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This is a page of elephant 
pictures furnished by Gordon 
MeCreagh, known to you through 
the •‘Camp-Fire" and his stories 
in the magazine. To the right 
the natives arc sawing o.T the 
tusks of an old bull elephant. 
“ Hathi" had become vicious, and 
some of his weapons had to be 
taken away from him.

"Keddah” work. Elephants arc 
the Government monopoly, and 
are caught by being driven into a 
palisaded enclosure. The process, 
after locating a herd, takes from 
one to two or three months. After 
the first tremendous excitement 
has died down, which takes about 
a week, tame females go in and 
hustle their wild brothers up to 
stout trees, when the mahouts, or 
elephant men, slip to the ground 
and rope them by the hind leg. 
A curious fact is that a wild 
elephant has never been known 
to pluck a mahout down from his 
perch on the neck of a tame one. 
They don’t seem to disassociate 
the man from the beast. But 
once he is on the ground they will 
charge at the least opportunity.

The picture shows a pair of fe
males "handling” a fractious 
youngster.

Above is the jungle 
king in man's g.audv 
trimmings- the Rain's 
elephant at Mysore. 
He is decked out in all 
the formal war-paint 
and trappings care
fully prescribed fo r 
c eremonies o f state. 
The particular occa
sion was a durbar in 
honor of a visit from 
th e  Viceroy. L o rd  
Curzon, and L a d y  
pitrzon. The elephant 
is giving the r o y a l  
salute to their Excel
lencies.
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E-MAN JOB
A COMPLETE NOVEL

Harold kellock and 
Georde Schuyler Schaeffer.

Authors of “ For La Soledad”

AID in an immense V on the dark, 
still surface of the water were 
two long, white-crested ridges 
which sloped back from either 

side of the steamer’s prow like a gigantic 
cable holding the vessel in leash. A t half 
speed the ship slipped on so quietly that 
Carol Curtis, standing on the deck, had an 
odd illusion that it had stopped.

The reflections of the stars in the water 
were as motionless as those stars themselves 
and as the blackness which filled the space 
between. Only one dim constellation, hang
ing so low over the bow that it seemed to 
have slipped down from the sky and to rest 
on the distant waters, appeared to swim 
toward her, twinkling into greater breadth 
and brightness until it became not a group 
of stars, but the lights of the waterfront 
and the city beyond.

Ahead and on both sides great murky 
shadows of hills and mountains detached

themselves from the gloom and bore down 
on the vessel, walling it in. Out of the still
ness came strange, confused sounds which 
gradually resolved themselves into the 
cries of watermen, the creaking of oars, the 
rattle of wheels on rough pavements, the 
softened strains of a band, very far away, 
and, close by, the throbbing of a guitar and 
the wail of a human voice singing a plaint
ive, half-barbaric song.

As the land closed in on her, the girl had 
an undefined feeling of oppression. There 
seemed to be a spirit of menace in the grim 
shadows which rose up against the stars. 
For a few moments this feeling held her 
just as the encircling land seemed to hold 
the ship, and then . . .

“ Gangway! Gangway, please!”
A knot of scurrying sailors ran by, paying 

out a mooring cable and, with a sudden 
jolt, her vague imaginings were driven away 
and her mind awakened to present reality.

Copyright 1915 by The Ridgivay Company. A ll righ ts rescrvtd 3



4 Adventure

She wondered if her brother would be at 
the wharf to meet her. There had been yel
low fever at the last port at which the steam
er should have called, so it had come on with
out stopping and now was arriving at Sta. 
Rita a day ahead of schedule. She knew 
that Ned lived somewhere on the out
skirts of the city and it was quite possible he 
would not hear of the vessel’s arrival in 
time to be at the landing when she tied up. 
But even if he were not there, the case 
would not be serious. Carol could stay 
aboard for the night or else find some sort 
of conveyance to drive her to his house.

With a prodigious amount of shouting 
from steamer to shore and from shore to 
steamer, and much racing to and fro of 
barefooted peones on the wharf and rattling 
and clanking of donkey-engines on board, 
the Montevideo got her lines ashore, lashed 
herself snugly to the long pier and put out 
her gangplank. In the throng of yellow and 
brown boys and men who charged up to the 
steamer’s deck, fighting for the hand-bag
gage of the passengers, were mingled a few 
white suits, the mark of the gentleman in 
Sta. Rita, but none of them was Ned.

Protected from the rapacious porters by 
one of the ship’s quartermasters, Carol de
scended to the wharf and walked its length, 
but no Ned appeared. A t the steamer’s side 
again, she found that all the baggage from 
her cabin had been put ashore by a zealous 
steward. It was annoying, for if she were 
to spend the night'aboard, all of it would 
have to be carried back.

On hearing, however, that she proposed 
to return to the ship, the steward interposed 
spiritedly.

“ It wouldn’t do at all, ma’am,” he declared 
solemnly. “ You’d never stand the mos
quitoes. Down ’ere they’re something 
chronic. And narsty smells, ma’am, 
wouldn’t do for a lady. Besides, we’ll be 
working cargo all night and, what with the 
yelling and jabbering of these ’eathen and 
the noise of the winches, you’ll never sleep 
a wink.”

His persistence and assurance so 
wrought on Carol’s indecision that ten 
minutes later she was climbing into a ram
shackle victoria drawn by two rat-like 
ponies, and the steward, in his best cockney 
Spanish, was explaining to the villainous- 
looking driver that the lady was to be taken 
to the house of Mr. Curtis near the new 
Americano railroad station and that great

care must be exercised that none of the bag
gage, with which the crazy vehicle was piled 
high, should fall out.

■  TO THE accompaniment of a jing
ling bell, sounded by the driver’s 
foot, the diminutive animajs started 

off at a surprising rate. The way led 
through a succession of narrow, badly- 
lighted streets, some of them roughly paved 
with irregular cobbles, others mere lanes of 
mud between closely shuttered houses.

The town was larger than Carol had sup
posed and the station seemed to be a long 
way off. But presently the dwellings grew 
smaller and poorer, thatched roofs took the 
place of tile and the houses, instead of ad
joining one another, stood far apart. Great 
patches of darkness appeared, which she 
judged must be open fields. Carol breathed 
more freely. The night air Of the narrow 
streets had not been pleasant.

In another five minutes they were on a 
country road of indescribable roughness. 
They came to a fork at which the horses 
apparently took the wrong turning, for the 
driver checked them with an oath and 
swung them back- into the other branch. 
As he did so, he looked back and addressed 
to Carol a remark she could not under
stand. Her distinct vision of the man’s 
face and the tone of his voice sent a shudder 
through her. But she quickly laughed at 
herself. She was in the twentieth century 
and a civilized country.

The carriage stopped before a one-story 
house standing dose to the road. The 
driver got down from the box and began to 
unload her baggage. Carol saw no signs of a 
railroad station, nor did the dark, shuttered 
dwelling look like the bungalow which Ned 
had described to her.

“Mr. Curtis?” She asked the driver.
“Si, si,” he answered, continuing to lift 

down bags and boxes.
“Go call him out,” she said, not leaving 

the seat.
The man did not understand, so she made 

herself dear with signs. The driver went 
to the door, knocked and held a brief collo
quy with some one inside. Presently he 
returned with another man, who spoke to 
her in halting, broken English.

“Mr. Curtis go away,” he explained. 
“Come back soon. You come in; wait.” 

“Who are you?” demanded Carol. “His 
servant?”
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■ 'Yes, his servant,”  answered the man. 
“ And yours.”

Carol was horribly frightened, but she 
was able to command herself sufficiently to 
realize that the last thing she should do was 
to let these men see that she was afraid.

“No,”  she said. “ I ’ll wait for him here. 
If he does not come in a few minutes, I ’ll 
drive back to the steamer.”

The man scowled and translated to the 
driver, who immediately protested vigor
ously.

“ The horses are too tired,”  said the inter
preter. “ You must come in; wait.”

He walked to the house and quickly came 
back with andther person, a woman. She 
stepped up to Carol, holding out her hand 
and signing for her to dismount from the 
carriage. Partially reassured, and reflecting 
that if these men intended evil, they would 
easily be able to force her into the house, 
Carol stepped down and followed the 
woman. The men came behind, carrying 
her baggage.

The front door opened directly on a 
large, bare room. A t the back was a coun
ter on which stood some empty glasses and 
a  candle; on the wall behind were shelves 
holding bottles; at one side of the room was 
along wooden bench; in a corner, two chairs 
with hide seats.

Carol started back. It was impossible 
that Ned should live in such a place. The 
door slammed behind her and she heard the 
grating of a bolt being shot home. She 
wanted to shriek, but she knew that she 
needed every bit of resource she could 
muster. If die were to escape from what
ever evil she had got into, she must retain 
every particle of her self-command.

She whirled about on the man who spoke 
English.

“Where am I and what are you doing?”  
she demanded.

The man avoided her eye.
“ It is nothing. It  is all right,”  he mut

tered.
The woman, who in the light appeared to 

be a comely, though rather sharp-featured, 
person of middle age, motioned Carol to a 
chair. Carol remained standing, her face 
calm, but every muscle in her body tense 
and rigid. The two men went into an ad
joining room, leaving her alone with the 
woman, who walked slowly to the back of 
the counter, produced a dirty white-enamel 
coffee-pot, filled two small cups with a vis

cous black fluid and offered one to Carol 
with an ingratiating smile.

Carol shook her head and motioned the 
cup away. It was probably drugged, she 
thought. Wildly she cast about for some 
way of escape. She looked at the woman, 
tried to smile appealingly and motioned 
toward the outer door, but the woman ig
nored the gesture. Carol was at the limit, 
of her self-control.

Just then from the road outside came the 
sound of galloping hoof-beats. Carol braced 
herself and made ready to scream when the 
horseman was opposite the house. The 
woman must have read the resolution in her 
eyes, for she called sharply. The two men 
rushed into the room and seized Carol’s 
shoulders and wrists while the woman threw 
a cloth over her face. The girl struggled 
frantically and fruitlessly. She tried to cry 
out, but the muffling cloth turned her cries 
into inarticulate chokings and gurglings.

She heard a sharp knocking at the door 
and with it her captors grew rougher. She 
was shoved and hauled and hustled into the 
next room. The knocking continued and 
then a voice called out impatiently in 
Spanish.

Instantly she felt one of the men let go 
and the other grasp her more firmly. The 
door between the rooms was slammed shut 
and she heard footsteps hurrying through 
the other room toward the front door. She 
stopped struggling and listened.

The front door was unbolted and opened. 
There were voices: the coachman’s, servile, 
apologetic, and another, crisp and stern. 
What they said, she could not guess. Sud
denly the strange voice rapped out a sharp 
sentence, the woman unwound the cloth 
from her head and the man released his hold. 
Dazed and shaken as she was, she was yet 
able to see from their attitudes and expres
sions that they were as terrified as she had 
been. The command from the other room 
was repeated and the man hesitatingly 
opened the door and motioned her to go 
through.

Standing in the middle of the room was a 
man dressed in snugly fitting blue drill of a 
military cut and high, mud-splashed boots. 
In contrast to her two swarthy little captors, 
he was tall and fair-haired, with finely 
chiseled features, and he was standing with 
a sort of imperious dignity while the coach
man knelt on the floor beside him fumbling 
abjectly at his spurs. Carol was vaguely
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conscious of the grace and ease and power 
of his pose, but what held her gaze was his 
eyes.

At first, as she stepped toward him, they 
seemed black and wide and soft, alight with 
astonishment and sympathy. He started 
back slightly, then recovered himself and, 
suddenly bending down toward the coach
man, his pupils contracted to pinpoints of 
steely gray. A single impatient Spanish 
word came from him, his foot moved 
slightly, and the man who was removing his 
spurs jumped back with a little squeak of 
dismay, as if he had received a blow.

Then the newcomer swept off his hat and 
addressed Carol in English with a slight 
accent.

“Madame, pray be seated while your bag
gage is being put back in the carriage.”

To her amazement, Carol found herself 
complying.

The stranger spoke quietly to the coach
man, called to the man in the other room 
and the two rushed to carry her things out
side.

“ It is to the American railroad settlement 
you wish to go, no? The house of Mr----- ?”

“ Curtis,”  said Carol.
“ I shall give myself the pleasure of ac

companying you,” he said, bowing.
Carol got in the carriage and the stronger 

followed, taking the seat opposite her. As 
they drove off, she saw the man who had 
been in the house mount a horse, evidently 
her rescuer’s, and follow them.

It was an eerie ride. She did not know 
why, but somehow she felt absolute confi
dence that this man was doing as he prom
ised and taking her to her brother’s house. 
He seemed not to wish to talk and she felt 
unable to start any conversation.

Once he said: “ It was a lamentable mis
take and I rejoice that I arrived to remedy 
it. The man shall suffer.”  To which she 
nodded and mumbled inarticulate thanks.

Again: “ It is a chilly evening. I trust 
that you keep warm.”

Near the better-lighted and more decent 
part of town, she saw a pedestrian on a 
street comer casting an idle glance at the 
carriage, suddenly stop still and stare after 
it in open-mouthed astonishment.

A t ’t ie  next comer, they passed a mount
ed policeman. He gaped at them and then, 
when they had gone on half a block, lashed 
his horse suddenly and galloped into a side 
street. The man who had been riding be

hind on the stranger’s horse drew, up and 
spoke a few words into the carriage, at 
which her rescuer merely smiled and shook 
his head.

Then, from some barracks near by, came 
a clear, high-pitched bugle call. Her pro
tector heard it. He shrugged his shoulders, 
smiled whimsically and spoke over his 
shoulder to the coachman. The carriage 
stopped.

The man stepped out and, hat in hand,
spoke to her:

“I  greatly regret that I must leave you, 
madame, but I can assure you that you are 
absolutely safe. This man will drive you 
to your destination with all certainty. One 
request I would make of you, that you do 
not report him to the authorities. I will 
undertake that his punishment is complete.”

And, under the compelling power of 
those eyes, she found herself assenting. For 
the rest, she was in no state to express 
gracefully her thanks, but to what phrases 
she did mumble, the man listened respect
fully and then, bowing, answered:

“The small service has been a great 
pleasure to me. I only trust that I  may 
have further opportunities to be of assist
ance to you.”

He bowed once more and, turning, walked, 
to where the man stood holding his horse.

As he galloped back along the street, Card 
seemed to herself to be still regarding two 
gray-black eyes and wondering whether it 
was their kindness or their power that had 
so impressed them on her memory.

Five minutes later a horse was reined in 
almost against the carriage wheels. Lean
ing over its neck was the eager face of her 
brother Ned. •

“Hello there, Carol!” he shouted. “Where 
in the world have you been? I’ve been hunt
ing all over for you.”

n • \
RjjS A FAIR-SIZED river, the Guasima 
Omul ran through the easterly outskirts 

of Sta. Rita, and just beyond this 
stream, where the big wagon bridge crossed 
it, about a mile in from the harbor, stood 
the terminal yards and the construction 
headquarters of the Sta. Rita and Northern 
Railroad. The station and headquarters 
of the construction staff was a big, barn- 
like wooden structure facing away from the 
river across the half-dozen tracks > which
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formed the yard, a single one of which had 
been extended to the harbor front, where a 
channel was being dredged and wharves 
constructed for the permanent terminus.

Some of the men lived in the station and 
others occupied cottages which were scat
tered over the hill beyond the yard. Just 
across the tracks from the station stood a 
little one-story red brick building, originally 
built as an overseer’s house in the days 
when the terminal site had been a planta
tion. Here the superintendent of construc
tion had his offices.

This one-story structure contained a 
single room divided by a partition, on one 
side of which a squad of clerks toiled over 
their accounts. On the other side a little 
reception space was railed off. Just within 
the rail stood a stenographer’s table and in 
the farther comer,, by a window, the great 
shiny oak desk of the superintendent.

An imposing array of filing-cases was 
ranged along the partition wall, and numer
ous maps and'blue-prints were tacked up 
conspicuously. Along the entire length of 
one wall stretched a drawing which ap
peared to represent a cross section of some 
interminable mountain range, splotched 
and blocked off and checkered with crayons 
of various colors.

To the layman, this might have seemed a 
mad, futurist dream. But John Harding, 
the superintendent, could look at it and tell 
at a glance how many spadefuls of earth 
had been dug and how many were still to 
dig and how many tons of dynamite and 
yards of fuse would be needed before the 
first train could run over the road.

The afternoon was dragging to that point 
at which the tropical day plunges into 
evening when Harding came in. He was one 
of those towering, Herculean men who carry 
their height so well that it is scarcely notice
able. The “old man,” as his subordinates 
called him, was. still a couple of years under 
forty. There was no trace of gray in his 
light hair and crisp mustache, and the 
vitality of youth glowed in his steel-gray 
eyes.

He came in briskly enough, though he 
had been on a tour of inspection since six 
o’clock that morning, and his muddy boots 
and dust-covered khaki clothes indicated a 
strenuous day. As he entered, he flung a 
cheerful greeting at the young man, Ned 
Curtis, who occupied the desk near the 
railing.

“ A  bit late tonight, Mr. Harding,”  sug
gested Curtis.

“ Ye-es,”  replied the big man, disposing of 
hat and coat preparatory to settling down 
at his desk.

“ There were some things needed looking 
after. Locomotive ditched near the rail 
head. Then I found a couple of profes
sional gamblers in Number Two camp and 
had to clean ’em out before they cleaned the 
crowd. Also a stabbing scrape up in the 
ballast camp.”

“ Murder?”  queried Curtis.
“ Um,”  said Harding absently, hastily 

scraping out a pipe as he glanced at a little 
pile of mail before him. “Jamaica nigger 
knifed by a Spaniard who said he stole a 
bottle of beer. But the blacks threatened 
to bolt into the monte and Kelly wasn’t 
handling it very well. Sister get here?”

“ Yes, the boat got in last night. She----- ”
Ned stopped short, for Harding had given 

a snort of disgust, which obviously had been 
caused by something in the letter at the top 
of the pile. Curtis, seeing that Harding 
was too thoroughly 'occupied to hear about 
his sister, said no more, and again took up 
the force reports which he had been collating 
when his chief came in.

Harding rustled rapidly through his mail 
and then fished out the first letter he had 
read and perused it a second time, frowning 
thoughtfully.

“ Ned,” he said, “ take down a cable.”  
The younger man seized his dictation 

book.
“ Ready,” said Harding. “ To the New 

York office: ‘Referring to my letter April 
10 requesting appropriation for widening 
before rainy season all cuts already com
pleted and your letter April 20 refusing 
same, I consider same of supreme impor
tance.’ If you find a stronger word in the 
code, put it in. ‘Cuts in present shape 
will not stand. Estimate direct damage not 
less than one hundred thousand dollars. 
Indirect, due to blocking line and general 
disorganization of work, much greater. 
Reply by cable if can possibly reconsider.’ ”  

He paused and had the message read to 
him.

“That’ll do,”  he said. “ Put it in code 
and send it immediately.”

With a nervous gesture, which his secre
tary had noted was becoming more and 
more characteristic, he raised his powerful 
body from the chair and stood for a moment
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frowning at the letter lying spread out on 
his desk. Then he commenced to pace to 
and fro across the room.

“ Suppose they don’t do it?” he remarked 
aloud. “The rains are due in four weeks. 
And the whole job will be shot to pieces 
with the first storm.”  He paused and 
glared at a map on the wall. “ Idiots!”  he 
shot out, clenching his fist.

Curtis said nothing. Harding was much 
given to using the young man’s presence 
for crystallizing his thoughts in words, and 
Ned knew that when his chief chose thus to 
vent his feelings, replies and comments were 
unnecessary and undesired.

Harding continued to pace the floor im
patiently.

“ Ned,”  he asked, “ what do you think is 
the matter with that gang in New York?”

“ I suppose they have no idea what build
ing a railroad is, sir,”  answered the young 
man.

“ Perhaps,”  conceded Harding, frowning 
again. “ But why should they, a lot of hard- 
headed business men, continually interfere 
with the management of work they know 
nothing about? Why should they try to 
balk us at every turn? It ’s beyond me.”

He gave a quick, nervous jerk of head and 
shoulders, as if literally shaking himself 
free from the harassing problem, and ap
plied himself to the mass of daily detail 
work piled on his desk. .

After half an hour, he shot across at Cur
tis—

“ Didn’t you ask me to have dinner with 
you tonight and meet your sister?”

“ Yes, sir.”
“ Then it’s time to knock off. Send your 

cable over by the boy and let’s shut up 
shop.”

The young man looked at his watch and 
smiled to himself. Dinner was scheduled 
for six-thirty. His minute-hand was just 
past the half hour and Harding still must 
go home and change his clothes. But he 
had warned his sister that they would prob
ably be late. He had explained that those 
who worked under John Harding were not 
slaves of the clock.

Harding, as he went off to dress, was 
bored at the prospect of the dinner. He had 
had a hard day, he did not feel up to sus
taining a polite conversation, and he was 
reaching the age where a work-absorbed 
bachelor becomes more and more indifferent 
to the charms of some one’s sister. How

ever, young Curtis was a  good boy and lie 
could do no less than go. So he bathed hur
riedly and got into a suit of cod, immacu
late white duck and presented himself at 
Curtis’s little cottage, a few hundred yards 
away from headquarters, not more than 
twenty minutes late. His mode of life h ad. 
made him an adept at quick dressing.

HE WAS relieved to find that Cur
tis’s sister was neither pert nor 
gushy nor shy. She was a comfort

able person to talk to, and good to look 
upon; a tall dark-haired girl with fine brown 
eyes and an air of perfect repose mingled 
with unexpected flashes of vivacity. He 
had not been at the table many minutes 
before he confessed to himself that he was 
glad he had come, and long before the des
sert he was willing to admit that Miss 
Curtis was a decided asset.

The dessert was Carol’s triumph. It  was 
an apple pie baked with her own hands, the 
sort of pie Northern men in the tropics 
sometimes dream about and wake up with 
a bad case of homesickness. - Ned was ex
tremely fond of apple pie, so she had brought 
the fresh fruit all the way from New.York.

“ It ’s centuries since I ’ve eaten a  real 
apple pie,”  remarked Harding laughingly 
over his second helping.

Meanwhile Carol had been telling of her 
startling initiation into the life of Sta. 
Rita. Though she spoke lightly of her ad
venture and told with a play of humor of 
her abduction, Harding could see she had 
been badly shocked and frightened. '

“That was a fine welcome!” he exclaimed 
impatiently. “ Ned, you should have told 
me immediately.”

“ I haven’t had much chance, sir,”  replied 
the young man.

“That’s true,”  chuckled Harding. “ Would 
you remember those two scoundrels, Miss 
Curtis?”

“I ’m afraid not,”  confessed Carol.
“Your rescuer?”
“Oh, certainly,”  she said, and after a mo

ment of hesitation added, “ He is the sort of 
man you don’t easily forget.”

“ You’re sure he was a native?”
“ He was not an American.”  Carol 

paused and laughed. “ It’s hard to remem
ber that these neighbors of ours down here 
are also Americans. He spoke English with 
the slightest accent. A  very impressive 
person, whatever he was. It  wasn’t that
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those ruffians treated him like a god, or 
that he was especially handsome, but there 
was something about him— an air— some
thing tense and fine. Somehow he sug
gested a finely tempered sword.”

Carol broke off with a little, embarrassed 
laugh. She had been speaking very slowly.

“ I  should like to meet him,”  declared 
Harding.

‘‘I  hope I  shall meet him again,” said 
Carol thoughtfully.

“I’ll lodge a complaint with the alcade the 
first thing in the morning,”  said Harding. 
“The authorities will probably do what they 
always do— nothing. But the effect will be 
to keep those thievish scoundrels more cir
cumspect for a while.”

“ B ut you mustn’t, Mr. Harding,”  put in 
Carol hastily.

“ Carol gave the chap some sort of prom
ise, sir,”  explained Ned.

Harding looked at the girl quickly and he 
thought he saw a slight flush steal over her 
face.

“ He said the men would be punished,”  
she asserted. “He spoke with authority and 
I—-I believed him.”

“ All right then. If you promised.”
Harding fell to wondering who this mys

terious rescuer could be. He thought of 
all the high-class natives he knew in Sta. 
Rita, but none answered the description of 
this tall, tense stranger. He glanced across 
the table at Carol again, but she had risen 
and her face was in the shadow.

“ Shall we have our coffee on the veran
da?”  she suggested.

I t  was pleasant to sit there in the screen- 
enclosed darkness, smoking and sipping the 
fragrant native coffee and listening to the 
rare sound of a well-modulated feminine 
voice speaking English. John Harding, 
hardened expatriate and dweller in the 
wilderness, confessed to himself that the 
girl’s voice and the indistinct outline of her 
white dress there in the shadow, gave the 
place a homelike air that to him was almost 
uncanny.

He found his mind traveling back to the 
States and he thought of his stepsister’s 
home, which he had not seen in ten years, 
and, with a real avuncular tenderness, of her 
twin baby girls who by now must be great 
young misses with pinafores and flaxen 
pigtails. Harding stared down toward the 
foot of the hill below them, where the yards 
and shops and offices of the railroad were a

jumble of indeterminate shadows, speckled 
with red and green and white lights. His 
gaze traveled across the heavy line of dark
ness beyond that marked the course of the 
river, and past the farther bank, where the 
gloom was pricked in a thousand places by 
the lights of the little city of Sta. Rita. 
He made a prolonged survey of the prospect 
and suddenly he sighed.

Out of the night, magnified by the intense 
stillness, arose a harsh clanking and grind
ing as a locomotive slid out of the round
house at the end of the yard. Then came a 
crash of couplings as she backed against a 
train of loaded flat cars, echoed by a me
tallic crunching as the jolt spread from car 
to car; after a minute of silence, a sudden 
babble of voices, the sight of a white light 
bobbing up and down, and then, in a dis
sonant chorus, the groaning and creaking 
and rattling of machinery, quickly silenced 
by the deep, heavy panting of the engine as 
she settled to her work. The nightly supply 
train was on its way to the front, bearing 
munitions for another day’s fight against the 
jungle.

A t the first clank from the roundhouse 
Harding’s momentary lapse into sentiment 
was over and his mind slipped back on the 
job like a bolt in its groove.

The three on the porch listened to the 
steady beat of the engine as the train 
whirled off into the darkness. Presently, as 
she struck the long grade which lay a mile 
beyond the town, the measure changed, 
slackened, grew slower and slower until the 
listeners seemed actually to feel the tre
mendous effort she was making to climb 
over the summit. Half a dozen short, quick 
pants broke the steady sequence.

“ Slipping,” said Curtis.
Harding nodded. Carol noted that he 

was sitting erect, drumming nervously with 
his fingers on the arm of his wicker chair in 
time with the heart-beats of the engine.

The locomotive settled down again to the 
slow, steady panting gait, slipped again, 
started again, and then, just as the beats had 
grown so far apart that it seemed after 
every one that she had stopped, they quick
ened and presently became a sharp, steady 
drumming which grew constantly fainter.

“ She got over,”  said Curtis.
Hardmg relaxed in his chair.
“ Yes, die always does— just.”
Carol Curtis laughed.
“ Isn’t that the way with everything
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here? It  does get over. So why worry?” 
“ It took me over a month to wheedle the 

money from the directors to reduce that 
grade,”  said Harding gravely.

“ That’s how the train gets over,”  put in 
Ned with pride. “ Incidentally we have 
saved twice the amount of the improve
ment in operating costs.”

“I know,”  said Carol seriously. “ But 
you did it, Mr. Harding. Haven’t you 
always managed to be a match for every
thing that must be met here— stupid finan
cing as well as engineering and executive 
problems and rains and fevers?”

“ If I  didn’t think so, I suppose I wouldn’t 
be here,”  he admitted as if speaking to him
self. Then he smiled. “ Ned, if you talked 
as freely about our respected directors, even 
to me, as your sister does, how long do you 
think your job would last?”

“ Long enough for you to make out my 
time check,”  was the response.

“ You’re right,” said Harding with a 
chuckle.

They were silent for a little while. 
“ Perhaps we come to take our little job 

too seriously, Miss Curtis,”  he remarked. 
“ You see, railroad building in this part of 
the world is not only a fight against nature 
but against time. South America is a grave
yard of half-built railroads that perished 
because of lack of money and time. There’s 
always that specter lurking ahead of you. 
Here we have the rainy season close at hand, 
which may tie us up completely. And in 
the Fall it will be a race to get things in 
shape for our first freights before bank
ruptcy overtakes us. If we can start haul
ing to the seaboard the wealth of the coun
try— that means manganese and mahogany 
and sugar and coffee, you know— before the 
cash gives out, the promoters will make
their fortunes, but if the cash fails first-----”

He broke off with a gesture of his 
clenched hands.

“ Well, anyway, it’s worth while,”  he 
said after a pause, apparently addressing 
the night.

“ Yes, it is,”  said Carol quickly. “ Every 
rail and tie you put down gives the country 
a little boost up out of its medieval bar
barism.”

“ It does,”  conceded Harding. “ Though 
sometimes when you’re dealing with lying, 
thieving tie contractors, or blackmailing 
native officials, or a lazy, mutinous track 
gang, it's hard to see it.”  He stopped and

took a long pull at his cigar. “Sometimes I 
wonder why we stick at it. I  suppose it ’s 
because the work is worth while.”  He 
smiled, as if at his own philosophizing. “Go 
down to the shops and tell Andy McHenry, 
the master mechanic, that you’ve got to 
cut his pay ten dollars a month, but he’s 
doing a grand work civilizing a backward 
country. What do you think he’ll say? 
Or any of the other boys?”  *

“ Just the same, I ’ll wager they feel it,”  
affirmed Carol stoutly. “ And it counts.”  

“ Ned,”  said Harding. “ What are you 
working for on this job?”

“ My monthly pay envelope,”  replied the 
young man promptly.

Carol laughed. She knew her brother 
would have worked his hands off for John 
Harding in any land, under any conditions, 
for any pay.

“You see, Miss Curtis,”  said Harding. 
“ Come along down to the office with me 
and earn your keep, Ned. I ’m sorry, Miss 
Curtis, but there really is work to be done 
tonight. You’ll forgive us for running off?”  

“ Certainly,”  said Carol, smiling, “ as 
long as I know you’re merely doing it for 
the sake of your monthly pay envelope. I  
suppose you were thinking of the envelope 
when you sat up in your chair a few minutes 
ago and drummed out every beat of that 
climbing engine with your fingers— as if 
you were putting more power in it.”

“Did I?” cried Harding, astonished. 
“ Yes,”  said Carol. “ And I think the real 

danger to this job is that the superintendent 
of construction may think so avariciously 
of his pay envelope that he will overwork 
and be laid up.”

Harding laughed confidently.
“If I can overwork myself, it’s time I  was 

scrapped.”

HI

TH E widening of the cuts was a big 
piece of emergency work, the ac
complishment of which necessitated 

a complete readjustment of the intricate 
and nicely balanced organization of the 
railroad construction force. The details 
were seemingly infinite.

There were a thousand chances for errors 
in planning which would prove costly or 
even fatal in the case of a reconstruction 
that must be accomplished within a month. 
But the machine which Harding controlled
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was. Of his own building; he knew the 
strength of every cog, the work done each 
day by  every part of the whole, where the 
machinery  failed to function properly; and 
his was the aVill, with the least effort, to dis
mantle reassemble and change the di
rection of its activity.

He was at his office at dawn drawing up 
plans for the new work. B y noon he had 
the job completely mapped out.

After lunch he called in his principal as
sistant engineer. This functionary was a 
new man, sent down from the New York 
office— for, though the job was young, one 
incumbent already had succumbed to fever 
and the dissipations of Sta. Rita. The new
comer was a  long, lean man, with shifty 
brown eyes. From the first, Harding had 
felt an instinctive distrust of him, but the 
man had shown himself a competent engi
neer.

“ Turner/’ said Harding. “ We have four 
w eds to widen every cut in the line to a 
one-to-one slope. Get ’em staked out. 
Here’s a  list to begin ou.”

“That’s a lot of work to be done with my 
present force, Mr. Harding. I ’ll need more 
men.”

“ Put ’em on,”  said Harding.
“But I  mean instrument men, surveyors 

— not laborers.”  Turner’s voice was up
raised in troubled protest

“ All right P u t ’em on.”
Turner stared at his chief in amazement.
“Where will I  find them in this country, 

on the spur of the moment?”
Harding shrugged his shoulders.
“ If you can’t find any you’d better work 

those you have a little harder,”  he re
marked with an air of dosing the discus
sion.

Turner went out, a  sadly perturbed man. 
He had come from a government-managed, 
eight-hour&a-day, Saturday-half-holiday 
job, and the change to Harding’s methods 
was startling. Turner resented both the 
imposition of work and Harding’s matter-of- 
fact manner. As long as he remained in the 
room with his superior his expression was 
perfectly respectful, but as soon as he 
passed the door this changed, and Bill 
Healy, the foreman of excavation, who 
brushed past him coming in, was astonished 
at the malevolent scowl on Turner’s face, 
which boded ill for somebody.

Harding and Healy were John and Bill 
to each other, because twenty years before

Harding had commenced his construction 
career as timekeeper of an excavation camp 
commanded by Healy. Healy had taught 
the youngster the rudiments of the craft, 
from how to cure sick mules to how to quell 
a mutiny without shooting.

Since then, Healy had more than once 
worked under his former pupil. More than 
once, also, had Harding discharged him for 
drunkenness, because personal attachments 
and the good of the service occupied separ
ate and unconnected compartments in 
Harding’s brain. The superintendent of 
construction attributed his rise above his 
former preceptor to the education which he 
had received and Healy had missed. But 
Healy scoffed at such an explanation.

“Education!” he would snort indignantly. 
“ I  know as much as John any day. But 
John keeps sober, and I get soused. John 
saves his money, and I blow mine in. John 
can afford to wait for a good job, while I  get 
fired and have to take what I can get.”

“Bill,”  announced Harding, when the 
foreman came stamping in with an aroma 
of mules and mud. “ We’re going to' widen 
all the cuts.”

“That’s a confounded good thing, John,”  
was the reply. “ I told you they wouldn’t 
stand up when it starts raining.”

“Don’t you suppose I  knew that any
how?” said Harding without heat.

“Well, what do you want me to do, 
John?”

“ It ’s this way,”  answered Harding. 
“ We’ll start with the section gangs----- ”

Detail by detail he went over the whole 
plan, with an occasional word of comment 
from the foreman. When he finished he 
handed Healy two typewritten sheets.

“I t ’s all on them,” he said. “ What do 
you think of it?”

The foreman pushed his hat ml the 
back of his head with a gnarled, stubby 
hand.

“It  looks to me, John,”  he announced, 
“ like you’d arranged for every one to be in 
four places at once and work thirty-six 
hours a day.”

“Well, can we do it?”
Healy sniffed contemptuously.
“What in blazes are we getting paid for? • 

Of course we can do it.”
“We’ll start Friday then,” said Harding, 

dismissing him.
Half an hour later a boy brought a cable

gram into the room. Curtis decoded it and
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laid it with the translation on his chief’s 
desk.

“ Replying to your cablegram,”  Harding 
read, “ impossible to provide funds for pur
pose asked.”

For fifteen minutes Harding sat silently 
in his chair, save that from time to time he 
drummed idly on the desk with his finger
tips. A clerk from the accountant’s office 
brought in a sheaf of papers for his signa
ture. He signed his name mechanically a 
dozen times, handed the papers back, and 
the derk went out.

Then he spoke to Curtis.
“ Give me the code-book, Ned. ’
The book was placed before him. He 

wrote the cable address of the New York 
office, copied out of the volume a single 
word and added his name.

“ Send this,”  he said. And, presently, 
“ Write letters to Turner and Healy to hold 
up work on those cuts.”

Curtis put the letters, already prepared, 
before him, and Harding signed them. Next 
he started to write a letter himself, thought 
better of it, and called to Curtis to take the 
dictation.

Mr. Charles A. Hemingway, President Sta. 
Rita and Northern Railroad, New York. I here
with confirm my cablegram sent you this day as 
follows: ‘Hemingway, New York, I resign—Hard
ing.’ I shall continue to perform my duties until 
you make arrangements for my successor, which I  
trust will be at the earliest possible moment. '

With a gesture he signified that was all 
and dismissed Curtis to his machine, while 
he sat back for a minute plunged in thought. 
He recalled the beginnings of the job, the 
assembling of the whole machinery of con
struction, human and inanimate, the trou
bles that had gathered almost from the 
start, the curiously unsympathetic attitude 
of the home office, and now this final catas
trophe. He had stuck at his work because 
— as Miss Curtis had said— it was good. 
But now he could not bear to stand by help
less and see it ruined. If the New York 
office insisted upon entangling the enterprise 
inextricably in failure, he must simply get 
out.

He wheeled impatiently toward Curtis.
“ Got that letter yet?”
Ned turned hastily aside and blew his 

nose with violence.
“ I— I— a minute,”  he stammered, and 

began beating furiously upon the type
writer.

A T FIVE o’clock in the morning 
when the- mist lying heavy on the 
river had just begun to turn from 

gray to white and the last stars still flick
ered feebly in the gray sky, a light gasoline 
inspection-car slid out of the Sta. Rita ter
minal, its wheels ringing merrily on the 
track and its body swaying and heaving 
from the low joints and surface-bent rails 
which abounded on the new road.

On the front seat, running the car, sat 
Harding, and beside him, his open note
book on his knee, was Curtis. To the 
younger man this last inspection trip over 
the line with his chief was sad almost to 
tragedy.

But if Harding had any such feeling he 
did not show it. His whole mind was seem
ingly concentrated in watching the line as 
it slid past under his feet. Ralls, ties, fast
enings, 'ditches, culverts, not a detail es
caped his keenly appraising eye. From 
time to time he would jerk out a few words 
of specific criticism, which Curtis would 
jot down in his note-book.

After a few miles the car, emerging from 
a long, deep cut, rolled out on the embank
ment which was the approach to the Rio 
Jacinto. Here Harding slowed down and 
presently came to a stop. In front of them 
lay the wide river-bed, dry, except for a 
narrow deeply scored channel, through 
which purled a little stream of clear water.

Spanning the thousand-foot gap was an 
immense wooden bridge; no flimsy, tem
porary affair of perishable pine, but a stu
pendous, stoutly built network of huge tim
bers, so heavy that they would not float in 
water, and so hard that they would turn the 
point of a steel spike, all interlaced and 
braced together, and rising tier above tier, 
until the apex of the intricately interwoven 
structure carried the two slender ribbons 
of steel at a good sixty feet above the river
bed.

Harding gazed out over the bridge. Al
most beneath his feet, half way down the 
steep bank, was the clump of guasimas that 
marked the spot where Jim Mullins had 
been killed by a falling derrick a year be
fore. Poor Jim, foul-mouthed, kind-hearted 
and competent, he had built many bridges 
for Harding in many countries, but this, 
the biggest he had ever begun, had killed 
him before he had it fairly started.

IV



13A  One-Man Job

rph»«l because he could. find no other fore
man who could handle, the job, Harding 
himself had taken charge and finished the 
bridge. Nor had Jim Mullins been the only 
sacrifice; both lever and accident had taken 
toll of the -workers. But Harding had put 
it up. There stood the bridge, and the 
trains ran ova it every day.

“It’s some bridge, isn’t  it?” said Harding, 
more to himself than to the man at his side.

Curtis cast a quick, inquiring glance at 
his chief. There had been a strange note 
in his voice. But Harding’s face was im
passive. He said impatiently:

“Confounded carelessness. Look at the 
loose bolts in that angle-iron. Make a note 
of it, and remind me when we meet the 
section gang.”

Harding threw in the dutch, and the car 
Btarted forward.

Soon they reached the edge of the area of 
cultivated land which lay about Sta. Rita, 
and plunged into the forest. Now it was 
as if they were running through a deep cut, 
shut in by solid walls of green, formed of 
trees, vines and bushes matted together 
in an impenetrable mass, the whole set in a 
soil that was an untapped mine of riches.

From time to tune a break in these walls 
would reveal a little dearing with rough 
palm shacks, from which naked children 
ran out to see themflash past; and then they 
could hear in the forest the ringing sound of 
ax and machete, and smell the smoke of 
burning brush. These things marked the 
advance skirmishes with the wilderness. 
They foreshadowed its eventual subjection, 
which was made possible by the twin strips 
of steel under their wheels.

“There’s a lot of good timber in there, 
Ned,” remarked Harding.

“Yes, sir.”
“And after they get it deared, all they 

have to do is scratch the soil to grow most 
anything in the world.”

“Yes, sir.”
“And think of the population it will sup

port and the freight this road will haul, if 
only----- ”

He broke off sharply, and the car sprang 
forward -with a jerk as he opened the throttle 
wide.

B  AT NOON they came to the track 
camp, a half-dozen box-cars on a 
siding, housing foremen, time-keep- 

era, engineers and the rest of the officers of

the army of the pick and shovd and spike- 
maul, and a nondescript collection of shacks 
and tents where dwdt the rank and file.

It was the advance base of the attack 
on the jungle. Here arrived the nightly 
supply-train, from here went out every 
morning a  train-load of rails and ties, and a 
motley gang of many-hued laborers; and 
each morning the train would run over the 
rails and ties which had been its burden the 
day before; and from here went out long 
lines of pack-mules carrying picks and 
shovels, axes, dynamite, bacon, beans, cases 
and bags and boxes of every conceivable 
thing needed by the men strung thirty 
miles ahead, cutting a way for the track 
through jungle and earth and rock. Also 
there was a box-car fitted as a hospital, a 
doctor, and, a little way back in the jungle, 
a burying-ground.

Harding and Curtis went to the foremen’s 
mess tent. As they approached, a raw- 
boned man with burnt yellow mustache 
and little blue eyes, deep-set between a 
brick-red cheek and forehead, was declaim
ing loudly.

“ Mebbe there’s rottener bacon than this 
stuff they’re sendin’ us out now, and mebbe 
there ain’t, but they’d have to hunt to find 
it. That ain’t the only bum stuff neither, 
I  tell ye.”

“ Shut up,” interrupted his neighbor. 
“ Here’s the old man.”

The tirade stopped as promptly as if the 
speaker’s tongue had been suddenly cut off, 
a calamity of which there might have been 
some danger but for the dull edges of the 
table-knives.

“ Hello, boys,”  said Harding, and turned 
to the brick-faced man. “How much track 
did you lay yesterday?” he asked him.

“ Thirty-seven hundred and fifty feet—  
and four thousand the day before.”

Harding grinned.
“ Bust yourself,”  he said genially. “ Say 

what you like about the bacon. Only, 
just the same, you know it’s the best we 
can buy.”

“ Sure I do,”  grunted the man cheerfully.
A  place was made at the table for Hard

ing and Curtis. As the meal progressed 
Harding joined in the talk. No one deferred 
to him, few of them addressed him as ‘sir,’ 
but when, after they had finished he raised 
his voice, they were all silent.

“ Boys,”  he said, “we’ve got to speed 'er 
up a bit. The rainy season’s coming on
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soon and it will be hard to do much then, 
so we’ve got to hump ourselves while the 
weather’s good. She’s been going all right, 
but she’s got to go faster.”

There was no coherent answer. Some of 
the men nodded their heads. A few mum
bled words signifying their comprehension 
or their desire to conform to his wishes, but 
there was no general acclamation, no busi
ness of “Hear— hear— the chief calls on us, 
we’re his faithful followers.”  Your rail
road rough-neck does not indulge in that.

Down at the end of the table, a youthful 
time-keeper, a newcomer, said half under 
his breath:

“ M y Lord! Ain’t  we working hard 
enough now?”

The boss mule-skinner— official title, 
Superintendent of Pack Mule Service— who 
sat next him, kicked him under the table 
with a viciousness which prevented further 
remarks. Later the young man was led 
aside and spoken to.

“ Son,” said the mule-skinner, “if you’re 
going to stay on a job the old man is bossing 
you’ve got to learn what real work is. 
There ain’t no union hours when John’s 
running the show!”

“ But we don’t get any extra pay for 
working overtime, do we?” asked the young 
man defiantly.

“ No. But you get fired if you don’t.”
The youth was persistent.
“ I don’t see why some of you fellows 

don’t kick. He couldn’t fire the lot of us.”
The mule-skinner stared incredulously.
“ Kick!”  he ejaculated. “ Kick!” And he 

completed his opinion with a volley of 
scornful profanity.

Meanwhile Harding and his secretary 
had mounted mules and had pushed on be
yond the rail-head, where the line of the 
road was merely a long, irregular scar 
through hill and jungle. Before the sun 
set they were fifteen miles beyond the track 
camp. All the way it was the same story: 
rough men, rough manners, rough words, 
but always work. Harding, with sparing 
commendation, approved what had been 
done, but said “work harder.”

They had supper at the camp of a gang 
which was putting in a bridge that was a 
smaller copy of the one they had crossed in 
the morning. Afterwards, Harding dic
tated the first pages of the comprehensive 
statement of the condition and progress of 
the work, which he meant to turn over to

his successor. One by one the lights were 
extinguished in the camp until the lamp in 
the little shack where Harding paced to and 
fro in the darkness dictating steadily shone 
like a single star in the blackness of-the 
night. Not until shortly before twelve 
did he pause and glance dubiously at the 
boy nodding and blinking over his note
book.

“ Tired, Ned?”  he asked.
“No, sir. -Not yet,”  answered Curtis 

stoutly.
“But soon, eh?”  Harding laughed. “Let’s 

go to bed.”
They ate breakfast by lamplight in the 

morning, and by sunrise were in the saddle 
again. That night they made a camp far 
ahead of the construction work, the farthest 
outpost of the road, where the location out
fit, working with transit and level and ax 
and machete, was groping its way through 
the jungle, leaving behind a line of stakes 
along fvhich, in due course, the construc
tion gangs would lay their ties and rails. 
Wainwright, the chid of this remote party, 
was a man Harding had known since he was 
a boy. He told Wainwright of his approach
ing departure.

“After I go,”  he said, “ I  want all of you 
fellows to do just as well for the next man 
as you have for me.”

“All right, sir,”  was the answer. “ But 
just the same, Mr. Harding— ”  Wainwright 
hesitated, shuffling a roll of blueprints in his 
hands— “ you know we all sort of look on 
this as your railroad, and it can’t be quite 
the same with anybody else-.”

“Nonsense,”  said Harding.
As he spoke, a dusty, bedraggled mes

senger rode in on a mule from the nearest 
construction camp, a day’s journey toward 
Sta. Rita, and handed Harding a strip of 
paper with a string of cryptic words written 
on it. He explained that the message was a 
cable, delivered by telephone from Sta. 
Rita.

Curtis rushed off to his saddle-bags for 
the code-book and, taking the paper from 
Harding, sat down on a stump to translate 
it, while Harding went over some topo
graphical details with Wainwright, who 
stood in a drooping attitude, staring mo
rosely at the ground. After the first few 
words Curtis’s fingers trembled as they 
flipped over the pages of the book. Pres
ently he handed the translated message to 
Harding.
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Referring your Ustr cable but one, importance 
of work not thoroughly comprehended. Funds 
now evafl&ble for cuts. W e earnestly request you 
to  reconsider tad withdraw resignation.

“Thank God," breathed Harding softly; 
and for the first time Curtis had a glimpse 
of the strain his chief had been under.

Wainwright’s gloom was dissipated sud
denly, and he looked up with a broad grin. 
. “Hurrahl” he cried, his eyes shining.

Harding folded the copy of the cablegram 
and placed it  in his wallet.
- “Now about that compound curve at 
Station 215.” he began, addressing Wain- 
wright in a matter-of-fact tone.

On the return journey late in the after
noon of the second day, they came on a nar
row pass between high hills where for half 
a mile the right of way of the Sta. Rita and 
Northern ran side by side with the tracks 
of the Central of Veragua. Harding, who 
was in high spirits, had been talking more 
than was his wont, and now he touched on 
the relations between the two roads, a mat
ter which had not been the least of his 
problems.

“I’ve never been able to understand the 
hostility of those fellows, Ned,”  he re
marked '  “ Each road will be a feeder, 
rather than a competitor of the other, for 
they run at right angles and neither taps 
the other’s country. Yet, you know how 
they try to block us at every turn.”

“We beat them fairly in the courts when 
they tried to block our right of way through 
here,” suggested Ned.

“Yes, but they keep after us, though ap
parently it’s flat against their own interests. 
I wish I knew what’s behind it all.” He 
rode on for a space and then exclaimed 
sharply, “Hello, what’s this?”

Straight across their line a stout barbed- 
wire fence had been planted which extended 
from side to side of the defile, save for a gap 
where it crossed the tracks of the Central of 
Veragua. This opening had been filled with 
a cattle-guard which effectually prevented 
the passage of animals.

Harding pulled up his mule and gazed 
frowningly at the obstruction for a moment. 
Then, without a word, he dismounted, took 
the machete he carried at his saddle and 
hacked through the strands of wire where 
they crossed one of the posts. When he had 
made an opening in the fence, they led their 
animtda through.

“That seems a silly trick, Mr. Harding,”

said Curtis. “ They can’t stop a railroad 
by putting up a flimsy wire fence.”  

Harding remounted and took another sur- 
• vey of the fence before he replied. His face 
was anxious.

“ Unless I ’m mistaken this means trouble, 
Ned,” he said. “They’ve probably been 
rigging some wires in Sta. Rata that won’t 
be so easy to cut.”

V

HTH E significance of the barbed- 
wire fence was made apparent al
most as soon as Harding got back 

to headquarters. Half way down the pile 
of letters and papers that had accumulated 
on his desk during his absence, he came 
upon a big gold-sealed official document. 
The Spanish in which it was written was so 
prolix and circumlocutory that at first 
Harding was about to toss it aside for a more 
thorough perusal later. Then his eye was 
caught by a phrase, and he read it through 
slowly and carefully.

The paper was signed by the Juzgado de 
Primera Instancia of the Province of Sta. 
Rita, and recited that it had been brought 
to his notice that the case of the Central 
Railroad of Veragua against the Sta. Rita 
and Northern, wherein the former had sought 
to restrain the latter from running danger
ously close to its tracks in the locality 
known as the Alta de los Cedros, had been 
decided on erroneous evidence. The judge 
therefore decreed that the case be reopened 
and, pending its final settlement, the Sta. 
Rita and Northern be restrained from any 
activity in the nature of constructing its 
line in the mentioned location.

Cutting through the fence, it appeared, 
had been very far from the end of the matter.

Harding took the one practical course to 
get at the bottom of this move of his ad
versary. He went to see the judge.

Antonio Saez y  Ribeire was of the Ver- 
aguan aristocracy, the small body of men 
who by dint of superior education, inher
ited wealth and position, and an intimate 
knowledge of the mental processes of their 
ignorant compatriots, ruled the republic as 
absolutely as any feudal autocracy, and 
with perhaps less beneficent results. While 
their power was absolute, their responsibility 
was not openly visible but concealed behind 
the machinery of supposedly liberal institu
tions.
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Don Antonio had taken his degree at 
Harvard and studied the civil law in Paris. 
He had written poetry of more than local 
fame, and had contributed to Spanish-Amer- 
ican literature a notable volume on the as
pirations of the Latin races of the continent 
and the most practical steps toward their 
realization, which he opined were no other 
than the ardent cultivation of industrial 
honesty and efficiency, and the discarding 
of personal politics with all its resultant 
trickery and chicanery. At the time the 
Sta. Rita road was first projected, he did 
much to quiet the fears of his Yankee- 
hating fellow citizens by assurances of the 
lasting economic benefits which such an 
investment of foreign capital would being to 
the country. In short, he was a man of cul
ture, scholarship and good sense.

When Harding was announced at his 
office, Don Antonio jumped quickly to his 
feet and met him at the door.

“ My dear Mr. Harding, how good of you 
to come!” He clasped Harding’s big fist 
in his long, slender fingers and impelled him 
to a chair. “ Sit down. Sit down. It ’s a 
great honor to me that a man of such great 
and multitudinous affairs as yourself finds 
time to drop in at my quiet study.”

Harding sat down, a little dismayed by 
the warmth of the greeting, and Don An
tonio chattered on:

“ And how goes the work? Splendidly, I  
hear. Splendidly. Little annoyances here 
and there, but of no consequence. The 
great work that is to bring this poor country 
of ours into the twentieth century marches 
on. It is----- ”

He paused for a word, and Harding in
terrupted.

“ What about that injunction, Don An
tonio? That is what is stopping its march 
just now.”

The judge resented Harding’s brusk 
manner as much as he objected to the sub
ject itself. He had been about to deliver 
a well-turned epigram, when the American’s 
rude interruption had robbed him of that 
intellectual enjoyment. However, as be
came a man of polish, he let no hint of his 
resentment show through his affability.

“ Injunction?” he said blankly. And 
then: “ Ah, yes. That trifle. I t ’s really 
too bad. But then the law is the law, you 
know, and in its unreason it sometimes 
forces us into corners from which we can not 
escape. But that injunction of course is a

very minor affair. Your line, I  understand, 
only runs through the Alta for half a mile.”

“ But if we change that half-mile we’ll 
have to change a good many miles each side 
of it,”  answered Harding with vigor.

The judge knew that as well as Harding, 
but replied with a polite “ Indeed?” giving 
the word a mildly interrogative inflection. 
His face was quite serious; indeed, he ap
peared genuinely concerned over the matter.

“ What was the evidence we presented 
which was found to be erroneous?” asked 
Harding.

The judge threw up his carefully mani
cured white hands in protest.

“ M y dear Mr. Harding! The law, you
know!”

He went on to explain that he had no 
sanction to disclose the facts of the other 
side’s case until the matter was brought up 
for adjudication at the final hearing, point
ing his remarks with many scholarly ex
planations of points of procedure involved, 
and learned references to the differences 
between the civil law and Anglo-Saxon law. 
Again, Harding ruffled his feelings by an 
interruption.

“ And the final hearing— when may we
expect it?”

“Ah, that is hard to say. The proceeding 
is complicated, of course.”

“ So it will be a long time? They can 
make it a long time?”

“Possibly, yes.”  Don Antonio spread his 
hand out in deprecation.

“And meantime we are not to know in 
what respect our evidence was wrong— are 
to have no chance to rectify it?”

The judge stroked his long silky beard 
and meditated.

“ There might be some way, though I  
doubt it. I  will read the matter up. Still, 
frankly, I fear I may have to disappoint 
you. ”  He pushed back his chair impatient
ly. “ Bah, these beastly affairs of law and 
business coming up between good friends like 
ourselves! How ridiculous it is, is it not? 
Come, let us forget them. Do you know 
that Harvard, which is my alma mater as 
well as yours, sends a crew to Henley this 
year? Do you think we can win?”

Harding suffered the talk to be led away 
from the business in hand, but all the time 
they were chatting of college athletics he 
sought diligently to discover the under
current which he felt rather than saw. Then 
it came to the surface. From athletics the
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judge led the talk to young men, from young 
men in general to his own son.

“ I have been thinking lately of getting 
him a position— some sort of outdoor work,” 
said the judge with a certain expectant tone 
in his voice.

"Yes?”
The judge made his meaning more clear.
“ Your sort bf work, for instance.”
“Ah, I  see,”  said Harding. “ Yes, I can 

give'him a job,”  he added. But that, he 
thought, isn’t  promising not to fire him in a 
Week. “ Say ninety a month.”

The judge drummed his fingers on the 
table.

“ Jaime has very exaggerated ideas,”  he 
saidj “ I  fear— I  know he would not take a 
position for less than— ”  He was about to 
put the figure at one hundred and fifty, but 
remembered his ruined epigram and said 
instead, “ Two hundred a month.”

H arin g  sat back in his chair and grasped 
its arms tightly.

“The highway robber!”  he thought. “All 
right,”  he said at last, with such bad grace 
that the other could not refrain from smil
ing. But he only smiled for an instant, 
for Harding’s next words were, to a man 
of breeding, almost insulting.

“ And now,”  the American was saying, 
“ suppose you tell me about that evidence 
of ours which was wrong.”

Harding was sadly in error, of course. 
The etiquette of the affair was for him to 
leave with expressions of esteem and no 
further reference to the matter. Then, after 
a time, when the price had slipped into the 
background of both gentlemen’s memories, 
he might return and receive the information 
he had bought.

“ What^barbarians these Americans are!”  
the judge thought. But he said: “ M y dear 
Mr. Harding! I shall first have to consider, 
as I told you, and see if I have any legal jus
tification for such action.”

“ And I  shall have to consider about that 
job for your son,”  said Harding. “ I  want 
to find out that business now, not next 
week.”

The judge who could, when necessity de
manded, disregard his finer sensibilities, 
told him.

It  seemed that in the affidavit filed by the 
Sta. R ita and Northern, the distance between 
their projected line and the track of the 
Central of Veragua was stated as ninety 
meters. It now appeared, from measure- 
s

ments made by the engineers of the latter 
road, that the distance would in fact be 
only ninety feet.

The mistake was clearly no more than a 
clerical error in the affidavit and was quite 
unimportant, for as Harding pointed out to 
the judge, ninety feet was ample distance. 
But Don Antonio, though agreeing, said 
that the mere fact of the error entitled the 
Central to another hearing and, pending it, 
the Sta. Rita and Northern could not lay its 
tracks over the disputed location.

“ But you will be able to speed up this 
business and set the hearing for an early 
date, at least, won’t you?” asked Harding.

“ I shall do my best,”  answered Don An
tonio, “ but naturally one may expect de
lays.”  He lingered slightly on the word 
“ may.” Then he added: “ But, on the
other hand, things may move swiftly and 
satisfactorily.”

He leaned back in his chair as if to denote 
that the last word on the subject had been 
spoken, and then said:

“ By the way, Mr. Harding, my boy 
Jaime has been getting himself in debt, I 
fear. I wonder if you would arrange an 
advance of two or three months’ salary.”  
He looked at Harding keenly, tapping the 
ends of his fingers lightly together and 
smiling slightly.

FOR a few seconds Harding strug
gled with a great anger and loathing 
that tempted him to spring at the 

creature’s throat. But in the end it was 
only his cold blue eyes that caught Don 
Antonio’s and held them as in a vise.

“ So you want some of the bribe in ad
vance?”  he said.

•Don Antonio dropped his eyes.
“M y dear Mr. Harding!” he exclaimed in 

shocked tones. “Obviously you do not un
derstand me.”

Harding stood up, and his broad figure 
towered over the fragile judge.

“If the people of this country understood 
you as well as I do,”  he said, “ I hope 
they’d have spirit enough to drag you off 
the bench and hang you to a lamp-post. I 
won’t pay your son’s debts. I won’t em
ploy him. I ’d rather fight you than bribe 
you. And I will fight. I ’ll fight this 
crooked case, and I’ll fight the crooked 
judge— to the limit— and in the end I ’ll 
break you if'I can.”

A t the first blast of Harding’s declaration
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Don Antonio flinched ever so slightly, but 
he quickly recovered his composure. His 
face whitened, an exceedingly nasty expres
sion came into his eyes, but he seemed quite 
unconcerned, as he answered:

“ Very well, Mr. Harding. But if, in the
course of events, you change your mind---- ”

Harding was already passing out of the 
door with a curt “ Good morning.”

As soon as his visitor left, the judge’s self- 
control departed. His hands trembled, his 
lips twitched, tears welled up in his dark 
eyes. He sank back in his chair and, hastily 
selecting some note-paper, began to write. 
But presently he desisted. “ Letters are 
dangerous,” he said, and tore the writing 
into little pieces.

Then he got up and went to the window in 
time to catch a glimpse of Harding’s broad 
figure disappearing around the corner.

“ Stupid Yankee pig!”  he whispered vehe
mently. “ We have you----- ”

He made a slow prehensile movement 
with his well-manicured fingers.

VI

WHEN Harding got back to his 
office, he set about tracing the 
responsibility for the mistake in the 

affidavit which had been the pretext for 
bringing on the trouble.

The office copies of the statement, as 
originally prepared in English, and its Span
ish translation, were produced. True 
enough, the words “ ninety feet”  in the 
former were translated to read “ ninety 
meters”  in the latter. At the bottom of 
both original and translation was written 
“ O. K — H. Turner.”

Harding sent for Turner.
The engineer came in briskly, almost 

aggressively, and planted himself in a chair 
by Harding’s desk, shoulders squared back, 
chin stuck forward. Harding kept him 
waiting a moment while he answered a call 
on his telephone, and Turner saw the docu
ments on the desk. He squared his shoul
ders back a little more.

“ Now this affidavit about the location of 
our line through the Alta de los Cedros,” 
Harding began.

“ Yes, sir,”  put in Turner crisply.
“ You put your O. EL. to it, I see.”
“ Yes, sir.”
“ Both English and Spanish copies.” 
“ Yes, sir.”

Harding paused. He glanced first at the 
papers in front of him. Then he looked 
straight into and through Turner’s eyes. 
The engineer returned the gaze for a mo
ment then leaned over to adjust the lacing 
of his high boots so that his face was con
cealed from Harding.

“ This mistake, Mr. Turner, how did you 
let it get by you?”

Turner answered hastily and confusedly, 
for Harding’s eyes were still looking into him.

“ I don’t know, sir, I’m sure. It’s la
mentable, I know, and careless of me—  
but can’t it be remedied? It's non-essential, 
after all.”

Harding had averted his gaze. Now he 
whipped it back so suddenly that Turner 
could feel the sting of it. He slipped 
forward a little in his chair, then braced 
himself for the blow he could see coming.

“To which mistake do you refer, Mr. 
Turner?”

Turner cursed himself for his slowness of 
wit, and Harding for having caused it with 
that discomfiting, steel-pointed gaze.

“ Why— why,”  he stammered. “ I’m not 
sure I  understand you.”

Harding led him.
“You mean the translation of feet into 

meters, don’t you?”
Turner nodded jerkily and then—
“How did you know that mistake was

there, Mr. Turner?”
“ Going over the papers some time ago, X 

noticed it,”  he answered, after an instant’s 
hesitation.

“And you didn’t report it to me?”
There seemed to be no suitable answer, 

so Turner kept still.
Harding no longer troubled himself to 

look at the man. He said:
“ Mr. Wainwright will be in day after 

tomorrow. You will turn over everything 
in your office to him. You shall be paid to 
the end of the month.”

“I don’t -quite understand, sir,” said 
Turner.

“ You’re fired. Do you understand that?"
Turner did, and without further protest 

left the office, less aggressively than he 
entered. He was not, however, completely 
defeated. Free from the disconcerting 
power of his chief’s eyes, away from the 
physical dominance which Harding exer
cised over him, the engineer recovered his 
resourcefulness. From Harding, he went 
to the cable office in Sta. Rita.
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Harding meantime took all possible steps 
to sweep away the obstacle which the Cen
tral of Veragua had placed in his way.

His lawyers agreed that, beyond doubt, 
the injunction restraining the line from 
being constructed through the Alta pending 
the final hearing was not properly granted; 
that it  was an action beyond the authority 
of the judge. But a judge was a judge, and 
his decisions could only be altered by appeal 
to a higher. That would involve delay.

“How much, delay?”  Harding asked. 
"Who knows? There are many techni
calities.”  They enumerated some of them. 
“ A  week, a month, or a year? Tell me ap
proximately, so I  may make my plans,”  
he insisted.

“ Who can say?”  was the reply. “ Of 
course, we shall do our best.”  ,

Harding knew that in three weeks the 
track-laying would reach the Alta.

“ If you quash this injunction in two 
weeks, you get double fees,”  he announced, 
“ and treble if you do it in a week.”

There was an immediate quickening of 
interest, accompanied by fervent protesta
tion that their own personal gain was the 
last thing they considered; that they labor- 
ed unselfishly for the good of the great and 
beneficent enterprise which was to do so 
much for the advancement of their country.

Nor were the protests insincere, as they 
were spoken. Your Latin-American is too 
perfervid an elocutionist not to be per
suaded of the truth of his own words. But 
because they spring so easily from his 
mouth, the impress that they make, real as 
it is, is apt to be fleeting.

Harding made no offer to dispute his at
torneys' motives, but trusted that when the 
dictates of their loftier feelings grew less 
impelling, the appeal of the dollars would 
remain in force.

After thus launching the main attack, he 
prepared the ground for an alternative one 
by ordering a careful survey of the region 
of the Alta de los Cedros to ascertain if it 
would be practicable to build a temporary 
line around it. If this could be done, it 
would be possible for the work ahead to go 
on without interruption, even if he were 
temporarily restrained from putting his 
trade through the Alta itself.

Next morning brought him a cablegram 
from Hemingway.

“ A m  informed you discharged Turner,”  
it  ran. “ Strongly urge his retention, on

account his close relations influential stock
holders. His dismissal might be disas
trous.”

Harding read the message through twice, 
frowning. Turner had received his appoint
ment from the New York office, and H arding 
had never liked him. He was neither hard
working nor reliable, thus lacking the two 
qualities which above all others Harding 
demanded from the men of his organization. 
His disastrous carelessness in the matter of 
the affidavit and, still more, his conceal
ment, had been the last straw. And now to 
have to take the man back and let him 
think that he had not the power to discharge 
him was a bitter draft. But Harding was 
not the type of strong man who can only 
give hard blows; he could take them as well.

He sent for Turner. The man came in, 
once more aggressive, an unwholesome look 
of triumphant craftiness in his face. Those 
chilled steel eyes of Harding’s had no ter
rors for him now, for he had received a copy 
of the telegram he saw lying on Harding’s 
desk.

“ Mr. Turner,”  said Harding, not even 
looking up at him, “ I ’ve changed my mind. 
I ’ll keep you on.”

Tinner smiled a little. Harding con
tinued:

“However, I ’m going to transfer you. 
You will go out to the front and take Wain- 
wright’s place. He has the work nearly all 
laid out, and you have only to follow it up. 
You will also look after the construction dis
trict farthest front. Wainwright will come 
in here.”

He had spoken haltingly; the effort it cost 
him to control his temper robbed his words 
of decisive emphasis. So Turner was em
boldened to protest:

“ But, Mr. Harding, I don’t want to go 
to the front, I----- ”

The look which Harding gave him was 
like the impact of a blow.

“ You will take the material train next 
Monday night,”  he said, his face growing 
white and his lips trembling as he spoke.

He rose slowly to his feet, and Turner 
had a feeling that the great muscles which 
lay under his speckless white coat were 
hard and knotted. He looked toward the 
door.

“ Very well, sir. All right. Of course I 
didn’t mean tp object,”  he mumbled hastily.

Just as the door dosed, Harding called 
sharply after him—
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“One minute!”
Turner came back promptly.
“ Yes, sir.”
“I want you to watch the pile-driving with 

particular care. All those arroyo' bottoms 
are soft mud and need extra-long piles.

“ Yes, sir,” he answered, and Harding dis
missed him with a nod.

When he had gone Harding sat down 
heavily, lit a cigarette with shaking fingers, 
puffed vigorously on it for a few moments, 
then muttered to himself—

“I ’ll soon be a nervous wreck if I let every 
mosquito-bite bother me.”

TH AT night Harding dined with 
Curtis and his sister. Though the 
acquaintanceship was of little dura

tion, Harding already, without consciously 
so analyzing it, felt it had reached the stage 
of comfortable, companionable friendship. 
She was a very good sort to be with. It 
struck him that she possessed all that sound 
common sense and mental stability usually 
denominated as masculine, combined with 
unmistakably feminine intuition and quick
ness of wit.

She was a many-sided person, alternating 
bursts of sparkling vivacity with periods of 
calm repose which were very soothing to over
wrought nerves, and Harding, man of action 
that he was, did have nerves. Sometimes 
after periods of tense activity he had them 
very badly, and he had, too, the trick of 
deprecatory self-analysis; and worst of all, 
the habit of worry. Carol Curtis had soon 
discovered this.

Tonight she knew, as certainly as if he 
had told her, that something serious had 
happened. After dinner, without his realiz
ing what had started him, he found himself 
recounting to her his experience with the 
judge and then the affair with Turner. 
And, somehow, whether it was from the 
mere fact of telling of them or from her 
clear - headed comments, both matters 
seemed to become less serious and worry
ing.

They were sitting on the veranda talking 
in a desultory, comfortable sort of way when 
they heard some one on the gravel walk and 
then a voice at the foot of the steps inquired 
if Mr. Harding were there.

Harding went down to see who it was. 
Some one he knew, evidently, for the two 
greeted each other cordially. Harding 
called up to the veranda, “Pardon me for a

few minutes, please,”  and the two men sat- 
down on the bottom step to talk.

Their conversation was in Spanish. Carol, 
listening to it idly, not understanding more 
than a chance word, presently found herself 
haunted by a certain familiarity in the 
strange voice.

Their business was soon finished. Hard
ing’s caller stood up, shook hands, and then 
for some reason seemed loath to go. For a 
minute he gave Harding the impression that 
there was something else he wished to speak 
of. Then, as if for an excuse to linger, he 
offered Harding a cigarette and took one 
himself. He struck a match. In the flare, 
Carol saw his face distinctly.

She jumped up.
“Oh, Mr. Harding!” she called, running 

toward the steps. “ Ask him to waij, a 
minute, please!”

Harding looked up at her, amazed. The 
man started eagerly at the sound of her 
voice, and then, as she came down the steps, 
made her a low bow.

“ It is a great pleasure to see you once 
more, Miss Curtis,”  he said.

She grew suddenly confused and at a loss 
what to say, but he was courteously waiting 
for her to speak, so she stammered out:

“ Oh, I ’m so glad to see you. I have never 
thanked you properly and I  did so want to.”

He smiled and bowed.
“It is for nothing,”  he said.
“ It is for a great deal,” she retorted. 

“ Please don’t prevent me from thanking 
you— very sincerely. Though what you 
did was quite beyond thanks— I shall never 
forget it.”

Again he bowed as he answered, gravely—
“ Nor shall I  ever forget the pleasure it

gave me.”
His gray-black eyes were fixed on her 

unwaveringly. Quite unreasonably she 
blushed and was furious at herself for do
ing it.

“ Won’t you come up and sit down?”  she 
said lamely.

“ A thousand thanks, but I must go.”
He bent low over her hand and left them.
When he was out of earshot Harding let

out a low whistle.
“ So he’s the man who helped you out that 

night, is he? Do you know who he is?”
“ No,” she answered.
“He’s the Robin Hood of this country. A 

boss outlaw who runs all the other outlaws 
in the business— or finishes them off. He’s
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just been in to see me about surrendering a , 
fellow who killed one of our men and fled 
to him for safety.”

“Is he going to surrender him?”  asked 
Carol.

“Says he’ll shoot him himself if I ’ll give 
my word that the man is guilty,”  grunted 
Harding.

“ He— ”  began Carol. Then she broke 
off. “ Shall we go inside?” she said.

VH

NED CURTIS had recently ac
quired a Jamaican servant who was 
to Carol a continuous source of joy 

and irritation. Elis name was Eustace; in 
his speech a classic Cambridge accent 
struggled for mastery with thick-lipped 
African locution; he looked not unlike an 
ape. By profession he was a school-teacher, 
he said, and only engaged in domestic 
service as a temporary stop-gap. Carol 
considered that if he received no more than 
his deserts, it would be. a very small gap 
which he would stop; unless, indeed, he 
did it with the debris of the china he broke.

One evening Ned brought home with him 
the letter-press book of Harding’s corre
spondence, saying that he was going to put 
in an hour or so after dinner bringing the 
index up to date. Had Carol been a less dis
cerning sister, she would have protested, 
for the boy put in a great many more hours’ 
work each day than are supposed to be good 
for any one.

But overwork is relative. If the task is 
distasteful, too much of it will soon tell, but 
a nervous breakdown is not apt to come 
from a labor of love carried through with 
loyal enthusiasm, and Ned’s service for 
Harding was just that. So, instead of telling 
him he was working too hard, she offered to 
help him.

But through the dinner hour she was at 
great and well-concealed pains to keep his 
mind detached from everything connected 
with his daily work. Because their life was 
after all very limited, and their touch with 
the outside world was very slight, she fell 
back on the ever-fruitful ground of domestic 
details and soon had her brother chuckling 
with glee over the antics of Eustace, related 
when that worthy was out of the room. It 
was a  notable tour de force on her part, 
because when those same antics had oc
curred they had brought her much nearer

tears than laughter. But nothing of that 
aspect of affairs did Carol ever permit to 
come out. Such trials, petty in their de
tails, far from inconsiderable in their total, 
were hers and hers only, not to be added to 
the burden of the men. That she herself 
stood ever ready to lighten that burden was 
another matter.

Dinner over, Ned went for the letter-book.
“ Where in the world did I put it?” he 

exclaimed impatiently. “ I thought it was 
on the table here.”  v

“ I t ’s sure to be somewhere about,”  she 
answered. “ What a careless thing it is.”

Ned continued to hunt, with many ex
clamations on his own stupidity and care
lessness.

“ It would certainly be a sweet thing to 
lose that book,”  he said, after a fruitless 
expedition to his bedroom.

“ Is it so very important?” she asked.
“ Important! Good Heavens, I  should 

say it was! It’s got the copies of all of the 
old man’s correspondence with the New York 
office. If it should ever come to a point 
where he had to stand up for his own ac
tions in this everlasting bickering with 
them; if, say, he were to want to prove that 
he’d told them this or that and they’d paid 
no attention, he’d have to have that book.”

“ I see,”  said Carol, and began to help 
him hunt.

It was found before long on the table 
where Ned had left it, under a newspaper.

Ned always went down to the office be
fore Carol was up, and rarely came back be
fore lunch. But the next morning he ap
peared while she was at her breakfast, his 
young face very serious.

“ Carol,”  he said, without waiting to say 
good morning, “ that letter-book’s gone.”

She stopped eating.
“ Tell me about it,”  she said quietly. “ It 

can’t have gone far.”
He was clearly in a panic, but her calm

ness steadied him. Last night he had taken 
the book to his room with him, he ex
plained, and left it on a table near his bed. 
He did not remember seeing it when he got 
up, had not looked for it, in fact. But 
when, after breakfast, he went to his room 
to get it, the book was gone. He had 
hunted all over his room and in the living 
and dining rooms without finding it. No, 
he had not told Mr. Harding yet, he said, 
in answer to a question from her.

“ Then don’t,”  she said. “ Go back to the
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office and don’t worry. I ’ll find i t . It can’t 
have walked away, so it’s certain to be here 
somewhere. You were probably sleepy and 
forgot where you put it.”

Ned went back to the office, doubtful, 
but somewhat comforted. Carol was a fine 
girl to have about when anything went 
wrong, he thought.

Carol finished her breakfast and then 
made a careful, methodical search for the 
missing letter-book, with no result. Then 
she sat down and thought. It must be in 
the house, unless it had been carried away. 
It could have been carried away only by 
some one breaking in during the night.

The windows were fitted with heavy 
wooden shutters instead of glass, after the 
native fashion. These were kept open day 
and night, but stout iron bars across the 
window-openings made it impossible for an 
intruder to enter in that way. The two 
doors, front and back, were both fitted with 
good spring locks. The cook, who slept at 
home, had a key to the back door, by which 
she let herself in when she came in the morn
ing. Eustace, who slept in a detached out
house, had no key.

Carol called the cook and asked her if 
she had found both doors securely locked 
when she came that morning. Oh, indeed 
she had, was the reply, given so promptly 
and emphatically that Carol was instantly 
suspicious. A few sharp questions, and the 
woman broke down and admitted that she 
had been leaving her key with Eustace 
every night so that he might get in and have 
the fire going for her in the morning. But 
the front door had been locked when she 
came, and she knew she had left the back 
door locked, and Eustace had said nothing 
about finding it unlocked, as he surely would 
have done had such been the case.

Carol scolded her roundly for disobeying 
orders about her key, and then sent her to 
the market, a mile away, to get some pota
toes which she had forgotten to order the 
day before. Ten minutes after she had 
gone, Eustace was sent after her to tell her 
that the mistress had meant to say sweet 
potatoes.

As soon as the man was well away from 
the house, Carol went to the little one-room 
shack where he slept. Subduing her disgust 
at the task, she hunted through the chest of 
drawers where he kept his clean clothes, 
through a heap of dirty ones on the floor and 
in the bed. She found nothing. She pulled

his trunk from under the bed. It was
locked, so she sped back to the house and 
returned with a string of trunk-keys. One 
of them fitted the lock.

Open, the trunk revealed itself as almost 
empty, containing only a few odds and ends 
of clothing. Then, just as she was about 
to shut it, she was struck by the shallowness 
of the trunk. She measured from the top 
to the bottom on the inside, then from the 
top to the floor on the outside. There was a 
good three inches’ difference.

Hastily, she bundled everything out of 
the trunk and examined the false bottom. 
Not a crack or a joint did it show. There 
seemed to be no way to lift it and find what 
might be underneath. She got a table knife 
and ran it all around the edge, hoping to find 
some concealed slit; she felt over it for a 
hidden spring; all with no result.

It was nearly time for Eustace to be back 
and she began to fear that the only thing to 
be done would be to send for her brother and 
then seize the trunk and force Eustace to 
open it. Finally deciding that that was the 
only way, she closed it and pushed it back 
under the bed. As she did so, her hand 
pressed on one of a row of brass nails which 
studded the . outside near the bottom and 
she felt it move in. She pushed on it again. 
It sank in flush with the brass band in which 
it was driven. She tried the other nail- 
heads and they were all firm. Then she 
pushed in the one which moved and prilled 
sideways on the others, and a strip of wood 
slid out from the side of the trunk under
neath the false bottom.

The space was too small for her to reach 
her hand inside, but she felt about with the 
crooked handle of an umbrella. In a few 
seconds she had fished out the letter-book. 
Swiftly, she closed the opening in the trunk, 
removed all evidences of her search, and 
went back to the house.

At first, she was greatly elated at recover
ing the book and, because she was quite 
human, she was more than a little pleased 
at her own cleverness. But, after the first 
flush of her success had subsided, she ^egan 
to be appalled by what the affair meant. 
The stealing of that letter-book was no 
casual, petty negro theivery, nor .was Eus
tace’s possession of such a remarkable trunk 
a thing to be overlooked.

She recalled Ned’s words as to the value of 
the book to Harding if any disputes should 
arise. Clearly some one wished to render
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him defenseless if such an event should come 
to pass, and from that she jumped to the 
answer to the riddle which had puzzled her. 
If the Sta. R ita and Northern went on 
the rocks, it was Harding’s reputation which 
would be sacrificed, not Hemingway’s.

She thought of Harding, a man with the 
body of a prize-fighter, a brain like a mar
velous piece of clock-work, and the strength 
of will to drive both body and brain to their 
limit of endurance, and beyond; and all this 
joined to a temperament as nervous and 
highly strung as any hysterical woman 
might have. He was driving himself now; 
had been for many months; and the inter
play of will and temperament was wearing 
down even his magnificent physique. The 
higher the tension, the more be worried, 
and so by repercussion forced the tension 
still higher. If to the load he was already 
carrying, he were forced to bear with him 
day by day the knowledge that a cowardly 
enemy was slinking behind him waiting for 
a chance to stab him in the back, could he 
stand it?

Carol resolved to say nothing to Harding. 
Ned should be told, and every possible pre
caution taken to prevent any more at
tempts of the kind. Harding himself, know
ing of it, could do no more, she reasoned.

All this Carol thought out in the few min
utes before Eustace returned. She was sit
ting on the front veranda when she saw 
him crossing the tracks at the foot of the 
hill. Half way across, he suddenly stopped 
and turned about, as if  he had been called. 
Turner came out of the station building, and 
the two met and talked.

A switching engine cafce along on one of 
the outer tracks and cut off Carol’s view. 
When she could see them, the white man 
was patting the negro approvingly on the 
back and, even at that distance, Carol 
could see a broad grin making a streak of 

• white across the black of Eustace’s simian 
countenance.

A t lunch she delivered the recovered letter- 
book to her brother, who was vastly re
lieved, and told him of its finding, at which 
he was vastly perturbed. His first impulse 
was to discharge Eustace instantly, and 
report the matter to Harding. But Carol 
soon won him to the conclusion she had 
reached herself. He promised, though with 
many misgivings, to keep the affair a secret 
from his chief. It was agreed that he was 
never to  bring to the house any papers

whose loss would be of importance; their 
tongues were to be treble-barred before 
Eustace; and in the office the most stringent 
precautions would be taken against thievery 
of papers or documents or leakage in any 
form. Nothing was to be said to Eustace. 
It was improbable that he would soon dis
cover the disappearance of the book from 
his trunk, and to discharge him might merely 
mean the sending of another emissary whose 
disguise they might not be able to penetrate.

Just as they were about to drop the sub
ject, Carol mentioned the meeting between 
Turner and Eustace.

“ What!”  exclaimed Ned. “Turner chum
ming up with a nigger house-boy! Why, 
Carol, that’s the queerest part of the whole 
business.”

The boy’s amazement impressed her.
“ I suppose I  didn’t stop to think at the 

time,” she answered, “ but I ’m inclined to 
believe you’re right.”  She thought for a 
few moments and went on.' “Ned, don’t 
you think this links up and explains a lot 
of the unaccountable mishaps and set-backs 
which have been occurring? Here’s Turner 
who seems to have a strong pull with Hem
ingway— he gets a special cable sent to 
reinstate him. Eustace is friendly with 
Turner, and Eustace steals that letter-book. 
What does it look like to you?”

“ No,”  he answered. “ It can’t be. I see 
what you mean, but it can’t be. I t ’s too 
preposterous* It’s probably some dirty 
work of the Veragua Central.”

“ I ’m not so sure,”  she replied thought
fully.

Whatever the explanation might be, Carol 
felt they were floating on a very small 
plank in a very stormy sea. She used the 
“ they” instinctively, for she identified herself 
and her brother with Harding absolutely.

The one possible solution was for Harding 
to leave. He was under no contract to com
plete the work and could easily find grounds 
for resignation which would satisfy even his 
high sense of honor. He was foot-loose; he 
had no family to support, and other work 
would not be long coming. As for Ned and 
herself, she had a little money of her own 
and they could easily get along until some
thing else turned up. In all probability, 
Harding would take Ned with him to what
ever job he might go.

That evening, when Harding came over 
for a smoke and a chat, she brought the 
subject up.
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“ Everything is against you,” she said. 
“ Those people you are doing the work for 
aren’t giving you a fair show at all. Don’t 
you think you’d be justified in leaving them? 
There are plenty of others who would be 
glad to get you.”

For a time Harding was silent. “ Yes,” 
he murmured, more to rob his silence of 
rudeness than as an answer. “ Yes----- ”

He saw two thousand men stretched out 
through a dank, unhealthy, accursed jungle 
enduring all its slow terrors— rough, un
couth men who as they worked cursed the 
land, its people and die luck which had 
brought them to it, whose dreams were of a 
saturnalia of debauchery when the job was 
over; but always they worked.

He saw men stricken with fever; some 
died and were buried where they had 
worked, others came out of the rough 
hospitals, and with unsteady legs and 
trembling hands went back to work. These 
men— his men— triumphed, fought the jun
gle and beat it, left it bound with a thin 
ribbon of steel. Then followed other men 
who swept. away the jungle completely; 
farms, villages, churches, school-houses 
sprang up where it had been.

Carol, sitting silent, felt something of 
what he saw. Without waiting for his 
speech, she answered;

“ You are right. I t ’s a job to be finished, 
isn’t it?”

That same night she wrote to a cousin of 
hers who, she knew, had an intimate knowl
edge of New York financial circles.

“ Tell me,”  she asked, “if you know or 
can possibly find out who Richard F. 
Hemingway is? What is his reputation? 
Is he to be trusted? Also, what is known 
or thought about the Sta. Rita and North
ern Railway, and are Hemingway and his 
associates believed to be playing fair with 
it? It is important for me to know, because 
Ned is bound up body and soul with the 
enterprise, and it would be a hard blow to 
him if it proved to be a failure. Have you 
ever heard of a civil engineer named Turner, 
Henry L.? Who is he? Does he run 
straight?”

VIII

ONE evening, about a fortnight 
later, Harding sat on the Curtis 
porch smoking and talking to Carol. 

Ned was still in the office finishing up some

correspondence. He was expected pres-:
ently with a batch of letters for his chief to 
sign, and meanwhile HaHing found it  very 
pleasant to sit at ease and discuss the prog
ress of the work with Carol, assured that 
talking shop would not bore her.

Carol had established herself very quickly 
as a necessary unit of the personnel of the 
job. Almost every evening that Handing 
was at leisure he found himself dropping in 
at Ned’s. Also, though he was a man of 
reserve, he found himself confiding in her 
a great deal about the work. Sometimes, 
after he had left her he was astonished at 
the freedom of his confidences.

“Yes,”  he answered, in response to a 
question, “ I am beginning to believe we 
shall win after all— that the work will really 
be completed in the time. Things have 
been going smoothly, so smoothly that it 
looks almost o m inou s .”

“ Still worrying, Mr. Harding?” She 
laughed softly.

“You’ll think me a neurasthenic,”  he ad
mitted.

“ You affected me for a while,”  she con
fessed. “I got an idea that your Mr. Hem
ingway wasn’t playing straight, that he had 
some reason for not wishing the road to be 
finished, and that your local troubles and 
your New York troubles proceeded, some
how, from the same source.”

“I know,”  he said quickly. “ I ’ve thought
of that. But why should they----- ”

“Of course it was absurd,”  she inter
rupted. “A silly intuition of mine, which 
is only worthy of being choked and thrown 
into the river. Now I ’m sure you’ll win—  
unless the ‘old man’ breaks down from 
doing twenty-eight hours work a day.”  

Harding laughed.
“ Building a railroad through the tropical 

jungle isn’t a pink tea.”
Carol knew, by this time, that it was one 

of the most strenuous tasks a man can en
gage in. It was a continuous fight, with the 
battle lines never drawn twice in the same 
place; a series of fresh and unexpected prob
lems constantly charging upon one, which 
must be solved quickly. She knew that the 
men, the workers, were constantly changing 
as well as the problems. Known and proven 
men were continually going, along with the 
unfit and those who fell by the wayside, and 
each new man was a problem in himself and 
at the best must learn the lay of the land, 
though there was no time to stop and teach
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him. An organization never completely or
ganized was working on a task which 
changed every day.

Carol realized that Harding was capable 
of grappling with these things and winning. 
She believed he was winning. The widening 
of the cuts was progressing rapidly. Turner, 
now far away at l ie  front, was performing 
his work with moderate efficiency, while 
Wainwright, who had replaced him at head
quarters, was a tower of strength, and re
lieved Harding of much responsibility in 
details.

To be sure, the lawyers, though inces
santly spurred on by Harding, had been un
able to dear away the snarl of legal techni
calities which had blocked the passage of 
the Alto de los Cedros. Finally they told 
Him flatly that a  thousand dollars placed 
upon the desk of a certain superior judge 
would do the business. Harding, with a re
port from Wainwright in his pocket on the 
feasibility of building a temporary line 
around the obstade, refused. The tem
porary line was already well under way. It 
would cost more than the thousand dollars’ 
bribe, but quite aside from the ethics of the 
matter, Harding knew that thousand would 
be but the forerunner of increasing de
mands.

Carol was informed on all these matters. 
She knew, moreover, that the New York 
office seemed to have abandoned its ob
structionist tactics. Harding’s recommen
dations were approved and his requests ac
ceded to. He had even received from Hem
ingway congratulatory letters on the way 
the work was going and a strongly com
mendatory epistle on a report he had sent 
containing predictions as to the early settle
ment and development of the country to be 
tapped by the new road. Hemingway had 
begged another more elaborate report, and 
Harding had sent one filled with his own 
enthusiasm, which had made joyful the 
hearts of Hemingway’s bond salesmen.

“ You haven’t had any recent trouble with 
Hemingway at all, have you?” asked Carol, 
as they chatted on.

“ Only the delay in the current expense 
money,”  replied Harding. “That was ten 
days ago.”

“ I never thoroughly understood that mat
ter,”  said Carol.

“ Just stupidity, I  think,”  said Harding.
He explained that at the beginning of 

each month a draft came from theNewYork

office to cover the pay-rolls of the previous 
month. In between it was the custom to 
keep a moderate amount on deposit in a 
Sta. Rita bank to cover current expenses. 
It appeared that the current expense fund 
had become exhausted, and when Harding 
had cabled for more there had been a delay 
in sending it. Meanwhile, Harding had 
been compelled to borrow from the local 
bank. But after two days the money had 
been cabled down with a long explanation 
to the effect that Hemingway had been 
away and no one else had felt he had the 
power to act.

“Of course, it was merely a stupid acci
dent,” said Harding. “ But it gave me the 
shivers, I can tell you. Without money a 
job of this kind gets snuffed out almost as 
quickly as a human being without oxygen.”

Carol had been looking thoughtful during 
his recital.

“ I  wonder,” she began slowly, and was 
silent while Harding relit his cigar and took 
several puffs.

Then she suggested—
“Today is the first of the month, isn’t it?”
“ Yes,”  he replied. “ I  cabled my requisi

tion this morning. It was seventy thousand 
dollars for this past month. I ’m still wait
ing for the reply, which is merely a formal 
permission to draw on the New York office. 
I t  should come at any time now.”

Instinctively he looked at his watch.
“ If they shouldn’t— ” began Carol.
“ Oh, that would be unthinkable,”  put in 

Harding, answering her question before it 
was concluded. “It would smash the whole 
works in a few days.” He puffed restlessly 
at the cigar for a minute. “ Time Ned was 
getting here.”

“ I think he’s coming now,”  she said.
“The lamp’s still going in the office,”  he 

declared, peering down the hill.
“ Some one came out,”  she replied. “ See. 

There, with a lantern. It must be Ned. 
Why, he’s running!”

“ Must be something up,” said Harding, 
rising to his feet.

What Ned had was a cablegram. It ar
rived just as he was finishing his letters. 
The first of the code words he had trans
lated from memory to “ You may draw on 
us,”  and the next word, he knew, stood for 
the amount, so he did not look it up, but 
passed to some supplementary words not 
in the usual monthly formula. These 
meant: “This is the best we can do,”  and
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as soon as Ned got them he looked up the 
amount word in a hurry. Instead of $70,- 
000, it was only $20,000. This is what had 
sent him running up the hill. He knew that 
nearly the whole amount— $68,000, to be 
exact— was owing to the men for a month’s 
work actually performed.

Harding kept a tight grip on himself when 
he read the message. “ It may be a mis
take,”  he said. “ Better look into it.”

“ I had the cable company repeat it over 
the telephone,”  said Ned.

Harding paced to and fro on the veranda 
for a few minutes before he spoke again.

“ Put this into code,”  he remarked finally, 
pausing in his walk. “£f we can not pay 
$68,000 for work already done we shall be 
declared bankrupt and road seized by 
Government.”

Ned started back to the office to make 
his translation.

“ Shall I  take it to the cable office, sir?” 
he asked.

“ No. I want to stroll over for a look at 
the cable plant myself,”  said Harding. 
“ Good night, Miss Curtis. Perhaps some 
of those intuitions of yours were right, after 
all.”

“ I hope not,”  said Carol.
That night before she went to bed she 

remarked to her brother:
“ This looks pretty bad, Ned. We must 

keep our eyes open and see what we can 
see.”

IX

“ FU LLY appreciate seriousness of 
situation. Doing our best. Help 
coming soon. You must keep off 

trouble best you can. Full explanation by 
letter.”

That was the answer Harding received 
after nearly twenty-four hours.

“Hang his letters!”  exclaimed Harding, 
and cabled for the date he might expect 
more money. To this Hemingway replied:

“ Date still uncertain. Doing our best.”
“ Are you?”  thought Harding irritably, 

but he proceeded without hesitation to do his.
The pay-rolls had been coming in from 

all the various camps and gangs on the work. 
It was the business of the accountant’s de
partment to check them over and correct 
any errors of the timekeepers who made 
them out.

Playing for delay, Harding swamped the

entire accountant’s force with requests for 
various sorts of statistical information from 
the back records. But they had been bred 
in school, so they cheerfully worked nights 
in order to get the pay-rolls checked. 
Thereupon, to the utter ainazement of 
all and the amusement of those who knew 
him best, Harding issued an order that in 
the interests of health there should be no 
more night work. But in spite of this pro
hibition, the rolls were on Harding’s desk 
ready for his signature by the eighth of the 
month. Pay-day was normally on the tenth..

Cavendish, the chief accountant, ddivJ 
ered the rolls to Harding. He was a pallid, 
sandy-haired young man, incorrigibly Brit
ish, who was more or less the butt of the 
whole outfit because jokes failed to pene
trate his head, devoted as it was to the logic 
of figures. He was called the human adding 
machine, and was supposed to be incapable 
of any initiative outside of marshaling hosts 
of figures. His short-sighted, spectacled 
eyes seemed to look on as much of the world 
as lay outside of the pages of his ledgers as 
if it were a strange, incomprehensible 
place, hardly worth studying.

Of course, Cavendish was aware that 
there was not enough money in the local 
bank to cover the pay-rolls, and Harding, 
who knew the young man’s discretion could 
be depended on, told him frankly that no 
more money could be drawn for a few days, 
and pay-day would have to be postponed.

Cavendish was silent for an interval, as if 
trying to realize the violence of this disloca
tion of his smoothly running fiscal system.

“ I say, Mr. Harding,”  he remarked, 
“ this is a facer, sir. Won’t there be a bally 
row when the men hear of it?”

“They’re sine to kick more or less; but it 
can’t be helped,”  replied Harding. "We’ve 
got to postpone it on one pretext or another, 
and naturally we can’t let the real reason 
out yet. That would start the biggest kind 
of a panic and possibly a few riots as well.”

Cavendish blinked at him doubtfully. 
“ I hope it’ll come right, Mr. Harding,”  he 
said, and left the room, but in a minute he 
returned.

“ If there’s no haste for the rolls, Mr. 
Harding,”  he said, “ I ’ll take them for a bit 
of a go-over, sir. We did the checking so 
hurriedly they might be a penny out of 
order here and there.”

He departed, carrying the heavy bundle 
of papers.
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Next morning, with a nervous and dis
tracted air, he reentered the office.

“I’ve just done an unconscionably stupid 
and careless thing, Mr. Harding,” he began.

“Yes?”
“It’ll mean extra work, I’m afraid, sir, 

and—— ”
“What was it, man?” demanded Harding 

impatiently.
“All because-of a little blighter fishing in 

the river, sir,” pursued Cavendish soberly. 
“As I was erasing the bridge this morning, 
he pulled in a big fish and----- ”

“See here, Cavendish, I’m pretty busy 
today.”

“Yes, sir. So I stopped to look at him. 
And then a heavy wagon came plunging 
upon the bridge and gave me quite a turn. 
Startling the way a heavy load comes bang
ing across that bridge, Mr. Harding.”

Harding tossed up his hands with a ges
ture of despair.

“Oh, for Heaven’s sake, drop it!” he 
shouted

“Yes, sir. I did drop it. I was resting 
them on the hand-rail, Mr. Harding. 
Dropped ’em all, originals and duplicates, 
sir. I suppose, in a manner of speaking, I 
lost my head when the heavy load----- ”

“Are you talking about the pay-rolls, 
Cavendish?” demanded Harding, looking up 
at the accountant with a curious expression.

“Of course, sir. I hope you won’t take 
it hard, but when that heavy----- ”

“Cavendish, you’re a genius!” exclaimed 
Harding. “Did you have a brick in the 
package so it would be sure to sink?”

Cavendish blinked at him solemnly.
“A flat-iron, sir,” he replied.
Thereupon there was issued an official 

order reciting that the pay-rolls had been de
stroyed by an unfortunate accident and di
recting that all timekeepers prepare fresh 
rolls. A week’s respite had been gained.

Unofficially, the details of the accident 
were soon bruited about. Cavendish, be
sides being the object of both scorn and 
laughter, was.reputed to have been drunk 
when the mishap occurred, which rumor 
perturbed the young man greatly, as he was 
a strict teetotaler.

I BEFORE the new rolls came in 
Hemingway’s letter of explanation 
arrived.

He redted the fact, already known to 
Harding, that the road was being built by

the proceeds from current bond sales. To 
guard against the case of the expenses at 
any time exceeding the amount on hand 
from these sales, there was an agreement 
with the trust company which was the trus
tee of the bond issue, that it should advance 
any necessary sums and receive unsold 
bonds as security for the loan. In short, the 
trust company was underwriting the enter
prise.

“ Unfortunately,”  Hemingway explained, 
“ our arrangement with the Madison Trust 
is not a formal contract, but a sort of family 
agreement, depending only on mutual good 
faith. Because our relations with them are 
so intimate, we have felt safe in going ahead 
on this basis. Indeed, a number of the 
Trust Company men are themselves heavily 
interested with us, and we have every se
curity that the company will lend all its aid 
to financing us.

“ Now, however, such a stringency in the 
market has arisen that, with all the good-will 
in the world, they find themselves unable 
for the moment to advance us funds. The 
same stringency has cut down our sale of 
bonds, so that, in spite of our essentially 
sound position and the great value of our 
property, temporarily we are unable to 
raise sufficient money. We are trusting 
to your energy, determination and resource 
to keep things going at that end until we 
can arrange matters here. We are doing 
everything possible, and hope very soon to 
complete arrangements which will clear the 
situation. We shall cable you the instant 
we are able to furnish more funds, which we 
hope may not be later than the twentieth of 
this month.”

The new rolls were in Harding’s hands on 
the fifteenth, and he immediately cabled, 
asking if he might surely expect money on 
the twentieth. He added no remarks on the 
seriousness of the situation, considering that 
they must surely understand that he was 
sitting on a powder magazine with a rapidly 
burning fuse laid to it.

The answer came that the prospects were 
good, but that there was not yet absolute 
certainty. Harding then sent Ned on a 
rapid trip to the front, ostensibly to'carry 
dispatches to Turner, actually to learn what 
he could of the temper of the men and how 
they were taking the long delay in getting 
their pay.

They were trying days. Harding, exter
nally unruffled, held himself to his work.
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Only Ned, dimly, and his sister Carol, viv
idly, knew of the strain he was under. She 
suspected, too, the sleepless nights, of which 
he never spoke, wondered how long his iron 
physique could stand such grueling punish
ment, and lamented her own inability to 
help. But before him she was never any
thing but cheerful.

And so she did help. The occasional 
hour’s respite he found with her was the 
thing which turned the scales against a 
nervous breakdown.

Ned came back and reported that the 
Americans were making no complaint, ex
cept here and there a man who wanted to 
see pay-day so he could collect overdue po
ker debts, but the native laborers were 
grumbling about the injustice of keeping 
the money from them for so long. As yet 
there had been no rumors of the company’s 
inability to pay. That would come next, 
Harding knew, and would precede the ex
plosion by a very short time.

Nor did he have any illusions about the 
nature of the impending explosion. The 
mixture of Spanish, Indian and negro blood 
does not riot with sticks and stones and 
hard words, but with steel— long, broad- 
bladed machetes and wicked, slender- 
bladed knives. And the American foreman 
with a six-shooter at his hip, fever and 
quinine in his blood, and the arrogance,of 
his racial dominance in his soul, does not 
run away. There would be men killed.

The morning after Ned’s return, Harding 
sent for every American at headquarters to 
come to his office. When they had all been 
rounded up, enginemen, conductors, me
chanics, clerks, engineers, he said:

“ Boys, this job is hard up. A t present, 
we’ve got just enough money to pay off the 
laborers for last month. And we can’t get 
more for some days. If we don’t pay ’em 
quick there’ll be trouble. So I ’m going to 
ask you boys to let last month’s pay stand 
over— not to draw it, when the paymaster 
goes out.”  He stopped for an instant. 
Then he went on. “ And I say that to the 
best of my knowledge and belief there is 
more coming, and you can be mighty cer
tain none of you wifi go unpaid if I can help 
it.”

When he stopped speaking there was a 
shuffling of feet, a moving about and look
ing one at another. Evidently no one 
wished to take it on himself to be spokes
man. Then Bill Healy shifted a quid of to

bacco in his mouth, started to spit on the 
floor, just restrained himself, and said:

“----- 1 John!”
“Yes,”  said Harding, “it is.”
“ No, I don’t mean th at Look here, you 

ain’t hollering for your own pay, are you?’*
“ No,”  answered Harding.
“And you’re staying on the job, ain’t  

you?”
“Iam.”
“Then I guess we all can do the same,”

announced Healy.
He turned and glared at the others, chal

lenging any one to contradict him. No one 
did. There were numerous exclamations 
of assent, most of them profanely spiced.

Harding gulped, and he, too, covered his 
feelings with a curse.

“I won’t forget it, boys,”  he said.
Then he cautioned them to say nothing 

of what he had told them, and they began 
to shuffle out until Healy alone remained.

“ What about the boys out on the line, 
John?” he asked. “Do you want them to 
do the same thing?”

“Yes. I ’m going to make a trip out 
ahead of the paymaster and tell them about 
it.”

“ It ain’t necessary. I ’m going out my
self tomorrow. I ’ll fix it at each camp as I  
go along. And besides, it ain’t  right for you 
to have to stand up and ask a favor of some 
of them fellows.”

“ Sure you can do it?”  asked Harding.
“ Don’t you worry about that. The boys 

all know you, and they know you’ll see they 
get a square deal.”

So it was arranged. And that night for 
the first time in three weeks Harding slept 
soundly.

X

BILL H EALY stamped heavily 
into Harding’s office with an open 
letter in his hand and a sardonic 

grin on his face.
“Here, John. Whadd’ye think of this?”  

he broke out. “Here’s old man Gardner of 
the Veragua Central offering me three hun
dred to go over and be roadmaster -on his 
old pike.”  He waved the letter exultantly 
in Harding’s face.

“Well?”  said Harding. “Do you mean 
you’ll jump unless I raise your pay to three 
hundred?”

“D ’you think I ’m holding you. up?”
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roared Healy angrily, and in luridly em
broidered language he proceeded to inform 
Harding that, if they had not been friends 
so long there would be “ something doing” 
at such an insult, which, as things were, he 
was pleased to take as a joke. Then, be
coming serious, he explained his reason for 
telling Howling of the offer.

“ If they're tryin’ to get me away, John, 
they’re probably playing the same game 
with others, and some of the boys might 
be fools enough to fall for it. Not that we 
couldn’t  do without any swab who quits 
to go to that pike, but it  might upset things 
a bit.”

“Much obliged, Bill,”  said Harding ear
nestly.

Bill hesitated, rubbed the stubble on his 
chin with gnarled fingers, seemed about to 
go, and then spoke.

“ What are you going to do about it, 
John?”

Harding answered impatiently, “ What 
in thunder can I  do? I  can’t  stop him writ
ing letters and using the mails to send ’em.”

Evidently Healy had been opening the 
way for the advice he now gave with a grin 
of anticipatory pleasure.

“John, if I  was you, do you know what 
I ’d do? I ’d go over there to San Pablo and 
get a-hold of old man Gardner and say to 
him: Took a-here, Gardner, you leave me 
and my outfit alone or I ’ll knock your block 
off.’ And take it from me that’d fix him. 
There's mighty few men in this world got 
the nerve to stand up to you, John, face to 
face, and Gardner ain’t one of ’em.”

Harding was too deeply touched to laugh.
“There's nothing I ’d like to do better, 

Bill,”  he answered. “ But they have a 
thing they call the law even down here. 
Gardner would have me up for threats of 
assault, and that would end it.”

“ Just the same, that’s my advice,”  per
sisted Healy sturdily. He departed just as 
unceremoniously as he had entered, but he 
left behind him an impression of faithful, 
dogged, thick-and-thin loyalty which Har
ding found infinitely comforting.

<fYou could do anything with men like 
that,”  he thought. Then his mind dwelt 
for a  little on the man’s well-meant and 
utterly impractical suggestion. What a 
soul-satisfying way it would be of cutting 
the Gordian knot of their relations with the 
Veragua Central! Harding found himself 
twisting and turning it in his mind and sur

veying it from all angles, then modifying it, 
rendering it less fanciful. After all, per
haps—

The next moment he was busily engaged 
making arrangements for a three-day ab
sence, telephoning, dictating short notes, 
clearing up unfinished matter on his desk, 
fastening all the threads of the intricate 
skein he controlled so that they could not 
be tangled while he was away.

MTH E following morning he went on 
his car to the end of the track, 
thence by mule to the Alto de los 

Cedros, and there, turning aside, made for 
the nearest station on the Veragua Central. 
Late the same afternoon he was in San 
Pablo, the seaboard terminus of that road. 
There he went to the Union Club, the gath
ering-place of the native aristocracy and all 
the foreigners of importance, and telephoned 
the General Manager of the Veragua Cen
tral.

Would Mr. Gardner dine with him that 
night at the Club?

Mr. Gardner was audibly astounded, 
doubtful of the propriety of accepting the 
invitation, but too much taken by surprise 
to have a plausible excuse for refusing. So 
he accepted.

Mr. Gardner arrived. He was a big, 
broad-shouldered, direct-eyed man, not un
like Harding in the impression of strength 
he gave. Indeed the two of them together 
were a notable pair. They had both come 
through the same school, fought the same 
fight, and advanced to be captains, but cap
tains of men.

Do not confuse them with those we call 
captains of industry, those men who, sitting 
quietly ensconced in comfortable offices, 
marshal their vast armies of stocks and 
bonds; men to whom a new railroad means 
only a new issue of green paper. To Hard
ing and Gardner it meant thousands of 
toiling, sweating men, fever, accident, bad 
living and hard work, incessant endeavor 
against ever-changing difficulties; then, 
when the fight was won, to the man in the 
mahogany-furnished office, with his stocks 
and bonds, the greater part of the reward.

Harding and Gardner shook hands with a 
show of cordiality. They had met before 
and neither of them was a man to let busi
ness differences make him pettily rude to 
an opponent.

Gardner introduced Mr. Lassigny, a
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keen-faced little man of native blood, of 
whom Harding had heard as playing a con
siderable part in shaping the policy of the 
Veragua Central, though he held no impor
tant office. Mr. Lassigny greeted Harding 
with warmth, though not too effusively; he 
had learned that Americans do not care for, 
that sort of thing. He sat down with them 
on the broad Club veranda overlooking the 
plaza, joined them in a cocktail and then 
unobtrusively drifted away.

At dinner the conversation of the two 
men was non-committal and general. They 
talked shop occasionally, to be sure. Men 
absorbed in the same interest can hardly 
escape that, but it was talk not pointed by 
or referring to the relations of their enter
prises. Harding described a new form of 
trestle bridge he was putting in, and Gard
ner responded with facts and figures as to 
the life of wooden bridges on his own line.

By the time dinner was over the influence 
of their common interests and their simi
larity in point of view, in character even, 
had drawn them together appreciably. 
Differences were overlooked. Each knew 
the other for one of his own kind. They 
seemed friendly, almost intimate.

As they sat over their cigars Harding 
judged the time propitious. He said:

“Your road and ours run at right angles 
to each other for most of their distance. 
When we begin to operate we’ll feed a lot 
of traffic to you, just as you will to us.”

He paused to see the effect of his words.
Gardner shifted in his chair, tapped his 

fingers, blew out a cloud of smoke, and 
Harding felt the curtain roll down between 
them. He hesitated, baffled, not knowing 
how to go on. Gardner was an essentially 
reasonable man. What lay back of his sud
den unreason?

Gardner said:
“ Oh, yes, possibly. That’s as it may be. 

Everything’s uncertain in this outlandish 
country.”

He looked out over the plaza at the 
throngs of young men and girls circling 
about the band stand. Clearly he wished to 
drop the subject. But Hardmg persisted.

“ Don’t you see it’s bound to be so?” he 
said. “ Suppose there were a single road run
ning east and west across New York, don’t 
you suppose it would be helped a lot if some 
one ran a north and south road that crossed 
it in the center?” Harding labored to keep 
impatience out of his voice. It seemed in

conceivable that the other should oontradict- 
such an apparent truth.

Gardner replied:
“ Frankly— ”  his voice hesitated for a 

split second on that word— “I  can’t admit 
your argument. I ’m sorry, but I  can’t admit 
it.”  His iteration somehow conveyed a sug
gestion that he felt himself on the defensive: 
And he was plainly anxious to end the dis
cussion.

Harding went on:
“ Still, I feel that way, that we are going to 

help each other, and I think you will be 
bound to see it before long. So I’ve come 
over to say to you: ‘Let’s stop fighting. 
It helps no one.’ ”  He paused. “And to 
say, too, that though so far I’ve tried to 
keep the peace, and have only acted'on the 
defensive, if the fight goes on I ’m going to 
strike out, and hard too.”

Gardner was a long .time in making an 
answer. Then he said:

“ It’s a shame! But we’re against each 
other and that’s all there is to it. No one 
regrets it more than I.”

And Harding was more than ever baffled 
and mystified, for those last words rang with 
absolute sincerity.

From an inside room Lassigny slid up, 
suave, low-voiced, slightly oily. The sub
ject was changed and presently Gardner 
left. Harding, worn out by a hard day’s 
travel, was ready to go to bed. Lassigny 
suggested a drink, and when Harding re
fused, became so politely insistent that 
Harding, to get rid of him, consented.

They went into the bar and Lassigny 
mixed a special decoction, which he proudly 
claimed as his own invention, a compound 
composed principally of the native rum.

Harding knew it for a powerful, heady 
draft the minute he tasted it, and was 
for leaving half his glass. Lassigny laugh
ingly insisted on drinking bottoms up.v Al
ready exhilarated by what he had'taken, 
quite sure both of his ability to finish it and 
to stand whatever Lassigny could, Harding 
drained the glass.

With a few minutes Harding realized with 
a feeling of disgust that he was getting 
drunk. It perplexed what reason there was 
remaining to him. The drink had been a 
heavy one, but hardly enough to produce 
such a result.

Lassignjl meantime was watching him 
carefully, both for visible effect and sus
picion as to the cause. The former he soon
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saw, bat not the latter. The device of 
making the'drugged drink so strong that it 
might conceivably have had the effect of 
itsdf, had deceived Harding completely. 
Harding’s utterance was becoming slurred, 
the movements of his hand were uncertain, 
and the contest of his dying will with the 
drug had brought the sweat out on his fore
head.

“ Mus’ go to bed,”  he said stiffly. “ ’Fraid 
felt that drink a li'L”

“Where are you sleeping?”  asked Las- 
frigny.'-

“HofceL” Harding avoided every unnec
essary word. "Bag here— go hotel now—  
get room.”

Lassigny went to the front step and 
whistled for a cab. Then finding Harding’s 
bag he helped him in and got in himself. He 
was very solicitous, deeply regretting what 
had occurred, and not understanding it at 
all.

‘There must be some irregularity of di
gestion which lets it  take hold in such a 
way,” he suggested.

Harding made no answer. His pride still 
remained and he had no fancy for making 
an exhibition of himself with drunken mut- 
terings.

Before they reached the hotel Lassigny 
suddenly started up.

“I say!” he exclaimed. “It would hardly 
do for you to go in the hotel just now— do 
you think? To go up to the office and 
engage a room? No. Hardly.” ■

Harding grunted. “’S’right.”
“Don’t you think it best to drive about 

for a time until the wretched thing wears 
off? It ’s still early.”

Harding did think so. “ ’S’right,”  he 
repeated.

They drove about endlessly, it seemed to 
Harding. He soon lost all track of distance 
and direction and then of time. They 
stopped in front of a little cantina or drink
ing-place in the poor quarter of the city. 
Lassigny went- inside and returned with a 
big cup of black coffee.

“The best thing in the world to clear up 
your head,” he said.

Harding gulped it down, and his senses 
were so benumbed that he did not taste the 
fiery native spirits which had been mixed 
with the coffee.

A few minutes later the last shreds of his 
will departed. Of his consciousness there 
still remained a small measure. He had a

dim realization, as if he were watching some 
other person, of driving with Lassigny to 
many places; of going down narrow, filthy 
alleys, of knocking at doors of hovels, where 
like as not they would be inspected through 
a peep-hole before being admitted; of rub
bing elbows with shifty-eyed men and stri
dent, bold-eyed women, a vile spawn 
hatched out in the filth of their dung-heap.

Sometimes a drink of raw, fiery brandy or 
rum would be given him and his sluggish 
body would be kicked into momentary 
activity. He talked with the creatures as 
though he were on their plane; in one place 
he danced to a drum and a hollow gourd 
played by two leering, besotted negroes. 
The woman with whom he danced told him 
he was drunk. He admitted it. She asked 
for a kiss, since he could not dance.

He cursed her and Lassigny got him 
away just in time to avoid a fight.

The next morning, while Harding still 
lay in bed with aching head and weary, hot
skinned body, Lassigny, in immaculate 
white duck, shaved, powdered, faintly per
fumed, was telling the great joke to one and 
all.

John Harding, the Puritan, the Saint 
Anthony, the supposed embodiment of all 
the virtues, who is constantly preaching to 
the young men in his employ that they hold 
themselves above the degenerate ways of 
this country— this same John Harding, gen
tlemen, slips away from his work in Sta. 
Rita and comes over here to go on a spree. 
And such a spree— Ave Maria! The little 
man spread his hand protestingly up to 
heaven as if to call for words fitly to describe 
such an epochal debauch.

“ And how do I know? Ah, gentlemen,” 
he smiled knowingly. “ It seems San Pablo 
is unexplored ground, so he needs a guide. 
I  being handy, he honors me with that posi
tion. Not knowing where his tastes lead 
him, I consent. Afterward for the sake of 
saving him from trouble I remain with him.

“ But such places— for lodos los santosl 
That Yankee has a strong stomach. Most 
of us like our little amusements with a dis
creet amount of gilding, at least the appear
ance of refinement. But that man— he will 
have none of such— nothing but the strong
est meat for him.

“ Gentlemen, I blush to tell you where he 
went. Ask Carlos Fonseca, the coachman.”

With slight variation the amusing tale 
was repeated many times by the affable
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Lassigny. To set at rest any doubts, Carlos 
Fonseca was interrogated by many of his 
hearers, and presently through devious 
channels the confirmation of the under
world was added. The story was undoubt
edly true, and among a wide circle was con
sidered a brilliant “ scoop”  for Seflor Las
signy.

X I

HARDING was compelled to stay 
in San Pablo all of the day after 
his much advertised debauch. Con

nected thought was impossible, as were all 
the ordinary physical activities of walking, 
talking and eating. He was no more than 
an inert lump of physical and mental agony. 
Of the events of the previous evening he had 
but the haziest recollection.

His mind was too turgid to reason the 
matter out. But when he made shift to 
force himself into the hotel dining-room for 
a late dinner, and met the thinly concealed 
smiles of the waiters and diners, patchwork 
scenes of that shameful night came back to 
him. This atmosphere of half-suppressed 
derision served to drive home the profound 
contempt he felt for himself.

Lassigny, in perpetrating his little joke, 
had budded better than he knew. Hard
ing’s sense of his own dominance, his self- 
reliance and independence, made it im
possible for him to shift on to other shoul
ders the blame for what had happened. He 
could not comfort himself by saying: “ It 
was Lassigny’s fault. He got me into it.”

No, it was his own fault absolutely. He 
had let himself be led. And the fact that he 
had let such a beast as Lassigny lead him 
was a further shattering blow to his self- 
respect.

Under cloudy skies he quitted San Pablo 
early the following morning. By the time 
he left the train at Tres Caminos a heavy 
downpour, the first of the seasonal rains, 
had set in and the whole country was a 
cheerless prospect of water and mud. At 
first he thought of waiting until the storm 
was over, but the habit of persistence rather 
than any active desire to go on took him to 
the fonda or inn where he had left his 
mount, gave tongue to orders for it to be 
saddled immediately, and put him on the 
animal’s back.

The road was a quagmire, a river of vis
cous, red-brown slime, walled in on either

side by the dense, rank jungle. The mully, 
plodded heavily along with head down and* 
ears flopping, a picture of dejection. I t  ' 
splashed into a pool of liquid mud so deep> 
that Harding had to hold up his feet to keep 
them out of it. With each step the anim'tfl. 
made a greater effort to pull his feet out oft! 
the sticky bottom. It grew worse.

The mule plunged, floundered, and then ' 
sensibly -gave it up and sank on its side. 
Harding stepped off its back into a foot of 
mqddy water, with an unknown depth of 
water mud beneath it. He sank in to hia 
waist and only by the greatest effort was he 
able to wade out to a firmer footing. The 
mule, relieved of his weight, extricated it- ' 
self more easily and stood looking at h™  
with a melancholy reproach.

He remounted and rode on. With his sur
face consciousness he was guiding and 
steadying the mule as it plunged and strug
gled over the abominable trail. Beneath 
that his mind was ever running back to the 
sordid, filthy scenes of.two nights before. 
There was much he could not remember, 
but he unsparingly reconstructed the gaps, 
until it became impossible to differentiate 
between the scenes which had stuck in his. 
memory and those he imagined.

At last he left the trail and turned into 
the line of his own railroad. Here thegoing . 
was no better, for he had to follow, the course 
of fresh excavation. The drenching rain 
did not slacken. He was already wet and 
mud-coated to the waist, and now his rain
coat began to leak and before long he was 
drenched and chilled from head to foot. In 
scrambling down the side of a shallow cut 
the mule tumbled and fell, flinging Harding 
off. He landed full length in a puddle, ana 
his nose and mouth and eyes were clogged 
with slime.

He remounted and rode on. All the time 
he was thinking, and his thoughts hurt. 
They were confused, distorted, as unreason
able as the disordered functioning of a brain 
burning with fever. The only clearly de
fined note was the vivid self-loathing that 
ran through them all.

He reached one of his camps, snatched a 
hasty meal, got a fresh mule and rode on. 
He came to the rail-head, changed to his 
gasoline car, and droveover wavy track and 
mushy road-bed with reckless speed.

All the time it rained as if the heavens 
were trying to drown all human cheer and 
joy and comfort in an unceasing flood oi
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gray, cold water and bury them in a world
wide morass of mud. And as unceasing and 
dismal as the rain were Harding’s thoughts.

S  M UD-PLASTERED from head to 
foot, worn out in mind and body, 
Harding stepped from his car to the 

station platform in Sta. Rita. Standing 
dose by with an umbrella and mackintosh 
she had brought for her brother was Carol 
Curtis. She had slipped off her own 
mackintosh, and her simple white dress was 
fresh and clean; her arms, bare from the 
elbows, were dean and unstained to the 
tips of her taper fingers; under the delicate 
akin of her cheeks softly glowed the blood 
of dean, vigorous health. Her cool gray 
eyes looked very dear.

Harding restrained a shudder as she 
greeted him.

“ What a sightl”  she exdaimed. “ I 
never saw any one so dirty in my life.”  

“ Yes, I ’m pretty bad,”  he answered, with
out smiling.

“ But we’re glad to see you back, any
how,”  she said. “ We’re going to have a 
good dinner tonight and Ned got some new 
phonograph records yesterday. You’ve 
just time to get yourself cleaned up and 
come.”

“ I  couldn’t  possibly,”  he answered. “ I ’m 
too dirty.”

“ Nonsense,”  she insisted, “ it’ll come off. 
There’s lots of soap and water in your 
house. Come dong.”

He answered almost curtly:
“No, I ’m much too dirty. I ’m filthy. 

Can’t you see?”
He left her a little mystified and a little 

piqued at his abrupt and unreasonable 
refusal.

He went to his house, stripped off his 
mud-plastered clothes, bathed, and dressed 
in fresh dean duck. There persisted a 
strange, perplexing feeling that he was still 
muddy.

H e sat down to his dinner, and found the 
food tasteless; worse than that, distasteful. 
H e lit a agar and the smoke bade fair to 
nauseate him. He became consdous of 
aches in his legs and baak, his head was 
spinning and he was acutely consdous of 
every square inch of skin on his body.

He counted the beats of his pulse for a 
half minute, then took twenty-five grains of 
quinine and went to bed.

The fever rose. All night long there

passed before his eyes a phantasmagoria of 
wild debauchery. He saw the bestial faces 
of drunken negroes playing tom-toms while 
he danced until his legs were on fire with 
pain. The face of a woman lit with evil pas
sions leered at him. It came closer until he 
could feel the hot breath of the creature, 
and he could not escape because he was held 
fast by an iron band about his head. It 
hurt him horribly. He was dirty— coated 
thick with slime and mud and filth. All 
decent people shunned him.

Toward morning the fever abated a little 
and he fell into a more normal sleep. He 
awoke to see Ned Curtis standing in the room.

“ Hello, what brought you here?” he 
asked him.

“ Your man has just been down to our 
house and told us he thought you were sick. 
Said he heard you talking all night and 
feared you had fever.”

“ I did have a bad night,”  admitted Hard
ing, “ and I ’m afraid I ’m not quite right yet. 
I ’m going to lay in for today.”

At that Curtis, who knew his chief, real
ized it was no mild attack.

“ Carol says if it’s really fever she’s coming 
up here to see that you’re looked after,”  he 
continued. “And we’ll get the doctor right 
off. He’ll fix you up in no time.”

He started to leave.
“ Wait!”  called Harding sharply. “ Don’t 

get your sister up here. We’ll do all right 
without her.”

The boy looked at Harding admiringly. 
It was just like the old man to refuse to be 
waited on. He laughed—

“ If Carol knows you’re sick in bed she’ll 
just naturally come, no matter what I  say.”

“ I ’ll get up then, hang it,”  said Harding 
peevishly.

He sat up, put his feet on the floor, and 
then became aware that every vestige of 
strength and power to command his mus
cles had left him and the room became a 
darkened vault in which strange lights 
danced, and Ned’s startled face persisted 
through the darkness like a grotesque mask.

Two days passed during which Harding 
tossed in the grip of the fever, living over in 
his delirium the events of that night in San 
Pablo, while the company doctor labored 
strenuously to keep down the ever-mount
ing temperature; two precious days in which 
the machinery of the road’s progress, lack
ing his guiding hand, lapsed and slipped a 
cog here and there; in which less faithful
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lieutenants stole away for a day of dissipa
tion in town and their men loafed and gam
bled and smuggled liquor into the little 
working colonies.

Strange stories about the old man were 
whispered along the length of the road and 
penetrated to the camp where Turner and 
his location outfit were blazing the trail. 
Turner was one of the temporary deserters. 
He declared a holiday and on the evening 
following Harding’s seizure he was seated 
in a cafe in Sta. Rita conversing intimately 
with don Antonio Saez.

The following morning Harding opened 
his eyes and the first person he saw was 
Carol, white, cool, immaculate, seated 
beside his bed, sewing. She did not see him 
open his eyes and before he spoke he 
watched her for some time with the weak, 
wondering gaze of the convalescent. She 
was very good to look upon, particularly 
after the loathsome faces and figures that 
had peopled his delirium.

“ Miss Curtis, how long have you been 
here?”  he asked.

She started and looked at him hastily, 
noting that his glance was clear.

“ Oh, I ’m so glad!” she cried warmly. 
And then, after a minute, “ You’ve been 
sick two days.”

“ Two days!”
Weak as he was, he rose on his elbow in 

dismay. He knew what time was worth on 
that job and the possibilities for disaster in 
twenty-four hours. The job was char
acteristically his first thought. But im
mediately this was succeeded by another. 
The appalling depravity his ravings must 
have suggested.

“ You’ve been here?” he repeated.
“ The doctor needed some one,” she re

plied, and continued lightly: “Of course, I 
came. I ’ve always wanted to be a trained 
nurse anyhow.”

His eyes were searching her face, as if for 
a sign, but she bent again over her sewing.

“ Please don’t get excited. You must be 
very quiet, you know,” she said.

“ Ned?” he asked.
“ Oh, he’s gone off on the line. There 

were one or two little things----- ”
She broke off, smiling brightly to hide 

from him her knowledge that things had 
not been going well.

He dropped back on his pillow, breathing 
heavily.

“ You must try to sleep now,”  she said.

“ You’ve given us all quite a scare and now 
that the fever is broken you must rest."

“I ’m going to get up, he «u‘H-
“Oh, no, you’re not, Mr. Harding,” re* 

torted Carol with a smile of assurance.
“You don’t understand,”  he persisted̂  

“ There’s so much to do. You really most 
go out now.”

“ I ’m sorry, Mr. Harding,”  she retorted in 
exasperatingly cool tones, “ but the doctor 
told me to stay here, so, under the circum
stances, I ’m afraid you’ll have to remain in 
bed.”  She spread her sewing— a bit of gay
looking embroidery— out upon her knee And 
inspected it absorbedly, her head on one 
side. “ Besides,”  she added, “ the doctor 
took away your clothes.”

“What!” exclaimed Harding impatiently. 
“ Why?”

“I  think he did it from an intensive study 
of human nature— your kind,”  said Carol 
smiling soberly. “ When he carried the 
things away he muttered ‘safety first.’ ”

Harding grunted impatiently, but Carol 
looked so naively serious over her sewing 
that in the end he chuckled.

“ You’re a fine pair of tyrants,”  he de
clared. “How long am I  to be a pris
oner?”

“The doctor,”  she replied thoughtfully, 
“ is devoted to his job. You know how that 
is. So he’ll be likely to keep you here a s . 
long as he can. Oh, possibly months and 
months! But I ’m very tender-hearted. H 
you’ll drink this,”  she had got up and now 
she held some sort of draft in her hand, 
“ and rest for a while, I ’ll see what I  can do 
to help you.”

Already her strong, slender hand was 
behind his shoulder, helping him up to 
drink, and the other hand placed the glass 
to his lips. He took the mixture and lay 
back comfortably while she took up her 
sewing. After all, he was not discontented.' 
It was good to rest there, with a young 
woman sewing in such a domestic attitude 
dose at hand. His body felt as if he had 
just come from a hundred-mile ride over the 
roughest of mountain trails. It did not 
want to get up.

So he lay there and lazily watched Carol 
and hoped that she would look at him and 
speak. But she was wholly absorbed in her 
sewing apparently, though the minute he 
dropped asleep her eyes shifted from her sew
ing to him and she stared at him for some 
time, studying his unshaven countenance
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with a tenderness that was quite ma
ternal.

It was almost the middle of the afternoon 
when Harding woke up again and his eyes 
turned immediately to Carol’s chair. He 
felt a little pang of disappointment at seeing 
only the doctor.

This time Harding felt much refreshed 
and his temperature was normal. The doc
tor, who realized the terrific drain on his 
vitality, was astounded at his reserve of 
strength. Harding demanded his clothes 
and declared, if they were not immediately 
forthcoming, he would have the doctor 
arrested for larceny and cut off his appoint
ment as head physician to the road.

Doctor Welsh, a jolly Irishman who had 
seen service in the British Army, retorted 
that he had exacted the strictest obedience, 
in his time, from such patients as English 
generals, Indian princes, man-eating dyaks 
and members of the British royal family, 
and he was hot going to stand for any in
subordination from a roughneck engineer, 
running a jerkwater railroad in a fourth- 
rate country; but if Harding wished to 
risk his rather unimportant life, he could 
get up for a period not to exceed two and a 
half hours.

A t this Harding started out of bed, when 
Carol appeared with food she had been pre
paring for him, and the doctor declared the 
patient must have some nourishment before 
he could get up. Indeed, Harding’s nostrils 
sniffed the savor of a little cup of broth she 
had brought and some crisp, brown toast 
and he admitted that he was hungry.

“ That’s a good sign,”  said the doctor.
After the meal Harding got into his 

clothes and walked down to his office, 
astonished at his own physical weakness. 
As he was about to enter the little brick 
building, he was amazed to see Turner 
coming out of the door.

The unexpected appearance of Turner 
was the first real intimation Harding had 
that in his absence some of the men might 
be loafing. The young engineer was tucking 
some sheets of paper into his pocket. In 
fact, he had been utilizing Curtis’s tempo
rary withdrawal from the office to secure 
something he had been very anxious to get. 
He had made what he considered a good 
job and there was a smile of satisfaction on 
his face. B ut this faded rapidly as he 
caught sight of Harding. He buttoned his 
coat hastily.

“ What are you doing here?” demanded 
the chief.

“ I— you see the rain knocked our work 
out temporarily, Mr. Harding, so I declared 
a holiday and came in.”

“ I declare the holidays on this job.” 
Turner’s eyes evaded the old man’s. “ I  

thought it a good opportunity to look into 
some of the clearing contracts. Besides, we 
had our work well up.”

“ When I want you I ’ll send for you,”  
snapped Harding. “ Get back on the job.”  

“ I ’ll leave the first thing in the morning, 
sir,”  said Turner with evident relief.

“ You leave on the supply train tonight.”  
Turner hesitated.
“ Very well, sir,”  he said. Then meeting 

Harding’s eye, he added: “ M y men are 
human, you know, Mr. Harding. They 
want a bit of a spree occasionally as well 
as— any one.”

Harding flushed.
“ Go,”  he said, curtly, and Turner saun

tered over toward the station.
Reading between the lines of the reports 

that awaited his inspection Harding realized 
how the work had slumped during his ab
sence, and in his soul he cursed that dis
graceful night that was the cause of it all. 
Obviously Turner had heard the story. 
Probably all his subordinates were aware 
of it.

After glancing hastily through his mail, 
he began calling up on the telephone the 
various construction camps, principally for 
the moral effect, to show that he was back 
on the job. Several of the men he asked for 
were not to be found. They had slipped the 
shackles of work for a day of loafing or a 
spree in Sta. Rita. It was evident that 
the spirit of perseverance and devotion had 
been sapped. The morale of the whole 
force had been impaired, and he himself 
was to blame.

But the worst blow came when Ned 
returned late in the afternoon from his trip 
out on the road.

“ I ’ve wanted you,” said Harding irri
tably. “ Where have you been?”

“ Williams had an accident with the pile- 
driver, Mr. Harding,” replied Ned. “ I 
couldn’t locate Turner, so I thought I ’d 
best look into it.”

“ I told Turner to look after that job,”  
said Harding. “ Serious?”

“ I ’m afraid so,”  replied Ned.
I t  seemed that Williams, who was a
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faithful worker, but not competent enough 
as foreman to be trusted on his own initia
tive, had attempted to get across an arroyo 
with fourteen-foot piles instead of the 
twenty-foot timbers Harding had told 
Turner to use. The result was that the 
heavy machine came over a bent -of piles 
too short to hold in the soft ground and its 
weight had sunk them in until the angle 
had become so great that the driver slipped 
off and toppled into the river. The engine 
had fallen on some jagged boulders and 
been badly smashed.

“ I knew Williams wasn’t up to managing 
that work,”  snapped Harding. “ If Turner 
had been on the job— ”  He recalled why 
Turner had slipped off to loaf, and he fell 
silent. “Have Wainwright go out there,”  
he said. “Is the engine badly smashed?”

“ Yes, it was a big drop for such a whale 
of a machine. They’re trying to pry her 
out of the mud, but both engine and driver 
are only junk now.”

“ That’s bad— very bad. We can’t make 
a whole pile-driving outfit and there isn’t 
time to get one from the States.”  A little 
fit of giddiness gripped Harding, and he 
passed his hand across his forehead. “Take 
some letters,”  he said weakly.

But at that minute Carol Curtis came in,
“ Time’s up, Mr. Harding,”  she said. 

“ Back to bed.”
Harding resented the intrusion.
“ I can’t go now, Miss Curtis,” he said 

curtly. “ There are too many serious things 
to attend to. The work is in a slump. 
We’ve smashed a pile-driver that we can’t 
possibly replace. There’s the deuce to pay 
and it ’s no time for sentiment.

“ What smashed the pile-driver?” she 
asked quickly.

“ Disobedience to orders.”  He fingered 
a letter impatiently and glanced toward 
the door.

Carol, flushing, sat down.
“ This is no time for sentiment, Mr. Hard

ing,” she said. “ You are under orders—  
the doctor’s orders— and if I can help it I ’m 
not going to let you disobey them and 
smash yourself. You see, that would result 
in my brother being out of a job. Will you 
come back to the house now?”

“ Carol!”  gasped Ned in dismay. He 
had never before seen any one who dared to 
contradict and give orders to John Harding.

Harding fingered his letters nervously. 
Another wave of weakness swept over him.

When it passed he turned t© Carol with &
wry smile.

“ She’s right, Ned,”  he said. ‘T fl be 
good.”

He turned abruptly from his desk 
followed the girl meekly from the room. 
Going up the hill to his house he was glad 
to have Ned’s shoulder to lean on.

X II

TH E center of Sta. Rite, topo
graphical, social and pohtkail, was 
the Parque de Doce de Mayo, the 

Park of the Twelfth of May, named in 
honor of the date upon which the former 
Spanish province had proclaime<HtseIf the 
free and independent republic o f Veragua 
and promulgated the first of its two dozen 
or more constitutions. The park was a: 
trim, well-kept little square, planted with a 
profusion of tropical shrubs and trees, 
through which ran graveled walks encir
cling the gingerbread bandstand in the 
center.

Fronting the park were the principal 
buildings of the city, the Cathedral, the 
Governor’s palace, the AyuniinUctUo or 
Town Hall, the Grand Hotel de.Sta. Rita, 
two clubs and the Caf6 Gardenia. Archi
tecturally these buildings formed a cosmo
politan hodgepodge. The Cathedral whs - 
Gothic, the palace Spanish, the Town Tfoll 
grotesquely Oriental and the hotel & great 
Colonial barn.

The Caf6 Gardenia was crowded on Sun
day night. At the spindle-legged, marble- 
top tables were half of the aristocracy of 
the town, a voluble, gesticulating throng, 
the men slender, dapper, black-mustached, 
except for here and there a smooth-faced 
youth or some elder who used his razor to 
show his Anglophile tendencies; the women 
powdered, visibly rouged and very per-- 
ceptibly perfumed, with clothes smacking off 
Paris at a year’s distance. . •

Somehow these people, most of whom ' 
were shallow, petty and with little educa
tion, few of whom had ever been outside 
their own medieval environment, whom 
conversation rarely rose above the merest 
trivialities of their narrow, every-day lives, 
managed to present to  the casual eye *  pic  ̂
ture of brilliant gaiety; their blended plati
tudes fell on the ear as the witty and fas
cinating talk of a spirited assemblage. $jpe. 
was this specious brilliance the ebullience of.:
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alcohol. Most of them took ices or coffee 
or sipped long, harmless refrescos.

In a comer, at a table by himself, sat a 
man who in that dainty throng looked oddly 
misplaced, as if he might be more at home 
on the deck of a ship or the back of a horse or 
in the cab of a locomotive. He wore his 
immaculate white clothes awkwardly; in 
fact his thick frame appeared about to 
burst them and his shaggy black beard and 
unruly mop of hair were incongruous among 
those delicately barbered men.

In that gathering he seemed a stranger, 
yet Carlos Iriquidi had visited Sta. Rita 
twice before and each visit had preceded a 
change in the government of the province. 
Iriquidi’s eyes kept roving about furtively. 
From time to time he glanced at his watch. 
Finally he got up and stood just outside the 
doorway, in the shadow of a tree-trunk. His 
glance traveled across to the park and 
finally rested on a figure of a man who sat 
alone on a bench, the brim of his sombrero 
almost hiding his face. Iriquidi crossed the 
roadway and passed dose to this man, then 
turned again and made for a narrow side 
street. With a casual air the man on the 
bench got up and followed. Out of the 
shadowy spaces two other men slipped 
quietly after him.

The dark way twisted between the flat, 
inhospitable walls of houses whose prison 
aspect was accentuated by their ponderous 
doors and heavily barred windows. Except 
for a single swain pressed close against the 
window-bars courting his unseen adored one 
incarcerated within, the street was deserted.

iriquidi’s footfalls rang sharply on the 
rough cobblestones, as, drawing farther 
away from the lights behind him, he quick
ened his steps. Here and there he passed 
places where his nostrils told him the house
holders had been using the street as a 
dumping ground for slops and refuse. Be
hind, him he heard other footfalls, but he 
did not turn.

The street ended abruptly in a wall 
marking one wing of a house that even in 
the obscurity of the night was much more 
pretentious than the ordinary. Here Iri
quidi knocked at a door which was opened 
instantly. After a word with some one in
side he stood in the dark passageway wait
ing until the figure of the man who was 
following him appeared.

“ This way, Don Enrique,”  called Iriquidi 
in  a grating whisper.

Without a word the other entered and 
a servant led them along the passage. The 
two men that had come after Enrique had 
melted into the shadows.

“ Los sefiores,”  announced the servant, 
flinging open a door. They stood on the 
threshold of a long, high-ceilinged room. 
In the center was a table holding a single 
reading-lamp the rays of which glittered 
feebly on the gilt legs and backs of chairs 
ranged in formal rows. The corners of the 
room were lost in darkness.

In the bright circle of light thrown by 
the lamp was the finely modeled head of 
Judge Don Antonio Saez. With an expres
sion of keen intellectual pleasure on his 
aquiline features he was writing the opening 
paragraph of an essay, the title of which he 
had blocked out in bold letters at the top of 
the page: “ Practical and Theoretical Sug
gestions for the Economic Regeneration of 
Veragua.” With this treatise the judge 
hoped to win the annual literary prize of 
the Academy of Veragua.

On hearing the voice of his servant he 
pushed the paper quickly aside and sprang 
up to greet his visitors.

“ Gentlemen! Gentlemen!”  he exclaimed. 
“ How glad I am to see you! Enter. Seat 
yourselves. Here you are in your own house. 
All is at your disposition."

They took the chairs Don Antonio pulled 
up for them out of the darkness and he re
seated himself at the table. They conversed 
for some minutes pleasantly and point- 
lessly. Or, rather, the judge and Iriquidi 
conversed.

Enrique sat silent and motionless, erect 
in his chair, replying in inexpressive mono
syllables whenever either of the others ad
dressed him. Finally came a little pause. 
Then Iriquidi leaned confidentially toward 
Don Antonio and subduing his great voice 
to a monstrous whisper, said—

“ Well, we are ready?”
“ Money?”  The judge’s voice lingered on 

the word.
“ We have it. Sufficient for the present, 

and the promise of mode.”
“ And the arms?”
“ Some,” replied Iriquide. “And above all, 

better than a thousand rifles, our friend here.”
He bowed toward Enrique. The veins on 

his bull neck stood out with his efforts to 
achieve a whisper. His face was flushed and 
wet with the struggle to repress himself with
in the conspiratorial r61e.
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Fuentes lit a match, touched it to the 
cigarette he held in his lips, and blew out a 
cloud of smoke.

“ I ’m ready any time,” he remarked 
casually.

The judge leaned back in his chair so 
that his face came into the shadow. His 
glance rested for an instant on the title of 
the essay at which he had been working.

“ It’s a serious matter,”  he said. “ With 
difficulty can I persuade myself that it is the 
best thing for our country.”

Iriquidi nearly strangled himself in his 
efforts to subdue his voice.

“ Too late to go back,”  he croaked.
The judge sighed.
“ You had assurances at the capital.”
“ I have made practically certain that the 

Central Government will not interfere, that 
they will treat the affair as a provincial 
squabble and for one reason or another will 
move no more troops into the province. 
Those now here we can easily dispose of.” 

Iriquidi, glancing furtively about the room, 
thrust his face suddenly toward the judge’s. 
His voice had the tearing harshness of 
escaping steam.

“ You are provincial governor in a week 
— confirmed by the President the next. He 
will not dare do otherwise.”

Once more the judge’s eyes rested fondly 
on the title of his essay.

“ I know, I know,” he said softly. “ But it 
is a bad system, this government by insur
rection. It is this same thing—personal 
politics— that has always been the curse of 
our country.”

Iriquidi ignored the interruption. With
out relaxing his profound conspiratorial 
attitude, he went gasping on:

“And, as you know, Don Antonio, the 
governor of Sta. Rita Province today is 
easily president of the republic tomorrow. 
Then Veragua becomes the model state of 
which you have so long dreamed.”

A gleam shone and faded in the judge’s 
eyes. He raised his hand with a deprecating 
gesture. For a minute he sat in thought, 
tapping his slender fingers gently on the 
table.

“ Well, well, let us go forward then,” he 
finally remarked resignedly. “Of course it 
will be best if I do not appear to be identi
fied with the movement at first.”

Through all this dialogue Fuentes had 
been sitting like a statue. Now he leaned 
forward quickly.

“Why remain under cover?” he said.
“My influence will be greater,” explained-' 

the judge suavely. “Let the uprising pro* 
ceed. When it has gathered such force'as: 
to be a real menace to the government, II 
shall step in and, because of my impartial j 
position and the power it gives me, we shall ’ 
be able to control the situation.” . ;

“The way to control the situation is to 
drive the government troops' out of Sta. 
Rita,”  said Fuentes sharply.

THE judge proceeded further to 
justify his position, addressing 
Fuentes and Iriquidi in turn in 

polished periods, with his best judicial 
manner.. He was glad when Enrique re
moved his glance and sat back in his chair 
again, motionless, staring at the air.

“There is one thing more,” , whispered 
Iriquidi portentously when the judge’s ex
planations had purred themselves out. “We 
must have an issue. A rallying-cry. En
rique, here, with his band of rough and 
readies— the spearhead of the revolution—  
he will need no mouth-filling phrase to unite 
his men. But for the others, the farmere 
and peones, we must have something-more 
striking than merely “Down with the Gov
ernment!’ ”

“ Why not make it ‘cut the tares in half?” 
asked Enrique suddenly with a dry laugh. 
“ The people are crushed beneath the burden
of them.”

The judge frowned.
“Hardly,”  he answered. “We might be 

forced to keep to our promises. Then, with 
a depleted treasury, the game would not 
be worth —  government administration 
would be difficult.”

Iriquidi grinned:
“ We’d buy no chateaux in France that 

way. You’re right, Don Antonio.”
A shadow flitted across Enrique’s face. 

He seemed about to speak, but sat .bade 
quickly while his countenance resumed its 
inscrutable expression.

“ I  have thought of this matter of a 
phrase,”  continued the judge. Hê paused 
a minute, regarding the two men in turn, his 
head cocked a little on one side like the head 
of a malicious bird. “How is this? ‘Down 
with the Yanquist Revoke the obnoxious 
railway charter sold to them by a corrupt 
government!’ ” He paused inquiringly. 
“That ought to stir them, no?”

“ Splendid!”  rasped Iriquidi.
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“It will do,”  said Fuentes drily. “A  
railroad should mean, prosperity, comfort, 
schools. But here we have one railroad al
ready and that has brought only the corrupt 

'rule of the rich haciendados and the en
slavement of the many. Yes, that slogan 
will do.”

Don Antonio was staring at him sharply.
“ Ah,”  he said, “ you must read my 

brochure on Democracy.”
Fuentes stood up.
“ I  want arms and explosives, senor,”  he 

said. “Not words.”
“You shall be helped,”  said the judge, as 

he also rose. “ So then, sehores, you to 
your work. Be assured I shall take care of 
m y end.”

Fuentes bowed. He moved toward the 
door by which they had entered. Iriquidi, 
pressing close to the judge, hoarsely whis
pered, “ Good night, Senor Gobernador,”  
and followed.

Left alone, Don Antonio sat for a while 
frowning thoughtfully.

“That man,”  he whispered to himself 
finally. “ I distrust him. A  firebrand. And 
it  is dangerous to play with fire.”

Another interval of silence and then he 
shrugged his shoulders and a sly smile 
flickered on his face. Governor— President! 
H e thought of the present Governor, an old 
man, dyspeptic, but so slow to die. And 
the avarice of the beast. A  new railroad 
should mean good pickings for all, and this 
fellow, he wanted more than the lion’s 
share. Well, he would get nothing. It 
would serve him right.

As for the Yankees, pigs like Harding he 
would have completely in his power. An 
evil light flared in his eyes as he thought of 
Harding. The recollection of that ruined 
epignmi flitted batlike through the back of 
his mind. Of course there were some Yan
kees who acted reasonably. Something in 
D on Antonio’s nature enabled him to appre
ciate the quality and purposes of men like 
Hemingway. He conceded that Heming
w ay and himself could understand and make 
allowances and maintain (within reason) 
good faith.

Governor— President— a millionaire prob
ably, if he did well with the railroad. But 
w hat was it that firebrand Fuentes had said 
about slavery?

Presently Don Antonio pulled himself 
together and took up his neglected essay. 
H e  read over appreciatively what he had

written. Then, taking up his pen, he con
tinued:

“The success of a democracy rests on the 
integrity of its high officials. Political cor
ruption, that cancer in the body politic----- ”

XTTI

T E N  years previously Enrique 
Fuentes had killed a man in a 
fight which had been of the other’s 

provoking. But the dead man had been 
the nephew of the governor of the Province 
and all of Enrique’s connections were with 
the political party out of power. So with
in the hour young Fuentes had been in the 
saddle, and because he had many friends 
among the petty farmers and great hacien
dados, the pursuit had been fruitless.

Shortly thereafter it became apparent 
in the rural guard headquarters in Sta. 
Rita that brigandage in the wild and in
accessible back country of the province 
was distinctly on the wane. The com- 
mandante congratulated himself; but too 
soon. Before long it appeared that the 
operations of the scattered and independent 
bands and individuals had been checked 
merely for the purpose of organization and 
consolidation.

Rumors arrived of the rise and triumph 
of a redoubtable villain dubbed “ El Chico 
del Monte,”  or briefly “E l Chico”— The 
Little One— a title given in jest evidently, 
for by his greater resource and ruthlessness 
he subdued and dominated all lesser gentle
men of the road and introduced scientific 
management into the business of outlawry. 
The population of the district affected was 
not entirely displeased, for by paying cer
tain reasonable stuns to the managing 
authorities of the new trust they were se
curely protected from unauthorized de
predations— a security which no payment 
of government taxes had ever afforded them.

Commendable as this situation was, how
ever, the more or less witty references to it 
which daily rang in the ears of the govern
ment officials soon became unbearably ir
ritating. The first expeditions they sent 
to bring in El Chico could find neither him 
nor his men. Others were sent and finally 
one particularly enterprising squadron of 
rurales found’ him; the squadron at the 
time of finding being peacefully asleep two 
days’ march from the place where they be
lieved El Chico was hiding.
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The discovery was attended with great 
confusion but little fighting. The rank 
and file of the squadron found themselves 
deprived of their arms, gazing on some 
thousands (so they estimated) of El Chico’s 
followers, at the same time that the cap
tain was listening to some emphatic re
marks from his old acquaintance Enrique 
Fuentes.

Enrique gave the captain a message for 
delivery to the commandante, the substance 
of which was that he wished to be let alone. 
If not molested, Enrique said, he would 
guarantee to preserve law and order in the 
district. But if the commandante chose to 
interfere— well, let him come out himself 
and see what would happen.

On hearing the message the commandante 
frothed and sputtered, but on the whole he 
acted on its advice. Certain desultory 
expeditions there were, undertaken in 
pursuance of orders from the capital, the 
itinerary of which, rumor said, was always 
carefully arranged and communicated to 
El Chico for his approval. Naturally none 
of these effected anything.

That had been ten years before. El 
Chico was still the overlord of the back- 
woods and still a proscribed outlaw with a 
price on his head. True, his fame was so 
great and every accredited guardian of the 
republic’s law and order was so firmly 
convinced that to accost the outlaw in an 
unfriendly manner was to die a quick and 
violent death, that El Chico occasionally 
ventured to enter the town of Sta. Rita, 
show himself publicly for a few minutes and 
return to his own desmesne. But, after 
all, he might at any time be shot like a dog 
by any one who had the courage to do it. 
And ten years of this existence had been 
wearing on the nerves of even such a man 
as he; in which is easily found one reason 
for his willingness to assist in the installa
tion of a new set of authorities.

Other reasons there were too. Enrique’s 
power over his people was not based wholly 
on fear on their part, nor the threat of force 
on his. He had acquired through the 
years of his proscription a deep and com
prehending sympathy for the great mass of 
the people who were held down in poverty 
and ignorance by the same corrupt, oli
garchical government which had put its 
price on his own head.

In the one small district which he had 
risen to control he had given these people

a square deal. But as one of the leaders'
of a successful revolution his power would 
be much broader and he could enforce his 
own will on the new government; he could 
demand from it some position for himself 
which would give him far greater scope to 
realize his ideals than he had now. - And 
then by giving the people real justice for 
the first time, he, Enrique Fuentes, would 
become the more powerful. Real as was his 
patriotism and sincerely as he loved his 
down-trodden countrymen, he still had a 
personal ambition, which, having fed on 
the position he had won for himself, now 
sought provender from wider fields.

From Sta. Rita a good macadamized 
road or carretera ran northward for twenty 
miles. Along this El Chico rode from mid
night until almost dawn. Then, jqst as 
the star-shot velvet blackness of the sky 
was turning to an indeterminate gray, and 
the chill morning mists were gathering over 
field and jungle, his horse’s hoofs ceased 
to give forth their sharp, gritty clatter and 
were suddenly muffled. He was off the 
carretera, once more on the soft dirt bridle- 
trail and back in his own country.

He checked his horse, turned in his saddle 
and looked back along the road, a shadowy 
gray streak, faintly discernible in the gloom. 
The next time he rode that way it would 
not be with his life hanging only on his 
quick wit and keen eye, insured against the 
attack of every casual passer only by his 
dreaded reputation for instant and ruth
less action.

A mile beyond the end of the carretera 
he came to a group of buildings: a dwelling- 
house, barns, sheds, and a wide fiat expanse 
of concrete, much like a tennis-court, cov
ered with drying coffee-beans. He rode 
up to the outer gate without dismounting, 
dropped the two upper bars, stepped his 
horse over the lower one, and, still in the 
saddle, rapped on the front door of the 
dwelling. A sleepy voice within called, 
asking who it was.

“I,” answered Enrique briefly and ap
parently sufficiently, for quickly the door 
was opened by a frowsy-headed, heavy
eyed man. Behind him came a boy who 
stood at the horse’s head while Enrique 
dismounted. The man seemed glad to see 
him.

“Don Enrique, it is good fortune that 
brings you here. How goes it? Enter. 
Rest yourself while I wake up the woman
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and tell her to prepare coffee. You will 
take coffee, no?”

He was rambling on garrulously when 
Enrique interrupted him.

“No. I sleep.”
The man took him into a bedroom, 

apologizing for the poorness of the bed. 
Enrique, looking at the bolts on the window- 
shutters, muttered—

- “I t  is good.”
-Thirty seconds after the door had closed 

behind his host Enrique’s boots and spurs 
were off and he was stretched on the bed, 
his pistol lying close to his thigh where his 
hand could reach it without delay, and 
without giving warning to an intruder. 
He had slept that way for ten years.

It  was noon when Enrique awoke. 
Within half an hour the two sons of the 
house had mounted and ridden off into the 
maze of narrow jungle-walled trails which 
led through the rough, sparsely settled 
district to the north.

That night those trails were alive with 
men on ambling, quiet-footed little horses, 
all riding in the same direction. Occa
sionally one would overtake another, or 
they might meet at some convergence of 
trails. They would exchange greetings, 
railing each other compadres or amigos, and 
act as if meeting there in the dead of 
night were the most natural thing in the 
world. And in the conversation of the 
slowly swelling groups that rode northward 
there were many references to “El Chico”  
or pjerhaps “Don Enrique,”  much question
ing and speculation too. What was it this 
time? No one knew. But whatever it was 
the affair seemed to be of some importance, 
for every one was in it. Perhaps the 
rurales, after long idleness, had again be
come venturesome and were coming out 
where they were not desired— or perhaps—  
but what matter? El Chico had told them 
to  gather and that sufficed.

-Dawn again, and a hundred swarthy, 
roughly claid men and a hundred rough
looking, tough little horses, scattered about 
the buildings of a coffee plantation. 
Strange little men, now playing, joking, 
going into convulsions of merriment over 
the most trifling witticisms or the most 
banal horse-play; again reserved, formal, 
f i l in g  each other don this and don that, 
grand cavaliers with bare feet and ragged 
breeches; or perhaps not grown men at all, 
but children, with all the unreason and im

pulsiveness of the young and uninformed, 
though with a man’s brawn and muscle 
and power to swing a machete or hold a 
rifle truly.

A t sunrise Enrique arrived. There was 
no forming in line, presenting of arms or 
other ceremony to greet their chief. They 
gathered around him, talking excitedly, 
gesticulating wildly, enquiring eagerly.

“ What is it? Is it the rurales again? 
When do we ride?”

Enrique raised his hand and there was 
instant silence.

“ Today we rest.”
One man at the outside of the throng 

called—
“ And then where do we go?”

* Enrique shot him a look over the heads 
of the others.

“ Where I  say,”  he rapped out.
Night again, and a hundred horsemen 

riding single file on a dark trail, the man at 
their head picking the way by feel rather 
than by sight. Toward morning the trail 
debouched on what in the faint starlight 
looked like a broad, level, dirt road, the 
finished dump of a railroad. The leader 
turned to the left and led them along it 
toward a distant flickering light.

XIV

CONSTRUCTION Camp No. 17 
of the Sta. Rita & Northern was 
more than the ordinary excavation 

or “ dirt” camp. By its location destined 
to be an important station on the new road, 
it had been chosen as administration head
quarters for all the work that lay beyond 
it.

It had, besides the usual foreman and 
timekeeper’s quarters and commissary 
shack, a field hospital, a warehouse full of 
tools and commissaries from which it sup
plied the line ahead, and a powder-house 
in which were always stored many hundred 
pounds of powder and dynamite.

The staff of Camp 17 were sitting down 
to their supper in the palm-thatched, open
sided eating-shack, when Harding rode into 
the clearing. He was mud-splashed and 
unshaven; his mule drooped its head and 
walked wearily, but the man himself was, 
as ever, supercharged with physical energy 
and vitality.

Announcing his intention of spending 
the night, he sat down and ate with them.
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During the meal they talked shop in all its 
infinitude of details, from hazarding a pre
diction of the freight receipts from that 
section in ten years’ time to discussing the 
sore back of the timekeeper’s saddle mule. 
The latter, it appeared, was caused by a 
vampire bat.

“ You want to keep a night watchman in 
the corral, Jim,”  said Harding to the fore
man. “You’re liable to have all of your 
stock put out of business.”

“Well, I ’ve had a couple of lanterns 
burning all night to keep the bats away,”  
explained the foreman.

“ Not enough,” said Harding. “ It’s 
worth paying a watchman as well.”

So after supper Jim summoned one Pablo 
Gonzalez and told him that he was promo
ted from cook’s flunky to guardian of the 
sleep of the mules at an increased rate of 
pay. Pablo was a combination of avarice, 
laziness and superstition. Not long since 
from Spain, this wild jungle was strange to 
him and at night very fearsome. The 
corral was a quarter of a mile down the 
line, some distance beyond the powder- 
house, which was the last of the camp 
buildings. I t  would be very dark and 
lonely there. He said as much to the fore
man, who replied:

“ But think of the two dollars, man. 
Think of ’em. Small chance you’d have 
to make ’em at any real work.”

Pablo’s eyes gleamed. Avarice con
quered and he shuffled toward the corral, 
muttering prayers to the saints for pro
tection from the devils which must inhabit 
such a country.

The camp went to bed.
The foreman, Jim Brady, was awakened 

by a hysterical man calling to him from 
the doorway in rapid, high-pitched Span
ish:

“ Senor! Sefior! Save me! They come! 
They come!”

“ What come, you fool?”  grunted Brady. 
He lit a candle. “ Go back and keep them 
bats off them mules,”  he ordered, when he 
saw who it was.

“ But they come, senor,”  chattered Pablo. 
“Ten thousand devils on great horses 
breathing fire and brimstone, senor.”

“ What’s up, Jim?”  called Harding from 
a cot in the same room.

Pablo, with a fresh auditor, repeated his 
tale with variations and multiplications.

“ Bosh!”  snorted Brady.

“Jim, weM better go down there and see 
what’s scared him,” said Harding, pulling
on his boots.

The two men went through the silent 
camp, down to the line of excavation, past 
the powder-house, and were nearly at the 
corral when two black forms suddenly bore 
down on them. Brady flung up his revolver.

“ Wait,”  said Harding sharply. The 
next instant he chuckled. “It’s our own 
mules, Jim.”

Brady laughed shamefacedly. -
“The fool must have left the corral gate 

open,” he said.
“ Either that or those devils of his opened 

it. Let’s go and find out.”
More mules passed them and they heard 

the rustling of moving bodies in the bushes 
at each side. Evidently all of the stock 
was loose. Then, not far ahead, they 
heard a voice.

“Who’s there?”  shouted Harding.
The reply was a streak of flame, a sharp 

report, and a bullet zipping over his head. 
Both Americans answered the shot instinct
ively. Brady with all six chambers of his 
revolver, Harding with only two. As if 
they had touched a match to a pack of 
crackers, shooting broke out in front and 
to both sides of them. Wherever they 
looked the darkness was stabbed with 
spurts of fire, the reports were a continuous 
crackle and the air was full of angry buzz
ings and whining. After a few seconds a 
voice called out above the din in sharp, 
staccato Spanish:

“ Stop it, you fools! You’ll only shoot 
one another. Stop it!”

The firing subsided, and the voice called 
out again—

“ This way, all of you.”
The sound of men moving through the 

bushes showed that the order was being 
obeyed.

“Jim,”  whispered Harding. “Go back 
and bring all t ie  boys down here. Those 
fellows will do nothing for a while. Fll 
wait here and watch. Bring me a spare 
rifle if you can. Wait a minute. Send 
some one up to Eighteen to tell them to 
come down from there, and telephone back 
the line for every one you can raise.”

There was no need for Brady to go to 
fetch the other Americans. He met them 
running toward the sound of the fixing.

“What’s up?” they demanded breath
lessly.
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“ Don’t  know. Hell’s broke loose, I  
guess,”  he replied. “ The old man’s back 
there this side of the corral. Go along till 
you find him.”

In the camp he found the timekeeper 
mounting guard over the half-dozen native 
flunkies and mule-skinners. A  mutiny 
had been the first thing in the minds of the 
Americans and they took care to see that 
the ranks of the mutineers were not in
creased.

“ Turn ’em loose,”  ordered Brady. 
“ They’ll do no harm. Grab a  mule and 
beat it  to Eighteen and bring ’em down.”

He went into the office shack to the tele
phone. The minute he put the receiver 
to his ear he knew that the wire had been cut.

“ They’re too blamed thorough!”  he 
ejaculated in disgust. He pulled out his 
bag to hunt for cartridges.

The corral and the small patch of pasture, 
or potrero, which adjoined it, made an open 
space of fifty yards’ width extending for a 
hundred feet on each side of the dump. It 
was on the near side of this open ground 
that Harding established his line of defense.

His force numbered eight men. Three 
he posted in the middle of the dump, over
turning an iron-bodied mule car for them 
to lie behind; two more he placed in the 
edge of the woods, half way between the 
dump and the right end of the clearing; 
two more in a corresponding position on 
the other side, and the remaining man, a 
young rodman on whose fighting value he 
put no high estimate, was charged with the 
duty of watching for any attack from the 
rear. From what he had heard the leader 
of the attackers call to his men, Harding 
felt that nothing more would happen until 
it  grew light enough to distinguish between 
friend and foe.

What it all meant he could not guess. 
That it was not a mutiny of his own labor
ers he felt sure; for no conspiracy could 
have reached the point of producing an 
armed and organized attack without his 
having seen some premonitory symptoms. 
That the Veragua Central was fighting him 
thus openly was sheer impossibility.

D A YLIG H T came quickly, and as 
soon as it  was light enough to see 
a  man a score of paces away, a 

voice called sharply across the clearing: 
“ Who is thief over there? Let him 

come forth and we will speak.”

From behind the overturned car Harding 
houted:

“ You come over here if you want to talk.” 
“ In the middle,”  was the answer, and a 

form could be seen leaving the jungle on 
the opposite side and advancing across the 
clearing.

Harding stood up and walked forward.
“ I  come unarmed,”  called the man. 
Harding unbuckled his revolver belt and 

threw it behind him.
“ All right. So do I,”  he answered. 
When they were within ten paces they 

recognized each other. Of the two, Fuentes 
was the more surprised.

“ Mr. Harding!”  he exclaimed. “ I did 
not know you were out here.”

“Well, you see I am,” answered Harding 
grimly. “ What’s the game? What are 
you after?”

As the two stood face to face there 
seemed to be little physical disparity be
tween them. Harding, big, burly, broad- 
shouldered, overtopping the Veraguan by 
inches, looked no stronger or more forceful 
than the slender, trimly built Fuentes, whose 
gray eyes remained fixed on him unwaver
ingly. There shot across Harding’s mind 
the words Carol used to describe him, “He 
reminds one of a finely tempered sword.”  

There was a short pause while they 
measured each other. Then F uentes spoke: 

“ I  wish no harm to you or your men, Mr. 
Harding. I  have come for something which 
I propose to take away with me.”

“ And that is?”
“The powder and dynamite you have 

here.”
“ Come and get it,”  said Harding crisply. 

“ But you’ll have to fight.”
“ I have one hundred men with me,” 

answered Enrique gravely. “ You may 
come and count them if you wish.”

“ I believe you. Bring them along. 
You’ll need them all.”

“ Mr. Harding,”  Fuentes protested, “ it 
can end but one way. Fighting against 
you,” he bowed ceremoniously, “ there will 
be many losses; but it can end in only 
one way. Better that we arrange it 
peaceably.”

“ Only by your leaving.”
“ I intend to take the dynamite.”
“Then come on.”
“ You will let me have it peaceably?” 
“ No!”
Fuentes looked Harding straight in the
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eye, bowed, turned on his heel and walked 
back to his own men. Harding returned 
to his cover.

“ Get ready, boys,”  he called. “ They’re 
coming. Pot them as fast as you see them.”

El Chico, however, old-school cavalier 
that he might at times seem to be, was an 
adept at the art of bush fighting. He 
waited for what seemed to the Americans 
an interminable period, so long at any rate 
that their nerves had plenty of time to get 
on edge. A t last one of the men near 
Harding, unable longer to stand the strain 
of waiting for he knew not what, exposed 
his head and shoulders in order to see better.

Instantly there was a volley from the 
opposite jungle. The bullets ripped 
through the air, threw up the ground in 
little spurts and hit on the iron car box 
with a loud metallic clanging. The reck
less one luckily was unhit, but his with
drawal to complete cover was exceedingly 
swift. The firing stopped and at the edge 
of the jungle whence it had come was 
neither movement nor sound.

Harding slowly and cautiously poked the 
barrel of his rifle around the edge of his 
shelter, exposed just enough of his head to 
permit him to aim, waited a moment and 
fired. The bullet struck the mark and 
showed it for what it was, a piece of dead 
wood, and not a man’s head.

Then for a time both sides resorted to 
tactics which are as old as fighting itself. 
A man would put up his hat on the end of a 
stick and when it drew the other side’s fire, 
would try to locate and reply to it. This 
and a dozen other bush-whacking strate- 
geins were resorted to. Occasionally from 
the bandits would come a rapid, sustained 
fusillade, meant, seemingly, by the volume 
of its noise, to force the Americans to leave 
their cover.

During one of these bursts of fire Brady 
suddenly dropped his rifle as if it had be
come red hot and grabbed his left hand 
with his right. He grunted profanely and 
turned to Harding.

“Here, John,” he requested, “ take your 
knife and fix it for me.”

“ It”  was a little finger which dangled 
from the hand, attached only by a shred of 
skin. Harding fixed it and tied up the 
hand with a rough bandage.

Harding began casting anxious glances 
behind him. He knew that a few minutes’ 
work with machetes would open a trail

through the jungle past either end at the 
clearing and let die bandits came swarming 
around behind his men. He made each of 
his three groups improvise what shelter 
they could to their rear, so that when the 
attack came from that direction they would 
be prepared. The powder-house was a 
hundred feet away directly behind his own' 
position with the center group. He knew 
that if El Chico’s men were sufficiently 
determined he could not prevent their reach
ing it, but he hoped to make the attempt 
too expensive to be carried through.

Presently one of the men in the right- 
hand group called to him—

“ I can hear some one chopping through 
the bush over this end.”

“ See if you can sneak over there under 
cover and take a shot at ’em,”  answered 
Harding.

But on his words a furious fusillade broke 
out which made it impossible for any of the 
Americans to move an inch from his shelter 
without wantonly throwing away his life.

Harding swore at his own stupidity. E l 
Chico spoke English and could understand 
every word he said.

One of the men in the left-hand group 
suddenly yelled and exposing himself reck
lessly emptied his magazine as fast as he 
could fire. As he settled back Harding 
could see a big red patch on the shoulder of 
his white shirt.

The firing subsided to an occasional 
warning shot, but it was clear that they 
were being watched for the least movement. 
Harding began to wonder if they had hit 
any of the bandits yet.

There was a long wait and then, without 
any warning, the bandits’ fire burst out 
with renewed fury. The next minute, the 
Americans realized that this was the real 
attack.

“They’re coming, boys!”  shouted Jim 
Brady from his place on the left. “Give 
it to ’em.”

True enough they could see the natives 
leaving their cover and coming across the 
clearing. They were not dashing forward 
openly, but crawling, dodging, ducking, 
stealing from -one favoring hummock to 
the next.

Now that they could see something to 
shoot at the Americans exposed themselves 
fearlessly, firing rapidly and carefully and 
speeding each bullet with a curse. The_ 
result was twofold. Three of the defenders
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were iiit, one badly, and the natives for 
the time stopped coming forward, and lay 
hugging the ground and keeping up an in
cessant fire.

Out of the infernal din there came to 
Harding’s ears the sound of a single maga
zine .rile being fired as fast as the lever 

.could be worked; and it came from behind. 
He looked around and saw the rodman 
racing down the dump toward him, and 
beyond a score of men rushing up to the 
powder-house.

The rodman threw himself on the ground 
beside Harding, panting from his run and 
sobbing and choking with excitement.

“ They’re —  they’re —  at the powder- 
house,”  he stammered. “ But I  f-f-fixed 
'em.

“ How?”  jerked out Harding.
“ Laid a fuse into the back of the house 

and 1-1-lit it.”
Harding recoiled as if he had been shot.
Three tons of dynamite and two tons of 

black powder in that house! Enough to 
blow into eternity not only the group of 
natives at its door but Harding and his men 
as well. He could see nine good Americans 
dying without even a chance to fight it out 
fairly. Perhaps, had there been more 
time, he might have thought of the horror 
of such slaughterhouse tactics against even 
his enemies, but the fuse was burning.

X V

AS HARDING sprang to his feet 
there swam before his eyes the vision 
of a slender black cord, sputtering 

and spitting out jets of flame and smoke, 
and then a blinding, roaring cataclysm. He 
dropped his rifle and ran straight toward 
the powder-house. He had covered a dozen 
paces before the men standing there saw 
him. When they did they raised their 
rifles and began firing.

With the report of the first shots Harding 
felt his hat suddenly blown off his head. 
Still running, he held forward two empty 
hands.

A  man who had been battering at the 
door, Enrique himself it was, jumped among 
the group and began knocking up their 
rifles and shouting at them. The firing 
stopped, and Enrique, drawn machete ready 
to spring, advanced a few paces to meet 
Harding.

“ Quickl”  Harding' panted as he rushed

swiftly by him. “Lighted fuse! Behind 
the house!”

He plunged through a thicket at the side 
of the house and forced his way to the 
back, with Enrique at his heels.

The ground there was uneven and thickly 
covered with tangled grass and weeds. 
Harding stopped and looked down. He 
could see no fuse. He looked for an age—  
a second perhaps. Then from under a tuft 
of grass close against the sheet-iron wall he 
saw a feather of smoke curl lazily upward.

He fell on his knees, pawed about with 
frantic speed, and jerked out a slender 
black cord, one end of which sputtered and 
spit out little jets of flame and smoke. He 
threw it far behind him and stood up.

Fuentes was facing him, the machete still 
in his hand; his body was rigid; his face was 
like the face of a statue; he was pale with 
the pallor of a man who has gazed on anni
hilation in one half of a second and regained 
safety in the next. The machete slipped 
from his fingers, dropped on the ground and 
lay there unheeded. He put out his right 
hand and said:

“ Will you do me the honor?”
The hands of the two men met and held 

each other. From the direction of the corral 
still came the sound of shooting. Suddenly 
Fuentes dropped Harding’s hand and took 
a whistle from his pocket. He gave three 
sharp blasts repeated twice.

Harding heard a scurrying about of men 
in front of the house and turned to see what 
it meant. When he turned back again 
Fuentes had gone. He pushed his way 
through the bushes and came out on the 
dump at the front of the house where the 
bandits had been. They had gone.

There was no more firing at the corral, 
and Harding walked toward it, to be met 
by Brady coming back.

“ They’ve beat it,”  said - the foreman. 
“ When they heard that whistle every man 
of ’em faded away like a bunch of spooks. 
What’s up?”

“ They’ve gone, Jim,”  answered Harding. 
“ War’s over. Tell the boys to come back 
to camp and we’ll have a bandaging 
bee.”

As soon as he had assured himself that 
none of his men were wounded beyond hope 
of probable recovery, Harding was in the 
saddle on his way back to Sta. Rita. He 
changed to a fresh mule at every camp until 
he reached the rail-head, and once on the.
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track ran his car into headquarters at a 
reckless speed. His one overpowering 
anxiety was to discover what lay back of 
El Chico’s raid. That it was a mere spo
radic case of outlawry he did not beKeve. 
What he did suspect he hesitated to pro
nounce even to himself. It was the calamity 
which had always been his bogey, the one 
thing which might not only disrupt all of 
the work, but effectually dry up the rail
road’s sources of money; for no investor 
cares to send his good dollars into a revolu
tion-rent country.

He reached Sta. Rita early in the eve
ning, snatched a hasty bite at his house, and 
went over to see Ned Curtis.

Since the hour when Pablo Gonzalez had 
awakened him that morning, neither the 
physical nor the mental tension had been 
for an instant relaxed. Even now, as he 
walked rapidly along the dark path, he 
could hear the din of shooting, the angry 
buzzing of bullets, and the yelling and curs
ing of his men. He could see Jim Brady’s 
mutilated finger, and the big red splotch 
on the shoulder of Wilson’s shirt. And 
there came out of the darkness and hung 
before his eyes pictures of other fights which' 
might come; fights which would be worse 
than the one of that morning. His fists 
clenched as he swung along at a quickened 
pace.

As he came near the Curtis cottage he 
saw that there was a light on the veranda. 
Ned and his sister were sitting at a table 
playing cribbage. Harding stopped a min
ute and looked through the screening at 
them; and as he gazed the scenes of fighting 
and the sound of strife faded away. They 
looked so restful and comfortable and do
mestic, so contented and happy with each 
other.

How well the girl understood how to take 
care of her brother and make his life pleas
ant and easy for him. She helped him in 
his work too, a great deal more than the 
boy himself could appreciate, and she was 
always at such pains to keep him from neg
lecting the little refinements of life that 
mean so much to an exile and are so easily 
forgotten. Largely she did it by example. 
She seemed to have a great many pretty, 
becoming clothes, and she dressed every 
evening as if she might be expecting to re
ceive a whole string of beaux. She probably 
had them, too, at home. Harding won
dered.

“ Why, Mr. Harding, you made a: quick 
trip,”  she called as soon as she saw who it
was.

With a sudden jerk his mind returned to
the object of his visit.

“ Yes, I did come back in a hurry,” he 
answered. “ Ned, have you tonight’s Sta. 
Rita papers here?”

“ Inside, sir. I ’ll bring them out,”  an
swered Ned.

Carol felt that something unusual had 
happened, but she forebore to ask any ques
tions. Instead she inquired if he had had 
his dinner. When he replied that he had, she 
offered him coffee; but did not insist when 
he refused.

Harding read through the two local news
papers without finding the slightest refer
ence to any uprising. Indeed, he had 
scarcely expected that he would, for the 
local journals were too time-serving to 
print any such news until it became too 
much a matter of common knowledge to be 
ignored. But there was a sinister signifi
cance in one article, an editorial in the 
Independencia, the more substantial of the 
two papers, on the subject of the industrial 
progress of Sta. Rita. Written in polished 
literary Spanish, it abounded in veiled refer
ences and half-concealed innuendo, arid was 
in fact no more than a cleverly cloaked at
tack on the Sta. Rita Northern Railway 
Company.

“Hum,” mused Harding.* “ There’s just 
one man in Sta. Rita who can write Spanish 
like that. You are too clever, Don An
tonio.” But then he reflected with a cer
tain bitter satisfaction that the thing was 
so subtle that it would go over the heads of 
most of the Independencia’s readers.

“Ned,”  he said, putting the papers down. 
“I want you to go down to the quarters and 
rout out those two native clerks we keep in 
the auditor’s office— Montez and Aifias, I 
mean. Send them over to town to drift 
about the caf£s and find out if there is any 
particular news or gossip being circulated. 
And I want you to go to the Hotel Sta. Rita 
and the club and keep your ears open for 
the same purpose.”

The boy stood up.
“ All right, sir.”  He hesitated. “ It would 

help me to get on the track perhaps if you 
could give me a tip what you are looking
for.”

“It may be a revolution, Ned,” answered 
Harding.
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After Ned had left, Carol did not speak 
for some minutes.

“Do you really think it  is that?”  she 
asked at length, much as she might ask if he 
took two lumps of sugar or one.

‘Thoroughbredl’’ he thought. “ There’s 
a  possibility, Miss Curtis, I ’m sorry to say.”

He went on to tell her why he suspected 
an insurrection. In his relation of the morn
ing’s experience he touched very lightly on 
his part in preventing the blowing up of the 
ppwder-house. But she understood it.

She turned to him with sparkling eyes 
and reached out her hand impulsively.

“I ’m not going to say how splendid it 
wasl”  she exclaimed. “ Mere words are 
quite useless for that.”  She was silent a 
moment. “And that man, Enrique Fuen- 
tes? What did he do?”  

t, “ Shook hands with me and promptly de
camped with all his followers,”  replied 
TTarding-

“W hat a manl”
The words involuntarily broke from her 

lips and with an expression that, ringing 
strangely on her own ears, instantly awoke 
in her an apprehension of something she 
could not understand. To Harding her ex
clamation gave a sharp pang of something 
more than anxiety. Had all the romantic 
fables surrounding the fellow captured the 
girl’s fancy? Impossible. Y et the worst 
of it was they were not all fables, and he 
was, when all was said and done, every inch 
a  man. For a moment Enrique seemed to 
stand between them as a barrier. Uncon
sciously each of them grew more reserved, 
and presently the conversation was shifted 
to unimportant things.

LATE in the evening Ned returned, 
and in his report there was no com
fort.

“The town is alive with rumors, Mr. 
Harding,”  he said. “ Carlos Iriquidi, you 
know Ms reputation, is out in the country 
calling himself ‘General,’ and raising re
cruits. A  hundred men are said to have left 
town this morning. Five rurales have been 
dapped into jail for disaffection.”

“ And what is it all about?” asked Hard
ing. “ What’s the object of their insurrec
tion?”

The boy was loath to reply.
“They say,”  he began. “They say it’s 

about us. Iriquidi is preaching Down with 
the Yankee railroad and the Yankee rob

bers, and save Veraguafor the Veraguans.’ ”
Carol caught her breath sharply and 

looked at Harding. His face was impassive, 
but his hand lying on the arm of the chair 
was denched tight shut.

“ Go on, tell me every tMng you heard,”  he 
said.

Ned redted rumor after rumor, and as he 
talked Carol watched Harding’s face. The 
lines in it deepened, it grew almost haggard, 
but in every line and wrinkle, in the gleam 
of Ms eyes, in the set of Ms square jaw, was 
the same look of strength and power as in 
one of the great locomotives of his own rail
road.

Ned finished Ms story. Harding turned 
to Carol.

“ Now, Miss Curtis, may I reconsider and 
ask you for some coffee for Ned and myself. 
I t ’ll do cold just as well. You see we’ll 
have to work tonight.”

Just as they were starting for the office 
Harding said—

“ Miss Curtis, I ’m going to book a room 
for you on the next steamer, just in case 
this tempest in a teapot blows into a real 
storm.”

She looked at him steadily.
“ Thank you. You and Ned are staying, 

I  suppose.”
“ Yes, of course.”
“Then, so am I.” And he knew more 

certainly than if she had used a wealth of 
expostulation that those words were final.

That night Harding sent a cable to Hem
ingway reporting the situation as accurately 
as was possible from his own information. 
The answer he received the next afternoon 
was the one he had expected:

“ The situation makes it difficult to ob
tain money. You must cut down work and 
reduce force to a minimum. Make every 
endeavor to safeguard property.”

Over the last sentence Harding allowed 
himself a smile.

“Of course I ’d never have thought of that 
unless he’d told me,”  he said. The rest of 
the message was serious enough though.

The reduction of the administrative force 
of Americans was not an affair lightly to be 
undertaken, for it meant a break up of the 
entire organization. The men would leave 
the country and drift to all parts of the 
world, and to get them back or replace them 
with others when the time came to renew op
erations would be a matter both of time and 
expense. The question of the day-laborers



48 Adventure

was on another basis. They could be 
discharged at any time, and there were al
ways plenty more to be hired on short no
tice. The only thing necessary was to have 
the money in hand to pay them off.

Harding accordingly replied to Heming
way that he meant to keep his administra
tive force practically intact and lay off two- 
thirds of the laborers, and that he needed 
thirty thousand dollars to do so.

Hemingway answered:

Your course approved. You may draw fifteen 
thousand dollars next week, and the balance when I 
advise you.

In half an hour Harding’s cable went 
back:

I  need thirty thousand dollars now. The longer 
you delay, the more I  shall need.

To which Hemingway answered:

Situation understood. Money, not this amount, 
available. Doing our best.

Already rumors had begun to circulate 
that the road was hard hit by the revolu
tionary scare, and Harding had scented a 
certain uneasiness among the laborers. He 
cabled:

Labor is restless. I  must have money promptly 
to reassure them.

Hemingway replied:

We can not make money. You must hold your 
men for a while with promises.

These messages were naturally all sent 
in the Company’s secret code, an adapta
tion of the commercial cable code which 
required no more than the ordinary code 
book and key for its transposition, so simple 
that it was contained on a single typewritten 
sheet no larger than the sheet Turner had 
shoved in his pocket the afternoon Harding 
had caught him playing truant.

The day after the receipt of Hemingway’s 
last message the entire correspondence was 
published in the Independencia, with a note 
stating that it was an interesting corre
spondence between the administrator of a 
certain great enterprise and his Yanqui cap
italist backer. The column was headed, 
“ Promises. A  New Yanqui Currency.”

That issue of the newspaper was dis
tributed free in every construction camp on 
the line.

TH E  bomb thrown by the Jnd*- 
pendencia nearly started a confla
gration blazing over the whole extent. 

of the Sta. Rita Northern, and for the 
next few days Harding and his most trusted. 
lieutenants were up and down the line 
stamping out the sparks. They threatened, 
they bullied, they cajoled, but for the most 
part they dominated through the conscious
ness of the men themselves that their 
American bosses had never yet treated them 
unjustly. They had been ruled with an 
iron hand, but a hand which had never 
cheated them. So the threatened blaze, 
though it did not cease to threaten, only 
smoldered.

The revolution continued to grow apace. 
Each day and hour brought its fresh crop of 
rumors, and it soon became dear that the 
movement was no flash in the pan, but an 
uprising which would require all of die Gov
ernment’s efforts to check.

Don Elisondo Figueroa, the governor, had 
arrived at an age and affluence where the 
conservation of his health and the already 
acquired proceeds of his office appealed 
more strongly to him than the strenuous 
task of maintaining his position through the 
hurly-burly of a revolution. As soon as the 
situation grew serious, his physidan recom
mended the mountain air of his wife’s es
tates in a distant part of the country, and 
Don Elisondo decamped, leaving the com- 
mandante of the rurales to represent his 
authority.

Other subtly inflammatory articles ap-» 
peared in the Independencia, and Harding, 
attributing them to the judge’s facile pen, 
was greatly puzzled, for they were in fact 
no better than revolutionary propagan
da, and Don Antonio was of the govern
ment.

But though people be ever so distraught 
by fears of revolution, riot and imminent 
ruin, the ordinary processes of human life 
must go on; we must eat and drink and sleep 
and shave, or do up our hair until the very 
moment when the thunderbolt strikes.

And to Carol Curtis a certain daily portion 
of exercise was as much a physical necessity 
as eating and sleeping. .

Since she had come to Sta. Rita she had 
rarely missed a day without riding, some
times with her brother, occasionally with 
Harding, but more often alone. When the

XVI
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revolution began to gather headway and 
reports of skirmishes came in from the out
lying districts, the two men warned her 
against going beyond the more frequented 
roads in the immediate vicinity of die sta
tion, and though she fretted at the restric
tion, she saw its reason and complied.

One afternoon she sent for her horse, to 
be told that it had picked up a nail in its 
hoof and could not be ridden. So she told 
the man to bring her brother’s instead. It  
so happened that Harding had the day be
fore assigned to Ned a big American horse 
■ which had been sent in from the front be
cause its size as well as its uncertain dispo
sition made it of no use on the rough trails. 
I t  was this horse which the man brought 
to the house.

She was a little taken aback at the ap
pearance of the animal, but partly because 
she was really a fearless horsewoman, and 
partly through a certain older-sisterly con
ceit that she could ride any horse her 
younger brother could, she mounted and 
rode off.

The horse went along well enough until 
she had gone out the main road as far as she 
felt was wise. Then, just as she was about 
to turn and go back, a bird broke out of a 
bush and flashed across the road. The 
horse shied with such violence that Carol 
came near to losing her seat. The reins 
slipped through her left hand, and reaching 
with her right to pick them up and shorten 
her grip, she seized only a handful of mane. 
And the half-second before she tightened 
up on the bit was enough. The brute had 
his neck stretched out, his head forward, 
and was pounding down the road as hard 
as he could gallop.

Running away! Carol had an instant’s 
panic and then braced herself.

“ Steady, boy— steady,”  she called to 
him, but the only effect of her words was to 
steady her own nerves.

She pulled on his mouth with all her 
strength, and might as well have tried to 
check a railroad train. He ran faster than 
any railroad train, she thought.

She was afraid, horribly so, yet she was 
immeasurably thrilled and excited. The 
wild, irresistible speed of the animal was 
like nothing else she had experienced in the 
world. The wind whipped her hair about 
her face, ahd the sheer excitement of it sent 
the bright color coursing through her 
cheeks. She gave up trying to stop him and 
«

devoted all her skill to steadying his head 
lest he swerve or stumble.

The horse was tireless; she lost all track 
of the distance he covered. Once, mounting 
a short slope, she thought she had him under 
control, but at the crest he gained speed and 
ran on for another mile.

Finally he stopped, his flanks heaving, 
sweat running from his coat in a hundred 
rivulets, and his head hanging low. For a 
moment she sat still until the horse caught 
breath and she composed her own thoughts.

“ It must be miles and miles from home,” 
she said to herself. “ And I ’ll have to go 
slow, and it’ll be dark soon.”

She turned the horse toward home and 
put him into a walk.

“ A LTA I" a raucous voice called 
sharply, and two men sprang out of 
a ditch at the side of the road and 

jumped in front of her. They were ragged 
little men, with spurs strapped to bare feet, 
but she saw that they both carried efficient
looking rifles.

One of them grabbed her horse by the bit.
“ Let go! leave me alone!”  she said 

bravely, though her whole body was cold 
with terror.

The man paid no attention, but began 
talking to his companion in slurred, gut
tural Spanish.

“Let go!”  Carol repeated. “ Let go, I  
say!”

Without noticing her, he raised his voice 
and called, “Hola, Jefel”

Carol heard a rustling in the bushes at 
the side of the road; she looked and saw the 
forequarters of a big black thoroughbred. 
For an instant the animal gathered himself 
and then took the ditch with a smooth, 
powerful jump, the man on his back sitting 
lightly and gracefully. As the horse landed 
and started toward her at a canter she saw 
the rider was Enrique Fuentes.

He recognized her in the same instant 
and, without even checking his horse, 
slipped to the ground and ran up to her on 
foot.

“ You!” he exclaimed. “ You, Miss Cur
tis! What brings you out here?”  He 
caught himself and went on more,, slowly. 
“ No, I  beg your pardon. ' I  do not mean to 
be inquisitive. It is enough that your 
servant has had the pleasure of this chance 
encounter.”

Carol answered:
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“ M y horse ran away with me. I  was car
ried farther than I  meant to go. As I was 
starting home the men stopped me. Will 
you make them let me go, please.”

“ These men,” he replied, “ are like my
self, your servants. What is it you wish?”

“ To go home,” she said.
Enrique was silent for so long that she 

wondered why he did not answer.
“ I must go home,” she repeated.
“ Miss Curtis, I will tell you the truth,”  

he answered slowly, and though his tone 
was uncertain and perplexed she felt his 
words were absolutely sincere. “ You are 
eight miles from your house. In a very 
short time it will be growing dark. Every 
night the rurales send patrols out this road 
and when they meet any one they shoot 
first and challenge afterward. Neither 
alone nor with all my men could I guard you 
from a stray bullet in the dark. You must 
wait until morning.”

“ But my brother,”  protested Carol. “I  
must get home tonight. He will be frantic 
if I don’t.”

“ Your brother would rather spend a 
night of anxiety and see you safe in the 
morning, than to have you brought in 
tonight shot.”

Carol smiled.
“ Yes, I think so, but— ” she grew serious 

again— “ what can I do? I  can’t stay here.”
He spoke gravely.
“ Miss Curtis, I have a camp near by. In 

it are five hundred men whose duty it shall 
be to see that tonight your sleep is un
troubled.”

It was her turn to be a long time in an
swering. He stood waiting silently.

“ Thank you,” she said finally. “ You are 
very kind.”

Carol riding, Fuentes on foot leading her 
horse, and the two men behind bringing his 
own mount, they left the road and entered 
a narrow, winding trail. Five minutes 
brought them to a place where all the un
dergrowth had been cleared away and only 
the taller trees left standing.

Scattered about with no seeming order or 
system were rough shelters of palm leaves 
spread on frames of newly cut saplings. 
Lying under these, or sitting in groups 
cooking or eating about a score of fires, were 
Enrique’s five hundred men. They were 
rough, ragged, uncouth-looking fellows, 
but there was a certain air of competence 
and self-reliance about them which Carol

had never seen in the riffraff of the stierig; 
of Sta. Rita. Enrique saw her. curious

“They’re not smart-looking as soldier̂  
go,”  he said, “but they can be depended:
on.”

At the center of the . encampment,, with) 
the nearest shacks at some twenty paced, 
distance, was a  single tent. To this EnJ 
rique led her. He helped her dismount and, 
held open the flap, saying:

“Your house, Miss Curtis. -It is rough? 
but at least there is a cot which I trust yoU 
will not find hard.”

Carol, overcome by the strangeness of it 
all, thanked him monosyllabically. He 
gave an order to a man who had been squat
ting near by, and presently there appeared a 
basin of water and soap, to which EnriqOe 
added a towel that he took from a bag in the 
tent

“ And now,”  he said, “I  shall go and in -.
terview the cook.”

He returned in a few minutes with a 
chicken, fried plantains and steaming, aro
matic coflee. He put them on a little camp 
table which stood in the tent, got out plate, 
knife and fork, and setting up a folding 
stool stood waiting for her to sit down.

“But this is your own dinner,”  she pro
tested. “ Are you not going to eat too*' v

From the formal courtesy of his bow1 and 
the tone in which he murmured that his . 
first desire was to wait upon her, she was 
quick-witted enough to see that he would 
not join her at his own table, without lief 
express invitation.

“Do sit down, please,”  she said. “It 
will be much nicer of you than to make me
eat alone.”

So bidden, he laid another place and sat 
down with her.

During the meal and the half-hour after-' 
ward their conversation scrupulously: 
avoided all subjects connected with the! 
revolution and its opposition to the railroad.̂  
She tried to draw him out about 
and his career, but elicited little beyond the' 
fact that as a boy he had spent some yean  
in a boarding-school in the States. .

Just before he left her she said:
“I am so worried about my brother. He 

will be beside himself.”
“I have already sent a man in to the sta

tion to find him and tell him you are safe,”  ■ 
answered Enrique. “He will travel crook 
country and should relieve your brother's 
anxiety by ten o’clock at the latest.”
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“ You ate very, very thoughtful,”  she an
swered. “ I  can not thank you enough.”

“It is nothing. And now doubtless you 
are tired. I  only trust that you sleep well.”  
H e moved the table to the head of the cot 
and put on it  a  small silver whistle. “ If 
you wish anything during the night,”  he 
explained, “ that will let me know.”

Then without a word he drew out of a 
holster at his hip a heavy, long-barreled, 
pearl-handled revolver, and placed it on the 
bedside table with the muzzle pointing 
toward-the door.

“ Good night,”  he said.
She held out her hand impulsively.
“ Good night, and thank you again and 

again.”
When the tent-flap dropped behind him 

she walked to the table and gazed at the 
revolver. In the flickering candle-light, 
which shone dully on the blue-black metal, 
the weapon looked .very big and ugly. She 
could see the dull gray noses of bullets peep
ing out of the cylinder, and she shuddered 
as she thought that there lay in this sinister 
mechanism the lives of six men. Then she 
thought of the delicate chivalry of the man 
who had put it there.

She got into bed, blew out the candle, 
and in five minutes was asleep.

Some time in the middle of the night she 
awoke, and when she had remembered 
where she was, stole to the tent door and 
peeped out. A little distance off was a 
flickering fire, making a wavering, dancing 
circle of light in the darkness. A man sat 
beside it. Presently the flames flared up 
for an instant and she saw that he was 
Fuentes, and that his eyes were open.

She crept back to bed and to untroubled 
sleep.

xvn
IN  TH E morning, after Carol had 
had breakfast, her horse was brought 
up groomed and saddled. Enrique’s 

horse, too, she saw held ready close by and 
all over the camp there was a great stir of 
activity.

Enrique came to the tent.
“ Is it time for me to go now?”  she asked 

cheerily.
"Yes,”  he answered, “ to my regret.”  

H e paused and then went on. “ But before 
you  go I  would beg five minutes in which to 
speak to you.”

“ Why, certainly,”  she answered, unsus
pecting.

“First I must say one word of myself,”  
he began. “ I am, as you know, an outlaw, 
proscribed, a bandit, if you. like. But I am 
well bom, and my breeding and education 
were as good as any in this country.”

She interrupted him.
“ It does not require your words to tell me 

that.”
“ Thank you. I became an outlaw as the 

result of a fair fight. And I give you my 
word that in ten years I have neither com
mitted nor suffered to be committed any 
violence or robbery which might fairly be 
called criminal. I have sustained and pro
tected myself and those under me— no more, 
and I  feel that in my own way I have done 
as much for this country that I  love as 
many others who have held high positions. 
When this insurrection succeeds, as it must, 
I  shall no longer be an outlaw.”

Carol caught her breath sharply.
“Yes, I know,” she said. And then, with 

an uneasy little laugh, “ But no one ever 
thinks of you as an— outlaw.”

Quickly the man’s expression changed, 
his self-restraint seemed to slip away, the 
hand with which he fingered his belt-buckle 
trembled and as he spoke his voice trembled.

“ I would have told you this last night, 
Miss Curtis, only I  feared lest you think 
that my hospitality was not for its own 
sake. I  tell you now because I  must. From 
that first moment when I  saw you in that 
miserable little cantina the night you 
arrived, I have loved you.”

To Carol, mature, experienced, perfectly 
poised, it came as a sudden unexpected 
lightning flash, blinding and deafening her 
and robbing her of all speech and reason. 

“ Ah, nol Don’t!”  she cried.
“ But it is so,”  he protested. “From that 

first time I have known that there existed 
for me but one woman in the world; that 
life held for me but one thing worth while 
— to make her my wife.”

“ Please! Please! You mustn’t!”
“ Why not? I  love you. Is it wrong that 

in all humility and with full knowledge of 
my unworthiness, I  should ask you to be 
my wife?”

Carol knew herself utterly unable to 
command the situation. She could not 
reason with him, could hardly talk cohe
rently, so strangely was she moved. In de
spair she took refuge in evasion.
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“ Do you think,” she said, not meeting 
his eyes, “ do you think it is fair of you to 
talk to me so . . . here . . .  in your . . ,  ”  
She did not finish.

Enrique stood rigid, not answering. The 
color slowly spread over his face. Then he 
said:

“ Miss Curtis, I  have forgotten myself.” 
He raised his voice. “Eola, JuanI Los 
caballos—  the horses.”

Ceremoniously he assisted Carol to mount 
and then turned and called out an order. 
All over the clearing Carol saw his follow
ers jumping on their horses.

At another sharp command from Enrique 
they were in motion. He rode with Carol 
at the head of the column, keeping a watch
ful eye on her horse. Behind them were 
strung out his five hundred mounted men.

“ Do we need so many? Is it unsafe?” 
she asked.

He answered, “ When one receives a visit 
of honor, one’s guest rides back with a fit
ting escort.”

When the red-tiled roofs of Sta. Rita were 
in sight he halted his men.

“ From here on we ride alone,” he said. 
“ So many might only provoke a fight.”

“ But it is not safe for you to come any 
farther. I will go alone from here. Thank 
you for everything.”

She gathered up her reins to start.
“ No, I am coming with you,” he said.
She saw the futility of protest and the 

two rode on alone.
As they drew nearer to the town they be

gan to meet occasional horsemen, and in 
every one of these Carol saw a rurale and 
would grow cold with dread until the rider 
came near enough to be recognized as a 
harmless countryman. If Enrique felt con
cern, he did not show it. She found that he 
was punctiliously letting her set their pace. 
At this she put her horse into a smart can
ter.

“ Be careful,” he warned. “He will get 
away from you if you go too fast.”

“ We can’t go too fast,” she answered.
Two hundred yards from the little hill 

on which her cottage stood Carol drew up.
“ Now go back, please,”  she said. “Here 

I am at home.”
“ When I see you safe in your house,” he 

answered.
They rode up the side of the hill opposite 

the railroad station and the town just be
yond, and trotted around to the front of the

cottage. Down on the station ^
Carol saw half a dozen rurales _ _ 
about, their horses tied hear by. She dw
mounted. -

“Now go, please,”  she half gasped.
He was on the ground at her side; hntooSj 

the bridles of the two horses and looped 
them over a post; he followed her up the! 
steps and on to the veranda.

She looked down to the platform and saw- 
the rurales moving about They seemed to- 
be looking toward the house. Two of them 
went to their horses and prepared to irmmt 

“Please, please, hurry!” die panted. 
“Miss Curtis,”  he answered, “here in 

your own house I say to you that I  love ybil 
with all my heart and soul and life, and ask 
you to many me.”

Carol dropped into a chair and covered 
her face with her hands. The superb courage 
of the man overwhelmed her. And the 
thought of .the strength of a love for which 
he so dared was like intense physical pain—  
pain mixed with she knew not what. _

“ You must go,”  she whispered. “Those 
men down there— they are coming. You 
will be killed.”

“I wait for that answer from you which 
alone will make life worth while,”  he replied.

“ Not now— please, not----- -
Some one ran up the steps. Terrified, 

Carol jumped up and sprang to the screak 
door, to come face to face with Harding. • 

“Thank God!”  he said.
Then he saw Enrique just beyond her. 

Harding stood stock still, speechless. Carol 
looked over his shoulder; a quick tenor 
came into her eyes and she swung around to 
Enrique.

“They’re coming. Hurry!”
With calm deliberation he bowed and.

said-----
“Another time I shall await your pleas-;

ure.”
Then with incredible swiftness he ran; 

down the steps and sprang into his saddle.
The six rurales riding slowly up the trill 

to investigate a horse which resembled the 
famous mount of El Chico, saw him. They, 
shouted and clapped in their spurs.

Enrique’s horse was in full gallop in three 
leaps. He tore across the level hilltop and 
charged down the steep slope on the other 
side without slackening. The rurales be
hind him, once they gained the top of the 
rise, drew revolvers and commenced shoot
ing. Carol, with Harding following, ran’
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through the house and watched the pursuit 
from a back -window.

When the rurales were half way down the 
hill Enrique reached the bottom; he swung 
his horse into the road and flew along it, 
not even turning to look at the pursuers, 
who kept shooting continuously. The dis
tance between them lengthened, and Carol 
began to think that he was safe.

None of the rurales’ horses was a match 
for the black thoroughbred. Then from a 
cross trail three mounted men came into the 
main road a little ahead of him. The girl’s 
straining-eyes could see that they wore 
khaki uniforms and had carbines slung over 
their backs. More rurales!
¥ Unconsciously she gave a little inarticu

late moan. Enrique saw them too, for he 
began to pull in his horse. Would he sur
render? Trapped as he was he must surely 
give up. And would they take him if he 
did, or would they shoot him down?

The men ahead had seen him and heard 
the shots and yells of their comrades. They 
were galloping to meet him. His horse had 
come down to a short, stiff-legged gallop.

Ahead of him were the three rurales 
spread across the road, and now, unslinging 
their carbines, behind him thundered his 
six pursuers, shouting and yelling; to one 
side an empty open field, barren of all cover, 
sloped up to the hilltop from which he had 
just been driven. The other side of the road 
was closed.by a solid wall of jungle, dense 
and impenetrable.

Carol shut her eyes. She heard a volley 
o f shots, and, trembling, opened them again.

Enrique had disappeared. The horses of 
the rurales danced and cavorted o* the 
road; the riders brandished machetes and 
carbines and yelled threats into the jungle; 
b u t the man they hunted had vanished.

“He’s safe,”  die breathed. “Oh! He’s 
safe.”

xvm

M CAROL stood watching the road. 
The rurales consulted, scattered to 
course back and forth along the 

jungle’s edge, gathered together and con
sulted again; and rode slowly back toward 
the station. Gradually she became aware 
that Harding was regarding her with a 
strange expression.

“ I ’m very glad you’re safe,”  he said in an 
awkward, restrained tone.

“ Safe?”  she answered, trying so hard to 
keep her voice light that it was almost flip
pant. “ Why, of course. It was quite an 
adventure, but you didn’t fancy there was 
any real danger,.did you?”

“ We hoped not, but we could not help 
fearing all sorts of things.”

She was indignant. “ He is as honorable 
and trustworthy as any man I have ever 
met,”  she retorted.

Harding looked puzzled and yet seemed 
unwilling to question her. There was an 
awkward silence which was broken when 
her brother burst impetuously into the 
room. He embraced her effusively and it 
seemed to Carol, displayed an extravagant 
amount of joy and relief at seeing her safely 
home. Then, the first burst of jubilation 
spent, he assumed an accusatory tone.

“ But, Carol, if you had known what 
you’ve put us through! What in the world 
have you been up to?”

“And what in the world do you mean?” 
she asked quickly.

“ Why, where have you been, of course?”
“ The messenger never reached you?”  

She looked from one to the other of the two 
men. Harding shook his head. Ned an
swered,. “ Not a messenger.”

“ Oh, I’m so sorry!”  she cried impulsively.
Harding looked tremendously relieved.
“ Tell us what happened, Miss Curtis,”  

he said gently, “ if you feel equal to it.”
Carol recounted a brief outline of her 

adventure.
“ You were very fortunate,”  said Harding 

gravely, “ and we are fortunate that you 
were so well cared for and brought back to 
us.”

But Carol felt that he disapproved, that 
he considered she had done wrong in ac
cepting the outlaw’s hospitality. Yet be
cause she did not realize all that lay be
neath it, her instinct went a little wrong in 
reading Harding’s feeling. It was not dis
approval but a very selfish regret that El 
Chico had had such a capital opportunity 
to appear so well before her.

“ I  must be going, now,”  he said, suddenly 
seeming to remember that he was in a great 
hurry.

Left alone with her, Ned became very 
serious and brotherlike and made no at
tempt to spare her feelings.

“ I  don’t suppose it ’s your fault, Carol,”  
he said, half as if he thought she really were 
to blame, “but it’s been bad business.
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There’s been trouble with the men in the 
ballast camp— that rotten newspaper story, 
you know. The old man himself could have 
stopped it. He was just starting up there, 
when I told him you were lost. He turned 
back, let the ballast camp go bang and 
spent the night running the search for 
you.”

“ Search for me!” exclaimed Carol. She 
had forgotten about that inevitable conse
quence of her disappearance.

“ I should say so.” Ned grinned wo- 
fully. “ What! Do you suppose any of us 
slept last night? Every white man at 
headquarters was out when they should 
have been at the ballast camp sitting on 
the lid up there; rural guards and natives 
too. Most of ’em still out. The old man’s 
probably calling ’em in now.”

“Ned, I shall never forgive myself!”  she 
exclaimed.

“ Oh-, well, I  suppose you couldn’t help 
it,” he replied cheerlessly. “ But I ’ve got to 
skip. The old man’ll be wanting me.”

He left Carol very unhappy. Instead of 
being a help, she told herself miserably, she 
had been a drag of the very worst kind, at 
precisely the worst time. Just when Hard
ing had needed all his energy and resources 
to combat and nip in the bud an incipient 
revolt, he had thrown up everything else to 
concern himself with her safety. And now 
the trouble perhaps had got beyond him. 
If the first trickle of water through a dam is 
stopped in time there may yet be safety. 
Let it be neglected, it may at any instant 
swell into the flood which destroys all in its 
path. Was it too late, she wondered fear
fully.

Down in his office Harding was calling in 
the searchers, and giving orders that all of 
them were to lay off from work and get 
some sleep. He might need them later and 
he wanted them to be fresh.

He took his telephone and called the bal
last camp. No answer. He repeated the 
call— one long and two short rings— a dozen 
times, taking down the receiver occasionally 
to listen. Finally a voice came in on the 
wire.

“ This ain’t the ballast camp,” it began.
“ Who are you?” demanded Harding.
“ Cowan, track supervisor,”  was the 

answer. “ I ’m talking from Section Camp 9. 
The wire was cut between here and the 
ballast outfit an hour ago, Mr. Harding. 
Least it ain’t working.”

“Send a man up there to 
they’re getting on,” ordered Harding.

“Done it already,”  caine the answer.
“All right. How are the section jpoo? 
“Restless, sir. Milling about like’ 

bunch of steers ready to stampede.”
“Hold ’em down," jerked out HtotiiliW 

“ and keep me posted.”
“Yes, sir.”
Harding hung up and ordered his car-foi 

be made ready for a trip to the rail-head.
In ten minutes his telephone bell rang., 
“It ’s Cowan, Mr. Harding,” saidtEfr

voice.
“ Go ahead.”
“Native just come in with a note {ram, 

Peters, foreman of the ballast outfit. Herd 
it is. ‘Whole works smashed up. Men. 
drinking and agitating all night, started 
rough work this morning. Stood ’em off: 
long as we could. They raided commissary 
and burned quarters. We had to take the 
engine and beat it up to the track camp. 
Couldn’t get through toward Sta. Rita. 
Word from track camp was that they ex
pected trouble, so maybe we can help ’em 
out there. Whoever gets this, telephone it 
to the old man in Sta. Rita . . . Henry 
Peters.’ That’s all, Mr. Harding.”

“All right. Now wait.” Harding 
thought for perhaps twenty seconds antfc 
then spoke:

“Now, Cowan, that ballast outfit’s blown 
up. There’s no helping it. But you, knd 
anybody you can pick up, buzz about for all 
you’re worth, and keep all those other 
gangs quiet. I  can’t promise you any help 
from here soon because they’re liable to 
make a raid on headquarters, where they 
think the money is, and we’ll need all the 
men here. So do your best” .

“We’re on the job, Mr. Harding,” cam  ̂
the answer.

“And keep me posted.”
“Yes, sir. That all?”
“Yes, so long.”
“So long.”
So the ballast camp had “blown up.” 

The hundred laborers had got drunk, rioted 
and chased away the five Americans who 
had them in charge. I t-was bad enough 
without going farther, but the great ques
tion was: would it spread, or was it .a 
sporadic outburst which would die out when 
the fumes of the rank liquor which earned 
it had evaporated?

In ordinary times Harding would easDy
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have been able to obtain sufficient guards of 
rurales to post at every danger point and, 
for a time at least, prevent t ie  worst from 
happening. But now, with an insurrection 
in frill swing, and the insurgents every day 
drawing closer to Sta. Rita, he knew it was 
hopeless to ask for troops to be detached 
from the garrison and sent to outlying 
points.

The revolution had indeed assumed for
midable proportions. Carlos Iriquidi, to 
be sure, had done little. His popular up
rising had fizzled and the great army he had 
hoped to head had not materialized. But 
Enrique Fuentes had done much. To the 
men of his own personal following had been 
added many who had been incited to revolt 
bylriquidi’s propaganda, but had preferred 
to join the movement under the standard of 
a  leader who was known as a fighter rather 
than a  revolutionist.

So El Chico’s force had grown until the 
five - hundred men whom Carol had seen 
were only one division of it. He had swept 
in toward Sta. Rita opposed but feebly by 
the government. He had captured num
bers of small bodies of rurales stationed in 
outlying hamlets and a battle between the 
two main forces was expected soon.

From the distant capital of the republic 
came no help or news of help for the dis
tressed government of the province. The 
country was, after all, no more than a 
loosely federated bundle of separate states 
or provinces. The troops in each province 
were largely under provincial control; and 
provincial jealousy of the central authori
ties had worked so effectively that in such 
times as this there was no strong central 
power to quell a local revolution. And even 
what power there was might as easily be 
found ranged on one side as on the other.

So, with the Sta. Rita government in 
such straits to preserve its existence, there 
was no likelihood of its losing its valuable 
troops by stringing them through the coun
try  along a railroad line.

Harding longed to take his car and go to 
the front. But he knew that the situation 
was not to be met by dealing personally 
with any one man or set of men. What 
was needed was a steady, clear-thinking, 
directing brain, and at headquarters he 
could be much more directly in touch with 
the whole field,

He heard no more of the mutineers in the 
ballast camp, but short reports continued

to come in from Cowan. They were always 
the same. The men were everywhere 
seething on the point of an uprising, but 
still doing nothing worse than talk.

A t two in the afternoon the telephone 
ceased to work for more than a few miles 
beyond Sta. Rita.

Harding sent for Bill Healy.
“ Bill, I  want you to go out on the line,”  he 

told him. “ Find out what you can. Do 
what you can. And, above all, contrive to 
give me warning in case those fellows take 
it in their heads to come in here to make 
trouble.”

“ I get you, John,” answered Healy. 
“ I ’m off in five minutes.”

For hours no more news came in, and as 
long as it did not, Harding, with twenty 
years’ knowledge of Healy’s resourcefulness 
and cool head in times of danger, felt that 
as yet no attack was imminent.

A little after eight his telephone bell 
rang.

“ That you, John?”  came the voice over 
the wire. “ This is Healy. I ’m at Section 
Camp 7. Found the break in the wire 
and patched it. Now listen— ”  he was talk
ing rapidly as if there were a tremendous 
hurry— “ things are bad— can’t tell which 
way the cat’E jump. There’s a mob at 
Eight workin’ ’emselves up. If they get 
started in, it’s all off. I ’m— wait a second.”

He stopped speaking into the instrument 
and Harding heard intermittently the 
sound of his voice talking- Spanish. It came 
in little gusts of meaningless, detached 
words joined by indistinguishable sounds.

Then suddenly it broke off and Healy’s 
voice, sharp and loud, sang out:

“ They’re coming, John. Look out 
for----- ”

The report of a shot roared in Harding’s 
ear at the receiver.

“ Hello!”  he called. “ Hello there, Bill!”  
He rattled the hook of the receiver and call
ed again: “ Hello! Hello there!”

There was no answer.

X IX

W ITH the pistol shot still ringing 
in his ears, Harding went over to 
Sta. Rita to see the commandants. 

A torrential downpour had set in and as he 
drove through the deserted streets he pray
ed that the rain might keep up, for there 
could be no better means of preventing
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a riot than by half drowning the rioters.
Don Guillermo Ribeira was a pompous, 

long-winded little man with body puffed 
out by high living, and head inflated by 
grandiose notions of his own great ability 
and importance.

When Harding told him that he feared 
trouble with his laborers and wanted mili
tary protection, Don Guillermo pooh- 
poohed the idea. The common people of 
the country were, he declared, peaceable, 
mild-mannered and quite incapable of 
harming their beneficent American em
ployers.

Harding insisted that the situation was 
serious, and finally convinced the pompous 
little man that there was at least a possi
bility of trouble, whereupon the com- 
mandante declared grandiloquently that 
with his rurales in Sta. Rita it was incon
ceivable that harm should come to the 
Americans on their property. He ex
patiated on the warlike virtues of his brave 
men and by indirection conferred high 
praise on their commander. He banged his 
saber scabbard noisily on the marble floor, 
declaring—

“ While there lives one of my troopers, 
Mr. Harding, rest assured that those villains 
shall not harm you.”

“ Then you will send us a guard?” said 
Harding.

“ A guard, sir, a sufficient guard? I my
self— ” he swelled out his chest and pound
ed it with a fat fist—  “myself I charge with 
the sacred duty of your protection.”  r

“ Thanks,”  said Harding. “ We may 
need help at any time now. Please send 
us some men as soon as you can.”

“ Within the hour orders shall issue. 
Rest assured.”

The interview took place in the San Car
los Club. When Harding departed the 
commandante seemed to be in no great 
hurry to leave his comfortable chair to 
undertake his martial duties. Don An
tonio Saez, who had been sitting at the 
other end of the long room, strolled over 
and joined him, and the two were soon im
mersed in an interesting and absorbing con
versation.

When Harding got back to the station 
the rain had already stopped. He found 
Cavendish and his force busy packing 
books, documents and accounts and mov
ing them, a cartload at a time, to the vaults 
of the Sta. Rita bank.

Cavendish was superintending the opdttr 
tion as quietly and methodically as if it 
were an incident of every-day business, 
keeping duplicate lists -of everything hb 
moved, numbering the packing-cases, and’ 
tacking on them tags marked with their; 
precise contents. .*

“In case any one not familiar with the 
books and accounts has to take them over,” 
he remarked to H arding, “he will be helped 
in his work if he can find things readily.”

“But no one is thinking of putting any 
one in your place,”  said Harding.

“I know, sir, but----- ”
He trailed off into a mumble. And back 

of thick, hom-rimmed glasses and beneath 
a pedantic, finical manner, Harding had ah 
instant’s glimpse of a cool-headed, steel- 
nerved fighting man.

He found Ned Curtis in his own office 
putting in code a cablegram in which, with
out any mincing of words, the New York 
office was told that it was money or ruin. 
The cable dispatched, the two men consult
ed about Carol, and finally resolved that 
she should be put aboard an English steam
er, which was due in the port early neat 
morning. That night, they planned, she 
should sleep in the hotel in Sta. Rita.

When they went up to the house to in
form her of their decision, Carol demurred 
at the steamer, and flatly refused to con
sider the hotel.

“ I ’ll sleep here to night,” she said, “and 
then in the morning we’ll see. If it’s dear 
that my staying here is going to make it 
more awkward for you, I promise 1*11 go 
without a word.” .

And with that they had to be content. 
There was little sleep around the quarters 
of the Sta. Rita and Northern that night. 
All of the American employees who lived 
in the town stayed at the station, bunking 
in with those whose quarters were there. 
There was a great furbishing up of six- 
shooters and rifles, and sharing of ammuni
tion, and when all defensive preparations 
were made, some one started a poker game 
in which more than half of the twenty men 
took part, either as players, or spectators 
who amused themselves laying side wagers. 
At the outset Andy McHenry announced 
that cash entries only would be considered.

“ No jawbone, settle-up-next-pay-day in 
this game, boys. The intestate laws of frhy» 
benighted country don’t let you collect 
gambling debts.”
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A t one o'clock BUI Healy came in on a 
track velocipede.

“ They rushed me and I had to beat it,”  
he explained imperturbably. “ Every hom- 
bre this side of track camp, and half of them 
from there, is on his way in.”

“Have any trouble getting through?” 
asked Harding.

“ Some,”  Healy grinned.
“ Have to hurt any one or----- ”
“ Kill ’em, you mean? No.” He banged 

his fist on the table. “ I ’ll give you my word, 
John, it was the hardest job I ever had, to 
keep from shooting a slug through some of 
them fellows what tried to stop me. But I 
did have just enough sense to know it would 
make the others so much worse. I  guess 
there’s some mighty sore heads among ’em, 
though,”  he added consolingly.

He also told them that Cowan and his 
men had been unable to get through, but 
were reported safe at a native plantation.

Harding hauled three of the onlookers 
away from the poker game and sent them 
on a hand-car to the wye, a mile up the line, 
where they would serve-as an outpost.

Just as dawn was breaking one of these 
came back on foot. He reported that a 
crowd of men had been sighted coming 
down the track. The Americans had halted 
them; one of the laborers had fired a re
volver; the Americans had replied; and the 
crowd had retired precipitously into the 
night. “They just naturally beat it,”  he 
declared with pride. Harding, not at all 
sure that their beating it was any more 
than a  temporary withdrawal, elicited the 
further information that the encounter had 
occurred an hour before, but because the 
advance had not been renewed the outpost 
had not thought it necessary to send an im
mediate report.

Harding promptly sent a messenger to 
the commandante to say that his rurales 
were needed at once. Then he went to wake 
up Carol and insist that she go over to the 
town without delay.

Carol, who had gone to sleep without un
dressing, called out that she would be 
ready in two minutes. She rebelled at being 
■ sent away, and was tortured by the thought 
of sitting in safety when a mile away her 
brother and Harding might be in danger. 
I t  would be fax easier to stay and share it 
with them, for then at least she would 
know what was happening and perhaps be 
able to help a little. But she was wise

enough to know that if she did stay, Hard
ing’s course would be swayed too much by 
his regard for her own personal safety. 
Though Harding would not admit it, her 
brother had told her with brutal frankness 
that it was her night’s absence and Hard
ing’s consequent neglect of his duty which 
had permitted the crisis to arise.

“ I ’m ready to go,”  she said, joining him 
in the living-room. “ Do you think it is 
going to be bad?”

“ I hope not,”  he said so gravely that she 
knew that he feared it would be very bad.

Down at the station she found her horse 
saddled and her brother and two other men 
waiting to act as escort. Harding helped 
her mount and then took her hand for a 
minute.

“ Good-by,”  he said cheerfully. “ Don’t 
worry. We’ll be all right.”  He hesitated. 
“ I think I ’ll tell Ned to stay there with 
you,” he added.

A  wave of gratitude surged over her, but 
she answered:

“ And if you do, I shall send him back. 
His place is with you.”

The four horses were turned into the road 
which led to the bridge.

“ Come on!”  called Ned impatiently. 
“ Let’s let ’em out.”

“ Wait!” shouted Harding. “ Wait there!”
In the dim morning light he had seen half 

a  dozen men clamber out of the river-bed 
and station themselves on the approach to 
the bridge.

“ Give me your horse, Ned,”  he com
manded, and promptly jumped into the 
saddle tbe boy vacated. “ Now wait here, 
the rest of you,” he said, and was ofi down 
the road at a canter.

As he neared the river the number of 
men around the bridge head increased. 
Carol saw him stop in front of them and 
judged that he was talking to them.

Suddenly from the back of the group 
there was a shot. Harding pushed his horse 
through the crowd, leaned over, caught at 
something and then came back at a gallop, 
dragging a man along with him. The crowd 
buzzed about like swarming bees, but did 
not follow.

Harding was back in a few seconds.
“Here, take him and tie him up,” he called, 

flinging his captive into the group of Ameri
cans. He turned to Carol. “ I ’m afraid, 
Miss Curtis, it’s safer for you to stay here 
than to try to get to town now. The men
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we thought had been frightened back at the 
wye simply left the trade and followed the 
stream. The river-bed over there is full of 
them.”

“ Tell me where you want me to stay,” 
she said humbly. “ I ’m not going to be a 
nuisance.”

“ Wait in my office, please,”  he replied.
“ Now then,” he snapped at Ned, “ it’s 

time to break up that poker game. Go tell 
’em to cash in and come down here with all 
their artillery in plain sight.”

The players, losers and winners alike, 
responded to the summons with joyful 
alacrity. The would-be rioters, who were 
now swarming thickly about on the river 
bank, saw twenty well-armed businesslike- 
looking Americans standing outside the 
station.

Harding, leaving Healy in charge, went 
to a window in the second story of the sta
tion whence there was a good view of the 
town.

“ The sight of the boys will hold ’em for a 
while,”  he said to himself. “ But those 
rurales can’t come any too soon.”

He could see the rurales’ barracks, a big 
enclosure just behind the governor’s palace, 
surrounded by a massive fortress-like stone 
wall. But even with a pair of field-glasses 
he was unable to discern any activity. 
Perhaps his messenger had reached the 
commandante and the men were already on 
the way. Then he saw half a dozen troopers 
ride through the gate and gallop across the 
wide barrack square.

Immediately the whole place was alive 
with men running about, saddling horses and 
leading them here and there, and in less than 
five minutse the four squadrons were formed 
up on the square. A man he recognized as 
the sub-commandante, an able young officer, 
rode out in front of them and appeared to 
give a command. The squadron swung into 
column and poured out through the gate.

Harding put down his glasses with a sigh 
of relief. The commandante was sending 
his whole force, and ten minutes at the most 
should bring them to the river. He looked 
again. The column on emerging into the 
street had turned in the opposite direction 
and was moving away from the station at a 
sharp trot. It was quickly lost to view in 
the closely built-up street, but Harding 
could follow its progress by the long cloud 
of dust which hung over it. Straight 
through the town the dust cloud moved,

and out into the country on the other'side. 
They were not coming to help him at all.

Harding went back to his men.
“ Boys,”  he addressed them, “we can ex

pect no help from the troops. We’ve got to 
handle this thing ourselves. Now what I 
want you to remember is this: Don’t start 
anything. Keep your heads, and don’t a 
one of you shoot unless'I say so."

For a minute his eye traveled back and 
forth over the group of men who stood 
silent before him. He seemed to be satis
fied with his inspection, for with a curt 
“wait here,”  he turned sharply about anti 
walked toward the river bank. At that 
moment a barefooted native boy came into 
the station with a cablegram. It was de
livered to Ned Curtis, who hastily decoded 
it and put the translation in a sealed enve
lope which he gave to the office messenger, 
a native boy who worshiped Harding as a 
god on earth and whose one supreme happi
ness lay in the fact that the great man 
trusted him to fetch and carry important 
papers and documents.

“Find Mr. Harding and give him that. 
Right off,” Ned told him.

When Harding came within a few feet 
of the mob he stopped and held up his hand 
to command attention.

“Listen,” he said.
The men surged about him in a thick 

mass. There were several hundred of them, 
surly and suspicious, a potential conflagra
tion needing only a spark to set it off. 
Many of them carried firearms. Harding 
made out weapons of every type, from old 
muzzle-loading Tower muskets to Mauser 
pistols. Every one of them had a knife.

“ Now then,”  began Harding, “tell me 
what you want?”

FA- an instant the crowd seemed afraid 
to answer. Then a man at the rear called—

“Our money!”
Another repeated it, and, encouraged by 

the sound of their own voices, scores of them 
called with varying tones of truculence—

“Our money— we want our money—give
us our money.”

Harding stilled them with uplifted hand.
“Now listen to me. I am going to tell 

you the plain truth. Today there is no 
money.”  A  threatening murmur rumbled 
through the throng. . ; . “Wait! ‘Today’ 
I  say. But your money is safe. Very soon 
it will come. Even if it does not, the law 
of this country gives you your wages if the
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whole railroad has to be sold to get them for 
you. And I  give you my word that what
ever happens you shall be paid to the last 
cent.”

The crowd plainly felt the force of his 
words and were swayed by the overwhelm
ing, dominant personality of the man who 
spoke to them. Those in the front rank 
nodded and mumbled:

‘ ‘S i. S i. The Jefe speaks well.”
Warding hammered the blow home. 

Sweeping over the crowd with his eye he 
said:

“And is there a man of you who can 
say I  have ever cheated him? Is there a 
man of you who has ever yet gone unpaid?” 

A  vigorous shaking of heads answered 
him and there were mutterings of “ He 
speaks the truth,”  “ He is honest with us.” 
Then a voice called: “I  was cheated.”  In
stant silence.

“ Come out here,”  answered Harding 
quickly. “Let me see you.”

But at that the man’s courage evaporated 
and he was loath to obey. Unwilling and 
holding back he was pushed to the front by 
his companions, until he stood face to face 
with. Harding.

“ Now tell us about it,”  said Harding. 
The fellow seemed dazed and unable to 

answer.
• “Yes, tell us,”  said another.
With his eyes on the ground the man 

whined, “Last month they robbed me of 
ten days’ pay.”

Harding spoke distinctly:
“You are a liar.”  A quick gasp of 

amazement from the crowd. “ The month 
before you gambled away your pay enve
lope and did not pay your boarding-house 
keeper. Last month the company paid him 
for you lest it  lose such a valiant workman 
b y starvation.”

The crowd tittered, then guffawed, and 
Harding knew that he had them.

“ Now then, go back to your camps,”  he 
began in a kindly voice, when an envelope 
was thrust into his hand. He glanced at it 
mechanically and saw it was marked “ cable
gram.”  There flashed into his mind that it 
must mean the money had come. He tore it 
open and read—

“Absolutely no money available.”
Only for an instant did the bitter disap

pointment and discouragement show in his 
face, but that instant was enough. The 
crowd saw it.

Some one yelled, “Is it about the money? 
Read it to us?”

Harding crammed the paper into his 
pocket.

“ Go back to your camps,” he said. “ You 
shall be----- ”

“ Read us what is on the paper!”
“ It is a private message not concerning 

you. Now go back.”
“ He is afraid to read it to us. It says 

there is no money. . . .  It says pay with 
promises.” From the outskirts of the 
throng a voice bawled: “ The paper says, 
compadres, that there is absolutely no 
money available.”

The mob broke into an angry clamor. 
Harding held up his hand again, but they 
gave him no heed.

“ Listen to me,” he shouted at them. 
“ Listen to me.” And finally commanded a 
moment’s silence. “I have spoken fairly to 
you and without threats. Now I say to you 
that if you go farther you will lose not your 
money but your lives.”

It cowed them for a minute. Harding 
pushed his way through the throng, and, 
never looking behind, walked slowly back 
to the station.

In the mob all was confusion; a dozen 
would-be leaders shouted out a dozen plans 
of action. Then one, stronger-lunged and 
more diabolically impelled than the rest, 
called:

“ Come to the cantina, friends! Let us 
consult there!”

Near by was a little drinking-place, pa
tronized by the laborers from the station. 
To this the mob swept. Those first to 
enter ordered glasses of rum and were 
served in the regular fashion. Some few 
produced money to pay. Then, when the 
crowd in the bar increased, a man seized a 
bottle from back of the counter and passed 
it to those behind him; another did the 
same, and in the twinkling of an eye the 
shop was being sacked and the loot being 
distributed among the mob.

From the station the Americans were 
witnesses to the scene.

“ That means it ’ll be the real thing, 
John,” said Healy to Harding. “ Once they 
get that stuff in ’em they won’t listen to no 
arguments except them that makes a noise 
when you pull the trigger!”

“ You’re right,”  said Harding grimly.
While the mob, thus occupied, was in

citing itself to further deeds, he planned his
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defense. He promptly decided to abandon 
the main station building’. It was too big 
and rambling to be easily held by his twenty 
men; it was as inflammable as a tinder box; 
and its thin wooden walls would give no 
protection against bullets.

His own office was the best place. Built 
of a single course of brick, it would not re
sist field artillery or even an old-fashioned 
battering-ram, but the mutineers had no 
cannon and would not be allowed to get 
close enough to do any battering, and the 
bricks would stop all bullets. Moreover 
the building offered a clear field of fire to all 
sides. A space the width of five tracks lay 
between it and the station. The sixth or 
outer track of the yard was shorter than the 
others and came to an end against the wall 
of the little building. Harding had once 
thought of having the office building moved 
back so that this last track could be pro
longed parallel with the others. He wished 
now that he had, for it would have meant 
so much more open space from the nearest 
cover in which the rioters could find shelter.

So the men were ordered into the office 
building, except for two scouts left outside 
to watch the mob now rapidly growing 
crazed with drink. Water barrels were car
ried in and filled, food was provided, and 
Carol Curtis ran up the hill to her cottage 
and returned with an armful of sheets.

“ Bandages,” she said, when Harding 
questioned her with a look.

He turned away quickly. The girl’s 
steady, confident courage made him nearly 
break out with words he felt she had no 
wish to hear from him.

A chorus of yells came to their ears, 
punctuated by occasional shots. One of the 
scouts rushed over to report that the mob, 
firing into the air with drunken abandon, 
was swarming toward the station.

“ Can’t me and Bill shoot ’em up some?” 
he pleaded.

“No,”  answered Harding. “ You and 
Bill get yourselves inside here.”

A  minute later the advance of the mob 
came around the end of the station and 
spread over the platform. They battered 
at the doors and were surprised to find them 
unlocked and the offices within untenanted. 
For a few minutes they found occupation in 
swarming through the building, smashing, 
breaking and destroying. Then some one 
yelled—

“ Where have the cursed Americans fled?”

The fortified, sealed-up aspect of the fit- 
tie office building caught their attention, 
and they gave an exultant yell. The station 
disgorged its looters and the whole crew 
crowded bn to the platform looking a t the 
office, pointing, and yelling foul threats.

“ Stand by, boys,”  called Harding.
The eight men who had rifles manned, 

loopholes. Those who had only revolvers 
stood close by, ready in case it came to 
close action.

“ Sit down on the floor in that comer, 
please,”  he said to Carol, and without 
questioning she complied.

The milling about of the mob began to 
resolve itself into a general forward move
ment.

Harding threw open the heavy window 
shutter where Healy was standing.'

“ Any man who tries to cross Ore tracks 
will be shot,”  he shouted in Spanish.

A  drunken man, the same who half an 
hour before Harding had faced down, an
swered him with a curse, and flung a bottle 
at the open window. Then, drawing a re
volver, he jumped down from the platform 
and started across the tracks, firing as fast 
as he could pull the trigger.

“ Get him. Bill,”  said Harding.
Bill got him.
For a little time the crowd was stupefied 

as they gazed at the man lying in a slowly 
widening pool of blood. Then a hundred 
separate cries swelled into a single, blood
curdling, wild-beast yell and they charged 
across the tracks.

The man who got the farthest died hud
dled against the wall of the building. Two 
or three others lay quite still across the 
tracks; some who were hit managed to drag 
themselves away. The bulk of the mob fled 
to the opposite side of the station.

There was a long wait. Most of the 
Americans thought the rioters had had 
enough of it and would gradually drift 
away.

“ Not while they’re still full of booze,”  
said Healy. “No, they’re cooking up some
thing. Thank God we’re in a building what 
they can’t set fire to.”

“ Maybe they’ll try dynamite,”  suggested 
some one.

“ I wouldn’t like to be walking dose to 
the hombre that carries any dynamite across 
them tracks,” said Healy grinning.

It was an hour before the natives showed 
any signs of activity. Then a score or more
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of them were seen to come by the end of the 
station building and run up the tracks to
ward the roundhouse, half a mile away.

Andy McHenry; the master mechanic, 
groaned:

“The filthy blackguards! They’re going 
to put our engines on the blink.”

It  seemed that they were making a 
thorough job of it, for they were inside the 
roundhouse nearly an hour. Then, to the 
amazement of the Americans, the finest and 
heaviest of the four locomotives slowly 
backed out and swung out on the track with 
her nose pointing down toward the station.

“What the blazes!”  ejaculated Healy, 
“Are they getting up an excursion or what?’ ’ 

“ Give me those glasses quick!” snapped 
Harding.

Some one put them in his hand and 
through them he watched men running 
about in front of the engine, setting switches, 
saw two men who had been riding on the 
tank get down on the ground, and knew 
by the white cloud shooting up from the 
safety-valve that the engine carried a full 
head of steam.

He put down the glasses and spoke to the 
men who clustered about him.

“They’re going to run her wild down this 
outside track,”  he said.

They all knew what he meant. The riot
ers had found the most powerful artillery 
in the world. A  hundred-ton projectile was 
to be sent crashing into the little fort.

Even tough, hard-bitten Till Healy grew 
pale under his grizzled stubble.

“ M y God!” he whispered. “ My God!”
A  man who had been watching from a 

window in the next room sang out:
“They’re coming around in front of the 

station again, Mr. Harding. Looks like 
they were getting ready for another rush.” 

“ Can’t  help it,” said Harding. “ Unbar 
the door. All of you be ready to make a run 
up the hill to my house when I give the 
word. And when you do, hang together in 
one bunch and keep Miss Curtis in the mid
dle. And you,” he said, turning to her, 
“ keep close to me, please. There won’t be 
much danger.”

“ I  know it,”  she said calmly.
But as they looked steadily into each 

others eyes they both knew he did not 
speak the truth. Out in the open with a 
blood-maddened, drunken mob surrounding 
them, would be the greatest danger a woman 
could face .'

Harding turned back to the window. The 
engine had started toward them and was 
already getting headway. A  man dropped 
out of the cab.

“ Get ready, boys,”  Harding called. 
“ Half a minute more.”

X X

JUST as Harding spoke, something 
swooped down toward the brick 
building from the direction of the 

road and, passing like a black shadow, 
darted up alongside the track in the direc
tion of the great locomotive. It was a man 
on a big black horse.

The other members of that pirate engine 
crew had slipped to the ground now, and 
the last man, with the theatrical instinct 
of the Latin-American, had tied down the 
whistle cord, so that as the engine raced 
forward, gaining momentum with every 
yard, a diabolical shriek poured from it.

The rioters paused in their first rush to 
stare at the wild horseman. Evidently he 
was not one of them. The little garrison 
gazed in wonder after the galloping streak 
of black, leaping toward the locomotive as 
if the rider meant to meet it head on. On 
he sped, clearing ditches, swerving past 
switches, darting through a hedge.

“ Few men can ride like that, even in this 
country,” thought Harding, admiring the 
lightning speed maintained over such a 
course.

Horse and rider flashed up the track for 
nearly three hundred yards and then, as 
they approached a pile of new ties lying 
beside the track, the rider leaned back in 
his saddle and pulled in so abruptly that the 
animal was jerked violently up and down. 
Before the horse stopped, the rider leaped 
off, and in a twinkling picked up one of the 
ties.

Harding had seen two Jamaica niggers 
grunt painfully over carrying one of those 
heavy slabs of timber a few feet, but the 
horseman raised his burden as if it were hol
low, and hurled it across the track in front 
of the screaming locomotive. Then, glan
cing up at the mad engine, as if gaging the 
time and distance, he flung another. The 
next instant he leaped over to his horse, 
which stood quivering with excitement al
most upon the track, and whisked the ani
mal out of the way, jumping aside himself, 
just as the huge machine struck.
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The shock of that impact nearly three 
hundred yards away shook the brick house 
to its foundations. The locomotive leaped 
into the air, crashed down, and hurled itself 
diagonally across the tracks toward the 
river, still shrieking wildly, its wheels stri
king out long sparks when they smote cross
wise against the rails. A  little man, one of 
the rioters, who had been manipulating a 
switch, found bimself directly in the path 
of the monster. He started to rush out of 
the way, and the locomotive, swerving this 
way and that, seemed to be following him. 
Suddenly it leaped upon him. He turned a 
horrified face at the huge hulk of steel and 
then disappeared beneath it.

The engine lunged on across the tracks, 
smashed a heavy switch stand as if it had 
been a stick, and plunged with a final 
scream of the whistle over the embankment 
above the river. There was a terrific roar 
of splintering metal and escaping steam, and 
then silence.

“The fool’s gone and smashed my best 
locomotive!” cried Andy McHenry, with 
something like a sob.

Carol tittered hysterically.
“ Bar the door again, boys,”  ordered Har

ding, and he sank back into a chair breathing 
heavily, the sweat streaming from his face.

The heavy bolts were shot back and fur
niture piled against the stout oak. Then 
Cavendish, who was keeping watch at a 
window, said—

“ I fancy they’re preparing for a rush, 
sir.”

The apparition of the horseman and the 
wreck of die locomotive had stopped the be
siegers. They simply stood in their tracks, 
staring. Now that the incident was past, 
they seemed suddenly to go mad. Some 
rushed up the tracks toward the horseman, 
and others, shouting in frenzy, charged 
toward the brick house.

Their onslaught was marked by the 
swift pat-pat of bullets against the walls. 
But this time the little garrison was taken 
unawares. Cavendish alone was at his win
dow, and his six-shooter began barking into 
the sunshine. At his third shot, however, a 
bullet struck the barrel and hurled the 
weapon from his hand, while the deflected 
projectile ripped the flesh in Andy Mc
Henry’s left arm.

“ To the windows!”  shouted Harding, 
jumping up, and he hurried Carol into her 
comer out of range.

Cavendish wrung two badly wrenched 
fingers, his face twisted with pain. Then, 
with a serious air, he picked up his revolver 
and, holding it in his left hand, returned to
his post.

But the attack had slackened almost as 
quickly as it began. Inexplicably the in
vaders were running back across the tracks 
and gathering in a group about the station,' 
where they were jabbering and gesticulating 
excitedly.

At this moment Harding’s ear caught a 
new sound. It was a hollow, insistent 
drumming, and seemed to come from the 
river. Its volume swelled until it became a 
roar like the furious beating of a hundred 
tom-toms. Harding knew that sound and 
his face lightened.

“The rurales at lastl”  he breathed. 
“ They’re coming across the bridge now.”

BU T they were not the rurales. 
They came up the slight slope to
ward the station at a gallop; little, 

ragged men, on the scrubby native horses, 
and they rode down upon the crowd of 
rioters and right through them, scattering 
the mob in all directions.

They yelled lustily as they came, the 
squadron of little men, but not a shot was 
fired. Then, while the bulk of them were 
chasing the rioters helter-skelter in all di
rections into the bush, a little squad rode 
toward the single horseman who had saved 
the brick house. He was pacing in leisurely 
fashion back along the track, his magnifi
cent black mount, foam-flecked from his 
wild dash, arching his neck and champing 
at the bit. The rioters who had started 
after him so ferociously had disappeared.

The little squad joined him and he rode 
on toward the brick house, a striking figure 
among those little men, taller than any pf 
them, with a fine grace in his carriage, from 
his broad sombrero to his heavily spurred 
boots. Harding saw that it was Fuentes.

“ Don’t shoot, boys,”  he called. “Open 
the door again.”

Carol had stepped to his side and was 
peering out of the window.

“ Oh, I knew it must be hel”  she ex
claimed. “ Nobody else in the world could 
have done that.”

Harding, at a glance, saw the color flam
ing in her cheeks and the sudden light in her 
eyes. Then she turned away hastily. 
Harding stared at Fuentes again, as if he
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were taking the measure of the man. The 
joyous relief at the rescue had gone from 
him.

“Is Mr. Harding there?”  called Fuentes.
“ I ’ll join you in a minute,”  shouted Har

ding.
When he stepped out, Fuentes was stand

ing beside his horse, waiting.
“Miss Curtis?”  he asked quickly.
“ She’s inside. She wasn’t hurt,”  replied 

Harding.
Fuentes glanced toward the door, and 

then his gaze returned to Harding, and for a 
minute the two men looked at each other ap- 
praisingly.

B y  this time the other men were pouring 
out of the house and each wanted to thank 
Fuentes and shake him by the hand.

“ You pulled us out of a nasty mess,”  said 
Harding. “ Things looked pretty black 
then, and we had a girl to look after.”

“ We were fighting the rurales about four 
miles the other side of the town,”  said the 
bandit negligently. “ One of my men 
brought word of the trouble here.”

“ You left your own fight, with fifty men, 
to rescue us!”  exclaimed Harding in amaze
ment.

Fuentes smiled.
“ I  withdrew this detachment with osten

tation and swung around their left flank, 
as if to engineer some surprise against the 
town. ‘ I  presume the Commandante Ribeira 
withdrew his men immediately. He is the 
sort who withdraws a superior force to a 
strongly entrenched position and yells for 
help.”

“ A t any rate, we were glad to see you.”
“ Oh, as for that, I  owed you something 

for the dynamite incident, Mr. Harding. 
Now I  believe we are quits. Hereafter----- ’ ’

He paused as a sound of shooting arose 
faintly from the farther side of the town.

“ Ah,”  he cried, “ as I  thought. Don 
Guillermo, the doughty defender of Sta. 
Rita, is retreating with his dignity and 
avoirdupois unimpaired.”

Fuentes did not resume his interrupted 
train of speech, but Harding’s interpreta
tion was that, now they were quits, Fuentes 
felt under no obligations to stave off at
tacks on the road. After all, the cry of the 
revolutionists was, “ Down with the ac
cursed Yankee railroadi”  and Fuentes was 
the active leader of the revolution.

Harding noted that Fuentes lingered and 
kept glancing at the door.

Carol, for some reason, had succumbed 
to an unusual shyness. She felt she could 
not meet Fuentes under Harding’s gaze. 
So when the men flocked out to greet him 
she manifested a sudden interest in Andy 
McHenry’s wounded arm, and insisted upon 
dressing it and binding it up, much to An
dy’s disgust, for he was very shy with the 
ladies, and besides he was burning to get out 
to see what remained of his mangled loco
motive. Carol, talking rapidly, dressed the 
wound very slowly, tying and untying the 
bandage, while Andy shut his lips tightly 
and said never a word.

Finally she heard some more horsemen 
advancing, then a confusion of voices, then 
Fuentes speaking in tones of command and 
a native voice upraised in a plea of terror. 
She glanced in some apprehension toward 
the window and the next instant Fuentes’s 
voice, in an entirely different intonation, 
came to her through the half-open shutters.

“ Will you please step to the door a min
ute, Miss Curtis?”

He stood just outside, tall, erect, dangling 
his broad sombrero in his left hand. A t his 
side stood one of his followers, holding the 
coal-black horse, and before him two more 
of them held a ragged, terror-stricken 
wretch, who had been a sort of ringleader 
of the rioters.

“ You must forgive my intrusion,”  said 
Fuentes. “ I wanted this man to see you 
before we let him go.”

He turned to the captive and let loose a 
torrent of Spanish words, at which the 
wretch kept muttering “Si! Sil” and cross
ing himself hastily and attempting to shield 
his face, as if the phrases were blows.

“ What is it?” asked Carol of Harding, 
who had stepped to the group. “ What does 
he say?”

“ He’s just giving a warning,”  replied 
Harding.

He himself was astounded at Fuentes’s 
vehemence. The bandit was telling the 
man to photograph the image of Miss Cur
tis in his brain, for if she were disturbed or 
even a hair of her head harmed by him or 
any of his fellows, the miscreants and all 
their relatives and friends would be tor
tured to death. Fuentes described in elo
quent detail just what would happen to 
them.

“ Do you understand?” he concluded.
“ Oh, si, si, senor■/”  exclaimed the man.
“ Then go,”  said the chief.
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The man was released, and before his two 
captors could restrain him he had flung 
himself on the ground before Fuentes and 
kissed his boot. Then he jumped to his 
feet and made off along the tracks.

“ Forgive me for annoying you with the 
fellow, Miss Curtis?”  said Fuentes. He hes
itated, seemed about to turn away and 
then added in his more formal manner, 
“ When next the honor of seeing you comes 
to me, I trust all such annoyances will be 
over.”

Carol felt her color mounting under his 
gaze, and she could tell that Ned and Har
ding were watching her closely; but she 
laughed easily as she made her reply.

“ You keep piling up my obligations so 
that I  am positively embarrassed. Come 
when you can.”

She stepped over to the black horse and 
patted his forehead while he nuzzled against 
her shoulder.

Fuentes laughed.
“ The obligations are mine,”  he said, “ for 

a series of lucky privileges.”
He turned to Harding.
“ I should advise you to get a guard of 

rurales here,”  he said, “ until things grow 
quieter. I  can assure you my men will 
give them no trouble.”

“ Thank you,”  said Harding.
Fuentes bent over Carol’s hand, then 

leaped into the saddle and rode off with his 
men clattering behind him.

“ Wainwright,”  called Harding, “ those 
tracks are pretty badly smashed. Get some 
men to clean things up as soon as you can. 
I ’ll have to go to Sta. Rita again to see the 
commandante. We can’t stand much more 
of this sort of thing.”

X X I

I THE following morning Carol was 
utterly exhausted by the strain un- 
der which she had been. So quite 

sensibly she stayed in bed. About the mid
dle of file morning Ned sent up some letters 
which had arrived by the steamer the day 
before. Among them was one from her 
cousin in Wall Street. It ran:

My  dear C arol:
Your letter asking for information about Hem

ingway gave me great interest. I  know the man 
personally very slightly, and by reputation much 
better. He has long been regarded by those in the 
know a4 a good example of the kind of man who is

chiefly responsible for bringing all lu g e  
operations into disrepute. A great m any people, 
here fear him, and a great many more diilike bun. 
For several reasons I was only too glad to use your 
hints to do some detective work, in the hope that 
this time Hemingway might be caught with the 
goods on him. There were several others willing to ' 
help, so we found out a good deaL

Briefly it is this way:
Your Sta. Rita and Northern R y. is a malodorous 

proposition. H. and his gang have not put a  dollar 
of their own money into it, but have scattered the 
securities in small lots all over rural New England 
and New York, selling them to clergymen, school
teachers and widows mostly. Hemingway ef aL 
do, however, own a connecting road in that same 
locality. The Central of Veragua it is called. Of 
course, they own it under cover, and operate it  with 
a dummy directorate. As far as can be surmised, 
their plan is actually to construct this new road, 
but to rig it so that it goes bankrupt as soon as, or 
even before, it is finished. Then none o f their 
small-fry investors will want to throw good money 
after bad, and Hemingway and the rest, still under 
cover, of course, will buy it up for a song and con
solidate it with their own property. In brief, they 
will get a big extension of the Veragua Central 
System without paying for it.

They have been clever enough to make a bid for 
ublic confidence by getting a first-rate man to  
andle the actual construction of the Sta. R ita road 

for them (John Harding, you have doubtless met 
him down there). No one who knows him thinks 
he has the slightest part in or knowledge of this 
game. Indeed, I imagine he must give them many 
an anxious moment lest he build the road honestly 
and cheaply in spite of them.

However, they will get around him, for they are 
gentlemen who stop at nothing short o f leaving a 
trail of good legal evidence behind them.

The Turner whom you asked about I  could not 
learn anything of except that he has been variously 
employed by Hemingway for a number of years. 
Quite possibly he was sent down to watch Harding 
and interfere when he could. As to  Hemingway’s 
precise tactics it is hard to predict. Probably ne 
will use the native government and officials to give 
the Sta. Rita road a black eye, and so ultim ately to  
wreck it. One native, a prominent judge or some
thing, called Saez, spent two weeks last Summer 
with Hemingway on his yacht

Unfortunately H. is uncannily clever. One can. 
be certain of aU these things, but never be able to  
prove them—nor stop them.

The letter went on with some personal 
and family matters, which Carol skipped̂  
and then ended: ‘

On the whole, it strikes me that the quicker yon 
get Ned to leave the Sta. Rita and Northern the beb- 
ter for him. I t  is, as I  said, a malodorous affair.

Your affectionate cousin,
W it J. Ki m .

Carol jumped up, dressed hastily and ran 
down to Harding’s office.

“Read this,”  she cried, as she bunt in 
on him.
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Harding read it through slowly, turning 
back now and then to reperuse a few sen-

“ So that’s it,”  he muttered. “So that’s
it.”

He seemed to have become unconscious 
of her presence. He looked up.

“ Well,”  he said gravely, almost sadly, 
“ do you want Ned to leave?”

“ Oh, you know it’s not that,”  she replied 
indignantly. “When I  wrote my cousin, 
asking about Hemingway, I said it was on 
account of Ned, but it wasn’t really, it 
was----- ”

She suddenly found it difficult to go on.
“ Yes,”  said Harding.
“ It  was— it was because I  thought it 

might help you.”
The gloomy fog, which with the reading 

of the letter had settled down on Harding 
glowed rose color for an instant.

“ It  was very good of you,”  he said. 
“ Thank you.”  And then, “ Will you let me 
keep this letter a while, please?”

“ Of course,”  she answered, rising. “ But 
aren’t you going to do what it advises Ned 
to do?”

“ What? Leave? With the power this 
puts into my hand?”  He shook his head 
and smiled soberly. “ Not yet, Miss Curtis. 
We’ll fight them another round or two—  
with our eyes open now.”

She went out.
Confident as Harding’s words had been, 

the more he thought over it, the more des
perate the situation appeared. He tried at 
first to persuade himself that the accusing 
statements in the letter were overdrawn, 
but the whole thing conformed to the facts 
with such devilish accuracy, and furnished 
a clear, logical explanation for so many puz
zling and unreasonable occurrences, that 
he knew that what he read was the truth.

That knowledge brought with it pro
found discouragement. He had worked and 
fought unceasingly; he had become utterly 
weary in body and mind; but he had still 
fought on, upheld by his faith in ultimate 
victory and a vision of the day when his 
task should be triumphantly completed. 
Now he found that he was not wanted to 
win; that all things were so planned that 
he could not win.

All the fatigue and lassitude which Har
ding’s superb fighting spirit had held off now 
descended upon him. It was as if some 
powerful hand seized him and wrung from 
6

his body every particle of his hard-held 
strength. His shoulders slouched forward, 
his head drooped, and his fingers played 
nervously with the papers before him. He 
sat at his desk, a picture of sheer exhaus
tion— a man too tired to fight longer.

And why fight? If it were a fair fight he 
would keep it up until he dropped and then 
let the best man win. But it was a fight 
against trickery, dishonesty and corrup
tion, with the most treacherous villain of 
the lot lying in wait behind him, ready to 
betray him the instant he might gain an 
advantage.

If only, he thought, there was a particle 
of fair play in the whole wretched business; 
if only in the ranks of his enemies there 
were a single honorable antagonist; a sin
gle honest man.

“ Ned!” Harding called sharply to his 
secretary in the outer room.

“ Yes, sir.”
“ Tell them to saddle my horse. Put a 

hammock and blanket in the saddle-bags. 
I  may be gone all night.”

FROM the fact that the battle of 
the day before had taken place on 
the opposite side of the town, Har

ding surmised that El Chico’s camp was no 
longer where it had been when Carol had 
spent the night in it. Of its actual location 
he had no more than a general notion.

Six in the afternoon found him riding in a 
drenching rain over a broken, hilly country 
of thick jungle, interspersed with small 
coffee and chocolate farms ten miles north 
of Sta. Rita. A dozen reports had told him 
that El Chico was somewhere in this dis
trict, but for three hours now he had been 
doubling back and forth across it without 
finding the insurrectionist’s camp.

It would soon be dark, and Harding rec
ognized that for him, not knowing the coun
try, to attempt to follow the narrow, wind
ing bridle-paths by night would be mere 
folly.

He stopped at the next house he came to. 
It was a dwelling a little better than most 
in that district, boasting of walls of split 
boards inside of the usual palm-tree shell, 
a roof of galvanized iron instead of thatch, 
and two steps leading up to the front door, 
which proved the existence of a board floor 
within.

“ I ’m lucky,”  muttered Harding, as he 
knocked.

65
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The door was thrown open instantly, as 
if he had been anxiously awaited. The man 
who stood inside, when he saw Harding’s 
face, was unmistakably startled, though he 
sought to conceal it.

Harding said good evening and asked 
civilly if he could have shelter for the night: 
a request which in that country might never 
be refused. The man stammered, apolo
gized, did not refuse, but made it plain that 
Harding’s presence was far from being de
sired. So Harding asked the way to the 
next house, and then inquired if he knew 
the whereabouts of Don Enrique Fuentes.

“ Right here, Mr. Harding,”  called a 
voice in English from the back of the room, 
“ Come inside.” And in Spanish, “Juan, 
bid the gentleman enter.”

More astonished now than before, the 
man backed away from the door, and Har
ding, stepping inside, saw Enrique sitting at 
a table across the room.

The outlaw rose as Harding entered.
“ You seek me, Mr. Harding?”
“ Yes,” answered Harding. “ I  hope I do 

not intrude.”
“ Not at all. Juan, a chair for the seHor." 

Then, “ Excuse me an instant, Mr. Har
ding.”

He led Juan aside and whispered a few 
words to him. The man brought the chair 
and immediately left the house. As the door 
shut behind him, Harding had an instant’s 
suspicion. He took off his streaming oilskin 
coat, then, as if to relieve himself of the 
weight, he unbuckled his revolver-belt and 
hung it on a peg in the wall. Enrique in si
lence and without ostentation slipped off his 
own belt and holster and hung it on the 
same peg.

“ It is a cumbersome thing to wear in the 
house,”  he remarked. And then as he sat 
down, “ You ride late, Mr. Harding.”

“ Yes. On important business.”
The two men were silent for a minute, 

Harding paused to pick carefully his wordsr  
and Enrique, without any show either of 
undue expectancy or indifference, waited 
for him to begin.

“ What I have to say, I wam you, is of a 
very personal nature, Don Enrique,” Har
ding said at length.

“ Pray proceed.”
“ I come to you as the real chief of this 

revolution. We know that Carlos Iri- 
quidi, with his popular uprising, has ar
rived nowhere. H the movement succeeds

it will be because af you and yon 
Enrique inclined his head silently/bntrdl

was a mere indication that he had 
and not any sign of assent.' _

“ But Carlos Iriquidi put forwardthe 
issue on which the revolution was to be 
fought, and you have in all good faith adopt-i 
ed that issue and pledged yourself to i t  i-~ 

Again Enrique bowed without speaking.' 
“ So that you consider yourself bound ttf 

expel my company from the country.".
Enrique spoke. “ That is already rWr 

between us, Mr. Harding. Of what 
to discuss it further?’’

“ I have come to tell you that yon have 
been imposed upon. Carlos Iriquidi first 
raised the cry: ‘Down with the Yankee 
railroad!’ The words were put into l a  
mouth by another, and in the mouth of that 
other by still a third, and that last is himself 
an American and a rascal. He is using all 
of you as tools to throw out of his own way 
those of his fellow countrymen-who will 
deal fairly with you, and put xq
secret control.”

“ You speak boldly, Mr. Harding.” 
“ Because between honest men the matter 

is best handled openly, Don Enrique.” 
Harding drew breath and began, “Don
Antonio Saez----- ”  »

Enrique’s eyes became mere flinty pin
points.

“ What has he to do with it?”  he inter* 
rupted sharply.

Harding handed him Kirke’s letter.
“ This will show you,”  he said.
Enrique moved the candle nearer to his 

shoulder and read the letter slowly through. 
When he had finished he said:

“ All this concerning Mr. Hemingway 
means nothing to me, nor his friendship 
with Don Antonio. Where is hiscpnoeo- 
tion with us?”

Harding answered:
“ Don Enrique, I respect your silence. 

Don Antonio Saez has not chosen to show 
himself openly and you preserve faith, but 
I, knowing what I do, can see his hand in 
this revolution in a dozen places, and the 
hand of Don Antonio serves Don Antonio 
first. His own reward will be a position 
higher than he now holds— which will be—  
one can guess. And then through him this 
man Hemingway will be permitted to loot 
the country as he likes.”

Enrique answered quickly—
“ But you have for'tfaese facts oniy.the
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word of one man, and he himself admits 
that they can not be proven.”

“Nevertheless I  know they are facts.” 
“ What would you have me do?”
“ Hold your hand until you and I can get 

a t  the indisputable truth. Once that is 
reached I  shall be satisfied with your de
cision.”

For a few moments Harding thought that 
he had swayed him, but then the answer 
came:

“ Mr. Harding, in such a matter to hold 
one’s hand is to slip back; to slip back is to 
invite destruction. I  have begun and I go 
on without stopping to try to prove myself 
wrong. This is a revolution— a war— not a 
debating society.”

“ Bpt— ”  Harding protested.
“ There is n o ‘but’ .”
Enrique stood up and Harding rose and 

stood facing him.
The outlaw went on—
“ Moreover we are bound to be antago

nists because of something which counts for 
more than all the railroads in the world.” 

“ M y horse is still outside, I believe,”  an
swered Harding in a dry, hard voice. 

Enrique flung open the door and called: 
“ Juan, the horse of the senorl”  and said 

to Harding, “ The man will lead you to a 
house where you may pass the night.”  

When his horse stood ready Harding 
turned to face Enrique, waiting on the door
step.

“ Then it is fight?”
“ It is fight, sefior.”
Harding turned, swung into the saddle 

and rode off into the inky night.
A few minutes after he had left, Enrique 

called softly in the direction of a near-by out
house, and presently there appeared a man 
groping his way toward the light.

“ Come, Don Antonio,”  said Enrique. 
“ Forgive this delay, but since you are still 
unwilling to appear, it was necessary.”  

Judge Antonio Saez was in a fine temper 
a t having been kept waiting a half-hour 
in the dark and under a leaky shed, and 
made no bones about showing it. Enrique 
seemed little perturbed, however.

“ Calm yourself, Don Antonio,”  he said. 
"S it down, take your ease. There are many 
things to be discussed, and a question or 
two has occurred to me which you may be 
able to answer; little doubts sticking in my 
mind which you will, I  feel certain, be able 
to  relieve.”

xxn
HARDING was on the trail before 
daylight next morning. An hour 
after the sun was up he was at his

desk.
His immediate task now was to prepare 

the vessel he commanded for the tempest 
which was sure to break, and though he 
knew she had small chance of riding it 
through, it was still his duty to see that all 
was snug and shipshape when it struck her.

There was much to be done: machinery 
not quickly movable, such as stone-crushers, 
donkey-engines and the like, to be put into 
condition to stand the weather; tools to be 
collected and stored; all laborers to be laid 
off and told that they would be paid in a 
few days, and American employees to be 
notified that their salaries would continue 
until some permanent arrangement could 
be made, and that meanwhile they were to 
serve as vigilance officers to check future 
disaffections among the natives and to pre
vent depredation.

Calmly, methodically, Harding issued all 
necessary orders to put his railroad in cold 
storage. Then he faced the question: 
What would be the end?

Yesterday when he had ridden out to seek 
Enrique Fuentes there had persisted a ray 
of hope. His plan had been first to induce 
Enrique to hold off and thus avert the most 
imminent ruin, and then to start a vigorous 
campaign to expose Hemingway and oust 
him from the control, and thus free himself. 
from future dangers. Bad as the situation 
was, he had felt that, given a fair chance and 
assured that no further treachery would be 
employed, he might yet win. But he had 
failed to carry through the first part of the 
plan, and now there was no longer a fighting 
chance.

Carol Curtis! He resolutely attempted to 
keep his thoughts away from her, but they 
would not be bridled. When midday came 
he invited himself to lunch with Ned.

It was not a cheerful meal. Half way 
through it he announced gloomily:

“ I ’m afraid it’s all up. I played my one 
trump card to no use. I can see no others 
in sight.”

“ You mean,” said the girl quickly, “ that 
you’re ready to leave it all?”

“ No, not leave it,” he said, and his voice 
was that of a very tired man. “No, I ’m in 
for it until the death. But I can see— ”  he
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spoke more slowly and each word seemed 
to cost him a mighty effort— “ that I  am 
sure to lose.”

“Ah!” cried Carol quickly. “No, don’t 
say that. You mustn’t. Can’t you see 
that, whatever happens, you are the same? 
You don’t lose. They can crumple up the 
little railroad, bum it, destroy it, do what 
they like with it, but you, John Harding, 
the man, are not beaten.”

He shook his head.
“ You are comforting, but it doesn’t 

change things,” he answered.
Never had she so felt the power of the 

man as in that moment when he acknowl
edged defeat. She did not know what to 
say; she hesitated to meet his eyes, and 
gazed unseeing out of the window which 
faced her seat.

“ Look!”  she exclaimed presently. “There 
are the rurales you asked for the other day. 
They’ve come at last. It shows that the 
Government had made up its mind to help 
you anyhow.”

Harding glanced out of the window and 
saw a half squadron of rurales halted in the 
road near the station.

“ Small good they’ll do us!” he said bit
terly.

There came walking up the hill Jaime 
Saez, recently appointed a lieutenant in the 
rurales as a tribute to his father, the learned 
and patriotic judge. Harding started for 
the veranda to meet him.

“ May we come too?” Carol questioned, 
and when he nodded she and her brother 
followed him.

At the top of the steps the spruce, 
effeminate-looking young officer clicked his 
heels together and gave a stiff military 
salute.

“ Glad to see you, Don Jaime,” said Har
ding civilly. “ What is it?”

Jaime bowed and held out a paper to 
Harding, mumbling—

“ Your servant.”
Harding read it, while Jaime stood openly 

staring at Carol. Ned gripped the back of a 
chair and longed to break it over the fel
low’s head. Finally Harding said—

“ This seems to be an order for my 
arrest.”

Jaime answered with thinly concealed 
truculence—

“ You have read it correctly, seOor."
“ When?”
“Now.”

“You will, I presume, ^eeniit M fogiPM
mon my lawyer?”

“I have no instructions to thatdfeet! 
“ You will wait, however?"
“ It is impossible.”  '
Harding turned to Ned with a smile, Mff 

wry, half whimsical. "
“Ned, the gentleman is in a 

Fetch me my hat, please.”
Jaime stepped up to Ned as he started 

toward the door.
“Don’t leave,”  he said. ‘T o r you,”  and 

he handed him another order of arrest.
Then he turned to Carol, made a sweeping 

bow, and said in sugary tones: .
“Since the two gentlemen are my pri£n& 

ers and can not leave my sight, may Tab 
greatly molest you as to ask you to :bring 
their hats? Believe me, it is a matter of 
great regret.”

Carol never looked at him.
“ What— what shall I  do?”  die faltered to 

Harding.
“Bring the hats, please,”  he answered. 
Ned, tears of rage running down pole 

cheeks, stammered: ' v
“Are you going to let him, sir? I  can 

knock him out with my fists.”
“No use, boy,”  whispered Harding 

kindly. “See those empty saddles down 
there? Where do you suppose the men are, , 
eh? They’d be glad enough to get a chance* 
to shoot us.”  s  w

Carol brought the hats, and Harding- 
turned to Jaime. ■.

“ Teniente, I am your prisoner, but I  bsytr 
not yet surrendered my gun.” Jaime held 
out his hand to receive it. “Wait, I  An 
not going to— now. I  am your priaoner, - 
and in five minutes’ time I ’ll go with you.' 
Meanwhile you will walk to the other end : 
of the veranda, where you can see, but hot 
hear.”

Jaime shrugged his shoulders. . r.’:
“Of course not. Come. There is huiiyj? , 
Harding gave him one long look in which 

the young man read the promise of a sudden- 
death quite devoid of glory. He shrugged, 
his shoulders again and said:

“Oh, very well. Five minutes, then;” 
Like his father he could wait.
In the five minutes’ grace obtained,;: 

Harding labored to assure Carol that the- 
arrest should not be considered serious, and 
that the matter would Undoubtedly ibft; 
straightened out as soon as he could get k f  
the real authorities. More for the sakedF
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his peace of mind than because she believed 
it, she appeared to be convinced.

He then scribbled two notes. One was to 
Wainwright, directing him to take eharge 
in Harding’s absence, and the other to Bill 
Healy, telling him to report to Wainwright, 
and enjoining on him most particularly the 
care and protection of Carol.

Then their hands held each other for a 
moment, and Carol kissed her brother.

“ A t your service, Teniente," Harding 
called.

As they walked down the hill there rose 
from folds and hollows in the ground a 
dozen rurales who had been lying concealed 
within easy shot of the cottage. When they 
reached the main body, which was waiting 
below, Jaime formed his fifty horsemen 
into two lines and ordered his prisoners to 
walk between them.

“ No,” said Harding flatly. “ We’ll ride.”
Once more Jaime yielded, and, to save 

waiting for horses to be saddled, tumbled 
two of his troopers off their mounts.

They rode across the bridge and through 
the city, skirting the little park, until they 
came to the street in the rear of the palace. 
Just beyond was a big square building with 
heavily barred windows— the Sta. Rita jail. 
A t  the main door Jaime halted his troop.

“ We go in here,”  he said.
“ 1 demand to be taken before a magis

trate,”  said Harding.
Jaime pointed to the massive door which 

had been swung open at the sound of the 
approaching cavalcade.

“ M y orders are to deliver you here,”  he 
replied. “ Dismount and enter, senores.”

They saw no. official higher than a 
wooden-faced turnkey, who led them 
through many dark and narrow stone pas
sageways to a cell. I t  was a room ten feet 
square, with a straw mattress on the floor, 
a  wooden chair, a small barred window eight 
feet up, and four stone walls glistening with 
moisture around their bases.

Before the turnkey and Jaime left, Har
ding demanded that his lawyer be immedi
ately notified and sent to see him; also that 
he himself be informed of the charge on 
which they were confined. His request was 
assented to; the heavy, iron-grilled door 
clanged shut, and they were alone.

Many hours passed. It became increas
ingly apparent that the jailer’s promises to 
send the lawyer had been given merely to 
quiet them and to save discussion. Har

ding, to keep up the boy’s spirits, made a 
fine show of keeping up his own. For the 
most part their talk was of things not con- 

' nected with their present predicament. But 
in all of the long silences each of them was 
thinking of Carol, praying that nothing un
toward would happen to her, and fearing 
that it might.

Late in the afternoon the turnkey brought 
them a single basin of beans, a loaf of bread 
and water.

“The lawyer?” Harding asked him. 
“ Has he been notified?”

The man grunted and replied with a 
Spanish word whose dictionary meaning is 
“ very soon,” but which in common speech 
stands equally for “ today”  or “ next year.”

“ And the charge? Are we to see it?”
“Very soon,”  repeated the turnkey.
Harding felt through his pockets and 

found a gold piece.
“ Here,” he said, giving it to him; “ that 

you hurry.”
The man weighed the coin in his hand 

and grinned at it speculatively. Then with
out a word he put it in his pocket and left 
the room.

“He’s a demonstrative soul,” remarked 
Harding.

The man came back ten minutes later 
with a dirty piece of paper scrawled over 
with pencil marks.

“A copy of the charge,”  he said, handing 
it through the peep-hole in the door.

Harding deciphered it with difficulty. I t  
read:

“ Wilfully and maliciously defrauding citi
zens of the Republic of Veragua— to wit: 
retaining from employees of the company 
under his charge money earned by and 
rightfully owing to them.”

“ Humph!” ejaculated Harding. “That’ll 
never hold water. Not even in this coun
try.”

But though the jailer had given Harding 
the charge as it did in fact appear on the 
prison records, in a secret dossier of the 
police was another more grave: “ Conspir
ing with those in rebellion against the au
thority of the republic.”  And overt acts 
were cited in proof; one, the intervention of 
the insurrectors during the riot at the sta
tion; the other, Harding’s visit to En
rique.

Moreover, there was a still more serious 
charge against Harding, not reduced to 
writing. His crass rudeness had once killed,
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still bom, an epigram of the learned Judge 
Antonio Saez, before whom his case would 
be tried.

X X III

C S 13 WHEN the doors of the tomb-like 
Sta. Rita jail closed behind Har- 

“  ding and Ned Curtis they vanished 
from their friends as completely as if they 
had been transported into another world. 
Of their fate no word came forth. Wain- 
wright and Bill Healy spent the following 
day in the town, hurrying from one high 
official to another, subjected to long waits 
in deserted anterooms, the polite rebuffs 
of effusive underlings, the evasive explana
tions of Police Commissary this and Secre
tary so-and-so. At the end of the day 
they were utterly worn out, and they had 
not a single word of Harding or Ned.

They had called at the American consul’s 
office, but this was closed. For the time 
being the government of the United States 
had no accredited representative in Sta. 
Rita. The old consul had been removed 
to a more important post and the new man 
was expected in about ten days.

Meanwhile the office was in charge of a 
clerk who had no qualifications save the 
fact that his uncle was a Congressman. 
At home he had been known as the village 
ne’er-do-well. In Sta. Rita he spent his 
time gambling and drinking with a group 
of disreputable American outcasts— the 
riffraff of the foreign colony. Hence the 
closing of the consulate.

Wainwright finally located him at the 
local club, playing pool in an advanced 
state of intoxication. He was not the least 
interested in Harding’s plight. That, he 
said, was a matter for the new consul to 
attend to. When Wainwright attempted 
to press the urgency of the case he intimated 
that the two men were intruding.

They returned to Headquarters greatly 
discouraged, but before Carol they assumed 
a cheerful attitude, which, however, did 
not in the least deceive her, though she 
made them think it did.

After the arrests Wainwright and Bill 
Healy slept in Ned’s room in the Curtis 
cottage at night, and Cavendish and two or 
three clerks from the station bunked on the 
veranda. Though they were all very busy 
it was contrived to have some one of them 
always about the house by day. This was

in accordance with Harding’s  
Carol was inclined to scoff at the ; 
for such precautions, but the men, ^  
whom had- had experiences in 
American countries in a state of 
upheaval, knew that H alting was 
and it was well to be ready for the 
pected. 4

The afternoon after the arrest, CanS* 
noticed three or four natives loitering about-? 
the premises. They were poorly dressed 
and might have been laborers from one'of'* 
the camps, save that, in addition to the- 
inevitable machete, each carried a revolvers 
In an unostentatious way they appeared, 
to be watching the house, and their steal tire-' 
espionage finally began to get on Caroft 
nerves. Whenever she glanced out of a  
window it seemed that one of these fellows 
would be standing in some half-hidden 
point of vantage, keeping an eye on the
cottage.

Carol was not a nervous person and as she 
did not wish to' appear silly, she refrained, 
for several hours, from confiding in Caven-" 
dish, who was her watch-dog for the after
noon. He was seated in a wicker chair on 
the veranda, enjoying a great treaty* 
month-old copy of the London Times,- 
which he was devouring from the leading 
editorial to an obscure back - page para- 
graph about the birth statistics of Ceyion.fi 
He seemed wholly absorbed in his news-' 
paper. But when Carol finally spoke to .' 
him, it appeared that he had been very much, 
on the alert.

“I ’ve had one eye on those johnnies, 
Miss Curtis,”  he said. “I can’t quite make 
out their game, you know.”

Peering between the hibiscus bushes out- : 
side of the screened porch, they could see 
three of the men sitting cross-legged on the !: 
edge of a cleared field, evidently engaged 
in some game, and a fourth leaning against 
a little shack that had once been used as a 
storehouse, not far away from the cottagê  
It was obvious that this man was acting as 
a sentry. . -

Cavendish dropped his paper and stepped ~ 
outside. Between the time he left Carol’s ' 
side and the time he closed the screen door* 
the four men had vanished as if they were; 
an illusion. Cavendish returned, bunking, 
behind his horn-rimmed eye-glasses.

“Exclusive beggars those," he said with 
his air of naive seriousness. “One never 
knows what to expect in this part, of th*r
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world, but I  can’t believe they’d dare 
attempt to get in here.”

A  burly Jamaica negro, probably one of 
the laborers who had been laid off, had 
coine staggering out of the little cantina 
beyond the tracks and lurched toward the 
station. He stood there a few minutes, 
staring about him truculently, apparently 
muttering to himself, and then he gazed in 
the direction of the cottage and finally 
started toward it up the hill. The dirt- 
colored shirt he wore had been tom open, 
revealing his great chest. A  naked machete 
was stuck in his belt. Carol and the young 
Englishman watched his advance appre
hensively.

“I t ’s pretty sunny on this veranda, 
Miss Curtis,”  remarked CaAgendish. “ Won’t 
you find it cooler inside?”

Carol took the hint and went in. As 
soon as she had gone, the young man sprung 
open the cylinder of his revolver and looked 
to see that all the chambers were loaded.

Carol, from a window, watched the 
drunken negro mount the rise. About 
eighty yards from the house, the path 
wound through a miniature jungle of bushes 
and just as the fellow reached this a group 
of little men interposed themselves unex
pectedly in his path. There were four of 
them. He stopped, then attempted to 
push past them.

They got in his way and his huge fist 
swung wide at one of them. The next 
instant he was sprawling on the ground 
with the little men on top of him.

The black Hercules reached for his ma
chete. I t  was not there. Then, roaring 
like a bull, he shook them off and struggled 
to  his feet, his great arms going like flails. 
B ut he was pounding the empty air. His 
antagonists had vanished.

The fellow peered about him in amaze
ment. Not a leaf stirred in the brush. 
Save that his machete was gone it was as 
i f  he had imagined the four men.

He started forward again, and as he did 
so, a man appeared facing him in the nar
row path. The man held a revolver and 
i t  was pointed at the negro’s close-cropped 
head. There was a brief colloquy and 
Carol saw the negro’s fist clench and un
clench. The other man did not move. 
A t  last the black man turned and lurched 
off down the hill.

Carol hurried downstairs.
“ I  think I  know now who they are?”  she

cried to Cavendish, and ran out toward the 
bushes.

Cavendish, astonished, hurried after her.
The man with the revolver had disap

peared.
“ Hello, there!”  called Carol, “ I wish to 

speak to you.”
He came out of the bushes quickly, a 

fine-looking, wiry youth with coal-black
eyes.

“ I am at the disposition of the senorita,”  
he said, bowing.

“ Did Don Enrique send you here?”
“ It is his wish that no harm approach the 

senorita.”
“ I wish you would thank him for me and 

tell him I am well protected here. It is 
not necessary to trouble him.”

The youth bowed again.
“ It is no trouble, senorita,”  he said. 

“ Don Enrique has ordered it.”
There was a certain respectful finality 

about his words, as if he were speaking of a 
decree of Providence, that made Carol 
smile and flush too. She thanked him. 
Then, partly to cover her embarrassment, 
turning to Cavendish, she remarked:

“ It seems I am to be guarded like a 
princess.”

Probably both Cavendish and the young 
native thought her the equivalent of one. 
At any rate El Chico’s lieutenant bent low 
in courtly fashion, which was equal to 
calling her one, while Cavendish, who was 
not courtly in any sense and had betrayed 
considerable impatience over the interview, 
frowned silently at this Latin frivolity.

“ Shall we go back now?” he asked, after 
a minute.

Carol acquiesced and bade good day to 
her cavalier. As for Cavendish, he ob
served that during the rest of the day Carol 
seemed more cheerful than she had been 
at any time since Ned’s arrest.

The whole episode of the drunken negro 
was observed with great interest by a young 
man in the uniform of a lieutenant of 
rurales who stood behind the curtains of a 
window in the little cantina from which the 
negro had first emerged. The watcher was 
that doughty soldier, Teniente Jaime Saez.

When the negro started up the hill, 
Jaime was greatly elated. It was not that 
he had anything to do with the negro’s 
movements. In fact the black had stum
bled out of the front door of the place just 
as Jaime slipped in at the back. But
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Jaime scented a chance to rescue a damsel 
in distress. He was puzzled when he saw 
the negro stopped half-way up the hill, and 
more puzzled when he observed Carol run 
from the house, closely followed by Caven
dish. His first elation was succeeded by 
disappointment.

When Cavendish returned to the cottage 
Jaime felt much aggrieved with the scheme 
of things. The young woman had too 
many watchdogs already.

In the absence of Ned and Harding the 
other gringoes were looking after her. That 
was perfectly explicable. But how about 
the native guardians, whom he recognized 
as El Chico’s men? Jaime could not un
derstand their presence. That Enrique 
might have a personal interest in Carol 
never crossed his mind. What such a man 
as Enrique wanted, he would take, and 
there was an end of the matter.

For a long time Jaime stared out of the 
window of the canlinc, frowning, and twist
ing his little black mustache. He saw Carol 
and Cavendish go back to the cottage. He 
watched while Enrique’s man vanished in 
the brush and later he noticed him and 
two others appear in a field not far from the 
house and squat down comfortably and 
engage, apparently, in some gambling 
pastime. Finally a smile drove the frown 
from Jaime’s face. He had hit on the 
solution. The gringoes were paying En
rique to protect Carol.

Jaime called for a cup of coffee. He 
talked earnestly for a time with the man 
who ran the cantina. Then he sauntered 
out to his horse, which he had left in the 
rear of the house, and rode back to the 
town.

JAIME was three and twenty. He 
was adventurous. He was what 
he himself termed “ enamor ado,” 

which is rather freely translated by the 
English words “ in love.” At the time of 
the arrest, Carol’s fresh loveliness had 
smitten him hard. He had tried to convey 
his admiration in that brief interval with 
those expressive black eyes of his. On 
that occasion Carol’s frigidity, instead of 
cooling his ardor, had inflamed it. After 
he got the two men safely stowed away, he 
told himself, he would return and make a 
capture on his own account.

Jaime’s acquaintance with ladies from 
the northern republic had not been ex

tensive. In fact it had been virtually 
limited to two lively donnas of the chorus 
of a comic opera troupe that had been 
stranded in Sta. Rita when the manager 
eloped simultaneously with the payroll and 
the star. On becoming acquainted with 
these two ladies Jaime had discovered a 
latent fondness for Anglo-Saxons of the 
fair sex. Of one or the other he had seen a 
great deal, enough to make him believe 
himself a connoisseur on the North Ameri
can girl. From this acquaintance he made 
two general deductions. One related to 
what he considered the charmingly easy 
social code of young ladies from the north
ern continent. The other was that he 
exercised an irresistible attraction over these 
gringo women.

Of course he applied these generaliza
tions to Carol. Now that the two girls of 
the chorus had drifted away, it was most 
opportune to run across Carol.

He had plenty of leisure on his hands. 
Don Guillermo, the Commandante at the 
barracks was ill and discipline was even 
more lax than usual. Don Guillermo, 
after the battle beyond the town, had re
treated with his superior force in good order 
and had, therefore, been hailed by society 
as the savior of Sta. Rita. A series of din
ners and entertainments in honor of the 
hero had followed and Don Guillermo’s 
seasoned digestive apparatus had cracked 
under the strain. He had taken to his bed.

As for El Chico, he and his army had 
mysteriously vanished. It was said he was 
moving on San Pablo. It was also ru
mored that he was looting the construction 
camps of the new railroad, and another 
report had it that the revolution had col
lapsed. Nobody seemed to know exactly 
what had become of the revolutionary 
chief, but at any rate his army had with
drawn from the neighborhood and every 
officer of the rurales was a hero in the eyes 
of the doting ninas and their terrible 
mamas who strolled on the square every 
evening when the band played.

But Jaime now looked almost coldly 
upon the lovely ninas. He was thinking 
of Carol.

The day after the negro incident he rode 
out to the station again. Reports of a 
body of insurgents near one of the camps 
where some valuable machinery was stored 
had sent Wainwright packing out on the 
line with all his little force except Bil



A  One-Man Job 73

Healy, who was left to guard Carol, and a 
clerk or two at the station.

Presently Jaime, from his post at the 
cantina, saw Healy leave the cottage and 
walk to the station. Healy was looking 
for news from Wainwright. He entered 
the station and presently came out again 
and stood for a few minutes in front of the 
door, occasionally glancing toward the 
cantina, for it was a hot day and Healy had 
athirst.

As he stood there Jaime stepped up to 
him and wished him good-day. The com- 
mandantc, Jaime said, was anxious about 
the safety of the railroad headquarters, and 
if a guard was desired, he was empowered 
to offer one. Healy replied that they were 
doing very well, but he would submit the 
offer to Wainwright, the acting manager.

Jaime spoke of the oppressiveness of the 
weather and suggested a drink. Healy, 
after some hesitation, accepted, salving 
his conscience with the excuse that it was 
his duty to get on the right side of those 
greaser officials. The pair slipped over to 
the cantina. As their second drink was 
served there was an altercation outside 
between the proprietor and some hanger- 
on.

Bill Healy and Jaime both turned in
stinctively toward the dOor. Jaime was 
of the school of the suave and gentlemanly 
Lassigny of San Pablo. As he turned, his 
hand reached out and dropped something 
into Healy’s glass. Presently the proprie
tor and the hanger-on carried Healy into 
an inner room and deposited him on a dirty 
couch.

About this time a ragged horseman on a 
spent pony trotted along the road and 
pushed up the hill. He rode up to the in
surgent who was watching the house and 
handed him a note. There was a brief 
colloquy between the two men. Then the 
sentry disappeared and after a time he and 
his three companions could be seen mount
ed, galloping along the road away from Sta. 
Rita. The man who had brought the 
message sought an inconspicuous vantage 
point that commanded all roads to the 
house. Jaime watched all this from the 
cantina with satisfaction. He had written 
the note that sent El Chico’s men flying to 
an imaginary rendezvous.

Proud of his own cleverness and feeling 
every inch a conquerer, Jaime mounted 
and rode to the cottage. Externally he

was immaculate and splendid in his buff 
uniform with its scarlet facings and pro
fusion of gold braid. A faint odor of per
fume wafted from him. His little black 
mustache was waxed to two pin-points. 
His pointed boots were twin mirrors of 
black. When he dismounted in front of 
the cottage his high heels made him stand 
nearly five feet six inches. He squared 
back his shoulders, which were slightly pad
ded, and knocked at the door.

Carol opened to him. As he knew, she 
was alone in the house. She recognized 
him immediately and, thinking that per
haps he brought some news of the prison
ers, greeted him pleasantly.

“ You have a message from my brother?” 
she asked. “ Is he all right? And Mr. 
Harding?”

With a jangle of spurred heels clicking 
together, Jaime made a bow intended to 
be impressive.

“ They are well,”  he answered as he 
stepped inside. “ And I hope they will be 
with you soon.”

“ Then you have seen them?”  she ex
claimed. “ They have sent some word?”

“ Yes,”  he said. “ And they send word 
that they are well. So I am here to re
assure you. Don’t worry. The arrest 
was merely a formality— a great molesta
tion of course— but nothing to be feared.”

“ Thank you so much for coming to tell 
me,” she said warmly.

His message delivered, Don Jaime seemed 
in no hurry to depart. He stood for a few 
moments, one hand resting negligently on 
his sword-hilt, the other stroking his dimin
utive mustache, and his eyes alternately 
roving over the room, and inspecting the 
girl. Carol was at a loss just what to do 
or say. At length he said:

“ It must be dull for you, senorita, very 
dull here all day alone. No company, no 
diversions, no friends.”

He spoke with a marked accent, sibilating 
the diphthongs and stressing the e’s, so that 
it required Carol’s closest attention to 
understand him, and a considerable effort 
to keep from smiling at his odd pronuncia
tion. This, combined with his opera-bouffe 
appearance, quite prevented her from ta
king him seriously.

“ Oh, yes,” she answered lightly, “ I  
get bored to death with myself.”

“ You are lonely?”
I t  struck her as a shade too impertinent,
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tmt she quickly reflected that she might 
use him to carry some message to Ned and 
Harding, so she replied good-humoredly—

“ Oh, more or less, of course.”
The play of Jaime’s fingers on sword-hilt 

md mustache grew more and more rapid 
md nervous. Suddenly he threw both 
lands out with an appealing gesture and 
ns little black eyes stopped their roving to 
daze upon her hungrily.

“ Chical”  he whispered. “ Chical”
The first feeling which Carol had was a 

nixture of utter disgust and a wild desire 
x> laugh. She had not a particle of fear.

“Chica?”  she repeated. “ That means 
little girl,’ doesn’t it?”

“ Yes,” answered the perfumed warrior, 
irawing himself up to his full height so that 
lis eyes might be nearly level with hers. 
‘Yes, little girl.”

“ Then what is it you want, little man?” 
ihe replied.

Jaime promptly appropriated the “ little 
nan,” as a term of endearment, just as he 
nisread the odd smile which accompanied 
t. He reached forward to grasp her hand, 
vhich she immediately put behind her.

“ Ah, chiquital”  he breathed ardently.
“ Yes, little bit of a man,”  she paraphrased 

>romptly, and instantly regretted it, for he 
>urst into passionate avowals.

“ I want to be your lover— to make you 
rery happy— and myself. I want to show 
rou how we men of the South can love, life 
>f my soul.”

She felt no amusement now, only pro- 
ound loathing for the man.

He pressed forward on her and she re- 
reated before him. Circling the room 
he made for the outer door, but he quickly 
umped ahead of her and put his back 
gainst it. Then, locking it, he stuffed the 
:ey in his pocket.

He started after her again and she eluded 
dm. There followed a minute of breath- 
ess dodging and scrambling about the 
oom. Once he almost had her in those 
ong, wiry arms of his, the strength of which 
he did not underestimate, but she did not 
o much fear the result of an actual struggle 
rith him as she dreaded the indignity of 
laving him touch her. So she maneuvered 
ibout the room, interposing between them 
hairs and tables and whatever came in 
heir way.

“ You’d better go,”  she gasped. “ Mr. 
lealy— will be back soon— and then----- ”

The expression of Jaime’s face told ;htt: 
that Healy would not came. Then die.: 
thought of Enrique’s men. One call for 
help would bring them. She glanced 
through the window. The outhouse where 
the sentry had been standing was in pluh*. 
view but the guardian was no longer 
there.

Perhaps Jaime read her thoughts.
“ We are alone, xkiquiia,”  he repeated..
In one comer stood a heavy-walking- 

stick of Ned’s, more of a bludgeon than a 
cane. When, in her circling and dodging, 
this came under her hand she seized it, 
swung it back over her head and panted—

“ If you come a step nearer, I'll break 
your head.”

Either because he feared her threat, or 
because he appreciated that he was not 
cutting a very heroic figure, Jaime stopped. 
He changed his tactics.

“ Come, I realize I have gone too fast,”  
he said. “ It is my ardor which has driven 
me. Let us sit down and talk over the 
matter.”

He planted himself in the eh air nearest
him.

Carol remained standing.
"You will leave the house instantly,” she

ordered.
He sat still and answered:
“ Come, come. Sit down with me and let

us be sensible.”
Carol, getting back her breath, also be

gan to collect her wits, and to realize that 
by them alone would she be able to rid 
herself of him. She sat down at a safe 
distance.

“I am sorry I have been so hasty,” began 
Jaime, “ but it is the compelling power of 
your great charm. The fault is, after all,
with you.”

He smiled and, hand on heart, inclined 
his head toward her.

She did not acknowledge his remark b y' 
even so much as a change of expression.

Unabashed, he proceeded:
“ But now let us talk more calmly. I 

will still the raging volcano within my 
breast lest you be alarmed,”  he went on 
fulsomely, but her blank, immobile face 
finally dried up his eloquence.

He was at a loss how to proceed. Then, 
his fingers happened to touch in his pocket 
some pellets like the one that had simpli
fied the problem of Bill Healy. He Btaxted 
slightly as if struck by an idea.
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“ I  beg of you,”  he said quietly, “ that you 
forgive my impulsiveness. Something to 
prove that we are friends— say— ah, yes,—  
drink with me a glass of wine that may be 

"for a toast to you and for you a sign of my 
pardon.”

For a moment Carol did not answer. 
Then a spark of animation leaped into her 
eyes and quickly died out. She said:

“ Very well. But will you get it? I feel 
a little faint. There are some bottles in 
this close!:.”  She waved her hand toward 
a  door at the side of the room.

Jaime sprang eagerly to his feet. He 
threw open the door and looked into a 
large, deep closet.

“ In the back,”  said Carol, “ against the 
wall.”

He stepped inside and leaning over groped 
in the comer. Then quickly the light was 
cut off and he heard the door slam. Before 
he could spring back Carol had turned the 
key in the lock.

A t first he managed to achieve a weak 
little laugh.

“ Ha, ha, very good— a very good joke. 
I*m now your prisoner in every way. But 
please don’t make it long.”

There was no answer.
Gradually it penetrated his vanity that 

there was not a vestige of a joke in the 
business. A t this he tried to break out, 
but the door was heavy and the lock strong. 
From that he fell to shouting and threaten
ing, and demanding that he be instantly 
released under pain of the direst conse
quences. He stormed and raved and 
worked himself into a frenzy of rage.

All the time there was not a word or a 
sound from the girl. Finally, through sheer 
exhaustion, he grew quiet again, and after 
a  few minutes her voice came through the 
door very calm and collected.

“ Don Jaime, you have matches, I pre
sume.”

“ Yes,”  he answered viciously, “ and the 
desire to bum this house down.”

“ I  wouldn’t,”  she replied, “for you’ll 
bum  first if you do. Have you a pencil as 
well? If not you’ll find one on the second 
shelf.”

“ I  have one.”
“ Very well. Now light a match so you 

can see, and take your pencil and sign this 
piece of paper I slip under the door. Then 
I ’ll let you out.”

On the paper Carol had written:

I , Tentente Jaime Saez, hereby express to the 
bearer of this m y profound and lasting gratitude 
for releasing me from the closet in which she locked 
me when I became impertinent to her.

“ Sign it and pass it back,”  she directed.
When Jaime read it he exploded with 

rage.
“ I ’ll not sign it,”  he shrieked.
“ All right,”  answered Carol. “Then you 

stay in there. Some one will be along 
presently, and no doubt you’ll enjoy being 
discovered where you are. I might send 
for some of your friends. They would 
doubtless appreciate the honor of releasing 
you.”

“ I ’ll sign it,”  he said in a nasty tone.
When Carol had received the slip of paper 

with his signature at the bottom, she rattled 
the key in the lock. As she had anticipated, 
the door instantly heaved with Jaime’s 
weight, as he sought to break out and over
power her before she could get out of his 
reach.

“ Wait a bit,”  she called. “ I’ve made a 
mistake in a word. Sign this one instead.”

She slipped in a blank sheet of paper, and 
while he was stooping to pick it up, she 
unlocked the door.

“ Now come out,”  she ordered, backing 
away.

The gallant soldier emerged, his little 
eyes blinking in the light. They blinked 
still more when he saw a revolver pointing 
at his head.

“ Walk straight to the front door,” or
dered Carol, “ unlock it, and get out!”

It was not until he was half-way back to 
town that it dawned on Jaime that pos
sibly the English diminutive “ little man” 
was not a term of endearment.

X X IV

FOR several days Ned and Harding 
shared the same cell, their only 
visitor the silent turnkey who 

brought their ill-prepared food and answered 
their questions evasively or not at all. No 
word came to them from their friends out
side, and they could get no message out. 
They slept on filthy straw mattresses. 
The floor of their cell, which was below the 
level of the street, was always wet with 
seepage, and the air was polluted with an 
odor of mustiness and decay.

A keen anxiety about Carol they shared, 
but, in addition, Harding was compelled to
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support alone a sense of responsibility for 
the road and an abject feeling of failure. 
He had fought many stiff fights in the 
course of his career and had pulled through 
to success many a moribund and tottering 
enterprise. But this time, he realized, the 
job had collapsed completely. His im
prisonment marked its final downfall. The 
conspiracies within and without had been 
too much for him.

He was not a sentimental man, but, as a 
true engineer, he felt for his work an affec
tion. that is best described as maternal. 
The Sta. Rita and Northern had always 
been like a sick child, and because he had 
had to fight for its life from the start, it was 
the more dear to him and its loss a more 
shattering blow.

Moreover, he was no longer a youth who 
could take failure with a shrug of the 
shoulders and go blithely to the next task 
that life offered. This wretched business 
smirched him. It would leave a stain on 
his good name that had been so many years 
in the building. People would say: “Har
ding? Oh, yes, he was mixed up in that 
shady affair in Veragua.” This thought 
was like a knife in his side.

And then there was Carol.
Until the very moment of his arrest he 

had not realized all Carol meant to him. 
In those crowded weeks of confusion and 
struggle he had not had time to analyze 
fully his feeling for her But at that part
ing there had leaped into his mind the vision 
that she stood above his work, above suc
cess, above everything he held dear, and 
yet she was somehow the symbol of all 
these things. He had discovered how 
much, in that brief period, he had come to 
lean upon her capability, her cheerfulness, 
her unfailing sweetness. In those dark 
days she was a presence of intimate radi
ance. She had brought a new tenderness 
bto his life.

These thoughts had flashed upon him, 
and in the same instant obtruded the image 
of Enrique. This man had come upon her 
in his hour. He had rescued her from 
peril, had made her see his strength, and 
would soon stand before her in all the 
glamour of his triumph— for Harding be- 
deved he would triumph. He would be 
governor of a rich province; probably, in 
time, dictator of the country. He was a 
nan of power and vision. And his triumph 
spelled the final ruin of everything Harding

had labored for. . The very war ctf 61 El ; 
Chico’s revolution was “Down with the 
railroadl”

Harding felt that he could stand uttek 
annihilation if it could save Carol from 
Enrique. The thought of her belonging 
to him was loathsome. * Handing con
ceded the man’s quality, he admired him, 
but Enrique was of the South and Carol of 
the North— in training, in thought, in all 
the conventions and essentials of life they 
were thousands of miles apart. Between 
them was an impenetrable barrier of race. 
But the girl did not see i t  She seemed like 
one under a spell. And Harding was power
less to save her.

But, after all, was he fair? He thought 
of American girls who had married Japanese 
and were apparently happy. He had a 
second cousin who had wed a Porto Rican. 
Was the barrier impenetrable? Was he 
jealous merely? He harried himself with 
arguments and doubts.

Seated on the wooden chair in his cell he 
would think of Carol and feel himself 
doubly imprisoned. And yet it gave him a ’ 
sort of melancholy pleasure to think of her. 
He laid little traps to make Ned talk of her, 
and then, in a panic lest the young man 
suspect his interest, he would abruptly 
change the topic of conversation. Ned 
would think: “How stupid of me. I am 
perpetually boring the old man with 
Carol.”

The jail, for utilitarian rather than 
esthetic reasons, stood next to the palace.. 
A narrow alley which separated the two 
was spanned by an enclosed bridge. On 
several occasions, in the course of the tur
bulent history of the province, a governor 
had breakfasted in the palace in the morn
ing in the full enjoyment of his honors and 
position, and before noon had been marched 
across the bridge and lodged in a dungeon, 
a prisoner, perhaps condemned to death. 
“ To cross the bridge,”  had become, in Sta. 
Rita, a phrase of sinister meaning.

The jail was a granite strong box, but 
the palace was architecturally more pre
tentious, a shabby copy of our own Madison 
Square Garden, without the tower. It 
fronted on the pretty plaza, the Parque de 
Doce de Mayo, and its rear facade, flush 
with the walls of the jail, faced on a broad 
street opposite the cuartd, or barracks, the 
huge stone-walled enclosure whidi housed 
the defenders of the city.
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The cell in which Harding and Ned were 
confined looked upon this street, or at least 
a  high, barred window, the ledge of which 
the captives could gain with the aid of a 
chair, afforded a glimpse of the street and a 
sectioh of one of die walls of the cuartel and 
one of its  four massive wooden gates. Just 
outside of the -jail was a stone-flagged 
esplanade. The cell floor was a few feet 
below the level of this, but the window-ledge 
was shoulder high above it.

Ned and Harding, to while away the 
tedium of confinement, would climb to the 
broad ledge and watch people walk by on 
the street, and they occasionally could see 
the head and shoulders of a sentry pacing 
along the crenelated wall, his carbine over 
his shoulder, his smart little cap worn at a 
rakish angle. After a time they got in the 
habit of keeping a sort of vigil at the window, 
but they looked in vain for the face of a 
friend. The only American who came 
within their vision was the consul’s clerk, 
who went rolling past on the second after
noon. There was something in the alco
holic aimlessness of that consul’s clerk 
which depressed them exceedingly.

Usually, unless the rats awakened them, 
they slept as late as nature permitted in 
the morning; for the impassive-faced jailer 
did not arrive with their coffee until the 
day was well advanced. But on the fourth 
morning they were roused about dawn by 
a  sound of shooting.

„  Harding was out of his pallet on the in
stant and up on the window-ledge, with 
Ned close behind him. The space was not 
wide enough for both at once, but Ned, at the 
risk of his neck, stood on the back of the 
chair. The firing was not close at hand. 
A t  first there was no sign of life in the gray 
street.- Then they made out a group of 
heads on the wall opposite, and soon the 
big door swung open and a troop of rurales 
plunged out and went off at a gallop in the 
direction of the shooting.

“ What is it?”  asked Ned.
“ It  must be Enrique,”  replied Harding. 

“ He’s attacking at last.”
The gates dosed, then reopened, and 

some belated troopers clattered after the 
others.

“ What will it mean to us, Mr. Harding?” 
asked Ned.

After a pause, Harding answered soberly—
“ Whatever it is, my boy, it can’t be any 

worse than this.”

The shots died aw^y rapidly. The 
rurales disappeared from the parapet. Two 
old women with baskets tottered past, 
chattering as quietly as if an attack was the 
last thing to be expected in the world.

“ Perhaps it was just a row somewhere,” 
remarked Harding doubtfully.

BEFORE Ned could reply the quiet 
was shattered by a volley of shots 
much closer than they had heard 

before. The new firing seemed to come 
from a wider area than the other and the 
shots were in greater volume. It sounded 
as if a considerable force of men were en
gaged.

Presently the ripping sound of a machine- 
gun mingled with the uproar. Along the 
little strip of street on which they looked 
down civilians began to rush past, this way 
and that, like a colony of disturbed ants.

A  rurale, scattering the crowd recklessly 
before him, dashed up on a sweating horse 
whose flanks were gashed where the spurs 
had tom him, and made a great clamor 
about the gate of the cuartel. Some ser
vants, evidently from the palace, began 
carrying chests and boxes across to the big 
door.

“ Looks as if we’d get some action here, 
Mr. Harding,”  remarked Ned, and his 
chief nodded.

Every minute the popping of the rifles 
and the crashing volleys came nearer.

“ I think they’re shooting from the palace, 
now,” commented Harding.

More mounted rurales came galloping 
back and then others who crowded their 
horses close to the wall, turning and shoot
ing their carbines as they came. On the 
parapet opposite, heads bobbed up and 
vanished and now and again a puff of smoke 
showed, but the bulk of the firing was on 
another side of the place.

The uproar was deafening now. The 
gate had been opened and the returning 
rurales were streaming in through it. 
Little groups of them, unmounted, came 
running over from the palace, trailing their 
carbines, to seek the shelter of the fortifi
cation. An inferno of sound came from 
beyond the palace. A fierce fight was 
evidently taking place in the plaza among 
the little toy pergolas, the trim lawns and 
the pretty tropical shrubbery.

Time and again the gates were partly 
dosed, only to be flung open under the
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impact of a flying wedge of stragglers. But 
at last they were swung to, and Harding 
could hear the complicated system of bolts 
and barricades being adjusted. A capless 
officer of rurales, with blood streaming 
down his face from a wound on his head 
and dropping over his smart tunic, pro
jected himself across the street and flung 
himself frantically against the unyielding 
gates. Then, as one in a daze, he drew his 
revolver and, leaning his back against the 
wall, stood there staring up at the palace 
windows and waiting for what fate offered.

Some of his men brushed past him and 
fled along the street and a few called to him 
to come, but he took no heed. After a 
time his pose lost its rigidity. His bead 
drooped more and more. Then, with the 
ridiculous ease of a drunken man falling 
asleep, his body slumped slowly down upon 
the pavement.

Shouts and screams mingled with the 
shooting now. The palace was a volcano 
of sound. But for Ned and Harding the 
action was all “ off stage.”  The street was 
deserted, save for the dead man sprawled 
out so clumsily. They could see no signs 
of life from the cuartel.

A door clanged somewhere in the interior 
of the prison. There was a rush of foot
steps, the sound of high voices in the corri
dors, and silence. A  dozen rurales broke 
past on the street, fleeing helter-skelter. 
In front of the window one of them ap
peared to trip. He fell and rolled over, 
started up, with an expression of anger, 
raised himself by a great effort to his knees, 
and then fell forward again and lay still in 
the middle of the roadway. Little mists 
of smoke eddied past the window and the 
air was tainted with a smell of burning 
powder. Then came a sharp crackling 
sound as of some one ripping apart a big-
no rlnn p-ra cp

“Hello!”  cried Harding. “ The insur
gents must have taken the palace. That’s 
a machine-gun.”

The rattld of a volley sounded overhead, 
as if some of El Chico’s men had gained the 
roof of the jail, and in reply came the thun
dering boom of a cannon from the cuartel 
and the shattering of stone and masonry 
somewhere. A number of aged bronze 
guns were posted along the cuartel parapet, 
and Harding supposed these were being 
brought into action. Another and another 
boomed its challenge at the besiegers. The

machine-gun stopped abruptly. From the 
cuartel came a sound of cheering.

“ Things are getting pretty warm,” said 
Ned. "" ” *

“ Yes,”  replied Harding. “But I don’t  
think they can take the barracks with 
rifles only. It may be a long siege. En
rique only commands a coiner of the cuartel 
from the palace, I  think, and the jail roof 
is scarcely higher than the parapet. He’ll 
have to try tricks.”

For a time the firing continued to din 
upon their ears. Then suddenly~lt abated. 
There was a long interval of silence, punc
tured by an occasional rifle-shot. Then a 
furious volley, an outbreak that seemed to 
rage all about the cuartel. For a long time 
the two watchers had not seen a human 
being save the two dead men in the street.

In the midst of the uproar Harding’s ear 
caught the swift splutter of a gasoline 
engine. From the direction opposite the 
palace a big gray car, driven at reckless 
speed, shot suddenly into their sector of 
vision. As it passed it brushed the out
stretched fingers of the man who had fallen 
in the middle of the roadway, and then it 
swerved toward the cuartel gate.

The speed slackened for an instant, as 
the gate was reached, and a large wooden 
box was flung out of the car, landing against 
the great doors. Then with a roar of the 
engine, the car leaped from view. The 
whole thing happened in an instant, so 
quickly that Harding and Ned might have 
doubted their eyes were it not for the box 
lying there before the gate. But the box 
was not all.

Suddenly Harding caught sight of what 
seemed a black cord attached to the box 
and twitching on the ground. The cord 
lay in the direction the car had taken and 
Harding, with a quick exclamation, stared 
sharply at the box.

“ Down, Ned! Down!”  he cried. “It’s 
dynamite. They’re going to blow in the 
gate.”

Ned jumped to the floor, and Harding 
scrambled after him hastily. Together 
they crouched against the stone wall out of 
range of the window.

“ I suppose that scoundrel Enrique got it 
from us after all,”  whispered Harding in
dignantly.

The crash seemed to be delayed inter
minably. Harding began to think that he 
had let his imagination run away with him
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about that black cord, which 'he had im
agined attached to  a  battery in the motor- 

'  car, from which it was fed out on a spool.
“ I ’ll get up and look,”  suggested Ned, 

after an impatient interval, but Harding 
restrained him.

“ Wait,”  he said, taking out his watch. 
- “ We’ll give the thing two min----- .”

What followed was not so much an ex
plosion as an earthquake. The solid jail 
seemed to stagger and totter, and both men 
were sprawled upon the floor. The first 
deep roar was followed by the splintering 
of glass, the grinding and tearing of heavy 
masonry, the thumping and thudding of 
stones and debris hurled against the jail 
wall and the crashing of heavy objects 
falling within.

A  big section of the plaster ceiling fell to 
the floor of the cell, and they found them
selves choking and gasping in a fog of dust. 
Two more explosions, more remote, quickly 
followed the first. Harding guessed they 
were other gates.

As soon as they could get their bearings 
and assure themselves that the interior of 
the cell was still intact, they made for the 
window again. Where the gate had stood 
was now a great hole in the earth, strewn 
with fragments of wood and stone, though 
part of a shattered door still hung on bent 
and twisted hinges. The interior of the 
cuartel was shrouded in dust and smoke, and 
into this inferno a horde of insurgents 
poured, shooting and shouting as they 
scrambled through the pit dug by the ex
plosive. Within, a -fierce hand-to-hand 
struggle was apparently waging.

“ They got in quicker than I  guessed,” 
said Harding thoughtfully.

The sharp ping of a stray bullet against 
one of the window-bars made him realize 
that their point of vantage was not the 
safest place for them. . He and Ned dropped 
to  the ground to wait until the outer world 
should become calmer. Then, in the en
suing interval of inaction, they began to 
realize that they were very hungry.

“ I  suppose the outlook for food is a bit 
gloomy this morning,”  remarked Ned re
gretfully. “ The muddy coffee and soggy 
bread they give us here are not my notion 
o f breakfast, but I could do with some now.”

“ So could I,”  assented Harding with a 
smile. “ Just listen to those fellows.”

From without came a fury of rifle and 
pistol shots, and hoarse cries and screams

mingled with great scurrying and trampling 
and rushing. It was some time before the 
sounds of battle diminished and Harding 
thought it prudent to go to the window 
again.

When he finally took an observation the 
forces of Enrique seemed to be practically 
in possession of the cuartel. Some rurales 
were being marched out as prisoners, 
though in part of the barracks, hidden by 
the wall, the battle was still raging. 
Through the space where the gate had been 
he could see inanimate forms on the paved 
courtyard. Off in the distance a new fight 
seemed to be starting, or perhaps it was a 
rout of retreating rurales pursued by El 
Chico’s men.

Presently, save for sporadic outbreaks 
on distant streets, everything became quiet. 
Enrique’s men set to work barricading the 
gate, hiding from the view of the street 
that gruesome huddle of bodies. The 
morning lengthened toward noon and still 
no one came to them. Their hunger and 
disgust grew more acute, and the wooden
faced jailer with his atrocious coffee and 
beans would have seemed an angelic visi
tant.

A t last a tramp of footsteps rang along 
the corridor. The cell door was flung open, 
and outside stood a slender young soldier 
in nondescript uniform whose sword marked 
him for an officer. Behind him they saw, 
lining the corridor, a file of men with rifles.

The man with the sword inclined his head 
gravely.

“ The senors will come with me,” he said 
in Spanish.

Harding looked past him dubiously at 
the men in the corridor. He found himself 
wishing they did not have their rifles. He 
fancied something sinister in the whole 
proceeding, though he told himself he was 
probably unnerved by the excitement of 
the morning and lack of food.

“ Very well,”  he said finally. “ Come on, 
Ned.”

The officer led the way down the corridor 
and the men with guns marched behind.

X X V

HARDING and Ned were marched 
over the bridge to the palace, 
along vacant, silent corridors and 

passages, and finally into a long, empty re
ception-room. Up to the time they entered
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this room the palace was like a place 
that had been long deserted, and the echo- 

. ing footfalls of their escort seemed a gross 
intrusion. But a glance at the big chamber 
afforded a startling contrast.

Violence was written all over the place, 
in the smashed gilt furniture, the splintered 
mirrors, the tom draperies, the broken 
windows, the wrecked chandeliers, the great 
gashes in the portraits of Veraguan notables 
on the walls, and in the numerous bullet- 
marks on the wall-paper and several dark 
stains, scarcely dry, on the thick carpet.

They walked the length of this room and 
into an antechamber, opening, through 
French windows, on a parapet. In the 
antechamber was Don Antonio. He was 
pacing to and fro with a somewhat worried 
look, but at sight of the two prisoners his 
face lighted up with a malevolent smile. 
Somehow, in that smile, he not only ex
pressed hatred and contempt, but he also 
made them, for the first time, conscious of 
their soiled and ragged clothes, their grimi
ness and their four-day beards. The young 
officer saluted the judge deferentially and, 
with a different air, indicated two seats for 
Harding and Ned. At this instant an at
tendant appeared at the window and asked 
the judge to step outside.

He stepped through the window and out 
of their sight, but Harding could hear his 
voice upraised in fulsome congratulations.

“ The swiftness of your victory, when 
once you struck, it was marvelous, senor 
general. We of the city were wholly un
prepared for such a speedy denouement. 
But we have been sowing the seed here. 
Our people are ready. All the aristocracy 
of Sta. Rita will leap to our side.”

Enrique’s voice replied tersely.
Don Antonio went on in oily tones. A 

banquet had been planned for that evening 
— a few select leaders who could be trusted. 
They would discuss a temporary govern
ment, which would later be confirmed by 
the people. He enumerated those who 
were to be present, “ among them Sefior 
Lassigny, who has come over from San 
Pablo and is heart and soul with the cause.”

Don Antonio went on— it seemed to Ned 
he was a little hurried and breathless— to 
explain the necessity of haste in setting up 
a new government, before the people had 
time to become restless and unruly spirits 
to foment disorders.

“ Of course, I am personally reluctant to

leave my quiet judicial study for the nqjfeff 
and clamor of the political life,” he declared. 
“ But you gentlemen insist on putting the’ 
burden on my shoulders, making the appeal 
of duty and patriotism, so, lest I rnight seem 
a shirker----- ”  ;

His well-modulated tones died to a-mur
mur as the two men moved farther from 
the window. Ned glanced at Harding'and 
saw that his face was set and hard. Indeed, 
in Harding’s mind, the situation could not 
have been worse. Lassigny, a slimy scoun
drel ; Saez, the corrupt judge whom Harding 
had balked and defied; Fuentes, who had 
no cause to love him— there was a trium
virate to be feared. For Fuentes he had a 
certain respect, but he knew the other two 
would stop at nothing— no, not assassina
tion even— to attain their ends. Harding 
wondered, if they thought him sufficiently 
in their way, how much his life was worth 
at that moment. Very little, probably.

He glanced at the young officer lounging 
near the doorway and then his eye roved 
over the room. There were but two exits, 
one the door they had entered, the other 
the French window. The file of armed 
men had not come into the room but Har
ding could hear them moving about and 
talking outside. If it came to a struggle 
there— but, what nonsense he was thinkingl 
Don Antonio could be trusted not to do 
anything so crude.

Suddenly he caught the voice of Fuentes 
in an outburst of sharp Spanish. Then 
Don Antonio could be heard expostulating 
and protesting loudly. Harding could net 
catch the words, but it seemed to him the 
man’s tone had the quality of terror. .His 
voice died to a mumble and then came a" 
scream such as one might hear from some 
feline creatine caught in the jaws of a trap. 
The young officer was on his feet, his hand 
gripping his revolver, and his men were 
crowding in at the door, staring toward 
the window.

Rapid footfhlls sounded on the terrace 
outside and the lithe figure of Enrique ap
peared in the window. He was dragging 
Don Antonio along, holding him dutched 
in one hand by the scruff of the neck, as 
one might carry a kitten. The judge’s face 
was pasty white and his black eyes were 
rolling with terror. Fuentes flung him 
contemptuously on the floor at the young 
officer’s feet,

“Teniente, take him across the bridge and
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see that he is housed safely,”  he ordered.
The lieutenant assisted the prone man 

to his feet. The judge’s collar had been 
ripped off. He seemed bereft by fright of 
all power of locomotion and his teeth chat
tered audibly. He stretched out to En
rique a  hand that was tremulous as the hand 
of a very old man.

“ If  you would have the kindness— the 
pity,”  he stammered in a cracked voice.

“Across the bridge!”  repeated Enrique, 
and the lieutenant pushed the judge from 
the room.

Enrique turned to Harding and Ned. 
The stains of battle were still on him. His 
blue jacket was spotted and tom; his boots 
and trousers were plastered with mud from 
hard riding and his unshaven face was 
smudged with powder and dirt, but he still 
preserved his manner of a grand cavalier.

“ Will you step outside, gentlemen?”  he 
said quietly. “ I  regret keeping you wait

Theis parapet was narrow, rather long, two 
stories above the street. A t one end stood 
some chairs and a table where Enrique 
apparently had been eating. Near the 
French window stood a negro armed with 
pistol and machete, and another guard—  
white— was pacing slowly to and fro with a 
carbine over his shoulder.

Below lay the little park. Enrique’s 
men had charged across it to capture the 
palace, and now its lawns were trampled to 
mud and great gashes tom in the shrubbery. 
A  few squares beyond lay the wharves and 
then the waters of the harbor, dark gray 
under a lowering sky.

On a distant rocky point the ancient 
castle, the guardian of the city’s roadstead, 
loomed up as a great hulk of stone. The 
engirding mountains, along a curve of 
coast, were half hidden by showers that 
hung along their flanks like streamers of 
lace.

As they stepped through the window a 
sudden uproar of cannon burst out from the 
distant fortress. Enrique took a pair of 
field-glasses from the table and stared 
through them and while he gazed a trim, 
white vessel poked her nose around the point.

“ They’re saluting her,”  said Fuentes 
presently. “ Some sort of warship. What 
do you make of her, Mr. Harding?”

Harding took the glasses.
“ I  can’t  make out her colors,”  he said. 

“ B utthe saluting battery flies the American 
6

flag. She must be one of our converted 
gunboats.”

Enrique gazed through the glasses again.
“ She looks more like a private yacht,”  he 

said doubtfully. “ If they’re wasting good 
ammunition— ”  Then, with a sudden 
change of manner, he added: “ But you 
haven’t breakfasted. I  can see it in Mr. 
Curtis’s eye. Here, Pedro, bring more 
breakfast. And fetch some water, soap, 
towels.”

The negro hurried out.
“ Your sister is well, Mr. Curtis,”  con

tinued Enrique. “ As soon as the city gets 
quieter, you may ride out to her. At 
present it might be dangerous for any one 
connected with the railroad to appear in 
the streets. Meanwhile, for an hour or so, 
I shall take the liberty of detaining you 
here as my guests.”

“ Then we are— released,”  put in Harding 
quickly.

“ Of course,”  said Enrique. “ Your ar
rest was not my affair. I  suppose it was 
engineered by that scoundrel Don Antonio.”

He glanced again at the vessel which was 
steaming slowly into the harbor. Then, 
motioning them to chairs, he continued:

“After our little talk about Saez, Mr. 
Harding, I decided to keep an eye on him. 
After a few skirmishes I disappeared for a 
few days. M y object was twofold. First, 
I  needed dynamite to open the cuartd to 
my men. This necessitated a journey 
nearly all the way to San Pablo.”

“Then it wasn’t our dynamite?” put in 
Harding.

“ Not after that— that little incident, 
Mr. Harding. I got it from the Central of 
Veragua. Unless I ’m greatly mistaken 
they haven’t missed it yet.”

He smiled in a reminiscent way and then 
went on seriously.

“ M y other reason for delay was to get a 
line on Don Antonio. One of my men was 
in his household, a sort of butler, a very 
intelligent fellow, too. Well— Don Antonio 
and his friends talked— about me. It 
seems they found me a little too conspicu
ous.”

Enrique smiled again and lighted a 
cigarette.

“ Yes,”  said Harding.
“ There was to be a dinner at Don Anto

nio’s house tonight, ostensibly to discuss 
the establishment of the new government, 
but really in my honor— in fact it  was



82 Adventure

planned to let me end my career in aristo
cratic company. Serior Lassigny, you 
know, is very clever with poisons. But his 
cleverness is superfluous now— the fools!”

His eyes had grown hard as stone.
With a gesture he indicated some papers 

scattered on the table.
“ Don Antonio’s private correspondence,”  

he said. “ It confirms your story of a con
spiracy between these gentlemen and cer
tain officers of your railroad. They were 
to smash the road, and then the Central, 
which they controled, was to get it. A 
very pretty plan. One of your engineers 
was playing a minor role in the game.

“ Turner?” said Harding.
“ Yes. After the thing was put through 

the plan was to portion out big concessions 
of land, to drag the wealth out of the 
country and divide the loot— for the 
workers, the peons, slavery; for the con
spirators, wealth.”  He brought his fist 
down on the table with sudden emphasis. 
“ Sta. Rita is through with such railroads, 
gentlemen!” he cried.

He paced to and fro moodily for a time 
and then turned suddenly upon Harding.

“ Where does this leave you, seiior?”  he 
asked suddenly.

“ Where I was before,” replied Harding 
slowly, “ except that then I was fighting 
against hopeless odds, and now, it seems, 
the fight is over. Of course, I was simply 
doing my work in good faith.”

“ If I did not know that, you would not 
be here,” interrupted Enrique. He took 
another turn the length of the parapet and 
again faced Harding. “ If you went to 
New York, could you get some one, some 
legitimate person with capital, interested 
in the road?”

Harding thought for a minute.
“ I ’m afraid not,” he replied. “ I have 

no financial connection. I ’m just an en
gineer.”

“ It’s too bad,” said Enrique. “ So much 
Lime, so much labor wasted. If we could 
get the road built and run, as you say in the 
States, ‘straight.’ ” He sighed and then 
shrugged Iris shoulders. “ I have only an 
empty treasury here,” he said, and repeat
ed, “ It ’s too bad.”

The white steamer had come to anchor 
in the harbor and a launch was putting off. 
The vessel was so close now that they could 
see it was not a gunboat, but a yacht. 
Enrique looked at it through his glass and

again turned the glass over to Harding. 
Three men sat in the stem of the launch. 
Most conspicuous was a tall individual in 
the garb of a clergyman. The others were 
a little, elderly gentleman and a youth. 
Harding, in response to a question by Fuen- 
tes, said he did not know them.

Attendants appeared with coffee, eggs 
and hot rolls, and a basin with water and 
towels. Enrique bade them set the table 
in the anteroom, as a shower was gathering 
and the first raindrops were beginning to 
patter on the parapet.

“ I shall leave you to your breakfast, 
gentlemen,”  he said. “ As soon as it is 
safe, I shall send a guard to escort you 
through the town. Meanwhile, make your
selves at home. I shall try to find some 
soap and water myself.”

He bowed and left them.
Ned and Harding reveled in the luxury 

of soap and water and then sat down to the 
first real coffee and decently prepared food 
they had enjoyed in four days. They ate 
with the zest of half-starved men, but at 
last their desire was satisfied. The at
tendant brought them cigarettes and they 
sat back talking over the exciting morning 
and thinking impatiently of getting back 
to the station. Ned suggested, after a 
time, that they surely were at liberty to 
set out, but Harding was more cautious.

“ Enrique is not a man we can afford to 
offend,” he said. “ He promised to send 
us word when we could leave safely, so we’d 
best wait.”

A few minutes later footsteps sounded 
outside the door leading to the reception 
chamber and Enrique appeared. He was 
now clean-shaven, clean-booted, dressed in 
immaculate white. Accompanying him, 
were the clergyman Harding had seen leav
ing the yacht, and the rather insignificant
looking elderly gentleman.

“ This is Mr. Harding, senors,”  said 
Enrique. He introduced the Rev. Ethel- 
bert Simmons and the elderly gentleman, 
whose name Harding did not catch.

The clergyman stared at Harding and 
started back with an exclamation of dis
appointment.

“ You surely didn’t expect to 'find Mr. 
Harding dressed like one of your ushers, 
Simmons!” exclaimed the elderly gentle
man crisply.

Something in his tone caused Harding 
to observe the man more closely. He was
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a  shriveled little person, with tousled gray 
hair and an unkempt mustache which 
dropped over a  thick cigar. His clothes 
looked as if he had slept in them, though, 
a t the same time, they had an air of the 
Fifth Avenue tailor. But his distinguish
ing feature was a pair of light brown eyes 
with a  glint of laughter in them and these 
he screwed up at Harding with a sort of 
bird-like air of observation.

The clergyman did not reply to him im
mediately. Instead he flung himself into 
a  chair and began mopping his face. He 
was a plump man and perspiration was 
streaming down his pink cheeks.

“ Do you know how much time you waste 
a year shaving, Simmons?”  continued the 
elderly gentleman leering at Harding again. 
“ One hundred and twenty-two hours. And 
all over a  matter of worldly vanity.”

“ Pherwl What a country!”  ejaculated 
the clergyman.

Harding looked impatiently toward En
rique for some explanation of these strange 
guests, but the revolutionary chieftain had 
departed as abruptly as he came.

j'You gentlemen wished to see me?”  he 
asked.

“ For that puspose,”  replied the clergy
man in a  ringing tenor voice, “ I  have come 
twenty-five hundred miles.”

X X V I

A LL  through the fighting around 
the cuartel and palace Carol Curtis 
was beside herself with fear and 

anxiety. Were her brother and Harding 
still prisoners or, perhaps having been set 
free, had they been caught in the swirl of 
the battle? Or would the victory of either 
side loose a saturnalia of blood-lust which 
might spell death to the two Americans? 
Or had the building in which they were con
fined been1 destroyed and they perished 
helplessly in its ruins? These and a 
thousand other possibilities ran through her 
mind.

As soon as the news came that the insur
gents had won, and quiet was being restored, 
she insisted that Wainwright take her over 
to  the town. They went to the Grand 
Hotel, where he obtained a room for her, 
and then himself went across the plaza to 
the palace to learn what he could of Harding 
and Ned.

He had not been gone ten minutes when a

servant announced to Carol that a gentle
man waited below to see her.

“ Send him up,” she directed, not caring to 
go to the public rooms of the hotel.

A minute later there was a knock; she 
answered “ Come in,”  and there entered, not 
Wainwright whom she had expected, but 
Enrique Fuentes.

He bowed with the exaggerated courtesy 
he had always used toward her— an exag
geration which in him bore no hint of the 
ridiculous. He said:

“ Miss Curtis, for many hours I have been 
thinking with dread of how great must be 
your alarm. Now, at the first possible mo
ment, I  hasten to quiet your fears.”

“ M y brother?”  she asked quickly. 
“And----- ”

“ He is free, well and safe. In a short 
time you will see him.”

“ Thank Heaven,” she answered earnestly. 
“How was it done?”

He smiled.
“ I am the supreme authority in Sta. Rita 

now. Naturally your brother is not a 
prisoner.”

“Thank you— I can’t say any more. And 
Mr. Harding?”

“ Of course he is also at liberty.”
There surged over her an immense grati

tude and admiration for the man. He was 
always there when help was the most 
needed. Twice he had rescued her from 
peril; again, just the other day, he had 
saved them all; and now he had restored to 
freedom Harding and her brother. And 
always his concern was lest she be distressed 
or annoyed; of his own risk of death he 
thought nothing. She stood a few moments 
trying to frame her gratitude, but before the 
words came to her he began to speak 
again.

“ The last time you saw me, Miss Curtis, 
you spoke to an outlaw. Today I can stand 
before you a free man— one with certain 
prospects.”

“Ah, I know that. They will make you 
Governor, won’t they?”

He smiled whimsically.
“ I  am already Governor, made so by my

self a half-hour ago. There lacks only the 
confirmation of the President, which will 
not be wanting. And from Governor one 
may travel still farther.”

“ Let me congratulate you,”  she said, hold
ing out her hand unaffectedly.

“ Thank you, but so far it is nothing. I
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have not yet won that which I prize more 
than anything on earth.”

She knew what he meant; knew that she 
should have fended him off, yet something 
made her say—

“ And that is?”
“ You.”
She suddenly grew very weak. He stood 

before her silent, very straight, calm as may 
be the outside of a vessel holding molten 
metal; and the love and tenderness which 
shone forth from his gray-black eyes seemed 
to enfold and hold her fast. The physical 
presence of the man dominated her and 
robbed her of all power of consecutive 
thought.

She threw out both hands as if toward him 
off. But the words which instinct told her 
she should speak would not be uttered.

“ Wait,” was all she could say.
He answered—
“ Through an eternity, if you will promise 

me ten minutes’ happiness at its end.”
The ardor in his eyes was like a glowing 

flame, and now it flared up and leaped 
across the space between them. It suffused 
her until her whole body tingled and grew 
warm. She lowered her eyes and swayed a 
little on her feet, and he took a quick step 
toward her.

“ No! No!” she cried, retreating. “ Wait! 
Oh, please wait!”

Again they stood silent, only a pace apart. 
She no longer dared to meet his eyes, for 
she knew that if she did, the next instant she 
would be in his arms; nor did she know what 
restrained her. Her thoughts were a mere 
chaotic turmoil. She longed to let herself 
go; to give way to the overpowering force 
she could feel dragging her toward him; to 
let him possess her; but yet she feared.

A little shred of reason that somehow re
mained afloat on the torrent of her sensa
tions told her that she must make very sure 
of herself before she yielded; that all life 
could not be lived on the crest of a wave of 
feeling; that she must consider the long, 
quiet stretches which were to come.

But consider she could not while he stood 
there so close that he could touch her and 
there flowed from him to her that which 
drove all thought away.

With a great effort she faltered:
“ Stay where you are, please. I must 

think.”
With a still greater effort she turned 

about and walked slowly to the other side

of the room and there stood gazing out of 
the iron-barred window. But of what was 
before her eyes she saw nothing. She was 
only conscious of the man in the room be
hind her.

And she felt a great weariness. After 
all, why did she struggle? Why did she not 
give herself to him? Was it because he was 
a man of an alien race, a race she had been 
taught to think inferior? But what of it? 
Was he not as true, as noble, as brave, as 
honorable as any man of any race? Did he 
lack any of those qualities with which all her 
secret dreams and imaginings since girlhood 
had endowed the man whom she should 
some day marry? Did he not love her truly 
enough to make happy and peaceful all 
those long, quiet stretches as well as to set 
her aflame as he did now?

Very slowly she turned about and reached 
out her hand-----

A RIFLE-SHOT rang loudly in the 
street below; and out of its echo a 
dozen more. Carol, affrighted, 

jumped away from the window. Enrique
ran toward it.

“ What is it?” she cried. “ More fight
ing?”

“No. There is no danger. I t ’s all over,” 
he answered. “ The fools!” he added.

She came back to the window and looked 
out. A dozen of Enrique’s ragged troopers 
were clustered about a body which lay in 
the middle of the street. One of them poked 
it tentatively with his foot, and the body 
did not move. She saw it was Judge An
tonio Sacz.

“ Did— did they murder him?” she asked 
in a whisper.

“ No,” he answered. “ No, it was not 
that.”

He went to the next window, which gave 
on a little balcony, and stepped out. One 
of the men saw him and called up with a 
grin.

“ We finished him for you, Jcje."
Enrique replied with a torrent of angry 

Spanish, which poured out too fast for 
Carol to follow'.

The men picked up the body and shuffled 
away with it.”

“ What was it?” asked Carol when Enrique 
returned to her.

He hesitated an instant, and answered—
“ He tried to escape.”
There sprang into Carol’s mind something
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she had heard about the old Spanish ley fuga, 
the time-honored custom of turning loose 
an inconvenient captive and shooting him 
as he runs.

“ It  was planned that way?”  she asked.
Enrique, enraged at the interruption, did 

not yet fully understand its effect on her.
“ Yes,”  he said impatiently. “ But not to 

happen under your window.”
"And planned— ordered by you?”
Then, when it was too late, he saw, and 

seeing, was swayed by savage anger at the 
man who even in his death had played him 
this scurvy trick.

“He was a  traitor,”  he said. “ A  con
temptible traitor. Hedeservednothingelse.”

In the tone of his word^, as hard and 
relentless as the gleaming steel of a drawn 
sword, and in the look which rested for an 
instant in his eyes, she found that which she 
had feared, not knowing what it was. For 
half a  second Don Enrique Fuentes, the 
cavalier, was hidden, and she saw El Chico, 
the bandit chief, implacable, ruthless, re
lentless.

She recoiled, not from fear of him, but at 
the thought of how nearly she had been 
swept away by him. The shock was like 
that to a man burning with fever who is sud
denly plunged into an ice bath. She trem
bled; she felt an almost irresistible desire 
to cry out or to laugh. Her fists clenched, 
her whole body grew rigid with the supreme 
effort she made to retain her self-control. 
She said:

“Don Enrique, I owe you as much grati
tude as.any woman may to any man. I ad
mire you. I respect you. But I  can never 
marry you.”

He refused to accept it, and pleaded 
fiercely with her; but now all the charm and 
power and magnetism which five minutes 
before had so nearly won for him, were use
less. She listened with jangling, over
strained nerves, her one desire to be alone.

“ No,”  she answered. “ No, it is final. 
There is no use persisting, now or later. 
Believe me, when I say it can bring only 
pain to me and unhappiness to you.”

He looked at her face, vainly trying to 
read there some contradiction of her words. 
There was a little silence. Then he took 
her hand, raised it to his lips, and said:

“ Nevertheless, I  am and ever shall be 
your servant. Of that privilege you can not 
rob me.”

He walked quietly to the door. It closed

behind him and she heard his muffled foot
falls along the corridor. For a minute she 
stood staring at the door in a sort of horror, 
her hands clutched over her bosom. Then 
suddenly she flung herself upon a chair and 
her body was shaken with sobs.

X X V H

“ T  HAVE come to Sta. Rita,”  explained
■ A the clerg ym a n , “ as the representative 

of a committee of bondholders of the Sta. 
Rita and Northern Railway, to look into 
the status of the road.”

“ You are representing Mr. Hemingway’s 
interests?”  asked Harding quickly.

“Not exactly,”  put in the elderly gentle
man. “ I suppose you are a friend of Mr. 
Hemingway’s?”

“ I am an employee.”
“ In his confidence?”
“ No,”  said Harding. Then he added 

with deliberation, “ So far as my knowl
edge goes, Mr. Hemingway is a swindler and 
a scoundrel.”

“ Quite right 1”  exclaimed the elderly gen
tleman.

He lighted a fresh cigar and tossed the old 
one, of which he had smoked about an inch, 
into a comer.

“ Mr. Hemingway,”  continued Harding, 
“ has not only swindled many gullible per
sons out of their savings, by wrecking a good 
piece of work, but he has gone further in 
swindling his own laborers. The men at
tacked our headquarters, in a drunken mob, 
and in order to save our lives we were com
pelled to shoot some of them.”

“ Oh!”  exclaimed the clergyman.
“ The fact that they were, in a way, right, 

didn’t make it any easier. Each poor devil 
that died there was murdered by Heming
way just as truly as if he had pulled the 
trigger himself.”

“ I  always make it a practise of firing any 
of my managers who can’t get along with
out killing his men,”  said the elderly gentle
man thoughtfully. “I t ’s bad business— bad 
business. I  think we shall understand each 
other, Mr. Harding.”

The Rev. Dr. Simmons turned to Harding 
with an expression of horror.

“ Surely you could not think for a moment 
that I, a clergyman, had any connection 
with this scoundrel?” he cried.

“ I  merely wished to make my own posi
tion clear,”  Teplied Harding.
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“ Perhaps we should explain ourselves 
more thoroughly,” said the elderly gentle
man. “ Our presence here is due entirely to 
a secret passion for gambling on the part of 
my reverend friend.”

“ My dear sir!” protested the clergyman.
“ Oh, we all have our little vices, Sim

mons, even the clergy,” continued the other 
imperturbably. “ Mine are ancient ceramics 
and cigars. Yours, my dear Simmons, are, 
let us say, wildcat investments that promise 
twenty per cent, dividends.”

He lit a fresh cigar from the scarcely 
burnt stub of the old one and, addressing 
Harding, continued:

“ If my excellent friend had come to me, 
I could have steered him into some solid 
five per cent, investment. But his passion 
led him astray. He fell for Hemingway. 
He entrusted his savings to Hemingway. 
And it wasn’t until recently that he became 
suspicious of this great enterprise.”

“ A certain Mr. Kirke— ” began the 
clergyman.

“ Oh, yes,” interrupted the older man. 
“ I must not do Dr. Simmons an injustice. 
Doubtless his trust in Hemingway would 
still be unshattered, had not this man Kirke 
begun an investigation into that gentle
man’s activities which came to the ears of 
my reverend friend and his equally trusting 
fellow lambs— investors, I mean. Kirke 
was a lucky accident. I can’t quite figure 
out what brought him in.”

“ He was not entirely an accident,” cut in 
Harding, and told of Carol's correspondence 
with her cousin.

“ As a result of Mr. Kirke,” resumed the 
elderly gentleman, “ a committee was 
formed, of nervous bondholders, and Dr. 
Simmons was made chairman. He had no 
more idea what to do in that capacity than 
the man in the moon, so, at last, he came 
to me.”

“ I admit— ’’began the clergyman.
“ Of course you do,” went on the other. 

“ I hope it will be a lesson to you. Well, to 
make a long story short, Mr. Harding, about 
this time my doctor decided I was working 
too hard. He prescribed a long sea-voyage 
and cut me down to two cigars a day.” He 
smiled naively at his cigar and then began 
to puff at it rapidly. “ I had been having 
some correspondence with a German Jew in 
Lima who was trying to interest me in his 
collection of Incan pottery. So I decided to 
take a run down to Lima on my yacht, and,

if Dr. Simmons wished to accompany me, 
he could stop at Sta. Rita on the way and 
look into this alleged railroad of his. So here
we are.”

He stopped to light a fresh cigar.
“ I suppose that Incan collection was prob

ably made in Newark,” he remarked drily. 
“ But I couldn’t resist a look at it.”

All the time he had been speaking, Hard
ing was racking his brains to discover who 
the man was. His face was as familiar as 
photographs of Gibraltar or Niagara Falls, 
and yet somehow his identity eluded Hard
ing. At first Harding thought he might 
have seen him in Hemingway’s office, and 
this idea had quickened his suspicions. 
But the man was obviously not connected 
with Hemingway.

As he stopped speaking and glanced 
across at Hardmg with his whimsical, bird
like expression, his name flashed into the 
engineer’s mind. It gave him a shock of 
wonder and amazement, which gave way to 
an eager hope. This man in Sta. Rita! This 
man interested, even in an indirect and 
fortuitous way, in the affairs of the railroad! 
It was incredible! It was too good to be true!

But the man’s identity was unmistakable. 
Harding realized that there probably were 
remote persons unfamiliar with the physiog
nomy of George Washington, or Napoleon, 
who would immediately recognize this man. 
Surely one could not turn over the pages of 
the illustrated weeklies from the States in 
the Sta. Rita club without coming upon at 
least one photograph of him.

“ You,” exclaimed Harding, leaning for
ward excitedly in his chair. “ You are John 
Holloway, the banker?”

“ My name is Holloway,” said the little 
man with a chuckle, “ and I am a banker.”

“ I didn’t know,” gasped Harding, for an 
instant overcome by self-consciousness in 
the presence of the man who, he knew, 
thought in terms of millions.

The clergyman had been fumbling with 
some papers and muttering something about 
credentials, but now he put the papers back 
in his pocket.

“Of course, if you know Mr. Holloway, 
wc can dispense with further formality,” he
suggested.

He glanced inquiringly at Holloway.
“ Suppose you give us a general outline of 

how the work stands, Mr. Harding,”  said 
the banker, looking quizzically at Harding.

Harding hesitated in obvious embarrass
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ment under the little man’s expectant gaze.
"“ Of course I  know Mr. Holloway,”  he said 

finally. “ B ut nevertheless I  am a confiden
tial employee of this road. Perhaps you’d 
best let me see the credentials.”

“ But surely— ”  began the clergyman pro- 
testingly, when Holloway cut-him short with 
a  little chuckling laugh.

“Hand over the papers, Simmons,”  he 
said. “ Mr. Harding has no right in the 
world to give any information without see- 
ingyour authority.”

Harding took the papers and looked them 
over quickly.

“ I  am at your service,”  he said.
“ Now about the status of the work?”  said 

the banker.
Harding explained in detail the progress 

of the construction work. A t his first words 
his embarrassment fell away. He was now 
on his own ground, and he spoke with the 
lucidity of a  man whose exposition of a sit- 
ation proceeded from his ability to mold it. 
Holloway listened impassively, from time 
to  time nodding his head. Only once did he 
interrupt the narrative. He had been 
fumbling through his pockets for a fresh 
cigar, and, not finding it, his face became 
overcast with an expression of dismay.

“ Just a minute, please,”  he said, and then 
called sharply: “ Harry! Smokes!”

A  young man, obviously a secretary, ap
peared promptly from the outer room with a 
box of cigars. Holloway stuffed about two 
dozen in his pockets, put one in his mouth, 
and signaled Harding to continue.

“Now, about freights,”  he asked when 
Harding had concluded. “ What are your 
traffic possibilities?”

This was a subject on which Harding 
could speak with enthusiasm. His head 
was crammed with data. He set forth no 
vague, general statements, but reports and 
statistics relating to the timber and mineral 
wealth of the territory, and acreage, actual, 
projected and possible, of sugar, coffee and 
other crops, together with the average 
freight tonnage per acre from each. In the 
midst of his explanations, Holloway cut 
him short with an abrupt question.

“This new governor, Fuentes, is he 
straight?”

“I  can say he is the squarest native I 
have met,”  replied Harding. “ He’s always 
acted in good faith with me. Whatever his 
motives, he’s head and shoulders above any 
of his predecessors.”

“ And can he hold down the job? Or is 
there likely to be another revolution next 
month?”

Harding laughed.
“ He’s the strongest man in the country, 

and the mass of the people worship him. 
Yesterday he was an outlaw; today, gov
ernor of the province; some day, perhaps, 
president of the Republic.”

“ I ’m glad he’s not in Wall Street,”  said 
Holloway with a smile.

Thereafter Harding thought the banker 
seemed to lose interest in the subject. He 
leaned back in his chair, staring dreamily 
into space and occasionally humming softly 
to himself between periods of spasmodic 
puffings at his cigar. Finally, with a word 
of excuse, he went out to his secretary.

Harding was nonplussed. He continued 
his explanations, for the clergyman’s bene
fit, but his thoughts kept turning to Hollo
way. Obviously he had not impressed the 
banker. He kept cudgeling his brain, trying 
in vain to discover wherein he had failed.

Harding concluded, and the clergyman 
was asking some desultory questions when 
Holloway returned, looking somewhat bored.

“ Well, Mr. Committeeman,”  he said to 
the clergyman, “ you’ve got your informa
tion now. Your great investment has 
ended in smash-up, and Mr. Hemingway, 
though part of his little scheme has been 
spoiled, has made away with your money 
at any rate. You’d best take your loss like 
a man and, in financial matters, resolve 
to turn over a new leaf.”

Dr. Simmons’ face fell.
“ If I  could only think of some plan,” he 

began.
“ You might be able to get Hemingway 

arrested,” went on the banker, “ but I doubt 
if you could convict him, and as for your 
money----- ”

He snapped his fingers in the air.
“ M y savings!”  murmured the clergyman, 

his face working.
“ Personally, I make it a rule never to go 

into South American enterprises,”  said tie  
banker. “ I think you’ll find it a good one.” 
He sat down and bit off the end of a fresh 
cigar. “ Of course, to every rule there are 
exceptions.”

“ If Hemingway— ”  began the downcast 
clergyman.

“ I have just sent two cablegrams,”  inter
rupted Holloway. “ As the result of one, I 
fancy Mr. Hemingway will sleep in t ie
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mbs prison tonight. As the result of the 
ler, Simmons, with the aid of the proxies 
your possession, I should be in control 
both the Central of Veragua and the Sta. 
;a and Northern roads, at the latest, by 
ee o’clock tomorrow.” 
iarding and the clergyman both cried 
: together.
‘Doubtless it is a very silly thing to do,” 
i  the little man, screwing his glance upon 
h of them in turn, like a mischievous 
Id.
‘It is a characteristic thing,” said the 
rgyman in a shaky voice.
‘Of course, Mr. Harding,” explained 
lloway, “ I knew beforehand all about 
: country and all about you. But there 
re certain things I wanted you to corrobo- 
e. Now, how soon can you linish the job?” 
larding thought a minute.
‘Naturally, these troubles have set us 
;k,”  he said. “ But if we can start with a 
I force as soon as the rains are over, I 
nk we can clean up the work by the end 
next February.”
‘Good,” commented the banker. “And 
n we’ll need a man to take entire charge 
the road. Can you suggest any one? Of 
irse he must have executive experience 
i know the country.”
‘There’s Gardner of the Central,” said 
rding. “ He’s a good executive—perhaps 
rifle conservative.”
‘He won’t do at all. Not big enough. 
All consolidate the two roads, you know.” 
\Tcd had been in and out of the room 
•ing all this discussion, impatiently await* 
word from Fuentcs that he could go to 

rol. Occasionally Harding had called 
him to furnish or confirm some calcula- 
n in connection with his statement, but 
tie from this he had taken no part in the 
k. However, the instant the conversa- 
n turned on a future president for the 
Iroad Ned cast toward Harding a glance 
eager pride and then sat forward in his 
iir staring expectantly at Mr. Holloway. 
‘I don’t know that I ’m really competent 
pick the man myself,” continued FIollo- 
y doubtfully. With one of his sudden 
mges of manner, he abruptly addressed 
d. “ Well, young man, what do you 
nk? Do you know any one who can till 
: bill?”
‘Ned’s eyes were shining. “ Oh, of course, 
i ’ll appoint Mr. Harding!” he cried. 
‘Ned!” exclaimed Harding sharply.

“An excellent suggestion; much better 
than Mr. Harding’s,” commented Hollo
way, his face twisted into a smile. “From 
the first this has been a one-man job. We’ll 
continue it on the same lines— unless Mr. 
Harding has some vital objection.”

Harding stood up slowly and held out his 
hand.

“I didn’t suspect what you were driving 
at,” he said. “ Four days in prison must 
have dulled my wits. Thank you.”

“Of course I had to help out my old 
friend Dr. Simmons,” said the banker 
soberly, looking into Harding’s eyes. “ And 
I welcomed the opportunity to put Hem
ingway where he ought to be. But not the 
least of my inducements for going into this 
was the prospect of getting a man like you 
to work for me.”

“ Good,” said the clergyman.
“And now let us go to the yacht for 

luncheon and straighten out the financial 
end,”  said Holloway briskly. “ I  want your 
men to be paid promptly— so you won’t 
have to kill any more of them. That’s poor 
business.”

AT THIS point the young lieutenant 
appeared with orders from Enrique 
to give Harding and Ned an escort 

through the town. Harding sent Ned off 
to Carol, and went to the yacht with Hollo
way.

Their talk lasted until late in the after
noon. Then they returned to the palace, 
and Holloway was closeted for half an hour 
with Enrique.

The new governor seemed greatly sobered 
and subdued. His manner toward Harding 
had lost its subtle air of antagonism. When 
he came out from the conference with 
Holloway, he held out his hand and frankly 
congratulated Harding.

“There may be times,” he said, “ when you 
will be thinking of the interests of the rail
road and I shall be thinking of the interests 
of the province and my people. But I am 
confident we can always discuss our differ
ences in good faith.”

“ I am sure of it,” said Harding.
An expression that was very like pain 

showed for an instant on Enrique’s face.
“ Good luck to you— over there,” he said, 

and again he held out his hand.
Harding, somewhat puzzled and embar

rassed, was glad when Holloway came 
forward to say good-by.
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“ We’ll drop In on you on our way back 
from lama,’* declared the banker, “ and 
take a run out on the line.”

Harding mounted a horse Ned had sent 
in for him and started back for head
quarters. Dusk had already fallen, and in 
tile shadows the little park looked as trim 
and neat as usual, so that it was difficult 
to believe it had been a battleground a few 
hours past.

The band had been giving its afternoon 
concert in the ordinary way, and the same 
chattering crowds were strolling aimlessly 
to and fro. The Cafe Gardenia was aglitter 
with lights. The revolution was over, and 
Sta. Rita had washed off its blood-stains 
and patched up its scars and was preparing 
to celebrate the new order.

Turning away from the glitter and the 
throng, Harding rode through quiet streets 
toward the river. The showers had rolled 
away and the sky was a wonderfully soft 
blue, ablaze with stars. As he came to the 
bridge the buildings of the railroad colony 
loomed up across the stream like great'gray 
shadows. He felt a thrill of home-coming.

A  light shone in his office, and he dis
covered Wainwright, Bill Healy and Caven
dish standing together in his room, staring 
perplexedly at Turner, who faced them 
with a sneer of triumph on his long face. 
Turner started as Harding came in, but im
mediately recovered his self-possession. 
Harding shot him a quick look and then ad
dressed the three others—

“ What’s the matter, boys?”
There was a little silence.
“ He says— ” began Healy, and there he 

stopped.
“ You got a cablegram, which I opened, 

and it ordered—— ”
Wainwright’s voice died out and he began 

coughing violently. ■
“ It ordered you to turn over your job to 

me immediately,”  said Turner. “ I have a 
confirmatory message from Mr. Hemingway 
authorizing me to take charge here.”

“ Give me the cablegram, Wainwright,”  
said Harding quietly.

He read the message slowly.
“ Now looka here, John,” put in Bill 

Healy. “ Maybe you’ll stand for this, and 
maybe you won’t. But you needn’t think 
we’re going to stand b y quiet and see this 
little scut sitting at your desk running your 

'railroad. We’ll all chuck our jobs in his 
face first.”

“ Well Harding?” said Turner inquiringly.
Cavendish leaped forward and thrust 

his face within an inch of Turner’s.
“ Mister Harding!” he cried with unex

pected fierceness.
“ He says I must give him the keys to 

your desk, sir,”  said Wainwright bitterly.
“ Yes, I ’ve been waiting for them long 

enough,”  put in Turner.
“ Give me the keys,”  said Harding quietly.
He took them. Turner started to put out 

his hand, but Harding stuffed them into his 
own pocket.

“ No, Bill,”  he said, turning to Healy. 
“ I’m not going to stand for it. Not tins 
time.”

“ What are you going to do about it?” 
sneered Turner.

“ Nothing,”  said Harding, “ until tomor
row afternoon.”

“ I ’m not going to wait for tomorrow 
afternoon. Your orders are to turn over the 
job to me immediately.”

“Tomorrow afternoon you may come and 
get your pay envelope from Mr. Caven
dish,”  continued Harding imperturbably. 
“ After that, if you ever show your face here 
again, I ’ll— I ’ll let Bill Healy use his dis
cretion.”

“ I don’t need any of your old discretion, 
John,”  broke in Healy, displaying a huge, 
red fist. “ I ’ll fix him with this.”

Turner stepped forward with a flushed 
face; his voice shook with rage.

“ If you think you can bluff me out, 
you’ve struck the wrong man. I ’ll come 
back tomorrow armed with a court order 
and with the whole power of the local gov
ernment behind me.”

“ Don Antonio will never sign any more 
crooked orders,” said Harding. “He has 
met with an accident. And Hemingway’s 
game is up.”

Turner did not heed him. He had lost 
control of himself and stood shouting 
threats and profane comments in Harding’s 
face. Harding had been speaking very 
quietly. But now his manner suddenly 
changed.

“ Get out, before I  throw you out!”  he 
cried, and his big fists clenched and un
clenched menacingly.

Turner stopped short. He caught Hard
ing’s eye and saw that it was time to leave. 
The next instant the door slammed behind 
him.

Harding heaved a long breath.
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“ There’s going to be a new deal here, 
boys,”  he said. “Hemingway’s out. Every
thing will be right now.”

X X V III

“ GOOD luck to you— over there.”  
These cryptic words of Enrique’s 
kept running in Harding’s head. 

While he was eating dinner at the .station 
with Wainwright, he kept speculating on the 
phrase, and also on Enrique’s sudden change 
of manner toward him. What they denoted 
he had but the vaguest idea, but, without 
knowing why, he felt as if a weight had bteen 
lifted from his spirit.

Harding bolted his meal rapidly and went 
immediately to his own house, overcome 
with a desire for a bath, a clean shave and 
a sleep in clean linen. But after he had 
bathed and shaved he did not go to bed. 
Instead he dressed himself carefully in 
white clothes and walked over to the Curtis 
bungalow.

Carol and Ned were on the veranda. At 
the sound of his step, the girl rose and came 
forward, holding out her hand.

“ I ’m glad you were able to come,”  she 
said. “I ’ve been longing to congratulate 
you.”

“ And it’s your congratulations I ’ve been 
wanting.”

As he stood for an instant, Her hand still 
in his, he was filled with the sense of her 
beauty. He felt that a man could brave all 
dangers and toils and discouragements if he 
could come home to find such a woman as 
this waiting at the door. She wore a simple 
white dress. From the smoothly coiled 
masses of lustrous brown hair to the tips of 
her satin slippers, there showed no hint of 
the days of stress and turmoil she had passed 
through, except that tonight her face was 
a trifle pale.

“ It is like coming home,” he said, half 
to himself, as he released her hand.

“ Carol sails for home next week on the 
City of Nassau," put in Ned.

Harding started. The thing was so en
tirely unexpected.

“ Really! For good?”  he asked quickly. 
“ You’ve only been here a few weeks.”

Carol did not answer immediately.
“ I don’t know,”  she said thoughtfully, at 

last. “It has been rather strenuous here. 
Ned thinks I am tired and had best go home 
for a rest, and I— well, I ’ve seen fighting

and men killed, Mr. Harding, and I  realty 
want to get back where life is more peace
able and quiet and the people are all— my
sort of people.

“And you’ll stay?”  he repeated.
“I don’t know,”  she answered soberly. 

“ There are some things I want to forget. 
Perhaps later— ”  She ended with a sigh.

Then, with a sudden change to vivacity, 
she cried—

“But, you must tell me all about Mr., 
Holloway!” '

For a time they talked of the great change 
in the affairs of the road and Harding’s 
good fortune. He called it a piece of lurk 
for which she had been responsible, but Carol 
would not hear of this.

“It was you who laid the foundation for 
it,”  she insisted. “If you weren’t who you 
are and had not done what you have, it 
could never have happened.”

He had no reply, and presently he turned 
to the boy.

“ Ned, I don’t  like to ask it of you,” he 
said. “But a mail came in today, and to
morrow I shall be very busy. Will you slip 
down to the office, run over it and pick out 
whatever letters are urgent so I can attend 
to them in the morning.”

“Of course,”  answered Ned, getting up.
After he had gone they were silent tor a 

few minutes. Sitting there in the little cir
cle of illumination from the lamp, the night 
enfolded them like something soft and rich 
and fragrant. The warm, black sky kitten
ing with a million points of light, tike faint, 
far-away sounds, the cool, sweet aroma of 
growing things, all fell on their senses and 
fused into a single feeling,' a feeling of com
plete detachment from all that was rough 
and hard and unhappy in the world. There 
existed, for Harding at least, only that 
little spot of mellow light and themselves 
who sat in it; beyond lay the night, softly 
extinguishing all trials and troubles and 
worries.

Again she spoke glowingly of his triumph.
“You seem to be taking it  as a matter of

course,”  she said.
“I wasn’t thinking of it,”  he answered 

almost harshly. “I----- ” .
He shifted forward in his chair and leaned 

toward her. His lips trembled, but no 
words came. He was fumbling nervously 
with a match-box, and she saw that ha 
strong hands were shaking. Astonished, she 
looked into his eyes.
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•At first she was conscious only of a shock. 
“Yes,”  he was saying as if he had already 

spoken that which she had seen. “ It is so. 
I do care. More than I can tell you.” 

“Youl”  she gasped, putting out her hand 
as if to fend off his words. “ You!” .

He sat back slowly, and as she saw the 
pain come into his eyes she said:

“ Ob, but I  never knew. I never guessed.” 
“ Can’t  you understand?” he asked un

steadily. “How could I  help loving you?” 
His hands were gripping the arms of the 
chair as . if he were bracing himself for a 
blow. “And I  do,” he said. “ So much that 
nothing else matters.”

She saw how her involuntary recoil had 
hurt him.

<fYes, I  believe you,” she answered gently. 
“ It  is not that I doubt, but— oh, I hardly 
know how to say it.' You see I ’ve never 
thought of you that way. I ’ve always 
thought of you— well, much as my brother 
does— and now— don’t you see? I don’t 
know what to say. I don’t  know what I 
think even.”

“ You mean you didn’t think me human 
enough to fall in love?”  he asked.

“No, no,”  she protested. “ It ’s not that. 
I  mean it seems so strange to hear you 
speaking so— to me.”

“ It  seems the most natural thing in the 
world,”  he said, looking at her with a grave, 
puzzled expression. And then, “Ah, Carol, 
i t  would be so wonderful and beautiful!”

In this little flash of eloquence, which was 
so unlike John Harding, there was some
thing that touched her deeply. Yet she 
was close to the limit of her capacity for 
emotion. All through that day she had 
been tossed from the crest of one wave of 
feeling to another. Soon, she feared, her 
nerves would give way and she would be 
sobbing or laughing ridiculously before this 
quiet, earnest man who was offering her all 
he had.

“Don’t  you care at all?”  he asked softly. 
Her tears were so near the surface now 

that she could not trust herself to speak. 
She shook her head, in doubt rather than 
denial.

A LL this time the shadow of En
rique had been in Harding’s mind. 
Now for the first time it occurred to 

him that if Enrique had won her, or even 
if Enrique had still a chance, she would not 
be going back, perhaps for good. The

meaning of Enrique’s cryptic expression of 
good wishes suddenly became plain to him.

On the instant his manner changed. He 
leaned forward, his eyes glowing, like an 
eager, impulsive boy.

“ Ah, you must care!”  he exclaimed, 
“ And you won’t leave, will you? Not until 
you have promised to come back.”

His sudden change broke the tenseness of 
her feelings. The consciousness of her own 
power came to her, and she had a fleeting 
desire to rumple his hair and laugh at him. 
She did laugh, very gently, and said—

“ I will tell you before I go.”
“ Very soon, please.” His voice was 

pleading and humble, but there was a 
sparkle of anticipation in his eyes.

“ Yes, very soon,” she said. “ And now, 
please----- ”

He answered her request before it was 
uttered.

“ Yes, I ’ll go now. I know you’re tired, 
but I couldn’t wait.”

He rose, touched her hand ever so gently, 
and turned away.

She felt an immense gratitude to bin. 
that he should at her mere request forego 
all persuasion; that he should make no 
attempt to bring his will and his over
mastering personality to the task of forcing 
her consent, but instead had simply and 
plainly told her of his love and now was 
leaving her that she might in all calm 
search her heart for the answer.

As she stood at the screen-door watching 
his white-clad figure fade into the night a 
wave of reaction swept over her. The chaos 
of conflicting emotion, that Harding’s first 
words had roused in her, subsided suddenly, 
and a great tranquillity came upon her. 
It was as if her heart was a vessel that had 
been buffeted long upon alien seas, and was 
come into an unexpected but familiar har
bor.

Her eyes fastened upon his broad back 
with its suggestion of the rugged strength 
that would be for her security. It came 
over her that in this man there were no 
secret chambers which might spring open 
to reveal unanticipated horrors. There 
was nothing she could not appreciate and 
understand.

She took a step forward. Twice her lips 
parted and her breast rose with a little in
take of breath.

“ No,”  she whispered happily to herself. 
“ Tomorrow will come very soon.”



THAT MALASKOOTNA

Author of “ The Chechakos.”

' =F=a|ES, I know it seems to be human 
nature for most folks to talk the 

H most about things they know the
---------  least about, and that Malaskoot-
la Glacier episode that everybody’s dis
u s in ’ so vehemently around here is sure 
he most distorted an’ abused topic I ’ve run 
.cross since I come back from the “outside.”

’Course you fellers ain’t s’posed to know 
he ins an’ outs of it, ’cause none o’ you was 
here, and hearsay ain’t always to be de- 
>ended on; but bein’ as I was second on the 
[round and stood to lose, an’ did lose num- 
>er one above, was in on the association 
:laim, got pinched an’ put under bond same 
is the rest of ’em an’ so forth, I reckon I ’m 
:ompetent to give it out correct. And now 
hat you’ve put it up to me, I ’m a-goin’ to 
et you right, before you work yourselves 
ip into a state of actual violence over it, 
eein’ as your arguments is a-gettin’ purty 
litter an’ some has even come to blows.

Now, everything’s got to start some- 
iheres, so we might as well start where the 
rouble started.

That whole dumed rumpus had its rise 
n a disagreement betwixt David Rine- 
lauser an’ his wife, regardin’ his razor an* 
ter rose-bushes.

Everybody’s got it here as how they 
plit up ’count o’ David’s drinkin’, but that 
,in’t it.

’Course Dave did drink a little; gambled

some, and now an’ then stayed out after 
hours. But Gertie weren’t so allfired p ’ticu- 
lar about that; leastwise I  never heard her 
complainin’ any, and I hung around their 
little acre an’ a half rancho a purty consid
erable good bit that Winter we all spent out 
down in Los Angeleeze.

It happened of a Sunday momin’, when 
David is prone to snooze a little late, and 
Gertie is apt to be up early, a-putterin’ 
amongst her pots an’ plants.

She has breakfast waitin’ on the table for 
him an’ me, as I was there for the week-end, 
and slips out to fuss a little with her flowers.

Well, when me an’ Dave gets up from the 
table, she’s chuckin’ a armload o’ roses an’ 
g’raniums in some water. Dave, he slants 
at ’em s’picious-like and makes a bee-line 
for the bathroom.

“Eh-heh! You been a-trimmin’ your 
rose-bushes with my razor again, ain’t you?” 
he sings out.

“ But, David,” she sings back, smilin’ 
sweet-like in her voice, “ it’s so nice an’ 
sharp.”

Now, gettin’ down to the scientific side o’ 
things, the girl was right, for there’s no 
doubt about a razor bein’ a first-class im
plement for to trim a rose-bush with. But 
it seems he couldn’t never ’predate its 
cuttin’ qualities to that extent, and the next 
thing I hear is a horrible uproar in their bed
room.

92
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“David Rinehauserl M y ermine fursl”  
an’ all such stuff as that.

“ But, sweetheart,”  he pleads, as lovin’ as 
can be, “ see what a fine shine they’re a-put- 
tin’ on.”

Well, if science is to be considered in the 
case, I ’d say that Dave was right that time, 
for them ermine furs sure did put some 
shine on his patent-leather hen-skins. But 
Gertie goes straight up, and time she gets 
down to earth again, him an’ me is on our 
way to the baseball game.

Then, tim e we get back, s’posin’ she’s all 
'over it like a woman ought to be, she’s 
packed up an’ gone back to her mother; just 
leavin’ him a note, sayin’ she’s quit for good.

NOW Gertie’s folks is Jews, and 
Dave ain’t. There’s where the shoe 
pinches. They raised a heap o’ 

sand, an’ the roof o’ the synagogue most 
fell in when them two gets married in the 
first place an' hikes out for the Far North; 
so, onc’t  they get her back into the fold 
again, they pool all their influence for to 
keep her back.

'Course he done all a feller could to 
square hisself— even offered to buy her a 
new muff. But no, sir-eel She’s mad to the 
bone and won’t even come to the telephone. 
That oP mother o’ hers won’t let him plant 
a  foot inside the door, neither; so when Ger
tie starts suit for divorce on the ground of 
cruelty, he gives up in solemn disgust; for 
God knows Dave ain’t cruel. Why, he 
couldn’t even see a yellow dog a-limpin’ 
along the trail without wantin’ to pull off 
his own mitten an’ tie its foot up in it.

But that twin brother o’ hers was the 
worst, bein’ all swelled up over his junior 
partnership in the Diamond-Blatts-Harris 
Company.

Y ’see, M. Diamond, the ol’ ham-nosed 
gorilla, always was in love with Gertie, and 
it's him that takes the kid into the company, 
tryin’ to ingratiate hisself with the mother, 
an' incidentally layin’ the whole family un
der obligations, so’s he’d have a little ground 
for forcin’ his attention on the girl, well 
knowin’ the ol’ lady’s weakness for flash an’ 
luxury. Then when Miss Gertie steps off 
with a Gentile, leavin’ him with a junior 
partner on his hands that he didn’t have no 
more use for ’an a rabbit in the first place, he 
just cuts a Yiddish fling around that but
ton foundry for the next six months with a 
grouch on worse 'an a tiger with a thorn in

its foot, and swears to split ’em up or die 
a-tryin’.

Now, Blatts, he’s ol’ Diamond’s nephew 
and is married to Gertie’s sister; so there 
you are. Diamond’s got the money, Blatts 
is got the brains, and the Harrises, they’ve 
got the good looks. Some powerful com
bine, ain’t it, onc’t you get it organized? 
That’s the point, exactly. They want to 
keep it all in the family.

All o’ Gertie’s former friends is a-takin’ 
her up again since she cut loose from Dave. 
It’s box-parties, lawn-feltes an’ all that so
ciety jingo every minute, an’ she’s as full o’ 
bright ideas as a young moth flutterin’ 
around a dozen taller candles.

What’s all that got to do with the Malas
kootna Glacier episode? Why, it’s got a 
heap, that’s what it’s got.

Didn’t Gertrude Rinehauser know the 
values in that Kuskositna bonanza her 
husband discovered an’ let us all in on? I 
reckon she did; and just to show you what a 
woman’s intuition, plus a little impulse, will 
do for you, she up an’ tells it to her brother. 
He goes ravin’ crazy with the gold-fever, 
stirs up Blatts’ gray-matter and puts 
Gertie up to kiss ol’ “ ham nose” on the 
bald spot if he’ll finance a expedition o’ their 
own. GoodI

Blatts slips in with a mine-expert to veri
fy the “pay,”  and his telegram back to 
Diamond sets the wheels a-buzzin’.

Well, sir, if them infernal Jews— nothin’ 
agin the Chosen People in general, y ’un- 
derstand, for I ’ve always heard said as how 
there is some white Jews. But if that bunch 
didn’t ought to be hung, I  ain’t the original 
“ Mukluk” Brown.

Yes, sir, they organized under the Arizona 
laws, I believe, as the North Star Develop
ment Company and sets right out for to 
glom the whole durned works, regardless.

HERE they come, on the first boat, 
with a million - dollar dredger in 
crates an’ cans— one they’d bought 

already built in Frisco, from some Snake 
River turnout that had went “ fluey” be
fore they went to work. They’ve got a 
whole raft o’ hoodlums with ’em and a spe
cial deputy they picked up at Juneau for the 
occasion. They’ve got a high-priced lawyer, 
too, that knows every loop-hole in the stat
utes big enough for a flea’s parasite to 
crawl through, and a surveyor that can 
make a map look like your claim is on the
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other side o’ Hell’s Half Acre an’ his is 
where your’n ought to be.

First dive out o’ the box, the hoboes 
clouds our titles, the North Star buys the 
clouds in the bulk and starts to settin’ up 
their dredger. Mr. Surveyor makes a new 
plat accordin’ to his own ideas, runnin’ a 
string o’ Gulch claims from here to yonder, 
kickin’ over our monuments, pullin’ up our 
stakes an’ runnin’ his lines through us just 
as if we never had filed on the blamed 
ground at all. Laws-ee! They don’t even 
recognise discovery nor show us on their 
map. It ’s a clean case of “ strong-arm” 
claim-jumpin’ without apology for haste.

’Course we shows our teeth like a dog in a 
fence-comer, but Mr. Deputy, he arms the 
hoodlums an’ swears ’em in as sub-deputies, 
and the first thing we knows, we’re all 
pinched on John Doe warrants for incitin’ 
a riot an’ yanked right down to Juneau, 
where we’re placed under bonds for to keep 
the peace.

We’d been keepin’ the Kuskositna purty 
quiet, y ’know, so’s there wouldn’t  be no 
stampede there till we could get things a-go- 
in’ good, so the “ natives”  down in Juneau 
wasn’t wise to their game. Consequently 
their proceedin’s took on some semblance 
of bein’ legitimate at the start, while the 
“ bench” frowned down on us as if we was a 
purty desperate lot.

They was a respectable corporation, with 
money invested in the country, so they said, 
and we was nothin’ but “ arctic tramps.”  
That’s what they called us, right out in open 
court.

We looked it, too, with our mush-packs 
frazzled out, dirty corduroys an’ faded mack
inaws. But the handcuffs, man, the hand
cuffs! They was the worst of it. They 
make a feller feel guilty, an’ look a heap 
sight worse, whether he is or ain’t.

’Course, the Land Office keeps its finger 
out o’ the pie, as it most always does, and 
the register tells us we’ll have to settle our 
dispute in court. That means time for the 
North Star and delay for us, but we starts a 
adverse suit to oust ’em. They shows fake 
title, puts up bonds to cover damages and 
keeps on with their preparations in record- 
breakin’ order.

Oh, they had it all mapped out before 
they landed. They was fixed for trouble, 
an’ we wasn’t even a-dreamin’ of it. Their 
corporation lawyer knowed every turn the 
case would take, but what did we know?

Nothin’! Besides, they had ten witnesses' 
to our one, and, Lordl How them bums 
could lie! Know their parts? I  guess they 
did. They could sing ’em backwards even; 
yet I  don’t reckon none of ’em had ever saw: 
the Kuskositna before. I t  ain’t on the big 
maps, nohow, neither is the Malaskootna; 
that’s what makes it hard, ’cause they calhr 
’em both by other names, which keeps the 
court a-guessin’.

DAVE is off somewheres a-poutin’ 
over the way his wife has done him,; 
so our telegrams all miscarry. Th&Sf 

when he does come in an’ finds us setthi’ 
around with pur teeth in our mouth, most 
scared to death, a-waitin’ for the “law to 
take its course,”  as my pardner, “Penny”
Penrod, puts it, he says: “Law? ----- I
Don’t  you dumed ol’ sous-dumplin’s know 
there ain’t no law here? That word used 
to stand for somethin’ over in the/Yukon 
country, but on this side, it just' means 
protection for corporations that’s got money 
enough to carry on litigation while they’re 
a-diggin’ out your gold to fight you with.” 

Now Dave hissdf is square as a die, and 
stands mostly for peace; but he’s a bom 
crank on justice. So when this little He
brew deal is slipped over of such a sudden, 
he loads up that ol’ four hundred an’ five o’ 
his, and says to us: “Come on!”

“No, Dave,”  puts in Penny, “that won’t 
do. This country is a-gettin’ too civilized 
for gun play. We’ve got to take our medi
cine and fight this battle with our brains, 
’cause if you kill anybody, it’s murder. 
Then you lose your property, anyway, an’ 
your liberty to boot, if not your neck be
sides.”

Dave looks sort o’ puzzled at that, an* 
scratches his head for a whole minute.

“Brains— brains— brains?”  he repeats 
slow an’ pensive like, like he’s never heard 
of ’em before.

“Mebby you’re right,' Penny,”  he says, 
“ seem’ as you fellers ain’t  with me any 
more. I  reckon it would be a purty lug job 
forme to tackle single-handed.”  And po
kin’ off with his head a-hangin’ down on his 
wish-bone, where nobody ever seen David 
Rinehauser’s head before, he adda, “ Wish’t 
I ’d ha’ worked the whole proposition out 
alone, ’stead of lettin’ a bunch o’ Willie- 
boys like you in on it.”

Nobody takes offense, ’cause we knowed 
how he must be feelin’. Why, everybody
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knows that the Kuskositna weren’t  con
sidered worth' sneezin’ at till Dave makes 
that strike up near the glacier.

Here’s how it was. When him an’ Gertie 
gets married, he brings her up on their hon
eymoon, to show her over his ol’ stompin'- 
ground; a  little bird whispers somethin’ in 
his ear and he leaves her with some friends 
o’ hers a t Kodiak, an’ hikes off on a hunch 
that he’s a-going to strike it rich. He 
makes straight for the Kuskositna, where 

^nobody’s prodded around much, but don’t 
.turn a color till he gets up through Enum-, 
daw  narrows, where a small arm o’ the 
Malaskootna glacier onc’t cut its way 
through that first low range.

The main glader, havin’ got dogged up, 
is dead now, and the Kuskositna arm is all 
thawed away from tide-water to a couple o’ 
miles above the narrows. Right there the 
little valley comes slam up agin the ice 
wall of the glader, a thousand feet straight 
up.

Well, it’s up near there that Dave hits 
pay in big flat chunks, from a pin-head up 
to  an ounce, an’ the little ones ain’t no 
scarcer’n the big ones. Great, big, whole- 
souled moosel He couldn’t keep a good 
thing all to hisself to save him from the poor- 
house. If he did, he’d bust.

H e stakes a full claim in his own name, 
the same for his wife, as number one below, 
and six hundred an’ sixty each for me an’ 
Penrod, as number one an’ two above; the 
same for a couple of other friends o’ his, 
joinin’ ours, and, by all the saints, I  never 
could guess why, he pegs out six hundred 
an’ sixty feet, as number two below, for 
Alex Kahn, that little pulmonarious barber 
a t  Umiak.

I  don’t s’pose he ever cut Dave’s hair 
more ’an onc’t or twic’t, but mebby Dave 
thought the feller ought to be down in 
Coachella Valley, California, chaperonin’ a 
bunch o’ date-trees of his own, ’stead of up 
here in this hyperborean limbo, tryin’ to 
polish chins for a livin’ . Anyway, he done 
it. But that ain’t all. He runs a big as
sociation daim from there down to the nar
rows, an’ names the whole bunch of us in 
the association.

’Course the narrows weren’t nothin’, 
’cause they’re solid rock, and when the 
glader was a-runnin’, it wore the bottom 
smooth as glass, so no gold could stop there. 
Then when that big “ quake” come, time 
ebem last Aleutian islands was throwed up,

the strata, which stands most up on end, 
just pointin’ a little bit up-stream, got see
sawed somethin’ fierce. Some o’ the layers 
got shoved way up, while others was left 
way down. That’s what makes them hor
rible big riffles in the water all the way 
through the cut.

So that about corrals pay-dirt on the 
Kuskositna, for you wouldn’t dast think o’ 
workin’ under that glader on account of 
Boreas Lake, which sets right up on top, a 
thousand feet above your head, five miles 
acros’t an’ the Lord only knows how deep, 
with the south brim threat’nin’ to bust 
through that wall at any minute.

Well, seein’ he’s up agin it proper, Dave 
seems to lose all heart in the whole con
cern and pikes off by hisself somewheres, 
leavin’ me an’ Penny to carry the banner, 
or “ hold the bag,”  as some folks say. We 
don’t hear from him for a long, long time; 
then it becomes current that he’s staked a 
new daim the full length of Enumclaw nar
rows, right on them consamed jagged rocks, 
and everybody takes it that he’s went “ lo
co.”  You couldn’t blame ’em either, for it 
did seem enough to drive a ordinary human 
bein’ daffy, all this high-handed doin’s, an’ 
his wife at the bottom of it, too.

But poor ol’ Dave always did harbor 
more o’ them blame chechako ideas in that 
fairly well-shaped head of his than all the 
rest o’ the sourdoughs I ever knowed put 
together; an’ I  wouldn’t ha’ been so awful 
took back at anything else he might ha’ 
done, s’help me, I never would ha’ laid such 
a ball-faced piece o’ folly at his door as that, 
for them rocks is bare as bones, ’cept for 
twenty feet o’ water that comes a-hoopin’ 
through there like the mill-tails o’ pardi- 
tion. Why, ol’ Nick hisself couldn’t ha’ 
done nothin’ with ’em if they’d ha’ been 
lined with gold— which they wasn’t.
Shucks, the Jews even laughed at him, an’ 
didn’t so much as get out a injunction to 
block his move.

So it goes on through the Summer and 
most o’ the Winter; litigation, litigation, 
litigation— nothin’ but it. The North Star 
keeps a-headin’ us off at every turn with de
murrers, excuses for delays an’ all that legal 
rot that makes you feel like the court is 
plenty willin’ to be imposed upon.

It was a clean case of hold-up from start 
to finish. They was just keepin’ us up in 
the air so’s they could get the gold out first 
and do the real lawin’ afterward. So they’re
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ready to launch the dredger and are waitin’ 
for the river to break up.

ONE day ol’ “ Sad Eye,”  as the boys 
has got to callin’ Dave by this time, 
he come back, his head a-saggin’ 

lower even than when he went away. He’s 
glum, won’t talk to nobody much; just nods: 
“ Howdy, Bill,” or “ Howdy, Tom.” Every
body could see his heart was broke.

The Jews, they’ve been a-spendin’ money 
right an’ left, makin’ good fellers o’ their- 
selves, and has got most everybody won 
over to their side, ’cept our own interested 
pardners and the Siwash contingent. You 
know how it goes, when money's flowin’ to 
the cloop of corks an’ good cigars is free.

Now, then, it’s down in “ Scrawny”  
Griffin’s place. Dave is settin’ over agin 
the wall on a empty siphon case, tendin’ 
strictly to his own affairs. In comes the 
Jews, Blatts an’ Gertie’s brother. Sure, all 
hands line up along the mahogany without 
waitin’ to be asked, ’cause it’s a standin’ 
invite, see?— all but me an’ Penny and one 
other. I  reckon you can guess who the 
other’n was, all right.

Well, it’s one round after another an* 
then some. The four walls begin a-cuttin’ 
circles round the merrymakers and they’re 
all a-doin’ their best to hold the counter up. 
They’ve had enough to make ’em fond of 
one another, and some is bunched together 
in a operatic spell. It’s then young Harris 
sets his lamps on Dave. Over he goes an’ 
slaps him on the back.

“ Come on, Dave, have a drink on the 
North Star,”  he says, in a sort o’ mockin’ 
way.

Dave gets to his feet an’ looks the kid 
over disgusted-like, but don’t  show no 
signs, one way or other; just pokes off to
wards the door.

“You might as well take a drink, ol’ man, 
for that’s all you’ll ever get out of the Kus- 
kositna,”  the kid goes on, swellin’ up most 
dumed important. He was tall, blue-eyed, 
with black, curly hair, rosy cheeks an’ white 
teeth, just like Gertie. Gee! but he was a 
purty boy.

Next he waxes insolent, an’ alludes to 
Dave’s claim along the narrows as if Dave 
was a-leamin’ to bow down before the inev
itable an’ seekin’ to ketch some crums 
from the master’s table by means of siftin’ 
out the tailin’s.

“ There ain’t a-goin’ to be no tailin’s!”

shouts Blatts in that guttural growl o’ hjĥ  
from over near the bar.

That sets the crowd a-roarin’, and Cra y  
time Dave shows up after that, same af 
’em howls out, “How 'bout them taflm’e/ 
Dave?” • . .

Now, who ever heard of anybody slingm* 
a slur in David Rinehauser’s face before 
without measurin’ their length on the 
ground for their impudence? Nobody! 
But Dave’s nerve is gone. He won’t  even 
show his teeth. I could see his head ar-eag- 
gin’ lower day by day; his shoulders droopin’ 
more an’ more. I just wanted to kick him; 
so did Penny, too, but we knowed we das’n’t 
’cause it won’t  do to drive a man beyond 
hisself when he’s about to bust already.

SPRING’S come, the ice is gone and 
H S s  the river’s a-flowin’ strong. 01’ 

Diamond, he’s come in and mm an’ 
Blatts is up on the dredgdr, coachin’ their 
highbinders an’ claim-jumpers, ’came 
they’re a-goin’ to start up tomorrow. AH 
right-----

Me an’ Penny is down at Griffin’s, play
in’ seven-up; there ain’t nobody else about* 
but Scrawny, and he’s half asleep behind 
the bar. In comes Dave, not sayin’ a word; 
just slouches over to our table, draws up a 
chair and rests his elbows on the “green.” 
Purty soon he slants back at Grif to see 
that he ain’t a-lis’nin’, an’ then he speaks hi 
a unassumin’ tone:

“ Penrod, you an’ Mukluk picked me up
on the Valdez trail most froze to death one 
time. Yes, you-ali saved my life, and now 
I ’m a-goin’ to save yourin. But, • ■ you, 
don’t  bite me in the back for doin’ it, that’s 
all. You two make for high grqund as fast 
as your legs will take you, and when you 
reach it, forget that I tol’ you, see?”

A t that very instant the floor «ha.ta»a a 
little from side to side and there’s a tMrfc, 
low rumblin’ from- somewheres up the gulch. 
Then the ol’ shed rocks somethin’ fierce, and 
the roar of a cannon hellers through the 
shatterin’ panes.

B ’-loo-m!
A  third one follows, and it seems the 

earth’s been blowed asunder an’ we’re be
in’ hurled to Kingdom Come on a half of it. 
Down comes the mirror! In comes the 
roof! And we just gets out in time. Dave 
is a-makin’ for the ridge, fit to shame a cin- 
namon bear; me an’ Penny is a-pressin’ 
him hard and Grif is yelpin’ at our heela
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worse ’an a puppy with his first bunch o’ 
fire-crackers in tow.

Here she comes! Here she comes! A 
wall o ’ water a hundred feet high, lickin’ the 
valley clean, drivin’ a million tons o’ ice 
before it in chunks as big as houses; munch
in’, cruhchin’, roarin’, plungin’, worse ’an 
— oh, I  can’t say what! Words ain’t  ade
quate. Then she hits the dredger. God! 
we see the splinters goin’ by.

Was anybody hurt? Well! if drownin’ 
is any ways like as pleasant as it’s recom
mended to be, why, I ’d say they weren’t 
hurt much. But that’s where the rub 
comes, see? Whoever done it had to do it 
just that way; that’s all there is about it.

If you send a horse-thief word that you’re 
a-goin’ to  set up in the manger an’ wait for 
him, he’s apt to sprinkle a few sand-spurs in 
there for you to set on while you’re a-wait- 
in’, ain’t  he? That’s it. No matter how 
well you’d  like to do, even by your enemies, 
conditions sometimes won’t  permit. Now 
you can’t  bluff a man, much less a corpora
tion, when there’s sixteen million dollars in 
plain sight. No, they was in the bluffin’ 
business theirselves; an’ what’s more, they 
was a-backin’ up their bluff with armed 
guards, and what some folks is pleased to 
call the “ law.”

Why, sure, if he’d ha’ notified ’em that he 
was a-goin’ to blow up that glacier wall and 
let that lalfe down on ’em, they’d ha’ had 
him pinched, removed the high explosives 
and gone on about their business, while he 
was a-wearin’ the rest o’ his life away in a 
penitentiary. So there you are. And it’s al
ways been my contention that if folks will 
abuse the spirit o’ the law, and use it as a 
“ strong-arm”  for to step in and relieve some 
poor cuss of somethin’ he’s worked hard for, 
and suffered all sorts o’ hardships to get, 
they’d ought to keep their eye peeled for the 
consequences.

Well, in a hour it was over. There weren’t 
a  pint o’ water left in Boreas Lake, and bed
rock in the Kuskositna laid clean as a ol’ 
maid’s salver, from Malaskootna to the 
narrows. Them riffles standin’ up on end 
had stopped a lot o’ cobblestones, the gold 
had sifted down through the cobbles and 
lodged in the crevices so’s the fury o’ the 
current couldn’t sweep it on, while the boul
ders hurtled over. All Dave had to do was 
hire men enough to sack the lucre up.

Now, who’d ha’ thought he had any such a 
idea in his head as that, when he staked a 
7

placer-claim on them infernal rocks? No
body! It was just one o’ them chechako 
notions o’ his, so it looked to me like at the 
time. But my hind-sight is purty accurate, 
an’ I can see through the whole scheme now.

D ’you s’pose he let us in on that? Not 
so’s you could notice it.

OH, TH AT ain’t all. Dave’s trial 
was where the “Law”  slipped up. 
Yes, they took him into custody an’ 

yanked him down to Juneau the very first 
thing, ’cause he’s the only one of our bunch 
that’s been missin’ and whose conduct 
couldn’t be accounted for. Moreover, it’s 
held agin him as suspicious, his refusin’ to 
show up to testify in our suit to oust the 
North Star, and that he alone profits by the 
destruction of their plant an’ the guttin’ o’ 
their alleged properties.

Bonds? No bonds. There weren’t gold 
enough betwixt the.North Pole an’ Panama 
to coax ’em to turn him loose, or let any of 
us even look at him through the bars.

They’re a-doin’ their durndest to make a 
short story of it, and it looks like they’re 
a-goin’ to send him over on circumstantial 
evidence, only they’re a wee bit long on 
circumstance and too blamed shy on evi
dence.

Gertie comes up for the trial to testify in 
Dave’s behalf, realizin’ how bad a girl she’s 
been'an’ what a awful tragedy’s took place, 
’count o’ her gettin’ so fussed up over them 
pleggon ermine furs— leastwise that’s the 
way she puts it. ’Course there’s been a 
heap o’ unkind theories advanced regardin’ 
her sudden change o’ heart, since her bread’s 
been buttered on the other side by ol’ 
Diamond an’ the rest of ’em bein’ put out o’ 
business and David becomin’ rich as all get 
out.

Never mind her personal reasons; they 
don’t count nohow. Neither did her testi
mony. It only made things worse, ’cause 
it ain’t the lawsuit this time; it’s man
slaughter Dave’s up for, and all that she 
can say only tends to show that he had a 
reason for blowin’ up the glacier.

Circumstances is all agin him, but it’s 
evidence they lack. They prove it’s dyna
mite, all right, but where did it come from? 
Who put it there, and when, and by what 
means was it transported— since it must ha’ 
took such a awful lot to do the job? No
body’s got a clew.

Dave hisself won’t take the stand, nor
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iy  where he was or wasn’t at any time at all. 
bourse, they might cla im  that he wasn’t at 
his place, nor that place; and they might 
rove that he was not in heaven,' for that 
latter, but that ain’t provin’ that he was in 
he other place, is it? Not by a long jump! 

Now if they could ha’ just got them In- 
ian packmen started to talk, they might 
a’ learned somethin’ tangible. But, 
hucks, y ’couldn’t get a Indian to open his 
ead agin Dave Rinehauser to save your 
fe— or the Indian’s cither; for they love 
im out o’ the bottom o’ their hearts. He 
on’t treat ’em like Indians, y ’know. He 
reats ’em all just as if they had souls, same 
s other folks has got. So when it come to 
ross-questionin’ the Siwash lads— well, 
’ve seen some purty thick-skulled bipeds 
n the witness-stand, but never a one that 
nowed less ’an them scamps did. No, not 
one of ’em had ever saw Dave in their 

fe before. Y ’couldn’t help but laugh, 
iut testimony is testimony, an’ that’s all 
he court can go by.

The prosecution holds out for circum- 
tances, though, and the court agrees to 
ind Dave over till they get more evidence, 
’liey’d ha’ done it, too, only for that pesky 
ttle one-lunged Jew.

NOW I ’ve always had my doubts 
about them w hite ones, and I ’ve got 
’em yet; but there was one. 'Poor 

onsumpted devil, white to the pit of his 
oul and true-blue to the marrow.

He comes all the way from Umiak an’ 
uts up at a lodgin’-house where a good 
lany comes an’ goes. All the time the 
rial is on, he keeps secret tab on every word 
f testimony through a couple of Yids he 
nows. One of ’em is in the court-room 
very minute, while the other is makin’ a 
eport to him as he’s a-layin’ there in bed. 

“ The dynamite, vare did it come from?” 
e asks Penny, when he went down to see 
im along towards the last. “ Dot iss all 
vandt to know.”
“That’s where the deadlock is,”  says 

'enny. “ Nobody seems to know, and 
hey’re a-goin’ to lock Dave up again till 
hey find out, see?”

“ Dot vill do,” says Kahn. “ Take me to 
he court-house, bleasc.”

We wraps him up in a great big bundle an’ 
auls him there on a sled by hand. Up the 
teps we tote him, sled an’ all, and drags 
im down the aisle. The “ court”  peers

over his specks in wonder; there ain’t a 
murmur in the house.

“ Vot iss it dot you vandt to know?” says 
Kahn. “ I ’m the only man vot knows.” 

Then when he’s propped up an’s took the 
oath, he spins ’em out the greatest yarn y ’ev- 
er heard. All about the explosions, one—  
two— three. How he planted the charges 
in a row acrost the glacier wall; the first 
shot next the lake, the second in the middle, 
and the last and heaviest one way down in a 
crevice next the outer edge. Tells ’em how 
he stole a ton o’ dynamite from the English 
company down at Kenai slough the Winter 
before an’ then blowed up their magazine to 
cover up his tracks. He’s got his dates 
correct, to boot, an’ it all gibes in with the 
English company’s explosion mystery just 
like a Chinee puzzle, onc’t you get one set 
up right. Tells the court he done it for 
revenge, ’cause the North Star folks had 
robbed him of his only chance of makin’ a 
stake, so’s he could go outside somewheres 
an’ gather back his health.

Then he begins to cry and says his con
science hurt him so after seein’ how terrible 
a thing he’d done, and the thoughts of a 
in n ocen t man bein’ about to answer for his 
crime had just plum’ broke him down, 

Dave sets there with his mouth a-gap- 
pin’ open, more s’prised ’an anybody else. 
The court stenographer is close up ’side the 
sled, a-takin’ down every word.

Now, if there’s any such a thing as a w hite  
lie , that was one— and a w hite J e w  tol’ it, 
too! The whitest of the whi te!

“ Dot’s my dyin’ statement, gentlemen,” 
gasps Kahn, a-fallin’ back limp-like an’ 
’most all in. He can’t no more ’an whisper 
now.

“ I ’ll have the law on you,” shouts the 
marshal. “ I ’ll chuck you right in jail.”

“ Go get your warrant,” whispers Alex. 
“ I guess I’ll be ready for service, time you 
get it all writ up.” And with that he just 
keels over and coughs his candle out.

UNDER the spell the poor little 
feller’s story has cast over all that’s 
there, an’ midst the tears a-gleamin’ 

in everybody’s eyes, the judge steps up be
hind the bench an’ brings the court to order. 
He steadies back, a-trvin’ to make it ’pear as 
if he ain’t a bit affected, but his voice is 
purty husky as he turns to Dave an’ says—  

“ Mr. Rinehauser, you’re acquitted.”  
Everybody’s shakin’ hands with Dave



The Abduction of Swain 99

and tryin’ to square ’emselves by sayin’ 
they knowed he never done it, an’ all that 
tommyrot, an’ he just takes it in one ear an’ 
lets it out the other’n, smilin’ friendly, as if 
he b’lievedit all, fill Gertie comes rushin’ up 
a-holdin’ out her hands:

“ Oh, David, I ’m so glad!”  That’s all 
the girl could say; but he takes her by both 
arms an’ looks her though an’ through, as 
if he’s tryin’ to figger out how much of it she 
means.

’Course we all turns our heads around the

other way, but I just had to peep. She 
turns them big blue eyes o’ hers up through 
a flood of tears, and then I heard her 
whisper—

“ David, if you love me, I ’ll come back.”
“ Would you, Gertie, if you knowed I 

done it?” he asks her, close down by her ear.
“ But I don’t know it, Dave,” she says an’ 

drops her head over on his breast.
They’re back in California now, with a 

big hundred horse-power runabout, tryin’ 
to keep down their income-tax.

THE ABDUCTION OF SWAIN
By MS.Wghtman

Author of “ Unofficial," “ An Occasional Hero."

WAIN COUNTY is democratic, 
with the democracy which holds 
that a coat, except at church on 
Sundays or as a protection against 

the chill of Winter, is a symbol of effete 
snobbishness. Swainites rejoice that there 
are no cities in- the county; theirs are the 
virile qualities which spring from a constant 
and intimate contact with the soil, and 
theirs the equality which exists in com
munities where nobody but a skinflint like 
Pete Stivens can make much more than a 
living, and everybody can in one way or 
another make that.

There is no affectation about men from 
Swain; they wear their shoes unpolished 
and their suspenders showing; their trousers 
bulge outward at the knees and sink inward 
a t  the shins; and you can as easily change 
their opinions and their prejudices as you 
can the contour of a rock by hammering on 
it  w ith your fist.

Swain County is democratic. It is also

Democratic, with that unquestioning De
mocracy which enables managers of national 
campaigns to say, “ Virginia: Oh, chalk her 
up! Now what are we going to do to capture 
Indiana?” The climax to a congressional 
campaign comes in June, or whenever else 
the Democrats hold their convention. The 
casting of the ballot for the Democratic 
nominee is a mere November formality 
about as exciting as milking the cows.

But if the November elections lack the 
heady tang of contest which is found in 
those States where parties battle on some
what even terms, the June conventions are 
tart enough at times to prickle the appetite 
of the most jaded sufferer from a satiety of 
excitement.

And when Ebenezer Moss, everywhere 
except in the record of his baptism called 
“ Ebe,” and his five sun-baked associates, 
who composed the delegation from Swain 
County, found themselves unexpectedly 
occupying that dizzy eminence known' as
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“ the balance of power,”  their glow of pride 
in their position was tempered by its pe
culiar conspicuousness. When visiting cities, 
farmers ordinarily do not strive to attract 
attention to themselves; rather they suffer 
from an embarrassing consciousness that 
they are attracting too much of it unsought.

Ebe perspired profusely as, on the thir
teenth ballot, he cast Swain’s vote for 
Griggs. His voice was low and grated husk
ily; but the eyes of the delegation were 
fixed in a look of dogged determination.

The chairman of the convention an
nounced the result of the vote: Beckwith 
thirty-five, Danby thirty-one, Griggs six. 
It did not differ from any which had fol
lowed the seventh ballot.

“ No one has yet been nominated,” said 
the chairman. “As I have already stated 
the rules require the vote of a majority of 
the delegates answering to their names to 
effect a nomination.”

Step Lessner, Colonel Danby’s genial 
manager, chuckled as the vote was an
nounced.

“ We’ve surely got ’em!” he whispered to 
his neighbor. “ The Judge’s crowd is going 
to break on the next ballot, and when the 
break comes watch the stampede to line up 
behind the winner. That bunch of rubes 
is doing us almost as much good by voting 
for Griggs as they would voting for us.” 

Lloyd Parsons, who managed Judge 
Beckwith’s campaign, was of the same 
opinion. For four hours he had wrestled 
with the deadlock, trying to understand the 
motive which led the delegates from Swain 
to support with adamantine determination 
a man who had as much chance of winning 
the nomination as a cab horse the G rand  
P r ix . At last he gave it up in despair.

“I t ’s nothing but pig-headed cussedness!” 
he exclaimed in a moment of exasperation, 
for he had sensed among his forces an almost 
imperceptible waning of enthusiasm which 
warned him that they were approaching 
the end of their staying powers.

After that thirteenth vote, he hurried to 
Judge Beckwith in his room at The Planters.

“ They will break if we let it come to 
another vote!” he exclaimed excitedly. “ I 
have had the devil’s own time holding them 
in line so far. And that crowd from Swain 
— what they are up to I can’t guess. I ’m 
stuck. It ’s up to you, Judge. What do 
you want me to do?”

Judge Beckwith paced up and down the

room, rolling between his lips the stub of a 
burned-out cigar. His shaggy gray eye
brows were drawn together forming a deep 
furrow at the base of his large, slightly 
arched nose. Danby had made the fight 
personal, showing small reverence for the 
tradition that the Judge could not be de
feated. “ That useless old mummy,”  “ a 
bag of clothes who’s been ten years in Con
gress without getting a cent for his district,”  
and similar belittling references to a sug
gestion of old-fashioned courtliness in the 
Judge’s manner, flashed through his mind as 
he listened to Parsons.

Now and then the hands on the arms of 
his chair trembled. He did not greatly 
value his seat in Congress; he had even been 
considering his withdrawal when Danby 
announced his candidacy; but now he burn
ed with all the fire of his Southern blood to 
defeat that upstart, that cad, that black
leg who held in light scom those traditions 
which were the very marrow of the Judge’s 
bones. His anger did not blind him to the 
desperateness of his situation, however; 
Danby had captured the younger element—  
they were the fighters.

“ Have Henderson move an adjourn
ment,” he said finally. “ Danby’s crowd 
will oppose it, but the Swain delegates will 
be with us on that. I judge they have had 
enough of the limelight for awhile. Then 
sec our men and meet me in my room here 
after dinner. We will see what can be 
done.”

Parsons started for the door.
“ If that crowd hadn’t stuck by Griggs, 

we’d have had that nomination salted away 
now and could turn in for a night’s sleep. 
Lord knows I need it.”

“ If they hadn’t stuck by Griggs, Danby 
would have been nominated,” answered the 
Judge gloomily. “ If they had gone, it 
would not have been for me. Don’t fool 
yourself about that, Lloyd. I ’ve talked 
with that fellow Moss; he thinks I have-neg
lected Swain.” And as Parsons opened 
the door, he added, “ See our crowd before 
you meet me; be sure they are solid for to
morrow morning.”

The Judge proved to be right about the 
adjournment. In vain Step fought it, call
ing for another ballot. When it dawned on 
the Swain delegation that a vote for an ad
journment meant a respite from the pillory 
of hostile glances, they lined up solidly with 
the Beckwith forces, and the convention
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stood adjourned until nine o'clock the fol
lowing morning. '

Ebe laid down the banner bearing the 
name of his comity# He laid it down 
hastily, with a sigh of relief, as the man in 
the first straw hat finally hangs it on the 
rack at night.

.“ Come on,”  he said to his companions, 
“ let’s go over to that hotel. I ’m near 
starved to death.”

HHERE, an hour later, Step Lessner, 
peering through the rusty screen 
doors, spied the delegation seated at 

a  table well to the rear of the crowded din
ing-room. The Swainites wasted no time 
in idle conversation; the rattle of the table
ware musketry was interrupted only by the 
occasional hiss of bursting shrapnel as Zap 
Powers cooled the coffee in his saucer.

Step passed the table apparently without 
seeiilg its occupants, but a little way be
yond it he turned and swept the room with 
his glance. He looked disappointed; he 
shook his head. And then he saw Moss. 
His start of surprise deceived even Ebe’s 
suspicious eyes, and his frown gave way to 
a  cordial smile as he came over to the 
table. *

“ Well, well,”  he said genially, “replenish
ing your forces after the heat of conflict, I 
see. I  guess you need it. Some day you 
fellows have had.”

“ We have supper at six out our way,”  
drawled Moss. “ You get hungry as a mule 
waiting till eight.”

“ You bet you do. I ’m famished myself. 
I  was just looking for Colonel Danby; I sup
pose he must have finished.^ If you don’t 
mind, I ’ll join you. I  hate eating alone.”

He beckoned to a darky waiter, who 
quickly switched a chair from a neighboring 
table, and without waiting for permission 
.drew up at the Swain board. His addition 
was received in silence.

But Step’s good humor was as irrepressi
b le as his flow of language.

“ Pretty crowded, eh, this hotel? And 
the town, too? And hot! I ’ll bet I have 
sweated ten pounds out of my hide today. 
G o t comfortable rooms here?”

“ We’ve only got one,” said Moss in
differently. “ It ain’t nothin’ extra, but it 
does to sleep in.”

Step laughed.
“ Say, the way you fellows stick together 

does my heart good; and the way you stick1

by your man— well everybody is talking 
about it. You have certainly let them know 
there is a county named Swain in this 
State.”

“Yes, they seemed to be talkin’ about it 
right smart today.”  Ebe’s tone was dry. 
“ I  couldn’t hear all they said, but what I 
did didn’t seem exactly perlite. I  thought 
they ’peared to be right much put out.”

“ Oh, that was nothing at all. You sur
prised them by the way you held on; they 
were trying to bulldoze you. The city fel
lows did most of the talking. In the city, 
you know, you get the habit of shouting for 
your man out front and then going around 
behind and making a deal. City people 
can’t understand sticking to a friend when 
he seems to be licked. Take Parsons, for 
example. Nice fellow, but lived all his life 
in a city. You got his goat all right. He 
couldn’t understand why you wouldn’t 
make a trade. He said it was nothing but 
pig-headed cussedness.”

Ebe glowered, and the rattle of the firing 
line momentarily ceased.

“ I didn’t hear him say that.” His tone 
was suspicious.

“ No you couldn’t, you were on the floor 
holding out for your man, and he was out
side and had closed the door. Now I got 
you all right, because I lived in the country 
once myself. It takes courage and back
bone to do a thing like that, and when I am 
looking for grit I  don’t go to the cities. As 
Colonel Danby says, ‘Show me a nation’s 
farms, and I will judge that nation’s pros
perity; show me a nation’s farmers, and I ’ll 
tell you that nation’s character.’ Fine way 
of putting it, isn’t it?”

“ Yes,”  said Ebe, gulping down a swallow 
of coffee, “ and Judge Beckwith talks fine, 
too. He sends me speeches printed in what 
they call The Record that would make the 
hair on a yellow dog’s back stand up. He 
don’t send nothin’ else to Swain though.”

Step laid down his knife and fork and 
threw his head back.

“ That’s good!” he chuckled. “And we’re 
going to change that habit. I  don’t believe 
in talking much myself. M y business is 
selling improved milk pails; and when I 
want to sell a man I don’t give him a lot of 
hot air about what the pails can do; I  just 
hand him one, and he sees for himself that 
it will keep out the flies and dirt, save the 
milk if the cow tries to put her foot in it or 
kicks it over, and gives him altogether a
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sweeter and purer product. His eyes, not 
his ears, convince him.

“ And it’s the same way here. Of course, 
I ’m for the Colonel first. I know his splen
did qualities, what a hard worker he is, how 
much he is going to do for his district if he 
goes to Washington. But— ” here he lower
ed his voice, and after glancing carefully 
about him, leaned forward— “ if we can’t 
put him over, then I ’m for Griggs. Of 
course, I should like to change you fellows, 
to get you on our side, but I suppose there 
is no hope of that?”

Ebe thrust his chin forward determinedly. 
“ What do you say, boys? Are we going 

to stand by Griggs?”
The eyes of the delegation were fixed on 

Step. Their grimness, that set look which 
indicates a mind whose ideas have crys
tallized beyond hope of change, sent a thrill 
dancing through his veins.

“ You jest watch us, young fellow,” said 
Zap Powers.

Step pushed back his chair.
“ Well I ’m mighty glad to have had a lit

tle friendly talk with you fellows. I ’m sick 
of politics and I guess you will be before 
that Beckwith crowd has finished talking to 
you tonight.”

“I don’t guess anybody’s goin’ to do 
much talkin’ to us tonight,”  said Ebe. 
“ We’re goin’ to bed. If they want to do any 
talkin’ they’ll have to do it in the mornin’ 
down to the hall w'here the talkin’ belongs.”  

Step rose.
“ By the way”— he turned to Ebe— “I ’d 

like to send your wife one of those pails. 
She’d find it useful, and we haven’t placed 
any down in Swain yet.”

“Much obliged,” answered Ebe, ‘Taut I 
don’t guess she needs it.”

“ Why not, you surely keep cows?”
“ \ves”— Ebe’s face was solemn but there 

was a wrinkle in the corner of his eyes— “ I 
do. But I reckon they know how to take 
care of the milk where she’s gone.”

For a moment Step’s face was blank; then 
he joined in Ebe’s grin.

“All right, I ’ll send it to you instead. 
And I ’d like to send one to each of you fel
lows, but I am afraid people might misunder
stand and think I was trying to bribe you.” 

“ You send them along, young fellow.” 
Zap stroked his beard complacently. “ No
body’s goin’ to misunderstand, because— we 
ain’t goin’ to vote fer your man. We’re fer 
Griggs and don’t you fergit it.”

Five minutes later, Step reported to 
Colonel Danby.

“ We’ve got ’em,” he said jubilantly, 
“ sure as you are a foot high that bunch of 
fleas will stick to Griggs if they keep us 
here till Christmas. I t ’s all over but the 
shouting and that will be by ten in the 
morning. Beckwith’s men wall stand by 
him for one ballot until they see that things 
are the same as yesterday, and then you 
watch!”

“ You have seen the Swain crowd?” ask
ed the Colonel.

“ Seen ’em!” Step’s smile was a crescent 
moon. “ Well have I? When you want 
some one to talk to a bunch of rubes just 
send for your Uncle Step. He rolls them 
around his tongue. I  put them to bed, 
salted away in ice, with tie  door locked and 
the key lost until tomorrow. I ’ll look 
around among our fellows a bit and then 
I ’ll turn in. I don’t suppose the Judge and 
Parsons will be up to anything?”

Danby waved his hand loftily.
“ Beckwith is an old wind bag and Par

son’s know’s he’s licked. If you are sure 
you have that Swain crowd fixed, we can 
forget about them,”  he smiled vindictively. 
“ I want to shove his ugly old nose in the 
mud so deep that he will never dare show 
it again. The condescending old stiff! 
Judge Beckwdth of Virginia, sir!”

Parsons, at a table where, hidden by a 
pillar, he could watch the Swain Delega
tion, had seen Lessner enter and insinuate 
himself into the party. He had not missed 
the gradual thawing of their manner, nor 
Step’s look of satisfaction as he left the 
room. He knew what Step had been trying 
to do as well as if he had been present at the 
interview— merely clinching their determi
nation to stick by Griggs— and he realized 
the uselessness of trying to change them.

With a feeling of discouragement he fol
lowed Lessner from the room and saw him 
leave the hotel. Then, his face sunk in 
thought, he entered the elevator.

P H  i n  JUDGE BECKW ITH ’S room 
P y  I he found a young man, Fitzhugh 

* Cary, listening wuth his chin in has 
hand to the Judge’s explanation of the situ
ation. Fitzhugh’s tall, angular frame, pre
maturely gray hair and solemn face caused a 
stranger instinctively to look for the clerical 
vest; but when he spoke the stranger knew 
why he did not wear it. His solemnity did
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not penetrate beneath the surface and his 
eyes, glinted with a light of deviltry.

“Hello, Lloyd,”  called Fitzhugh, as Par
sons entered, “ who’s been biting you on the 
ear?”

Parsons acknowledged the greeting with a 
■ wave of the hand.

“ I am trying to think of a way to murder 
th at Swain delegation without being hung 
for homicide. If I  could only get rid of 
them, life would be worth while again,”  he 
replied, dropping* wearily into a chair.

Fitzhugh rose.
“ The Judge can probably tell you how; 

he used to be a lawyer, they say. I ’ll drift 
around a bit.”

“ Sit down,”  said the Judge. “Let’s hear 
w hat Lloyd has to say. There’g nothing 
yo u  shouldn’t hear.”

Parsons told his tale: of Lessner’s dining 
with Ebe and his associates; of the good 
humor of the party; of Lessner’s look of 
satisfaction as he left the room.

“He’s got them fixed all right,”  concluded 
Parsons. “I ’ll admit I  fell down on that 
crowd. Moss fooled me the first time I 
talked with him. I  took his silence for 
agreement.”

Judge Beckwith rose and, walking to the 
em pty grate, tossed into it his half-smoked 
cigar. His sallow face, seamed with tiny, 
dark wrinkles, was as stem as Bismarck’s 
death-mask; occasionally he pressed his 
lower lip against his teeth, as he tugged at 
th e  ends of his gray mustache, heavily 
streaked with the dull brown stains of 
nicotine.

“ Don’t blame yourself, Lloyd,”  he said. 
“ I t  is my fault. I  have gotten careless, 
as  we all do when things are too easy for us. 
I  ought to have looked after my fences 
down in Swain. I know those fellows; no 
use wasting time with them now. You will 
have somehow to make a breach in Danby’s 
crowd.”

“ You couldn’t shake one of them loose 
with dynamite,”  snapped Parsons. “I have 
tried every known means short of actual 
bribery. They feel that we are licked. 
T h e y  are on the band wagon.”

T he Judge’s eyes burned, but not with 
th e  light of defeat. He brought his clenched 
fis t down on the mantelpiece, and when he 
sp oke there was in his voice that heavy 
ru m b le which had so often brought crowds 
u p standing to their feet in a wild burst of 
cheering; but back of the rumble there was

a ring of utter sincerity not always found in 
his political orations.

“ For twenty years I have served this 
State honorably and well in the nation’s 
capital. With no fear but that of God, and 
no favor but the service of my fellow men, 
I have filled my high office. If these fellows 
think they are going to set me adrift now, 
putting in my place a demagogue, a cheap 
trickster, a man who holds in light scorn 
those ideals and traditions which have made 
this State worthily called ‘The Old Domin
ion,’ then they have forgotten that the 
Beckwiths’ is fighting blood. They may 
triumph over my body tomorrow, but not 
before I have made one stand in that con
vention which will live forever in the politi
cal annals of our State.”

“ Do you mean, Judge, that you are 
actually going to address the convention 
before the candidate has been nominated?”  
Lloyd’s tone was incredulous.

“ Yes,”  answered the Judge, “ that is 
what I do mean. It may be without prece
dent, but I  shall ask it as a favor. I  do not 
believe they will deny me.”

Fitzhugh suddenly felt his eyes grow 
moist. The old order was making its last 
stand; it was histrionic, it was unreal, it was 
hopelessly out of step, but somewhere there, 
was a spark of nobility, of grandeur about 
it. Life would lose something of its romance, 
something of its poetry when the last of the 
old order had been thrown on the rubbish 
heap.

And the Judge must not be allowed to 
carry out his intention; he was mad to 
think of it. Fitzhugh could hear the jeers, 
the calls of Danby’s men as they baited the 
old Congressman. His humiliation would 
be worse than a hundred defeats.

“Look here, Judge,”  he said, “ you stay 
right'in this room until they come around to 
hand you the nomination on a silver platter.” 

The Judge shook his head.
“ I can’t stay here forever, my boy,” he 

said in an effort at playfulness. “ I  must go 
out to meet them; it is the only way.”

“ No, it isn’t,”  answered Fitzhugh bluntly. 
“ It’s the wrong way, and it won’t work. 
I  have a scheme that will.”

“ What is it?” asked the Judge, looking 
searchingly at Fitzhugh from beneath his 
shaggy eyebrows.

“ Never mind. What you don’t know, 
Judge, you can’t be blamed for. Will you 
promise to stay here?”
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The Judge’s eyes seemed to be prying 
into Fitzhugh’s very soul.

“ Nothing dishonorable?” he asked pres
ently.

The young man shook his head. The 
Judge’s tension suddenly relaxed.

“ All right,” he said, “ I put myself in 
your hands; but remember, my boy, they 
must be kept clean.”

“ Don’t you worry about that.”  Fitz- 
hugh rose briskly. “Just let Lloyd keep his 
eyes open to see that Lessner doesn’t pry 
loose any of his men before the first vote 
tomorrow, and if he bumps into me he wants 
to forget that he knows me. I am going to 
flag Lessner in the lobby and have a talk 
with him where every one can see us; and 
after that— well, never mind, that’s my job. 
But, Lloyd, for Heaven’s sake, cheer up! 
Nobody wants to feel that he is following 
the undertaker.”

fp iS S i AS MOSS had said, the Swain dele- 
rtfSft gates occupied only one room at 
^  *  The Planters; and when six men had 
expressed their desire to crowd into one 
room, Mr. Lemuel Moffat, the voluble clerk, 
whose own clothes were made by the Regal 
Tailors of New York, and whose manner 
varied from deference to polished brass, 
according to those of the guest to whom he 
was talking, had not troubled to give them 
the bridal suite.

The room was hot and the room was 
dingy. The single light, suspended by a 
cord from the center of the ceiling, dimly 
outlined three recumbent forms on one of 
the beds, two on the other, and Ebe stretch
ed out on the sofa. In spite of the heat, the 
Swainites had removed only their coats. 
Zap had voiced their feelings when he 
said:

“ If this here place gits afire, I ’m goin’ ter 
be ready ter hop. No, sir, I ’ll loosen my 
shoes, but I won’t take ’em off.”

From the two beds came sounds which 
indicated that their occupants were sunk in 
sleep. But not so Ebe.

He lay, his eyes drooping, dreamily ga
zing at the dusty electric light bulb, but not 
seeing it. Even the occasional mopping of 
his forehead did not ruffle the smile which 
hovered about his lips. For in spirit Ebe 
was not in the close room at The Planters; 
he was sitting on a soap-box in Meadows’ 
store at Jackson’s Cross-Roads, recounting 
for the hundredth time the story of the

nomination of Griggs-—his frie^Gabg^Sd 
man Griggs in Washington— the msri'jwjx 
had given Willie Jennings a job in Putn 
Rica, and had sent a government engpa-M 
down to look into the possibilities ofdpedj£j 
ing Goose River.

When the door opened and a  strangle 
entered, Ebe hardly saw him. But whrii 
the man moved to the center of the roam 
and looking about him exclaimed, “Whenfe 
in the dickens do they expect me to sleep!” 
Ebe’s spirit returned to The Planters with 
a rush, and sitting upright on the -sofa, he 
narrowly watched the intruder.

But the man seemed unaware that he wŝ  
intruding. With a “ whew”  of outgoing 
breath, he lazily removed his coat, hong it 
on the back of a chair and stooped to tome 
his shoes.

As he straightened up, he caught night of
Ebe. . _■

“ Some hot, eh?”  bje said casually, with
a nod of greeting.

“Well, I ain’t exactly cold.”  She’s main
ner was guarded.

The stranger shook off his shoes, and 
stepping to the beds stood for a  moment 
looking at them. Then he shook his hrtiii 
slowly and returned to the chair.

“If I were a postage-stamp I  might do it. 
What did that fool clerk mean anyway?” he 
said.

The question obviously was addressed to 
himself; he seemed to have forgotten thef 
occupant of the sofa.

Ebe cleared his throat.
“ What’d the clerk do?”  he ventured.
“ Said there was a  bed up here that ha$ 

only two men in it, while every other one is  
the house had three or four. He sold m£ 
that third place for two dollars.”

With his forearm Ebe wiped his fore' 
head, whose heat suddenly rammnniratwi 
itself to his voice.

“He did, did he? These people seem to 
be mighty well scared they’re goin*. to lose 
some money. And they seem to be afraid, 
too, somebody’s goin’ to be comfortable iff 
this here hotel. Maybe I’m wrong, but I  
thought when we hired this room it 
ourn.”

The stranger glanced quickly at the bedŝ
“These aren’t friends of yours, are they?”: 

he asked. There was s note>of surprise-iti! 
his tone. - - ■ r

Ebe’s eyes, following the direction of the 
stranger’s look, -fell on Zap. Awake, .Zap
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had his points, but asleep— the subtle flat
tery of the question did not escape Ebe.

“ Well,”  he said, “ we come from the same 
county. We’re the Swain delegation to the 
convention. I ’m chairman.”

The stranger leaned forward, admiration 
suddenly written in large characters on his 
face.

“ Swain County? The crowd that stood off 
the whole convention today, and that 
everybody is speculating about for to
morrow?”  He rose, genuinely distressed, 
and picked up his coat. “ Excuse me for 
disturbing you, won’t  you? The clerk 
didn’t tell me. I ’ll try to squeeze in some 
other place. You fellows need all the rest 
you can get. Everything depends on you 
tomorrow.”

Ebe felt a sudden warmth of friendliness 
for the stranger.

“Sit down,”  he said, “you ain’t disturbin’ 
us none. We can stand it if you can.”

The stranger hesitated for a moment; 
then he sat down.

“All right, if you are sure I  won’t inter
fere I  will stretch out on the floor here.” 
He took a blanket from the foot of one of 
the beds, spread it on the floor, and turning 
the chair down on it, placed a pillow against 
its back. “I  want to be on hand to see what 
you fellows are going to do in the morning,”  - 
he continued, as he stretched out on his 
pallet.

Ebe started to speak; the stranger raised 
his hand in a gesture of admonition.

“ No, don’t  say it. I  am not trying to 
worm anything out of you. As you might 
very properly remark, it is none of my busi
ness. Good night.”
* He turned on his side, and with a deep 
sigh, lay quiet. *

•Only the strangling rumble of Zap’s 
snores disturbed the silence of the room.

On his sofa Ebe lay gazing at the stran
ger’s prematurely white head. He was an 
outsider who had approved of the stand 
Swain had made in the convention. Pleas
ant thoughts wandered through Ebe’s 
mind. He would be something of a hero 
back home— back home.
. T o  his eyes the stranger’s head had 
gradually changed into the face of Sal, the 
old  mare that dragged a plow on week 
days, a  buggy on Sundays; and to his ears 
Z a p ’s snore reminded him of the hum of the 
bees among the honeysuckle at the far cor
ner o f  the garden— a spot to be avoided. He

backed away from it now, but the drone of 
the honey-gatherers followed him. Some
thing seemed to have disturbed those pesky 
bees. He turned and began to walk toward 
the house; their drone, as they followed him, 
rose to an angry buzz. With each step he 
quickened his pace, until, as he neared the 
open kitchen door, his retreat had become 
a headlong rout and the bees were hanging 
on his very heels. Behind that door lay 
safety.

He leaped for it, missed his footing—
crash!

Grinning sheepishly, Ebe picked himself 
up from the floor, glancing around to see 
whether his fall had been observed. And 
then he heard it.

Against the background of Zap’s snores 
came the sound, steady, persistent, rising 
and falling, now apparently beating against 
the wall, now gliding across the ceiling. 
Ebe’s mouth gaped open as his bulging 
eyes tried to locate this disturber of the 
peace. The breathing from the beds be
came less stertorous; one of the sleepers sat 
upright.

“ Wha’s that?” he exclaimed.
“ Gosh a’mighty, Hank, if it ain’t a bee!”
Ebe had slid to the floor, and on his 

hands and knees, pointing toward the door, 
he continued to crane his head upward as 
if the sound fascinated him.

Hank shook his neighbor. The delegates 
from Swain began hastily to show signs of 
returning consciousness; also a palpable 
nervousness possessed them.

Only the stranger, stretched out on his1 
pallet with his back to the delegates, failed 
to show signs of wakefulness.

Zap’s wits collected themselves slowly.
“ Wha’ d’yer mean, troublin’ me?” he 

growled. “ Lemme ’lone. It ain’t time to 
git up. I ain’t been asleep five minutes.”

"You go right on back to sleep,”  Ebe call
ed over his shoulder. “ I don’t mind. M ay
be the bees won’t----- ”

“ Bees! Whar’s any bees?”
With a bound, Zap was in the middle of 

the floor, fully awake.
“ Jest listen. I guess you can find out for 

yourself.”
The buzz became louder, more insistent, 

as if its failure to escape from the room were 
maddening the insect.

“ Lemme out of here!”  Zap rushed for 
the door.

He stumbled over the stranger, and there
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followed such a noise as a large, fat body 
makes in coming to rest suddenly on the 
floor.

The stranger rose irately from beneath 
Zap’s legs.

“ What’s this row about!”  he exclaimed.
Ebe, crawling rapidly toward the door, 

approached him.
“There’s bees here! You kin have the 

room if you want it. We’re leavin’,”  he 
panted.

“ Pooh, who’s afraid of a bee?”  The 
stranger’s tone was unruffled.

“Them as lives with ’em! Gosh a’- 
mighty, git him out!”

There was agony in Ebe’s voice; in that 
instant he had sprung to his feet, and simul
taneously the stranger had grabbed Ebe’s 
trousers just where the slack was greatest 
above the knee.

“I ’ve got him, I think,” he said calmly.
“Hold him then— for goodness sake don’t 

turn him loose. He kin have ’em and 
welcome if I  can only git out.”

Ebe’s fingers were tearing at the fasten
ings of his suspenders. The other members 
of the delegation retreated to the beds, and 
with unsympathetic delight watched their 
chairman hurriedly divest himself of his 
nether garment.

The stranger shook the trousers out of 
the window, while Ebe, standing on the 
scene of conflict, mopped his face.

“He didn’t git me, but he came gosh a’- 
mighty close!” There was relief, there was 
thankfulness and there was something akin 
to pride in the chairman’s voice.

“T hink that’s all?”  asked Zap nervously.
“Sure, it isn’t good form for city bees to 

hunt in couples,” said the stranger reas
suringly.

A t that moment, as if in judgment 
against the stranger's levity, a hissing buzz 
burst from the mattress on which the dele
gation was seated.

OBJURGATIONS and oaths, the 
clatter of quickly moving feet, the 
crash of the chair against the wash- 

stand— and Swain County came to order 
in the corridor. At its forefront stood the 
stranger.

“For Heaven’s sake, somebody shut that 
doorl”  he called hoarsely.

Zap did so with alacrity.
“And now,”  he continued, “ the question 

is how are we going to get rid of them?”

“No, sir,”  said Ebe firmly, “thereain’t  
no question how I’m goin’ to get rid of ’em. 
I ain’t. They kin have that room and wel
come, fer all of me— I ’m done with it. That 
young fellow downstairs’s got to give us 
another.”

A few minutes later Mr. Lemuel Moffat’s 
eyes, glancing up from the knife with which 
he was manicuring his nails, found them
selves resting on the excited faces of the 
Swain delegation.

“ What can I do for you, .gentlemen?” he 
asked, as he leisurely stepped to the desk 
and rested his palms one on either side of 
the register. «

“ We want another room,”  said Ebe. 
“There’s bees in that one you gave us.”

“ Bees?” Mr. Moffat’s tone was incredu
lous. “ Bees your Aunt Susy! The only 
bees in this town are at Sol Levy’s Beehive 
— around the comer, four doors down on 
Main Street— full line of dry goods and no
tions— also neckties— things you - wear 
around your collar, you know. It opens at 
seven o’clock.”

He pointed significantly to the thing of 
purple and gold which circumscribed his
own standing collar.

“Look here, young fellow, don’t you try 
to get funny,”  answered Ebe, his red face
going an even darker shade. “The Lord 
didn’t aim you to be no end-man. I tell 
you there’s bees in that room— bees, things 
what have got more poison in their taus' 
than some people’s got sense in their heads.’’

“ Yes?” Mr. Moffat’s manner was su
perbly apologetic. “I forgot. Pardon me. 
Of course there are. Got them in your 
bonnets, haven’t you, for a fine old way- 
back sort named Griggs? But don’t  blame 
me for your bee. You oughtn’t to mind him 
anyway; he’s a dead one, and dead bees 
don’t bite.”

For a moment Mr. Moffat’s cool effront
ery silenced Ebe. Then he returned dog
gedly to the charge.

“ There’s bees in that room, I tell you, and 
you’ve got our money. You’ve got to give us 
another; and you stop bein’ so fresh, young 
fellow, or you’re goin’ to git something 
that’ll swell your nose worse’n a bee’s tail.’’

“ What do you think this is, Mr. Swain 
County?” answered Lem with some heat. 
“ A sectional book-case? Do you think I  
can make rooms by simply piling them on?”

“I don’t  care where you git it, we’ve got 
to have another place to sleep.”
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“Listen, friend, that’s the billiard-room 
over there. Four men are sleeping on each 
table now; every bath-tub has got a thank
ful occupant; two men are in the coal-cellar 
and one in the engine-room. I ’d send you 
down to the kitchen to sleep on the stove, 
but I ’m afraid the-cook might mistake you 
for country sausage and fry you for break
fast. Of course, you can do as you want, 
but if I  was you I would go on back to bed 
and quit dreaming I  was home in bugland.”

Suddenly from the crowd behind Ebe 
there came the sound of that disquieting 
buzz. Like a  dropped sack, Mr. Moffat 
disappeared beneath the desk, while the 
crowd in front scattered— except Zap and 
the stranger. The stranger had paused to 
extract a bee from Zap’s whiskers; and Zap 
had paused perforce.

The stranger crushed the insect beneath 
his heel, while Zap with a white face and 
trembling hands lurched weakly against 
the cigar counter.

“It's all right,”  called the stranger.
Mr. Moffat slowly reappeared.
“ What do you mean bringing bees into 

this hotel?” he queried angrily, his left hand 
slightly raised as if to ward a possible attack 
from tins aerial artillery.

“ Never mind, Lem,” said the stranger, 
laughing. “ That must have been a stray 
one which got lodged in somebody’s clothes. 
There are bees in that room. Couldn’t you 
possibly find another?”

“It's as I  told him, Mr. Cary,”  answered 
Lem earnestly. “There isn’t a vacant place 
in this hotel where a fly could squeeze in. 
I ’m sorry, but it’s a fact.”

Mr. Cary stood rubbing his chin thought
fully.

“Well, I  don’t  intend to sit up the rest of 
the night, if I  have to lie down and sleep on 
the floor here,”  he mused. Suddenly he 
slapped his leg delightedly. “ I ’ve got it. 
When I  came in this evening, I noticed a 
truck loaded with hay standing in the yard 
back there. If it hasn’t gone, that’s my 
room. No objection is there?”

“ Sure not,”  said Lem cordially. “If you 
like I ’ll have the hay covered with some 
sheets.”

“ I  guess it will do without sheets, thank 
you.”  He turned to Ebe. “ You fellows are 
welcome to part of it, if you want. I t ’s 
under the stars, but I  don’t think we’ll 
freeze.”

“ I f  it ’s  somewhere to lie down and there

ain’t no bees, I ’ll surely join you. I am 
sleepy as a nigger in Summer.” There was 
simple gratitude in Ebe’s voice.

Cary leaned across the desk and whisper
ed in Lem’s ear. The clerk looked criti
cally at the delegates.

“ All right, if you say so, Mr. Cary. But 
mind, no noise.”

“ We are going to wash away our troubles 
in a little grape-juice,”  said Mr. Cary in a 
confidential tone to the delegates. “ But be 
careful. This is a temperance burg, and 
this grape-juice is brewed out of hops.”

Followed by the gentlemen from Swain, 
he cautiously tiptoed after Mr. Lemuel 
Moffat, who was disappearing through a 
rear door.

It  may have been the excitement of the 
day followed by the more poignant excite
ment of the night, or it may have been some 
hidden potency in the beer served by Mr. 
Lemuel Moffat in the crowded cubby-hole at 
the rear of The Planters, a potency which 
failed to affect Mr. Cary’s wakefulness.

Whatever it was, the delegates found no 
difficulty in sleeping on the hay which filled 
the body of the motor truck.

They slept soundly. Even the cautious 
turning of the wheels failed to disturb them; 
the semi-obscurity of the back streets did 
not waken them; the familiar odors of the 
open country knocked in vain at their dor
mant consciousness; the occasional jolting 
of the carefully driven truck only served to 
settle their relaxed bodies into a more per
fect repose.

STEP LESSNER came early to the 
convention hall the next morning. 
He was in high spirits. His clear 

eyes and ruddy cheeks gave evidence of a 
night spent in refreshing slumbers; and his 
smile, a mind free from worry. He listened 
without comment to the rumors which
were going the rounds of the hall, that the 
Judge had appealed to Griggs, who had re
turned an insulting message, that Danby 
and Moss had been seen together in the 
elevator at The Planters, that Parsons 
would withdraw Judge Beckwith’s name 
and throw his support to Griggs. Nothing 
seemed too incredible to receive a hearing. 
But Step only smiled that superior smile of a 
man who knows what is going to happen 
but is keeping it to himself.

When the chairman rapped on his desk 
at nine o’clock and the secretary began to
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:all the roll, Step’s smile gave way to a look 
}f anxiety. The delegates from Swain 
bounty had not appeared, and their absence 
would leave Judge Beckwith a clear major
ity of the delegates present. This was a 
:ontingency for which he had not provided.

“ Mr. Chairman— ”  Step was on his feet 
the moment the roll-call had been con- 
:luded— “I move that the convention trans- 
lct no business until the representatives 
:rom Swain County reach the hall.”

Parsons rose. The cloud of yesterday 
was beginning for the first time to lift from 
bis spirits. Had Fitzhugh in some way per
suaded Moss and his fellows to stay away 
from the convention? It seemed incredible. 
He dared not let the idea possess him, but 
the hope would not down. If Fitzhugh 
:ould only keep them away until after that 
first vote.

“ Mr. Chairman,”  said Parsons, “ under 
the rules we would be justified in proceeding 
it  once to business; but we do not wish to 
be in a position of taking undue advantage 
jf the tardiness of the gentlemen from 
Swain. I  move that they be given fifteen 
minutes to get here; and if, at the end of 
that time, they have not arrived, we pro
ved without them.”

By the vote of Parsons’ men this resolu
tion was carried.

Step hurried from the hall. On the steps 
fie met Fitzhugh Cary, who, travel-stained, 
dishevelled, but in the best of spirits, called 
mit a cheerful—

“ Good morning, Step.”
But Step did not pause. Instead he leap- 

id into an automobile and sped to The 
Planters.

“ Where are the Swain County dele
gates?” he demanded of Moffat.

“ Gone,”  said Lem indifferently, as he 
pulled down the corners of his vest. “They 
[eft last night.”

“ Left? What do you mean 'left’?”
“ What does a man usually mean when he 

says ‘left’? Our country cousins have gone 
iway, vamoosed, departed. They are with 
as no more.”

Step stared at him blankly.
“ When— where did they go?”  he stam

mered at length.
“ Don’t ask me,”  said Lem calmly. 

"They didn’t leave their forwarding ad
dress. All I know is that about one o’clock 
that bunch of plow-chasers came down here 
and said something about bees in their

room. They fooled around a few minutes 
and then beat it  through the front 'door/ 
there. I haven’t seen than since. I guess. 
I  could live happy if I never did'again.” •.

AT JUST about this time Ebe was 
trying to remain asleep. He did 
not wish to wake up, because he 

was drowsily arrare that when conscious
ness returned his head would be aching 
abominably and his stomach fed acutely 
uneasy. But a shaft of light, filtering 
through a crack in the wall before him, at 
last rested on his eyes. With a heavy groan, 
he drew himself up on his elbow and locked 
at his watch. It was nine-thirty!

“ Thomas Jefferson and Aunt Minervyl”
Ebe scrambled to his feet and, without 

glancing before him, leaped from the truck.' 
A hay-rake interrupted his descent. He 
bumped off it, landing face downward in 
the moist earth.

A twinge shot through his knee as he 
picked himself up and hobbled to the large 
double door in the wall. It was fastened 
from the outside. He forgot his headache, 
his bruised knee, the threatening disquiet 
of his stomach, as it dawned on him that 
they had been tricked; for a glance upward 
at the lofty, peaked roof, and he'knew he 
was imprisoned in a prize tobacco barn 
whose only exit was this door.

Five minutes later there came the sound 
of steps, a key turned in the lock, and the 
excited delegates rushed put as the door 
swung open.

“What d’yer mean, lockin’ us up in here?” 
shouted Ebe.

He found himself confronting a large 
man, rather bullish about the neck anil' 
hairy about the hands, who brandished 
threateningly one of those sticks you in
stinctively feel has lead in its end.

“ You tell me what you’re doin’ locked up 
in my bam, tryin’ to break the door down, 
answered the man.

Ebe halted suddenly. He felt an earnest 
desire to explain matters rationally and
calmly.

“Darned if I know how we got in here, 
friend,”  he said. “All I know is we went to 
sleep in Pepperton and only woke up a few 
minutes ago.”

“ Pepperton! Then you’ve come thirty 
miles. Pretty sound sleepers, seems to me. 
Maybe you can explain how you came tp be 
sleepin’ in that thing?”
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Ebe began his explanation about the 
bees, when suddenly his forgotten stomach 
forced itself on his notice. He staggered 
backward and leaned limply against the 
side of the bam. He was very sick.

With anguish in their faces his compan
ions watched him for a moment; then they 
joined him. And when at last the delega
tion returned to the grinning spectator, who 
had watched them without comment, their 
faces had lost their bronze hue of the sun; 
instead they were pallid, with that ghastly 
pallidness which accompanies a clammy 
forehead and moist, stringy hair.

“ You come on up to the house and set 
down. You’ll feel better after a spell,”  said 
the man kindly.

“ We’ve got business,”  muttered Ebe. 
“ Kin you telephone to Pepperton from your 
house?”

‘Wes, come along/’
The glow of health was beginning again 

to bum in Ebe’s cheeks when the operator 
announced that he was connected with 
Convention Hall. Faintly there came to 
him the sound of cheering, a wild burst of 
applause.

“ What’s that for?”  he shouted into the 
telephone.

“ Judge Beckwith has been nominated,” 
answered a cheery voice. “ He’s addressing 
the convention now. Who are you?”

Ebe did not reply. Grimly he replaced 
the receiver on the hook.

“ Say, friend,”  he said to the farmer, 
“ does a train down Swain way pass here to
day?”

‘ ‘Yes, at two-twelve. Station’s two miles 
over there. You stay and have your dinner 
and I ’ll drive you down.”

Ebe turned to his companions.
“ I  guess we needn’t look fer them milk 

buckets that young fellow was promisin’ 
us,”  he said with a sigh.

I" T H A T  evening there was a gentle 
knock on the door of an incon
spicuous room in The Planters; and 

obedient to a summons from w ith in , Lloyd 
Parsons turned the handle and entered.

“ Say, Fitz,”  he said cautiously after he 
had closed die door and dropped into a 
chair beside the tall, angular man with 
prematurely gray hair, “ I don’t want to 
know too much, but I  am curious to find 
out how you persuaded those fellows to 
leave. I  have been hearing all kinds of 
queer stories, and one of the papers has just 
had a telegram from Moss, whom they have 
been trying to locate all day, saying they 
withdrew because they were unchangeably 
for Griggs and didn’t want to block the con
vention any longer. That’s bunk; they 
certainly hadn’t any such idea when Step 
Lessner talked to them at dinner last 
night.”

For answer there came a low buzzing 
ominously near Parson’s ear.

“ Look out! What’s that?” he cried, draw
ing away and briskly fanning the air with 
his hand.

Fitzhugh laughed.
“ That’s the baby that spilled the beans,”  

he said.
Parsons looked at him curiously.
“ Are you making that noise?”
Fitzhugh’s lips became two slightly 

parted but unmoving straight lines, and an 
angry buzzing filled the room.

“ Well, I ’ll be hanged!” said Parsons, em
phasizing each word as he uttered it. And a 
moment later, with the pleased air of a man 
making a discovery, he added, “ And, by 
Jove, you can’t tell where it is coming 
from.”

“ No, the sound is wherever you are made 
to think it is.”

Parsons stared at Fitzhugh; there was 
frank admiration in his eyes.

“ And you got them out with that?”
Fitzhugh rose and placed his hand on the 

manager’s shoulder.
“ M y son,” he said, “before you un

dertake to manage another crowd of 
farmers you want to learn something 
about them. And I ’ll give you one pointer: 
if you surely want to break up the camp
meeting, just turn a gang of bees loose on it. 
The mourners will never stay to argue 
with them.”
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CHAPTER I

et with M r. William Hyde and his 
iErot M ogul— and then meet with

THEM AGAIN

AN Y tall ships have nosed out 
of ’Frisco port and walked down 
the old sea-roads to the South 
Islands and found good cargoes 

:; and sometimes there, too, they have 
d that which all young, lean-thighed, 
i-blooded men desire more even than 
desire the love of woman, and which 
call by the name Adventure, 
lere was a ship in the island trade, the 
. F a ir  haven, that put the Farallones in 
diite tvake, upon a time; and with it, 
n in the hold and smeared with oil and 
t, I, Colum Kildare, went as an oiler, 
s raw at the work; I was awkward in 
vorld; I was but lately quit of college, 
s young, in a word, and Adventure lured

Iventure lured me more than did books 
Iventure and all the flamboyant crea- 
i of Adventure: the tropics-bitten sailor- 
the yellow and black and brown dwcll- 

n the grass huts beneath the drooping 
is, the laughing, dusky girls with flowers

in their hair, the barefooted white men who 
walk the burning beaches— the whole color
ful pageant that forever streams past in the 
wet, warm places of the world. And it was 
in Honolulu, the haven after the long trav
erse, that I met with my first creature of 
Adventure, my first white man of the 
beaches. It was in Honolulu that I first 
met with the shell-and-pea man, William 
Hyde.,

He stood in the middle of King Street, be
fore the colossal gilt-mantled statue of 
Kamehameha the Great. The day, ap
proaching its noon, was unspeakably hot. 
And full in the white-wash of sun he stood, 
and he wore neither hat nor shirt.

A thick red beard— a beard so preposter
ously red it was almost the color of blood— 
ringed like a ludicrous dog-collar his saffron 
moon of a face. On his deep chest was 
moistly pasted a gorilla-mat of flaming 
hairs. And cocking itself upon his stark 
sun-saffroned shoulder was a red-eyed par
rot, one intense shimmer of green.

Before him clustered a living horseshoe 
of black-and-tans. He was making padre- 
mystery for that semicircle of Hawaiians 
and Chinese, Portuguese, Japanese and 
hapa-liaole. On the upended box before 
him were three halves of walnut shell, worn

i i o
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smooth by much handling. Also, the fa
miliar rubber pellet. It was a shell-and-pea 
game.

I  approached along the line of iron paling 
which encloses the vast lawn and the hau 
and palm trees of the Capitol, formerly the 
palace of Queen Liliuokalani. I  leaned 
against that fence and watched. I could 
see Hyde easily above those black-and-tans. 
Inches over six feet tall, huge-limbed as a 
jungle tree, he appeared gigantean. His 
stark shoulders reached high above the me
dallions on the pedestal behind him; the 
towering figure of a king above in compari
son did not dwarf him; he was another king.

I  saw the great-veined hairy hands of 
Hyde shift the half-shells. I saw the pea, 
the while, go back to the crook in his middle 
finger with a bunglingness that was yet too 
much for the black-and-tans.

A  steady dribble of cash tinkled into the 
flask, broken at the fat of the neck and pend
ent by a string from the edge of the up
ended box. All the time, from out the 
depths of that red dog-collar of beard, the 
big fellow sing-songed continually the in- 
canting rigmarole of the shell-and-pea 
man:

“ You playum. I payum. No pilikea; 
no trouble. Very simple. There they go, 
three in a row, Ah-ah-ee! The pea, the 
elusive little pea. * Him shellee catchum pea. 
Wiki, wiki; quick, quick! What shellee 
catchum pea?”

Then, as he shifted and shifted the half
shells and waited for some brown finger to 
point but and wager on a certain half-shell 
when, all the while, the pea was reposing 
in the crook of his middle finger, he went on:

“Went Jallan Batoe. Went round and 
rounda nd up the Barito to the Jallan Ba
toe. And then some, then some, bee-lieve 
mel saw the red, red rubies in the Robe of 
Holies. In the Jallan Batoe. Saw the ru
bies and the diamonds and the pearls and 
the emeralds in the Jallan Batoe. And 
the God, the Green, Green God! And then 
some, bee-lieve me— cluck, cluckt”

The last was a clucking of tongue striking 
palate that is indescribable. It sounded 
metallic in the dead heat. It seemed an ex
clamatory conclusion to his half-incoherent 
rigmarole, hke a “presto!” .
- “ What shellee catchum pea? No, no. 
Him shellee no catchum pea. See? You 
pay-um. Sabe?”

And so on and so on. His shell-and-pea-

man’s patter was a steady rataplan of Ha
waiian and pidgin-English words. It was 
incessant. But not again did he repeat that 
odd rhythmic hodgepodge about the Jallan 
Batoe.

The black-and-tans were like children 
drawn hither by the blare of a hurdy-gurdy. 
They came scurrying from all directions—  
from South King Street, from Punchbowl 
Street and, nearer at hand, from out the cool 
porticoes of the Opera House on the left 
and the Territorial Judiciary building just 
behind the statue of Kamehameha. And 
they were a hurly-burly of races— young 
Hawaiian boys with their perpetual smile, 
sleek Japanese girls in brilliant kimonos, 
obis and short white socks, old and withered 
Chinese, and Portuguese of a blunt-nosed, 
stupid type.

All watched, wide-eyed, but only the Chi
nese, those bom gamblers, took a fling. 
The game was altogether one-sided, for 
Hyde cheated them remorselessly out of all 
that was staked. After a little, even the 
Chinese left off playing; the tinkling of 
money dribbling into the broken flask grew 
fainter, stopped utterly; and in vain then 
Hyde conjured them. He spat disgustedly, 
put his huge hands to his hips and con
temptuously swung his crisp blue eyes 
around the horseshoe.

And thereupon, as he put his hands to his 
hips, I noticed that which I had not noticed 
before. In his naked belly, plainly marked 
in the yellow of his tropics-bitten skin, were 
two groups of long scars, old and blue and 
dirty, and strangely horrible. They lay to 
either side of his umbilicus. They were al
most exactly alike in length and form, color 
and position. Indeed, they were as evenly 
balanced as a tattooed design.

But they were no tattooed design. I 
counted those scars. Those scars were four 
on either side of his middle; and now, as 
Hyde swung about on his heels, the better 
and more contemptuously to survey that 
cluster of black-and-tans, I  noticed, furrow
ing his back on each side of his spine, an
other dirty old scar. There were five scars 
on either side of his waist, then— as many 
scars as a man has fingers and thumbs.

And they were enormous scars. Hyde 
had put his hands to his hips just below 
those scars; his hands were spread out to 
their full finger stretch; and his hands were 
huge hands. But they did not nearly reach 
to the ends of those scars. Those scars
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were like marks made by enormous preter
human hands.

How he had come by those scars, of course 
[ did not know; but instantly upon my 
brains appulsed the most hideous and re
volting of thoughts. I thought of tortures, 
nameless tortures, uncouth nasty tortures; 
[or, oddly, those old scars, monstrous as 
they were, minded me of enormous hands 
that clutch and gripe a man at the. middle, 
that tighten like steel pincers, like the talons 
nf a bird and, sinking through shirt and skin 
ind flesh, tear at the meat of the abdomen, 
tear open the belly and disembowel a man, 
laying his entrails bare and dripping to the 
day. It was an unspeakable thought.

Hyde scooped up the halves of walnut 
shell, bent down, drew up the flask by its 
string as one would draw up a ship’s bucket 
dangling overside by a rope, and emptied 
:he contents of that broken flask into one 
luge paw. He swung his flaming dog-collar 
if beard, then, into the hooked beak of that 
emerald parrot on his shoulder.

“ Now we catchum grand big Kanaka 
drink, Mogul— clu ck , c lu c k l"  he said, with 
:hat indescribable noise with which he had 
:oncluded his half-incoherent rigmarole 
lbout the Jallan Batoe.

And he turned about, and followed by a 
:ew ragamuffin Japanese and hapa-haole  
loys, the parrot swaying upon his naked 
.houider, he moved largely along the m a ka i  
side of King Street toward the beach.

NOW, a week after this incident, 
the tramp Fairhaven  drew up its 
mudhooks from Honolulu harbor 

ind steamed, after the manner of traders, 
imong the Eight Isles of Hawaii. On the 
kona coast of wild Kauai we made into a 
lay where there were two islands and a 
nountain behind the shore. Near the wa- 
er’s edge of the smaller of the two islands, 
>n the eye or windward shore toward us, 
vas a single monkey-pod tree, gnarled and 
iranched like an algaroba tree, and bearing, 
iOme twenty feet above the ground, a perfect 
larasol of small, dull pink flowers.

Wc put into this quiet bay, I remember, 
o take aboard a score or more head of 
lorses from the K a iv e ila  (Lightning) planta- 
ion. The horses, marked with a lightning 
treak on the flank, were stalled in rude 
ailed boxes on the main deck amidship, 
ust abaft the cabin. The work done, I 
itood at the starboard rail as the sun sank,

and watched the crew, off on leave, make the 
beach in the ship’s yawl.

I saw the men divide on shore. Many 
wore yellow flannel shirts; many wore no 
shirts at all. I saw them flounder up the 
sparkling shingle beach and disappear into 
the little white houses that clung like swal
lows’ nests to the green slope of the moun
tain. And I remember I  thought not of 
the empty glamour of Adventure now, but of 
broken men who descend to shell-and-pea 
games in the Tropics, and carry frightful 
scars upon their bodies and parrots, green 
as emeralds, upon their stark saffron shoul
ders.

From a little white house far up The 
mountain slope came, of a sudden, an angry 
shout like the bellow of a bull, then the chat
ter of many shrill voices. I  saw a man 
rush out of the house followed by many pat
tering, piping Japanese women— a big red- 
haired fellow with a green parrot swaying 
on his naked shoulder as he ran.

“ The shell-and-pea faker!”  I breathed.
The man came racing down the slope, the 

pattering Japanese women following with 
quick tiny steps, and shrilling wildly. From 
the little white houses came more women—  
Hawaiian, Japanese and Chinese— and some 
men. I saw some of the yellow flannel 
shirts of the members of the crew. It  was 
a mob.

Just then, in the monkey-pod tree on the 
small island, arose another great commo
tion. I saw the tree shake its pink parasol, 
and a number of snow-white k o a e  birds 
whirred up into the air. A man had jumped 
down from a bough under the pink parasol 
to the ground. He was garbed only in a 
lava-lava, a white cotton cloth which bound 
his loins and hips. He looked like a native; 
he was lean-thighed and brown as any Ha
waiian. He crawled out to the water’s edge 
and, hand shading his eyes, gazed toward 
the commotion on shore.

Hyde waded out into the water and, the 
green parrot still clutching his shoulder, 
came swimming hand over hand toward the 
ship. But the parrot was getting doused. 
On the sudden it screamed, fluttered up into 
the air, and then alighted on the man’s red 
head.

The mob took up that scream with ring
ing shouts and scattered along the beach. 
Some of the yellow-flannels of the crew com
mandeered the ship’s yawl and fell to shov
ing its nose off the sand.
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Then from the islet came a resounding 
flap, louder than the nervous chatter of the 
women along the shore. The man in the 
cotton lava-lava had lifted a board, taller 
than himself, from the grass and had fallen 
with it upon the corrugated bosom of the 
bay. I  knew it for a surf-board. He lay 
outstretched upon it, his feet kicking the 
water at one end, his hands paddling on 
either side of the board, dog-fashion.

A  great shout went up from the beach; 
the yellow-flannels left off trying to launch 
the yawl; all watched the man in the lava- 
lava. They thought he was about to head 
Hyde off. But he, too, was making straight 
for the ship, and far from trying to head 
Hyde off, he seemed to be trying to escape 
from Hyde. His hands dipped and scooped 
furiously; his feet worked like those of a 
squirrel in a  treadwheel.

I  saw, as he quickly drew nearer, that the 
instep of his feet gleamed whiter than the 
shingle beach. I  knew thereat that he 
was a white man.

Back on the beach the mob still waited, 
wondering what would happen when the 
two readied the ship. The surf-board 
bumped, head-on, against our stem-plates, 
and hand over hand, spry as a spider, the 
man came up the anchor-chain.

Leaning over the rail, I saw that he was 
quite a young man, tall, of goodly size and 
of wiry frame. The hair on his bared head 
was black; it dung to his scalp in little wavy 
curls that shone like oily jade in the sun. 
A s  his head appeared above the rail he 
looked aft toward me with a pair of smolder
ing gray eyes.

“Hello, kid,”  he greeted. “ Don’t mind 
me. Just let me get rid of jthis red-haired 
fellow and I ’ll tell you all about it.”

He swung one brown leg over the rail. 
B dow , the surf-board continued to flap 
against the chain; above, he remained at the 
hawse-hole, looking toward the approaching 
Hyde, the water glistening on his brown 
legs and steaming up in the sun from the 
cotton lava-lava about his middle. The 
musdes on those brown legs from knee to 
ankle were visible as cords; his eyes, when 
he had looked at me, had smoldered with a 
certain anger and fear; and it struck me sud
denly that he was tensed as if for a struggle.

I  ran forward hastily. Hyde had come 
alongside, and the chain was swaying now 
under his climbing wdght. The man in 
th e  cotton lava-lava bent far over the rail,

brushed the parrot off Hyde’s red head and 
grasped Hyde by his slippery shoulders. 
The parrot gyrated in the air on wet wings 
and screamed stridently; the mob ashore 
cheered lustily; Hyde shouted:

“ What’s the matter! Let go, you fool!”  
“ I won’t go back!” shouted the fellow

in the cotton lava-lava. “----- you! I ’ll see
you overboard before I go back!”

I  crowded along the rail against the man’s 
straining arms. Those arms were straining 
at Hyde’s shoulders to make him loosen his 
grip of the chain and pitch into the water 
below. I got a glimpse of Hyde’s red- 
bearded face— a bloody moon of anger and 
passion. Then I looked into the gray eyes 
of the other.

“ There’s some mistake!” I shouted 
breathlessly— I shouted to make myself 
heard above the grating screams of the par
rot. “ He doesn’t want you. He’s running 
away— he’s running away, too!”

CHAPTER H

WHEREIN I AM INTRODUCED TO MY FIRST 
REMITTANCE MAN, AND HEAR FROM THE 

SHELL-AND-PEA FAKER SOMETHING 
OF THE JALLAN BATOE

THE man in the cotton lava-lava re
leased his grip on Hyde’s shoulders, 

stepped back a pace and, his jaw slack, 
looked from me to Hyde in amazement. 

“ Running away, too!”  he repeated as if
incredulous. “ Why, I thought----- ”

In a kind of helpless bewilderment he 
eyed Hyde from the frayed ends of his 
clinging trousers to the hideous scars in his 
middle, and from the hideous scars in his 
middle to the unkempt top of his red head, 
as that big fellow clambered, dripping wet, 
over the rail. Then, as the parrot settled 
down once more on Hyde’s slippery shoulder 
and began preening its wet greenness, ruf
fled by the brushing hand of the man, he 
stepped toward Hyde, his right hand ex
tended, his gray eyes sparkling in the sun.

“Aloha, malahini!” he said cheerily in 
Hawaiian. “Welcome, stranger. And ex
cuse me for that rumpus just now; but 
I thought— why, I thought you were after 
me! God knows, I don’t want to go back 
to that miserable plantation.”

Hyde interrupted, laughing deep and 
rumblingly in his red beard.

“That’s a good one!”  he exclaimed,
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withdrawing his hand from the other’s 
;rasp to slap his wet thigh. “ Me after you! 
\nd I thinking you were trying to head 
ne off!”

“ But what’s the lay, stranger?” asked 
;he younger man. “ Why are all these peo
ple after you?” And he pointed toward the 
shore.

Here on the shore the mob was scattering. 
They had tired of straining their eyes 
hrough the sunlight in an attempt to watch 
she surprising and friendly pantomime on 
.he deck. They were disappointed in the 
outcome of the chase, though not too 
'reatly disappointed; they appeared to be 
ilmost relieved to let Hyde go; for I heard 
ittle trilly laughing sounds from the clus- 
sers of kimonos and white holukus, and great 
:h uckling roars from the whisky-thickened 
shests of the yellow-flannels of the crew, as 
nen and women trudged up the beach and 
slope, and disappeared into the little white 
rouses.

“ Shell-and pea game,”  explained Hyde 
Iryly. “ They discovered the pea in the 
:rook of my middle finger. I barely got 
lut of that tea-house alive. Yes, siree; 
lad a regular cat-fight with those Japanese 
women, I did. Is my beard all there?”  
\nd he laughed loudly. “ But tell me,”  he 
idded: “ What was all your rumpus about? 
What are you running away from?”

“ Debt,” returned the younger man. “ I 
was a luna— that is, a foreman— on the Ka- 
weila plantation. Got into debt for my 
sound and clothes to the company. They 
ilways fix it that way; it’s the only way they 
:an hold the whites on this paradise of the 
Pacific. Pay you a lot of money as wages, 
lut they know you will gamble it all away 
in chuck-a-luck, fantan, or che fa.”

“ Do you mean,” I asked, “ that the com
pany would hold you here for debt?”

“ Exactly,” said the man in the cotton 
■ ava-lava. “ That’s a sort of law here and 
ill through the Eight Isles. I ’m in debt 
ind they won’t let me leave Kauai until 
I’ve worked and paid up; but I know only 
too well that the longer I stay here in this 
lonesome hole the deeper and deeper in 
iebt I ’d become. They fix it that way, I 
tell you! I know. I ’ve been here on Kauai 
for six months and oh, I ’m sick of it!”

The sun-sparkle in his gray eyes went sud
denly dull.

“ When I heard as a luna that you were 
coming for twenty-six head of horses, I left

Kaweila and came around the foot of the 
mountain to the village. When you nosed 
in here yesterday I floated out on a surf
board last night to Makai Island— that’s 
the little island nearest us and the sea. I 
watched you derrick those horses aboard 
today, and here I am.”

“ Well,”  said I, “come below and we’ll all 
have a drink on it. I ’ve got some better 
stuff than they sell on shore, and that’s the 
very reason why I didn’t bother to go 
ashore.”

“ Fine!” said the runaway debtor. “ I ’ve 
been living so long on okolihou and the fer
ment of ava-root, I ’ve forgotten what real 
high-proof whisky tastes like.”

“ Same here,”  said Hyde. “ I ’ve had 
nothing but swipes since I landed on these 
islands.” He twisted his head around and 
spoke to the shimmering emerald bird on 
his shoulder. “ Now we catchum grand big 
American drink, Mogul— cluck, cluckJ”  he 
said with that concluding indescribable 
noise of tongue striking palate.

As we entered the hatchway to the 
fo’c’s’le, I said:

“ My name is Kildare— Colum Kildare.”
Above me on the iron ladder the debtor 

laughed merrily.
“There’s enough brogue in that name to 

start a fight, eh, stranger?” This to Hyde 
behind him. Then to me: “ But I ’m glad 
to know you, Colum boy, honestly. You 
can call me Fitzhamon. That’s Irish 
enough surely, isn’t it?”

“ Fitzhamon?” Hyde repeated question- 
ingly, ere I could answer. “ Not of the 
Fitzhamons of Kerry— the Fitzhamons of 
the Reeks? You don’t happen to be any 
kin of Lord----- ”

“ No, no,”  the man in the lava-lava cut in, 
quite hastily I thought. “ Not at all.”

He stood beside me at the foot of the 
ladder looking up; and Hyde, stepping 
quickly down the ladder, peered intently 
into his face. In the light from the hatch 
above his face now seemed strangely pale 
beneath its tan.

“ Come to consider it,” said Hyde slowly, 
“ you do look somewhat like the Honorable 
Sarsfield Pembroke Fitzhamon.” He nod
ded his red head deliberately, sagely. “ Y es; 
very like.”

Fitzhamon laughed— a little nervous 
laugh.

“Oh, come,” he said. “Lords and H on- 
orables, that sort of thing is neither here
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nor there. All I  know is I ’m on the beach. 
Left Kaweila without a penny, without a 
shift to my back even. I ’m'on the beach, 
I  tell you, man, till I  get some money which 
is awaiting me at Pnum Penh.”

There was food for thought in Fitzha- 
mon’s statement. I looked at the man, I 
remember, with an added interest. He was 
my first remittance man.

“ Well,”  I  said, as I laid out a pair of 
dungarees to clothe the man’s nakedness 
and an extra large pair to relieve Hyde of 
his'wet trousers, “ well, we touch near Sai
gon on our way to Australia with these 
horses. From Saigon it’s only a run, I be
lieve, up the Dubequem River to Pnum 
Penh in Cambodia. Which means, Mr. 
Fitzhamon,”  I  added with a smile, “ that if 
you’ll work for your passage— play the 
workaway, you know— I ’ll see the chief 
engineer and try for a job for you. Mean
while, you’ll have to lay low.”

“ A ole poina oel" he admonished airily. 
“ Don’t  forget now.”

I  did not mean to forget. There was 
something about the man— the smile of his 
lean jaws, the sun-sparkle in his gray eyes, 
the toss of his curl-crop of head— something 
that delighted my youth and magnetized 
it  to him. He looked, indeed, with his 
dose-curling hair, not so much like a Greek 
hero as, I  would imagine, Brian Boru must 
have looked, long ago, in the bogs and misty 
reeks of Ireland.

TH E men seated themselves on the 
edge of the ground tier of iron 
bunks. I produced from my locker 

a  flask of good whisky and unscrewed the 
metal cap. Hyde gulped half the contents 
down without a word, then passed it to 
Fitzhamon. Hyde had no more than made 
that indescribable clucking, as he wiped 
his lips, than Fitz had finished the flask. 
I  produced another.

Outside the day was deepening into dusk, 
purple and oppressive. Inside, between the 
rows of double-decked bunks and in a close
ness of heat that caused the parrot on 
H yde’s shoulder to nod with sleepy heavi
ness, we sat and sweated and drank whisky.

Suddenly Hyde began singing:

M y  nam e is Willyum Hyde, Willyum Hyde— 
M y  name is Willyum Hy-y-de,

. A n d  I’m off to claim my bri-i-de,
And I ’ ll get the God bee-si-i-de,

For Willyum Hyde!

Perhaps it was because he was given to 
swinging out his name, now and anon; per
haps it was because of a rolling note which 
remained over from his sing-songy rigma
role; but at any rate every time Hyde 
mouthed his name he lingered with a land 
of fondness, over the last syllable of his 
baptismal name, like a child showing its 
pleasure over bread and jam, like a child 
cuddling each mouthful under the tongue 
— “ Will-yum Hyde, Will-yum Hyde!”

Now, there was that in the drawling rise 
and fall of the song, but particularly in the 
mention of the God, which reminded me 
strangely of Hyde’s rigmarole in Honolulu.

“ This Jallan Batoe gibberish, Hyde,” 
I  asked, “what does it mean?”

Hyde paused so sharply in his repetition 
of the song that the very tune seemed to 
have been sucked down his throat.

“ What!”  he exclaimed. “Don’t you 
know?”

“ No,”  I said. “ I heard your rigmarole 
in Honolulu, but the whole thing was a 
mere jumble of words to me. It still is. 
What does it mean? What is it— this 
Jallan Batoe?”

“ Oh, pshaw! It ’s all hearsay!”  broke in 
Fitzhamon, with an emphatic dismissing 
toss of his curl-crop of head. “ The Poonan 
and their sacred Jallan Batoe, their Gold
en Women and their Green God are a tale 
you’ll hear everywhere in the East. I ’ve 
heard of it down in Malay M uk’s in Ban- 
jermasin, where men from all the ragged 
edges of the tropics meet and talk over 
Dyak-plaited mats and gin-pahits. Beach
combers have talked of it to me when we 
sat on the bales of hemp before the go- 
donns, the warehouses of Singapore. And 
even at Mahe in the tiny Seychelles Islands 
out in the Indian Ocean, I ’ve heard of the 
Golden Women and the Green, Green God. 
I t ’s all a fantastic legend, nothing more, 
about a Field of Stones— that’s what the 
Jallan Batoe means in Dyak; a Field of 
Singing Stones.”

“ Singing Stones! But why singing?”
Fitz shrugged his shoulders as if stumped.
“ I’ll tell you, man,”  said Hyde, leaning 

toward me suddenly. “ I ’ll tell you what 
the Poonan themselves say about these 
Singing Stones!”

The hand lifting the flask to Fitzhamon’s 
mouth stopped abruptly. He looked with 
liquidly bleary eyes from me to Hyde. His 
eyes remained on Hyde, as Hyde went on:
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“ The Toewan Deewa, the Poonan say, 
made the world. It was a vast task. But 
their Greatest God is not so infallible as our 
God; for when the creation of the world was 
consummated the Toewan Deewa found in 
His possession a quantity of superfluous 
material. It was waste left over from ma
king orang, or men. We are supposed, you 
understand, to be made of the same sub
stance as these Stones. But the Toewan 
Deeiva had made enough men and plenty; 
so on the Seventh Day when our God rested, 
He rolled up in His fingers, as a Chinese 
does an opium pill, the whole mass of rock 
waste. Haphazard then, He cast it in a 
round ball down upon the earth.

“ It struck upon a mountain in the heart 
of Borneo and crushed the top of that moun
tain in like a cocked hat, to form a great, 
deep hollow bowl or crater. In this crater 
the Poonan now live; they live in caves in 
huge stones. For with the jar of the fall, 
they say, the waste of men’s souls broke 
into these massive stones. And that is the 
Jallan Batoe, the Field of Stones. And 
every night these stones— the souls of men 
who would-have-been—wail out in a weird 
death-croon their misery at their fate.”

“ Beautiful!” I said, with the ardor of 
youth. “ A beautiful story. But of course 
it’s the heat; the same case as that ruin of 
Karnak, the famous vocal Memnon, the 
Singing Stone of Egypt. You say the 
croon is only at night. Well, that’s because 
the colder air of the night causes those stones 
to lose their heat with vibrations that dis
turb and hum through the air in this wreird 
croon.”

“ I believe you’re right,” Hyde nodded. 
“The Jallan Batoe is up in central Borneo, 
near the confluence of the River Loeang 
with the River Barito, as the Dutch turn 
the names. And that’s almost directly and 
exactly beneath the equator; so those stones 
are hoarding up the heat of the belching sun 
throughout the day----- ”

“ But what is it— the Field of Stones? 
In your rigmarole you spoke of a Robe of 
Holies and all manner of precious jewels. 
And just now, Mr. Fitzhamon talked of 
Poonan and Golden Women and Green 
Gods. I do not understand all this; I 
don’t know what to think.”  And in my 
embarrassment, my eyes sought Fitz.

Fitz had not moved that flask one inch 
nearer his lips; his arm seemed paralytically 
suspended in air. He was not looking at me.

He was eying Hyde with drunken atten
tiveness— an odd drunken attentiveness.

“Oh,” Hyde explained easily, not noticing 
that, “the Jallan Batoe is the Sacred City of 
the Dyaks, the natives of Borneo. As I  said 
in my rigmarole, all kinds of rubies and dia
monds and emeralds and pearls are there. 
I t ’s the treasure-house of Borneo. I t ’s been 
so for hundreds of years. Gems are like 
marbles in the Jallan Batoe----- ”

“But are they safe there? Can’t white 
men----- ”

Hyde snorted. The parrot, drowsing on 
his shoulder, awoke at the snort and blinked 
its red eyes at me.

“White men? Safe? Why, man, the 
Jallan Batoe is safe from the coolest dicer 
with life ever spun forth by the Foochow 
road! It ’s another Lhassa. It ’s kept invio
late as a holy place by a whole race of peo
ple, an old, old ear-slitted race— these 
Dyaks, I mean. The Orang Laut, or Sea 
Dyaks of the coast, hold it so sacred be
cause of its many legends that they fear 
even to breathe the name of it. And it ’s the 
same with the wild head-hunting Dyaks of 
interior Borneo. They hold it in such mor
tal dread that they never have dared to 
break its sanctuary by attempting to enter 
it— and they are the Orang Bcnua, lad, the 
brutish savages of the jungles!”

With those huge hairy hands of his he 
grasped my knees.

“I tell you,” he said, “ it has never been 
entered by the natives of Borneo, save only 
the Wild Men of the Wilds, the Orang Poo
nan, who now live there. I t ’s the Holy of 
Holies of these Wild men of the Wilds. And 
no Malay, Chinese nor Boegis of Borneo 
ever has entered it. No white man ever 
has entered it and has lived to tell the tale. 
No white man, I say— but one. I  am that 
one white man! I saw the jewels, I  tell you 
— the jewels and the gem-studded Mandau, 
and the Golden Women, and the Green, 
Green God!”

CHAPTER m

AN ACCOUNT OF WHAT HAPPENED IN THE
f o ’c ’s ’le

FITZ had been eying Hyde with a 
drunken attentiveness that was odd. 

Well now, of a sudden, he leaped afoot, 
staggered, steadied himself with a hand on 
a bunk and shouted:
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u-----; you, nobody ever got into the
Field of Stonesl It’s all legend, all hearsay. 
Nobody knows where it is. The heart of 
Borneo? How do we know? That’s Dead 
Man’s Negorei where no white foot has ever 
trod. Men have tried there; yes. In search 
of the Green, Green God they have adven
tured among the blacks in the dark of New 
Guinea and the Solomons. They have 
sweated and rotted and died without finding 
it. Men have donned masks and outlandish 
rigs to get into Lhassa for it. White men, 
insane men, drunken men just like us! It ’s 
all a  myth!”

“Myth!”  Hyde laughed bitterly. He got 
wearily to his feet and faced Fitz.

“ Fitzhamon,”  he said slowly, “ I know 
who you are. The last time I heard of you 
everybody in Malay Muk’s was talking of 
a certain lieutenant at Fort Alfred in British 
North Borneo who had sold some British 
rifles to the Sultan of Brunei. I ’m not men
tioning any names; I  don’t accuse you; but 
all I  say is that I can imagine something 
of what you have gone through, Fitzhamon, 
since you were cashiered from the army.

“ Yet I  tell you, Fitzhamon, what you 
have gone through is nothing to what I have 
suffered since I  saw the Jallan Batoe! I 
saw it, I  tell you— I saw the Field of Stones 
and the Green, Green God! And I ’m living 
in a tomb since I  left Belun-Mea Poa-Poa, 
my Golden Feather of Flame. She was a 
Golden Woman and Orlok Radenajo of the 
Poonan and— and my wife! I left her to 
what dread fate I know not; but I do know 
that that terrible doubt is what has made 
me a beachcomber, a shell-and-pea fakir on 
the rat-walked sands of the South Pacific. 
I ’m wandering always. I can’t forget!”

Fitzhamon laughed— a great drunken 
laugh. I  saw Hyde’s beaded moon of face 
redden like a rash. We all were drunk with 
the alcohol which was overpowerful in that 
closeness of heat. We might come to blows.

“ Gentlemen!”  I  interposed. “ Gentle
men!”

Hyde caught up my words.
“  ‘ Gentlemen’ ?”  with sarcastic inflection. 

“ Oh, yes, we’re all gentlemen here, fine gen
tlemen. I, a Cambridge man, a ‘full-blue,’ 
the son of a barrister and cut out to be a 
barrister myself. And now— the beach
comber, Willyum Hyde, the cheat, the 
mountebank, the shell-and-pea fakir who 
w alks the beaches of the Sea Islands, and 
w ho consorts and shares the grub and beds

down with Kanakas and Tahitians and 
vagabond white men as Casteless and ragged 
as himself. And Mister Fitzhamon! He’s 
even a finer gentleman. He’s the son of an 
Irish baronet and English lord, a graduate 
of Sandhurst, a former lieutenant in the 
British army!”  He shoved his big red face
close to that of Fitz. “ Why, you -----
bloody traitor----- ”

HE NEVER finished. Fitzhamon’s 
left hand, clenched like a knot, 
swung from the bunk. It landed 

flush upon the side of Hyde’s red-bearded 
jaw.

Hyde staggered back. The parrot flut
tered up from his shoulder, beat its wings 
wildly agiinst the flooring of the deck 
above, and cawed hoarsely.

Head down, Hyde rushed Fitz. Fitz 
backed away, down between the two rows 
of double-decked bunks. His hands 
whipped out like striking snake fangs, like 
stinging knouts. They struck Hyde. Hyde 
came on. They struck Hyde all about his 
lowered red head. But Hyde came on. He 
did not move an arm. He held his arms 
wide open.

It was tremendous. Fitz backed slowly, 
swinging from the shoulders, from the hips; 
drawing his right foot up almost to his left 
with a right swing, coining up on his toes 
with a hook.

But Hyde came on. He was ready for 
the blows. They flailed either side of his 
head, fanged into his blue-scarred stomach 
and hairy chest; but they did not stop him, 
did not even jar him. He came on. His 
wound-pitted abdomen was as firm and 
elastic as tempered steel; his chest bulged 
round as a barrel.

Like sweat balls, he shook the blows from 
his red face. Arms wide, his legs spread, 
his great shoulders crouched, he came on, 
ever on.

Of one thing I was glad. The ill-fitting 
dungarees on the men were fresh from the 
ship’s wash and hence, I  knew that both 
men were unarmed. There would be no 
gun play. There would only be, for Hyde, 
a terrific collapse if Fitz smashed him to 
the deck; or a terrible struggle for Fitz once 
those long gorilla arms caught him; and 
either way, until that time, all I  could do 
was to wait and watch.

Fitz kept flitting back and back. He 
paused once momentarily, without striking
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a. blow, as if he were unable to understand 
Hyde’s tactics, Hyde’s refusal to return his 
blows. Hyde was after him then like a 
bulldog who sees his chance to catch hold.

Fitz flitted back. He struck out and 
continued to flit back. At last, fifteen feet 
down the aisle between the bunks, Fitz 
backed slam up against the bulkhead.

My heart throbbed in my eyes; I felt he 
was done for then. There was no way to 
turn; Hyde was in front, the bulkhead be
hind; he was caught in an impasse.

Hyde rushed in. He rushed into Fitz’s 
right arm that had shot out like a piston- 
rod, straight and rigid from shoulder to 
knuckle-joints. Hyde was caught full upon 
the point of the jaw; his great red head 
tilted back sharply and so far that I thought 
his neck would break; his legs bent in at the 
knees and, for a moment, he tottered.

In that moment Fitz stepped around him, 
away from the bulkhead and back up the 
aisle the way he had come. And in that 
moment, as he stepped around the dazed 
hulk of man, like a flash Fitz brought over 
a left which coiled round Hyde’s back to 
his kidneys. That looked like the finish of 
Hyde.

But instead, Hyde roared with pain and 
fury and shook his red leonine head, stiff
ened his knees and turned round. Fitz 
followed up his advantage with lightning 
jolting blows; but with the rapid recupera
tive power lent him by his huge bulk, his 
great strength, Hyde had recovered from 
the daze. Arms wide, he came on.

Fitz backed toward the hatchway. He 
backed up against the ladder. In the twi
light from above, his tanned face looked a 
pale saffron, slick with sweaty emotion. 
Again Hyde rushed him. Fitz tried to 
dodge to one side. His foot slipped in the 
puddle of water that had dripped from both 
Hyde and himself when they had changed 
into the dungarees. He went down on one 
knee. And then Hyde got him!

With those long-muscled arms, he grasped 
Fitz about the middle. He lifted Fitz up 
to his bulging hairy chest, wheeled half 
round on his heels, and then hurled Fitz 
bodily through the air between the rows of 
bunks.

Fifteen feet away, against the bulkhead, 
Fitz brought up. There was a dull thud, 
sickeningly louder than the hoarse cawing 
of the parrot; then a squash, as Fitz fell to 
the deck.

Hyde waited, his chest heaving as if it 
had cast off some weight, his arms once 
again wide open. But the dark pile on the 
deck against the bulkhead did not move.

I ran down between the rows of bunks 
for a look at Fitz. He was lying all sprawled 
out like a frog and groaning feebly. I 
struck a match. His head was cut at the 
bulge of the forehead near the right temple. 
Suddenly, as the match flared out, I  saw his 
bps move; but I could not hear on account 
of the hoarse cawing of the parrot.

“ Call down your parrot, man!” I  shouted 
to Hyde. “ I can’t hear a word.”

Hyde made a noise— that indescribable 
clucking— and the parrot settled down upon 
his shoulder. Then with my ear close to 
Fitzhamon’s mouth, I heard him gasp:

“ Water! Water!”
I gave him water. His eyes opened star- 

ingly. And they remained open while I 
bathed and bandaged the cut on his head 
and while Hyde and I lifted him into the 
lower bunk opposite my own. I had hopes 
that some of the crew would not return 
from shore that night and that he therefore 
would not be disturbed from the bunk. He 
would be all right, I thought, in the mom- 
ing.

“ Here,”  said Hyde. “ Give him some of 
this.”  And he handed me the flask which 
poor Fitz had never finished.

I emptied some of it into Fitzhamon’s 
throat. His eyes closed heavily and then, 
for a while, he tossed restlessly.

Hyde sat down upon the edge of my bunk 
opposite. His face was glossy with sweat. 
For a long time silently he stared at the 
tossing form in the other bunk. Then 
abruptly, he said:

“ It was just like that— just as I hugged 
and threw Fitz! There was Belun-Mea 
Poa-Poa sacrificing herself— running back 
into the Jallan Batoe and clutching the 
Green, Green God to her fear-chilled 
breasts; and I chasing after her, trying to 
stop her, shouting aloud with nameless 
dread; and suddenly, from nowhere, that 
monster man got between us. I  didn’t 
know where he came from or who he was, 
but I knew he was no Poonan.

“ He was bigger than I and I was bigger 
than any Poonan. And he grasped me, so 
he did— with two huge arms— about the 
middle— as I did Fitz. He almost squeezed 
the bowels out of me— you see the scars—  
and it was with his bare hands, mind you
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— ju st as I  grasped Fitz. Yes, sir; just like 
th at, just like thatl”  He repeated the 
words in a monotone of pain, and rocked 
from  side to side, and looked down at his 
great veined, hairy hands.

“ Come, come, man,”  I said. ‘T ake some 
o f this yourself.”  And I  proffered him the 
unfinished flask of whisky.

He looked up at me oddly, his eyes half- 
lidded from the effects of the alcohol he had 
drunk; then he looked down at the flask 
in my hand and shook his head.

“That’s all I  remember,”  he said, still 
shaking his great mane of head. “ The next 
thing I  knew, I was outside the Jallan Batoe. 
I ’ve never been able to get back into it 
again. And I don’t know, I don’t know 
what happened to her. Oh, what did they 
do, those golden rats! What did they do to 
m y Golden Feather of Flame!”

He opened his eyes full upon me. His 
eyes were of a  crisp light blue, and I remem
ber that then, of a sudden, they seemed 
strangely steadied with a peculiar light. It 
was die light from some inward misery—  
some deep misery of soul. I put my hand 
on his shoulder— the one not occupied by 
the parrot— in silent'sympathy.

He looked up at me quickly.
“ But what am I talking about? You 

don’t understand. But sit down, sit down, 
and I ’ll tell you all about it. A drink? 
W hy, sure!”  And, as if noticing the flask 
fo r the first time, he took it from my offer
in g  hand.

I  sneaked a look back over my shoulder 
a t  the form of Fitz. No longer tossing about 
restlessly, he was breathing thickly now, in 
a  sleep brought on by exhaustion from the 
fight and superinduced by the effects of the 
strong whisky that was overly strong in the 
sudorific closeness of the fo’c’s’le. I  sat 
down upon the edge of the bunk wherein he 
lay.

Then I  looked with wonder and great awe 
a t  that beaded moon of face before me, with 
its  thick red dog-collar of beard. The pores 
o f  H yde’s face were oozing liquid in slow 
trickles down into that flaming fringe where, 
for a  breath, they held and took round form, 
then dropped to the entangled hairs on his 
heaving chest; and then splashed upon his 
knees or huge hands on the mats on the 
deck.

Suddenly with that indescribable cluck
in g  a s  he wiped his stubbly lips, Hyde set 
h is  b road shoulders. The parrot swayed

with the shrugging movement, but did not 
open an eye. Hyde leaned back. He 
pulled up one dungaree-trousered knee and 
clasped his huge hairy hands about it. 
Thus, rocking slightly, he began:

CH APTER IV

OF AN INSANE VENTURE AMONG JUNGLES 
AND TUNNELS, WHICH LED HYDE INTO

THE JALLAN BATOE v

BEFORE ever I descended to the beach 
and became a shell-and-pea man (said 

Hyde) I  was an orchid-hunter “ out”  from 
England. I was only a lad playing at round
ers when I first got the “ fever” in the orchid- 
conservatories of a celebrated nobleman. 
I  won’t tell you his titles, out of deference 
to poor Fitzhamon’s desire to remain more 
or less nameless; but I will tell you that it 
was through that hothead’s resemblance to 
him that first placed who Fitz is. That 
nobleman, old now, with the dew of his 
youth turned to frost upon him, is Fitz
hamon’s father.

It all occurred while I was on a visit with 
my parents to. County Kerry in Ireland. 
I  well remember the day when I was playing 
with some new acquaintances at rounders; 
that day when I  batted the ball over the 
hedge of Lord— I mean, the hedge of the 
country place of Fitzhamon’s father.

I had lost the ball and it was up to me to 
find it. I climbed over the spiny hedge of 
blackthorn, tearing my clothes, and there 
before me I saw the long, low glass-houses of 
the immense orchid conservatories. I  saw, 
in the glass roof of one shed a jagged hole 
where the ball had gone through. To get it 
I  entered the greenhouse.

Then it was that I first felt the wish to 
hunt orchids. I can’t explain it; but the 
sticky tropical heat of the glass gardens—  
artificial though it was— the outlandish lit
tle breath-blossoms clinging like many- 
colored butterflies to bits of bark and moss 
and muck and earth-veneered stone, some
how inoculated me with that virus which 
makes the orchid-hunter. The longing to 
chase the burong-utan— the birds of the 
jungle, as the Malays sometime call orchids 
— gripped and tore at my heartstrings like 
a first love. Some years later— but a month 
after I had got my “ full-blue”  for football 
at Cambridge— I was “ out.”

Then twelve years ago I found myself up
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in the dark heart of Borneo looking for 
Coelogyne Lowii, the “ Flower of Mercy” 
of Borneo, which is frailer than a soap- 
bubble, as delicate and white as pearl dust. 
I was north of the River Loeang in the unex
plored country between the Barito and the 
outskirts of the territory of the Sultan of 
Koetei. It was overgrown, choked, terri
ble country. It was “Dead Man’s Coun
try,”  as Fitz said.

Day after day I broke through the inter
laced lattice-work of growths, where the 
green sweated and the very birds were noise
less; day after day through a hot twilight 
under a canopy of plashed trees and giant 
ferns and ropes of creepers. And then, one 
day, rising before me, towering above the 
mystery of jungle, I saw a volcano peak, 
fully five thousand feet high.

Near the foot of its jungled slope was a 
number of great balks of bilian, or irouwood 
trees, which are like the cocobolo of the 
Philippines. The balks were almost hidden, 
overgrown with the voracious, noxious 
growths of the jungle, but from their 
heaped-up formation I easily recognized 
them as a ruined fort. M y Dyaks— of 
whom I had a crew of three for my gobang 
— told me that they were the ruins of the 
fort that was formerly the stronghold of the 
insurrectionary Dyak chief, Soro Patti.

For twenty odd months, two long years, 
Soro Patti had held that fort against all the 
might, men and money of the Dutch. He 
had only a small band of Dyaks; but legend 
has it that he was helped by the Orang Poo- 
nan— the wild men of the wilds— whose 
Field of Stones, my Dyaks now told me, was 
located in the crater of that volcano.

It appeared that the volcano, long ex
tinct, had been hollowed out by the forces 
of nature to form an immense crater. And 
in that crater was a cluster of stupendous 
stones, a gigantic hodgepodge of monster 
rocks somewhat like the ruins of Golconda. 
My Dyaks said that the Poonan lived in 
huge caves in those stones.

Now I had heard of the Poonan. In every 
festering slum of a native quarter within 
thirty degrees of the broiling line, on burn
ing shingle beaches and even deep in the 
rotting rhuk, I had heard tales of the Poo
nan and their sacred Jallan Batoe, their 
Green, Green God and Golden Women. 
So I looked up at that volcano with a sort 
of awe.

I saw that it was jungled thickly up to a

certain high line, then there seemed to be a 
space of low-knarled forest, and above that 
the volcano rose in steep sheer barren lava 
cliffs. I knew it would be hard work for me 
to scale those precipitous cliffs— and I have 
scaled the perpendicular heights of Table 
Mountain in Cape Colony for scarlet Disa 
orchids and the lilac-blue Disa Longicomis.

But I wanted to try. I  was for at once 
forgetting my creamy Coelogyne and climb
ing that tall volcano. I wanted to get into 
that home of legend and mystery and awe. 
But my Dyaks— Christian boys from the 
Dutch schools of Banjermasin— would have 
none of it.

“Deeiva is baik,”  they said with clasped 
hands. “ Our God is good. But the Green, 
Green Deewa of the Jallan Batoe is a terrible 
god!” And they shivered, but they would
not budge.

I left them. For a whole day I  climbed 
upward through and over seas of brush and 
lush and uprooted trees. It was a hopeless 
tangle, almost impenetrable, seemingly un
ending, in which there was nothing whereby 
I could judge my progress. Long-armed 
trees and coders and dripping mosses shut 
out the sky overhead; a solid unbroken wall 
of ferns and purple undergrowth closed me 
behind; while above and ahead were only 
more trees and coders, mosses and under
growth and titanic ferns.

I seemed to make no progress at all. 
Sometimes I lost hours creeping like a snad 
over a couple of hundred yards of spiny, 
impenetrable brush.

I CAMPED that night in a space 
between three great durian  trees. 
Here the growths were sparser than 

the rankness all about Clearing off these 
growths with jack-knde and bleeding hands, 
I uncovered a slab of boulder encrusted with 
a thin mold of black, teeming earth. The 
slab was lying at an angle on the mountain
side so that it was almost level. On it I 
started a fire of wood, dead and as dry as 
one reasonably could expect to find in a 
jungle that sweats. I ate some rcrwa-raiea 
and clto, and some other native fruits my 
Dyaks had gathered and given me on part
ing. Drawing out my pipe I prepared to 
smoke untd the doglike bark of the kijan g  
to its mate announced that it was sun-up 
out in the world. I could not sleep.

The mists of evening settled down about 
me like cold cobwebs; the night settled down
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inky black and as solemnly still as the dead. 
I  smoked above a smoking fire. Suddenly, 
in the solemn stillness, I became aware of a 
distinct sound. It was the steady chill 
trickle of running water. A river! I leaped 
afoot.

“Of course, a river!” I thought “There 
must be some sort of river draining off that 
crater. Otherwise under those terrific 
cloudbursts called tropical rainstorms, that 
crater would be a lake. I ’ll follow that 
river into the Jallan Batoe!”

But I could not walk upright in the direc
tion from whence that trickling sound had 
come. The growths were too entangled to 
permit of that; they were impenetrable, a 
thick wave of lush. I crawled on all fours 
over that wave, full of crests and troughs, 
my hands and knees sinking deep down 
through the spongy surface.

I  could no longer hear the chilly trickle. 
The solemn watches of the night were alive 
with the sounds I made: the snapping of 
twigs and shoots, the flutter of unseen 
birds and the buzz of insects aroused by my 
movements from sleep. Then in the black
ness I seemed to be slipping dizzily down 
the wet surface of the growths. That wet 
surface was on a slant.

“A runway!” I gasped. “I’m slipping 
into a sunken path.” But the air held a 
smell like the sodden smell from a swamp; 
so I added, the next moment: “It’s the 
bed of a riven—the river!”

I slipped head-first into that river. 
Floundering, I started to swim. But the 
river was not deep enough for that. It was 
only a stream. I got afoot, and with the 
water surging against the sides of my legs, 
took twelve steps straight ahead. That 
brought me to the opposite bank of the 
stream.'

I retraced half a dozen steps back the 
way I had come. Sure thereat that I was in 
the center of the stream, I began in the 
blackness, wading up and against the cur
rent. It was easy wading, save for a few 
lianas dangling from overhead, the slight 
press of the current against my knees and 
the sharp fed of pebbles beneath my well- 
worn boots. ,

And then, without a bit of warning, the 
current eased, and the night blackened 
deeper than it had been before— if that were 
possible. I struck a match along the cor
rugated side of my German-silver match- 
case. I  looked about. I looked about in a

great wonder, for I saw, in the sparkle of 
the match, that I was in a gaping black 
hole. That hole was a tunnel in the moun
tain side— a tunnel through the living rock 
— a tunnel into the Jallan Batoe!

I broke into a nm. Running, the match 
out, my hands outstretched in the blackness 
before my face, I  made for the right-hand 
bank of die stream. I ran diagonally some 
thirty feet and then brought slap up against 
the side of the rock tunnel which was wet 
and cold and slimy with lichens and other 
forms of rock moss. The stream was down 
to my ankles now; the way was only a slight 
upward slant; and I knew from all this that 
the stream had grown shallow in spreading 
out.

With my right hand feeling along +he 
fungi-wret rock I  walked on through the solid 
viscid blackness. Here, in that rock tunnel, 
the stream was clogged with dank cogon- 
grass, tall as myself, which had sprouted in 
the water like reeds or kelp. A cold wind 
that came from somewhere ahead was rush
ing through the tunnel. The cogon rustled 
wildly in that wind. It swished and 
snapped like clammy hands about my face.

I lost all sense of time, of distance, in go
ing on and on. Then abruptly, without any 
preparation other than a sudden brighten
ing of the blackness, a welcome warming of 
the air, I felt the rock wall break off into 
nothingness.

I stopped dead, as upset as a blind man 
who has lost his way. Quite frantically I 
looked about, but for an interval, so accus
tomed had my eyes become to the blackness, 
I  could not see. Then I found myself look
ing upward, straining the back of my neck, 
the pupils of my eyes. Far, far above me, 
I  saw the jagged rim of the crater, like a 
vast round O. In the center of that O was a 
round red ball. The moonl I was in the 
Jallan Batoe!

The Jallan Batoe! The Field of Singing 
Stones, the Treasure House of Borneo, the 
Holy of Holies of the Poonan! Between the 
two tropics, in the hot places of the earth, 
other men were trying for that fabled sacred 
d ty — steering barnacled ships through un
charted seas, reefing to strange winds; 
breaking through everlasting jungles, sweat
ing and rotting; and all, all dying without a 
glimpse of the Golden Women, or the pre- 
dous Green, Green God!

And I, Willyum Hyde, a ne’er-do-well 
orchid-chasing Englishman, was in that
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Jallan Batoe which all sought so vainly, 
with so much blood as the price. Think of 
it! In the Jallan Batoe where, for all I 
knew, no white man ever had been before!

CHAPTER V

RELATES HOW HYDE WAS RECEIVED BV THE 
POONAN, AND MORE PARTICULARLY BY 

THE GOLDEN-HAIRED P O A -P O A  
BEARER

NOW I saw in the brightness of moon
light (continued Hyde) that I was on a 

solid lava path. It was a sunken path; up 
to my shoulders on either hand were em
bankments of earth; and on those embank
ments, stretching away out of sight, were 
immense caladium and panadanus, arbores
cent ferns and great orchid- and creeper 
laden trees. It was another jungle.

“ They’re like Egyptian pyramid-build
ers, these Poonan!” I said to myself. 
“ Through the centuries, from the outside, 
they have carried in this earth in rattan- 
woven baskets or Icbcls— hundreds, thou
sands of lebels, of men!”

A terrific hum drowned my voice. I  
crouched back and took out my long .38 
on its .45-frame, the while I shook as with 
ague in every limb. It was not the night 
mist that caused me to shake; it was fear. 
I  thought I saw, back among those trees, a 
number of monster wild animals, crouched 
as if ready to spring at me.

But they were stones, stupendous stones, 
chiseled and wrought into resemblances of 
rhinoceros, of gajahs or elephants, of huge 
orang-outangs, of tiger-cats, and of out
landish prehistoric-looking mamals, the like 
of which I never have heard.

I went on. That humming still 
thrummed against my ear-drums. Of 
course I  quickly surmised that the hum 
came from the stones, those gigantic, hid
eous, but well-named Singing Stones. Yet 
it was hard to believe; it was a terrible form 
of singing. A monstrous wave of sound, 
it reverberated from wall to rock wall of the 
crater, struck awe into my soul, and caused 
me to expect to hear, any moment, a rend
ing of ground as the walls avalanched down 
with the sound.

Still, revolver in hand, I went on. And 
now, the very moment that I entered the 
path, that moment I felt the presences. 
They were like invisible devils. A sudden

scamper would wave the foliage at my 
shoulder not a foot away; I would hear 
through the hum the low sound of voices, 
like bodiless whispers; and then, like glow
worms, little fires would blaze up back in 
the lush, and go out. I  could see no one.

“The rats!” I said to myself. “ They’re 
just like rats!”

And I shivered all over continually. I  
was afraid that a reed sumpitan dart might 
speed or a mandau in unseen hands might 
cut me down at any moment. Yet, despite 
my perturbation, I  noticed after a while 
that those fires were like winking, wicked 
eyes in the- crouching animal-like stones. 
They came from the heart of those stones.

“ Caves!” I exclaimed. “ M y Dyaks said 
that the Poonan dwelt in caves in these 
stones. I  see it all now. Men are running 
ahead of me through the jungle on either 
side— that’s the scamper in the lush. And 
those couriers are warning the Wild Men—  
that’s the bodyless whispers. And those 
eyes winking out— why, that’s the Wild 
Men banking their fires!”  For I  sniffed, 
even as I uttered the words, the smoke of 
struggling flames.

Picture itl I  was deep in a sunken path; 
to either side of my head, ferns and creepers 
were moving where others, close at hand, 
were still; fires were glowing like fireflies 
and dying down as under an extinguisher; 
and the bodyless whispers were playing an 
undernote to that monstrous hum.

And now, of a startling suddenness, came 
a new sound— a terrifying wild medley of 
sound. Tomtoms beat hollowly to a quick 
erratic one-one time, cymbals crashed bras- 
sily, war-conchs bellowed like foghorns, and 
cogon whistles and bamboo flutes shrieked 
and shrieked to heaven.

“They’re coming!” I thought. “ The Poo
nan are coming!” And in a funk of fear, 
with warmly moist and trembling hand, I 
swept my revolver over the brush above 
and the path before me.

A stench like that of the saat, the stinking 
night badger, snailed into my nostrils. 
From around the bend in the path ahead 
gleamed a feeble saffron light. I aimed 
my .38 in that direction. Appeared then, 
as I waited, a smoking stinking torch, the 
flowing roundness of a woman’s ami, and 
then the woman poa-poa or fire-bearer her
self.

Man, man! She was a woman! She 
was beautiful— really, rarely, wondrously
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beautiful! Tall she was, almost as tall as I, 
and of statuesque proportions. Her skin, 
white as cream, glinted with a kind of sheen, 
in the feeble poa-poa light, as if she had been 
delicately dusted with gold. And her hair! 
No mere suspicion of gold there; it was the 
real thing. A  thick tawny red like the very 
rawness of gold, a riotous mass that twisted 
and coiled, like hot Spanish ingots, back 
from her broad low forehead, and that 
curled about her transparent tiny ears like 
bits of fine filigree.

But in her brows and lashes— there was 
contrast for youl Black as the deepest 
datum swamp, and thin as a pencil line were 
h er brows; and black, too, were her lashes 
— blade, and so long and silky that they 
curved slightly upward at the ends as if 
they had been molded to the soft roundness 
of her cheeks.
' And those silky brushes of lashes shaded 
with tender shadows the oddest of eyes—  
eyes almond-shaped and yet not almond- 
shaped, that were so big that the slight 
downward slant of the upper lids seemed al
most a pose. Eyes that were blue as lazuli 
and still, like lazuli, in the saffron poa-poa 
light, the golden glint from her creamy skin, 
seemed to reflect in their depths a yellow 
gleam, the whole so transfused with blue 
and yellow rays that the irises were a subtle 
green in hue. Odd eyes indeed; Egyptian 
eyes like Cleopatra had; and eyes, too, just 
like Cleopatra’s, that could make a man do 
anything. Ah, she was a woman!

She was robed, this regal Egyptian-eyed 
Golden Woman, in a marvelously wrought 
gown of snow-white egret feathers— a gown 
too magnificent for one less full-blown and 
beautiful to wear. You know, egrets are 
caught on the Mahakkam, the Barito, the 
Loe&ng and other rivers of Borneo, and the 
mother birds, during the pregnant season, 
robbed of their white.egrets for the various 
usages of dress of the women of civilization. 
Y e t  never before in all my life had I  seen a 
gown made entirely of white, white egrets!

I t  was like the holuku which the mission
aries evolved to cover the brown charms of 
th e  Hawaiian women, even to the ruffle of 
feathers that banded her twin cups of low, 
firm breasts, ’round to the back. It was 
without waistline. But, like a gauze of mos
quito netting, it showed the supple, splendid 
form  of her with each sinuous movement 
o f her body as, upholding the poa-poa,, she 
glided w ith pantherine grace toward me.

BEHIND her pressed more Golden 
Women, quite several hundred of 
them. They carried those instru

ments of sound. All were tall, almond- 
shaped in the eyes, and really beautiful too. 
Their skins were of a light yellow velvet, 
somewhat darker than the poa-poa bearer’s, 
as if indeed they had been dipped bodily 
into molten gold. But all, save the droop- 
ing-lidded, green-eyed leader, were luxuri
antly blue-black of hair.

There were no men, nor signs of men. At 
that my heart began to pound more nor
mally. I  had braved the dangers of getting 
into this sacred home of legend and of awe, 
terrible and abysmal; surely now I could 
brave the dangers of confronting beautiful 
women, armed as they were only with cym
bals and horn-conchs, tomtoms and cogon 
whistles. I lowered my heavy .38.

But I did not halt. The golden-haired 
poa-poa bearer did not halt. We ap
proached each other.

“ Komitel Lengeaul”  she cried in the 
Poonan language— a language which I af
terward discovered was a mixture of Dyak, 
Malay and Tartar, but mostly of Dyak and 
Malay, which languages I  already under
stood: “ Go! Fly!”

But I  came on. And seeing that I did not 
stop, that I  looked at her without fear, with 
only reverent admiration, she cried out 
again— a frantic warning which sounded 
shrill with distraction even amid that awful 
overtone of. the stones:

“ Nda, nda, no, no! Ak, bad! Here is 
only banja soesa— plenty trouble! Go! 
Fly!”

I  was close to her, very close; I could feel 
her excited sweet breath upon my face. I 
stopped thereat. She held that poa-poa 
low between us, waving me back. That 
fire licked at my red beard; its smoke stung 
into my eyes and sickened my nostrils. It 
was just a bundle of sago leaves powdered 
with damar resin that smoked like a stinking 
smudge. I  recognized it as a tambatong— a 
charm to drive me away. I  laughed at it.

“ Kas, Kas Deewa!”  I shouted loudly in 
Dyak, with the boldness of the white man. 
“ I ’m after the Green, Green God!”

She looked at me with her greenish eyes 
from under those blackest of pencil brows, 
those longest of silky, curving lashes. She 
looked at me sharply. And as she looked, 
her sensitive nostrils quivered in a sort of 
fear or terror.
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On the sudden, as she looked, she bent 
toward me and swung the poa-poa in her 
right hand up above her head so that its 
:eeble light fell full upon my face. She 
-eached out her slim tapering left hand then, 
xnd with trembling fingers felt of my red 
oeard, of my red hair, as if they were some- 
:hing wonderful in texture and color. Her 
Egyptian eyes, wide as a child’s, stared and 
stared into my eyes as into a second wonder. 
Then, quickly, her hand dropped from my 
oeard to her side.

“ Seek laha wookl” she cried, the timbre of 
terror shaking her voice just as the thrum 
}f the stones was shaking the air: “Hair red 
is blood! Eyes blue as the sky!”  And she 
aowed her head to the lava floor of the path 
before me.

The women behind surged forward in a 
wave as if the better to view me. Their 
many eyes glittered like almonds of dew in 
the moonlight. Suddenly they shrieked in 
Poonan:

“ Hair red as blood! Eyes blue as the 
sky1” And bent their backs low, like grass 
oefore a wind.

The golden-haired poa-poa bearer shiv
ered erect. She took a great breath, leaned 
ar back from me and then, with amazing 
swiftness, traced with the poa-poa nine 
lownward and upward strokes in the air 
before my very face.

I remembered thereupon. I had heard 
:hat that repetition— nine times of any- 
.hing— was a sign to the Poonan, sacred and 
mystical and full of awe, the symbol of some 
iread power. I ’m not superstitious, not 
more than humanly superstitious, anyway; 
/et I could not help it. I fell back a pace.

“Arrcl” the woman announced, upflinging 
x>th arms above her head, the poa-poa in 
;he one blazing out with unwonted vigor at 
hese sudden actions. “ Behold! It ’s the 
Wopcng-Lon— the Man-Child of Genghis 
Chan! It is the Sending— the Sending of 
he Mandaul Arret”

And shrieking hysterically these words, 
he connection of which with myself I could 
lot comprehend, she swept with her golden 
lair the lava floor before me nine distinct 
imes.

“ AM!”  chorused the women in high, ex
ited tones. “Lo! It is the Man-Child of 
Genghis Khan! It is the Sending of the 
5word! AMI”  And they too bent down, 
hen up again, and down and up again cx- 
ictly nine times.

I watched and listened in a sort of stupe
faction.

Suddenly from either hand of the lush- 
grown embankments, with a noiselessness 
uncanny amid all that singing of stones and 
wail of voices, a hundred men— squat, slit
eyed, light-yellowish-skinned men— jumped 
down in scores into the path.

They were garbed only in jawats of ani
mal hides, which were like the lava-lava 
worn by Fitz, save that they hung down be
tween their legs. In two long lines against 
the embankments they stood, their hands 
clasped about the center of tall sumpilan 
blowguns, their heads bowed upon their 
hands.

“Hair red as blood! Eyes blue as the 
sky!” they rumbled in Poonan deep down 
in their chests, a rumble like an echo of the 
humming overhead. “A he! It is the Man- 
Child of Genghis Khan! It is the Sending 
of the Sword! A he”

I walked on. Impelled more by what I 
thought was expected of me than by any 
boldness now, like a man in a dream I 
walked on into the Field of Singing Stones 
between those bowed ranks, those bent 
backs. Behind me, after I had passed, I 
could hear beneath the humming in the air, 
the sounds of those men forming. Like a 
multitude of golden rats they swept along 
after me.

CHAPTER VI

ABOUT DIVERS THINGS, BUT MOSTLY ABOUT
THE NATURE OF A ROOF FOR THE NIGHT

NOW, as Hyde talked, night had fallen, 
thick and black and suffocating, as if 

the whole world were cloaked under some 
colossal cassock. I could not see Hyde’s 
face. I could only see the sweat balls glis
tening, like diamonds in the hot dark, upon 
his red halo of beard and upon that gorilla- 
mat of hairs on his chest.

I got up upon the edge of the bunk where
in Fitz was sleeping, and lighted the rope- 
wick of the slush-lamp over our heads. 
Hyde paused. As I stepped down I heard 
from Fitz a low moan, as if some pang of 
pain had disturbed his restless slumber. 
Bending down and looking into the bunk, 
in the dim light from the swaying lamp I  
saw him twist his bandaged curl-crop of 
head and settle over on his side, his back to 
us. Then he was very still.

I sat down again upon the edge of the
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bunk under the slight sway of the swing
ing fo’c’s’le lamp.

“Go on, Hyde,”  I urged. “ You were like 
a man in a dream, you remember, and the 
natives swept you along into the Jallan Ba- 
toe like a multitude of golden rats.”

He nodded his red head. On his shoulder 
the parrot was dead with the heat like a 
withered green bulb. Hyde opened his 
loose drunken mouth in the depths of that 
glistening halo of beard. Then, distinct 
against the monotonous wash and lap of 
the water of the bay, I heard his voice 
spouting once again that hare-brained, 
staggering story:

The round red ball of moon (said Hyde) 
had dropped suddenly out of sight below the 
jagged rim of the crater. I t  was that fabled 

' darkest hour of the night which is supposed 
immediately to precede dawn. With the 
multitude sweeping after me, the air hum
ming in my ears and the light from the poa- 
poa of the beautiful golden-haired woman, 
who was just behind me, feebly winking out 
the way, I made the bend in the path ahead. 
I made that bend, then in sheer amazement 
halted dead.

The embankments had fallen sharply 
away, and the path ahead was now no long
er a path but an avenue, wide and grass- 
grown as a lawn, and lined with tall palm- 
trees that looked like feathery black dusters 
in the night. On each side of the avenue, 
stretching away and away, were many 
stones, huge as office buildings and crouched 
like uncouth animals, the whole muffled by 
the shadowy shapes of tropic trees and 
growths.

I  remember that the singing of those 
stones seemed, louder now in the colder airs 
of the late night; and I remember also that I 
wondered, even in my amazement, whether 
all those stupendous stones had been carved 
out by the hand of man or wrought into 
their strange forms by torrenting rains and 
wearing processes of nature.

Thus, looking down the avenue, I saw far 
away at its end the monster stone of all. 
The sight heightened my amazement, if 
such could be; for that stone, jutting out on 
the left-hand side of the avenue, reared like 
a mountain above all the other stones. It 
was a Goliath among stone giants. It was 
wrought into some vast shape that looked 
at that distance like a sphinx. And that I 
could make out its shape at all at that great

distance was due to a remarkable feature. 
For the whole stupendous bulk of it glowed 
as limestone does in the sun— in all that 
blackness, a sparkling dazzling white!

“ It ’s like the Taj Mahal!”  I  breathed. 
“ It’s a wonder of the world. Can it be 
some marble memorial to a dead king or 
queen?”

The wondrous Egyptian-eyed poa-poa 
bearer, seemingly having recovered a bit 
from her first terror and awe of me, stepped 
beside me, and as if in answer to my words 
— which of course it was not, as the words 
were breathed low and in English, a tongue 
which, even if she had heard, she could not 
possibly have understood— said softly close 
to my ear:

“ That, O Man-Child of Genghis, is the 
Stone Dobo, the holy of holies of the Poo- 
nan. Therein are the Green, Green God, 
the Tojout-Plo Sie Throne of the Tartar 
Empire, and the Menacing Mandau of 
Genghis Khan!”

I smiled brightly at her, although the 
most I understood of her words was that 
this white stone was the Cave-Temple of 
the Poonan, and that in it I would find the 
Green, Green God. But, the idea in mind of 
somehow getting that Green, Green God 
forthwith, I started down the grassy avenue.

Far, far ahead, I saw that that avenue 
ended abruptly beyond the Stone Dobo in a 
broad black expanse, surrounded by the 
feathery shapes of palms. Those palms 
stood out like silhouettes in the white glow 
from the Dobo, and in the center of them 
the broad expanse seemed strangely to re
flect that glow, its black surface rippling and 
glinting with a silvery sheen.

“ It’s water,”  was my instant thought. 
“ The source of that very river which led me 
in here. A lake, no doubt, or a----- ”

I  stopped both in thought and action. 
The slim, tapering left hand of the golden
haired woman was upon my sleeve, the 
while with the other, holding the poa-poa, 
she was motioning me toward the nearest 
stone on the right-hand side of the avenue 
behind the row of palms.

“ Sepau johop, Man-Child,” she said 
gravely, but loudly enough for me to hear 
in all that singing of stones. “ Thy roof for 
the night.”

“ Baik, 0  jipodoo radenajo,”  I  answered. 
“ Good, O beautiful queen.”

She colored charmingly at my compli
ment— a golden-red in the poopoa light—
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but politely refraining from observing that, 
I bowed my obedience; for it was part of my 
vague plan now to play my hand very 
slowly, allowing the Poonan to lead and 
show me, ere I staked my all on a try for the 
Green, Green God.

Therefore, with the woman gliding with 
pliant pantherine grace at my side, I  made 
quickly for that nearest stone. Above my 
head, as I passed through the space between 
two slim tall trunks, the feathery fronds of 
the palms waved slightly, yet with sound 
I could not hear because of the heavy thrum 
in the air. Beyond them, as I approached 
the stone, I saw that that whole immense 
stone was wrought into the likeness of a 
gajah or elephant— an elephant bent on its 
clumsy knees as if to receive a burden. And 
in each of the bent foreknees was cut a 
flight of nine stairs leading up to a black 
arched hole, fully twelve feet high, and 
without sign of a door.

I went up the nine stairs in the nearest 
foreknee. The stone thrummed about my 
ears, the very stairs beneath my feet vi
brated with the exudation of that heat, so 
pent up during the hot day. The multitude, 
even to my gentle conductress, stayed be
hind. I  wondered at that. I faced about 
ere I  entered the gaping black hole. Below 
I saw that dark sea of faces upturned to me.

“They’re watching me,”  I said to myself. 
“ But why? What is there in this stone? 
Is it a really a roof for the night, as that ex
quisite woman said? Or is all this business 
and kowtowing merely a savage game, the 
end of which is in this stone? And what is 
that end? Are men lurking in wait for me 
inside, or some brutal form of torture con
cealed in the black caves— some torture 
silent and slow and horrible?”

I  didn’t know what to think, what to do. 
In my helpless fear-filled bewilderment my 
eyes sought out, in that watching multitude, 
the snow-white-clad figure of the lovely 
poa-poa bearer. There, beneath one of the 
palm-trees immediately below me, she 
stood. The poa-poa, still smoking like a 
smudge, was lowered before her face, and 
above it, in the doud of smoke, her delicate 
oval face seemed to be floating free from her 
rich body as in a smoky nimbus. Beneath 
her molten riot of golden hair, beneath her 
slightly uptilted pencil-lines of eyebrows, 
her long silk brushes of lashes, her eyes were 
on mine. They were big, odd, greenish eyes, 
as I  said, and whether it was because of the

fitful gleamings of the poa-poa or n ot, t i f f  
seemed to be dandng now with laugM iij
lights.

“ She’s mocking me for m y fea n l”  
thought. “ She’s opening her cherry Ugii 
to tell me to go onl But I ’ll go on , my 
beauty, never fearl”  And swelled with a 
mighty bravado, I  turned ere she could 
speak and went through that gaping arched 
hole.

I W ENT through that gaping 
arched hole into a blackness blacker 
than the night outside; an inky, 

pitchy blackness, thick as jelly, and that 
shook like jelly with the terrific thrumming 
of the stone above, beneath and to both- 
sides of me. Within-the black heart o f that 
stone the thrum was a monstrous wave of 
sound; it smote my eardrums like a gale of 
thundering wind. I  struck a match hastily.

Protecting with cupped hands that Sliver" 
of flame from the draft through the en
trance, I  looked fearfully about. I  found I  
was in a cave. No, it was not exactly a cave; 
it was more like a corridor, a great hollowed- 
out horseshoe-shaped corridor. For from 
the gaping hole by which I  had entered to 
the hole in the other foreknee of the ele
phant, I saw that that corridor ran around 
in a half circle. Then the match went out.

But not until I  had seen behind me, hang
ing from the wall of the corridor just inside • 
the entrance, a number of sago leaves, 
bunched and prepared with resin for use as 
torches. I  lighted one. It was not a dam ar 
torch; it did not stink like the saat, though 
it did smoke copiously. B y its smoky flick- - 
ering I made a circuit of the corridor, or 
until I  came out at last upon the head of the ■ 
flight of stairs in the opposite foreknee o f the 
Elephant Stone.

Outside the Poonan still were clustered 
about the foot of the stone, the beautiful- 
poa-poa bearer in their center, and all faces 
turned to her as if seeking enlightenment 
upon some subject. I- did not doubt but 
that that particular subject was nothing 
less than myself. With the- very thought 
I  was made sure of it; for suddenly, as I  
appeared and looked down at them with 
the torch smoking in my hand, the golden- 
haired woman looked up in answer to m y 
eyes, saw me, and cried out:

“ Arrc! Behold and bowl The M an- 
Child of Genghis Khan! Behold and bowl 
Arrti”
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H er voice seemed to come from afar off, 
a . whisper of sound' snarling between the 
strata  of the hum. But she was not making 
gam e of me. In fact, I  felt these were the 
ve ry  words she had been about to utter 
when a minute before I  had faced around 
ere first I  entered the Elephant Stone. For 
now I  saw all those beautiful Golden Women 
and short squat Golden Men, led by the 
poa-poa bearer, bow down to the ground 
and up again, down and up again, one, 
three, six times.

But I  was wearied of watching them go 
through this solemn rite of awe— wearied 
o f watching and of trying the while to puzzle 
out the meaning of it ail. More than that 
and to admit the truth, I  had noticed in the 
inner wall of the corridor a little niche like 
a  low .doorway, and my curiosity was 
aroused; I  wanted to see what was beyond.

So without waiting for the Poonan to 
finish their nine kowtows I turned and en
tered again the thundering corridor; and so, 
b y  the feeble blinking of my torch, came 
finally to that niche, die only recess in that 
whole horseshoe of corridor.

I t  was a doorway, surely enough. Be
yond it was a cavernous room, throbbing 
and booming so mightily with the thrum of 
the stone (hat the sound clapped against 
m y  ears as I  entered like the breaking of 
ton-weight combers on a rockbound coast. 
A nd so vast was that room that I could 
not see its lofty ceilings by the light of my 
torch, nor the walls of living rock at the far 
ends.

I  went round the walls, one hand out 
feeling the way, the other upholding the 
torch above my head— a mere mote of light 
in a  booming sea of blackness. Near the 
niche of a  doorway, seeming tiny as a toy in 
all that immensity, I found a rush-plaited 
couch. And that proved to be the sole bit of 
furniture in the whole cave; there were no 
other garnishments of any kind, either use
ful or ornamental. It was just a cave, cy- 
clopean as the chambers of Carthage, whose 
houses were vast as temples and whose 
temples were enormous cities.

Overwhelmed by the size and the sounds 
in that cave, I  came back to that tiny couch 
and sat down. I sat down upon a black- 
spotted leopard skin, the velvet skin of the 
pehang. And knowing that among the 
Dyaks of Borneo the pehang is a sacred ani
mal, I  thought that it might be the same 
with the Poonan. Wherefore I wondered

now that they should have placed a sacred 
skin there for me.

“ What does it all mean?”  I asked myself, 
amid that tremendous booming of sound. 
“ What is at the bottom of all this business 
of sacred pehang skins, of kowtowing, of 
feeling my beard and hair, and of shouting 
about the blueness of my eyes? Always I 
have heard that the Poonan repel invaders, 
both natives and rash adventurers, with 
mandaus and poisoned sumpitan darts, with 
hideous tortures. And I have heard tales 
and tales also, of some dread nameless power 
which the Poonan possess— a power like that 
of the Thibetans, witnessed by the explorer, 
Sven Hedin— the Thibetans who can make 
a man disappear in a cloud of smoke by the 
mere utterance of a single mysterious wordl

“ But with me— all it is is Genghis Khan, 
Genghis Khan! What’s the meaning of this 
reference to Genghis Khan, this constant, 
incessant reference to Genghis Khan?”

Of a certainty, I did not know. But 
Genghis Khan, about whose boundless do
minions and bloody conquests all the world 
once talked— what, I thought, had these 
Poonan to do with that great Tartar mon
arch and war lord? And I, Willyum Hyde, 
an orchid-shikar, a vagabonding English
man, what had I to do with that Lord of 
Lords, dead for seven hundred years, that 
they should call me Man-Child of Genghis 
Khan?

The question weighed on my mind as 
the immensity of that cave weighed on my 
spirit. I  felt the question beyond me, unan
swerable; as unfathomable as the booming 
black reaches of that cave. So as if it were 
a weight in reality, I tried to cast it off my 
mind.

And there was good reason why I should 
cast it off my mind. I  had not batted an 
eye in sleep since I had parted from my 
Dyak boys, the morning before, outside the 
Jallan Batoe— something over twenty hours 
gone. Well now, as I sat upon that couch 
and cudgeled my brains, the while the boom
ing hum of the stone dapped against my 
ears, I  suddenly realized how exhausted I 
was. The tussle through the jungles up the 
slope, my strange experiences afterward upon 
entering the Field of Stones, had worn me 
out completely. I prepared for sleep.

I doused the torch to rid myself of the 
choking annoyance of its smoke, but more to 
shut out the enormity of that cave in which 
it seemed such a useless, tiny pinpoint of
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light. I  lay down upon the pliant inter
woven rush-fibers of the couch then, and in 
order to keep off the chill current of morn
ing air which was sweeping through the 
niche of doorway, pulled over me that warm 
leopard skin.

Yet I did not sleep. All that dawning as 
I lay upon the rush-plaited couch, and the 
far-flung stone walls of the cave thrummed 
and throbbed like an angry sea about my 
ears, I  thought, if a bit hazily, of golden
haired full-blown lovely women, who twined 
their fingers in my red beard and smiled at 
me with dancing black-lashed Egyptian 
eyes!

CHAPTER VII

AFTER WHAT MANNER HYDE FOUND HIMSELF 
A PRISONER IN THE ELEPHANT STONE

AND THEN quite suddenly I  was wide- 
eyed awake; for just that suddenly the 

awful humming of the cave had boomed 
away like the final crashing peal of some 
majestic organ. Now wavered in the air 
only eery echoes that seemed to be roll
ing back from the black recesses of the 
cave.

Unable to move, the drums of my ear 
tightened to catch the slightest sound, I  lay 
and tingled through and through with 
every dying echo. Then from the lofty ceil
ings the last echo moaned down to me like 
the cry of a wounded bird; and then— si
lence, heavy, strained, full of vague unrest, 
as if the very stone had put a finger to its 
cave-mouth in dread of the next happening.

Somehow, shivering, I got to my feet. 
With a tread, the softness of which was in
duced by the stealthy silence of the stone, I  
crept out through the niche of doorway, out 
through the gray-brightening corridor, to 
one of the two arched entrances, gaping 
open now onto a vista silvery in the ghostly 
light of dawn.

Dawn! A t that I  understood in a flash 
the reason for the sudden surcease of the 
singing of the stones. Only for a few hours 
prior to dawn— the few hours of the night 
that are the coldest in the twenty-four—did 
the stones exhale their heat, stored up dur
ing the blistering day, with vibrations that 
shook and hummed through the air.

It was just as you said, Colum Kildare. 
For now, with the dawn of day and the re
sultant warming of the air, the stones once

more were hoarding up the heat; noFweajSj 
they give out that heat to the awful .acetjijp 
pamment of that singing until the mipfs&jj; 
night again swathed the Jallan BatoeHn 
chill laces and caused those stones in that 
chill to vibrate with their own-warmth, even 
as a man shudders in a draft. Ttulyl 
once you grasp it, an understandable natural 
phenomenon; but to a brutish savage mind, 
a mystery incomprehensible, awesome as 
the voice of a god.

But that silvery vista: It was the jallan 
Batoe,theField of Singing Stones, silent nbw 
in the first light of day— an innumerable, 
number of towering rocks, carved like ma
lignant mammals, and crouching in a per
fect jungle of trees— gigantean trees, huge- 
rooted in black rich earth, hedged about by 
immense ferns and pandanus and lush- 
growths, and festooned with spidery net
works of bloodcreepers and orchids. All 
looked purple instead of green in the gray 
light of dawn; and over all, rising up in 
filmy whitish volutes, the mists of the 
night were floating in thin filaments of 
clouds.

But not every one of those stupendous 
stones was embedded in jungle. Here and 
there between the stones were large patches 
of black earth, cleared and under1 cultiva
tion, and all completely encircled by rude 
fences of stout bilian stakes and entwined 
coils of rattans to bar out boars, tembadu 
or wild cattle, and deer from dipping in 
and plowing up the ground.

Some of the patches had been recently 
and very crudely scraped, the seeds lying 
on the black ruffled surface like glistening 
dewdrops, after the most primitive fashion 
of farming known to man; others were 
merely soggy plots planted to rice; but the 
most were areas ripe with clusters of fruit 
trees, with sprouts of tapioca and peppdr 
and waving jungle maize.

One patch had the appearance of a pal*-* 
sade of bamboo stalks— they were the slen
der canes of sugar; another was spiked with 
the tall broad leaves of some land of to 
bacco; while still another upbore what 
looked like a clump of exaggerated greenish 
cigars, crested with great leaves twice as 
tall as a man, and laden with hundred- 
pound clusters of luscious yellow pisanp  
or bananas.

Far, far away, seemingly above the jun
gle, above even the towering stones, rolling 
high up to the precipitous foot of the shining
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black Java walls" of the enormous crater, 
were spacious fields of gray-green grass, on 
which I  could dimly make out sleeping herds 
of gaurs or young buffaloes, and restlessly 
moving droves of fat and taipe tembadu and 
of deer of two species— the plandok or 
mouse-deer and the kijang, a sort of ante
lope, whose short, sharp, ringing cry, oft re
peated, resembles the barking of a dog. 
All seemed blue-black in tone on account 
of the gray light and misty distance.

Now from where I  stood in the left-hand 
i entrance of the Elephant Stone I  could not 
see, because of the trunk of the elephant 
which curved out and down on my right 
hand, that great glowing Stone Dobo, far 

■ down on the opposite side of the avenue. 
Nor, by the same token, could I  see that lake 
or datum— if it were a swamp— which lay 
in the circle of palm-trees, just beyond the 
Stone Dobo.

But thought of that body of water caused 
me to look for signs of the river which I  had 
followed the night before into the Jallan 
Batoe and which, I remembered, had 
seemed to vanish somewhere in the black
ness of the rock tunnel. Yet, look where I 
would in all that wide space of growths and 
stones and cultivated fields before me, there 
was no glitter, no murmur, no sign nor sound 
o f running water.

“It ’s an underground river,”  I  said as if 
I  had made a discovery. “I ’m pretty sure it 
flows from that sheet of water in here, but it 
must be hidden under the original lava floor 
o f the crater until, somewhere in that rock 
tunnel, it rises to the surface. There’s no 
need of it irrigating these growths, how
ever; the heavy tropical rains downpour 
more moisture than the earth really needs. 
And the earth! Why, it’s not alluvium from 
the lava walls of the crater; whatever loose 
earth there is in those walls is held in, 
thickly coated over by those solid shining 
layers of lava.”

No; the rich soil of the crater I  saw was 
composed of compacted dead leaves and de
cayed twigs, of waste from the rocks and from 
the hollowed caves in those rocks, and of vir
gin earth, too, that was black as the earth 
of the Bornean jungles outside.

“ They must have brought most of this 
earth in here in strings of rattan-woven 
iebets,”  I  said, “ strings of men and men! 
T h ey ’re like the Inca terrace-builders, the 
Egyptian pyramid-builders, these Poonan, 
just as I  first surmised.”
9

I  PAUSED. All of a sudden, inter
rupting with sound the very words 
in my mouth, the whole jungle 

seemed rousing to life. The big green pods 
of the bloodcreepers burst out with the noise 
of revolver shots into enormous and brilliant 
red blossoms; birds, fantastically colored of 
feathers, swooped in and out of the laby
rinth of growths, fluttered and called high 
up in the. thin clouds of mist still floating 
in the air; and I even caught, from some
where in the cool beneath the stones, the 
plaintive grunt of a pig disturbed in its 
slothful comfort by some restless boar. 
Then, breathing faintly into my ears from 
those far-off fields, came the staccato ringing 
bark of kijangs calling their mates. It was 
sun-up.

It was the very sun-up that the night _ 
before, as I  smoked my pipe over the smok
ing fire, I had resolved to await outside the 
Jallan Batoe. Hardly could I credit my 
memory of things and time, it seemed so 
utterly impossible that all I have related 
had happened to me in so short an interval 
as one night!

But looking up through the rapidly dis
sipating filaments of mist at the serrated 
rim of the crater far above, I saw the crim
son shafts of sunrise streaking that vast 
round O of sky, for all the world like darts 
from the long sumpitans of the Poonan. 
And almost in the very trice that I  looked 
up, just that quickly the topmost edge of 
the blazing ball of sun sailed over the east 
sweep of the great O!

In the sudden dazzle of sunlight I looked 
around again at the wonderful Field of 
Stones. M y eyes stopped at the line of palm- 
trees which bordered the grassy avenue im
mediately before my Elephant Stone. 
Waving about the roots of those palm-trees 
were many poppies, through the rich coloring 
of which I must have trampled the night 
prior; for they were poppies, bloody red 
and leprous white in color. They were 
opium poppies. That I knew because I 
could see now, in the brightness of sunlight, 
the very incisions made in the capsules of 
the plants for extracting opium-juice.

Yet it was not that which startled me and 
filled me with an unholy fear. I  circled 
’round the corridor to the other entrance.
I  peeped out. I t  was the same.

Pacing back and forth, monotonously 
back and forth, at the foot of each flight of 
nine stairs, was a squat slit-eyed golden-
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tinned man, a long curving mandau or 
vord hanging from one side of his jawal, 
riking against his bare legs and glinting 
:ecly in the sun, and a blowing-tube or 
tin pilau of bamboo, at least nine feet long, 
slant on his shoulder like a soldier’s gun!
I understood then. I was a prisoner!

CHAPTER VIII

F THE FIRST FLUTTERING OF LOVE, AND OF 
A GOLDEN WOMAN WHOSE EYES WERE 

EVIL

UT I was a prisoner of a queer sort 
(and Hyde laughed in his red dog-collar 

f beard at the recollection). Indeed, in 
iew of the way in which I had been kow- 
)wed to and what with my added knowl- 
ige of later events, I ’m pretty positive now 
lat those two squat slit-eyed Golden Men, 
they were a guard, were, before everything 
sc, a guard of honor.
My first fear-filled thought was wrong, 
was not a prisoner at all. As I remember 
lat day it was nothing like the solitary 
lptivity of a prisoner. It was more like a 
vee of some kingly Louis back in old 
ranee.
All day Golden Women and Golden Men, 

ut mostly women, clambered up the nine 
:onc steps to my cave, rattan-woven lebels 
n their backs and flaring torches, despite 
le hot light without, in their hands. The 
oseshoe-shaped corridor of the Eiephant 
tone was bright at either end, near the 
rched entrances, with rectangles of sun- 
ght; but within, save for the space about 
ly couch close to the niche of doorway, the 
ast inner cave was dark. It was dark, that 
, until the long line of jawal-girted and 
irong-wrapped women placed their torches 
i cavities in the stone walls; whereupon the 
hole cyclopean chamber glowed, some six 
«t above the floor, with a belt of light that 
minded me strangely of the Strand back 
oine on a foggy night.
They laid before me those baskets on 

leir backs, and opened them. I saw7 that 
lev were filled with bananas and the roast- 
I edible seeds of the tamadac orjackfruit 
ee, the roast meats of tembadu and pigs, 
nd the jerked venison of deer. Before all 
lat array of food and before that crowd of 
icn and beautiful women, like some oriental 
lonarch, I sat cross-legged upon the couch 
a the sacred pehang skin.

They felt of my red beard, of my red hair, 
as if to them, as to the golden-haired poa-poa 
bearer of the night before, my beard and 
hair were something wonderful in texture 
and color. They looked into my eyes for 
all the world like awe-smitten children.

“ Seek laha wookl”  they repeated softly. 
“ Hair red as blood! Eyes blue as the sky! 
Arret It is indeed the Man-Child of Gen
ghis Khan!”

Then, with more of fear shaking their 
voices than I had noted ever before, they
added:

“ It is the Sending! Ahet The Sending 
of the Mandau/” And then down to the 
stone flooring before me they bowed nine 
times.

It was weird, uncanny. I began to feel 
not so much like an oriental monarch as like 
some stone-graven Buddha, cross-legged 
and squatting amid votaries and offerings 
in some dark grotto!

And all the while, remember, I  was at
tempting to conquer an impulse to ask those 
people the meaning of their strange words 
and of their stranger treatment of me. I 
wanted to know what the color of my hair 
and beard and eyes had to do with Genghis 
Khan, dead for seven hundred years, that 
they should call me the Man-Child of that 
great Tartar emperor. I wanted to know 
what was the meaning of that Sending they 
spoke of— that Sending of the Sword. I 
wanted to know the meaning of those votive 
offerings. I wanted, dearly wanted, to shout:

“ What are you going to do with me? 
What are you going to do with me?”

But instead and for good reason I said 
nothing. They called me the Man-Child 
of Genghis Khan— very well; as ably as my 
ignorance would allow, just that ably would 
I live up to that role, whatever it was. But 
I could not let them know that I did not un
derstand. I was playing a slow game for 
the Green, Green God, leaving it to them 
to lead and show me, and I did not doubt 
but that they soon would show me. I would 
yet learn the meaning of all that kowtowing, 
of all that continual irritating talk of Gen
ghis Khan. Till then, I could strive only to 
keep my welling curiosity in check.

Wherefore, to quiet my jumping nerves, 
I diverted myself by watching that endless 
line of men and of beautiful women. They 
were all beautiful really; but I watched 
them in search of her who seemed to me the 
most beautiful of all!
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“ T h e re ’s one,” . I  found myself saying, 
“ w ith lashes as long and curving and as 
black and silky, but— but her eyes are 
brown I A h, here comes another in a blue- 
dyed pandanus sarong, with women carrying 
her baskets of offerings. Her face is oval 
and olive in complexion, with just the gilt of

grid. She’s a thoroughbred, I ’ll wager, 
om the train of her pandanus gown up to

th e  top of her hair----- ”
Alas! The hair and the eyes always 

stopped m y ravings. Always the eyes were 
oblong in shape and brown and brilliant as 
coalesced lacquer. Always the hair was 
b lack as the deepest danau swamp. And—  
m ust I  admit it— I was looking for hair of 
th e  color of raw gold, and for lazuli eyes, 
Egyptian eyes, eyes like Cleopatra had! 
I  was looking for the golden-haired poa-poa 
bearer!

Yes, I  was in love. For the first time in 
m y life I  was spinning helplessly in that 
whirlpool of joys and jealousies, of hopes 
and of heart-qualms that is called love. I 
was in love with the poa-poa bearer, a woman 
more beautiful than my fondest daydream, 
than any dream! Picture every perfection 
of physical attraction combined in one full
blown willowy form and you can not, even 
then, visualize the wondrously beautiful 
woman who had greeted me upon my en
trance into the Jallan Batoe!

Y e t I  knew, quite as soon as I  felt the 
first fluttering of love, that mine was neither 
an ordinary love affair nor an ordinary situa
tion for a love affair. Altogether it was a 
paradoxical case. She had my heart and 
m ind in her power by her wondrous wom
anly charms; she had my body and life in 
her power by her apparent leadership of the 
Poonan, now my hosts, but any time, it 
m ight prove, my captors.

I  did not stop to consider that. I  did not 
stop to consider that I  needed a sober head, 
a  selfish heart, a steady, sure hand to win to 
the Green, Green God— and civilization. 
I  did not stop even to consider her different 
race, her undoubtedly exalted position 
among the Pocnan, her eye-dazzling beauty. 
I  considered nothing, nothing, I  tell you, 
save and except that I  loved her!

Desire cankered my heart. I  was mad 
with desire. I  desired her more even than 
I  desired the Green, Green God!

A ll that mom I  searched the lovely face 
o f each woman in that tireless throng. One 
glimpse of my poa-poa bearer, and I  felt the

desire that cankered my heart would be 
soothed, assuaged. I  searched till my eye
balls fairly ached in their sockets. She 
was not among them. All morning, 
through shriveling noon— and she did not 
come!

And then, as the tumulting disappoint
ment in my heart was growing apace with 
the constant arrival of more beautiful wom
en, with the increasing blasting heat of the 
early afternoon, the Golden Women close 
about me fell back to give passage to a 
woman whose long ’•ainbow-tinted train of 
peacock-feather gown was upheld by female 
attendants, and whose many baskets of 
offerings were borne by youngish men.

For a breath— so fine, so exquisitely ele
gant was that woman— my eyes betrayed 
me. I  thought indeed, for that breath, she 
was my golden-haired turquoise-eyed poa- 
poa bearer. But no! Her hair was like 
that of all the other Golden Women— an 
interwoven jungle of black tresses.

Yet while she was like the other Golden 
Women, she was unlike them. There was 
something subtly proud, almost haughty, 
about the tilt of her nose. That nose, 
chiseled so sensitively thin it seemed, in 
the torchlight, almost a transparent olive 
white, came down in a straight line, with
out notch, from her low round forehead. It 
was an imperious nose, just such a nose as 
that which the Romans loved to carve on 
the head of Minerva. It gave to the Golden 
Woman’s beauteous face the same pro
phetic, but imperious and arrogant look, so 
inseparable from the head of that Roman 
goddess of wisdom and war.

I can’t explain it, really; but somehow she 
seemed more beautiful, if such could be, 
than the other women— and they all were 
beautiful! Y et hers was not an opulent 
beauty. There was that about her— in her 
almond-shaped eyes, her imperious nose, 
in the thin cruelty of her red lips— which 
bespoke all the delicately constituted beau
ty of the orient.

Slimmer she was than the poa-poa bearer, 
slim as a palm-tree and quite that upstand
ing in lofty carriage. Her breasts were not 
full-blown, not nearly so luxuriant as those 
of the poa-poa bearer; under the clinging 
outlining gauze of brilliant peacock plumes, 
her breasts were like awakening tender buds. 
Still she was no younger than my gentle 
conductress of the night. Indeed, to judge 
from her eyes rather than from her softly
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flowering golden torso, she was older, more 
satiated with life.

In the Orient, you must know, there are 
just two types of womankind. One type 
blows rich and luscious, as an orchid putting 
out overnight, and then shrivels and withers 
away in the years, as an orchid does in the 
sun. The other type never blooms to its 
full and hence never cloys, but goes on 
through the years, forever giving the lie, in 
appearance, to those years.

She was of that type, that never-full- 
blown type— the type of oriental woman 
ever young. And that is a feline type which 
sheathes its strength as a cat does her claws. 
An unwholesome type, alw'ays young in 
limb and torso, but ever, ever old in crafty 
knowledge, in the light that lies in the eyes.

That light was in her eyes. Brown -were 
her eyes, an even darker brown than were 
those of the other Golden Women. In the 
flicker from the innumerable torches her 
eyes gleamed almost a black, as with the 
duskiness of a kind of illimitable, unsearch
able depth. And they gleamed, those eyes, 
from between almond-shaped lids which 
had a slant to them that was not nice to see, 
that seemed evil!

Evil were the eyes themselves! That was 
the light in them. Evil and wise and old, 
with a sort of intuitive cunning, the inscru
tableness of the East! They were Chinese 
eyes, wicked eyes, eyes that gleamed ma
lignantly in the torch-sputterings, as the 
courtesan Thais’s must have gleamed when 
she looked upon the city she had burned; 
and eyes, too, that seemed in the sputtering 
of the torches, to be hazy with stifled pas
sion, just as those of Salome must have 
been when she craved of Herod the head of 
John the Baptist.

SHE slipped toward me, did that 
wickedly beautiful woman, between 
the Golden Women huddled to 

either side, her dinging gown of silky, 
finely woven, polychrome peacock plumes 
accentuating rather than concealing the 
slim lines and feline grace of her form. I 
remember I could hear, as she glided up to 
me, the jingle of the anklets of gold bangles 
on her feet; and I even could see flickering 
beneath the hem of her brilliant gown those 
small arched golden feet, loosely strapped in 
cogon sandals.

She came quite close to me, her breath 
fanning my face, her skin, in the torchlight,

of an olive tint, flecked with gold glimmers 
and glowing with a faint rose underneath 
the soft velvet curve of each cheek. She 
felt of my hair and looked into my eyes and 
through and through me with her own evil 
Chinese eyes.

“ Seek laha wookl”  she murmured in a 
voice that was a surprise to me— so silky, 
caressing, almost.like a murmurous purr it 
was: “Hair red as blood! Eyes blue as the
sky!”

Her tendrils of fingers enmeshed them
selves in my red beard. As if the better to 
see that beard she tossed back from about 
her face her jungle of black hair, blue-black 
and glossy now in the light of the torches, 
so that it flowed in shiny, snaky undulations 
from her low round forehead down her back 
to a point below her waist. Then and all of 
a sudden she gave that beard a tremendous 
yank!

CHAPTER IX

TELLS WHY HYDE LEARNED TO FEAR THE 
HIGH PRIESTESS, LIP-PLAK-TENGGA

A  THOUSAND pains tore the skin of my 
face. (Hyde felt his red halo of beard 

reminiscently, tenderly!) I leaped afoot off 
the couch, my mouth jerked open, my jaw 
sagging, quivering, from the jar of that 
tremendous yank. I was beside myself 
with pain, with the shock of a complete, 
hideous surprise, and with perhaps a certain 
rage.

“ Cripes!” I  sputtered in English, lapsing 
with rage into my mother-tongue and rub
bing my thousand-pricked face frantically. 
“ What do you mean! What do you mean 
by pulling my beard! Don’t you believe 
that beard is mine! You sneaky cat, do 
you think it’s false!”

But low to the flooring before me she was 
bowing nine times.

“ A nel”  she purred in that silky tone. 
“ It is the Man-Child of Genghis Khan! 
It is the Sending of the Srvord! Ahel”

I felt like leaping, worn shoes and all, 
upon her bobbing jungle of hair. I could 
feel my toes tensing in their shreds of 
leather. I wras beside myself with overmas
tering rage. But I got a grip on myself. 
I  stood helplessly choking with rage, and 
watched her.

An ominous doubt went thudding through 
my aching head. She had pulled my beard 
intentionally, almost it seemed maliciously.
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Well now, as I  watched her, it struck me 
that there was something like mockery in 
her purring words, something like a kind 
of mock gravity in the way she was bowing 
her black snaky tresses of hair. I began to 
know fear of that woman.

“ She’s like a cat, just as I  called her in my 
rage,”  I  said to myself. “ She’s like a sleek, 
slinking, beautiful tiger-cat! She’s doubtful 
of me. That I  know from that yank on my 
beard. J ’ll bet she’s here to attempt to wile 
my secrets out df me!”

Fear lent black wings to my imagination. 
Maybe she knew already, I  thought, that 
I  was not the Man-Child of Genghis Khan, 
whoever that Man-Child was. Maybe she 
could see through me, see that I was only 
Willyum Hyde, an orchid-seeking English
man. Fear lent me caution. I  would keep 
a  firm check on myself, I  resolved, and 
stomach all my curiosity about the Poonan, 
about who X was supposed to be. I  would 
not let her find me out. I could not afford 
to  let her, of all women, know X was after 
the Green, Green God!

With a sharp regret for the bold words 
I  had uttered upon'my entrance into the 
Jallan Batoe, and then, upon the heels of 
that, a hope that she had not been among 
the women of the night before, I  sat me 
down on the sacred pehang skin upon the 
couch and waited.

The woman rose up with serpentine flex
ures, after the nine kowtows. She motioned 
with a commanding sweep of one gold- 
banded arm, the youngish men carrying her 
baskets of offerings to draw closer to me.

They did so, opening the rattan-woven 
lebets to display an appetizing feast of succu
lent pigs’ meat and of kwe-kwe or cakes, 
made of yellow jungle maize and smeared 
temptingly with ghee, a sort of luscious oil 
drawn from butter and clarified by boiling.

The imperiously beautiful woman sidled 
against me once more, rubbing like a cat so 
close to me that I could feel, through the 
thin transparency of her feathery gown, the 
glowing warmth of her gblden-limbed body. 
Looking down at me out of inscrutable 
brown eyes, downy now as with the haze 
of some hot emotion, she purred in Poo
nan—

“ Eat, O Man-Child of Genghis, the Great 
and Good!”  And she lifted her proud head, 
with a gleam of her eyes, as if the words 
were a command.

Long had my stomach urged me, with a

gnawing insistence, to sample the offering 
of food; but I  had been afraid, for no sound 
reason, of ipo-ipo, some hidden Poonan 
poison. Now, however, at those words of 
command, that imperious toss of her head, 
but more than else, that gleam of her evil 
eyes, I realized that in order to play out my 
hand I would have to overcome all fears of 
poison, and eat. I  made to reach down, 
therefore, for one of the buttered cakes.

But at my action one of her women at
tendants was before me, offering a cake to 
me. As I lifted it to my lips, still warmly 
moist as it was from the oven, an inspira
tional thought clicked into my brain: Why 
not learn something of this evil-eyed 
beauty?

Why not? There could be no harm in 
that, providing I did it politely, with af
fected gallantry. And certainly, if I  made 
her talk of herself and her people, she would 
not then have much opportunity to ques
tion me. That was it! I  would question 
her. I  would turn the tables on her.

“ But,”  I  asked artfully in Poonan, ere I 
tasted that soft cake, “ may I not know to 
whom I am indebted for this food?”

“ To all the Poonan,” she said with a 
haughty nod of her head toward the onlook- 
ing men and women.

“ But these cakes?” I  persevered.
“ Oh, to Lip-Plak-Tengga— ” her thin 

cruel lips curled slightly in a smile— “ to me—  
Flower of the Silver Star, High Priestess of 
the Poonan and of the Green, Green God!”

There it was again: the Green, Green 
God! How I  longed to ask her more of that 
Green, Green God! But I could not. I did 
not know, but I greatly feared, that she had 
made that very statement merely to lead 
me on to ask questions, to show my ignor
ance of the Poonan; in a word, to betray 
myself.

I  tell you I was quite fearful now of that 
woman. There was that in the fitful gleam- 
ings of her Chinese eyes— something so 
doubting of me, so sharply, persistingly 
probing— which belied altogether the silki
ness of her tone, the catlike caress of her 
movements, and made me realize, more and 
more strongly, that I would do well to keep 
a tight mouth on myself.

Wherefore, to turn the conversation to 
something which, so far as I could see, would 
work my case no injury, and which even 
more than the Green, Green God, was up
permost at that moment in my mind, I  said:
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“ But that golden-haired poa-poa  bearer 
last night— I thought she had all to do with 
the Poonan and the Green, Green God?” 

“ Ah,” she assented, “ with the Poonan, 
yes.” Then with a disdainful toss of her 
head and a faint, but vexed knuckling of her 
low olive brow: “ But with the Green, Green 
God, nda, tidal I am the High Priestess of 
the God, of the Menacing M a n d a u  of Gen
ghis Khan, of all the jewels and of the whole 
sacred Stone D oboi She— ” and there was 
a sort of scornful envy in her silky voice—  
“ well, she is the O rlok R a d en a jo  of the 
Poonan.”

“ O rlo k ? "  I repeated.
I knew that in Malay radenajo means the 

wife of a rajah, of a king; it might mean, in 
a far-fetched way, an unmarried woman 
ruler. I hoped that last was so. But I was 
not sure. O rlok  was the word that caused 
the doubt in my mind. It was a wTord en
tirely new to me. Never had I met up with 
it in either the Malay or Dyak language, 
or any dialect of those languages.

But the High Priestess was speaking. 
“ Yes,” she was saying: “ O rlok R a d en a jo  

of the Poonan. O rlok  is one of the few 
words of our fathers’ tongue that still lin
gers with us since our fathers left, in tem po  
doelo (olden times), the Land of Tartary, 
where the golden rhubarb grows and wrhere 
the men-children of Genghis Khan still rule 
the world as the Lords of Lords. To us, as 
to our fathers, it means marshal of soldiers. 
And B e lu n -M e a  P o a -P o a  is the Marshal 
Queen of the Golden People!”

“ B e lu n -M e a  P o a -P o a ? ”  I said after her, 
mouthing the name of my lovely loved one 
as though it were some delicious morsel, 
and repeating in that last compound name 
the Dyak word which means both flame 
and fire. “ How beautiful! Golden Feather 
of Flame! But— but is she married?”

The Priestess shook her head emphati
cally and a whit sulkily, I thought. Then as 
if in haste to divert me from a subject dis
tasteful to her, she said quickly:

“ N d a , nda; she is not married. No man 
ever has kissed her. But take some meat, 
take some meat, Man-Child!” And she 
motioned one of the youngish men to hand 
me a pig’s foot.

My teeth had no sooner sunk into the 
soft, juicy meat, however, than I became 
alive to the fact that it was saltless, almost 
tasteless. I looked about. There was no 
salt, nor any receptacle for salt, to be seen.

“ What do you do for salt, Lip-Plak- 
Tengga?” I asked. “ I should imagine if you 
Poonan eat meat daily without the use of 
salt you would be attacked by all manner 
of scorbutic complaints^-hvid spots and all 
the horrors of scurvy.”

She laughed between those cruel lips, a 
gay rippling laugh.

“ H u n g l” she said sharply to one of her 
men.

The slit-eyed fellow came toward me, 
holding a hu ng  or stone gourd. I  thought, 
at first, that it contained some concoction 
of honey or natural wine or other native 
liquor. It smelled malodorously enough. 
But when I tasted it I knew it for sulfur 
water.

“That’s the reason,” explained the 
Priestess, “why the Golden Folk, are not af
fected with scurvy, even though year in 
and year out we never use what you call 
salt. We grow and use pepper; and we 
get this sulfur water from a spring in the 
volcanic rock of the Jallan Batoe.”

“I ’ve got it,”  I smiled. “ You make it 
serve as a makeshift for salt. I t ’s the pound 
of cure against the ounce of prevention, to 
twist the adage. And it tastes that badly 
too!”

She laughed again at my sally. Her lids 
widened till they lost their evil curve; her 
brown eyes gleamed almost honestly. 
Seemingly she had vaulted into a good 
humor. Seeing that, I broke off to ask a 
question that, to speak plainly, was bother
ing me.

“But tell me,” I  asked: “ why doesn’t 
she come to me? Golden Feather of Flame, 
I mean. I have been anxiously watching for 
her all day.”

Very seriously she looked down at me. 
She looked down at me from between tight, 
partly closed lids for a long time, as if in
deed she were trying to read my innermost 
thoughts. Slowly, questioningly, she re
peated:

“ You— you have been watching for her, 
and anxiously, all day?”

I nodded with some vehemence.
“O Man-Child of Genghis Khan,”  she 

said simply, “you are in love!”  Then with 
an odd, irritating laugh, “ yes; in love with 
our O rlok  R aden ajo , Golden Feather of 
Flame!”

I bowed my head in dumb assent, but 
more to hide the warm color suffusing my 
bearded face. It was surely so. I was in
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love. That supreme passion had come to 
me at last, unwished-for, unbidden, alto
gether unexpected. Subtly, deliciously, at 
my first sight of the pon-poa bearer it had 
entered my heart. And it was coiling tight 
and tighter about my heartstrings, over
whelming me, choking me with sublime 
passion. I  tell you no mortal woman ever 
can till her place in my heart. Even today, 
after twelve long years, I  am passionately, 
utterly in love with that golden-haired, 
green-eyed Marshal Queen!

Thinking this— a whirling maelstrom of 
love-tortured thought— I did not look up 
again but only down at my big working 
hands. The High Priestess before me must 
have taken that as a sign of dismissal. She 
made to turn away. But with a hand on a 
blue-ringed feather of her downy gown, I 
halted her.

“ Listen,”  I  said tersely, chancing all. 
“ Why did you yank my beard?”  •

That question, startling in itself, was the 
more startling in the abrupt directness with 
which I  put it. That question startled her 
out of her poise. Her face flamed and 
paled, flamed and paled, the while she 
looked down at me narrowly. Then sud
denly she drew herself together, drew her
self up so that she was as a tower of ivory.

“I  thought it was false,”  she said quite 
calmly. “ I  thought yours was a false 
beard, just like the false beards which my 
priests wear when they masquerade as old 
antus in the devil-devil dances, I doubted 
that you were the Man-Child of Genghis 
Khan. That is why I pulled your beard. 
I  thought you were only an Orang Mohong, 
a  white manl”

@M Y  HANDS gripped the rush- 
fibers of the couch beneath me. I  
was shocked, speechless. But with

out pausing, without apparently noticing 
m y dismay she went on speaking, her voice 
vibrant now with a certain ring of certitude.

“ Yes; I  thought you were a white man 
just like all those other footsore and ragged 
ones who came in here before you and tried 
to steal the Green, Green God, and were 
tortured until they died! They came, those 
white men, in tempo doelo, one, two, three, 
four white men; and one was tall and the 
others short, but all were black of hair. We 
thought all white men were black-haired.

“ And then you come, and you have red 
hair, a  red beard and blue eyes. Belun-Mea

Poa-Poa saw your red hair, your red beard, 
your blue eyes, and therefore and thereupon 
she proclaimed you the Man-Child we have 
been told would come. All the Poonan be
lieved you were that Man-Child. But I 
doubted that you were the Man-Child of 
Genghis-Khan. I alone doubted. I  doubt
ed so much I pulled your beard. Your 
beard is not false, I  know now. It  is your 
own; but then you may have dyed it with 
some red stain!”

There was a challenge in her last state
ment. I ignored it. I  thought only of 
those four white men who had preceded me 
into the Jallan Batoe— Dutchmen, English
men, Portuguese or what-not, but each and 
every one of them a white man like myself. 
And I  thought with a kind of horror of their 
fate. Their fate might prove a warning and 
a lesson to me if I could but learn the man
ner of it. Wherefore, to learn the manner of 
it I  asked a question:

“ But those strange white men? What 
brought them here? What did they 
do----- ”

“ Do? They did nothing. It was what 
they tried to do! The first three came, one 
after the other, and were given food and 
were treated as honored guests. But one 
after the other, each in his turn, tried to 
steal the Green, Green God. I  do not know 
why they tried to steal the god. These 
Orang Mohong seem mad with desire for the 
god. Their eyes burn with love when they 
see our women, but when they see our 
Green, Green God, their eyes bum with a 
greater love.

“ The Green, Green God must have some 
enormous worth, some mystic potence out 
in the world of white men; for always, no 
matter how royally we treated them, those 
white men tried to steal that god. After 
the treachery of the first three we trusted 
them no more. We killed those first three, 
each in his turn, very suddenly, as they 
crept to the Doho in the dark night.

“The fourth and last man we tortured—  
tortured at once, ere ever he saw the god. 
I was only a child then, but I  remember to 
this day how he screamed and jabbered in 
some unknown tongue!”

I shivered all over. The High Priestess 
noted that. She made a wry mouth.

“ It is terrible, yes; but why should we 
talk about it? You are no Orang Mohongl 
You would not steal the god! You are the 
Man-Child of Genghis Khan!”
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Ah, now we were getting on to a desire! 
I looked up at her; I looked up at her quite 
seriously.

“ Lip-Plak-Tcngga,”  I said slowly, earn
estly, “ why— why in the world do you call 
me the Man-Ch----- ”

I stopped. Her wicked Chinese eyes 
stopped me. There was in those eyes then 
and of a sudden a blazing triumphant look. 
It was as if, inwardly and already, she were 
rejoicing over leading me to disclose myself. 
I was sure, right then, she still doubted me; 
and right then I changed my words, saying:

“ Why in the world do you call yourselves 
the Golden People? How is it your skins 
are so fair, in all this sun, with just the glint 
of gold?”

As one closes one’s eyes under the pain of 
a headache, so the evil curve of her lids 
drooped over her eyes; and two little vertical 
wrinkles of annoyance, at the simplicity, 
the sheer harmlessness of my question, ap
peared above her imperious nose. But she 
kept control of her disappointment, other
wise, remarkably well. The lids slanted 
open, but the eyes between once more were 
inscrutable.

“ Oh,” she exclaimed, with affected care
lessness, “ that is because we dwell in these 
caves in the stones, hidden from the hot 
rays. Our skin is not burned brown by the 
Bornean sun but is, as you see, of a fair yel
lowish tinge, like the sheen of gold. The 
color of the skin marks certain prescribed 
estates among us, and there are several es
tates. Golden Feather of Flame is of the 
supreme estate— that of the rulers, the 
Orlok Radenajos— and her skin, as you must 
have seen, is white as cream, save for a 
slight shading of gold. I am of the next 
estate, the Priestesses. The higher caste a 
woman is in birth and riches, the more we 
stay in the caves hidden from the sun, so as 
to make and keep our skin a light golden 
hue.”

I jumped to a conclusion. As with the 
Chinese women and their mutilated little 
feet, I thought, so with these women of the 
Poonan; they had to suffer the darkness of 
the caves in order to etiolate their skin as 
fair as the ordained hue of their caste.

No doubt, my mind went on, that was the 
very reason why the golden-haired Marshal 
Queen could not come to me. She could not 
chance burning and browning her creamy 
skin by walking under the blistering rays of 
the mid-afternoon sun.

“ But when will I  see her?” I  asked; then 
at the Priestess’ quizzical, surprised lift of 
the eyelids, I  added: “ I mean, of course, 
your Queen, Golden Feather of Flame! 
When will I  see her in her white, white 
gown?”

Her lids curved into slits of wickedness; 
her eyes gleamed maliciously.

“ White, white gown?” she repeated. 
“ And you don’t know what white means to 
us? 0  Man-Child of Genghis Khan, with 
the Poonan as with our Tartar fathers, 
white is ever the sign of mourning!”

“ Mourning!”
“ Ahel”  she nodded. “ When we heard you 

coming along the lava path, Golden Feather 
of Flame dressed in mourning and met you 
with a tambatong poa-poa in her hand, to 
drive you away as a bad anlu, a white man. 
And even now, because of your coming—  
you with the red hair and blue eyes— Belutt- 
Mea Poa-Poa is mourning in the Glowing 
Bohol But you shall see her soon enough, 
O Man-Child of Genghis! Ahel Soon 
enough!”

With those words, so like a veiled threat, 
and an exasperating little laugh, she backed 
away, bowing low nine times with a kind of 
mock gravity. Then to a jingling accom
paniment from her gold anklet-bangles 
which sounded like a teasing echo of her 
laughter, she disappeared through the niche 
of doorway.

I sat upon the sacred pehang skin, cross- 
legged and stunned. Over and over again 
one thought kept hurtling through my
brains.

“ Golden Feather of Flame mourning be
cause of my coming! But why? What 
have I done? Come to think of it, there 
was terror in her voice last night when she 
discovered that my hair was red, my eyes 
blue! Can it be— can it be there is some 
hidden reason to fear me? Or is it that she 
fears that Sending of the Sword they all 
speak of?”

I did not know. I hardly knew whether 
to believe Flower of the Silver Star or not. 
But one thing I did know: There was every 
good reason for me to be wary of that evil
eyed High Priestess.

“ She doubts me,”  I muttered. “ Of all 
the Poonan, she alone doubts me. The 
Poonan do not know there are red-haired 
white men out in the world, because it so 
happened that of the four white men who 
came before me all were black-haired. Of
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course in the white race there are not so 
many red-haired men as- there are black
haired men— the ratio is about six dark men 
to every one blonde— but it was inevitable 
that, sooner or later, a red-haired white man 
should enter the Jallan Batoe.

“ I  am that inevitable red-haired white 
man. Therefore, because I  am red-haired 
and because I  am almost as tropics-saf- 
froned as the Poonan themselves, the Poo- 
nan do not think I  am a white man. They 
think I  am that red-haired, blue-eyed man 
whose coming for some mysterious reason 
they seem to have been awaiting. They 
stand in awe of me. They reverence me. 
They believe I  am the Man-Child of Gen
ghis Khan, whoever that Man-Child is.

“But how long, how long, before the 
Poonan will discover their mistake, awake 
to the truth? How long before they will do 
to me what they did to those other four 
white men? Already Lip-Plak-Tengga 
doubts me. Already she thinks that I  am a 
white man and that I am after the Green, 
Green God!”

CHAPTER X

IN WHICH WONDER PILES UPON WONDER’S 
HEAD, UNTIL I  HEAR OF THAT GREATEST 

WONDER OF ALL— THE STONE DOBO

I WAS alone. The lessening of the heat 
wave that-had shriveled me through 

the day told me, even in the continual 
torch-flickering half-dark of my cave, that 
sunset was approaching. And a sound in 
the air, the sound of regular, though naked 
footfalls, told me further that some one was 
coming up either stairway of the Elephant 
Stone.

I  got off the couch straightway, stretched 
m y legs, cramped and lifeless as they were 
from squatting upon them throughout most 
of the day, and strode out, blinking my eyes 
into the bright but empty horseshoe-shaped 
corridor. Whereupon I realized from whom 
that sound of flapping footfalls came. It 
was the guard of honor who had left off 
patrolling before the foot of each flight of 
nine stairs. As at signal, simultaneously, 
they appeared— two short-muscled, yel- 
lowish-skinned, slit-eyed men— in either 
gaping arched entrance.

With heads thrown back, they stood rig
idly for a  space-looking up at the rim of the 
crater far, far above. The last segment of

that flaming ball of sun must have dipped 
out of sight as they looked, behind that 
ragged rim; for of a sudden, like the boom of 
a sunset gun, the butts of their sumpitans 
rang echoingly upon the stone flooring.

They swiveled. They faced me.
“ 0  Mopeng-Lon of Genghis, Toewan 

Baik,”  rumbled, with a deep bow, the man 
at the farther entrance, the entrance on the 
right-hand side toward the Stone Dobo: 
“0  Man-Child of Genghis, the Great and 
Good— keha; come!”

It was a command, if a deferential com
mand.

“ But whither?” I  debated with myself. 
“ Which way will you two lead me— out of 
the Jallan Batoe to get lost and die on its 
jungled slopes, or farther into the maze of 
monster stones? And if farther into that 
maze, why, where, for what? What’s 
awaiting me anyhow?”

The guard standing at the entrance by 
which I  first had come into the cave, at that 
moment came marching toward me, march
ing slowly, his long sumpitan over his left 
shoulder, his mandau drawn from the jaw at 
and poised in his right hand, the thick, blqnt 
concave back pressed against his nose as 
in a kind of salute of respect, of reverence.

I understood then. I was supposed to 
follow the other guard, the guard at the 
farther entrance— the entrance toward the 
Stone Dobo. That was it; I  debated no 
longer. For they were leading me, I  com
prehended in a flash, toward that self-same 
Stone Dobo!

I  turned. With one squat guard before 
and one behind, and me, like a king in state, 
towering in the center, we left that Elephant 
Stone.

It  took us only a trice of time to get out 
of that Elephant Stone; yet in that trice of 
time, tropic night had swooped down swiftly 
and suddenly like some black hawk out of 
the sky. About me, as on the previous 
night, once again all was blackness, a solid 
inky blackness, more solid and more inky 
where the huge stones bulked.

With one guard behind and one before, 
as I  said, we went down that broad grassy 
avenue between the feathery black dusters 
of palms and the blacker shapes of the 
stones. We were making, I  had no doubt 
now, for the Stone Dobo, that largest stone 
of all on the border of the Danau— a gleam
ing, dazzling white in all that blackness. 
To me, so far away it was, that stone looked
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like a hideously fanciful shape, half human, 
half animal, like and yet unlike the Sphinx 
— a gigantic gargoyle glowing with a weird 
white light against that black drop of 
swamp.

The wave of heat which had held through 
the day had lessened preceptibly; the early 
evening air was almost chill. I could feel 
that chill. I shivered. But I shivered not 
only with that chill. I shivered more be- 
:ause of a state of mind, of my whole being.

This business of being under guard, even 
though it was a guard of honor, of marching 
through thick blackness in grim silence be
tween stones that bulked up like black 
oeasts on either side of me and between 
palms, nearer at hand, the feathery plumes 
if which draggled motionless, black and 
iead, and all toward a monster rock that 
flowed weirdly, uncannily, was getting my 
serves. I tell you, with all that I had gone 
Brough and still was going through, but 
especially the terrible uncertainty of it all, 
ny nerves were frayed into threads dang- 
ing from my framework, live and raw!

Well now, with an abruptness that alone 
vould have alarmed me— had I not also 
Bought that it came only in the chill hours 
iefore dawn— rose in the pitchy blackness 
Bat monstrous singing of the stones. In a 
iffy, all about me was sound, startling, shat- 
;ering sound.

The sun-dried fronds of the palms on 
sither band waved, as in a wind, and rubbed 
igainst one another with grating sounds un- 
,il they resembled nothing so much as 
;allows-trees, weighed and crackling with 
>ones. Farther back those black beasts of 
itones vibrated and actually seemed to 
nove 'with the hum. In all that blackness 
he whole night boomed like a great hollow 
Irum.

I stopped dead in my tracks. Like a chill 
vind that hum swept through my body 
ind set every dangling nerve on my frame- 
vork dancing and tingling like a toothache.
' was beside myself with sickening fear.
’ swung on the guard behind.

“ I won’t go on!” I shouted in Poonan. 
‘I won’t go on, beneath that awful overtone 
>f sound, between those shaking stones, 
hose grating gallows-trees of palms! I 
leard it last night— all through the dawn. I 
>ever expected it now. I thought it was 
inly before dawn. I won’t go on till I 
mow! When does that awful hum come? 
ior Deeiva’s sake, tell me when it comes!”

The guard behind bowed low to the grass 
— I could see him bow, despite the black
ness, he was so close to me. He lifted again 
the concave back of his sword against his 
nose.

“ O Man-Child of Genghis, the Great and 
Good!” he shouted to make himself heard. 
“ Be at peace! In the chill of dawn, and 
the short chill of eventide only, do the 
Souls of Men Who Would-Have-Been wail 
out in this awful song their misery at their 
fate. It is soon over. Li-liat; look!” And 
with his sword he pointed above.

Far, far above, within the vast roundness 
of the crater’s rim, appeared almost as I 
looked upward, a single silver star. And as I 
looked down again the air of the Jallan Ba- 
toe seemed somehow, if faintly, to warm. 
The awful singing of the stones sobbed and 
sobbed away into silence.

Everything became in a trice just as .be
fore— solid inky blackness, the feathery 
plumes of the palms draggling black and 
dead, the whole Jallan Batoe still as sol
emnity.

In a fulness of wonder, as if it alone had 
caused all that sudden change, I looked up 
again at that solitary silver star dipping and 
sailing and vanishing for breathing intervals 
behind wisps of clouds that were like fine 
white laces. Then I turned away.

“Baik,”  I said. “ It is good.” And with 
one guard before and one behind I walked 
on and on down that velvety avenue.

And now in that solemn stillness breath
ing ghostily into my ears, I became aware 
of the slow beating of tomtoms and of the 
drone of many singsonging voices. Out of 
the black vault of night seemed to come 
that eery drone. It rose and fell and hung 
for nervous moments on certain odd notes. 
It was like some death chant, weird and un
earthly.

I looked ahead. I looked ahead, and 
there, not so far away, I saw that white 
glowing monster stone. White it was as the 
finest marble from Carrara or Jaipur. 
Yet it was not made of marble. It was 
made of some mineral, some rare mineral, 
white as frosted ice, the name, constitution, 
or geological era of which I have been un
able to discover. But I have two good 
guesses. It was either some tengga boen- 
toet, or tail of the star, as the Dyaks call 
meteoric stones, chuted down from blazing 
comets, or it was some carboniferous forma
tion laid down in the Paleozoic Age and
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spat to the surface from the hot core of the 
earth, some time during the active life of 
the now extinct volcano.

As we drew nearer it struck me that that 
monster stone seemed luminous as a star, 
with a glow in the very white substance of it. 
Then I  saw that that glow was not in the 
rock itself, but came from a series of slits 
or slim apertures in the rock. Every one 
of those slits glowed, as if behind, in the 
heart of that stone, a thousand torches 
flamed and smoked.

There was the reason for the uncanny 
brightness of that stone in all the darkness. 
Like white fingers the light from those thou
sand torches shot through the slits, reflected 
on the whiteness of the stone and thus il
luminated the blackness all about. And 
just as that light shot through those slits, 
just so did that death-chant seem to wail 
through those slits from the very heart of 
the stone.

“ Surely from the heart of itl”  I surmised. 
“ That heart is a cave-temple— the Stone 
D o lo } even as my green-eyed Marshal 
Queen saidl”

But it was more even than that. As we 
drew yet near and nearer and the glow from 
within reflected on the whiteness of that 
monster stone so that it lighted our faces 
and brightened the blackness, the palms, 
the stones, the Datum— everything adjacent 
to it— X saw that it was indeed a wonder of 
the worldl

That monster mass of stone was carved, 
■ wondrously carved, like a sphinx, with the 
body of an animal and the face and marble 
breasts of a beautiful woman. Only there 
was a difference. Instead of the body of 
a  lion, as in the Sphinx, this animal body, 
outlined from the immense stone in high 
relief, was that of a flowing-maned, upstand
ing horse 1

“ A  horsel”  I  could not help exclaiming. 
“ That is strange for Borneo! A  horse is a 
European animal, though it originally came 
from Central Asia. But a horse up here in 
the very entrails of Borneo, in the fastness 
of this isolated crater! Why, I thought such 
an animal would be as strange to these Poo- 
nan as horses were to the Aztecs of Monte
zuma when Cortez and his adventurers 
came to Mexico like centaurs out of the 
seal”

Now, in that monster block of stone be
tween the outlines of the forefeet of the 
half horse, half woman, was a deep vast

doorway of rectangular shape, wider than 
it  was high, with nine pillars set in on either 
side, upholding the cope of the doorway 
and carved bodily out of the white block.

Leading up to that great doorway were 
many, many flights of stairs. They were' 
spaced nine stairs to a flight, with a deep 
flat landing between each flight. A  hundred 
men could stand side by side along the 
width of any one of those stairs; a thousand, 
I ’ll wager, on any landing. Carved out of 
the white block of stone, those stairs were 
as broad and deep and altogether as spacious 
as a cathedral stairs. The whole white 
block of stone was a wonderful, preter
human example of carving.

I whistled my awe.
“ Thunder!”  I said. “This is no chance 

work of nature. No; they’ve carved this 
magnificent Stone Dobo out of the glowing 
rock! They’re like the Egyptians, these 
Poonan. They’ve carved all these huge 
stones and the huge caves in the stones!”

With one guard in front and one following 
closely I  mounted those nine flights of 
stairs to the increasing sound of the tom
toms and the singsong.

I thought I never would reach the top. 
I  bent down once, I  remember, and felt the 
stone of a stair. It was neither warm nor 
cold, yet it was nearly as slippery as iGe. 
I saw then that those stairs had been worn 
so smooth by the knees of a multitude of 
worshipers!

A t last, we stood between the pillars that, 
nine on either side, upheld the heavy cope 
of the deep doorway. Before us was a great 
door divided into two parts, and from be
hind that double door seemed to come the 
death-chant. But that double door held my 
eyes. It was made of narra, a stout species 
of fine mahogany. It was paneled, and each 
panel was carved with many designs, like 
an old Spanish cathedral door. In the glow 
from the white pillars and the white stone 
of the deep doorway I could make out those 
designs. They were all of men; men in 
armor of buffalo hides and steel and silver 
and gold; men armed with curving mandaus, 
leaden maces, longbows and arrows, shields 
and tomtoms, and slender tocmbas or 
lances; men dose-grouped in nine hordes—  
a multitude of men— and all, all mounted 
on horses!

“ It’s intentional,” I thought. _ “ This rep
etition of the figures of horses is intentional. 
And the carving of this monster glowing
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stone Dobo into a cross between a sphinx 
ind centaur, into an effigy half woman, 
lalf horse, is no haphazard flight of mythol- 
)gy or imagination. It, also, is intentional, 
some time back in the bleak beginnings of 
he world these Poonan have had much 
o do with horses!”

Then, like a blow in the face, the truth 
mote me. The High Priestess, Flower of 
he Silver Star, had said the Poonan had 
:ome hundreds of years before from “ the 

ând of Tartary, where the golden rhubarb 
;rows!” Invariably, they all called me 
‘the Man-Child of Genghis Khan!” That 
xplained the horses. They were Tartars—  
lescendants from the finest horsemen who 
ver lived, who ate and slept and fought on 
lorses and who, on horses, under the leader- 
hip of Genghis and Kublai Khan, had 
wept the round world like a red scourge.

They were descendants from the Tartars 
if that very period of which Ser Marco 
’olo, the Venetian, wrote so well. I remem- 
tered, in a vivid flash, my Polo of school- 
lays, and all its wonderful, voluminous 
lotes.

I looked again at those designs. Surely 
nough, here was final, conclusive evidence 
,s to the Tartar ancestry of the Poonan. 
lehind each sword and shield armed war- 
ior on horseback, I saw in the designs, just 
,s is told of in Messer Marco’s book, a foot- 
oldier armed with bow and arrows and long 
ance, and mounted on the crupper!

But another feature had struck me. 
?hat was the constant recurrence of the 
lumber nine. Remember there had been 
line stairs leading up to the corridor in the 
Elephant Stone, and here in the Stone Dobo 
here were nine flights of stairs, nine steps
0 a flight. There were nine slim pillars on 
ither side of the deep doorway. And now,
1 my wonder, I noted that each half 
f the double door was paneled with pan- 
1s, immense and designed, and nine in 
umber!
“ It’s a tambalong!”  I guessed. , “ It’s a 

ood-luck charm to drive away antus, or 
ad spirits, just as that damar torch was a 
imbalong to drive me out of the Jallan 
tatoe. But it’s more than that. I ’ve read 
hat among the Tartars the repeating nine 
imes of anything serves to show respect 
r authority or position in a great degree, 
'ome to think of it, these Poonan always 
ow nine times to me. That’s a sign, I take 
t, full of respect, of mystical awe of my po

sition among them, whatever that position 
really is.”

But nine times nine of anything, as in the 
number of those stairs, was evidence of the 
greatest, most superlative form of respect, 
of awe, of exalted position. That was it! 
That Stone Dobo was the supreme temple, 
the sublime Holy of Holies of the Poonan!

And I was soon to enter the sublimity of 
that Holy of Holies.

Hanging from either half of the double 
door u'ere hoops of solid gold, like old- 
fashioned door-knockers. Well now, of a 
sudden, my guards put their hands upon 
those golden hoops and heaved mightily.

The double door divided with a reluctant 
jerk in the center; and then slowly— never 
so slowly, it seemed to me— slid back to 
either side. A volume of sound smote my 
ears. It was the slow, dull beating of tom
toms, the monotonous w’eird drone of many 
singsonging voices. I looked within.

CHAPTER X I

HOW HYDE CAME TO SEE TREASURE, GOR
GEOUS AND PRODIGIOUS, AND FOUND 

THAT WHICH IS THE AWE OF MAN

I LOOKED within; but for a while, such 
was the glare in my eyes, I could see 

nothing. Torches flickered everywhere like 
a myriad of candles, and their light reflected 
from the white walls in a snowy glare. 
Then I found myself looking into a cavern 
— a columnated cave-temple, vast as St. 
Peter’s in Rome!

Before me on the flooring knelt a host of 
women— women with backs bent and im
movable, and robed in the dull gleam of 
golden and silver pheasant feathers and 
the polychrome plumage of the peacock. 
It was like that picture of Solomon’s numer
ous wives which one used to see in old 
Scripture illustrations.

Those backs and bent backs were as 
countless as the sands on the shore, and as 
sparkling with colors. They stretched away 
and away, around and beyond the far pil
lars into the remotest recesses of the cave- 
temple, until I thought, for a breath, that 
I must be looking upon all the women of 
Asia that ever had been— aye, that ever 
would be!

But in all that vast sea' of bent backs I 
could glimpse no white, white egret gown; 
I could glimpse no head bowed under a
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weight of raw gold hair. In that stupendous 
assemblage, every last woman’s hair was 
black— blue-black under the glare of the 
plowing cavern. It  was like an anti-climax 
m  the chain of wonders.

Really, my heart sank. Among all those 
women and Golden Women, there was no 
sight nor sign of my golden-haired, greenish
eyed Marshal Queen 1

-Yet, in searching for her, I discovered a 
certain fact. I  saw, in a perfect stream that 
stretched around the far-flung walls of the 
cave-temple, a double line of men. They 
were the Poonan, bowed of head, their bod
ies arrayed, besides the jawat, in the rare 
sleek skins of panthers and kijangs and 
plandok, and other beautiful specimens of 
antelope and deer.

But they were not armed! Dangling 
from the lax fingers of the short men stand
ing in the row against the walls were brass 
cymbals, cogon whistles, horn conchs and 
bamboo flutes. Slowly, monotonously, the 
even shorter men in the front row were 
beating tomtoms.

Now for the very first time, I  realized 
that to all this foregathering of men and of 
women, some ceremony was attached. And 
from that slow funereal beat of the tom
toms, the wail of the death-chant, but par
ticularly from that lack of arms on the 
squat men, I  felt it must be some great and 
awful rite.

Bom of nameless dread, thoughts flut
tered and flickered in reeling succession 
through my overwrought brain. I  thought 
of the Orang Benua, and how those abysmal 
head-hunters had never dared to break the 
sanctuary of the sacred Jallan Batoe by 
attempting to enter its crater. I  thought 
o f my three Christian Dyak boys who would 
not budge a foot up the volcano slope. I 
thought of the sea Dyaks who, though 
miles, miles away, feared to breathe the 
name of the sacred Jallan Batoe without 
making afterward a mystic sign of awe, as 
did the Hebrews of old in referring to 
Jehovahl

Tales leaped vividly into my mind; tales 
I  had heard on the shingle beaches and deep 
in the rotting jungles. All were tales of 
that dread power of the Poonan, so like the 
&ysterious power of the Thibetans on the 
top of the world; tales of men and men—  
white men, insane men, as Fitz said— who 
had braved, with the boldness of their race, 
the dangers of the sacred Jallan Batoe, but

men and men who never had returned to 
tell their talel And the very words of the 
High Priestess, during my talk with her, 
had verified in a certain degree the truth 
and horror of these tales!

“ God!”  I exclaimed. “ Can it be— can it 
be these Poonan have kowtowed to me and 
adored me almost as a god, only to pull me 
down the farther, only to make my fall the 
more terrible? And this ceremony— can it 
be some titanic torture, mysterious, horri
ble, hideous and revolting!”

I spoke between dry lips. Well, just as I 
did, from either hand of the wide doorway 
two Golden Men stepped forth and ap
proached me. One was an old, old man, 
with a flowing mane of white hair just like 
that of the half horse, half woman of the 
Stone Dobo itself. Drooping over the cor
ners of his mouth in separate long white 
hairs was a Tartar mustache.

The other was a younger man, with a 
bristle of black hair all over his heavy- 
jawed face. He was squat and muscled as a 
pugilist. Indeed he looked, with his muscles 
rippling as he stalked toward me, just like 
Gunner Brydges, the British navy middle
weight champion, whom I saw go twenty 
rounds in Rushcutters’ Bay Stadium down 
in Sydney.

Across their golden right shoulders and 
flapping down to the tops of thejawals over 
their loins, each wore a broad strip of sacred 
pehang skin, brindled yellow and black, like 
a tabby-cat’s fur. The other men in the 
cave-temple were garbed, I  had noticed, not 
in the skin of the sacred black-spotted 
leopard, but in the lesser skins of antelopes 
and panthers, and such ferine animals as 
occasionally prowled in through the tunnel. 
Because of those sacred pehang strips, there
fore, I had an idea.

“ I ’ll wager,”  I muttered to myself, “ that 
these two Golden Men are some kind of 
Aijies  or inferior chieftains of the Poonan!”

Ere I had a chance to fear them, especial
ly the muscled one who looked like Gunner 
Brydges, they stood before me and bowed 
their heads to the white flooring of the door
way. The slow tomtoming of the men, the 
death-wail of all those women, sobbed softly 
away. The whole immense cavern of the 
Dobo became sealed with a silence like that 
of the tomb, a silence, just like that of the 
tomb, which seemed to breathe of the se
crets of another world, a world gone and 
buried in an infinity of time.
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[n that entombing silence, so magic with 
; whispers of oblivion, the old .fellow sep- 
ited the whiteness of his hair from the 
iteness of the flooring. He looked up at 
: out of slits of eyes that glowed like 
ick coals.
‘0  Mopeng-Lon of Genghis, Toewan 
ikl" His voice quavered with age 
-ough the stirless air: “0  Man-Child of 
nghis, the Great and Good! You who 
ve crossed the vast laut (sea) as our 
hers did before us; you who have come 
us from the Negorei (country) of Tartary 
iere the plandok is without horns and 
irs behind its navel a sweet smell! (The 
isk-deer of Thibet.) Kehd; come! Come 
th the two Adjies of the Poonan, and sit 
on the great Tojout-Plo-Sie Throne of 
5 Tartar Khanate! Long, long has that 
blime Nine-Times-Nine Throne been oc- 
pied by Mopeng-Led— Women-Children 
the Great Genghis; but never by Mo- 
'ig-Lon of Genghis Khan, since Yeh-Lu 
mshka obeyed the Sending of the Mandaut 
•hd; come!”
The Gunner and Mohong Wook— or 
kite Hair, as I called that weazened old 
ief— wheeled then and began walking into 
2 cavern under the white cope of the deep 
orway. With them so obviously leading 
j way, there seemed nothing for me to do 
t to follow. Leaving the two guards who 
d brought me from the Elephant Cave, I 
pped through the doorway.
A.t the end of the doorway the two chief- 
ns continued on, straight toward the 
mt of the vast cavern. I followed after. 
ie way was now along an aisle, hedged on 
her hand by those kneeling rows of wom- 

I sensed a kind of reverence in the 
wed attitude of all those lovely women, 
was as if my passage so close to those 
men were as a benediction to them.
With a sudden accession of pride, there- 
e, I straightened my over-six-feet of 
dy, threw back my red head, and towering 
ove all those kneeling, bent-backcd wom- 
, walked on down that aisle with some- 
ng of the boldness I had displayed 
ien first I had walked into the Jallan 
toe.
Thus for a couple of hundred paces, 
ien the front of the cave-temple, as I 
;w near, began to take definite shape. I 
v, elevated high by nine stone steps 
ove the rest of the flooring, a monstrous 
•ge dais that was railed off by a balus

trade carved bodily out of the living white
stone.

At either side of that enclosed dais, tapes
tried by rare interwoven feathers, glorious 
in color and enriched with embroideries of 
gold and silver thread, were two apartments 
like • the sacristies in certain Christian 
churches. Between those two sacristies 
was a great space, glowing with the white
ness of the stone and wavingly pillared with 
the red balls and the smoke columns of a 
multitude of torches.

My eyes, as I drew nearer, quickly fo
cused themselves to see in all that glare of 
stone and the light from those myriad 
torches. Then I seemed to make out nine 
nan a kliaus, or mahogany shields, raised 
aloft like high altars. I made out nine high 
shields, I say; then I stopped dead. On 
each of those nine high shields I saw treas
ure— treasure such as, in all my life, I 
never had expected to see— treasure incal
culable and fabulous and terrible!

The subterranean vaults of the Dalai 
Lhama of Thibet, the treasures of the 
Third Inner City of Pekin, the wealth of all 
the Moguls of Delhi, all the jewels of the 
Siamese in Kang Nai— none, not one of 
these, was anything to compare with this!

Crystals there were,, flawless, and of con
gealed marvelous lights; beryls unshaped 
by man, huge as eggs, and glowing miles 
deep in that snowy glare, like sun-lighted 
pools; imperishable stones of rainbow tints 
and blends; chalcedony and chrysoprase of 
carnelian and aqua-marine, agate and green 
jasper and lapis lazuli; gems cut and set, 
uncut and unmounted: rubies, emeralds, 
garnets, diamonds, amethysts, sapphires, 
jade and pearls— a glittering, staggering 
hodgepodge of wealth! It was the age-old 
treasury of Borneo!

Before all that prodigal wealth and all 
that riot of color, my eyes swam and my 
brains dizzied in their brainpan. Then I 
saw that all that opulence was laid out on 
the mahogany shields, which were mounted 
after the fashion of tables, each on nine 
carven stalagmites, projecting like white 
arms from the elevated flooring, and set 
about each by nine balls of red fire glowing 
in as many inverted gold gongs.

Those shields formed a lofty semicircle 
back from the white stone balustrade. They 
were nine in number, as I said. Six of them, 
three on either side, were heaped up with 
the treasure. From that reeling panorama
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o f jungle tints, m y eyes now picked out cer
tain of the treasure. There were jeweled 
effigies of fishes, with red eyes of rubies; 
there were infinitesimal bells, with tiny 
pearls for tongues; and there were crescents 
and moons and suns, with disks and rays of 
gold  that blinded me with their settings of 
peacock-colored gems.

Lying flat upon a seventh kliau was a 
m andau or head-hunter— a great massive 
sword, concave on one side and convex on 
the other, for all the world like a Malay 
kris, save that it had but one cutting edge. 
Its  fine-tempered steel glinted coldly in all 
that light, and its concave back shone warm 
w ith a thick inlay of solid gold. But the 
hilt! Made of ivory it  was, ribbed with 
wires of gold, and set thick with diamonds 
and rubies and emeralds and pearls!

I t  was the Mandau of Genghis Khan—  
thus I  supposed and correctly— the Menac
ing M andau of Genghis Khan! How it ever 
had come to the Glowing Bobo, why it had 
been christened that name of threatening 
evil, I  did not know. But from all I  had 
heard, I  did know, for a certainty, that the 
Poonan feared it. To it was attached some 
solemn awful service which they called the 
Sending of the Sword!

B ut file next kUau. It was the center one, 
farthest back from the white stone balus
trade. I t  was the largest shield of all. It 
was bare of all heaped-up treasure. That 
was a distinct relief to my eyes.

y e t  it was not entirely bare of all treasure. 
I t  was ornamented, not as the Tring Dyaks 
and Long Wai and Ukits and other tribes 
o f w ild head-hunters ornament their shields 
— with tufts of human hair; but it was en
chased thickly with embroideries and ara
besques of precious imperishable gems. In
deed, so thickly was it scrolled and figured 
and ingeniously designed with gems— with 
fanciful and real shapes of men and animals 
form ed from stones of polished turquoise 
and red, red rubies, and with flowers and 
foliage and ferns fashioned out of beryls

of violet-blue and amber and crude dripping 
green— that I  believe, to this day, it would 
be impenetrable proof against bullets!

But that huge shield was not placed upon 
its nine white arms of stalagmites in the 
same manner as the others— that is, with 
convex face to the raised flooring, the slight 
depression of inner side ready to hold, like a 
saucer, a heap of jewels. No; the face of 
that shield— an involved, impenetrable mo
saic of sparkling stones, as I said, longer 
than it was wide and swelling like the half 
of a football in a round curve to its center—  
that face was ton ed  up to the glowing ceil
ings of the altar space.

Wherefore I  reasoned, quite naturally, ■ 
that it was not meant, like the others, to 
uphold treasure. It was meant to uphold 
men. It was meant to uphold me! From 
the words of old Mohong Wook, I  believed 
I  was supposed to sit upon it. That large 
kliau, so inwrought with gems, was the up
raised Sublime Nine-Times-Nine Throne of 
the Tartar Khanate!

I started toward it in the wake of old 
Mohong and the Gunner, now awaiting me 
a short space ahead at the foot of the nine 
stone stairs. Well, just as I did, my eyes fell 
upon the last shield of all. It was the one 
on the left-hand side of that jewel-embel
lished throne. It was really the eighth 
shield, as that throne being in the center of 
the semicircle and to judge from its name, 
was in all probability counted as the ninth 
shield.

Anyhow, my eyes fell upon that left-hand 
kliau; and then— then I saw that which I 
had heard so much about, that which I had 
come expressly to find, that which I hoped 
some day to take back with me to the outer 
world! It took my breath clean away. It 
was awesome!

A single emerald, man, carved as by a 
godhand into the life-size form of a shim
mering green parrot! The greatest treasure 
ever dragged or dug from sea or soil! The 
Green, Green God!

TO BE CONTINUED



Author of “ Just Nuts,”  “ The Rolling Stone Goes Moss-Gathering."

L D GRIFFITH HENDER- 
SHOT, known to the Millville 
iron trade as the “ Hawk,” hung 
the telephone receiver on the 

hook with a hand that trembled slightly; 
but it was eagerness, not age, that had set 
his nerves aquiver.

Except for a predatory beak of a nose 
and eyes of a peculiarly piercing quality, 
Hawk Hendershot bore little resemblance 
to his feathered namesake. His hair was 
long and silver-tinged, his voice was soft 
and his manner benignant. Many, to 
their lasting sorrow, had been deceived 
thereby.

Of late the Hendershot Pig Iron Agency 
had fallen on evil days. The pickings had 
diminished to the vanishing point. Foun- 
drymen, it seemed to the old broker, had 
become entirely too well educated. Most 
of his former customers, realizing the true 
inwardness of past transactions, had crossed 
his name off their inquiry lists.

Being w'ell fortified financially as a result 
of thirty years of sharp trading, The Hawk 
had about decided to retire. But the 
awkwardly worded message which had just 
come to him over the ’phone had caused 
him to doubt that the game was played 
out, after all.

He puckered his thin lips and emitted 
the shrill whistle which served him in lieu 
of a call-bell.

The rattle of a typewriter in the adjoin
ing room suddenly' ceased, and a rat-faced, 
gray little man appeared in the doorway of 
the private office. It was Lemuel Heevy,

stenographer bookkeeper, salesman, as
sistant manager and office boy of the Hen
dershot Pig Iron Agency.

“Lemuel,” demanded his employer, “ tell 
me all about the Millville Steel Foundry.”

In addition to his other invaluable quali
ties, little Heevy had an inquiring diispo- 
sition and an encyclopedic memory. He 
could be trusted to supply a complete 
record of any prospective victim.

He scratched his grizzled head and spat 
reflectively.

“ Built in 1895 by Jerry Bannon. Busted 
in 1901. Idle for two years. Bannon 
raised some money and started the plant 
going again in 1904. He died in 1907; 
plant idle ever since— at least, up to a week 
ago.”

“And a week ago— ” prompted The 
Hawk.

“ A week ago young Jerry Bannon, the 
old man’s son, came back from Texas, 
where he has been living with an uncle 
since his father’s death. They say he has 
about fifty thousand dollars that he made 
in some lucky land deals when the oil boom 
struck his section. Anyhow, he’s paid off 
his father’s debts, taken over the plant 
from the mortgagee, and says he’s going to 
start her up again. I saw him down at the 
bank a couple of days ago. Just a big, raw, 
red-headed kid. The cashier introduced 
us. Bannon says he doesn’t know' the 
first thing about the foundry business; but 
that he made his money in a game he 
learned while playing it, and he guessed he 
can learn this one.”
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The Hawk’s eyes gleamed as might those 
of a veritable bird of prey at the sight of 
live meat.

"Experience is a great teacher,”  he 
agreed. “ Mr. Bannon might as well get 
Ins now as later. He has just told me over 
the ’phone that he is ready to buy some 
pig iron.”

“We haven’t any steel-making iron to 
sell him,”  objected Heevy. “Not one of 
those furnaces will allow us a broker’s 
commission.”

“Bannon doesn’t appear to know that it 
requires a special kind of iron to make steel,”  
said Hendershot. “From the way he 
talked just now I  judge he thinks all pig 
iron is about alike.”

“ But Con Hefferan, his father’s old 
foundry boss, is working for him. Hefferan 
will put him wise.”

.“Hefferan is out of town rounding up a 
crew of molders. He asked Bannon to pick 
up a few cars of iron so that they can get 
the foundry in operation right away.”  
Hendershot stood up, an erect, courtly 
figure, looking much like the traditional 
Kentucky colonel. “ I  shall call on Mr. 
Bannon at once,”  he announced.

“And may the Lord have mercy on his 
soul,”  said little Heevy piously.

His employer sighed.
“ Will you never learn?” he mourned. 

“Why, Lemuel, I  intend to sell Mr. Bannon 
the finest steel-making iron that money 
will buy. Furthermore, regardless of what 
it costs me, I  shall sell it to him at far less 
than the market price.”

Heevy laughed so hard that he had to 
lean against Hie door casing for support.

“I— I get you,”  he cackled. “ And when 
— when Bannon’s appetite is all whetted 
up-----=■”

“ Why, then,”  drawled The Hawk, “I 
may serve him with a small steak carved 
from Perrigord’s ‘white elephant’.”

Heevy’s jaw dropped as the full meaning 
of the allusion flashed through his brain.

Almost a decade before, the then super
intendent of the Perrigord Pig Iron Mfg. 
Co,*, ’way down in Tennessee, had gone on 
a thirty-day drunk. Being a conscientious 
man, he made a-sincere effort to attend to 
his duties, even while consuming raw moun
tain whisky at the rate of more than a 
quart per day. Roaring at the sweating 
negroes, he kept the single stack going at 
full capacity, 
to

His zeal for his employer’s interests led 
him to make certain experiments designed 
to reduce production cost, the details of 
which he was later unable to remember. 
The result, however, spoke for itself. 
When, shaky but sober, he looked over the 
chemist’s analyses of the daily runs, he 
uttered a shriek of anguish, hastily gath
ered up his belongings, and his place knew 
him no more.

He left behind him, stacked on the fur
nace yard, fifteen hundred tons of iron so 
uniquely atrocious that even in the boom 
days of 1906 it could not be sold at any 
price. The furnace went out of blast, in 
again, out again. Still that monument to 
John Barleycorn remained, gathering rust 
and dust on the furnace yard.

“ Good Lord!”  ejaculated the little clerk. 
“ You wouldn’t dare sell a steel foundry 
junk like that, would you? Not even a 
gray-iron foundry could use it. It couldn’t 
be melted into good sash-weights. It’s 
fit only for ballast.”

“Has it ever been tried in a steel foun
dry?”

“ Of course it hasn’t— nor in a jewelry 
shop, either.”

“ That lets us out, then,” grinned Hawk 
Hendershot. “ You never can be really 
sure about a thing until you try it.”

Whereupon his lean face assumed its 
habitually benevolent expression, he set
tled a wide, black hat on his silvery mane, 
and started for the office of the Millville 
Steel Foundry, a gentleman of the old school 
to the life.

THE new owner of the steel foun
dry proved to be a freckled, red- 
haired person, very big and bony, 

very optimistic and very young. The 
Hawk judged his age to be about twenty- 
three years. He seemed much impressed 
by his caller— in fact, by the whole city of 
Millville.

“ I t ’s such a nice, friendly, honest place,”  
he said with boyish enthusiasm. “ I was 
just a kid when I left here, but it ’s always 
been home to me. When I got off the train 
and the runner for the Manufacturers’ 
Hotel grabbed for my grip I could have 
hugged him. It  seemed like a personal 
welcome. I made up my mind then and 
there that I never would leave here again.”

“ It is well for a young man to become es
tablished,” agreed Hendershot paternally.
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“ Just what I told myself,”  said the boy. 
“ I came here expecting to spend only a 
week or so. But, shucks! I liked the 
smell of the air and I liked the people. I 
had money enough to buy Dad’s old plant 
and still have something left in the old 
sock. Why not do it? So I did.”

“ Very wise, I am sure,”  beamed The
Hawk. “ Now, about that pig iron----- ”

“ Why, I ’ll leave that to you,” said Jerry 
Bannon. “ You know what I need better 
than I do. Con Hefferan said to pick up 
a couple of carloads as a starter. When he 
gets back we’ll try it out, and if it suits him 
we’ll buy two months’ supply —  about 
three hundred tons.”

It was so easy that The Hawk felt vague
ly disappointed. He really preferred to 
have his victims put up more of a battle.

“ M y boy, I must advise you to act at 
once,”  he urged. “The iron market is in a 
critical condition. Today I can offer you 
an opportunity which tomorrow I may not 
be able to duplicate. Let me sell you the 
three hundred tons, the order being sub
ject to your superintendent’s approval of 
the first two cars.”

Young Bannon nodded.
“ If the price is right, why not?”
“ I will make the price eighteen dollars a 

ton,” said The Hawk. “ I am giving you a 
very special bargain.”

“ It sounds good to me,”  declared Bannon 
with enthusiasm. “ Hefferan said the iron 
would cost me twenty dollars a ton. I ’ll 
have the laugh on him when he gets back. 
It certainly is great to be in a place where 
they don’t try to skin a man just because 
he is green to a business.”

Hendershot was already busy with con
tract forms and a fountain pen.

“ In the oil fields,” he remarked without 
pausing in his labors, “ there are, no doubt, 
many unscrupulous men. You must be a 
very shrewd young man, Mr. Bannon, to 
have avoided being defrauded.”

“ I can take care of myself,” boasted the 
boy. “ Nobody yet ever handed me a lime 
w'ithout getting a lemon in return.”

Hendershot placed the contract forms 
on Bannon’s side of the battered oak 
table.

“ Look them over,”  he invited. “ I think 
you will find them sufficiently explicit to 
cover the situation.”

The cock-sure young man gave them a 
perfunctory glance.

“ Sure,”  he said, and signed his name 
with a flourish.

“And look at what he signed!”  exulted 
The Hawk, when, on returning to his office 
he displayed the contract to Lemuel Heevy. 
“ No brand, no guaranteed analysis, no 
anything! Just pig iron. And after they 
approve the first two cars and order the 
rest forward they have no recourse. I  can 
ship them w'hat I please and they have to 
take it!”

“ What do you want me to do?” asked 
Heevy.

“ Pick up two cars of the finest steel
making iron you can find on the market. 
Get something on track, if you can, so as to 
save time. In the meantime, I ’ll go over 
to Major Perrigord’s office and see what 
price I can get on three hundred tons of the 
celebrated ‘white elephant.’ He ought to 
pay me for taking it off his hands.”

H

IT  WAS the policy of old Hawk 
Hendershot never to trouble trouble 
until trouble had him backed up in 

a corner; but he was strong on the defensive. 
He was certain that sooner or later there 
would be a wail of protest from the Millville 
Steel Foundry, and he waited for it with 
perfect equanimity. He had written that 
contract himself and he knew that it would 
stand in law. Moreover, he had the money. 
He had been careful to have all the cars 
shipped at one time and to collect the 
full price on presentation of the bills-of- 
lading. The possibility that the iron might 
prove satisfactory never entered into his 
calculations.

Therefore, when he heard Bannon’s voice 
on the wire some weeks later, the old man 
instantly prepared for war. He was sur
prised at the affable quality of the other’s 
tone.

“ Got any more pig iron like that last lot, 
Mr. Hendershot?”

“ Maybe.”  At times like these The 
Hawk was always guarded in his statements.

“ I ’d like your quotation on a larger 
quantity— say, eight hundred or a thou
sand tons.”

Hendershot almost dropped the receiver. 
“ You— you’re pleased with it, are you?” 
he finally managed to get out.

“ We had considerable difficulty when 
the second shipment came in,” said the
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friendly voice, “because it’s somewhat 
different from the first two cars. But at 
last we found how to use it. And, say! 
You couldn’t sell us anything else, now.”

‘T i l  see what I  can do for you,” said 
The Hawk feebly, and hung up the receiver.

He wanted to think this astonishing 
situation over. He had all the sensations 
of the wild-cat promoter whose hole-in-the- 
ground suddenly develops into a gold mine.

He was dazzled by the glittering possibili
ties that his imagination pictured. On his 
last transaction with the steel foundry his 
profit on the three hundred tons had been 
over thirty-five hundred dollars. A t the 
same rate this coming sale promised to be 
the juiciest plum of his career. Perhaps 
Bannon could be talked into buying more 
than a thousand tons. The Hawk won
dered how much of that iron Perrigord 
really had on his yards. He consulted the 
telephone.

Major Perrigord was not in, so that 
gentleman’s office informed the questioner. 
How much of that iron was-still for sale? 
According to the list, about 1500 tons. 
Yes, that was after deducting the three 
hundred tons already sold to Mr. Hender- 
shot. Yes, Major Perrigord might be in at 
any moment. Business must be picking 
up. There had been a number of inquiries 
about the iron that day. Who had in
quired? Oh, all the iron brokers. Had 
an y  of them talked to the Major? No, the 
M ajor had been absent all morning.

T he Hawk was puzzled. Knowing noth
ing of steel manufacture, he had taken it for 
granted that because the iron was worth
less for gray-iron castings it would be worse 
than worthless for Bannon’s purposes. 
Apparently he had been wrong. He turned 
again to the telephone.

Would Major Perrigord’s office give him 
an option on that 1500 tons at the same 
price as the previous lot— six dollars a ton? 
N o, the office regretfully could not. The 
iJlajor himself was the only one with that 
authority. Some of the other brokers had 
asked for options.

“ A sk the Major to quote nobody until 
he hears from me,” urged Hendershot.

The office would be glad to do that.
T he Hawk did not like this sudden in

terest in the Perrigord product. It meant 
that Bannon must have had the iron ana
lyzed and then given the inquiry to the 
other dealers, all of whom would have

recognized the freakish analysis on sight. 
It meant competition, which, in this in
stance, spelled the death of trade for the 
Hendershot Pig Iron Agency.

However, by prompt action he might 
clinch the business before the others were 
prepared to quote. Half an horn: later his 
wheezy runabout stopped before the Mill
ville Steel Foundry.

The trials incident to whipping the 
foundry into shape seemed to have had no 
effect on Jerry Bannon’s spirits. He 
looked pleased with himself, pleased with 
life, and pleased to see his visitor.

The Hawk got down to business at once.
“ So you liked the iron so much that you 

have to buy a little more, hey?” ,
Bannon did not attempt to conceal his 

enthusiasm.
“ M y superintendent says he never saw 

anything like it. The chemist told us we 
couldn’t use it; but you can’t fool an old 
steelmaker like Con Hefferan.”

“ Got rid of most of that three hundred 
tons, have you?”

“ Don’t expect to have a pound of it left, 
two weeks from now.”

It wasn’t any false alarm, then. They 
had actually used the iron and liked it. It 
seemed to Hendershot that the young 
foundryman ought to be like wax in his 
hands.

“ Now, let me give you a little advice, my 
boy,” he said in his most paternal manner. 
“ That iron is something special, as I told 
you before. There are only about fifteen 
hundred tons to be had at present, and I 
control it. There will not be any more on 
the market for a long time. Take it all 
while you can get it. Give me a firm offer 
at the same price you paid me for the last 
lot, and I ’ll see if I  can’t get the whole ton
nage for you.”

Bannon’s brow puckered.
“ I  don’t understand. I thought you 

controlled it.”
“ I represent the furnace that controls it,”  

lied The Hawk. “The furnace people 
really fix the price. You give me an offer 
in writing, and then I ’ll have something 
definite to put up to my principals.”

The young foundryman slowly shook 
his head.

“ I don’t see how I can. I ’ve asked the 
other iron brokers for a price on the same 
kind of iron. If one of them came in with 
a better figure than the offer you want me



148 Adventure

to make you, why, I ’d be tied up. It 
doesn’t seem fair. No, Mr. Hendershot, 
you get your price first. Then we can 
talk.”

There was a finality in the boy’s tone 
that forbade argument. The Hawk wasted 
no more time. If he could not clinch the 
buyer, the seller yet remained. His fear 
lest one of the other brokers might make a 
snap quotation on the iron was overshad
owed by the fear that Major Perrigord 
would be tempted into giving an option 
without waiting for him He knew the 
Major had little cause to show him special 
consideration. He remembered, with fleet
ing regret, a transaction dating back six 
years, at the conclusion of which Perrigord 
had announced his intention of some day 
hanging the Hendershot hide on his back 
fence. The Major had never referred to 
the matter again. The Hawk hoped he 
had forgotten.

The broker hurried into his runabout 
and stepped on the accelerator. At the 
first drug store he slipped into a booth and 
telephoned the Perrigord Company. The 
Major himself answered the ’phone.

“ Yes, sir,” he said. “I received your 
message on my return, and I at once tele
phoned your office. If you wish to do 
business with me I’ll wait half an hour for 
you.”

Hendershot did not require the half-hour. 
There were seven miles to be traversed, but 
he did it in ten minutes flat, almost shaking 
the hood off his machine, and smashing 
Millville’s speed laws to flinders.

Major Perrigord was a sallow, dyspeptic 
little man, with military bearing and a 
drooping black mustache two sizes too large 
for him. Usually he wore an expression of 
settled melancholy; but today Hendershot 
noted that the gloom had lightened. He 
seemed almost cheerful.

“ There has been the most remarkable 
demand for that iron of mine,” he confided. 
“So far as I know, it is entirely worthless; 
yet here is the situation. Every iron broker 
in Millville has telephoned my office today, 
during my absence, to ask a price on it. 
Hendershot, that three hundred tons I sold 
you was the first I ever sold of that freak 
lot, except for a few sample carloads. 
What did you have up your sleeve when 
you bought it? Has some foundryman 
actually discovered a way in which it can 
be used?”

Hawk Hendershot permitted himself the 
unusual luxury of telling the exact truth.

“I bought your iron without guarantee 
and I sold it the same way. That’s ad I 
know. But if you want to give me an 
option on the balance at the same price I ’ll 
try to work it off for you.”

The Major shook his head.
“I can’t do it. Not with all those in

quiries staring me in the face.”
The Hawk spread out his hands.
“If you don’t protect me, how can I deal 

with my customer?”
“ But these other brokers seem to have 

customers too,” protested Perrigord. “I ’ll 
quote you all the same price, subject to 
prior sale, and let the best man win. That 
will be fair to everybody.”

This did not suit Hendershot at all, and 
he made no secret of the fact.

“ I can’t do business that way. Give me 
an option for twenty-four hours.”

“Not twenty-four minutes,”  said the 
Major firmly. “ I ’d be crazy to think of it.”

“Not if I make the price seven dollars a 
ton?”

“Not at any price. You might not make 
the sale, and in that case I should be the
loser.”

The Major drew down his black brows in 
a scowl. It was evident that he was not 
to be moved from his position.

Hendershot was desperate. Once a price 
was quoted to the other iron dealers, his 
chance for big profits was gone. He 
thought rapidly. He came to a decision.

“Major,” he said, “ may I use your tele
phone?”

“ Certainly, sir. Step right into the booth.”

A MOMENT later The Hawk was 
in communication with the Millville 
Steel Foundry.

“This is Griffith Hendershot, Mr. Ban- 
non. My principals think they might 
authorize a price of eighteen dollars a ton. 
If I talk them into it, will you give me the 
order?”

The young foundryman laughed, albeit 
rather impatiently.

“I won’t make you an offer, if that’s 
what you mean. But the other brokers 
haven’t quoted me, and I guess they aren’t 
going to. Get your price and come out to 
see me. And you might bring contract 
blanks along. I ’ll not buy until I  hear 
from you.”
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Hendershot left the booth, his mind at 
rest. His course was now clear. Evident
ly  the others were not venturing to quote 
until Penigord had named his price. There 
was just one way to insure the Major’s 
silence.

“Let’s get down to brass tacks. I ’ll buy 
your iron outright at seven dollars a ton, 
which is a lot more than it is worth. Is it 
a  deal?”

The Major looked wistful, but he shook 
his head.

“I  can’t consider less than ten dollars,” 
he said.

“That’s absurd!” snorted The Hawk. 
“ The iron is a drug on the market. Be 
reasonable.”

‘Tf the price is unreasonable,”  said Major 
Perrigord, “I  shall, of course, have to reduce 
it. But perhaps the other brokers will not 
share your view.”

Hendershot almost wept. It was ago
nizing to see such a percentage of his profit 
pared away. Still, two-thirds of a loaf was 
decidedly better than no bread at all.

‘T  suppose I’ll have to pay your holdup 
figure,”  he conceded grudgingly. “ I ’d rath
er lose money than disappoint my cus
tomer.”

A t the picture of old Hawk Hendershot 
losing money to accommodate anybody, even 
the gloomy Major was compelled to smile.

“Am I to understand that you will pay 
me ten dollars per ton, F. 0 . B. cars Mill
ville, for fifteen hundred tons of pig iron of 
the same grade as the last lot I sold you?”

“I t ’s robbery, but I ’ll do it,”  agreed the 
other.

The Major snapped his fingers.
“ You have bought something,”  he said. 

“ Now we come to terms. The sum in
volved is fifteen thousand dollars. I want 
your check, sir, for one-half that amount. 
The balance can go sight-draft against 
bills-of-lading, as the iron is shipped. 
Those are my terms to you, Mr. Hender
shot.”

“That’s all right,”  said The Hawk in
differently. He was so accustomed to 
having his good faith questioned that it 
never caused a ripple on the surface of his 
self-esteem. “We can fix it up tomorrow.”

“ I  have contract-blanks here, and I see 
your check-book in your pocket. We will 
close the matter now, if you please.”

“ I  don’t see what’s the overpowering 
h un y,” grumbled the old broker.

Major Perrigord looked him squarely in 
the eye.

“ If we failed to pass papers here and 
now,”  he said sorrowfully, “ by tomorrow 
morning you would remember this trans
action merely as an option— if it suited 
your purpose better. I  had one experience 
with you, sir, that I can never forget.”

“ Fix up your contract,”  growled The 
Hawk, inspecting the stub of his check
book. He wondered if this rise in price 
was the Major’s threatened revenge. It 
was an edifying thought, in view of his own 
profit on the deal. Hendershot chuckled 
as he scrawled his signature to the seven- 
thousand-five-hundred-dollar check.

m
ACROSS the battered oak table in 
the office of the Millville Steel 
Foundry, the iron broker beamed on 

Jerry Bannon.
“ It took great argument with my prin

cipals,”  he said. “They felt that they 
should have at least twenty dollars a ton. 
But I fought for your interests, my boy. 
I maintained that some sacrifice should be 
made to help along a coming industry like 
this. Here is the result of my labors.”

He laid a contract form on the table.
Bannon picked it up, glanced at it, then 

laid it down.
“ The others didn’t name me any prices,” 

he said; there was a hint of embarrassment 
in his maimer.

The Hawk’s smile was benignant.
“ It was impossible for them to do so, as 

I  told you before. Just sign on that upper 
line, please.”

Bannon swallowed hard.
“ Sorry,”  he said. “ I ’ve decided not to 

buy.”
“ Wh-what!” exploded The Hawk.
The angry tone seemed to act on the boy

like a tonic.
“ I ’ve decided not to buy,”  he repeated 

calmly. “ We can’t make castings out of 
the iron, and a manufacturer ought not to 
buy anything he can’t use. Don’t you 
agree with me, Mr. Hendershot?”

The broker stretched a shaking hand
across the table.

“ You said your foundryman liked the 
iron. You said you wouldn’t use anything
else. You said----- ”

Bannon laughed.
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“ You must have misunderstood me. I 
aid Hefferan had never seen anything like 
t. That’s what he told me. I said you 
:ouldn’t sell me anything else. Well, I ’m 
ifraid you couldn’t.”

Old Hawk Hendershot was almost in- 
irticulate.

“ You— you said,”  he spluttered, “ that 
/ou were using the iron, that it wouldn’t 
ast—— ”

“ I said I didn’t expect to have a pound 
>f it left, two weeks from now. I sha’n’t. 
I’ve sold it all.”

The words were like a life raft to a drown- 
ng man. The Hawk clutched at them 
vildly.

“ Tell me where you sold it,”  he begged, 
vith a facial contortion that was meant to 
)e an ingratiating smile. “ Let me get at 
he buyer right away, before he has 
ime to melt any of that iron, and I ’ll give

you a commission on every ton I sell him.”
Bannon grinned. He leaned forward 

confidentially.
“ If there’s a chance to make money out 

of it,”  he said, “ I ’ll put you in the way of 
getting the inside dope. I sold the iron 
through a man named Perrigord, who has 
an office in the Meredith Building. He had 
twelve hundred tons more of the same stuff, 
and I took an option on it at six dollars a 
ton. He agreed to act as my selling agent, 
and he seems to be a good one. An hour 
ago he telephoned me that he had just sold 
the whole fifteen hundred tons at ten dol
lars to a man he’s had a grudge against for 
six years. Now, if you see Perrigord—  
Why, what’s your hurry, Mr. Hendershot?”

The Hawk did not answer. He was 
dashing madly for his auto, in the vain 
hope that he might reach the bank before 
Major Perrigord had cashed that check.

THE BATTLE 
OF ST. PAULS 
CATHEDRAL

B y
Raymond S. Harris.

HOME of the alarm bells were still 
ringing, but even as I strained 
far out of the narrow slit be
tween two belfry pillars their 

earning clamor died away, and with it the 
ast of the lights which a half hour before 
lad made London a blaze and sparkling 
)f brightness. Each of them seemed sucked 
iown into the ocean of deep darkness.

The heavy air grew still— as silent as if

the hour were nearly morning, instead of 
well before midnight. Seven million men 
and women drew this blackness about them, 
and huddled beneath it, speechless, shiver
ing, while the pitiless leviathans of the air 
wheeled overhead. So, I thought, might be 
the cowering tribes have slunk in bygone 
ages, upon the appearance in the sky of 
some great winged, preying brute.

“ We’re like a lot of chickens, scurrying
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when a hawk comes over the yard,”  Pell- 
kins put it to himself behind me, swearing 
guardedly.

I was looking at black sky and black city, 
seeking the hostile Zeppelins overhead, 
spying for the traitorous lights that doubt
less would flash out below— signal lights, 
to be set by German agents near the impor
tant buildings. Paris fearful experience 
had taught us what to expect and how best 
to  fight it.

M y telephone at one hand, I moved fur
ther out into the little nave, until I stood 
actually over the opaque gulf. No lights 
as yet, no sound, only the beating of my 
pounding heart, and the restless shifting of 
the machine-gun crew on the other side of 
the pillar.

Suddenly a red light near the Thames, 
toward the Custom House, but before I 
could phone it was gone, and then— pop—  
pop—  the shots of the vigilant patrol. Yes, 
they had their spies ready, and would they 
summon their winged destruction, despite 
all our efforts?

‘T h ey  saw the light, sir,”  Pellkins whis
pered a moment later.

A  short period of tense waiting. Then 
out of the blackness, down through thou
sands of1 feet, came a soft purring, a dull 
throb, throb, throb, a regular pounding that 
grew louder and more distinct.

“ Captain Hontet,”  I  reported over the 
telephone, “ one of them is coming up, sir, 
from the south.”

Before I  hung up I heard him telling it to 
the others in the district defense head
quarters.

Red glowed suddenly toward the Thames 
again.

“Another red light, sir, being shown upon 
or near the Mint.”

No sound from below, but I  knew that a 
motor load of armed men was speeding 
toward the spot, and that the spies would 
be killed and the light extinguished within 
a  few minutes. But would that be soon 
enough?

From well overhead now the fury of the 
propellers beat down to us. Yet, gaze as 
we might, no sight of the air dreadnaught, 
huge and ominous.

Again a light, this time unmistakably in
tended to point out the Bank of England! 
Hurriedly the tingling message went over 
the wire, and another patrol was rushing 
on its way, whimpering with the eagerness
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to get there in time— in time.
Blackness still, save only for these two 

red holes in the dark blanket, burning 
steadily, powerfully, through the light haze. 
A rush of air crowded around me, and with 
it louder and louder the pulse-timing, re
lentless onward whirring of the angry brute. 
It seemed almost overhead, and far up, 
above the flashing column of light that 
suddenly reached into the sky with light
ning speed, and began feeling in the hostile 
air for the war craft.

A second leaped up, a third and fourth, 
brushing aside the blackness as they came, 
grasping back and forth, crossing and di
verging, impatiently, anxiously, desperately 
clutching through the void. No dread hull 
stood out in the brightness, and I, from my 
perch, knew why.

“ Better have the searchlight stations no
tified, sir, to seek higher up— straight into 
the air. One is circling over us.”

“ Can’t you get at it with your quick-firer, 
Lieutenant?” Captain Hontet asked.

“Too high, sir, and we can’t see a thing,”  I 
answered. “ I  hope to get into action with 
it soon.”

A  half dozen shots pattered up from the 
city, and at once the nearest light snuffed 
out. A little later there was another shot. 
Then silence, except for the smothering 
throbbing of the propellers.

With steady stroke they hovered over us. 
Evidently the machine was circling, watch
ing the signal lights, maneuvering for the 
first bomb that would begin the ruin of 
death and fire. Pellkins had the machine 
gun out to the edge of the space next me, 
and all were braced and ready to thrust its 
steel rod of bullets up into the monster’s 
body.

“ If they’d only point their silly search
lights higher,”  I  heard Pellkins complain, 
and his voice was so natural that it steadied 
me.

M y blood was racing, every nerve trem
bled with eagerness. So much depended 
upon us, the danger was so imminent, so 
awful, we were so helpless!

One of the arms of light straightened up 
into the dome overhead, and as it groped 
past the belfry a curious cage seemed to 
jump into being before us— the steel cage 
the Zeppelin unreels, by thousands of feet 
of wire cable. Within it was crouched the 
bomb-thrower, with the death pellets he 
was to feed the city. In a moment he might
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;nap open the double-barred trap, cast 
orth one of his terrible weapons, and, clos- 
ng it tightly again, defy the puny bullets 
>f rifles and machine guns alike.

So one spider had come down on his steel 
ilament from the web of death above, and 
)egun swinging in the darkness over the 
:ity. The spider was near his prey indeed, 
oo near. Their calculations had gone 
vrong up there. The spider had come too 
ow.

“ Fire!” I screamed, but the cage swung 
nit of the path of light and was swallowed 
ip.

“ He’s lower down than we are!” one of 
:he men shrilled, and I heard Pellkins curse 
lim into silence.

The light was feeling around again, for 
evidently the little cage had been noticed 
rom below. Other shafts now shot up 
ligher, following the cable, seeking the ship 
tself. Whoo-oo-oom! came the voice of a 
iix-inch gun from below, and we smiled 
primly while we waited, tense, quivering, 
iobbing, almost praying that the blind box, 
swinging and careening around us, would 
:ome into the light again.

“ Look!” came from the man next Pell- 
dns, and at the same time there was a 
:rash from the dome below, and up came 
he steel cage, smashing its way, turning 
side over side around the spire, rending and 
grinding as the mighty power to which it 
vas attached swept on above, unknowing. 
V stuttering roar from the machine gun as 
t struck the opening in front of Pellkins, 
rhe box almost at his gun muzzle.

HN EX T it was in front of me, and I 
gave back involuntarily as it swung 
in, and then, filled with a wild rage 

o lay hands on it, mad at the thought that 
low it would swing oil, out of our reach 
orever, bound beyond hope of stopping it 
ipon the hellish work England tonight was 
ooking to us to prevent, suddenly I sprang 
>ut, leaped upon the thing, and seized the 
tecl cable from which it hung.

At the same moment it jumped free, and 
he air shrieked around me as it raced in a 
vide arc, spinning as it went. I sank down, 
>ne leg gripped around the cable, both hands 
langing to it desperately. I had deserted 
he earth, and elected to do battle with this 
tir demon in its own element. But even 
o, I glowed with a savage satisfaction.

Fly I might be, clinging to the spider’s

coat, but there I would grip until I  sucked 
his blood. We would reverse nature, there 
in the misty night above London, pendent 
by a half mile of cable from the unconscious 
dirigible.

After that first wild sweep the pendulum 
oscillated more slowly, and there was no 
sense of movement, except that which came 
from breaking through the moist atmos
phere. Yet we moved over the roof-tops at 
great speed, and swung regularly back and 
forth while doing so.

Tensed on the death-cage, unable to see 
above or below, I began to plan my attack. 
We had come to grips, the man in the cage 
and the one on top of it, and yet we had not. 
The bars were set so close together that a 
bullet could not pierce through. He could 
not shake me off, yet neither could I get 
at him.

Was I to hang there, snarling, while he 
hurled his hell over London, and then be 
pulled up into the airship, to serve as their 
amusement for a while, until shot and 
thrown back in derision?

A blinding radiance slapped me in the 
face— the searchlight had found the cage 
again.

“ Back! Back here again, you fools!”  I 
cried out in a frenzy.

And back it snapped, as if they had heard 
my voice so far. Dazzling light flared 
around us, and I peered down through 
the rods. Gazing up at me was a crouching 
German, hatless, shaken by his experience 
with St. Paul’s, wondering what this was 
perched shouting upon his back.

There was a quick movement from the 
man, and the click of metal against metal 
as he thrust the muzzle of an automatic 
against a crack between the bars. Six times 
the gun spit out at me, and a sting ran 
through my left arm, crooked as I held to 
the cable. By Heaven! if lead could come 
out that armored box, then it could go in, 
and I clapped my own automatic against 
the bars where his bullets had bit off a piece 
of the steel.

Then blackness again— we had swung 
away, in our erratic course, from the search
light’s shaft. But at the moment I  let fly 
with every shot in the chamber, and as I 
pumped away into the night the machine 
gun started again, ripping off its almost 
solid bolt of lead, seeking the cage, but 
likely to find its own commanders. And 
again the boom of the big gun, this time
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aimed a t us. The shell screeched past, 
and as I  raised up to stuff my automatic 
full I  called out angrily—

“Too far to the right!”
No further sound from my enemy as we 

dangled and circled in the darkness, though 
I  listened for the slightest movement. Min
utes passed, but still the impenetrable dark 
and quiet from within. Was he dead, or 
ready to retaliate with the first burst of 
light? I  took no chances, and filled the 
cage with bullets again.

Still no sound. A t least I  had taken his 
activities from the defenseless city, given 
those below more time to locate the enemy 
before the bombardment would begin.

As I  gazed down I became aware of a 
double signal of red lights staring up at us, 
and for a long time we hovered over them, 
evidently those above giving every oppor
tunity for the bomb-thrower to loose his 
destruction. Probably they wondered, up 
there, what had happened to him, and 
speculated as to whether the cage-door had 
stuck, or if possibly a splinter of lead from 
the machine gun’s battering had found its 
way into the cage, and ended his bomb
throwing forever.

Where were those blind searchlights? I 
glared off at them, where they felt through 
the heavens a good quarter-mile away. 

•When I  looked below again the two red 
lights had gone, and then I saw that we had 
moved away from them. Another grew 
under us, however, and for several minutes 
we oscillated over it, the bomb-thrower 
having a dozen opportunities to drop his 
missiles on the very light itself, had he 
desired. Y et no movement from him.

Again we must be moving off, for the 
light seemed to dim; but no, we were yet 
over it. We were moving, but surely— and 
m y heart beat more wildly still— we were 
mounting up, up, lifting from the earth at 
remarkable speed, rapidly being reeled into 
the airship.

The red light below suddenly was a car
mine dot, and I realized how swiftly the 
steel box was being recalled to its source. 
In  haste I  filled my automatic once more, 
spilling a precious cartridge or two off into 
tiie air. For I was going up to meet two 
dozen of the enemy upon their own craft, 
a  half mile above London, with only the 
guns of my forces to help me, to help by 
bringing down the whole crew of us together.

We swung on a constantly narrowing arc,

and as the cage steadied I gradually made 
out the long, black hull of the air-cruiser. 
It grew more definite, a dark, menacing 
mass, into the midst of which we sped. 
Straight up, and through the keel I was 
hauled, and I rose to my feet, holding by 
my wounded left arm to the cable, my gun 
ready in my right.

Up through a shaft in the monster now, 
and suddenly, with a jerk, level with the 
deck itself. In the semi-darkness— a soft 
light, not visible from below, suffused this 
walkway between the two cabins— stood a 
half dozen men, all dressed in German 
uniforms.

WITH a bound I  was off the cage, 
and three fell to my first three shots. 

“ Engldnderl" one shouted behind 
me, and a shot sang by and off into space.

I  wheeled and brought him down, and the 
other two rushed for the cabin nearest 
them, for evidently they were unarmed. 
This was as I had hoped, and following the 
plan laid out as I  journeyed up, I pressed 
after them, filling the automatic again as I 
ran. Both were fumbling at a rack over a 
small table, and one whirled, his revolver 
raised, as I gained the door.
' He went down with a crash against his 
fellow, and him I missed, with the first shot, 
but brought down, with a bullet in the 
brain, as he sought to get his balance.

The cabin was mine, and my only hope 
was to keep it, even though the whole ship’s 
company stormed it. Indeed, they were 
aroused. There were hurried feet racing 
along the deck from the forward cabin, 
and I flattened against the wall and waited.

First came an officer, and I  shot him as 
his excited and questioning face appeared. 
Two more stopped precipitously behind 
him, and next there was a crash of glass, 
and a heavy curtain, there to shut in the 
light, was torn down from the window.

A fiery pain burned across my chest as 
he fired, but I recovered and fired back 
twice, though going wild. Another head 
thrust itself through the doorway, and my 
pistol snapped uselessly. It was empty.

So I jumped at him with the revolver re
versed, and we went down with a crash, 
while the one who had been so close to end
ing me from the window took sudden panic, 
and streaked off to the other cabin, shout
ing:

“ Engldnderl Der Feindl”
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That was a powerful, German, and I 
knew him for an athlete as soon as we grap
pled. Lord, what a grip he had on my 
throat! I dropped the pistol in pure self- 
iefense, for I needed both hands, and it 
aromised to be a long tussle.

“ Riilfe!”  he cried, as I struck him again 
ind again in the face. “ Es ist nur einerl”

Those blows hurt him. Suddenly he let 
lo and tried swiftly for a new hold, to pinion 
my arms, but I shook free, and, stooping, 
threw him over my back with the ju-jutsu 
trick Nogi taught me when we were fellow- 
students at Christ College. And though I 
live to be a very old man I will never forget 
the horror on his face as he faced the bot
tomless black under him, nor the long 
scream that came from his plunging body.

“ There’s a present for the Lord Mayor,” I 
yelled, more than half of it hysteria, as I 
tv-hipped back into the cabin and seized one 
af the revolvers from the floor.

I swept the deck with it, and they gave 
back, one down and quiet, one staggering. 
[ pulled a rifle from the wall, but it was 
empty. There were more of my own car
tridges in my belt, but to venture out on 
deck for my automatic now meant death 
from the far cabin.

Three other revolvers, all loaded, were in 
the rack, and I took one in each hand, and 
slipped the third in a pocket— first darken
ing the lights on either side by throwing 
over them the coats stripped from the dead 
men. That made the deck space seem 
brighter, and in contrast rendered my posi
tion almost black. So I took my stand in
side the door, ready to pick off sharp
shooters from the other end, or do my best 
to beat back an attack.

The cage upon which I had boarded the 
vessel stood almost in the center of the mid
dle deck, and for a time I considered stealing 
up behind it, and from that position pouring 
a volley into the cabin. But I did not 
know what lay behind my own cabin, or if 
they could go overhead and take me from 
the rear.

Better for the weaker force to hold a good 
position than take chances of defeat by 
changing. That is always good strategy.

WHILE I was considering this ac
tion, something moving in the cage 
caught my eye. Against the dim 

light I saw a figure slowly arise. It fell 
back, but again straightened, and then the

steel door opened, and.out crawled what 
had once been a man.

The spatter of lead from my bullets had 
torn him like miniature shrapnel. His nose 
seemed gone, and there was a great gap in 
one cheek. So, grisly, swaying, he crouched 
out, and stood as if in a stupor. What 
process passed in that brain can not be 
known, but it seemed to realize that his 
duty had not been done, and as I gaped at 
the thing, and shuddered at my work, he 
stooped and touched the lever that released 
the cage.

Instantly the steel box dove out of sight, 
the cable humming as it unreeled round 
after round. The figure stood and watched 
while it sped downward, until at last it 
came to the end and stopped with a jerk 
that shook the whole vessel. That seemed 
to arouse the man. He looked about the 
deck and raised his eyes to the cabin, then 
back to where his superiors lay in their 
blood. Memory and realization came with 
that, for he gave a great anguished cry and 
collapsed, pitching forward through the 
cage hole, and left every man on the 
boat, I have no doubt, cold and shiver
ing.

That took the killing lust out of me. I 
had enough of blood-letting, and yet, incon
gruously, the thought came, “ Can’t I end 
this nightmare of blood by bringing us all 
to death together?”

I wished to be rid of the horror, but there 
is no retreat for a man penned in a prison 
above the clouds, save the straight and con
clusive one back to earth, and this route I 
would take, bringing the War Lord’s cruiser 
with me, for my country’s sake.

Not, however, by shooting my way into 
the gas-envelope. I looked out and up at it, 
but knew it to be armored against the on
slaught of weapons more powerful than the 
ones I had at hand. There was nothing to 
do except seek to paralyze the craft’s nerve- 
centers. I walked back into a small room 
off the cabin, thrusting aside the dark cur
tain at the inner doorway.

It was the pilot-house. Below, through 
the glass floor, showed the lights of a city. 
In front of me were various levers, buttons 
and cranks, their uses to me unknown. Y et 
this was the control-center, and it was un
doubtedly from a duplicate installation in 
the other cabin that the ship was now being 
handled. But I would take charge at this 
end.
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Working madly, for now I  was deter

mined to bring all to earth, I  reversed the 
position of every appliance there— pulled 
back levers, shoved cranks over, pushed 
each button, even. Bells tinkled about the 
craft, there was a grinding of machinery, 
and a  whirring that told of other propellers 
started somewhere. A  shock set the hull 
to  quivering.

What a  jangle of yells broke out from the 
enemy’s cabin, tool They realized that I 
was a t the wrecking of the ship. Now they 
would be after me!

I  pulled and kicked at dumb contrivances, 
and finally tore open the door of a little 
metal box on the wall, and jerked down a 
copper chain hanging in it. Immediately 
the roar of escaping gas dominated all 
sounds. I  had ripped the gas-envelopes, or 
some of them, at least. I  had pulled the 
emergency cord that brings the vessel to 
earth if a sudden descent becomes im
perative, and I  had done the work thor
oughly.

As the gas whistled out, the whole wild 
crew smashed into the cabin, and from my 
alcove I  instinctively and savagely began 
the fight for life again, while slowly the 
vessel tipped and canted, rolling slowly 
back and forth.

The first shots struck me, and I  would 
have died there had they not been so frantic. 
B u t they crowded over my body, and I 
shot into the mass again and again until 
the hammers clicked on empty shells.

One man, insane with rage, threw him
self on me and tore at my throat, and sud
denly relaxed and rolled off, shot by his 
fellows. They wasted their bullets on the 
floor, the walls, one another, and then, 
when the listing of the stricken liner threw

them all in a heap over me and the dead, 
they fought to get free of the cabin, and 
some managed to pull themselves up and 
out of the door, and were pushed off into 
the night by those behind them.

Crash after crash shook the vessel as it 
rapidly assumed a perpendicular position, 
for it was divesting itself of guns and ma
chinery. Yet this lightening of the load, so 
fearful then, helped to make the descent 
less rapid and saved us all from being 
crushed to death when the mass plumped 
with rending force into the woods, and 
enveloped all in wreckage. Not, of course, 
that I was conscious at the end of that four- 
thousand-foot fall.

When they pulled me out from under the 
tangle and the, welter of bodies, I was at 
first thought a traitor, joined the Germans, 
and a countryman gave me the kick that 
brought me to. But the soldiers held him 
back and took me to a hospital, and before 
many hours my mother and sisters were 
beside me.

Captain Hontet called at the bedside a 
day or two later.

“ Do you know, Lieutenant,”  he asked, 
“ what Sergeant Pellkins said to me over 
the wire a minute or so after you had 
boarded the bomb-cage?”

“What was it, sir?”
“  ‘I have to report, sir,’ he stated stead

ily, ‘that Lieutenant Barrington left to 
engage the enemy a few moments ago, and 
I  believe, sir, that he will give a good ac
count of himself.’

“ I thought at the time, Lieutenant, that 
Pellkins was a bit over-enthusiastic, but 
I ’ve come to the conclusion that, after 
all, he spoke with true British conserva
tism.”

T H E  D E S E R T
by M A R Y  C A R O L Y N  D A V IE S

*T*H E desert is a nun, for no man’s wooing,
-*• Vowed to eternal silence through the years; 

Serene, unchangeable, past all pursuing
And all neglect— the desert knows no tears.

A  nun who never felt the pulse of sorrow,
Whom no desire nor passion can e’er sway, 

Who does not know the meaning of tomorrow 
And has long since forgotten yesterday.
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SYNOPSIS: “ Some day I shall become a great voyageur and follow into your Northland to claim 
xi,”  promises youthful Francois Lavergne, as Masita, soft-eyed daughter of Dubawni, a Free-Trader in 
irs, leaves Quebec for her father’s post.
Years later, the Hudson’s Bay Company is locked in a death struggle with Arctic Fur for the mastery 

i Northeastern Canada. Arctic Fur is led by Helbaud, the ruthless. Each company has tried often 
at vainly to win over the Free-Trader, Dubawni, whose forces, thrown either way, would dedde the
niggle.
On his way south with a year’s supply of furs, and accompanied by Masita, the Free-Trader is 

lptured by Arctic Fur men and taken to Ilclbaud’s stronghold. Here Masita meets Francois Lavergne, 
aparently in Ilelbaud’s employ, but secretly a Hudson’s Bay spy. In the face of threats, Dubawni refuses 
;ain to join the Arctic Fur Company. Enraged at the Free-Trader’s defiance, Helbaud orders Dubaumi 
rung up to a tree; at the same time he determines to marry Masita and despatches F ra u d s  down- 
ver for the priest.
Francois speeds, however, to the hiding-place of Ivan Trevor, Hudson’s Bay Factor, and his men, 

earby. They plan to rescue the Free-Trader. Trevor accordingly disguises himself as a priest and 
:turns with Francois. The Hudson’s Bay men follow in canoes, and in the river shadows await the 
gnal to attack. Francois and the Factor arrive in time to find Masita struggling in Helbaud’s em- 
race, and Dubawni tortured nearly to the point of unconsciousness.

CHAPTER XV

THE M INISTERING HAND

i  S THROUGH an opaque film 
Lavergne’s and the factor’s 

A A  canoe drove out of the dark into
--------  the bloody light. For an instant
lie glare of the monster fire dazzled them, 
ut the next moment their eyes took in the 
are sweep of rock-beach and the horde that 
copied it.

The reverberating, carousing clamor of 
he horde was stilled, but in its attitude of 
ense, silent waiting, there seemed greater 
icnace than in its babel. All the way up 
ehind them the big six-fathom fur canoes 
eaded by Chakoni, Sachelle and their 
rew, had listened to the same song, and the 
icrves of all, from factor down to packer.

were thrilling at the portent of the words. 
No* law past Quebec? Well, if the Arctic 
Fur sweepingly suspended statute, edict, 
aegis, so much the better. Whatever w*as to 
be done could be done with a clear con
science and a light heart!

And keyed, expectant, tense as those on 
shore, the crews on the water waited for 
whatever that necessary thing might be. 
They hung off in the dark while Lavergne 
and the factor drove into the light, and 
though they dared not paddle close enough 
to see, the sudden, ominous stillness that 
fell upon the beach told them that Francois 
and Ivan Trevor were approaching the 
shore and the climax of the up-stream drive.

In the midst of a paddle stroke the factor 
paused to draw the hood of his cassock 
closer, and then as he dipped again, he 
caught the low imprecation of Lavergne in
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the bow. With a twist of his wrist he swung 
the stem a trifle to see past the huge shoul
ders of his brigade-leader. Before his nar
rowed, sharp-focussed eyes the blurred 
throng on the beach took shape and sub
stance and individuality.

In the forefront, close to the water-line, 
he glimpsed the girl in Helbaud’s grip, and 
he interpreted Lavergne’s malediction.

“ But you will be curbing yourself, Fran
cois,”  he warned in a subdued mumble. 
‘T o r the love of Heffen, do not be losing the 
game at this crisis. Besides, he is not harm
ing her. He but holds her arm, you will be 
noting, and she— she has been hearing the 
call of the curlew and she knows who comes. 
B u t!  am wondering about the Free-Trader. 
I  am not seeing him anywhere— ’fore God, 
yes, I  ami Look, Francois, look!”

His voice rasped in a hiss.
“Yonder he is! Are you seeing? Strung 

to yon lone tree that towers above the mob! 
I t  is that we have interrupted, and by the 
beard of Tomgak, we have interrupted 
none too soon. Swift, man, swift! It is the 
girl first. She is near the water-line. And 
then Dubawni if we may! But mind, I will 
be having Helbaud in cognizance. Do not 
lose your temper and wits to smite him pre
maturely. Your business is to snatch the 
girl. Watch me, Francois, every second. 
Syne when you see me move, you will be 
moving likewise!”

Two more strong, quick paddle-strokes 
took them to the rock-beach. The factor 
whirled the canoe in close, with its nose 
pointing up-stream, and Francois stepped 
cleanly out upon the shore.

“ Well done, Francois,”  commended Hel
baud. “ Never have I  had such a voyageur. 
You go where I  say, bring what I want and 
lose no time over it. I  chafed somewhat, 
and said you should be here, but that is 
natural impatience. I see that you have 
made time. Mon Dieu, no other man could 
do better— or half as well! It is my impa
tience. And there is cause. Look at my 
bride. Ha! You understand! Even Father 
Boccairre will be forgiving me for impa
tience. Will you not, Boccairre?”

W ith a satisfied chuckle Helbaud swung 
M asita to the front for inspection, and Ivan 
Trevor, huge, bulky-cassocked, stepped out 
before her from the craft that Lavergne 
held.

Francois had the bow of the canoe but 
b arely  caught upon the beach, floating so

lightly that a shove would send it free into 
the current, and with one hand upon it he 
half turned, low-crouched to spring when 
Ivan Trevor moved, and as he crouched thus 
his eyes flashed a message that Masita un
derstood.

“ Will you not, Boccairre?” Helbaud 
laughingly repeated. “You are smitten 
dumb, eh? And good reason. There is 
none like her in the North. It breeds wild 
beauty if there is the pure white blood with 
which to start. Yes, and it breeds the men 
to mate with such beauty. Mon Dieu, take 
your holy bachelor self, the North feeds you 
well. You grow stout, Boccairre. You 
grow strong.”

“Aye,”  thundered Ivan in a voice that 
widened Helbaud’s astounded eyes and 
jarred his jaws agape, “ I  grow strong; strong 
enough to smash you and your wiles and 
wickedness, and tefflish plans!”

HE STRUCK as he spoke, straight 
and violent and swift, with the tre
mendous muscles of the arm beneath 

the innocent cassock. His maul-like fist 
took the Arctic Fur leader squarely between 
the eyes. Helbaud turned a backward som
ersault and landed, half stunned, upon the 
hard rock-beach.

Lavergne had sprung the instant the blow 
started..

And not he alone!
Masita, swift with the swiftness of the 

wildemess-bom, intuitive with the intuition 
of those who dwell in the silent places, had 
leaped to meet him. In a flash she was 
caught up in his arms, and she clung to him 
with a little sob of gratitude.

“ Mon Dieu, Francois, I knew you would 
come. And it is Ivan Trevor in the cassock. 
Mon Dieu, what a blow'! I shall love him for 
it all the days of my life. And you, Fran
cois, and you! I would to Heaven there 
u'ere no feud, Francois, and I would try to 
repay you as no woman ever repaid. But 
there, I talk wildly and say too much, as I 
always do. There is a feud. And my fa
ther, Francois, you must leave me and not 
fail to get to him. You have men? The 
factor has men?”

“ Yes,”  exulted Francois, holding her 
close as he leaped for the canoe, “and we 
must try to get to him. Factor! Factor! 
Call them in!”

“ There is no need,”  declared Ivan, leap
ing after the two. “ Sachelle had his orders
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o drive in as soon as he heard my voice. 
They will be alongside in a crack. But this 
s no time to be speculating. Into the canoe 
nth you both. With Masita once safe in 
>ur craft we will be making a battering-ram 
ush at yon crowd under the tree.”

Swiftly Franjois deposited Masita amid- 
hips, eased the craft off the beach, and 
imultaneously he and the factor stepped 
nto their places in bow and stern and 
lashed in their paddles with a force that 
nade the river water boil.

A rumbling roar of oaths arose behind 
hem on the shore, and looking over their 
houlders, they glimpsed Helbaud stagger- 
ng to his feet from the factor’s blow.

“ God forgie’s my restraint!’’ ejaculated 
van. “I was not hitting hard enough, 
fnd yet I dared not let go the full power for 
ear of smashing his skull in like an awk’s 
gg. Now he will be hieing his wild wolves 
in, and I see stern work ahead. Listen 
o the maniac! ’Fore Heffen, Franjois, 
ireak paddle and back and all, but put her 
lirough!”

For Helbaud, his face the face of a demon 
n his rage and pain, was running straight 
hrough the fire toward his men, and shout- 
ng out violent words.

“ It is a trick!” he screeched. “ It is Ivan 
Trevor and the Hudson’s Bay men. And 
fubawni has been in league with them, 
dan the canoes, I say! Man the canoes, 
ou stupid, drunken fools 1 Man and give 
hase, and do not stop till their bones lie in 
he river-bed to feed the crabs!”

CHAPTER XVI

LAGGARDS

TNSTANTLY the dense crowd upon the 
L beach broke into an aimless, kaleido- 
copic shifting. The amazing suddenness 
f Ivan Trevor’s blow had taken them una- 
.'ares. Many, indeed, so thickly the mob 
uuched under the spruce-tree, had not 
jen him fell Hillairc Helbaud at all, and 
new not what the clamor was all about.

Helbaud’s cry of Hudson’s Bay men and 
reachery, and his frantic commands for 
ame to run and some to stay confused 
hem. Their wits were none too clear for 
nything, what with the long session round 
he rum barrels by the fire, and they had 
een careless about their weapons.
Their small arms they had by them,
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knives and belt-axes, but the rifles of many 
were pillowed in the fur bales and sacks of 
supplies piled in the dark warehouses and 
under the sheds and flies at the other end 
of the beach near the council-hall.

One moment they were all running for 
these, the next moment they were all halt
ing, colliding and stumbling at Helbaud’s 
reiterated commands, and not until he ran 
madly among them, striking out indiscrim
inately with oaths and shouts, did he pound 
his meaning into them.

“A dozen!” he shrieked. “A dozen men 
only stay to watch this schemer. The rest 
after that other traitor, Francois, and his 
breed. And, by Heaven, Dubawni, if we 
can not catch them, you shall swing for 
them all!”

In demoniacal rage he shook his fist in 
the Free-Trader’s face, shoved back bodily a 
near-dozen of men to guard him, and 
grasped the arm of Betarde, the sentinel, 
who had slid ape-like down the trunk.

“ Swift, Betarde,”  he urged. “You seem 
to have the soberest head of them all. Lead 
them, and if you catch the devils you shall 
have the head voyageur’s place!”

With Helbaud rushing after him Betarde 
sprang away, jerking sharp, guttural com
mands over his shoulder to his fellows.

He swore in English, spat forth hybrid 
French, mingled with slang of the Gulf 
ports and native words of the Montagnais 
dialect, and they took his meaning far more 
easily than the bombastic shouts of Hel
baud.

Watching from the water as they drove 
their paddles, Ivan Trevor, Francois La- 
vergne and Masita saw them sweeping in a 
flying wedge, the lithe tawny Iroquois and 
Montagnais outstripping the others and 
pressing hard on Betarde’s heels, and after 
them stringing the scum of the Gulf ports, 
the off-scourings of the seas, the hard
bitten wreckers of Anticosti and Sable Is
land, outlawed sealers and fishermen from 
far Newfoundland, St. Pierre and Miquelon.

They did not sw'erve for the fire or the 
rum barrels. They swept straight on, 
charging through the smoke and the coals, 
and from their reckless feet the burning 
embers flew up in showers, and the empty 
barrels toppled this way and that, went 
rolling down the rocks like war-drums thun
dering to battle.

They were into the dark sheds and flies 
and squirming forth again with their rifles,
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but Ivan and Frangois bad met the big fur 
canoes plunging up to their aid.

“Sachelle, you and Chakoni take three 
canoes and run their crafts oS the beach 
before Jhey can get to them. For the lives 
of you7don’t  let them get afloat. I will be 
taking the other three canoes and making a 
dash for Dubawni.”

lik e great water monsters the three fur 
craft strained up-stream for the point where 
the Arctic Fur canoes were drawn up on the 
beach. They lay to a few yards from the 
shore, the bowsmen and the steersmen alone 
holding the crafts stationary by paddling 
against the current, while the rest of the men 
leaped out into the shallow water and rushed 
for Helbaud’s crafts.

They had the advantage in the race, for 
the canoes had glided faster than the Arctic 
Fur men could run. Craft after craft Sa
chelle’s crews caught up and flung upon the 
current which whirled them down-stream 
like Autumn leaves.

As they heaved the last one in, Helbaud, 
Betarde and his men were half way across 
the beach, but as they rushed, the rifles of 
the JHudson’s Bay men rattled spitefully. 
Lead ricochetted from the rocks in front of 
the rushing feet, and here and there a leg, 
an arm or a shoulder sheathed the glancing 
missiles.

With a grim joy Sachelle and Chakoni 
saw many fling backward on the rocks and 
cease their efforts at running.

Nor were the Arctic Fur men slow to re
taliate. They fell flat on the beach so as to 
escape the hail of balls that whined over
head and poured a steady fusillade toward 
the water-line. The forest echoed with 
the wicked volleys, but Helbaud’s hirelings 
lacked a target. For the Hudson’s Bay men 
hid formless in the gloom against the inky 
background of the river, while the recum
bent figures of the Arctic Fur men were sil
houetted in a blaze of light.

The moment he had decisively halted 
Helbaud’s force, Sachelle with a quick com
mand recalled his men through the shallow 
water to the canoes.

“ Joomp in,”  he ordered, “ an’ we be back 
oop de factor in hees dash!”

Helbaud had no craft left upon the shore 
to stop them- as they whirled by. He was 
worsted in bis launching, and the knowledge 
sent him into a greater paroxysm of rage 
that withered his men like the fire of the 
Hudson’s Bay.

“ You cursed laggard dogs!”  he choked, 
springing to his feet. “ Why didn’t you 
jump at my first word? Blast your muddled 
minds, you could have been afloat and on 
even terms with them if you had moved 
when I commanded. I always have to ham
mer action into you with a club. Get up, 
you cowards, get up. You can at least help 
jerk this devilish Dubawni to the stars!”

CHAPTER X V II

THE SLIP OF THE NOOSE

IN  A line with Sachelle’s crews at the 
upper end of the beach, but a consider

able distance down-stream from them and 
just opposite the leaning spruce-tree where 
Helbaud’s dozen ringed] Dubawni round, 
Ivan Trevor’s small craft drove in at the 
head of the other three fur canoes. With 
any of the Arctic Fur crafts afloat it meant 
swift death for him and his companions to 
land. Balls would riddle them, and the 
sieved canoes, Masita and all, would go to 
the bottom of the Manikuagan.

But watching as eagerly and as anxiously 
as the man and the-girl who accompanied 
him, the factor exclaimed in joy as he be
held Sachelle’s crews shove the Arctic Fur 
canoes adrift and beat Helbaud’s horde 
back from the water-line.

“ Fair grand!”  he shouted. “Now is our 
turn. You, Masita, crouch low. Do not be 
showing yourself above the gunwale, for 
they are firing wild. We will be driving like 
a wedge to your father. Aye, we will be 
driving so or I will neffer be looking into 
your sweet eyes again.”

He ripped away the bulky cassock for 
freer movement as they reached the shore 
and, leaving Masita alone in the craft, 
leaped out at the head of his crews. But the 
moment they leaped out was the moment 
Helbaud sprang up to curse his laggards 
and rush himself for the lone spruce-tree.

“ To the stars with him!”  they heard him 
shouting. “He shall work no more ruses 
on me!”

“ Mon Diem!" urged the voice of Masita 
from the canoe. “ Be quick! In the name 
of my mother, be quick!”

In a solid wedge, Ivan and Lavergne its 
point, the Hudson’s Bay men drove from 
the water-line straight at the group under 
the spruce-tree. Wild shots from Helbaud’s 
men running at the other end of the beach
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lit the rocks in front of them, but the mis- 
iles did not slacken their speed.

“ With the might of you!” spurred the 
actor, the solid rock thundering under his 
read. “ With all the might of you, men!”

With a smashing impact they hit the ring 
round Dubawni. Men toppled this way 
nd that, fists jabbed and swung, belt-axes 
nd knives flashed in the firelight, but even 
s Dubawni had gone down under his cap- 
ors, his captors went down under superior 
lumbers. He himself felt a knife rasp 
cross the dangling rope, and the next mo- 
aent he was rushing down the shore and 
plashing through the shallow water be- 
ween Ivan and Lavergne.

“ Sachelle! Chakoni!” roared the factor. 
Be quick, men! Hold them off while we 
lamber aboard!”

An answering shout came from the chief 
rader, whose canoes were already flying 
oward them, kicking up a wash as they 
.'liirled along, the river boiling to the sweep 
f the double rows of paddles, and spraying
0 the slap of the huge curving bows.

“ M o n  D im ,  father!” breathed Masita, 
s he, Ivan and Lavergne came alongside the 
mall canoe she was holding in the current 
or them. “ Get in. I thought my heart 
,-ould burst. All three of you get in this 
econd. I can not draw breath till you do!”

“ All right, petite, all right,” rumbled Du- 
>awni, swinging aboard. “ But a man must 
et his wind.”

All about them pandemonium was raging. 
'o  the law and letter of the factor’s com- 
land, Sachelle was covering the embarking 
ito the eighteen-footer and into the other 
hree canoes.

Helbaud’s men had rallied from the 
mashing charge and were heeling the Hud- 
on’s Bay men to the water’s edge. Hel- 
aud himself was heading the scores from 
he other end of the beach. Into the shal- 
>w water they all plunged, rushing knee- 
eep, waist-deep, to cut off Ivan Trevor’s 
and. But, leaping like express trains into 
heir midst bored Sachelle’s huge fur- 
anoes, driving irresistibly, propelled by 
lan-power that lusted for the fray.

Down went dozens of the Arctic Fur men 
nder the bumping prows, and over the gun
wales waged a hand-to-hand fight.

Too closely huddled in the water to shoot, 
lelbaud’s men dared not use their weapons
1 the ordinary way. Nor could the factor’s 
rews loose bullets into the rabble to settle

the thing. Their canoes were all jammed up 
in Helbaud’s forces, and with every man in 
them twisting and lunging and striking, a 
ball was more likely to hit a friend than an 
enemy.

So it was knife and belt-ax, rifle-butt and 
poised paddle amid demoniacal shouts and 
geyser spouts of water, but here again the 
Hudson’s Bay brigade had the advantage 
which made up for their lack of numbers. 
All were now afloat. Their foes were waist- 
deep in the water. And deliberately the 
brigade drew the fight into deeper water.

Almost before they were aware, Hel
baud’s men lost their footing, plunged over
head and came up to flounder ashore as best 
they might.

Helbaud alone, no fool and no coward in 
spite of his insane rage, maintained the bat
tle.

Out as far as he could go in the stream, 
the water up to his shoulders and the last 
canoe containing Sachelle’s and Chakoni’s 
crews an arm’s length beyond his reach, 
he lunged after it, and with a swift overhead 
stroke brought a belt-ax ripping down 
through the stern.

The edge of the steersman’s paddle de
scended on his head as he struck, and like a 
stunned fish he drifted shoreward into the 
hands of his men, but his ax had done its 
work, and the hindmost fur canoe sank like 
a bottomless box.

Like a dozen beavers the heads of the 
crew came up on the surface.

“ Swim for it,”  ordered Sachelle. “Be 
follow de factor’s canoe down into de dark. 
We be pick you oop dere, ’cause we don’t 
want no more dat ax work!”

CHAPTER X VH I

THE ARMISTICE

TJELOW  the half-moon fire-stain upon 
the Manikuagan the fur-canoes lay to.

Sachelle with a few words directed the 
distribution of the swimmers.

“Two men into each dose first t ’ree ca
noes an’ t ’ree men into each dose last two. 
Bime-by we be catch wan of Helbaud’s 
craft in de eddies an’ you can take her.”

Quickly the swimmers glided under the 
curving sterns and were hauled aboard.

“ Fair grand!” nodded the factor approv
ingly. “ It is a small loss for the gain we 
are getting. But you will be remembering,
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men, that though you won your skirmish 
this night you axe not done with Hillaire 
Helbaud and his' Arctic Fur Company.

" W ith his senses will come back his ire. He 
will be trying to head us at the Height of 
Land. And there, I am telling you, it will 
be no skirmish but a man-size battle. So 
be holding yourselves in all humility and in 
the fear of God. We have but six dozen- 
odd, and he has hundreds.”

Dubawni in the bow of the canoe half 
turned his body on the thwart.

“ You may add six dozen more to those,”  
he observed quietly. “I  secretly ordered 
m y crews up the Kawikwanipinis River, and 
since you’re working up through Ishimani- 
kuagan Lake we can unite with them upon 
the Kawikwanipinis River or upon Mistinik 
Lake. They fight with you as far as Cam
brian Lake. But more than that I  will not 
promise.”

“Man,”  spoke the factor, extending his 
huge hand forward from amidships, “ that is 
grand news. I  am thanking you for it, and 
more than that I am not asking you to 
promise.”

And Masita, leaning back against La- 
vergne’s knees where he sat in the steers
man’s seat, gave a little exclamation of joy.

“Mon IHeu, Francois!”  she whispered 
impetuously. ‘M y  father declares an ar
mistice. And I, in the days we go North 
together, I  declare one tool”

In  the secrecy of the velvet river-gloom 
she upturned her face to his.

CHAPTER X IX

THE END OF THE MAN-HUNT

“ ■ JV/TAN,”  declared Ivan Trevor, his hand 
-*■ »A  upon the arm of Dubawni, the free

trader, as they went over the portage ’round 
Granite Fall, the North has effer looked on 
strange friendships formed under her brood
ing, nirvanic eyes. But she has neffer 
looked on stranger friendship than ours. I 
am  telling you I  am sorry it is nearing its 
end, I  am sorry that it is our last portage 
upon the Kaniapiskau and that Cambrian 
L ake lies not far beyond. For there we will 
b e  coming to your fort, Dubawni Post, and 
the end of our alliance. Unless, forbye, 
yo u  have been changing your mind and con
sidering amalgamation with the Hudson’s 
B a y  Company.

“ Dubawtfi, for why will you not consider

the move? The Hudson’s Bay is an hon
orable institution, and in amalgamation 
with it lies your means and essence of ex
istence. Not for your solitary sake, but 
also for the sake of your daughter Masita— ” 
nodding toward the girl walking ahead 
with his own brigade-leader Frangois La- 
vergne—  “ who has all of life before her and 
whose youth should in no manner of being 
be embittered with feud and strife and all. 
You are understanding me? It is plain 
talk I am giving, for the issues rise plainly 
before me. Of the three fur companies 
warring for the possession of the hinterland 
of the Labrador, mark me, your band of 
Free-Traders is the weakest. And it grieves 
me sore after plucking you and Masita out 
of the hands of Hillaire Helbaud of the 
Arctic Fur to be compelled in the name of 
my corporation to turn against you and 
crush or, mayhap, see you crushed in a 
three-cornered fight.”

“I  know,” returned Dubawni grimly, 
“ and it hurts me too, Trevor. I have not 
forgotten what you and Lavergne and the 
rest of your men did for me and Masita the 
night Helbaud seized us and confiscated 
our whole year’s cargo of furs upon the 
Manikuagan. I shall remember it longer 
than I shall remember Helbaud and the 
theft of the fur, and that, look you, will be a 
lengthy period. But still I  do not change. 
I am not the kind that changes. Indepen
dence is my idol, and the unclaimed wilder
ness its shrine.”

“ But the girl, man, the girl!”  protested 
Ivan.

“ As it is with me, so it is with Masita. 
She is the image and the reincarnation of 
her mother. For, look you, when the Arc
tic Fur Company under Helbaud sacked my 
Opawika Post and drove me out of Quebec 
her mother stayed at my side— stayed to her 
death and my sorrow.”

“ Aye, man, and the daughter may be 
staying to your death and her sorrow! Are 
you countenancing yon contingency? And, 
forbye, there are other considerations. You 
have neffer been heralded in the North as a 
blind man, Dubawni— ” nodding again to
ward Masita and Lavergne— “ and I  am not 
thinking for a darting minute that you have 
not seen.

‘Tosh, in the weeks we have traveled 
devious waterways up to the Height of Land 
and over to give yon whelp Helbaud the 
slip I ’ll warrant effery soul of our united

11
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rigades has seen, and most of all you your- 
elf, for a father’s jealous optics are effer the 
rst to focus upon his daughter’s chosen of 
nen. Aye, there is no gainsaying the fact 
hat you have seen. And was it not in 
omantic Quebec they schooled together? 
fes, yes, dod yes, and now time has swung 
iack for them or romance has scudded for
ward, I am not knowing which!”

“ Bah!” ridiculed the Free-Trader, albeit 
here was trouble in his eyes. ‘‘Such ro- 
aance is a childish thing, a schooltime 
hing. It never lives.”

“ It has lived— or else been given birth 
gain,”  assured Ivan solemnly. “ Man, I 
lave mastered and directed many men—  
ye, and women too, and none can master 
nd direct if he can not see into the deeps 
f  the natures of the ones he sways. Yon’s 
3gic, eh? And into the deeps of Masita’s 
nd Francois’s natures I am seeing plain, 
nd you, Dubawni, likewise are seeing plain.

“ You know in your secret heart you are 
eeing, though your tongue will be giving 
our heart the lie. Aye, it is the heart that 
ells, and right in the youthful hearts of yon 
wo ahead will their grimmest specter of 
rouble stalk and their hardest battle be 
ought. Man, are you not interpreting me?
am not asking you to save her from the 

acre physical danger that looms large on 
ay forevision. I am asking you to save her 
rom foredoomed defeat in the battle be- 
ween desire and denial. I am asking you 
o spare her the torture on the rack of 
onflicting love and allegiance, the remorse, 
he sacrifice, the self-abnegation, the su- 
ireme renunciation. This is what I am 
sking you, Dubawni— ” with a pressure on 
he free trader’s arm that was intimate, liu- 
lan, compelling— “ and I know whereof I 
m speaking. For, man, mark you, I have 
ieen through and suffered something of it 
lysclf!”

“ She has spoken no word of it to me,” 
eclared Dubawni. “ All these weeks she 
as spoken no word.”
“ No, nor would she be speaking to the 

nd of her days— if the trail lasted that long, 
he is your own breed, the Dubawni breed, 
nd she will neffer be giving sign. But for 
11 and all, that lifts no infinitesimal speck 
f responsibility from you.”

“ She has spoken no word to me,” reiter- 
ted Dubawni stubbornly.

“ And Franjois,” the factor went on, un- 
leeding, “ whereffer did you cast eyes on a

mightier man? Mighty not alone in body 
but in heart, far-traveled, skilled, with the 
foundation knowledge of the schools. Aye, 
and by no manner of being lowly in position 
either. Brigade-leader he is now, Dubawni, 
and syne he will be taking the highest honor. 
I am making him factor of the new Cam
brian post I have planned to build.”

“ M O N  D I E U ! ”  exclaimed the Free- 
Trader, his exclamation rumbling 
low down in his throat like a growl. 

“ I had not thought of that. It will be a bit
ter thing, Trevor. If there is aught between 
them as you hint, it will be a bitter thing.” 

“Man, it will be a tefflish thing!” Ivan 
burst out impetuously. “ Passive enmity is 
hard enough, but active warfare upon any 
you have come to care for racks the heart 
and sears the soul. God forgie’s the neces
sity of putting him in command at Cam
brian House that he himself will build, but 
it is in the interests of my company. The 
post must be in the strongest of strong 
hands, for I can not be there effery fighting 
minute myself. There is the all-important 
Chimo headquarters to look after, you will 
be remembering. I have men marshaled 
there for the campaign in addition to these 
I have summoned from the St. Lawrence 
Gulf posts, and there is the provisioning and 
the transportation to attend to. Forgie’s, 
man, that I should be so blunt, but there is 
no denying that things have come to a crisis 
in the Kaniapiskau Valley. You are no 
holding it against me?”

“No, no! You must be making all prep
arations. And I, also! Men will flock to 
Dubawni Post at my call, and you know as 
well as I do that I shall send out the call.”  

“ In spite of all, you will be sending it 
out?”

“ Yes. It is either that or give up my 
independence to the Hudson’s Bay Com
pany. Trevor, it has taken years and years 
to build up that independence, my post and 
my trade, and it does not die in a moment. 
You know what manner of man I am, and I 
think you understand.”

“Aye,”  sighed Ivan resignedly and with 
an air of finality, “ I am understanding you. 
I am seeing that there is no moving you, and 
we may as well be heeling the rest across the 
portage, for I must be confessing that for 
the sake of private conversation I have been 
lagging behind. Let us be catching up to 
the rest— the teflle!”
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H e  stopped short, listening, for a rapid 
fusillade of rifles broke forth abruptly 
ahead.

“ W hat in the name of Tomgak have they 
struck? Some deer crossing the stream, 
I ’ll warrant! Francois! Man, man! Stop 
yo n  criminal waste of ammunition! One 
shot will drop a caribou, or, at the most, two. 
For why will they be throwing away shells 
that syne they will be needing sore?”

But Lavergne did not heal, did not ap
parently hear. Ivan and Dubawni saw him 
thrust Masita down into a depression in the 
rocks and crouch himself, his rifle-muzzle 
poking over the edge of the granite and 
spitting forth a stream of fire.

“ Tore Heffen!”  cried Ivan. “ I mis
judged. Yon artillery roar is over bigger 
game. I t  is no deer-hunt, Dubawni. It is 
a  man-hunt, and we are the hunted. For 
are yon not Helbaud’s curs I  am glimpsing? 
Look! Down by the edge of the river, be
tween us and the water. Is that not Hel- 
baud himself gesticulating orders, and the 
broad one beside him, is it not that gorilla- 
like Betarde who was your chief hangman 
yon night on the Manikuagan?”

“Mon Dieu, yes, it is Helbaud and his 
Arctic Fur dogs,”  confirmed Dubawni in an 
ominous growl. “ I  shall not soon forget 
that ape Betarde. Ciel, to have given Hel
baud the slip for one hundred and fifty miles 
and over only to get trapped in the end! 
I  tell you, Trevor, it gripes!”

For the Free-Trader’s mind swept back 
over the trail they had followed to escape a 
pitched battle with. Helbaud’s superior 
numbers, a trail that wound not up the 
main-traveled Kaniapiskau, but off to the 
eastward in the void and silent spaces of the 
Labrador wilderness. From the Mani
kuagan they had driven their canoes night 
and day up through Ishimanikuagan Lake 
and Ishimanikuagan River, formed a junc
tion with his own fur brigade upon Mistinik 
Lake and held on up the feeders of Mistinik 
past the headwaters of the Pipishikau and 
M ossy Pine Rivers for the Height of Land.

And there, from the jumbled chain of 
waters that links Summit Lake upon the 
Height of Land with Lake Kaniapiskau, to 
the northward upon the great Central 
Plateau, they had bored eastward through 
shallow upland sloughs and portaged over 
barren stretches of rocky tableland till they 
made the feeble streamlets that constitute 
the Source of Sandy Lake.

Up through Sandy Lake they had trav
eled and up Sandy River to strike the Kani
apiskau River at the Lower Gorge. Here 
upon the main artery of the hinterland there 
was only the mouth of the Goodwood River 
to pass and the bad stretch of white water 
at Granite Fall round which to portage, 
and Cambrian Lake, their goal, lay a few 
miles farther on.

With that goal in sight, as it were, it 
griped Dubawni to realize that his way was 
barred upon the last portage and that to win 
the last few miles of his traverse he and Ivan 
Trevor must match their one hundred and 
forty-odd men against double or perhaps 
triple that number.

“ Diablel" he gritted. “ Does it not drive 
you crazy with rage to think that the car 
tiaille had the skill and wit and cunning to 
head us here?”

“ Aye!” boomed Ivan somberly. “ But it 
is no fault of ours. We did our best, and we 
could not travel any farther northward 
without taking the Kaniapiskau for it. 
Helbaud knew that. When he failed to 
intercept us at the Height of Land, he could 
not help but know we were taking a devious 
route. Likewise he could not help but 
know we must pass Granite Fall to enter 
Cambrian Lake. For he is no tyro in the 
land, you will be remembering, Dubawni, 
and we are pitted against no coward and no 
fool.

“ We have done our best to save our men 
and keep Masita from harm, and therefore 
our conscience will be crystal clear. As for 
the rest, it is in the hands of Heffen. We 
will be looking for the solution there, and, 
forbye, man, it may be that we shall find 
the solutions of many things. So, be stoop
ing low, Dubawni, while we make a run for 
Francois's cover!”

CHAPTER X X

BAYED

T X 7TTH a low-crouching rush the two men 
'  » crossed the intervening space of rock 

and dived into the trench-like depression 
that sheltered Lavergne and Masita. A 
spatter of bullets sprinkled all about them, 
but none found the mark, and Francois 
pumped back rapidly to cover their coming.

“ Fair grand!”  exulted Ivan, as they slid 
down between the brigade-leader and the 
girl. “ Come what will, all the men are
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under cover like ourselves, and in warfare 
of this kind, cover, I am thinking, will be 
counting for much. Is yon Helbaud on the 
river side still, Frangois?”

“ Yes, yes,” put in Masita, who, her 
cheeks aglow with excitement and her dark 
eyes flashing, was peering riskily over the 
edge of the natural parapet of rock. “ I see 
him. I see the dog, the scoundrel! Look, 
father, look! M o n  D ie u , see his host of 
men! He must have brought his whole half- 
thousand from Manikuagan Portage.”

“Hardly, petite, hardly,” amended Du- 
bawni; “ but by the way he moves them to 
ring us on all sides there must be between 
three and four hundred. And you, keep 
down! You bring us no gain by looking 
over, and it might be that a ball intended for 
one of us would find you. Do not raise your 
head.”

He placed a huge brown hand on top of 
her purple-black hair to ensure obedience 
and himself raised his squat, wide-shoul
dered frame till he could breast the sloping 
edge of the rock-ditch and shove his rifle 
forward alongside those of the factor and 
Lavergne.

A full mile away and slinking as swift as 
wraiths from rock to rock along the edge of 
the foaming cataract and the white smother 
of bad rapids below, they could mark the 
Arctic Fur men, Helbaud’s hirelings and re
cruits of the opportune moment, his scum 
of the Gulf ports, his offscourings of the 
seas, his Iroquois Indians, Montagnais In
dians, hard-bitten wreckers of Anticosti 
and Sable Island, outlawed sealers and fish
ermen from far Newfoundland, St. Pierre 
and Miquelon.

These had hounded a long way, but their 
game was bayed at last, and with rapid, 
certain, decisive movements they occupied 
at Helbaud’s direction the rear gap of the 
portage behind the forces of Ivan and Du- 
bawni and also the flat of the little plateau 
to the westward.

Cut off from advance to the Kaniapiskau 
River ahead, cut off from retreat to it in the 
rear, shut away from it on the side of Gran
ite Fall and hemmed in from the flat pla
teau to the westward, the one hundred and 
forty-odd men claiming allegiance to two 
different companies, but temporarily united 
against a common danger, lay marooned, so 
to speak, upon an island of rock in the sea of 
their enemies.

Upon them from all four sides advance
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was easy, and the only saving grace they 
had was the trench-like chasm that ran ir
regularly through the rocky island they oc
cupied. This azoic split, ripped open in 
some ancient day by volcanic action, was a 
mitral-shaped slash, its arms extending ap
proximately east and west, with a  third 
cleft leading some distance northward from 
the angle of the miter.

Ivan, Dubawni, Lavergne and Masita 
had taken shelter just at the angle. In 
the cleft leading northward the combined 
Hudson’s Bay Company and Free-Trading 
forces were huddled so closely as to hamper 
each other’s defensive work, and in the full 
of the firing that accompanied Helbaud’s 
disposition of his hundreds the Chimo factor 
left the other three and began crawling 
along the bottom of the northerly cleft.

“ Sachelle! Chakoni!”  he called as he 
wriggled up behind the packed mass of men. 
“Be coming out, wherefier you are. Aye, 
and Dubawni’s brigade leader Chambonne 
also. Be hurrying, you three!”

The black-bearded, thick-set chief trader, 
the tall, lithe Nascaupee Fort runner and 
the big, pure-blooded, hawk-nosed, heavy- 
mustached Frenchman Chambonne wormed 
out of the press and half crouched on one 
knee before him.

“ Men,” criticized Ivan, “ you will be get
ting small action yarded up like moose in 
Winter. Chambonne, keep forty of your 
men and hold this northerly cleft. Sachelle, 
take half of the remainder and man yon 
westerly slash, and you, Chakoni, string 
the other half along the easterly one.

“ Go down on your bellies, all, till you get 
into position. Chambonne commands at 
the far end, Sachelle on the left, Chakoni 
on the right, Lavergne at the angle of the 
center, while Dubawni and I direct the 
whole line of battle. And I will be asking 
just one question before you go. What 
about the canoes and packs I see jammed in 
the cleft, is it that I am seeing them all?”

“Ba gar,”  answered Sachelle, “I ’m 
couldn’t be save but four canoes an’ mebbe 
half de packs.”

“ And I,”  confessed Chambonne, with 
patent chagrin, “could get only two crafts 
under cover. You see, my men were lead
ing. We got Helbaud’s salute first and a 
much warmer, closer salute than you got 
at the rear. Two canoes is all, and never a 
pack in the mob. For who can shoot with a 
pile of dunnage on his neck?”
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“ Six canoes,”  totaled the Nascaupee Fort 
runner Chakoni. “ Factor, six is plenty to 
ca n y  the men who will go forth out of this 
trap. There is death a-wing, and lucky 
you may be called if you have enough to fill 
six crafts after the fight.”

“Aye, Chakoni,”  nodded Ivan with pon
derous brooding. “ I  am thinking you are 
right. Bald it sounds and all, but our men 
and Dubawni’s men are not of the breed to 
cringe from grim facts and plain speech. 
And see that die canoes come to no damage. 
Our lives may be staked on their condition, 
forbye, should the occasion to chance a dash 
with them arise. Also be hoarding the food. 
Waste not an infinitesimal scrap. For I 
am not yet knowing the intentions of this 
tefflish upstart, Helbaud. It may be a 
storming charge, or then again it may be a 
vise-like siege. So be keeping that in mind, 
and now to your places, all!”

Immediately the congested northerly 
cleft thinned out, Sachelle leading his quota 
crawling to the left, Chakoni his quota 
to  the right, and leaving Chambonne room 
with his forty men to take up their positions 
o f defense.

Ivan himself had barely got back to Du- 
bawni and the others at the central angle 
when a loud shout arose on the river side. 
Looking over the parapet, he and the other 
men saw Helbaud alone upon a boulder with 
a  white flag in his hand. Waving the flag, he 
advanced to within a couple of hundred yards 
o f  their position, and with a snarl Ivan 
Trevor leaped out onto the edge of his trench.

“Man, man!”  he thundered, his voice 
vibrating with passion. “Be stopping right 
there. Be warned in time and be stopping 
right there. You have felt the weight of my 
restrained fist once, forbye, upon the Mani- 
kuagan beach, and the next time, by Heffen, 
there will be'no restraint! Put the dirty 
w hite rag in your pocket and show us your 
heels. We are by no manner of means par
leying with whelps like you.

“ ’Fore God, did Dubawni not hear you 
boast in your Manikuagan council-hall that 
y o u  would smash us both? Did he not see 
y o u  drink your toast to the passing of the 
Free-Traders and the ancient and honorable 
Com pany of Adventurers? My company, 
y o u  tefflish intriguer! And you will not 
b e  coming to'me under any banner, white, 
b lack  or motley, but I  will be going to you 
at th e time appointed under the blood-red 
ban n er of my sovereignty.

“ You are hearing me? Jam the white 
rag in your pocket, I  am saying, and you 
get back to your men and your arms. Down 
on Manikuagan beach we were but reveal
ing to you a few playful buffets, but here, by 
Heffen, we will be showing you a man-size 
fight!”

CHAPTER X X I

THE NIGGARD NORTH

“ lV/TON DIEU!” criedMasitainadmira- 
tion, as, watching from the trench, 

they saw Helbaud turn abruptly back to 
the river. “ Has the factor not a burning, 
shriveling tongue? Even more fiery than 
yours, father, and that is saying much! 
What a rage Helbaud will be in! I fancy I 
can see his bold eyes snapping and his face 
screwing itself up till his sharp-pointed mus
taches quiver like the whiskers of a cat. Ha, 
he drops down to the water’s edge and waves 
his fist venomously as he drops! If I  mis
take not, the factor will not have long to 
wait for his man-size fight. Father, in the 
name of my mother, find me a rifle before 
they come.”

“ No, Masita, no!” refused Dubawni in 
alarm. “ You will keep under cover, and 
you will take no part.”

“ But, mon DieuJ”  stormed Masita, “ have 
you forgotten how he thought to drag me 
before a priest that night on the Mani
kuagan?”

“ No,”  returned Dubawni grimly, “ I have 
not forgotten, and if the chance comes, I will 
show the canaille that things stick well in 
my memory. But leave it all to me. What 
there is to be done I will do.”

“ Yes,”  nodded the massive Lavergne, 
ejecting the empty shell after a high- 
sighted shot at the point where Hillaire Hel
baud had disappeaerd, “ and if you find too 
much to be done, I  shall take a hand and 
help.”

“ Francois, Francois,”  wheedled Masita in 
a whisper. “ M y father will not give me a 
weapon, but you, you will let me press trig
ger once? Just once, Franjois. Mon Dieu, 
have you forgotten these days we have been 
journeying northward together? You have 
been swearing all sorts of vows, and it is 
little I  ask now. You will let me shoot one 
shot, at the time I myself shall choose?” 

“Maybe,”  assented Lavergne, pressing 
the impetuous hand upon his arm. “I f  I  do
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ot need all my shells myself! Who can 
ill?”

“ Aye, who can be telling?” echoed the 
ictor, his keen glance interpreting Masita’s 
leading attitude as he slipped back into the 
icky trench beside them. “ And, girl, I am 
linking you can be of greater use as a nurse 
ran as a fighter. Nefler fear, you will be 
aving your hands full at that, if I am any 
rophet whateffer!”

IN THE wild days that followed, 
the factor’s prophecy came true. 

Masita had her hands full, and 
lany a first-aid task those hands per- 
>rmed, and many a gruesome sight her 
irlish eyes beheld.
Truly it was a man-size fight, but to the 

fudson’s Bay and Free-Trading forces the 
itter physical conflict was as nothing com- 
ared to the spectral enemies they fought 
dthin their own ranks.

After the first day they were almost with- 
ut water, and it was not many days till 
heir food ran out.

Taking toll of the forest and the stream 
s they journeyed swiftly north, they had 
ecn able to accumulate but little reserve 
leat, and the most of this was in the packs 
hat had been lost in the scramble for cover 
t Helbaud’s sudden attack. Their posi- 
ion began to be desperate, and the factor 
eld council with Dubawni, Lavergne, 
achelle and the rest as to the advisability 
f attempting a break through the ring that 
eld them.
“ Are you counseling it?” he asked. 

Some of us may be getting through, and 
hen again none of us may be getting 
hrough. What are you thinking about it?”

“ C ie l, yes,”  growled the impetuous Du- 
awni. “ Let us take the canoes and make a 
un for it. Here we are of mornings licking 
he damp rocks for drops to cool our parched 
ongues. A man can not live long on dew, 
o it is better to make a dash than to die of 
unger and thirst.”
Sachelle, Chambonne and Chakoni 

odded their assent, but Lavergne spoke out 
a protest.

“ It is madness,”  he pointed out. “ There 
? death in the air, and lead travels faster 
han feet can run. Nobody can live in the 
ace of rifle fire on this bare rock. And 
ould we live to reach Helbaud’s rock barri- 
ades, we would not cross them, for bullets 
rould cut us down like reeds before the

knife. Factor, you have listened to my ad
vice before. Listen to it now, and in the end 
you shall go free out of this trap. Hang on 
here till the end of the week.”

“ Aye, Franfois,” boomed Ivan somberly, 
“ effer you have given good advice, and you 
speak stark truth. I am thinking myself 
the dash means death. So we will be wait
ing— a week.”

Grimly they waited, and ever through the 
golden early August days winged death 
spanned the gap between their own and the 
Arctic Fur trenches; ever in the star-strewn 
void of the northern nights the fires glared, 
and the crack of rifles and the cries of fight
ing men echoed forth as Helbaud rolled up 
his barricades of loose rock closer and closer. 
Continually the factor held council and 
turned anxious eyes upon the adamant, im
perturbable Lavergne, striving to fathom 
the brigade-leader’s mind, but he could not 
pierce Francois’s impassiveness.

“ Wait!”  was the stoic counsel that always 
prevailed. “ Factor, wait till the week runs 
out.”

Continually on both sides the death list 
mounted up.

Never a day or a night passed that Ivan’s 
mooseskin-bound Bible was not read over 
some Hudson’s Bay or Free-Trading man, 
cached away under a cairn of stones in the 
gut of the trenches.

Dubawni’s brigade-leader Chambonne 
fell one midnight with a ball in his forehead 
as he peered over the parapet, and Dubawni 
fainted under Masita’s frantic eyes with a 
glancing missile in the fleshy part of his 
thigh.

Whereupon many demanded the forlorn 
chance of the rush.

“ But wait!”  counseled Lavergne. “ We 
can always make a dash, but the moment 
we chance all on a dash we are done with 
waiting.”

Starvation made itself manifest.
Emaciated grew the faces of Ivan’s Seven 

Islands, Moisie, Mingan and Romaine men, 
and of Dubawni’s Frenchmen, Quebec Ojib- 
ways and James Bay Crees. In agony and 
despair the Free-Trader himself writhed upon 
a pair of empty pack-sacks, watching the 
wan-featured Masita ministering as best 
she could and trying to soothe the wounded 
ones whose swollen tongues cried out for 
water.

Huddled in that charnel pit in the azoic 
waste, they felt, beyond the harassing power
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of Helbaud, the terrific, ruthless, stunning 
power of the North which filled the crimson- 
and-gold Autumnal world on all sides of 
them with teeming life, but which held to 
them for sustenance only the dry dugs of a 

.stony breast. Beyond their gory amphi
theater they could mark the winnowing 
butterflies sucking honeyed flowers, the 
roaming black fox hunting ptarmigan in the 
green woods, the osprey striking down from 
midair at the namaycush in the stream.

Close to the Northland’s flinty heart they 
struggled, but that flinty heart gave no sign.

Dead bodies might thud upon it and fes
ter there in the blazing sun amid a scaven
ging cloud of mosquitoes; night and day the 
incoherencies of the wounded and the 
cursing of the starving, thirsting defenders 
might go up, but the niggard North seemed 
to quicken with no emotion and turn no 
hearkening ear.'

Men cried out against the discrimination 
which denied them one sip of honey that 
the wasteful butterfly spilled, one unfin
ished bone that the foraging black fox left, 
one atom of roe that the osprey squeezed 
from the struggling fish in its claws.

They cried out and, half-demented but 
resolved to either break free or die, they rose 
up the seventh dawn, a dawn filled with the 
first white-frost fog of fall, and began to 
breast .themselves over the trench edges.

“ But wait, you fools!”  commanded La
vergne, his hands upon their shoulders pull
ing them back. “Wait a little and all your 
waiting is done. Look— the caribou are 
coming!”

Their haggard eyes followed the pointing 
of his bronzed finger, and looming darkly in 
the eddying fog on the plateau, they 
sighted the vanguard of the migrating cari
bou swinging on their yearly journey from 
west to east.

“ Man,”  demanded Ivan Trevor amazed, 
“ is there magic in you?”

“ Only memory,”  replied Lavergne. “ In 
the days I used to hunt with the Barren 
Grounds TVibe, here was the caribous’ 
crossing-place and here we took our toll. 
When we sought cover for the first, I  saw by 
the signs that they had not passed this year. 
I t  was the season. The migration never 
fails. Therefore they would come if we 
waited. It  was the reason of my counsel, 
and now we have meat, drink and a screen 
for flight.”

For the North that had denied them so

long had relented at last; the North that 
had favored Helbaud so long had turned 
against him at last.

Against that close-packed mass which 
trailed down, thousands strong, to cross the 
Kaniapiskau River, his might could not pre
vail. Wild shooting turned a few of the 
forefront, but the main body forged on, 
overflowing his barricades in a solid army 
and scattering his men to the forest to es
cape the trampling hoofs.

The chasm which sheltered Ivan’s and 
Dubawni’s men divided the host. ' *

They went by on either edge, the solid 
rock quivering to the weight of their tread, 
and a well-placed ball from Lavergne’s 
rifle brought one tumbling down.

First meat of seven days was the raw, red, 
quivering flesh.

First iflrink of seven- days was the warm, 
spouting blood.

Strength and hope and the desire for life 
returned, while the procession still filed on.

From dawn till dark the antlered horde 
moved by, gliding in two living walls, and 
when between those screening walls the 
Hudson’s Bay and Free-Trading men took 
their wounded and canoes down to the 
Kaniapiskau’s edge and launched north
ward for Cambrian Lake, the migration was 
still passing.

CHAPTER X X H

THE BREAKING OF THE TRUCE

THROUGH the bad stretch of white- 
water below Granite Fall they ran 

with lightning speed, the factor in the lead 
with one canoe and three Seven Islands 
paddlers bound for Fprt Chimo to marshal 
his reinforcements, and as the vista of Cam
brian Lake opened suddenly before them, 
Ivan stood up and waved his paddle in 
farewell.

“ I am bidding you all good-by,”  he 
shouted. “ For this is no time for tardy 
leave-takings. I  am not wanting to lose 
the start I have gained on Helbaud.”

Again he waved his paddle and sat down. 
Like an arrow his craft leaped down Cam

brian on its long journey to Fort Chimo, 
and with the passing of the factor the full 
import of his new leadership fell abruptly 
upon Lavergne. He was in authority now 
and no longer as brigade-leader but as 
factor of projected Cambrian House!
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His old, hazy dream was fulfilled, and a 
sort of quiet triumph possessed him, yet 
with the feeling of triumph came a pang of 
pain as he thought of what the cost of hold
ing that factorship might be. Involun
tarily his eyes turned to Masita sitting 
amidships behind him, but she was upon 
her feet, her lips parted, eyes lightening, 
breast heaving, as she pointed to a huddle of 
log buildings crowning the headland which 
marked the debouchment of the Upper 
Kaniapiskau River into Cambrian Lake.

“ Dubawni Post, Frangois!”  she cried. 
“ Dubawni Post at last!”

“ Yes, Masita, and we are the winners of 
the final race with Helbaud.”

“ M o n  D ie u , yes, and I am home. Yet it 
does not seem the same home. In the 
Spring my spirit was in rebellion against its 
monotony and desolation. My heart was 
full of indefinable longings, and I wanted 
to get away from it all.”

“ And now?” he prompted tenderly.
“ Now? M o n  D ie u , it is home, Francois, 

and inestimably dear to me. Things are 
changed within me. The sight of those raw 
logs is solace to me. And still, and still—  
Francois, there is a little pain also. Your 
enforced antagonism hurts—I think that 
must be it.”

“ Yes,”  nodded Lavergne grimly, “ you 
have said it. And that is what hurts me in 
the fulfilment of my dream. It hurts me, 
Masita, to have to go across the little cove 
yonder and build a rival fort right under 
your eyes!”

At the intensity of his tone Masita turned 
and looked him full in the face. Tears 
sprang up and blurred her vision.

“ M o n  D ie u ,” she cried, “ I had not real
ized that moment was so near. Yet it is 
here. We are at the shore, and one must 
face such things without flinching. Help 
me out, Francois. I —  I can not see too 
well!”

Gently he steadied her by the elbow as 
she stepped from liis craft to the barren 
rocks, and there was a mist in his own eyes 
as he watched her walk unsecingly toward 
the other canoes from which Dubawni was 
disembarking with the remnant of his force 
which had survived the battle of Granite 
Fall.

“ Father,” she urged, taking one of the 
handles of the stretcher of spruce boughs 
\yhich the men had fashioned for his carry
ing, “ will you ask Francois up to the Post?

168

There is no need to break the truce this
moment, is there?”

She waved an uncertain hand up the hill 
where they could see Dubawni’s small Post 
garrison dotting the palisades that loomed 
against the background of spruce upon the 
frowning headland.

“ No, no need for the moment,” agreed her 
father. He raised himself on his elbow and 
fastened his somber eyes on Lavergne with 
frank entreaty. “You will come, Lavergne? 
That you cross my Post threshold and linger 
for an hour or a day will not matter here or 
there.”

Frangois hesitated.
Now that it had come to the moment of 

parting, of breaking the truce and of assum
ing the former antagonistic rdles, an awk
ward uneasiness was upon him as well as 
upon the Free-Trader.

He hesitated, and Dubawni with some
thing of intuition gazed with troubled eyes 
from him to Masita and back again and up 
to the Post on the hill.

“Dubawni,”  . Frangois spoke at last, 
“ this is a hard moment. It seems as if there 
is some needful rite to be observed, some 
needful communion to be entered into after 
these days during which we have journeyed 
together under the bond of bread and blan
ket and shared hardship, hunger and death, 
but under the circumstances I can’t go up 
to your Post. You understand? I would 
like to go. I would like to linger a day, but 
the way things stand it wouldn’t be seemly 
and might cast suspicion on my loyalty to 
my cause.

“I am from this moment factor of Cam
brian House and ruler of the district in the 
name of the Hudson’s Bay Company. I 
have a trust that I must keep in mind. 
Ivan Trevor, you remember, went without 
a word. He gave me no admonitions to be 
watchful in my trust. He knew I would be, 
as he knows every Company’s man will be. 
And though I could go over your threshold 
with a clear conscience and no danger to the 
Hudson’s Bay Company’s interests, I  will 
not do it. And, as I say, you will under
stand. Both you and Masita will under
stand. I must bid you farewell now.”

With a deft stroke of his paddle in which 
his crew joined, Frangois forced his craft 
farther up the margin to where the Free- 
Trader had disembarked.

“ I must bid you farewell now,”  he re
peated resolutely, reaching out his hand.
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“ And, Dubawni, don’t  fret yourself over the 
way things are decreed. Such things are not 
in our making, and we must work ahead as 
our hearts lead. And should neither of us 
ever gain anything else from the struggle, 
we have had those days of companionship 
under the bond of bread and blanket and 
been a mutual help.

<<Days like those in a man’s life do not 
fade quickly, and the ones who share them 
do not pass easily out of memory. I would 
like to say more, to pause longer, but it is 
only making things harder for all. And be
sides, the time I  would spend might be put 
to the Company’s advantage. We have out- 
footed Helbaud, and with quick work I  can 
have the wall logs of Cambrian House 
reared up before he and his Arctic Fur dogs 
arrive. So I  will take two of the canoes and 
iny own men across the cove. Dubawni, 
good-byl”

Dubawni pressed Francois’ big hand, and 
a  tumult of emotions rioted in his somber 
eyes.

“ C id , but you are a great man, Lavergne, a 
great man!” was bis good-by.

“ Good-by, Masital”
The big hand went tremblingly across to 

her, and she gripped it tightly in both hers 
before speaking.

“ Mon .Dim , Francois, good-byl”  she 
choked and turned swiftly away.

Lavergne, his face setting grim as granite, 
spoke a command to his crews, and silently 
the crafts glided across to the farther shore 
o f the cove to cut the first logs of Cambrian 
House.

CHAPTER X X III

WAR AND WINTER

THROUGH mad days and nights of 
turmoil Lavergne ran up Cambrian 

House across the cove. Round about him 
the forests of larch and juniper shed their 
leaves, the frost-fogs of Autumn smoked 
the stark, gray land, and the wild fowl 
slanted southward with a celerity that fore
told the early advent of Winter.

Against Hie menace of that ruthless 
northern Winter which would spare neither 
Hudson’s Bay, Free Trading, nor Arctic 
Fur men,'Francois rushed on the work.

Before Helbaud arrived at the head of 
Cambrian Lake be had the wall logs up and 
the outer ring of the palisades run ’round,

and behind that barrier he proceeded to 
complete his work.

Nor was it peaceful work. These were the 
days, and nights, too, of assault and counter 
assault, of ruse and sortie, of ambushed 
work-parties and fire-scorched palisades. 
But steadily Francois held to his purpose. 
He checked the desire to carry the war into. 
Helbaud’s territory and raze Arctic Fur 
Fort from its site down in the bend of the 
cove midway of the crescent shore which 
linked Dubawni Post to Cambrian House.

Did he risk such a proceeding he might 
place his company’s cause in jeopardy. 
So he contented himself with beating off the 
attacks launched to harass him and prevent 
his properly finishing his task. Did Hel
baud’s men succeed in destroying his pali
sades by night, he built them up again by 
day. Did Helbaud incapacitate any of his 
followers with wounds, he worked the rest 
double time.

And through these trying days it was 
ever a source of satisfaction to him to know 
that Dubawni refrained from lifting a hand 
against him. True, the Free-Trader sent out 
many a night expedition, but these expedi
tions were always directed against Helbaud. 
The Arctic Fur leader carried on guerilla 
warfare against Lavergne and his men, and 
Dubawni carried on the same sort of war
fare against Helbaud.

Dubawni’s wound had healed somewhat. 
From Cambrian House Lavergne could see, 
across the fast-freezing waters of the cove, 
the Free-Trader limping about on the head
land, directing the strengthening of his al
ready strong stockades.

The days were very short now. The Long 
Night of the North was rapidly approach
ing. Not a vestige of life, of leaf, flower, in
sect, bird or beast was in evidence. A  deso
lation tenfold deeper than the abysmal 
loneliness of Summer in the wilderness, had 
crept into the harsh landscape.

Early Winter gales thrashed the surface 
of Cambrian Lake, shattering the young ice 
and cementing it into mushy floes which 
drifted like flattened bergs; but nightly the 
grip of the frost grew stronger, till finally the 
flailing wind ceased to break it, and hourly 
it began to thicken to a three-foot blanket 
of solid crystal, which would not move till 
the next July.

Then in the space of a day the Arctic 
Winter came down with its ramping bliz
zards. The land was an illimitable, rolling
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desert of snow, with off to the eastward the 
lonely Barren Grounds lying flat as a lid, 
shrine and symbol of utter desolation, 
dreariness and despair, voicing its loneliness 
in moaning winds that bore the bitter frost- 
sear of the Pole.

Ever Lavergne listened to those winds, 
and ever they found an echo in his heart. 
For in spite of his absorption in his task his 
soul was filled at times with a desolation as 
depressing as the spirit of the Barren 
Grounds, and he longed for the day when his 
reinforcements would arrive from Chimo 
and he could settle the competition one way 
or the other.

Even if he lost the battle, he told himself, 
that would be better than the eternal sus
pense and anxiety, the eternal longing and 
heartache.

CHAPTER X X IV

THE DAY OF CHALLENGE

AND M A SIT A suffered as he did.
Ivan Trevor had spoken the truth at 

Granite Fall. In the hearts of Masita and 
Francois was the grimmest specter of 
trouble stalking, and there they were both 
fighting their hardest battle.

Jealously enough she watched Cambrian 
House rise across the cove, and also Arctic 
Fur Fort down in the bend of the shore, 
but when she thought of Lavergne pursuing 
his purpose to the grim end against the 
dictates of his heart, she softened and the 
tears rose often in her eyes.

Her immediate environment had altered 
quickly. Like magic she beheld the two 
rival posts rise, as it were, from the barren 
rocks and stand complete by Winter, ringed 
’round with their towered palisades. 
Where but one lonely roof had broken the 
purple skyline of the Barrens, there now 
jutted three roofs. The roofs sheltered 
many men and would shelter hundreds 
more, as fast as dogs and sleds could bring 
them.

Her father’s Free Trading men were due 
at Dubawni Post from the far outposts of 
the wilderness. More Arctic Fur men 
would flock up from Manikuagan Portage 
to Helbaud’s aid. And down from Fort 
Chimo on the frozen Koksoak River, La- 
vergne’s reserves were bound for Cambrian 
House.

And still with all this life and movement,

with all the efforts of mere men, Masita 
felt that the spirit of the land steeped in its 
abysmal loneliness was not changed at all. 
The Northern world to her had grown 
luminous with Lavergne’s presence. With 
his presence her home had grown very dear, 
but the change was in the outlook, not in 
the object of the vision itself.

Not so long ago she had yearned to see 
the solitary Kaniapiskau Valley peopled, 
to hear it, echo with human voices. Now 
her desire was fulfilled, but not in the way 
she had dreamed, and saliently the mean
ing of it all struck home to her.

For never had man come to the primal 
wilderness without bringing his strife and 
his hate to ring hollowly in the Sphinx-like 
Northland’s ears, and never had love come 
to a human heart without its accompany
ing sorrow and ache.

As she gazed on Cambrian House, the 
work of Frangois’s hands, she visualized 
it as the symbol of their lives, and the vis
ualization brought a pang.

Only once had she seen him since the day 
he bade her good-by on the beach below 
Dubawni Post, and that was at a distance 
when with the chief trader Sachelle and 
the Nascaupee Chakoni he came across the 
ice, first to Arctic Fur Fort and then to 
Dubawni Post to throw stick-letters— that 
is letters stuck in the cleft of a stick— in the 
snow beneath the palisades.

Their letter, when opened, disclosed his 
ultimatum:

Dubawni Post must be evacuated by 
January 9th.

How hard a message it was to send 
Masita knew!

How easy a message to send to Helbaud, 
she knew also!

And in it was the spirit of Francois, the 
open, honest, fearless spirit. He did not 
come by devious ways and strike unseen in 
the dark. He served notice under his own 
name as Factor of Cambrian House, and 
gave warning in all fairness.

But although he served the notice on 
them, Masita knew that he did not expect 
them to .obey it. Francois knew her father 
too well for that.

And as for Helbaud, nobody expected him 
to obeyl The ultimatum only increased 
his activities ’round the palisades of Arctic 
Fur Fort.

Dubawni had already done all he could, 
and grimly he set himself to wait for the
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fateful ninth, while Masita prayed for the 
' coming of his Free-Trading men in the

CH APTER X X V

THE BLOOD-RED BANNER

SUT the Free-Trading men did not 
arrive, nor was there any sign of the 

return of the Indian messengers Dubawni 
had sent away before the frost to summon 
them.

Evening of January 8th went out in a 
blizzard that smothered the posts and forest 
and polished the lake-ice dean.

Morning of the 9th dawned, as much as 
a  January morning in high latitudes could 
be said to dawn, stark and still, the new 
snows etched out by the stars and the fitful 
aurora. There was no more sun. Eternal 
night was on the land, but a night that 
flamed brighter than the ordinary day.

Under the weird, unearthly glare Du
bawni and Masita stared from the top of 
their palisades for any movement of men 
coming along Cambrian’s shore.

“ Par Dim , not a soul!”  exdaimed the 
Free-Trader in chagrin, his white breath 
fogging the tense, frosty air.

“ And this is the day, father!” declared 
Masita: “Mon Dim, Francois flys his 
colors. Look!”

She pointed across the frozen cove, and 
Dubawni turned to see the Hudson’s Bay 
banner rim up the flagstaff on Cambrian 
House and bum blood-red against the ghost
ly  hills.

“ He flys his colors, father. Now the 
final fight is come!”

“ Yes, petite, and look below— ”  pointing 
down towards the bend of the cove—  
“ Helbaud snaps up Lavergne’s challenge!”  

Masita, shading her eyes from the snow- 
glare, saw a flag flutter up above Helbaud’s 
fort, a black flag with the letters A. F. C. 
looming gigantic in white.

“ Mon Dim, he chooses well,”  she ob
served. “ It is the color for pirate and 
robber. Truly the final fight is come. 
A nd father— ”  with a rush of compassion 
in  her eyes—  “ why could not my prayers 
have been answered? I  prayed and prayed 
that your men might come!”

“ Never mind, Masita. Don’t fret your
self about that. Helbaud’s haven’t ar
rived  from the South, nor Lavergne’s from

Chimo. So I am not so bad off. What 
bothers me more than that is the matter of 
supplies. For, look you, Masita, they have 
the advantage of me. Helbaud can get 
plenty from his Manikuagan base, and 
Lavergne has his headquarters on tide
water, but I  can get nothing except the 
little my men may be able to bring with 
them when they come. C ie l, it is a bitter 
misfortune that my Post garrison should 
have failed to strike any of the migrating 
caribou herds. It gripes me hard when I 
think of the meat that passed us last Au
gust at Granite Fall, meat that we could 
not put in our canoes and take with us!” 

“ Ah, do not worry about that, father!” 
comforted Masita, clasping his arm and 
laying her head against his shoulder with 
the gesture he loved so well. “The caribou 
saved our lives, and we shall manage well 
enough. And perhaps the Cree Post run
ners you are expecting will have had the 
luck of meeting with game. I wonder—  
m on  D ie u , see— ”  pointing towards the 
fringe of green spruce on Cambrian’s shore 
— “ they are coming back now. A t least, 
one of them is coming, and, father, I believe 
he has encountered game. For what else 
would he be dragging so heavily upon his 
toboggan? His blankets and his food-pack 
can not weigh like that.”

Dubawni gazed hard at the koolutuk- 
clad figure of the James Bay Cree, bent 
double against the toboggan rope as he 
skimmed the shore drifts with his snow- 
shoes and swung up to the gates of the 
post.

“ Yes, it is one of the runners I sent off 
by canoe before the frost closed in. It is 
Suag, I think. But I sent two, Masita. 
Wanipini, you remember, was the other. 
Can it be that Suag is dragging him? C ie l,  
if that is so----- ”

Alarmed, the Free-Trader slipped down 
from the palisades and, Masita at his heels, 
rushed for the gates.

CHAPTER X X V I

THE PULSE OF DARING

V IGOROUSLY Dubawni swung wide 
the gates and scanned the man and 

the toboggan before him.
“ D ia b le l”  he growled. “ It is Suag, as I 

thought. Suag, what has happened? And 
where is Wanipini?”

171
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“ Wanipini,” answered Suag unemotion
ally, “ froze a foot on the journey from the 
Kenogamisi Post, so he travels behind with 
the rest. Your Free Trading men have 
gathered on the Machistan. They are 
coming down the Maugenuk River to 
Cambrian Lake not far behind me. You 
will see them before many days.”

“ Grace of God, that is good news!” ex
ulted Dubawni. “ But what have you there 
on the toboggan?”

Suag abruptly pulled the blanket off the 
figure upon the toboggan, and Dubawni 
and Masita stared at the swarthy face of a 
strange Indian whose wrists and ankles 
were bound with thongs of caribou-skin.

“ A Montagnais!” burst out Masita, ga
zing astonished at the immobile face, calm 
as brown marble, and the unwinking, un
fathomable black eyes.

“ One of Helbaud’s Indians of the South!” 
supplemented her father. “ Suag, where 
did you capture him?”

“ It was a good fight,”  announced Suag. 
“ My bare hands against his knife. As I 
crossed over from the Death River to the 
Maugenuk River and came down it to the 
Kaniapiskau south of the lake-head to bear 
the news that your men were behind, I 
stumbled upon his camp at the Maugenuk’s 
mouth. He was resting, I think, for the 
last stretch of his run to the Arctic Fur 
Fort. It was a good fight, for I knew that 
he was a messenger and must not escape. 
I could not use weapons, for I did not know 
but that he might be carrying word of 
mouth, and dead men do not talk. So I 
used my bare hands, and he used the knife!” 

Suag moved his right arm a little, and 
Dubawni and Masita saw for the first time 
the red of blood staining his koolutuk under 
the arm-pit.

“ M o n  D ie u , Suag!”  cried Masita, seizing 
him by the other arm. “ But you must be 
wounded badly. Come inside!”

“ It is the arm and not the breast,”  sighed 
the Cree, yielding himself to her hands and 
his load to Dubawni’s hands with a wearied 
air. “ But I am here, and I have the Mon
tagnais safe. He will not talk, but that 
does not matter, for you will find in the 
pocket of the coat I wear under my koolu
tuk the papers that he carried.”

“ P a r  D ie u !”  exploded Dubawni, as he 
plucked out the papers and scanned them 
rapidly. “ Despatches to Helbaud from the 
Manikuagan!”

“ What, father, what?” demanded Masita 
breathlessly.

“ Notice of Helbaud’s supply-train from 
the Manikuagan coming up the Kaniapis- 
kau tonight! d e l ,  what a chance if my 
reinforcements were only here now I What 
a chance if I had even a brainy leader to 
handle some of the men of the Post. But, 
m on D ie u , what is the use of thinking of it? 
Here I dare not leave the fort myself, for 
any moment Lavergne’s reserves may ar
rive and attack me. And Chambonne is 
dead, Wanipini is away. Suag is wounded— 
bah!” He crumpled the despatches in his 
fist and threw them in the snow. “ It is 
only tantalizing myself to think of it. But 
name of a name, what a chance if—— ”

“///” broke in Masita, her face all crim
soned with excitement and her breath 
coming hard. “ There is no ‘ i f .  It would 
be a crime against your cause, against your
self, against every Free-Trader who is speed
ing down the Maugenuk River to help you! 
M o n  D ie u , father, we will do it, and I  will 
handle the men myself!”

“ C ie l, petite!”  cried Dubawni, a great 
light illuminating his face. “ You have 
the daring of your mother, yes, and the 
fire of myself. I had not thought of you. 
You have the brains and the nerve beyond 
doubt, but the risk, Masita, the risk to 
you!”

“ Bah!” she retorted in his own exclama
tion. “ What risk can there be? I shall 
take men enough to overpower the drivers 
of the Manikuagan dog-train and ambush 
it from the lake shore just north of the 
Kaniapiskau’s mouth. Hurry and attend 
to Suag’s wound, father. In our excite
ment we have been forgetting him. At
tend to it at once. We have all the rest of 
the day to perfect our plans!”

CHAPTER X X V II

THE CAPTURE OF THE MANIKUAGAN TRAIN

T T  WAS a long day to Masita, and one 
*■  fraught with suspense. Any moment 
Francois might move what force he had 
against Dubawni Post and thus prevent 
her egress on her mission. Anxiously both 
she and her father kept watch from the 
palisades upon Cambrian House to mark if 
any such move was contemplated.

But the morning wore away and the 
short afternoon without any offensive m ove
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from the Hudson’s Bay fort. Masita and 
Dubawni saw plenty of activity about the 
post, hut none seemed especially directed 
against them.

Several times they observed men walk 
out of the cove upon the middle lake ice, 
peering northward down Cambrian’s glassy 
surface, and it was evident that even as 
Dubawni and Helbaud were expecting 
their reinforcements, Lavergne was expect
ing his.

But by night they had seen none arrive, 
and in the period of dark that, although 
there was no sun to set, followed the hour 
of sunset Masita stole forth from the Post 
on the forest side, leading her men into the 
screen of spruce trees that crowned the 
headland.

There, out of sight of both Arctic Fur 
Fort and Cambrian House should the au
rora flash out, they descended to the junc
tion of the Kaniapiskau River with the lake 
proper and took up their position behind a 
rock-point that commanded the river mouth.

A  screen of green branches cut from 
handy trees protected them in front from 
being sighted by any one issuing from the 
Kaniapiskau’s mouth, and there they set 
themselves, to wait.

Fur-wrapped as they were, they shivered 
in the intense cold. One hour passed; two 
hours. The period of dark that had fallen 
at evening was gone. There was no moon, 
but a hazy phosphorescence like a partially 
clouded moon smeared the low horizon. 
The cold increased as the night drew on. 
Masita set her lips against its cruel pinch, 
but her blood flamed warm through all her 
body as she felt the ice beneath her begin 
a faint vibration.

She raised her head and stared up the 
Kaniapiskau’s clean glare-ice, glinting blu
ish-bronze under the smeary phosphores- 
ence of the sky and under the leaping stars. 
On all sides stretched the pallid snows, 
shining white as a cameo as the sprays of 
the aurora began to sweep like a giant 
searchlight in the North. Steel-colored 
floated the clouds, scudding low along the 
skyline, seeming l i e  ghostly, bulky battle
ships sailing a sea of snow.

Yet with all the weird radiance abruptly 
flaming forth above, the channel of the 
river was temporarily cast in purple shad
ows, so that Masita could at first make out 
nothing. Still the vibration steadily grew 
in volume till the whole river ice gave out a

hollow booming, punctuated by the rasp 
and shriek of steel sled-runners grating on 
wind-blown shale.

Then like a tongue of fire', yellowish-green 
and ashy-rose, the aurora fell squarely 
upon the Kanispiskau’s mouth, revealing 
to her a string of dog-sleds rushing at top 
speed, driving in a straight line for Cam
brian’s shore.

“ Twelve,”  she counted, breathing thick
ly. “ Garveaux— ”  laying a hand on the 
arm of the man nearest her—  “ Helbaud 
took a prize from us once. Now we take 
back a prize. Look, the sleds are fully 
loaded. That means one thousand pounds 
apiece. Mon Dim, does it not make your 
blood bound and your lungs cramp? On 
those six tons of food my father’s success 
may depend. Get ready. Pass the word. 
Not a sound till they are abreast. Then—  
spring out!”

Unsuspiciously the Manikuagan train 
swung on, each sled drawn by six huskies, 
hitched in fan formation and attended by a 
driver and an armed guard running on 
either side. The booming of their passage 
became a raucous roar. On all sides of 
them the surface of the ice split to the un
accustomed weight with cannon-like frost- 
reports. It seemed that at any instant a 
chasm might open before the sleds and en
gulf them all, but Masita knew it was only 
the thick ice-blanket accommodating itself 
to the equalization of pressure.

Through the deafening thunder she wait
ed, tense, breathless.

Then as the dog train breasted the rocky 
point, she vaulted over the screen of spruce 
boughs upon the heels of her charging men.

AS IF dropping from the clouds, 
they landed almost on top of the 
line of sleds. Garveaux and four 

more sprang upon the driver and guard of 
the leading load. One or two rifles barked 
down the line, but the drivers and the guards 
behind found themselves smothered almost 
as quickly as their leader.

“ Give in!” cried Masita, in the ears of 
the man whom Garveaux and his comrades, 
held. “Tell the rest of your drivers to quit 
struggling. We are too many for you.”

But under the flare of the aurora she saw 
the swarthy half-breed laughing in her face, 
and her swift glow of triumph chilled to 
apprehension as a second flood of men 
poured ’round the rocky point upon them.
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She gave a cry like a trapped animal and 
shouted for her followers to run, but the 
human flood was already in their midst, 
hurling them this way and that in the fight 
for the sleds.

In the struggling maze a pair of arms 
seized her, and the voice of Helbaud roared 
a great guffaw in'her ears.

“ M o n  D ie u , dog of a Helbaud,”  she cried, 
wrestling in fear and fury, “ is there witch
craft in you?”

“ No, but lots of cunning,” he laughed. 
“ I knew your father could not resist the 
chance to seize supplies. That’s why I 
arranged it and set the Montagnais Indian 
for a bait where your Post-runner would 
find him at the Maugenuk’s mouth. Quit, 
quit, you little cat. There is no escape 
this time. P a r  D ie u , give me credit for 
my strategy. I have captured you with 
half your father’s force. The rest of the 
Arctic Fur Fort men are attacking Du- 
bawni Post. And my reserves from the 
Manikuagan, but a few miles behind the 
supply-train, are coming fast to help them!”

With a strident cry Masita struck him 
in the face with her free hand.

“ Caress for curse, and kiss for blow!” he 
sneered.

With a sudden movement he gripped her 
tightly and went to force his licentious lips 
on hers, but midway in the movement he 
stopped with a jerk and raised his head in 
alarm, for high above the tumult of the 
struggle that was going on among the load
ed sleds and snarling huskies sounded the 
war cry of Hudson’s Bay men.

“ Damnation!” Helbaud gritted, as the 
ice shook to the tramp of rushing feet. 
“ There is the wile of the devil in you and 
your father. You sensed that staged 
stealing of the despatches as a trap and set 
another trap! You warned Lavergne!”

“ What if I did?”  defied Masita, catch
ing at the opportunity to intimidate him.

“ You cursed little —— ”
But the rushing feet were upon them, 

Helbaud sprawled to a vicious blow, and 
Masita looked up into the face of Franfois.

“ M o n  D ie u , Franfois,”  she faltered, 
“ with Helbaud I thought it was witch
craft; with you— was it your heart that 
told?”

“ No, Masita, but my spies,”  Franfois 
smiled. “ We saw your Post-runner arrive 
today, so we set a watch to await develop
ments. In spite of your caution you were

seen stealing out into the spruce tonight 
with your men. It looked as if you might 
be going to ambush a supply-train or some
thing like that, and if it was a supply-train, 
it was my duty to intercept it and at the 
same time keep it from getting into Free- 
Trading hands. So I followed you and 
stationed my men in hiding down the lake 
shore a little. You are not angry with me 
for it, are you, Masita?”

“No, no, Franfois. If it had not been
for your coming----- ”

“ Yes,”  broke in Lavergne, “ and by 
Heavens, I will finish once for all with this 
cur!”

He sprang aside to the place where Hel
baud had fallen, but in Franfois’s momen
tary pause at Masita’s side the Arctic Fur 
leader had scrambled to his feet and dashed 
up the Kaniapiskau’s mouth.

“ Come on!” he shouted to his men. 
“ Save yourselves and leave the cursed 
sleds!”

“Now we have them!” exclaimed La
vergne. “ We are between them and their
post, and if we follow fast----- ”

“ Don’t, Franfois, don’t,” beseeched Ma
sita, seizing his arm. “ His reinforcements 
from the Manikuagan are but a few miles up
river. Don’t follow or they’ll ambush you.” 

Franfois stopped and with a word halted 
the chase that was starting.

“ Then we had better be getting back at 
once,”  he declared. “ Your men, of course, 
must go as my prisoners now.”

“ And I, too, Franfois!”
“ No, Masita,” he protested, “ the Factor 

of Cambrian House does not war on women. 
I shall send you across to your father when 
we come to the Hudson’s Bay fort.”

“ M o n  D ie u , you can not send me,” she 
informed. “ If Helbaud does not lie, half 
his force from Arctic Fur Fort is at this 
moment attacking my father’s post.” 

“Heavens, is that so? Then there is 
more need than ever for haste. If Hel- 
baud’s Manikuagan men should happen 
along we would never get into my fort 
alive. We must run for it. Masita, you 
must ride. Sit on the foremost sled. 
Now, Sachelle— ” addressing the chief 
trader—  “ take command of the train and 
drive like mad for Cambrain House!”

Down from the Kaniapiskau’s mouth 
they sped along the lake shore and swung 
up the cove to the gates of Cambrian 
House.
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From  the watch-tower above the gates 
ie dusky face of the Nascaupee fort-run- 
sr Chakoni peered at them.
“ The password?”  he demanded as a 

scessary precaution.
“ Ungaval”  Lavergne answered.
A fter a  brief wait the gates swung wide, 
id the tall, lithe Nascaupee greeted them 
the opening.

“ I t  is good,”  he nodded, as the long line 
captured dog-sleds and the file of prison- 

s went by him. “Fortune has been with 
>u. And there is need. The Monta- 
lais dog has loosed his curs to besiege 
ubawni Post.”
Laver gne paused a moment to glimpse 
e  dark ring of men thrown about the 
•ee-Trader’s stronghold before following 
e  dog-train through the gates.
“ Yes, Chakoni,”  he nodded, “ and it is 
>t the only place that will shortly be be- 
*ed . Helbaud’s Manikuagan reinforce- 
ents are within reach. I  had a brush 
ith the Arctic Fur whelp himself at the 
aniapiskau’s mouth. He set a trap for 
'asita, but he nearly got nipped himself.”  
In  a few words he went on to elucidate 
e incidents of the night.
“ So they will be here with a rush,”  he 
nduded, “ and they will ring us ’round 
;e Dubawni Post yonder. Helbaud will 
1 his vilest to prevent Masita getting back 

her father and to prevent my Chimo 
m  getting in to aid me. You, Chakoni, 
1st start down Cambrian this moment to 
r r y  Ivan Trevor on with our men. 
mething has delayed them, but you will 
set them between here and Fort Chimo. 
ck. the fastest dog-team and make a bolt 
Eore Helbaud gets here. For as sure as 
n aurora flares in the sky, we are in for a
ge.”

CHAPTER X X V IH

TTTF. LIFTING OF THE SIEGE

IT7 E A R Y  and long was the siege that fol- 
V  lowed. Because he had two forts to 
rest at the one time, Helbaud could make 
really  active warfare upon either. His 

tided forces bottled up both garrisons, 
t  he dared not merge those forces for a 
risive assault upon either stronghold.
He was too much afraid of Lavergne’s or 
ibawni’s  men .taking him in the rear 
juld he make the attempt, and he took

the safer course of trying to starve them into 
surrender.

And in this attempt the natural forces of 
the Northland came to his aid. A great 
blizzard came down on the Posts, snowing 
the Arctic Fur besiegers in in their snow- 
trenches and holding up all traffic on lakes 
and rivers over an area of two hundred 
square miles.

For two weeks, off and on, it blew with an 
intensity no trapper could face, and La- 
vergne knew that he could expect no help 
from Chimo till the storm had passed. Nor, 
he knew also, could Masita’s father count on 
the arrival of his Free-Trading men any soon
er. The Maugenuk River was a far worse 
highway for Winter travel than theKoksoak. 
It would be drifted deeper, and Dubawni’s 
reinforcements were, no doubt, snow-bound 
somewhere above the Maugenuk’s mouth.

But finally the blizzard ceased. Again 
upon the stark snows under the phosphor
escent sky Helbaud’s black rings of men 
encircled Cambrian House and Dubawni, 
Post.

Lavergne realized, from what M asita told 
him, that supplies at Dubawni Post must be 
run out. At Cambrian House, thanks to 
the captured supply-train, food was plenti
ful, but. ammunition was dangerously 
scant, and it seemed that a second time the 
North had turned against them, as it had 
done at Granite Fall, and sided with Hel
baud.

- Then one night in the tense, frosty still
ness came the chanting of voices off the lake.

Lavergne rushed to the top of the pali
sades with the sentinels, and quickly as he 
got there he found Masita at his shoulder.

“Mon Dieu, Francois,”  she breathed. 
“ What is it? Free-Trading men or your 
Chimo men? But still it must be yours, 
for they come up the lake. M y father’s 
force is coming on the Maugenuk.”

“ Yes, Masita,”  he answered, “ it must be 
my men. Yes, there they are! See yonder 
under the aurora! There is Chakoni in the 
lead, and the big man is Ivan Trevor. He 
has hundreds with him. Hundreds, Masita. 
Thank God for that!”

Then he cursed himself for the expression 
of pain that crossed her face.

“ Forgive me, Masita, forgive me,”  he 
mumured. “ I  did not mean to hurt you, 
but you know what the help means to me—  
yes, and perhaps to us both! I must get 
down and have the watchmen open the
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gates. Helbaud’s ring will not hold in the 
face of that advance!”

The truth of Lavergne’s assertion became 
apparent the moment the gates swung ajar.

The Arctic Fur besiegers took one look at 
the overwhelming numbers rushing up the 
lake ice and then bolted from their snow- 
trenches, across to their fellows surrounding 
Dubawni Post. There they concentrated 
just out of rifle-range, and it was evident 
that a council of war was being held.

But Lavergne had no thought for their 
councils. He was staring with glowing 
eyes at the Nascaupee fort-runner, Chakoni, 
bounding up to the fort.

“ Great Heavens, Chakoni!” he cried. 
“ You have done well. How far did you 
go? And where did you meet all this help?”

“ I went to Chimo’s doors,”  answered the 
Nascaupee, “ and we brought every man on 
the coast. Half a thousand strong they 
come, Factor. Cambrian House will not 
hold them, so I will prepare a bivouac in 
the palisade yard.”

Chakoni darted on into the yard, and 
after him poured the huge fur-clad mob. 
Lavergne looked into the faces of Chimo 
men, George River men and Whale River 
men, men of Chakoni’s Nascaupee tribe, 
men of the Eskimos from the outer North 
and men of the company’s ship.

The yard filled up before him with packed 
men and dog-sleds, and, looming head and 
shoulders over every one, came Ivan Trevor 
into their midst.

“ Factor, where on earth did you get the 
sailors?” Lavergne demanded, amazed. 
“ The gathering of the others I can under
stand, but how did you connect with the 
ship?”

“ I was waiting for her, Francois,” ex
plained Ivan. “ That was the delay, and 
that let Chakoni reach Chimo before we 
started back. At your message I mar
shaled every man. Chimo and the coast 
is cleaned out, Francois. Efferything is 
staked on the battle here. If Helbaud wins, 
the Hudson’s Bay Company is done in the 
Labrador. You are interpreting me, man? 
The issue rests with you. I have done my 
part and brought you your men. Be using 
them as you will. Chakoni tells me you have 
been doing well and captured the supply- 
train along with Masita. Where is the girl?”

“ She was on the palisades with me— ah, 
here she comes through the crowd now!”

“ So she does! It is a sweet sight to be
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seeing you again, Masita. And— ” play
fully pinching her cheeks between his great 
finger and thumb— “ woful though your face 
is, girl, at the strength of my coming, I am 
thinking you may be thankful we have lifted 
the siege.”

“ Yes, yes, I am a little ingrate,”  Masita 
declared. “ Yet it goes to m y heart to 
know my father’s garrison is only a  handful 
and you have so many fighting men.”

“ But for the men you must be glad, 
Masita,”  Lavergne put in, “ for they will 
raise the siege of Dubawni Post as well.” 

“Aye,”  nodded Ivan, “ but first, Franjois, 
give them a breathing spell. Let them eat 
a hearty meal over their fires in the yard. 
They have come far and fast and have not 
stopped to eat for the last eight hours. So 
feed them first. They will be fighting the 
better. And, I  am thinking, a peaceful 
meal will not be distasteful to you. You 
look as if you had been snatching bites be
tween watches.”

“ Yes, so have we all,”  admitted Lavergne. 
“ We did not know what might happen. 
And if I  hadn’t seized the chance to send 
Chakoni away before Helbaud’s ring closed 
in, anything at all might have happened. 
Things are at a crisis. Dubawni Post must 
be relieved of Helbaud’s pressure before 
many hours. But I will let the men eat 
and rest till morning unless things take a 
dangerous turn across the cove.”

CHAPTER X X IX

THE FULNESS OF THE DREAM

BUT at sunless morning Lavergne 
looked out under the glare of the aurora, 

which was blazing barbarically from earth
line to zenith, to see no man of Helbaud's 
about Dubawni Post.

“ Masita!”  he called. “ Factor! Come 
and look. The Arctic Fur whelps have 
given up the siege and gone back to their 
own fort.”

“ Mon Dicu, Francois, is that so?” cried 
Masita, running to the gates with Ivan.

“ ’ForeHeffen,"boomed Ivan, “ theymust 
have divined what was in your mind, 
Francois. In their councils they were in
terpreting your intentions, and they want 
to take no chance in the open. But look, 
yon’s men coming out of the spruce now 
along the shore. Preserve’s, it is surely not 
the curs returning for another onslaught!”
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“No,”  Masita cried out with a thrill in 
her voice, “ it is the Free-Trading men ar
riving at last from the Maugenuk. Mon 
Dieu, it-can not be Helbaud’s men, for see 
them all dressed in koolutuks, snow-plas
tered frojm the blizzard-drifted trail. Hel- 

. baud’s men all wear short mackinaw jack- 
' ets. And see, they enter my father’s gates, 

and the gates close. Listen to that shout
ing! It is their welcome, and my soul cries 
out to them also. Francois, you are not be
grudging me my joy?”

“ Not for a moment, Masita,”  assured 
Lavergne quickly. “ Although it will doubt
less make your father stubborn to the end, I  
am not begrudging either of you his men. 
And the arrival of his men explains the 
flight of the Arctic Fur dogs. Their scouts 
must have marked the coming of the Free- 
Traders, and they feared being caught be
tween your father’s force, Masita, and my 
own.

“But the shifting of the battleground 
suits me well and also allows you to go back 
to Dubawni Post. For I know that you 
would be with your father to give him 
words of encouragement whatever the out
come is. And don’t fret about Helbaud. 
This much I  will promise, Masita: he will 
never win your post as long as there is a 
man of mine left alive. I, myself, am secret
ly hoping that I  shall not have to touch it. 
I  am hoping that when your father sees how 
the tide of battle goes he will give in and 
make an honorable peace. Now you had 
better be running across the ice to him 
while the way is clear. I  shall call Chakoni 
tO'go with you for safeguard.”

“ Mon Diem, Francois, but those are words 
that make one admire you!”  burst out Masi
ta. “ What have you not done, for me?”  
She gazed up at him with pathetic eyes. 
“ Oh, I  must seem jealous and ungrateful in 
your sight!”

“ No, Masita, no,”  Lavergne declared, as 
he impetuously caught her hands. “ I 
know what is in your heart. I  do not mis
understand. It is the tie of allegiance and 
the love of your father that binds you. And 
not you alone!. Allegiance binds us all, and 
it  has never bound me harder than at this 
moment. Great Heavens, do you think it 
is easy for me'to plunge into the fighting, 
not knowing what moment my hand will 
have to  turn against you and yours?”

So intense was the yearning, the longing, 
that permeated his1 words and flowed from 
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his hands to hers that tears sprang to Masi- 
ta’s eyes.

Dumbly she gazed at him, unable to 
answer, and unostentatiously Ivan Trevor’s 
hand stole slowly across their welded ones.

“ Francois,”  he murmured, “ it is too hard 
a thing for any man to do. Aye, Masita, I  
am seeing it is too much, too cruel to you 
both. Let me take your, place, Francois. 
You are in authority here, and it is for the 
Factor of Cambrian House to lead his 
men to battle, but for all and all there is 
another way. You are interpreting me? 
Say the word, and I will be commanding 
in your place. You need not lift arms at all. 
You can be transferring your Factorship to 
some other post.”

Lavergne’s hands tightened on Masita’s 
while her eyes starched his, waiting on his 
answer.

“ No,” he spoke out, “ I  will go through 
with the duty I  undertook when I accepted 
the Factorship of Cambrian House. I will 
not shirk, though the doing breaks my spirit 
and consumes my hopes. It is the only 
way I can answer, and, Masita, tell me if 
it is the way you would have me answer?”

“ Can you ask, Francois?”  Her moist 
dark eyes swam with their old light of 
mystic dreaming. “ Though both our hearts 
bleed for it, it is the way I would have you 
answer. You are a Factor, Francois, and 
you have fulfilled your dream. Mon Dieu, 
shall one be false to the vision and desire one 
has followed through the years? For to be 
false to that would be treachery to your 
inner self!”

“ Yes, and treachery to you!” he broke 
out with a surge of passionate emotion.

“ Yes, treachery to me,”  she echoed, re
leasing her hands and slipping with the 
stoically waiting Chakoni down onto the 
ice of the cove.

With grim-set eyes Lavergne stood watch
ing her in silence as she and the lithe Nas- 
caupee made their way across the ice.

The Factor of Chimo, too, stood silent, 
but he laid a comforting hand on Francois’s 
shoulder.

CHAPTER X X X  

sheep’s clothing

ACROSS the ice of the cove Lavergne 
saw Chakoni stop, saw the gates of 

Dubawni Post yawn at Masita’s coming. 
One instant he had a glimpse of the girl



178 Adventure

surrounded by a knot of men, and the next 
instant he exclaimed in amazement as he 
saw two of those men bound down the hill 
and try to seize the Nascaupee fort-runner. 
As their hands clutched at him, Chakoni 
twisted as lithely as a panther to one side, 
and without stopping his twist was off, ra
cing back toward Cambrian House.

“ By Heavens, I had not thought it of 
Dubawni!” burst out Lavergne. He flung 
up his rifle and planted a ball so close to the 
feet of the pursuers that they doubled like 
rabbits and fled back to Dubawni Post. 
“ But still it can not have been Dubawni. 
Perhaps it was a mistake of some of the 
newly arrived Free-Traders. Dubawni him
self would not set men upon one who 
brought Masita to him.”

He waited curiously while Chakoni slid 
along the ice on his moccasins to slow down 
his run and came to rest at the foot of the 
slope before the gates.

“ Factor!” he cried, addressing Lavergne: 
“There is the wile of the Evil One abroad 
this day. Before my eyes she went into the 
arms of Arctic Fur men.”

“ The devil, Chakoni!” exclaimed La
vergne. “ Are you crazy?”

“ Factor,” asserted the Nascaupee, “ I 
can not explain it, but it is so. I saw their 
faces in the gleam of the polar lights, and 
too late I saw her struggle against them.”

“ ’Fore Heffen, Francois,” interjected 
Ivan Trevor, “and we were taking it for 
welcoming arms.”

“ Yes, thus it was,” reiterated Chakoni, 
“ and the two who chased were Arctic Fur 
men. Factor, I say again, there is the wile 
of the Evil One abroad, and take care it does 
not set your Cambrian House hundreds at 
naught!”

“ I will, Chakoni,” declaimed Francois, 
“ and at once. I don’t understand how it 
could possibly be, but I soon will. Sum
mon the men out of the yard. I ’ll throw a 
ring around Arctic Fur Fort, first to hem in 
Helbaud and his men who went back there, 
and then I ’ll see what this other mystery 
means. And the devil’s damnation on Hel
baud himself if he has found means to harm 
Masita when of my own free will I was send
ing her back to her father!”

Leaving only a handful of men in charge 
of Ivan Trevor to guard the palisades of 
Cambrian House against surprise, Lavergne 
led his force down the ice to the bend of the 
cove. Silent as a sepulchre, Arctic Fur Fort

huddled on the shore. Not a man showed 
in the watch-towers or upon the top of the 
palisades. Not a light gleamed within, and 
not a sound came forth.

“Deserted, Chakoni?” hazarded Fran
cois unbelievingly, to the Nascaupee who 
moved at his elbow. “ It can’t be. We saw 
men come back here, and why should Hel
baud throw up a post only to desert it at the 
first sign of trouble?”

“ It may be an evil wile,”  warned Chakoni 
ominously.

“A wile, with the gate half open, ready 
for over four hundred men to file in?” 
Franjois put one hand against the barrier 
and swung it back on its wooden pins. 
“ There is no wile about that, unless it is the 
caprice of a demented person!”

Close on their heels crowded the eager 
Chimo, Whale River and George River men, 
rifles half-way to their shoulders to stem any 
rush from an unexpected quarter, but the 
yard was as empty of enemies as the pali
sades. All about them the trampled snow 
lay black with what appeared to be dis
carded rubbish. Lavergne kicked at the 
dark litter, and a garment of some kind 
came up on his moccasined toe.

“A mackinaw jacket!” he exclaimed, ex
amining it closely. “And another, and an
other— scores of them! Heave'ns, Chakoni, 
you were right! It was Arctic Fur men filed 
into Dubawni Post before my eyes. In 
koolutuks I saw them go in, and where 
would they be getting koolutuks but off the 
backs of Free-Trading men ? I see that Hel
baud has set one more trap. That was the 
real reason of his leaving Dubawni Post— to 
ambush the men coming to Dubawni’s aid. 
I can see it all. A  scout set to watch, an 
ambush by the shore, a hand-to-hand fight, 
the password choked out of a dying man, 
perhaps, and then the stripping of the koo
lutuks and the disguise in their own vard 
here.”

“Even so,”  nodded Chakoni. “ It was 
like the guile of the Evil One, and so deep 
was the guile that I failed to guess it. Fac
tor, so near the Montagnais dog stands to 
winning! He holds the strongest post and 
the Free-Trader’s garrison in bonds. Strike, 
or his mongrel may work some wile that not 
even your might can meet. Strike without 
halt!”

“ Yes, Chakoni, without halt,”  agreed 
Lavergne. “ Shove a torch into the floor
ing till the flame of Arctic Fur Fort paints
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the douds, and his other stolen stronghold 
I ’ll level to the snows!”

CHAPTER X X X I

FIRE AND PILLAGE

THOUGH her eyes were half-blinded by 
tears, there was a cry of joy on Masita’s 

lips as she darted through the gates of Du- 
bawni Post among the men who swung it 
wide for her. - But the cry of joy shrilled to 
a scream as, foremost of the the group, she 
recognized the face of Helbaud grinning at 
her out of the koolutuk-hood.

Like an apparition he seemed to material
ize before her out of nothingness, and min
gled fear and amazement struck her Jike a 
blow. She swayed upon her feet, striking 
out wildly at the hands that seized her, and 
a weak moan burst from her, but the inimi
cal pressure of his grip brought back her 
normal poise and stirred her fiery spirit.

'She ceased her useless struggles and drew 
herself up undaunted before him.

“ Dog of a Helbaud, you have me, but 
you haven’t Chakoni. He is too swift for 
your men, and the word goes back to Fran
cois by him.”  ••

“ Much good it will do you!” retorted 
Helbaud with a sneer. “Your cursed Fran
cois defeerves to lose you. He had not the 
wit to keep you when he had you. But I—  
par DieuI I  have the wit and the will, and 
here you stay!”

“ Till Frangois crumbles the post about 
your ears!”  she sent back. “ But my father? 
Where have you put him? Mon Dieu, if
you have harmed----- ”

“ Ho-ho, threats, eh? Diablel But though 
I  am not to say squeamish, I am not the 
blood-drinker you think me. And there 
was bloody work enough up yonder at 
the Kaniapiskau’s mouth when we took 
these koolutuks. No more for a little while 
— unless your precious Frangois will have it. 
Your father is well enough. Perhaps chaf
ing a trifle at his confinement, but well 
enough considering. He will yet make a 
good lieutenant for me!”

“ You lie!”  Masita screamed with an inten
sity of passion that made him chuckle 
maliciously.

“A nd you will yet make a good mate!” 
“ Y o u  He abominably— devilishly! I hate 

you. 1  despise you! I  told you once be
fore w h at you were, and I  tell you now:

You are a dog, Helbaud, low-caste and 
black-hearted, and your end will be violent 
and bloody.”

“ As you like to fix it!”  he smirked. “I 
know you are one of the North-bom, and I  
forgive you your childish belief in forevi
sion. But you will witness many a violent 
and bloody end before you witness mine, 
and you will have a good place for the wit
nessing. See yonder comer watch-tower? 
Well, your father is barred in there, and you 
can keep him company till I  have leisure to 
come for you.”

He drew Masita through the lower tra
ding-room of the fort, the room she knew 
full well in the season of the fur trade, but 
which was now littered with the bound gar
rison of her father instead of with pungent 
fur bales. Between their prone bodies she 
threaded her way in Helbaud’s wake, sweep
ing them a commiserating glance and a 
whispered word of assurance.

The familiar loft stairs led up to a vacant 
room above, and the door of this opened into 
a covered log causeway running to the upper 
story of the comer bastion, which upper 
portion was fitted as a watchman’s box 
entirely enclosed, except for a small slide 
to see through.

Helbaud unbarred the door and thrust her 
through the passage, and before the great 
oaken beam had fallen in place on the out
side of the door again, she was caught up in 
her father’s arms.

“ Ciel, Masita,”  he panted, holding her 
tightly, “but I have been half crazy these 
weeks. I could not know what happened to 
you. All I  know now is that Helbaud am
bushed my reinforcements and fooled me 
with their gear into opening my gates. I 
thought he must have captured you also, al
though he would give me no news of you.”

“ No, father, no!” sobbed Masita. “He 
did not succeed, although he tried. And I 
— mon Dieu! It breaks my heart to think 
that I moved you against your will to risk 
my capturing the Manikuagan train. It 
was a trap.”

Rapidly Masita went on to explain how 
the trap had been sprung.

“ He almost succeeded, father! But 
Frangois saved me, as I have said, and it 
wracked my soul to leave him and come to 
you! Not that I did not want to come—  
but— ah, you understand? I have spoken 
no word before, but by the precious mem
ory of my mother, I swear my heart is his.
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It was so in the old days of the Quebec 
schooling; it was so when we met him on 
Manikuagan Portage; and it is so now. It  
has grown upon me day by day, father, till 
the strain of it is more than I can bear. 
Tell me, mon Dieu, tell me, if the battle 
brings me to him, shall I be wrong in going?”

Moved beyond himself, Dubawni held 
her to his heart.

“ No, petite, no,” he answered brokenly, 
“ if the battle brings you to him, you shall 
not be wrong. But look, the light— ” as a 
red glare penetrated the open slide in the 
tower— “ what is that? Something must be 
on fire.”

They peered out of the slide.
“ Arctic Fur Fort!” exclaimed Dubawni.
“ Yes!” cried Masita. “ Francois has 

fired it. See him with all his men!”
In a black stream they could see them 

running back to Cambrian House. Behind, 
a geyser of flame against the somber spruce, 
Helbaud’s post flared like a Titanic beacon, 
lighting the cove like a brilliant sun and 
filling the heavens with smoke.

The early-morning stars went out in the 
thickening pall, but brighter and brighter 
gleamed the orange snow and the emerald 
ice. Around Dubawni Post upon the head
land everything was as clear as by day, and 
suddenly without warning the pulsating 
aurora shot its beams through the smoky 
veil and painted all things a carmine hue.

“ Mon Dieu, father,” whispered Masita in 
awe, “ it is the eternal Flaming Night of the 
North, and ever it comes as an omen. You 
have never seen it fail?”

“ Never, Masita,”  he declared with the 
superstition of the Northman, “ and it spells 
some one’s doom. Look, the gates of 
Cambrian House are open, and many dog- 
slcds are coming out.”

“ It is Francois about to attack,”  Masita 
declared.

“ But with dog teams? They can not 
climb palisades.”

“ Wait, father, wait. It is some strategy 
of Francois’s. He knows there is no use at
tacking by rifle-fire in the face of Helbaud’s 
strength. He works some strategy, I say. 
Mon Dieu, he has scores of teams. All that 
the men from Chimo brought, and the 
twelve Manikuagan teams he captured as 
well!”

Under the crimson glare of the aurora and 
the blazing Arctic Fur Fort they watched 
the Hudson’s Bay men crossing the cove and

massing upon the headland above Dubawni 
Post. They could see Lavergne, aided by 
Ivan, Sachelle and Chakoni, going about on 
the edge of the fringe of spruce putting un
ruly dog-teams back in place, apportioning 
the men to each team.

FOR a moment they lost sight of 
Francois, and then, abruptly, they 
saw one team break from the throng 

and speed over the snows toward the pali
sades. Like lightning it traveled, rocking 
like a boat over the phantastic ridges of the 
snow-drifts, and Dubawni took it for a 
runaway team.

“ Unmanageable!” he exclaimed. “ Masi
ta, he will never get them stopped, whoever 
he is, and he will go to his death.”

“ No, father, no! He uses the whip. It 
is part of the plan. Mon Dieu, it is Fran
cois!”

“ Lavergne? Ciel, you are right. The 
red light gleams upon his features and upon 
the glowing pipe in his mouth. But, name 
of a name, what----- ”

Even while he spoke Lavergne flashed by 
their corner under the loom of the palisades.

In the face of a furious hostile rifle-fire 
from the palisades, he flayed his huskies on. 
Balls spat in the snow all about him, but 
thanks to his meteor-like speed and the 
slewing, rocking motion of the sled, he rode 
immune.

One glimpse Masita and Dubawni had 
of him, rising to his knees with a powder- 
keg in his arms. One glimpse they had of 
his hand clutching his glowing pipe and 
flipping it down to a length of fuse on the 
keg. Then they saw the keg with the siz
zling fuse hurtle through the air against the 
post gates and Francois, still flying in mete
or-like flight, dive over the bank to safety.

A stupendous report shattered the frosty 
air.

Amid a blotch of flame the gates reared 
up and fell back. The shock of the explo
sion slewed a length of the palisades out at 
an angle of forty-five degrees, and Dubawni 
pulled Masita back into the mouth of the 
covered causeway as the side of their bastion 
sagged with the falling stockade.

“Par DieuI”  he roared. “ Helbaud loses!”
For like a thunderbolt the massed dog- 

teams broke from the spruce, half a thou
sand straining, drooling huskies, bearing 
half a thousand men. Four and five upon a 
sled they la)', Seven Islands, Moisie, Mingan
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and Romaine men from the South, Chimo, 
George River, Whale River men from the 
North, all mingled with the fierce Nascau- 
pees and Eskimos and the hardy crew of the 

■ company’s ship. Wild and weird in their 
glrina and mackinaws, they rocketed down 
across the wine-colored snows, dinging to 
the bucking sledges and yelling their ven
geance on the night.

Thrown into a panic by the unexpected 
breaching of their palisades, Helbaud’s men 
were for the moment partially demoralized. 
Frantically they concentrated their fire up
on the speeding sleds.

Here and there a man went off, and here 
and there a .dog went down. But nothing 
stayed the demoniacal onrush. Huskies 
maddened by the flogging lashes, men 
spurred to the pinnade of daring by the 
shouts of Francois Lavergne, whose team 
came back at a run over the crest of the 
slope, they bolted into the breach and spilled 
their human frdght in the midst of the 
Arctic Fur men.

“Par DieuI”  roared Dubawni again. 
“ Helbaud loses, and, name of a name, I will 
take a hand and help! Do not move from 
this causeway, Masita, till I  come back.”

Before she could protest, he had slipped 
down the slanting logs of the sagging bas
tion, plucked a knife from a fallen man’s 
belt and plunged into the fray.

I t  was a hand-to-hand death struggle, 
and from the first Masita saw that Hel
baud’s hirelings were no match at close 
grips for the giants of the Hudson’s Bay. 
Beneath the trampling, swaying horde the 
ruddy snows ran redder, and involuntarily 
she closed her eyes upon the primal chaos.

A t the sound of the door of the loft creak
ing, she opened them again and shrank back 
a s  Helbaud, his clothes tom and smeared 
from  the struggle and his face aflame, rushed 
in.

“ Dog of a Helbaud!”  she cried, too proud 
to  show her fear. “ You lose!”

“ I  losel”  His face contorted in passion; 
his bedraggled mustache bristled grotesque
ly . “ Diable, I  lose all— but you!”

“ You lose all!”  Masita screamed at the 
grip  of his hands. “ M y father, my father—  
Francois!”

Down in the glut of the conflict both Du- 
bawni and Francois heard the cry, and both 
sprang for the trading-room doorway and 
th e loft that would reach the causeway. 
B u t Frangois was the quicker, and with

three strong leaps he was up the loft-ladder.
“ Francois, Francois!”  panted Masita, 

swaying from side to side of the passage 
against the maniacal strength of Helbaud. 
“Quick, the man is mad!”

Lavergne dared not use a weapon to 
strike, but with his terrific power he clasped 
the half-demented Arctic Fur leader bodily, 
tore him away and hurled him to the snow 
beneath the broken causeway.

Dubawni was leaping at his shoulder as he 
made the cast. He took one look at Masi- 
ta’s frightened face and the marks on her 
curving white neck. An imprecation rum
bled in his throat. His somber eyes blazed, 
and knife in hand, he leaped straight down 
upon Helbaud.

The Arctic Fur leader glimpsed Dubawni 
dropping from above, and his own knife 
half-upraised, he instinctively crouched 
low on his knees and swerved to one side.

But Dubawni dropped like an osprey, and 
like an osprey twisted in the last six feet. 
Body thudded squarely upon body. The 
Free-Trader’s heel stamped Helbaud’s knife 
aside, his own blade sheathed itself in flesh, 
and Helbaud lay still in the trampled drifts.

With a grim light of satisfaction on his 
face Dubawni arose as Lavergne and Masita 
climbed hurriedly down from the causeway.

“ Heavens, Dubawni!” cried Francois. 
“ I am begrudging you that blow, but yet it 
cleans all scores and leaves you victor even 
in defeat.”

“ Ciel, yes,”  declared Dubawni, “it makes 
even defeat taste sweet. Now you can make 
me prisoner like the rest. Here is the knife.”  

Lavergne pushed Dubawni’s hand away. 
“ Keep the knife,”  he returned. “ I won’t 

put such a slur on you as to take it. And 
see, Dubawni, you are too big a man to turn 
derelict here without vision, cause or alle
giance. Your post is sacked. You alone 
of the Free-Traders stand literally free. But 
the fur traffic in the hinterland will be going 
on all the same, and why should you not 
direct it? I will make you a proposition. 
Here is the Factor Ivan Trevor coming from 
the conflict, and I think he will approve of 
any proposition I make.”

“ Aye, Francois,”  nodded Ivan, “ go on.” 
“ It is this,” spoke Lavergne. “ I  will give 

up the factorship of Cambrian House if you 
will take it, Dubawni. Join with us, and 
the Kaniapiskau-V alley shall be yours as of 
old. I have the chance of transferring to 
some other post. Isn’t that right, Ivan?”
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“ Aye, if it is your will, Francois.”
“It is my will. Dubawni, a man is lost 

without the allegiance that stiffens the soul. 
And it is an honor to swear fealty to the 
Hudson’s Bay Company. It rules the 
Labrador in all honesty, and you will come 
to love its banner as I love it myself. Du
bawni, not for your own sake alone, but for 
the sake of Masita, will you take the factor- 
ship of Cambrian House?”

“Par Dieu,”  breathed Dubawni, wrest
ling in a tumult with himself. “ You arc a 
man, Lavergne, to make that offer, to give 
up the post. And for Masita— Cicl, what 
can a father not give up for his own flesh

and blood. By the God that makes men 
like you, Lavergne, and women like her, I 
will take it!”

Silently Franjois’s hand gripped Du- 
bawni’s, and as Ivan Trevor’s grip sealed 
the compact with them both, Lavergne 
turned eagerly to Masita.

And she, hanging breathlessly on her 
father’s words, gave a little cry of joy.

“ Mon Dieu, Francois,”  she whispered 
with the old impetuosity, “ my father sur
renders at last. And I, in the sweet days 
that lie before us, I surrender too!”

In the midst of the fire and pillage she 
upturned her face to his.

THE END

T H E ,  T R A V E L I N G - M A N

B y A .  JUDSON H A N N A

I

£N H , WHO would not be the gay traveling-man! 
—^  All the girls laugh with him, all the men quaff 

with him,
Bellboys, conductors and waitresses chaff with him, 
Whether in Rome or in Nome or Japan.
Who but a drummer displays such audacity,
Urging his wares with such grim pertinacity,
Who for a moment would doubt his veracity? 
Talking in riddles or only plain platitudes,
Quoting 'most everything but the Beatitudes,
Who but admires his lightning-like altitudes, 
Intimate, dignified, haughty or garrulous,
Never loo easy and never too querulous.

II

Up to Calgary and down to Key West,
Quite indispensable for his utility;
Who would not grant him the palm for civility, 
Native gentility and affability?
Who does not envy his wit and facility,
Master of pleasantry, repartee, jest!

Ill
Now, in this era of swift locomotion,
Industrial wars and commercial commotion, 
Knight-errantry is but a fanciful notion;
It docs not fit in with our present-day plan.
And so when the wanderlust grips, as it can,
An otherwise staid and respectable man,
He says, “ I will get me some samples and rustle 
For orders amid the world’s hustle and bustle”— 
A victim, you see, of the ruddy corpuscle.

IV

Then lo and behold him storm into the smoker, 
And turn up bis suit-case and shuffle for poker,
A prince of good fellows and paramount jokerl 
Oh, who does not envy the drummer his lot?
Who but a drummer could get off such glorious 
Whoppers when crushed, but with bearing victorious, 
Into (he smoker he marches uproarious 
Boasting of orders he never has got?

V

Then here’s to the plucky and happy-go-lucky, frcc-hcarlcd, free-handed, amazingly candid, orating, de
bating, vivacious, sagacious, persistent, insistent, ostensible, sensible, rollicking, frolicking, itinerating, 
and peregrinating, but non-hibernating, importunate, fortunate traveling-man!

He is built on a very remarkable plan.
The modem knight-errant and pride of the clan;
All the girls laugh with him, all the men quaff with him,
Bellboys, conductors and waitresses chaff with him.
Off comes my hat to the traveling-man!
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"TIN TH E Grand Hotel at Yoko
hama there is a bar which is fa
mous for two things: One is the

tr  fact that the Japanese bartender
there mixes the worst cocktails to be found 
in  five continents; and the other is that jl 
certain very famous war correspondent 
wrote the story of the battle of the Yalu 
R iver there, four days before the battle was 
fought.

I t  is anoddfact, but a true one, that men of 
-entirely different castes and business creeds 
find one another more interesting than those 
o f their own stripe. Thus it was that the 
stock-broker, who had come up from a visit 

' to  his son at the Standard Oil plant in Singa
pore, and the broken-nosed movie camera
m an and the English artist who had arrived 
that day from Frisco via Honolulu on the 
Mongolia, found one another congenial 
companions, and after trying out one cock
tail apiece with disastrous and distasteful 
results, tacked off unanimously on to John
n y  Walker and stories.

The stock-broker told one about a man 
whose father raised elephants in Siam and 
who went “ queer”  while up the Penang 
R iver on a ruby pirating expedition. There 
was a woman in it, and ultimately, as is the 
usual case in Singapore, delirium tremens, 

"disaster and shipment home of the more or 
less living remains.

The Englishman told one that had to do 
with the artist Alma-Tadema.

“ I don’t suppose there are many stories 
connected with the movies that haven’t 
been tipped off to the public,”  remarked the 
camera-man; “ but I know of one that I 
don’t think you ever heard of— perhaps be
cause everybody who would have gotten any 
advantage out of the publicity is dead.”

“ Go on,” said the broker.
The camera-man produced a huge silver 

watch, looked at it absently, took a sip of 
Scotch, lit a vicious Japanese Government 
cigarette and said:

YOU know, about three years ago, 
pictures of wild animals in the jun
gles became quite the rage. Rainey 

started it with his African pictures, I  think; 
then some guy took some showing the arctic 
regions, and from that the habit spread until 
there were any number of expeditions spend
ing their time and thousands of dollars ta
king them. There’s plenty of work in it, all 
right, you can bet, and it can be all-fired 
dangerous, too.

About a year ago, a guy named Living
ston, who had made his pile imRio in rubber, 
and had a kind of patriotic feeling for the 
place where he had gotten all his dough, got 
it into his head to finance an expedition to 
film the interior of Brazil.

183
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Anyhow, there was five of us in the party.
A fellow named Bill Harvey was in the 

lead. He handled the financing and the 
baggage end and a lot of other things, while 
I took care of three cameras. The plan 
was to take pictures of the voyage as well as 
in the country itself, so the minute we land
ed on the docks in the East River, New York, 
ready to board the United Fruit steamer 
that was to take us South, my work began.

I used up about fifteen hundred feet of 
film, altogether, on that trip. We stopped 
at a lot of devilishly hot, sun-baked places, 
where there were yellow beaches, forests in 
the background, and then mountains and 
sky like the places you read about in those 
stories O. Henry wrote. The population 
was always dirty and dressed in dirty clothes. 
I had been kind of hit with the romance of 
travel when I started, but after one or two 
of those places, I was glad to pass up the 
romance and give all my attention to work.

We arrived at Rio all tricked out in white 
with what Harvey called pith helmets on 
our heads. They were a great protection 
from the sun, and, believe me, you need it in 
those parts. A hot day at Coney is nothing 
compared to Brazil.

We didn’t waste much time at Rio; but 
took a paddle-wheel steamer up the Amazon 
as soon as possible. The Amazon is miles 
wide, yellow, with low, muddy banks and 
swarms with mosquitoes.

I ’ll leave that part of the trip to your 
imagination. The next time you’re on a 
day boat to Albany, just sit in the sun, close 
your eyes, invite the mosquitoes, and you’ve 
got it. The Amazon is the biggest river in 
the world, Harvey told me. I had a three- 
cornered argument about it with Jim Haw
kins, my assistant, Tom Smith, Harvey’s 
assistant, and a guy with big round glasses 
named Edgar Truesdale, who was the press 
agent of the trip. Jim and Tom said the 
Mississippi was bigger, whereas Edgar 
claimed that they were wrong. At this 
date I agree with Edgar. The Amazon is 
the longest river on earth; it begins at the 
Atlantic and leads right up to Kingdom 
Come.

Well, we splashed and tooted along in the 
heat for several days until the river began to 
narrow down a bit. It got so you could see 
the banks on each side pretty clearly. In 
another day the banks were in sight all the 
time, and in still another day it was about 
the size of the Hudson at its widest place.

One morning, we came to a place where 
the paddle-wheel steamer splashed inshore, 
and with Harvey in the lead and me taking 
a movie of the debarkation, we hustled our 
traps off the steamer and on to a rickety 
wharf.

There was forest everywhere around us. 
The trees were higher and thicker than I 
thought trees ever could be, and the dark
ness in among them was as black as the gate 
of hell. A kind of wet, damp breeze, with 
queer, heavy, dank smells came out from 
among them, and seemed to lie around us 
there on the edge of the water. The river 
wasn’t yellow any more, it was black, and 
deep. The heavy undergrowth grew right 
down to the water’s edge. There wasn’t 
any beach and I got out on the moss, set up 
my camera and started to wind in a picture 
of the landing. Harvey had brought a 
bunch of natives on board the steamer and a 
big canoe and a flock of smaller ones, all 
covered with canvas. After all this had 
been landed, the steamer lets a squeak out of 
her little whistle, turns around and starts 
flopping back down the river again.

I quit winding, took the number of feet 
I ’d used on my cuff and watched. Say, the 
sound of the paddles splashing just echoed 
and re-echoed back and forth from one side 
of that forest to the'other like nothing I ever 
heard of before or since. The rest of the 
bunch with the natives were busy getting 
the small boats in the water. I  stood there 
with the forest before and behind me, and 
the sound of the talking kind of being lost 
in the immensity of things, and listened. 
You know, a cold shiver ran up my back 
like I ’d seen a ghost or else some one had 
poured a glass of ice-water down the back 
of my collar.

I know now that we were in the Poison 
Arrow country, and that in the twining 
undergrowth and under the low-hanging 
Spanish moss in the thousands and thou
sands of miles of forests around us, there 
lay the skeletons of any number of white 
men— some with the helmets and cuirasses 
of Spanish conquisladores still on them, some 
in molding velvet and lace of the age that 
followed, some in the khaki of the present- 
day adventurer.

No white man had ever gone into that 
jungle from the lauding where we were, 
intent on coming out at the other side, on 
the slopes of the Andes, and had reappeared. 
They are all somewhere in that forest.
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T h at is, what is left of them is. I  didn’t 
know aU this then; but I  felt it, and it didn’t 
feel good.

MTH E  paddle-wheel steamer gave a 
last tootling whistle, and disap
peared around a bend in the river, 

leaving nothing behind but us and a wake 
th at quickly disappeared.

And then my heart stopped and bounced 
up against my teeth. Something jumped 
from a bough above me on to my shoulder. 
I  ducked, let a yell out of me, and ran from 

■ the camera toward the boats. When I got 
there, the first that grabbed me were Harvey 
and Edgar. 1 guess I  was as white as a 
ghost, and when I first looked at them, 1 

'thought they were as scared as I  was, from 
th e expressions of their faces; but in a min
u te  I  saw that it was laughter. They 
whirled me around and pointed.

There, sitting on top the camera, grinning 
and hunting for fleas, was the doggonedest- 
looking monkey I  ever saw in my life. He 
looked half starved, was about the size of 
the big buck yellow cat that used to hang 
ou t on the fire-escape in the back of my 
sister-in-law’s flat on a Hundred and Thirti
eth  Street, and had the bluest nose, and the 
reddest ring around its eyes I ever saw in my 
life. He looked as if he had just stepped 
o u t of the olio of an old-time road burlesque, 
and gave about as much of a dam for me, or 
m y  ideas as I  do for a chipmunk.

Harvey was yelling instructions to Jim, 
w ho rigged up a "camera, shot a roll of film 
in  it  and stuck it up in front of me.

“ Get that monkey, quick, Pete!”  he says 
t o  me, and, winding a crank being second 
nature with me, I  focused and took about a 
hundred feet of the monkey.

After I  shut off and marked the number of 
fe e t on my sleeve under that taken of the 
paddle-wheel steamer, Harvey started to 
w a lk  up to the monkey, easily, with a piece 
o f  something in his hand. It was a roll or 
something, I  think. I  don’t  remember 
w h a t the blame animal ate; but I think he 
w ould have preferred a slice of some one’s 
jugular vein to anything else, though Har
v e y  said that all monkeys were, like men 
ought to be, vegetarians, and said some
th ing about the length of intestines to prove 
it .  I  don’t  know how long mine are. I 
n ever measured them; but I  know I  like 
m eat.

A nyhow , Harvey went out and offered

that fiend in more or less human form some
thing to eat. He walked right up to the 
camera, without the monkey making so 
much as a motion to try to get away. He 
had never seen a man before, and I  guess 
took him for a specimen of his own species 
he had never seen before. Or else he was 
hungry.

When Harvey offered him the food, he 
looked at him as if to say, “Well, you’re a 
fool to offer any one food in a world like 
this where it’s hard to get; but I ’m much 
obliged,” took it, ate it, yawned, turned his 
back on Harvey, picked a flea off his back 
and flipped it nonchalantly into the water.

Which made Harvey laugh. You know, 
Harvey told me, laughter is one of the few 
things a human being can do; and an animal, 
with the exception of hyenas, can’t, and 
hyenas haven’t got a human laugh. It 
startled the monkey. He ducked off the 
camera and made for the jungle; but he 
came back again, after a while, when we put 
out more food for him.

To make a long story short, we annexed 
him and called him Beelzebub, which Har
vey told me is high-toned for the devil. 
Beelzebub apparently figured that regular 
eats with no work attached to it was a cinch, 
and stuck. Harvey said he made a good 
mascot. I  didn’t like him much; but I 
wasn’t boss so didn’t say anything.

The boats were all fixed, everybody was 
doled out a businesslike-looking Winches
ter with a big pocket-load of cartridges, and 
with the big boat full of provisions following 
us, we started off with the natives rowing. 
They were Indians from some peaceful 
coast tribe. Harvey said they would go 
with us to a certain point, and then we’d 
strike through the jungle alone. I  didn’t 
like the idea much; but Edgar didn’t seem 
to mind and I never was afraid of anything 
a four-eyed guy would stand for, so I  didn’t 
open my flap on that subject either.

While the Indians paddled us up the 
river, we landed every here and there under 
Harvey’s direction and took lots of pictures. 
It was real instructive, too. There are 
certainly some funny animals in South 
America. There’s the tapir, for instance, 
that looks like a cross between a black pig 
and an elephant, and the jaguars and pumas 
they have there— which both are land of 
leopards— are the doggonedest animals I 
ever did see.

While I  lay in hiding with Harvey and the
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camera, taking the pictures, old Beelzebub 
used to stick right with us, and kept as quiet 
as a mouse. He seemed to enjoy the game 
to a T. I got to kind of like him, finally, 
and would have let him sleep in my boat 
with me, only for his fleas. I made him stay 
in the provision boat with the natives.

WE FOLLOWED the river for days 
and days. I didn’t like the nights 
much. They were scarey, and after 

a while we got to a place where parrots were, 
and they used to scream all night. There 
is a sort of owl down there too— I got a 
picture of one, one day, while he was asleep 
— that’s got the most blood-curdling hoot I 
ever heard.

I began to get nervous and kind of irri
table. I noticed it in the others, too. It 
was the heat, I guess. We didn’t do much 
talking after a while.

One day, we came to a place where an
other river emptied into the Amazon. The 
river widened a little there. The trees were 
wider apart than usual, were not so tall, but 
were hung with curtains of moss that some
how always reminded me of a funeral. The 
natives ran the boats in, we got out, and 
they started jabbering to Harvey.

“ This is as far as they’ll go, boys,”  he 
said to us after a couple of minutes. “ We 
strike out and follow tliis river, and after a 
couple of weeks, we’ll come out on higher 
ground beyond the edge of the woods. 
Each one of you is to carry all the ammuni
tion and biscuits, water and canned vege
tables he can. I know the things that grow 
here that we can eat, and we can get plenty 
of meat with our rifles. Now comes the real 
trip, the real test, and when we get back to 
New York, we will have done something 
that no man in the history of the world ever 
has done before. No wlflte man has ever 
walked through this forest and set foot on 
the outer edge. We’re going to do it.”

There was a kind of solemnity in his tone 
that got me. My breath sort of went away. 
I didn’t feel very comfortable, and I looked 
at Edgar. He was lighting one of his last 
box of cigarettes. I knew press agents had 
nerve; but I didn’t realize till I met Edgar 
what real nerve is in distinction to brass. 
He had it.

We unloaded the boats without much con
versation, while Beelzebub sat on top of the 
camera I had picked out— we had to send 
the others back, and I took the one I found

to be the most reliable, with the best lens 
and mechanism— and watched us. He 
seemed to be grinning, I thought. An im
pulse to choke him came over me; but I 
thought I must be nutty, and loaded myself 
with my share of the stuff. I took all that 
I could carry of Jim’s in addition, as it was 
up to him to trundle the camera, which was 
going to be no easy job.

On top of the food, we strapped our rifles 
over our backs, took a canvas pouch full of 
ammunition, which Harvey Warned us to be 
careful not to waste, and then, out of the 
bottom of one of the boats, he produced five 
long swords with a sheath and a belt at
tached and passed them around, one to 
each of us. I ’ve never worn a sword, and 
couldn’t see the use for one while I had a 
rifle. He explained that they were machetes, 
that he’d had them each ground as sharp as 
a razor in Rio, and that we might have to 
use them, at times, to cut our way through 
the thick undergrowth.

We watched the natives jump into their 
boats, wave us farewell with all sorts of 
unpleasant grins, and disappear down the 
river with everything that wre couldn’t carry 
with us.

I strapped the machete around my waist, 
as the rest of the crowd did, and we started 
out in single file, Harvey in the lead.

Harvey was one of those tall, well-set-up 
men, with a kind of lean jaw, a good fore
head, and blue eyes that looked right at you, 
whether he was asking a favor or calling 
you a liar. He could walk like the dickens, 
and was a bom leader of men. I ’ll always 
remember Harvey; he was a brave man and 
a gentleman.

Edgar followed him, loaded down with 
his typewriter, his traps and the rifle and 
machete. Edgar had hard going. He wasn’t 
much on muscle, but the kid had the 
backbone of an elephant. I ’ve seen him 
that tired he’d fall right in his tracks at 
night, with all his stuff strapped on him and 
fall asleep, and I ’d have to roll him up in 
the light blankets we carried to keep him 
from being eaten alive by the insects.

Jim Hawkins, my assistant, who was a 
roughneck of the kind that, if he likes you, 
will die for you and only ask in return a 
shake of your hand to show you appreciate 
it, went next. I liked Jim an awful lot. 
He was a simple-minded guy and never tried 
to interrupt your remarks with any ideas o f  
his own. I never let him know how I
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felfc, though.- It would have been bad for 
discipline'.

T om  Smith followed Jim with s<5me of 
Harvey’s scientific instruments, and a cou
p le  of reels of film. I had four reels. We 
Were all traveling as light as we could; but 
W e were traveling mighty heavy at that. 
Each of us was loaded with ’way over seven- 

'ty-five pounds, and that, mind you, where 
the trees stopped every breath of wind and- 
the heat wasjike a furnace.

I  was the "rear guard, and, believe me, I 
' kept my eye out for jaguars and pumas 

and things that might be trailing us when we 
weren’t  taking pictures.'

There were plenty of places where there 
was good light. We got lots of pictures 
and used up film pretty fast.

And all the while as we marched, Beelze
bub was with us, jumping from tree to tree 
above our heads, and swinging down at 
mealtime for Ms share.

In this way we took pictures for more 
days than I care to say, though some days 
we just marched, because Harvey said we 
weren’t in the kind of place where the ani
mals could be found. We lived on several 
queer sorts of fruit that Harvey said were 
good to eat and that grew all around us. 
None of us felt like eating much meat; it was 
too hot.

We lit a little fire occasionally, always in 
the daytime, and took some beef broth we 
heated up over it. Harvey was always find
ing water-holes and brooks, and we used 
the water from them to drink and for the 
broth. It gave the same effect as meat, and 
a t the same time was nourishing and we 
didn’t have to shoot. We didn’t waste a 
cartridge on that march.

This lasted a long time. It  was some
thing more than a couple of weeks, and al
together, since we had left Rio, we had been 
o u t nearly two months. After a while the 
forest began to thin some, and we came out 
every  now and then into patches of open 
country.

Harvey changed his plan of campaign 
about this time. We stopped marching by 
day, and marched at night. During the 
day, we lay around with the camera, pa
tiently  waiting for animals, keeping our
selves well hidden, slept about four hours 
after sunset, and then marched till sunrise. 

..Four hours is enough sleep in that country. 
One day I reached my last reel of film.

T h a t  evening, as we had broken camp and

were trailing along, all silent except Jim, 
who was arguing with me because I  had put 
the last reel in the camera before we started 
and he had to cany the extra weight, I  
thought I heard a queer sort of rustling in 
the woods. Thinking it was an animal, I 
raised my rifle and fired in the direction of 
the sound.

I  used to be a crack shot with the Iowa 
State Militia, and I guess I judged the place 
the sound came from about right. There 
was a kind of a whimpering yell, a lot of 
rustling, and then silence. Harvey had 
stopped; but I yelled to him it was just 
some animal, and he, thinking, I suppose, 
that I ’d seen what I was shooting at, paid 
no more attention and we went on.

We hadn’t moved a hundred feet when I 
saw Jim put Ms hand with a kind of funny 
gesture to the back of Ms neck and rub 
it.

“ Say, that’s funny,”  he said. “ I ’ve 
scratched myself somehow.”  And with 
that, he dropped in his tracks.

Beelzebub had scampered off when I fired, 
and I saw him sitting swinging on a bough 
a little distance away, looking into the 
woods, crouched as if to jump and Mde.

Tom and I ran up to Jim and started to 
pull Mm to Ms feet, thinking he’d stumbled. 
He was like a lump of mud, and in a minute 
we knew that he was stone dead. I  took 
the camera from the ground where he had 
dropped it, set it up on the tripod to get it 
out of the way, and with Tom and the rest, 
and Harvey running back toward us, be
gan to look for a wound. When Harvey 
came up, he said:—

“ What happened?”
I  told him.

■ Without another word, he rolled Jim’s 
body over, took out an electric flash and 
looked at the back of the neck. There was 
a little scratch there about the size of one 
that would be made by a needle. It seemed 
to me that a groan came from Harvey.

“ GET into the underbrush and Mde 
behind anything you can find, every 
one of you!”  he wMspered. “ There 

are Indians around herel”
God! The sweat that had been hot and 

sticky on my skin turned freezing cold. 
Without a  word we all ducked out of sight. 
The sun had set; the afterglow was over 
and it was pitch dark. We pulled Jim’s 
body to one side, and left it there. I  heard
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eelzebub, swinging above us on his branch, 
larling to himself in a way he had.
“ Get your cartridges where you can reach 

lem easily; have your rifles ready. When 
3u shoot— shoot to kill!” was all Harvey 
.id.
The rest of us didn’t say anything. 
re didn’t have anything to talk about and 
>or Jim couldn’t. The thing had come so 
tddenly we could hardly think.
We lay almost in a circle, heel to heel, so 

mt no matter where an attack could come 
om, one of us would see it. I lay nearest 
m’s body. The camera looked queer and 
mnt on its tripod in the open space in 
ont of me. Up above, on the bough, Beel- 
bub kept snarling to himself.
I fingered the rifle in my hands, and ran 
y palms up and down its barrel. The 
eel was nice and cool. My palm was 
/eaty, and the cool of the barrel felt 
ighty good. I found myself petting it, as 
man would a horse.
The moon came up, flooding the place 
ith shafts and spots of silver, making blue 
adows. One of its beams fell on Jim. 
is face was upturned.
Jim dead! He’d been a good pal, Jim 
id, and a hard worker. I kept petting my 
le, and I began to think about who’d 
lied Jim. I started to get restless. I got 
zzy for a minute. I guess it had been 
ie heat of the day. An idea began to come 
to my head, and it drove out every other 
ea I had. I thought of the four little steel- 
oped bullets in the rifle in my hands. I 
tought how nice it would be if I could send 
ch of them straight and clean into the 
nter of the forehead of one of those dirty 
idians that had killed Jim.
I rested my cheek against the butt of the 
3e and strained my eyes into the darkness 
lead, but I could see nothing. I could 
:ar nothing but the breathing of the others, 
id Beelzebub snarling above me. 
Suddenly, he leaped down on my shoulder 
id cuddled close to me, shivering. In a 
ish, the meaning of his act went through 
e.
“ Look out,” I whispered, “ they’re com- 
g!”
Almost as I spoke, I saw a figure darker 
an the shadow kneeling in front of me a 
tie to one side. It seemed to be in the at- 
:ude of a man blowing something from a 
be like a boy’s pea-shooter, although I 
mldn’t see very clearly.

While Beelzebub shivered closer to me, I 
took aim slowly for the center of the kneel
ing figure and fired.

There was another whimpering yell. The 
figure leaped into the air and fell prone. 
Beelzebub shuddered close to me at the 
report of the rifle. I laid my cheek against 
its butt again and chuckled and had a 
good deal of trouble keeping from laughing 
aloud. I hadn’t wasted a cartridge yet. 
The others kept silent.

I heard a tiny click, so small that it would 
have been impossible to hear it were it not 
for the silence around me. It came from 
directly before me. I puzzled over it for 
some time while I watched the shadows. 
Then it occurred to me what it was. Those 
Indians were blowing some kind of a poi
soned arrow from a reed. They suspected 
the camera, and one of them had shot at it 
and hit it.

We lay there all night without another 
Indian showing his face. When day dawned 
hot and dreadful, with poor Jim’s face al
ready turning pretty badly and the dead 
Indian lying in the sun, we drew in closer 
to the underbrush— and there were plenty 
of insects there when the sun came up, too. 
We’d been too tense that night to notice 
them.

As it grew lighter, I noticed a funny thing. 
When I had set the camera up, after pick
ing it from the ground where Jim left it, 
I ’d happened to point it so that the lens 
focused exactly between us and the dead 
Indian. I remembered about the film that 
was in it that Jim and I had been arguing 
about. I figured that there was one reel 
that would probably never be exposed.

“ What are we going to do?” I whispered 
back to Harvey.

“ We’ll have to stick here all day and 
watch— watch like the dickens. When 
night comes, we’ll have to take a chance and 
run. I ’ve got a compass; you all follow me. 
It ’s our one chance. We may get away 
from them----- ”

The words weren’t out of his mouth when 
a little ti-ick in a branch over my head, and 
then tick— lick— tick sounded all around. 
The poisoned arrows were coming. There 
is a horror about them that makes you sick 
to the stomach. I hadn’t felt it before. 
I ’d been too busy thinking; but I  got it that 
time. They all came from one direction.

“ All face the same way as Pete, and volley 
fire,” whispered Harvey.
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We all Scrambled in a bunch and let them 
- have the hot steel in Volley after volley that 
. tore through the leaves of the underbrush 

across from us and sent them whirling and 
. ijunring to the ground. Some uncertain 

cries, and. more of that whimpering came 
from beyond the trees again. “ We emptied 

„our first dips, reloaded and fired again. 
‘ Then there was silence again.

Beelzebub, frightened by the firing, had 
leaped away from me; but came back in a 

■ --ininute, shivering again, and within thirty 
seconds after, the leaves in front of us vomit
ed out a yelling, arm-waving horde of cin
namon-colored natives, that rushed us, 
blowing arrows through the tubes in their 
mouths as they came. I shot a new dip 
in my rifle in a second and heard the others 
doing the same, and we swept the first rank 
down; but another followed, and another, 

'stumbling and falling, one over the other, 
and over their fellows’ dead bodies, till my 
fingers ached with shooting them.

I  felt Beelzebub gone from my side. 
There was a lull, and, without thinking, I  
looked around for him. As I did so, I 
heard a steady, continuous clicking. An
other buneh rushed from the trees; I had 
one glimpse of Beelzebub. The monkey 
in an agony of fright, had leaped to the cam
era, and with hysterical speed was winding 
the handle that sent that last reel of film 
flying before the lens. He was taking a 
picture of the battlel

Then they rushed us. Five cartridges 
went out of the blazing muzzle of my rifle 
and I hadn’t time to reload. In a flash, I 
thought of the machete at my side, and, 
drawing it, leaped into them. I was too 
dose for them to shoot and had a chance.

How that steel went through those na
k ed  bodies 1 The lust for killing blinded me.

■ I  swung and struck and swung and struck 
and felt the saliva in my mouth begin to 
drip from my lips as the warm blood ran 
off the blade over my hand.

They forced me back with nightmare 
dubs that I -saw swinging over my head. 
Some one was fighting at my side. It was 
Harvey.

“Back upl” he was whispering hoarsely. 
“Step back at each blow, and when I turn and 
run, follow mel The others are all dead.
------the devils! ------- them!” His voice
rang u p  into a falsetto shriek.

I  saw him from the comer of my eye swing 
on a dubbed Indian, sweep his head from

his shoulders, and then stagger and fall, a 
tiny arrow quivering in his throat.

I  hurled my machete, dripping with blood, 
into the faces of the nearest Indians, and 
turning, fled with a speed that is incredible 
— fled into the woods, and sped stumbling 
and crying and screaming with rage and 
fear over roots and bushes.

The sudden panic that generals fear on 
the battlefield had taken possession of me. 
I ran and ran, whither I knew not, nor will I 
ever know, and the motive power of my go
ing was a horrible, unbelievable and awful 
fear. The sweat poured from me in tor
rents; my clothes were dripping and tom; 
boughs had whipped my face and the blood 
was in my eyes; but I ran and shrieked 
aloud to the echoing forest as I ran.

After a time, I crashed face foremost into 
a tree and knew no more.

When I came to I was lying huddled up 
under a gigantic fern. M y face was as raw 
as a steak. I had collided full tilt with a 
tree which stood over the fern. I raised 
myself stiffly to my feet. Three poisoned 
arrows were sticking in my clothes. The 
knuckles of my right hand were smashed 
from a club, one of my ears was half pulled 
off, and my nose was broken.

Three days later, after continuous travel
ing almost all day and night and living on 
the things Harvey said a man could eat, 
I came to a stockade in the foothills of what 
I found were the Andes, where there was a 
garrison of soldiers and a settlement of 
peaceful Indians and a priest. Eventually 
I reached Valparaiso, got into touch with 
my people in New York and returned 
home.

TH E camera-man paused in his 
narrative, looked thoughtfully into 
a fresh glass of Scotch and soda 

the Englishman had ordered, and said:
“ I  am the only living white man, the 

only white man in the memory of man who 
ever crossed the country of the Poisoned 
Arrow Indians and escaped alive. That 
isn’t what bothers me, though.

“ I ’ve traveled all over t ie  world; I ’ve 
worked under the best directors and with the 
best actors and actresses the studios have. 
M y salary is one of the biggest in the busi
ness; but it hurts my pride to think that the 
greatest moving picture in the world was 
taken in the wilds of Brazil by a blue-nosed 
monkey named Beelzebubl”
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4 TH E preparation of this article on lost treasures the author has consulted hundreds of 
magazine and newspaper clippings, and scores of published volumes on the subject.

Many letters have been written addressed to persons at home and abroad— persons in 
osition to know the facts concerning specific treasures. In fact all available sources of 
ormation have been consulted in an effort to have the articles both up to date and 
thentic. Yet, owing to the very nature of the subject, neither the author, the editor 
r the publisher can guarantee as authoritative these stories of hidden and sunken 
hes. On the other hand, simply because all responsibility is disclaimed, there is no 
ison to suppose that the accounts which follow are untrue. Naturally, were the treasures 
lily gotten at, they would all have been lifted long ago. The mere fact that a treasure 
» not been found is not conclusive proof that it does not exist.
Vt least a conscientious effort has been made to cover the entire field as thoroughly and 
iably as possible, so that the result may stand in the future as a comprehensive reference 
the entire subject of lost treasure.

To those of you who are less interested in the practical value of such a gathering of 
ay facts and half-forgotten traditions than in the romance inevitably attached to them, 
: following accounts will have strong story-value. In all the scope of adventure and 
nance there is, perhaps, no phrase more stimulative to the imagination than those two 
>rds “ hidden treasure.”
The ground can not be covered in one article, and there will come later the stories of 
1 other lost hoards that may, perhaps, some day come back into the hands of those who 
:k.—EDITOR’S NOTE.

'JKEN TR EASU R E OFF THE ISLE OF PIN ES

NLESS familiar with Esquemel- 
ing’s classic work on the buc
caneers of our Western Hemi
sphere, few passengers on board 

: steamer which plies its twisted course 
:ween Cuba and the Isle of Pines dream 
it they may be passing within a pebble’s 
s of princely fortunes in gold and silver 
llion, jewels and pieces of eight, sunk 
ring the early years of Spain’s rule in the 
w  World.
The water is shallow, indeed so shallow 
it the steamer, in order to cover the

fifty-mile voyage between Batabano and 
Nueva Gerona, must needs twist and turn 
upon itself to keep in the narrow channel 
which winds its way across the flats and in 
and out among the Mangle Cayos. And the 
water is blue and clear, and several of the 
treasure wrecks well authenticated— two 
facts significant in these progressive, inven
tive days.

On the submerged rocks and reefs, and 
in the dangerous passages around Cuba and 
Porto Rico, lie untold wealth— millions of 
dollars’ worth of precious metals and jewels 
— and of this sunken treasure none looks 
more promising, more feasible of recovery*,
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than does that in the shallows off the Isle 
of Pines.

-During the early part of^the seventeenth 
“century hundreds of galleons sailed yearly 
from Mexico and South American shores to 

: Spain, stopping at ports in Cuba, and then 
passing out into the Atlantic through the 

. Windward Passage. For more than a cen
tury there was a dose rivalry between the 
buccaneers and hurricanes of those waters 
to see which could sink the greater number 
o f  these treasure fleets. In many cases the 
records at Madrid and Havana show the ap
proximate position of these wrecks, and in 
many instances specify the nature and 
Value- of the sunken cargoes.

A  cursory research into the dusty records 
&t Madrid has shown that within a very few 

during the early part of the seven- 
century over thirty million dollars’ 

worth of silver alone was shipped to Spain. 
In  the latter part of that century the rec
ords show that the Valencianna mine of 
.Guanajuato, employing four thousand In
dian slaves, lost fully a million yearly 
through pirates and wrecks, this without in 
the least impairing its credit in European 
markets.
- Probably the richest of all treasure-ships 
lost in the West Indies, was wrecked in 
1679. A  notable company of offidals, ec
clesiastics and citizens of New Spain were 
on board, bound for Spain at the invitation 
of the king. They carried the most costly 
^personal possessions. The record tells of 
^diamond crosses of enormous value, of mas
sive ornaments of pure soft gold, presents 
to the king, presents that were intended to 
win favor and concessions.

M an y tons of silver bullion in bars were 
on board, actually being used as ballast. 
B ut, many times richer than the foregoing 
were thousands of bars of gold, the property 
Of the returning officials. Wrung from the 
sweat of countless thousands of Indian 
slaves, this treasure meant ease and opu
lence to the returning grandees and task
masters.

One of the ladies on board, Donna Inez 
Escobedo, was taking with her an Indian 
slave as a present for her brother, who was 
governor of one of the Canary Islands. 
T he few negro slaves on board were servile 
enough, but the Jndian, whose name the 
records do not give, was unmanageable and 

...grew more obstinate at every punishment.
One morning, when - the ship was a few

miles southeast of the Isle of Pines, the 
captain was startled to find that water was 
deepening rapidly in his vessel’s hold. He 
was about to descend in person through a 
hatchway to discover the cause of the leak, 
when the warning voice of '.he Indian was 
heard to declare that the first man to ap
pear below the opening would be shot.

Those who gathered about, heard the 
blows of a hatchet upon the bottom of the 
vessel. The horrible truth then dawned 
upon them that the untameable slave 
meant to avenge himself upon his captors by 
wrecking the ship with all on board!

The vessel was headed toward the nearest 
shorer the Punta Brava of the Isle of Pines, 
and then a negro slave was thrown into the 
hold in the hopes that his body would re
ceive the fire of the Indian. But no shot 
was heard. The negro lay where he had 
fallen, stupefied with fear, while the blows 
of the hatchet rained faster than ever, and 
the water constantly increased in depth.

A t last an old ship’s officer, Jos6 Nunez 
by name, sprang suddenly into the hold, 
waist-deep in water, and charged upon the 
Indian, sword in hand. He was followed 
by several others. They splashed around 
in the darkness, and finally found the slave 
under water, beneath a beam, drowned. 
The most frantic efforts were made to stop 
the leak, but the drowned slave had done 
his work only too well, and the vessel sank.

Laden heavily, overfreighted with pas
sengers and ballasted with weighty bars of 
silver, the doomed galleon went to the bot
tom as if she were but a slug of metal. So 
fast did she sink that it was with extreme 
difficulty that even one boat-load of pas
sengers was saved to reach land and tell the 
tragic story of the wreck.

In later years numerous attempts were 
. made by the Spaniards to recover l ie  treas
ure, but without avail. Divers of those 
days were never able to locate the wreck. 
But then, again, their apparatus was crude; 
means were lacking to prosecute methodical 
extensive searches. And so it was, that 
years ago, the Spaniards gave up the search 
for this priceless wreck of wrecks.

Just to the eastward of the Isle of Pines 
are the jagged reefs of the Jardinillos, oth
erwise known as the famous Jar dine Rocks, 
where lies a small fleet of once stout ships. 
Here it was that the daring pirate Barthe- 
lome Portugues, lost the richest prize he ever 
took in his adventurous career, and for all
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hat history shows to the contrary, there it 
ies today.

Portugues had fitted out a small vessel 
it Golpho Triste, on the Gulf of Campeche, 
md with a crew of thirty men set sail for 
[amaica. Laying on and off between Ja- 
naica and the Isle of Pines, Portugues and 
lis cutthroats kept a watch for Spanish 
nerchantmen homeward bound.

A large vessel loomed above the horizon 
>ne fine day, and in spite of the fact that 
’ ortugues had but thirty men and four 
,mall carronades, he swung alongside of the 
itranger. The latter boasted twenty guns 
md a company of some seventy men.

A bloody battle ensued, and when Portu- 
;ues found time to count noses he learned 
hat he had lost half of his own men in 
filled and wounded, and that he had a num- 
>cr of prisoners to care for. Setting sail for 
he Isle of Pines, his old rendezvous, the 
>irate started in to take an inventory of the 
>recious cargo upon his prize.

Authorities differ as to the value of the 
;old and silver bullion on board of the gal- 
eon. One writer of the times states that 
;old and silver amounting to but $200,000 
vas found. Another estimates that theplun- 
ler ran well over a million; but, be that as it 
nay, all historians agree that the prize was 
1 rich one, that it consisted of gold and silver 
>ullion, and that within a very short time 
hree Spanish men-of-war appeared and 
00k Portugues a prisoner.

A prize-crew was placed aboard, and with 
’ ortugues in irons on board the bullion gal- 
eon, the little fleet headed for Havana. 
Awhile rounding Cape San Antonio a violent 
torm arose. The vessels became separated, 
md the one bearing the prisoner was blown 
icross to the coast of Campeche. Then fol- 
owed the most adventurous days of the 
urate’s life.

While anchored offshore, and the local 
nhabitants were preparing a gibbet upon 
vhich to hang the man who had so often 
avaged their towns with cutlass and flame, 
’ ortugues effected his escape. Unable to 
>wim, history relates that he fashioned a 
;ort of life-raft out of two empty earthen 
vessels. At nightfall, watching his chance, 
le stabbed his guard in the back and 
iprang into the water. While paddling his 
vay to the beach, the startled prize-crew 
ired repeatedly upon him— but that the 
Spaniards of those days were equally as bad 
shots as were their compatriots of ’98, would

seem to be established by the fact that the 
pirate lived to reach shore.

After an almost incredible tramp along 
the coast through the swamps— a journey 
occupying two weeks— Portugues managed 
to gather a party of twenty pirate associ
ates from various camps and anchorages 
along the way. A small fishing-vessel was 
seized, and in this craft Portugues made 
his way back along the coast until he 
reached the anchorage of his late prize. She 
was still there.

Taking advantage of the innocent appear
ance of his fishing-craft, Portugues sailed 
boldly up to the galleon, his own men out of 
sight, and before the luckless Spaniards up
on the larger vessel realized what was hap
pening, the pirate chief layed alongside, and 
with drawn cutlasses and pistols he and his 
half-breed followers sprang on board. After 
a short and decisive hand-to-hand fight, 
Portugues found himself commander and 
owner of the self-same vessel upon which, 
but three weeks before, he had been impris
oned under sentence of the gallows.

Without waiting to clear the decks of the 
dead and wounded, the pirates immediately 
hoisted anchor and put to sea before any at
tempt could be made by other vessels in the 
harbor to retake the ship. Once at sea, the 
triumphant Portugues lost no time in shap
ing his course for his favorite retreat in the 
Isle of Pines.

But soon misfortune overtook him, for 
upon nearing the island, a terrific hurricane 
arose, and in his attempt to run the treach
erous passage through the Jardinillos, his 
splendid prize was swept upon the rocks. 
Within a very few minutes the galleon foun
dered, but history relates that Portugues 
and some few of his men escaped with their 
lives.

Other wrecks are to be found upon the 
sea-floor about the Isle of Pines, many of 
them, no doubt, still holding treasure in 
abundance. But, out of the maze and tan
gle of these tales relating to sunken gold 
and pirates’ hoards on and about the Isle 
of Pines— tales hoary with the frost of cen
turies, embellished and garnished, no doubt, 
with each telling— the two treasure wrecks 
foregoing, have been cited as the best au
thenticated, both as to location and value.

And there, beyond a doubt, they lie to
day, galleons of olden times, freighted with 
the richest spoils of the New World— jewels, 
gold and silver a-plenty. Not many fathoms



Lost Treasures of the World 193

down, unless the charts lie and old records 
l>e at fault, rest the bonefe of these treasure 
. ships upon the sandy floor of the Caribbean, 
'Within view of a hydroscope, within work
in g  depth of our modem divers. Inside' 
their oaken ribs remain undisturbed the 
c o s tly  presents to a dead king, the treas
ures of grandees of Old Spain, tons upon 
tons of gold and silver.

Shaded by growths of pink and white 
coral, pillowed amid beds of sponge, rests
th is  -treasure of bygone days until-----
- A  challenge, indeed, to modem enterprise 
an d  ingenuity, tempting prizes both.

-  T S E  SILVER HOARD IN THE SALVAGES

GEN TLEM AN LY ad- 
J  venturers, cruising for

/  -  ' A  their health, in search 
W  j y  L of sunken treasure or 

/  what-not, might do well 
' t0 kark to the tale of 

the two millions in sil
v e r  buried in chests upon one of the Sal
vages Islands, a small, uninhabited cluster, 
ju s t to the northward of the Canary Islands. 
Documents pertaining to the case would 
seem  to be authentic, readily accessible; fur
thermore— a^surprising fact— the surface of 
th e  island itself has scarcely been scratched 
ir i an-attempt to find the treasure.

Divested of its romance, getting down as 
nearly  as possible to the brass tacks of fact, 
th e  history of this buried silver would seem 
t o  run as follows:

In  1889, Mr. E. F. Knight, an English
m an, afterward a well-known war corre
spondent during the Spanish-American War, 
organized an expedition to seek the treasure 
buried upon the island of Trinidad, off the 
coast of Brazil. He had nine partners in 
th e  venture, each pne of whom put up one 
hundred pounds toward expenses, and were 
selected from more than a hundred enthusi
astic  volunteers. The cutter A le rte  was 
purchased and equipped with one of the 
jnost elaborate excavating outfits ever 
placed aboard a small craft.

T he cutter was upon the point of setting 
sail from Southampton when she was 
boarded by an old English naval officer, who 
w as kind enough to tell Knight of another 
treasure which he might look for on his way 
to  Trinidad.

It  seems that the story had been hidden 
for years in the archives of the British Ad
is

miralty. Coming from such a source, the 
government record must be perfectly au
thentic. It seems that in 1813, the Secre
tary of the Admiralty instructed Sir Rich
ard Bickerton, naval commandment at 
Portsmouth, to send in the first King’s ship 
touching at Madeira, a seaman who had 
given information concerning a hidden 
treasure, in order that the truth of his story 
might be tested.

The admiralty order was handed to Cap
tain Hercules Robinson, in command of the 
P rom eth eu s. In due time, after touching at 
Madeira, Captain Robinson reported that 
“ after being introduced to the foreign sea
man referred to in the above order, and 
reading the notes which had been taken of 
his information, I charged him to tell no 
other person what he knew, or what was his 
business, that he was to mess with my cox
swain, and that no duty would be required 
of him. To this the man replied that he was 
willing to give his time, and would ask no 
remuneration for his intelligence.”

This seaman, Christian Cruse, declared 
that several years before, he had been in a 
hospital ill, recovering from yellow fever. 
With him in the hospital was a shipmate, a 
Spaniard, who died of the same fever. Be
fore his death he told Cruse that during the 
year of 1804 he was on board a Spanish 
ship, bound from a South American port to 
Cadiz. This ship had on board two million 
dollars in silver, packed in chests.

When nearing the coast of Spain, a neu
tral vessel signalled them that England 
had declared war upon Spain, and that the 
port of Cadiz was blockaded. Rather than 
risk capture by the British fleet, and not 
caring to make the long run back to South 
America, the captain decided to make the 
nearest West Indian port that he might 
save the treasure.

Passing between Madeira and the Canary 
Islands, a small cluster of uninhabited is
lands were sighted. They proved to be the 
Salvages— mere specks upon the chart. At 
this juncture the crew mutinied, stabbed the 
captain to death, and steered the ship to an 
anchorage under the lee of the largest island. 
Thereupon the chests of Spanish dollars 
were broken out of the hold, placed in small 
boats, and landed in the arm of a miniature 
bay. Here, just above high-water mark, a 
deep trench was dug in the sand, and the 
chests buried.

The mutinous crew then put to sea. It
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was their intention to bum their ship when 
near some inhabited islands; purchase a 
small craft under some other flag, and then 
return to the Salvages for the two million. 
But their plans were destined to he never 
carried out; for, because of the lack of an 
efficient navigator, they were shipwrecked 
near Tobago, and but two were saved. One 
of them died after gaining the shore. The 
one who lived was the Spanish seaman who 
made the dying statement to Christian 
Cruse in a hospital at Vera Cruz.

Captain Robinson was convinced that the 
Spaniard had been clear-minded when he 
confessed to Cruse that he had been one of 
the mutineers; he felt also that the story of 
the treasure had been narrated in good faith, 
since the names of the vessels, commanders, 
and other data agreed perfectly with what 
he himself knew to be true. Furthermore, 
such a graphic circumstantial tale was de
cidedly beyond the imaginative powers of a 
mere uneducated seaman.

The P rom etheus set sail for the Salvages, 
anchored off the largest island, and a force 
of men was sent ashore to dig. A bay was 
found, just as Christian Cruse had de
scribed, also a level strip of white beach. 
Fifty men set to work with shovels and 
pikes, stimulated by the hope of winning 
a reward of a hundred dollars offered by 
Captain Robinson to the sailor who should 
find the first chest, or the coffin of the mur
dered captain.

B u t  th is search w as abandoned after the 
first dayl The anchorage was unsafe, the 
captain’s delay was unauthorized by the 
Admiralty, and he had other work to do. 
Returning to Madeira he found there orders 
recalling his ship to England. Those were 
busy times for the British navy; the P r o 
m etheus was assigned to emergency duty, 
and the treasure hunt abandoned.

From 1813 until the outfitting of the 
A le r le , so far as known, no other attempt 
had been made to find the chests of dollars. 
Knight resolved to visit the uninhabited 
isle on his way to Trinidad, his final objec
tive point.

Upon the arrival of the A le r le  off the Sal
vages, it was decided that the island called 
Great Piton most closely resembled the one 
described in the report of CaptainRobinson. 
A bay was found shaped like the body of 
water pictured by the dying Spaniard; also a 
strip of white sand above high-water mark. 
Thereupon the adventurers upon the A le r le

pitched a camp upon the beach and started
in digging.

A few trenches were opened up and some 
bones brought to light. The surgeon of the 
cutter, however, was doubtful if the bones 
were those of a human being. The partners 
of the Trinidad quest were anxious to be 
on their way to the South Atlantic. Thus, 
after a perfunctory search lasting but four 
days, the men of the A le r le  put off to sea.

Since the visit of the A le r le  in 1889 there 
has been— so far as known— no dollar-hunt- 
ing expedition to the Salvages. In all proba
bility the treasure is still there, close by the 
moldering bones of the slain Spanish captain.

Granted that the old beaches have been 
washed away, and that new beaches have 
been formed by the waves and currents of a 
hundred years, it seems both possible and 
likely that there must be some way of 
studying the action of the water, that the 
approximate position of the old beach may 
be determined. And then, again, the is
lands are very small, no hostile natives are 
present to endanger the lives of treasure- 
seekers, nothing harder than sand has to be 
dug through, and the authentic records may 
be consulted for the asking.

But five days have been expended in all 
in the search for the silver pesos upon the 
Salvages. True, it is not such an alluring 
quest as some of the bigger ones, where 
larger values are involved, but it would 
seem that two millions of Spanish dollars, 
buried in a strip of sand not many days’ 
sail out of New York or London, constitute 
a stake decidedly worth playing for.

At any rate, the treasure upon the Sal
vages is worthy of a more serious effort to 
lift it than has yet been made.

THE PIRATE TREASURE ON TRINIDAD

OF ALL pirate hoards un
covered to date, one of the 
most famous and best au
thenticated is that buried 
upon the volcanic isle of Trin
idad— not the Trinidad of the 
West Indies, but the Trini
dad in the South Atlantic, 
about seven hundred miles 
off the Brazilian coast. That 
each of these treasures is im
mensely valuable, is the pop>- 

ular belief— a reasonable one, inasmuch as 
certain estimates dovetail nicely with the
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facts at ftanri. This treasure on Trinidad 
' is supposed to be the loot of one Benito de 

Soto, slave-runner, mutineer and pirate.
According to all accounts, Benito de Soto 

(no connection of the pirate Benito Bonito), 
was a Spaniard by birth, who, sometime 
during the early nineteenth century, sailed 

-from Buenos Aires, bound for an African 
port He had been up to that time a slave- 
runner, but not so far as known had he ever 

- been officer of a ship. A  few days out from 
Buenos'Aires, De Soto persuaded the crew 
of Spanish and Portuguese cutthroats to 
mutiny. So they marooned their captain, 
made off with'the ship, and hoisted the 
black flag. They then proceeded to loot, 
bum and kill without mercy, until some 
time later, when most of them were garroted 
in Cuba. De Soto himself escaped, but af
terward, when shipwrecked off the coast of 
Spain, he was apprehended and hung by the 
governor of Gibraltar.

Many years passed by, and although the 
world at large suspected that De Soto had 
hidden much of his ill-gotten gold on some 

. out-of-the-way island, Trinidad was never 
thought of until some time late in the for- 

- ties, when a retired sea-captain, who had 
once been engaged in the opium trade, gave 
out the following story:

“The China seas were infested by pirates 
so that my vessel carried a few guns and a 
larger crew than is usual in those days. I 
had four quartermasters, one of whom was 

• a foreigner. I am not sure of his nation- 
■ "A y, but I think he was a Finn. On board 

the vessel the man went under the name of 
■ The Pirate,’ because of a deep scar across 
his cheek, which gave him a somewhat sin
ister appearance. He was a reserved man, 
better educated than the ordinary sailor, 
and possessed a good knowledge of naviga-

“I took a liking to him, and showed him 
kindness on various occasions. While on a 
voyage from- C h in a to Bombay this man 
was takpn sick, an d  by the time the vessel 
reached port he w as so ill, in spite of my
nursing, that he had to be taken to the 
hospital.

“He gradually sank, and when he found 
that he was dying, he told me that he felt 
very grateful for th e kind treatment given 
him, and that he would prove his gratitude 
by revealing a secret which might make me 
one of the richest men in England. He 
then asked me to  go to his chest and take

from it a parcel. This contained a piece of 
old tarpaulin with a plan of the island of 
Trinidad on it.

“ The dying sailor told me that at the 
spot indicated— that is, at the base of the 
mountain known as Sugar Loaf— there was 
an immense treasure buried, consisting prin
cipally of gold and silver plate and orna
ments, the plunder of Peruvian churches 
which certain pirates had concealed there 
in the year 1821., Much of this plate, he 
said, came from the Cathedral of Lima, hav
ing been carried away from there during the 
war of independence, when the Spaniards 
were escaping the country, and that among 
other riches were many massive gold can- 

* dlesticks.
“ He further stated that he was the only 

survivor of the pirates, as all the others had 
been captured by the Spaniards and exe
cuted in Cuba some years before, and conse
quently that no one but himself knew the 
secret. He then gave me instructions as to 
the exact position of the treasure on the 
shore of the bay under the Sugar Loaf, and 
enjoined me to go there and search for it, as 
he was almost certain that it had not been 
removed.”

So much for the old sea-captain’s story. 
Now for corroborative data. The archives 
of the island of Cuba record that a gang of 
twenty pirates was captured by the Span
iards and sent to Cuba to be garroted. 
They had been found guilty of plundering 
treasure ships sailing from Lima shortly 
after the revolution started.

Furthermore, the sea-captain, unable to 
make the voyage himself, had in 1880 sent 
his son to Trinidad to try to identify the 
marks shown on the old pirate’s canvas 
chart. The son landed from a sailing ship, 
but did no digging. Upon his return he re
ported that the place tallied with the de
scription, but that a landslide of reddish 
earth had covered the spot where the treas
ure was hid.

In 1885 an expedition was organized. A 
bark was chartered, the A u r e a , and fitted 
out with tools and boats and powder. 
Upon its arrival the party surveyed the 
wild, rock-bound coast of Trinidad in awe. 
Huge breakers beat about it from every side. 
There was no safe harbor. Eight men were 
eventually landed, but they must have been 
weaklings indeed, for after scratching a 
small trench, and being scared by the huge 
land crabs which scuttled about them on
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ill sides, they gave up the search and sig- 
laled to be taken aboard their vessel. 
Thus ended the first search for the treasure 
lpon Trinidad.

Later in the same year an American is re- 
jortcd as having chartered a French vessel 
or a cruise to Trinidad. Undermanned by 
Portuguese, after a brief absence from Rio 
faneiro, the vessel returned to port, in all 
irobajjility without an ounce of the treasure 
tboard. There were not men enough. Her 
jquipment must have been too slight. 
Trinidad needs lighters, steam excavators 
:apable of moving thousands of cubic feet 
)f earth in a day, blasting gelatin, a few 
:alm days— But we are getting ahead of 
)ur story.

The chart of tarpaulin falling into the 
possession of Mr. E. F. Knight, a young 
English lawyer, he mustered his company 
>f adventurers and bought the cutter 
ile r te , as described in the story of the silver 
reasure upon the Salvages. This was in 
[8S9. Several years before he had ever 
reard of the treasure, Knight had touched 
it Trinidad while on a voyage from Monte- 
/ideo to Bahia. He had been curious to see 
his remote islet so seldom visited.

Therefore, when he became acquainted 
vith the information given out by the old 
pirate, and gained possession of the chart, 
le was able to verify from his own knowl- 
:dge many of tire details. To use his own 
vords: “ The quartermaster’s carefully
prepared plan of the island, the minute di
rections he gave as to the best landing, and 
lis description of the features of the bay 
>n whose shores the treasure was concealed, 
proved beyond doubt to myself and others 
vho knew Trinidad, that he landed on this 
;o rarely visited islet; and not only landed, 
put passed some time on it. He knew the 
infest passages between the reefs. This in- 
ormation could not have been obtained 
rom any pilot-book.

[96

“ And beyond this, the quartermaster 
must have been acquainted with what was 
taking place in two other distant portions 
of the world during the year of his professed 
landing on the desert island. He knew of 
the escape of pirates with the Cathedral oi 
Lima plate. He was also aware that 
shortly afterward there were garroted in 
Cuba the crew of a vessel that had com
mitted acts of piracy. It is scarcely credible 
that an ordinary seaman— even allowing 
that he was superior in education to the 
average of his fellows— could have pieced 
these facts together so ingeniously into this 
plausible story.”

Knight’s companions thought as he did, 
so his nine partners put up their money and 
entered into an agreement that provided 
that “ one twentieth of the treasure recov
ered was to be received by every gentleman 
adventurer, and he in turn bound himself to 
work hard and obey orders.”

In due time, after the slight delay at the 
Salvages, where the party made a perfunc
tory search for two millions of Spanish 
pesos, the A le r le  bore down upon Trinidad. 
In the South Atlantic Directory is stated: 
“ The surf at Trinidad is often incredibly 
great, and has been seen to break over a 
bluff which is over two hundred feet 
high.”

This proved to be the condition when 
Knight and his companions arrived off 
Trinidad, but after exercising patience, after 
considerable danger and exertion had been 
experienced, the men landed with their 
tools and stores.

From the position of the island, directly 
in the path of the southeast trade winds, 
many vessels must have been driven ashore 
there. Knight saw gaunt rows of ribs along 
the whole Windward coast, where ships had 
been stranded bodily. Who can say what 
treasures some of the hulks of these old 
East Indiamen and galleons from Peru still
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contain? Gold is practically imperishable; 
doubloons and pieces of night are none the 
worse for a century’s soaking.

Camip was pitched near the ravine at the 
head of the bay on the southeastern shore 
of the island, and the men of the A k r le  
set to work.

For twelve weeks they toiled, cutting 
trenches and cross trenches. They re
moved soil and rocks until the ravine was 
literally criss-crossed with trenches. They 
worked from sunrise until fleeting twilight; 
they worked until their picks and shovels 
dropped from their blistered and swollen 
fingers, until their heads swam, and their 
knees bent beneath them.

And-they failed! At last, their provisions 
short, worn out in body and spirit, they sur
veyed the piled-up mounds of earth, and 
sadly bundled up their camp-kit. Then 
after the dangerous threading of the passage 
out to where their cutter was anchored, they 
hoisted her sails and stood off to the north
ward.

, From that day to this no serious effort 
has been made to gain the treasure upon 
Trinidad.

One other expedition landed there, 
scratched the soil, and sailed away. In 
this age of hydroscopes, hydraulic appa
ratus, and excavating machines which have 
bitten their way from ocean to ocean 
between the two Americas, it is not un
likely that a way will be found to probe the 
wrecks off Trinidad, and reach the treasure 
on shore.

B ut the cruise of the A lerte  was not in 
vain. In the language of its biographer: 
“ T h e toilers had been paid in richer stuff 
than gold. They had lived the true ro
mance, nor could a man of spirit and imagi
nation wish for anything more to his taste 
than to be encamped on a desert island, 
w ith the surf shouting in his ears, the sea
birds crying, and all hands up at day
break to dig for buried treasure, whose 
bearings were found on a tarpaulin chart 
th a t had belonged to a pirate with a deep 
scar across the cheek.”

These were adventures indeed— adven
tures which may also be experienced by the 
next expedition to seek the treasure upon 
Trinidad. '

And there seems little reason to doubt 
that some courageous seeker after wealth 
will soon make a determined effort to 
gain the possession of this treasure.

THE COCOS ISLAND TREASURE

OF ALL treas
ure islands, Co
cos Island eas
ily transcends, 
in point of lure 

and romance, all others. Within the last 
thirty-five years, no fewer than twenty- 
eight different expeditions have been organ
ized to search for it; but so far without result.

There are supposed to be two treasure 
hoards there. The first was the plunder 
from many gold ships and richly freighted 
merchantmen looted by Benito Bonito, in 
the Pacific up to 1820. It is estimated to 
be worth sixty million dollars, and is said 
to lie buried on this lonely islet, sixteen 
square miles in area, lying three hundred 
miles west of Panama. Bonito murdered 
half his crew on burying the treasure; but 
his vessel, being undermanned, was dis
masted soon after, and putting into Val
paraiso to refit, he was recognized, and all 
were hanged save a boy named Thompson, 
taken shortly before from an English 
ship.

In 1839, the boy, now grown to manhood, 
was in Lima, master of the brig M a r y  D ea r, 
when a revolution broke out, and church
men, grandees, and notables piled treasure 
aboard her to the amount of fifteen million 
dollars, believing them safe under the Brit
ish flag. But Thompson and his crew set 
sail at night for Cocos, dividing part of the 

- spoil among them and burying the rest—  
eleven boatloads— ashore.

While Thompson was thus engaged a 
Peruvian gunboat sent in chase, captured 
the brig and shot the crew; but Thompson 
hid in a cave and escaped, being taken 
off the island later by a passing craft, 
which supposed him to be a shipwrecked 
mariner.

Five years later, being without facilities 
for recovering the treasure himself, he dis
closed the facts to one Keating, mate of the 
Newfoundland bark A lb a tross, while cross
ing from Liverpool to St. Johns. A t the 
latter place Thompson was taken ill, and, 
escaping from Keating’s home while light
headed, perished in a snow-drift. Having 
a parchment map and oral data, Keating 
fitted out a schooner, sailed round Cape 
Horn, and duly reached Cocos, where he 
afterward declared he found the treasure, 
and selected from it jewels worth some
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thirteen thousand dollars, which he con
cealed on liis person, fearing to take more 
lest his crew might murder him in their 
cupidity. He informed the latter that he 
had failed in his quest.

In 1848, after having returned to St. 
Johns, he induced Johnstone, a merchant 
there, whose firm still survives, to equip 
the schooner G auntlet, and send him on a 
second voyage. Keating claimed that he 
and the captain of the G auntlet unearthed 
the hoard a second time, filled a sack with 
diamonds and gems, arid put off again in 
their boat, when a squall overturned it, the 
captain and the sack were lost, and Keating 
had to return once more with only a few 
gems he had put in his pocket as they 
worked. He could never raise means for a 
third trial, but in 1881 he and a shipmaster 
named Hackett were planning a cruise when 
Ilackett succumbed to yellow fever in 
Havana, and Keating himself died shortly 
after hearing the news.

Hackett’s brother and Keating’s widow 
tried the venture ten years later, but with
out result, and during recent years sealers 
from Japan, beach-combers from the South 
Seas, Admiral Pallister in the British war
ship Im p erieu se  (who put one hundred men 
and an adequate supply of explosives 
ashore there for a month’s work) and nu
merous others have engaged in the same 
seeming wild-goose chase. Harold W. S. 
Gray, an Irish gentleman, with the yacht 
R osm a rin e, recently spent two years there, 
with a force of peons exploring likely spots, 
but without result. Lord Fitzwilliam, in 
1904, went out from England in the steamer 
V eronique, and tried for the treasure, but 
only succeeded in damaging himself and 
several of his associates by a premature ex
plosion of dynamite.

Both these expeditions abandoned their 
quest in November, 1Q05, and it was given 
out that they believed the treasure to have 
been secured and carried away in the past, 
or that the encroachments of the sea had 
submerged it beyond hope of recovery. 
Captain Gessler, a German, and his wife 
have lived on the island for some years and 
sought for the treasure unceasingly, but 
without any result.

For some time, hardly a year has passed 
but an expedition or two for Cocos Island 
has sailed. In 1906, a company organized 
in Seattle issued an elaborately printed pros
pectus, offering shares in a venture to sail

in a retired pilot schooner, and recounting 
all the old tales of Captain Thompson, 
Benito Bonito, and Keating.

At about the same time, a wealthy wom
an of Boston, after a Summer visit to New
foundland, was seized with enthusiasm for a 
romantic speculation and talked of finding a 
ship and crew. San Francisco has beheld 
nearly a score of schooners slide out through 
the Golden Gate in quest of Cocos Island 
hoards.

19TI and 1912 were banner years for 
Cocos treasure parties-. Thus two English
women set out from Plymouth in July, 
1912, and spent eight months on the island, 
with the usual result. Another expedition 
set out at the same time from Marseilles, 
headed by a French actress, Mathilde Du
rand. She has returned, quite needless to 
say, empty-handed.

But, to enumerate these ventures and 
describe them in detail would make a tire
some catalogue of the names of vessels and 
adventurous men with the treasure-bee 
in their bonnets. Charts and genuine in
formation are no longer necessary to one of 
these expeditions. Cocos Island is under 
such a spell as has set a multitude to digging 
for the treasure of Captain Kidd.

The gold is still there, this is taken for 
granted. The island was long a haunt of 
buccaneers and pirates, this much is cer
tain, and who ever heard of a true pirate 
who did not bury more treasure than he 
squandered?

THOMAS MCCAESKEY’S EXPEDITION

IN AUGUST of 1909 an 
expedition was organized 
near Norwalk, Ohio, for 
the purpose of proceeding 
to a small island -off the 
Cuban coast to search for 
a treasure of gold and sil

ver said-to be hidden in a cave many years 
ago. Among the men associated in the 
venture was one Thomas McCaeskey— the 
moving spirit, in fact.

According to McCaeskey’s story, many 
years ago a pirate ship carrying a large 
amount of treasure looted from some Mexi
can seaport or ship was pursued by a Mexi
can gunboat. After a long chase, realizing 
they could not escape, the pirates steered 
their ship for this small island. They suc
ceeded in making a landing, after which they



Lost Treasures of the World 199

fought off their pursuers until all of their 
stolen treasure had been hidden.

In the battle, .all of the pirates but one, a 
mere boy, were killed. In due time the boy 
made his escape, and managed to reach 
Cuba. Here, he settled down to an hon
est 4 ife, married, and raised children and 
grandchildren.
' While McCaeskey was in Cuba— accord
ing to his story— he rescued from drowning 
one day a young girl who proved to be the 
granddaughter of the lone survivor of the 
pirate crew. Out of gratitude, the ex
pirate, a  very old man, revealed to Mc
Caeskey the secret of the hidden treasure, 
an d. furnished him with a detailed map 
showing the exact situation of the island 
and the cave in which the treasure was sup
posed to have been buried.

There is nothing on record, so far as 
known, to show that McCaeskey and his 
party profited by the revelations of the old 
ex-pirate, and in all probability neither 
gold, silver nor jewels were brought to light 
B y the treasure seekers from Ohio. Pirate 
gold has ever been elusive.

ITVE TREASURE ISLETS

IN  LATITU D E 40° ic/ 
South, longitude g °  44' 

• West, is situated the 
island of Diego Alvarez, 
sometimes called Gough 
Island. Upon this un
frequented and lonely 

islet much pirate gold is said to have been 
buried. Very little authentic data may be 
had; estimates as to the value and meas
ure of the treasure are lacking, but through 
all the tales relating to Diego-Alvarez, “ A 
conspicuous spire, a pinnacle of stone on 
the western end of the island, the name of 
which natural landmark is set down on the 
chart as'Church Rock,’ ” looms up. This 
is said to mark the location for digging.

Juan Fernandez, famed as the home of 
Robinson Crusoe, is said to be the loca
tion of the wreck of a Spanish galleon re
puted to have been laden with bullion from 
the mines of Peruj The island is small, thus 
it should be easy to prove or disprove the 
veracity of the story of this wreck, unless 
the shifting sands of centuries have buried 
her from sight forever. Also, upon Juan 
Fernandez is said to be a cave containing 
a buccaneer’s hoard of loot.

Many years ago a single chest of pirate 
silver was found upon Nightingale Island 
in the South Atlantic. This was brought- 
to the United States, but much more is 
said to remain behind. The island of Tris
tan da Cunha, near Nightingale Island, is 
also said to have hidden wealth upon it, 
but details and corroborative data are 
lacking.

Upon one of the Philippine Islands, in the 
Rio Grande swamps near the City of Calum- 
pit, lies buried incalculable wealth of the 
Chinese Mandarin, Chan Lee Suey. This 
wealth is supposed to have been buried not 
long after the British took Manila in 1762. 
Among the priceless jewels of the Chinese 
potentate, there is said to’ be a string of 
pearls bought from the Sultan of Sulu. 
These gems are reported to be the largest, 
most perfectly matched, most valuable 
pearls in existence.

“ CAPTAIN Kid d ” — HIS DOUBTFUL HOARD ON 
OAK ISLAND

T H E  best treasure 
stories are those that 
do not get into print. 
It is many a long day 
since any of the cele

brated treasure hoards have been report
ed as having actually been found. But 
authenticated cases prove that when treas
ure is really found there is a tendency upon 
the part of the finder to slip away with his 
loot and say nothing about it.

Treasure has been found and spirited 
away in this manner. And in many cases 
expeditions are still being fitted out to find 
a treasure which was picked up, converted 
into money, and spent long ago,

For instance, it is a known fact that 
shortly after Captain William Kidd was 
hanged in London in 1701, his treasure, or 
part of it, was found at Gardiner’s Island. 
But there was so little of it that no one was 
satisfied that it was really his “ treasure,” 
so to this day the search for the bulk of it 
goes on as merrily as ever.

The question is: Has the bulk of Kidd’s 
treasures since been found and spirited 
away as described? There is very little 
reason to believe that it may have been.

Oak Island, in Mahone Bay, Nova Scotia, 
was one of the spots thought likely as the 
hiding place of Kidd’s treasure. Since 1795 
there have been intermittent operations
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here for the recovery of a traditional cache 
>f bullion and silver.

Among others who held a clue to the 
:ache’s whereabouts and believed in it was 
>ne of the Governors of Nova Scotia, who 
.pent a considerable amount of money in a 
.•ain search for the treasure.

The island, afterward placed as Oak Is- 
and, was described in the original clue as a 
day-bottom island covered with hardwood 
rces. Near the beach on one side would be 
ound a tunnel, the mouth of it banked with 
:ocoa matting to keep out the water.

Oak Island answered the description, even 
,o the matting, but the sea had welled into 
he natural tunnel from some subterranean 
;ource, and it was impossible to reach by 
>rdinary means the spot where the bullion 
vas supposed to be.

A pit was started over the spot where the 
measure was supposed to lie, but again the 
;ea defied all efforts. Many attempts were 
nade to reach the gold and silver, and 
;nough hints of genuine treasure W'ere found 
;o satisfy everybody that the stuff was 
:here. There is a merchant in St. John, 
Mew Brunswick, who has in his possession 
m old plate taken from Oak Island. It is so 
:overcd with rust and crust that the un- 
nistakable engraving upon the plate can 
rot be read. The use of drills by a company 
n 1890 discovered some interesting clues 
:o this supposed treasure.

The auger went through eighteen inches of 
spruce at a considerable depth, and then 
light inches of oak. Immediately after that 
t passed through a half inch of iron, fol- 
owed by space. “ When the drill was taken 
up it was found that the auger carried a 
piece of gold chain.”

A company formed to get after this treas
ure, in spite of the flooding sea, got to work 
in 1909. Whether it found anything is not 
clear, but the company was equipped with

diving apparatus, diamond drills, and every 
facility for conquering the subterranean 
flood which covered the supposed treasure.

Against all this, an unromantic tale is 
told by an old salt up in the Bay of Fundy. 
This old fellow was with the expedition in 
1S90.

“Do you s’pose,”  said he, “ if they found 
gold chain on the auger they’d give up? No, 
sir. The reason they gave up was Because 
they found the treasure and it was— rum.
I know, because I drank some of it!”

Probably there is some truth in this, for 
it is only a popular idea that when a pirate 
buried anything it was gold. As a  matter 
of fact, being unable with safety to enter 
any port where the law prevailed, the buc
caneer was often forced to put ashore on one 
of the many islands of the Caribbees or 
along the American coast in order to re-store 
from provisions and rum previously cached, 
or to cut hardwood “ sticks” for his vessel. 
A treasure of rum should be worth some
thing, however, and even the find of Cap
tain Kidd’s instruments, or an old anchor 
of the famous pirate ship Adventure, would 
be worth some labor as a historical curio.

It is remarkable that in recent years the 
scene of treasure hunting has moved from 
the West Indies and the Pacific to the 
North Atlantic Coast. There is a reason for 
this— the same logic which, without any 
destruction of romance, has directed the 
modern search for treasure.

Half the hunt for treasure used to be 
among tropic islands. Fever, palm trees, 
bones and pirated gold were the novelist’s 
conception of treasure cemeteries. Cold 
logic and historical fact have been brought 
to bear upon the subject, however, and now 
the scene of the treasure hunt is usually far 
removed from the scene of piratic opera
tions.

Here is the reason: A t the time when
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• JDdd^England, and the master pirate Mor
g a n  'were sailing ̂  the seas, "the buccaneers 

-feared  neither man, King nor devil. They 
. p u t into any port with their loot from Span
ish-commerce, and actually shared with the 
. authorities in some cases. The great head- 
Ouarters of the pirates was Port Royal, 

rjpanxaica, Called then “ the wickedest spot 
m  thejiniverse.”

..After Morgan’s sack of Panama, the cul- 
. ruination of a series of outrages against the 
Spanish colonies and commerce, a treaty 

-between Spain and England called for a 
-cessation of buccaneering operations of 
F.ng|iah or English-backed pirates. It was 
about this time that Morgan was told to be 
good,-was knighted, and made Governor of 
Jamaica, where he had been king of the 
buccaneers for so long. It is a fact that this 
polished scoundrel made a virtue of neces
sity, and hanged his old comrades as fast 
as he could lay hands on them.
'  Kidd was hanged about this time, too, 
in  1701, to be precise. The disruption of 
.M organ’s allied fleet of buccaneers, the 
death of Kidd, and the end of Captain Eng
land spelled the close of the great buccaneer 
era. The English frigates, at peace with 
Spain, scattered the pirates, who were forced 

,in ones, or pairs at most, to the Pacific or 
the American, coast. In time they vanished 
from  the seas.

For some had died by rum and sword,
Yelling, heave-ho an’ a heigh-O!

And some at the dock on a long taut cord, 
With a ho, an’ a heigh, an’ a heave-0!

It was during this scurry that all ships 
made haste to get rid of their tell-tale loot. 
After they had buried it they could sail the 
high seas after more pickings, and it was 
a l l  right as long as they were not caught in 
the act, or discovered with a lost ship’s loot 
aboard. Hence the numerous burials of 
treasure, or at least of evidential matter, 
such as ships’ papers, large supplies of rum 
(piratical evidence of an undeniable sort!) 
a n d  miscellaneous curios taken from ships 
that had been missing for some time.

But, to return to Oak Island— the Cocos 
Island of the-North— an eminent engineer, 
after studying the operations of the various 
syndicates, expressed the opinion that no 
treasure is buried in “ the Money Pit”  of 
Oak Island. His reasons are: “ It would 
have been a long and tremendous operation 
to dig  a tunnel by, hand over one hundred 
feet under pound; the opening, or drain,

could not have been kept open on a sea 
beach. Water did not reach the ‘Money 
Pit’ through a tunnel, because water was 
always struck at the level of the seventeen- 
foot strata of coarse gravel and sand. It 
was salt water, and percolated through from 
the bay, one hundred and fifty feet distant. 
The more the water was pumped the easier 
it came; the sand settling to the bottom 
of the strata, while the clay above re
mained intact.”

The engineer reasons further, that no 
borings ever brought up links of gold chain 
or anything else of value, because such arti
cles do not stick to a flat chisel, or auger, 
through one hundred and twenty feet of 
water. Different operators are reported to 
have found traces of the treasures at differ
ent depths, from one hundred and ten feet 
to one hundred and fifty feet, all in a five- 
by-seven hole. The treasure must have 
dropped fifty feetl

One syndicate discovered (?) a bit of 
sheepskin parchment which was exhibited 
to credulous stockholders and would-be 
purchasers of stock. It is understood that 
more stock was then sold and more work 
done, without result.

Quite recently a new company was formed 
to grapple with the secret of Oak Island, 
which has already swallowed at least a hun
dred thousand dollars in labor and machin
ery. For more than a century, sane, hard- 
headed Nova Scotians have tried to reach 
the bottom of the “ Money Pit,”  and as an 
attractive speculation it has no rival in the 
field of treasure-seeking. There may be 
documents somewhere in existence, a chart 
or memorandum moldering in a sea chest 
in some attic or cellar of France, England 
or Spain, that will furnish the key to 
this rarely picturesque and tantalizing 
puzzle.

The unbeliever has only to go to Nova 
Scotia in the Summer-time and seek out 
Oak Island, which is reached by way of the 
town of Chester, to find the deeply pitted 
area of the treasure hunt, and very probably 
engines and workmen busy at the fine old 
game of digging for pirates’ gold.

So much for Oak Island. Now for some 
facts about Captain Kidd. As for his riches, 
the original documents in his case, preserved 
among the state papers of the Public Record 
Office in London, relate with much detail 
what booty he had and what he did with it. 
Alas! They reveal the futility of the searches
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after “ the stout sea chest buried above 
high-water mark.”

Beyond doubt, the only authentic Kidd 
treasure was dug u p  and inventoried at G ar
d in e r ’s Is la n d  more than two hundred years 
ago! Nor has the slightest clue to any other 
hoard been found since then.

Most of the Kidd treasure-legends of the 
Atlantic Coast are based upon fable and 
legend, with no more foundation than what 
somebody heard from his grandfather, who 
may have dreamed that Captain Kidd or 
Blackbeard once landed in a near-by cove.

BURIED TREASURE IN THE ISLES OF SHOALS

NO COVES or islands of our 
North Atlantic seaboard are 
richer in buried-treasure le
gends than are the Isles of 
Shoals lying just off the New 
Hampshire coast. Here are 
said to be buried v a r io u s  
treasures, some of them said to 
have been the booty of the 

celebrated Captain Teach, or “ Blackbeard,” 
as he was often called.

He is supposed to have buried immense 
treasure here, some of which is said to have 
been dug up and appropriated by the island
ers. One of the old legends runs as follows:

On one of his cruises, while lying off the 
Scottish coast waiting for a rich trader, he 
was boarded by a stranger who came off in a 
small boat from the shore. The visitor de
manded to be led before the pirate chief, 
in whose cabin he remained closeted for 
some time.

At length Blackbeard appeared on deck 
with the stranger, whom he introduced as a 
comrade. The vessel they were expecting 
soon came in sight and, after a bloody con
flict, became the prize of Blackbeard. The 
newcomer had shown such bravery that he 
was given command of the captured mer
chantman.

The stranger soon proved himself to be a 
pirate leader of great skill and bravery, and 
went cruising off to the southward and the 
coasts of the Spanish Main. At last after 
his appetite for wealth had been satisfied, 
he sailed back to his native land of Scot
land, made a landing and returned on board 
with the insensible body of a beautiful 
young woman in his arms.

The pirate ship then made sail, crossed 
the Atlantic, and anchored in the roadstead

of the Isles of Shoals. Here the crew passed 
the time in secreting their riches and carous
ing. The commander’s portion was buried 
on an island apart from the rest. He 
roamed over the isles with his beautiful 
companion, forgetful, it would seem, of his 
fearful trade, until one day a sail was seen 
standing in for the islands.

All was now activity on board the pirate; 
but before getting under way the outlaw 
carried the maiden to the island where he 
had buried his treasure, and made her take 
a fearful oath to guard the spot from mortals 
until his return, “were it till doomsday.”

The strange sail proved to be a warlike 
vessel in search of the freebooter.' A long 
and desperate battle ensued, in which the 
cruiser at last silenced her adversary’s guns. 
The vessels were grappled for a last struggle 
when a terrible explosion strewed the sea 
with fragments of both. Stung to madness 
by defeat, knowing that if taken alive a 
gibbet awaited him, the rover had fired the 
magazine, involving friend and foe in a 
common fate.

A few mangled wretches succeeded in 
reaching the islands, only to persish misera
bly, one by one, from hunger and cold. The 
pirate’s mistress remained true to her oath 
to the last, or until she had succumbed to 
want and exposure.

By report, she had been seen more than 
once on White Island— a tall, shapely figure, 
wrapped in a long sea-cloak, her head and 
neck uncovered, except by a profusion of 
golden hair. Her face is described as ex
quisitely rounded, but pale and still as mar
ble.

She takes her stand on the verge of a low, 
projecting point, gazing fixedly out upon 
the ocean in an attitude of intense expec
tation. A former race of fisherman averred 
that her ghost was doomed to haunt those 
rocks “ until the last trump shall sound,” 
and that the ancient graves to be found on 
the islands were tenanted by Blackbeard’s 
men.

It is quite likely that certain treasure is 
still hidden among the Isles of Shoals, se
creted by followers of the pirate John 
Quelch. That gold was actually brought 
ashore is proved by an entry' in the record 
of the town of Salem, Massachusetts. The 
record, which was written in the year 1704, 
reads as follows:

“ Major Stephen Sewall, Captain John 
Turner, and forty volunteers embarked in a
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-Shallop and left Fort Pinnance after sunseT 
to go in search of some pirates who sailed 
-from Gloucester in the morning. Major 
Sewall brought into Salem a galley, Cap
tain Thomas Lowrimore, on board of which 
h e  had captured some pirates, and som e o f  
their gold  at the Isles of Shoals. Major 
Sewall carried the pirates to Boston under 
a strong guard. Captain Quelch and five 
of his crew are hung. About thirteen of the 
ship’s company remain under sentence of 

. death, and several more are cleared.”
' I t  is fairly certain that not all of the ill- 
gotten gold of Quelch was taken away from 
the Isles of Shoals by this expedition, and 
if not, there it lies to this day.

THE TREASURE ON “ SPREAD-EAGLE”  ISLAND

C A S C O  B A Y ,  
on  th e  M a in e  
coast, is a favor
ite region for ru
mors of b u r ie d  
t r e a s u r e , as in
deed is a lm o st 
every indentation 

of the Atlantic seaboard from the Carolinas 
to N ova Scotia; but a tale that seems to 
be somewhat truthful comes from the wa
ters north of there— the Bay of Fundy. It 
is the story of an island which has never 
yet been found, although there is said to 
be a chart of it in existence which is as 
good as any chart in any story book, and 
has the advantage of being apparently 
genuine.

, This treasure island is called “ Spread- 
E agle Island.” It is supposed to lie near 
the head of the Bay of Fundy, and to have 
buried on it a treasure of gold of great value. 
T h e  exact nature and quantity of treasure, 
as well as its origin, is somewhat vague; but 

•  th a t several men have had the utmost confi
dence in the existence of the hoard, and 

_ have sought persistently for it for genera
tions, ought to count for something.

About thirty-two years ago an old 
Frenchman turned up at Eastport, Maine. 
H e set about fitting out a small Digby-built 
schooner for a mysterious trip. It seems the 
Frenchman was comparatively ignorant— a 
common sailor. But he had an idea, and a 
paper which he guarded carefully, and it 

— became known that this schooner and this 
expedition were the culmination of a life 
dream, the investment of a life’s savings.

He hired a negro as an assistant, and 
sailed up Passamaquoddy Bay. After he 
left Eastport, it was rumored that the old 
Frenchman had in his possession a queer 
old fiiap with a picture of a bird on it, with 
words written on the wings and head and 
tail.

At irregular intervals fishermen reported 
the Frenchman’s schooner as cruising 
around among the islands in the Bay of 
Fundy. They also reported that the old 
man himself spent a great deal of his time 
ashore prowling around the woods and rocks 
of various islands.

A few months later the old Frenchman 
returned to Eastport, alone and broken
hearted. His schooner had been wrecked, 
and the negro helper drowned. But he had 
survived, and so had his curious map, 
which he showed to several sympathizers. 
It was the map of an island shaped like a 
spread eagle. Between the wings, on the 
back, well up toward the neck of the bird, 
was a circle, designating where a great treas
ure was supposed to be buried.

The old man had had this map in his pos
session for fully sixty years, and his father 
and grandfather had had it before him. It 
had been his dream to save enough money 
with which to cross the seas, buy a small 
vessel, and search for the island that was 
shaped like a bird. And now his dream was 
shattered.

But we now have a fact which goes to 
support this story thirty-two years old. In 
1909 a middle-aged sailor appeared among 
the islands of the Bay of Fundy. He was a 
stranger. He made a palpable pretext of 
lobster fishing, and aroused the curiosity of 
the local fishermen. To a village magnate, 
a person reported as not having enough 
imagination to lie, even if he wanted to, this 
sailor told a strange story.

When a cabin-boy in a Pacific trader some 
twenty-two years before, so the story goes, 
he had made the acquaintance of an old 
Frenchman called “ Jules,”  who died of 
scurvy and old age. Jules loved in his senile 
way to tell the cabin-boy strange tales. He 
had apparently “ seen things” in his day. 
Among other stories he told the boy of an 
immense treasure which was supposedly 
buried on a certain spread-eagle-shaped is
land in the Bay of Fundy.

Old Jules told the boy that he himself had 
searched for the island, but had failed. His 
story finished, the old man fished out of his
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ditty-bag a tattered old map showing an 
island shaped like a spread eagle, with a 
circle on it between the wings, “ well up on 
the back, near the neck of the bird.”

History was repeating itself. Here was a 
man who had met the old Frenchman in his 
later years. With the map in his possession 
through all these years, the cabin-boy, now 
a middle-aged man, at last came to the Bay 
of Fundy. And there he was at last ac
counts, still up there, lobster-fishing for a 
daily living, but always moving from one 
of the many islands to another, fishing, dig
ging, dreaming— living with the hope that 
he will one day find “ the island shaped like 
a spread eagle,” the Treasure Island of his 
dreams.

SU N KEN  COLD ALONG THE FLORIDA K E YS

FLORIDA is famous not only 
for its treasures of golden-hued 
oranges and other semi-tropical 
fruits, but also for its stores of 
hidden and sunken gold, secreted 
on or lost off its sandy shores 
years and years ago.

A chain of coral and coquina 
keys extends south from St. 
Augustine, around the southern
most extremity of the peninsula, 
to Key West and the Dry Tor- 
tugas. A shorter chain runs up 
the west coast. History and 
tradition lias it that these islets 
were visited by the desperate 

daredevils who frequented the waters of 
the Spanish Main and the Gulf of Mexico 
in the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries, 
and the average native Floridian has an 
abiding faith in the belief that, could these 
low-lying sandy keys be made to disgorge 
their stores of piratical treasure, gold enough 
would be found to transform half the popu
lation into multi-millionaires.

The existence of such treasure has, in a 
measure, been proved during the lifetime 
and within the memory of many people 
now living in southern Florida, for in a 
number of instances several of these long-

concealed hoards have actually been 
brought to light, thus inspiring and strength
ening the belief in the existence of larger 
and more valuable wrecks and deposits.

There is, for instance, a pretty little 
place in the southern part of the State, in 
De Soto County, known as Grove City. 
It is situated on the mainland, near the 
Gulf of Mexico, to the north of Charlotte 
Harbor, and opposite Gasparilla Island. 
It is here, in this region, either on the main
land or on the island which bears his name, 
that the desperado Gasparilla is said to 
have buried the greater part of his ill-gotten 
booty.

A legend of the locality relates that Gas
parilla came ashore one evening just after 
nightfall and buried chests of treasure 
somewhere immediately above high-water 
mark. The story runs that not only, this 
treasure, but several Gasparilla treasures in 
the shape of golden doubloons and bars of 
the same precious metal are still buried in 
the neighborhood. The intrinsic value of 
the buried wealth is estimated as being not 
far from eleven millions of dollars. Scores 
of treasure-seekers have sought in vain for 
this great store of hidden gold.

In Grove City there is a story extant to 
the effect that an old pirate by the name of 
Gomez, said to have been a member of Gas- 
parilla’s band of cutthroats, was present 
upon several occasions when his chief landed 
for the purpose of burying his wealth. 
Gomez survived Gasparilla, but never made 
any attempt to locate or disturb the treas
ure during his lifetime, on account, he said, 
“ of the souls of the dead pirates, who spent 
most of their time, when they were not 
howling over the miser}' of their fate or 
playing havoc with ships during a storm, 
in watching the places where the gold had 
been buried in the sands.”

Gomez is reported to have said that he 
had too much good sense to disturb or at
tempt to remove a mass of treasure, no 
matter howT great, guarded by such watch
ers as these. He knew the old crew of Cap
tain Gasparilla too well to risk an encounter 
with any of them, alive or dead.
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Gomez was a cabin-boy aboard Gaspa- 
rilla’s ship when the pirate is said to have 
landed and buried his chief treasure; and, 
according to Frank Richards, a former old 
resident of Manatee County, Gomez said 
that he could'find it in the dark, only “ the 
saints preserve him from ever going near 

- the place after sunset!”  It  is not recorded 
that Richards ever made any effort to locate 
definitely the buried gold, although he is 

■ said to have been on intimate terms with 
the erstwhile cabin-boy of the pirate ship, 
whose life was spared on account of his 
youth when Gasparilla was captured.

An old resident of Punta Gorda, Florida,
' says that some years ago, during the early 

nineties, two unknown young men -came 
ashore from a small sloop and camped for 
several weeks on an island north of Gaspa
rilla Island. Little or nothing was seen of 
them upon the mainland, and then they 
departed as secretly as they came. Persons 
Who had been watching the island from a 
distance reported that two men had loaded 
something aboard their sloop just before 
sunset upon thê  evening of their disap
pearance.

Later, a party of sponge-gatherers went 
out to the island, landed, visited the de
serted camp, and much to their surprise 
found the island pitted with holes. Upon 
high ground they found one hole deeper 
and larger than the others, and near it the 
scattered fragments of what had once been 
a large wooden chest. Clearing out some 
of the sand which had streamed back into 
the hole, the searchers came upon frag
ments of eight skeletons.

Several weeks later it is recorded that 
there was a heavy sale of old Spanish gold 
coin in the city of New Orleans, and that 
th e proceeds were turned over to two young 
strangers who had more of the coin, and 
w ho “ eventually became wealthy.”

On the southern extremity of the Pinellas 
. Peninsula, which is heavily wooded and 

overgrown with shrubbery, vines and creep
ers, is a point of land known thereabouts as 
“ M axim o Point.”  It is upon this point of 
land, running far down into the waters of 
Great Tam pa Bay, and separating it from 
the G ulf o f Mexico, that the pirate Maximo 
is said to  have made his home.

M axim o was an old man when he retired 
from h is  chosen profession. It was upon 
the v ery  extremity of the point bearing his 
name t h a t  he made his home, overlooking

the place of meeting of the waters of Great 
Tampa Bay and the blue waves of the Gulf 
of Mexico.

He surrounded his cottage with a screen 
of tropical foliage, and is said to have kept 
a small sloop provisioned and watered in a 
small cove nearby, so that in case of an 
emergency he could have made his escape 
seaward. He never went far away from his 
cottage, never spent a picayune which he 
could help; and, of course, viewed from the 
native Floridian’s standpoint, what he did 
not spend he must have saved.

Maximo is said to have died peacefully 
in his bed, as all honest men should, after a 
life of crime, and possessed of all his wick
edly gained wealth. In explanation of his 
reluctance to spend money or make any at
tempt to dispose of any of his store of gold 
and jewels, the story runs that one of his 
victims, when dying, cursed the pirate with 
an elaborate series of blasphemies, and 
prophesied that, should Maximo ever at
tempt to reap any satisfaction from the 
wealth gained through robbery and murder, 
an evil fate would most surely overtake 
him.

Scared by the prophecy, Maximo became 
a miser, and is said to have spent the bal
ance of his life guarding and hoarding the 
gold in which he could take no satisfaction. 
At the present time, the burning question 
is, “ What became of the gold?”  Several 
attempts have been made to locate the 
hoard, but as yet it has not been unearthed. 
It is said that it was buried upon the point 
of land in the vicinage of his cottage; others 
have it that he took the treasure over to 
Tampa and secreted it upon the mainland.

One night during the early part of ^03 
a party of negroes from Tampa landed on 
Maximo Point for the purpose of making a 
search for the treasure. One of the men is 
said to have had in his possession a chart 
showing where the gold was buried. He had 
bought it, he said, from a Cuban cigar- 
maker in Tampa, who in turn pretended to 
have secured it from his father, who had 
once sailed with Maximo.

They found the location of the treasure, 
as set forth upon the chart, and commenced 
to dig. It was as dark as pitch, the moon 
had not yet risen. At the most interesting 
moment, just as their shovel struck— so the 
story has it— what must have been the lid 
of a great oaken chest, there arose an infer
nal uproar at sea. They heard pistol-shots,
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irieks of horror, curses, and great splashes 
when the bodies of the dead pirates struck 
le water.”
According to one of the stories which 

:company this buried treasure, Maximo 
ime ashore one night with a chest of gold, 
trange ships had been sighted in the offing, 
id he feared that he might be captured, 
he treasure was safer on land, buried in 
le sand above high-water mark. With the 
irate chief was the second in command, 
> bloodthirsty a wretch as Maximo him- 
df, and several members of his crew who, 
happened, had recently been mutinous. 
Their task of secreting the treasure fin- 

hed, Maximo and his lieutenant made no 
mes of shooting the mutinous sailors and 
dling their bodies overboard to become 
ie prey of the innumerable sharks which 
fest those waters, or to be carried by the 
des to some one of the sandy islets skirting 
ie shore.
The negro treasure-seekers had heard, it 

ipeared, this story of Maximo’s cold- 
ooded act, for, dropping their tools they 
:-d away up the peninsula as if the devil 
mself were after them. They never 
opped running until they reached the 
iwn of St. Petersburg. They were half 
:ad with fright, but thankful that they 
id been able to get safely away and out of 
ie clutches of the murderous Maximo and 
s bloodthirsty lieutenant. There is not 
lough gold in the banks of Tampa to 
mpt those negroes to renew their search 
>r the buried gold of Maximo. They 
ould not think of again visiting the place
daylight; as for after dark-----
In Monroe County, down on the southern 
>ast of Florida, are situated what are 
lown as the Ten Thousand Islands; and, a 
:tle farther to the south, another group in 
ie great bay of Ponce de Leon. Nearly all 
this part of the State is made up of ever- 

ades, of swamps, brackish or salt water 
kes, and islets. To attempt a scientific 
ploration of this region, one would need 
any things beside instruments for deter- 
ining the latitude and longitude. Pro- 
sions for several weeks would have to be 
ken along, so great is the danger of he
lming lost.
There is a story current of this region to 
ie effect that late one afternoon a hunter 
id fisherman found himself in a part of 
ie Ten Thousand Islands— a part unknown 
i him. In fact, he was lost. While looking

around for an islet dry enough upon which 
to camp for the night he came across the 
“ hulk of an old pirate craft.”  Superstitious 
and fearful to a degree, the fisherman hesi
tated to investigate the old vessel. All his 
life long he had heard stories of mysterious 
wrecks and long-lost Spanish galleons deeply 
laden with gold and jewels. He was inter
ested— extremely so— but was afraid to 
board the old wreck, still— according to his 
tale— in a fine state of preservation. Fi
nally, after turning tail and fleeing the vicin-- 
age of the wreck, the superstitious one came 
across the deserted hut of a Seminole In
dian, where he put up for the night.

Early in the morning, as soon as there was 
light enough to see, the fisherman got away 
as expeditiously as possible. Afterward, he 
said that he feared all sorts of ills, and the 
vengeance of the dead pirates should he 
have touched the ship or its contents. It 
was suggested that the wreck might possi
bly have been that of a Spanish galleon— not 
that of a pirate vessel.

“ No,” was the answer of the frightened 
native. He said that he knew the wreck 
was that of a pirate craft, simply because 
“ it looked like one.” Little needs to be 
added.

Down at Myers, not far from the scene 
of the buried treasure of Gasparilla, they 
still tell the story of the golden doubloons 
of Tiger Tail. Tiger Tail was a genuine old 
Seminole chief, who one day came from the 
swamps to civilization bearing with him 
several old Spanish doubloons which he said 
he had found on a wreck among the Ten 
Thousand Islands.

Tiger Tail refused to give the location of 
the wreck, declaring firmly that he did not 
purpose telling any white man where he 
could find a store of golden coin. From a 
numismatic standpoint, Tiger Tail’s old 
coins proved highly desirable, for he sold 
them to a winter resident who took them 
north.- Then the old Seminole chief re
turned to his native Everglades, taking 
with him more money in the shape of good 
government greenbacks than any South 
Florida Indian had ever seen before.

Tiger Tail never returned to civilization 
after his appearance with the old Spanish 
coins. His death was reported soon after
ward. Therefore, it follows that the story 
of the wreck of the “ pirate craft”  stranded 
among the Ten Thousand Islands,, as told 
by the superstitious hunter-fisherman, must
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been partly true. If not, where did 
> Tail get Ms old Spanish gold?

the early part of the nineteen- 
a party of Spaniards visited Key 

in search of a Spanish ship loaded 
.a  great treasure which they said had 
, carried far into the interior of Florida 

, the crest of a tidal wave many years ago. 
* t said that this party searched the region, 

or less thoroughly, around the Ten 
1 Islands; and that it also explored 

i waters and islands of Ponce de Leon Bay. 
Il understood that this search bore no fruit. 

In K ey West itself there is an old Conch 
r, who plies his calling in the waters 

_____ bouts, who says he knows where there

ta  Spanish galleon— “ a very large sMp.” 
im wreck lies among the keys to the east- 
•Wtsasi of Key West; and, according to the 

sponger, it  is standing upright on the hard 
bottom in one of the channels, with 

less than, thirty feet of water over i t  It is 
covered with sand, but not too deeply 

[Rinded to interfere greatly with the work of 
[investigating it.

T h e sponger claims that he can go to the 
ex a ct location of the old wreck any day; 
th a t it  is not far from Key West, some dis- 
h u e e  from the open sea; and that the water 
Covering the old hulk is seldom troubled by 
storm s, or Mgh winds. Furthermore, he 
claim s that he has seen the name of the ves
sel upon the stem of the wreck; “ knows that 
she holds a cargo of treasure, having 
traced  her, by means of her name, back to 
her sailing port.”

But the canny Conch refuses to give the 
location to any one,-or to sell his informa
tion for less than ten thousand dollars. At 
last accounts he was willing to sell a half 
interest for that amount of money.

“Then,” he is quoted as saying, “ I ’d go 
.there with a couple of good divers, shovel 
away the sand, and remove the treasure in 
short order.”

That many treasure-laden Spanish gal
leons were wrecked along the Florida Keys 
while dodging pirate craft can scarcely be 
doubted. That victorious pirates were, for 
obvious reasons, compelled to seek some 
lonely key on wMch to hide their treasure, 
seems equally reasonable.

Much of the treasure, of the gold, silver, 
pieces of eight and golden images known 
to have been taken from the ships of the 
Spanish, has never been accounted for, 
either by the pirates themselves or the 
people of the towns where they often visited 
to drink, eat and carouse. The mines of 
Mexico, Central America, and Peru were 
pouring millions of dollars into the holds of 
the plate ships. Spain was becoming the 
richest nation on earth. There were times, 
however, when the Spnaish grandees and 
the king himself went into'violent rages. 
News would come that another of the plate 
fleets had been cut to pieces by some half- 
naked band of pirates which had swarmed 
over their high rails like so many enraged 
wildcats.

What became of the millions that were 
taken in this manner, no one knows. Part 
of it has been accounted for in various 
roundabout ways. Thus, pirate gold built 
up many of the cities of the Caribbean. 
But millions of pieces of eight, tons of 
silver bars, plates and ingots, and thou
sands of pounds of the red gold of the Incas 
seems to have disappeared for all time since 
the ships fell in with the pirates.

Well-authenticated treasure-wrecks just 
to the eastward of Key West have to do with 
a most romantic and thrilling story of crime. 
In the year 17x7, Charles Vane, a notorious 
pirate of West Indian waters, captured 
about $80,000 in pieces of eight and silver 
bars that were being taken by divers from 
one of five plate ships that had gone down 
in a storm. As fast as the silver was brought 
to the surface by the divers it was stored
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temporarily in a little fort on the mainland 
to await the guardacosta vessel, which was 
taking the treasure in instalments to Ha
vana.

Vane learned of this sunken and partly 
raised treasure, and made a sudden descent 
upon the fort. He drove off the guard, 
loaded his own vessel with the bullion and 
coin, and then sailed out to the vessel from 
which the divers were working. He cap
tured that ship, and then sailed away, 
leaving the destitute crew and divers ma
rooned on a small barren key.

Old records in Madrid show that fully 
three million dollars in bullion must still 
remain in the holds of these five wrecks off 
Key West, after allowing for the million 
that was raised and taken to Havana.

As for the gold secreted upon the keys, 
and in the bayous and swamps of the main
land of Florida itself, much can be written 
about it, but little definite information can 
be given. One sandy Florida key looks as 
much like another sandy key as one black 
cat resembles another. Then, again, within 
the tropics everything changes in short 
space. Visit a place today, and then return 
in a year or so. The location can scarcely 
be recognized. It may be overgrown with 
tropical foliage and vines; it may have been 
swept clean by wind and wave.

A chart is of little value— even granted 
that it may be a genuine document. This 
statement may be accounted for in this 
way: After these stores of wealth were
buried, many of the pirates feared to return 
to the scenes of their misdeeds, and found 
homes in distant lands. There they made 
charts of the locations where they supposed 
they had buried their treasure. But in 
many cases their memories were defective, 
or they had failed properly to size up the 
salient points of the location at the time of 
their visit.

The charts are usually small, scribbled on 
scraps of soiled paper with a lead pencil as 
often as not; and the location of the treasure 
is invariably indicated by a cross dispro
portionately large; so that even granting 
that the document is genuine, the precise 
spot in which to dig is not positively ascer
tainable; the cross may cover any spot 
within a radius of a thousand feet. And in 
treasure-hunting one may just as well miss 
by a mile as miss by a foot- -which may 
possibly explain why the bulk of the buried 
and sunken treasure on and off Florida and

its keys still remains underground, or under
water, or wherever the elements and the 
old pirates were responsible for placing it

TH E G REATEST SU N K E N  T R E A SU R E  
IN THE W ORLD

DOWN at the bottom of Vigo Bay, a 
little indentation on the northwest 

coast of Spain, lies the richest treasure 
trove in the world. There rest the hulks oi 
seventeen Spanish galleons, sunk to save 
their burdens of riches when the combined 
fleets of the Dutch and English, under Lord 
Ormond and Admiral Rooke, swept down 
upon them, far back at the beginning of 
the eighteenth century.

Within them are gold ingots, pieces of 
eight and silver bars, pearls and emeralds 
and diamonds, wondrously wrought things 
of precious metals, gems and rare woods— 
the garnering of three years by Spain in 
her West Indies during the height of her 
sovereignty in the New World.

And all this to the sum of $120,000,000! 
As fascinating as Stevenson’s “ Treasure 

Island” will be the story of the search for 
this wealth, and more bizarre than any of 
the dreams of Verne or of Wells are the 
means to be used to raise the treasure from 
the bed of the sea. Steel tubes, called by 
their inventor hydroscopes, will peer down 
into the waters of Vigo Bay to the decks that 
have been in darkness for centuries. Flash
ing up through these tubes will go pictures, 
the scene of the ocean-bed, the darting, 
fishes, the ghostly lines of the ships, into a 
great camera into which men will peer, chart
ing as the scenes flash before them a map 
of the submerged fleet.

Under this tube, over the sand and about 
the galleons, will crawl a distorted shape 
like a huge insect, darting other rays of 
light. From its front will be thrust long 
articulated arms with iron claws at their 
ends, and down into the ancient holds they 
will be thrust, to be withdrawn, possibly 
full of treasure. Within, men will work, 
directing the mechanism that moves the 
groping claw-s and lifts them with their 
loads. Then, from the tremendous tube 
hanging above their creeping submarine 
will reach other long steel arms, gripping 
the chests lifted to them.

Marine elevators will sink down among 
the galleons, hover about the submarine 
for a time, and then, distended, will rise
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slowly to the surface, where other men will 
await them, ready to empty them of their 
riches.

Strangely enough, too, English Admirals, 
descendants, in profession at least, of the 
old bulldogs whose teeth the treasure es
caped, are at the head of the movement to 
salvage the galleons. There are a few earls 
and persons of rank in the enterprise, also.

For their success they depend upon the 
marvelous inventions for the exploration 
of the sea-bottom which are the work of the 
Cavaliere Giuseppe Pino— the hydroscope, 
the crawling submarine, and the marine 
elevators.

There is no question of the galleons being 
there. They have already been viewed by 
the members of the expedition, have been 
photographed, and coins and cannons have 
been taken from them, just to show that it 
is no wild-goose chase that is being projected. 
Spain itself is so convinced of the possibility 
of recovering their contents that she has 
granted the English company a royal de
cree, which gives them the sole right to 
salvage the ships, with their contents, until 
the end of the year 1915— and she only in
sists upon getting twenty per cent, of what 
is found. As this will leave the seekers a 
clean hundred million for themselves, they 
are not objecting. ,

In the golden age of Spain’s history she 
drew from her mines in the West Indies 
gold and silver to the value of more than 
$45,000,000 a year. In 1702 a fleet of gal
leons brought home the accumulated treas
ure of some'three years, amounting to some 
$140,000,000 in value, with precious mer
chandise almost equally valuable. Arrived 
safely at Vigo Bay, the seventeen Spanish 
galleons were attacked by the combined 
English and Dutch fleets, under Admiral Sir 
George Rooke, and it was to save the con
tents from falling into the victorious hands 
of the allies that the galleons were sunk.

The allies, however, secured as booty a 
sum put down at $2,250,000. Some of the 
gold and silver was adapted to the national 
currency in England, and a large number 
of five-guinea gold pieces, and half-guinea 
and silver pieces were issued, to the value 
of about $200,000. A number of commemo
rative medals also were struck from the 
captured gold by the order of Queen Anne. 
The Spaniards succeeded in saving from the 
enemy a sum estimated at $2,500,000. A 
fraction of the sunken treasure has been 
recovered at different times, but not more 
than $1,500,000. The wealth still remaining 
at the bottom of Vigo Bay, in gold and silver 
alone, is fully $120,000,000. In arriving 
at this figure the specie was reckoned at its 
value in the beginning of the eighteenth 
century. Its numismatic value will far 
exceed those figures.

As soon as the battle ended, attempts 
were made to recover the wealth by the 
Spanish Government, who, being unable 
to attain success, later began to grant spe
cial charters to private companies. A suc
cession of attempts were made, the Govern
ment at first demanding as much as ninety- 
five per cent, of all treasure that might be 
brought from the bay. In 1728 a wealthy 
Frenchman, Alexandre Goubert, almost suc
ceeded in bringing one of the sunken vessels 
on shore, but it proved to be a French 
battleship.

An English expedition under William 
Evans worked for a year at Vigo, from the 
end of 1825, and succeeded, with a primitive 
diving-bell, in rescuing small amounts of 
silver, cannons, balls, and other objects.

The American Vigo Bay Treasure Com
pany, which after several years followed 
the latter expedition, succeeded in lifting 
one of the ships, which, however, went to 
pieces before it was raised, since it had not 
been properly strengthened.

When Dr. Carlos L. Iberti, an Italian

14
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archeologist of note, who has been asso
ciated with other of the Cavaliere Pino’s 
work, appeared before capitalists in Lon
don, it did not take hini long to gain their 
interest in Vigo Bay. Already this group 
had formed a company for the raising of 
certain wrecks, but when the Italian showed 
them his documents and other proofs of the 
existence of the ships, everything else went 
by the board.

An idea of the influences behind the plan 
can be gained by a glance at the directorate. 
This includes Rear-Admiral Sir Adolphus 
Fitz-George, Rear Admiral Charles Wind
ham, the Earl of Oxford, Mr. A. E. Carey, 
consulting engineer to the Salvage Associa
tion; Mr. J. Barr Robertson, director of the 
Interoceanic Railway of Mexico, Limited; 
Mr. C. H. Haywood, director of Balchin, 
Schulz & Co., Limited; Dr. C. L. Iberti, 
and Cavaliere G. Pino as the consulting 
engineer.

There is a lure about sunken treasure and 
pirates’ gold that sets even the staidest 
blood dancing and raises the Jolly Roger in 
the soul of the most circumspect. The 
personnel of the directorate of this treasure
hunting syndicate shows this to be a fact.

“ But why hasn’t anybody been able to 
get at this tremendous fortune?” Dr. Iberti 
was asked.

“ Because,” he answered, “ they were 
never able to go about it right.”

Already one of the Spanish galleons has 
been raised from Vigo Bay, but she chanced 
to have been laden with merchandise in
stead of valuables, and her cargo was long 
since ruined. A list of the articles recovered 
is given by Doctor Iberti as follows: “ an
chors, including that of the M iscr ico rd ia  of 
Santa Cruz, guns of different caliber, wood 
of various kinds, thirty gun-carriages, 
wheels, mortars, silver spoons, mariner’s 
compass, enormous cables, innumerable 
balls and bombs, statuettes of inlaid gold, 
magnificently engraved pipe-holders, Mexi
can porcelain torlas, or plates of silver, some 
weighing as much as eighty pounds; gold 
pieces stamped by the Royal Mint of 
Mexico and ingots from Peru.”

And right here belongs the story of how 
this expedition is going about it. It was 
almost solely because of these means that 
the Spanish Government has allowed the 
attempts to be made.

Chief of the inventions is the hydroscope, 
which might be described as a unique water-

telescope, although it is really much more 
than that.

Heretofore the greatest obstacle in the 
way of submarine work and research has 
been the fact that no form of light known 
would penetrate the intense darkness of the 
ocean a few fathoms below the surface.

But the hydroscope is a thing apart from 
all others known. Imagine a floating plat
form, somewhat like the deck of a sub
marine, so large that on it twenty men can 
stand at a time. From this floating plat
form descends for one hundred feet an im
mense telescope steel tube eight feet in 
diameter, and from which also depends a 
series of smaller tubes of a telescopic nature. 
The tube may be lengthened or shortened.

At the end is an enlargement, a complete 
optical chamber, which is in itself a kind of 
camera, provided with a most intricate syv 
tern of powerful lenses and reflectors that 
allow objects within a distance of two thou
sand square yards to be distinctly seen in 
the reflecting mirrors above. Out from just 
above this chamber are a series of mechani
cal arms which, in action, resemble the 
tentacles of an octopus. Immense windows 
of thick glass-like gigantic bull’s-eyes stud 
this lower chamber, and from these pour a 
flood of light.

It is, in fact, a telescope, a complicated 
one, but pointed downward into coral cav
erns or sunken ships instead of upward at 
the sun or the stars. Its complex system of 
lenses, twelve in number, answer to the ob
jective glass of a celestial telescope. To
gether with the internal mirrors, they pro
duce a clear picture of the sea-bottom, the 
rays of light passing up the tube to the sort 
of camera-obscura house at the top, which 
floats above the surface.

Down into the camera chamber one man 
can go to arrange the mechanism, but no man 
could stay there when the lights are turned 
on. This mechanism floats or is anchored 
above the parts of the sea-bed to be exam
ined. It is the locater or tester of this amaz
ing expedition.

But the hydroscope would be of limited 
use without companion mechanism for 
recovering the treasure. And here comes 
in the “ submarine worker,” the weirdest 
looking affair since Mr. Wells invented the 
walking machines of his Martians in “ The 
War of the Worlds.” In shape it is like an 
elongated egg or a fat insect, a little over 
nine feet in diameter.
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It  is designed jto resist the enormous 
pressures that ihcrease with every foot 
below a  depth of one hundred feet, has a 
record of eighty fathoms, and is so con
structed that it can work at any of these 
depths as easily as upon the surface. The 
boat is built of steel so cunningly fabricated 
that the hull is as solid as if made of a single 
piece. To the eye, however, the boat, with 
its slender arms, is not unlike a gigantic flea.

These arms are very ingenious features. 
They pass into the boat through water
tight universal joints that permit them to 
be moved in any direction, and on the ends 
of the arms are claw-like hands that can be 
controlled well-nigh as perfectly as one’s 
fingers.

When the boat reaches the bottom it is 
able to travel along the ocean-bed. For this 
purpose there is a single heavy wheel just 
under the keel upon which she will rest, and 
to give her motion there is a small propeller 
at the stem which is driven by an electric 
motor within the craft. The submarine is 
at all times in telephonic communication 

' with the surface vessel from which the big 
automatic dredges are controlled.

The essentials are the elevators, con
sisting, of several cylinders made of rubber- 
coated canvas, into which compressed air is 
pumped, each cylinder capable of raising 
forty tons out of the water, or any heavier 
weight, according to the size of the cylinder; 
mechanical arms to embrace the hull which 
is to be salved, or to pass cables beneath a 
keel when the wreck is" weak, and “pyro- 
pontoons,”  each one capable of bearing 
practically any weight. Once raised from 
the water by the pyro-pontoons, a ship may 
bo considered as in dock, with her hull in 
the natural position on the water, so that 
operations for repairing her may be carried 

■ out on the spot.
With all these the treasure ships will 

probably be raised.
A series of experiments recently were car

ried out in Vigo Bay with Pino’s inventions. 
The machinery was set up on board a fine 
yacht, the San Clemente, and the people of 
Vigo, the newspapers and the political and 
municipal authorities followed the search 
with the utmost interest and gave every 
support, while the Government assisted the 
work with one of the finest of its destroyers, 
the Audaz.

The first work was to study the sea-bed, 
to locate the ships with the help of the

hydroscope, to find their names and dimen
sions, to note the quality of the bottom, and 
to discover the currents and measure their 
force— in short, to make all preliminary ob
servations for a grand assault on the treas
ure. By way of experiment, several cannons 
were raised to the surface, and a quantity 
of wood was recovered, so well preserved as 
to resemble stone.

The wood in the ships, by the way, will be 
almost as valuable as the gold. There were 
stores of oak and rosewood in some. These, 
it has been found, have been made almost 
as hard as iron by the action of the sea
water, and are perfectly preserved. Don 
Montero Rios, president of the Upper 
House in Spain, has had a bed made of it. 
From time to time daring divers from the 
Vigo Bay neighborhood have made de
scents, coming to the surface with little 
trophies, now and then a coin or two, but 
not enough to make them wealthy.

The richest of the ships, which has been 
called “ the Monmouth Galleon,”  has never 
been touched. It lies in rather deep water 
on the Los Castros rock. Even this treasure- 
house, however, Doctor Iberti considers 
within reach of the metal arms of the sub
marine.

And that is how the greatest treasure lure 
of all old Spain, and indeed, of all the world, 
is being assailed. A t any moment we are 
quite likely to hear of the success of the 
syndicate, for it is well equipped and backed, 
and the bullion-laden galleons are by no 
means a myth.

THE TREASURE-GALLEON SANTA  
MARCHER1TA

OF TH E scores of once 
stately craft which dot the 
shallow floor of the Span
ish Main, none is more 
tempting than the wreck 
of the Santa Margherita. 
Upon the 23d of Septem- 

- ber, 1597, the galleon
set sail from the port of Santo Domingo, 
treasure-laden, for Spain. Her captain, 
Don Juan de Baca, had been entrusted by 
the governor of Santo Domingo with one of 
the greatest cargoes of gold, silver and pre
cious stones, ever sent back to old Spain from 
the New World. Conservative estimates 
have appraised the value of her freight as 
being worth at least seven millions of dollars.

Scarcely had the ship entered the Mona
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Passage between the islands of Santo Do
mingo and Porto Rico than she was caught 
in a violent southeasterly hurricane, and 
driven in a northwesterly direction straight 
toward the treacherous reefs and coral 
shoals of the Bahamas. When the captain 
saw that his ship was doomed, he placed a 
valuable chest of gold images and jewels 
into one of his small boats, manned it with 
his trusted mate and a picked crew, and 
bade them seek safety, if they could, by row
ing back to Santo Domingo or making one 
of the smaller nearby islands.

Captain de Baca himself and the greater 
part of the crew stayed by the ship, and 
were drowned. The small boat’s crew, see
ing that their only salvation lay in lighten
ing their small craft, soon threw overboard 
the treasure-chest. They finally made a 
landing upon Turk’s Island, and after the 
gale had subsided rowed back to Santo Do
mingo, bearing the news of the lost treasure- 
ship.

During the hundreds of years that have 
elapsed since that time, repeated efforts 
have been made to locate the lost ship, but 
up to the present writing, without substan
tial results.

The story of the lost treasure had almost 
become a myth, when it was revived and 
verified in a most startling manner. It 
seems that shortly after the Spanish- 
American War an English diver by the 
name of Layman, of Kingston, Jamaica, 
was employed by the United States War 
Department to go down and pick up a cut 
cable between the Island of Santo Domingo 
and the Bahamas.

While walking along the sandy bed of the 
ocean, exploring for the cable, Layman sud
denly came upon the rotting hulk of an old 
galleon. In the clear shallow water every 
detail of the wreck was plainly visible to the 
diver. Rounding her stern, Layman saw 
her name.

It was the S a n ta  M a rg lierila , the lost 
treasure-ship!

Thereupon the diver signaled hastily 
to be drawn up, and when the helmet was 
removed he was seen to be extremely pale 
and nervous. He pleaded illness, kept his 
own counsel, and made no more descent 
until the following day.

But in the meantime he ascertained from 
the ship’s navigator a comparatively accur
ate location on the chart of the spot where 
he had found the galleon. Then he con

tinued his work for the Government as if 
nothing unusual had happened.

As soon as possible after his contract with 
the Government had terminated, Layman 
came to the United States and sought to 
form a company to recover the sunken 
treasure. A t first, the diver’s story was dis
believed by all to whom he told it; then, 
after a lapse of nearly ten years, he suc
ceeded in organizing an expedition.

The work of discovery was to be carried 
on in a very systematic way by corporation, 
called the Southern Research Company. 
The principal members of the company 
were able-bodied, red-blooded Harvard 
graduates. Chartering the old cup-defend
er, Mayflower, they converted her into an 
auxiliary steamer, and sailed southward in 
mid-September, 1908.

Curiously enough, when almost at the 
spot marked on the diver’s chart indicating 
the location of the Santa Margherila, the 
Mayflower was caught in just such a hurri
cane as wrecked the galleon more than three 
centuries before. After being driven before 
the gale for three days and nights, the help
less yacht, dismasted and with bowsprit 
snapped short off, was sighted by a fruit 
steamer, and the little party taken off.

Scarcely had the unlucky Mayflower gone 
adrift as a derelict, than a company of Eng
lishmen at Kingston, Jamaica, chartered a 
stout schooner and fitted her up to prose
cute the search for the Spanish treasure 
After a short reconnoitering cruise she re
turned to Montego Bay, and in spite of the 
secrecy enjoined upon the members of the 
crew it was learned that divers employed 
by the British .expedition actually found 
some old Spanish coins w'hile hunting for 
the wreck. From this, believing that these 
coins were a part of the treasure cast over
board by the mate, it was conjectured that 
the wreck itself could not be far away.

After the Englishmen had made several 
unsuccessful cruises to the supposed location 
of the sunken galleon, they gave the project 
up in disgust. Thus, at the present time— 
unless the Americans still have faith enough 
in Layman’s chart to engage a larger craft— 
would-be-scekers of the unlucky Santa Mar- 
gherita have a clear field before them.

That the wreck is located between Puerto 
Plata and Turk’s Island, there can be very 
little doubt, for but a few years ago a party 
of native divers brought into K ingston five 
thousand dollars worth of old Spanish coins
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picked up in shallow water near Puerto 
Plata. These coins are believed to be a part 
of the valuables thrown overboard from the 
small boat of the treasure-ship.

All these stories tend to confirm the gen
eral belief that the galleon is sunk in the 
region above mentioned. West Indian 
waters outside of the harbors are remarka
bly clear, the bottom oftentimes being visi
ble at extreme depths. Thus, with a well 
organized and equipped expedition, it would 
seem to be merely a matter of capital and 
patience standing between the old wreck 
and its re-discovery.

From old records in Madrid, it has been 
learned that most of the treasure aboard 
the Santa Margherita consisted of gold 
gathered from the natives of the West In
dies and Central America. Some of this the 
Spaniards had melted into bullion, while 
still more of it was probably in the original 
forms in which the natives wrought it—  
rings, bracelets and other ornaments.

Should this treasure ever be found, it is 
expected that it will be sought eagerly by 
antiquarians and collectors, that it will bring 
far more than its intrinsic bullion value.

Who can deny but that twentieth-cen
tury methods, plus American grit and pa- 

' tience, will one day raise the precious cargo 
of the Santa Margherita?

THE “ k i n g ’s  f i f t h ”  OFF SANTIAGO 
DE CUBA

IF  THE day ever ar- 
rives when capitalists 

\  care to equip a sub- 
j 4  J marine, and thorough- 
•* '  ly explore the bed of

the Caribbean Sea 
just off Santiago de 
Cuba, it is possible 

that the remains of an old galleon may be 
discovered. The records are authentic. 
The loss of the treasure ship took place 
“ within sight of the observers on the bluffs 
of Santiago.”

It was 1560 when this galleon touched at 
Santiago. She was a stout ship in the Span
ish royal service, commanded by one Don 
Sebastian Jimenez. On her way to Spain 
with the “king’s fifth”— the royal perqui
site of those days— from a very rich silver 
mine on board, she had just left Santiago, 
and was bearing up for the Windward Pas
sage, when a violent tempest arose.

Driven irresistibly toward shore, Don 
Sebastian dropped his anchors, but the 
storm was not to be cheated. The vessel 
was tom from her moorings and driven upon 
the rocks. Clouds of spray, whipped up 
from the sea, hid further details from the 
watchers on shore, but as neither the cap
tain nor any of his men were seen again, 
there is but very little doubt but that the 
ship and all hands were lost.

In addition to twelve tons of bar silver on 
board this galleon, the records in Madrid 
show that she carried an immense quantity 
of personal treasure in the shape of gold and 
precious stones, the property of merchants 
homeward-bound upon other craft, who 
thought that their shipments would be safer 
aboard a ship in the royal service.

In so far as can be learned, no search has 
ever been made for this lost treasure-ship. 
That she was riven on the rocks “ within 
sight of the observers on the bluffs of San
tiago,”  would seem to be a significant state
ment, inasmuch as it would narrow the 
field of search. That— aside from the
twelve tons of silver— this wreck is worth 
searching for, would seem to be borne out 
by the “ immense quantity of personal 
treasure” on board. Spain’s rule in the 
New World was a rapacious and cruel one, 
her citizens greedy and grasping. Hence, 
if this royal galleon bore the personal treas
ure of Spanish merchants homeward-bound 
upon other craft, she must have indeed car
ried a precious freight.

There, apparently, somewhere within 
gunshot of the waters immortalized by 
Sampson and Schley, lies the husk of this 
old-time royal galleon, a princely lure for 
the bold sub-mariner who will conduct a 
patient search.

$ 20 ,0 0 0 ,0 0 0  IN TH IRTY-TW O SA L V A B L E  
W RECKS

TO THE round of rub
ber company prospec
tuses which for the last 
few years has been al
most the sole reading 
matter of the average 
Englishman, was re
cently added that of 
a company which has 

been formed to engage in the recovery 
of “ specie, bullion, tin, copper and other 
metals”  from wrecks lying around the
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coasts of South Africa. The company lays 
particular stress upon the fact that it will 
not engage itself in “ treasure hunting,” but 
will occupy itself in the work of the “ sal
vage of the above-named junk, and the re
covery of the contents of the wrecks afore
said, which have already been located, and 
in many instances surveyed.”

Previous to the opening of the Suez Canal, 
in 1S70, all British transports and East In- 
diamen made the voyage to and from the 
East by way of the Cape of Good Hope. 
Many were wrecked. Most of these weeks 
lie close to the shore, and all attempts to 
salve their contents were, until quite re
cently, attended by great, and in most 
cases, insuperable difficulties, owing to the 
inefficiency of diving and salving apparatus 
and the practical impossibility of removing 
the sand with which most vessels sub
merged for some years are covered.

During the last few years, however, great 
strides have been made in perfecting diving 
apparatus, and it is now practicable to work 
at a much greater depth than was hereto
fore possible. At the same time the intro
duction of the powerful centrifugal pumps 
now available, renders it possible to remove 
large quantities of sand in a very short time.

An experienced mariner and master sal
ver, Captain Gardiner, now working on the 
I .u tin r , is to superintend the operations on 
the wrecks. Evidently they are plentiful 
off South Africa, for it is stated that after 
an exhaustive search in the archives of 
Cape Colony the captain selected no fewer 
than one hundred and eighty-seven of the 
more valuable and accessible wrecks, and 
succeeded during the course of seven years, 
at an expenditure of $20,000, in locating 
thirty-two of them. Of these he has actu
ally surveyed sixteen and recovered prop
erty from four of them.

The Government of the Cape of Good 
Hope has granted licenses to work these

vessels, subject to a royalty of fifteen per 
cent, of the value of property recovered.

In his report Captain Gardiner says:
“ Although I have been able to ascertain 

the whereabouts and values of thirty-two 
wrecks, exhibiting assets representing a sum 
exceeding $20,000,000, I should mention 
that I am in a position to locate other 
wrecks, many of which offer to the recov- 
crcr prizes whose worth should figure at 
hundreds of thousands of pounds sterling.

“ I will not enter upon a detailed state
ment concerning the thirty-two wrecks to 
which I refer, but will confine myself to 
making mention of four.

“ No. 1 Wreck: It is recorded and cor
roborated in a report from the captain of 
this ship to directors of the East India 
Company that her cargo embraced, among 
other things, seven hundred and twenty 
bars of gold, one thousand four hundred 
bars of silver, nine boxes of precious stones 
and specie, the reputed aggregate value of 
which is calculated to exceed $5,000,000. 
The assets should be recovered with great 
facility and with less difficulty than from 
most of the other submerged vessels.

“She lies in from three and a half to four 
and a half fathoms of water. The hull is in
tact, and thus her contents are easily avail
able. Modern centrifugal pumps would 
extract the whole of the sand contained 
within her in from one to two months. It 
would be necessary, however, to construct 
a stage built on piles and erected over the 
place where she lies— a task easy of accom
plishment. On this stage the men could be 
housed and motor-pumps and diving-gear 
operated. The total cost of salvage should 
not exceed $35,000.

“No. 2 Wreck: This vessel is in a good 
salving position. Her contents, according 
to evidence of a thoroughly reliable nature, 
were valued at $1,000,000. I estimate that 
the greater part of the specie could be
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recovered in sjx months at a maximum cost 
of $35,000.

“No. 3 Wreck: The worth of the con
tents of this Vessel represents a value of 
more than $3,500,000 in specie. She lies in 
twelve fathoms of water, on an ocean bed, 

' covered by kelp. I am certain that with a 
few expert divers and a good, up-to-date 
plant the greater portion could be recovered 
at a cost of $60,000 in a period of six months, 
as there is no sand to extract from this ship.

“No. 4 Wreck: This vessel is in a similar 
position to the one stated above. She is in 
five fathoms of water and is filled with sand. 
From the investigation of authorized rec- 

; ords I  have ascertained she was carrying
• $4,000,000 in specie when lost; her bell gjid
• two other articles, easily accessible, were re- 
[ covered. She would have to be worked in a 
; similar way to No. 1. I  estimate that in or

dinary weather the expense of recovery
, would be under $30,000, and the time occu

pied in this operation should,not be over six 
months.”

TW ENTY-FIVE OTHER SUBMARINE PRIZES

NOT long since, the Spanish 
steamship Alfonso X II  foun
dered in deep water near the 
Canary Islands. Part of 
her cargo consisted of ten 
boxes of gold, each contain
ing ten thousand pounds 
sterling. After some delay, 
divers were sent out with 

the latest appliances, and nine out of the 
ten boxes of specie were brought up. Every 
attempt to locate the tenth chest was utter
ly futile, so that a fortune seems irrevoca
bly lost.

A Dutch bark, the Maria Theresa, sank 
fifty-five years ago in Goree Gateway, near 
Helvoetslius, on the coast of Holland. Her 
hull has recently been found, and some 
boatloads of her cargo of tin have been 
brought up by divers.

The schooner-yacht Star of the Sea, be
longing to Sir A. H. Dendy, of Torquay, 
was'sunk on the Banjaard Bank, Zeeland 
Coast, on July 5,1870. After an immersion 
of nineteen years, an iron safe containing fifty 
pounds sterling and a gold watch-chain has 
been recovered from this wreck, together 
with two small guns and twenty-two pigs of 
lead ballast.

A company has succeeded in gaining some

relics of the French frigate Danae of fifty-six 
guns, which was destroyed near Trieste, 
seventy-eight years ago, by an explosion 
in her powder-magazine, when her crew of 
six hundred men were hurled headlong into 
eternity. This find will throw some light 
on the construction and armament of the 
warships of. a century ago.

Some Danish speculators are reaping a 
harvest of golden grain from the depths of 
the sea which washes the coast of Jutland. 
Some years previously, the British steam
ship Helen, laden with copper, had foun
dered. All her cargo has been recovered; 
and it is probable that her machinery will 
follow, as the accumulation of sand in which 
the hull was imbedded, has now disap
peared.

A Russian frigate, the Alexander Nevsky, 
which was lost in 1868, has yielded twenty 
thousand pounds of brass. The sand which 
covered her has been scoured away, and an 
attempt will be made to get out her engines.

The British steamer Wesldale, laden with 
two thousand tons of iron, went down off 
the Danish coast in 1888. Nearly the whole 
cargo, her machinery, and great part of her 
fittings have been salved by these Jutland 
speculators.

Dredging operations at Santander, Spain, 
have resulted in the discovery of the well- 
preserved wreck of a war-ship of the fif
teenth or sixteenth century. She must 
have been in her present position for four 
hundred years, and was partly covered by a 
deposit of sand and mud. Divers have 
brought up guns which bear the united arms 
of Castile and Aragon, the scroll of Isabella, 
and the crown and initial of Ferdinand.

This ship would appear to have been em
ployed as a transport, and, inasmuch as 
some of the arms are of French and Italian 
make, it is supposed that she formed part 
of the fortunate expedition against Naples 
under Gonzalo de Cordoba. She probably 
foundered while entering the port of San
tander on her return from Italy, laden with 
trophies and plunder. Among the coins 
recovered are some bearing the image and 
superscription of Charles Vn. of France, and 
others, issued by various contemporary 
Italian states.

The ship Madagascar left Melbourne for 
England in 1853 with a large amount of 
bullion on board. Nothing definite has ever 
been heard of her since she was seen from Port 
Phillip Heads, steering a course for home.
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Piracy and many other more or less improb
able causes have been advanced to account 
for her disappearance. Some speculators, 
however, left Sydney for New Zealand in 
1899 to seek this long-lost ship and treasure, 
but the expedition was unsuccessful. A re
cently discovered wreck is supposed to be 
the one in question.

Another expedition recently sailed for the 
west coast of Africa to attempt the re
cover}' of the specie, gold-dust, and ivory 
from the wreck of the steamship Gambia, 
which struck on a sunken reef near Cape 
Palmas and went to the bottom about 
thirty-five years ago. It is the belief of the 
promoters of this scheme, that the steam
er’s safe containing the valuables is still 
intact. A diver is reported to have salved 
two thousand pounds’ worth of ivory; but 
death had claimed him before he could 
reach the safe.

Divers are exploring the bed of the ocean 
near Galley Head, on the south coast of Ire
land, in search of the wreck of the steamship 
Crescent C ity , which sank in sixteen fathoms 
of water about 1869. Her treasure in specie 
amounted to fifty thousand pounds sterling. 
Divers succeeded with great difficulty in 
raising sixteen thousand pounds of this 
amount; but they failed to reach the re
mainder of this treasure. A Mr. O’Hara, of 
Liverpool, who surveyed the C rescent C ity  
shortly after she foundered, is said to have 
purchased the hull from the underwriters 
as it now lies under water. He is of the 
opinion that the chance of salvage will be 
much greater now in consequence of the 
breaking-up of the vessel.

An English ship sank with all hands and 
a valuable cargo about one hundred and 
fifty years since, near Danzig, Germany. 
Even now, the spot where she disappeared 
is known as “ Englishman’s Road.” Several 
unsuccessful attempts have been made to 
find her position. Some time ago, divers, 
searching for amber, fell in with the sub
merged hull of a vessel believed to be the 
much-sought-after merchantman, but if 
the treasure was raised, the finders kept 
quiet about it.

The Aboukir Bay Treasure Recovery 
Company was formed several years ago for 
the purpose of recovering treasure from the 
ship L ’O rie n l, and other war-vessels belong
ing to the French, which sank at the Battle 
of the Nile. Divers have salved many arti
cles, but a claim has been made by the

French Government, and Egypt has ap
pointed an overseer on behalf of France. 
The Khedive visited the scene of operations. 
Property worth twenty thousand pounds is 
said to have been recovered, but the much- 
coveted gold has not yet been won. As no 
fewer than three steamers and many expe
rienced divers were engaged on the work, 
the expenses must have been heavy.

Somewhere along the western coast of 
Madagascar lies the wreck of a Dutch-built 
ship stranded upon the rocks. Much gold 
and silver money has been washed from her 
and strewn along the beach. There is very 
little doubt but that a large fortune still 
rests within her timbers, and, a little capital 
and perseverance should result in the re
covery of the bulk of the treasure.

A daring attempt is now being made to 
recover treasure worth $1,250,000, which 
was plunged half a century- ago fourteen 
fathoms deep in the waters that flood an al
most inaccessible cave in the South Seas. 
The treasure is the bullion carried by the 
sailing' ship General Grant, whose wreck off 
the Auckland Islands, on M ay 14, 1866, re
mained one of those unsolved mysteries of 
the sea until chance led to the rescue of a 
few survivors two years after the disaster. 
Dashed against a cliff four hundred feet 
high, the vessel was swept into the cave at 
its base, and here she has remained ever 
since, eighty feet below the surface of the 
water. Here the vessel has defied the efforts 
of five well-equipped salvage expeditions to 
reach her.

To Victor Berge, an Englishman, it has 
been left to utilize another method of ap
proach. Mr. Berge is steeplejack and diver 
by turns. His knowledge of both trades 
will be utilized by himself and the twelve 
companions who have cast their fortunes 
with his in the search for wealth.

From the top of the perpendicular wall of 
rock four hundred feet high, Berge expects 
to lay sectional ladders to the lip of the cave. 
This perilous work accomplished, his plan 
is to build a hanging track into the cave sus
pended from its roof by means of lewises, 
fastened one after another into holes drilled 
in the roof of the cave by pneumatic drills, 
worked by air-compressors erected on the 
cliff above. From this track will be erected 
a movable platform capable of being di
rected over any part of the wreck. Air- 
pumps, telephones, and other diving appar
atus will be carried on this platform, from
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which all operations will be directed. To 
combat the risk of strain to or fouling of air- 
tube and life-line, which i&inevitable in such 
surging waters, Mr. Berge is going to dive 
through a steel tube. Supported by ad
justable guys from the roof of the cave, the 
tube will be capable of being moved to any 
part of the wreck.

Thirty-five miles south-southwest of 
Ngoncy Island on the east coast of Mada
gascar, lies the wreck of_the French frigate 
Glorie. She was lost in 1761, and is said to 
have carried much treasure on board. Ac
cording to the chart the water is shallow 
at this point and, should the wreck once 
be defiinitely located ̂ little difficulty should 
be experienced in raising some of the 
treasure.

A t Mount’s Bay, off the coast of Corn
wall, lies the wreck of the treasure-ship St. 
Andrew, once the property of the King of 
Portugal. While on her way from Flanders 
to Portugal during the year of 1526, she was 
driven out of her course and wrecked. Ac
cording to an old document written by 
Thomas Porson, a passenger on board, “ By 
the grace and mercy of God, the greater 
part of the crew got safely to land, and, as
sisted by some of the inhabitants, they 
also saved part of the cargo, including blocks 
of silver bullion, silver vessels and plate, 
precious stones, brooches and chains of gold, 
cloth of Arras, tapestry, satins, velvets, and 
four sets of armor for the King of Portugal; 
but no sooner had these treasures been car
ried to the top of the cliffs, than three local 
squires, with sixty armed retainers, at
tacked the shipwrecked men and carried 
off the booty.”

Much doubt has been cast upon this 
Porson document, owing to another state
ment extant— that of one St. Aubyn, one 
of the squires involved. According to this 
gentleman, the squires rode to the place to 
render assistance, but the treasure could not 
be saved.

Near Cape Vidal, on the coast of Zuzu- 
land, is the wreck of a mysterious sailing 
vessel, the Dorothea. An immense fortune 

'in gold bricks is said to have been cemented

under the decks of the vessel. This was all 
gold stolen from the mines of the Rand dis
trict. In 1900 the Natal Parliament passed 
an item authorizing the expenditure of a 
little over 173 pounds sterling in connec
tion with a search for this gold. Several 
syndicates have been formed to raise this 
treasure, but up to the present writing it 
has not been located. That this treasure- 
wreck is an actuality is evident in that the 
British colony financed a search for it, and 
when governments go treasure hunting, they 
must have something definite to work upon.

The recovery of $2,000,000 in valuables, 
of which $500,000 is in bar silver, from the 
wreck of the Ward Liner Merida, sunk off the 
coast of Virginia several months ago in a col- 
lison with the steamer Admiral Farragut, 
a fruit liner, is the herculean job that Cap
tain Charles Williamson of Norfolk, Va., 
President of the Williamson Submarine Cor
poration, has contracted to perform.

Not only that, but he is confident, de
spite the fact that the Merida rests in three 
hundred or more feet of water, that he will 
accomplish the job with his submarine 
flexible tube-caisson. The company is now 
actively engaged in the work, and in all 
probability, ere this appears in print, much 
of the silver-will have been recovered.

Captain Williamson is the inventor of the 
apparatus, which has been on the market 
for several years, and experts have declared 
that it will do all that is claimed in the way 
of making submarine explorations easy and 
comparatively safe. For months the ap
paratus has been installed on a barge, and 
practical demonstrations of the work shown. 
But the decision of Captain Williamson to 
undertake the recovery of the valuables that 
went down with the Merida, is the first deep- 
sea job that has ever been attempted.

It is, nevertheless, undertaken with con
fidence by the inventor. The delay in be
ginning operations is due to the fact that it 
will be necessary to equip a sea-going vessel 
for the purpose of working a hundred miles 
or more off the coast.

So far as hundreds of interested ship
owners and others are concerned, who have
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xamined the submarine flexible tube-cais- 
on, it seems to fulfil all promises made. In 
arying depths of water in the Elizabeth 
liver and Hampton Roads, the apparatus 
as been operated, and persons descending 
ave found it feasible to examine the bottom 
•f the river for dozens of feet in every direc- 
ion.

It is also possible for operators to handle 
hains, hooks and other instruments neces- 
ary for the making of repairs below water, 
r to attach' them to objects it was desired 
o bring up to the surface of the water. The 
implicity of the apparatus impresses one on 
xamination. At the same time its strength, 
he inside collapsible part being made of 
naUeable iron, is wonderful.

The collapsible part consists of a flexible 
waterproof tube that maintains at all times 
n open-air shaft from the bottom to the 
op, connecting the floating caisson on the 
urface of the water with the heavy caisson 
.t the end of the tube that is projected 
lownward into the water. On the outside it 
s covered with waterproof material.

The iron flexible and collapsing tubes are 
onstructed in a wedge formation, and the 
greater the pressure on the outside the more 
he wedges get into play and make the air- 
haft safe from collapsing. It is practically 
mpossible to entirely close the air-shaft, for 
his very reason.

The interior arrangements of the tube are 
uch that workmen can readily descend, as 
>n a ladder; and the caisson at the bottom, 
nade large enough to contain several men, 
lives plenty of room for operations below 
he surface of the water. The tubing and 
:aisson are readily movable by signals. The 
ubing, when not in use, collapses to one- 
ourth its normal length and comes in sec- 
ions, providing for storing when not other
wise employed. The rings of the tubing, to 
>e more explicit, are connected by hinged 
ast-iron rings, connected by iron links that 
ollapse and fold inward, the same as an ac- 
ordion or bellows. Collapse them as far as 
>ossible, and you have a solid ring about 
ive inches wide that is as solid as iron can 
> e .

The interior of the chamber is, of course, 
ighted by electricity, for the benefit of the 
vorkmen, and the men work under normal

; 1 8

atmospheric conditions. The proposition 
of lighting the water is an easy one, and is 
done by means of electric searchlights on the 
outside of the chamber.

The sunken Ward Line steamer Merida, 
upon which Captain Williamson will oper
ate, was sent to the bottom by the Admiral 
Farragut, a fruiter, in a collision sixty-five 
miles southeast of Cape Charles. The Far
ragut was able to reach port, but was badly 
damaged. The 260 passengers aboard the 
Merida were all saved.

To the bottom of the sea, with the Me
rida, went $500,000 in bar silver as well as 
the valuables of the passengers and a big 
cargo of merchandise. It is estimated that 
the recoverable property will amount to 
$2,000,000. It is the reclamation of this 
property and silver that Captain William
son will undertake.

The steamer Golden Gate still lies at the 
bottom of the Pacific off Manzanillo, Mex
ico, with $7,600,000 in gold on board, all in 
one big express safe. Shifting sands have 
interfered with all efforts so far looking to 
the recovery of this fortune; but who can 
say that the diver’s grappling hooks will 
never one day clutch this rusty steel chest 
with its precious store of gold?

Even in these days, treasure-ships still 
sink, for the Canadian Pacific steamship 
Islander lies in one hundred and eighty feet 
of water just off Juneau, Alaska, and it is a 
well-known fact that she still, holds a valua
ble cargo of bullion.

Other sunken steamers with valuable car
goes are worthy of mention. Thus, the 
steamer San Pedro, sunk in Cumana Bay, 
Venezuela, is reported to have had $2,000,- 
000 in gold and silver on board; and the 
steamer Lexington carried $300,000 in coin 
to the bottom of Long Island Sound.

And, finally, the hulk of the Titanic 
might be considered. Probably no diver will 
ever reach this wreck, which lies two miles 
deep in mid-Atlantic, where the water- 
pressure reaches the tremendous force of 
nearly five thousand pounds to the square 
inch; but it is easily possible that some of 
the inventors now working out the main 
problems involved will reap rich rewards 
from wrecks yet to be discovered at depths 
up to a thousand feet.
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THOSE of you who applied to join 
Algot Lange’s third expedition to the 

Amazon will be especially interested in this 
letter from him to me:

August 6, 1915,
New York.

I am writing this letter to you on the eve of my 
departure for my Third Amazon Expedition, as I 
am leaving on the SS. Stephen for Para at the 
mouth of the Amazon.

Your cooperation through the medium of your 
magazine and its Camp-Fire department has proven 
of inestimable value to me in getting in touch with 
the kind of men that come under the category of real 
men.

Y O U  are well acquainted with the facts con- 
1 ceming my Amazon Expedition, its scope, 

object and character, and you have realized as well 
as I do that the men who may prove of sufficient 
physical and mental resistance to withstand the 
effects of the Amazonian climate are few and far be
tween.

I  have received a total of 381 letters and inquiries 
from your readers. I am sincerely flattered by this 
attention from men who so sincerely desire to join 
m y exploring outfit, because it proves to me that 
there are a great many red-corpusded lads who are 
willing to  go with me till the Amazon freezes over 
and then skate with me on the ice.

T T  HAS been a physical impossibility for me to an- 
swer these letters. It will no doubt create a sus

picion in the minds of some of my correspondents 
about the genuineness of your editorial notices 
about me, as they never received any acknowledg
m ent of their inquiries to me, even though they en
closed a stamped envelope, and therefore I  wish to 
speak out and assure the men that their letters have 
all been received and read, but will remain unanswer
ed for a while.

I t  is in the nature of my future work on the Ama
zon, where I expect to stay indefinitely, that I  will 
need m en and perhaps a good many men. No place 
on  earth are men so well fitted physically and men
tally to  cope successfully with the ravages of the 
Amazonian climate as in the U. S., and perhaps no
where so well locally as from the West.

T E T  me finish by  stating that I  want to hear 
from every man who reads the Adventure and 

who is ready or could be made ready to join me 
sooner or later, and that such men as write me should 
not be disappointed because they do not hear from 
me right away. I  keep every letter on file, “ watch

fully waiting”  for the opportunity when I  shall need 
men who can stand heat, humidity, uncertain food- 
supply depending upon how handy they are with 
their hardware; men who can stand isolation in a 
great big wilderness and who appreciate the neces
sity of discipline. To such men I will give a per
centage in my business of exploitation of natural re
sources and give them such times, such adventures 
and experiences as will either make or break them. 
But it is the big, dean and healthy Western type 
that I  need, one who smokes but only uses “ licker” 
as an occasional medicine. Ask them to write to 
me care of the U. S. Consulate, Para, Brazil, and 
ask them to give me information, not asking me for 
the information.

The Adventure Magazine remains as the only 
recreative literature on my expedition.

A lcot L an ce

A FEW  months ago a copy of Adventure 
was found in Craonne, by an Ameri

can in the Foreign Legion, when the French 
retook that village from the Germans. 
Other copies have been found in strange, 
out-of-the-way places— hundreds of miles 
back in the Canadian wilderness, in remote 
islands of the South Sea, by-places in Cen
tral and South America, Russia, Africa, 
Australia, everywhere. Who can give us 
the most interesting adventure of an Adven
ture? Who can tell us of the copy that has 
wandered farthest and longest, passed 
through the most hands, had the strangest 
experiences?

SOME of you have made long trips— in 
the Everglades, the West, or in foreign 

lands— solely to get your copy of Adven
ture. Who of you has made the longest, 
hardest journey to get it? Who has paid 
the most for a single copy? So far as I can 
remember, the record on the latter point is 
held by the comrade who paid a dollar and 
a bag of Bull Durham for a copy in the in
terior of Cuba. Can any of you take that 
record away from him?

Letters along these lines ought to bring 
some very interesting reading to the rest of
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us Camp-Fire members. If you have a 
claim to a record on any of these points, 
send it in to hold the fort against the as
saults of friendly rivals.

OF “The Hawk and the White Elephant” 
in this issue, Ross Ellis writes:

The only basis for the yam, as I told you quite 
a while ago, is the fact that there is (or was) a freak
ish lot of Southern iron that kicked around on the 
market long enough to become known in some of
fices as “ The White Elephant.”  No punishment 
could be too severe for the crime of selling junk like 
that to a steel foundry, and no punishment could 
be much worse than to dump it back on the seller’s 
hands.

RED -H EAD S, A T T E N T IO N !

MA YBE you think this is going to be 
a joke. It isn’t.

Red-headed men have always been re
garded as having more than their share of 
the fighting spirit. Show me ten red-heads 
and I ’ll venture that nine out of that ten 
will be more than able to hold their own in 
any kind of fighting that calls for dash, 
spirit, fire, and fierce tenacity.

This country is at last waking up to the 
fact that the day may come when it will 
need nothing so much as good fighting-men. 
We have a rather dreary way of naming our 
regiments in war-time— the 40th U. S. In
fantry, the 224th Ohio Volunteer Infantry, 
the 35th Massachusetts Volunteer Cavalry, 
etc., etc. Once in a long while some regi
ment gains a really distinctive name of its 
own, like the Louisiana Tigers of the Civil 
War, the Rough Riders, etc. But for the 
most part they fight along, perhaps through 
years of war, with no more distinctive des
ignation than a number. And one number 
among many numbers is hard to remember. 
The English follow another custom, and 
their Borderers, Dublin Fusiliers, Black 
Watch, etc., cling in the memory and gain 
fame from generation to generation.

'VT’E T in all the history of the world, there 
has never been a regiment with so dis

tinctive a name as would be that of the 
Red-Headed Regiment, the “ Red-Heads.”  
Yes, there is a laugh in it. There is gen
erally a grin whenever a red-head is men
tioned in any connection. Nobody know’s 
exactly why, and it doesn’t matter anyhow. 
But when it is a question of fighting, there 
isn’t so much grinning, particularly by the

unfortunate gentlemen who have to fight 
against the red-heads. For red-heads are 
notoriously good fighters.

Very well, then, let’s organize a regiment 
composed exclusively of red-heads. If war 
comes to this country it is a safe bet that 
no other regiment or battery, regulars, mi
litia or volunteers, will be followed with 
such keen interest or become so endeared 
to the general public as will the Red-Head
ed Regiment, the Red-Heads.

We of the Camp-Fire started and organ
ized the American Legion, now numbering 
many thousands of men trained for war and 
ready for instant service at our country’s 
call. It will be far easier to organize a sin
gle regiment. There are a good many red
headed men in the United States. Never 
before has there been a chance for them to 
get together. When they do get together 
they will be known and acclaimed from one 
end of the country to the other. And when 
it comes to the fighting they will fight 
like----- .

RED-HEADS, send in your names! Weil 
register your names here in this office 

until the regiment is sufficiently filled out to 
have its own organization. We’ll use appli
cation-blanks like those of the American 
Legion, for these have been worked out care
fully to the highest pitch of practical ef
fectiveness by military experts. W e’ll make 
it a regiment complete in every detail of 
complement, from colonel to surgeons and 
chaplain, machine-gun men and all. I 
think we’ll have no difficulty whatever in 
getting what backing may be needed. If 
we can, we’ll make it a regiment ready to 
respond, fully prepared, at the first call to 
arms.

We want men who have had previous 
training with army, navy, militia, military 
school, or irregular fighting in any part of 
the globe. This magazine is the “ trade- 
paper” of the adventurers and the adven
turous, and therefore reaches the cream of 
this country’s fighting-men. But we’ll take 
red-heads who have had no military' train
ing. Out of them we’ll make a second bat
talion, a reserve. They will be needed. A 
regiment at the front needs its reserve to 
draw upon, and we mustn’t fill out this 
regiment’s ranks with any but red-heads. 
The reserve battalion can go into train
ing when the active battalion takes the 
field.
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TVyT OST volunteer organizations go on the 
J-YA rocks when it comes to electing their 
officers. To avoid that, to keep out all pol
itics, “pull,” etc., a board of regular Army 
officers will be asked to investigate the actual 
qualifications of the men and from them 
select those best fitted for officers, choosing 
them for merit only. (No, none of us in this' 
office is red-headed, so don’t dig up baseless 
suspicions.' This magazine will have no 
voice in the affairs of the Red-Headed 
Regiment. It will do what it can to help, 
but that is all.)

Send in your names, Red-Heads! We’ll 
not only make it the best-known regiment 
in’ the country, but we’ll make it one that 
will deserve all the fame that comes to it. 
Make any suggestions that occur to you. 
Send in the name and address of every red
headed man you know who will make a good 
soldier and do his share in upholding the 
honor of the “Red-Heads.” I ’ll do all I can 
at thin end. Go to it, Red-Heads!

THE following suggestion from Milwau
kee has to do with National Defense, 

and so is worth listening to:
Since the first mention of the American Legion 

in Adventure I have been expecting to hear what 
'Unde Sam might do to make it easier for those who 
wish to be as well prepared as possible when the 
day comes that they will be needed.

f"\ N E  derided help would be the granting by the 
Government to members of the Legion the 

same privilege enjoyed by the National Rifle Asso
ciation—permission to purchase for their individual 
use the regular service arms, and this might well be 
extended to cover all articles of standard army 
service equipment. T o  so equip himself would in 
many cases mean a financial sacrifice, but I do be
lieve that this privilege would be taken advantage 
of to a far greater extent than any of us now realize.

Furthermore, in the majority of cases, the man 
who does so equip himself would be very much in 
earnest, and apt to be a genuine dyed-in-the-wool 
outdoor man. It also would be to a certain extent 
an incentive to a more rapid growth of the Legion, 
once the fact becomes generally known, as it would 
show that the Government takes the movement at 
its face value, and desires to encourage it. The 
above, of course, applies only to those who wish to 
own their equipment and in no sense implies any 
obligation upon members unable or unwilling to 
invest.

IM A G IN E  what it would mean to have available 
a body of men each of whom has at hand a full 

service equipment; and who, while not drilled, can 
report at assembling points on the shortest possible 
notice. These men will have shoes that fit, they will 
have a fair knowledge of the possibilities of their 
equipment for comfort and use, and a reasonable 
knowledge of the functioning of their arms, even if

they are not expert marksmen. It is not too much 
to expect that such men as I  have in mind might 
have a few handfuls of service cartridges concealed 
about their persons.

Possibly my imagination has run away with me, 
but until it is proven otherwise, I  shall believe that 
there are a large number who feel as I  do.

Is not n ow  a good time to put this idea before the 
country?

MEANW HILE the American Legion is 
already in existence. It needs men 

trained not only in army, navy or militia, 
but in any one of over seventy trades, busi
nesses and professions that become of vital 
importance on the outbreak of war. Write 
to the Secretary, American Legion, io 
Bridge St., New York.

OUR identification-cards remain free to 
any reader. The two names and ad

dresses and a stamped envelope bring you 
one.

The cards bear thi3 inscription, printed in English 
French, Spanish, German, Portuguese, Dutch, Italian, Ara
bic, Chinese, Russian, and Japanese:

“In case of death or serious emergency to bearer, address 
serial number of this card, care of Adventure, New York, 
U. S. A., stating full particulars, and friends will be noti
fied.”

In our office, under each serial number, will be registered 
the name of bearer and of one friend, with permanent ad
dress of each. No name appears on the card. Letters will 
be forwarded to friend, unopened by us. The names and 
addresses will be treated as confidential by us. We assume 
no other obligations. Cards not for purposes of business 
identification. Later, arrangements may perhaps be made 
for money deposits to cover cable or telegraph notifications. 
Cards furnished free of charge, provided stamped and ad
dressed envelope accompanies application. Send no applica
tions without the two names and two addresses in  fu ll. We re
serve the right to use our own discretion in all matters per
taining to these cards.

Later, for the cost of manufacture, we may furnish, in
stead of the above cards, a card or tag, proof against heat, 
water and general wear and tear, for adventurers when actually In the jungle, desert, etc.

A moment’s thought will show the value of this system of 
card-identification for any one, whether in civilization or 
out of it. Remember to furnish stamped and addressed en
velope and to give the two names and addresses in fu ll when 
applying.

WH ILE we can by no means promise 
anything definite, whenever we can 

find space we’ll publish notices from those 
who have back copies of Adventure and are 
willing to part with them. Back copies of 
this magazine are hard to get and many of 
you are seeking them.

As previously explained, this office can 
supply no copies back of 1914, with the ex
ception of a few of June and September, 
1912. Even 1914 is pretty well exhausted, 
there being, at this writing, only a dozen or 
two of each issue. What we have will be 
supplied at the regular price, 15 cents.

I  have some seventeen issues on hand of ’13, ’14, 
’ 15. Having read them and having no further use 
for them, I would sell the whole lot for one dollar
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(the transportation charges to be paid by the buyer). 
Or in singles, 15 cents, postpaid. The issues are as 
follows: Jan., June, July, Sept., Oct. and Nov. of 
1914. The issues of'Jan., Mch., June, July, Aug., 
Oct. and Dec. of 1913. The issues of Jan., Feb., 
Mch. and Apl. of 1915.—John Markel, Jr., 2184 
W . 81st St., Cleveland, O.

HERE is another letter, from a physi
cian, on back issues of Adventure, with 

a suggestion bearing on the war:
I  note your item as to scarcity of back copies and 

the letter from C 1314 who is evidently some dis
tance from your headquarters. I have no doubt 
you have other letters from Adventure readers serv
ing their country in the trenches who would like to 
see Adventure as regularly as possible.

Would it not be possible for us fellows who are 
safe at home and read Adventure regularly to send 
our back copies to some central point from which 
they could be sent to our comrades in the trenches?

DEATH comes tod often for*
Safe to send individually to 3 _ 

bers of our Camp-Fire who irel 
firing-line. I have>heard']
W. Townend and Albert
has been a suspiciously long time i_1T_
word has come from or about Major ' 
Robert Foran, Theodore Goodrich T " 
Lovett, Winters, C 1314, Hofford, 
and our several friends in the T 
eign Legion, -the Canadian 1 
Royal Flying Squadron and elsewbereJ 
Vicomte de Rancougne was, in the t  
Summer, a prisoner of war in . 
(Lovett, on July 14, reported the j 
non not sunk but still in action.)

I wonder how many of these 1 
ours will be left to us when the war ill

T HAVE at least one complete year and a lot of 
-1 odd copies picked up in book-stores which I  
will be glad to donate, and if every other reader will 
do some contributing, we might send a little cheer 
and pleasure.

If this can not be accomplished, my back copies 
are at the service of any of the family who will send 
postage for one or more numbers of those I  may 
have, which are practically all of 1913 and 1914.—  
S. J. Fort, M. D., Celston Heights, P. O. Station D, 
Baltimore, Md.

1 HAVE written to the New York con
suls of all the belligerent nations, ask

ing the names of any agencies through 
whom magazines might be forwarded to 
men in the trenches. There are, of course, 
a good many English-reading men in the 
armies of Germany, Italy, Austria, Russia, 
and some in those of France, Belgium, and 
the Balkan states.

The agencies so far given me by the local 
consuls are:

Austria: Oesterr., Rotes Kreuz, Vienna.
Belgium: See France.
England: See France.
France: War Relief Clearing House for

France and her Allies, 15 Broad 
St., New York; Scottish Wom
en’s Hospital, 2oe region, Place 
de Troyes, Hdpital Auxiliaire 
B&idvole No. 301, Chanteloup, 
France.

Germany: German Red Cross Delegates, 
1123 Broadway, New York. 

Italy : See France.
Russia: Red Cross Society, Petrograd.
Turkey: Djelal Neury Bey, 5 rue Haja-

ran, Galata, Constantinople.

BACK issues of Adventure:

1910, months 11. is; xgxi (x, a, 3,4,7, (.M jtoJg  
1915 complete. $1 per doe. for lot; i s  c. M O p a J I  
xo c. for others. Carriage extra.—Wm. I W W l W
villa fln t Ca«a/la 1ville, Ont., Canada.

X910 (xx, X 2 ) ;  19x1 (x, 3*
Cx.2j 3.44 5, 6. 8,10 ); 1914 ‘
935 Webster Ave., Scranton,

All issues from Aug. 19x2 to 
Harry T. Black, 63 Waldemar 

Mch. ioxx to date, complete.- 
Diamond St., Pittsburgh, Pa. . -j

All issues to date exetpt 1 
(8).—J. Jones, 297 Walnut 

19 x3  and X9 14  complete,
Fletcher, Richford, Vt.

te, |a. Carriage r t i r j . "

AND then, of course, there are MU 
like the following, from'those of Jl 

who will not part with your back S *
Adventure at any price:

D ear Friend:
I  address you as friend because you h»e 1 

friend to all who like clean fiction with a littjbl 
ment. I  am^no adventurer and have i 
outside of the U. S. A . or Canada.

I  noticed your article in the Camp-Fire e» 1 
copies. I  wish to say that I  have a copy of I 
issue ever printed by you fromVoL I,N o. i, tol 
X , No. 6, and as you speak of having holder., 
copies letting you know when they wish tot 
of their old volumes, I  w ill say that I  f 
“ hard up”  yet as to sell any of them. I 
when there is no hope of getting any grub.
I may want to sell, but I  think FIl go 1 
sandwich for several days fixst. I  have a CMU.1I 
of all authors and their stories under their I 
I  can never repay the? man who f a i r  my  to! 
to your first issue, and he was no newsdealer i  
— F. C. Moyer, Reading, Pa.

L E T T E R  FR IE N D S

N o te—This is a service for those of our read exsj 
want some one to write to. For adventaxenlA g 
who want a  stay-at-home “letter-bunkie,”
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•Uy-at-homes, whether ex-adventurers or not, who 
wisn to get into friendly touch with some one who is 
out “doing things.” We publish names and ad
dresses—the rest is up to you, and of course we 
Mgiime no responsibility of any kind. Women not 
admitted.

^^13) Tod Fuller, Grey Mountain P. 0 .. Mojave Desert
(14) A. F. Gilman, Jr., Ripon, Wis. (Interested in

filing.) _______

TALKING axtd kicking are one thing.
Doing something is another. If you 

believe in better national defense, do some
thing. And do it when and where it counts. 
This is the season of elections— of new Con
gressmen and State legislators. Go after 
them. Write to them. Get your friends to 
write. Make dear what you expect them 
to do for their country and that you are 
watching them and will hold them to ac
count.

It is refreshing to note that E v e r y 
b o d y ’s  is making a splendid campaign to

ward this end— showing what is needed and 
how to get it. Do your part too. Don’t 
just talk. ______

AS TO those members of our Camp- 
Fire in the great war. Some will come 

back; some will not. It will be some time 
before the complete tally can be made. 
Some are already planning to go straight to 
other fields of adventure. Meanwhile many 
friends and acquaintances— sometimes even 
relatives— will be in doubt as to their fate. 
It would take a deal of time and letter- 
writing to notify all who know them.

Let’s prepare for this in advance. Let 
each survivor notify this magazine prompt
ly on his return and we will publish their 
names as space allows. Some of them will 
see this notice. Friends can tell the others. 
In no other way can the tally be made com
plete. And it ’s worth doing.

A r t h u r  S u l l i v a n t  H o f f m a n .

WANTED
—MEN

Note.—We offer this comer of the “ Camp-Fire" free of charge to our readers. 
Naturally we can not vouch for any of the letters, the writers thereof, or any of the 
claims set forth therein, beyond the fact that we receive and publish these letters in 
good faith. We reserve the privilege of not publishing any letters or parts of a let
ter. Any inquiry for men sent to this magazine will be considered as intended for 
publication, at our discretion, in this department, with all names and addresses 
given therein printed in full, unless such inquiry contains contrary instructions. In 
the latter case we reserve the right to substitute for real names any numbers or other 
names. We are ready to forward mail through this office, but assume no responsi
bility therefor. N.B.—Items asking for money rather than men wQl not be published.

rFHREE or four men between 20 and 30 yrs., to go with 
* me aa partners on a trip by burro teams from Phoenix, 

■ Axis., to New Orleans, La., a distance of about 1800 miles, 
requiring about 6 months' time. The hunting, fishing and 

. prospecting en route will be the source of amusement and 
excitement. Each man should have $100 in money for his 
■ hare of expense, in addition to his personal equipment. 
Bxpec t  to start about December 1, 1915.—Address John 
C. C arter, Gila Bend, Ariz.

Inquiries for opportunities instead of men 
are NOT printed in this department.
11 'WO good men who understand gold prospecting to 
*■ correspond with me. I have a proposition which may 

mean a neat little sum for the three of us. By good manage
ment, we can see ourselves through on $75 each. Only men 
who can rough it need apply.—Address E. H. R eordan, 
87 Mead Ave., Meadville, Pa.

VOUNG fellow, 18 to 25 yrs., who is able to handle a
* camera, for a two or three months’ walking trip through 

Central America next Summer. Chap who has roughed it 
and speaks some Spanish preferred.—Address No. 297.
* 1 ‘WO partners to take up sensational cycle acts. Must
* be courageous, cool rider for speed, must not use liquor, 

and stand his share of expenses. From 22 to 30 yrs., not 
over s ft. 6 In., must weigh 150 lbs. or more. Prefer 6ome 
one acquainted with park managers.—Address Al De 
Coste, 50 Waverly St., Malden, Mass.

' I lWO young men to go with me to South America, help
* in taking commercial and other moving pictures. Some 

knowledge of Spanish preferred. Route, through Cuba to 
Porto Rico, La Guayra, Caracas, back to Colombia, then 
through to Peru. Your own expenses and comradeship all 
that is required of you. A share of profits also yours. 
Clean, square-mindea men only need apply.—Address Don 
G ordon, B ox 1369, Jacksonville, Fla.

LOST
TRAILS

Note.— W e offer this department of the “ Camp-Fire" free of charge to those of our read
ers who wish to get in touch again with old friends or acquaintances from whom the years 
have separated them. For the benefit of the friend you seek, give your own name i f  possible. 
All inquiries along this line, unless containing contrary instructions, will be considered as in
tended for publication in full̂  with inquirer’s name, in this department, at our discretion. 
We reserve the right, In case inquirer refuses his name, to substitute any numbers or other 
names, to reject any item that seems to us unsuitable, and to use our discretion in all mat
ters pertaining to this department. Give also your own full address. We will, however, 
forward mail through this office, assuming no responsibility therefor. We have arranged 
with the Montreal Star to give additional publication in their “ Missing Relative Column,’ ’ 
weekly and daily editions, to any of our inquiries for persons last heard of in Canada.

CHINN, J. W. or G. W., lawyer, last heard of Missouri.
. 1869* Lived in St; Louis, 1868, and Philadelphia pre

vious to that. Married Mary E. Franklm. His only 
daughter, Louisa, is seeking him.— Address L. T. 298. 
IJINDS, JOHN HAMILTON, last heard of in Philadel- 
* * ghis, x8 yrs., 5 ft. 6 in.. 140 lbs., black hair, dark eyes. 
.Expert rifle shot,— Address E. D e  Jo seph , Wayne, Pa.

DYERSON, Daniel Sherman, last heard of in Arizona.
* a. Spent most of his life in the West, principally in Col
orado. About 50 yrs.—Address D avid  Y . R obinso n , 6177 
Berlin Ave., St. Louis, Mo.
PELKER, WALTER A., last heard of in Tacoma,
* Wash. Served in Co. A.. 21st U. S. Inf., in Philippines 
1904-1906.—Address L. O. D a r n e l l , Roachdale, Ind.



224 Adventure .

TONES, WILSON M., or his children. Fonnerly 'po- 
J liceman, living in Arsenal St., S. St. Louis. Married 
Kitty Franklin, my aunt, who was last heard of,in Denver, 
Colo., about 1880. Should like to get in communication 
with members of this family. There were several children, 
Clara B., Walter S., Medella, Edith, George W., Benjamin 
F„ and two others.—Address L. T. 298.

Please notify us at once when you have 
found your man.
A NY one who served in the 3d Special Service Battalion, 

* *  Royal Canadian Regiment of Infantry, Company D, 
Halifax, N. S., 1899-1900.—Address J ohn A . M accrea , 
30s West Newell St., Syracuse. N. Y.
CTALEY. FRANK N., fonnerly of Half Moon Bay. 
** Cal. Last heard of somewhere in South America. Will 
learn of something to his advantage.—Address J. C. 
Y oung, B ox 144, Weed, Cal.
DENNETT, RICHARD P., cousin. Last heard from 
u  several years since at Mount Clemens, Mich. Was 
then traveling for some Columbus. Ohio, shoe house.— 
Address H. C. B., Box 574, Jerome, Ariz.
/^ARL. B. S. Come home. Everything O. K. You are 
^  needed badly. Send me your address so I can write 
you.—A. O. S.

Inquiries will be printed three times. In  
the January and July issues all unfound back 
names will be printed again.
I7RANKLIN, WILLIAM W., mining man, blacksmith* 
* last heard of in Hamilton, Nev., 1883. Lived in Texas
Srevious to that. Native of Missouri, bom about 1845.

tis niece is seeking him.—Address L. T. 298. 
r\AVENPORT, WILLIAM L., brother, lived in Ander- 

son, S. C., 38 yrs. ago. Last heard of Dexter, Texas.— 
Address M rs. E mma G. T urn er , 317 Main St., E. Nash
ville, Tenn.
CCOTT, JOHNSON W., last heard of working as track 
^  foreman, K. C. S. Ry., Noble, La. Moved later to 
Port Arthur, Texas. Letters to him returned. Is a Royal 
Arch mason; 62 yrs.—Address F. E. F a r r , Welsh, La.

Please notify us at once when you have 
found your man.
T TNDERWOOD, I. T., last heard of In Columbus, O. 
^  Information as to whereabouts.—Address C. L. K., 
Lock Box 93, Sheldon, Iowa.
/^LEN, S. ROWE, last heard of as wireless on yacht 

Sialia. Write Ted Dickson, Ji., care Adventure. 
TJARLOW, ROBERT PINKNEY, of New York City- 
La Lawyer. 70 yrs. old.—Address J ohn W. H ar low , 
Yeso, New Mexico.

Please notify us at once when you have 
found your man.
DOPE, BILLY; last heard from in Texas. Please write 
* your mother.
LIUGGART, GEORGE N., last heard of in Peoria, 111. 
La Write [and send present address to your sister.—Ad
dress M rs. Anna H. G ilb e r t , 712 N. Adams St., Peoria, HI.
H G. G. Your letter received from Mobile, Ala. Write 

• me or come home.—Address J. W. Go f f , Enterprise, 
Ala.

Inquiries will be printed three times. In 
the January and July issues all unfound back 
names will be printed again.

ALLAWAY, KARL H., nephew. Last seen in Tex- 
arkana, Texas, en route to St. Louis, Feb., 1913-—Ad

dress M rs. C. C. G a l l a w a y , Rockland, Tyler Co., Texas.
Please notify us at once when you have 

found your man. ’

T H E  following l u n  been kuiximd for kM h
1 either the October or No 

tu rs . They < 
azine:
A  DAMS. Will Holden, Vicksburg, Mia.; A_
* *  Danon; Alva, Stockwdl:Barber, W«2kj Bd, 1  
Sumner; Belt, Dr. H. P.; Black, Bulk, Hantiy, 1 
Sleekier, Thomas; Bowhan, W. H., Colo. Not, ( 
1013-14; Brown, traveling matey Portland to Wee* 
Buckner (Blame), Henry Amu; Campbell, Joo 
Courlah, Andrew, N. M„ 1898; Cravens, 
field, Mo.; Cranvea, Reeds B. sad Tofik T., Price, Bum, 
Mo.; Daret, Red, “ Memphis Red" or "Sedafcauf ta t, 
B. S.; Fuller, S. J.; Gazzale, Andrew Msfissi; Grace 
somewhere Rocky Mta., 1000; Graves, “Jim,” G BoUn 
3d U. S. Heavy Artillery: Hamm, Robert E-, HiSeriidk 
Tex., 1899; Hamilton, Thomas K~ Braintree, Uul;B* 
John Warren; Hoeker, Look; Hoteate, Qem (nafe. 
Hoover, Ferris E„ Downers Grove, SL; Irving, Jamw IT,' 
Private, Co. A, 18th Inf., Ft. Clark, Tea., JaBra 
Thomas Clayton, Wales: Jerminsa Bat; Johsna, LB, 
Redstone, Mont.; Jnan; Juno, A. 1

1907-8; Lewere, Nate; Long, Hairy; MlHa, 1 
Archie, Terapata, Pent, S. -Jl , 1906-7; Manrae, Joe *4 
Morgan, Bari, Boston. Mass,; Morisaoy, Warren (or U * ■ 
rissey); Mudd, Clarenoe, St. Look, 1913; Mohs, H.8, 
(Mac), Peoria. 111.; Perry, Mark M „Co.B.iatM jM p 
pines, 1900-3; Pettinger, Bugene; Phillips, J. RyRrir 
''Jasper” or "Perfquo"); Piper, B. E„ Qearhjrt, Ora,njC 
Port wood, All, blacksmith; Reardon, John Patrick, Ags, 
Ohio, 1911; Red path, Adam, Pendleton, Ore,, loijiHBja 
Alexander or “A lS e B a s t Exeter. Me.; ReynddaW. 
Chicago, 1908; Robertson, Wyndham: Shiunidart Mill 
F „ Central America, 1909-10; Strong, S. 0 ., a.
1007; Theisen, Peter, Frank; Walters, Gejrge (OjraWK 
Wetter, Pierce and Telfair, Chicago; B̂wBey, Ttami* 
Brabant. Horae, Boer War; Whelan, Prank, CalU-ua. 
T913; Williams, Jack, of Tien-Tain, China; Williisx,C.a. 
Colon, Panama; Wolf, Don W„ St. Look, July, WUi bk 
William Anton.
MISCELLANEOUS: Marlde, sumamL 11 aarjaft, 
1’ 1 write this magazine: Stndabaker. Daw; Braar 
Bowen; Van Ochs and "Venus" Philips;0 . a.RedCttS 
Canadian Red); any soldier, member Naticoll ISMUI
Home. Dayton, O., 1909, 'to, ‘II until June 10,190, 
Foster, Milwaukee, St. Paul; Moore, Laron. Unm 
Mylett, Manchester, N. H.; McLain, Butte: Par a *  
John H e n  ham; all 4 of R. P. R’s Transvaal; lud lug*  
and McHenry, San Francisco, Cape Town; Bd Nona, 
New Orleans, Cape Town and Dnrhan: WDd BU M  
Texas; Red O'Brien, Los Angeles; Daly Ptovldm»aaia 
P. E. Africa; Whltev Sullivan, Boston,
Orange Free State; Brackney, surname, to ataman w  
nections.
M  UMBERS s6. 68,73, 76, W '93. W 10J, 
^ W m , W  183. W 184. W ISO, W iM .W  ’ M.Wnt 
W 2i2, W 21s, W 231. W 250, C 189. C yS».V; lLj 
Please send us your present addresses. Lctteo Ki 
to you at addresses given us do not reach you.- 
A. S. H o f f m a n , care Adventure, ^
AAANUSCRIP^S sent us by the following 
IVI by USt having been returned to us as uncUnnea «x
addresses furnished: __u

W. Lynch, Trenton, N. J.: Henry W. Edwjxdajj*" 
York; W. G. Goimley, Ontano, Canada; George 8” ^  
Chicago, HI.; Francis Manston, Chics 
Perry, Brooklyn, N. Y. .--Edward Weston, 1
R. Spanjardt. Montreal, Due.. Can. '_,
RANDOLPH H. ATKIN; S. N.. Morgan, P 
^  your present addresses. Mail sent to yw

•Address A. S.Hoffiu».»»your
given us doesn t reach you.- 
Adventure.

IM PO R TA N T N O TICE: As annomctdl* 
fore, every item will be published time bmes,!** 
taken out. But in the January sad 
of each year we will publish the names of ill 
have been inquired for and remain unfound.



We Need Men

Within the next few weeks tens o f thousands o f 
subscriptions will be placed for Everybody’s Maga
zine—  renewals and new subscriptions. It is the 
magazine season.

W e need 800 representatives to assist us in han
dling this volume o f business. A  representative is 
needed in your locality to-day. I f  you are o f 

good address - known —stand well in your locality, 
and want money, we will hire and appoint you 

as our local representative. The work takes only 

a portion o f one’s time, but does call for real men.

I f  you are a bank clerk, a salesman, a business 

person, a young professional man, or a student, we 
want you. The opening is a permanent one —  

decidedly profitable and can be developed to almost 
any limit. I f  you can "measure up” to our stan
dard and are a real man, make application to-day to 

Subscription Division, Desk E, The Ridgway 
Company, Spring and Macdougal Sts., New 

York City.
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