and there was a sunburst of
adhesive plaster on his cheek. His expres-
sion was downcast, and his whole attitude
was one of utter dejection.

“Well?” asked the captain at length.

“Your plan failed, captain,” said John-
son with a despondent shake of his head.
“A week ago | thought I had him—but I
was wrong.”

Captain Mac tossed away his cigaret and
leaned back in his chair with one hand upon
each knee. They were long, wiry, capable-
looking hands, large-knuckled and tough-
skinned, and the knuckles were crisscrossed
by many small scars. They were the fight-
ing hands of One-Two Mac, “the last of the
buckos,” and with them the little man had
hammered his way into recognition as the
toughest ship's officer traveling the Western
Ocean.

“Go on,” said Captain Mac impatiently.
“Tell me about it.”

“Well, 1 tackled him three times after
you left, and the last time we were still
going at the end of twenty minutes when
the gendarmes stopped it. He had me
beaten, however, so it made no difference.
But after that I thought he was afraid—I
was sure of it. He told me to keep away
from him or he’'d have me arrested, and it
was that that gave me the impression he was
afraid. | thought the next fight would be
the last one.

“Well, three days ago | went over to his
place and called him out. He refused to
come, and he called for Taggert to chase me
away. Taggert wasn't around; he had
walked off just as | came up—1 don’t know
why. Then | became bolder and reminded
Starliene of all the things | had called him
and told him they were true. And then,
while | was walking up and down with my
chest out, he came running out of the door—
and he just about slaughtered me. It
lasted five minutes! He fought like a mad-
man, and | never had a chance.”

“Ah!”

Captain Mac raised his eyebrows. “And
now tell me about the fights before that
one—what plan did you follow?”

“Well, as each time we fought it took him
a little longer to beat me, | figured it was

only a question of time before I would be
able to beat him. | was improving my
defense, and the time in Ennery he hardly
hit me at all for the first twelve or fifteen
minutes. | thought that the next time I
would be able to hold him off until he got
tired and then finish him. But the last
time he hit so hard and so fast and so furi-
ously that I couldn’t defend myself. He
is bigger and stronger than | am, and he
beat down my guard as if I was a child.
It's no use, captain—he’s a better man
physically than I am.”

“But not mentally,”
quickly.
licked.”

“What!”

Johnson shook his head.

“He’s licked.”

And then, changing the subject—

“Can you put me up at your place for a
day or so?”

“Glad to—plenty of room.
what you meant by saying-------

“Later.”

Captain Mac rose and
watch.

“We'll start now—if you'd just as soon,”
he said.

said the captain
“You don’'t know it, but—he’s

But tell me

looked at his

IT IS said that a man once stationed
himself at the point where the high-
* ' way from the Cul-de-Sac enters
Port-au-Prince and counted thirty thousand
travelers in an hour. Nearly all of them
are market women, some of whom come
from far inland to sit for hours in the open
market of the capital with a few cents’
worth of produce before them. It is a
ragged, bare-footed army—an army of
vacant, animal-like faces. An optimist
would seek in vain among them for a glim-
mer of that “divine spark” which is said
to burn in each human breast.

“The Cubans say that ‘the Haitian is the
animal which most nearly resembles man,” ”
said Johnson as he drove his car through the
river of plodding blacks. “Look at them—e
these are the people Starliene says | am
coddling. Poor ------- , they need coddling,
it seems to me. These are the poorest
people in the world. They are always hun-
gry. From birth to death they do not
average one meal apiece a day. The aver-
age would be lower were it not for mango-
time.

“There—see that child in the doorway of

n~ 3
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that caille. See its little ribs? And there
is another—and another. They are hun-
gry—they will be hungry until they die.

“New York is only fourteen hundred
miles away. These people are too close to
America to expect help. Ship-load after
ship-load of food is being sent to the far
corners of the earth, while here, at our very
doors, is an island of starving people. And
they don’t need charity—they need only
to be told how to help themselves.

“Here is a paradox: The poorest people
in the world live in a land overflowing with
wealth. It is true; there is no country so
full of natural wealth as Haiti—nor is there
a country so undeveloped. The natives do
not know how to grow the most easily grown
vegetable. An animal would die of thirst
for lack of intelligence enough to turn on a
water-faucet. Often upon the Cul-de-Sac
plains you will see dead men, but you will
see no vultures.

“You have heard it said that a Jew can
not make a living in Scotland? Well, a
vulture can not exist in Haiti. At one time
there were vultures, but the natives outdid
them at their own game—they ate them.
And Starliene says | am too good to these
poor wretches because | pay my employees
thirty cents a day!”

“But are they worth helping?” asked Cap-
tain Mac with a curious glance at Johnson.
“They seem so utterly lacking in human
qualities— so------ "

“That's why they need to be helped—
don’t you see? You and | can help our-
selves, but they can’t.”

“Mm.”

Idle captain nodded.

“ Starliene is in a hole. He has either to
force me to adopt his wage-scale and one-
meal-a-day system or give up his graft.
He’ll make it mighty miserable for me now,
I know—but I'll never give in.”

“You might ask for police protection,”
suggested the captain.

“The police never interfere in the quarrels
of white men, and Starliene makes it appear
a personal quarrel, which in a way it is.
Besides, | wouldn't ask for police help.
The next time he interferes with me 1'll
till him full of buckshot.”

The little captain shook his head, but
smiled and said nothing.

They arrived at Johnson’s bungalow in
the early evening. During dinner Captain
McGuire was thoughtful and said little.
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After the meal they went to the veranda
and sat silent while the captain rolled and
lighted a cigaret and Johnson got his pipe
going. The sun had sunk and the evening
rain had come and passed out over the bay.
From somewhere in the bush came the weird
chant of a native chorus.

“ Defensive tactics,” said the captain at
length, “are losing tactics. Aggressiveness
is the best defense. You can see the truth
of that not only in fist-fighting, but in busi-
ness, in politics, in—well, in all human
activities. Often, in a court of law, you
will see a defendant win his case by turning
accuser, or by the aggressive methods of his
attorney. Political campaigns are won by
aggressiveness. Newspapers increase their
circulations by aggressiveness. Successful
business organizations use aggressive adver-
tising. To go on the defensive, to be satis-
fied with holding your own, is poor business.
Do you see your mistake?”

“You mean that | should have been more
aggressive?”

“Exactly. Attack is defense. When you
hit a man as hard and as fast as you can you
throw him on the defensive, and once a
man is on the defensive he is on the way to

defeat. By your own words, you have
taken the defensive all through. But never-
the-less you have him beaten.”

“No-0.”

Johnson shook his head and smiled
grimly.

“Had you seen him the last time we
fought, captain, you wouldn’'t say that.
There was no stopping him; he fought like
a madman.”

“He was mad—mad with fear, do you
see? He was fighting with his back to the
wall. Cowards, as well as brave men, fight
hardest when cornered. Once more will
turn the scale. Try it again tomorrow----—- "

“No—no more, captain; I'm not a glutton
for punishment—I know when I've got
enough.”

“You give up?”

“Yes.”

“1 thought you were fighting for a princi-
ple; that you were fighting for the right to
hire and fire and pay and feed your help
in accordance with your ideas of right and
wrong.”

“And so | am.”

“But you are giving up.”

“No, I am not; I am going to try buck-
shot.”
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“And go to jail and leave the ‘poor
wretches’ you have been, moaning about to
the mercy of Taggert.”

For a long time they sat there silently,
smoking and staring into the night. Night
settled down upon them, and with it came
the trade wind, cool and fresh. The night
became chill.

At length Allen Johnson sat up and gazed
at the glowing spark that was One-Two
Mac.

“How about Blacksnake Tom?” he asked
slowly. “1 was so confident a week ago
that | forgot about him; but now------- "

“You need not worry about Taggert,”
said Captain Mac quietly.

STARLIENE stood in the door of

his sugar-mill and stared wide-eyed

at the occupants of the automobile
which had just driven up. Taggert, just
come in from the fields with a gang of
laborers, compressed his thin lips and stud-
ied the working of the big man’s face with
a curious interest in his washed-out eyes.
He was a student of human nature, was
Blacksnake Tom; his profession de-
manded it.

“You get off my place, Johnson,” yelled
Starliene.

His voice rose to a scream.

“Get off—d’you hear me!
offt Hey, Tom put 'im off.”

But Taggert,'the fighting man, the slave-
driver, the student of human nature, had
mysteriously disappeared—around the cor-
ner of the shed.

“Tom, Tom—where th' ------- are you?”
howled the big manager in a voice loud
enough to be heard far out on the plain.

Taggert's hearing seemed to be bad, for
although he was but fifteen feet away he
did not answer. He was seated comfortably
upon an upturned bucket with his long, cruel
whip resting across his knees. But he
should have heard his employer call, for
he seemed to be listening.

Starliene, still calling, “Tom, Tom,”
started for the comer around which the
foreman had gone; but Johnson was before
him.

“No you don’t,” he said with his hand on
the big man’s chest. “You're due for a
licking; and you're going to get it—now!”

“You ought to be satisfied,” snarled Star-
liene. “1 beat you four times. If | have

Get off, get

to do it again I'll—I'll kill you—d'you hear!
You oughta be satisfied.”

“1'll be satisfied when you run like the
yellow hound you are.”

Johnson looked questioningly at Captain
Mac, who sat quietly in the rear of the car;
and the little shipmaster nodded.

“Now—run!”

The words were accompanied by two
solid smashes that sent Starliene back on his
heels. He stood for a moment with his
mouth open, surprized by the suddenness
of the attack; and then he lunged forward
with a cry that was a mixture of fear and
rage.

This time, however, he did not meet a
man who contented himself with a cautious
defense; this time he met an opponent who
came half-way and threw caution to the
winds. For ten seconds they stood toe to
toe, striking furiously; then each fell back
from the force of the other’s blows. Star-
liene did not know what to make of this
new Johnson and stood irresolutely, staring
in wonder; and while he hesitated, wavering,
Johnson was again upon him. The big man
was thrown on the defensive, and he grap-
pled and tried to wrestle the other to the
ground.

But in this he failed—Johnson was too
quick for him; and then the vehemence of
the smaller man’s attack forced him to give
ground. He retreated slowly at first, de-
fending himself as best he could, and then
faster; and soon, as Johnson showed no
signs of weakening, Starliene turned—and
ran!

The sound of thudding blows and scuf-
fling feet had lured Blacksnake Tom from
his temporary retirement; and during the
last half-minute or so of the fight he had
stood at the comer of the shed, watching,
interested but apparently indifferent as to
the outcome. He stood leaning carelessly
against the mill, his whip across his shoul-
ders and an end of it grasped in each hand.
Captain Mac was still seated in the car, his
legs crossed at the knees and a cloud of
cigaret smoke hanging above his head in
the still afternoon air.

As Starliene went by, running hard, but
with the fleeter-footed Johnson at his heels,
Taggert glanced quickly at Captain Mac.
The little shipmaster was still sitting back
at his ease, his knees still crossed. Black-
snake Tom swung his whip, and as the lash
twined about Johnson’s ankles he pulled
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like a cowboy throwing a lassoed steer.
Johnson turned a half-somersault in the air,
plunged head foremost to the earth and
lay there.

A shadow thrown on the ground before
him warned Taggert, and he turned like a
flash, shifting the whip in his hand so as to
have the heavy butt-end ready for striking.
He knew what to expect and welcomed its
coming.

One-Two Mac had uncoiled like a wire
spring and, the cigaret still between his lips,
leaped from the tonneau of the car toward
Taggert, twelve feet away. Taggert's shift
of position was quick, but not nearly quick
enough; before he could bring the loaded
end of his whip into play it was torn from
his hands and flung beyond his reach; and
a flashing fist crashed twice to his jaw and
sent him spinning.

He was tough, Blacksnake Tom, a clean-
living man and endowed with a brute-like
courage, a professional thug who knew his
business, not a man to be overcome in an
instant. He shook his head and came on,
smiliDg his thin smile and gaging his oppo-
nent with half-closed eyes. And Captain
Mac smiled too; a queer, crooked, one-sided
smile that drew up one side of his mouth in a
leering grimace, the fighting smile—if it
could be called a smile—of One-Two Mac,
the bucko shipmaster.

Things began happening to Taggert, and
with all his man-handling knowledge he was
having rough weather of it. One-Two Mac
did not fight in his usual manner; usually
his attack was tiger-like, beating down his
antagonist by the very furyvrf his onslaught;
but he had other methods for Taggert. He
was cool and calculating; his blows were
accurately judged and timed to the split-
second.

Taggert would set himself for a murderous
smash; and then a long left arm would lick
out and shove him off his balance, and a
right fist would crash against his jaw or into
his body. The tall foreman’s arms were
long, unusually long, but he was surprized
by having the little captain out-reach him
time and again. Always those long arms
sliding in and out, like pistons—* one-two,
one-two, one-two”—Ilightning-fast, cutting
his face to ribbons and driving into his
weakening body.

Taggert's breath was coming in great
gasps; one eye was closed, and his lips were
bruised and bleeding; his ribs throbbed with

a constant ache; but he fought on. His
smile had disappeared in a smear of
blood.

Taggert's favorite fighting stunt was a
rush—a rush in which he used head, shoul-
ders, elbows and fists; and never had he
failed to bring down his man with it. He
decided to try it, judged carefully the cap-
tain’s position and plunged forward, head
first, like an animated battering-ram.

He met nothing but empty air, and a
series of stabbing, rapier-like blows told him
the captain had neatly side-stepped. He
tried it again—with the same results. Then
he stood up and dropped his hands to his
sides.

“Let up, Capt'’n One-Two Mac,” he said
thickly. “You might not think it by the
looks 0’ my mug, but I'm laughing—at my-
self. I'm no fool—I know when to exit
gracefully, as they say. | got my nickel’s
worth. You're agood man.”

He turned and walked rapidly away,
shaking his head disgustedly and kicking
up clods of soil as he walked.

Johnson was sitting up, rubbing a lump
on his head and gazing abstractedly at Tag-
gert's whip, on the ground some distance
away.

“Well, he ran,” remarked the captain,
gently massaging with his fingers a bruise
on his cheek.

“Yeah,” said Johnson.

He arose and looked about. There was
no one in sight but a group of natives watch-
ing curiously from a distance.

“Looks like we're left alone on the field
of battle,” he said. “1 guess | can pay my
niggers thirty cents a day now, can't I—
huh? And feed 'em when and what 1
want?”

The captain smiled and nodded. He
picked his Panama hat from the ground and
shook it free of its dust, then took up Tag-
gert’'s whip and threw it into the tonneau of
the car.

“Souvenir,” he remarked.

“Now for a late lunch,” said Johnson as
they climbed into the car, “and then

“And then you’'ll take me back to Port-
au-Prince,” said One-Two Mac. “I want
to sit on the club porch, smoke cigarets and
watch the moon climb up over those hills.
Quiet and peaceful-like—that's the life. 1
hate this------- fighting.”

Johnson grinned.
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IRCLE CITY claimed old Jim
Gordon as its prize fool. *“Cas-
siar Jim” he was dubbed be-
cause the particular object of
his folly was the Cassiar Bar, a half-mile
stretch of gravel on the swift Chandelar
some two hundred miles northeast of Circle.

The men of that busy placer-camp knew
nolhing as to where Jim came from nor did
they care. He was remembered merely as
the well-dressed man with strong-looking
body and a very old face who had stepped
from the deck of a Yukon River steamer
some three years back with the air of one
possessed of considerable money and a fair
portion of horse-sense, but who subsequent-
ly had proved himself to be pitifully lacking
in the latter quality.

It had early become known that Jim was a
total stranger in the North, that he was not
a mining-man, that he had no great amount
of money, but was as hungry for gold as a
wolf for meat. He appeared to be one of
that deluded band of pilgrims who journey
north each Summer to wash a fortune from
the Yukon sands only to drift out again at
the approach of Winter with dreams shat-
tered and what little money they had left
in the hands of road-house keepers and
traders.

Jim, however, did not drift out that Fall.
Instead he drifted farther north.
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During the two months in which he nosed
about the diggings on Mammoth and Mas-
todon Creeks looking for a piece of ground
that he could work on a “lay,” he heard
much talk of the Cassiar Bar which, though
known to contain gold in paying quantities,
had long ago been given up as hopeless.
The gold was conceded to be .beyond reach
of human hands.

Nature it seemed had placed a lock upon
this wealth that human ingenuity had failed
to break. For close to nine months each
year the bar was buried beneath glacier ice;
for two months a torrent of muddy water
rushed over it. During the few remaining
weeks in the later Fall when the stream had
shrunk to a rivulet and before the glacier
ice again began to pile up, the Cassiar Bar
was open to exploitation but with the ever
constant danger of having mining-equip-
ment swept away by flood water from Fall
rains.

A half-dozen outfits had encountered this
disaster in the past, and aside from the
money that had been sunk there, scurvy,
pneumonia and accidents had claimed a
toll of a dozen lives. It seemed the abiding
place of evil fortune, and for six years prior
to the coming of old Jim Gordon the Cas-
siar Bar had remained undisturbed in the
black depths of the East Fork Canon.

From the stories he heard, Jim fell a
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victim to the lure of that bar. Friendly-
advice and ridicule alike rolled from him
like gravel through a sluice. He bought a
boat and outfit and headed alone for the
Chandelar.

In the Spring he was back, said nothing
of what he had accomplished, worked
through the Summer as nozzle man for a
hydraulic outfit on Mammoth Creek, and
in the Fall returned to the Cassiar Bar.

The next year it was the same, and when
he came down that third Spring he bore
scant resemblance to the clean, well-dressed,
respectable fellow that he had been when
he came there. Attired in ragged, greasy
overalls and faded green sweater, with his
old-looking face seeming ages older beneath
the flopping brim of a battered felt hat,
dirty and grizzled and weather-beaten, he
bore every vestige of the old inveterate
grub-stake prospector who knows that life
lies behind him and that gold in any quan-
tity can not repay him for his wasted years.

His eyes alone belied his appearance. In
their steel-gray depths gleamed the light of
victory. Jim claimed to have solved the
combination to the treasure-chamber of the
Cassiar Bar and was ready to take a for-
tune out that Fall.

Circle City laughed at him, said the
North had “got” him, he was “looney,”
would have to “be sent outside under
escort” if he didn't stop thinking and talk-
ing about that infernal bar.

Horton of the Yukon Trading Company
was perhaps the only man in the camp who
harbored a friendly feeling for the misguided
old fellow, and one evening when they were
alone together in Horton's store the trader
made a firm effort to dissuade him from
wasting further time or money on a prop-
osition so forlorn. But Jim answered his
advice as he answered the ridicule of others.

“1've found a pocket of heavy gold,” he
stated simply, “and | know that it will pay
to work it with a crew of men even for only
twenty days.”

“But you can't work it half that long
without getting drowned out!” Horton ex-
postulated. “You don’'t know mining and
you don’t know men—the kind we have up
here—and you're bucking a game that the
best miners in the North gave up six years
ago.”

“Can’'t help that. The gold is there
and there won't be any rain to bother
this Fall.”

“How do you know there won’t— there
always is rain.”

“Well, old Chief Robert at the Chandelar
Indian Village declares it will be a dry Sum-
mer, a regular drought like they had twenty-
one years ago. Fie says all signs point
to it.”

“Signs, -—-1! You're too old, Jim, to
gamble on the word of an ignorant Siwash!”

That apparently touched Jim in a tender
spot.

“It's not a gamble. It’'s common sense!”
he flared back. “That Indian knows, and he
wouldn’t lie to me—he’s my friend. And
I'm not old either. It's worry and failure
that's carved my face like a totem pole.
I've made one fortune and lost it, but my
body is sound and I'll make another—be-
fore snow flies, too.”

Then for an instant, for the first time in
that camp, Jim’s habitual barrier of ret-
icence crumbled and Horton learned the
secret of his money hunger, the motive that
impelled his struggle for fortune in the
crudest land under the sun.

“1’'ve got to make it!” he repeated slowly.
“Got to make it quick, too. - , how 1
hate this country! 1've got a family back
in the States, Horton. They’'ve always had
the good things of life—poverty would
break their hearts—Kkill them outright, I
believe. They are depending on me, and
my last dollar will go for an outfit to work
the Cassiar Bar! There's no two ways
about it— 1 got to get that gold!”

Horton immediately used this confession
to strengthen his argument.

“1f you've got a family, then in the name
of common sense go back to them. If
they're the kind worth working for they’ll
welcome you flush or broke. This rough-
neck country is no place for a man like you.
Go back, Jim, 'fore you're plumb busted and
have to fan a muck-stick in some deep drift
for your grub.”

Jim solemnly shook his grizzled head.

“No, it is too late. 1'd be a quitter to
leave now when I'm morally certain that
I'm going to win. 1'd rather make the effort
and leave my bones to rot in the gravel of
Cassiar Bar then to live with the knowledge
that I'm yellow.”

Horton produced other points of objec-
tion, chief of which was that Jim could never
succeed in hiring men to go with him in view
of the fact that his was a “bedrock” prop-
osition, no gold no pay. And this proved
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to be very nearly correct. Even though
Jim offered wages of fifteen dollars per day,
so black was the reputation of Cassiar Bar,
coupled with the uncertainty of getting their
pay, that he succeeded in getting only the
riff-raff of the camp, five men in all.

HALF of the short Summer was

gone before Jim’'s expedition was

ready to set out. The Indian’s
prophecy had so far proved true. It was
the hottest, driest season that any white
man could remember in Alaska, with the
muddy Yukon at its lowest level and the air
for days at a time thick and pungent with
smoke from distant forest fires. -

So Jim was in a most optimistic mood one
July night when he and Horton stood to-
gether on the river-bank in front of Horton’s
store, the most pretentious building in the
long row of log-cabins flanking the water-
front street of Circle, and watched Jim’s
men carry his supplies aboard two long
poling-boats snubbed to the bank below.

Horton, failing to dissuade the stubborn
old man from his hare-brained venture, had
sold him his outfit at cost, and now though
well-aware of the uselessness of further argu-
ment he could not refrain from voicing his
pessimistic thoughts on the matter.

“Jim,” he observed, “if you do find gold,
with that crew you've got, it will be the
most unlucky event in your life.”

“ Beggars can’t be choosers,” Jim laughed;
“1 guess they’ll do all right.”

“They’ll do you to a finish if they get the
chance. If you had combed all Alaska I
doubt if you could have found more po-
tential hell in human form than what's in
‘Big Nigger’ Le Moyne and that crack-
brained ‘Silver-Skull.” Nigger is known
throughout the Yukon as a natural born
trouble maker. They say he works two shifts
a day—one for his boss and one for the
devil, hatching trouble in the bunk-house
at night. And everybody knows that
Silver-Skull is just plain crazy and as liable
to sink a pick in your head as in the gravel.
The other three are strangers around here
but they don’t look none too sweet to me.
Take this friendly tip from me, Jim—can
Big Nigger and the looney Kid.”

Jim shook his head.

“1'm obliged for the advice, Horton, but
| can't follow it; can’t get anybody to take
their places even if | wanted to let them go,
which | don’t. Nigger is the best miner of

the lot, and as to the boy, he’s harmless.
He begged like a baby for the job; came to
my cabin one night, stood there for a mo-
ment staring at me with those wild, crazy
eyes, and then informed me that he was
going to work for me. Before | could an-
swer he turned loose the darnedest rigmarole
T ever heard. It ran something like this:
‘They say my name's Clark—1 don't
know— 1 can’'t remember. They say | got
hurt in Dawson when | was working for
some hydraulic outfit and got into a scrap
with a straw boss and he bounced a boulder
off my head, and | was in the hospital a
long time, and now I'm well again but can’t
remember nothing. A silver plate will fix
my head all right. | want a job that pays
something—nobody’ll give me a job—I
flunky round the restaurants for my grub—
but | gotta earn some money to get that
silver plate.”

“He flings that at everybody that will
waste time in listening to him,” Horton
declared.

“Well, he ran on like that for some time
and finally ended with: ‘Will you take me
on! Will you take me on!” And before I
could even answer yes or no a new idea hit
him, and he flopped down on the floor and
encircled my legs in a grip of iron, crying
out the most pathetic plea I've ever heard:
‘My God! you got to take me, mister! |
wanta get fixed so’s | can think and remem-
ber! | got folks somewhere—a mother and
sister, too—1 dream about 'em—see 'em
every night natural as life—they want me
to come home, but | don't know where.
Take me on, mister! 1'll work like a dog

for you!” To shut him up | said | would
take him. And why not? He’s strong as a
bull, and I need his labor—they say he is a

fair enough cook—and — — knows the poor
fellow' needs help. If things go right he'll
get his silver plate.”

“That's the most misguided charity I've
ever heard of!” Horton declared in a tone of
mingled pity and disgust. “You can’t help
him, Jim, and yet you put him in position
to work you irreparable harm. The Cassiar
Bar is no place for a crazy man!”

A shout from the men below
them that the cargo was aboard.

“I'm willing to take a chance on that,”
Jim said, “and now, so long.”

Horton gripped his outstretched hand,
wishing him the best of luck, and he stood
watching this man he had tried to befriend

informed
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scramble down the bank and into one of the
heavily laden boats which quickly swung out
into the grip of the current and away down-
stream. When the boats had disappeared
in the smoke haze among distant wooded
islands the trader turned away with a shake
of his head and the solemn observation,
“Well, if old Jim pulls any money out of
that jack-pot I'll say the Lord sure loves
fools!”

WHEN Jim’s expedition reached

the mouth of the Chandelar and the

up-stream trip began he soon learned
that he had two very capable men, Big
Nigger Le Moyne, and one Mike Smith, a
surly fellow near his own age with a sturdy
body tough as iron. Mike had stopped Jim
on the street one day with the gruff de-
mand—

“You lookin’ for men?”

“Yes,” Jim answered, and explained his
proposition. All the while the other man
was looking him over from head to foot,
noting that they were of about the same
height and build, and when Jim finished,
Mike declared gruffly:

“All right, 1'll go with you on the strength
of what you say. But mind you now—"
he shook a huge, red-haired, dirty fist under
Jim’s nose— “1 can lick you, old man, and
as sure as things don’t pan out as you say
and you beat me out of one cent of my
wages, I'll pound you to a pulp!”

Mike and Big Nigger, so called from his
huge frame, flat nose, thick lips and swart
complexion, were both expert boatmen. So
Nigger, with a black mustached Greek who
styled himself “Murphy,” and claimed the
profession of hard-rock miner and “Red”
Allen, a “busted” mining-camp gambler,
were put in charge of one of the boats, while
Jim, with Mike and Silver-Skull to help
him, took the other.

Silver-Skull had undergone a remarkable
change in appearance from the day when
Jim first saw him. With his dirty beard
shaved off, his tangled brown hair trimmed,
and his greasy, ragged clothing replaced by
woolen shirt and overalls he appeared a
clean-cut, good-looking fellow in his early
twenties, and the most reliable one of the
crew except for the strange, wild look in his
exceptionally large brown eyes.

He and Jim labored every day on the line
with Mike in the stem heaving on a long
pole to guide the boat against the strong

current. In many swift stretches of river
where the odds were about even on their
pulling the load up or it dragging them back
the boy would grit his teeth, grind hands and
feet deep into the sand and pull with every
ounce of his strength. Certainly no Male-
miut dog ever worked harder under its
master’s lash than Silver-Skull struggling
through many long days on the river to
win his silver plate.

From the first Nigger took the lead, and
even though he set a very stiff pace hoping
to demonstrate his own prowess by leaving
the other boat far ‘behind, he was seldom

successful.  Usually the coffee-pot was
scarcely steaming over his evening camp-
fire when Jim’s boat pulled up along side,
and the men dried their clothing, and ate
together, but talked little. They were not
a congenial lot.

It developed that Mike and Nigger were
old acquaintances having worked for the
same outfit in Dawson several years back.
But neither was proud of that fact. They
had scant use for each other. Mike con-
sidered himself a better miner and a better
man generally than Nigger, the chronic
trouble-maker. Nigger confidentially ad-
vised Jim to watch out for Mike; that he
possessed a violent temper and a mean,
quarrelsome disposition that at one time
had landed him in Federal prison at Mc-
Niel's Island for assault with intent to kill.

With the passing of day after day of
heartbreaking toil, continually drenched in
the ice-cold water and tortured by clouds of
gnats and mosquitoes, much ill humor de-
veloped in Jim’'s crew. The opinions of
Nigger and Mike were always at variance
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and they were ever jangling and quarreling.
Murphy began to take especial pleasure in
deviling and ridiculing the boy for his lack
of sense, which the boy answered with either
a vacant stare or a silly grin and the remark
that as soon as he got that silver plate his
head would be as good as the best of them.
The red-haired gambler sat morose and
silent except when complaining bitterly
about the long hours, the hard work and the
“rotten” grub.

The grouch on the part of the men, how-
ever, did not prevent their making fairly
good time. The weather remained dry.
The water level in the river continued to
fall, and Jim was highly elated as mile after
mile of spruce-covered bank was left be-
hind, and out of the level flat ahead rose
green timbered hills with the snow-capped
saw-tooth peaks of the Arctic Range loom-
ing dim beyond.

At the close of the twenty-ninth day they
reached these hills, and the Chandelar In-
dian Village. Here Jim resolved to lay
over a day to visit with the old chief and
his ten husky sons, and to give his men a
little rest before entering on the last fifty
miles of riffle and rapids that still separated
them from their destination.

When they were ready to leave next
morning Nigger called Jim aside.

“Say, Jim,” he began, “I got a little
something | want to talk over with you.”

“Fire away. What is it?”

“Well, its like this: Murphy and Red are
sick of their job and talking of flying the
coop. | reckon I might be able to hold 'em
dowm but | gotta have a little more money
for doing it, say 'bout twenty-five dollars
per day.”

On the instant Jim’s face flushed red and
his fists doubled. He was strongly tempted
to smash Nigger's mouth, but he held his
temper and reasoned a moment. He knew
that Nigger had his two boat companions
bull-dozed into following his lead in any-
thing, and the fact that he had not asked
an increase for them also, led Jim to surmise
that aside from Nigger's selfish desire to
increase his own profits, he really had the
welfare of the expedition at heart, and if so,
and he were really able to hold the other
men, it would be well worth the increase
in his wages. On the other hand, if suc-
cessful now, Nigger might ask again and
again for more pay.

Jim knew that he was cornered. If Nig-

ger quit and took the other two with him
the expedition was' doomed. Past experi-
ence had taught him the uselessness of try-
ing to hire any of the Indian friends. Fear
of the evil spirits with which their imagina-
tion peopled Cassiar Bar would not permit
their working there.

“All right,” he said; “I'll pay you twenty-
five.”

“And you got to agree,” Nigger added,
“that if we don't strike pay | get what grub
is left as payment on my wages.”

“Yes, you can have the grub.”

“Good! I reckon things will run pretty
smooth from here out.”

Nigger wheeled and strode away to his
boat. Jim followed slowly down the shore
with fear of the truth of Horton’s vcaming
weighing heavy on his mind.

ONE cool evening late in August

they reached the Cassiar Bar which

lay at the foot of a swift rapids in
a deep, narrow valley where the river rushed
down between towering spruce-clad hills.
Well up on the side of one of these hills,
above the highest marks of glacier ice,
nestled two rotting log-cabins and a row of
crude graves marking the spot where Jac-
ques Cassiar, discoverer of that bar, and
others who had followed him, had left their
bones in the frozen earth along with the
gold they had failed to get.

It was indeed a lonely and dismal spot.
The first sight of it weighed oppressively
on the spirits of Jim’s men, and the drone
of the spruce tops swayed by a chill north
wind blended with the sullen roar of the
rapids to form what seemed to them a prom-
ise of impending evil, a prophesy that ad-
ditional graves would dot that hillside be-
fore they saw the last of the gloomy place.

In the heart of Jim alone the flame of
hope burned bright. He saw the higher
portions of the bar already above the sur-
face of the water and felt certain that an-
other two weeks of favorable weather with
night frosts at the head of the river would
bring the water down to the spot where he
made his find the Fall before, and the for-
tune which he knew lay there would be
within his grasp.

When the boats were shoved up into the
dead-water slough between the sand-bar
and bank opposite the cabins, Jim ordered
Mike and Nigger to wade across and pan
along the exposed surface of the bar. They
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did so, soon returning with specimens—
"colors” and flakes of gold concentrated
on the bottoms of their pans—which they
pronounced ------ good surface prospects.”

That served to revive the low spirits of
the men considerably and the work of un-
loading was quickly accomplished. They
stowed the grub in the larger cabin which
was partitioned into two rooms, one of
which was to serve as Jim’s quarters and
the other as cook- and mess-room. In the
second cabin a small stove was set up and
bunks arranged for the men. And here that
night, in warmth and comfort, with their
pipes alight and a hearty supper under their
belts, and with doubt and uncertainty as
to getting paid for their days of toil on the
river entirely dispelled by memory of the
golden grains they had seen in the pans, the
gloomy pessimism of Jim’'s crew gave way
to the thrills and the hopes and the ex-
pectations of “gold fever.” For the first
time they all conversed good humoredly.

“Even if we don’t locate the pocket the
old man talks about, and no rain falls, we
can come pretty near shoveling out our pay
anywhere along that bar,” Nigger declared.

“Yep, it looks like I'll get my grub-stake
for the Winter anyway,” Mike agreed.

“And me a poker-stake,” observed Red.
He had resurrected from his dunnage-bag a
deck of playing-cards and by the light of a
candle was busily dealing poker hands on
the bottom of an old packing-case.

For a moment the Greek desisted from
his habitual twisting of the ends of his long
black mustache, and with a sly wink at Nig-
ger and a crafty fight in his little black eyes,
suggested—

If we find good lot of gold, mebbe we
get plenty more pay, eh?”

“Now you're talking, Murf!” Nigger
laughed; “but we’ll see about that later.”

“I'm sure gonta get that silver plate,”
the kid piped up from the dim corner back
of the stove where he perched on a block
of wood.

EARLY the following morning they

went over the ground and decided

on a method of operation. At the

head of the bar a long backbone of granite

projecting into the stream deflected the

current far toward the opposite shore.
Pointing to this Jim said:

“That's what caused the bar to form. It

acgs like a riffle in a sluice-box, and | figured

that if there was any heavy gold here it
would be somewhere close below that rock.
I was right. The first of last October the
water was at its lowest level and | started
a hole right at the edge of it and opposite
that outer finger of granite. | worked at it
through three days of rain and snow and got
down about ten feet into coarse gravel and
boulders. When | quit at dark | scraped
up a panful and washed it out in the cabin.
It netted a handful of shot gold that nearly
drove me crazy for a moment. Some parti-
cles were as big as beans. Next morning
a foot of water was running over my shaft.
Then the first big cold snap hit, the river
froze and started piling up the glacier ice.
I couldn’t hit another tap, but | do know
exactly where to dig as soon as the water
drops another four feet.”

“We’'ll need two sections of sluice and a
Chinese pump,” observed the practical
Nigger.

With whip-saw and axes all hands set to
work and in fifteen days when the river had
sunk to the desired level their equipment
was ready—sluice-boxes, cleaning-tub, riffle-
blocks, and the pump, <a crude contrap-
tion capable of lifting a fair sluice head of
water to a height of six feet with the labor
of one man.

At the place which Jim indicated a shaft
tvas started, and with the whole crew in a
state of feverish expectancy they quickly
penetrated through twelve feet of sand,
gravel and boulders. Big Nigger washed
the first panful scraped from the granite
bedrock. Kneeling on the brink of the
shrunken river, with deft occilations of the
iron pan he soon reduced the contents to a
double handful. When at last the motion
of his big hands ceased the eager eyes of
all saw through the muddy water on the
bottom of the pan, among the pebbles and
the black sand, the glint of many particles
of gold.

A tremendous shout went up:

“Pay! Pay! Sure asyou're livin'!”

And they continued to yell and dance
wildly about as if this was their original dis-
covery and the gold belonged to them and
not to the grizzled, glad-faced old man in
whose name the ground was staked and
who now quietly examined the rich con-
tents of the pan that meant to him vindica-
tion of his judgment, proof of his spoken
word and fortune for himself and those he
loved.
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FOR five days they worked frenzied-

ly shoveling the pay dirt through

the sluice, and when Jim decided to
make his first clean-up, and the riffle blocks
were removed and all particles of gravel,
black sand and gold were carefully washed
down into the cleaning tub, every man who
witnessed the operation was astounded at
the quantity of gold.

When the clean-up was finished Jim
dumped the proceeds into a bucket and had
Silver Skull help him carry it to his cabin.
As they moved away up the hillside four
pairs of eyes followed them with envious,
gold-hungry gaze.

“ By rights the gold belongs to them what
digs it,” Nigger declared in the tone of one
who feel cheated.

Mike swore at him contemptuously.

“Singing that old tune already, eh! It's
got you kicked out of every camp on the
Yukon and if you don’'t dry up it's liable to
get you kicked out of here.”

After supper that night Jim called the
men to his cabin one at a time and with a
small balance weighed out generous mea-
sures of gold and paid each one in full. Nig-
ger was the last to be called. He seated
himself at the table and closely watched the
weighing of his gold as if in fear of being
cheated. When it was passed to him he
dumped it into an empty tobacco sack,
arose, took a step toward the door, then
turned again to Jim.

“Say, | reckon you ought to know the
boys are howlin’ pretty strong about a
raise.”

“Well, what of it!”

Before Jim’s blazing eyes Nigger's gaze
shifted to the floor.

“Oh, nothing much, but I might be able
to held 'em down if there was anything in
it for me.”

Without a word Jim sprang up, crossed
the room to the wood-pile back of the cook
stove, snatched up a big double bitt ax
and with this raised menacingly in his hands
he advanced to within four feet of Nigger
and roared out:

“You ——, sneaking liar! Get out! Pack
your duds into one of the boats and hit the

river. If you're here in the morning I'll
chop you so------- fine the-----—-- won't know
you!”

Instantly a remarkable change flashed
over Nigger's face. It went as dead white
as his swarthy skin would permit, and he

made a pitiful effort to pull his thick twitch-
ing lips into a smile.

“Aw ,-—--,Jim!” he whined; “didn’t you
know | was jokin'? | don’'t want no more
pay. I'm plumb satisfied and I'll do all |
can for you. | was just jokin’ you, Jim.”

Though far from being convinced Jim
lowered his ax.

“You've got that to prove,” he replied;
“1'll keep my eye on you in the future and
the first time you try to start trouble out
you go.”

With profuse declarations of his good in-
tention Nigger shuffled out and returned to
the bunk-house where he found that Red
had opened a “poker snap.” Excepting
Silver Skull, who sat in his usual corner
staring at the red belly of the stove, all the
men were playing. They had spread a
blanket over the table and in the light of a
half-dozen candles cards and gold changed
hands rapidly.

Refusing their invitation to take a hand,
he watched the game for a moment in
silence and then suddenly interrupted with
the curt command:

“Hold the deal a moment, boys. There's
something that | reckon we ought to talk
over------- "

“Aw,——-! Can the jabber!” Red cut in
peevishly.

“Shut up! This is for your benefit more
than mine. 1'd like to see the men | work

with get a square deal, and that's just what
you boys are not getting!”

That claimed their full attention and the
game ceased.

“Come on, spit it out. We're listening.”

“You're not getting a square deal,”
Nigger repeated, “nowhere near it. Your
labor is worth a ------- sight more than what
you're getting. You know that and Jim
knows it, too. You've speculated with
your time and labor; have all worked like
dogs, and the best that you stand to win is
little more than a grub-stake. It ain't
right, boys, but you can mighty quick make
it right.”

“Well, how?”

“Ask for double wages and you'll get it.”

ommeen , yes! You’ll get the boot!” Mike
cried, sarcastically. “Ask for a raise and
you'll be told to hit the river and you'll
muck in the deep diggings for your grub
this Winter. Nigger, you show less judg-
ment and horse sense than a drunken
squaw. Why, even a Siwash kid could tell
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from the cut of old Jim’s jaw that he can’t

be bluffed, or bull-dozed, or forced into
anything!”

“He can't, eh! | can prove you're
wrong!”

On to the table before them he tossed his
poke of gold. They could plainly see that
it contained close to twice the amount they
had received. “l've drawn double what
you poor suckers get ever since we left the
village, and all because | had the guts
to ask for it!” Nigger cried triumphantly,
and with great satisfaction noted the look
of sullen anger darkening the faces of his
companions.

“It's a dirty jip!” growled Red.

“Why you not tell me?” Murphy com-
plained peevishly. He had proved to be a
typical mining-camp “sucker,” lost when
not tagging like a yellow dog at the heels of
a stronger man, and now it was a consider-
able surprize to find that he was not as
deep in the confidence and good graces of
his master as he had been led to believe.

“It's time enough to tell you now,”
Nigger replied.

“Well, it strikes me that you're hatchin’
a deal that's liable to beat us all out of a
job,” declared Mike.

“You can bet a stack of blues that I'll
hike the ante on him first thing in the morn-
ing,” Red flared up.

“Me, too,” Murphy seconded.

“That's talkin'!” Nigger flattered, and
turning to the boy he demanded gruffly—

“How do you stand, addlepate?”

The boy turned his vacant stare upon
him and without the slightest indication of
having followed their conversation answered
stupidly—

“Reckon I'm sure gonta get that silver
plate all right.”

“Follow my lead and you’ll get a gold
one!” Nigger promised with a boisterous
laugh.

Throughout the rest of the evening
Nigger tried in vain to swing the obdurate
Mike to his way of thinking. His every
argument was answered by the stubborn
declaration:

“You can just count me plumb out of it.
I can read your hand as plain as daylight,
and there ain’t nothing in it but a heap of
grief. You can’t fool me; |I can see just
what you're leading up to. If Jim don’t
come across you'll insist that we take over
the ground and work it ourselves, and first

thing we know we’ll be up to our ears in
trouble.”

“Them prison bars put a yaller stripe in
your back, eh?” Nigger sneered.

“Mebbe so. But I'll tell the cock-eyed
world there ain’t gold enough in this infernal
bar to tempt me to run afoul the law
again!”

“ Suit yourself. | got no particular ax to
grind—just want to see everybody get a
square deal. | reckon the rest of you boys
are solid to the finish, eh?”

“Betcha my fife!” from Murphy.

“1'll be in the pot when the last card is
turned,” declared Red, and with a swift
sidewise at Nigger across his long pitted
nose he added significantly—

“ Sky’s the limit with me.”

SO NEXT morning when they

went to Jim’'s cabin for breakfast

they were cocked and primed for a
strike. But Jim beat them to it. He had
done considerable thinking that night with
the result that the men were scarcely
seated at the table where Silver Skull
placed black coffee, flapjacks and bacon be-
fore them, when Jim emerged from his
room and curtly informed them that from
that day on the wages of every man would
be twenty-five dollars per day.

“1 have intended all along to pay you as
much as the ground justified,” he said;
“but I didn't want to make any big promises
which | was not sure of being able to keep.
Yesterday’'s clean-up proves the value of
the claim beyond any doubt, and I'm
mighty glad that | can now pay you boys all
you are worth to me.”

In the hearty ejaculations of apprecia-
tion which this called forth from the men,
Nigger took no part. He knew that Jim
had out-generaled him, and his chagrin at
the failure of his plan was evidenced by his
silence and his scowling brows.

With the exception of Nigger, Jim’s
unexpected generosity for the time being
won his crew body and soul. For several
days in excellent humor they tore at the
frozen gravel. But every night in the bunk-
house Nigger harped on his old tune, “the
gold belongs to them that digs it,” and belief
in the justice of this desirable theory
steadily grew stronger in the gold-greedy
minds of Red and the Greek. Mike's fear
of the law, however, made him deaf to all
argument.
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FIVE rich clean-ups had gone up

the hillside to Jim’s cabin, and the

cold, short days of October were
upon them when the work suddenly slowed
up. Nigger and his two confederates had
gone to “sniping.” When down in the pit,
beyond view of Jim who worked at the
pump, they began fingering through each
promising shovelful of gravel to remove
visible particles of gold before heaving it
into the sluice-box. Mike protested and
threatened to “squeal.” They laughed at
him, called him a “white-livered old squaw,”
and invited him to “tell and be-—--- He
kept silent for he knew that Jim was power-
less to stop the thieving and any effort of
his to do so would lead to trouble—exactly
what Nigger wanted.

Finally the long spell of dry weather came
to an end. Thick, gray clouds settled low
on the hills, and they went to work one
morning in a drizzling rain. Jim knew that
the close of the season was at hand and
exhorted his men to do their best, promising
a generous bonus if they filled the riffles for
another clean-up before the river rose and
drowned them out. But with Nigger’s in-
flaming council ever in their minds they were
in no mood to exert themselves for another.
It was gold in large quantities for them-
selves that they wanted, and they sniped
industriously to the tune of Nigger’'s bitter
complaining.

“Pretty bunch of suckers we are! Fed on
rotten grub, drenched to the skin, half-
frozen, working like slaves in the bottom
of a hole for a ------- old skinflint that can’t
spend a half of the money we've made for
him! Now the camp’s ready to shut down
and all we got is a bare grub-stake. 'Tain’t
right, not by a - of a lot!”

By noon the drizzle had become a down-
pour, and by mid-afternoon it turned to
thick wet snow. Jim noted the rapidly
rising river and ordered the men from the
pit that he might make his final clean-up.
Nigger fingered through his last shovelful,
extracted a pea-sized nugget, and turned
reproachfully to Mike.

“We’'d all have had a hatful of these if it
hadn’'t been for your lack of guts,” he
whined.

Mike swore at him contemptuously and
threatened.

“I'm plumb sick of your belly
achin’, and if you don’t keep your big mouth
closed I'll turn you over to the marshal when

we get down to Circle. You've sniped a -------
sight more gold here than'you've earned!”

Nigger returned no answer. With eyes
narrowed to tiny slits and his big hands
clenched convulsively on the handle of his
shovel he stood motionless while the other
men left the pit. But a moment later
the sound of Mike’s angry voice brought him
scrambling after them.

“Put that down!”

The Greek in passing along the line of
sluice had seen a nugget as big as a walnut
lodged between two riffle bars, and as Jim
at the moment had his back toward them
bending over the cleaning tub, he snatched
the nugget up, and answered Mike's com-
mand with a sly wink and the observa-
tion—

“She make one ver’ fine souvenir.”

Mike stooped and seized a rock.

“Putit down, you-—-- sluice-box robber!”
he roared. “Drop it or I'll bounce this off
your head!”

Murphy had extended his hand to re-
place the gold when, over Mike’s shoulder,
he saw Nigger advancing from the edge of
the pit with his shovel raised, and the
ferocious look on the big man’s face and an
emphatic shake of his head, nerved him to
brave Mike's wrath.

“No,” he said coolly, “1 guess | keep it.”

At the same instant Nigger swung his
shovel and brought it, sharp edge down,
with terrific force upon Mike's head.
And so deeply did the blade crunch through
his skull that as Mike plunged forward on
his face the shovel handle was wrenched
from Nigger’s grasp.

“1 saved your life, Murf! He'd have
crushed your head like an egg-shell!” the
big man breathed huskily, and glared about
as if defying contradiction or criticism of
his act.

Jim had witnessed the cold-blooded, un-
justified assault and for an instant stood
paralyzed in the grip of utter horror.
Then springing forward he helped Red pry
the shovel from Mike’s head and roll him
on his back. The bloody face upturned to
the driving snow was that of a corpse.

“You've done it! You've done it! He’'s
stone dead!” Jim wildly accused Nigger
who with the trembling Murphy beside him
watched but made no move to help.

“Can’'t help it. He deserved it—ex-
convict, dangerous as He'd have
killed Murf,” Nigger answered in cool even
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tones, and with a cruel gleam in his little
black eyes that left no doubt in Jim’s mind
as to his personal satisfaction in his bloody
handiwork.

And in that instant, with the one man
of his crew who had opposed the will of this
murderer lying dead at his feet, there came
to Jim a full realization of the peril that
hung over him, and he stared stupidly about
at the faces of the other men whose eyes re-
fused to meet his own.

Nigger broke the long moment of silence.

“Red, help the old man make his clean-
up; and you better hurry—the river’'ll be up
here in another hour. You come with me,
Murf. We’'ll attend to Mike.”

They wrapped the body in a dirty strip
of canvas. Nigger slung it across his
shoulder; and with the Greek carrying pick
and shovel trudging beside him moved
away toward the row of graves on the hill-
side. Red and Jim set to work removing
the riffle-blocks.

The early darkness of a wild stormy
night had closed on the camp before Jim’'s
work was finished. Mike was at rest in his
water-soaked grave and the other men were
at supper when Jim finally trudged up the
hillside with his scanty clean-up. The
sound of their voices ceased the instant he
entered, and the meal was finished in
silence except for the excited chatter of the
stupid-eyed boy who waited on them and
had just learned Nigger's version of the
tragedy.

Jim was too perturbed to eat anything,
and when the men had finished and filed
from the room, he rose from the table and
for a long time paced the floor in great
anxiety and dread of the outcome of the
conference which he knew would be held in
the other cabin that night.

“What was Nigger talking about, just
before I came in?” he finally demanded of
Silver Skull.

“l dunno. | can't remember nothin’
special—reckon he just said we all had to
stick together.”

After a pause he added—

“Nigger was pokin’ round in your room—
said he'd fixed your gun all right.”

Jim rushed into the next room and
snatched his carbine from the head of'Tiis
bunk. It was the only rifle in camp. He
took it to the light and carefully examined
itt. The firing pin had been hammered
down and the gun was useless.

He had scarcely recovered from the
shock of this discovery when the sound of
voices in the direction of the river claimed
his attention. Opening the door he called:

“Who's that! What you doing there!”

The voice of Red answered:

“Pullin’ up the boats. Just in time, too.
The river's already swept away the sluice-
boxes and the pump.”

Jim waited until they returned to their
cabin and then cautiously crept down to
inspect their work. His worst suspicions
were confirmed. The boats had been
dragged so high from the water and were
so tightly jammed between some trees that
the labor of no one man could ever bring
them down again.

A groan rose from his tortured heart:

“My - , I'm done for! My one chance
of escape is cut off. Before morning Nigger
will have that other pair whipped into any
shape he wants them. If | take to the hills
they’ll track me down. They’'ll rob me—
murder me like they did poorMike.”

He returned to the cabin to crouch for a
long time in a shivering, wretched heap
beside the stove where presently his
troubled mind evolved a plan that held a
hope of saving not only his life but also that
which was far more dear to him— his gold.

Silver Skull had finished his supper
dishes and was ready to leave for the
bunk-house when Jim addressed him.

“Boy, I've given you a square deal. 1've
treated you like a man when there wasn't
another soul that would have treated you
as well as a dog. I've given you what yo 1
begged for—a chance to be a man again,
to find yourself and those you love. A
few months from now you will no doubt be
whole again. You'll return to your mother
and your sister like one from the grave; and
all because | was your friend. Isn’'t that
right?”

The boy answered with tear-filled eyes
and trembling lips—e

“Uh huh—1'll be able to think and re-
member and I'll find 'em just like you say.”
, “And all because I've stuck by you,”
Jim repeated. “Well, I'm in a tighter fix
now than you were ever in, and | want to
know right now if you intend to stick by me
or follow Big Nigger Le Moyne.”

“By you, Jim, sure—I'd work like a dog
for you!”

“1 believeyou, boy;and now listen to what
| say and for-—-- ‘s sake try to remember.”
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Jim painted the other men in their true
colors. He told of the cold-blooded murder
of Mike; of his own fears—that he felt
certain he would be robbed and perhaps
murdered. And so great was the effect of
his words on the weak mind of his com-
panion that by the time he had finished the
boy was worked into a state of frenzy.

“1'd like to kill ’em! 1'd like to kill 'em!”
he cried, and sprang from his seat to pace
several times wildly about the room with
his face contorted by rage and a savage
gleam in his eyes that betokened homicidal
insanity.

Finally he snatched the big ax from the
wood-pile and swung it so viciously about
his head repeatedly hissing, “I'll kill 'em!
I'll chop 'em up!” that Jim for the moment
had fears for his own safety and sought to
calm him down.

“Put the ax away, boy; that won't help
any. Now sit down here and listen closely
to everything | say.”

With difficulty Jim quieted him suf-
ficiently to give attention to his words, and
no sooner had he finished speaking than the
boy returned to his pacing the room and
swinging the ax and bis husky voicing of
his lust for blood:

“1 wanta Kkill!
kill!”

Jim watched for a moment in great per-
plexity before proceeding with the plan on
which his one slim chance of life and fortune
rested.

I wanta kill! | wanta

FROM the evidence which Nigger

and his men viewed the next morn-

ing, the events which took place
within the dingy walls of Jim’s cabin during
the remainder of that night must have been
horrible indeed.

They arose at dawn and looked out on a
cold, white world. The storm had abated
but the ground, the cabins, the drooping
branches of the spruce trees were swathed
in a thin blanket of heavy frozen snow and
a few hard pellets still slanted down from
the north. Considerably perplexed as to
the reason for Silver Skull's absence
throughout the night, they hurried down to
inspect the boats and were re-assured by
finding them in place. They returned to
the bunk-house and waited a while for the
smoke of the breakfast fire to rise from
Jim’s cabin. But no smoke came, and
presently Nigger slipped a big revolver into

the deep side pocket of his mackinaw coat
and led the others on their quest of sudden
fortune.

As they approached the rear of Jim’'s
cabin strange sounds reached them from
within—an idiotic muttering and the steady
beat of footsteps on the floor. Nigger
rounded the corner and almost tripped over
a snow-covered human body prostrate be-
fore the door.

i 's firel What we got here!”

He stooped, seized the body by a leg and
flopped it over. Red cried out in horror:

e it's old Jim! His head and arms
hacked off!”

The body was indeed in a pitiful state of
mutilation. Not only were the head and
arms completely severed but also many
long lashes in the faded old green sweater
and greasy overalls showed where fiendish
slashes of an ax had cut deep in the flesh
beneath.

After a moment of stupefied silence
Nigger declared—

“It's the work of that looney kid—and
now | reckon we'd better 'tend to him.”

Nigger shoved open the door. Silver
Skull, pale and haggard of face, with ax in
hand paced back and forth among over-
turned table and benches and tin dishes and
cooking utensils that cluttered the floor—
mute evidence of a tremendous struggle
having taken place there. But Nigger's
first glance was a fleeting one, for at the
creak of the opening door the boy emitted
a piercing scream and rushed upon him with
ax raised high. The three men fled pre-
cipitously and the boy slammed the door
shut again.

“Did you see them eyes! He's plumb
ravin' crazy!” Nigger gasped when they
stopped at a safe distance. “Well, I'll
cook his goose in short order.”

He drew his gun from his pocket and
again advanced on the cabin. Red ran
after him pleading:

“Don’t plug him, don’t plug him, Nigger!
He's played smack into our hands—a streak
of luck we dreamed of! All we got to do is
to lay him by the heels and turn him over
to the marshal down at Circle and it'll
save us a whole heap of explaining about
this deal.”

Nigger readily saw the logic of Red’s
argument. He replaced his gun, gingerly
approached the cabin, and called out:

“Hello! Hello, in there! What you
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think you're doin’? Pretty mess you've

stirred up!”
The boy answered wildly:
“Git away— I'll chop you dowm! [I'll

hack you in pieces!”

“That's all right, kid, we won’t hurt you.
We're your friends. You're just a bit ex-
cited. Calm down, kid, and pass that ax
out here 'fore you hurt some of us, and then
we’ll have some nice warm breakfast to-
gether, and by and by we’ll pack up and
drop down to Circle, and I'll go with you
on the first up-river boat to Dawson and
have your head fixed good and proper.
Come.on now, kid; we're cold and hungry—
be a good sport and pass the ax out to me.”

For an hour they coaxed and pleaded
with him before the ax was passed out into
Nigger’'s waiting hands. Then they burst
through the door; crushed him to the floor;
bound him hand and foot. He made no
resistance; merely stared at them with his
crazy eyes.

“Now for the gold and then out of here!”
cried Nigger.

He rushed into the adjoining room,
peeled the blankets from the head of Jim’'s
bed and found nothing on the spruce bough
mat beneath where the night before had lam
five canvas bags of gold. Nor did a thor-
ough search of the premises—every nook
and corner of the two rooms, every square
foot of the floor and the ground surrounding
the cabin—produce either a trace of the
missing gold or of the old man’s amputa-
ted head and hands.

In a frenzy of rage Nigger bent over the
prostrated Silver Skull where he lay on the
floor with eyes shut as if sleeping.

“Where is it!” he roared. “Where's that
gold!” _

Receiving no answer he seized the boy’s
head in his hands and beat it up and down
with resounding thumps on the hewed logs
of the floor. “Come alive—speak up, you
------- foxy killer, 'fore 1 smash your worth-
less head in!”  Only the agonized screaming
of his victim answered him. But he did
not cease the abuse until Red and the
Greek interposed and seized his arms.

“Lay off that, Nigger! No use beating
his brains out!” Red argued. “Mebbe ina
day or so his wits will return enough to
tell. It's more'n likely that he chucked
the gold and the old man’s head and all in
the river. And if he did we can get the
gold when the water runs down again.” _

Nigger realized that for the time he was
beaten. He straightened up cursing and
complaining bitterly:

“I1t'll take a week for that water to
lower. of a boat we're in—helpless
as babies in the hands of thislunatic!------
if 1 ain't half a notion he's playing some
sly game!”

The weather favored them by turning
bitterly cold—the first heavy frost of ap-
proaching Winter. They buried the man-
gled remains of old Jim and spent the
better part of four days in searching about
the camp. At the end of that time the
high water in the river had lowered to a
point beyond which it would have been
impossible for Silver Skull to have tossed
the gold on the night of the murder. They
searched over every exposed foot of the
bar and found no sign of the treasure.

“1t ain't here and never has been,”
Nigger declared; “in this slow current it
never would have washed away. If he
chucked anything in here it was the old
man’s head. The gold is cleverly cached
and that crack-brained kid knows where!”

“1 don’t reckon he knows much of any-
thing,” Red observed dubiously.

Nigger maintained that the boy was not
as crazy as he would have them think.

“Give me a free hand,” he said, “and I'll
jar some information out of him.”

“He’'s too sick to stand any more maul-
ing,” Red objected; “for four days he's
lain there on Jim’s bunk like a dead man—
ain’'t eaten a bite only what I've forced
down him. 1 tell you we got to handle
him mighty gentle or first thing we know
he'll croak on us and the deal will be
gummed good and proper.”

Nigger shook his head and cursed bitterly.

“That's just part of the game he’s playin’!
And he’s got you birds fooled. You lay off
this now—Ilet me work a little scheme of
my owh on him, and if it shows up that he
has any sense we’ll roast him to a cinder
but what we make him tell where that
gold is.”

The big man outlined his plan and they
returned to the cabin where, according to
Nigger’'s directions, while preparing and
eating their noon meal, they talked loud and
exultingly about having found the gold,
though very careful not to mention where.
When the meal was finished Nigger went
into the next room and after a moment of
silent contemplation of Silver Skull who
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appeared to be fast asleep, he spoke in his
softest, kindest tone:

“Poor kid, he's pretty much done up.
Reckon we might as well cut him loose and
let him circulate around a bit if he wants to
while we're packin’ up.”

With his pocket-knife he cut the bonds
that held the boy, and left the room.

“Come on,” he ordered the other men,
“let’'s go down and shove a boat in the water
and get ready to clear out of here.”

They shuffled from the room, and no
sooner had the door closed behind them
than Silver Skull was out of his bed and
rushing toward the ax that leaned against
the wall just inside the outer door. But
the instant before his hands could close
upon it the door burst open and the three
men sprang upon him.

He screamed and struggled furiously,
and finally with both arms pinioned in an
unbreakable grasp, he vented his rage by
a stream of oaths and imprecations, de-
nouncing them as thieves and murderers,
and vowing vengence if they took away the
gold.

“Gold!” Nigger repeated triumphantly;
“you do remember the gold, eh! And you're
gonta tell us where it is!”

Instantly the boy ceased struggling and
stood gaping at them, open-mouthed.

“You ain't got it then!” he finally gasped.
“No, but we will have------ soon. You
are just as crazy as a fox! But your game

is up. Now come across—where is it?”

“1 don’'t remember.”

Nigger’s big fist smashed into the boy’s
face bringing a stream of blood from his
nose and mouth.

“I'm through foolin’ with you,” he
growled; “here’s where we get down to
business. Stretch him out, boys.”

They threw him face down lengthwise on
one of the log benches, and secured his
hands and feet to the legs at either end.
Nigger placed a fry-pan on the hot stove,
and ripped the clothing from the boy’s
back. When the pan was hot he demanded
curtly—

“Where's the gold?”

“1 don’t remember.”

The pan came down upon the boy’s bare
shoulder. A frightful scream burst from
his lips and smoke and the odor of burning
flesh rose from beneath the iron.

Nigger raised the pan and asked again—

“Where is it?”

Only the screaming and the agonized
writhing of the tortured body answered
him. Twice more he heated the iron and
pressed it on the boy’s bare flesh before he
groaned out the information that the gold
was buried in Mike Smith’s grave.

Nigger heaved a deep sigh of relief.

“-—-—-"s fire! that's the last place on earth
I'd have looked!”

He replaced the pan on the stove and
ordered Red and the Greek to hasten up
to the grave and verify the boy's state-
ment.

“And in the meantime,” he added, “the
iron will be good and hot again to roast out
some information in case this proves to be
a lie.”

With pick and shovel the other men re-
paired to the grave, and a few minutes
later at sound of their returning footsteps,
Nigger called out—

“You find the gold?”

“Yes,” Red answered solemnly as he
pushed open the door, “and this, too.”

In his extended hand he held a human
head with his fingers clasped in a blood-
matted, red-brown beard.

“Ah hah! the old man’s noodle, too, eh!”

In the dim light of the cabin he did not
notice that the hair and beard on the
ghastly object were not of the iron-gray
color that old Jim's was. Red corrected
him.

“No, it's Mike Smith’s head. This and
both his hands with the stiff red hairs on
their backs were in the grave beside the
gold. And that 'pears to be 'bout all that's
left of Mike.”

Nigger received this news in dumb aston-
ishment. And then in a flash came full
realization of the trick that had been played
upon them.

“We're jobbed!” he breathed hoarsely;
“jobbed to a finish! Jim’'s alive—and

headed cross-country for Circle. He's
fooled us proper—he and this------- half-wit
here!

In a sudden burst of insane rage he
snatched up the fry-pan and would have
brained the boy who, writhing and groaning
weakly, still lay strapped to the bench, had
not Red dropped the bloody head and
sprang in front of him with doubled fists.

“Hold on, Nigger! You ain't gonta kill
him for spite—you'll hang us all! Use your
head now—our bluff ain't called yet.
Jim’s still a mighty long way from Circle.
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We got the gold, a boat and plenty of
grub. There's nothing to hinder us from
being plumb safe a long way down the
Yukon 'fore the marshal ever hears of this.”

His words had the desired effect. Re-
turning hope cooled Nigger’s wrath and he
threw down the pan.

“Come on then and let’s skin out of here.”

Leaving Silver Skull still strapped to the
bench, they brought the gold to the cabin,
shoved a boat into the water and began
packing the supplies down to it.

Red and Nigger were rolling the bedding
and stowing the kitchen utensils into a box
when Murphy who had taken the last load
of grub down to the boat returned at a run
and in a wild state of excitement.

“Look! Look!” he squalled with frantic
gestures toward the river; “one beeg boat-
plenty da men! Look! queek! look!”

Nigger and Red rushed outside and
looked. Near the lower end of the bar a
huge birch-bark canoe propelled by a half-
dozen paddles was moving swiftly up-
stream through the slow water close in shore.

“Indians stringin’ a trap-line, no doubt.
Mebbe they'll pass by,” Red suggested
hopefully.

But the canoe did not pass. Directly
opposite the cabin the paddles rose from the
water and it came to rest. A broad, squat
figure in hooded caribou-coat and moccasins
sprang ashore and pulled the bow of the
canoe high up on the gravel. Five other
figures in similar dress quickly followed,
and cold fear stabbed at the hearts of the
watchers when they saw the evening sun-
light flash on a half-dozen rifle-barrels.

“Siwashes, all right,” Nigger blustered;
“where’s my gun—1'll shoo 'em away in
------- short order.”

The strangers were advancing at a dog-
trot across the bar when Nigger ran toward
them down the hillside shouting and
brandishing his gun.

“Move on! Move on, you birds! | won't
have n o ------- Siwashes snoopin’ round my
camp!”

They stopped scarcely a hundred feet
away and from the hood of a caribou coat
old Jim’s voice answered him:

“Drop that gun, Nigger.”

The words struck his senses like the shock
of a bullet. For an instant he stood
paralyzed. Then whipping his gun on a
level with his eye he fired six shots at the
men below. At the first crack they

flattened out on the ground and his lead
droned over their heads. He turned and
fled for the shelter of the cabin.

Old Jim spoke sharply to the man beside
him.

“Get him, Jack.” Chandelar Jack, fa-
mous hunter of moose, ground his elbows
in the sand, cast a keen eye along the bar-
rel of his high-powered rifle, and fired.

Nigger was turning the corner of the
cabin when the little steel-jacketed mes-
senger reached him. He plunged in a heap
at the feet of his companions with blood
welling up from a tiny hole in the back of
his head and his face transformed to a mass
of shattered bone and mangled flesh.

The Greek squealed with terror and
scuttled into the cabin to hide beneath a
bunk. Red stepped out with hands reach-
ing for the sky and shouted:

“Don’t shoot! Don't shoot! | pass!”

In a low voice he begged Murphy to re-
lease Silver Skull before Jim and his Indians
reached the cabin, but the trembling Greek
had scarcely crawled from his hiding-place
when Jim was in the room and staring with
horrified eyes at the evidence of the price
that Silver Skull had paid to save his gold.

Choking with rage he turned upon the
men who stood prisoners in the firm grasp
of his Indians.

“Dirty curs!” he cried; “you------ rotten
beasts! | thought at first you were merely
dupes in Nigger’'s hands, and I might have
let you go. But all couldn’t con-
vince me that you had no hand in this!
I'll_ never let up on you! The pen—
twenty years—the rest of your rotten lives
behind prison bars is what this fiendish
work will cost you!”

They freed Silver Skull and tenderly
placed him upon a bunk where for a long
time Jim knelt beside him with the boy
mumbling over and over the pathetic-
apology:

“l1 couldn’t forget! | couldn’'t forget!
And they burned me and made me tell!”

And old Jim answering softly, con-
solingly:
“It's all right, boy, and you're my

partner from this day on, and we're going
away together—back to the States down
there where your folks and my folks are
waiting for us—and we’ll hunt up the best
doctors in the world and you’'ll be well,
again, boy, if it takes the last red cent of
our Cassiar gold.”
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Thefirstpart of the story briefly retold in story form

[ WAS in the counting-room talking with Peter

Corlaer, the chief of our fur-traders, when the
bond-boy, Darby McGraw, ran in.

“Tfie Bristol packet is in, Master Robert,” he
cried. “And, oh, sir, the watermen do say there be
a pirate ship off Sandy Hook!”

I went with the news to my father, whom | found
in the company of Master Clinton, the Governor of
the Colony of New York. They were'great friends,
despite the fact my father once had been a Jacobite.
We reached them just as Captain Farraday, the
master of the Bristol packet, was telling his story.

“Chased?” he cried to my father. “That | was,
Master Ormerod, by the pirate frigate Royal
James.”

“That would be the vessel of the fellow known as
Captain Rip-Rap,” observed my father; and there
was a quality in his voice and manner which led
me to think that he labored in the grip of some
strong emotion.

“True for you, Master Ormerod,” answered Cap-
tain Farraday. “A complete rogue, but a man of
exquisite dress and manners. And moreover as
arrant a Jacobite as ever was. He works with John
Flint, who is no less of a rascal, albeit rougher.
Flint sails in the Walrus. Between them they ha’
the metal to hammer a brace of King's ships.”

Captain Farraday stopped for breath, and Gov-
ernor Clinton seized the opportunity to ask with a
smile:

“Captain Rip-Rap did you call your pursuer?
What manner of name is this?”

“He is singularly partial to that mixture of snuff,”
answered Captain Farraday. “l1 am told his own
men give him that name, for even they do not know
that to which he was bom. 'Tis said he was a gen-
tleman who suffereddor his political convictions.”

Later, when we were alone in the counting-room—

Peter, my father and I—they told me the secret
they shared with Captain Rip-Rap. He was An-
drew Murray, my mother’s uncle.

“But,” I cried, “he was the great trader who con-
ducted the contraband trade with Canada. 'Twas
he whom you and Corlaer and the Iroquois fought
when you broke down the barriers of the Doom
Trail and won back the fur-trade for our people.
Why, 'twas then you—and------ "

I knew the deep feeling my father still had for
my long-dead mother, and I scrupled to stir his mem-
ories.

Next morning | took Darby with me to make a
business call on Captain Farraday. As we walked
along the water-front we saw a Spanish frigate and
a battered little brig at anchor, the latter with a
cannon-shot hole in her side. A one-legged sailor
who said that he was off the latter vessel introduced
himself as Long John Silver and told us a thrilling
story of how the ship had been pursued by Rip-Rap.
He was so ingratiating that | lent him Darby to
guide him to his destination, the Whale's Head
Tavern.

By the time | had finished my business on board
the Bristol packet the afternoon was gone. | was
on my way back to the counting-house when | was
stopped by a group from the Spanish ship.

“Sir,” said ayoung lady whom they were escorting,
“can you direct me to the Whale's Head Tavern?”

She appeared to be the last sort of woman who
might be expected to have anything to do with this
noted resort of bad characters. Matters grew clearer
when she explained that she sought her father, Col-
onel O'Donnell, a Jacobite exile in the service of
Spain. | not only guided her to the tavern, but
went inside to tell the colonel that his daughter
awaited him. There | found Darby, with Long
John and a couple of his cronies, known as Bill
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Bones and Black Dog. The boy obviously was cap-
tivated by Long John’s tales of the sea. Silver vol-
unteered to find O’Donnell for me. He professed
not to know the Irishman, but had no difficulty in
locating him.

That evening after dinner we had a call from
Captain Rip-Rap. He spoke of “launching the
coup of his career,” one which “will echo in throne-
rooms and chancelleries,” and announced that |
was his heir and that as such he wanted me to be
his assistant. | refused to go. Immediately a gang
of his men entered with Long John at their head.
Darby McGraw, his head turned by Silver’'s allur-
ing tales, had joined the pirates and as his first law-
less act had let them into the house. As they
trussed me up, Peter insisted on going too, and
they obliged him—* your muscles should prove use-
ful,” observed my great-uncle, noting his tremend-
ous strength.

The pirates rowed out to the brig and took us
aboard. My great-uncle had a short conversation
with O'Donnell regarding a Spanish ship, the San-
tissima Trinidad, the full purport of which I did not
understand. | did gather, though, that there was a
Jacobite plot afoot, as a detail to which O'Donnell
and his daughter were to be taken off the Spaniard

CHAPTER VI
TALL. SHIPS AND LAWLESS MEN

* "'HERE was a noticeable tighten-
ing of discipline after my great-
uncle’s admonition to Bones, and
Peter and | were let severely

alone, except by Silver, who, | think, found
satisfaction in annoying the mate by the
effusiveness of his cordiality to us. A sec-
ond lookout was sent into the foretop, and
the watch on deck were continually on the
alert. But nothing untoward happened
that day. The brig held on her course to
the southeast, and the sea surrounded us
with the immensity of its restless waters.
One moment the land was a faint, hazy
streak in the distance; the next it was gone.

My great-uncle paced the deck with

measured strides throughout the afternoon,
his head bent upon his chest, not a word for
anybody. He ignored me as thoroughly as
the members of the crew, who treated Silver
and Bones with offhand familiarity, but
scurvied from his path if he came near them
and were quick to bob their heads and tug at
forelocks. When night came he supervised
the hoisting of two lanthoms, red and
green, one above the other, to the main
truck; and he ate very little of the excellent
meal which Silver cooked in the galley and
Darby served us in the cabin. Nor, con-
trary to his usual mood as | had read ft, was
he inclined for conversation.

He returned immediately to the deck,

and become the guests of Murray on his pirate
vessel. But how? Why? When? Where?

Well, O’'Donnell went back at last to his Spanish
frigate, and we put to sea. Once the pirates had us
where we couldn’t escape, our bonds were removed
and Silver became his hypocritically unctuous and
expansive self. Among other things | learned from
him that the brig had been especially captured for
this visit to New York; that its original crew of hon-
est men had been murdered, and that as soon as we
came up with the Royal James and the Walrus, this
vessel was to be sunk, and the prime ruffians who
now temporarily manned it were to be retransferred
to their original stations on the two pirate craft.
Silver told me all this while acting as lookout for the
helmsman, a horrible blind villian named Pew who
steered by the feel of the wind in the sails.

As we three talked on, the sailing-master, Bill
Bones, came along and picked a fight with Peter
Corlaer. Seasick though he was, the huge Dutch-
man still had strength enough to take Bones’ knife
away from him and haul him over the halyard,
where Peter proceeded to reeve a landsman’s slip-
noose. Bones was saved from being hanged by my
great-uncle, who told him that another infraction
of discipline would result in his being keel-hauled.

leaving Peter and me to an exchange of
casual remarks with the Irish boy before we
went early to our stateroom, full sleepy with
the heavy sea-air. Peter was almost him-
self again, although he dared eat but little
and suffered qualms when the brig rolled
much from the perpendicular. He was
asleep as soon as he lay down, but I drowsed
lightly for some hours, and all that time I
could hear over my head the tap-tap-tap of
footfalls in even cadence as my great-uncle
strode from the stern railing to the cabin
companionway and back again.

Yet when I went on deck in the morning
it was to discover Murray there ahead of
me, dressed with his customary immaculate
precision, his face fresh and unfatigued.
He stood astraddle close by the wheel,
hands clasped behind him, his gaze fixed
upon the tossing waters ahead. The wind
had backed around several points during the
night, so that we were making more difficult
weather of it; and the easy, gliding motion
of the previous day had been changed to a
choppy roll.

Peter was not communicative; and as |
was in no mood for Silver's hypocrisy or
Darby’s wild talk | strode up to my great-
uncle.

“You seem perturbed,” | said.

“1 am,” he returned frankly.
two problems upon my mind.”

“Unfortunately | see no signs of pursuit,”
I answered.

He smiled.

“T have
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“Nor will you, Nephew Robert. No, my
problems are connected with the difficult
task of attaining an imaginary spot in this
trackless waste and puzzlement as to
whether | have correctly estimated an
equation of human values. You are not
perhaps mathematical? Ah,too bad!There
is no mental exercise so restful and diverting
to the mind as algebra. But figures lack the
warm interest of human equations. As, for
instance, the exact degree of trust to be im-
posed in untrustworthy persons.”

“Sail ho!” shouted the lookout in the main
crosstrees.

Murray’s calm face flushed with sudden
emotion, and he took a step forward.

“Where does she lie?” he trumpeted
through his clasped hands.

“Maybe one, two points to larboard, sir.”

“Can you make her out?”

“Only tops'ls, sir; big 'uns.”

“Let me know as soon as you make her,”
said Murray, and turned back to me.

But almost at once the other lookout in
the foretop sang out—

“Second sail to larboard, sir, cornin’ up
: rter t'other chapl”

Murray rubbed his hands together with
every evidence of satisfaction.

“Ah!” he exclaimed. “It appears that
my estimation of the safe degree of trust to
be imposed in the given situation was within
ihe bounds of accuracy.”

“1 don’t understand you.”

“No? In plain English let us say then
that my own vessel and consort are meeting
me according to plan.”

“The sea is wide. How can you be sure
"tis they?”

“l can not. Yet the balance of prob-
ability is in my favor.”

“Why do you speak of trust?” | chal-
lenged. “Can not you trust your own
people?”

“1 trust nobody farther than | must,” he
retorted.

And without another word he produced a
patent folding spyglass from his pocket and
clapped it to his eye. Silver, who had been
an interested witness to the scene from his
aerie atop of the cabin skylight, hopped
across the deck to my great-uncle’s side.

“Beggin’ your pardon, captain,” he said.
“But I'd take oath that tops’l is the canvas
you took out o’ the Mogul’'s ship off Pondi-
cherry'. Mind it, sir? 'Twas uncommon
bleached and looked whiter'n our cloth.”

Murray handed him the glass.

“Stap me, Silver, but | believe you are
right,” he returned. “What a hawk’s eye
you must have! Here, see what you can
make of it with this.”

Long John peered through the glass,
steadying his crutch against the butt of the
mizzen.

“Aye, ytis ______ ”
“R'yal James to leeward!” hailed the
foretop.

And the main crosstrees echoed, not to
be outdone—

“Walrus cornin’ up astam o’ her!”

“ '"Tis they, never a doubt,” assented
Silver as he lowered the glass. “Diggin’
into it they are, too, and a lusty show o’
canvas to both o’ them. If you was to ask
me now, captain, 1'd say Flint isn't willing
to plow your wake.”

If there was a hint of an indicated threat
in this remark Murray ignored it.

“Master Martin knows his ship,” he an-
swered, “as doth Captain Flint his. You
lads are forever pondering why certain
men rise to command. There lies the an-
swer, Silver. 'Tis knowledge of how to
handle your ship; aye, and to fight her, and
to plan at need how not to fight her.”

Silver knuckled his forehead, handing
back the glass.

“Sure, sir, they all says a good captain
is born and never made, and we be main
fortunate as has two that can’'t be beat or
took or harried from their ways.”

My great-uncle indulged in a pinch of
snuff, a mildly cynical smile upon his hand-
some features.

“1 thank you,” he acknowledged. “And
now | would have the men tumble up their
gear from below and make ready the boats.
I shall also leave it to you, Silver, to lay
the powder-train. How much have you?”

“Three casks, sir.”

“Excellent. But allow us ample time
to get free.”

“Why do you give your orders to«Silver
and not to Bones?” | inquired curiously
after the one-legged man had gone for’arcl.

My great-uncle lowered his glass with a
benevolent smile.

“1 rejoice to perceive that you have an
observant tendency,” he commented. “Why
do I single out Silver for orders? Ah! The
reasons are quite obvious. To begin with,
he is gifted with a personality which enables
him to secure the accomplishment of tasks;
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but perhaps as important as that considera-
tion is the parallel fact that it lies to my
interest to develop the seed of dissension in
the Walrus’ crew. The future contains
infinite possibilities. Who knows what
trifling factor may influence the dictates of
fate?”

“They must be a strange crowd aboard
the Walrus,” | said.

“They are,” assented my great-uncle.
“In piracy, Robert, as in politics and busi-
ness, he wins who plays the opposing fac-
tions against each other. | am, you may
say, in a minority of one among some hun-
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men. United, they would crush me like a
fly on the wall. Divided, and kept di-
vided, they are so many instruments for
the fulfilling of my desires.”

“How if 1 handed on your precept to
them?” | gibed.

“They would not believe you. Their
vanity would prohibitit. And even though
they did, | would divide them upon the
very point you raised.”

The amazing ingenuity and fertility of re-
source of this heartless old rogue who was
my relative began to compel me to a re-
luctant admiration of him. Perhaps some
trace of this was revealed in my face, for
his own eyes brightened and he dropped one
hand lightly upon my coat sleeve.

“We shall yet come to an understanding,
Robert. All is not so black as is painted.
But my design is to induct you into the
scope of my plans at one sitting, seeing
that in such a manner | can most clearly
present to you my reasons for requiring

your assistance and the importance of the
stake | play for.”

“1 know not of the blackness,” | an-
swered; “but | require no clearer under-
standing. Here on these decks have been
murder and robbery, and in your ranks, if
I mistake not, breed treachery and hate.
'Tis a sorry outlook. 1 would gladly be
gone from it.”

His face fell a little.

“Tut,” he said. “We disposed of that
before. Wait until we are aboard the
Royal James, Robert. Then you will

realize what | offer you.”

“1 have heard much of it already,” |
agreed dryly.

“Anon you shall hear all,” he answered.
“Let us get Flint across-table from us in the
James’ state cabin with a beaker of rum at
his elbow. Then you snail hear me talk.”

BONES came up to speak to him;

and | rejoined Peter, who was

glumly watching the unlashing of
the small boats and the rigging of the falls
by which they were slung overside.

“Now | get more sick again,” he grunted.

“Cheer up,” | told him. “You shall soon
have a more substantial craft beneath you.”

And | pointed to the two strange ships
which had risen over the horizon line until
the towering piles of their bellying sails
were clearly visible. Like us, they rather
quartered the wind; but they were of far
heavier build, and they seemed to crash
through seas that we were tossed over.
While we watched, their upper works came
into view, and | descried a long band of
painted gunports on the leader’s starboard
side.

“She’s a thirty-six, no less!” | exclaimed.
“ Can she be Murray’s ship?”

“Whatefer she is, | be sick,”
Peter unhappily.

John Silver stumped up to where we
leaned upon the larboard bulwarks.

“Sightly, ain’'t they?” he said. “Nothin’
like a fine ship wi’ canvas drawin’ for a
picture, is there?”

His face shone with what, I am per-
suaded, was entirely honest emotion.

“They are big as frigates,” | answered.
“How did your company come by such
craft?”

He chuckled.

“1 ha' heard tell the captain had the
James from the Frenchies in some funnv

rejoined
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way. A Injyman she was— the Esperance.
But Flint and a few o’ us took the Walrus
with our own hands on the Smyrna v'yage.
She’s better nor she was then, but she can’t
sail wi' the James yet.”

“ls she as heavy armed as the James?”
| asked, for the leading ship partly blan-
keted her from our view.

“Pierced the same, she is, Master Or-
merod, and both hasj eighteen-pounder
carronades below, but where the Walrus
carries long twelves on the main deck, the
James has long eighteens.”

As Murray nodded dismissal to Bones,
Silver left us and hopped up to him.

“All set and ready below, captain,” he
announced.

My great-uncle cast his eye at the ap-
proaching ships, now so near that we could
make out quite distinctly the contour of
their hulls, painted yellow, with a white
band delimiting the ports, man-o’-war
fashion. The James was already beginning
to take in some of her top canvas.

“Very good, Silver,” he answered. “Mas-
ter Bones! You will bring the ship to and
put over the boats.”

There was a great flapping and banging as
the brig rounded to, and with much yo-ho-
hoing the boats were lowered into the water.

“You will go off first, Master Bones,”
ordered Murray. “Kindly present my
compliments to Captain Flint and say that
I should like to have a word with him
aboard the James at his early convenience.”

Bones sullenly touched his cap and led
better than half the crew into one of the
two longboats the brig had carried. Murray
nodded to Silver as they cast off.

“Start your train,” he said shortly.
“Nephew Robert, I wish you and Peter to
go into the second boat. At once, please!”

“Plenty o’ time, captain,” said Silver
with a grin. “You can lay to it I'm a-goin’
to give myself a chance to hop up from
below.”

The suspicion of a smile dawned in my
great-uncle’s eyes.

“It is barely possible that your disability
is a factor in my arrangements,” he an-
swered.

Peter and | climbed clumsily down the
ladder of cleats nailed to the brig’s hull and
dropped into the bobbing longboat. Peter
groaned as we crawled over the thwarts.

“Like der waves is my stomach—oop—
andt down. Now | be sick, jal”

And he was.

Presently Murray descended the brig’s
side with an agility which put me to shame
and took his seat in the stern sheets.
Darby swarmed down like a monkey and
ensconced himself beside us in the bow.
Silver was slung over in the bight of a rope,
and the last of the crew tumbled after him,
one upon’ the other's heels. Oars were
thrust out, and we pulled rapidly toward the
Royal James, wallowing in the trough of the
sea, a quarter-mile away. The Walrus,
foaming up under a cloud of canvas, was
almost as near, and on our weather board.

Darby crouched at my knees, drinking
in the spectacle.

“Oh, the tall ships, Master Bob! Look
to the water dripping from their bows, and
the lordly way they stand up like the tow-
ers of churches or maybe a castle. Did ye
ever see the beat of it? And the guns that
are like to the grinning teeth in an ogre's
head!”

Boom! The roar of an explosion behind
us was as sharp as the smack of an open
hand. | turned my head. So did the
others. Murray was looking back, too, and

the rowers rested on their oars.

A cloud of smoke jetted up from the
brig's hatches. She heeled over to star-
board as we watched, gave a quivering
lurch and commenced to slide under by the
head. We could hear the slap of the sails
as they struck the waves. In two minutes
she was gone.

“That was well-contrived, Silver,” re-
marked my great-uncle. *“ 'Sdeath, but
you are a man of parts. Give way, lads!”

He nodded the length of the boat to me.

“l trust you perceive the significance
of that, Nephew Robert. A certain young
man, we will say, disappears from New
York. A certain brig disappears simul-
taneously. Some might go so far as to as-
sociates the two disappearances. Frigates
put to sea in search of a certain brig—but
the brig is no more.”

The men at the oars laughed loudly, and
I made no answer. What could | say?
| felt very hopeless.

THE bulwarks of the James were
lined with heads and faces as we
pulled under her counter and made
fast, and even at that distance the com-
plexity of her crew was apparent. | saw
Portuguese, Finns, Scandinavians, French



Porto Bello Gold 95

and English cheek by jowl with negroes,
Moors, Indians and slant-eyed yellow men.
But what impressed me most was the abso-
lute silence which greeted us, a silence all
the more impressive because the wind car-
ried to our ears the bedlam of shouts,
cheers, oaths and imprecations with which
the Walrus was receiving Bones’ boat sev-
eral hundred yards, away.

Murray waved me to the ladder as he set
foot on the first cleat.

“Up with you, nephew!
The rest go to the Walrus."

Darby snatched at my hand as | rose.

“Whirra, whirra, but there’'s an ache in
my heart to be parted from ye, Master
Bob!” he cried. “And if we was to be
pirates it do seem we might be together
on the same ship!”

He made to follow me indeed, but Silver
pulled him back.

“You stays wi' us, .Darby,” growled the
one-legged man. “Blast ye, lad, you're
our good luck. FIlint'll douse the ship in
rum after one look at ye.”

“We'll meet again, Darby,” |
“Never you fear.”

He dashed the tears from his eyes.

“Sure, there's never a fear in me heart,”
he denied. “But I'm all broke up from the
parting with ye. God be good to us, and
the blessed saints spread their wings over

Peter, also.

said.

your head! I'm thinkin’ you're like to need
it more than me. Yes, yes, John, I'll be
settin’; but------- "

He was still jabbering in a mixture of
grief and joy when | climbed over the bul-
warks and dropped beside my great-uncle
into the midst of another world.

Fore and aft from poop to fo'csle stretched
the wide deck from which the lofty spars
rose like forest giants. The massive bul-
warks were shoulder-high, and inboard
everything was painted red exactly as in a
King's ship. The deck was remarkably
clean and in order, ropes coiled, spare spars
stowed and lashed, boats in their chocks,
crates and other gear secured. A few
cannon were lashed to their ringbolts, but
the greater part of the battery was mounted
on the lower deck under cover. The
hundreds of men who had watched us from
the bulwarks had all sifted for’ard. We
stood in the midst of an open space, with
only three others.

One of these three was a very small old
man with wispy gray hair and deeply

bronzed face, from which his eyes peered
intensely blue and childishly simple. He
had gold rings in his ears, and his dress was
neat and plain.

“My sarvice, captain,” he greeted Mur-

ray. “Ship’s in order, | hope. ---- my
eyes if we've had so much as a ------- -0’
genuine wind since the-----——— hussy bore

away from ye off the Hook.”

The effect of the unspeakable blasphemies
which poured with mild intonation from
his lips was ridiculous, but nobody ap-
peared to notice it, and | learned after-
ward that his habit of swearing by the
anatomy of the twelve apostles and various
saints and sacred figures was the quaintest
of several quaint characteristics of an un-
usual personality.

“We won't complain about that, Master
Martin,” replied my great-uncle. “1 have
brought back my grandnephew to be the
mainstay of my old age. Here he is—
Master Ormerod, Martin. Ah, and this is
a friend of his and an old enemy of mine,
Peter Corlaer,” as Peter rolled over the
top of the bulwark. “He is more to be
reckoned with than you might suppose is
Peter.

“Master Martin, Nephew Robert is my
mate, and as such, my right hand and arm.”

Martin stepped back, and the second of
the three men confronting us touched his
cap. This was a square, heavy-built fellow
with a dour glint to his eye, who wore a
decent blue cloth coat and small clothes.

“And here is Saunders, Master Martin’s
second,” continued my great-uncle. “A
Scot like myself. My nephew should make
a fine Scotsman; eh, Saunders?”

“He’s a braw-lookin’ laddie in seemin’,”
Saunders agreed cautiously.

“Your meaning is that we must prove
him?” responded Murray. “Quite true.
We shall. Hola, Coupeau!”

And he rattled into a string of French
which | could not follow as the third man
met him with a bow and a scrape of one
foot. Coupeau was as brutal in looks and
manner as Black Dog or Bill Bones, but
without the sinister implications of speech
and action that made me shudder whenever
the blind man Pew approached me or spoke
in my hearing. He had been branded on
the cheek, and an attempt to obliterate
the brand—or perhaps ’'twas the super-
imposed scar of a wound—had made that
side of his face a very nightmare. His
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wrists and forearms showed gouges that
wound upward like snakes and suggested
what other torments his gaudy clothing
concealed.

“Coupeau,” remarked my great-uncle,
turning again to me, “is our gunner. |
saved him from the French galleys, and he is
not without devotion to me, that quality
of devotion tinged by self-interest which is
to be preferred above all.

“And now we will go aft and prepare to
receive Captain Flint. Master Martin,
we shall probably lie here for several hours.
Flave all the tops manned and a vigilant
watch maintained. | have every reason
to suppose we need fear no intruders, but
we must be on the edge of the cruising-
course of the King’'s ships, and I'll take
no risks.”

“Aye, aye, sir,” assented Martin. “We
ha’ not sighted a sail this twenty-four
hours gone.”

“And before?”

“A Philadelphia packet. Captain Flint
made signal to chase; but | held off as you
directed, and he turned back.”

“You did well, Martin. I'll not forget.
Conduct Captain Flint to us when he comes
aboard.”

CHAPTER VII
Murray's plan

I\ /TURRAY led us to a door in the break

of the ]>oop which was opened for
us by a stalwart black in a red livery coat,
who ushered us along a companionway
lined with stateroom doors into a spacious
state cabin stretching the width of the
stern. The walls were paneled in mahog-
any; silver sconces were fastened at inter-
vals, and a wondrous luster chandelier was
pendant from the ceiling, itself uncom-
monly lofty for shipboard; several paint-
ings in the French school hung at the sides;
and there were trophies of peculiar arms
and armor. Underfoot were Eastern rugs,
thick-piled and soft of hue. The furniture
was of mahogany, and a service of massy
plate appeared upon the table that was set
under the range of windows which formed
the rear wall of the room.

My great-uncle surveyed this magnifi-
cence with pardonable pride. 'Twas evi-
dent it meant something to him.

“Diomede,” he said to the negro, “where
is Master Gunn?”

A high, piping voice answered him from
the companionway.

“Coming, worshipful sir. Ben Gunn’s
a-coming. | jest stopped by the galley to
fetch up your chocolate, a-sayin’ to myself
as the captain would be sharp-set account
o' early business in the morning.”

The man who followed the voice trotted
in bearing a silver pitcher of steaming choc-
olate, Murray’'s favorite drink; aye, and
food. He was a slender fellow, with a sim-
ple, open face, clad in plain black as became
an upper servant. He stopped dead at
sight of us.

“Set your tray on the table, Gunn,”
instructed my great-uncle. “This is my
grandnephew, Master Ormerod, and his
friend, Master Corlaer. They are to sail
with us a while.”

Gunn pulled his forelock and ducked.

“ Sarvant, gentlemen,” he acknowledged.
“Alius glad to please, is Ben Gunn. Bound
to oblige ye, gentlemen. You jest name
your drinks, and I'll fetch 'em up from the
wine-bins.”

“Food as well, Gunn,” said Murray.
“And Captain Flint is coming aboard.”

Ben Gunn cocked his head on one side.

“That means rum,” he commented.
“Plenty o’ rum, says you. Jest leave it to
Ben, captain.”

He ducked and scraped again and skipped
off into the companionway with a kind of
wiggle like a self-conscious child.

“My steward,” remarked my relative.
“He will be at your disposal for anything
you require, Robert—yours, too, friend
Peter. You will find the negroes equally
anxious to please.”

“The man is a half-wit,
asked.

“A natural, yes,” assented Murray, tast-
ing the chocolate.

“1 should think it would be dangerous to
have one so simple in such close proximity.”

My great-uncle smiled.

“You are quite, quite wrong, my boy.
It is for the very reason that the man is in-
capable of spying that I use him. He is
more valuable for my purposes than the
most intelligent member of the crew.”

He broke off.

“This chocolate is by no means so well
brewed as Silver's. An extraordinary fel-
low, that, monstrously clever—exactly the
sort of man, Robert, I never permit to re-
main near me. Indeed, if you possess the

is he not?” |
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patience and the interest to analyze the
composition of my officers and crew you
will observe, | believe, that there is not an
independently clever man amongst them.
Aye, and if you find me a clever man aboard
the Royal James—yourself and friend Peter
excepted, of course— 1 will thank you to
point him out to me, and | will straightway
make a present of him to Flint, who must
have half a dozen in the Walrus' crew who
esteem themselves equally capable with
him of commanding her.”

“Yet the James was able to get along
without you for several days,” | remarked.

“Ah! A shrewd thrust! 1 am bound to
admit, my dear Robert, that | regarded my
recently concluded expedition as a dubious
experiment. 'Twas in the light of reflec-
tions identical with those you have just de-
tailed that | spoke of it as a problem in
human equations. | was reasonably con-
vinced that | could depend upon my men,
but | should not have been greatly sur-
prized had they abandoned me.

“1 am not—by necessity I am not—re-
garded with affection by my followers.
And on the whole, | think, I have gotten
along better by means of fear than I might
have by means of affection. Fear is a nat-
ural element in a pirate’s career. What
place has he in his life for affection?

“But we are faring far afield, Robert,
into realms of philosophy in no way affili-
ated with our problems of the immediate
moment. Hark! Do | not hear some-
thing?”

He did beyond question—an uproar of
curses and shouts upon the deck outside.

“Perhaps your crew have decided to
spring their revolt after your return in-
stead of during your absence,” | suggested.

He shook his head, smiling.

“No, no. It is only that Captain Flint
has come aboard. Pray take your seats. |
promise you an interesting episode.”

The door to the deck banged open, and
a harsh, domineering voice bellowed in the
companionway.
me, Martin, what the —---------

--------------- d’ye think ye are? By the--—-—--
m————— e = —, ye lousy, slack-bellied
swab, ye made us------- "

“Stow that, y e -----------mm-mmmeeeeo apology
for a ;" interrupted

Martin mildly from the deck. “Why, any
--------------- would ha’ had more sense than

“Like — ! I'm my own master, | am.
— -

“Ye may be when ye stand on the Wal-
rus’ deck, hut here you're only another----—--
— - as doesn’t know better'n to veer

“Belay for a --------------- lackey, ye slab-
faced chunk o’ rotted sea-horse! I'll talk
to your master!”

Slam went the door, and a mutter of
curses rumbled from the companionway,
preceding a tall, blue-jowled man in a
flaming red coat all cobwebbed over with
gold lace. He halted in the cabin entrance,
hands on his hips, feet planted wide, close-
set green eyes flickering balefully on either
side of a long nose that seemed to poke out
from a tangle of lank, black hair.

“BACK, eh, Murray?” he snarled.
“Two men the richer for your effort.
Gut me, 'twas a fool’s errand!”

“Pardon me,” objected Murray, “but I
am considerably more than ‘two men the
richer’ in consequence of my run ashore—
although I would not appear by these words
to deprecate the importance to be attached
to the acquisition of my grandnephew and
Master Corlaer. Permit me, Captain Flint!
Master Ormerod, my grandnephew, and
Peter Corlaer.”

And to me, aside:

“1 fear these introductions must become
boring. We shall require no more.”

Flint scowled at us, flinging himself into
a chair at the opposite end of the table from
my greatuncle.

“A youth and a fat man!” he ejaculated.
“And unwilling at that, so Bones tells me.”

“Master Bones was correct in that state-
ment,” my great-uncle assented cheer-
fully; “but I fancy he neglected to add that
the ‘fat man’ took his knife away from him
and must have hanged him had | not inter-
vened.”

An appreciable degree of respect dawned
in Flint's eyes.

“He is no butter-tub if he bested Bill,”
conceded the Walrus' captain. “Curse me
though if I see why you should add a cub
to your crew.”

“Tut, tut, captain,” remonstrated Mur-
ray. “ ‘A cub!” Think again. The boy is
my heir.”

“All he'll fall heir to will be the rope that
hung you,” returned Flint. “But I'll own
I did you wrong when | accused you of being
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but two men the better by your shore ex-

pedition. | was forgetting the red-headed
mascot John Silver fetched aboard. 'Tis the
first promise o’ luck we ha' had! 1'd never

have lost that Philadelphia packet t' other
day with him aboard.”

“1 believe | overheard something of a dis-
pute with Martin on that point,” com-
mented my great-uncle dryly. “He obeyed
my orders in calling you off, and you broke
our agreement when you would have given
chase.”

“And why not?” roared Flint. “A ------
------ fool agreement, if you broach it now!
A of a piece o f-------
--------------- idiocy! Curse me for a lubber if
| see the sense in letting a fat prize slip
through our fingers. And so | told Martin.
Let me have him on my deck, and 1'd use
my hanger to him.”

My uncle took snuff with much delicacy
and rang a silver bell in front of him.

“Gunn is late with the liquor. 1 must
ask your indulgence, captain, for compel-
ling you to talk dry. But as to Martin and
the prize. Indeed you wrong the good fel-
low. As | have already said, he did no more
than carry out my orders, and while you
may experience difficulty in comprehend-
ing my reasons for stipulating that no prizes
were to be taken in my absence, | am so
vain as to suppose that a few moments’ con-
versation will clear all doubts from your
mind.”

Ben Gunn bustled into the cabin in the
course of this harangue and desposited a
trayful of decanters, bottles and flasks be-
fore us. Captain Flint without awaiting an
invitation, seized upon an earthen recepta-
cle labeled, “ Gedney's Jamaican Rum,”
pried out the cork with the point of a knife,
tilted it to his mouth and drained a mighty
dram. Then he set it down beside him,
wiped his mouth on his coat-cuff and cleared
his throat.

“Humph,” he growled. “I'm listening.”

My uncle looked distressed.

“Gunn,” he said, “how often have | asked
you to supply Captain Flint with a goblet,
beaker or some other drinking-utensil?”

The steward wiggled abjectly and pulled
his forelock.

“Oft and often you has, captain, but
"taint no manner o' use— leastways not the
fust time. Captain Flint says as how he al-
ways has to take the flavor of a new flask
straight from the neck.”

“And so | do,” agreed Flint. “Rum don’t
taste the same in a cup. Ye drink coffee or
tea in a cup—but rum! --—---- my eyes if |
ever see so much fuss over drink and vict-
uals as you make. But anything to oblige,
Murray. | don’t ha' to eat with ye every
day, thank------ ”

Gunn produced a large silver goblet from
a wall-cupboard, and Flint straightway
filled it to the brim. | pushed a cut-glass
carafe of water toward him, supposing he
would wish some dilution, and he laughed
jarringly.

“You ha much to learn, my lad,” he
jeered. “We don’t spoil good rum wi’ wa-
ter aboard the Walrus. There's a cask
broached this minute on the spar-deck, and
all hands fillin’ their pannikins as fast as
they can empty 'em, wi’ red-headed Darby
astride the butt for luck.”

“Which means you will be in no con-
dition to make sail a few hours hence,”
deplored my great-uncle, wagging his head.
“ '"Tis foolishness, Flint. This rum-swig-
ging will yet prove the undoing of you and
every man of your crew. | am no upholder
of imaginary virtues, as you know, but un-
bridled indulgence must ultimately defeat
its own ends.”

“Look to your ship, and I'll look to
mine,” snapped Flint, quaffing a wineglass-
ful of the goblet’s contents.

My uncle stared him straight in the eye
with a hard, direct thrust of power which
stirred my unwilling admiration.

“To whom do you owe your present posi-
tion?” he asked coldly.

Flint made a patent attempt to stare him
down, but abandoned the effort and looked
away.

“Some might say one thing and some an-
other,” he muttered.

“To whom do you owe your present posi-
tion, Flint?” repeated Murray.

“Oh, to you, most like,” admitted Flint.
“ Blast you!”

“Have | ever led you into difficulties?”
continued my great-uncle.

“Not if— ”

“Have | ever led you into difficulties?”

“No.”

“Have we failed in any important ven-
ture since our association began?”

“Not yet,” admitted Flint sourly.

“Very well. Now | ask you: When 1
promise a certain accomplishment am 1 to
be relied upon?”
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“You ha’ a head on your shoulders,” con-
ceded Flint.

“And you have not,” amended Murray.
“No, do not say any more. You are an ex-
cellent man to handle your ship, Flint, and
as fearless as any of our ruffians; but you
are no more capable of looking ahead a
week or two than Ben Gunn.”

“1 take much from ye, Murray,”
Flint, half-rising; “but think not
humble me before------- "

“Sit down,” ordered Murray. “You'll
take what you deserve, which in this in-
stance is a plain statement that you would
ha' made a fool of yourself by chasing the
Philadelphia packet. | doubt if you could
have taken her, for your bottom is foul; but
if you had, her loss must have aroused com-
ment, and with New York already apprised
that we are in these seas we should ha' had
every frigate on the North American and
West Indian stations a-hunting us. And
what then?”

“We could lie up safe enough at the Ren-
deyvoo.”

“Spyglass Island? | dare say—although
some day 'twill be blundered upon, if not
discovered. But | ask you to recall that we
take no prizes when we hole up. 'Tis a los-
ing game.”

“Well, what would you?” Flint flung at
him with an air of defiance, which Murray
ignored.

“1 would make the greatest coup we have
attempted.”

Flint laughed disagreeably.

“So you said when you arranged to go
into New York, but you have carried back
no treasure with you.”

My uncle regarded him with what under
other circumstances | should describe as
honest indignation.

“You fool!” he said with a rasp in his
voice—and | did not wonder that Flint
paled under his blue jowls and pulled side-
wise in his chair as if to avoid a stab. “Did
you think I was to go into that huddle of a
town with its wealth in furs and groceries,
and fetch out a treasure?”

“What, then?” demanded Flint, moisten-

snarled
ye can

ing his lips.

My uncle leaned forward across the
table, lips drawn tight over his teeth. His
eyes shot sparks.

“Knowledge, fool! Intelligence! That

which wise men labor a lifetime to secure
and the ignorant pass by in the gutter.”
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“1t may be knowledge to you,” protested
Flint childishly; “but how'm | to know of it
as never heard it?”

Murray rose from the table and com-
menced to stroll the length of the cabin,
hands clasped under the skirts of his coat.
And as he strolled he talked. Flint followed
his every move uneasily, with occasional
drafts of rum. Peter and | watched the
two of them, fascinated by this conflict of
wills, which was to exert a vital influence
upon our lives—yes, and upon those of
hundreds of others.

“1 MUST speak in simple terms, I
perceive, Flint,” began my great-
uncle.

The passion was out of his voice, and the
sentences trickled from his lips slowly, with
an air of detachment.

“And that | may speak simply and pre-
sent adequately an important subject, I
must ask you to indulge me at length.”

Flint nodded sullenly, seeing that an an-
swer was required.

“We have frequently discussed the pos-
sibility of taking one [of the Spanish trea-
sure-ships,” continued Murray. “But we
have never attempted the project because
we could not discover the date of sailing or
the port wherein the treasure was em-
barked. It hath been the custom of the
Spaniards in recent years—in fact, since
the depredations of Morgan and his breth-
ren—to shift arbitrarily the port of em-
barkation from year to year, as likewise to
change the date of sailing. One year the
port would be Cartagena, the next Cha-
gres, the next Porto Bello, the next even
Vera Cruz. They have been known to ship
the year’s produce of the mines around Cape
Horn. And similarly the treasure ships,
which used formerly to sail invariably in
the Fall of the year, now depart whenever
it pleases the fancy of the Council of the
Indies to fix a date.”

He paused, and Flint rasped—

“So much is known to all of us.”

“1 conceded as much,” answered Mur-
ray smoothly. “What follows you do not
know. When we returned from Madagas-

”

“ "Twas against my advice,” growled

Flint. “Ye play too much wi’ politics.”
“With politics! Exactly,” agreed my
great-uncle. “Well, perhaps | do. 'Tis

true that so far | have obtained trifling
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advantage from the sport, excluding one sub-
stantial fortune, this vessel we are in and
the information which makes it possible
for me to take this year’s treasure-ship.”

Flint sat erect. | caught my breath.
Peter, too, showed a gleam of excitement
in his little eyes that twinkled from behind
the ramparts of flesh that masked his sol-
emn face.

oo me, Murray!” swore Flint. “Do
you say that in sober earnest?”
“l 