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vihe PANAMA CANAL

HERE, Ammrican skill and pluck, backed by Colt

dependability, accomplished the greatest and
most hazardous of all engineering wundertakings.
Colts inspired confidence in those who ventured into
the perils of an unacquainted and unsettled land to
mark the route and carry through wihere others
failed. Colt Revolvers and Autommtic Pistols have
ever had their peace-time missions, and not the
least of these is Home Protection. The Colt-protected
home is the dwellling place of a confidence unshaken
by whatever menace may arise, Colt safety, too, is
proverbial,
Are your home, your loved ones and your valuables
thus guarded? Net unless you owmn a Colt.

Tree Caiit Positiiec Lanik is explaineed im the
new Cult Carddor or by amy Cult Desler

COLT'S PATENT FIRE ARMS MiFG. CO.
Hartford, Conn.
Phil. B. Beksart Company

Pariffic Cowstt Regreseniative
717 KMiarket St., San Francisco, Cal.

CMhe Arm of Law and Order
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Tihe entire off thu ine are 1 by eepyivaht, and must not be inted without the publuben’

FOUR CONTINUED STORIES

Pon Ramilv’ . Richard Barry .
A SixPatt Story — Part One

Moonglow . .« . . CQhordes Francis Coe . . . 62
A FourPant Story — Pam Two

Tihe Black Past . . . . . . . Fred Maclkaac .. .. . . 92

A Feur-Paz Story — Pant Three
The House off invisible Bondage . . J.U. Giesy & Junius B. Smith 122

A FourPatt Story — Part Four

NOVELETTE AND SHORT STORIES

Rolling Daollars . . . . . . Jack Bechdolt . . . . . 22
Fhe Cean Up . . . . . . . . Tom Cumy. ... .. . . . 84
Say Ab-H. . . . . . . . . . Richerd F. Memfield . . Li3
A Bon Salesman . . . . . . . Rose Hendeson . . . h4d
A Howse and a Pl¢ . . . . . . Eric Homead . . . . . 148
Spirit off Barnum . . . . . . . . TFhomas Thursday . . 155
POETRY
Raindrops . . . . . . . Aiileen Lyon 20 | Imperession . . . . . . . Peter A. Lea 1hl2
Tommy Eioes to the Novies Mazie V. Caruthers 21 | A Modern Nobleman . . James S Ryan 1121
At Summer's End . . . Thomss J. Muray & | Ada . . . . . . . . Harold Susman 1140
Kiddmg . . ..... . Wil Thomss Withrow 83  Home . . . . . . . . . J. D.. Bums 1147

A MOTOR TRIP strem MAINE TO HLORIDA!

If you cam’t take one right now, read about the folks who
did take the trip—lovable, human characters in a new serial

By Don Watters—60ON TO HLORIDA"

They had their fun, their troubles, their excitements
and —. But start the first of three parts next week.
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Countries. Remittances should be made by check, express money order or postal money order. Curvency should not be sent unless registered
PUBLISHED WEEKLY BY THE FRANK A. MUNSEY COMPANY, COPYRIGHT, 1926
Entered as second-class matter July i3 13290, at the Post-Office at New Yurk, under the Act off March 3. 1879

ECOPYRIGHTED IN GREAT BRITAIN




ADVERTISING SECTFION

e

1

Be a Drafftsman

Learn the line you'll like alt your kife—thait never loses im-  you meet {rom the drafting rooms of any engineering,
terestt! Drafting is too fascinating to call it work. It’sdown- :,';‘;'5.;“‘.‘,,,‘;:;°§§§’;’;d“‘;;g‘;“:,eek pany! Lacsel seventeen

rightfum! From the week you begim! And every hour at a ar's asi.knockim off $500 and
draft?x::g table adds to your knowlede=—and eaming-power! §§2§my onth m‘gﬂé%y!\vhﬂ& pay
Answer This Call for New Men canse”ic has the ko Hre comree has

M ‘ th:lwalm" H!tahac“llal’[j%?;lk as cluel
Thewhole engmeenngworld isclaming fordraftsmen. Millionsof men  20d consultant hag fa el
are “mechanics” or “electricians''—and only a few thou- %Jé mg’:',‘;’,:"%.mm“%
sand can draft. Yet drafting is so simple and sensible, it equainted with Dobe, and what hets
is ver}r quickly learned. Not from textbooks, or at any ng! Hia big, beautiful, illustraded
—but under direct supervision of a real engineer Suegessful aftamanabip,
— a chief draftsman—who instructs you fixem: the dvafts R”E"F- Cilp eoupaa
ing soovm
et in touch with Chief Draftsman Dobe, and your
future is assured. No fear
. the knowledge his methods
mﬁﬁ.ﬁ Jed ﬁeen cg&t olfers before they're
goufae hgs tha
A T All Tools Rerviished!
M. Dobe frankly admits the shortage of
field. He meets it with an oiler that will
ranks; to every man accepied now ffor home-trainimg tn
postitiddal dvatftsmrariphip, oil todls ffree of any esttra cost or
charge of any kindll A beautiful set of imported instru-
ments (see below) all rules and tools, evena

full-size drafting table!
Ders dralting Ppay? Ask any maf
:’n,’ ﬂB!\: Gh.‘az | Ll Y —
ays, Dobe mo L ]
I!lch rigght: 1 smsl o :
s %'éé Free Tool Offer Couponr=No Obligation |
Gﬂgi e
Nie CHIEF DRAFTSNAN DOBE l
1961 Lawrence Ave., Chicago, Dept. 14-67 l
Please send FREE and POSTPAIB new. fun!lyfmuu- I
tr.ited book, Successful Dy
information, terms, etc., ins time for lm took offear. l
Namez. l
BRBERESS oo e e I
S ES— ]
thakg o | AProfessional DraftingSet,and AllSuppties| ... . .. L
W'I'E. Thead li ingcel of ohix i in many ofiers of heme inatruction, but thechance Debe is giving ambitisus men is all a manneeds

In ing thia adventd t U (o desdiratile that you memdiion thie maegazine,




is (o put the reader in touch imame-
diately wiith the newest needfuls for
the home, office, farm, or persom;

to offer, or seek, an

ness opportunity, or to suggest a
service that may be performed satis-
factorily through correspondence.
ife oF busin

It will pay a b

Classified Advertising
Rate in The Munsey Combina-
tion comprising:
Munsey’s Magazime - -\ celaihis
Argosy-Allstory Weekily | ~Live Rate
Flynn's Weekly- - - wjzw'gh‘
diascount

Minimum space 4 lines.

unusuval busi-

fan equally well to read dhese
adveriisements earefully.

Nax. 12th ArgosyiAlistary Weakly Fummes Close Ont: 18tk

AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

MAKE $75 A WEEK AND UP, SELLING OUR FINE,
MADE TO-MEASURE, ALL-WOOL SUITS. DIRECT TO
WEARER—ALL ONE l’lRlClE $31.50. BIGGEST VALUES.
COMMISSIONS IN ADVANCE. WE DELIVER AND COL-
LECT. 6x9 SWATCH SAMPLE,S FURNISHED. W. Z. GIBSON,
ING.; DEPT. X-1l9, CHICAGO.

66 MILES ON | GALLON—MWhordartul, New, Auto Gas Saver,
All makes. Spare or full ume Comity and State Distributors
wanted who ran make $500 to $2500 per month. One wree to in-
troduce. CRITCHLOW, Inventor, N-427, Wlieatoti, 11l

GET OUR FREE SAMPLE
PERFUMES AND SPECIALTIE
LA DERMA CO.. Dept.

ASE—TOILET ARTICLES,
3.  Wonderfully profitable.
P, St. Louis, Mo,

LET US MAIL YOU A FREE BOTTLE OF OUR LIFE
TONIC ELIXIR, FACE POWNER. VEGETABLE OIL S0AP
and terms to agents. All Big Repeaters. LACASSIAN CO.,
Dept. 45, St. Louis, Mo.

BiIG MONEY AND FAST SALES. EVERY OWNEIR BUYS
GOLD INITIALS for his auto. You charge $1.50, make $1.35.
Ten _orders ﬂlllé easy. 'Write for_ particulars_and free sam les
AMERICAN MONOGRAM CO., Dept. 54, East Orange, .

WE START YOU IN BUSINESS, l’urnlshing everything. Men
and women, opportumt&y to _earn 53 o $100 weekdy operatil ng
Wiigsstidie’s urlgmal ew System Specialty Candy Factories
anywhere; wholesale or retail. Bij; commercial candy hook free.
W. HILLYER RAGSDALLE. Drawer $3. East Orange. i 3.

$75.00 TO 3150 00 WEEKIL‘Y T0 INTROBLU@E “CHIEFTAIN"
FOR SHIRTS,  3aM-

ANTEED

PLES AND F ORK NG EREE. vVOI'RR PAY

DANLDA. CINCINNATI SHIET C€O., Bisy. 1Ms2 Cllwmnati, .
BOSTON MAID FROCKS for Women and cmwmamm-

ally known-—fam opular. From mill to wearers $3-50 to
20. Great income producers for men and women agents. Write
oF selling outfit. BOSWORTII MILLS, B-25 Melrose, Mass.

HELP WANTED—MALE

Ag entl—Bmggest money makers ever offered. Sell offices, homes
Bestufone, makes both hands .free while telqpmmnnm.
Midiget Collapsible Garment Hamgers, which everyhody wamts:
and Everin Keypurse to held change and keys. R. K&lina Com-
pany, 1308 Avenue N., Brooklyn, N, Y.

Mirrors resilvered at home. Cnsh less than 5 cents per sguare
foot; you charge 75 cents, groms plating like new,
brassy worn-off auto parts, reﬂectors tableware, stoves, ete. Qut-
fits furnished Detaily free. SP| RlNIKILE Plater, 19, Marion, lad.

DISTRICT AGENTS—SELL $23.50 SUITS AND OVER-
COATS, all wool, one price. Wonderful values, liberal commis-
gsiong in advance; money back guaran(ee, 9x13 swatch outfit
free. Write T. E. HARVEY, MGR.. Box 00, Chicago.

AGENTS, OUR NEW HOUSEHOLD CLEANNG DEVICE

WASHES AND DRIES WINDOWS, sweeps, cleans walls,
scrubs, mops. Costs less than brooms. Over half profit. Write
HARPER. BRUSH WORKS, 101-3rd St., Fairfleld, lowa.

DO YOU WANT AGENTS AND SALESMEN TO SELL
your merchandise? Men and women who are educated In
personal salesmanship and know the house-to-howse, office,
and gtore canvassing proposition, These advertizera are getting
them veak In_and year out, and there are thousands mora for

among the readera of the Mu sey Magazme& ou

imed Berviee
Wma ta ta c
8w YF!

o o probtany i of B odit Sl Aurls

SONG POEMS WANTED

REAL COMPOSER WANTS GOOD SONG_ POEMS AT
ONCE. CORA BROADWELL, SPIRIT LAKE, 10WA.

PATENT ATTORNEYS

PATENTS PROCURED; TRADE MARKS REGISTERED—
experlenced prompt service for. the protection

M EN—EXPERVENCE UNNECESSARY:

vestigretions ris; salaries; expenses.
FORE[GN DETE%OTIVE AGENCY, pSeZO,

travel; make secrek
Write AMERICAN
St. Louis, Mo.

EARN $120 TO $250 MONTHLV EXPENSES PAID, AS
RA ILWAY TRAFFIC INSPE& R. WE SECURE POSITION
!'OB OU TER COMP

Gl URSE on MONIEW REFUNIDEID EXC le
OPPOBTUNITIES “WR FREE BOOKLET CM-30,
STAND. BUSINESS TRAIINING INST.. BUFFALD. N. Y.

FIREMEN, BRAKEMEN, BAGGAGEMEN iwliite or l:olomﬂll
sleeping car, {raia porters colored& $150-83250 monthly. fe
rlence unnecessary. 836 RAI UREAU, East St. Louls, il

AUTHORS—MANISORIPTS

ARE YOU INTERESTEM IN WRITING &lmrt stoging, ?a@
sougs, photoplays, FOR PROFIT? Send for our new edition of
actual letters from promimm editors, wilin want your manu-
seripts, It's F Send for it NOW. Address endelmbn.
Editor, Dept. 110, Writer's Digest, 22 E. Lﬂh St., Cincinnati,

MICHIGAN FARM LANDS EOR SALE

HERE’S YOUR LAND' $10 DOWN AND $10 A MONTH
BUYS 20 ACRES OF MY BEST LAND NEAR I.AKES AND
TOWNS IN CENTRAL MICHIGAN FOR 400. OR 10 ACRES
FOR $250. WRITE AT ONCE FOR FREE PICTURE HOOK.
G. W. SWIGART, M-I27¢ 1st Natl. Bank Bldg., Chicago,

and development of your ideas. Preliminary advice gladly fur-
nished without charge. Booklet of information and form for dis-
clo-ing Idea free on reauest. RICHARD B. OWEN, 68 Owen
Bldg.. Washington, D. C., or 41-J Park Row, New York.

PATENTS\Wiite for FREE Guide Books and *‘ Record of
Invention Blank ™ before disclosing inventions. Send model of
sketch and description of Invention for Inspeetion & Instruction®
free. 'l‘trms Reasonable. Prompt Attention. Highest References.
VICTOR J. EVANS & CO., 762 Ninth, Washington, D. O.

PA‘I’EN‘I’S.. Write for our free Evidenca of Invention Blnnk and
Guide Book, “fuw to Get Your Patemt.” Send model or sketch of
your invention for our Ingpection and Instructions Free. Terma
Reasonable. RANDOLPH & CO., Dept. 419, Washington, C.

PATENTS. BOOKLET FREE. HIGHEST REFERENCES.
BEST RESULTS. PROMPTNESS ASSURED. SEND DR
MODEL FOR EXAMINATION AND OPINION AS

ING OR
PATENTABII.ITY WATSON E. COLEMAN, 644 G ST.,
WASHINGN b. ¢
YOU READ THESE LITTLE ADVERTISEMENTS. Perha; l

you obtain through them things you want; things you mig
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ADVERTISING SECTION A

AGENTS Some Seller at

Looks Like $5.00 Worth A
Gives You $1.00 Profit
¢ With Our Great Introductory Offer

Glving These $1.28 FREE

With each sale of owrwonderful 11 ‘

piece Toilet Article Assortment for
only 32.00. TOVAL SIRREWMIESN.60

$20:99 a Day PROFIT on only TWENTY Sales

inl

! HOW THEY SELL!

You get the attention with the free Shears.
Walter Harris sold 800 boxes in six weeks,
Profit over $100 a week. You can do this too.

Ar: 2 Ve et e yerr e 4

a minate. Save time. Send $L.756 for complete outfit im=
cluding display case. At least write for circulars explain-
ing our Unigque plans, including30other packages. ACT NOW!

E. M. DAVIS CO., Dept. 1246 CHICAGO, ILL.

AcC

BECOME AN eXriERi1

OUNTANT

Executive Accountants and C. P. [L] to $10,000 m year. Thousands
of firma need them. Onl G-nmed Puhlu: Aummnnmu In the United States.
We train you theroly at gom |ﬁ lpni time for C. PP A.
9V
Daﬁamdl iuaaw»l'iuem Gﬁwlli B é‘mﬁﬁﬁli A .M, C, P,
f’ % eiuami miiﬁbiii eg Awerican lﬂimnu aﬂ‘ Aseountants.
wms ok #ro8 boak. ‘ANeeoiHtRCY, the Pfah%iim that Py

LaSs)le Extsmion Whiivomity, Dept. 1016-H,. Chicago
The World's Largeat Business Training Institutien

—aamd
Mennen costs oy
cent & shave

All my life I've found that the best usually torns
out actually to be the cheapest. 1 mean that literedlhy
=in the dollars and cemts meaming offthe word.

Take Memnem Shaving Cream. Aside from any
Other argumemits, a Mennemn shave costs you only
K offa cent. At the rate off % inch per shave—
which is plenty when you use Mennen—youn get
fiee mooshs’ supply off daily, full-size, satisfac-
tory latherings out offthe big 50-cemt tube. That
is, unless “yom and yours"” use it for shampooing,
as thousands do.

The answer is right im Derutatiation — the
Menmnemn process off absolute beard-softening.

Here is such a remarkable comceriiration awf
pure, dowm-tightt beard-sofftening quallities that
just a very little bit om your brush gives you the
maost wondkerfull, firm lather you ever built.

Use all the water you cam— hot on cold, hard
or soft—that little sliver of cream will hold plenty.
Lathers up into a big mountainous bank which

gitévely wwrt’¢ dry om yoour fmee and which

RAILWAY MAIL CLERKS $!5%t9S228 MaNTH i Men

S ady w
education sufficient. Write IMMEDIATELY for free wp-g- book, with sample
lessons and I;c off puisions mmk by men and wemen.
Dept.

N INSTITUT: ROCHESTER, N. Yy

anchin:
FRANK

ﬂd\l“"'te y b mal raf‘ﬂ
g‘% m EF‘
mous dem & F
egtingwem
2 0
abaw eard.

mge
Crawford.B.C., -. -
Send today for free |nm-m-nou mplwm wames

DETROIT scuotuﬁgr LETT

15K Stimson Ave. %mt. m

YOU SHOUDD REBALP-

MuNsEY’'S MAGAZINE

i Q@) Puages of tie FHinest Fiction
MAvaildbble at Amy Price.

Twentytifive cents a copy. At all newsstends.

in fng any

reduces the stiffest, wiiriest whiiskers to abject sur-
render in just about record time.

The other economiies just follow naturally. For
instance, your razor blades last lomger —they only
have to waork half as hard. You save at least fiive
minutes im time over am ordimary shave.YYou
save your skin, keeping it cleam and clear. And
the invariable cheerful disposition that accom-
panies the Memmem shave isan economy price-
less beyomd words.

Meneren Sdnin Bafm—a rare after-shaving treat—
coolling, refreshing, astringemt, antiseptic. Absorbed in
half a minwte. Heals up little cuts and scratches. Tones
up the akin. Amd Tanlrom for Meea-2525 cemts for a big
tin. Tinted to mateth yowur skm—dmmnh show. A llttle
flikk over the shaved area -
absorbs moisture — protects M

[w'lul

against the weat her~girvessoou
a well -groomed appearamce.

.. ETiNeN

SHAVING CRERM

doantisemont on\ this page (k it desinahie that vou meniion (Me mogqsine.



ADVERTISING SECTION A

A Great Prize Fight Story!

YELILOW!!

By Charles Francis Coe

A timely story presemting am authemtic picture of
the modern prize ring, exciting andi imteresting
throughout, andi intertwined with a most absorbing
love story.

Thiis is only one of three compiete movelettess—and
twelve short stories—in the

NOVEMBER

MUNSEY

On Sale October 20th
“ Whexrever magrzines are sold—25 cents a copy. ™'

Use the coupon forra 4 months’ trial subscription of the “ compiete story” MUNSEY.

.« THE FRANK A. MUNSEY COMPANY, 280 Broadway, New York City

GENTLEMEN:—Please send me the November, December, January amdi Febrwary issues of
MUNSEY'S, as issued, for which 1 enclose $1.00,

Streatt amdl Nuembber ...

Citty . - State
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Still Harping on the Western String

Letters continue to pour in on the subject of
Wesutern stories, compallling us again to defer
printing those on the subject of *Twii
Bridges.” No magazine in the world prints as
many serials as Aggosy, thus no ether maga-
zine ean give sueh a wide variety in them.
And ne magazine in the world gives s6
miuch for the moheyasdoevA ggsdy. But we'll
let the readers express their opinions, merely
adding that moFe war stories are Esming:

East Wosrrn, Mass.

I am a reader of the Amcosy for two years and can
truly say give me the Western stories every time. I
am a reader of quite a few magazines and story
papers, but the Arcosy I like more than any of them.
I would prefer the Western stories. Mms. E. J. M.

Dewison, TExAS.
I want more Western stories, such as “ The Rider
o’ Spook Hollow.” P. S.

Port Caresmer, N. Y.
Again another year has spun around, and I am
again forwarding the four dollars for another year's
subscription to my dear old pal, Amcosy. How I
look forward every week for it and many hours of
enjoyment I get from it dunng the year. How nice
it is of a winter's evening, when the storms are
raging outside, to sit snug and warm in the house
and read some of ihe thrilling and interesting tales
in ARGOSY! Yow certainly have the pick of the au-
thors, all good. Please give plenty of Western tales;
T love them, especially with red Indians in them.
Also some tales of the Orient will give plenty of
spice and variety to the ARGOSY, the bestt, the wery
best magazine on the market. I cannot—allthough I
have often tried to—get any interest in other maga-

zimes, so have ceased to buy them. Mixs. H.

TvesErvILLE, Mo.

The more Wastern stories the better, say 1. How
about Mme Storey"? Would like another one about
her. Mrs. K. S.

CovineTon, KY.

I have been readmg Arcosy for about three years
and in my opinion there is no better magazime of
fiction published at any price. But I think if it keeps
on it will have to change its name to Talbss of fhe
Wastt, or something like that. New, I like Western
stories, but not as a regular diet, and when I want
one there are several magazimes on the market where
I can get all [ want without having my ARcOsY
filled up with them. Somehow, Westerm stories don't
fit in with the ARGOSY type of stories and the ARCOSY
type appeals to me. What wouwld suit me better

waould be more business stories. such as “ Personality
Plus,” * The Hole in the Wall.,” and many others of
the same kind. Amd just a suggestion. Why deesn't
some one publish a Bussimess Stoyv Maggawe?e? They

ean’l lie beat, and it is the only field not entered.

G W. L.

Lussy, Mp.

[ would like more Western stories myself.
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ADVERTISING SECTION

IS gentleman’s before-breizkfast temper, re-
sulting from baths with sinker-soap, nsed to
give his wife the impression that his favorite
breakfast menu would be a rasher of crisp nails
and a couple of hard-boilkd padlocks on toast.
The temper would develop by stages. No sooner
would our optimist exert his first strenuous effort
at lather-cultwre than the shy here-and-there soap
would flee his grasp and scuttle to the vast un-
charted tub-bottom, defying recapture.
Now notice the change. How beneficent the
smile! How charmingly effective the neat little

wing arrangement, registering virtue and loving-
kimdness. Nails and padlocks are no longer on our
gentleman’s menu — the grace of his company at
breakfast is now matched only by the engaging
softaess of his three-minute eggs.

This magic was achieved by wifcly intelligence
cooperating with a cake of the rich-lathering,
quick-rinsing white soap that floats. Mem whe
have changed to this soap for their morning baths
tell us that they never knew before wihat a jubilant
luxury bathing could be. Yow can afways s lvery
when yow want it—aw? the grocery or irt the Aub.

PROCTER & GAMBLE
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fi vor_cLxzxi SATURDAY, OCTOBER 9, 1926 NDRBEEIT|
By RICHARD BARRY
Adshor of *“ The Big Gum,'’ * Wanth Millions,"" etc.
CHAPTER 1. seemed to scorn the newcomer as if she

SEVENTY YEARS AGO.
ERANCISCO .was seven years

AN
old.
On a September morning of that

year— 1886-2 aS¢RIEA G Ttheotibide st éas
Mﬁar <Afi>6me \eiep! withambiaed issn
Arbughi| thEhGofdeh GhtePanAME chAvEd
HHERHSh ather QRN Alt%odi W sRENVAS
ARV RIS IBaVS tHeS Ciifita3CoRta KRS
ey e pligdte A HEe Stenfreamestd Mifds
Shey e prstledad fosigie pape tesellifey
A erSi ePAOPRRGCH04Rt0 the bay, kicking
waleréiKQPR 10U’ dPiiper ships, lovely grey-
hotihdseopriHe e iBAng FatPputoneinahe,

were some amphibian monster without clear
pedigree. And justifiedly, for the City of
Panama had crept up the coast only from
the isthmus, while the clippers had come
and would return the long way about Seuth
America, passing through the Stralts ef
Magellan and rounding Cape Herq.

The City of Panama, moreover, bore no
such bask necessities as the clippers
brought—iflour, sugar, dried beef, clothing,
and other sterling Yamkee merchandise.
Her hold was laden with champagne,
cognac, port, sherry, and moselle wines,
cases of Parisian gewns, ready made, a
consignment of ecut velvets froem Genes,

hounis Af the sea, lying far out at anchor, g

1A
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crystal glass from Birmingham, and a large
number of cigars made to sell at one dollar
each, all billed via the isthmus from the
ports of Marseilles, Liverpool, Genoa, and
Havana.

A “fancy " ship—for the fancy.

Her passengers were not of the rough-
and-ready type which patronized the clip-
pers—New England farmers, roustabouts
from the cities of the East, grub-stakers
from the older country east of the Appa-
lachians, men willing to work a passage as
sallors, or to put up with steerage fare of
salt pork, hardtack, and plumduff, for the
chanee to get to the mines of - California.
The passenger list of the City of Panama
bere the names only of those willing and
able te pay eight hundred dollars in gold
for passage from the port of Balboa at the
isthus, having previously made their way
te Panafma, on the Atlantie side, and hav-
ing eressed the isthmus on horse or mule
baek.

They were saving three to four menths
on the trip round the Horn, and aveiding
the terrible trek across the plains and the
desert.

It was the last leg of the de luxe tour
of the time—the express limited of the
mid-nineteenth century. By it one could
pass from New York to San Erancisco in
the incredibly short space of nine or ten
weeks, D. V.

Among the passengers on the deck of the
paddle wheeler, all eagerly surveying the
evolving wonders of the far-famed harber
they were entering, was a young man in
his twenty-fourth year, Donald Randolph,
of Warrenton, Virginia.

That is, late of Warrenton—tthiese months
before. Never again, possibly.

His trousers of mouse-gray e¢hameis
cloth were strapped under high-hesled, var-
nished boots. A buff waistcoat with silver
buttons was just discernible beneath a wide-
belled coat of black, dull cloth, and his
broad black stock held his high seft linen
collar up -under his throat. The ruching
of his linen showed at his cuffs. A natural
beaver hat swelled in full tones, from roiling
brim to protruding top.

The hat stamped him.

“ Hul!'” remarked one feminine creakure

to another, surveying him from a distance,
where they stood on the port quarter-deck,
hoop-skirted, and with very tiny bonnets
bearing long ribbons perched on the wavy
ends of curling “ buns ” sat at rakish an-
gles on their birdlike heads. ** Wearing the
duds his dad bought him four years age—
'way behind the times, Why, 1 haven’t
seen a man on Broadway wearing one of
them scoops for twe years—"¢epn’ an actor
at the Park.”

“Mm” gamblers!” added her companion.

Sartorial history justified this remark,
though the young person may have been
motivated in it by the fact that her voyage-
long effort to captivate the young man had
come to an anticlimax the night before on
the edge of a lifeboat, in the moonlight, as
they lay becalmed outside the Golden Gate,
waiting for day to pilot them in. Certainly
an ideal setting for her purpose.

And he had talked about his mwotiiear—
huh! Dead two years before. And his
father—siimilarly out of the picture. Thus
moonlight and a quiet deck and seclusion
and a svelte languishing beauty, with her
taffeta furbelows sweeping across his mouse-
colored trousers as if accidentally, had ap-
pealed to him.

Not a kiss—no declaration—mot a hand-
clasp—mot a look. He had been as civil
to her as if she were his sister, and as im-
personal.

The last word from her companion hit
her.

“dianibler!” she repeated. “ Sucker,
you mean. The army cap cleaned him two
diays ago—amd at two-bit limit. Th’ kid's
a piiker!!”

The ship’s surgeon, having finished with
the quarantine officer who had come aboard
at dawn, joined young Randolph at the
rail. The two had struck up quite a friend-
ship during the voyage.

The surgeon tried to exchange looks with
the young women, but they shrugged shoul-
ders and turned away.

The gals are stepping pretty high this

morning. Have you offended them, my
boy?” he asked.
“I1 hope not,” Randolph answered.

“ What made you think tinatt?"
The surgeon seemed about to place a
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convivial hand on the other, but the young
man faced him, Something in his self-
contained restraint seemed to discousage
forwardness in the male as in the female.

“ Oh, I've been watching you all . voy-
age!” the surgeon laughed. “ The dark one
especially. Yorrwere hers.”

* Miss Estinedljs?”
“Polly. You know about her, of
course.”

.

“ She was rather explicit last evening.
She is traveling from New York with her
friend, at the request of her aumt, whose
guests they are to be in San FErancisco.
Her aunt, I take it, is a very wealthy lady,
with a large house, and lonely—

“ Aunt, eh?' the surgeon snoried.
“Did she tell you the name of this hes-
pitable aumt?”

“ A Mrs. Parmentier, I beliexe

“ That’s it—Belle Parmentler, of Par-
mentier's Cyprian Grove—omns the - Pare,
diso Bar, too, since her lover, Mike Cos-
tello, was shot last year in a card game.”

i« M!!Jﬂ

“ You'll find her to-night when you geo
to the Paradiso—every one goes there the
first night—in the dance hall.”

Randolph gave no hint as to what ex-
tent, if at all, he was interested in this
information. His interest now was very
legitimately directed toward a curiously in-
ert group of ships sagging in against the
farther shore. A ‘forest of masts, but net
alive. Some seemed falling.

“ Why, that's as big a fieet as 1 saw m
New York harbor!” he exclaimed.

“ And yours for the taking,” the surgeen
responded. “ Those are the ships the erews
deserted in the first gold rush—five, six,
seven years ago. For a coupla years nary
a vessel left Frisco. What ye see right
there is all that came in—an’ stuck. Every
man jack of every crew left 'em fiat an’
went into the hills. Gold fever—worse'n
typheid.”

“ How about the City of Panama? Are
you not afraid?”

The surgeon laughed. “ No more. The
fever's run its course. Thing o' the past.
No chance now for a man without capital.
Good claims. all staked out by big compa-
nies  And the gold’s failing, too. Bank

clearances this year coupla millions less'n
last year. Bubble’s bust.”

Anxiety came info the voice of the young
man for the first time.

“Do you really thimk” he pleaded,
“ there is no more chance to find gold in
Californiz?”

The surgeon became judicial. His knowl-
edge of the world, on nearly every subject,
was vast and fimal.

“ Wouldn't say that, exactlly,” he replied.
“ Maybe there’s a chamoe—but not like it
was. Too bad you didn’t come here six or
seven years ago and get into the free-for-all.
That’s how it is in this country. Seldom
a single poor man gets a chance like he
had in California in 1848. Only takes a
few years for the banks and the rich men to
sew things up.

“BBest chance now is to put on a red
shirt, roll up your sleeves, and take five
dollars a day for slinging a pick. That's
the only bonanza—five a day for common
labor. Ain't it a scream? And a man like
me—a university graduate, and with thirty
years’ experience practicing my professiom—
can't make half tletd!”

Randolph wondered if he were a univer-
sity graduate why he lapsed so ungram-
matically into the vernacular. His early
training, perhaps, had not been abie to sur-
vive association.

“ Too bad,” the surgeon was still croak-
ing, “ you couldiritt’ve seen the town in the
old days when she was wide open. She was
a he-man’s town then, Everything went.
Il tell you what put Frisco on the bum.
Vigilantes! Sure. Ewver since they got loose
in the fall of 1850 things 've been dead.
I guess they’ll never come back. Frisco’s
like the effete East now—mothing but se-
clety and people high-hatting ofie - 8n-
other.”

“1 thought the Vigilantes merely pun-
ished crime.”

“ That’s the idea, but T'll tell you some-
thing you'll find fer yerself soon enough.
Th’ real people in Frisco, the best lawyers
like Judge Terry, 've got no use for Vig-
ilantes. 'Outlaws, just like the killers”

Randolph’s eyes were wide open m
amazement at this statement,

“ ¥ou may not believe that,” the surgeon
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confided. “ But I'll just show you how
it works. Th’ thing that made Erisco in
the old days was gambling. Can’t get away
from that. Ewery second joint in town was
a gambling salomm—an' beauts, some o'
them. High class, Tony. Why, the best
man in town was Alec Campbell, who
owned the Eldorado—swumie as a die, an’
charitable, an’ never drank a drop. Public
gambler. ° Feigep llves below the belt,’ he
sald, ‘an’ I'm here to keep the belt In
plaee.’

“ Then what happened? The Vigilantes
strung up a coupla fellas who'd been quick
on the draw in a card game. Just excitable,
that was all. Guilty enough, maybe, but
that’s not the point. The point is, they
should ’a’ been left to be regulated inside
the game, not from a force outside. See?
It was a black eye for gambling,

“ Get me? Kinda subtle, but everybody
knows what happened. Gambling just quit
being respectable. That was the devil of
it. The Vigilantes meant to put killing
out of favor, and instead they hit gam-
bling. Now, you don’t think that was a
square deal, do you?"

Randolph, an ardent devotee of poker,
although rather a consistent loser, soberly
shook his head.

“1 see nothing morally reprehensible in
gambling,” he asserted. “ That is, net in
its use, though perhaps in the alusee—"

The surgeon plunged on hotly to ¢linch
his argument. “ Well, T'li tell you how far
it's went. Just before the City of Panama
cleared coming down, Alec Campbell sold
out the Eldorado and retired as a public
gambler; told me personally his dignity
no longer would permit him to engage in
& profession that bore even a slight taint of
suspicion, That’s what the Vigilantes did
—dirove the squarest gambler in California
away from the tables”

“ He's quit gamilingy?*

“ Absolutely! He went and organized
him the Consolidated Stock Exchange, and
got himself made the first presidemt”

The steamer was now within a few hun-
dred yards of the beach. It was low tide,
and a stretch of about twenty feet of sand
was visible between the edge of the water
and the very low wooden wharf, which was

really only an extension of the wide streef
beyond.

A few hundred yards to the left Ran-
dolph could see a real wharf extending into
the water, and he wondered why the City
of Panama did not tie up there, but the sur-
geon explained it belonged to a rival com-
pany, and that practically all the landing
in San Francisco was still done by lighter-
ing.

Many small boats were already pushing
off from shore, and presently the passengers
were taken into them. When they were
beached the oarsmen lifted their charges
ashore, either in their arms or pickaback.

“Feaeevadll, doctor!” Randolph cried, as
he went over the side and down the rope
ladder.

“ Adios!
diso.”

A few minutes later a Chinese, his blue
nankeen tied in closely to his ankles, and
pulling his pigtail down his chest, backed
up to the small boat in which Randolph
rode.

“ Lightee!
naboy pam!”

Having seen others, Randolph knew what
to do, as he placed his legs around the neck
of the Chinaman, his varnished boots
dangling in horizontal line with the pig-
tail. It was a bit humiliating, but befter
than wetting his feet as he saw some of
his fellow passengers doing rather than
mount a human back. Ewven as he started
he saw Miss Estrelly and her eempanien,
one following the other, belng earrled by
two Chinamen each, whe used theif hands
as woven baskets. He wished he had gene
that way.

No matter. In a moment he set his dry
and polished feet on the golden sands ef
California, and then stepped up bueyantly
to the wooden wharf. As the Chinese
placed after him his loose leather bag he
felt in his pocket for money and preduced
a silver eariwheel, with whieh he rewarded
his servitor.

He smiled wryly to himself. It was his
last dollar. But here he was, in the land
of promise. He pressed his arm against his
breast pocket reassuringly. He felt re-
source within,

See vou to-night in the Para-

Lightee!”" he shrilled. ** Chi-
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The clamor of bidding cabbies almost
knocked Mm back into the bay. They
swarmed on him with a din of crying, but he
defended his bag, and looked along the
wooden street. His late shipmates were
dividing inte two driblets, ofie walking, the
other suecumbing to the aggressive certain-
ties of the cabmen, whese vehicles were
mostly of the clesed pattern designed for
funerals.

Directly in the center of the line Ran-
dolph saw two carriages which stood apasit
from all the others. Private equipages, he
conctuded. Each was a high-wheeled open
phaeton, " lined, with marcon. the body
reached by two steps, and with a high rear
seat, on which perched a colored footman
in green livery with brass buttons. Each
had a pair of very mettlesome horses, so
mettlesorse that the coachman stoed at their
heads, warlly steadying them in the clamor.
The livery of the eoachman was of green;
but with-bulf pipings.

The harnesses were trimmed with silver,
and from each bit dangled little siiver
chains, while on the breastplate of each
horse was a medallion of solid.,galidi

Fascinated, Randolph waited to sée who
would enter these distinguished equipages.
Among his late shipmates he could think of
none who would rate them. Then he saw
Miss Estrelly and her companion approach
the nearest. After a word with the coach-
man! the two young women stepped lan-
guidly Into the high basket, into which
they were handed by the footman.

The coachman leaped to his bos, cracked
his whip, and the horses began pawing the
wooden planks. The crowd separated with
squeals of fear, and in a moment the phae-
ton was rumbling down the wharf, rippling
along the wooden planks to the rat-a-pat-
pat of the prancing horses.

A very pretty sight in the broad sun of
high noon!

With a sigh of admiration Randolph
turned to engage the nearest cab, thinking
that Mrs. Parmentier must be a very rich
lady, indeed, when he thought he noticed a
sign of recognition from the colored coach-
man on the remaining phaeten.

He inclined his head slightly so the brim
of his hat would shield his eyes from the

sun, and afford him better vision.” With
this the coachman leaped to the ground,
came forward, and seized his bag.

“YWassa, massal Yassa!® he humbly
bowed.

Randolph chuckled. “ If you don’t look.
like my father's body servant, Sam.”

“Y¥assa, massa! Thank y’, salil!”

The coachman led the way obsequiousty
to the high steps.

“titld on, Sam!” Randolph protested.
“I’m looking for a public comveyance.”

“ She', massa! Step im—an’ give yo’
ordanl”’

Whereupon -the coatcliman left his place
by the head of his team, vaulted to the box,
and leaned back as if for directions, while
the horses started forward. Before he
knew it Randolph had plopped into the
maroon velvet.

“ Wha-to, saln?” queried the comchman.

“To the office of Wells, Fargo & Geo.”
gasped Randolph as the rapid rush of the
phaeton knocked him flat against the
cushions,

CHAPTER

GETTING ADVICE.

1I.

E Wells, Fargo office was & frame

building with a stoop, located on what

was later known as Sansome Street,
and flanked by two long sheds used for the
shelter of stage coaches. As the ernate phae-
ton bearing young Randolph approached it
along the plank paving, the eoachmaa was
obliged to held & tight reln, and steer a
careful course to avold a eurleus strueture
whieh all but filled the rathef wide street.

This was a four-sided walt of sandbags,
piled about seven feet high, with em-
brasures, and twe loopholes evidently made
for cannon, but now vacamt. It extended
along half a black front, and left barely
room enough on each side for a carrlage to
pass.

“ Why, bless me, Sam, what's tinse?
Randolph called up to the footman on the
rear box,

“fike! He!"” chuckled the darky. “ Dat’s
Fort Gunnybags, mags=!”

“Mort  Gunnybags!” - -Randolph . ex-
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claimed. “ A fort in the heart of the city?
What does it meam?"

“ Vigilantys, massa. Done lick ev-hody.
Uncle Sam’s soldier boys, an’ Cap Sherman,
too. He! He! Dey’s powhuhful strong
—diemn vigilentyd ™

A moment later the phaeton halted with
a flourish before the extended stoop just
beyond. Reading the sign over it, Ran-
dolph descended, leaving his bag, and, with
orders to the darky to wait, mounted the
wooden steps, and disappeared inside.

This “ up-to-date humming hive of agtiv-
ity,” as the Wells, Fargo office in San Eran-
cisco was described in Eastern circulars,
had five clerks and a manager—* the larg-
est office west of St. Louis.” Randolph
asked for the manager, and presented a let-
ter from his inner breast pocket.

The manager perused the document, and
asked: “Do you bear any other means of
identificatiiom?*’

Randolph looked him very squarely, and
very soberly in the eye. Then, pointing
to the paper, he replied: “ My deseriptien
is there, sir, clear enough for an escaped
convict, as I told your manager in Balti-
more.”

The paper bore these tallies:

Height, five feet eleven inches; weight, one
hundred and fifty-five pounds; hair, dark
red, natural wave; complexion, sandy; eyes,
light blue; face, smooth-shaven; cleft chim;
dimple lower left cheek; distinguishing
marks, three small black moles in a group on
left forearm.

The manager surveyed his ealler eritical:
ly, evidently subjecting him to the compara-
tive test. His eyes rested on Randelph's
face, which now broke in a bread §Fin.

“mh!” said the manager. *Il see the
dimple now.*

The grin went far over the sandy
cheeks. “ And I suppose you'd like to see
the moles.” Randoiph blushed, but pulled
up the coat sleeve of his left arm and the
ruching of his immaculate white linen shirt.
He held out his bare forearm. Two inches
below the elbow, on the front, were three
little black spots, each the size of a pea.

The manager did not smile. He examined
the moles and then in & businesslike way he
said: °

“ In what form will you have the money,
Mr. Randolipin?”

“In what form have you got "

“ Gold, silver, or scrip”

“ Gold, 1 reckom

The manager stepped behind his desk,
placing ‘the paper down, with a dipped pen
beside it, remarking, “ Kindly receipt this,”
while he reached back to a safe and twirled
the combination. Presently he brought out
a sack of coins, from which he counted
twenty and laid them down,

They were hexagonal slugs, stamped by
the government mint, worth fifty dollars
each. Randolph started to pick them up,
and found the combined weight would be
four or five pounds.

“ Pretty heavy to carry,” he commented.
“ How about the senijp?”

“We have it in twenties, fifties, hun-
dreds, and five hundreds.”

“Ts it legal temdn??”

“ Certainly. Republic of California, and
guaranteed by the government of the Uni-
ted States.”

“ Give me five hundred dollars in scrip
and the rest -in gold, if you please. And
break up one of those—what do you call
them?”

“ Pieces of eight. Very willl”

The manager handed out five pieces of
white paper labeled one hundred dollars
each, nine of the slugs, and ten five-dollar
gold pieces.

Randoiph stowed them away rather
carelessly in his trousers pocket. * Tell
me,” he continued,  the best way to reach
the gold diiggimgs.”

“ Which gold diggimgs?"

“Any. The bestt™

“Mmnd for what object?” The manager,
matter of fact, surveyed his caller shrewd-
ly. Was he merchant, gambler, capitalist,
or what? His paper had been an order from
the manager of the Baltimore branch for
the payment of a thousand dollars, the
practical traveler’s money order of the
time. . It told nothing. But there was some-
thing enigmatical in Randelph. His rather
dandified clothes suggested the gambler,
though he lacked jewelry; but his Beyish,
ingenuous eeufitenanee belied a prefessienal
eefifnestion.



DON

“To find gold,” said Randolph.

“ Ahl Then you are a prespentan?”

“ ¥ reckon. That is, I'd like to he—ex-
pect to be.”

“ Well, our stage, coach leaves here twice
a week, at nine in the morhing, for Sacra-
mento. There you can change for points
on the American River. One goes out to-
Mmorrow mormiing,”

“IIl take that!” Randolph exclaimed.

By this time the manager had come from
behind his desk, and seemed more frisndly
than at first.

Encouraged by his manner, his visitor
asked:

“ Do you think, sir, there is any chance
left for a newcomer without much mameyy—
well, sir, like myselff?”

Quite a chuckle greeted this. *“ Not one
in a hundred hits California with a pile as
good as yours.”

“T was told on the boat that the good
prospects are all taken—that the big com-
panies have everythimg.”

The manager quickly punctured this
canard, a perennial bobbing on the fllotsam
of every enterprise since the first days fol-
lowing the Flood te Anno Domini 1926.

“ A fellow about your age, Dan Quinlan,
came through here ninety days ago—mot as
well heeled as you. He had eleven dollars.
Yesterday I got a sack of gold dust from
him from Oroville—it weighed up a little
over two thousand dollars, and that’s the
third.

“ He's taken out five thousand in less'n
thrée months. And there'’s a lot of others.
We cleared a million and a half in this of-
fice last month, about half from big com-
panies, half from grub-stakers and partner-
ships and lone prospectors. Looks like any
man’s game, doesn’t it?”

Randolph’s eyes glowed. “ T am delight-
ed, sir!” he exclaimed. “ And now may 1
ask you for a little more advice?"

“ Slnoatt

“ What sort of outfit would you adwisss?*

“ Well—pick, shovel, scale, blanket. As
for provisions, they say all you need take
in is tobacco, whisky, and sugar. You can
buy them cheaper in town here than on the
trail, but it hardly pays to tote in bacon
and fiur. Plenty of stores up. there”
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Perhaps it was the gold fever,that could
be seen in Randolph’s face. He was breath-
ing more quickly, but he restrained him-
self to secure more essential information.

“Tell me,” he demanded, * just what
is the nearest place they are actually taking
out geld now.”

“ Why, I guess there’s a few of the boys
still over at Vallejo; that's only over the
bay, half a day from here. And there’s
some still around Sutter’s; that’s just be-
yond Sacramento. But Sutter’s is played
out now.

“If 1 were you I'd go straight through
to Oroville; that’s two days and a half on
the coach. From there you can strike into
any one of half a dozen different camps in
a day’s journey, or—start one yourself.
That’s all the style now. And when you
get your stuff, don’t forget Wells, Fargo.
Here!”

The manager stepped again behind his
desk, and emerged presently with a hand-
ful of canvas sacks, in size about six by
eight inches, and each stenciled in black let-
ters, “ Wells, Fargo & Co., San Francisco,
€alifornia.”

He bhanded them to his caller. * Pack
your dust in those. Soon as you fill one,
give it to one of our drivers. We'll do the
rest. If you need more, let me know.”

Randolph took the sacks tenderly, hold-
ing them with reverence, -as if clutching
them he already held fortune by ‘the throat.
Then he swallowed hard and asked: “ How
much 1 one of these hold®”

“ Depends on the fineness of the stuff,
but it runs around two or three thousand
dollars.”

“ Whew!” The young man whistled in-
advertently. He held in his hand the cov-
ering for a sizable fortune, judged by the
standards of the life he had known, and yet
«itt wess thezetedl czaumliy, ass off swerae ingd-
.dent.

Caution came to him. “ How about ban-
dits?” he asked. “ They say those, stage
coaches are held up a lot.”

“ Not so often. We've only had one hold-
up this year. But don't let that worry you.
You get. your receipt from the driver. That
protects you. Wells, Fargo makes goed any
loss.”
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“ Only one holdup this year! Why, the
Eastern papers seem to print nothing but
stories of stage coach robberies in Cali-
fornia.”

The manager laughed. “ We're a long
way off. A few lies won’t hurt us. Fact
is, the Vigilantes have made a road in Cali-
fornia safer than a side street in New York
or Baltimore.”

“ Vigilantes? My driver said sumething
about their fort.”

The manager pointed out the door and
down the street. “ Sure. Fort Gunny-
bags. There it is. Coleman’s army made
that, the second Vigilante uprising. The
last, I think. No more will be necessary,
They organized four companies of men,
military formation, built that fort, marched
to the jail, and got two killers, and hung
them out of those windows. Loal!!™

Following with his gaze the manager's
pointing finger, Randolph saw in the middle
of the next block a two-story frame build-
ing, evidently a warehouse. From two mid-
dle windows on the second floor extended
broad, rough planks, six or eight feet. Even
before he heard their story, they seemed to
have a sinister suggestion for the newcomer.

“ The Vigilantes tried ‘em in that reom*
went on the manager. “ Fair trial, with a
jury, and defense lawyers, and everything;
but no red tape. Convicted 'em, and then
made ’em walk the plank with ropes around
their necks, and with the whole population
of San Francisco down here in the street
looking on. A great show! Did more good
than all the executions on the American con-
tinent since Columbus discovered it.”

“ But T don't understand. Why the

fort?”
- “Vigilante eompanies massed there 1o
prevent William Teswmseh Sherman and his
soldiers from interfering. Sherman passed
the budk.

“ But you said these killers were aleady
in jail. Why not let the law take its
course?"

A sarcastic smile came to the face of the
custodian of funds. “ It was because the
law wouldn’t take its course,” he explained,
« that the Vigilantes organized. That’s why
most of the lawyers in town are against the
Vigilantes—imterfered in their business.”

“Mmd they hung only two?”

“ Just twa®

“All that effort to execute two murder-
ers already caught®”

“ Quite so. Then the Vigilantes went out
of business. You see, two was enough. It
was the way they did it. It's put the fear
of God in every bad man this side of the
Rockies. Just whisper ¢ Vigilante * in any
camp from here to Salt Lake, and any card
shark will lay down his hand. Why, our
driver told me yesterday there hasn’t been
a horse stoleni from Tulluride to Vallejo in
thirty days.”

The young Virginian looked quickly at
his informant.

“ Are you a Vigilante” he asked.

The manager’s mouth shut tight, and he
stolidly surveyed his caller for a moment.
Then a very slow smile came into his eyes,
though his lower face remained as if frozen.
Finally with a menacing drawl he said:
“ You’re a- tenderfoot, my boy, so we will
just forget that question; but I will advise
you not to ask any one else that in this
town. And for your guidance I will add
this: you will find ne Vigilantes in San
Francisco. They came from—mnowhere.
They are gone—somewhere.”

Randolph accepted the rebuke silemtly.
The manager chuckled as he added in
milder tone:

“ But they were substantial-looking cits
while they were with us—and they didn’t
wear masks.”

The * tendenftmit” changed the subject.
“ How about hotels? he asked.

“Thhere’s the Continental, the Bella
Umion, and there’s some rooms above the
Paradiso. A young fellow like you might
like that—the Paradiso.” The manager
winked broadly. “Plenty doing there,
what with the bar and the dance hall and
the new faro bank and roulette wheel.”

Randolph shook his head. *I'd prefer
a regular hotel,” he said.

“Tlry the Bella Union—there’s no din-
ner served west of the Planters in St. Louls
like the Bella Union serves”

“ Thank you, sir.” Randolph bowed rath-
er formally from his waist and walked dewn
to the waiting phaeton,

* Huh!™ commented the manager to his
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chief clerk as he came back to his office.
“ That kid’s skipped out of one of the best
plantations in the Old Domimion, or I miss
my guest.”

“ How far will he get with his thou-
sand?”

“ Dunno.
three days.”

“ Thought you said the road was safe
since the Vigilentess—"

The manager shook his head, remaiking:
“ Vigilantes didn’t write prescriptions to
keep tenderfeet plastered to gold they bring
inm”

Oroville’s a long ways—two,

CHAPTER 1L

FOR THE HONOR OF THE MHOUSE.

OM six in the morning until six in

the evening the Paradiso had only

three barkeeps. Tthen three more came
on to serve until eight, when the full force
arrived, five more. Thus while the chief
business office in San Francisco had only
five clerks, the chief bar had eleven dis-
pensers of drink, straight and mixed. . It
was the glory of the Paradiso that every
alcoholic beverage known to man was served
over its bar—except beer. One could get
beer in San Franeisco of that period, but
in the saloons along the water front and on
Geold Row, where the miners outfitted; not
in the Paradige, which was the resort of
guality. Thefe Russlan vodka and Mexican
pulgue recently had been added to the list
of exotie stimulants.

It was Randolph’s fate to arrive at the
Paradiso the night of its narrow escape
from a great humiliation. He had spent
the afternoon buying the outfit suggested
by the manager of the express company,
which he had left in his room at the Bella
Union, and in surveying the town. For a
time he had watched the huge scoops dig-
ging up the sand from the hills for the mak-
ing of roads. He had climbed up one of the
shoulders of Nob Hill past a group of man-
sions which he had been told were the
homes of the nabobs.

Then he had dined at the Bella Union
on oyster stew, venison, grizzly bear steak,
French artichokes, partridge, mushroom

souffle, French fried potatoes, ice cream,
and coffee. Becauwse it was his last meal }it
civilization he treated himself to a bottle of
champagne.

In the morning he was leaving via the
stage coach for the gold fiedtis. He had one
night of leisure and sightseeing. He began
it, as every one told him he must, by going
to the Paradiso.

As Randolph entered past the mahogany
doors, brass-bound in huge locks and hinges,
he thought there must be some unusual ex-
citement, for a crowd seemed pressing to the
rear, past the card tables in the foreground.
The crowd usually pressed toward the bar
at the Paradiso, but this seemed more than
the ordinary. Randolph joined the throng,
which contained many of the prominent
men of the city.

He saw a bar flifty feet long, three feet
wide, and polished until it reflected like a
mirror, Directly behind it was a huge
painting, of more than life size, depicting a
satyr with five junoesque nymphs, set in
a gold frame eighteen inches deep. A
framed, glassed box below it bore gold let-
tering. reading:

“Le Satyre ™ par Dupuis
Value, $50,000.

On either side of the painting was stacked
pyramid after pyramid of glasses in all
shapes and sizes. One pyramid was of deli-
cate ruby glass made to hold burgumdiy;
another of spiral pale green for moselle;
another of amber cylinder for sauterns; an-
other of a superimposed creamy beaker to
hold egg-mixed drinks; and then cham-
pagne glasses, tiny liqueur glasses, and on
each end, In the place of honer, stolid and
plain American whisky glasses.

In all this paraphernalia of drinking only
one bottle of actual liquor was visible. This
was in a glass cabinet beside the picture,
ostensibly padlocked, with a neatly printed
card inside the case, announcing:

Napoleon shenny;
Fifty years old;
One drink, Sio.

Tie price of whisky was four bits a drimk’,
but it was not to serve whisky chiefly that
the eleven bartenders stood at proud, equal
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distances behind the. fiifity feet of the Para-
disa’s mahogany. Each was a picked man,
each a master of his sophisticated craft, and
the wages of the least of them was & him-
dred dollars a week. For it was the vaunt-
ed boast of the Paradiso that it could serve
any mixed drink known to man, and the
price was the same for one and all—one
dollar. Ingredients strictly imported—ex-
cept eggs.

The bartenders wore no aprons, Their
ctlothes ran chiefly to waistcoats. Ameng
the eleven could be seen almost every va-
riety of gay check and stripe, surmounted
by elaborate neckwear. And they were or-
tately barbered, in curling mustachios,
waxed vandykes, and an occasional full
beard. =~

The chief barman, Antoine, an elderly
Erenchman, who alone held the secret of the
swastika, a mixed drink of sibyiline ecstasy,
wore long, white, silky mutton-chop whig*
kers.

For the swastika it was necessary to levy
an extra charge of four bits, No one knhew
of just what it was made; but there was
honey in it, and champagne, and chartreuse,
and the white of an egg, and nutmeg. It
was also believed that Antoine never made
two alike. This he would not confirm. As
ail artist he was abuve measurement oF
recipe. Instinct and impeccable taste were
alone his guides.

As Randoiph pressed forward he feund
a throng of men five or six deep before the
middle of the bar. In the center, with an
elbow on the mahogany, was sprawled a
bizarre individual, wearing a suit of loese,
velvety corduroy, engaged in the act of
tossing off one drink after another with
alarming rapidity. Three barmen were mix-
ing for him with studious care, and. the
audience seemed to regard his casual ecey-
pation with similar seriousness.

“ What is it?” Randolph asked the near-
est man. -

“ A wager,” came the reply from his el-
bow. :

He turned to confront one, evidently a
Spaniard, judging by his sombrero, his
velvet trousers, tight at the knee and flpzing -
at the ankles, his crimson sash, and his
frilled shirt fully exposed.

The buzz of voices rose.
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“ Senor Bonanza Pete has wagered he
can drink seventy-five mixed drinks with-
out stopping. Observe! The money is
up!” He pointed to an upturned glass bot-
tom up on the bar, holding two pieces of
scrip.

“ Five hundred dollars a side!” the next
man added. “ If he drinks a hundred it will
kill himi?

At that moment a barman with waxed
mustaches, and a pique vest with lavender
pin stripes placed on the bar a small
glass containing a pale purple ffiidi. As
he did so he said, with the precision of a
timekeeper or an auctioneer’s clerk: “ A
Hindu swizzle. No. 37.”

The one described as Bonanza - Pete
seized it and downed it with a gulp, look-
ing avidly toward the next drink, one -of
straw color, emanating from a silver mixer, .
wielded deftly before a vest of red polka
dots on a green field,

A ripple of applause and interest spread
over the crowd. “ The halfway!” *“ He's
made the turn and going stromg!” “ Even
money on Petel Who'll cover?” .

For a moment the tension was relaxed,
Wagers were
made, Unless the bettors were well known
to each other, the money was put up, and
in the hands of some disinterested by-
stander. Nearly every man in the crowd
had put up money on the contest, and over
half of them were holding stakes,

The prevailing odds had begun against
Pete, but they had steadily risen in his
faver as he tossed off the first thirty-seven
drinks with as much ease as an ordinary
man would have in disposing of two or
three. He stood there, in semilolling atti-
tude, propped by the protruding roll of the
massive bar, downing the drinks as they
appeared, like a boa constrictor gulping
rabbits, with seemingly illimitable capacity.
After each few drinks he would languidiy
gshrug his shoulders, and his loose corduroys
would ripple capaciously, as if swelling out
and producing further subterranean caverns
for the disposal of the extra freight.

A barman with a full black beard cas-
cading” over a yellow west of  natural
chamois skin, slid a glass of green
liguid under the nose of the voracious
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Senor ‘Pete, saying sonorously: “ A Sand-
wich Island smash; No. 4§

A cheer ascended from the crowd.

The newcomer felt a thump on his back,
and an overeager voice greeted him with:
“idllo, Don Randaljpi™

He turned to confront the ship’s sur-
geon, his eyes aglitter. Randolph stepped
aside. The surgeon had not dared a per-
sonal touch throughout the long voyage,
but now he was evidently more under the
influence of the flowing bowl than Bonanza
Pete.

In stepping hastily Donald collided with
the Spaniard, to whom he turned with a
quick apology. A most winning smile lit
the swarthy countenance.

“No es nada, Don Randolph!” he re-
plied.

For a moment the Virginian was tempted
to correct the obvious inference made by
his chance acquaintance in assuming that
his nickname, “ Don,” which the surgeon
had not presumed heretofore to use, was
the prefix of a Castilian title; but the swift
continuance of the novel contest in front of
them was absorbing all attention,

Even the bibulous surgeon became en-
grossed, with the others. In a murmurous
undertone the spectators were calling at-
tention to the rules. It had been agreed
in making the wager that there were to
be no two drinks alike, and that there was
to be no lapse of time between their place-
ment on the bar.

The first condition had been made by
Pete’s opponent; the latter by the wily
Bonanza himself, whose experience with
the cumulative effect of alcohol had led
him to believe he could take care of seventy-
five drinks if he allowed no slack time for
their kicks to multiply, while consiamidy
feeding fresh ingredients to absorb the par-
alyzing potency.

But now there was evident a species of
consternation behind the bar. One by one
fresh tenders had been brought to the source
of supply, but among them was rising a
wave of protest and denial.

““Looks as if they thought he had had
enough,” Randolph said to the Spaniard.

“ No, no, senor! The affair becomes se-
rious. It is an impasse™

1n

“1 dom't wndenstend)

“ The honor of the house is at stalie*

“ Honor of the houssed

“ &i, senor. The Paradiso will in a mo-
ment, if I mistake not, admit defeat. An
evil evening for the first bar of the Golden
West.”

“ The Paradiso defeated? What do you
mean?” Randolph was bewildered.

The Spaniard threw his hands out from
his waist, in a gesture of mock despair,
while his eyes twinkled merrily. Then he
leaned toward Randolph and whispered:
“ The mixers have exhausted their combi-
nations. Obsame™

This -explained clearly the hurried con-
ferences among the amply vestmented ten-
ders behind the mahogany, whose faces were
studies in perplexity. Several of them glow-
ered dully at Bonanza Pete as he downed
drink after drink in famished gulps, each
as if it were his first after a long absti-
nence.

“1 see,” agreed Randolph. * And, in-a
way, it is a prostitution of their art—this
rapid guzzling, without tasting, of their
most exquisite concoctions.”

“ Si, sErort!

The Spaniard lowered his voice still more,
whispering so that only Randolph could
possibly hear, as he said:

“ Senor Bonanza Pete is not a gentleman
—riffrafff

The voices of the tenders penetrated the
ordinary noises of the room at regular inter-
vals with the announcement of their miz-
tures, and the numbers. Now came one
more authoritative, calling: “ Cherry flip
a la Malagane. No. §5.

A wilder cheer greeted this.
three-quarter post.

But the lips of the tenders were set tight-
ly. They looked on the crowd with ani-
mosity. A group on the end came to a
desperate decision, and one of their number
rushed pell-mell through the little gate
which held them in, and disappeared to-
ward the rear.

“ N°Orleans paternoster. No. §8!™ cried
the inexorable timer, setting forth a creamy
beaker.

In a moment a murmur of new interest
spread over the crowd, followed by sudden

It was the
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silence. Then, through the little gate, and
along the wide alley behind the bar, Ran-
dolph saw forcing her rapid way a solidly
built middie-aged woman in a black gown
buttoned tightly to her throat, wearing huge
diamend earrings, her uppet llp marked
with a fine line of black hairs. Her coal-
blagk eyes blazed.

The bartenders gave way before her
respectfully, and as she came on she
whispered instructions right and left. In-
stantly order and precision came out of the
mumbled consternation.

The field marshal of this army of Bacchus
had arrived to save the day—eor the eve-
ning!

Cries, applause, shouts greeted her from
the spectators in front of the bar. “ Belle!!™
they cried. “ Hurrah for Mme. Belle!
Set 'em right! Show ’em their busiimessd?

“ Mme. Parmentier, the mropmitress;)"
whispered the Spaniard.

As she reached the point in the bar
directly behind Bonanza Pete the tenders
had exhausted their final combination. One
of them had set his down wearily, with a
weariness showing in his voice as he called:
“Trhe jolt of the Sicilian bandit; No. &n!™

The black-haired, black-gowned, black-
eyed woman raised her hand imperiously.
“ Gentlemem,” she called sharply, “ 1 call
you to witness that nothing in Europe, Asia,
or America can compare with the Paradiso!
Qur mixed drinks of strictly imported
materials cannot be matched anywhere in
the wide world. And our combinations of
mixed drinks are without number. The
boys have spread before Me. Bonanza Pete
this night enly sixty-one. The order is for
seventy-five.”

She beckoned to the suave white-haired
Erenchman.

“ M. Antoine,” she commanded,  for-
ward! Mix for the gentleman fourteen
swastikas—and make each one diffienentt”

With a gleam of triumph in her eye she
folded her arms and glared at the crowd.
None dared dispute her. It was of common
repute that Antoine made no two drinks
alike,

Swiftly then spread the dencuement.
Anteine was ambidextrous. Assisted by two
men on each side, who handed him mate-

rials as he asked for them softly, he pre-
pared one-swastika after another.

But for the first time Bonanza Pete gave
signs of weakening. He sank against the
bar, closed his eyes. and breathed deeply.
Then he braced himself, seemingly gaining
a second wind, and downed the drinks that
came before him, eaeh in a wineglass, two
gulps to a drink.

Finally a tender intoned levelly: “ An-
other swastika, with a dash of curacoa yel-
low; No. 741

Pete raised a pudgy, piggy right fimger,
while his eyes, blearily half open, looked
across to Mme. Belle as if from a catalep-
tic.

“N" more sweet stufff” he pleaded.
“ Gimme sompin t’ chase’r. Sompin handi?

Antoine was already mixing his sevemty-
fifth drink, the final swastika, but the
genius of Mme, Parmentier rose again to
the occasion. She swept her silky chief of
staff aside with a gesture, and herself
reached into the caverns under the bar,
swiftly bringing forth two bottles which she
planted before the beleaguered Pete.

“Sure, Mr. Bonanza!” she cried. “And
a drink it will be of the fifiestt!”
~ ‘Whiereupon she poured from each bottle a
fingerful Into a glass arid set. it before him.
“Irish whisky and Spanish pont— rniieel] "
she cried. “ And may its water of life
crown you with a holy benediction! ’Tis
a combination to lick the world—Spanish-
Irish! Me own father and me own mother.
God love ye, manly Pete!”

“Hlort wine and whisky!” called the
timekeeper’s voice; “ No. 7&I”

And he swept the two pieces of scrip
from under the glass on the bar and tucked
them tenderly into the side pocket of the
cavernous Pete, who was oblivious of this
sign of his triumph.

With an uncertain gesture he waved the
crowd aside. Then, sighting the stairs
he made for them in a bee line.

In awed silence Bonanza Pete reached
the first step of the stairs and lurched
against  the banister. A score of eager
helpers rushed to him, but he waved them
aside and began slowly to mount the stairs.
He halted at the top, but finally made the
landing.
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Then he disappeared through the door
beyond and dropped like a log on a bed,
where he lay for two days without moving.

Barely had he gone than a wild crescendo
of cries rose from the room below. Above
it all a shrill woman'’s voice- announced:

“ Gentlemen, the drinks are, on the
house!l”

Randolph looked wonderingly at the
Spaniard.

“Is it this way every night?’ he asked.

“ No, no, semar,” replied the flexuous
Castilian, whose English seemed as per-
fect as his manners; “ it is the first time I
have ever seen it happen. It is an occasion.
Mme. Belle has saved the honor of the
Paradiso!”

“ What a paradox! What a spectacle! X
wouldn’t have missed it for ten years of my
life?”’ exclaimed the young Virginian.

“1t is Califormiz=!™ smiled the Spaniard.
“ Come—let us approach the bar. Then
you will realize the strength and the dell
cacy of the Paradiso’s code”

CHAPTER 1V.

GETTING ACQUAINTED.

S they crossed the room the yeung
A man felt he must net presume mere
on the good nature of his distin-
guished companion, if the surgeon's ad-
dressing him as “ Dom” had mistakenly
led the Spaniard to think he had encoun-
tered a compatriot.

For a moment he paused. * May 1 in-
troduce myself?” he asked.

« Si, senor! I am horoned’

“1 am Donald Randolph, of Warrenten,
Virginia. I arrived on the City of Panama
this mommimgy."

A dazzling smile from the Spaniard re-
vealed even, white teeth. He bowed for-
mally.

“ And L,” he replied, “ am Le Capitaine
Don Enrique del Sectel y Rinuvalde of
Santa Elizabetta and Yerba Buena—hum-
bly at your service, sir.”

Randolph smiled half guiltily as he
returned the bow. “I don't want you te
think,” he added, “ from the way the ship's
doctor addressed me that I was assuming a
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title I did not deserve. “Don ' is a Spanish
title, is it not®”

“ Si, senor.
not uncomumaom.”

“But I am not one. That is merely a
nickname—and only for those who know
me well.”

A look, an inflection in his voice, seemed
to convey to le capitaine that the bibulous
surgeon did not enjoy an intimacy warrant-
ing him in using the nickname. And the
other seemed to understand. A half smile,
a lowering of the eyelids, articulated this
comprehension.

Already Randolph felt that in this gayly
appareled, swarthy foreigner there was a
gentility of breeding, and a subtlely of
thought he had never known before except
in his own father.

“I comprehend)” the Spaniard replied,
“and if you will permit the presumption
of a short acquaintance I will render the
title in a way legal.” He smiled quizzically,
adding: “ I have the authority, for I repre-
sent the late gubernador of Yerba Buena,
and he was empowered by his majesty the
king to bestow titles. Therefore, with yeur
permission, I will call you—wihat shall 1
say— Ah!” After a moment’s theught
he lit on the name—" Don Chichii™

Randolph repeated, amusedly: * Den
Chichi?”

“Sit  The new don—the Hittle—dimin-
uendo! Ah! Not in size. You are a man
—hig—fiull growm—but,” Den Enrigue
laughed, “a little Spamist™

He ran his arm through Randolph’, whe
felt the glow of a kindling response surging
through him,

“ You overwhelm me, Don—Don—" He
stopped, not knowing which of the many
names it would be proper to use.

“ Don Enrique! Come! Let us cement
our friendship at the bar!™

Arm in arm they approached the maheg-
any. “ What shall it be?” asked the Span-
iard.

“ 1.will follow your lead.”

Don Enrique turned to the bar mas,
“A Bull of Barcelona!” he ordered.
“Tiwo!” And then explained to his eomz
panion as the mixer began his task: * It {§
a worthy male libation composed of Spanish

Though I regret to smy—
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muscatel, Holland gin, and a dash of Bar-
celona bitters. There! Try ifth™

The drinks were set forth. Randolph
sipped his approvingly. “ Excellemit!” said
he. When it was gone he went on: “ Now
—jjoin me! What will you hawe?"

“1 await your lead, Don Chictii!”
Spaniard bowed,

Randelph felt the urgent necessity of
ordering something that would make an
impression in that palace of gourmets. His
simple repertoire brought from the shores of
the James, from Baltimore, Richmond, and
Boston had been exhausted on Bonanza
Pete. For all Randolph knew were the old-
fashioned cobblers, juleps, toddies, and
sours,

But he was determined not to be out-
done. With a decision which he tried to
make quite casual he said to the mixer be-
hind the bar: “ A devilish lowball, plesse—
two!” and went on talking.

The tender gave one hurried glance at
Randolph, who, drawn to his full height,
which was topped by its effective belled
beaver hat, solemnly carried on his formal
conversation. Like every one else who came
in contact with the young Virginian, he was
vastly impressed by the reserved and pol~
ished personality. He stroked his chin,
scratched his head, and then went back
to consult with Antoine.

The Frenchman shook his head gravely,
peeked over, and narrowly studied the new-
comer. Other tenders were called to the
consultation, which lasted for long minutes.
Mme. Belle, hovering in the background,
was called in. She listened, pondered, and
shook her head. Then her resourceful eye
brightened, and she whispered a word of
consoling advice to her distressed em-
ployee.

He returned to Randolph and the Span-
jard humbly. * Pardon me.” He spoke
most respectfully. “ But T am instructed
by Mme. Parmentier to convey the apele-
gies of the Paradiso, and to say that the
mixer who alone is competent to compose
the devilish lowball is not present. This is
his night off. A thousand apologies, sir,
but if you will be so kind as to instruct
e eoncerning the ingredients I will do my
best.”

The
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Randolph replied casually, in- the midst
of a sentence: *“ A finger of bourbon, a fin-
ger of rye, a finger of sour mash, half a
lime, a pgny of applejack, one drop of
cayenne, and silver with the white of an
egg.)!

“TThank you! Thank you, sir?” The
mixer withdrew, crushed, servile, and eager.
This was a tough night for the Paradiso.
First Bonanza Pete, and now this high-
stepper.

As Randolph turned Don Enrique said:
“ An invention if I mistake not, that devil-
ish lowball—eh, Don Chichiiz*

“ How did you kmowi®?"

“By the twitching of your left hand.
Ha! Ha! You are clever! And it is one
joke—ame excellent joke on Mme, Belle.”

In a moment the mixer was back with
two wine glasses containing the alleged mix-
ture. Each sipped warily. Then Don
Enrique consumed his.

“Nvbagnifico!” he cried. He noticed the
proprietress watching him narrowly. He
lifted his glass .toward her, and smiled.
She caught the indorsement and summoned
Antoine, whispering to him. The elderly
Frenchman wrote obediently in a book.
Henceforth the devilish lowball was to be a
featured drink at the Paradiso,

“ A toastt” continued Don Enrique, “ to
the President of the United Staties!!”

They drank, and then Randolph coun-
tered: “ Will you join me in a toast®’

“Wiith pleasure, Don Chidhkii™

Randolph raised his glass-high. “ To His
Majesty—His Most Christian Majesty,” he
spoke solemnly, “ the King of Spaimi!™

They drained the bottoms up.

Then beside them stood the stout figure
of Mme. Parmentier. “ Gentlemen,” she
insinuated, *“ come wiz me!” and led the
way along the bar, and into the rear room.

They found themselves in a long, narrow
room effectually screened from the main
structure which held the bar, and gambling
tables, and the stairway to the bedrooms
above. At the far end was a raised plat-
form where a group of six musicians were
strumming instruments, a guitar, a piano,
and four violins. Like everything else about
the Paradiso the music was refined, fie
brass, no drums.
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A narrow, waxed dancing floor spread
down to the musicians; and on each side
were narrow, long settees, occupied at in-
tervals by young women, and an occasional
man. The attitudes of' all the occupants
were formal. It might have been a draw-
ing-room except for a boxlike effect, and a
rather scanty dancing fitant. No great en-
couragement to liager long, It seemed,
rather, a meeting place.

The young women all wore evening dress,
but none had skirts higher than the ankle,
nor arms bare above the elbow, nor decol-
lete more than twe inches below the collar-
bone. This was in observance of the strict
rules of the Paradiso. Everything refined.

Mme. Parmentier beckoned to two young
women near by. They came forward and
curtsied.

“Le Capitaine Rinualdo,
friend—what is zee namme?”

“ Don Chiictii?*

“Mh! And Don Chichi. I present you
to the ladies, our new arrivals from New
York—Wiss Dolly - Estrelly, and Miss
Amenia Estrellly.”

Randolph could not prevent a little gasp
of astonishment. Miss Dolly came direct-
ly forward and greeted him most effusively,
without the slightest embarrassment. Her
“ sister ” immediately began fimgering the
brilliant sash of the Spaniard. Don Enrique
bowed rather stiffy, as did Randolph.
Each was polite, but with adjusted measure.

“What a jolly party,” cried Dolly “ to
meet you so soon. I see you know Aunt
Belle, ton.”

“For a minute, pertiapss—" He was
really quite embarrassed. He had been the
companion du voyage of these young wom-
en for weeks without the slightest suspicion
of their character, or lack of it, which was
now most obvious; and he was unable to
accommodate himself to the situation.

“mw! Come! Sit dowm'” Delly had
him by the arm.

He held back. “I—I—" he stammered.

She tugged on his arm, across which his
hand fell holding his belled hat. He re-
sisted, and she dropped the arm, making
a saucy little pout at him.

“ J—didn*t—know—" He stopped, feel-
ing that he was blushing.

and your
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“Rats!"” she exclaimed. *“I liked you
from the minute you came on deck. Come!
Be a spantt!™

She gave a quick glance around, then lift-
ed her skirts deftly, and kicked his hat. It
flew from his hand, and fell halfway across
the room. Every one looked up. The chat-
tering ceased, but Mme. Parmentier, watch-
ing, hawklike, from the doorway, swooped
down in an instant, Her chief concern was
the flush of angry resentment she had seen
pass over Randolph’s cheruble countenance.

She seized Dolly Estrelly by the- arm,
and with no gentle grasp, fiercely muttering,
with an oath: “Hlww dare you! I have
only ladies in my house. Get back to your
room! Back!”

The flare of feeling was blazing now.
It hit Dolly with cumulative force. She
launched a stream of foul language at Mme.
Parmentier. The proprietress promptly
seized her, and placed a hand over her
mouth. Like an angry catamount the new
arrival from New York leaped her Cali-
fornia “ aunt,” biting, clawing, screaming.

Quickly there appeared a heavy-set, ugly
faced man from near the bar. “ Take her
away!” said Mme. Parmentier. And he
did, though Delly kicked, and screamed,
and swore.

“ Perhaps gambling is more to your pref-
erence,” Don Enrique observed, the long
lines of his patrician countenance unmoved
at the spectacle.

“Medidedly!” said Randolph.

“ Then come. 1 will show yow™*

The Spaniard led the way back into the
barroom, and beyond, where, as he had
entered, Randolph had seen gaming tables.

“Too bad,” said Don Enrique, * that
Mme. Belle should be so deceived in her
‘lrdies’!”

“ Why!” Randolph gasped. “1 sat with
them at table for weeks, and never guessed
—mewer imagined, I am really very much
astonisinedi!”

The Spaniard laughed heartily. “Tt is
a symbol of California,” he replied.
“ Everything a man or woman has comes
out here—most quick—the inner deptth—
the foul of character—the noble—ag acld
reveals gold. You will see it ofien, miy
friend!”
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They crossed the room, and went up three
steps to a very deep recess that lay along,
the street side. In the center was a long
table, covered with books and newspapers.
Already there were on file the copies of the
New York Herald and the Baltimore Sun
brought that morning by the City of
Panama.

About the table and in the comers and
at the sides of the room were groups
of men, two and three and four, chatting,
smoking.

Though separated only by two or three
steps from the main barroom of the Para-
diso, this seemed like an eéxclusive club.
Indeed it was almost that. The chief men
of the city were wont to foregather there
every evening. A club had not as yet been
organized in San Francisco.

The firehouses, each harboring a com-
pany of selected citizens who enrolied for
social purposes more than for the avowed
purpose of combating fire, were more ex-
clusive, for only members could enter; but
they were set severely apart from each other
by their factional character, and the wmost
important men of the city did not care to
ally themselves with any faction, for vari-
ous reasons.

Until the previous spring Alec Campbell's
bar had been the centér where these ruling
spirits gathered; but, as the surgeon had
told Randolph on the ship, €ampbell had
quit gambling to become the president of
the Consolidated Stock Exchange: and in
selling his bar its tone had deteriorated.
His patronage had drifted to the Para-
diso.

So now, in the fall of 1856, the “ reading
room ” of the Paradiso was to San Fran:
cisco' what the Metropolitan €lub is to
Washington in 1926—a pelitical-finansial-
social center, the one place in the eem:
munity where one might be sure te find
the important leaders of affairs.

Tt was fiifty feet from the bar, and enly &
few feet farther from the danee hall, with
gambling tables in between:

Yet an empire was made there and for-
tunes won and lost.

“IIt is,” said the Spamiard as he ex:
plained all this to Randelph, * the plaee
where Lady Luck is wooed and wed to Beau
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Fortune! Each night, and sometimes late
in the afternoam.”

While apparently there were no rules for
entrance to this informal yet powerful
“ club,” while seemingly any chance comer
could walk in and make himself at home,
yet there was a dlose eorporation in spirit
which effectually barred casual outsiders,

Don Enrique, however, was apparently
one of the favored members. As he en-
tered he was greeted on all sides by nods
or quiet words of fellowship. He led Ran-
dolph to a thick-set man with gtizzled mus-
tache and half, whe steod by a windew
alone. }

“Mh! Amigo!” He bowed “Y¥om will
permit me, I pray, to present my friend
from Virginia, -the Senor Don Randolph.
Don Chichi, my friend, Le Generate Cole-
man,”

The two Americans shook hands. Cole-
man did not smile. His face seemed taci-
turn, grave. It would have been heavy and
ordinary were it not for the blazing power
of his eyes.

“TIthe leader of the Vigilantes?” Ran-
dolph eagerly asked.

Coleman made no sign in reply, but his
eyes seemed ready to consume the young
man, not with enmity or resentment, but
with a quiet static force. Randolph felt
instantly chilled to the bone, yet not fright-
ened.

The Spaniard deftly intervened. “ My
friend arrived only yesterday on the City
of Panama,” he explained to Coleman. He
led Randolph’ aside, explaining in a low
voice: “ One does not speak of the Vig-
ilantes. It is not, as our French friends
say, au fait.”

“T see! But that is the General Cole-
man?”

“ Si, senor! Chairman of the Committee
ofi Public Safety, disbanded five weeks
since. The only man whose name is pub-
licly known, yet even he no longer speaks
of his connection. Ah, there is Judge Terty,
the chief opponent of the Vigilantes. A fine
man—a Southerner, llke youtfself, You
sheuld know him. Comet!”

A moment later Randolph was presented
to Judge Terry, a silver-haired gentleman in
a frock coat. And then to Mr. Alexander

1A
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Campbell, not long since the “ squarest
public gambler in the West.” And to a
dozen others.

He felt that he was in the most select
company in California. And he wondered
how it had happened.

CHAPTER V.

FICKLE FORTUNE.

S Randolph talked with Don Enrique
and the others he realized he was
standing by the side of a low rail.

Just btyond it and on the main floor of
the Paradiso he could see the gambling
tables. Despite his real absorption in the
important individuals he felt honored in
knowing so readily, he was fascinated by
the tables.

Pen Enrique was quick to sense this.
“ Ah,” he smiled. “ pardon mel We came
to game, and here we talk. . How stupidl
Cormedt”

They descended to the main floor,

“ What is this” asked Randolph,

“ The faro bank,” said Don Enrique.

“ Farol We don't have that in- Virginia:
How fs it played®”

“ See the two boxes of cards. The dealer
lifts from one to the other. The bets are
placed on the color of the cards, as well as
on their face values. Will you play?"

A shadow crossed the face of Pon €hi-
chi. “ No,” he replied, “¥ don't expest to
play to-night. I am only an onleoker.
Faro is new. I never saw the game be-
fore.”

“ You can find anything you like heree—

roulette, piquet, California Jack, draw
poker, stud poker, jack pots, or—in the
room beyond is a table for baccara Which
shall it be?”

The firm young Virginian’s face became
closely knit. Randolph shook his head.
“ 1 do not gamble/' he averred.

“No?” The Spaniard glanced at him
shrewdly, saying: *“ That is not quite nat-
ural—in youth.”

“1 cannot trust myself. [ do not know
when to stop.”

“ Ah! You have lost lately, T e’

“ Exactly. Too mmucin’™

2A
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“ You need more practice, perirgps’"

"1 need only never to touch a card
again.”

The Spaniard passed this off' lightly with
a laugh. " The wisdom of youth is a pearl
brighter than the resolution of age,’ says
our good old proverb. I approve your reso-
lution. However, let us observe.”

They halted by the side of a round table
containing six players. Three gentlemen
in stocks and high hats, evidently met-
chants of consequence in the ¢ity; a beard-
ed skipper from one of the vessels lying in
harbor; a miner in blue flannel shirt and
hip boets, bareheaded; and a young fellew
wearing 8 eolored neckerchief and a black
sloueh-hat, with rather a rakish aif, and
whe filled the find's eye as the preper
pleture of a desperade.

Noting his companion’s interest in the
latter, Don Enrique whispered:

“ That's Johnny Flauntry, the express
rider.”

“The one with the red hamdlkerdiie”

“ 8i, semrr—a dead shot and a plunger.
It is said he has been rich oftener than any
man in California. Ten, fifteen, twenty
times. He has been the discoverer of four
bonanzas, and each he has gambled away.
Twice here in the Paradiso T have seen him
clean up the table—only to lose everything
the next night, of the nexi. Luckily he
hag steady effiployeent as a rider for Wells,
F@I‘g@:”

“ He looks like a professional gpmuiilien:’

“No, no. He is not cold emougjh’

“ Or a hamditt?

“ No, no! * Johnny Flauntry is square
as a die—but reckless. Loal!!”

It was a jack pot, and Johnny opened by
sticking in every chip before him. He drew
three cards, glanced at them, and cast a
jovial look about the room, as if proclaiming
to all that fortune hed perched upon him.

All but one of the others stayed. A taci-
turn gentleman said:

Your bet, Flammtmy.”

Johnny grinned. “ My pile’s in. Lend
me seGme.”

“ How mmusche?”

* Fen thousemdl ™

Wake up. There’s a hundredl”

Flauntry shoved in the hundred as eas-
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ually as if he were backed by unlimited
funds. Another hatted gentleman dropped
out. There were left the skipper, the miner,
the taciturn one, and Johnny FElauntry.

Said the taciturn one as he shoved all
the chips into one pile at the side: * John-
By is in on this, T'll take the rest of you for
a thousamd ™

He pushed forward a fresh stack.

The skipper dropped out. The miner
covered.

Elauntry cried out: “ The devil, Im
out. Come! Whe'll stake med*

He appealed to each in turn, but ne ene
would advance him any mere. He leoked
up at the spectators: His eye fell sn the
Spaniard.

“ Pon Envigue!” he ealled: “ Lend me
8 s ™

lfh@ Spaniard eaurtesusly advancsd e

$1Hgs: .

fehnn s fage fell.  He yose from BR
seat and contded Bis hand 18 mi (E\Egs:
pective bamker- The Spamiard  leaked)
smiled; and shosk his head: |

* N, Sener Elauntry: Tt iy npt the valug
of your hapd; it is the BFIRCIBlE: | iR GF

lese, T will lend ene hungred dollars 18
Johnny Flauntry &t any Hme—Rg m%fr%-.--

The express Fider, standing by his cHAIR
the five eards in_his hand, his Bleasant race
tense With vexation, suddenly startled every
one by seizing his shirt, FIBPIRG 1t OBER:
and expesing a hairy ehest.

“ There,” he exclaimed, “is the Byt
national savings bank! Tl just eall your
bluff. T was aiming to hang on i8 this
nest egg so's to grub stake a fellew that's
got a new Geld of Ophir beyond Blacer-
ville—but a hand like this here don't EoME
floating down every night ™ )

As he talked he tugged at a piece ef
sticky peper adhering to his ehest. He
grimaced with the pain as it came awady
with difficulty. )

“ Couldn't trust myself,” he explained,
while all looked on in amazement, theugh
a' few snickers were spreading over the
crowd, “ so I stuck away these here serips
behind a porous plaster, Gosh A'mighty!
The danged things do stick—just like T said
they would. I reckoned nobody wouldn't
ever get these away from me, and so they
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wouldn’t if it wasn’t fer a jack pot like
this. = There! Now, you stewed cayuse,
I just see that thousand of younsir”

Johnny laid a piece of scrip triumphant-
ly on the table. In places it exuded the
yeliow gum of the porous plaster, but it
was a thousand dollars in currency of the
realm,

‘“ And raise you a hundred,” he added,
shoving after it the loan from Don Enrique.

The miner came in silently. The taciturn
one covered, glumly adding: “ See you,
Johnny. What you gott?”

Elauntry turned up four jacks.

The miner shoved his cards in the deck.
The taciturn. one did the same, smiling
grimly.

With a yelp that could be heard all over
the room, Flauntry pulled in his winnings;
but his first move, even while the stakes
lay before him, was to replace the thousand-
dollar piece of scrip back behind the porous
plaster, reseall.it over his chest, rebutton
his -shirt, and then calmly readjust- his
neckerchief.

The balance, running over five thousand,
after calling to the bank to settle, he stuffed
in his pocket as he announced drawiingly:
“ Me for the Oroville stage in the moming,
and this time, boys, I quit—same’s as I’ll
quit when I strike my next bonanza. That’s
me, John S. Flauntry, and don't you ferget
it! Here! Who wants my chain?”’

A dozen pressed forward for it., To sit
in a chair where such luck was running
would be a great piece of favor. Johmny
looked them over studiously.

At one side stood Don Enrique and Ran-
dolph, intently interested but only obsetv-
ant. Johnny’s glance rested on Randolph
approvingly.

“Hifey, there, young feller!” he called.
“ How about you”

Randolph looked around to see who was
meant.

“ It is you he prefers, Don Chichiil” The
Spaniard nudged him.

“ But I—I dom’t gamiiied?*

A raucous laugh broke through the spec-
tators. It came from the tipsy surgeon,
who had edged a way in.

“ Don't gamble, eh?” he tittered. * Have
you forgotten the City of Panama, Don
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Randolph? Better -cop a lucky seat like
that, and get back what you lost.”

Randolph flushed.

“ How about it, friemd®” Flaumtry's
amiable victorious countenance beamed on
the young Virginian. * Now, don’t look at
a chanst twice in Califormy.” «

“ Well—thank you, sir. 1 appreciate
your singling me out. I will try to follow
your lead.”

With a constriction about his heart and
feeling that he was turning pale, Randolph
took the vacated seat.

At the same moment the skipper got
up, and into his chair slid an officer in
the uniform of a captain of the United
States army. At sight of him Randolph
gasped.

Don Enrique, standing behind him,
leaned over and asked in a low voice:

“ Do you know the offfican?’

Randolph acknowledged a bow from
across the table as he whispered back: “ It
is the man who cleaned me out on the
steamer coming from the isthmus. It was
his easy winning which made me swear
never to gamble agaim.”

Don Enrique murmured: “ Then this is
your chance to get even. Goodi!™

Meanwhile the cards were being dealit
to the players.

The ante was five dollars, five dellars te
draw. Randolph felt, even before he began,
far beyond his depth; but resolved merely
to be polite, to play a few hands as & piker,
and then quietly withdraw. He determined
to ante only in his turn, and not to bet, ne
matter what he drew. He bought a hum-
dred dollars’ worth of chips.

“Shall it be jack pots, gemirmen?
asked the taciturn one.

All readily assented. Every one wanted
significant as well as quick action. In his
first hand Ramdolph drew three nines. He
anted, and drew a pair of kings; stayed and
met the necessary bets, without raising any
one. He won the pot. It held a hundred
and twenty dollars.

Still he felt no elation. His chief thought
was that now he would be safe for an ex-
tended piking. He- let’ three pots go by
without anteing, for he did not get even a
pair.
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Word had spread, however, that Johnmy
Flauntry had made a killing, and had left
his mascot in his chair for a tenderfoot.
A score of men clustered around the table,
largely massed behind Randolph. From
the raised platform of the “ reading room ”
above, Judge Teery and a group of the
more fastidious looked down.

The ante came to Randolph, and with it
he drew a pair of aces. He came in on that
pot, drew another ace and a pair of trays,
saw every bet without raising, and won on
the showdown. Three hundred and fiifteen
dollars.

“ How goes it, kid?” Johnny Flauntry’s
voice greeted him. He had returned from
the bar, where he had ordered a round of
drinks.

“ So-swi™ said Randolph without even
Iooking up.

Johnny saw the pile of chips before his
successor. He laughed. “1 see yon got
'em eatin’ outa yer hand. Go to it now.
Clean ’em out. Remember—beginner's
luck!”

“ True!” commented a low voice behind
him. It was Don Enrique. “ The first
game in California shows a man’s mettle.
It makes or breaks him.”

Three tens came to Randolph. He won
his third pot. In front of him lay chips
calling for nearly a thousand dollars.

He felt no excitement. Rather, an enor-
mous calm came to him. He felt clairvoy-
ant, as though the past and the future
were his. He held all in the hollow of his
hand. Nothing was beyond him. He was
unbeatable.

He had often heard of the gambler’s
“ hunch " telling him when the cards were
riding for him. He had never felt it be-
fore. But now it came to him. Yes, this
was his tide of fortune, destined to carry
him to the heights.

Instantly his plane of values was read-
justed. Five dollars was the lowest mini-
mum of exchange, an atom of counting; a
hundred was more like a dollar; a thousand
was barely respectable. Abeve that one
came into reality.

An hour and fifteen minutes later nearly
all the chips on the table lay before him. He
counted them. They called for nine thou-
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sand eight hundred dollars. His feeling was
not differemt; he had neither elation nor de-
pression. He decided calmly that when he
got ten thousand he would quit.

Often in thinking of a bonanza in terms
of actual cash he had decided that one of
.ten thousand dollars would be emougih—for
a little bonanza. He was not avaricious.
A ten-thousand-dollar estate back in his
country was a competence. That was all
he wanted.

So one more pot would be emougih—only
a little one. He drew three kings, filled
with a small pair, saw five hundred and
fifty on the table before him, lay down his
hand and reached to take the momey.

“ A minute,” said the captain. “ 1 think
that is mine.” He laid down four nines.
“ Nothing so worthless as a nine spet,” he
added dryly, “ unless they travel in double
pairs.” And took in the money.

This was annoying. Randelph went
after the next pot without openers—for the
first time. And lost.

Twenty minutes later, with four nines,
he heard himself bet one thousand. He
shoved in all the chips he had left. They
ran a little over seven hundred.

Without the slightest hesitation, as €as-
ually as if he had been betting from the
pile in front of him, he unbuttoned his
waistcoat, reached through his cambrie
shirt, and his linen undershirt, felt for his
aanvas belt, unbuckled, and drew it forth,

Was he influenced subeonsciously by the
fact that in that very seat not leng befere
he had seen Johnny Fiauntry pull frem
his chest the porous plaster which revealed

T® BE
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the nest egg that lifted him over the hill
to victory?

It was long afterward before he reflected
on this. For the moment he felt merely
as if he were reaching in his pocket for
another slug. He covered the bet—and
won.

Ha-ha! Who could doubt now?

Eifty minutes later he rose from the ta-
ble, pale, his eyes staring wildly, and with-
out a word walked out of the Paradiso.

The night was clear, the stars were out,
and the moon half full.

He lurched against a pillar for support,
breathing deeply. He felt as if he had
run a terrific race, a desperate contest, and
had lost. He closed his eyes in a bitter
agony of self-pity. A tear splashed down
on his hand.

At the same moment a friendly arm was
tucked in his, and a familiar voice said:
“ Why run away, Don Chiiie?”

He looked through blurred eyes at the
Spaniard.

Slowly he forced a smile. “ I hope you
won’t think me unmanty,” he faltered.

“ Not for a young mam,” smiled Don
Enrique. “ You have lost all, it seemms”

“Mll? Everything! I am broke—cleaned
out!”

“ Not ewemytiingg’"

“ Yes—my patrimomy! 1 am a weakling,
a wastrel! I have gambled away my fa-
ther's estate! I wish I were dead! I1—I—"

Now emotion had him in a tornade of
excess. The older man felt him trembling
as if in a high fever. His eyes burned
gauntly and his lips twitched spasmediically.

CONVINNUED NEXT WEEK
W L/
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TYWAINTY little raindrops,

Splashing on the lawn,

Pattering on the house tops,
Wake me up at dawn.

Glistening like the dewdrops,
Seems they want to mock,

All the world like diamonds
Just redeemed from “ hock”™

Adlezn  Lyon.



TOMMY GOES TO THE MOVIES

S mother sits him down hard on the seat
Next hers. Then, with a casual hand removes
His cap, and smooths his flaxen Dutch-clipped head.
That duty done, she leaves him to his thoughts.
So there he perches, immobile and awedi—
Fat legs stretched out just like a jointed doll's,
Stubby-toed shoes dangling on mothingmess,
Seeking the meaning of this curious place.
Gay music starts, and happily he drums
His heels together.

“Sht” His mother scolds.
“Be still! The picture’s going to begin.”
The lights dip low, and, pop-eyed with surprise,
He sees a man and woman step right out
Across the square white siieett

He's much intrigued,
But wonders why the lady cries so hard?
And then, why does this bad man fight with one
Who wears a long white beard like Santa Claus?
glithoughts begin to waver—and he yawns.

There's a pony and a curly dog,
And litde children playing on the sand!
Quick, interest revives! Then, lessens, as
The lady comes again—sttill crying, too!
Where's Santa Claus? He wonders.

Next he tries
To read just what the words say on the screen
(But A-B-C-s are all he knows, because
He’s only four years old. That pastime palls.)
His ecramped legs wriggle violently.

“Sit STILLY”
His mother tears herself reluctantly
From watching Mr. Sheik make “movie-love”,
She fislhes irs her bag, and finds a stick
»  Of chewing gum. He pokes that in his small,
Receptive mouth.

Otblivion descends
Awhile, although both legs have gone to sleep.
Then, after 'most a hundred years or so,
The lights flare up again.
The picture’s through. He bhimks.
His mother, now intent on getting home
For supper, stands him 6n his prickling feet,
Restores his cap, and pulls him bodily
Through the great surging sea of women, who
Engulf his hitiemess.

Clutching her hand,
He stumbles out into the clean cold air,
Still ponderimg—as when he came—jjust what's
The reason .of it all, and why he had
To stay indoors, that pleasant aftermoon?

Magie V. Caaniirens.




By JACK BBECHDOLT
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A NOVELETEE-COOMALETE IN THIS ISSUE

AUGUSTUS TORRINGTON was de-
J voting an afternoon to family problems

e —_and with the usual result. In the
outer offices of Cranston’s richest man the
clerks went about their business softly and
deftly in order to hear better. The parti-
tlon surrounding Torrington’s handsome
private suite was the best mahogany
and glass and considered sound proof, but
fe partition built could conceal echoes of
the tangled domestic troubles of J. Augus-
tus Torrington,

When a particularly violent rumble ef
the distant thunder permeated the peaceful
atmosphere beyond the partition the eyes
of various employees met, Winks passed.
Lips quirked into sly grins.

“Why men don't marry,” observed
Jenks, the bookkeeper, jerking his thurab
expressively toward the inner samctum.

Miss Minninger, Torrington's secieliary,
to whom the remark was addressed, felt her
position a delicate one. She regarded the
bookkeeper with a freezing glance of
shocked inguiry.

But an even more violent eche drifted
to their ears and marred Miss Minninger's
neutrality. She giggled.

Then Miss Minninger, who was unmar:
ried but had hopes, turned indignant.

“ You would say it,” she observed with
crushing emphasis on - the personal pre-
noun. “THhatssoundls like & bacheleri™

“ Yeah?” the bookkeeper jeered. * And
what would you do if they were yeur
brats?”

“I'd use a good, old-fashioned hair-
brush,” Miss Minninger declared with
prompt emthusiasm.

“Y¥es, you would! Spank a flapper of
nineteen and a spoiled kid of twemty-two?”

“1 would have used it years ago,” the
secretary affirmed. “ What those children
needed most of all was a mother. They
need one now.”

‘“ A mother! What they need is a jail,
only it would be rough on the jaill"”

Horace Borely, the office misanthrope,
joined the stealthy discussion uninvited. He
was bristling with indignation.

“ That kid Ralph is degenerating into a
common pest,” Borely went on indignantly,
“M fat lot of help he is to me, getting
into this office as late as half past ten
o'clock and sleeping most of the day at his
desk. ‘Learning the business,’ the old man
calls it. The only business he’ll ever be fit
for is a good, first-class bootlegger, Maybe
not that. It takes enterprise to be a boot-
legger these days.”

“T guess he’s got that kind of enterprise,
all right,” Jenks agreed. “ I saw him Tues-
day coming out of the Drop Inn at 1 &.M.
The way he jumped into his car and began
burning up the road, I'll bet he knew some-
thing about bootleggers, if it was only what
they pedidl=!”

“ And what were you doing at the Drop
Inn at & G.M,, as you term it?” Miss Min-
ninger demanded suspiciously.

‘“ Coming home from my brother-fm-lew’s
in the flivver,” Jenks answered. * He’s
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been down with the fliu. I hope to tell you
I wasn't playing the Drop Inn—mnot on my
meager stipend, Minniimggez!™

“T'd like to know how that Norma
stands the pace,” a fat typist whispered as
she joined the group. “ She's been travel-
ing with that rackety country club crowd,
and everybody knows they’re the scandal
of the country! Good fathers, she looked
terrible when she came in to-day! Nothing
but skin and bome!™

The speaker glanced complacently at her
own comfortable curves, Being unable to
starve them off or roll them off with amy
of the patent devices on the market, she
gloried in being just a sweet, simple, old-
fashioned girl.

“ Noema's a good kid, even if she does
try to ritz this offius,” the bookkeeper de-
clared, suddenly loyal. “ Suppose she does
run around? All the flappers do nowa-
days.”

“ I'd hate to undermine my health that
way.” The plump typist shuddered.

“ And as for being thim," Jenks went on
with a crushing glance at the maiden's
plumpness, “ I like 'em skinny, It's trick
to be thin. And, say, I hear these jazzy
little flappers hardly wear any clothes at all,
except what you can see. Kmow anything
about that, Nellie?”

Nellie, the typist, said with emphasis that
she certainly did not.

‘“ Clothes?” Borely growled. “1 guess

you'd think she wore clothes if you had to
pay for ’em, Jenks! Eh, Minnimgen?"

“ That's just what half the trouble’s
about,” Nellie chimed in. “ That girl's ex-
travagant billks—"

“ Not to mention Ralph's,” Borely add-
ed. “ His latest performance is smashing
a fiiimer. Claims it was the other fellow's
fault for crossing from a by-road. The bill
came in just this noon. Tormrington has
either got to pay or stand switt.”

Tihe echo of an unusually violent roar
floated just then to the group outside the

partition.
“THeat’s about the fliiwer!” Jenks
chuckled.
Miss Minninger observed suddemly:

“ Jenks, you'd better get out that Panama
statement, or Torrington will have some-
thing to say to you. And how about those
letters, Nellig?”

The little group dispersed. Only Borely
lingered for a moment more.

“ There's only one thing to do with kids
like that,” the misanthrope cbserved. * But
it's sure cunee—"

“ Whatt?" asked the secretary.
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“ Drown ’em. Drown ’em in a pail of
water. Drown ’em before they've got their

eyes opemned,.” 1

AT that’ particular moment J. Augustus
Tomrington might have agreed with Borely
that drowning was the best thing for chil-
dren such as he had brought into the world.
Torrington was pacing his private office,
dividing his malevolent glances alternately
and equally between his son Ralph and his
daughter Norma.,

Taorrington was a round-headed, stockily
built man, grown flésdty. His doctor told
him he ate too rich lunches, but Torrington
had no use for advice that did not coincide
with his own convenience.

His doctor might also have told Torring-
ton that to grow as angry as he was at
this moment is very bad for a man who has
eaten a heavy noonday lunch. His doctor
could have told Torrington that anger con-
tracts the stomach violently and brings on
toxic poisoning and other unpleasant conse-
quences, in which case Torrington would
have told his doctor to go to the devil.

The rich man raged up and down his
office, untrammeled by doctors, His face
was very red and he felt giddy and secretly
a little frightened at the physical effects of
his own wrath.

His daughter Norma sat near the windew,
using two chairs. One chair she sat in and
the other accommodated her feet, which
were negligently crossed upon its cushion.
Her brief skirts left exposed a great deal of
very charming silk stocking.

Norma was a black and white little thing.
Her hair was artfully cut like a boy’s. Her
features, which were charmingly regular,
were coated evenly with the newest shade in
brownish gray powder. It gave her skin
a grayish, copper hue against which her
rouged lips stood out in startling contrast.
Norma had hunched one shoulder slightly
as though to shut off sight and sound of her
offended parent.

Ralph, a blond, two years her senior,
lounged in a club chair. He kept his hands
in his pockets and his eyes on the carpet.
He was a handsome fellow made decidedly
sulky by present circumstances.
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Torrington, struggling for fresh phrases
to express his displeasure, broke into a
loud shout:

“ Throw that away! I'll have no smmolkimg
here!”

Norma looked up from the cigarette she
had just taken out of her case. Her expres-
sion was freezingly calm,

“ You need never raise your voice to me
again, dad.”

“T1l raise my voice as often as 1
pleaset”

“ And as for smoking, dad, Ralph smokes
here; and I mean to smoke when and where
I jolly well please”

Torrington roared: “ You will natt!™

The rich man gasped and'turned purple,
His daughter had snapped a little jeweled
lighter and ignited her cigarette. She tossed
the case toward her brother with a pleasant,
“ Have one, Ralpliny”"

Ralph Tormrington lacked his sister’s de-
fiant courage.. He tossed the cigarette case
back at her a little spitefully. *“ Aw, be
yourseliff’” he groaned.

Norma’s father seized his head in both
hands. He strode angrily to his daughter’s
side. For a moment it looked as though
he meant to deprive her of the defiant ciga-
rette by force.

Norma glanced up at him and smiled.

“ Better light a cigar, old dear,” she ad-
vised. *“ You need something to soothe
your nerves.”

J. Augustus Torrington fell back, speech-
less. He turned his fury on his son.

“ As for you,” he growled, leveling a
shaking, pudgy finger at Ralph, “ this is
the end of my patience. If I pay this claim
for a thousand dollars’ damages for that
wrecked car, it's going to come out of your
salary. Merciful Heaven! I put you to
work here to make something of yourself.
And what have you made? What! You're
nothing but a gilded loafer, a common bum!
You spend your nights jazzing and running
around and drinking and spending. And
you cap that with smashing an automobile
on the public highway and then have the
consummate nerve to bring fme the billl="

“ Why nott?” Norma yawned didiicatielly.
“ Ralph hasn’t got a thousand dollars, you
know!”
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“ Yes, have a heart, papa,” Ralph pro-
tested. “ You gave me the car in the first
place. How's a fellow going to run a car
on the salary you pay me?”

“ That’s good sense, dad,” Norma ap-
plauded.

“ Sense! You talk to me about sesed!™
Torrington had to stop because he choked.
“ Young woman,” he went on in trembling
fury, “ I'm going to teach you some of the
common sense your father and mother used
to go in for. Look here!” Torrington fum-
bled among the papers on his desk and
brought forth one which he shook accus-
ingly at his daughter. “This came yester-
day. The bill from a Fifth Avenue shop.”

“Oh, yes, Gilbert's you mean. That
little thiimpg—>

“ A dun, by Heaven!
unless the account is paid at once.
I'm going to pav them—’

“ Thanks, dadl™

“You won't thank me so heartily! Wait!
I'm going to pay, but, by Heaven, you
won't/get one red penny more to spend on
anything until you've made up the amount
from your allowance. From now on you
stay home. You don’t leave the house until
this bill is made up. That’s what you'll do,
Norma.”

Norma sprang from her lounging with
one quick little bound that brought her
close to her irate parent. She faced him,
all defiance.

“|Is that fiimal?* she inquired, tensely.

“Yes” said the father, imstamtly
regretting the word.

“Very well. Then we part company.
I'm going to get a job and support myself,
How about you, Ralpin?*

Ralph raised a woeful face. “ Aw, be
yourself,” he croaked. * How can I?”

“ You can act like a man, I hopez?”

“ Aet like 2 man when I've got to dig up
a thousand fish to pay for that damned
fliveerl! Where'd I get that?”

“Ralph, we'd earn it for ourselves. We'd
work and save and do something useful.
Isn't that better than the bitter humiliation
of the sort of treatment we get around here?
Well, T guessd!”

“You dom’t know the first thing about
it,” her brother rejoined. “THhat’s what

Threatens suit
Well,
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ails you. You try getting a job and-see if
it's so grand. That sounds just like a
womam!”’

“Well"” Torrington burst out, his sarcasm
flailimg like a war club. ** Common sense
from youwr lips! Who'd have expected
ﬂm_)'l

“ That's all right now, you lay off me,”
Ralph flushed resemtfully.

Torrington refused the warning. * And
who would think it of my son?” he jeered
heavily. “Atttimdlly! He knows which side
his bread is buttered on.”

“ You don’t have to rub it in, T sy’

“ You'd better listen to this, Norma.
Ralph is going to give us a little sermon on
gratitude to one's parents. All right, my
boy, go ahead! Tell her. You ought to
know—"

The daughter eyed her brother with
breathless wonder.

“ Are you going to stand for tiett—from
any man?"” she drawled.

The biting acid of her tone brought Ralph

from his chair. “ No,” he shouted. “1
won't stand it. I'm damned if T willt™
“Then youll go with mmer?"
Ralph hesitated, miserable. * Yes,” he

said shortly.

Brother and sister moved closer for
mutual encouragement and support.

“We mean it this time,” Norman in-
formed their father. “ You apologize or we
quit.”

Torrington swallowed his trepidations
and roared: “ Sit down. Both of you.”

His children remained standing.

“Sit dowm!” Torrington shouted. He
raised one clenched hand.

Norma regarded him unflinchingly.

“ Keep your voice down,” she said.
“ And dor’t flourish your hands at me
again. You act like a common bounder,
dad. We've stood enough misery and dis-
cord and fifpdttiing. That’s all our home
stands for any more. We’re through' with'
you. And this time we mean it.”

‘“ Sitt—" Torrington began. He was neot
quite sure whether he was going o be etxra
violent and regret it, or whether he must
capitulate before he was humilistingly
beaten by his own children. He never had
a chance to find out.
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Miss Mirninger Knocked sharply at the
door and let herself into the private office.

J. Augustus Tomrington lowered his
clenched hand with guilty rapidity and
scowled on the secretary. His children
turned their bacls.

“T thought you'd want to see him right
away,” Miss Minninger apologized, hand-
ing Torrington a card,

The richest man in Cranston glared un-
seeing for a moment. Then he focused his
attention on the pasteboard. Suddenly his
rage vanished in a tremendous expulsion of
breath.

He growled in reluctant admiration at his
secretary. “ Minninger, for once you
thought right! Tf that’s really Bob Me-
Gregor out there, for the love of Heaven
send him in.*

IIi.

MENTION of Bob McGregor worked a
miraculous change in the three Torringtons,

It was as though some master chemist
had dropped a resolving constituent into a
murky, muddled, angry confusion of war-
ring elements. The nature of everything
was altered instantly.

“Bob McGregor!” Norma exclaimed.
She ran to her chair by the window, opened
her purse and snapped out a little vanity
mirror and powder puff.

Ralph turned eagerly toward the door.
There was a sudden lightening of his sulk
and defiance. He looked pleased.

J. Augustus Torrington wiped his red
face and pulled down his vest. Then he
retired behind his desk and awaited the
visitor almost graciously.

Miss Minninger ushered him in, a tall,
red-haired young man in shabby eclothes
that bagged at the knees, wrinkled about
the shoulders, and bulged at the pockets.

Bob McGregor was a few years older
than the younger Torrington, His face was
slightly freckled, his eyes blue and keen,
and his general expression pleased and
pleasing.” He stopped half way toward
Torrington’s desk and smiled a wide smile
that flashed his white teeth.

“Hdllo!” he exclaimed. “Mll of you
here? It’s certainly good to see you folks
again.”

“ McGregor,” Torrington said, * you
came at a lucky moment. I'm,glad to see
you.” .

“I'm glad to hear that” the visitor
agreed, shaking Temtington’s hand.

He turned to Ralph, exchanging another
quick, hearty handshake, and then to
Norma. When he faced the girl McGregor's
manner underwent a quick change. He
looked puzzled and uncertain. j

The last time they parted Norma Tot-
rington had thrown her arms about Me-
Gregor's neck. She had kissed him a kiss
moistened by tears.

But that was two years ago and Norma
was still a little girl to McGregor and some-
times to herself. Norma was a woman now
and McGregor, recognizing her new status,
quailed a little at sight of her beauty.

Norma did not quail. She understood
the change, and a tinge of triumph came
into her smile as she clasped MeGregor’s
hand.

“It's good to see you,” McGregor said,
eagerly. “II'we never forgot you for a
minate, Norma. In fact,” he suddenly
made the remark general, “I haven’t fer-
gotten any of you.”

“Yauire lucky to see us,” Norfa an-
swered, her tone becoming harder aned
bitter. ““It’s probably the last tifie yeu'll
find us all together. Ralph and I are
leaving—"

“ Stop that damned nomsense”™ Torring-
ton cut in, his face suddenly purpling agaif.
1 forbid it

“ But it isn’t nonsense,” Norma insisted
tranquilly. “Is it, Ralph?”

“Woaillre right, it isn’t,” Ralph answered
uneasily. “We both mean it.”

“Youlre both raving crazy!” Terfipg-
ton burst out so angrily that they all stele a
guilty look at the office door to malke siiFe
it had been closed. “ OFf all the utter, if-
becile impudienie—my Heaven, MeGregsf,
you got here just in tife te keep me frem
going mnadi!”

“ But not in time to keep us from doing
what we've got a perfeet right te 89,
Norma added serenely. " And, believe ms,
I don't mean mayths’ '

Terrington’s answer was to beat his desk
with his clenched fists,
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McGregor's smile faded as he looked
from one defiant face to the other. He
sighed.

“ This is just like old times,” he said with
a rueful grin. * Just exactly! What's it
all about this time? You first, Mr. Tor-
rington.”

The family turned on McGregor en
masse. Three voices broke into staccato
recitations of grievances, the growl of J.
Augustus Torrington riding above them all.

The shabby, bewildered visitor raised
both hands in horror. He begged earnest-
ly, “One at a time. I can’t make out a
word any of you say. Now, Mr. Torring-
ton, you’re the oldest, so you talk finstt”

1v.

THE shabby young man who had arrived
so unexpectedly among the warring Tor-
ringtons was himself in desperate straits.
His visit to J. Augustus Torrington'stiffice
was a last resort and his hopes all hinged
upon its resuit.

He had come to borrow money from Tor-
rington and the circumstances of his for-
mer position in the family of the richest
man in Cranston made it necessary that he
pocket considerable pride before he could
bring himself to the imterview.

Bob McGregor was bomn in the Far West.
He was a young man without social position
or money and he had to make his own way
in the world. Out West he had left his
mother, barely provided for from a dead
father's insurance, while he earned his edu-
cation.

Cranston had attracted McGregor be-
cause near there is an engineering college
famous all over the world. While he fin-
ished his four years at this technical school,
McGregor had to support himself somehow
and the way that offered was the position
of chauffeur in the household of J. Augustus
Torrington.

Driving and caring for the Torrington
automobiles, submitting with unfailing good
nature to the whims and caprices of Crans-
ton's richest man, McGiregor had come to
occupy a peculiar, nameless position in that
tumultuous family.

Technically McGregor was the family
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chauffeur and a servant among several
other servants. But the young Torring-
tons had made a companion of him.

McGregor was their friend, advisor and
big brother and inevitably he was drawn
into conflict with his employer. That the
young man could function successfully in
all of these difficult positions and retire at
the end of four years to begin his own ca-
reer, his departure openly mourned by
Cranston’s richest family was a striking tes-
timonial to Bob McGrregors quality.

McGregor conceived a bright idea before
he finished his studies at the technical col-
lege. In his meager spare time snatched
from the numerous and thoughtlessly selfish
demands of three Torrvingtons, he worked
out the details of that idea.

Mostly he worked late at night in his
own quarters over the Torrington garage,
his drawing board lighted by a bulb dis-
creetly shaded lest its rays betray that he
was still awake and invite imterruptions.
That idea developed into the patents cover-
ing the McGregor keyless lock.

If a man invents a good keyless lock,
there are two courses he can take in its de-
velopment. He can sell the patent to a
manufacturer, provided one wants it, and let
it earn a royalty. Or he can manufacture
it himself.

MoGregor never lacked faith in himself.
Without capital or influence to get it, he
chose to be a manufacturer of his own in-
vention,

The two years of his absence from Crans-
ton had been devoted to getting himself
started in that capacity. That the former
penniless student was able to return and
rent property and open a small plant to
build McGregor keyless locks, had even
been able to establish his mother in a little
cottage in the village, all this was a triumph
for McGregoe. He had reason to be proud
of his abilities.

The manufacturer of keyless locks lis-
tened attentively to the bitter recital of
J. Augustus Torrington. When Torrington
had finished, McGregor rose with a sigh and
went to the door of the board room which
opened out of Torrington’s office.

He opened the door, held it wide and
glanced at Norma and Ralph.. The girl
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shook her head, though she tempered the
refusal -with a smile.

No, thanks, Bob, no lectures!
old for that now.”

McGregor held the door and regarded
her patiently. “I'm not the lecturing kind,
Norma. You won't refuse me a few min-
utess—"

“ Not to-day, thanks” Norma main-
tained. her aloof, slightly haughty air.
“You're a good sort, Bob, but you came
teo late.”

“ Ralph?”’ McGregor invited.

“sMupythimg for peace!” Ralph agreed
sulkily and passed on into the board room.

MoGiregor continued to look at the girl.
Norma rose, bristling with resentment,

“You might as well get this stmaijgitt)”
she announced coldly. * I'm through. I've
told dad that and it goes as it lays.”

MoGiregor continued to say nothing, only
to watch her. She turmed on him with a
flash of temper.

* And I'll have you know I'm not a child
to be ordered about—not by you or any-
body else.” And yet she lingered, fasci-
nated.

Bob McGiregor abandored the door and
walked to her side. His hand touched
Norma’s arm. It was a gentle touch, but
it had distinct firmness.

“ Please go into that roomm” McGregor
said so softly that only she heard.

“TI'll not go. And dom't you dare order
me! Why, you’re nothing but a servant
—aur ex-chauffeur. And you dimee—"

Norma caught her breath sharply. A
fook of horror and shame swept her face
and her eyes turned away, seeking to evade
McGregor’s steady regard. She gasped
contritely. “dh, Balp—"

“1 want to talk to you and Ralph to-
gether,” MoGregor pursued steadily. “1In
that room, Norma.”

“ Oh, Bob, 1 didn't meam—I'm sorry I
was so mestyy—"

“In that room,” McGregor repeated
quietly.

Nerma shivered. She turned abruptly
and walked before him into the board room.

J. Augustus Toerington, a silent, awed
spectator of the scene, heaved a mighty
sigh -of relief. He pulled out a drawer of

I'm too
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his desk and fumbled in a box of strong
cigars. His nerves needed soothing badly.

 Sit dowm,” said McGregor, closing the
board room door after himself and Norma.
Ralph already had taken a chair. The ex-
chauffeur faced them and his manner was
stern.

‘“ Both of you listen to me. If you want
to kill your father, just keep this business
up the way you did to-diy.”

Ralph gaped. His round, good natured
face took on a lgok of awe. Norma mut-
tered something that sounded like *“ Bumik!”
and opened her cigarette case. But she
avoided McGregor’s eye.

Before she could light the cigarette, Mc-
Gregor had laid his hand on hers. “ Don’t,”
he said briefly. “It infuriates him.”

“ You infuriate me, I'll have you kmoow!?”
Norma was on her feet, her eyes flizshing,
her bosom heaving. “ You assume too much
when you come in henee—"

It was Ralph who dragged her down.
“ Be yourselff,” he snapped. * Sit still a
minute and listen to Bob.”

Norma broke the cigarette between her
fingers. She continued to crumble it as
McGiregor went on steadiilly:

“ Your father’s a dangerously sick man.
Bad heart. High blood pressure. Nervous
indigestion.. God knows what alll And
both of you trying to aggravate it by rows
like this! Now you’re going to listen while
I tell you how to cut it owt™

In the private office Torrington smoked
his cigar and kept his eyes on the board
room door.

The heavy, rich smoke calmed him. A
normal color returmed to his face. He
breathed more easily and digestion took
up its normal functioning.

No sounds passed the door, but Torring-
ton could not keep his eyes off it. He
wondered in self-amazement how he had
ever let himself be parted from Bob Mc-
Gregor.

V.

THE board room door opened again,
finally. Terrington, his cigar halfway to
his mouth, stopped, amazed. It was Norma
who returned, Norma alone.

Nerma met her father’s eyes with honest
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directness, but the defiance was gone from
her glance. As she walked to his desk
she seemed less the young woman of the
world and more of the little girl she had
been until so very recemtly.

She offered her hand to her father, who
seized it and would have had her on the
arm of his chair, but for her refusal.

“I'm sorry I kicked up the row,” said
Norma. “Aymd I’'m sorry about that bill
from Gilbert’s. I’ll pay you back in in-
stallments, from my own »

“Yboulll do nothing of the sort,” Tor-
rington blustered. “1I guess I can stand
a little bill like thete—*

But his daughter remained ffiom. “1
shall pay you back. That’s the terms 1
insist on. That and freedom to find work
for myself. I don't mean to leave you,
dad, but I've got to have my chance to
do something useful—either that or go
erazy.”

Torrington gaped. - His face began to
cloud over and a squall threatened. His
quick eye saw the board room door open
softly.

MoGiregor glanced in, unseen by Norma.
McGregor caught Torrington’s eye and
shook his-head significamtily.

“ We'll talk that over,” Torrington said.
“ There’s sense in what you say, maybe.
Now give your dad a kiss and run along
like & good giml!™

Norma delivered the Kkiss dutifully,
though she eluded any protracted embrace
from her parent with a tactful firmness.
Her whole manner indicated that this sur-
render was not unconditional by any means.

But she smiled a good-by and walked out
of the office without a glance toward the
board room.

When she was gone the board room deor
admitted McGregor. The red-haired in-
ventor sighed like a man who has done a
hard day’s work.

“ Ralph has gone back to his desdk,” he
said. “T told him not to waste your time
now. You’d better settle for that automo-~
bile he smashed, Mr. Torrington.”

“ A thousand dollars for that pup’s care-
lessness! I°ll be etemadtyy—"

“T1 wouldn't if I were you,” McGregor
advised. *“Let’s see that claim.”

b1
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Torrington handed him a lawyer's letter
and the inclosed bill.

“1 thought so,” McGregor amnoumced
after studying it. “ Write this fellow a
check for five hundred and mail it to-night.
I was in the garage yesterday and saw
that car. Dolger told me it would cost
two hundred to fix it up. And it's a 1§21
model. As for the personal damages, they
are not serious. Send him five hundred
now and you’ll save micresy—"

* McGregor, I tell you I'll be dmmedd—*

“ Ralph is worth five hundred didlibms;*
McGrregor interrupted steadily.

Torrington growled and reached for his
personal check book. When he had written
the check and called in his secretary to
attend to it, the richest man in Cranston
sank back in his chair and stared hard at
Rob McGregor.

“ 1 guess I've been a damn fool,” he an-
nounced.

“ You have,” McGregor agreed remdiily.

“ But the biggest fool play I ever made
in my life was the day I let you get away,
McGregor! Thank God you came bacld™

“ 1 haven't exactly come back—to sty,”
MoGregor smiled.

“ Yes, you Hemwe!™

McGregor smiled again and shook his
head.

“1 say you have! You’re coming back
to your old job, McGregor. Lord, I haven’t
had one peaceful day since you left. You're
the only man in the world that can do any-
thing with those young devils—with me,
too, for that matter. I don’t give a hoot
what you think your plans are, you’ve
got to come back to us again.”

“ And be your chauffiun??> McGregor’s
cheeks reddened a little. His manner stiff-
ened.

“ Be a chauffeur? Be anything? Why
not? Any disgrace in being a chauffeur?”

“ Certainly not. Only I think I have
skill in more useful fiddidis™

“ All right, pick your own fiéd. But
you come back to live at Alderbridge and
keep peace in my familly.”

“1 can't, Mr. Torrington.
is with me now.”

“ Bring her!
Bob!”

My mother

Bring your meother along,
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“‘Woum make it hard to explain,” Mc-
Gregor said, his manner growing stiffer.
“ My mother is not exactly used to the
status of a servant in ‘anybody’s house.”

“ Servant? She don't have to be a serv-
ant. Call yourself a secretary, advisor,
anything you like. Youe mother can be
my guest. And I'll pay you anything your
time is worth, but yeu've got to come. I
want you.”

Secretly McGregor sighed. His heart
sank with misgiving. When Torrington
wanted anything, Torrington expected to
get it.

Tomrington was a tyrant in his little
world. At the moment his intentions were
benevolent perhaps, but equally tyrannical.

McGregor dreaded to cross this spoiled
¢hild of money. To rouse Torrington's
anger jeopardized everything. And yet it
had to be done,

“1 want to make you understand,” he
began. “ I'm not ashamed of working for
you as a chauffeur. 1 never was. That
job paid my way through school. - But 1
fitted myself for better jobs than that. I'm
in business for myself to-day. I'm a manu-
facturer, manufacturing the keyless lock
that I invented and patented. 1 want you
to listen, M¢, Torrimgtiam!

The rich man had described an abrupt
gesture with his arm, as if to wave aside
all this explanation. Torrington considered
it superfluous matter. From his point of
view all this was just a fool notion of Mc-
Gregor’s, a notion that was interfering with
his own selfishly benevolent plans for Mc-
Gregor’s future.

“1 invented and patented this lodk®
McGregor insisted. “ When I left you 1
got a good job on the engineering staff
of a water power project. 1 got enough
capital to start my own business out of
that. I came back here to Cranston and
rented a little factoryy—"

Ttmmngton burst out imdigmamtly:
“Well? why in the devil’'s name didnt you
come around here before you did all thatt®"

“T had a lot to do, Mr. Torrington. 1
brought my mother back with me. We
had to settle a little house. I had my own
business to get started, men to hire, sup-
plies to buy, all sorts of detaiil.”

-
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He might have added truthfully that he
had kept away from the Toringtons be-
cause of a justifiable desire to make his
success unassisted by any benevolent inter-
ference from the rich man.

“ Mr. Torrington, 1've got a good propo-
sition in this. . Look here!* From his
bulging coat pocket McGregor extracted a
compact unit of machinery that gleamed
with loving polish. * The McGiegor Key-
less Lock,” he announced with a parent’s
pride in a new baby. *“ That lock s going
to make my fortume!”

Torrington rejected the lock with scarce-
ly a glance.

“ Some other time, McGregor. Let's get
this business of your coming back to Alder-
bridge setiled.”

McGregor sighed and summoned more
patience.

“ Listen just a little longer. I've got a
few of these locks together, my first sam-
ples. I‘ve shown them to some of the big
wholesalers and experts. Everybody agrees
I've got a fortune in my hands. Mr. TFor-
rington, I've had two whopping 'big offers
to sell out alieadyy—"

“@rab' ém!  Sell lowtt’™

McGrregor shook his head.

I guess you don't quite understamd!
You see, this thing is my own. I'm—well,
sort of proud of originatingit. And I mean
to keep it in the family. Besides, if 1
make it myself, I'll eventually own a bigger
fortune than 1 could get any other way.
But it costs money to start the busimess—
money for plant and pay roll, money for
salesmen and advertising, capital enough
to insure long-time credits from toolmakers
and supply houses. I've got to have capi-
tal, Mr, Torrington.

“7TIll be quite frank. I've got to have
capital at once, or quit. I'm up against it
without backing. That’s why I came to
you to-day, as a last resort. I want the
money to develop this business. I want it
as a loan secured by a mortgage on the
plant and patents. Shall I go ahead and
show you a detailed statement of how 1
stand? Are you interested?”

“ McGregor,” Torrington demanded im-
patiently, “ are you coming back to live at
Alderbridge, or arew't you?”
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“ Don’t you understand now why I cam't
do thatt?”

¥ You're not coming thaake?”

“ No, sir; 1 canmoet="

“ That’s fimalP?*

The color was rushing back to Torring-
ton’s face. His thick hands began to trem-
ble with suppressed irritation.

“1t's fimal,” McGregor said with a deep
sigh.

“ Wait! Don't be in a hurry, Under-
stand me, fiistt. Come back to us on any
grounds you like. Call yourself a guest.
Call yourself my partner. Bring your
mother, if you want to, I've got to have
you, and you can make your own terms.
Come back to me and help me bring some
sort of peace into my own family. Do that,
and I promise you I'll go into this lock
buslness of yours. If it's worth a hoot,
I’ll baek you to the limit. But those are my
terms.”

Then, I'm sorry,” MecGregor said,
wearily. “IL can’t accept your terms*

“ Can’t! Why matt??

“1 tried to make you see itl T wamt
to run my own business. Maybe it's
pride—"

“ Pride! TIt’s worse than pride. T'll tell
you what it is—it’s nothing but pig-headed
obstinacy; and rank ingratitude to the man
who gave you a home for four.years”

“T wouldn't say that,” McGregor inter-
rupted quickly. “II gave value for value
during that four years. .

But Torrington shouted with WAvIRg
arms:

“1 do say itl Ingratitude—=rank ngiat-
tude!  And Il tell you what yeu are. ¥ou
are a plain fool, Rob McGregor. I weuld
not invest a nickel in any scheme of yours
to keep you out of the poorhouse. Get out
of hem!

Torrington was in another passion. He
was deaf to all reason, and McGregor
knew it.

“ Good-yy,” McGregor muttered sadily,
and let himself out the door.

VL

As he entered the plain, -one-story, shed-
like building that housed the embryo plant
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of the MoGregor Keylless Lock Compamy,
McGregor resolutely banished his gloomy
thoughts.

Awaiting his return was a woman whose
peace of mind the red-haired inventor val-
ued so highly that he would go to any
lengths to spare her his troubles. He
straightened his shoulders and made his
step brisk, He forgot J. Augustus Torring-
ton and his humiliating afterncen, and
forced a cheerful whistle.

With the exception of a small office
partitioned off from one corner, the building
consisted of one workroom. At the benches
several mechanics were busy. Before Mc-
Gregor could reach his private office door
one of these had waylaid him. For reasons
of his own, McGiegor desired to see this
man less than any persen allve at that me-
ment. Among his many wortles of the day
thoughts of the future of George Bishep had
weighed heavily,

“ Just a word with you, Rob,” Bishop
said. “1I got a kind of idea to suggest to
you, and I guess maybe it’s a wow.”

George Bishop spoke habitually in a
hoarse, confidential whisper. He had, also,
the curious habit of never appearing to
see the person he conversed with. At the
present moment he accosted McGregor
while appearing to look stralght beyond
him, and he scarcely halted his sieps to
do it, so that he passed on toward a vaeant
corner by the window exactly like a man en
an entirely different errand.

McGregor glanced at Bishop, and his
forced smile turned to something of gen-
uine amusement. He saw a short little man
of stocky build, whose round work cap was
pushed askew on a glistening bald dome.
Theee was a sly alertness about everything
done by this little mechanic, who was nearly
sixty years old,

His pink-cheeked, cherubic face, now
ornamented by a bar sinister of machine
grease and soot, never lost its sobriety any
more than his small blue eyes ever lost
their little gleam of belying humor. And
none knew better than McGiegor that this
same little man had almost uneanny me-
chanical skill at the tips of his sensitive
fingers—aa skill that was matehed by a
marvelous understanding of all maehinery.
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George Bishop was foreman of the very
young and tottering lock factory, and Mc-

Gregor's particular protege. Old George
was a find, in a very literal sense of the
word.

McGregor had come upon him one March
night on the streets of Cranston. The little
old man, shivering violently in his shabby
light clothing, had stepped out of a shadowy
disor and accosted him in that strange, whis-
pering, ventrilogquial voice and manner, ask-
ing for the price of a cup of coffee. Mec-
Gregor, on the peint of handing him a
tfane, refiembered there was no lunch room
epefi at that heur, and invited old George
te fellew him heme.

Mrs. McGregor had supplied the coffee
and sandwiches, and old George paid them
both the doubtful compliment of swooning
in their kitchen. A doctor pronouneed it
pneumonia.

The McGregors were not the sort to turn
the dying stranger into the cold, and at the
Kitle cottage George remained, while the
red-haired inventor discovered that, unlike
most things picked up off a pavement, this
queer find was a treasure.

Old George took to-the McGmegor lock
with the enthusiasm of an understanding
sout, and ever since, while he boarded with
the McGregors, he had served Rob faith-
fully and with all his heart. A quiet, mild
old eceentric, George was, bound to Mc-
Gregor heart and soul, devoting his spare
heurs to MeGregor's mother and the church
they both attendetl By the MeGiregors he
was aceepted at facevalue and no guestions
asked. Ang the ehureh and the neighbors
éid as mueh for him.

‘McGregor followed his foreman to the
corner. There George stood looking straight
otit of the window, while his unwatched
fingers fitted a delicate little cotter pin into
the halt assembled lock they held..

“\Widll, George?”' McGregor invited.

His attention fixed beyond the window,
George exuded his ventriloquial, whispering
speech. " What this business needs is to
get suckers acquainted with the McGregor
Keyless Lock. Am I sighg®”

“ Fhat’s one of the things it needs, yes.”

it Well, here’s the notion. It kind of
Temadfiond me for a goal when I got hold of it.

It looked like a chance to advertise cheap.
All we need to put this over is a good, first-
class yegg, and, I think"I can find you the
very mam!!”

“A yegg!” McGregor gasped. “What
would you be doing knowing crooks, a good
church member like you?”

* Sure 1 know where to get my hands on
any kind of crook we might need, boy. It's
being a good church member is how come.
There’s a mission over in New Yerk where
I can find you any kind of crook, any day.
Reformed, of course.”

* And what do we want of a reformed
crook, George? Going to send him to rob
a safe and capitalize the lock busimess?’

‘“ Naw! This is all clean fun, I tell you!
Listen. Here’'s where the wow conies in.
Suppose there was to be a series of
mysterious burglaries all over the country.
Riy business offices and millionaire’s homes,
see? But there's never anything iissing,
see? Instead of the plaee being tumbled the
erook leaves a eireular letter saying hew eld-
fashiened locks like they've got en the deers
Is a eipich and What they eughia de i install
the new MeGiegor Keyiss Loek instead?
He might even leave ‘em a sample leek: A
free present, see? Would the newspapers
talk? 1h say they weuld! And & as geﬂ;
Reb, is that 3 wew of aif’t it? Huk#"

All of this George delivered without a
glance at his employer. He awalted the
answer with that same baffling appearance
of being engaged elsewhere.

McGregor regarded his foreman with
mingled horror and amusement, but-tHere
was little satisfaction in directing any sort
of a look at a man who never met his eyes.

*“So you think that would get us free
advertisimg!!”*

“0 hope to say &3 said the foreman.

“MIt woulld!” Rob agreed fervently.
“ Also it would get-us all in jail. Nothing
doing, George. But thanks, just the same—"

“Wou can't use it, Rob?” The ven-
triloquial query trembled with naive disap-
pointment.

1 Sonry, L]

“Hell! And I thought I had a knockout.
I was awake nearly all night working out
the details. I thought I was going to be
gome kelp to you fer once in a Hfetime!”

2 A
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The little foreman croaked this last and
turned from the bench. Even now he never
noticed McGregor.

But as he went he jerked his mechanic's
cap low over his eyes, and age and dis-
couragement showed in every line of him.

MoGregor would have laughed, but he
felt more inclined to cry. Old George was
slated to go. The amusing old man, whose
spare time apparently was occupied solely
in concocting hare-brained schemes to pro-
mote the fortunes of the McGregor keyless
lock, would have to find employment else-
where, just like the rest of them.

Next to his own mother, MoGiregor knew
nobody he hated to part with more. But
George was through. No more money to
pay a foreman or anybody else. No money
now to pay for anything. George was just
another victim of the collapse of the Mc-

Gregor Keyless Lack Company.
VIL

MecRE®OR went on into his own office.
Before he opened the door he hesitated a
minute to put aside the depression that was
weighing him down. He made his step
resolute and his face serene.

The clack-ckidiing of a typewriter ceased
as McGregor opened the door. The
stenographer pushed the spectacles off her
nose and brushed back her short, grax
hair.

“ Why, Robim!” she exclaimed in hushed,
pleased tones.

McGregor bent his tall frame double and
printed a kiss on the lips of the treasurer
and secretary of the McGregor Keyless
Lock €Company. The secretary and
treasurer returned the caress with a fond
pat upon her littls boy’s shoulder.

She was none other than Mrs, Sarah J.
MeGiregor, mother of the inventor, and
somewhere past sixty years old, but very
much of the present day.

MeEregor sat at the opposite side of the
one desk and addressed her. He made his
voice casual to conceal the bitter disappoeint-
ment he felt.

“ When you pay off the boys to-morrow
give them their two weeks’ notice, all of
them. Pay them up in full, mom >

8 A
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“@h, Robin! Have you got to quat?”

“Quit? 1 should say matt’

“ But paying off the boys’

“@h, that! That’s nothing. Money’s a
little tight, just now. All the big plants are
retrenching. Little fellows like us have got
to find a safe anchorage during the blow.”

“ But what are you going to do, Rohim?"

“ Oh, close up the plant. Scout around a
little and find more capital.”

“ Go back to work for somebody else,
you mean? Oh, my poor bay!”

“ Here, now! Omit the flowers, mom!
We're not dead yet, just playing *possomg”

The gray haired little secretary forced a
smile. But a sigh succeeded.

“I'm going to miss it, Robin. 1 dom’t
know what I’ll do without a typewriter to
run—and checks to write—and all those
interesting letters coming every day. Are
you sure? 1sn’t there some wigy—"

MeGregor shook his head soberly.

“ Did you see Mr. Torrington, Rotuiire?*

144 Yes..m

“ Oh!” Mrs. McGregor hesitated, know-
ing how her son had banked on this last
resource and dreading to stit up painful
details. McGiregor saved her the necessity.

“ Torrington was willing to finance us,
provided I went back to live 'at Alderbridge
and acted as sort of wet nurse to all of them.
He wanted me to bring you, too. I told
him that my mother isn’t exactly used to
being a servant of even a dependent In any
tleh man’s familiy™

The inventor added more details of the
afternoon’s visit. His mother listened. Her
eyes gleamed approval. But when McGregor
had done, her first question was aside from
the main issue.

“ Norma must be quite a young lady hy
now?”

“ 1 dom't know if you’d call her a lady or
not. But she’s still young—ithough grown
up_u

*“ Hm—hm! She must have been pretity
glad to see you again, Robim.”

“ Not so’s you'd notice, mom. Told me
she wasn't used to taking her orders from
the family's ex-chauffeur! No, it was just
about like old times.”

Mrs. McGregor said “ Hm—bm,” again,
Her son remained silent.
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The modern little old lady snapped sud-
denly: “ T'd like to tell that big bully where
he gets off at!™

“ Who?" McGregor stared at her anger
in amazement.

“ Torrington. That big stuffed shiit{"

“Nvbom!  Such language from you!l™

“ For a nickel I'd do it, too! The idea
of scoffing at a thing like your lock! Just
throwing away a fortune because he's mad.
I suppose he calls himself a business mmam!”

Mrs. McGregor was on her feet and pac-
ing the office in her indignation. McGregor
sighed and observed that getting mad would
not help them.

“ 1 don’t mind this setback a bit, except
for one thing,” he added. * It's going to
be tough on old George.”

“ He's got to go with the restt?”

He has. I have no money to pay any
salaries.”

“ We'll miss him in the church. He is so
highly thought of.”

“ Yes, it's tough luck. The worst of it is,
George is old and shows his age. Not in his
work. Lord, no! But a man his age hasn't
much chance of getting into a job again.
Lord, it's like pulling a tooth to turn old
George out now! He was just getting his
self respect back., Actually blossoming out
into a busy little citizen after the years he
had been a hotho!!”

McGregor sighed. His mother stopped
to lay her hand on his shoulder. “ Couldn't
we keep him on? Just sort of pay him
until you could get the business going
again?”’

“ Charity? George would be the first one
to forbid it. He’ll have to take his medicine
like a man. That’s the highest compliment
I can afford to give him—just mam.”

McGregor bit off the last words with a
start. The office door opened to admit old
George. “ Excuse me. Hope I don't butt
in?” Old George addressed the remark to
the far northeast corner of the world, look-
ing directly past them, his face without
trace of expression.

“1 wanted to see you anyway,” Me-
Gregor said. He made up his mind to get
the painful dismissal over with at ence.
“ T was about to send for you to tell youu—"

“ Excuse me, Rob,” said the able ven-
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triloquist in his hoarse whisper. “ I had
another kind of an idea. Figured maybe
we could land a real butter and egg man
for this business. If it ain’t a wow, just
you kick me out. Mrs. McGrregor, ma’am,
you sit in on this and give me your epinion
as a business man.. You see we'd start by
staging & pheny fife in this plaitt="

‘ Excuse us, George. Not just mow,”
McGiregor interrupted. Before he could get
any farther the office door opened again
and a stranger to the keyless lock business
entered with a ned.

The stranger removed a derby hat from
his sleek black head and ducked the head
at Mrs. McGrregor. He continued to mas-
sage the stump of a dead cigar between his
thick lips.

He was a squat, dark skinned, smooth-
shaven man with quick, shifty glances. His
eyes turned to McGregor and then to old
George. A meaning grin twisted his face
while he exclaimed sofilly:

““Wadll, look who's here; old George
Lorgan, as I live. Hello, Lorgam!!”

McGiregor looked at his foreman, amazed
at hearing him addressed by a new name.
For once old George was staring directly at
one who spoke to him.

Surprise and confusion disturbed the nor-
mal rigidity of old George's wooden fea-
tures. His lips opened. A look of shock
and entreaty gleamed from his alert eyes.
Then suddenly the old look returned.

Old George turned his eyes away from
all of them and looked at nothing, waiting.
He seemed to wait for a death sentence.
He looked shrunken and gray and rigid with
despair.

“ Guess you know me, all right, Lorgan?”
The stranger grinned around his cigar.
“ Yes," said old George tonelesslly.

“ Well, 1 should hope to tell you!
ought to know me, eh, Lorgam?”

113 'YeS“h)

MeGregor broke in. He spoke with jus-
tifiable irritation at this ill-mannered in-
terruption.

“ Well, 1 dow’t know you. If you dom’t
mind the trouble, who the devil are you,
and what are you looking for here?”

The stranger recognized the question with
a sly grin,

You
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“ Keep your shirt on, buddy! I'll ex-
plain. My name’s Dibble. I'm from Centet
Street.”

McGregor continued to stare without
comprehension.

“ Center Street,” Dibble repeated.
“ That's police headquarters over in New
York—see?”

Dibble flipped back his coat and dis-
played a gleaming metal badge.

“ Got a little business with you, if your
name’s McGregor,” he said. “ Business
about old George Lorgan, here. Suppose 1
sit dowm®”

VIIL.

Me€ha@or, who had taken an instant
dislike to Detective Dibble, answered his
suggestion.

“Sorry. We haven’t any more chairs,
Dibble. I guess you’ll have to tell it stand-
ing up. Unless you'd like my mother to
stand?”’

The sarcasm was lost on Dibble. “ Not
at all,” he observed with oily politeness.
“ But maybe the lady would rather be
spared the details.”

“What details? Mrs. McGregor
snapped. “How do I kmow if I want
to be spared or nott?”

“ Well, it's not exactly a nice storyy=""

“ Then, I guess I'll stay. If it's about
Mr. Bishop here, I guess I can stand it—at
my age-)!

“ Bishop? Oh, that's the moniker now,
is it, Lorgan? Bishop, huin?"

“Yes,” George admitted, patiently
wooden.

“ Well, I heard smmething like that. You
see, George, I'm out here working on the
case of some fellows that blew a box in
Pearl Street six months ago. They got a
factory pay roll.”

“You're wasting your time,” said the

disembodied whisper from George. “ You
can't hang anything on me, Dibble.”
“ Yes,” Dibble admitted. “ I know that

now. First, I did think you might have
had a hand in itt—"
George's whisper became bitter with

scorn. “ Soup? I never used it in my
life! When I get so I've got to torpedo a

box I hope they plant me undergroumd.”
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“ Yeah,” Dibble agreed. * Always was
stuck on your skill with locks, eh, George?
Well, you were good in your day, I don’t
mind saying it. Yes, you were there,
George!""

McGregor interrupted again.

* Dibble, it strikes me you came here to
talk with Bishop. If you did, wait umtil
after quitting time, and see him outside the
lot.”

“ Oh, no, 1 didn't, McGiregor. No. You
got me all wrong. I came to do you a good
turn, that’s all.”

“@h, you diidt!™

“ Sure. Just a neighborly act. 1It's put
me to quite a bit of trouble, too, but that’s
all right. I just dropped in to give you the
real lowdown on old George Lorgan that’s
kidded you into thinking he's such an up-
right old pillar of the church. Here's the
way of it, McGregor.

“1 came over here loeking for certain
parties connected with that safe-blowing on
Pearl Street. While I was getting the dope
on them, I heard that George Lorgan is
about these parts, going under the name of
Bishop and passing himself off on decent
folks.

“ Well, I thought I'd better do you a
good turn by notifying you that this bird
you made foreman of your factory is an ald
ex-crook that has spent half his life in jails
for safe robberies. Naturally, being a geod
citizen and a business man, you’d be in-
terested in tving a can to a man like
that.”

“ An ex-crook, you say? McGregor asked
softly.

“1 dom't know just how ex he is, Mc-
Gregor. But I admit I don't know anything
I can pinch him for. But you tell ‘em, Lor-
gan. Am I lyimg?”

Old George's husky answer was without
expression of any sort. He said patiemtlly:
“ He ain’t lying. Opening other people’s
safes was my specialtiy—and I done a lot of
time in jails, too.”

“ Exactliy?” Dibble said with pleased ea-
gerness. “ Well, there you are, Mc-

r! n

“ Where?” McGregor asked, denselly,

“1 don’t get you+—*

“1 mean to say, Dibble, what do yom
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expect me to do now—act affeetionatete-
kiss you?"

“ Now, that’s all right, buddy! No need
to wise-crack about it. And I'm net asking
for anything for myself. New York City
is paying me to do my duty."”

“@h, your duty, eh? It's part of your
duty, is it, to hunt out men who have
tried to live down their mistakes and see
that they get fired from good johs?"

“Hey!™ Dibble’s voice rose in uneasy
expostulation. “ Soft pedal on that kind of
talk, buddy! I'm not saying it's part of my
duty or it rite—"

McGregor addressed his foreman, who
stood like a wooden image. “ George,
what's the trouble between you and this
manp”’

Aw, what's the use, Rolp?"

“TRdll it, George—iet’s get at the inside
of this thing.”

“Well, if you're going to be mastyy—="
Dibble began, as he donned his dexby.

“ Wait,” McGregor said sternly. “ Now,
George, let's have it. What'’s he sore at you
about?”

George began huskily as he stared out
of the office window:

“1 turned the laugh on him. It was
seven years ago. Dibble’s always working
to get his name in the papers. Well, he
picked me up for cracking a safe I didn't
have nothing to do with. And he made his
blow to the reporters. After he got all
the publicity he wanted I torpedoed him.
The night he thought I was opening that
safe T proved that I was working in a Bow-
ery hash house ‘spening oysters.

“ It made a funny story for the news-
paper boys—and Dibble never forgave me.
The newspapers pretty near laughed him
off the force. He’s been laying to get even
with me for that ever simce.™

The detective had flushed. He broke
into hasty speech.

“Yeah? All right, maybe 1 did make
a natural mistake. Maybe the papers did
Jkid me a little. I don't deny it. But who's
got the laugh this time, eh, Geouge?”

“You have,” George admitted, staring
straight at emptiness.

“ Dibble,” said McGregor, “ you expect
me to fire this man because he is an ex-
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crook? Because he admits he’s done time
for opening safes®”

Diibble’s mouth hung open in surprise at
McGregor’s question.

“ Expect you? What would you dte—
elect him mayor of the town? Give him
the keys of the city treasury, maybe?”

‘“ And why not, 1'd like to kmww??*

The interruption came from the gray-
haired little secretary-treasurer of the key-
less lock company. She had pushed back
her glasses and glared belligerently at De-
tective Dibble.

“ Robin, you keep stilll!” Mrs. McGregor
snapped when her son showed signs of halt-
ing her. “ IAl say a word to this detective,
I guess”

Dibble broke in hastily. “ Now, wait,
lady! I ain’t got no quarrels with you.”

“ Well, I've got one with you,” said the
gray-haired champion. “ You had the con-
summate nerve to come in here and knock a
friend of miree—"

*“ Mom!” McGregor emireated.

His mother shot a brief glance at him.
“ You keep out of this a minute, Robin
McGregor.”

“ Yes ma’'am,” said her son meekly.

The fiery glance switched back to Dibble.
Tie small lady shook her finger at the de-
tective.

She walked closer, the finger shaking
angrily. Dibble stepped back until he
encountered the wall. There he remained,
stuck there as it were, by an invisible hat-
pin. His face glistened, and he looked
scared.

If T were you, Mr. Dibble, I"d eateh
the next train back to New York,” Mrs.
McGiregor advised severely. ™ I'd see If 1
couldn’t make myself useful. Yeou might
catch the men who blew that bex in Peatl
Street, you know.”

“ Now, lady, plense!™

Unplacated, McGregor’s mother contif=
ued to shake the finger and talk fast, her
cheeks pink and her eyes gleaming like steel
blades.

“ Look for the men who robbed that safe,
Dibble. And be pretty careful not to cateh
another oyster opener instead! New Fun
along. As a detective you fay be all fight.
But as a man you’te net 86 het!”
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At this unexpected burst of vituperative
slang from such a respectable old lady, Dib-
ble's mouth opened so wide that the
corpse of his cigar dropped out. He gasped:
“ Well, for the Jove of Maud!” Then he re-
covered himself and added: “ Oh, well,
you’re a ladiy!”

“II'm not a lady! Den’t fool yourself,
Dibble. I'm not a lady when I’'m mad. If
you get me any madder you'll find out.”

“Nviom!” MoGregor exclaimed.

“It's all right, Robin,” his mother re-
assured him hastily. ¢ [l remember I'm
not in a mining camp now.”

She turned again to Dibble.

“ The idea of a big, rich city like New
York letting a man like you disgrace it!
I should think you'd be so ashamed, you'd
quit the police. Now you get out, Mr.
Dibble, and don't let me ever hear about
your bothering Mr. Bishop agaim.”

“ Yes,” McGregor seconded, with a fond
glance at his belligerent little mother,
“ That's darn good advice, Dibble. And as
for George, let me tell you George is the
best workman I've got. And I uon't give a
whoop what his past record is. He is going
to stay on the pay roll of this company in
spite of you and hell and high water. Dib-
ble, you couldn’t get George fired now
if you proved him guilty of murder. Good
day')’

The detective continued to gape. Me-
Gregor met the amazement and indecision
of his look with unmistakable emphasis.
His hand indicated the office door,

“ Don’t slam it when you go out,” he said
significantly.

Dibble suddenly grabbed his derby with
both hands and jammed it lower on his
brow. He turned his back without a word
and stalked to the door. But even his silent
back was eloquent of what he thought of the
MeGiregors.

Old George had heard all this in & daze.
Once his eyes turned to Murs., McGregor,
and the look in them was like the look in
the eyes of an adoring dog. Now he shifted
his glance to the door through which Dibble
had vanished, and appeared to look through
the wood and far away, perhaps down a
long, dusty vista of misspent years.

“ George,” McGregor said, “go back
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to your work. You've wasted a lot of time
to-day. But you're not fired, and you never
will be.”

Old George started from his trance. He
looked at McGiregor and suddenly his wood-
en face splintered with emotions he could
no longer control. He extended both hands
toward McGregor, an abortive, stifled ges-
ture that tried to speak his mind.

“ Get out,” McGregor growled. “I'm
busy as the devil.”
George moved toward the door. He

passed McGregor’s mother and paused.
Without turning his eyes or seeming to
notice her he whispered huskily: * Dibble
spilled the beans. Everything he said was
on the level. I'm as bad as he claims I am,
ma’am.”

Mrs. MoGregor turned her head aside.
“ Don't be an old fool,” she said. ‘‘ Run
along. Yeu heard Rebin tell you to go.”

“But maybe you'd better urdeystand
about me. You introducing me to the
church and all.”

“ Gett!" cried Mrs. McGregor. “ You're
almost as bad as that fat-headed detective.
Not another waondi!™

The ex-crook started to obey. But as
he passed the old lady his fingers brushed
the fringe of the shawl she wore. George’s
skillful, sensitive, clever fingers, ence ten
dreaded foes of society, brushed the shawl
delicately. The little gesture was so grate-
ful, so reverent, that it might have been a
prayer.

Mrs. McGregor turned on her son with
shining eyes.

* Robin, that was splentidd—splbandid?”

McGiregor began a sheepish grin.

“ Splendid? Huh! I'd have fired George
if it hadn’t been for that fat-headed detec-
tive. Why, I've got to fire him with all the
rest. But how can I? How can I fif@
him now? And have people say I did it
because he’s an ex-crook? I can't do it.
Great saints, mom—I can’t afford to be
splendid like this! Splendor costs money.
And what are we golng to use for meney, 1'd
like to know?”

X

WHHIAT to use for money!
Money to meet a factory pay roll, money
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to pay toolmakers who do not give credit
to new and struggling enterprises, money to
buy supplies that would produce more key-
less locks.

McGiregor and his mother sat late in
the living room of the little cottage in the
humbler suburb of Cranston, and discussed
their need from every angle. It was the
secretary-treasurer who suggested the bold
expedient of asking a loan from one of the
established lock manufacturers, the same
who had offered a royalty for the patents
covering McGregor’s invention.

“ That wouldn’t be like trying to explain
to Torrington,” Mrs. McGregor argued.
* Those people already know that your lock
is good. They proved it by offering to
buy it.”

“But they don't want to establish a
rival business that will cut into their trade,
mom! That’s asking more than human
nature will stamd!!”

“You try it,” his mother ordered. ¢ if
they've got money to lend, they ought to
be interested. Go to your rivals. That's
the logical place to go for help.”

McGiregor was half convinced. His mind
was so harassed with worries and despair
that any straw seemed worth grasping at.

The thought encouraged him to grin
doubtfully, a result his mother had been
trying to achieve for weary hours of talk.
He promised to try the next day.

“ Almost eleven o'clodk,” McGregor ex-
claimed, looking at his watch. “ You should
have been in bed hours ago. What became
of George to-mighitt?”

“ He went out somewhere, Robin,
didn't say where.”

“ Queer! Do you realize this is the first
time we ever discussed the lock business
without George? I haven't heard one wild
idea from him since afternoon. Mem. I'm
afraid old George is crustesti”

“If 1 ever see that man, Dibble, again,
I'm going to wring his neck,” Mrs. Me-
Gregor exclaimed grimly.

But Dibble was not entirely to blame.
Old George knew more of the affairs of the
keyless lock company than they imagined.

George had lingered outside the door of
McGregor’s office -and learned that he had
been slated for dismissal with the rest of

He
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the men. Inspired by that news the ex-
safe cracker had made plans of his own.

Feigning a complete recovery of his op-
timism, McGregor went to his own room
and began undressing for bed. The inven-
tor had gone so far as to remove coat and
vest and shoes when he stopped, looked
about him guiltily and took a small pheto-
graph frem his pocketbook.

It was a snapshot of Nerma Torrington,
taken several years before. The unmount-
ed picture showed signs of much handling.

McGregor propped the picture on his
bureau and stared at it. Figuratively
speaking, that picture had been the device
blazoned on McGregor’s armor during his
years of struggle to make something of the
McGregor keyless lock, It represented not
so much a hope as an ideal to strive for.

To-night the ideal seemed so unattain-
able that even to think about it was a little
ridiculous. McGregor wondered if he had
any right to carry that picture about with
him any more.

His mother knocked at the door. Mc-
Gregor put away the photograph hastily
before he opened it.

“ Robin, get right into bed,” the secre-
tary-treasurer ordered severely.

“%&v ma‘am.

“ Well, start! Let's see some actir!

McGregor grinned and removed his col-
lar and shirt.

* That’s more like it,” his mother con-
ceded. She pulled his head low and kissed
him fondly.

“1t's going to come out all right,” she
whispered. “ They can't lick the Me-
Gregors, Robiim!/”

“T tell the world,” her son agreed.

“ And, Robin, if that little flapper tries
to high-hat you again, just you tell her
where she gets offf!”

McGregor pretended an ignorance which
his blush belied. “ What in the world are
you talking about new?”

“Nomma Torrington. Where’s that ple-
ture? 1know you carry it around with yeu.
I want to see it again. Trot it outt!”

McGiregor surrendered with a shamed
grin, “I never could put anything ever
on you. There you are.”

Mrs. McGregor examined the picture,



ROLLING

adjusting her spectacles critically. “ She
has her good points, I dare say. Not good
enough for you, but— Why don’t you
bring her to call on your mother®”

“ She asked me to. To-day. Tl give
her credit for that much manners”

“ Then, for Pete's sake, do it! Don’t for-
get now. And you hop into that bed. If
your light is burning two minutes longer
I’'m coming back with a hairimsiir

McGregor turned out the light prompt-
ly. But sleep was an impossibility, and
he knew it.

He sat a long time by his window, strug-
gling with the insoluble problem of money
and the keyless lock business. Tie town
clock had struck the half hour after mid-
night when he dressed again and let himself
out of the cottage softly.

‘The world was dark under a murky sum-
mer sky, McGregor walked out of the vil-
lage and along the paved highway. An
occasional late motor car flashed blinding
lights on him as it topped the horizon,
swooped toward him and sped on with a
whir of exhaust. Otherwise he was com-
pletely alone.

When he reached a roadhouse set back
a little distance among trees, McGregor
knew that he had walked five miles from
home.

He stared at its few twinkling lights
and at the sign, the Drop Inn. A good place
to turn back if he was to get any sleep
that night.

Only one car passed him on his return,
That came out of the night like a bullet
and the breath of its passage was so vio-
lent that the cap was blown from his head.
McGregor groped for his headgear and
swore after the vanishing red tail-light.

“ A lot that fellow cares for human lifid!™
he growled.

Almost an hour later he reached the
bridge across the Cranston River. His eyes
made out the silhouette of an automobile
parked close to the rail. It was unlighted,
an open roadster. Apparently it was un-
occupied.

Here was something out of the ordinary.
Possibly something sinister. McGregor
stared at the silhouetted car and hesitated
to approach it.
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‘There was no other sign and no sound
except the subdued clucking and gurgling
of a swift current about the piers below.
And then a sound that made his flesh
prickle: a cry in the dark.

The cry was incoherent. It might have
been beast or man. McGregor ran to the
bridge rail and looked over, convinced that
the sound came from below,

The water in the shadow of the bridge
was invisible. Everything was invisible.
Just a black void filled with the eerie jar-
gon of a swift river fretted by man’s handj-
work.

And then again a cry, a strangling, wild
shout for help that came directly from the
pit.

McGregor shouted an answer. He tore
off coat and vest and leaped to the rail of
the bridge. A faint echo of that same
despairing cry for help came to his ears
and served to launch him into space.

Cold water engulfed him and roared in
his ears. The diver fought his way to the
surface, struggled against the current and
shouted anxiously, hoping for some an-
swer to direct him, No answer came,

McGregor circled downstream, then
breasted the river slowly, straining his eyes
against the grayish light on the water,
straining his ears for a sound.

Something upflung against the tumbling
current like a stick of drift drawn by the
flood started him in pursuit. He saw it van-
ish, then rise—a man's arm thrusting up-
ward to grasp at empty air.

McGregor swam with all his strength.
His searching fist -caught at the slack- of
clothing. He got his arm about a body
and swam an oblique course toward shore.

Ground beneath his feet at last. the in-
ventor dragged his prize into the air. The
man he had rescued lay limp and sodden.

McGregor applied himself swiftly to the
rough work of resuscitation. He made
progress and the discovery of a flask in the
fellow's pocket helped revive them both,

The sodden wretch stirred. He sat up,
weakly and aimed a wild blow at his res-
cuer.

“Mamn you!” he sobbed weakly.
“ Damn you! Why couldn't you let me
alone?”
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MeGregor could not see the speaker. He
had no need to see. He knew that voice
too well to be confused by darkness.

It was Ralph Torrington who shivered
and gulped and tried to pummel the man
who had rescued him from death in the
river.

X

Mckacork got Ralph to his own road-
ster. Sometimes he alternately dragged and
pushed the protesting wretch; sometimes he
bullied hinf* along.

McGregor jumped into the driver’s seat
and started the car. They sped through
the village and stopped before the little
factory of the MoGregor Keyless Lock
Company. The inventor let himself in and
conducted Ralph to the office.

“Nowr,” he said sternly, while Ralph
sank into a chair and dripped water and
mud on the office carpet. “Let’s hear
about this.”

“Wom go to the devilll” the boy fiared.
“You fool, why in Heaven's name must
you butt in—"

“Keep a civil tongue in your headi*
McGiregor interrupted. “ Don’t think the
troubles of your family are any treat to
me!”

He began stripping off his dripping cloth-
ing and wringing the water from it. He
made Ralph do likewise and wrapped him
in an old overcoat which he kept hanging
behind the door.

“ Let's have the story nowvi,” he bade.
“HHgre, you can have one more swalllow.

McGregor helped himself first from the
boy’s fliask.

*“ That's vile!" he shuddered.
der you jumped in the riveni™

Ralph tried to answer his grin. Then
he gave himself up to woe. He buried his
head in his arms and moaned.

McGregor’s retort to this was a box on
the ear, and it was no gentle caress. Ralph
sprang from his chair, his face red. He
lunged at his rescuer, sputtering with wrath.

McGregor caught him, pinioned his arms
and sat him down hard in the chair.

“ Maybe you'll learn a little sense after
awhile,” he observed cheerfully. “ Lord
knows you started bad enough. And why

“ No won-
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pick a river? I°ve got a good gun I'll lend
you.”

“THem give it to me!™

“Sure! Here you are.” McGregor
opened the drawer of his desk and tossed
the weapon at the would-be suicide. “ Only
take it out into the shop,” he*advised
brutally. “I don't want this office messed
up.!!

Ralph seized the weapon and rose un-
certainly. His eyes wandered to McGregor.

“ That's all right. Go ateati?

The boy hesitated a moment longer. His
desperate, white face hurt McGiregor like a
knife thrust. But he kept up his pretense
of cheerful, murderous coolness,

“ Go on,” he urged. * 1 don’t mmirrdi?”

Ralph threw the gun from him and
dropped into his chair. “1I can’t! I can’t,
Bob! Oh, Lord, I'm not fit to live. I'm
not brave enough to die, even.”

“TFhat’s all right,” MoGregor ssuthedd<,

him. “ A lot of us are in the same boat.
You couldn’t have died by that gun, any-
way. It isn't loaded. Just a bluff in
case somebody tried to start anything
around here. So you think you’ve made a
mess of your life? At your age!™

“1 have made a mess of it

MoGregor laughed. His laughter had the
ring of genuine amusement.

“Mlmost twenty-ome now, aren’t you?
Why not try to live up to your years?
You're not old enough to make a mess of
anythimg!”

The boy’s pride was stung,

“Is that s0?” he cried, defiamtly, 1
guess if you'd got into a jam like mine
you’d jump into the river yourselff.”

“ Pifflie! Dad speak cross to you agiie?”

“ I'll show you if it's any joke! I'm shy
nearly two thousand dollkas!"

“If you're thinking about that bill for
the flivver you smasteeld—"

“THats'conly half of it. It's a debt.”
Ralph gulped and added: A debt of
honor.”

“ Gambling debitt?*

« Yes"7l

“ And you jumped off a bridge on ac-
count of that! You poor nut!™

“I wish I had died. I'd be better off
dead than alive when the old man hezrss—"
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“©Oh! So your creditor is going to your
father, is he?”
Ralph nodded again, dumb with misery,
“ Who is iite?”
What do you cane?”

“ Ralph, don't get me sore againl Whe
is it?"
Ralph answered sulkily: “A fellow

named Byson. A New York mam.”

“ Stopping at the Drop Inm?*

“How'd you know thate?”

“ Nothing mysterious about it. 1 guessed
it. All right, I'll look after himn.”

“ But I've got to pay himmi™

“1'll say you have, my son! And you're
going to, I’ll see that you do. Only it will
need time. But I've got an idea about that.
You stay here and wait for me.”

McGregor began donning his clothes,
shivering with disgust at their clammy
touch. He put on his moist cap.

“Tll be back pretty sopm,” he olbserved.
“ Meantime, 1"l have to lock you in. ¥I'm
not taking chances diving into any more
rivers after you to-migiti!

McGiregor made his word good by locking
the office door as he left.

Ralph Torrington’s roadster threaded its
way quietly through Cranston streets. When
he was past the village McGregor snapped
the lights on and took the well known road
to Alderbridge.

The house was eight miles from town, a
square, imposing brick mansion, with
elaborate lawns and outbuildings, Me-
Gregor knew every inch of that land in-
timately, and the car’s lights were ex-
tinguished before he was within sight of
the dark house.

The roadster parked at the gate, the in-
ventor went up the drive on foot.

More than two years had passed since he
walked out of that drive for the last time,
intent on pushing his own fortune. The
ex-chauffeur often pictured his return to
the Torringtons, but never under such cir-
cumstances as the fag end of a close, dark
summer night which found him slipping
among the shadows like a thief.

On one chance McGiregor knew he must
stake everything. He had no way of know-
ing in advance if Norma was home or if
she occupied the room that had been hers
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while he lived at Alderbridge. There was
no option but to trust to luck.

He walked around to the north wing,
picked up a handful of little pebbles from
the gravel walk and began tossing them
accurately at a second story window.

A long, alarming ten minutes went by
while McGiregor tossed pebbles and waited,
his heart in his mouth. Then a window
sash grated slightly and Noema Torring-
ton’s voice was heard. She spoke cautiously,
[14 R@]mh}?'!

‘ Bob McGregor.” the visitor announced,
equally careful to keep his voice down.
“ Ralph meeds you. TI'll talk to you in the
library. Open a window for me, and make
it smappy.”

XiL.

Me€RBGOR wasted no more words. He
had not mistaken Norma either, for he had
no more than stationed himself near the
library windows when one of them was un-
latched and opened to him.

McGregor leaped nimbly, caught his
hands over the ledge and muscled himself
up and into the house, Norma, a blur of
gray in the robe she had slipped on, watched
him anxiously.

“ Bob,” she whispered eagerly,
moment McGregor was inside.
in jail?”

“ No. He was in the river when 1 found
him. But he's all right now, except for
mud and watler!™

Norma gasped and caught his arm.

“ He's perfectly safe,” McGregor re-
peated. “ But he was pretty close to a very
ugly death to-migit”

He could feel the shiver that seized
Norma. But McGregor was not afraid of
any hysterics from Norma Torrington.

She whispered: “ Let's have the straight
story, Bob. I've got to decide what we
must do.”

“ He's been gmmibliing

“1 was afraid of that. He tried to bor-
row- money from me this evening. I didn’t
have any to give him.”

“That's a good thing. He's in deep
enough as it is. And I can imagine what
sort of easy picking he would make for 8
professional sharper! He already owes a

the
* Is Ralph
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thousand dollars to a man named Byson.
Byson threatens to go to your father if he
doesn’t get the money promts.”

Bob, what in the world can we do?"

“How much money can you get your
bands om—to-nigitt>”

Norma thought.
dollarsh”

“ Not emough. But 1 can add fiifity in
cash. And I can give him a check for a
hundred more.”

“ There isn't any reason under the sun
why you should rob yourself of a penny.
I won’t let you!” Norma exclaimed. “ The
idea! And after the way we've treated
you!”

“ Norma,” McGregor said, “ shut up, and
listen! Ralph is in a bad jam. So bad that
he tried to commit suicide. And we’ve got
a blackmailing gambler named Byson to
deal with besides. Whatever we do, we've
got to keep the whole thing quiet. I'm going
to ship Ralph out of town. IM give him
letters to a couple of civil engineers I know.
They can find him some sort of work help-
ing fleld surveyors. Nobody but you and I
are golng to know where he has gone—and
we won't tell. That’s the first step.

“ Second, your father must never guess
about this gambling debt. The shock might
kill him.

“Third, all this has got to be dome
before morning. Norma, you hustie up to
your room and get dressed. Bring along
that seventy dollars and show some speeti!”

Norma vanished into the gloom. Mc-
Gregor found a chair and sat down to wait.
He laid his cap on the library table.

He had many things to think out, and it
seemed scarcely a minute before Norma
was back and whispering: “ Let’s go.”

As they reached the roadster, Norma
bade MoGregor wait.

“Take this” she said, placing a little
parcel in his hands.

“Wihat is it

“ Security for the money you're giving
Ralph. A piece of jewelry. Don’t arguel
Take it. I have a right to benroow'on
security.”

“['ll give you a receipt the first chance 1
get,” McGregor agreed briefly.

They got into the car and sped back to

“ About seventy
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the lock factory, McGregor’s red hair filying
in the breeze.

Ralph Tomrington stared resemtfully
when they let themselves into the office.

“ You might have left me a cigmmettis
he said. “ A fine wait I've had!!”

The boy evidently had determined to
brazen out whatever shame he felt. He
merely stared at his sister.

“My cigarettes are as wet as yowrs
MoGregor reminded him. “ Besides, we've
got something else to do but worry about
cigarettes. You’re going to catch a train for
Buffalo in half an hour.”

*“1 don't seem to have much to say about
it!”

“ You haven't anything to say about it,*
retorted MoGregor. “YWom do.as we say
or you can get yourself out of this mess”

“ You’ll be sick of the job before you're
througin!” Ralph told him.

“ That’s my lookowt—and Nomadss—*

* What do I do in Buffale?”

“I11 tell you when I get these letters
done.” McGregor seized paper and rattled
at the office typewriter, Norma offered
the black sheep her package of cigarettes.
He accepted them with a grunt and retired
to a post by the window.

Norma joined him and tried to talk pleas-
antly of things of mo comsequence. She
avoided any mention of the night’s happen-
ings, following McGiregor’s advice.

But Ralph would not respond. He
turned his back on her, stared at the black-
ness outside the pane and refused answers

McGregor pushed his chair back and
called Ralph. He handed him two letters
and the money he and Norma had pooled.
He added his personal check for another
hundred dollars.

Ralph looked from his sister to the in-
ventor. His lip curled.

“You think you're doing something
smart, don't you? Something pretty hand-
some, 1 sumpozee—"

“ Ralph!'” Norma exclaimed, shocked by
this ingratitude.

McGrregor silenced Ralph with a gesture.

‘“ Never mind what you think we thinlk”
he said. ‘“What we expect of you Is to
follow orders. You go to Buffalo and pre-
sent these letters. Youw'll get a jeb. Yeu
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stick to that job. If you’re anything but
a quitter, this is your chance to prove it.
Stick to that job until you save a thou-
sand dollars. Then come back home and
square yourself like a mam.”

“ And have Byson go to my father to-
morrow and spill the beams?”

“ Byson won't spill any beans. I'll han-
dle Byson for the time being. Norma and
I will handle your father.”

“1 wish you joy of that jain!i*

“We'll manage it. But remember, no
letters to anybody except Norma or me.
You report to us. And you follow our
orders.”

“Oh! Sold down the river, en?”

“ Maybe you'd rather jump in the river
again? Now, forget that high-hat stuff.
You’re getting old enough to act like a
man, Ralph. And that train is waiting for
you!"”

McGregor hustled them both into the
roadster and they raced for the station.
Their arrival was almost identical with the
brief stop of the overland. McGiregor hur-
ried them down the platform, thrust Ralph
onto a coach step and waved a good-ly.

The train was gathering momentum.
Ralph Torrington remained on the step,
staring back at them.

The lights of the station platform made
his face plain. His expression was still
sullen.

“He'll be all right when he gets over
the grouch,” McGregor observed, turning
to Norma. “ Time he got away from home
and did something for himsalif”

But Norma was suddenly clinging to his
arm.

“T'm ashamed of him,” she exclaimed.
“ Bob, he ought to have been whipped for
the way he treated you! I don’t see why
you stood for it.”

“ 1 hardly looked for hysterical gratitude
under the circumstances, Norma.”

“ Gratitude! When did you ever get any
gratitude from any of us? We're a fine
lot, we three! All we ever did was use you
when we got into trouble”

“ 1 was paid for it.”

“ You're not working for us mow—and
nothing ever can pay for to-night. What'’s
the matter with us, Bob? What! It ism’t
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as if we didn’t know better, any of us. Why
can’t we be decent as you are?”

“That's all applesauce,” McGregor
smiled good naturedly. “ You're just kick-
ing up a dust about nothing.”

“ No, I'm not. I'm serious, this time. 1
know we're all wrong at home. And this,
to-night, proves it! Dad is a bully and
Ralph and I have been—well, just plain
nasty. And I'm going to do something
about it.”

“ You'll have plenty to do, Norma. We'll
start by getting Ralph out of his troulbles

McGregor led the girl to the roadster and
they got in. He turned the car toward
Alderbridge. Over in the east, the sky
was turning from black to a faint, sickly
gray that promised dawn.

DOLLARS,

XL

NbRMA touched McGregor’s hand which
was grasping the wheel.

“ Don’t drive fast, Bob,” she said. Mc-
Gregor slowed the car to an easy fifteen
miles. The inventor was in no hurry to
end the ride, either.

“ Tell me about your invention,” Norma
said presently. “ All I could get out of dad
was ffieaventis. Evidently he treated you
with the courtesy and charm for which our
family is getting famous.”

“It's a good lock,” McGregor burst out
with his old enthusiasm. *“ It’s a new idea
in locks. A new principle. I've had ex-
perts tell me, honestly, too, that it’s the
nearest thing to a thief-proof lock that was
ever invented. You see, here’'s how it
works—"

The speed of the car slowed to a crawl.
McGregor scarcely heeded the road. His
subconscious mind kept them out of the
ditch and the engine from stalling, but all of
his attention and enthusiasm were given to
his cherished hobby, the McGiregor keyless
lock.

Wrapped in a big coat, Norma huddled
in the seat beside him and listened. She
looked like a very little girl. Occasionally
she asked a question that wound him up
anew,

She learned more of McGregor's ambi-
tions and struggle in ten minutes than she
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had got at in years of previous acquaint-
ance.

“ How much money did you ask father
for?” the girl inquired when the story was
all told.

“1 never got around to the sum. I didn't
need much, in immediate cash. It’s a ques-
tion of cash to pay current expenses and
tide us over until we establish a credit.
Maybe a few thousand dollars would do it.
If T had even & thousand I'd go om—"

“ Somebody else will grab at the chance
dad missed. Somebody will make his for-
tune along with yours. It ’ll serve dad
right. Yeu won't quit, will you, Bolb?»"

“ Not so's you'd notice it,” McGregor
promised. “ Though I am closing the plant
down for a time. Just until I make a bet-
ter financial arrangement.” Unconsciously
he sighed.

“That’s a burning shame. And, of
course, it’s the fault of our family again.
Oh, what a shane—"

“It's the men I'm sorry about mestily.
I hate to lay them off. Good men are hard
to flimdl. And I had a crackerjack foreman.
You’d love him, Norma!” He told her the
story of old George.

The story and the ride ended simultane-
ously. McGregor stopped the car short
at the gates of Alderbridge. He stared in
surprise.

The gray had spread across the east.
The sun bad not yet risen, but its re-
flected light was making short work of
the lingering dusk. A few early birds were
stirring and chattering about the day’s crop
of worms.

McGregor looked at Norma and laughed.
“ How manv hours have 1 been lectur-
ing?”

Norma declared he had scarcely started,
8he would have sat in the car to hear more,
but McGiregor forbade it.

“\No, sirl You get in and get to bed
before somebody asks questions. You'll
have to tell your father about Ralph in the
morning. Just say he got an offer to go out
West and blame it onto me. Say I suggest-
ed it. Say I will be responsible for it.”

“ Make him cut out the jazz, Bolp.*

“He wen't do any jazzing en this job.
He'll workd

“ 1t "Ii do him good. 1 tried to tell him
so. But I suppose I haven't been such a
shining example myselff.”

“ You have not,” McGregor assured her.

Awmd the worst of it is, you've got sense
enough to know better! It’s time you used
your head a litide.”

“ Yes," said Norma, so mildly that Mc-
Gregor started violently. She lingered be-
side him in the car.

“1 wish it was four years ago,” she
sighed. ‘“I wish you were still working for
us, Bob!” "

“1 don't. Not much. It's a lot more
fun working for myself. Your father doesn’t
seem to understand that. Now, Norma,
you beat it. I've got a lot of things to do
and I need dieep. I leave Ralph’s car
at the garage and have it sent out i the
morning.”

The Torrington heiress climbed out of
the car with evident reluctance. McGregor
turned the roadster and waved a good night
at her.

She looked very small in the dusk. Mc-
Gregor did not look back or he might
have seen the little, boyish figure lingering
at the gate. Norma watched him out of
sight.

XL

Mo€Ramor slipped into the cottage at
the hour his mother usually wakened. He
had just time to bathe and change without
being detected. His heart beat fast with
consciousness of his guilt as he appeared
at the breakfast table,

McGregor knew well that it was no easy
matter to deceive his mother. He detected
the old lady’s critical inspection and
adroitly forestalled any questions by one
of his own.

* Where's George?
first.”

“T'Nl knock at his door. He's got to
hurry if he wants his cakes heott!”

Mrs. McGregor was back from the er-
rand in a moment. She carried a slip of
paper. Her son knew by her look that
something was wrong.

“ What in the world is the mwtiten?”"

“ Robin, you read this! I can’t find my
darned glasses{"”

He's usually down
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McGregor read the note aloud, bis mother
sitting at the table to hear it:

“ Mirs. MoGreGor AND BoB:

“ Dear Madam—In view of things being
what they are and my disgraceful past com-
ing to light like it did, I am taking the
liberty of saying good-by this way. The
amount I owe you for the week's board I
will mail in a few days, but how I can ever
repay you for all the things you done for me
1 haven't got any idea. If I live to be two
hundred I can't square that! All I can say
is good luck and God bless you for treating
me so white. But it would not do for me to
stick around because Dibble would come back
and spill all he knows all over town and
people would hold it against me. Some any-
how. And that would get us all in Dutch,
So I am taking this means of wishing you
both every kind of good health and pros-
perity and hoping you will never have cause
to be sorry you were so good to one who will
never forget his debt to your Christian charity
and good sportsmanship.

“I remain,
¥ GEORGE.

“ Bob, I had to borrow one of your shirts
and some collars, Mine didn't ceme from
the laundry. Den't try to follow me and
don't worry about me any. I wili always
be ©. K.”

“ Robin, let me see that letter!’™

Mrs. McGregor had not found her glasses
but she insisted on a personal inspection
of George's note. Holding it at arm's
length she managed to spell through it.
She set down the paper on the table and
blinked rapidly.

“ The old foal!™ she exclaimed.

“ Where did you find this, mem???

“ Pinned to his door. His room was all
tidy. He hadn't slept on the bed. Must
have gone last night eanlly.”

“ Then it's no use looking for him. And
I'm going to need him the worst way if §
keep the factory goiingj™

Mrs. McGregor exclaimed: “1 sheuld
think he might have had a little seese—at
his age!”

“ Maybe he did, mom. According to his
lights. It was rather decent of him. He
thought he would disgrace us if people knew
he was an ex-crook. I don't think Geerge
wanted to go.”

“ Of course he didn't! He was fond of
us. That’s what makes me so mad at him!’™

They discussed old George until Me-
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Gregor realized with a start that he had to
catch a train if he was going to seek finan-
cial help from his competitor in the lock
business.

“Don't pay the boys until 1 come back
this afternoon,” he bade his mother.
“ Maybe I'll bring along some good mews’”

Mrs. McGiregor kissed her son fondly and
watched him out of sight. She returned in-
doors to give instructions to the maid who
came in to keep her house. Then she dressed
herself for the business career which had
made her life suddenly and so unexpectedly
interesting.

“I don't want it to end!” she exclaimed
softly as she turned from her mirror.
“ Don't let the factory close, God! Thou
knowest how dull my life has been before 1
bobbed my hair and learned to typewrite
Rob’s letters. Oh, let me be some use to
my boy! Amen.”

As the secretary-treasurer came out of the
cottage a village taxi stopped before her gate
with a jar. A young woman tumbled out.
Mrs. McGregor instantly guessed that the
caller was Norma Torrington.

Norma ran toward her exclaiming:

“Is Bob—is Mr. McGregor hamre?"

“ No, he's nott>”

“Mt the factony?"

“ He caught the train for New York.
You’re Miss Torrington, aren’t you?”

“Yes. And you're Mrs. McGregaor’™
Norma extended her hand. Impulsively she
kissed the old lady on the cheek. Then her
anxiety returned. “I've got to get hold
of Balbp!™

“1 don't see how you can until after-
noon. But you might try a long distance
call. T know where he is goimg.”

“T1 can't! I'm catching a train myself.
It leaves in ten minutes. May I leave him
a mote?’

“ Come right in. I'll find paper and pem’*

Norma wrote in breathless haste, talking
as she wrote. “ Something awful has hap-
pened. It’s about my brother. Bob will
understand. I’ve got to drive like the devil
if T catch that train!”

She thrust the note at Mrs. McGregor
and ran back to the taxi. That vehicle went
rocking down the bumpy street. The little
old lady stood at her door and watched it.
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She took off her glasses and polished them
thoughtfully.

“ So that’s the girl, is it? She isn’t half
good enough for Robin! Not half! But
she'’s got pep! Yes, sir, she’s what you'd
call a fast worlken!”

Mrs. McGiregor put Norma’s note in her
hand bag and started briskly toward the
lock factory, thrilling to the thought that,
for the time being, she was the sole
executive in charge.

XIv.

Mg€hamor joined his mother late in the
afternoon. He looked grave and preoc-
cupied, but his smile and greeting were so
cheerful that for a moment the little Jady’s
heart beat high with new hopes.

The hopes were soon dashed.

“ Pay the men and give them their notice,
mom,” MoGiregor said gravely.

“You didn't get any help, Rokbim”*

“ No. Not even encouragement to hang
on. Well, I don’t blame those people!
They’re making locks, too. They’ve got to
protect themselves against us.”

“ Then we have to close the factarpy ™

“ The sooner we do it, the better off we
are. But it won't be for long! Don’t you
ever think ™

His mother rallied iramediately.

“T tell, the wide smiling world!” she
assured him. ¢ There, Robin, boy! It's
going to be all righitd!™

“ Of course it is,” McGregor agreed.

But he sat down wearily. His fingers
szized a pencil and began marking meaning-
less arabesques on his blotting pad. He
apologized with a smile.

“ The train was like an oven; gave me a
headache, sort of”

Mrs. McGregor got out the pay roll and
started to work. Her son continued to mark
diagrams on the blotter. The diagrams were
idle scribblings, ciphers and scrolls that
meant nothing to any other eye. To Mec-
Gregor they diagramed the downfall of all
his hopes.

Mrs. McGregor laid down her pen and
exclaimed, “I'm dumb! I forgot all
about that.”

“ Forgot what’*

*“ Norma Torrington came to see you
this mornimg—just after you left.”

“ What did she wamt?”

“It was about her brother, she said.
Wait, I’ve got the note in my hand bag.”

MecGiregor took the note and stared at it
doubtfully. His mother wondered that he
showed no tramsports of delight and interest.

But the inventor anticipated no pleasure
from any Tarmrington communication. He
had received too many to be deceived.

“ She's a pretty thing, Rotim

“ Yes.” McGregor’s voice was gloomny.

“ She went over big with me, I must say
I liked her, right awegy"

“ Oh-buhy” McGregor dawdled over the
note, dreading to open it.

“ Well, she certainly was stepping on the
gas this morning! She was in and out of
the house like a flash and off again in a taxi.
How these flappers keep it up—well, for
Pete’s sake, Robin McGiregor, are you ever
going to read that note?”

“ Oh, yes! Sure!™ Her son slit the en-
velope mrid glanced. over jthe inclosure, He
read it through again, carefully. His mother
could make out-nothing from his sober face.

Finally he lighted a match and thrust the
paper into its fliemee. The little bonfire
flared up in the ash tray on his desk, and
McGregor tended it until every scrap was
destroyed.

Mrs. MaoGrmegor, whose curiosity was
torturing her, sniffed audibly. Her son con-
tinued to stir the ashes in the tray with a
pencil.

“In my day,” Mrs. McGregor began,
conversationally, “we used to lay them
away in albums and press flowers in ’em.
Oh, my, yes! J had a bundle that would
choke a cow. Some were from your own
father. Of course, times do chamgs!

McGregor continued to stir the ashes
gloomily. His mother tried another tack.

“ It’s sweet of you to confide so freely in
your dear old mother, Robin! I always say
a woman ought to be her boy's best pal.
But how we do run on, don't we! And all
this work to get done.”

McGiregor looked up with a faint smile.

“ It ism't my secret to tell, mom. It will
all come out some time or another, I sup-
pose,” He frowned at the blotter.
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“ She certainly picked a happy time to
tell me that,” he muttered to himself,
Norma had written:

Drar Bos:

I'm afraid it's worse about Ralph than we
thought. Something awful happened last
night. I don't dare trust it to writing, but
I've got to find Ralph and make him come
back. Meantime, 1 know you'll do your
best for all of us,

In a tearing hurry,

McGuegor was glad he burned the note.
It was not the sort of document to cherish.
Suppose it fell into other hands and started
a scandal? And scandals were easily started
in a village like Cranston.

XW.

Mirs. MoGEzoor saw that her son was
not going to confide this newest worry. He
was more depressed than before. She felt
that something must be done to rouse him
out of these gloomy reflections.

* Here's tire late mail,” she said. “ Open
it while I work out the pay roll.”

MaoGregor took the little packet of letters
and began slitting their envelopes. He
glanced over inclosures, crumpling the cir-
culars and advertising folders and tossing
them into the waste basket. Others of more
importance he laid aside to answer.

A number of these letters were orders
from dealers for the McGregor keyless lock.
Orders for sample stock. McGiregor sighed
over them.

If only he could have held the body and
soul of his business together just a little
longer, long enough to weather this most
critical period of imfancy!

Then he became silent, holding one of his
letters before him. His mother, glancing up
from her pay roll, saw the queer, strained
tenseness of his attitude and wondered.

She made shift to peep at his face.
McGregor wore an expression of open-
mouthed astonishment that surprised her
into questions.

When did this come?” he asked, wav-
ing the letter.

“ About an hour ago. The late delieny*

“ All of tivewe”

“Yes. I opened everything tka® came
earlier. Robin, what’s the matter?”

“1 don't know,” the inventor said in &
queer, muffled voice. “ I don’t know what
to make of it! Look hete!

He passed the letter and its contents to
his mother. It consisted of a plain, cheap
envelope, a sheet of cheap paper without
any writing of any sort and folded within
that several bills.

Once or twice small merchants, interested
in the new lock, had sent currency instead
of a check for a sample. Mrs. McGregor’s
first thought was that another one of these
cash remittances had come. Then she ex-
amined the bills.

There were ten bills of hundred dolar
denomination, two fifty dollar bills, and one
for twenty. Eleven hundred and twenty
dollars!

The secretary-treasurer looked hastily at
the envelope in which this treasure had ar-
rived. It bore a two cent stamp and was ad-
dressed to the McGregor Keyless Lock Co.,
and marked “ Me. McGregor. Persomall”

The superscription was in typewriting.
The postmark was Cranston, and showed
that the letter had been mailed early that
day.

“ It's momey!” Mrs. McGregor exclaimed
solemnly.

“ Money,” her son agreed. Both in their
excitement were perfectly unconsecious of
how unnecessary that observation was.

* But where in the world did it come
from?"

* Where?" McGregor echoed

His mother began to show signs of ex-
citement. “ That’s enough money to keep
the business going a little longer! That
money might tide us over—and we could go
on making your locks—and maytiz—"

“ Good Lord, mom! Don't 1 know that!
T've been praying dl day to find even half
that much in immediate cash—and here, 1n
the maill— But there's a joker about this!
There’s bound to be!”

“ It's ounsd™

“ How do we know it i&?"

“ Well, it must be! Nobody else claims
it. Think! Haven't you any idea? Isn’t
there somebody you know—smmebody who
knows how badly you need help just now?’
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Mrs, McGregor stopped. She saw by her
son’s face that a name had been suggested.

* Who is it?" she whispered. “ Can you
tell me? Do you want to?”

McGregor flushed. A sort of happiness
flamed out in his look. Doubt succeeded it,
but the idea persisted.

“1 wonden!!” he said sofitly. “ 1 wonder
if it's possible! There’s just a bare chance
that it might he—"

“\Norma Torringtom!™ Mrs. McGregor
completed his sentence.

McGrregor stared hard. “ How the devil
did you guess thatt!™

“Myoh! It stuck out all over you. Your
face is just like a plate glass window when
you think about that girll Neorma knew
you needed that money, and she did this
to help you! She knew you wouldn’t take
it if you guessed it was from hen!i”'

Wild as the hypothesis was, McGregor
could think of none more logical.

“I did talk to Norma Last nighi—or,
rather, early this morning, mem.”

“Robin McGregor, you told me you
went to bed!™

“YWees, ma'am. But I couldn’t sleep. |
took a walk. And something happeredi—
about Raiph Torrington. That part of it
isn't my exclusive secret, s6 We wen't dis-
cuss it. But T saw Nerma and we talked
about the business and hew | needed
money.”

“ Well, great lovely cat! That's as plain
as the nose on your face, themy!”

“But 1 can't take Nerma's A
MeGregor's face clouded. He sheek his
head stubbernly.

“How do you kmew it's her wemeys
Nonsense! Where would she get eleven
hundred and twenty dellars? ©f eeurse it
wasn't her.” In her panic his mether was
gloriously inconsistent and ungrampmatical.

8he knew her son's seruples, and in her
opinion any means was justified in ever
coming them. The ene vital issue Wwas t8
keep the keyless lock business geing in this
eritical time.

“] don't believe she eould raise the
money,” MeGregor agreed: " Come t8
think of it, she didn't have any meney. }
happen to knew what she did with the last
of it?

“Of course she didnw't! But somebody
sent us that money. God sent it in answer
to our prayees. And, Robin, If you den’t
use that money to keep the business geing
you will be the world’s prize dumb-belll
And I don’t mean maythe!”

XViL.

FIVE o'clock whistles were blowing in
Cranston. They told of another working
day done.

In the office of the McGregor Keyless
Lock Company a queer, strained little
tableau held the boards.

The secretary-treasurer, her glasses
gleaming, had risen, clutching the pay
checks and the time sheet. She looked
steadily at her son.

McGregor had braced himself with both
hands against the edge of his desk, pushed
far back in his chair as he frowned at the
desk blotter in a fury of concentration and
indecision.

In the shop outside three mechanics and
a helper were laying off their denim work
clothes, all unconscious that thelr future
hung in the balance.

The fanfare of whistles died and Mrs.
McGrregor, startled by the silence, spoke.

“ Robin,” she began splemumly, *“ a real
he-man knows what he wants and he isn't
afraid to take a chance in getting it. Never
mind where that money came from. It
came! It’s here! It's your chamee=your
luck. Are you big eneugh t6 use >’

A great sigh came from McGiegoe. He
raised his eyes to his mother’s,

*“ You go ahead and pay the boys,” he
said steadily. * Never mind giving them
notice. We’ll hang on. I'll take the
chance.”

Mrs. McGregor needed no second bid-
ding. She vanished with her pay roll
McGregor rose and looked solemnly abeut
him. He was committed.

Directly after dinner he borrowed a car
from his friend the village garage man and
drove out to the Drop Inn. He inquired for
a man named Byson, mindful of his obliga-
tion to attend to Ralph Toerringten's
tangled affairs.

Byson proved to be a well dressed,

3A
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smooth shaven young man with something
so sophisticated in look and manner that it
stamped his trade on him indelibly.

1 came to see you about young Ralph
Torrington,” McGregor explained when
they were out of earshot of any other fre-
quenters of the road house. “ The boy owes
you a thousand dollars. Is that correstt?

“1 don't know amything about it,” the
gambler answered guardedly. “ Who are
you?”

McGregor told him who he was. " As
for not knowing anything about it,” he
added, “ just stick to that line and you can
whistle for your money. Now, be yourselff!™

‘“ All right. What's the big iidies?"

“ You've got Ralph's note, 1 supypuses?”

1 might have—in fact, I have

“ That’s more like it. You’d rather have
the cash®”

“ Brother, you're talking good semsed™ °

“1 understand you've been suggesting
that if Ralph couldn’t do something about
this you'd go to his father? A little in-
nocent blackemaill?

‘* Harsh words, brother!
!emnn

Byson twisted his lips into the suggestion
of a slight smile as he said this. But his
eyes were cold.

Something in the man's smug appearance
provoked MoGregor to wrath, but he
showed no other sign of it than an added
intensity as he advised him: “ I happen to
konow old Torrington better than you. 1
worked for him during four years. You
won't get anywhere with that game.
Furthermore, he stands ace-high with the
leeal authorlties, and he can make the place
het for yeu.”

*“You had something else to suggesst?”
Byson asked softly.

“Yes. 1 suggest you wait for a few
months for that money. I've packed the
kid out West. He’s going to earn it.”

Byson interrupted with a more scornful
smile. *“ Say, listen! What kind of a sap
do you take me for? I'd starve to death
doing business that way!”

“ You're pretty apt to starve to death
any way, Byson. That is if you're counting
on young Totrington, But I'm here to tell
you, on the level, he means to pay that

4 A

I don’t like
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money. And I advance a hundred on ac-
count out of my own pocket, to show you
I'm not kidding. You’ll get the rest as it
comes along from Ralph. How about it?”

“1'll take it,” Byson declared, mollified
at once. “It’s a nasty situation, I admit.
God knows I tried to warn the young fool
to keep out of my game, I'm not the kind
to go stealing candy from babies!”

McGrregor reserved his private opinion of
Byson’s scruples. He handed him one
hundred dollars, and Byson wrote a receipt.

As the money changed hands the door of
Byson’s room, where this conference took
place, opened quickly. The visitor was
known to both men. He was Amos Calder,
chief of police in Cranston,

The gambler was the first to speak. He
snarled at McGregor: “ What’s this, a
frame up?”

But McGregor was even more surprised
at the interruption, and his face showed iit

As for the police chief, he merely nodded
at the gambler and addressed McGregor:
‘“ Sorry to interrupt, but I had to see you
about something right away, Me¢. Me-
Gregor. They told me at the garage yeu
drove out here.”

McGregor thought instantly of Ralph
Taorrington. This call must concern Ralph in
some way.

“What can I do for you, Calder®” he
asked.

Calder cleared his throat. He was a
middle aged man, bald headed and lank.
His expression apologized for the trouble
he was making.

‘ Suppose we run down to my office?"
he suggested.  “1I hate to bother vou,
but—"

“ No bother,” McGregor agreed quickly.
He lingered a minute to warn Byson.
“ Keep this affair under your hat if yeu
want to stay healiffy.”

Byson agreed with a scared nod.
wasn't born yestendiay!"

On their way to the town’s city hall, the
police chief made one observation. “ That
Byson?” he said. * Neat’s I can figure out
he's not a very desirable citizeai!™

‘“He's a professional gambler,” Mc-
Gregor acquiesced. “ I’'m sorry to be found
in his company.”

DOLLARS.
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Calder led the way to his private office.

“ Here's a man 1 guess you know al-
ready,” he observed as he opened the door.

McGiregor did know the man. It was
Detective Dibble, who lounged at the
chief’s desk and sprang up alertly as he
entered. Detective Dibble of New York, his
thick lips massaging the fire scarred stump
of another dead cigar.

XVIL

DEmEcTIvE DimBLE exclaimed geniallly:
“ Sit down, McGregor. Take a load off
your festt!”

McGregor instantly felt like standing,
such was his dislike of any suggestion from
the Center Street man. But Calder pushed
a chair forward and he sat, Dibble on one
side of him, the police chief on the other.

“ A little matter of business has come
up,” Dibble began after rolling his cigar
stump violently. *“In the way of duty
I've got to ask you a few questions, Mc-

Gregor.”
“ All right. Go alhesd
“Yeah. 1 was going to. Of course, if

there's anything you don't feel like an-
swering—"

“T'Il decide about that for myself, Dib-
ble. Shoott

“Well, McGregor, we'd like to knew
what you were doing between midnight last
night and six o'clock this momimng.”

“1 don’t care to say,” McGregor an-
swered promptly.

Dibble and the chief exchanged a quxek
glance. Calder spoke more

“ Now, Mr. McGregor, 1 wouldn't t&k@
that tack, if T was you. There's a way of
getting at everything. Maybe Mr. Dibble
was sort of abrupt with his question, but
he was only doing his duty as he sees itt="

“I'm acquainted with one of the wWays
he sees his duty already,” McGregor inter-
rupted quietly.

Dibble flushed and pointed his cigar
stump toward heaven.

“Wmt I'm getting at,” said the mild
chief patiently, “is that there are certain
things I've got to look into in the course
of my duty to the town. One of those
things has happened and we're looking for
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the explanation. Probably you were home
in bed and sound asleep at the time Dibble
is talking about. All I'm asking of you is
that you say that was the casee—~"

“ Not exactly all,” Dibble imterrupted.

“YAas, it is1!” the chief insisted. “If
McGregor says he was home and asleep
between midnight and six this morning,
then he was home and asleep! 1 happen
to know Mr. McGregor.”

“ Well, 1 wasn’t home or asleep, ettt
McGregor exclaimed. *“But I'm not at
liberty to say just what I was doing, chiief.”

“That's your story, is it?" Dibble grew
suddenly aggressive. ‘“ Youw’re going to
stick to that?”

“IIll stick to it, Dibble. Now I want
to know what you're getting at.”

Dibble rolled his dead cigar and framed
another question. ‘“ At about a quarter of
seven o’clock this morning did you or did
you not drive up to the Cranston garage
in a roadster automobile owned by Ralph
Torrington and leave the car there, telling
them to send it back to Alderbridge to-
day?”

“ Dibble,” McGregor said ocompossdly,
“if you'll tell me what’s behind all these
questions, maybe I'll answer as many as
I feel that I ought to. And I'll tell you the
truth. But first I've got to know what
you're getting at.”

“ Now wait a minute, buddy! Let me
talk awhile. Maybe you’ll answer this
question. About half past five o’clock this
afternoon did you go in person to the Crans-
ton bank and make a deposit? A deposit
in cash, amounting to eleven hundred and
twenty dollars?”

“ That's something 1 can answer, simce
it's my affair. Yes, I dith—"

“Yiges, you diid!™

“ Certainly. It was after banking hours,
but we’re not so strict about that in Crans-
ton. The cashier was in and he was good
enough to accommodate me.”

“Was that money in the shape of ten
one hundred-dollar bills, two fifties and a
twentty?”’

“ Yes, it was’

“Would you know any of those bills
if you saw them agaim?”

“1 would not.” McGregor smiled a lit-
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tle. ‘“Not that I'm so used to himdiing
big money! But whoever could recognize
money he had seen before unless it was
marked in some way?”

“Mh!*> Dibble exclaimed. * Well, buddy,
that’s a thought, for a fact! Unless it was
marked! Sure emeugii!”

Inwardly McGregor turned cold. Some-
thing was wrong about that money he had
accepted through the mail! The mystery
had taken a criminal aspect. Yet how
could it involve him beyond the necessity
of explaining the simple truth?

“Let me tell you about that momey,™*
he said. “Since that has come into this
discussion, I think a statement from me
might help a littibe—"

“No, buddy, T'll tell you about that
money!’* Dibble grinned. * Talking seems
to hurt your throat. Let me tell it—"

But the police: chief intervened. “ Mr.
McGregor wants to make a statement, Dib-
ble. T guess we'd better let him.”

Dibble evidently did not like to be
robbed of his dramatic moment. He looked
rather sullen, but nodded agreement to
Calder's will.

“ &o right ahead, Mr. McGregor,” the
chief said.

“ The money you asked about came @
me in the mail this afternoom,” McGregor
explained. “ I have been talking to several
people about financing my lock factory and
I had reason to think that one of them sent
me this money. If I am mistekenr—"

Who sent you the money? Which
one?" Dibble asked

McGregor hesitated.

“Wiom dom't kmawi!™

Even Calder looked incredulous.

“J1 know it sounds queer,” MecGregor
protested. “ But I have no idea. That
money arrived in a perfectly plain enwglppe
postmarked Cranston and mailed this morn-
ing. It had a typewritten address and noth-
ing inside but a sheet of blank paper and
the bills. My mother will bear me out in
that statement. She examined the letter
when I discovered it. 1 could think of no
explanation for its arrival except that some-
bedy interested in helping me had mailed
it and would tell me about it later.”

Chiet Calder was watching McGregor

“1 don't kmawr="
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with growing amazement. There- was a
tinge of pity in his glance, pity and a sort
of shame. The good man actually was
ashamed to see a fine, promising young man
involved in such a lle.

Detective Dibble was fired with an un-
holy glee. It bubbled up in him and boiled
over into speech. * Sweet daddy! And
you expect us to believe thatt?”

“T'm telling the truth, Dibbie.”

*“ You think I'm going to fall for tinat
banana o0il! So a mysterious, unknown
sugar baby just sent you eleven hundred
fish by mail and never signed his name
or nothing! Just left a bundle of kale on
your doorstep and ran away to hide his
blushes! Say, listen, kid? Didn’t he even
put in a line, ' To my valentine ’ or some-
thing like tnat>”

“I've told you the exact truth> Mc-
Gregor said. “TI'll be glad to have you
question my mother who saw me open this
letter.”

Calder half rose from his chair as though
to acquiesce in this suggestion. Dibble
interrupted him.

“ Wait, chief! Of course, his mother will
bear him out! As a matter of fact I don’t
doubt that's exactly how that money got
into his office this afternoon. But what
was to prevent McGregor mailing it to
himself? Postmarked Cranston, he says!
Sure! He mailed it this morning, addressed
to himself. And a darn clever alibi, if you
ask me? Only he didn’t cover up the rest
of his tracks half so welll!”

XV,
Moghagor stiffened at Dibble’s lasg

words.

* Just what do you mean by that?” he
asked with ominous quiet.

Dibble took something out of his coat
pocket and held it out. “i suppose you
never saw this before®”

“It's my cap!” McGregor exclaimed.

He began to think fast. He had wom
that cap when he left home last night, He
remembered putting it on again when he
left Ralph locked in his office. He must
have worn it to Alderbridge. He had laid
it on the library table and left it there!



Dibble passed the cap to the police chief.

“ Better lock this up in your safe,” he
advised. “ Now, McGregor, after this I
don't imagine you're going to deny you
broke into Torrington’s house by a library
window along about half past two o'clock
this monting?”

McGregor eyed the detective with more
composure than he felt. He had no an-
swer to give. But he guessed what was
in the wind now.

Dibble went on with zest: “Amd after
this, I don't suppose you'll deny you know
all about the twelve hundred dollars that
was taken out of Torrington’s safe between
midnight and six o'clock this morning!t If
I was you, McGregor, I'd come clean and
save a lot of bother. Because we've got
the goods on you all along the line. Yeou
were seen in that automobile, your cap was
left on Twmington’s table and the marked
money was deposited at the bank by you
this afternoon. Now, how about it?"

“ Chief,” McGregor said, ignoring Dib-
ble, “ did Mr. Torrington lose twelve hun-
dred dollars from his safie?"

“ That's what he claims, Mr. MeGregor-
He says it's the second time he missed
money and he marked these bills, heping
to catch the thief. And I'm mighty serry
to say that ten of those same marked bills
are the ones that you put in the bank
to-day.”

“ And that's thatt"” Detective Dibble put
a triumphant period to the damning dis:
closure,

MeGregor's mouth opened, then elesed
without uttering any sound. His freckled
face had paled. The inventer ran his hands
through his red hair and stared grimly at
his own shoes. He neticed, With that keen
perception of ineongrueus things aseribed
to drowning men, that his shees badly need:
ed polishing.

The police chief spoke again: “ T tell ysu
what, Mr. McGregor, if there's any way
you can explain your connection with this
affair, you'd better do it! I'm mighty seF-
ry, but the charge has been made. It
looks very much as if I'd have to held
vou for burglamy.”

“Wdll, T should hope to tell yeui? Bib-
ble seconded with gusto. “I've get the
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warrant all ready, chief.
my pocket.”

“ You see how it is?” Calder apologized.
“ Mr. Torrington hired Mr. Dibble. He’s
been working on the case all dmy—"

“And a mighty sweet, air-tight little
case it's turned out to be,” Dibble declared,
cocking his derby over one eye and revolv-
ing the dead cigar contentedly.

McGregor raised his eyes.
reached a decision.

‘ Chieff,” he begged quietly, * please get
hold of Torrington and get him down here.
Tell him I ask it. Just hold back that war-
rant until he comes, will you?”

Right here in

He had

Xix.

TORRINGTON was not inclined to come
to headquarters. McGregor himself got on
the wire and advised the rich man earnest-
ly: “ I've got something to say that con-
cerns your private affairs. I can’t come out
to you. You’ll have to come down here”

Torrington came, but in a bad temper.
That temper found immediate outlet on
McGrregor.

The spoiled rich man glared at the pris-
oner and leveled his pudgy, accusing fin-
ger. He uttered one word, one word meant
to be expressive of a volume.

“@ireatitude!” he barked, stabbing the
air, his finger indicating McGregor. * Grati-
tude?”’

‘ Ah,” cried Detective Dibble zestfully,
“ what does his kind know about grati-
tude? I'm telling you this birdie is a bad
actor, Mr. Torrimgtiari?

Torrington began to pant audibly. He
was collecting his strength for further verbal
assault.

“ Chiefi,” McGregor said quietly, 1
want to talk to Mr. Torrington alome.”

Calder agreed to wait in the outer office
and withdrew, taking Dibble with him,

“ Well, young mam?” Torrington burst
out.

“Sit dowm,” McGregor said wearilly.
“You excite yourself. Take off your hat
and cool off.”

“ Cool offf? Cool offt I must say you
take things pretty coolly! After four years
under my roof you break into my safe and
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steal my money to pay your gambling
debts.”

“ Who told you thmate?*

“My own detective. Don’t deny it}
You were arrested at a notorious road house
in company with a professional gamblen!™

“ Correct, except for one thing. I wasm't
arrested. I'm not arrested.” I'm not go-
ing to be ammesteeh—"

“\Wimt!'l’

“ Mr. Torrington, don’t shout that way.
Don’t you know excitement is bad for your
heart? Now sit down and listen. In the
first place, you don’t believe I robbed your
safel”’

“T don't, eh? After my own detestivee—"

“ Dibble? He’s ridiculous. You domn't
believe that story. Not if you give yeur-
self time to think, And anyway, it ism't
true. I didn’t rob your safiee—"

“Woum didn’t! Well, just try to prove
that in coumtt+—"

“No. I'll prove it here. You dom't
want me to prove it in court. Any more
than I want the truth to come out in
court.”

Tamrington turned red. “Alre you try-
ing to intimidate me, McGregor? T'll have
you umdiensttardd—"

“|INl have yow understandt” McGregor
raised his voice a tone higher and gave it
a hundred per cent more volume than Tor-
rington’s.

The effect of this maneuver was to quiet
the rich man suddenly. It startled him,
overawed him. He said mildly: “ Don't
shout, Bal!!”

“ 1 will shout, if it's necessary to get this
into your head. I'm trying to do you one
more favor. Do you know where I found
Ralph last night? In the river”

“ The riyer'’™ The rich man turned pale.
He had risen in his previous excitement.
Now he groped for a chair.

“Yes. He jumped off the bridge.
was trying to commit suicide’

Tomington looked about them guiltily,
afraid they might be overheard. A shade
of his old bluster returned. “ How do 1
know that's so?”

“ Because I'm telling you. Furthermore,
because I can prove it by Notma and
Ralph.”

He
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She’s gone—and Heaven
Ralph is gone, toa.”
I know

“ Norma!
knows where!

“Yes. 1 sent Ralph away.
where to reach them both.”

Torrington’s mouth opened. He gaped
while McGregor gave him a full account
of the night’s happenings.

“ That’s why we can't let this thing get
into courtt!” McGregor concluded. “T hope
you see it maw!

Tarrington seized his head in both hands
and held it. He looked utterly dejected.

“ My own sam!” he exclaimed. “ A gam-
bler! A suicide! MoGmregor, I begged you
to help me out! If you had come back
as I asked you to—"

The decisive straw had been loaded on
MoGregor’s back. He revolted.

“ Help you out!” he exclaimed. “ Help
you out? I spent four years helping you
out, all of you! Yes, I was paid a salary
for it! And I was supposed to be grate-
ful besides! Well, all I did was spoil the
three of you. I see it now! Help you out
be damned! I'm through helping you out!
It’s your turn to help me out, now that I
need help.”

Taormrington made a helpless gesture. His
face was puckered with mingled amazement
and grief.

“ Help yourself after thisd™ the rich
man'’s former chauffeur exclaimed vehe-
mently. “I'm through. You’re old encugh,
all three of you, to manage your own af-
fairs. Time you learned. You can begin
by helping me.”

* But what can we do”?

“ Do? Get Norma and Ralph back here.
Wire them to-night. At once. I‘ll give you
the address. Do that, then call off your
detective! And get hold of him before he
runs to the newspapers. That’s the first
thing he will do, if you don't stop him,
Listen, if he gets news of this into the pa-
pers, my business credit will be ruined and
I'm going to hold you to account! Yes, I
am, if I have to drag you through all the
courts!”

“T'Nl do itt"” Torrington gasped. “ Yes,
yes. Right away. Dibble—oh, Diblblit?

The potice chief burst in anxiously.

“ Mr. Dibble just stepped out,” he ex-
claimed.
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“ Get himm,” Torrington panted. * Get
him! Get him! Get him! Find him for
me, you hear, Calider!™

While Calder hurried off to send men
after the detective Torrington turned to

McGregor. “ Bob, give me that address.
I'll get those children back here. I'll burn
the wimes—"

“ No, you wom't” McGregor dictated.
“ You just wire them to come home, that
all is forgiven. That's what you say to
them.”

“Mll right,” Tomrington agreed meekly.
“ Whatever you say, Boln

Calder was half an hour producing
Dibble.

MoGregor fidgeted up and down the of-
fice. Torrington alternated fits of vielent
invective with protracted periods of scared
silence,

McGregor had subdued him. Reasen
bad triumphed over Torrington’s prejudice.
An important point was won.

But everything depended on the disere-
tion of Detective Dibble, and McGreger's
face grew grim as the strain of waiting teld
on him.

The poiice chief ushered in the detective
at last. Dibbie looked sulky and Wwas in:
clined to bluster.

“ Mr. Torrington,” he began, 1 heope
you haven’t been listening to any faify
stories from this hard beiled erodk."

" Torrington waved his pudgy hand. He
panted: “ Dibble, eall your case off.”

“call it offi What de yeu mean, eall
it off"

f Ysu knew what he means” MeGregor
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Dl kmowy how it got theve, And I'll make
life too hot to hold you. Is that plaiir?”

Instantly Dibhble turned from his normal
dark brown to a lemon yellow. His black
eyes rolled. But his recovery was almost
immediate. He began to bluster.

“ Say, what d'ye take me for? 1 got
something to do besides run to newspapers.
I'm handling this case as a private detec-
tive, Mr. Torrington! Whatever gave you
the notion I'd be trying my cases in the
newspapers?”’

MoGregor was stricken by an icy chill
of premonition.

“ Mr. Calder,” he exclaimed, ** where did
you find this man just now?”

“ Why, he was in a telephone booth, Mr.
McGregor! At the hotedl—"

“ Dibble!"” McGregor cried harstilly.

“ What of it?" Dibble roared. “ A man
has got a right to use a telephone, 1
guess—"

“ Dibble, did you telephone the New
York papers? If you told them I was ar-
rested, you lied. And I'll make you pay.
If you even told them a warrant has been
im_”

“0I did not'” Dibble exclaimed. His
face was red enough now. “ Certainly not.
What's eating you all, anyhow? Give me
credit, will you? I guess I know how o
handle a case after all the years I've spent
on the police force, What do you take me
for—a publicity houmd™

“ Yes,” McGregor said, “ 1 do. That's
just what you are. And Calder tells me
you resigned from the New York force to
start a private agency of your owm.”

“What if I did? It's my business

“ Dibble, I can read you like a lbook!
You thought you had your first case sewed
up. The first thing you would do would
be to make a break for publicity. What
a chance to get your business started with
a front-page story! Now, listen, if you've
broadeast anything about me—"

“1 tell you I have net!” Dibble shouted.

“You'd better not,” Torrington added.
“ It was all 2 mistake, Dibble. Forget that
warrant; and apologize to Mr., Mc-
Gregor.”

“ All right,” Dibble said sourly. “ I do.”

Torrington rose and seized his hat. “ Il
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get those telegrams off at once, Bob. See me
in the mornimg ™

“ Il meat you here at tea o'clock,” Me-
Gregor agreed. He bade €alder good night
and turned one last hard look on Detective
Dibble. “ If you made a slip, Dibbie, you
- bad better square it. Call the papers off
me while there's still time.

“ Stop calling me a lian!™ Dibble sheuted.

MeGiregor shrugged wearily.

Something told him that Dibble was a
liar. And if Dibble had lied about giving
this news to the papers, MeGiregor was a
ruined man. Though he left police head-
quarters with his honor vindicated, he bere
with him the feeling that he had lost his
battle.

“ Where in the world have you bean?
his mother exclaimed when he got home.

Her son smiled without mirth as he an-
swered;

“ Nowhere. Just doing favers for the
Torringtons—and paying the usual penalty
for being an easy mani!

He went on up te his bedreem wearily
and full of forebodings for the meryew:

XX

IN spite of his forebodings, MecGregor
slept late. It was his mother's knocking
that roused him. ¢ There’'s a young man
called to see you, Robin. He's waiting
downstairs.”

The inventor, halfway out of bed, sub-
sided with a groan. “id he say wihat he
wanted?"

“ No, Robin.
me__h’

“RNo! > McGiregor shouted, “dont de
anything of the sort. I'll be right down."

Brief as he made his toilet, McGregor
had not entered the cottage parlor befere
another young man had joined the first.
The second one carried a camera. Me-
Gregor knew at a glance they were news-
paper men.

McGregor shut the parlor door, leaving
his mother outside.

“ Boys," he asked softly, “ let's see the
morning papers ™

Two of the sensational tabloid sheets
were offered. McGmegor glanced at their

But T'll make him tell
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front pages and groaned again. Black head-
lines leaped at him: N\

INVENTOR IN JAIL

Millionaire Brands Ex-Chauffeur Thief.

Dibble’s work—no doubt about that!

There was more of the same sort—fat
biack type in bold display, and small type
recited the few facts.

MoGiregor did not bother to read more.
He returned the papers to their owners si-
lently.

“I can't say anything now except that
I'm innccent. But it will all be. cleared
up this morning,” he promised. “MAmd I
suppose you want the usual pictures? My-
self? My humble cottage horme—"

“ And your mother, if you don’t mmimdy{’*
the cameraman suggested.

Into McGregor’s quiet look crept some-
thing so menacing that even the hardened
cameraman quailed.

* Just leave my mother out of the pic-
ture, so long as I’'m around. I'm telling you
for your own good.”

The inventor said it with significant calm.
The cameraman nodded hastily.

‘Tl get a cup of coffes” McGregor
suggested. “ Then I've got business at
police headquarters. You boys wait -and
come along with me.” He opened the par-
lor door and .called: “ Mom! Got a lot of
coffee and some doughnuts? These gentle-
men will appreciate a bite.”

The secretary-treasurer’s response was
immediate.

“Be yourself, Robin!
minutes ago.
alresdjyh”’

“ When you've ftried her doughmuts’*
MoGiregor whispered to the cameraman,
“you won't have the heart to grab her
picture. I'm warning you.”

MoGregor got his mother aside before he
left the house.

“You take charge at the plant to-dig™
he said. *“ I'm going to be busy. If any-
body tells you I'm in jail, don't worry. TH
be out before I'm halfway im.”

“ Oh, that! Mrs, McGregor sniffed con-
temptuously. “1I saw those newspapers”

“ You dici’™

I laid plates ten
And the coffee’s getting cold
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“ One was sticking out of the reporter's
pocket, so I borrowed it. I’'m not werrying
any about that applessaced”

The inventor seized his surprising mother
in a bearlike embrace. Then he joined the
reporters, and they walked amicably toward
the 'Tity Hall. McGregor was on good
terms with both of them at once.

The fat was in the fine. The publicity
that spelled ruin to his business credit had
been broadcast. The McGiregor Keyless
Lock Company was undoubtedly bank-
rupt.

Well, there was nothing to do about that
except pick up the scattered pieces the first
opportunity that offered, and begin the
dreary business of starting all over again.
Meantime, why hold his bad luck against
the newspaper men? McGiregor had more
sense than to do that.

More newspaper men were waiting for
him at the €ity Hall. Cameras clicked as
he posed on the steps of the building. Te
the reporters he repeated his assuramce: “1
am innocent; that’s all I can explain new.
I'll have something more to say when I’m at
liberty. I won't be half an hour longer.
Just a formaliityy.”

Chief Calder greeted the inventor with a
worried face.

“We can't do anything until Mr. Ter-
rington comes,” he explained. * I've been
trying to reach him. You see, Mr. Torring-
ton made the charge. He'll have to with-
draw it. We'll just have to waiit.”

It was past noon before Torrington's ear
rolled up. The millionaire tame in eom-
pany with Dibble, and his face was sulien.
MaGiregor’s optimism vanished when he san:
that look.

“1 want to know where my son and
daughter have gone!” Tomington sheuted
at sight of the accused man.

“T told you that last night™

“ Don't lie to me again, MeGregor! If
you know where they are, tell me, oF by
the Lord, I’ll make you!™

“Iwe told you where to reach them*
MuGiregor repeated finmly.

“ T don't believe you. I've kept the wires
hot all morning. I've had the police and
detectives in Buffalo at work. Neither
Ralph nor Norma is in the city. Nebedy
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ever heard of them at the address you
gave.”

“But I told you the truth” McGregor
exclaimed. His heart turned to ice. “1
sent Ralph to that address. Norma wrote
me a note to say she was following him.
Unfortunately I burned her note.”

Detective Dibble interrupted with a
snort—a sarcastic, triumphant snort. De-
tective Dibble had regained some of the
confidence he lacked the night before.
Things were coming his way, after all!

“IIve canvassed every traim,” Torring-
ton puffed. “ The children are not enm
route. Bob, if you know where they are,
tell me.”

“TI've told you all I know—I can’t do
any more! I don't know any more. If they
can't be found, you'll have to consider me
a liar until Ralph and Norma are heard
from. God knows when that will be!”

“Yeah! Make him tell you how he got
ten marked bills that came out of your
safe,” Dibble broke out. “ How did he
come to deposit them in his bank account?
Answer that, McGregm!”

“1 did answer ftinatt’"

Dibble turned to the rich man. “ Now,
Mr. Torrington, I guess you won't hold it
against me that I considered this case closed
and told the newspapers. A man of my
experience ought to know something about
this business, I guess. We detectives have
got to have the confidence of the people
that hire us, Mr. Torrington. 1 guess you
see you was mistaken about last night?
It's a God's wonder this bird dldn’t fly
away while you was belng se kind te himn"

Thus exhorted, Torrington nerved him-
self to sternness.

“ McGregor,” he said, ” you'll have to
give me further proof of what vou said last
night."”

MoGregor sighed. “ I camitt—"

“You can't! Then, by Heavemn—Dibble,
Calder, you hear? You've got that war-
rant. You'd better do your duty.”

MoGregor turned wearily to the police
chief.

“ T guess he’s right, Mr. Calder, Serve
your warrant. It doesn’t matter. My credit
is already ruined by the publicity.” He
turned sternly to Torrington. “I¥f other
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reputations suffer for this, blame yourself,
don’t blame me,” he sighed.

“You can't intimidate me, McGregon.’

“TlIl have to hold you until you can
get bail” Calder informed the prisoner.

“ Baill'¥ McGregor groaned. “ A lot of
chance I stand of getting bail! I couldn't
even borrow money on my legitimate busi-
ness.”

“ Better lock him up, chief” Dibble ad-

vised eagerly. “1 -wouldn’t take any
chances. Going to search him, aren't
you?"

“You can,” Calder said, -disgusted.

Dibble undertook the task with real
pleasure. McGregor flushed, but submitted
to the humiliating formality, Dibble went
through his pockets with skilled fimgers,
laying tlie items on the chief’s desk. When
he had finished he examined everything in
detail.

A small package wrapped in tissue paper
and tied with a thread aroused his curi-
osity. He tore it open.

“ Welll” Dibble exclaimed. “ Now aim't
that pretty? A lady’s locket—and set with
little diarhonds toa.”

Tomrington pushed forward to look.

“Nvly daughter’s lockett"” he roared

“ Yes,” said the prisoner. “ That belongs
to Miss Torrington. She’ll have to tell
you how I got hold of it

Taomrington swelled big in his surprise and
indignation. Red-faced and trembling, he
confronted his former chauffeur and stut-
tered his denunciation of this perfidy.

“ McGregor! Of all the scoundrels! By
Heaven, your ingratitude to me and my
family passes all belfeft!

“ You know what I told you.” McGregor
warned him sadly. “ Youwlll hurt yourself
some day, getting mad like thatt"

Before Taorrington could cap this as-
tounding impudence a clamor of voices
from the chief’s outer office interrupted. A
sergeant knocked and opened the door and
before he could intervene Mrs. McGregor
marched into the room.

With her she brought a visitor. It was
none other than old George himself. Be-
hind them pressed an eager knot of news-
paper men.

McGregor's face burned.
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“ Mom,” he exclaimed, ¥ did you have to
come just now?”

“1 did,” said the old lady crisply. “1
guess, by the looks of you, I couldn’t have
picked a better time, either. Here’s a man
who's got something to say about this case.
I'd advise you all to listen to him.” She
turned on her companion. “ Now, George
Bishop, you tell the chief what you just
told me. Speak up, so’s they can ail hean!”

XXI.

OLD George’s face had no more expres-
sion that a hickory knot. He was staring
before him, at nothing. As Mrs. McGregor
pushed him to the fore he recognized his
recent employer with a brief message which
was delivered in one of those mysterious,
ventriloquial whispers that left its recipient
a little uncertain whether George was its
real instigator. The ! disembodied voice
said huskilly:

“ Stick around, Rob. This is going to be
a woom

“*Who is this mam?»' Torrington broke
out, glaring at George and at all the un-
invited witnesses of their conference.

“Yes, who are you?" Calder echoed.
“ 1f you have business Hemee—"

“ Ask Dibble,” George said.
can tell you who I am.”

“T hope to tell youw!” Dibble echoed im-
portantly. “ This, chief, is one George
Lorgan, alias Bishop. One of the slickest
safe-crackers that ever frisked a box! I
guess I'm not exaggerating none if I say
he was the terror of police and public up
to the time I got the goods on him and
sent him over the road. And if you've got
any doubts about what I say, look him up
in any big-time rogues’ gallkery.”

“doomrect!™ said old George huskily,
“ Much obliged, Dibble.”

Without turning his eyes or altering his
expression, George wentlon, his voice rising
to a rusty, monotonous croak:

“ Chief, it's like this. I'm not going
to see an innocent man suffer for what he
never done. You all are looking for the
man that busted into Toreingten’s old
cheesebox? All right, I'm the party you
want. I come to give myself up.”

* Dibble
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“What's all this?’ Dibble gasped.

George answered in the gusty sigh of the
Delphic silbyl:

“JJust another one-of your boners, Dib-
ble. You pinched the wrong guy agaim”

“ Stop a mimuted!” Calder said as Dibble
began an expestulation. * Here, you, Lor-
gan! Do you know what you’re sayingy?”

“71 do, chief. I'm telling you I rabbed
Mr. Torrington’s safe. Out at that place
they call Alderbridge. Night before last,
along around two-thirty, or maybe it was
fater. I come here to tell you about it,
and all I ask is somebody will take it all
down and get it over with. I'll come clean
rather than see Rob McGiregor get railroad-
ed fer something he never had a hand im!
Ge ahead, take me dowt!”

“ George,” McGregor said stemly, “ you
don’t know what you’re talking alboutd’™

“ Well, I should hope to tell you,” Dib-
ble shouted. “ Old George Lorgan rob that
safe? He was never within a hundred miles
of iitt!!™

“ Chieft” old George wheezed patientlly,
“do I get justice here, or don't 1? If 1
never robbed that safe, then how about
this> One of them -marked bills you've
been yelping about, ain’t it?”

The bald-headed ex-burglar held eut his
pocketbook for Calder to examine. The
police chief accepted the invitation, stared
at the bill indicated with widening eyes, and
nodded sllowly.

“ Lorgan,” he said sternly, “ you'll have
to explain how you got hold of this
money?"”

“ Great grieff!¥ George cried. “ Ain't
begging to tell you I stole it? I stole it
and mailed the rest to Rob McGregor, 1
stole it to help McGregor keep his factory
going. I stole it because for once in my life
T wanted to do something useful. 1 wanted
to help Rob McGregor manufacture the
only burglar proof lock I ever saw in my
whole life, so’s guys like me couldn’t go
around any more busting into people’s
safes! That’s why I stole it, and all I ask
of you Is kindly listen while I prove to you
that it was me that stole it and not Mc-
Gregef, whe den’t know any more about
that meney than this here Dibble does

- ouit being 2 defactive! Have @ Heaet,

will you, and let me ‘tell you how [ stole
]

XXl

“ DID you bring the papers?” old George
wheezed the moment McGrregor appeared
at the end of the jail corridor. “ Sure, you
got ’em all, Rolb?”

McGiregor extended a thick bundle of
newspapers. Every day he brought this
bundle, a copy of every paper of impor-
tance he could find on a newsstand,

To George, nothing else seemed to mat-
ter. It was the one request he made of
his friends. The newspapers!

George seized the bundle, opened it, and
spread out front pages all about him. Mc-
Gregor stared, always amazed by this ec-
centricity, which old George would not ex-
plain.

Ten days old George Lorgan had been
locked in a cell in the town’s jail. Ten
days in which he would not hear of lawyers,
or even consider his future,

‘““What’s the kick?” he would wheeze
when MoGregor or his mother would re-
monstrate, try to awaken him to a sense
of his peril. “T ain’t kicking. Got a good
cell, ain’t I? Nice and light. Air's fresh.
Grub’s good. Never saw a better run jail
in all my life—and, boy, I’ve seen a lott—"

“ Good Heaven, George, you don’t wamt
to end your life in jaill™

“Whe says so? Huh? All this talk
about jail. What do you know about jails?
You never been in one. Leave me alone—
and don‘t forget to bring the papers, will
you, Rolp?”

To-day George spread out the day’s lit-
erature, his eyes scanning the front pages.
He grunted angrily.

‘“Wat do you know! Look at them
front pages, will you! Nothing but stuff
about a chorus girl in a bathtub! And
where am I! Back in the middle of the
paper. Crowded off the front page by a
chorus girl. Can you beat it? What’s the
newspapers coming te—"

“You’ve been on the front page for ten
days,” McGreger expostulated. “ What do
you want—the Hall of Fame? George,
you're a worse publicity hound than Dib-
ble—"
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“1 deserve publicity,” George grumted.
* 1 gave ’em red hot news, didn't I? D'jever
hear of a crook robbing a safe in order to
promote burglar proof locks? Aw, where's
my scrapbook and paste?”

The prisoner had a large scraphbook.
His spare time was devoted to keeping it
posted to date, and to re-reading the long
and lively columns of anecdote he had in-
spired.

“ Look here, Rob.
another news sheet.
thor!”

MoGregor glanced at the indicated page.
Black type blazoned forth:

George held forth
“Look, I'm an au-

WHY | WENT WRONG
The Story of My Life of Crime—Wiitten Ex-
clusively for the Comet by George Lorgan,
Auithor of the Crime to End Crime

“0I get paid for that, too!” George
grinned. “1 get a hundred dollars for tell-
ing it to a kid reporter. Rob, there’s things

about me in here I never dreamed of. 1t's
a real wow!™
McGregor thrust the paper aside.

“ George,” he began sternly, “ forget this
nonsense. Listen. I was talking to the pros-
ecuting attorney tm-dy—"

“Yes?” The prisoner was suddenly still,
all attention.

“ They’re going to send you over the
road, sure as deatt™

George stared thoughtfully through the
bars. “1 wouldn’t be surprised,” he ad-
mitted.

“ They’ve checked up your confession all
along the line. They figure they got an air
tight case against youw—"

“ T said I frisked Torrington’s box, didm't
I? They got my confession. What you
getting excited about after thatt?"

“IIM tell you what I'm getting excited
about. I think you’re lying. I thought so
all along. Listen, you old fool! Yeu don't
want to go to prison at your age for a crime
you never committed. I won't let you go
to prison just to keep me out—"

“I'm not interested in what you sam
George wheezed drearily. “ Where’s that

scrap book gome?"
“Stop it!” MoGregor groaned,

bL]
’
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attention to what I'm saying. I want to
know what sort of a game you think you’re
getting away wiitti!”

Old George squinted thoughtfully down
the corridor. “ Rob, how’s the busimesss?"

“ Hang the business! I'm asking you—"

“ Did you raise the money you meesf?”

“Yes, 1 did. To-day. I had three offers
to choose from, if you want to know. The
man who helped me out is a safe designer.
He said any lock that old George Lorgan
admitted he couldn’t open was the kind of
lock he wanted to invest im.’*

“ Huh,” said George. He gave no fur-
ther expression to his satisfaction, but his
eyes, as they comsidered the jail corridor,
glowed softly. Old George was happy.

“1 hired a lawyer for you,” McGregor
announced. “H¥¢’s coming from New York
to-night. When he comes, you get busy
and find a defense for yourself. You hear,
George?”

“ On the level, do you want me out of
jail, Ralp?”

“ Do I want you out! You know I da.”

“ What could I do with my life? An old
crook like me—"

“Xow'd come to work for me, that's what
you’d do! Where the devil can I find an-
other foreman to handle the factory, I'd
like to know? Here I've got the capital
and the business is coming in, and I can’t
get myself organized, because my foreman
is in jail! What kind of a way is tité?"

The old prisoner started violently. He
turned his head and actually stared at Mc-
Gregor.

“ Is that straight? Would 1 be foreman
at the factory? Den‘t kid me now.”

“I'm telling you I've got to have you
to keep the business geing—"

“Aw, I'm too olldr*

“ You’re not too old! I'm absolutely de-
pending on you. I’'m going to get you out
of this, George, if money can do it, for the
simple reason that I've got to have you.”

The hope that flamed in George’s face
suddenly flickered and went out. That
wooden countenance grew gray as ashes.
George turned his eyes away and stared
out of the bars. He said huskily: “I’d
give a leg, if it could be done! I'd give
both my legs—"
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“ Then say you're innocent! 1 know youw
are. You didn’t rob that safe.”

George hesitated. Suddenly he shook his
head. His voice croaked despairimgily:
“It's too late now! They wouldn’t believe
me. Why, Rob, with my record against
me, I couldn’t make a jury believe it was
a nice day, eveni?”

McGregor raged at him: *“Yom old fool!
You lied about robbing that safe and I
know it! You did it to get me out of jail.
If you don't get some sense into your head
and tell the truth to that lawyer, I hope
they hang you!™

“Mw, let me alome!” George croaked.
“ We can't prove nothing. Let me albmed?*

McGregor gave it up. Wihen he had left,
old George laid down his newspapers and
stiired wistfully through the bars.

George was thinking about the lock fae-
tory. McGregor said he couid be foreman
again! Sad as his thoughts were, George
could not forbear a grin at the ironical
humor of it. There would not have been
any lock factory to be foreman of if he
hadn't gone to jail!

MaoGregor was thinking about old George
with a savage desperation. He was con-
vinced that George lied about robbing Tor-
rington’s safe. He was equally. convinced
that George could never make a jury be-
lieve in his innocence. The only hope that
remained was to find the young Torringtons.

Norma and Raiph had simply drepped
out of sight.

MoGregor had employed a detective
agency to find them, Their father was leav-
ing nothing undone to accomplish the same
end. The joint result of their troubles was
no news.

Norma’s defection hurt MeGregor be-
yond words to tell. Just when he began
to think the girl was getting some sense!
Just when she seemed reaily to appreciate
what he tried to do for all of them! Me-
Gregor tried resolutely to forget Norma.

He remembered that it would be well te
leave word with Calder about Geerge’s 1aw-
yer and turned into the chief’s office. Four
people started up at his entrance and three
of them were Torningtons, Ralph, Nerma
and their father.

Norma sprang at MeGregor and he found

his arms infolding her. She was crying
excited: “I found him, Bob! I made him
come back! It’s all right now—they can’t
send you to jaill!

XXEIL.

Rarpu TomRINGTON’S confession, made
to the prosecuting attorney, cleared away
the charge against old George.

“1 was in debt to Byson,” Ralph ex-
plained. “And I owed for the car 1
smashed. Byson offered me another chance
to win it back and I helped myself from
the safe again. I couldn’t see any other
way to.get it! When I lost that money,
too, there just wasn’t any use Miwiigd?”

“You could have told us that the night
we helped you out,” McGregor observed
dryly.

Ralph hung his head. * If I had, you'd
have sent me to jail! I'd rather die than
go to jail, Bob! Any dagy!”

Tonrington hastily drew the prosecuting
attorney aside. They conferred in whis-
pers at one end of the rocom. McGregor
guessed that the rich man was using all
his influence and persuasive power to keep
the case out of court.

He guessed that Torrington would suc-
ceed. MoGregor hoped Torrington would
succeed. He believed sincerely that Ralph
had better stuff in him than he had yet
shown.

Norma was telling her part in events,
her eyes on MoGregor's face, begging his
approvai.

“ 1 only got as far as New York. I had
to change trains. At Grand €Central I ran
into a school friend of Ralph’s who told
me he had seen Ralph just half an hour
ago. In New York! Then I realized that
I had trouble on my hands! I've been nine
whole days running Ralph down. Nothing
else mattered. I had to get my hands on
the little beast and make him act like a
man! But even that doesn't begin to pay
what we owe you, Bob McGregm! "

MoGregor turned a radiant face to old
George. George had taken entirely a
passive part in the proceedings up to this
minute.

Summoned from his cell, he exhibited no
particular surprise at heating Ra]ph?s con-



ROLLING

fession. His wooden face altered not a
splinter when told he was a free man. He
gazed out of a window now and rubbed
his bald head thoughtfully.

“Ceenrge!” MoGregor exclaimed. “¥You
old crook, what in Heaven’s name did you
do it fer?”

“ Rob,” said the rusty whisper, “ it was
like this: T had a kind of idea the morning
I saw the newspapers with the story about
your arrest. It was a good idea and it
knocked me for a goal. But it wasn’t any
kind of idea I could tell you. I just had
to go ahead on my own.

“Whour going to jail wouldn’t help the
lock business none, would it? No. But
my going to jail was some use! Yeah!
All T had to do was prove I robbed that
safe and I could grab all the publicity 1
wanted. Then I told the newspaper boys
I robbed the safe because the McGregor
lock was the only thief-proof lock in the
world, and I wanted it to succeed. Now,
Rob, did that put over your business with
a wow, or didn’t it? 1 leave it youi!™

“ You old fool,” McGregor grinned fond-
ly. “ You pretty nearly went to jail for
the rest of your life because of tati!™

George rubbed his bald head soberly.

“ Ain't it a fact! That was the only
trouble! Anybody would believe 1 robbed

TAEE
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the safe, but I didn’t leave myself any
good gett-avay!!™

“ One thing, Lorgan,” the police chief in-
terrupted. “ How about that hundred-dol-
lar bill, that marked bill that came from
Torrington‘s safe? How did you get thatt?"

“ Chief, the real low down is this: 1
was going to be let out at the lock factory.
I heard McGregor telling his mother they
had to close down. I knew there was a live
poker game at the Drop Inn and I saw a
chance to make a stake, maybe enough to
help McGreger out a little.

“That fellow Byson's just like every
card sharp I ever met! He won twelve
hundred off Ralph Torrington. Then he
turns around and loses it to me, at his
own game. I trimmed Byson out of nearly
thirteen hundred smackers. But I never
guessed the money was marked till after
I'd mailed most of it to McGregor! Then
I saw the papers’

Norma turned to McGregor. Her low-
pitched voice trembled. “Bob, I'm
ashamed! The best friend you ever had
is that old man—a better friend than I am.
And he's only an ex-crook! But I want to
try to do better! Will vou let me fry,
Bob?”

“WWill 12" MoGiregor exclaimed.
wen’t de anything else butd’”

ENMD
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AT SUMMER’'S END

AT summer’s end, winds will complain,
As from the sullen North they trend,

And early dusk

drift on the rain

At summer’s end.

Light frosts the

morn will then attend,

While birds bring to the sky a stain,

As to the South

they swiftly bend.

But we can glimpse a solid gain,
Less grass to cut, less flies to rend

With swatter, so

we feel no pain

At summer’s end.

Themnaes 1. Miurray.
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WHAT HA&S OCOLRRBED N PARRT [

OB DERREL, a young Northermer, goes to visit his wartime “ buddy,"” Tommy Low, in Savan-
nah, and is so captivated by the romance and beauty of Moonglow, one of the finest of the old
Georgia plantations, that he asks its owner, Colonel Nelson T. Gard, for a chance to try and

rehabilitate the estate by farming it. When Tommy hears Bob's plan, he indignantly protests that
the work is beneath Bob's digmity; and when Bob persists in his purpose, Tommy puts him out
of his home, and tells his friends that he has severed relations with his erstwhile buddy. But Colonel
Gard and his daughter, Mary, encourage Bob. However, by the next night, he realizes he will have
a stiff fight, when he finds his tent destroyed, and discovers that John Spear, an elderly white man
whom Colonel Gard permits to live at Moonglow, is a dangerous maniac. As he sits by his collapsed
tent, and gazes at the red Savannah River in the flare of the moon, he feels it looks like blood!!

CHAPTER VII.

ESPIONAGE.

THAT night passed slowly over the
crippled tent, and its lone occupant.
The moon had gained a brilliance
that was eerie. Derrel never had seen such
a light as it cast over the reaches of Moon-
glow. Neither had he ever heard before the
series of tiny noises that multiplied into a
tumult in his imagination.

Everything was new to him, from the
strangeness of the world into which he had

flung himself to the depths of the thoughts
that routed sleep. Deep within him there
was an anger steadily rising. The fount of
the anger was the hurt which Tommy Low
had caused him.

How was it possible that a man of
Tommy’s station in life, of Tommy’s ex-
perience among men, could do the things
which he had done? Was it pessible to
attribute it to pride?

Or was it that there was some considera-
tion which Derrel himself had not dis-
covered? Was it possible, for instamce,

This wtory begam in the ArgoayaAlldtory Wedkly for Ocdbsber 2.

€



MOONGILOWY.

that Tommy Low had suddenly become
jealous in the knowledge that Derrel was to
meet Miss Mary? In the throes of dis-
torted imagination it was not difficult for
Dexrel to grasp at the wildest sort of straws.

Thought of the girl brought her per-
manently to his chaotic mind. He thrilled to
the words of encouragement, and the hand-
clasp she had given him. He saw again
and again the sweetness of her smile, the
peculiar beauty of her eyes' and the glory
of her hair,

He told himself that he was very glad
that it was not bobbed, not that he disliked
bobbed hair, merely that a woman seemed
so much more a woman to him with long
hair. And when a man thought of a woman
he wanted a real woman, not just a hybrid
creature born a woman and doing her best
to look like a man. Miss Mary was a lovely
girl—exactly his kind of a girl, he knew.

He had stretched out on the canvas eot,
and now attempted to move. The meotion
quickly apprised him of the bruised condi-
tion of his shoulder. As he rubbed the hurt
his thoughts switched again, this time em-
bracing the sordid. figure of the old man
of the ruins.

Between pricking up his ears at fancied
new sounds of the night, and trying to draw
from his blasted thoughts some degree of
coherence, Derrel reached a mental state
that precluded even thought of sleep. Erom
the ill will of Tommy Low and this old
recluse, John Spear, he turned for con-
solation to the friendliness of Miss Mary.
Yes, and the horrible token of esteem which
the negre Ephraim had laid at his very
door!

He abhorred all creeping things. Thought
of a snake or a crab set his nerves atwitter.
It seemed a complex with him; even a
garden spider roused in him the unpleasant
feeling of repulsion. He imagined now that
the slithering crabs had become sheltered
under the tent platform, and shortly his
body felt creepy, and he wondered if the
horny elaws of the creatures might find a
way into the tent for them.

Just a few inches above his . face
stretched what remained of the white
canvas. It seemed suddenly to stifle him.
He groped for his high shoes, slipped them
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on over bare feet, then partially dressed and
stepped out of doors. The leaves of the
trees hung motionless, deathlike on the air.
They stood out almost as plainly as in day-
light. A perfect silence had settled over
Moonglow. Not a light appeared through
the maze of limbs and mess that hung be-
tween him and the slave huts.

He looked again at the river, and it was
red. On the far shore, he wondered if it
was South Carolina, the marsh grass was
visible, and at its feet ran the shimmering
oyster shells. The dismal reaches looked
almost as though they had slipped their
toes into a silver slipper, and were daintily
tempting the brackish water to rise and
dampen them.

There was not a thing in the world to
fear; yet he was afraid. Something about
the place seemed to whisper of strange
things which he could not see. He had the
feeling that just as soon as he turned his
back in any direction some menacing.
strange thing crept closer to him.

He fought to control the foolish notion.
Now and then he shuffled his feet that he
might scare away any snake which had
drawn close. He promised himself that the
very next morning he would equip himself
with an automatic pistol. He wanted to
smoke, but there was something about the
squatty appearance of the ruined tent whieh
kept him from entering to get the cigarettes
he had left in his eoat.

“ A bad case of shakes—that's what T've
got!” he growled to himself. “TFHimk of
Ephraim! He walks around through these
fields and marshes night after night catch-
ing his rotten crabs! Why isn't he afrside””

But the thought gave little consolation.
Ephraim, he thought, carried the blood of
men who had trampled the jungle for ages.
Fear was a thing cultivated, he was sure.
The inherent complexes that attack the de-
veloped mind were not to be compared
with the stolid acceptances of the un-
cultured brain. -

Thought, he had come to believe, was
little more or less than quickened imagina-
tion. What Ephraim knew was simply what
the five God-given senses showed him.
There was no acquisition beyond this; ne
groping for hidden knowledge, for greater
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learning. Small wonder that his own mind
should apprehend that which could not
occur to Ephraim’s!

But there was little consolation in the
thought, after all. He admitted a huge
envy of Ephraim in that one respect. He
would have given a great deal to be able to
drop to the ground and sleep, the sleep of
the babe in arms with never a thought of
snakes, or weird, shapeless creatures of the
moon-washed night!

Impelled by the faseination of repulsion,
he walked slowly toward the river. He
gained the bank, and rather praised his own
unexpected courage in traveling thus far
through the meadow grass. For some time
he stood on the bank. The ancient piling
of the lost wharves careening toward the
sea in their losing fight with the ceaseless
current appeared to him like ghosts of
defeat.

Every nerve and sense was sharpened to
acuteness by his own mental state as he
started back toward the tent. He eould
see the squatty. patched affair clearly in
the moonlight. It looked ghastly white.

When he was but a few yards from it
he was certain that he had caught a glimpse
of something that moved on the far side of
the canvas. His heart throbbed so tre-
mendously that he was certain it must
throttle him. His knees seemed suddenly
weak with the weight of his discovery. He
tried to convince himself that it was all a
trick of his own imagination, but the thing
persisted in his mind. There was a moving
object just beyond the tent.

With the absolute conviction that his
eyes had not deceived him there came to
him a sudden rise of courage. He discovered
that his apprehensions were largely in-
spired by the intangible. Given a definite
enemy he had little fear.

Using every precaution he crept closer,
squatting low in the meadow grass, and
doing all that he could to keep the tent be-
tween himself and the something which was
lurking beyond it. In the course of a few
minutes he gained the near side of the camp
without again having seen what he knew
vwas on the epposite side.

It all seemed a little ridiculous, after all.
Here was a night illumined almeost as day;
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there seemed no reason why he should not
dart around the tent and satisfy himself of
any presence there. But he was under the
spell of the mystic; the ages seemed to be
whispering to him; and the mansion, its
blank face sprayed with brilliant moon-
light, seemed to be watching the tableau
with breathless interest,

Not a sound.

Once again Derrel crept forward, this
time around the front of the tent. When
he had gained a point of vantage he paused
to explore with his eyes. Had the strange
thing gone into the tent? Was it there now?
It might even have been simple Ephraim
bringing another gift of his hideous crabs!
At the thought DemrePs ferves tautened,
and he hoped devoutly that he was not even
then near sueh an unweleome gift.

A faint sound reached his ears, and at-
tracted his attention to a not far distant
stump. His teeth clicked tight at what he
saw there. Seated on the stump, motionless
except for a slight twitching of the shoulders
as he laughed to himself, was the recluse
of the ruins!

“ John Spean'’™ Derrel muttered. “ Spy-
ing on me—or planning another of his in-
sane attacks.” At sight of the aged man the
pain in Derrel’s shoulder seemed to be re-
vived. He was really angry over the un-
warranted attack, and felt that he had every
right to an accounting; at least an ex-
planation.

John Spear sat on the stump like some
eerie creature of the night. His wrinkled
face twisted into a leer that gave birth to
the soft cackle of his laugh. His hair, Der-
rel sa.?, was white as snow except at the
ends, and there it seemed to yellow as
though with the age that afflicts parchment.
His staff lay against his knees, and his tat-
tered clothing hung about him in shapeless
folds.

When he laughed his lips fell into a tooth-
less cavern, and his emaciated shoulders
danced gleefully. Now and then his gnarled
fingers-ms#e to his vast nose, and tweaked
it nervously. Suddenly he clenched his fist
again, and shook it malignantly at the silent
tent. His sunken eyes glowed with a more
virile hatred than Desrel ever before had
Seefi.

4 A



MOONGLOW.

“ ¥You and I are going to have a nice little
talk, my fine old devil,” Derrel muttered,
at the same time flexing his muscles for a
sudden dash toward his nocturnal visitor.
“1 hope that you don't make it necessary
for me to lay hands on you—but we’ll talk
if I have to sit on vou the whele time while
we do!”

Then he leaped around the corner of the
tent, and on @ keen run swooped down
upon the figure on the stump. He had a
passing realization of motion before him;
saw that John Spear had stood as erect as
his gnarled benes ever permitted. and raised
his hand in a threatening and somewhat
feightened: gesture.

But there came to him no sense of danger
until the whole world about him seemed
suddenly aflame. His head seemed rent
asunder, and a million strokes of vivid
lightning played immediately before his
eyes.

He was barely conscious of a stunning
blow that was followed by a strangely bliss-
ful feeling of repose. Hurt and unconscious-
ness blended so quickly that neither was
poignant. Just a flash, a maze that
blackened the world; then Derrel pitched
forward, and the force of his fall left him
motionlless, lying there on the moon-washed
earth.

When his eyes opened again it was to.a
Guick recollection of what had happened.
He knew that his coma had been of but a
few seconds’ duration. His hand went to
his throbbing head, then he sat erect. Some
hundred feet away shambled the figure of
John Spear, his staff measuring his strides
as it aided them, his stooped shoulders
working convulsively as he sidled toward
the safety of the mansion.

Derrel cursed vehemently, rose unsteadily
to his feet, and attempted pursuit. But he
was too dizzy, too weak and nauseated from
the biow on the head he had so umexpected-
ly received.

“YMou old helliom!” he cried out after
the fleeing man. “Voulll account for all
this soon enougtn!” Then he settled to his
knees in the grass, his hands spread before
him for support, and his head swaying
back and forth in unsteady, pendulumlike
gravitations.
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Framed against the black entrance to the
ruins stood John Spear. His horrible, fist
was raised again, and he hurled impreca-
tions at Derrel. Every word was inter-
spersed by his hollow, sepulchral, insane
cackle. Suddenly his face twisted upward,
and he spat vindictively toward the injured
man. Then he faded into the silence of
the ruins.

Two great hands seized upon Derrel, and
lifted him from the ground as though he
were a child. Struggling against them, Der-
rel twisted to face this new attacker. He
looked up into the frightened face of
Ephraim.

“ Lawd Gawdi!* the great negro muttered
over lips that shook with a nameless terror.
“ He done been am’ stoned you, mosser.
Stoned you, he be@r!!

“ Put me down, Ephraim,” Derrel said
thickly. “ Put me down; I'm all righitt?

But the negro seemed not to hear. Still
carrying Derrel in his arms, he walked
toward the remnant of the tent. His head
turned over his shoulder frequently as he
watched for a possible reappearance of John
Spear. Fear lived in his eyes.

A feeling of impotence assailed Derrel.
It was belittling in the extreme to feel him-
self carried thus. He felt almost on the
verge of despair. Thie christening jnta a new
world was mastering him eompletely. Deep
in his heart he knew that he thanked Ged
for the presefice of Ephraifi. Ephralin was
strength, pewer, a living presenee with
whieh te esmmune.

“ Why in hell didn't you chase that old
fool, Ephraim!” he demanded.

* Chase him, mosser? Great Gawd!
Chase dat man? Me been chase hume**
The very thought seemed more than Eph-
raim could tolerate. He looked upon Derrel
as he might have upon a man whe had
committed a mighty sacrilege.

“ Of course, chase him!” Derrel re-
peated. “ That was what I was doing when
he hit me with that stomed™

With all the force of his utter simplicity
Ephraim made answer:

“¥Yas, suh. You-all was been chasin’ him,
an’ he smote you, mosser! He’s a devil
from de dep’s of hell, him is, mosser.
Game!  Ephraim ain’t been chase him



none! ~ Not Ephraim!
—evil speeritt?

Him speerit, mosser

CHAPTER VIII.
DOUBLE DXAWN.

* ¥ 3 UT me down, Ephraim,” Derrel in-

W sisted as they drew ¢lose to the tent,

“T'm all vight; T can wall*

The negro set him on his feet, and Derrel
watched as the wide black hand cast aside
the improvised flap of the tent and made
way for him to enter. The bare feet of the
colored man made a fiabby tapping as they
touched the boards of the fibor.

“ Yoar-all been lay down, mosser,” Eph-
raim suggested, “ an’ I been get water fo'
wash yo' headl.”

Derrel ran his finger tips over the bruise

on his head, and they came away damp
with blood. He was certain that his injury
amounted to nothing more than a good
sound bump, with possibly a skin abrasion
in addition, but he was compelled to admit
a consuming weakness and something which
verged upon the borders of umcontrollable
nausea.
- Ephraim went timough the flrp agsim,
and Derrel heard him getting the bucket
and starting for the spring. Half me-
chanically he found himself a cigarette and
match, and drew no little comfort from the
inhalations that followed. He knew that
more than half his weakness was due to his
own mental and nervous condition rather
than the effects of his injury.

During Ephraim’s absence he gritted his
teeth, and fought for control. He must not
let the great, childlike negro suspect his
weakness, he knew. If he was to make use
of Ephraim he must control his respect
absolutely.

When the negro returned he entered the
tent doubled low over the bucket, and then
sat down beside the cot upon which Derrel
§tretched smoking.

“ How long has this old wman been acting
this way, Eph?"” Derrel asked, after wetting
a cloth and pressing it against the imjury
on his head.

“II didn’t never went fo' to find eut,
mosser,” Ephraim said frankly, .
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“You wilketf?*

“1 didn't never went fo’ to find cut,”
the negro repeated, slowly.

“ Why the devil do you say it that wey?”"
Derrel grunted. “ Why not just say that
you don’t kmawi?”

“ Yas, suln’

Derrel’s head was pounding now, and he
pressed the cooling cloth against it again,
and for a moment gave fip questioning
Ephraim. Then, in desperation, he tried to
boil things down to a plain basis of under-
standing:

“ Well, you live here,” he charged. “ A
moment ago you said that Spear was an
evil spirit. Aren’t you afraid of evil spiriik”

“ Yas-s-s-s, suln!!’” Ephraim acknowledged
emphatically.

“ Aren't you afraid of him*

“Him no evil spirit fo’ niggers, mosser.
Him been evil spirit fo' white folks,
thasall.”

“ Oh,” hopelessly, *“ then there is a dif-
ference in evil spirits, en?”

“ Yas, suln’®

“ But you run away when he hollers at
you,” Derrel reminded.

“Y%,, suln ™
' If he won't hurt you, why do
you run awesy?”

“ Him not hurt nigger, mosser,” Eph-
raim said in a tone that indicated a desire
to assure himself rather than Derrel. *“ Him
know nigger got to be cared for nice. Him
tell nigger do his work an’ keep quiet, then
no hurt come.”

“You don't know how long he’s been
here, Ephraiim?”

“Mlways!” Ephraim said, apparently
surprised at the ignorance of his new
friend.

“ Nonsense! The place was built nearly
two hundred years agw'!

“ John Spear slave boss for oldtime white,
mosser,” Ephraim explained elaborately.

A great light dawned in Derrel’s thump-
ing head. At one sudden flash he sensed
the romance that was back of this maniac
Spear. If the man had known the planta-
tion during the days of slavery, then 1t was
understandable why Colonel Gard teek
such pains to proteet him from a world that
had so suddenly changed for him.
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But such a condlusion meant that John
Spear must be a man at least eighty years
old; and one, too, who had preserved him-
self remarkably well in spite of his present
weird appearance. Ephraim seemed quite
comtent to sit quiet as Derrel pondered
upon this remarkable discovery.

“ How old are you, Eph?"” he asked.

“ Dunno—don’t been to make no dif-
f'remee!

Again there was silence for a long time.
Derrel drew a world of comsolation from
having the negro there. The desolation of
loneliness was dispelled by his presence.
Instead of deadening his thoughts the blow
on the head seemed to have revived #lrem,
stimulated them to unwonted activity.

Through the words of the colored man
he established bases for several deductions
which immediately rang true to his judg-
ment. First, he seemed to see in the huge
Ephraim a symbol of his eatire race; Eph-
raim with his vast strength, his mighty
physique, his naturally sunny temperament.

There he sat, now, his great legs seeming
distorted beyond buman endurance, his
huge, flat feet stained with earth and the
blood of harmless song birds, his eyes di-
lated with belief in spirits.

And John Spear?

An old overseer of slaves! A man
steeped in the customs of his youth, bred
to the belief that the colored man was a
valuable possession for an individual rather
than for = world! Small wonder that
there was no contact between the two!
Small wonder that John Spear awed Eph-
raim, and that Ephraim followed his natu-
fal impulse to laugh, and play, and sing.
and let a world grow out and over and
abeve him!

And Colonel Gard?

A gentleman in whose veins raced the
blood of gentlemen! A man bred of the
stock which carried a rifle during the Revo-
lution, and which, through succeeding genm-
erations, has kept alive and animate the
ideals of true Americanism! True, he had
turied away from the agriculture of his
forefathers, but who could blame him?

A nation had just taken from him that
one factor which permitted his forefathers
to plant! A war had settled upon the

peaceful reaches of his land, and had left
it charred and forsaken by helpless black
men suddenly freed, and unaccustomed to
the ways of freemen. Duwzing that debacle
wise fathers had directed the steps of their
sons along other lines.

So Colonel Gard was a lawyer instead of
a planter. So Moonglow came to its pa-
thetic end as a plantation! As Derrel re-
viewed it all in fevered thought, he canght
some of the things about this new world
which made it great. He saw where and
why it contrasted with the spirit of the
Narth.

It struck him forcibly that here was
greater courage than the North had showm!
Here was the courage which lived on after
comrades had trampled it under foot!
Here was a consecration which raised -its
head above the ashes of its own ideals, and
lived on! Here was the spirit of sacrifice,
of courage, of idealism which, over lands
that had been desecrated, rose to face a
blackened world, and illuminate it by the
light of its own pure might.

Tommy Low?

Once he had heard Tommy say, “ War is
hell!” That had been in the days of the
Waorld War, when there was no North and
South, when men of all kinds and creeds
threw their lives into the balance for their
common ideal. But Tommy gave the
phrase a different value than other men.
Tomeny put into the words the ringing truth
of the man who knows.

“Go ahead and fight,” Tommy had
laughingly chargéd his buddies. “1 know
a gent with stars on his collar who burmed
and pillaged his brethren, who wallowed a
hungry army through a starving land of
desolate womenfolks. He took the fitiess
mansion in my home town for his head-
quarters, and then announced that war is
hell!

“ Hell is right, lads—damnable hell, and
it kind of jtickles me to see you all get a
taste of it! Only just remember this: My
daddy and my mammy could tell you more
about war than Kaiser Bill ever sus-
pected”

And that night, when the regiment went
over the top, Tommy Low had been in the
van. j“ Come on, there, you New England
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codfisti!™ he had yelled to Derrel. “ There
ain’t any Blue and Gray now; it’s just plain
khalki!”

Lying there in his battered tent with the
big colored man at his side, Derrel caught
a new significance to it all. He readjusted
his valuations and his perspective. Tommy
Low had never forgotten the trials of his
parents and grandparents; Colonel Gard
had never forgotten; John Spear had never
forgotten. How could they forget?

He felt suddenly a sense of pain. Had
it been necessary that this fair land be
blighted by the hand of power? Could not
#iiese glorious plantations, with their eco-
nomic system of an era long gone, have
been preserved? He felt that they could.
He hated the thought of this passing world.
In his ears seemed to rattle the muskets
that battered into lingered death a land of
sunshine, of peace, of spiritual and ideal-
istic growth.

What a price the North had paid in vie-
tory! Greater, he felt, than the South in
defeat! For the North of to-day had lost
a great portion of its original Americanism.
Not so the South. Wiitness the gentle chimes
of the church; the cordiality of the people,
the faith and trust and glory of an Anglo-
Saxon people which refused to die!

Tommy Low? Had Tommy ruined the
tent? Had Tommy laid the mailed fist in
this fashion?

“T don’t care a damn if he didi>” Derrel
muttered. “ In his place I might have done
as badi™

“ Yes, suh,” Ephraim responded duti-
fully.

Derrel was jerked back into the mun-
dane by the words of the colored man. He
reached out and laid his hand on the vague
shoulder that appeared beside him. Dark-
ness had come, as he thought. And now
the light of dawn was flushing the heavens,
and the form of Ephraim loomed in the
new light,

“ It is nearly morning, Eph,” Derrel said.
“ 1t was good of you to help me. 1 won't
forget it.”

“ Yes, suln™

“ And listen to this, Eph,” Derrel per-
sisted. “ There is a world that you don't
know anything about, a world that will be
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good to you, and teach you many things
that will help you. I am going to show you
that world. I am going to teach you to
read, and to write, and you will work with
me here. I will pay you more than you can
make catching crabs from the river, you
understamndi?”

“Yes, suln.” Derrel purposely over-
looked the note of dubious wonderment that
tempered Ephraim’s answer.

“ You may not like it just at first, Eph,
but you will later on! And remember this:
there are no evil spirits. This John Spear
is just a tired old man with much to be
said in his favor, Eph. Come, well eook
some breakfast and start our werk in the
fields. If you do well the rest of this week
I'll buy you a watch just like the one you
are looking at so mnfiently”

“ Yas-s-s-s, suln!” Ephraim grunted in
high glee.

“ Good. Get some wood for a fire in the
stove, Eph. Well be damn glad we met
each other before many weeks pass{”

When the fire was burning Derrel dis-
covered that he had failed to lay in a stock
of sugar and coffee. He mentioned the fact
rather profanely to Ephraim.

“1 been git some at the end of lane,
mosser,” Ephraim said eagerly. “ They’s
lil’ sto’ out themre

Derrel remembered that there was such
a store, and drew from his pockets two
quarters. He handed them to Ephraim,
and told him to get a quarter’s worth of
coffee and a quarter’s worth of sugar.

He followed the darky out of the tent,
and the glorious morning dispelled his ap-
prehensions of the night before. Birds
were singing happily; a patch of peach
blossoms a short distance away splashed
the soft world with dainty celor. The suf
was rising, and its first rays were warm.
Far in the distance a cock crowed. Of a
limb near at hand a moeking bird greeted
the camper with' a seng that was limpid.

Ephraim started toward the lane, then
paused and scratched his head ponderously.

“ Hustle along there, Eph,” Derrel called,

Ephraim turned, and walked slowly back
to him. His face was set in a look of dis-
appointment.

“ Mosser,” he said sorrowfully, 1 been
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want fo’ to do good an* get dis watch, but
a’ready I done fo’got which quarter is fo’
de coffee an’ which is fo’ de sugpri!!

CHAPTER IX.
FURROWS.

REAKFAST was a somewhat subdued
meal that morning.

Ephraim hurried back with the
sugar and the eoffee; and sat silently by as
Berrel ate his meal: Fhen be squatted out-
side the tent, and partesk of foed for him:
self. As he did this Derrel was busy wn-
covering the tractor and plow. He folded
the tarpaulin With ears, and laid it away by
a corner of the ruined tent

Ephraim had gone te the spring fer
fresh water, and Derrel lighted a eciga-
rette and smoked as the darky eleansed
the dishes and stored them away. Shertly
he queried Epbraim in the hope eof
learning something of the manner in which
the attack on his property had been perpe-
trated.

“ Eph," he began, “ did you see anything
of the man that cut down my tente?

“ No, suin™*

Know who it was, Epin*

“ No, subh’

“ Pidn’t you see any folks out from
the city while I was gone yesterday after-
noon?”

“ No, suln’

“ That’s queer. You spend most of your
time around here

“ T didn't been see nobody, mossen:’*

When the dishes were finished Derrel
rose and went to the sturdy little tractor.

“ Come along, Eph,” he challerged.
& Here’s where we start work. I wish
you had the sense in that hard head of
yours to know what a big thing this start
is, Eph.”

Ephraim threw back the hard head al-
luded to and roared forth his merrimenr.
“T ain’t been got much sense, mossen!” he
shouted gleefully.

“ We are starting a big farm, Eph,” Der-
rel said. “ Pretty soon well set out tur-
nips, and IM go away for a time, and
you’ll have to keep people away and see

that no one hurts our fiedtls. Then when
I come back and the turnips grow we’ll both
get a lot of money.”

Yas-s-s-s, sul!” Ephraim chuckled.

Money, dat’s de stuff, mossen!!

“But well have to work for it
Ephraim,” Derrel said. “ Neothing is any
good that a man doesn’t work for.
Earned things are the ones that bring hap-
piness.”

Ephraim shook his head doubtfully, his
white eyes roaming over the surrounding
ground almost as though in search of an
avenue of flight from the impending work.

Derrel cranked the tractor several times,
and finally the motor caught, and the stac-
cato report of its exhaust filled the air. All
about them frightened birds took to wing.
Ephraim gazed wide-eyed for a moment;
then roared out his merriment again.

“ Gam’e!"” he chuckled. “ Don’t dat big
boy chatter plenty, mossen?"

Derrel smiled and climbed onto the iron
seat.

“ Eph," he said rather impressively from
his throne of toil, “ I promised myself I'd
break ground here to-day. I won’t break
that promise. This morning we are going
to plow this field to the east; this afternoon
I'fl run into town and get another tent, if
they have it. While I'm gone I want you
to see that no one harms amything
more. Stand by your guns, whether it be
white man or black who comes along. I'll
see that nothing happens to you for it, un-
derstznd?”

“ Yas. suln! Nobody ain't been gwine
to mess round here while Effrum's here,
mosser.”

“ And remember what I said; there are
no evil spirits. OIld John Spear is just a
foolish old man, and if he comes around
here you chase him away. Just watch for
his stone throwing, that's all. He can’t
hurt you any other way.”

“ What time you goin’ to went, mosser?
You been back befo’ danke””

K Yesm

Ephraim showed relief. “ Him been stay
in house all day; only dark when him come
out, mosser

Then Derrel showed the negro how te
attach the tow-bar of. the plow, and hew
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to keep the blade above ground until they
had reached the point where it was to weork.
Ephraim took the joy of a child with a new
.toy from his efforts about the machinery.
Derrel saw that he was apt at learming.
Shortly afterward he called a warning to
his strange helper, and slipped the gear of
the tractor in mesh. Slowly he engaged
the clutch, and with a strain and jerk the
machine started forward. The plow was of
the sulky type, and Ephraim rode the seat.
When it lurched into motion he tipped
backward to a perilous angle, fought for
balance, then shouted gleefully.

Faster they moved across the bumpy
meadow, the grass and weeds whining a
complaint against the destruction of the
wide, cleated wheels. Derrel headed for
a tract of meadow some fiifteen or twemty
acres in area, and which was bare of trees
but thickly grown with the heavy marsh
grass that lined the river. The soft air
rattled the grass, and it sounded to his ears
like a welcome challenge.

He chose his spot at a peint lying at
right angles to the bank of the stream,
then twisted in his seat, and called te
Ephraim to drop the blade of the plow inte
the ground.

Ephraim, a smile of delight wreathing his
beaming face, seized the lever and dropped
the blade.

The tractor was moving slewly, and the
plow slid easily into the ground, all things
comsidered. However, the first jolt of im-
pact with the earth caught Ephraim quite
unaware. He pitched forward onto the tow-
bar, a cry of dismay crossing his lips.

Derrel slipped the clutch and jammed
the brakes, and the train came to a sudden
stop in ample time to prevent serious in-
jury to the sprawling, heipless negro. The
heavy grass, however, bit into Ephraim's
face, and he scrambled to his feet somewhat
scratched.

“qGam’e!™ he cried in surprise. “ Dis
here hell contraption sho’ 'nuff, mossen!’™

“NNorssense!” Derrel snapped, his biue
eyes dancing with delight at Ephraim’s dis-
comfiture. “ Climb up on that seat and
learn to sit it. Naturally the machine will
slow up quickly when you drop the blade in
the groumd.”

“Noeeso-o, suh!*2 Ephraim avowed ve-
hemently. “ Dis here nigger never got
done like dat for no cratil!”

Sensing that the darky had determined
not to work on the plow, and realizing
what a loss his services would be, Derrel
met the problem with sharp authority.

“ Get up on that plow, Eph,” he or-
dered. “ Nome of your damned nonsense
with mae!™

The darky looked at him a moment, then
climbed gingerly into the seat. Something
of pity for the huge man gripped Derrel.
He recalled the kindmesses Ephraim had
shown him the night before. Slipping to
the ground, he went back and showed the
frightened darky how to run the plow.

“ This is a ceremony, Eph,” he laughed.
“ See, we are breaking ground now. For
the first time since the days of your grand-
father this land is going to feel the bite of
a plow, and you are taking a big part in the
event.”

Ephraim spat over the side of the plow,
and his great hands gripped the drop-bar
tensely. He had no liking for the ride
ahead, no appreciation of the glory that his
work inspired in others.

Derrel started again. The tractor tugged
at the plow, the tow-bar vibrated with
strain, then the entire equipage lurched for-
ward into the trough of the first furrow the
land had seen in two generations. The
motor roared, the plow and tracter rocked
violently, the thick grass lashed about un-
der the wheels, and the soft earth rose over
the plow blade and fell aside.

Man had returned to Moonglow.

For perhaps a hundred yards Desrel
steered a straight course; then, with a warn-
ing to Ephraim, who rode the plow like a
giant billikin, he turned sharply. Within
twenty minutes of the start he was baek
at the starting point, and behind them
they left a trail and a furfoew whieh de-
scribed a great square.

Inside that furrow they made a second,
then a third. As they grew accustomed to
the action of both machines, a greater fa-
cility came to them. Detrel kept a sharp
watch for stumps or heavy roeks that might
lie under the ground. However, nene ap:
peared to damage or delay tkem. Desplte
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its years of weed-grown inactivity, the
ground responded to the plow without great
difficulty.

Something of the might of the tractor
impressed Ephraim. He had tried plowing
by hand a great many times. In an hour
they had accomplished more than he ever
had done in a day. Before the sun reached
a height that warmed its rays three of the
furrows had been completed.

In the excitement and the joy of his
achievement Derrel forgot the tent, and
old John Spear, and the intangible fears of
the night before. His hands grew sore from
contact with the metal wheel they held. His
shoulders and forearms began to fed the
strain of steering, and his back showed a
tendency to bend in an effort to shake off a
steadily growing weariness; but be was
happy, infinitely happy, and supremely
confident.

The warmth of the sun, the brightness

Vi

ring to the plow he had ridden.- “ Bu,
Gam’e! She sho’ kicks wuss'n any one-eyed
mule west o’ hell itseiff”” By way of em-
phasis, he placed a black hand upon that
portion of his anatomy which had been
most often kicked.

Derrel laughed genially and slapped
Ephbraim’s shoulder.

“ Your friends are jealous of you, Epln”
he told him. “ They sure know a smart
nigger when they see one, e?”

“GGam’e!” Ephraim responded joyfully.
* Mosser, Effrum’s siho’ gwine mess up amy
nigger what fools about dis here criittest?
He pointed at the machine, and Derrel
sensed that he felt something of the pride
of ownership.

“ And don't be afraid of john Spear, or
any other white man that comes out here,”
Derrel warned him.

“ Dat ole devil? Mosser, I sho' tangle
him up in de limbs o’ de trees—but you-alf

of the day, the peace and simplicity of the x be back here 'fo' dark, 7
trees, the grass, the birds about them as * “ TI’ll be back before dark,” Derrel agreed

they worked whispered to him that no more
such nights would come to pass.

By noon eight furrows had been com-
pleted. The sound of the tractor had at-
tracted several negroes from the slave huts,
and their curiosity was manifest in their
faces. Here Demrel learned something about
Ephraim that stood him in good stead many
times later. 1t was the vast pride the eoi-
ored man felt in playing a part in this
scene which so deeply interested his kind.
Ephraim's vast chest seemed to have grown
larger. He waved a magnanimous hand
now and then as he jolted past watchers. It
was this, Derrel felt, that kept the man
steady in his seat and more than willing to
work.

The sun had grown wamm, and perspira-
tion dotted the brow of the workers when
Derrel snapped off the ignition switch and
turned to smile back at Ephraim and wave
a hand of appreciation toward the work
which had been done.

Ephbraim slid from his unsteady seat and
worked toward Derrel.

“ We've done a heap of work this morn-
ing, Eph,” Derrel cried happily.

“ She's a workin' hound, sho’ 'nuff, mes-
ser!” Ephraim acclaimed, obviously refer-

uneasily. “ Now you go over and fix up
something to eat, Eph. There are beans,
bacon, eggs, biscuits, almost anything you
want.”

“ Messer, how 'bout some grits fo' a nig-
ger what has worked plentsy?”

Eix them up, Ephraim. ¥You know hew.
You'll find the stuff in the pile of sup-
plies.”

Laughing happily to himself, Ephraim
went toward the tent. Derrel lifted the plow
from the ground, locked the blade in place,
and towed the machine clear of the furrow
and back onto the meadow outside the
square he had plowed. Then he struck a
match, fired a brand, and touched the
flames to the inner marsh grass.

He waited only to see that the fire had
taken hold and was blazing well, then he
ran along the outer edges of the plowed
square and fired all sides. Before he had
finished the flames were leaping and crack-
ling, and all the negroes from the slave huts
had gathered at a safe distamnce.

The roar of the fire was tremendous.
Burning brands floated on heat waves inip
the blue, cloudless sky. Huge clouds of
gray-black smoke billowed heavenward,
and the acrid odor of burning grass filled
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the air. Terrific heat radiated across the
meadow, and the negroes fell back before
it, their eyes distended in wonderment as
#o the purpese back of all they had seen this
strange white man do.

Derrel went to the tent and dropped onto
the ground. He lay stretched out, his eyes
following the rolling clouds of smoke that
belched from the burning meadow.

“ Let the fire help us out, Eph,” he
grinned affably. * Xq willl hee easiear too pdoow
that field now, and the grass won’t be
growing up again with the twrmigps™

They ate ravenously. Ephraim showed
himself to be a good plain cook, and it
was plain food that Derrel crawed—plain
food and plenty of it. Duwring the meal
he rose, The flames in the square had
burned until they met. At no point had
they leaped across the broad plowed areas.
In the distance loomed the buildings of
Savannah. He was certain that many
people in the town had seen the smoke,
and wondered at its source.

Something of defiance came over him.
He listened to the shrill whistle of a near-
by locomotive in the railroad yards. Ad-
dressing himself to the city itself, he
spoke.

“Go ahead,” he muttered; “wwonder
about it all. Tl tell you what it is. 1t's
a signal fitee. It warns you that Moonglow
has revived; that it will not be swalllowed
into the maw of brick and smoke that is
creeping so rapidly toward it. It tells the
world that T am figlitiimg—andl that I will
go on fibhiiny! I hope Miss Mary sees
it—and understeanisd?”

CHAPTER
COMBAT.

A FTER the meal Darrel brought water
/AA\ from the spring, and bathed and
shaved himself. Wihen he left the

tent he saw that Ephraim was discoursing
grandiosely to a gathering of negroes which
surrounded the tractor and plow. He
smiled understamdimg$, then cranked up
the little car and headed for the city. He
ianaged to get another tent, which they
promised to deliver that afternoon. The

X.
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clerk was curious about what had happened
to the first one, but Demel managed to
evade his questions.

“ There was some talk around town that
the whole of Moonglow had burned up,”
the man said. “ There sure was a big fire
out tieteavayy ™

“1 burned off some marsh grass; that's
all,” Derrel managed.

“ Tent git caught up, did e

“NNw; T just want amother.”

Erom that store Derrel went to the great
fertilizer plant in the city, and made ar-
rangements for delivery of four truckloads,
at a time to be specified later. After that
he made some small purchases such as an
oil reading lamp, a suitable shaving mirror,
and a watch like his own, which he intended
dangling before Ephraim’s eyes should the
great negro tire of his arduous ftoil,

Through it all his mind reverted con-
stantly to Tommy Low. What was the
proper course for him to follow with ref-
erence to his erstwhile friend? To ignore
the damage done might well be to fiaunt
cowardice and invite further attacks. To
go direct to Tommy was certain to create
dire unpleasantness,

He compromised by deciding to see Col-
onel Gard, and tell to him the whole story.,
Then, the colonel willing, he would post on
the land a warning to trespassers, and even
go so far as to purchase firearms for the
protection of his property.

But when he reached the office of the
colonel he found that once more he was
out. Time had passed, and Derrel realized
that the inconvenient Southern dinner hour
had again deprived him of an interview.
Doubitless the colonel would indulge in the
usual siesta, too.

Keenly disappointed, Derrel went down
the stairs to Bull Street, and sauntered
through the sunny square toward his car.
In the center of the square, by the monu-
ment, he stopped short. Coming toward
him was Tommy Low.

They met. Low seemed on the point of
passing his old friend, affecting not to have
seen him, but Derrel prevented.

“ Just a minute, Tommy,” he said eam-
estly, “you and I have got to have a
word.”
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Tommy sneered his answer: “ Not so far
as I am concerned, we hawenitd’™

“ Then I’ll take the responsihilityy,” Der-
rel snapped, exerting all his will power to
keep himself in hand. “T can tell you very
frankly that it is no pleasure on my pantt!”

“THeem it better be done off with!
Heaven knows I don’t want to be seen talk-
ing to youw!!

Once again Low stepped aside as though
to pass on. Derrel caught his arm, and im-
mediately Tommy clenched his fist and
knocked the hand aside.

“ Don’t touch me, you rotten!” he cried
angrily. “ What in hell do you mezn?"

The blow had been anything but an easy
one, and Derrel’s hand tingled from it. His
face went white, and his square jaw set,
but he controlled himself, though his voice
shook as he spoke.

“You are acting like an idiot,” he said.

But Tommy Low interrupted him fience-
ly. “When an ignorant double-crosser
like you takes to telling a gentleman how
to act, it's high time for the world to
start over!” he retorted. “Wmt right
have you stopping me on the street? I
don't even recognize you!!

“ITive the same right—or a damn sight
better than you had in destroying the prop-
erty of a man entirely within his rights!™
Derrel said angrily. “ And, by Heavens,
Tommy Low, don’t forget this for a single
second: I intend protecting my property
against such cheap vandalism as you effect!
You keep off my land, hean®”

As he spoke he leaned forward, and their
eyes glared into each other’s, Temmy
Low’s fists were clenched; he worked his
teeth back and forth in a grinding metion
that set his jawbones rigidly. For perhaps
five seconds they stood thus, then the South-
erner seemed to realize that Derrel was
placing a direct charge against him.

*“What do you mean, you smealking
hound?” he snarled. “ It's your style to
resort to innuendoes; you haven’t the man-
hood to say things that carry definite re-
sponsibility. I don‘t know what you're
talking alowtt”

“You liel” Derrel retorted hetly. “ Vou
broke up my tent; you hacked it into tat-
tered riisbons.

73

He got no farther with his charges. The
clenched fist of Tommy Low rose in a
sweeping arc. It gained impetus with every
inch that it traveled. Deerel did his best
to avoid the attack, but the knuckles were
not to be denied thelr reward. The fist
struck him glaneingly, and seraped palin-
fully over his cheekbene, leaving in its
wake a rapidly swelling brulse.

The force of the blow staggered him, and
Tommy Low, a soft curse’ slipping from his
lips, charged in to follow his advantage in
the fight that had opened. Derrel met
the charge with a wild sort of blow of his
own. Fortunately, or otherwise, Tommy
ran directly into Bob’s fist.

He straightened under the impact, and
Derrel saw that his lip was split and bleed-
ing. However, Tommy recovered quickly,
and charged again. This time they ex-
changed rapid blows, though neither
reached a vital spot. There the fight ended.

The magic hand of the law, clothed in
a blue coat and inspired by a legal and
physical strength that was not to be de-
nied, swooped down upon them,

“ What'n’glil” the officer snapped, as he
seized a collar of each of the combatants,
and yanked them apart. * Don’t make me
frail you with this club now! Why, Mr.
Tommy!"” he cried then in surprise. “What
the devil! Did this man attack yow?”

In spite of himself, Derrel laughed soft-
ly. How perfectly clear it all became sud-
denly! Tommy had but to announce the
fact that he had been attacked, and he,
Derrel, was fairly certain to repose on the
chain gang for at least a month, and pos-
sibly more. That .would mean the end
of Moonglow for him,

“ Oh, yes,” he grunted bitterly, “1 at-
tacked him. Sneaked right up behind him,
I did, and hit him when he wasn’t lealiireg "

He looked at Tommy Low as he spoke,
and saw that the officer had released him,
and Temmy was glancing quickly about to
see what sort of crowd had gathered.

“ Go ahead, Tommay;’ Derrel sneered.
“ Everybody around here is a Soutfenmef;
they won't give you away.”

“ This skunk didn’t attack me, officer,”
Tommy said suddenly. “ But you did!
You broke up a chance I've been itching



T4

for. ‘The matter is one entirely between
us. I promise I won't try to settle it in
town next time.”

“ Right, Mr. Tommy.” The officer
grinned. “ You,” to Derrel, “ that’s your
car over there, ain't it? Hop into it, and
git out of sight right smwemtt?”

Derrel was dazed by the sudden turn of
affairs. He did not know whether he had
shamed Tommy into the truth, or whether
he could now believe that Tommy’s prom-
ise not to finish the dispute “in town *
might be taken as a threat to come to
Moonglow, and battle wmimtenmptiedly.

He crawled into the car, and started it.
Traffic laws made it necessary for him teo
circle the little square in order to reach
Broughton Street. As he drove around it
he saw Tommy Low walking toward his
own roadster. The officer was walking at
his side, and Tommy was pressing a stained
handkerchief against his battered lips. Der-
rel passed them without a sign.

As he turned again into Buell Street, after
making the circle, he uttered a low cry of
surprise. Standing on the sidewalk he saw
Colonel Gard and Miss Mary. The girl's
face was white, and set in a frightened
look. The wrinkles about the colonel’s eyes
had disappeared, and in their stead were
furrowed in his forehead. Derrel pressed
on the accelerator without giving sign of
having noticed them.

A sense of infinite shame gripped him.
He would have given almost anything he
owned if Miss Mary had not seen the child-
ish exhibition between himself and Temmy
Low. He was delighted when the traffic
light at Buell and Broughton Street favored
him. He swung the little car to the left,
and headed for the road to Moomglow. Now
and then he ran his fingers over his cheek,
and wondered how badly Tommy’s lips had
been split.

* At Moonglow he found that the new tent
had been delivered, and that Sanders, of
the Board ©f Trade, had paid him a visit,
and was waiting for his return. The pub-
licity man met him with a smile and hand-
clasp.

“ Thought you burned up the place this
morning,” he laughed. “ What’s the matter
with your cheek? Get a bump, did you?”?
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Yes, bumped it a little hard, too!"” Der-
rel smiled.

“Too bad. Looks like you've been hav-
ing a lot of fun out here, Derrel. What
the devil happened to your temt?”

** Some one chopped it up plenty,” Der-
rel said, a little bitterly. He was disap-
pointed that the news should get out. Had
Sanders postponed his visit one dagy—

* Well, I'll be dammed!” Sanders grumt-
ed. “ Niggens??

“1 haven't any idea,” Derrel said after
the faintest sort of pause.

“ Well, we came out to take a few pic-
tures, Derrel,” Sanders said then with a
crisp return to business. “I brought our
photagrapher out here, but he seems to
have run off somewhere.” He raised his
voice, and called sharply. Soon another
man appeared, camera and triped under
his arm.

t This is Mr. Derrel, Mr. Cramdglll®
Sanders introduced. “We better move
snappy, or light 'll be gone. What we want
are a few shots of the ruins, the trees, and
you, Mr. Derrel, beside your tractor and
plow. Then let us have a few days, and
we’ll submit our idea of a booklet for yow!”

Derrel laughed. “ Darned if you boys
aren’t -on the job! I certainly appre-
ciate—"

“ Never mind that part,” Sanders swg-
gested genially. “ Think of the light! We
gotta shoot these pictures right mow!™

Derrel glanced uncertainly at the new
tent, and Sanders seemed to sense his
thoughts.

“ Come along with us for fifteen mim-
utes, Derrel,” he said. “ Then we’ll pitch
in and have this new tent up for you in a
matter of seconds! I want those pictures
while the light is righ”

The negroes who had delivered the tent
welcomed a few more minutes of indolence,
and Derrel went with Sanders and Cran-
dall. They took several views of the most
interesting points; then Derrel changed
into overalls and high shoes, and posed for
pictures of himself as they requested.

Crandall, always the photographer, raced
across the fields toward the slave huts, and
shortly returned with a good specimen of
the turnip. This he hung over the radiator
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cap of the tractor for one picture. In the
next he had Derrel hold the vegetable in
an attitude of inspection. After that the
two men closed their machine, and aided in
erecting the new tent.

Derrel found that he liked them both.
Sanders was the more communicative of
the two, and Derrel seemed in need of con-
versation. When they had completed the
work the first shadows were appearing un-
der the trees. Ephraim had not been pres-
ent during the events of the late aftermoon,
and Derrel had begun to feel somewhat un-
easy about him.

He appeared now, his broad face beam-
ing. In his hands he held two marsh hens.

“1 been fix ’em up, mosser.” he chuck-
led. “Fix 'em up fo' gmutg?

“ What the devil are those thimgs?* Der-
rel gasped, his gaze embracing the long
necks and legs of the birds.

“ Man aliiwed™ Sanders grunted. “ You've
got guests for dinner! Those are marsh
hens, and the way that big boy will fix ’em
shames any food you ever ate before! Go
to it, big bov—mmst 'em in the ground,
huh?”

Ephraim laughed gleefully, and set about
preparing the birds. Sanders seated him-
self on the running board of the little car at
Derrel’s side. They both kindled smokes
and asked questions about Bob’s plans.
Derrel answered frankly, and Sanders
seemed to warm to his idea. They became
friendly.

“What do you know about old John
Speen??’ Derrel ventured to ask shartly.

“ Mighty little! 1 guess he's a plain
nut,” Sanders said. -*“ They say he used to
be an overseer when this place was going
good.” The war between the States meant
everything to him, you see? Old man
Gard, the one who owned the place then,
went with the Confederacy and lost his life
at Gettysburg,

“ His wife didn't survive him long.
When Sherman reached Savannah lots of
people here were pretty scared, you know,
especially folks outside the town. The
women had heard a good deal that terri-
fied them, and most of them without pro-
tection from their menfolk fled for the open.

“ Mrs. Gard was one of them. She had

5

been a sort of mother to the community
here, and the women went to her for guid-
ance. When the first foraging expedition
struck Moonglow, the women fled for the
woods and safety. Just about that time
John Spear appeared here, having been sent
back by the old owner to proteet the
wormen,

“The Lord only knows how he did it,
but he got through. He trailed the women
through slaves, and came upon them hud-
dled into a rough camp about six miles
down the river. Mrs. Gard was already
sick, and he didn‘'t dare tell her about her
husband’s death. But he got her back to
Moonglow, and hid her away in the base-
ment of her old home.

“ Pneumonia settled upon her, and John
Spear had her treated by a friendly doctor
from town. During her sickness another
expedition came and discovered them.
Spear fought them off, though he was bad-
ly wounded in the foray. The excitement
of the thing killed Mrs. Gard. She died
in the basement of the mansion that had
been hers.

“ Spear waited, though he was badly hit
and must have been suffering like hell, to
bury his old mistress in the sunken gardens
she had loved so well. Then he took to the
woods, and lived through weeks of agony
and delirium. Guess he went nutty then,
Derrel; he came back here when the Yanks
were gone, and here he's been ever since,
growing a consuming hatred for all man-
kind, I guesd?

Derrel remained silent for a time; then
blurted out: *“ These Southerners! Lord
Almighty, what people! You a Southerner,
Sanders?"

“Yes, sir. A Southerner, and damned
proud of it, Derned!l’

“You’ve every right to be. I'm not.
I'm a Northerner. But I'm a man! 1 bear
no ill-will toward the Soutin”

“Nor I toward the North!”
hastened to say,

“Tell me, Sanders,” Derrel pleaded.
“ Placed as 1 am, suppose that a Sowtherner
attempted to interfere with your working
of this place, as I am trying to do. What
would you do? What would you say t6
him?”

Sanders
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“ That's easy,” Sanders said framily.
“I'd tell him that Moonglow was here
years before I knew it, and that he had
every chance to wotk it if he had the brains
and nerve. I guess I know who you mean,
and what youre driving at, Derrel. I
couldn’t help but hear. Tommv Low?”

{4 Righ]t”‘

“Iif you want my advice,” Sanders said
frankly, at the same time rising and point-
ing at Ephraim preparing the feast he had
remained over to enjoy, “II'd waste just
enough time on him to tell him very plainly
to go to helll!”

The two shook hands silently, their fin-
gers white from the pressure of the clasp.

“God never made this country North
and South, Sanders,” Derrel grunted feel-
ingly. * How can either of us be held ac-
countable for the deeds of our forefathens?"

“We can't. We aren’t. Go ahead, and
grow your turnips. You'll get a square deal
all the way, Derrel. But, for the sake of
understanding, try to imagine your own
mother running away from a horde from the
South—you know, after all, we're just
human.”

“1 know,” Derrel agreed. “ But there
is this fact: I'm a Southerner by choice;
you fellows are because you couldn’t help
it! Who speaks loudest, thus, for the
Southlamdi?”

“You'll win, Derrel,” Sanders smiled.
“ You’ll make a lot of friends. In all the
wide, wide world there are no finer men
than those whose fathers and grandfathers
wore gnay!

“1 know it: stop and think a minute,
Sanders. Had our lots been cast a genera:
tion ago, we might well have met at bayonet
pointt!”

“ Right. But don't make the mistake
of thinking that the feeling one still finds
here and there is a hatred bom of war
among men. It isn't that. It’s a resent-
ment that flourished economicaily, Derrel.
You broke this fair land in the war, broke
it flat and completely. You took from it
the only labor it had ever known, and made
it necessary that men readjust their whole
standard of commerce.

“Yet you left that useless laber to live
upon a starved land; you taught it to yell
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freedom and equality. Freedom you gave
it, but equality you denied it. With the
flourish of a pen and the solemn waving
of a flag you reversed an economic condi-
tion that had lived for ages, and upon which
this land was built.

“ Then you turned your backs, and left
derelict people with a freedom that ruined
them! What has freedom done for them?
I charge you to look upon their homes,
their standards. Compare their clothing,
their food, their learning, their economic
value, or their personal happiness with that
of their slave forbears—you can see for
yourselff!”

“ God help them!!” Derrel muttered ear-
nestly.

“MHe will have to!” Sanders growled.
“ They won't help tiemsetvess!”

“WAdit, Sanders!” Derrel - snmpped.
* Have you children? Do they seek learm-
ing? Do they enjoy school? How mamy
would finish school if left to their own im-
pulses? Think that over! These colored
folks are children! They play like chil-
dren! I've seen them in the North where
standards give them not only a chance, but
force them to avail themselves of it.

“ There they show qualities that might
amaze you. I claim that, whereas your
irresponsible darky may be a petty stealer
of food and trinkets, he is, at. heart innate-
ly honest. I claim he is less criminal by
nature than any race on earth. Treat him
here as we treat him there, and he'll rise
in two generations to an economic factor
that will bring the South into its own com-
mercially!

“ It can’t be done overnightt—I make no
plea for a personal relationship between
white and black—I see only a vast poten-
tial value being cast aside, and a race of
people with every qualification for service
withering under an indolence that has be-
come second nature to them.

“1 see the devotion of Ephraim; his
mighty strength, his intense friendliness,
and easy good will toward all. He seems
to me to typify his race, strength that is
dormant, brain power that is as a field cast
to the winds and weeds!

“1 compare him and his traits to those
of a million laborers from foreign flields.
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All men bhate work of the manual sort. In
the North we are being swamped in a wave
of crime, and ninety per cent of that crime
is perpetrated by men qualified only for
manual toil, but who refuse to do it, who
rebel against labor even as does your darky
here.

“ But your darky doesn't turn to crime.
He just deteriorates. He smiles his way
through his lot, and steals only that which
he wants to eat, or wear. God knows he
is a better citizen than the other! God
knows commerce needs homestsy!?

Derrel had flushed as he talked. Sanders
watched him earnestly for a moment. Then
he slapped him on the shoulder, and
laughed softly.

“You’ve got ideas, Derrel,” he ackmowl-
edged. “Ill be interested in seeing you
work them out your own way. We'll hus-
tle these pictures through for you. And
now let’s go tear up that marsh hen feast.
You're about to learn something about
food!™

CHAPTER XI.
CAPTURE.

HE marsh hen feast proved to be all
T that Sanders had claimed for it. It

seemed to Derrel that never had he
eaten such glorious food. Ephraim pre-
sided over the affair with the hand of a
master. The meat fairly melted in their
mouths.

“ How did you comie to get these birds,
Eph?” Detrel asked.

“ Been show mosser how good they in’*
the darky laughed. “ Me, I besn work fo'
mmesser now, huh? 1 get watch, mehe?”

“Wiom bet! 1 bought the watch te-day,
Eph; all you need do is earn it. Seed?
He took the watch frem his clothing, and
showed the negro what it looked like.
« Here, strap it around your arm, and see
how it will loakl!™

Ephraim took the watch gingerly, and
strapped it about his huge arm. Derrel
had to punch an extra hole in the stvap
in order to fasten it, so thick was the wrist
it encircled.

“Gam’e!” Ephraim chortled, his eyes
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dilated in comtemplating the bauble. Then
he held it awkwardly at his ear, and lis-
tened in rapt delight to its ticking, Derrel
turned to Sanders.

“ Ephraim and I are going to make a
bargain. When Eph shows me he can work
right, and make folks see that it pays he
gets this fine watch in addition to his pay.”

“Yas, suli!™ Ephraim fairly howled.
“Gam’e! When dem niggers sees Ef'rum
wid dat clickin’ time runner hooked onto
his arm—Gam’e! Dem niggers be plumb
green, I meamt”

Derrel unfastened the strap, and slipped
the watch into his pocket again, Ephraim
rubbed his vast palms together in a gesture
of delight. When the three white men had
seated themselves Crandall spoke up:

“ You sure know how to handle a colored
boy, Mr. Derrel,” he smiled. *“ Ephraim
will tote the mansion from here to hell
and back, brick by brick, just to get that
watchn!”

“ Damned if he knows then!"’ Sanders
said slowly. “ Damned if he dees! Once
Ephraim gets the watch he’ll do no work
for six months! He'll decide that he's a
special nigger, and therefore above wonkd!”

They laughed and talked for half an
hour, during which darkness fell about them
and the quiet of night silenced the crea-
tures of the trees.

“ An eerie sort of spot this, at migltt,”
Sanders ventured. “ Too darned quiet for
a city muami™

“ The moon will shine soon,” Derrel said
hopefully. “1 would suggest that you re-
main to see it. Finest moonlight T ever
saw! The place is well named.”

“NNgpe!” Sanders grunted. “YWom sin-
gle men are blessed in some ways. Right
now my wife is fretting and fuming, I’ll
bet! And when I do get home she'll be
sore as a chafed finger if I don't eat the
supper she’s prepereeH”

He rose, stepped on his cigarette, and
turned toward the car he had driven out.
Crandall joined him, and added his thanks
and handshake,

“We'll be seeing you in a day or so,
Derrel,” Sanders promised. “ Mebbe to-
morrow. Crandall will run these pictures
ahead of everything else, eh, Jim?”
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“You lbetd™

“ Mighty good of you fellows,” Derrel
told them. “ Come out any time; always
welcome!™

In the silence following their departure,
Demel seated himself and smoked another
cigarette. Presently Ephraim appeared,
and stood before him.

* Mosser,” the darky said, %yo’ sho’
Puff gwine gimme de ticken?””

“ You’re going to earn it, Eph,” Derrel
qualified. “TI’ll give it to you when you
have shown me you mean to work for me,
and for yourselff.”

“ Mosser tellin' Ef'rum de truf mnow?
No been joke wid Ef'rum?”

“I'll always tell you the truth, Epln*
Derrel promised solemnly. “ Don't ever
forget that. I'll never joke you, or lie to
you as long as I Jiwed"”

Ephraim shook his head in satisfaction.
“NMiosser ain’t been lie to Ef'rum bef?"

“1 have never lied to you, Eph—and 1
never willl?”

Without a word the darky went back
to the tent, and busied himself about duties
of cleaning and righting the place. Derrel
smiled, and wondered if Sanders’s idea of
the thing would develop into the correct
one after all.

His cigarette done, Detrel walked to the
plowed field, and tossed the tarpaulins over
the tractor and plow. As he worked the
moon rose, and once again Moonglow was
a flood of silver grandeur. The trailing
moss of its trees shimmered in the liguid
light. Shortly a thrasher roused itself, and
sang sweetly., The song fitted into Derrel’s
mood somehow. He took it as a welcome
to the moon, and he was very certain that
the moon was welcome to him as well as to
the feathered throat which greeted it.

Through the clear night came again the
sound of the chimes. Derrel loved them.
He decided that they were in the steeple
of St. John's Episcopal Church, and he re-
called that edifice, facing the beautiful
square, both its sidewalks opening onto
streets. There was an indescribable charm
about this country!

The voices of the darkies in the slave huts
reached him. Brooding they were, soft,
eerie, melodious. He wondered if the shrill
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piping and malignant curses of John Spear
again would drive the singers to silence.
He began to see now why Colonel Gargg
permitted Spear such libertles.

The story about Spear which Sanders
had related went deep into Derrel’s heart.
Here in the mystic silence of Moonglow,
where all the hardships and woes of that
desecrating war had taken place, it was
easier to grasp such significances.

He imagined Spear as a young man, a
young man who had dared the enemies
lines from the love and loyalty in his heart!
He almost heard the clatter of muskets as
Spear fought. off the attack that threatened
his mistress, his own heart deadened by the
secret it held, the knowledge that the owner
of Moonglow was dead!

Then, in the sunken gardens, he saw the
wounded hero burying his mistress in the
ground she had loved, saw him stagger
away from what had been his life to take
refuge in the woods, and let his wounds eat
the flesh and spirit of him into a twisted
body and mind. Deomrel could see how the
great heart of the man had wizened under
the blasts of hate, and death, and suffering.
War!

“War is hadll?

The words rang in his ears. Once again
he saw Tommy Low starting on that stretch
of No Man’s Land, heard him say the
words, and caught the deeper meaning with
which he empowered them.

Near at hand, their crumbling walls a
silver ruin in the clear moonlight, loomed
the sunken gardens. There slept the body
of the mistress of Moonglow—and over her
sacred grave squirmed rattlesnakes! Were
they—and justly—tihe living spirit of hate
“ithat must linger in the hearts of her de-
scendants?

Did Miss Mjary feel as Tommy Low, as
John Spear?

He gained his tent with such thoughts
gnppmg his mind. There he sat outside
again, smoking once more. In the distance
the negroes still sang. Ephraim had dis-
appeared again. Dentel hoped that he had
not gone for another offering of crabs!

Suddenly, from the wvery gardens of
which Derrel was thinking, there came a
scream that was wild, raw, uncontrolled
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completely. It was like the maddened
shriek of the wounded puma, or the weird
#ail of the trapped wildcat. Desrel leaped
to his feet. The singing at the slave huts
ceased as if by magic.

“Spear agaim!” Dexrel muttered, his
heart throbbing violently, and his mouth
gone suddenly dry with the suddenness of
the terrible outhurst. The screams con-
tinued. The wildest rage crept into their
notes; they rose and fell, then rose again,
and remained at crescende umbelievably
long.

Derrel's first thought was that the aged
man had entered the garden, and been
struck by a serpent. These cries were for
that reason; perhaps he knew that, at last,
his voyages into the weed-grown deathtrayj
had come to their inevitable end. and his
hatred of the serpent was being thus vented.

Seizing a heavy splinter of wood which
Ephraim had cut for kindling, Derrel went
toward the entrance to the gardens. He
was forcing himself every step. The screams
of rage and impotence continued. Derrel
thanked fortune for the high leather shoes
he had put on for the pictures Sanders had
taken. At least, he thought, his ankles
and ealves, were protected against the
snakes If he were forced to enter the garden
1o save the eld man.

His mind was working fast. Once he
reached Spear, he must carry him out,
start the car, and race him to the nearest
doctor. He began wishing devoutly for
Ephraim.

He stepped gingerly onto the brick steps
to the garden ruins. In the moonlight he
could locate the point whence came the ter-
rible sounds. His eye caught motion. As
he watched, the form of John Spear was
lifted some seven feet from the ground.
There it lay, in midair, supported by some
power unseen in the shadow of the wall.
Then it began to come toward him.

Derrel wet his lips, fighting back a tem:
dency to turn tail and run frem this, the
strangest sight he ever had seen. But he
stood his ground, clutching tight his heavy
stick. Here, he told himself, was a cheap
trick of John Spear’s to frighten him away!

But no!

The suppoert upon which the figinting
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form of John Spear rode, now became
visible. Two mighty arms were holding
him up. Black arms, they were, the arms
of Ephraim!

Demel met them at the steps, Spear still
screaming and kicking impotently.

* Messer never lie to Ef'rum!'” the negro
shouted above the other man’s screams.
“ Ef'rum know dat so be no been feared
no mo’. Masser want fo' to catch ole John
Spear—Ef'Tum find him plentyy™

* Take him to the tent, Ephraim,” Derrel
ordered quickly. “ The Lord knows I'm
glad to have a talk with him! Take him
to the tentt!™

Ephraim lowered the fighting form, and
clutched him tightly under one arm. Then
he went quickly over the tattered clothing,
and from various pockets emptied half a
dozen heavy, round stones.

A-a-a-a-z-a-a1"” Spear snarled over his
sunken lips, his eves alive with hate.
“ A-a-a-a-a-a-m-@=!"” Then he spat upon
Derrel, and it took all of the darky’s
strength to bring him under control once
more, and carry him toward the tent.

“ Careful, Ephraim,” Derrel warmed,
“ don’t hurt Mimi™

Inside the tent Spear suddenly silemced.
His eyes still burned feverishly, and his
lips were drawn back into a snarl thatwas
exactly like that of a wild beast,

“T want to be your friend, John Spean;*
Derrel hastened to.say. “ Your real friendi?™

“ A-a-a-@-a"" Spear snarled again. “ The
curse o’ hell on ve! Yuh damned, woman-
killinl' Yankee! ™

CHAPTER XII.
COMPACT.

T was some time before Detrel could

quiet the old man sufficiently to hold

conversation with him. He fought
against every advance made and, though
he seemed fully to realize his helplessness
at the hands of Ephraim, he showed no fear
of consequences which might acerue from
his various tirades.

But Demrel was patient. When, fiivallly,
John Spear had struck a morose silence, he
began questioning him:
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“ See here, old man,” bhe said easilly.
“ Already you have banged me up on two
occasions, and I haven’t done a blessed
thing to you! Once you hit my shoulder
with ene of your devilish stones, and next
you nearly broke my head! 1 haven't got
over those two things yet!

“Iff I'm going to be target for your
stones I want to know something about
the reason for it all—I want to know, for
the first thing, what you and Tommy Low
have been saying to each othen?’”

“ A-a-a-a-a-a} Tommy Low? Tommy
Low? A-a-a-a-a-a—another rotten Yankee
perhaps?”

“ You mean to say that you don't know
Tommy Low?™

“I know matboudyy! ™

“Fmn not surprised, Speair'¥ Derrell
grunted frankly. “ I'll sivear our acquaint-
ance is not one I'd care to cultimated™

“ A-araraaad

“WWhy have you attacked me, Spear?”
Derrel demanded. “ You're going to tell
me, or I'll have the county police on you
for assault with intent to kill! I'm going
to put a stop to this business once and
for allg™

“I[ tole ye to git!” Spear screamed at
him. “1 tole ye to git—an’ you didmti’”

“ For that reason you stoned me*

“ Acarararaaanad ™

Derrel took the weird snarl of the old
man to indicate an affimnative answer-

“T see,” he said slowly, “ and by what
right do yeu run a man off this propesty?
Do you own it, Spean®”

“A fool owns it
owns itd™

“Weet you live on his boeunty, Jehn
Spean!!” Derrel charged, “Hilad he the
notion he would run you off the plase in
three mimutesd

“ A-a-a-a-a] Had he the netien, say yeud
A-a-a-a-al Once he tried to build me a
house here, that's what he didl ©Onee he
sent a man, and teld me that he weuld
make me a home here where | played and
worked as a boy! Where 1 werked, teoe,
for the last of the Gards befg’ the war!’™

“ The last of the Gards?” Derrel quizzed.
“ There is still Colonel Gard, and his beau-

tiful daughtes—>

A damn coward
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“ A-a-a-a-m-mal” Spear snarled vemom-
ously. *“ They are not Gards! They are
weeds that grew from wind-blown seed!
They are weak, cowards, cheats—a-a-a-
a-a-3"

“ Colonel Gard is one of the finest men
I've ever knowm!” Derrel retorted hotly.
“1 felt at first that I dealt with a plain
maniac when I met you. I see different
now! 1 deal with a hateful old devil! 1
deal with the sort of snake that strikes the
hand whieh protects it!

“ Very well, Spear, let me tell you this:
Keep away from me. Keep away from this
tent. Keep away from the property that I
put under cultivation. Don’t ever again
throw a stone at me, understand? Don’t ever
bother the colored folks I shall put te work
in the fields here. 1 don’t ever want to
see you spying abeut the tent at night,
either!

“You are an old man, and I a young
one—but there is a limit to human endur-
ance, and I have no idea of letting you run
wild at my expense. I would like to be
your friend, but you won't let me!!”

“ Erigndd!® Spear cackled. “ Eriiemd?
John Spear with a friend? A-z-a-a-a-a!
You would threaten me, Yankee? You
would make me afraid?” The old body
writhed into a stance more erect than Der-
rel believed possible, and into the mad eyes
of the aged man grew a new light, a light
of defiance.

“ John Spear has never been afraid, damn
ye! "the cried. “ Old, say ye? An ¢ld man?
Lay fiand on me, Yankee! Lay hand on
me! Never yet have I feared the clutch
of a Yankee dog™

Something of infinite pity and indubit-
able admiration for the aged fighter swept
over Derrel. It seemed to him that by
some magic power he was swept back to
the years that had been kind to this old
man. He seemed to see him in a gray uni-
form, his body erect and his eyes clear.

“@Cod help me, John Spear!” he said
earnestly. “1 would be your friend. I
would offer my hand, and my help! I've
seen something of fighting, but damned if
I don't tremble at the thought of facing
you in your prime—I know something of
your rewrdi”

6 A
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There was that in the words and tone
used which must have impressed any one.
Bob Derrel was perilously close to the
breaking point. His sleepless night, his
labor in the fields, his encounter with
Tommy Low, all had coatributed to a ten-
sity of nerve that quickened his imagi-
natien.

Spear remained erect looking strangely
powerful and dignified in his tattered rags.
The tremble seemed to have left his gnarled
hands. His eyes pierced those of Derrel,
and the younger man sensed something of
the burning rage and taut nerves which bad
talsed him to present heights. There must,
he felt, be a reaction. Surely no man as
aged as this eeuld stand such a strain for
leng.

“T1 must keep away?” he repeated, ak
most as though to himself. “ A-a-a-a-a-al
Fool Yankee! Woman-killks!

John Spear’s body begun to tremble
slightly, and Derrel was afraid that the
old man must collapse. He stepped for-
ward a little as though to catch the man
in his arms.

“Keep off! Git” Spear swieamed.
“ You'd be my friend? A-a-a-a-al I'll try
you Yankee. You warn me away! I warn
you away, too! I warn you away from the
sunken gardens! I promise to keep away
from you if you promise John Spear that,
damn yel”

It flashed into Derrel’s mind that here
was a last stand again against desecratien
of that which John Spear felt was holiest
of all earthly things, the grave of his mis-
tress,. Here was more mystery! How
would Colonel Gard permit the remains of
his own mother to lie in the tangle of the
gardens, and under the wriggling bodies of
the rattlesnakes which Derrel knew to be
there?

But Colonel Gard’s laxity had nething
to do with the last stand of this valiant
defender! Colonel Gard could in no wise
detract from the heroic services which this
emaciated John Spear had rendered his
family for two generations! There was
naught in Deerel's heart, but, devout ad-
miratien.

“I promise, Johm'Spear!” he said sin:
cerely. “ Promise that I will not enter the

6 A
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sunken gardens that are so dear to yous
Those shall be yours completely; all that
I ask are the open fields, and the right to
feel my property safe, and my person im-
mune from those devilish stones of yeurs”

A-a-a-a-al” Spear snarled again. “ Im-
munity! The Yankee begs of an old man
not to burt him! That’s like a Yankee!
But I promise—I promise—VYamkee! So
long as you keep your word 1 keep mime"

Turning with a certain majesty of air,
John Spear started toward the tent fiap.
Ephraim rose, as though to interfere, but
Derrel waved him back. Spear managed
the first few steps fairly well,- then Derrel
realized that, in his capture, the aged man
had lost his indispensable staff. Quickly
he stepped-forvard, and slipped his hand
under Spear’s arm te ald him.

Like a flash the gnarled fist of the old
man whipped out, the knuckles striking
Daexrel’s face stingingly. For a fraction ef
a second the young man's clenched fist
threatened. His face was white with anger.

A-a-a-a-a!"” Spear screamed. “ You'd
touch me? Befoul me with the hand of a
Yankee womam-killkn??"

“Wou damned old fooll?* Derrel snapped.
“You're as crazy as a bed-bug! Go on!
Get out! Just remember your promise,
that’s alll™

Cackling softly to himself Spear reached
the tent fitgp. His twisted hand, knuckles
raised with age, and doubtless the swell-
ing of rheumatism, gripped the tent pole as
he prepared to step into the night. But
he misjudged the height of the floor whieh
Derrel had erected against snakes.

A low cry crossed Derrel's lips as he saw
the old man fall. He was too late to
prevent the fall, and the efforts of John
Spear were unavailing. The reactlen which
Darrel had feared came over him suddenty.
It weakened the old museles and struelk
palsy inte the unsteady feet, whieh were
more faltering than ever witheut the staff
to ald them.

When he reached John Spear. the man
was erunfpled on the greund. He was mit-
terlng semething inesherently, and Rew
and then he eaelled seftly” Dextel reached
down and gathered the withered Bedy ints
his arms: Spear did net shjeet. His eyes
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were open, and in the clear moonlight they
struck Derrel as being too bright, John
Spear seemed not to realize that which was
taking place around him.

“Eph,” Derrel called sharply, “ show
me where this man lives in the old mansion.
I'm going to take him there; there is no
way to care for him here, and I think he's
badly humtt™

Silently, his bare feet swishing through
the grass audibly, Ephraim led the way
toward the mansion. Outside the building
he stopped and pointed.

“ Under de porch, mosser,” he indicat-
ed. “1I ain’'t gwine no fudder, mossayi™

Attributing the refusal to proceed to
more of Ephbraim’s ridiculous superstitions,
Dervel lunged on. He did not fear the
mansion, now that he was entering it at
ground level. There was no flworless
room through which he might pitch to
the basement. Spear was still mumbling to
himself, and Dexrel groped on in the hope
that the fman’s living quarters would quick-
ly disclose themselves.

The moonlight seeped through glassless
windows and doorless entryways. The lit-
tered ground floor of the ruin was amply
light. In such a chaos of vanishing treas-
ure the slightest note of modernity was out-
standing at a glance. Thus Derrel had
little difficulty in lugging his burden to a
door which stood erect, and which obvious-
ly led to repaired rooms at the cormer of
the mansion.

The door opened at his touch, but he
could see little now that the moonlight was
cut off. -The place was damp, damp with
the lingering chill of rains that were ages
old, damp with the tears of disintegrations.
Deirrel shuddered a little, groped carefully
into the room, and was fortunate in fimding
a bed, He laid his burden down, and ima-
mediately struck a match.

Through the chinks in his fingers the yel-
low light flared about the room, Vast
shadows appeared. Hanging before him
Derrel saw a large painting; it was of a
woman dressed in crinoline. In the center
of the room stood a rough table, and there
Derrel spied an oil lamp, which he quickly
lighted.

For_some reason unknown to himseif he
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closed the door they had entered, and
dropped a heavy bar in place. Then he
bent over John Spear, and looked anxiously
into the terrible face. The eyes were closed
now, the breathing was regular. Derrel
felt that no bones had been broken in the
fall, because, had that been the case, John
Spear must have been prodded to eon-
sciousness by the pain of his journey to
the mansien.

Derrel stole a look about the room. The
only thing in the place which jascinated
him was the painting. He looked more
closely now, and could see that it was a
duplicate of one which appeared in the li-
brary of the Gard home in Savannah. He
assumed that it was a likeness of the ¢olo-
nel’s mother, of the sacred mistress whom
John Spear had served when her hiusband
offered his life at Gettysburg.

In another part of the room there stood
an ancient musket, and hanging on the wall
oyer Spear’s bed was the cap of a Confed-
erate sergeant, while crossed above that
sacred relic were the epaulettes of a cap-
tain in the Confederate Army. The pie-
ture impressed itself upon Detrel’s mind
indelibly. It struck him as lucid, strikingly
allegorical. The cap was Spear’s. The
epaulettes were those of Celonel Gard’s
father!

“tie promisad!!” John Spear mumbled
suddenly. “ Damned Yankee promised!
Won’t come near you, Missy Mary—Ilet
you sleep just like I put you away. Tl Kkill
him, Missy Mary, if he lied! I’ll kill him,
as sure as fated!”

Derrel was struck helpless by the semi-
conscious words. His eyes ran again to the
painting. There were the same gracious
and unfathomable eyes of the Miss Mary
he knew! The same sweet mouth, the glor-
ious hair! And Spear called this woman
who lived only in oil “ Missy Mary.” Sure-
ly that was a darky name of affection! A
name that was endowed In the spirit of
love that still actuated John Spear.

“ God help you, old mam!” Derrel mut-
tered tenderly. “How little the world
knows! How little the history books tell!
How vast a thing is Jowed”

His eyes dimmed with tears. “ There is
more to all this than appears at the sur-
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face!” he told himself. “W\hat a peoplel
Have no fear, John Spear; your secret shall
be guarded, and the sacred ground your
love has hallowed will never know disturb-
ance at my handd™

He saw a bucket of water in the corner
of the room. He went to it, dipped his
handkerchief, and placed the coeling liquid
on John Spear’s forehead. Presently Spear
roused, his sharp eyes piercing into those
of Derrel’s.

“T felll" he muttered uncertainly. “J
stumbled off that damn tent, and struck my
head against the pole! A-a-a-a-a! You
toted me over here—I'm where I belong.
But I hate ye, damn ye! I hate ye like hell,
woman-killer! Git! Git! Ilit keep my
promise, you keep yoursi”

“T want to help you, john Spear,” Der-
rel pleaded. “ Please let me be your

friend! Please do! God knows we both
need a friendi™

“No! God help mel Nol” Spear
shrieked malignantly. “ You got no night
here—git! You promised to keep out of
here!”

“ But I only carried you here when you
were huntd?

“cGitt Git! A curse o’ hell on ye!t*
Spear cried, struggling to rise. As he
reached an upright position his threshing
arms disturbed his pillow. There fell to
the floor from beneath it a large Bible, its
edges yellow with age. The book sprawled
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open on the floor, and from it fell a piece of
cloth.

Spear fought like a tiger to retrieve it,
then to hide it from Derrel’s eyes. Be-
cause he realized that there was something
which the aged man held sacred, Derrel
looked at the table. He could not avoid
seeing there a bhill from a supply store in
Savannah. It was a memorandum bill, and
it ordered delivery to John Spear of a week-
ly order, though the charge had been sent
direct to Colonel Gard!

“CGit!” Spear was screaming.
ye! Gitt!”

Seeing that the man had recovered, and
fearing that anything that he attempted to
do would revert against his welfare, Derrel
retreated through the door, partially closing
it after him. Out into the ruins he went,
making a straight line for the nearest way
to the clean night outside.

But as he went there seemed to linger
before his eyes the painting he had seem.
It appeared almost like a wraith of the
ruins. He dashed his hand across his brow
in an effort to dispel the figgnemt. It per-
sisted, much as brilliant light often imprints
its reflection upon the retina after the eye
is closed.

And then he knew why; the dress in that
painting matched exactly the cloth which
had fallen frem John Spear’s Bible!

Out in the open air the rustle of the pal-
metto leaves was like that ef erineline.
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LTiID, and the world kids with you; grouch, and it hits the trail;

sing it a song and it kids you along, but it harks not to your
wail. Taoss it a joke, and it giggles; gloom, and it coldly sneers; it
will greet your chaff with a roaring laugh, but it will not heed

your tears.

Grin, and the world is.friendly; grieve, and it freezes up; it
will quaff your wine and pronounce it “ fire!” but it spurns your
wormwood cup. Wihistle a jig, and it dances to the lilt of your
music gay; but mourn, and it turns to its own concerns, while

alone you go your way!

Wil Thoneas Withiony



By TOM CURRY

AYBE you think a dick’s life is all
M cream cheese and dates; but it's
not. A fiatfent has to jump around
lively, and at times is just as much of a
lock-step man as any stone-cracker on an
Alabama road. He does what he’s told, and
if he don't he’s given such a razz his ear-
drums burst.

“ Stone bars do not a penitentiary make
nor iron bars a cell.” The guy who said that
knew what he was talking about. There's
times when a dick wishes he was sitting
pretty inside of four good walls, with
nothing to do but eat, sleep, and maybe
break up a few thousand-ton bowlders
during the day.

If the chief says go out and get that guy
with the funny ears, dead or alixe—=why,
you got to do it, dead or alive.

Most dicks get used to this and den't
kick. If they are successful they get paid
their dying wage, and if they ain’t, why
they get paid out just the same.

All this happened in a burg just big
enough to call its chief of police commis-
sioner. There had been a crime wave which
had proved a wash-out for the old chief; a

new czar was in charge and he intended
cleaning up all the crooked gangs in the
city, so he starts first with the police force.

I was a fimst-grade dick, and was re-
tained on my goed looks and fair reputa-
tion; but a lot of the boys fell by the way-
side. The idea was that nobody should eat
if he didn’t work, which surprised most of
the boys.

They took it easy, only putting in six-
teen or seventeen hours a day as a rule.
Most of the men fired set up agencies or
got ’em jobs where they were paid real cash
instead of given honorary mention on a
tombstone.

In spite of the new regulation forbidding
crime, the crooks were rampant as ever.
All of us who had been retained humped
ourselves to please the new boss, Mr.
Wilbur Gregg, and after awhile he stopped
talking to the press and looked around.

How old Softy Harris ever managed to
escape that first frenzied firing I can’t
imagine. Maybe he was so close that Gregg
didn't see him. Harris was working in the
office at headquarters as sub-assistant
recorder of personalities—iim other words,
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he did nothing all day but sit around and
look wise.

He was a scrawny old goofus, with white
hair and worried, washed-out blue eyes. He
had about six million wrinkles, and drawn
cheeks. But he still had some muscle in
that arm of his.

“ Say, Charlie,” says he to me, when the
new commish had exploded on the scene,
“I’'m getting worried. D’ you suppose Mr.
Gregg will drop me? I’'m past fifty, y’ know,
and—"

“ Hey,” 1 butts in. “ Past fiffp” Past
ninety, you meam.”

“ No, sir,” says Harris emphaticallly.
“ I'm fiifty-five if I'm a day.’*

I let the old bird have his say. He'd
been a harness-bull for forty years or so,
and had done pretty well, making ordinary
arrests and keeping the peace of his beat.

Rondman, the old bess, had asked him
if he didn't want to be retired on half pay,
and poor Harris nearly died. He’d been on
the force so long that if he couldn’t report
at a station house every morning he'd have
thought he was dead and in heaven.

He begged and pleaded till Rondman
brought him into the office, gave him a pen
and a chair, and forgot about him. He was
a member of the detective division, why, 1
don’t know; probably because there was no
vacancy on the clerical force just then. Any-
way, he wasn’t a <lerk.

So you see how the old bird stood when
Gregg took charge. FEirst thing a new
commmiish does is to blow loud blasts on his
bugle and proceed to clean out the cobwebs
in his predecessor’s barn.

But, as I said, Harris in some way
escaped the new commish’s eagle eye. It
was not until Gregg had been in charge for
about a month that the old man, drawing a
second-grade dick’s pay and doing little but
write his name on his envelope, came to this
majesty’s notice.

“What’s this old bird Harris good for,
anyway?” says Gregg to me, in the short,
snappy way he liked to think was detectiv-
ish. I guess he must have read a good many
detective stories, for he was always gnawing
~some mysterious bone.

“ Why, he's one of the best men in the
division, Mr. Gregg,” says 1.
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“ How old is he? Why hasm’t he been re-
tired before?”

“ Oh, he's not so ancient. The records
say he's past fifty, I believe,” says/1. All
Gregg needed to do to get the dope on the
old boy was to look up the record, of course.
“But what about this Slim Sammy
Broughton case? Shall I go on giving all
my time to it?”

But the stall didn't block.

“1 wish to speak of the man Harrig?
says Gregg, raising his eyebrows. “ He is
enrolled as a member of the detective divi-
sion. Does he make any arrests? Is he a
good detectimer?”

It was this annoying habit of harrying
us like we were school kids that got us
worked up.

* Why, yes,” says I, lying for the old
boy’s sake. “ He’s a good dick. He'’s been
on the force for so many years I don't
believe he'd know what to do with himself
if he was dropped. He—"

“ Now, .now, can the sob stuff® says
Gregg. “What do you think this is, a
court reem?”

Truth to tell, the new commish hadn’t
been doing as well as had been promised by
the administration. The crooks were just
as brazen, and his Stertoré Holness methods
weren't working so well,

That was why he was trying to “clean
up ¥ again, for the benefit of the news-
papers. The reason he'd been chosen was
that crime was rampant in the old burg,
stricter police work had been demanded,
and Gregg had sworn he was the man to
supply it.

“ Call Harris,” says the boss, frowning
mightily. “T want to have a talk with him
—so0 long as you say he’s such a good
detective.”

I went out feeling sort of cold in the
shoes—Gregg was kind of sore at me be-
cause I hadn't been able to pick up a badly
wanted man. I found the old boy doddering
around in the lieutenant’s office.

“Eh? You say the chief wants mme?"

says he, looking scared. “ What's he
want?”’
“1 dunmo,” says I, “But he thinks

you're a great detective. Do your best, and
I'll back you up.”



“1 don’t like to lie—" he began, but 1
pushed him into his highness’s boudoir.

“ Well, Harris,” says Gregg, with his
favorite frown—the one they photographed
so much. * Johnson tells me that you are
an extremely efficient detective. Why have
you not been busy as have the other men?
I have had no report from you since T took
charge.”

“ Well, sitr—>' begins the old boy.

“ He ain’t used to writing reports,”’ says
I, quickly. “He’s been working along
quietly, giving us boys advice

“ From now on, you come to me for ad-
vice,” says Gregg. “ Harris, I believe that
you are getting too old for the department
—why have you not been retired on
pensiem?”’

“ T don’t want to quit, chief,” says the old
bird, looking worried to death, “ I—"

“He’s still good for a couple of hundred
years, Mr. Gregg,” says 1.

“H’'m.” You could see Gregg smelled a
rat. “T shall see what I want to do about
your case, Harris,” says he sternly. “ You
may go.”

I hustled out and told all the boys I
could find to boom Harris to the skies.

IL

I HAD been busy looking for a wan
known as Slim Sammy Broughton, alias
Jack Harte, alias other things. He was a
box-gpemer by trade. Two months before
he had ducked the damper, opened a jewelry
store can, killed two watchmen so dead they
had to be buried, and got away with one
hundred thousand dollars’ worth of cash
and jewels.

I had been hunting him high and lew;
requests for help had been sent to other
cities, and all the boys were on the look-
out for him. However, we hadn't been able
to find hide nor hair of him—ne word, no
squealers, nothing.

It was two days later that Harris was
again called into Gregg's office.

“ Harris” says the chief coldly, “ 1 am
going to retire you from the feree—"

“ Oh, no,” gasps the old boy.

“ _ unless you can prove te me that yeu
are still competent,” finishes Gregg. * I will
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give you a chance, and if you make good
I will admit that T am wrong and will re-
tain you.”

“ What have I got to do?” asks Harris
eagerly.

“ 1 have been told by every man I have
questioned,” says Gregg, with a nasty smile,
* that you are an exceedingly fine detective,
in spite of the records. I want you to prove
this unqualified assertion. I will give you
one week in which to work your wonder—
bring Slim Sammy Broughton to me within
that time, or find where he is hiding, and
I will admit your claim. Otherwise, you
will be retired on a patrolman’s half pay.”

Bam! The old boy sort of staggered
when he heard this. I was shocked too,
for it was an impossible task Gregg was
handing the poor old goofus. If none of
the division had been able to pick up
Broughton, how could this old wreck, near-
sighted and weak-kneed, ever find him?

But there was nothing to do about it.
T wheeled Harris out before he could knock
over the beans, and told the boys in the
office what had happened.

“ Now it's up to us, men,” says I. *“ The
man who finds Broughton must turn him
over to Harris and let him bring him in.
Be careful and follow ’em, in case Brough-
ton is found—$lim’s a tough customer,
Harris, and you must let us know im-
mediately if you discover him.”

“A fat chance we've got of smelling
Broughton out in a week,” says Mac-
kenzie, one of the boys. “ Why, he’s prob-
ably a thousand miles away by this timme™

“ You’ll have to go out and stall along
that you’re hunting up Broughton,” says T
to Harris, who was almost blubbering.
“Go down in the Tenderloin, but keep
away from the tough joints; we don’t want
to have to come down and scrape your face
off some barroom floor, Well help you out,
Harris, so buck up.”

“ What's this Broughton look like?” asks
the old boy, perking up at our promises.

I take him to the gallery and open the
files. “ Here he is,” says I.

The old man got up close so’s he could
see; I had to read most of the record to
him because he was so near-sighted and
the print was so small.



THE CLEAN IfP.

“<8lim Sammy Broughton, alias Jack
Harte, alias William Slode, et ceteva. Ar-
rested on a charge of larceny June i6th,
1916—paroled. Arrested for violation of
parole, July §th, 7916. One year in Elmira.
Burglary, second degree, July i7th, i$d7,”
and so on and so on. * Escaped from State
Penitentiary April 14th, 1926. Wanted for
the murder of David Peliman and Ernest
Smythe, Wy i2th, 1§26. Dangerous,
carries .45 calibre automatic pistol, will
use it.” There were a lot more detalls,
and pictures of Broughton, a slim, evil-eyed
tomato with a criminal’s mug:

“TN find him,” says Harris, drawing
such a deep breath that his lungs crackled.
“T've got my old gun here, and I'm going
out and find him. I bet he's right here in
this towm.”

“1 doubt it,” says 1. “ But go ahead.
Make a stab at it, and we’ll help you.” 1
was glad to see the old boy so perked up.

The newspapers had been calling for
action; we'd made a good many arrests,
but fast as we brought ’em in new offenders
appeared.

Old Harris goes out into the dusk. It
was time for me to go off ‘duty; but I felt
worried about the old boy, so I thought I'd
follow him and see he didn’t get hurt. So
off I go, shadowing him in the best manner.

The old boy heads straight for the
toughest part of the town. He stopped and
spoke to- the harness-bull ori the beat, and
then he goes to Rainbow Vaum’s, the worst
joint in town, where many a good dick had
lost an ear.

It was shut up from time to time, but
Vaum always managed to squirm out of it
with a fine, and open the joint again. He
was a fence and suspected of harboring
criminals.

The old boy arrived at Vaum’s at dusk.
I sneaked to a side window on the alley-
way and peeked in. The window was open,
and I could hear and see him.

The old man, looking like some kind of
retired banker, goes straight up te the bar
and orders a drink. He got it, too, With
no questions asked.

“ Say,” T heard him pipe a moment later,
“I'm a detective from police headquarters,
and I'm looking for a man by the name of
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Broughton—&lim Broughton. I’'m going to
get him too. Is he here?”

Well, now, I ask you!

Vaum, big, husky, and broad-faced,
grinned at the old man. He thought he was
joking, But he says:

“Why you old bum, I don't harbor
criminals. What’s the matter with you, you
white-headed old rowe?”

“Who you got in that back room?” says
Harris, ignoring the insults.

“ What's that to you?" growls Vaum.

“T1'll show you,” yells Harris, and with-
out pausing an instant he ran at the door
which led to the rear.

I saw Vaum frantically pressing an alarm
button with his foot—it was to warn some
one inside—and then I saw old Harris crash
up against that deor and knock it in.

I leaped in the window and covered Vaum
and his men. The lights were-out in the
back room, and the most frightful rumpus
was going on.

Three seconds later, when I managed to
back over there, covering Vaum and his
cronies, the old boy comes staggering out,
dragging a slim guy with a patch over one
eye.

“1 got him,"” he crows. “ Lie down, you
dirty craokd™

~If this was detective work, I'm a sea-
going roller-skate.
I11.

IT wasn't Slim Broughton, by any means
—ibut it was a man we wanted. I recog-
nized him.

“ You’re under arrest, Margolies,” says
1, keeping an eye on Vaum and Co. * There
is a couple of little charges you have -to
answer to. "Come alomg.”

The old boy had already subdued the
prisoner; with me in reserve, we hustled
Margolies into a cab and took him to head-
quarters,

Now, our lockup was a couple of blocks
down the street, in the City Hall basement.
It was used by the city as a jail for petty
offenders, as well as to hold major criminals
for trial. The cops and dicks kept their
men there, and the police judges sent thelr
prisoners to it for any term up to §lx
months,



We questioned Margolies, and he eon-
fessed to two stickups, and then we handed
him over to the jail officials to be held
until court convened in the morning.

We were always apprised of the fact
when any major-offense crook was brought
in by a harness bull, so we could go dewn
and look him over; but when a petty of-
fender, a drunk, disorderly, and so on, was
brought in, he was stuck away without a
word to us. There were so many arrests
for misdemeanors that it would have taken
us all our time checking up on the petty
offenders.

Now, after Harris’s prisoner had been
stuck away, I congratulated the old man,
who didn’t seem much excited.

“ Pretty work,” says I. “ We've had our
hooks out for Margolies for some time.”

“Oh,” says he. “1 don’t care about
him. T have to get Slim Sam or T'li lese
my job. He’s the one I'm interested im."”

Well, there wasn’t much to say about
that, so I trotted home to get some sleep.
The old man had been out for sixteen hours
or so, so he went home too.

But next morning he started out bright
and early. We didn’t hear from him all
day. I was beginning to get worried about
him, when the phone rang. I answered.

“ Hello. Is that you, Charlie?” says the
cracked voice of old Softy Harris. “ Well,
I've got the man the boss wants so much.
I’'m bringing him im.”

Atta boy,” I yeiled. “ Hey, Harris
has got Slim Broughton,” I says, turning
to Mackemzie and a couple of others wheo
were.in the office at the time.

“You want some help?” 1 asked over
the phone; but the old boy had rung off.

“ 3ay, I bet Slim socks him over the ¢oco
while he’s trying to bring him in says
Mackenzie.

I was afraid of that myself; but twenty
minutes later a cab draws up in front of
headquarters, and the old man gets dewn,
yanks out a guy along with him, and brings
him right in. He had cuffs on the crook.

“ Here he i3, boys,” crows Harris, siep-
ping the prisoner on the back.

Well, this bend was about eight feet high
and fat as a walrus’s grandfather. He had
a flat nose and light hair, and he looked
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no more like Slim Broughton than a ripe
watermelon.

“ This ain't Broughton,” says Macken-
zie. “ You poor old coot, what’s the matter
with you? Wihere did you pick up this
tomato?”

“ Ain't this Broughttom?" says Harris, his
face falling. “1I dug him out of a shanty
down across the tracks., He’s been up to
something; he put up a terrible battle”

We tried to question the big guy, but
he was sulky and wouldn’t talk. We mas-
saged him a bit, but he wouldnt come
across. He kept saying: “ I ain’t done nut-
tin)-ﬂ

Presently in walks Al Jimson, an old-
timer who knew every crook in the State.

“ Why, hello, Mugger?" says he, going
up to the prisoner. “ Where the hell ‘ve
you been hiding, smywest?’

“ Howdy, Al,” says Mugger Keeler, one
of the toughest prowlers in the country.

“1 want you for six little jobs” says
Jimson. “ How come you to pay us this
delightful visit®”

Mugger cussed some, but he came across.
The old man had brought in another rough

guy- ]
V.

WE said nothing this time. If Harris
could handle a guy like Muggeer, why, he
wasn't in much danger. We let him go
out again that evening, and about 16 P.M.,
after I'd gore off duty, he rings up and asks
for the wagon.

“1 got a whole load of prisoners, and 1
suspect every one of ’em'’s Slim Broughtom,”
says the old bird.

Well, sir, I heard about it from a couple
of the prisoners the next morning. Harris
had walked into a joint across the tracks
and announced he was a detective. Nobody
would believe him, he looked so old and
decrepit.

He argued for a long time, and showed
his badge; even then the Fagin of the joint
wouldn't believe him. It was a fence’s
den, and there were about ten crooks in
back waiting to hock their loot.

Pretty soon. Harris gets impatient and
socks the Fagin one in the snoot and rushed
through the house. He found eight men,
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whom he arrested on suspicion of their
being Slim Broughton. A harness bull
helped him out. The other two crooks man-
aged to escape.

The old bird had to draw his gun, he
told us, to keep the gang quiet. But he
brought eight of 'em in. They were all sus-
pects and wanted men,

It got to be a standing joke. The old boy
didn’t sleep but a few hours a day; the
rest of the time he spent combing the city
for Slim Broughton.

“ How in hell do you ever nose out these
joints?” T asked him, after he had brought
in about fifty prisoners, and every one of
them an A-I proposition.

“ Why,” says he, “ I know every harness
bull in the city, and I just go to the man
on the beat, ask him where the toughest
joint in the vicinity is, get him to stand by
while I go in and _tell ’em I'm a detective.
Then I raid the place.”

That was his system. Nobody would
believe he was a dick when he walked in,
and the comsequence was that when he
started his rough stuff they were unpre-
pared.

The newspapers were beginning to sit up
and look alive, and were praising Gregg
for his methods; the chief felt pretty goed,
and even commended Harris for his work.
However, the Slim Broughton question was
still in the air; everybody wanted to knew
sy he wasn’t apprehended. There were
a couple of papers hostile to the administra-
tion, and they kept the subject alive.

“ Harris,” Gregg says, when the eld boy
had worked steadily for six days, “ I want
you to get Broughton. Yoeu have enly
twenty-four hours in which to do it.”

“ Chief,” says the old boy, “ I will bring
him in, if T have to pinch every creok in
the city. Give me just a day or twe
more.”

“ Not another Gregg
firmly.

You see, Gregg didn’t like to admit he
was wrong; yet it was the old bird who was
making his “ system ¥ successful.

Well, crime went on; but the old bey
brought in so many rough characters you'd
wonder there would be any more crooks
left on the job. For the last twenty-four

minute,” says
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hours of his week he staged a grand round-
up, and brought in twenty prisoners, most
of 'em yeggs, dips and stick-up men.

“1 can't find him,” says the old boy t®
Gregg, when his time was up. “ I'm begin-
ning to think he ain't in the city.”

“ Nomnsense,” said the commish, “ He’s
hiding here where he can be helped by
his friends. Harris, I'm beginning to think
you should be retiimexil

It was a dirty trick of Gregg to play the
old boy the way he was; he hemmed and
hawed about retiring him, when as a_ matter
of fact he wouldn’t have let him go then
for a million bucks. He just wanted him
to keep on bringing in crooks.

“ Well, T tell you what I will do,” says
Gregg at last. “ I'll give you another week.
If by the end of that time you have not
brought in Broughton, I will be forced to
put you on the pension kst

Harris thanked him profusely. He
sighed with relief, and immediately went
out with a fresh burst of youthful enthu-
siasm and brought in a gang of ‘dips -he
found in some shanty on the outskiitts of
the town.

He was no more a detective than a police
dog is; what he did was to pick up all
the evil-looking or suspicious characters he
saw.

He made one or two mistakes, but they
weren’t serious. He was so near-sighted,
though, that it’s a wonder he didn't cop
the mayor and bring him in.

His pals, the harness bulls, helped him
out a lot. They were always willing to
give us a word; but they would work
around and smell out joints for the old
boy.

You see, he was the grand old man of
the force with them. He worked in their
way, which was to rush up and sock a
suspect on the jaw, and they just loved it.
Most of the dicks had done their bits en
the beat, but a plainclothes man works dif-
ferently once he’s called a dick.

By the end of the second week the crooks
began to get scared. The old boy raided
every suspected house and den in town, and
nobody was safe. There was always a hat-
ness bull backing him up, and as {ef gangs;
Harris simply ate ’em up.
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He was knocked around some and got
a couple of bullets through his eold hide,
but that didn’t seem to discourage him. He
was too old to bleed much, I guess.

The jail was getting overcrowded, with
prisoners who were awaiting trial. Most
of 'em had been brought in by Harria.
There was a year’s work for the D. A. and
his men, and the old boy was dick in s
many cases he wouldn’t have time to testify
in ’em all, not if he took every hour of the
twenty-four for six months, That didn't
worry him, however.

“I only got two days more,” says he
feverishly. “il got to find Broughton, er
T’ll be retimed”

Gregg had softened up quite a bit te-
ward us all, and especiaily toward old Har-
ris. The newspapers were booming him and
saying what a clean-up he was making. It
was true, too; the crooks were thinning out
and a great many of ‘em left towm.

Most of the boys sat back amazed and
stood ready to do checking up, and so Om,
on the prisoners Harris brought in. Our
little city’s crime wave had about petered
out by the end of the second week of the
old boy’s action. He had just brought in
a couple of stickup men who'd shet a vie:
tim two days before.

They had been sort of tough and had
tried to bore the old man, and he'd had te
wing one of ‘em. We got confessions from
them.

It was the last day of the old boy’s ¢lean-
up. If he didn’t have Broughton by four
o’clock that afternoon Gregg would fire
him. At least, so Harris thought.

He was utterly worn out, the poor eld
beggar. He sank down in my chair and
puffed away, his old eyes tired and most
out. One arm was bandaged and he had
a terrible bump over his right eye where
some murderer had socked him.

“IF'm through, Charlie,” says he, piti-
fully. “T’ve only got two hours, and Y've
cleaned every joint in town, There’s noth:
ing for me to do but go home and die.”

“ Like hell,” says 1 indignantly.  Gregg
won’t fire you now—but if he does, every
one of us will quit. Isn’t that so, boys™”*

The boys all swore they would. After
the work the old man had. done, it weuld

have been a dirty shame not to give him
what he wanted—just permission to stay as
a member of the force till he popped off.

Then Gregg comes in, with a frown on
his brow.

“ The mayor has just phoned me that the
City Hall jail is so overcrowded that it 11
be necessary to move some prisoners to an-
other building. He doesn't want to take a
chance on keeping any major offenders in
the warehouse that's to be converted into
a lock-up; so he wants to move some petty
offenders who have only a few weeks to
serve.

“They are all doing time for misde-
meanors—dunks, petty thieves, and so on
—and are not dangerous at all. However,
you must handle them carefully. There
will be forty of them, and he wants me to
send a detail of men to help transfer them.
Mackenzie, Johnson, Williams, amd—well,
Harris, you might just as well go with
them. - It may be your last official act. It’s
two o’clock now.”

Gregg said this very coldly. I didn't
think he would let Harris go; there were,
still one or two crooks left in the city;
but then, you never could tell. He might
be going to retire Harris just to show he
meant what he said.

Six of us go out, the old man tottering
along after us. We went down to the City
Hall, and downstairs to the block of cells
in the rear of the building where the petty
offenders were kept.

They were a brow-beaten lot, mest of
‘'em, having come up against a harness-
bull in action. Drunks, sneak thieves, wife-
beaters—all of 'em doing thirty days to six
months.

It was very seldom we dicks went to that
block of celis, for, as a rule, we were not
interested in petty offenders, We had
grander troubles.

We started dragging out the men, and
handcuffing 'em to hold ’em together on the
wagons we had. They were to be taken
to a vacant warehouse down the block,
where they would be held under guard
until their terms expired.

Harris had brought in soc many prisoners
the jail almost burst. It was an unprece-
dented sitaattion.
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About the eighth cell, we had trouble
getting the prisoner to stand up. He was
lying, face down, on his cot, and refused
to rise when ordered. Harris was right be-
hind me. The other boys were a cell or
two up the line.

“ Get up, you rotten tomate,” says I,
grabbing him by the collar.

I yanked the prisoner to his feet, and he
stood there, his face averted.

“ Get outt—" I began, and then I let
out a yell.

“ Well, I’ll be dammexd!” says I.

“ What'’s the matten?” says Harris, who
had been looking sort of dreamy and far-
off while the proceedings were going on. I
suppose he was thinking of how he would
not be a detective by that time to-morrow,

I was too stunned to speak, as the full
significance of it all burst over me.

For the man in the cell, standing with his

back to me now, with sullen head bent low, -

was none other than Slim Sammy Brough-
ton, the man we'd been after for so long.

“ Look, Harris,” 1 yelled. * Here's Slim
Sam Broughton, or I'm a seagoing cralp!”

“ Whatt!” says the old man with a gasp.

It was Broughton, all right. He started
cursing at us when we mentioned his name,
and made a pass at me. He was wanted
for murder, you’ll remember, and getting
caught was no light matter. We had the
goods on him.

I thought the old man was going to croak
when he realized that at last Broughton
was found.

I looked up the record of the prisoner—
Jackson, his name was on the lieutenant’s
book. He had been arrested by a harness-
bull the day after the murder. fice

He had thrown a brick through a plate-
glass window and had been given three

CLEAN UP.
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months by a magistrate. He had sworn
to a false name, of course, and had been
stuck away In as pretty a hiding place as
can be imagined.

I kicked myself all around the place for
not having remembered that dodge. It's an
old one.

A wanted man will travel to some near-
by burg, and get taken up on a petty
charge. He stays snugly in a cell until the
hue and cry dies down, when he is relleased,
gets the plunder he has cached somewhere,
and lives high tilli he is ready to commit
his next crime,

Broughton knew our system, saw its pos-
sibilities, and knowing that he would be
closely pursued and probably taken, worked
the trick right under our noses. He didn’t
even have to leave town,

Well, Gregg was highly pleased. He
commended the old man.

“ From now on,” says the bess, “ you are
my aiid”

And he kept Harris by him after that.
But to get back to the moment.

“YWaulve earned the right to take
Broughton to Gregg,” says I. “ If it hadn't

“been for you, we’d never have come down

here. Go ahead ™

The old man coliared Broughton and
started him off.

“Say,” says Macdkenzie, anxiously,
“Ain’t - Slim liable to escape? He may

- crack the old boy on the dome and slip

aw.m

“ If he does,” says I, “ may I never see
another dmy!"

Well, I've seen several days since them;
the old boy had Broughton in Gregg's of-
fice inside of five minutes,

“ Ah! T've got you at last, Brougltiom,®
says Gregg, when told who it was.

THE END

o]
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QUEEN'S PAWN
By GORDON STILES

will be next week's Compilete Noxelette, a story that starts rather quietly ashore
but runs into the most exciting passages afloat that modern fiction can furnish.



By FRED MAciSAAC

Asithor o

“ The Big Voixe,*" * The Print of a Framh Hedl,'' ete.

WIHAT HA&S OCCURRRED I'N PRRITS 1| amid I1.

RTHUR PRIDE, a junior Y. M. C. A, executive, saves Carolus Mordant, financier, from the
attack of a crank, and is rewarded with a well-paid position as bodyguard of the milliionaire,

although ostensnbly he is a confidential secrel

A girl calling herself Miss May fieldi attempts

acquaintanceship with Arthur that she may get inside information on his employer for the band of
crooks with which she is associated. George Folsom, another of Mordant’s executives, cuts in on
a date that Arthur has with Miss Mayfield, is believed by her to be a Mordant spy, and is black-
jacked and shanghaied on a tanker. Arthur, unaware of Miss Mayfield’s real object, continues to
meet the girl, and falls half in love with her. He contrasts her apparent ladylike traits with those
of Mordant’s flapper daughter, who, though he does not know it, is an innocent girl pretending to
be hard-boiled. Jameson. chief of Miss Mayffield’s gang and an arch enemy of Mokdant, gains access
to the latter’s office and threatens the magnate’s life unless a large sum is fortheoring. Ar-thur gets a
good look at the blackmailer, and deterimines to protect his employer at the risk of his ewn life, if

necessary.
CHAPTER XIV (Couiimuad).
CONCERNING A MILLION DOLLARS.

E George Folsom affair had worried

the other George; being a schemer

himself he was wary of plots even

when none was in sight, and the manner

in which Mordamt’s secretary had thrust

himself into his business indicated to him
that Mordant was alert and taking the of-

fensive. Before he proceeded upon the
original lines he had to know whether such
was the case or if what appeared to be a
suspicious incident were just a coincidence.

His call had been for the purpose of
settling that matter, and he had not touched
upon it until he was about to exit. The
evident surprise of the fimancier that the
nonappearance of Folsom had anything to
do with the intrigues of Jameson was all he

This etany begm in the Angesylllstory Waishly for Sepitentber 25.
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needed. It was possible that Folsom had
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for his bold visitor than his manner to him

been making some investigations of his own, / had indicated was proved when he answered

but certainly not at the instigation of
Carolus Mordant.

As Jameson waited for an elevator, two
clerks in different sections of the big office
rose from their desks, put on their hats
and sauntered toward him; although he did
not appear to observe their approach he
was entirely cognizant of it, had expected
something of the sort. Mordant, of course,
had a system of signals with his push but-
tons. These two men were detectives and
they had been instructed to follow him.

He stepped quietly into an elevator, saw

-them thrust themselves in- with him, al-
though the car was quite crowded, and paid
no further attention to them as the car
shot downward.

He paused in the main hall on his way
to the exit to speak to a young man who
was loitering there, then left the building
and turned up Broadway. He walked two
blocks to a subway entrance, looked back
and saw that he was not followed, then
descended and took an express train up-
town.

One of the detectives had been stopped
just outside the Mordant building by a
man who wanted to know how to get to
Cedar Street.

The person insisted upon full directions,
and grasped the arm of the operator when
he tried to get away. Exasperated, the
man told him and shook himself free, but
Jameson was lost in the crowd.

The second shadow had gone half a block
when a man carelessly swinging a cane
knocked off his hat. As the detective
stooped for it, the individual who had
caused the accident also tried to retrieve
jt: they collided violently and both sat on
the sidewalk.

Muttering apologies, the cane-wielder
climbed to his feet and vanished, while the
sleuth was left completely off the trail.
Jameson had not bearded the lion in his den
without making his preparations.

To Mordant, who was wondering how he
could lay his hands on a million dollars
-cash, the visit of Jameson with a brazen
demand for a second million was tremend-
ously annoying. That he had more respect

a telephone call a moment later as follows:

“No, I do not care to go into the Glo-
mont affair at this time. I am aware that
it is a good proposition. If no other ar-
rangements are made I may be interested
again in a montln”

And having cast aside the biggest bar-
gain in several years, he then continued his
figurimg for the purpose of getting hold of
a million in a few days.

Between the Glomont Motor Company
and his own life he considered the latter
by far the best buy; however he was far
from comsidering accepting the proposal of
George Jameson—that gentleman would
have to play his trumps.

CHAPTER XV.
ARTHUR PRIDE STEPS OUT.

RTHUR PRIDE was dining with
Miss Magyfield in the main dining
room of the Hotel Madlerne. As it

was the first time that he had entertained
a young lady at dinner in a hotel, and as
this young lady happened to be the most
charming he had ever met in his life, he
was so happy that he was incoherent,

Lulu wore a dainty little black dress with
old lace at the throat and sleeves, which
fitted tightly at the waist, then became
quite voluminous and stopped only six
inches from the floor.

As she had spent an hour letting out. the
bottom of the dress, which was built to
display her kneecaps, she was pleased at
his admiration of it, although she would
not have liked to be seen in it by anybody
else.

She was deliberate in speech; in fact, she
Rad modeled herself upon Elsie Eerguson,
and she was thoroughly enjoying her im-
personation of that actress in “ The Grand
Duchess and the Waiter.

She thought slie was good, and-she was
good;- had George Folsom, who was busy
at that moment trying to. clean up a foul
bunk on the tanker Merton, where he was
expecting to sleep after the uhhappiest day
in his life, been able to look upon the dainty,
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demure and modest little woman who was
hanging wide-eyed upon the remarks of
Arthur Pride, he would have had difficulty
in recognizing the damsel who had decoyed
bim out the back way at “ Tony’s.”

It was a simple matter for Lulu to de-
ceive Arthur; that serious-minded and sim-
ple young man was intoxicated by her pres-
ence and, assuming that she was as much
interested in literature as himself, had start-
ed immediately to discuss it, and his tongue
was so loose it hung in the middle. Before
the roast he had referred to Huxley, Walter
Pater, Pepys, Boswell, Addison and Sterne,
names which had never been placed in elec-
tric lights on Broadway, and accordingly
guite unknown to Lulu.

But all that Arthur needed was an au-
dience. A nod and a smile would start
him going when he seemed about to run
down.

“Wes, indeed.” “dX course, you are
right” “Dw you reaily think so?” “I
agree with you perfectly.”

These were her total contributions to the
tabie conversation. Her face was set primly,
her smile was one of graciousness and peise,
her eyes were fixed upon his in admiration.
which was not feigned, by the way.

While one would suppose that a girl of
her type would be bored and annoyed at
a man who talked continuously of things
unknown, who did not flirt, made no efiert
to step on her foot, or to touch her hand
as it lay on the table, who did not even
know that you can’t take an up-to-date
girl to dinner in New York without produc-
ing a flask, it happened that Lulu was
most favorably impressed.

He was a nice, clean, almest handsome
boy, he was so thoroughly in earnest and
he surely must be tremendously well edu-
cated to talk for a whole hour about things
that she did not know existed.

Lulu found herself wishing that she was
the kind of girl that Arthur suppesed her
to be; she told herself savagely that she
had never had a chance, that she had ak-
ways wanted to be a lady; if she had net
lost her parents and been compelied to
shift for herself at thirteen, if she had gone
to good schools and college, and had not
Lieen forced to associate with toughs and
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crooks and tenderloin hangers-on, she could
have held her own with Arthur Pride.

The girl she was pretending to be to-
night was the real Lulu, the other one was
the result of circumstances over which she
had no control. Her personality had caught
Arthur Pride. Without make-up or artifice
the real Lulu had appealed to this cultured
young man. How she would love to sit
with him night after night, and let him
educate her.

Her friend Pete would have roared with
laughter if he had known what was passing
through the mind of the snappy little Lulu.

George Jameson might not have laughed
so loud. He was a strange person, a terri-
fying person, Jameson. She thought he
was probably as well educated as Arthur,
but he was a crook, the brains of a gang
of which she was an humble member,

Jameson could pass as a gentleman. He
was sort of contemptuous of his associates
and companions, yet he cauid be very cruel;
she knew he was utterdy unscrupulous, she
liked him, and was afraid of him.

A woman has many of the qualities of
a chameleon. She is an actress on the stage
and off. If she loves a man she tries to
find out what kind of a woman he thinks
she is apd then she makes an effort to
play that woman, only in mpments of ex-
citement or rage does she drop the mask.

Wihile Lulu was not in love with Arthur,
she liked him tremendously. Folsom, who
spoke her language, who understood her at
a glance, had made no impression upon her.

George said that she must be nice to
Arthur, make him fall in love with her.
If she wanted to marry him it would be
all right. Well, it would not be hard to
be nice to him, but she nrever would dare
to marry him. Suppose some day he
stopped talking and asked her questions
about these strange matters he took it for
granted she kmew as well as he did.
Waouldn’t it be terrible?

After the dinner he suggested a motion
picture theater where they sat in the dark-
ness and looked at a stupid film, Arthur,
so thrilled by the experience that he did
not know what the picture was about, steal-
ing a look at her pure little profile; Lulu
wondering if it would be a false move &
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slip her little hand into his. She always
held hands in the movies, that was what
they were for.

When it was all over, they had an ice
cream soda then Arthur conducted her back
to the hotel. They walked.

She promised to meet him the next night,
or the night after, if his duties permitted.
They shook hands, and parted.

Lulu cried for half an hour after she
went to bed; for the first time in years
she had spent an evening with a man who
treated her with proper respect, who had
not told bad stories, or assumed that she
liked liquor, or made improper suggestions.

She had supposed that she would have
a terrible time; instead she had emjoyed
herself. During the movie the poor child
had been thinking how nice it would be
to live in the suburbs in a little house with
a man like that, have him talk to her
about literature all the time so that fimallly
she would be very cultured; and they would
have babies. Instead she was setting some
kind of a trap for him. She was a decoy
and when he found out he would hate her.

Arthur went home in a state of bliss.
What a delightful girl, so beautiful, yet se
intelligent! If he had been placed on a
witness stand he would have been willing
to swear that they had exchanged ideas
upon Walter Pater and Pepys and Boswell
and Huxley, and that she had made im-
portant contributions to the discussion.

He let himself into the Mordant heuse
about eleven thirty and found the library
on the second floor brightly illuminated.
Mordant was not in the room, but Mrs.
Maordant was present, and so was Grace,
who hailed him as a break in a monotonous
evening.

“ Come in, Mr. Pride”
“ Mother wants to meet yow.™

Mrs. Mordant was a ponderous person
in black satin; behind her back the servants
called her “the six ton truck.” She had
iron-gray hair which she wore wound around
what used to be called a “ rat,” which gave
her a high pompadour, and her face was
round and solid, but a sickly white instead
of being ruddy.

Her age was probably fifty, but she gave
the impression of being much older.

she called.
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She had several chins and jowls. Her
manner to Arthur was severe and cold.
Young men were an object of suspicion, as
she had a daughter to protect from their
guile. In her opinion the new secretary
must already be scheming to marry Grace
and inherit the Mordant fortune. She
would show him that he was a domestic
servant.

She had acquired a gold lorgnette which
she used only to overawe persons, although
it was not in the least necessary, for she
was an overpowering personality without it.
To Arthur she looked like Queen Victoria
in her old age, only less motherly and more
gueenly.

“So you are Mr. Pride,” she said, when
he had been introduced. Her voice was
deep, and she spoke slowly. ¢ Withat have
you been doing this evemig?*

“1 have been to a motion picture thea-
ter,” he said politely.

“Indeed. Have you been dminingy?”

Grace giggled. Her mother silenced her
with a frown.

“T don't drink, Mrs. Mordant,” retorted
Arthur indignantly.

“ Do you go to clmnalty?”

“ Yes, ma'am, every Sundgayy’

“Reeallly?” Her ice seemed less chilling.
“ Do you read your Bible rezularlyy?*

“ Quite oftem’*

“ Do you dance the tamgm?' she aslked
with a meaning glance at Grace, which re-
ferred to the Folsom disaster.

“ No, ma'am.” He was still polite, but
there was something about Mrs, Mordant
that was enraging.

“ Were your parents church mmemibens??*

“They were

“ 1 understand my husband got you from
the Y. M. €. A, You were an official

“ Assistant mamagen:’*

“ 1t is not the society it was once. 1
understand that they hold dances in Y. M.
C. A. buildimgs*

“Eor those who have no prejudices
against dancing. Muost churches do not ob-
ject to dancing, Mrs. Mordant.”

“My church does. I do niot approve

of it”
He was silent, hoping that the inquisi-
tion was over. 5
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“ With whom did you attend this mo-
tion pictmme?’

“ Really, Mrs. Mordant, ism't that my
affain?”

“ Not at all,” she said placidly. * You
are a member of my household, and I will
not permit our servants to have bad as-
sociates.”

“ Mother., Mr. Pride is not a senvanty)
protested Grace. Arthur looked kindly at
the girl for the first time.

“ Were you with a young wemant’*

“ ¥Yes,” he said, furious but truthful.

“ Most reprehensitile,” said Grace. Her
mimicry of her mother was remarkable.
“ Was she a church memntbe?*

“ 1 shall attend to this” said her mother.

“1 do not think I shall answer any more
questions, Mrs. Mordant,” declared Arthur,
white with anger. “II am your hushand's
employee. If you do not wish me to reside
in your house, perhaps he will permit me
to leave it.”

“1 have a young, innocent girl to pro-
tect,” replied Mrs. Mordant. “ Of course,
you will have no social relations with my
daughter in any event, but it is my duty to
know all about you.”

“[ refer you to Mr. Mordant.”

“Very well, you may go”

He turned on his heel and stalked eut,
so angry that he did not care if his de-
fiance of the mistress of the house cost
him his job. His fury was chiefly provoked
by her insinuation that the girl who ae-
companied him to the movies must be a
person of low moral character. When he
considered the purity and sweetness, the
culture and honesty of Miss Mayfield, and
gompared her to the daughter of this seli-
fighteous woman, he could hardly contain
himself.

Mrs. Mordant was looking for metes in
other people’s eyes and she had a texy large
beam in her own eye. Under her nose Miss
Mardant carried on, behaved scamdaliously;
he would have loved to tell her, but, well,
tie didn't know just why he couldn’t pos-
sibly tell on Grace; perhaps he was begin-
nlng to sympathize with the young girl
whe was compelled to associate with the
narrew, bigoted mether and the stern for-
bidding father. It Grace Mordant had the

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY,

privilege of association with a high-minded,
noble girl like Miss Mayfield, she might
see the error of her ways.

He went on to his chamber, amggr-giv-
ing place to depression. Certainly this
position which had seemed so wonderful
with a salary beyond dreams of avarice was
already becoming onerous,

His employer seemed to comsider him a
gunman, called him in and pointed out
bhuman targets, there was menace in the
atmosphere he was breathing, the great
financier was obviously in terror of his life.
And his wife was a most unpleasant woman
who Intended to treat him like a servant.
And he was deadly afrald ¢f Miss Merdant.
The glrl was like a stlel of dyhamite with
the fuse burnlng, lable te explede and de
him injury at any minute

Not feeling sleepy, he picked up a book
and began to read. It was “ Demon of the
Island,” the wild yarn he had been reading
the night he fell out of bed after a horrible
nightmare.

The volume had been packed with his
other books. He had not opened it since,
had not intended to waste any more time
with it. How long ago it seemed, the night
of the bad dream, yet it was only a week.
How his prospects had changed, from’ the
seven dollar lodging house room to this
beautiful, superbly-fuenished chamber in a
Fifth Avenue palace, from thirty-two dollars
per week to a hundred and fifty dollars—
he bad not touched his first week’s pay as
yet.
Wild stuff, this novel, all about murder
and pirates and a girl with yellow hair as
crazy as the rest of the story. He had
opened at a description of the heroine. To
his astonishment it seemed as if the man
were describing Miss Mordant, her piquant
face, her smile, the birdlike turn of her
head, the tiny, lithe figure; though she wore
a costume of woven leaves she looked as
Miss Mordant might look in such a garb.

He remembered how she bad looked the
first day he surprised her in the library. He
blushed to remember the abandon of her
position—ithis author had the temerity to
dwell upon the heroine’s legs. With an ex-
clamation he closed the book—melodrama,
sensation, not life.

6 A
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But was it not? Why, this position which
he held was one of defense of a man who
expected to be murdered, one of the richest
men in America, a famous man. Could
anything be more melodramatic than the
scene in the office when he had faced a cool,
keen-eyed middle-aged man who did not
deny 1t when Mordant deeclared he pro-
pesed te slay him?

Was he not the hero of a melodrama, the
last line of defense, as Mordant put it,
against criminals of the deepest dye? Here
was a wild, improbable situation in the
heart of New Yark, humdrum New York.

And while he was contemplating this
situation his phone tinkled. Mechanically
he lifted the receiver from the hook and
said “ Helltd!”

CHAPTER XVI.
ONE CANNOT ALWAYS BE A GENTLEMAN.

* #£~9OME down to the library,” said a
voice. “ Mather’s gone to hed”
“ Most certainly net,"” he retorted
indignantly.

“If you are not here in five minutes, T'll
come up,” Grace threatened.

He had taken off his coat, now he put it
on. All right, he would go down. Why
this girl pestered him he did not know. #e
meet her clandestinely was wrong, but not
so wrong as to admit her to his chamber;
that was intolerable. After all, supposing
her father did find them together and dis-
charged him? He did not like this job. He
did not wish to sheot strange gentlemen
whom Mordant suspected of having evil
designs on him.

Most likely Mordant was crazy; he had
scruples against killing which outweighed
one hundred and fifty dollars per week.
If he could get a pesition where life was
quiet, where there was no demand for fight-
ing or shooting, even if the pay was small,
how happy he would be.

In this mood he descended the stairs and
found Grace curled up on a divan like a
kittem—a little yellow kitten, he couid net
help thinking.

“Come and sit down,” she imvited.
“ Change your face, too. There is nothing
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to be alarmed about. I think you are afraid
of me.”

“1 am afraid of what you might do,” he
admitted with a smile, which changed his
face as she had directed.

“ Now you are all right,” she said. “ I
didn’t know that you could smile at all.
Sit down beside me and tell me how much
you love me.”

“I1f you’re going to start thatt—"> he
began.

" 1 won’t. This is a serious conversation,
How did you like mothen>"

€ Why—er-—-really!?"

“She was appalling, wasn’t she? ¥
thought I should have died to watch your
face.”

“ You didn't help me much,” he retoirtied.
Somehow he did not feel so uncomfortable
with the yoimg woman to-night.

“When 1 saw you lose your temper X
began to like you. I suppose you expect to
be fired in the mommingy”’

“T don’t came”

“ After she left she told me you seemmed
to be a nice young man, as they go now-
adays. You passed inspection with honors.”

Arthur flushed slightly, and she laughed
amusedly.

“ Who was the girl you were wmitie?*

“ A very nice ginl*

“ Your fidnoee@?

“(ﬂh,, no.

“ Nicer than T am?” she wheedled.

“ She is different. She—er—oh, 1 dom§
know.”

“ How long have you known hen?’®

“ A couple of days,” he admitted.

“ Then you don’t know her any longer
than you do me. DBid you kiss her goed
nigntt?"?

* Certainly mott*

“ You were stupid. She would let youw.™

“ She most certainly would not.” =

* Well,” she sighed, “ it takes all kinds
of girls to make the world. Father has re-
tired and mother has gone to bed. If you
and I were to slip out to a night clulb—"

« NO..M

“TThere, there!” she said, touching him
on the arm with a very small slender white
hand. “1T didn’t expect you would, though
the fact that you do -take girls to the movies
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gave me encouragement. Now tell me,
wiat's the matter with fatinen”
>~ Her mood and manner changed so sud-

denly as to astonish him. .
“ Why, motihiing
' “There is something worrying him.

Father is a very interesting person, and 1
have made a study of him. He was playing
a_heavy, pompous, benevolent old captain
of industry until recently and liking the
part; now he’s performing as a grizzly bear
at bay. What’s baying hiimn?”

“ Why don’t you ask imm?"

. “ Might as well ask the Sphinx. Children
should be seen and not heard.”

“.1 am afraid I can't tell you.”

“ Why did he hire you? He told us you
were a secretary, but he wouldn’t pick a
secretary from a ‘' Y* employment agemcy.
‘He would select a man who knew something
about his business. That is a blind. Isn't
it?”

“IIm a way,” he admitted.

“ He doesn’t need a secretary to live in
his house. He never had one before. I got
out of the butler the story of the rock that
came through the window when I thought
you were falling downstaiirs”

“1 don't want to alarm you, Miss Mer-
dant,” Arthur admitted, because she knew
so much she might as well know a little
more. “ The fact is your father seems to
be afraid that he may be annoyed by
criminals. I am sort of a bodyguard, you
might say.”

“You don't look much like a body-
guard,” she objected.

“T am afraid T am a very poor one. It
happens that he needed a man who might
pass for a clerk but who could box and
wrestle and who would be close at hand if
needed. To engage a professional fighter
would be to advertise that he was allzmved

She looked impressed. “ Why would
they wish to injure Mr. Meordante??

“ T don't know. He hasn’t informed me.
I am sure that he has never harmed amy-
body.”

Grace shook her head negatively. “ ¥'m
not so sure. He has a look in his eye some-
times that isn’t kindly and benevolent. 1
suspect he was a rough customer in his
time.”
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“ How can you talk like that about your
father?” he exclaimed, truly shocked.

Grace laughed a trifle bitterly. “ That
shocks you, doesn’t it? I'll give you another
shock. The Mordants are not my paremntsd?”

((\m,lm?m

“T'm an adopted daughter. They took
me when I was three years old. My father
was a dear old friend of Mr. Mordant's,
My mother died at my birth, so they adopt-
ed me legalliy”

“ Oh,” he said contritely. Somehow this
explanation seemed to make up for many
things.

“ Nobody knows that I am not their
child, and I suppose it was a most generous
thing for them to do, but I can't seem to
reconcile it with what I know of their
character. And they never talk about my
parents. I don't know my real name. But
they have been kind to me according to
their lights.

“Tt just makes me wild to have people
who are not my own dictate to me as they
do and prevent me from indulging in the
most innocent amusements. You wait till
I'm twenty-one,” she warned. “ Then Il
cut loose and raise hell.”

“T trust you won’t be twenty-one until
you acquire discretiom,” he said stiffly.
*“ Your idea of innocent amusements is not
mine.”

“ How would you like to be shut up in
this morgue all the time? How would you
like to have to put up with that woman?
You hated her to-night, and you hate this
house already? I know you do.”

“T don't like if as much as I did when
I first came,” he admitted.

“You hated me too, didn’t you:?*

“1 thought you were sort of—err—"

“ Depraved,” she supplied, blamndly,

“ Oh, m.’h

“T'd love to be wicked,” she sighed. "1
want to do something terrible. Tell me
about this girl. How did you happen to
meet hen?"

He found himself telling about the in-
cident of the subway and then the en-
counter in the hotel. Her eyes sparkled.

“How lucky men are! You can have an
adventure and nobody thinks anything
about it. Brazen as you think I am, 1
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wouldn’t dare pick up a strange man like
that paragon of yours™

“She didn’t pick me up.”

“ Of course she did, you goof. Only you
don’t realize it. 1 don’t blame her. She
didn’t have Mr. and Mrs. Mordant gloom-
ing over her as I have. I'd love to be im-
dependent, and I'm thinking of running
away.”

“ Don’t be aibsundi’

“ Only if 1 were that girl T wouldn't pick
up anybody like you. You're too serious?
I suppose you took her to the movies and
bought her an ice cream soda and said goed
night at elleveny’?

“ Of course.’®

“ But the night was only beginning. You
could have gone to supper and visited twe
or three night clubs and breakfasted in a
funch reom and come home in evening
clothes in broad daylight That’s what the
girls do who went to school with me.”

“Fmn sure I shouldn’t ask Miss May-
field to do anything like that. It’s dis-
sipation.”

“ It's fun. And if you asked her 1 bet she
would be tickled to death; most likely she
was hoping you would. Probably that's
why she picked you up.”

“ Please don't say such things,” he pro-
tested. “ It's mest unfair to Miss May-
field.”

“ Bother Miss Mayfield. Why aren't you
a regular man, a wicked man that a givl
would have to watch carefully lest he get
out of comtmalP?*

“ You positively have an evil wipad”

“ Run off to bed. There are books in this
library much more exciting than yeu.
Millisap! ™ she railed

Now, as great pains have besn taken o
explain, Arthur Pride was very nearly a
model young man; certainly he had a fime
set of principles, and so far in life he had
never lost his head. But this strange giFl,
during the last few minutes, had been hav-
ing a curious effect upon him, and he feund
himself wishing he wasn't quite so eminently
respectable.

In her reckless mood she was really be-
witching, and when she turned upon him so
contemptuously he lost his head com-
pletely.

Without warning, he suddenly grasped
her in his arms, and pressed a kiss upon her
pretty mouth. What possessed him he could
no explain; a devil entered into him, he
had no comtrol over his actions, he sud-
denly found himseif kissing her and being
inexpressibly thrilled.

And the effect upon Grade was alse in-
explicable. For a second she submitted,
then sharp finger nails tore his cheek, little
feet beat savagely against his shins, she
broke loose and flew across the room, then
regarded him like a small yellow and white
fury,

“Voom beast!” she hissed. “d@h, you
snake in the grass! Iil kill you for that.
T’ll drive you out of the house. You took
advantage of me.”

Arthur leaned back on the sofa, faint and
humiliated. He was shocked with himself
and terrified by her attitude, and he said
the worst thing possible.

#“ I—I thought you wanted me to,” he
mumbled.

“ How dare you think such a tiingy?*

“ You spoke about iit"

She looked at him as one would look at
some crawling and repulsive creature.

“71 shall tell my father in the morning
and have you horse whipped,” she declared
viciously. “ Go away, now, or il arouse
the house”

He got up limply and moved toward the
door, but at the door something of defiamce
came back to him.

“1'm glad I did it he declared.

She continued to glare at him and he re-
treated. In his room remorse took posses-
gion of him. What had got into him?
Why had he forgotten everything he had
learned on the conduct of a gentlennam?
Why had he thrown himself upon a givk
whom he did not like, of whom he heartily
disapproved, and forcibly kissed her? Why
had he liked it? Why had he said he was
glad he did it? Why was he glad?

And this girl, who had tempted him,
lured him on, forced herself into his room,
taunted him with being an old maid, called
him a milksop, why had she taken it so?

It was just a kiss, and she had Been out-
raged. He knew she was not acting. Despite
all her loose chatter, her invitations, her
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suggestions, she did not want to be kissed.
Was it possible that she had never been
kissed before? He believed it, and he was
thrilled at the notion that he had been her
4fnst. It was worth being put to the door in
the morning.

He undressed and got into bed, perhaps
the last night he would sleep in that bed.
Just before he went to sleep he smiled con-
tentedly.

“ Milksop, am I?” he murmured. And
he dreamed all night, but he didn’t dream of
Miss Mayfield.

CHAPTER XVII.

A TALE OF THE OLD WEST.

N one of those cozy corners in a shijp’s
l smoking room, where men sit for hours
and hours because they are so comfort-
able, and the ice clinks pleasantly in the tall
glasses, and the slow regular roll -of the ves-
sel is soothing, and there is nothing in the
world to do except loaf uniess you happen
to play bridge, Father Ignatius Murphy was
reposing, and oppesite him sat George Fol-
som. They had been talking for hours,
would talk for hours mere.

The Humbolt was still twenty-four hours
from New York. Folsom had found the
passengers already welded into rings and
groups with no room for a man who had
not made the long voyage. Three days
more to New York, not worth while to make
@ new acquaintance, but Father Murphy
was a solitary. . He did not play cards, he
dreank sparingly, he did not enjoy suggestive
stories, he was just a plump, rosy, comfort-
able old priest who minded his own busi-
ness, did net coneern himself with the dis-
sipation of the passengers, but preferred not
to join in them.

He welcomed Folsom, who had wandered
alone for the first day of his voyage and
gradually had warmed to the gay, good-
natured young man who had come up the
high sides of the ship dangling on the end
of a rope.

An Trish priest is a very human individual
usually, kindly, tolerant; through the con-
fessional he has learned to know men and
women, chides them for their wickedness,
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coaxes them to better things, understands
there is no evil without some good, learns
diplomacy and tact, wins a broadness of
vision through his intimate contact with
mankind at its worst and best.

Always at the bedside of the dying teach-
ing forgiveness of sins, lifting the fallen
woman, pulling at the sleeve of the criminal,
comforting the affficted, overawing the
turbulent among his flock, he knows how
far a minister can interfere and when it is
good judgment to turn his back.

To the charity of his creed he brings
the humor of his race. He can tell a funny
story and lift a drink to his lips without
losing the respect of those about him, In
a steamship’s smoking room where corks are
popping, whisky glasses are loosening
tongues, women are laughing too loudly, to-
bacco smoke is thick and indiscreet tales
are wafted across the room by careless talk-
ers, an Irish priest can sit without drawing
attention where no Protestant minister
might venture without immediately throw:-
Ing a mantle of restralrit evet the proceed-
ings.

Eather Muwrphy had talked of many
things, fires and murders, crimes, vice,
death, disease, strikes and disasters, for the
church demands that the priest rush in
where angels might fear to tread. And
Folsom found him mightily interesting,

In some way the comversation had got
around to the apparent injustice of a world
where the good suffer and the wicked pros-
per, why a Divine Providence would per-
mit the Kaiser to live in wealth and com-
fort when his folly and arrogance caused
millions of better men to die.

“IIf this life were all,” admitted the
priest, “ perhaps it would be foelish to try
to obey the ten commandments. My com-
fort is that there is another life where
wrongs are righted and the evil men get
their just deserts.

“f I could not believe, I would not
want to live another minute. Nobody ex-
cept a priest can know the full extent of
the wickedmess that seems to go unpun-
ished in this world. I am sixty-eight years
old and I have been a priest for forty-five
years, during which time I have heard
thousands of death-bed confessions, wit-
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nessed hundreds of men perish through vie-
lence. heard tales that would wring your
heart.

“IK I could speak, I could pull many
men down from high places, vile criminals
who are loaded with honers and dignities
while their victims suffer want and finish
miserably.”

“ You should speak,” declared FEolsom
“ Why should a priest connive at wrong-
doing? You should help bring such crim-
inals to justiice’

The old man smiled rather sadly.

“ We have wicked men in our priestinood
as in every walk of life; putting on a clerical
collar doesn’t remove one from temptation
nor can you stifle passions and greed and
a violent heart except by prayers and fast-
ing.

“ T have known men who were not worilhy
to be priests, but I never knew or heard of
one so bad that he broke the seal of the
confessional. We believe that a wicked
priest can say mass and perform priestly
functions and the mass he says is efficacious
and the absolution he grants is effective;
though his own soul be damned, when he
functions as a priest for others his min-
istrations are good, although we do not
permit such persons to remain in the priest-
hood if we find them out.

“No man comes to confession to tell
lies, therefore when they confess their sins
they speak the truth, and a man who con-
fesses on his deathbed before receiving the
last sacraments is trustworthy then, if never
before.”

“ That seems logiicall”

“ And what we learn under the seeret
seal. of the confiessional is not for us te
use.”.

“If a man was about to be hanged for a
murder, .and another man confessed to you
that he had done the killing, do you mean
to say you wouldn’t inform the authorities
to save the immocenté?* o

“I couldm’th”™ °

“ But that is terrible! It weuld be yeur
duty to tell. You would have to save that
man.”

“No,” replied the priest: “1 could do
nothing. If God wished the condemned
man to continue to five he would arrange
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things. The secret of the confessional is
inviolate. I could refuse the man absolu-
tion who made the confession, demand that
he admit his guilt, publicly threaten him
with divine anger and hell everlasting, but
if he refused I should be helpless”

“ And you, a priest, thereby condemn the
innocent to deatin!” George Folsom had
never heard this phase of Catholic prac-
tice.

“ As a man, it is as if I never heard the
admission of guilt. Domn’t you see that if
there were any exceptions to the secrecy of
the confessional, the sacrament would be
valueless? The priest has no discretion be-
yond the refusal of absolution; if this were
not so the murderer would never confess.”

“ 1 see the point, but it would be a ter-
rible situation for a priest, nevertheless

“ Fortunately, I never was placed in ex-
actly that pesition; there happens, however,
to be a man in New York who is tremend-
ously wealthy and highly respected whom
I know to be a brutal murderer through the
deathbed confession of his companion in
the crime who was convicted of it, although
he was only the accomplice, and who was
sentenced to imprisonment for life. He
served thirty-nine years and died last year.”

“ But how can you admit ever, so much
if you received the information in that
way?”

Father Murphy laughed slightly. “ Simce
I mention no names, make no charges and
am talking generally, there is no objection.
We have the right to preach sermons on
subject? that were suggested by informa-
tion received hearing confessions. We learn
much about life that. way. Of course we
are careful never to refer to anything that
would point to the source of our knowl-
edge.”

“ And New York has numerous millfion-
aires, doubtless a good many with crimes
in their background,” agreed Folsom.

“This particular crime was committed
in the West forty years ago,” said Father
Murphy. “ The man who died in jail, in
company with the wealthy person to whem
I referred, robbed a bank in a small town.

“It seems they had promoted a gold
mine by selling stock through the mails
and were in danger of arrest, as there was
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no such mine. To got funds for their get-
away they desecended late at night upen
the bank where they were both knewn,
and found the cashier working over his
books.

“ They tied him up, but were unable to
open the safe, and the cashier bravely re-
fused to give them the combination. Ac-
cordingly they heated a poker red-hot and
tortured the man until he was forced to
open the safe for them.

“ They took about fiifty thousand dolliars
from the safe, all the cash it contained,
and debated what they should do about the
cashier, who could identify them. They
made him swear that he would not reveal
their names, then one of the robbers de-
cided to take no chances and put a bullet
through the heart of the man who sat be-
fore them tied to a chair.

“TTey fled to the hills. One of them
was wounded and was abandoned by his
companion, who carried off the stolen
money. When the wounded man was cap-
tured he was very bitter against his ac-
complice and told his name, but he was
never taken. The wounded man recovered,
was tried and convicted to life imprison-
ment because the jury believed his story
that the murder had been committed by
the other robber.

“ Jameson served thirty-eight years in
prisom—"

“You have mentioned his mame’*

“ Wiy not? The crime was ackmowl-
edged, and he paid the penalty, and he is
now dead. What I have told you was all
published in newspapers at the time of his
death. Here is the strange feature of the
case. During this long imprisonment he
never gave up hope of vengeance against
the partner who had deserted him. His
son, who must now be forty-five years old,
promised the father that he would find him
and force him to disgorge half of the loot
of the bank.

“ No trace of the criminal was disgovered,
either by Jameson and his son or by the
authorities; the latter, of course, aham-
doned pursuit many years ago.

“But a few months before his death
Jameson saw in a New Yeork paper a por-
trait of a very prominent man which he
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recognized by a certain mark as his recre-
ant companion. One of the pair died in
prison after thirty-nine years of punishment,
the more culpable of the two lived at large
and in prosperity during this long time and
at present is at the zenith of a great busi-
ness career. As I said at the beginning,
a man must believe in future reward and
punishment or he could not stomach what
is permitted to go on here below.”

“Hut the convict must have informed his
son of his discovery, and the son cannot
be honest or he would not try to recover
for himself the money stolen from the bank.
Isn't he going to revenge his fafthen?"

“ 71 think it very lilkelly.*

“ Then there may be a reckoning in this
life for the miscresmt.

“II am afraid se.”

“ Does the confessional cover this alsn?
Are you justified in standing by and per-
mitting a murder that you could prevent
by telling the authorities what you kmow?®"”

“ In this case I am not in a prediicamentt.”
smiled the priest. “ Jameson did not tell
me the name of the man in New York, and
his son has a criminal record and is being
sought for by the police of two or three
States. If I were free to speak there is
nothing I could contrilbutie

“ Well,” admitted Folsom, “if the son
does shoot up the man who betrayed his
father, I suppose he has some justification.
Imagine the feelings of that old convict
when he found that his old pal had been
living on top of the world during the years
that he was lock-stepping about a prisem”

“ He did not take it well,” said Eather
Muephy, with a smile. “1I never saw the
son, but he seems to have followed in the
criminal footsteps of his father. Jameson’s
wife and two children were left destitute
when he was sent to prison, while the other
bank robber was about twenty-one or two
and unmarried. Even a crook usually has
humjp feelings. He might have sent money
to the family of the man who was paying
the penalty for both their crimes, but he
did nothing. Brought up on sidewalks and
alleys, the young Jameson fell inte the
hands of pickpockets and yeggs—what
chance did he hawe’

The conversation turned to another topic,
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and they chatted *umtill tive lights im the
smokeroom were dimmed, then went their
separate ways, Folsom gave no more
thought to the bizarre tale of the old priest.
How could he dream that the unpunished
murderer was his distinguished employer
and his involuntary voyage upon the tanker
Merton engineered by the son of the man
who had died in prison? He had voted
Father Murphy an intefesting old man and
let it ge at that.

So the Humbolt steamed steadily toward
New York, where the present day drama
with a“prologue laid forty years ago wass-
progressing toward its climax, with George
Folsom cast for an important role.

CHAPTER XVIIIL

ARTHUR AGAIN FORGETS HIMSELF.

RTHUR PRIDE found his way to the
breakfast room about eight o'clock
next morning. Mordant never brealk-

fasted before nine, Mrs. Merdant took her
coffee and rolls in bed, and Grace was not
to be expected to be visible at such an
hour. Yet she was sitting at the small
table in the sunny little room, arrayed .in a
bewildering negligee and apparently aston-
ished to see the secretary intrude,

Arthur hesitated at the door. If she bad
not seen him he would have fied, but her
big eyes were on him and they were not
angry, rather amused.

“Tis the cave mam,” she proclaimed.
“ The gay deceiver, the Lothario of the
Mordant mansion. Enter and partake of
nourishment. After your unseemly out-
burst last night you must be feeling weak
and faimt.”

He sidled into the room, but he could
think of no retort.

“ Ease yourself into that chair and ring
the bell,” she commanded. “1 am glad to
see you rise early. Early to bed, early to
rise makes a man healthy, wealthy, and
fresh.”

“ Miss Mordant, T wish to apologize for
my conduct last night,” he said stiffly. “1
do not understand how I could have be-
haved as I did.”

“ What conduct?”’ she asked in apparent
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surprise. “ Were you doing something you
shoulidim™t?*

“ Why—er—you know, I kissed you.’

Grace threw back her blond head and
her laugh tinkled sweetly.

" Oh, that,” she scoffed. * I thought you
had stolen the silverware. I had forgotten
all about that, When one has been kissed
as often as I have one doesn’t rememsther.”

“1 don't believe you,” he declared im-
dignantly.

“ Don’t believe whetf?"

“ That you have been kissed before. 1
don’t think anybody ever kissed you until
last nigltt.”

“ Albgurdd

“You were furiously
could have killed me.”

“ That was just play-acting,” she assured
him.

* Miss Mordant," said Arthur with a grin
that was very likable. “It’s my opinion
that you are-a fraudl™

“Ilndleed!” she said scornfully.

“You are pure bluffi You’re nothing
but an innocent litfle kid, and all your so-
phistication is fake.”

Grace looked at the buffet, and addressed
it. “ The man is mad,” she observed. “ He
ought not to be at large”

“You were yourself when 1 surprised
you, and you were absolutely horrified.
Now you are acting again. I'm not afraid
of you any more.”

“ Bring this gentleman a porterbouse
steak, two plates of griddle cakes and a loaf
of bread,” she said to the maid who entered
at that instant. “He’s so hungry he is
delirious.” \

* Please,” protested Arthur.
eggs, toast and coffee”

The maid, a stout, midgle-aged Irish-
woman, smiled tolerantly and retreated.

“ You had no -business to kiss me,” said
Grace in her normal manner. “ I was very
angry, but when I had time to think about
it I decided that you had been drinking
and I would not report the offense this
time.”

“ You know I hadn't been diimiding’®

“ Then you are prepared to go through
with §itt?*

“ What do you meam?” he asked faimtily.

angry. - You

“ Just two
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“ When you kiss a girl, that is a confes-
sion of love. You are engaged to marry
me.”

He regarded her in dismay. This phase
of his offense had not entered his thoughts.
He would not have dared to love her be-
cause she was his employer’s heiress and,
anyway, the opinion he had held of her
character up to the moment of the Kiss
weuld have prevented his harboring any
sueh emotlen. Graee watehed him mali-
elously.

“1 am sure this will be a dreadful sheck
to Miss Mayfield. -When are vou going to
tell hen®”

“But we're not,
meam—"’

“‘Then you are not in love with me?
You don't want to marry me?"

“ Really, Miss Mordante—"

“Of course if you are not in love with
me, to overpower me and smother me with
kisses is the act of a libertime

“ 1 assure you—" he said in horror.

“ No assurances are necessary. You are
a wicked man, Mr. Pride

This was more than he could stand. If
he had done wrong he should pay the
penalty. If he had compromised this girl
it was his business to be a man. He would
have to propose to her and marry her if
her adopted parents permitted it.

After all, she was very lovely, Although
she was headstrong and wild, it was preb-
ably due to too much restraint and the
companionship and guardianship of a seri-
ous person like himself might bring about
a reformation. He pushed back his chair
and rose.

“1 have the honor to ask your hand in
marriage,” he said solemnly.

Grace could not contain herself: her
laughter was loud and clear and almest
hysterical. Tears of mirth stood in her
eyes, while she regarded the tall, silent
martyr to duty.

“Tt's all right, Rolle,” she assured hi.
«]1 wouldn’t marry you if you were the
last man in the world.”

Considering the circumstances of his pre-
posal, Arthur should have been greatly re-
lieved by the refusal, but instead he felt
‘himself growing furiously angry.

surelly—you don't
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“ 80 you have been making fun of me’
he said grimly.

“ Spoofing you, Galistresdi’

“1 am sorry that good manners will not
permit me to express my opinion of
you.”

“ Where were your manners last mighit¢?”
she mocked.

For the second time in twenty-four hours
he lost control of himself and behaved
unaccountable., He was standing over her
with one stride, he grasped the baek eof
her slender neck with one hand, plaeced the
other hand under her chin, lifted her little
face, bent over and kissed her hard en the
mouth.

Grace tried to bite, but he escaped dam-
age, and he strode from the room without
his breakfast, grabbed his hat and left the
house, forgetting that he had to return to
accompany his employer to the effice.

Grace looked after him without moving
for fully a minute. Then she took her
napkin, started to scrub her lips, laid it
down again and smiled, rather a twisted,
wistful sort of smile. She ate no more
breakfast.

There is something about the complete
absence of humor in a man which attracts
a woman, even one who can appreciate hu-
mor. There is no doubt, whatever, that all
the great lovers of history were humorless
men. Their actions demonstrate It clearly.

A woman wishes to be loved whole-
heartedly, madly, unreservedly, and no man
with a sense of comedy can qualify, Would
Leander have swam the Hellespoat if he
realized how funny he would appeafr to
Hero with a cold in the head? 1f Remee
had not been overserlous wouldn’t he have
assumned there tmight be doubt abeut the
death of Jullet? He weuld have demanded
to see the death eertifieate befere he as:
sassinated himselt Beside the sleeping
Beauty. Study them all; Abelard, Dante,
Mare Anteny, Pelleas, Paul, Virginia's bsy
friend, the levers whe get ints the Rews-
Papers newadays, net 8Ae aMmeng them whe
esuld see 2 jske.

Arthur Pride was a fine, straightforward
young fellow, as lacking in humor as any
lover of history. Of course, he thought
he disliked Grace Mordant and eeuld net
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explain why he had been moved to kiss
her twice, but Grace, being a woman, knew.

He was in love with her, but he didn’t
know it yet. And she was wondering
whether she liked him enough to enlighten
him; something strongly attracted him to
her.

Although her life was restrained she had
met a number of men, none of whom had
she enjoyed teasing as she did the serious
young secretary.

To shock him gave her a thrill, to lure
him as she had done last night and to anger
him as she had done this morning delighted
her. Since he had kissed her she had no
fear of the young woean he admired so
much, for Grace knew that love and admir-
ation are entirely different things: you
might despise a woman, yet love her madly,
while you might respect and admire a girl
and find kissing her as unexciting as wash-
ing your face.

Another thing which attracted Grace to
Arthur Pride was the furious opposition
that such an engagement would arouse in
her parents, for nothing is so romantic to
young lovers as violent parental opposition.

If Grace did not get out much, she knew
all about love. In the library of Carolus
Mordant was the pick of the world’s litera-
ture in de luxe editions, all leaves uncut
except in volumes which had fallen into
the hands of the daughter of the house.
Grace had read Maupassant and Gau-
tier in finishing school, although it was
not required to know those writers.

Since returning home she had added Bal-
zac, Hugo, George Sand, Thackeray, Smol-
let, Goethe, and D’Avmumzio to her list of
admired writers, and if there is any phase of
human emotions not thoroughly dissected
between the covers of the works of these
authors, it can hardly be found amywhere.

Shamefacedly, Arthur slipped back into
the house in time to ride down town with
his employer, but, to his relief, the tor-
mentor was not visible. Grace watched
them depart from an upper window con-
tented to see that the secretary seemed per-
turbed.

The continued absence of Folsom had
caused Mordant to make use of his chief
stenographer in the capacity of secretary,
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as Pride was completely ignotant of the
details of the business, and the fiiramsier
continued to fume against Folsom, but not
now, for the office inconvenience he had
caused.

Instead of being grateful to George for
making investigations in his interests, he
was angry and alarmed. Bad enough to
have the ghost of his past in the person of
the other George awaiting an opportunity
to strike at him, but suppose Folsom had
stumbled upon some of the facts responsi-
ble for the appearance of Jameson in New
York and upon the trail of Carolus Mor-
dant?

Jameson had informed him that he had
eliminated” Folsom because he got in his
way. What had put the secretary in the
path of the avenger? How had he got an
inkling of the dark secret? What was his
purpese in spying? Was he actuated from
a laudable impulse to aid his employer?
Or was he sebdding material for blackmail?

€arolus decided that he was very glad
that Jameson had eliminated the inquisi-
tive Folsom, whether his motive in smooping
had been good or bad. It would have been
disastrous had Folsom learned anything of
the motives which actuated George Jame-
son,

Five days had elapsed since the disap-
pearance of Folsom. A bright young man
from the accounting department was break-
ing in under the tutelage of Miss Laundri-
gan, the chief stemographer.

No further move had been made by
Jameson, nor had the unknown miscreants
who had thrown the stone through the win-
dow of his house shown their hand further.

Jameson had denied being responsible for
the act of sabotage, but Mordant was in-
clined to disbelieve him. True, there were
at least two other persons who had made
demands upon him within -a menth, but
these he did not take very seriously. As-
suming that he would know who was re-
sponsible for the rock in his parlef, there
had been no signature upen the message
fastened to the stone. ™ Ouf last warhing:
Take heed,” was all that 1t had said.

Mordant had come to the conclusion that
Jameson and his gang had murdered George
Folsom. and he was content to believe it.



106
A potential blackmailer was out of the way.
Judge, then, of his consternation when the

following radiogram was laying on his desk
upon the fifth morning:

Tramsferred at sea from steamer Merton to
liner Humbolt. Land in New York in three
days. GroRGE FoLsoni.

The great man was in a bad humor, for
he had been compelled to take a heavy loss
in certain securities which he wished to
turn into cash. He would have his million
at the end of the allotted time, but it
would cost him a hundred thousand at least,
and he hated to lose money, like any other
rich man.

Of course he might also lose the million,
but that he would only sell in exchange for
his life. Instead of being grateful that his
business secretary was safe and on his way
home he broke into oaths which would
have shocked his staff if he had not been
alone in the office, oaths of an old-fash-
ioned character which had been popular in
the West in the old days. Some of them
had little modern si

Just how much did Folsom know; how

did he happen to be on a steamer bound
from South America; what was the Mer-
ton, from which he was transferred? Hew
«did he happen to be on the Merton? He
set his stenographer to look up that vessel
in the Maritime Register, and found her
listed as a tank steamer of four thousand
tons which had sailed from New York five
days before.

Then a light broke over him; Jameson
had eliminated Eoisom by shanghaiing him,
and Folsom, in some manner, had mduced
the captain of the Humbeit to stop and
permit a transfer at sea.

As Mordant was quite sure that Folsem
could not tell him anything that he did net
Know, he was. not eager to hear his stery:
Wihat worried him was how much the sec-
retary had learned and to what use he in-
tended to put his information.

Foisom, that night on the Humbelt, was
put into possession of the entire mystery
through the casual tale told by Father
Murphy, with the exception of the key,
and the key was the name Jameson. Hav-
ing never heard of Jameson, being unaware
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that he was responsible for his voyage on
the Merton, totally ignorant of the nature
of the menace he knew to be hanging over
his employer, he was not at present a dan-
ger to Carolus Moidant, but if he learned
when he returned to the office that 8 man
named Jameson had threatened the life ef
Meoxdant he eeuld put twe and twe te-
gether readily eneugh, and then he weuld
be very dangerous, for there is no statute
of 14alvatieRITERRuiTertneg B ManStaitIg
b lHAPTor oL RINIART TGH1Y 3E4R0 NQuid
geifanoad fesughkilingritREthate e (hrs
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ras g adl%f as a dog returning to his
master

CHAPTER XIX.
MISS MAWFIELD GOES CALLING.

URING this time Arthur Pride had
improved his acquaintance with the
agreeable Miss Mayflield, and if he

were not head over heels in love with her,
as Lulu had anticipated, it was because he
had kissed Grace Mordant and could not
forget the feel of it.

In his mind there was no comparison
between the two girls. Miss Mayfield was
everything that Grace was not. She was
just as beautiful, almost equally blond, not
quite so petite but as graceful and better
behaved.

Lulu had lowered her flags of sex ap-
peal because she judged Arthur would not
respond to them; that he would be won by
refinement and graciousness. And ghe
would have been correct in her opinion had
it not been for his recollection of the two
oceasions he had not behaved like a gentle-
man.

Unconsciously he was treasuring those
kisses, nourishing the recollection of how
thrilling it had been to hold the little wild
girl in his arms; therefore he was able fo
walk and talk to Miss Mayfield without
caveman impulses. And somehow the girl
of the subway did not improve on ac-
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quaintance as he had expected. He had
pretty well talked himself out, and he did
not find her able to stimulate him when his
flow of informing chatter began to ran
down. Instead of saying “ Do you think
Emerson was as great a philosopher as
Nietzsche?”” she would say “ Isn’t that a
wonderful automobile?” The only answer
to such a question was yes.

Although he still disapproved of Grace
Mordant, he found himself yearning to see
her, and for three or four days he had
not set eyes cn her at all. He had dined
once with Mordant. Upon that occasion
Grace and her mother were dining out.
She had not appeared at breakfast at all,
and he lunched down town with his em-
ployer—or, rather, at an adjacent table.

Miss Mayfield had grown to expect him
every evening, and Arthur was beginning
to resent having to go out of the house.
Although he did not admit to himself that
his reluctance was due to the hope of see-
ing Grace if he remained in, he told him-
self that he wanted to read and rest from
his none too arduous duties.

On a Sunday evening, the fourth or fifth
evening in succession he had spent in the
company of the young “ writer,” they dined
at an Italian table d’hote in the West Eor-
ties, and the dinner was rather solemn, as
Lulu was wary of conversation, as usual,
and Arthur had about run out of solo ma-
terial.

“ Shall we go to a movie?” he asked cas-
ually, as they finished their cofiee.

It was just a matter of form, as they
always went to a movie. Lulu would have
preferred a legitimate show, but her act was
to be considerate of his fimamces.

“ Would you mind accompanying me to
a friend’s uptowm?” she asked a bit merv~
ously. “1I have a message to deliver, and it
won'’t take very long.”

“ Of course. It will be a pleasune

They took a subway uptown and got off
in the West Nineties, and after a brief walk
she turned into the ornate entrance of a
huge apartment house, walked into an ele-
vator without troubling to have herself an-
nounced, stopped at a certain floor and led
him along a corridor to an apartment al-
ready described.
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The door opened instantly, and Lulu nod-
ded curtly to a man who had opened it.

“This is my friend, Mr. Pride,” she
said. “ Mr. Pride, meet Mr. Grogam™

“ Any friend of Lulu’s is a friend of
mine,” replied Mr. Grogan, who happened
to be the person called Pete who had
greeted Lulu a week or so before upon the
subway platform at Madison Square after
her initial effort to annex Arthur Pride.

“Step in and sit down,” he said.
“ George will be here in a mimutie

Lulu led the way to the sitting room,
where she occupied the edge of a chair and
fidgetedi; she was obviously very nervous.
Arthur was regarding severely a bottle of
Scotch which sat upon the center table. He
thought Mr. Grogan was a very queer
friend for a girl like Miss Mayfield, and he
did not remember that her name was Lulu.

“ A little drink, Mr. Pride”' suggested
Grogan genially.

“1 don’t drimk” he said bluntly.

You'll have one, Luluw?"

Lulu looked daggers at him.

“ No, indeed,” she said emphaticallly.

“How do you get that way?' asked
Pete with a rough laugh.

“1 can’t permit you to speak to Miss
Mayfield in that manner,” declared Ar-
thur, rising to his feet.

Lulu looked at him gratefully. The girl
was in a very miserable position, and was
hating herself thoroughly; though masks
would be off shortly, womanlike, she clung
to hers until the last possible minute.

“ Aw, sit down,” retorted Pete.

“ And I won’t permit you to speak tQ me
in that way.”

“ Perhaps you will permit me to say
something,” said a cool, penetrating voice
from the doorway.

Arthur turned, and saw the man whom
Mordant had requested him to shoot on
sight standing in the frame of the door.

Although Arthur had little worldly ex-
perience, he had read enough action novels
to realize that he was in a trap, and he
threw at the beautiful decoy a look of
such meaning that she winced and turned
her head away. Despite her criminal expe-
rience, Lulu was young and still impression-
able, and she could not be associated for
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nearly a week with a youth as decent and
honest as Arthur Pride without appreciat-
ing the first good man she had ever knewn.

* Perform your errand and let us 2o,
Miss Mayfield,” said Arthur.

“ She has performed her errand,” said
Jameson. “ It was to bring you to see
me. She can go, but I want you to remaiim.”

“W\Hat can you possibly want of med?
he demanded.

“ You remember me, don't you???

“Of course. I met you in Mr. Mor-
dant’s office. I suppesed your animeosity
was against him.”

*“ Corrmett*

Arthur was studying the room as he
talked. It was a sitting room about six-
teen feet square with no exit save the door
in which George Jameson was stamding.

Behind him was a small hall with the
bedroom on the farther side. There was
no fire escape outside the windows, a sheer
drop of a hundred feet. To get out, if it
came to forcing his way out, he would have
to overpower the two men.

He did not think the wretched girl would
lift a hand against him. Perhaps the man
had brought him there to bribe him. Craft
might pull him through; otherwise, he
would have to fight, and Pete looked tike
a fighter, while Jameson was umdoulbtediy
armed.

“T wish to leave this apartment at ones ™

“ See if he has a gun, Pete,” suggested
George in the sort of tone he would have
used to say: “ Pass the prumes™

Pete bustled up to Arthur, tapped him
on the hips, and then felt at his breast
pocket. Suddenly his wrist was seized and
twisted so that he was forced to swing his
body to save it from being broken, and the
body swung in front of Arthur as a breast-
voork while the secretary’s other hand se-
cured the free arm of Pete and drew it into
an exceedingly painful position. Driving
the helpless man before him, Arthur bore
down on George, who did not join battle,
but stepped back into his chamber.

Arthur was now in the hallway, but he
could not open the outside door without
releasing his prisoner.

“ Young woman, open the door, or it
will be the worse for you.”
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Lulu was regarding the contest with star-
ing eyes. Now she made a hopeless mo-
tion of her shonlders.

“ 1 don't dare,” she mumbled.

Arthur pushed Pete against the door,
ventured to release one arm, and hold him
with his body while he felt for the latch.
And something swished through the air, a
noose dropped around his neck and he was
drawn roughly backward, George, from
the center of his chamber, had thrown a
noosed rope, and the contest was fiimished.

“1 knew you were a good man with
your hands,” said Jameson as he stepped
into the hall, “ but I bet they never taught
you how to throw a rope at the
Y.M.C. A>»

Arthur was led back into the sitting
room, the rope so tight he could scarcely
breathe.

“ Lulu, strip him,” demanded the chief.

“ Please let Pete do it,” she pleaded.

“ No. Pete might murder him out of
hand. Go ahead.”

Flushing so crimson that both rascals
laughed loudly, the girl approached Arthur,
avoided his sorrowful eyes, and pulled his
coat from his shoulders. Then she removed
his vest and unfastened his belt; suddenly
she sobbed and ran into the bedroom.

“ Einish the job, Pete,” commanded
Jameson. “Lulu is getting modest. No
rough waonl—yet.”

In a couple of minutes the half-strangled
young man stood in his B.V.D.%, while
Jameson collected his clothes and went into
the bedchamber.

“ Clear out,” he ordered Lulu. “I'm
going to put these clothes on. You better
get out. You are no use here.”

Lutu did not venture to look again into
the sitting room; with her handkerchief to
her eyes and her shoulders shaking, she
opened the front door and closed it behind
her.

In the meantime Pete had taken the
lasso without removing the noose from
around his neck, and proceeded to tle Af-
thur hand and foot with extreme eempe
tency and equal lagk of eonsideration.

“You try to get your feet and hands free,
and you strangle yourself; and if you yell
for help, the neighbors will think it is some-
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body singing on one of those damn radis*
said Pete. “It’s a wonder you didn't
break my arm, you big stifft™

Having trussed Arthur most successfully,
he pushed him toward a sofa and tossed him
upon it.

In five minutes Jameson returned dressed
completely in Arthur’s clothing. They were
about the same height and weight. Jameson
was a trifle thicker about the middie, but
not enough to burst buttons.

“ You will have to be very quiet, or you
will hang yourself,” he told Arthur. “1
don’t care much if you do. It’s entirely
up to your own good judgmemtt”

Erom a bureau drawer he took a tin
box and set it upon the table, then drew
up a chair and inspected the captive very
carefully.

“ You and I have the same shaped face.
Of course I am a lot older,” he observed.
“T doubt if I could pass for you in broad
daylight. You don't cut your hair very
short, so a wig will look all rigtt™

“What do you intend to do?" asked
Arthur, although he had a suspicion of the
intentions of the man who had captured
him.

“ Pay a call on your revered empleyer.”

Jameson had opened his make-up box,
and was doing his best to create a resem-
blance to the boy in the sofa. Arthur's
nose was longer, his mouth smaller, his eyes
blue while Jameson’s were gray, and he
was twenty years younger; yet in ten or
fifteem minutes the man had tramsformed
himself so that he looked like his twin
brother.

“ 1 was once an actor,” he said, “ and 1
haven’t forgotten the art of make-up”

He drew from his pocket Arthur’s keys.

“ Which is your latchley?’ he de-
manded.

“ T have none., I ring™*

“Too bad. However, I think I can get
past a sleepy footman. Mordant has de-
tectives in the street, and one or two in the
house, but nobody is going to stop his sec-
retary returning home at a reasenable
hour.”

“ Are you going to kill him?" whispered
Arthur, who was suffering exquisitely in his
conscience. Had he not made a chanee ae-

BLACK PAST.

109

quaintance, had he not been completely
fooled by this wicked young woman, Mr.
Maordlant would not be in danger. He had
been trusted by his employer; he was the
last line of defense, and he had been trapped
with the greatest of ease by the vindictive
enemy of Mr. Mordant. If the great man
was murdered, it would be his fault. Per-
haps they would even accuse him of the
crime because Jameson looked se much
like him.

Involuntarily he began to writhe, and
the noose upon his neck grew tighter.

“1 told you not to do that. The only
way you can remain alive until I get back
is to lie absolutely quiet,” said Jameson.

CHAPTER XX.
REFLECTIONS OF A CAPTIVE.

E leaned over the victim and pulled
up the cord at the back so that the
boy could breathe again.

“T had a gag in my mouth for thirgy-six
hours once,” the man declared. “ When
they released me I was half dead, and ever
since I have hated to make use of it, but
I need Pete"in my business, and 1 can’t
have you creating a disturbance, so I am
afraid you must put up with it for a few
hours.”

Arthur shuddered at the prospect, but
he was man enough not to beg for mercy,
and he knew that this clerical-looking, soft
spoken individual was pitiless and not to
be moved by pleas.

Jameson thrust a handkerchief in his
mouth, then fastened a towel tightly around
the lower part of his face. In the electric
light of the small room the criminal seemed
to Arthur to look exactly like himself. Any-
body would be deceived in a dim light. He
would probably achieve his purpose.

Jameson had made all his preparations,
Now he summoned Grogan and went inte
the hallway, switching out the lights in the
room and leaving Arthur in the dark.

“Sorry to inconvenience you, Pride”
he said as a good-by. “If you lay quiet
I'll have you released presently. If you try
to wriggle out of those bonds, youll be
dead when we come back.”
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He then extinguished the light in the
hall, the door opened and closed, and the
last line of defense of Carolus Mordant
was left to his reflections, which were as
bitter as wormwood.

The majority of men go through life
and come to their ends without ever hav-
ing an opportunity to learn how they
would behave in a great emergency. To
be stepped upon in the subway, to be
shaken up in an auto crash, or to drop a
few floors in an elevator which is stopped
by its safety appliances, are the biggest
thrills which the average individuals en-
counter. All they know of violence, of
strife, of knife work, shots in the dark,
physical conflict, is what they read in the
papers. Unless they dwell in a New York
apartment they will live their whole lives
without coming into personal contact with
a burglar; if they do not live in Chicago
they will never meet a hold-up man.

Until the morning after the night he
fell out of bed Arthur Pride gave every evi-
dence of being one of those mot-to-be-tried
men. If he had remained in the environ-
ment in which he had grown to maniood,
he would have lived placidly, more or less
contentedly, and as safe as an oyster on
an uninhabited shore, but he had listened
toambition and ventured into a zone where
desperate men were lurking. A large salary
had tempted him. He had drawn it for a
single week, and now, if he moved, he
would garrote himself.

As he lay in the dark, afraid to lift a fin-
ger, breathing with difficulty, chewing on
a rag which filied his mouth, his mind yaced.
Marosely he reviewed his own conduct, and
found it stupid and reprehensible.

If it had not been for his vanity he might
bave escaped this situation; what an imbe-
dile he had been to suppose that a girl with
the physical attractions of this: Lulu had
been drawn to him for any qualities which
he possessed, a man who had never before
received encouragement from an attractive
girll

Now he realized that they had plotted to
capture him from the moment he went to
work for Mordant. No doubt Lulu -had
followed him into the subway car that
night, and when he had not responded to
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her advances had moved into his hotel for
no other purpose than to insnare him,

Although literature was full of stories of
vampires who dragged men to their ruin,
although the newspapers teemed with arti-
cles about unprincipled and wicked women,
he had supposed that such females eould be
recognized on sight by the mark ef the
devil on their faces; that a bad woman
would look wicked, and because the alleged
Miss Mayfield had appeared sweet and in-
nocent and tinspoiled, he had been idiet
enough to accept her without question, had
spent evening after evening in her company
without any suspicion that she was net
what she pretended to be. And he had
flattered himself that he was a judge of
character.

Trusted implicitly by Mordant, he had
failed in the first test. Although the great
man had warned him to avoid chance ac-
quaintances, he had succumbed to the first
person who scraped acquaintance with him.
It he did choke to death on this sofa he
would richly deserve such a fate because
of his arrant folly.

Yet his mental anguish was caused, not
so much by his imminent peril as what
would be the results of his failure to attend
toe his business- If Mordant came to harm
—uwwell, he hoped to die on this spot.

That Jameson would have no difficulty
in obtaining entrance at the Mardant home
he was sure, because they were expecting
himself, and when the villain walked up the
steps the outsider watchers would not ques-
tion him. They were familiar with Pride’s
appearance. And the butler, if he were up,
would not give him & sewomd glbane.

The villain could go directly to Pride’s
room, and from there swoop down upon his
victim. One person in the house might
know the difference. Grace, if she spoke
to him, would know that Jameson was not
Arthur Pride.

And this opened a terrifying line of
thought. If Grace happened to emcounter
the masquerader and engaged him in con-
versation, what would happen to her? Per-
haps you may imagine the terror of a man
bound hand and foot and laid aeress a rail-
road track when he sees the traln rearing
down upon him; just that emotlen was ex-



THE BLACK PAST

perienced by the youth on the sofa in the
apartment of George Jameson as he
thought of Grace Mordant in the power of
that man.

He could see his brutal hands on her
white throat, the pretty eyes staring with
terror, the sweet little mouth open in a
bleat of alarm, which would be so ruthlessly
choked.

He gave an involuntary leap at the
thought, and the dreadful noose about his
neck tightened. He relaxed in time: it
slackened again.

One of the diversions of pirates was to
tie a husband to a tree on an island, and
then torture his wife before his eyes; what
such a husband suffered in those ancient
days Arthur experienced now. for he could
see the murder of the lovely child as plain-
ly as though it were happening before his
eyes.

His anguish was so intense that merciful
Nature permitted him to faint; he lost con-
sciousness for a time. With the return of
his senses the dreadful thoughts returmed:;
again he suffered.

It seemed to him that he shouid die of
grief if anything happened to Grace. - He
had not known that he loved her; noa he
realized to the full how adorable the child
was with her cunning basket of tricks, a
kitten pretending to be a bad old cat. - And
time ticked; he could hear a clock some-
where. And a radio -began to play in an
apartment not far away, a sugary tenor
was singing ' Ben Bolt."

How she laughed with delight when you
gave her a smile,
And trembled with fear at your frown.”

Though Grace had not done either of
these things, at that minute he thought she
had, and he shuddered as the deleful seng
continued to its tearful close about the siab
of granite so gray, and sweet Alice lying
under the stone.

Tears were streaming down the bey's
cheeks when the tenor finished his wail, and
then a tinkle of breaking glass near at hand
startled him. He heard a woman’s veice
say ** dammi™

There was a squeak of a lifted window
sash, a thump as somebody landed on the
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floor in the bedroom. Steps, quick steps
across the room, a click as a light button
was pressed. Arthur lifted his head and
almost choked himself, and saw Lulu stand-
ing in the doorway. One of her wrists was
bleeding, and she was stanching the blood
with a little handkerchief,

His head dropped back hopelessly; no
chance of rescue from the source which had
caused his predicament, but Lulu gave a
low cry of pity and crossed the room. She
tugged at his gag, loosened the towel, and
pulled out the soaked handkerchief from his
mouth. She was crying,

“ You poor boy!"” she crooned.

He tried to tell her that it was all her
fault, but his tongue was dry, he could not
speak. Lulu patted across the room, drew
a carving knife from the top drawer of the
buffet, and approached him. Having con-
vinced himself that she was a black-souled
wretch, he still had no hope of succor, and
he was surprised when she began slashing
at his ropes. In a moment he was free.

“ Can you ever forgive me?” she sobbed,
looking at him with eyes that were tortured.

“Waater!” he pleaded. She ran to the
bathroom and returned with a tumbler full
of the liquid be needed so badly, and he
drank like a camel after nine days.

It was typical of Arthur that he glanced
in dismay at his B. V. B.’s, and she under-
stood his embarrassment.

“ Wait, I'll get you his clothes,” she rat-
tled off, and ran into the bedroom, return-
ing in a moment with an armful of men’s
apparel. She turned her back while he
dressed, and he began to appreciate that
she had rescued him, had made amends in
part for her offense, and was probably tak-
ing some risk in turning him loose.

“1 appreciate this very much, Miss
Magyfield,” he stammered. “ Aren’t you in
danger as a result of itt?"

“1 don't care,” said the girl, passionate-
ly. “I’m leaving town right away. I just
couldn’t leave you in the lurch after we
had been such friends.”

“II'm surprised you were able to get in.
How did you manage it?” he asked, dress-
ing feverishly.

“ 1 knew they would both go out on the
job and tie you up. I had no key, but I
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knew a woman three floors down. I walked
the streets for a couple of hours trying to
get up my nerve, then I called her and she
was out. I had the bellboy open her door,
and went in. There is a fire escape out-
side her bedroom window, and I ran up
it- to this one. The window was locked,
and T broke it with the heel of my shoe,
but I cut my wrist sticking my hand in to
turn the catcin.”

“Let me see it,” he said. The cut was
not deep, and he bound it with two hand-
kerchiefs of Jameson’s which she found for
him in the chief’s bureau.

* You are very good,” she faltered.

* Not at all. You probably saved my
life. I suppose they have a hold over you,
or you would not have lured me here.

“ Something like that,” she nodded. As
a matter of fact, their only hold on Lulu
was their willingness to pay her good money
for occasional assistance, but if there were
any scraps of credit to be secured she want-
ed them,

“ What are you going to do now?* she
demanded.

“&o to Mordant’s.” ¢

“Pon’t. Theyll kill yow’

“I ought to be Kkilled,” he replied.
“ Good-by, and thank you..”

“ Wait for me,” called the girl, but he
was already running down the corridor.
Jameson’s hat was a trifle too big for him,
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and kept floppimg up and down on his
head; the elevator took an eternity to re-
spond to his ring, and when he reached the
street he was compelled to wait a minute
or two before a taxi with its flag in an up-
right position came into view. Giving the
address of Carolus Mordant, he flung him-
self into the machine and chafed because it
was chained to the earth and had no wings.

Of course, he had no program. He in-
tended to burst into the house and confront
the impostor if he had not already perpe-
trated his crime and flied.

He had no fear bf consequences to him-
self from an encounter with Jameson, did
not give such things a thought. If there
was a way of repairing the damage caused
by his neglect of duty be would take it no
matter what happened.

The determined young man in the cab
was a very different individual from the
self-conscious, mild mannered youth of a
week ago; his two hours of agony on the
ceuch had changed him so that he would
never be the old Arthur Pride again. He
was a two-fisted fighter burning for the
fray, a- defeated champion seeking another
chance.

Eor the first time since he had become
the bodyguard of Carolus Mordant he had
ghe disposition and temperament of a
guardsman, but the change might have
come too late!

T® BE CONVCAIEDED NEXT WEEK

IMPRESSIOM

'Fl"I—HE night is a very part of you, girl,
™ Its soft, sweet silence, the stars and the mist,
The tender light of the low-hung meon

These age-old mountains have mocked and kissed.

And the day is a very part of you, too,
This powder-blue sky, this healing sun,

The faintest perfume of desert flxwers,
The urge that no task be left undone.

But if it be day or if it be night,
Whether labor be shirked or met—
Once on a time I kissed you, dear,

And, ah!

I remember it yet!

Pater A. Lea,
7A



By RICHARD F. WERRVWIELD

TOLA hadn’t said much during sup-
V per. She'd eaten hardly anything.

Her expression was grave and medi-
tative. Recognizing these symptoms, Al-
bert had braced himself for the climax.

After awhile she would say something
that would probably knock him off his
pins. Then they’'d have a quarrel about it.
That was the way these things generally
happened.

What could be wrong now, he wondered?
Did she want a new dress? If she did, he
knew she would not come out with it direct-
ly, but would arouse his sympathy by some
such overture as this.

Waiting for the storm to break was ne
easy matter. He ate studiously, resolving
that he would not make the first move,
He would not start it this time, amyhow.

Nevertheless, he did start it. He swal-
lowed his coffee, gulped, and said:

“ What's eating you to-night, Vii/*

“ Oh, nothimg,” she answered lightly,
continuing to hold the mysterious expres-
sion. But he had heard his wife say that
before. “ Oh, nothing ” meant that some-
thing was wrong.

8 A

* Something’s eating you, all right.” If
he controlled his curiosity long enough, he
knew, she would tell what ailed her. By
searching her mood like this, he was put-
ting himself on the defensive. Now, If
she told him something disagreeable, it
would be his own fault for asking.

“ Mad about sometining®” he inquired.

Viola drew a deep breath, and turned
it into a sigh of deepest care. Albert’s
sympathy moved him to lean toward her
and pat her forearm solicitously.

“I'm worrying,” she said in a low voice.

“ Worrying? About whatt®' He followed
up the clew eagerly. “Is it about—
money?”

“ What else could it be, except thet??”
She turned her head on one side, regard-
ing him with a serious pucker of her brow,
“ Albert, you're working too hard, and not
getting enough for it. It isn’t that I'm not
contented, only I feel that way.”

So that was it. He smiled, feeling proud
of himself.

It had not ocourred to him that he was
working too hard. Now that she mentioned
it, though, he saw the truth of the matter,
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and sighed heavily as if Viola had just dis-
covered a great secret that he had been
nobly keeping from her.

“1 don't mind, though,” he told her
generously.

“You’re only saying that. I've been
thinking it all over, Al, and it's really very
serious. It worries me.”

Somehow he felt that she was still keep-
ing her thoughts from him. Worrying
doesn't require any deep secrecy. She was
just stroking him to make him purr. Pretty
soon she’'d spring it. He waited.

“TIt ism't right,” she declared. “ We've
got to do something about it. Look, we

haven’t a thing saved up for a rainy day.
We just live from hand to mouti—your
salary’s spent before you get it. Albert,
I'm going to work.”

Crash!

“ You’re not going to do anything of the
kind,” he replied, shocked.

“ Why not?"” she wanted to know. “ Lots
of married women work. I don’t see why
I can’t. I worked before we were married.
Anyway, there's nothing to do at home ex-
cept housework, and I'm sick of that.

Albert drew tightly inte his shell, and
set his mind doggedly against the idea.

“Tt don’t matter what other peeple 4o,
he said heavily. “iF'm not going to have
people saying that my wife’s got to werk.
If I can’t support a wife, then I shouldn't
be married, that’s all. You just try getting
a job and see what happens
;“ What'll heppen??*

“YWanlll see. Either yon have me eF
you have a job, understand? Yeuw're net
going to have both.”

—Viola’s jaw was set as she Fese frem the
table. )

© # You're the meanest thing R %’%’,
Albert Wade!” she cried: YOy Fe the 8-
fishest, meapfst—- X

After it was all sver: Albsit lig %s% 2
cigaretie With Suest SapsRcion: Re had
wan: Vigla had promised not 19 repim 15
office Work: I

ABOUT a week later, they had angther
little spat. It happened at Supper time,
too. The mood was reversed.
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This time it was Albert who ate very lit-
tle and wore an expression of profound ab-
straction. Viola broke the ominous silence
just after they sat down.

“ Why don’t you eatf?”

Albert shifted in his chair so that he sat
looking out of the window, facing away
from the table. He wanted her to follow up
her query.

It annoyed him when she remarked in-
differently:

“Very well, don't talk tinem’

One could not keep silent for effect when
the effect was not produced, Albert came
out of himself before long.

“1 hate to growl,” he said, “ but what's
this change in you, Vi?”

“« Wh

“ Sure. Gee whiz—we always used to
have real suppers until a little while ago.
Now all we see is canned tomatoes, canned
peas, canned corn, canned soup, canned
everything. Last night we had succotash
and spaghetti. To-might you've got tuna
fish and peas and beans. Gee, we can af-
ford better food than timtt”

But this wasn’t really a quarrel, because
Viola promised to do better in the future.
She hadn’t been feeling very well lately,
and there was housework, and shopping.
Sometimes it’s like that, she explained.

Albert felt relieved the next night when
she prepared spinach, boiled potatoes and
hamburger steak with onions. This spurt
of attention to the table soon faded out,
however, and it was only a matter of a
couple of days before the familiar cans
reappeared.

They returned discreetly, of course, and
he did not suspect the disguise at flirst—
not at all, in fact, until one special morning.

He had risen early to beat the subway
rush to the business section of Brooklyn
where he worked. There was no need to
bother Viola about breakfast. He’d let her
sleep, and fry his own eggs.

But there weren’t any eggs in the ice box.
He looked high and low, on and under
the latticed shelves below the ice compart-
ment, and all he could see was rows of
cans!

That discovery started a trying day for
him. Quite disgusted, he went out without
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breakfast, and snatched a cup of bad coffee
in the lunch wagon on the corner.

Everything went wrong at the office, and
the upshot was that at noon he had de-
veloped a ripping headache. The depart-
ment boss was just slightly sarcastic when
Albert asked for the rest of the day off.
Albert won, nevertheless.

It was good to be out in the open air.
He wondered, as he walked down Fulton
Street toward the subway, how all these
people managed to get out on fine after-
noons like this. Didn’t they have to work?
Were they all millionaires?

Viola would put alcohol on his forehead
when he got home. That would help. As
usual, though, he’d have to tell her how to
apply it.

Viola, capable in almost every other re-
spect, was a failure at tending ailments.
He remembered the time when slie had run
distractedly around the hoiise because he
had sliced his thumb with the meat knife.

Complete thoughts such as these formed
with. difficulty in his mind to-day, because
of his throbbing head. It just ached for
all its worth, maliciously, it seemed.

When he arrived home he looked all over
the apartment, but Viola was out. De-
pressed, he dropped on the davenport in
the front room and tried to sleep.

Surely he had dozed only for five minutes
when Viola came home. But no, he had
slept three hours. Surprised, he sat up
blinking, and the idea struck him that it
was probably to-morrow. Waking up like
this gave him a delicious sense of un-
reality.

“ Oh, are you home?” Viola was saying.

Her arms were held behind her, as if she
were trying to conceal something.

“T1 w's sleen,” he yawned, then yawned
again, wider, luxuriating in the sensation,
“ Gosh, what time's iit??

“ Almost ffiee. How'd you get home %0
early. Were you sichk”'

“ Oh, 1 had a rotten headache. Still got
it. I took the afternoon off and came home.
What've you got thene?”

She hesitated, then produced a small
black satchel, a sort of cross between a
traveling kit and a large handbag. Imita-
tion leather.
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“1t looked so cute that 1 wanted it,*
she explained. “ I was at the department
store. Here, you get some more sleep while
I get suppenr’

* What'd you use for supper?® he asked.

She did not wait to answer, but hurried
out to cook. 'Albert lay back, wondering
about certain things. What did she need
that crazy satchel for? He mulled over
it, deciding finally that women were a little
cuckoo.

Two conditions spoiled his supper. First,
there was deviled ham and potato salad,
and he hated both. Second, his throat
hurt when he swallowed.

A little catch- at first, it became steadily
worse, until each act of swallowing was
a painful, slow gulp. He frowned over it,
but refrained from saying anything until
later, when the meal was over.

Viola placed her palm over his forehead
when he told her about it.

“ It isn't there,” he said petulantly; “it's
in my throat. Feels funny, when I try to
swalllow.”

“Let me see your tongue,” ordered
Viola, raising his chin with her hand.
“ Open your mouth. Oh, stick out your
tongue; I'm not going to hurt you! Way
out. Say, <AthkhHht ™

“ Ah-h-uh," he obeyed unwillingly, and
resumed his natural expression as soon as
he had performed the feat. “ Well, 'did
you see amytiiggy?”

“1 think you've got tonsilitii,”" she said
gravely. “ Your throat is coatiedl”

“ Coated? Got a coat on? No hat, eir”*

“Don’t be funny. I mean it's white.
You’d better go to bed and I’ll call the
doctor."

Albert fumed and fussed against going
to bed. He didn't want any doctor to
come and dig out his tomsils. Anyway,
they couldn't afford one. Three dollars to
a doctor would knock an awful hole in
their fiimamnces.

Viola insisted that he obey her, and he
did at last, grumblingly, declaring that he’d
get up and go to work the next morning,
doctor or no doctor.

When the physician, summoned by Viola,
arrived, Albert disliked him instantly. He
would have disliked any doctor. There
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was too much dignity about that tall figure,
Albert felt he was being high-hatted.

Whatever the cause, he did not stop to
analyze his instinctive distrust of this lean,
courteous Dr. Towning.

Viola seemed to become so darned self-
conscious and coy as soon as the doctor
arrived. She flitted about, offering a chair,
a glass, a table, a spoon and whatnot.
Albert decided that he didn’t like Towning
because Viola did.

“ Of course, it's nothing serious,” Town-
ing remarked, as he flipped a thermometer.
“ Just mild tonsilitis, but we'll cure that,
won't we? Now, let’s see if you can ex-
plode this thermometer. Under the tongue.”

Albert felt like exploding the thing ever
the doctor’s thin, arched nose.

There was a lot more to Towming’s visit.
He seemed to be trying to give them their
money’s worth. Albert was made to say
« Ah-h-h * several times, and to stretch his
tongue 'way out while a culture was taken
of his throat. He kicked like a little boy
at the culture.

“ But it's got to be done, Al,” Viola told
him. “@ont be such a big baby. It
doesn’t hurtt™

One had to be careful, Dr. Towning
blithely informed him. With all these cases
of diphtheria around, it was best to have a
culture for analysis.

Albert submitted to it with poor grage,
and waited hopefully for the next mani:
festation of the doctor’s vast medical knowl-
edge. It came in the form of a prescription.

“You're to gargle this every three
hours,” Towming said.

“ DPoes it taste bad?" asked Albert sus-
piciously. .

“fEeunibly,” smiled the dester, FisiRgG:
“ Now, to-morrow, if some of that hasmt
cleared, we'll put seme iedine bask there.
If yowre ecareful everything will be all
right. €Can't go to work. Otherwise, we'll
have to get a derrick and hoist out these
tonsils. Take it easy for a few days.”

When the doctor had gone, Albert fretted
and tossed in his bed.

“1The room smells like a hespital,” he
growled,

“Pon’t be so fussy,” answered Viola.
% The doctor knows what's best*
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He nursed his grouch for awhile, bothered
because Viola looked so cheerful.

“ Don’t you think Dr. Towning is mice??”
she remarked, as she patted his pillow.

“ He's a pest,” replied Albert. * I never
heard of him before. Where'd you come
to know of him?”

* Sillly—he’s the best doctor on this
street.”

But Albert was not satisfied. He com-
plained that this was wrong and that was
wrong, until Viola, out of patience, cried
out at him;

“ Oh, keep quiet for a minute, will you!"

“1 won't. I've got a right to talk. Amy-
way, that doctor is too familiar. You'd
think you and he'd been friends for life,
since you went to school. I heard him call
you ‘Winla,’ evem”

His wife had compressed her lips and
was moving pymly from one piece of furni-
ture to another, pretending absorbed in-
dustry.

Irritated at her silence, Albert went on
bitterly:

“You'd think I was a dog in this house,
the way you treat me. Bum food and
everything. Ewven that satchel. If you
ask me, it looks mighty funny the way you
got that crazy thing—when you don’t
need it."

“ Just what do you mean, Albert Wader?*
she demanded indignantly.

“ Never mind.” He brooded, thinking
of what might happen if he had diphtheria.
Did people die of it? He did not know,
but suspected that they did. The very
name of the sickness was insidious.

He had a vague idea that one shriveled
up and gave up the ghost as a fly did when
sprayed with an insecticide.

His mind roved. He wondered how
they'd ever pay for the doctor’s attention.
Too much attention, Albert thought, play-
ing with the word. Presently another
thought came to him.

“How'd you know I had tomsiiitis??"
he asked Viola.

She replied from the window where she
was adjusting the shade.

“T1 had it once, so I knew what it was
like. I suppose you’re suspicious of that,
tOO.”
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Albert did not answer. Her explanation
was unsatisfactory. The wild notion passed
through his mind that she and the doctor
had framed up this sickness of his tm—to
what? So they could see each other oftener,
maybe?

This brooding dulled him, and he fell
asleep.

Dr. Towming brought good news in the
morning. No diphtheria bacilli had been
found in the analysis of Albert’s culture.

“‘That means that you’ll be up very
soon,” said the docter. “ A few days more,
until we 8ot those white spots out. Did
you like the gangjes?”

Viola answered for her husihamd:

“ He's a naughty patient, doctor. You
should have seen him kicking at the medi-
cine.”

“ Well, it feels funmy,” the patient -

sisted. “ Makes my throat all dry and
tight like.”

“ Fine, my boy,” said Dr. Towning
cheerily.

Albert ground his teeth. “mly hbayp!™
Calling him “ boy!” They were both treat-
ing him like a kid.

This was a short visit. The doctor had
called early before running dewn to his
hospital. Just before he left he offered to
notify Albert’s office on his way to town.

Albert listened very intently when the
two, Viola and the doctor, went to the
door. He could get only snatches of their
conversation, but that was enough to cor-
roborate his suspicions.

First there was Viola’s voice, saying in
a tone very near to reproach: “I can’t do
that now—" Aha. - So she was turning the
doctor down. Good for her. Dirty bum,
that Towmning fellow..

He listened as the doctor’s voice rose a
little. “If you reconsider, let we know,
won’t you, Violk?"

Albert's eyes narrowed. Would she re-
consider? What a persistent guy, to keep
on bothering her after a turn-down. If
she'd reconsider, hurmpf!

What was she saying now? He strained
his ears.

“ There's nothing serious in this—"" came
her voice. Nuthing serious in what? He
pictured every possibility.

117

Oh, if he could only see into that hall-
way. He wanted to call out something sar-
castic to them.

Wait, he'd get up and surprise them.
Smash the doctor in the face. One, two.
Left, right. The picture of Dr. Towning
sprawled face down on the floor, whimper-
ing for mercy. Viola pleading: “ Don’t
hurt him, Albert, I love himn.”

Then he'd turn on her and tell her what
was what. Lash them both with accusing
words. Jam on his hat and leave. Next
train to Chicago.

But he couldn't just jam on his hat and
go out. He’d have to dress fiisit. One
couldn’t go to Chicago with only pyjamas
and hat on.

Towning was talking in low mumblings.
Albert raised himself on one elbow to hear
better.

“ It's very prettyy—" he heard the doctor
say. Oh, the dog! Trying flattery now.
“ —and be sure to call me up.¥ The hound.

Wihen Viola came into the room she
found her husband in the act of socking
the pillow with both fists, growling like
an angry puppy. He looked around at
her, then sat up straight in bed, grinning
foolishly.

“ Just getting some exercise,” he said.

“ Well, you lie down and stop that nom-
sense, or youll never get well. Do you
want to work up a fever. If you don't
behave I’ll have them take you to a hes-
pital.”

Like threatening to call the bogey man,
he thought. Next she'd promise to stand
him in a dark closet for hali an hour, or
give him castor oil, or put red pepper on
his tongue.

“ What were you two talking about all
that time?” There, it was out.

“ Don’t be so nosey,” she returned short-
ly, and left the room.

Well, of all the nervel As if he hadn't
a right to be nosey in a case like this. Were
people always as brazen as this?

By George, he'd do something about it.
Show her he had a right to know, Take
action.

Where was that satchel? He'd find out
the truth of the whole thing right now,
without any more delay.
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People always kept incriminating evi-
dence in black satchels, because the detec-
tives had to trace them up. Look for the
tall man with the black grip.

Albert slipped out of bed and stood up.
His head rang with dizziness. The room
swayed around him like a top at the end
of its spinning.

He found the closet and bent over, grop-
ing for the satchel. Suppose Viola came
in now?

Well, he'd wheel on her, rip open the
bag and dump the contents on the fioor.
Then she'd have to confess, because he'd
be looking at her with strong, direct eyes,
searching right into her soul.

Ah, the bag. It was hard to open. He
fumbled with the lock, moved the catch
and spread apart the ridge.

There was nothing inside except a small
white apron. Baffled and annoyed, he flung
it down into the closet, and returned to
bed just as his wife entered.

Pending the discovery of further evi-
dence, he held his peace.

That afternoon Dr. Towming called
again. This was fortunate, reflected Al-
bert, since it gave him more evidence.
Towming had ne real reason for calling,
that is, no professional reason. Therefore
he had dropped in to see Viola. That was
plain.

How simple people were in these seerets
—how open! They probably thought that
no one could possibly interpret the mean:
ing of their actions.

The doctor was discussing the causes and
effects of tonsilitis—a ruse, Albert smiled
to himself, to cover the reason for the visit.
Talking about medicine. As if any of them
were interested in medicine.

The doctor was interested in Viola—she
in the doctor. And Albert was interested
in them both.

He didn't like being sick. One's mind
played odd tricks., Fragments of seng Fe-
curred and rang in one’s ears MoEnRoteROUSLY:
The same thing happened with phrases and
words.

When the doctor mentioned the name
of the gargle he had prescribed, Albert
caught only the last part of the name, It
clung to his tongue, and he found himself
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“repeating it, silently chanting: “ tannic
acid, tannic acidl”

There was more to the name, something
like glyceride tannic acid, but that didn't
worry him. The term had no meaning for
him.

“Yes,” Towning was saying in his
cheery, brisk manner, “ there's nothing bet-
ter than that.” He turned to Viola. “ This
is similar to that case that we, I mean, that
I attended last weslik”

Albert seized on the word “ we,” but
could not figure out its meaning. This
was more evidence. He filed it away in
his memory for reference.

Later developments would explain it,
doubtless, would make it a link in the chain
of all these incidents. Everything would
eventually lead up to the truth, and then
he'd face them.

Something much worse than dhis hap-
pened the following mornjng. Albert awoke
to hear Viola walking through the hall.
Usually, at this time of day, eight thirty,
he heard her walking, so there was nothing
strange about that. But usually she had
on slippers, while this morning she wore
shoes.

The heels beat a tattoo all the way into
the front room. He heard the rasp of a
window as it was raised, then the impera-
tive buzz of an automobile horn.

Presently Viola returned down the hall.
He closed his eyes, just squinting. - She
passed the door of the bedroom, and Albert
caught sight of a tan hat and white sweater.
In one hand she had the black satichel!

She had no sooner closed the hall door
than he sprang out of bed and, spurred into
strength by his anger and curiosity, ran to
the front room window.

The car was a blue coupe, very new-
looking. He could not see the man because
the driver’s seat was on the street side in-
stead of the sidewalk side, and besides, his
window was three stories above the ground.

He knew it was the doctor, though, and
especially so when he saw Viola emerge
from the door below and make straight for
the coupe.

They drove down the street, turning to
the right four blocks away.

Muttering, Albert tore around in a jeal-
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ous rage, finding his clothes. He jammed
his feet into the shoes, cursing when the
backs of the heels gave way flexibly and
folded under his feet. There wasn't time,
now, to look for a shoehorn.

What could he do to get back at them?
Send out a general alarm, perhaps, and have
them stopped at one of the East River

bridges. That would surprise them. A
policeman saying: “VWadit, you! 1 know
who you are”

But they were too wise. Wihen he judged
their movements from past instances, he
knew they'd never take that risk. Sim-
plicity was apparently their best refuge.

They thought t6 fool him by deing ex-
actly what no one else would do. This
being the case, they’d go to the docter's
house. Albert would never think of going
there.

But Albert did think of going there, and
he went, walking swiftly along the side-
walk, watching for an M. D. sign on the
houses to right and left.

The doctor’s house was on the same side,
a modest two-family stucco dwelling, front-
ed by ash trees that spread over the brick
steps. An oblong black sign was placed in
one window, with the name in gilt," Edward
E. Touning, M. D. Hours, 1-3. Eve-
aing, 6-8.”

A gracious young woman with brewn
hair and impersonal dark eyes opened the
door.

“The doctor ism't here just new." she
told him. “ Wouid you like to wait? He
said he'd be back very seom.™”

Albert nodded and followed her into the
waiting room. His mind recorded impres-
sions of the place.

Evidently Towning had his office in the
house where he lived. "This joung woman,
who was she? An assistant, probably.

Tt would be hard for her when she learned
that her employer had eloped. She weuld
be out of a job.

He was on the point of telling her abeut
it when she motioned him teo a seat and
moved out of the room through a pair of
green portieres.

He pazed around. So the deeter weuld
return pretty soon. What a hypesrite
Towming was! He'd never return. The

AH-H.
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assistant had been taken in, too, by the
fellow's suavity.

Albert could not tell why he was wait-
ing. Perhaps it was because there was a
possibility that they might come here, after
all. He'd probably drive up, leave Viola
in the car, andrun in for his suit case.

Time passed. At the end of a half hour,
Albert was leaning back on the sofa, read-
ing a medical journal from the mahogany
table. An article on homeopathy. It didn’t
mean anything to him, though. Home-
opathy could be interior decorating for all
he cared.

He was absorbed in a picture of uni-
versity graduates when the door opened
and Dr. Towning walked in, followed by
Viola.

They were astonished to see him, but
Albert waved aside their exclamations and
jumped to his feet, gripping the medical
journal in one hand for moral support.

“You never expected me, did you?"' he
began with a hard smile. “ Well, I'm here.
I'm here, do you understand? Now, what’re
you going to do about itt?”

Towming and Viola looked wonderingly
at each other, and the doctor shook his
head, describing a circle with his finger to
indicate that Albert was nuts.

“ You can’t throw me off like that.,” cried
Albert. “II'm not crazy, and I'm not sick.
I saw you go off together this morning. 1
knew you'd come here. Thought you’d
fool me, huh? Thought I wouldn't suspect™
anything, that you'd come here. Well, I'm
hefe, and when I get through, something's
going to happem”

That would scare them. They’d think
he had a gun.

“ Albert! What are you sayiitgy”” inter-
rupted Viola.

“ Keep still, you,” he came back at her.
“ Don’t either of you interrupt me. 1 was
getting suspicious when we started eating
canned grub. That was enough. Then I
saw that satchel and that was more. And
then I heard you two talking.

“ You, Towning, trying to get my wife.
Asking her to reconsider! I heard her put
you off when she said she couldn’t now,
and then you started to flatter her. Oh, 1

heard everytiiingd?”
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Dr. Towming stood very still, one hand
on the knob of the door. His face was con-
templative, the interest of one observing a
peculiar phrase of psychology. Viola had
seated herself, regarding her husband with
a contemptuous frown.

“You thought you'd sneak out on me
this morning, eh?” Albert continued his
tirade. “ Well, I saw you. I heard you
going out. You got in the car. So I came
here because I knew you'd come here. Ton-
silitis! Say, I haven't got tonsilitis any
more than the man in the moon! That’s a
flee trick to get me helpless to bed. I can
see through it all now, and you’re not going
to get away with it, Towming. You big
bura, take fhiky”

He lurched toward the doctor, swinging
wildly with both arms. Towning caught
him, pinning him against the door with a
tight grip on his muscles.

Albert, despite his struggles, could net
free himself. He was too weak to resist.

“ You’re a fool, Wade,” said the doctor,
“ an awful fool. Quiet there, and let me
talk. I have no interest of that kind in your
wife. As a matter of fact, I have a very
charming wife of my own. She must have
admitted you at the door. Oh, Beatrice,
would you mind coming here

His wife, the gracious young weman, ap-
peared at the green portieres. She seemed
worried, for she had overheard the entire
scene. Towming released Albert and placed
his arm around Beatrice.

“ You see, Wade,” he went on, “ all yeur
imaginings are wrong. My only relation
with your wife has been a business one.
She has been acting as practical nurse for a
few of my patiemts ™

Albert started off anew at this. Instead
of calming him, the doctor’s ammouncement
stirred him to bitter anger. He turned upen
Viola.

“ So you did go to work after alll VYeu
didn’t care what I said about it. Ne, it
doesn’t matter how I feel. You do what
you want to, don’t you? Tuying to make
people think you have to work because your
husband is poor. Humiliating me. You’ll
be taking in washing next

“ You mustn't look at it that way, Mr.
Wade,” put in Beatrice Towming. It is
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not a disgrace for a married woman to be a
practical nurse. Before Dr. Tomming and
I were married I helped him the same way,
didn't I, Ed?”

* 1 don’t care what you did,” Albert
went on stubbornly. “ What I care about
is what my wife does, and she's not going
to be a hired gimlt!”

“ He's hystericall,” remarked Towning.

Albert raved on until Viola rose from her
chair and faced him. She spoke icily, wither-
ing him.

“1If you weren't half sick,” she said,
“and 1 were a man, I'd thrash you good
and plenty, Al Wade.  You deserve it.
You're acting like an idiot and insulting the
doctor and his wife, to say nothing of me.
You're only a petty, jealous husband. Yeu
ought to be spanked and put te bed. Yoeu’re
selfish, 1 despise you, Albert.

“1 thought T married a man, but, no, 1
married a worm.  Of course you don’t
realize what has come out of my working
for Dr. Towming, You couldn’t, becatise
you're an imbecile.

“ Suppose that night when your timwoat
hurt, suppose I hadn’t known what to do.
If T hadn’t worked for the doctor I'd never
have known that you had tonsilitis. Then
we wouldn’t have called - the doctor and
you'd be six feet underground now from the
complications, isn’'t that so, docion?”

“1t is quite possible,” Towning assured
her.

“WWho took care of you night and day,
Albert? T couldn’t have done it if T hadn’t
been a practical nurse. And, tell me, my
dear, sweet, loving husband, how do you
imagine we've lived since you got sick? Did
you give me any money to live on? No, be-
cause you had none, and pay day 1s four
days off. Theyll probably dock you for
this week.

“ Do you know that I have saved enough
money, out of my working for the past week
and a half, to pay the doctor and see us
through until you're on your feet? You
never think of that. You just think of your
stomach.

“ As a nurse I had to have that satchel.
The talk with the doctor that day in the hall
was nothing more nor less than a discussion
about one of his patients,
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&1 tell you something, Albert, right
now. Unless you snap out of this and
apologize to the doctor, to Mrs. Towning.
and to me, you’re going to be good and
sorry. How about it

Albert felt mean, low, whipped and
miserable.

“ Gee, 1 didn't know all that,” he mum-
bled. “ Guess I was too quick. Being sick
made me like that, I guess™

“Say you’re sorry, you egy!™ Viola
prodded him.

“ 1 am—stop poking me—I'm sorry, doc-
tor, and you, Mrs. Towming. You too,
Vi.”

Dr. Towning smiled genially, putting out
his hand.

Albert clasped it eagerly.

Mrs. Towxming extended hers with the
same melting cordiality. He shook it grate-
fully.

“You might shake hands with your
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wife,” suggested Viola. ‘ Just to show you
what a fool you were, Al, let me tell you
why I drove off with the doctor this
morning.

“ One of his former patients, a Mr.
Dance, wants a man who does the work you
do. He’s interested in you because we
boosted you, and it means better work and
better pay.

“ We went to see him and brought him
over in the car. He's waiting outside for
us maw™

“Holy smoke!” Albert gasped.
couldn’t say anything more.

Dr. Towming broke into what threatened
to be a sentimental scene.

“ Before we go, Wade, let me have a
look at that throat of yours. Say
¢ Ah-h-h.)' "

Albert said “ Ah-h-h ” with a will.

“ Ah, that's much better now,” smiled
the doctor
END

He

NOBLEMAN

_JE failed; to fight inclining,

He will fight and fail again;
Rather than he’d win out whining,
He would be an outcast pining,

He would be the spurned of men

Where’s the virtue of succeeding
If you cannot stand upright?
Where’s the luxury of leading,
With a conscience that is bleeding?
Let him fail; but watch him fight.

If to win by ruthless measure
Ever stamps a man as brave,
Call him coward at your pleasure;
And some day, when he has leisure,
He will fill a failure’s grave.

But this one principle has stood
His soul’s delicious balim—
That if he did himself no good,
He did the State no harm.

James S. Rvan.
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CHAPTER XVII.

THE CONFERENCE IN THE TOWER.

OIRA MASON was white. All

M color seemed drained from her,

Shadows lay under her blue eyes.

Her appearance shocked me. One felt that

the faith and hope she had said so con-

fidentlly should support her had deserted
her instead.

The last time I had seen her Bo-Peep
had been so much more her normal self,
even if a bit disturbed, a bit uncertain.
Lamb and his mad course since his release
had rendered her haggard with fright.

Bryce though was more natural, less for-
mal than myself in his surprise.

Bo-Peep—wihat the devil’'s happened
now?"” he exclaimed.

wWizis " Sesmii [husdl sppelee, beétone, sbiee and said he must see me at once.

could possibly answer. * Much has hap-
pened—and most of it of import to us who
would undo a wrong, and make straight a
crooked path. That you may hear of it I
have called here this morning in order that,
having heard it, you may once more render
aid. Some little Miss Mason has told me.
Yet she shall tell it again, and perchance
at greater length. Be swmztidi”

Jim and 1 found chairs.

™ And now. Moira,” Semi prompted.
" Speak to us those things within thy
heart, and speak as one speaks to friemds”

= 1 didn’t know. I hadn't heard a whisper
of it till T got home,” Bo-Peep began.
* Imer's dreadful fllying I mean. 1 didn’t
even know he had been released until after
I had reached my home, and called his
brother on the phone. Then he told me,
It sur-
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prised me greatly. He'd never been very
friendly.

“ But he was so urgent that I said he
might come. And then I called Imer's
apartments, and a strange man answered
and said he was Imer’s valet, but that he
wasn't ‘there at present, but out at the fllying
field. I was surprised when he said he was
Imer’s man, because he'd had Joe Kingsley
for years, and 1 didn’t know about Joe
either until after I saw George.

“ 1 left word for Imer to call my mumber,
and then George came and told me about
Imer’s filying. I'd never seen him quite as
he was. He was frightened. I could see he
was frightened, and he asked me, told me
I must make Imer stop, because if he kept
on he was practically certain to be killed.
1 asked him what made him do such a
thing, and he hesitated a minute and then
said he didn’t know.

“ But some way I knew that he lied. Then
he went on and told me about Joe after.1
had asked him why Imer had a new man.
And after I'd promised to do what I could
with Imer he left; and I waited until 1
couldn’t stand it, and then took my car and
drove out to the fiidd. Imer had just come
down. I stopped as near to his hangar as
I could, and when he came out and walked
toward his own motor I called his name.

“ He was laughing, and even after he saw
me he kept right on laughing. But he came
over. ‘Hello, Moira,’ he said. ‘Wasn't
expecting you back.! He was vemy casual
about it, almost as though I hadn’t been
out of town,

“¢Imer,’ 1 said, and looked straight in
his eyes. ‘Imer, what is the meaning of
this?'

“ And he set his lips, and looked very
strange—almest as though I had some way
hurt him. ¢ Rather hard to answer that here,
dear girl’ he said. "“ But I'll see you. this
evening, if I may, and explain.'

“T asked him if T couldn’t drive him
back, and he set his jaws again, almost as
though he were gritting his teeth, and re-
fused. And I drove home alone. 1 was
dreadfully worried. You see, I couldn't
understand, not then.

“ But he came to me that evening just
as he had promised, and then 1 did under-
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stand what they'd done to him in that
dreadful place—how they'd ruined his’ life
and mine. He was hurt by finding I’d gone
away before he got out too.

“Amnd I couldn’t tell him, before I'd seen
you, Mr. Dual. But I did tell him there
was a reason—a very good rezsmm—which,
when I could tell him, he would understand.
And when I said that he laughed again, and
said it didn’t matter.

* “Why, Imer—why?’ 1 asked.

t And then he told me. You see he doesn’t
thank he is still quite sane. He doesn’t think
he is insane at present, but that dreadful
man, Dr. Drake, told him, before he was
turned loose, that while he was all right
now, and in his estimation would remain
so, still the history of cases which had once
exhibited symptoms of a homicidal nature
was that they might at any time recur.”

“ The infernal houmd!!” Jim's ejaculation
cut into the sound of her voice.

In a flash I saw what Drake, for some
purpose of his own, had done—how he had
turned Imer Lamb out of his mstitution
with a suggestion of a recurrence of -his
recent affliction to ride him haglike the rest
of his life.

It was an infernal, a fiendish thing. It
was diabolical. My mind balked at any
term foul enough to describe the thing.
And it had been cold-blooded, deliberate.
I thought of Drake’s first assurance to me
that Lamb would soon return to a practical
normal, and I began to understand. It had
been part of a thought-out scheme.

1 saw Moira Mason’s eyes turn to Jim,
to Semi, to me, and back to Dual again.
“ You see what he had done,” she resumed.
“ He had set him free, but with that ter-
rible thought in his brain. I cried out that
I didn’t believe it. But it made no impres-
sion on him. He said that the mere chance
that it was true spelled the end of all things
between us—that he would never marry,
never consider marriage as long as he felt
that he carried an unsound spot in his brain.

“ And when he said that I—I—" for the
first time a faint tinge of color crept into
her white cheeks—* I threw myself into his
arms, told him I was sure it was all false—
that—that I was willing to prove my faith
by marrying him at once.
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“ But it wasn’t any use. He held me,
he was very gentle; but he was so dread-
fully, terribly strong. He was strong enough
to refuse me. He stood firm in his deter-
mination; he held me, talked to me, and
then at the end—he kissed me. ' it wasn’t
just good night—it was good-by.

“ And he's flying again this aftermoon.
He told me he would before he kissed me
good-by and went. And I can’t stand it—
I can't stand it

She clenched her hands. “I can’t let
him. It means just one thing. He won't
come back; he doesn't'mean to come back
if he flies this afternoon. I don’t know. If
:1’d never gone away—perhaps. But mow—
now—"

“ Peace, childl® Dual's mellow voice

struck bell-like into the gasping phrases of
her emotion. “ Had you not gone, could
you then have rendered your fullest help
to himm??
V. Her eyes turned toward him. They were
wide, dark. I watched her, this girl who was
fighting so hard for her mate. And, too, 1
saw now the measure of that man; Imer
Lamb had become a figure to excite my ad-
miration as one who did what he thought
right, refused to pander to self no matter
what it might mean to him. It had been a
final farewell* his lips had conveyed to
Muoira’s lips. This afternocon he would neo
longer leave his fate to chance. He would
seek, and find it in a quick and whirling
plunge.

Her pale lips moved. “ No, of course
not,” they whispered. “ If I had not geone,
done what you told me, I could not have
brought back proof of those things you felt
must be proved. But—to come back with
it, feeling I was bringing help to him, and
then to have what is happening this after-
noon happen—to find they had wreeked all
the future while I was gone.”

“ Wrecked?” Dual’s tone expressed a
question that seemed to catch her up, to
excite other thoughts in her brain.

“ ©h, I've tried to be strong,” she eried.
“I've tried to have faith, hope, to go on.
I've done everything I could, everything
you said, as nearly as I ecould. T've
brought back proof of everything you said
I mustt™
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“ Everything®” Dual questioned agaim.

“1 think so,” she returned. “1 found
why Drake left Los Angeles, where he
practiced. I found out that Nathalie Nor-
ton is not Nathalie Norton really, but his
sister.”

“ What'’s thatt?” Jim rose half out of his
eltadir.

Nathaiie Norton, George Lamb’s intimate
friend, was Nathalie Drake, the sister of
the man who had been so greatly imvolved
in the affairs of Imer Lamb.

“Yes.” I heard Moira speaking. “ She
was in pictures, as you know, for a time,
till Drake had to leave California. Then
she came here with him, and met George
Lamb.

“1 think George is secated, dreadfully
frightened, since he sees that this affair is
going to result in Imer’s death. He was
frightened yesterday afternoon. But he
lied; 1 knew he lied when he said he didn't
know. There was a guilty knowledge in his
eyes. I—oh—why can’t men learn that
women feel such things? He knows—I'm
sure of it

“ He knows,” said Semi Dual. “ Listen,
Venus, did 1T not say in the beginning that
you should greatly aid—and have you not
done so since that time? Yet listen, fur-
ther, and possess thyself in peace. Let
not the clouds of doubt and lack of under-
standing affright you as a child is affrighted
in the night by an ugly dream.

“He knows—and Uranus is a sign of
explosive nature. Uranus is -sometimes
named in astrology as the policeman of the
Sun. Uranus in the present instance is
drawing ever closer to that overlord of his,
to the time when Neptune and Mars shall
feel the flaming fury of the Sun himself and
thereby be destroyed.

“ €hild, think you that I have sat iidly
whileyou have worked?- Did I not say toyou
that Jupiter was the judge? Nay, I have
worked and watched, and marked each
move in this sorry matter. Even in this
matter of thy lover’s flying I have not in-
tervened. For a man dies at the time when
his death is written, and my study of the
life chart of Imer Lamb has shown me that
his death is not to come upon him for yet
many years.”
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“ You meam—oh—do you mean thete??
Bo-Peep cried out, while again I saw the
explanation of Semi’s seemingly paradoxical
actions at which I had marveled and now
marveled once again.

He answered her softly: “Kmow you who
the man was who answered you yesterday
afternoon from the rooms of Imer Lamin’
- 1] N‘anh

“ Henri,” said Semi Dual. “ My own
man—the man I sent into this unclean
house of Hugo Drake’s to watch over thy
beloved and at the same time to learn
many thimgs."

“ Henri—your own mam?»" Moira asked.

“ Henri,” Dual repeated, who won thy
lover’s liking and confidence, who went
with him by my orders to watch-ever him
still, after his own man, the British ex-
soldier, Joseph Kingsley, fell an unintended
victim to the working out of others’ plans,
Peace, child. While you have worked un-
der my direction, and seen my assumptions
proved in a concrete fashion thus far, I have
watched. Thy lover will not fly this after-
noon.”

“ Will net?” she questioned, and lifted a
hand to her throat, where the words were
half stramgledi ™

“Nay. Have I not called my friends,
those® whom I named my satellites, to me?
Are they not present to take my e€em:-
mands? That which is te be will be,
Moira—but not before its time. Henee,
listen again and attend to my words, as to
how this thing shall be done.”

For a moment he paused, and his glance
swept from her to me, to Bryce, before he
resumed,

“ Henri, my friend and companion, has
watched and reported everything. Ye, my
friends, shall now intervene. Yeou will ge
to the rooms of Imer Lamb this afterneen
at half after one.

“ But you shall not go before, since be-
fore you go Henri shall have been with-
drawn with no word of explanation to the
man to whom he has rendered attendance.
This shall perhaps impress that man as
strange. But you shall go to him, and say
that you know that his man has gone. And
you shall say to him that he was but the
trusted agent of one who has watched the
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progress of this whole matter from the first,
because the woman who loves him, the
woman he loves, requested him to do so.

- “ And you shall invite him into the pres-
ence of this unknown friend of them both,
the friend of his mate to be, the friend of
his vanished man. You shall ask him to
come with you. He has seen you. He may
even vaguely remember the time—after his
arrest and incarceration at the jail-—when
you called upon him. Remind him of it, if
the need arise.

* And say further that shall he accom-
pany you here to my quarters he will gain
an explanation of this matter which shall
make all plain and convince him that there
is not, never has been, any real or ma-
terial derangement of his reason, since all
that has happened is but the working out
of a corrupt scheme.

“ Drowning men grasp at straws, my
friends. I do not think Imer Lamb will
refuse you after you have spoken to him
thus and he has a glimpse of the future and
all it may hold for him.”

“ Oh—oh—" Moira Mason was sob-
bing.

But, to me, there was a hint of relaxing
tension in the sound.

“ And thou, Venus,” Dual addressed her
as I glanced at Bryce and saw comprehen-
sion and eager understanding in his eyes,
“ who have aided greatly, you shall aid yet
more in one thing. Return from me here
to thy own home and make use of the tele-
phone.

“ Upon it call the office of George Lamb,
or seek him elsewhere until found. Say to
him then that last night you failed to re-
deem the promise made to him as regards
his brother; that he refused you, broke your
engagement, bade you farewell, and an-
nounced his intention of flying this after-
noon. Make plain to him that his decision
appeared unalterable to you at that timme”

“ And them?’ Moira questioned, her ex-
pression mystified and startled.

“ Nay,” said Semi Dual. “ Have you
yet found me lacking of a reason for those
things I directed in amythigg?’

“ Oh, no,” she answered quickly. ** For-
give me. I've been so terribly frightened.
But I might have known. I think maybe
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I did know in my soul—even if I couldn't
see any way out in my brain. At least I
brought all my trouble to you again. And
I'll go now.”

“ Aye, go,” Dual assented, rising. “ ¥
have much to which I must attend. But
the time is short until that time when every-
thing, even to the smallest detail of this
matter, shall be plain. Go, then, Moira—
Venus—and ye, too, my friemds.”

The three of us left the tower and passed
down through the garden toward the stairs.

“ Oh,” she half spoke, half sobbed, “ I
feel so sorry, so ashamed. I’ve disappoint-
ed-him so. I’ve been so weak at the emd.”

“ An' don’t you doubt for a minute but
he understands it, Bo-Peep,” Jim told her.
“ Semi Dual don't only read minds and
stars; he reads the hearts of his fellow-
men. My great aunt, Miss Mason, what
you’ve gone through is enough to break
any girl's nerve! You've been amaziige-
immense.

“ An’ don’t you see what he's doing to
George by having you call him and tell
him you failed last night? Didn’t he say
Uranus is explosive—an’ ain’t George
Uranus, just as you are Venus an’ Gordon
an’ me are satellites?

“ An' explosive things have a habig of
blowin’ up. OH, Pip! It’s a dead open an'
shut proposition—diead open an’ shut.
When you slip that to Lamb, an’ he feels
sure Imer’s goin’ out to commit suicide
this afternoon, he’s goin’ to simply blow
up with a loud noise.

“I'd sure like to hear it, but 1 wom't.
Tl be over with Gordon, persuadin’ that
boy of yours that his brain ain’'t as meth-
eaten as Doc Drake said it was"

“You really think so?” Moira Masen
questioned. Renewed hope and a rebern
faith were in her eyes.

“ Do 18" Jim grinned. “ Well, I'd bet a
million on it; an’ since I ain’t got it, I'd
be a total ruin if I lost.”

And suddenly, unexpectedly, Meira Ma-
son laughed—though her laughter still held
the sound of unshed tears.

On the seventh floor we left her and
walked toward the office, “ George is
Uranus—an’ Nathalie Norton is Drake's
sister,” Jim growled. “ €Can you beat it,

son, can you beat it? No answer. You
can’t. But I suspected George was Uranus
all along, remember. An’ he is. Uranus,
the policeman of the Sun. Do you get it?
Moira is goin’ to blow him up when she
gets him, an’ he's goin' to spill. At that rate
Uranus is just about goin’ to arrest himself.
Dual sure is the serpent’s hips. I—”

He threw open the door of the outer of-
fice and paused.

Norman Haddon sat there, cool, immac-
ulate in dress, smiling as our glances met.
Norman Haddon, Eederal secret agent, a
man we had known, worked with more than
once in past years, dark, debomair, more
like a society dilettante in speech and bear-
ing than a man of keenly analytical mind
and inflexible nerve.

“ Haddon-—what the deuce are you doing
here?” T exclaimed, as Jim emitted a sort
of inarticulate grunt of both recognition and
surprise. =

CHAPTER XVIIIL.
A FRIEND DROPS. IN.

AITIN’ for you chaps, old tup,”
Norman Haddon returned as he
rose and took my hand. “ Just

waitin’ to say bon jour or buenos dias, as
you prefer. I'm a bird of passage, you
know. Elit here, flit there, never long in
one place. In town for a day or two.
Thougiht I'd look you up. Old friends, you
know, and all that sort of rot. Also Dual,
wonderful chap. Expect to see him too be-
fore I flit somewhere else’

“ Well, suppose you flit into my private
room over here first,” I suggested, smiling
in spite of myself at his affected speech,
which was as much of a mask as anything
else, as I had long ago found out.

“FRighto!™ he accepted, and accompa-
nied Jim and me inside the room, the door
of which I closed. I turned as Haddon sat
down. " Now talk English. Is this just a
friendly call, or isn't itt?"

“ Oh, but—" His eyes twinkled. “ On
the level, Glace, you’re a suspicious chap.
Can’t even a J. D. man make a call on a
friend or two without standing a third de-
gree from a private ’tieo?*
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“He cam” I said, grinning. “ And the
friend will be decidedly glad to see him.
Where've you been since our last meeting
down on the Mexican borden?

“ Here and there,” he explained without
apparently any considerable interest. “ Los
Angeles last. And that reminds me, I met
an acquaintance of yours in the Angel City.
A Miss Moira Mason, charming little ladyy.”

“ Bo-Pegp?” At last Bryce found his
voice in a rasping fashion,

“ En?” Haddon eyed him. “ Well, real-
ly, I can’t say, old dear. Are you one of
her sheep? As I recall, the lady lost them,
and there was no mention of goats. I raise
the point merely because my idea of a sheep
hardly fits the picture. But a goat now—
that bit of cabbage in your moutth—"

Jim grinned, and removed his cigar from
between his teeth. “ Some time ago a lamb
took exceptions to my particular brand of
tobacco,” he growled.

“ And the lamib?” Haddon suggested.

“ Was adjudged insame,” Jim told him.

“ Moira’s, not Mary’s, Lamb, ein®’ Sud-
denly knowledge leaped at beth of us in
Haddon’s words.

.Haddon knew; then his call was not a
casual visit.

“By th' Lord!” Jim fairly howled.
“Hathlom, kick in! Come through! She
was down there—met you? = Did Dual have

you meet hen?”

“Well, he did suggest it Haddon
smiled.

“ And what did you find out? What did

you two die?”

“ Oh, we looked up an address™ Had-
don -shrugged. “ That is, I did after she
had furnished the address’

“ And you foumd?® Bryce was leaming
forward.

“ Enough.” Again Haddon smrugged.
And then he sobered, his provocative man-
ner dropped from him, sloughed off.
“ Enough, Bryce,” he said. “ Quite emough
to make a lot of trouble for the man who
lived there. He doesn't live there now.
But—that’s all for the present. I wired
Dual 1 was corming, and I have an appoint-
ment with him for elevem.”

He glanced at his watch. “ We'll have
to go into it later. As a matter of fact,

8
BONDAGE. 12

though, there is quite a tale behind Moira's
Lamb, as I suspect. You probably know
that as well as I do. She told me you were
interested in the case. See you some more.”
He stood up.

“ Haddem!" Bryce fairly mouthed after
the Government agent had taken himself
off. * Moira met him—he made a pinch
down there by Semi's direction. Now,
what the devill”

“Jim,” I said. All at once I saw it,
or thought I did. *“ Jim, do you remember
what Dual just told us to tell Imer Lamb
this afternoon—that there is not, never has
been, any actual trouble with his reasom?
Material trouble, he said. That means
any actual trouble with his brain. See
here, has it ever occurred to you that Imer
Lamb may have been driven insane by
drugs?”

“Dougs?” he parroted, but I saw the
stirrings of comprehension in his eyes.

“Yes, something, has made him tempo-
rarily insane; something has gradually
upset his mental balance, something that
having once produced the effect could be
gradually witihdirzwe??’

“diood Lord!” he scowled. “0 know
Haddon’s done a lot of work in the narcotic
division of the department, but—how was
it worked?””

“Use your head,” I told him. “ Imer
Lamb had one excessive hathiitt—smolkimg, *

“ Gordam!” He sprang up. And now 1
saw he understood. “ That’s it. They
mixed it with his tobacco. He smoked a
special brand, he and George both; King-
sley said so0.”

“ Yes, and Kingsley said he scragged, as
he expressed it, a pipeful now and then, if
you'll remember,” I returned. “Amd when
Lamb was taken to jail he must have left
some of it in his rooms. We know he did,
because according to Kingsley again, Drake
went there to get it the day Kingsley at-
tacked him, awdi—"

“Yes, an’ Kingsley had been smoking it
after Imer left,” Jim broke in. “ That’s it,
son. He smoked it right along while he
was alone, an’ it got in its work on him.
You know Duwal said his blow-off was an
unexpected thing in the working out of
others’ plans,
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“It works out. It's riveted. That's
why Drake went after the stuff; that's why
he was so damned sure Imer would recover.
They took him over there, an’ took him off
the stuff, whatever it was, an™—-they didn’t
want that old supply he’d left to be in his
dump when he went baeck there agsiint!”

“ You've got it, Jim,” 1 agreed. At last
the thing was plain. As he said, it was
right. It matched up. Here, then, in our
deductions, once more Dual’s assertion that
Imer Lamb was mentally sound was veri-
fled. We could go to him this afterncon
and dellver that ressage to hls troubled
soul In abselute cenfidence—a confidence
that eeuld seareely fall te eaffy eenvietien
te his enly tes willing mind.

We took a taxi. It put us down at
Monk’s Hall, at half past one o'clock. Ig-
noring the desk, we took the elevator to
Lamb’s floor, and went directly to his suite
and rang.

Imer Lamb opened the door himself. 1
noted the fact with satisfaction. Henri was
gone then; everything was working out.

“ Good afternoon, Mr. Lamb., May we
come in?” 1 said.

, He regarded us with a slightly question-
ing frown. “ Would you employ force if
I refused?” he suggested.

“ Why, no,” I said. “ But we might use
argument. Have you forgotten us, Mr.
Lamb—Mir. Glace, and my partner, Mr.
Bryce?”

“ Glace and Bryce. His frown deep-
ened m an effort at association. “ Erank-
ly, Mr. Glace, I seem to have seen you
somewhere, but I've no clear recollection.
You'll pardon it, I trust. Come im.”

We entered the suite, and he gave us
chairs. “ You saw us at the jail after they
took you there, and I gave you a cigar, and
you said it was a filthy bit of tobaote,”
Bryce remarked with his at times bludgeon-
like directness as we sat down.

“0 did?” Lamb said quickly. “®©h,
but—you see, at that time I was scarcely
myself, as I hope you understand. I'm
sorry‘”

“That was said merely to recall the im-
cident, Mr. Lamb,” I told him, watching
his face. It was haggard, worn, its eyes
hot and feverish as they turned to me from
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Jim. “Our errand here this afternoon is
to bear you an invitation from a friend.
You see, we are acquainted with your man
Henri, who has been your personal com-
panion and attendant for some time, but
who left you this mornimg”

“ Henri?” His expression showed a sud-
den quickened interest. “ You know that,
do you? Well, if you do, possibly you can
tell me where he’s gone. As you say, he
left me to-day, and wlithout a werd of
warning. He was here this meeaing when
1 went eut for a tifme, and gefie when 1
returned. 1 feund it a Bit edd. He'd been
an ideal fellew, and 1'd eeme t6 depend 6n
him. Had intelligense; used his Brailn="

“ All of that, Mr. Lamb,” I interrupted.-
“ But what would you say if I were to tell
you, as I am here t6 tell you, that he was
merely lent to you as an attendant first at
Dr. Drake’s institution, and later here by
this other friend of yours fromovhorerwe
come?”

“A friemd?” he said. “RRedlly, Mr.
Glace, I'm afraid I don't understand. You
say, he lent him to me?”

“ Following a suggestion made by Miss
Moira Mason, the young lady to whohKit
the time of your present trouble you were*™
engaged. She—"

“ Just a moment,” he checked me shanp-
ly. " I'm not discussing personal matters,
you'll please understand, Mr. Glace.”

“ After she had gone to this friend whose
companion Henrei was,” I ignored his in-
terruption, “ first coming to us with Mues,
Marya Harding—"

“ Wait. I know Mrs. Harding, certamn-
ly,” he again interposed. “You say..
Moira—"

“ Came to us with her in order that she
might meet this other friend, who lent
Heari to her as your attendant, and ask his
aid.”

“ What are you trying to tell me?” he
demanded as I paused.

“II'm trying to tell you that through all
your trouble you have had an unkmown
friend, Mr. Lamb,” I replied.

“ An unknown friemd®’ Again he knit
his brows.

“Who says there ain’t amything wrong
with your head, an’ never was, an’ never

8 A
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will be so far as he knows?” Bryce sud-
denly threw his amazing statement at him.

Eor a long time Imer Lamb said nothing.
And then he drew a deep and slightly audi-
ble breath. His lips set, the spandrils of
his nostrils fliaeetl. His eyes turned from
me to Jim. They seemed to probe, plumb,
search,

“ Who says, in other words, that 1 am
sane?”

* Absolutelly.” Bryce nodded.

And again there was silence, while Imer
Lamb wrestled with that positive declara-
tion, seemed to strive to match it up with
all that had been, all that had occurred, all
that to him was now a past knowledge
which, were Jim’s words true, became some-
thing less than fact.

“ Then, just what was the matter with
me?” he finally asked, his lip curling a trifle
in a way to indicate unbelief.

And, because it seemed best to me to do -

50, I left it to Bryce to answer: “ You was
doped.” -

“ 1 was whatt””” Lamb’s expression altered
again.

“Muyged,” Jim told him. “At least
that’s what we suspect—just as weé suspect
they had it in that tobacco you smoked so
much before you went off your nut.”

“ Good Lordi!” Lamb brought the words
out in a hoarse gasp. Consternation, and a
dawning comprehension were in his face.
He seemed dazed. Belief, at least what
I thought might be a wish to believe,
strugpled with unbelief within him in so far
as I could judge. He left his chair and
walked the Jength of the room, pausing
beside the table whereon was the tobacco
jar T had seen the day I came there with
Jim, after Kingsley had attacked Drake,
the Jar that had seemed se inneeent a thing
then, and yet might well have held the
Very ageney of its ewner’s undelng if what
sesmed s probable Aew were Fight.

For a time, difficult to measure mentally,
he stood looking down upon it. One could
imagine him seeking to give it full value,
questioning, arguing with himself, seeking
to determine all it had meant, all it might
mean yet to him in view of what he had
heard. Presently he turned and came back.

“ But I got my tobacco from my brother

%A

We smoked the same brand after he dis-
covered it. It was a blend he got from a
friend. I always obtained it from him.*

“ Well?" Bryce dragged his comment
across his tongue.

The eyes of the two men met.

They met, and held through an interval
of silence.

Then: “ There is a rather unpleasant im-
plication m that, don’t you think, Mr.
Bryce,” Imer Lamb said. “ Hadn’t you
better explksire?*

“ As a matter of fact, Mr. Lamb,”
again took part before Jim had seemingly
decided upon an answer, “ we would hardly
be here—hardly venture even indirectly to
suggest such a possibility, as I see you
recognize, unless in our estimation it were
fully possible of being supported by proef.”

“ That my brother George was a party
to—to what was done?” he queried, dhice
more frowning as though he found. the
thought hard. to accept.

“ We have every reason at least to think
s0,” I reaffirmed. “ As I told you, practic-
ally every step in this whole affair has been
watched by the man from whom we come.
In that watching we have had some little
part. We are not making any acecusation
blindly.”

“ But for Heaven’s sake, Mr. Glace,” he
exclaimed, “ you're.asking me to believe
that I've been the victim of a cowardly bit
of work—tthat I've been tricked, deceived
in every way, duped. And if you're #igitt="
He paused and once more drew a deep and
slightly unsteady breath. An expressien ef
swift appreciation altered the entlre east of
his features. “ If you’re right, I’ as seund
as I ever was"

“ Exactly,” Bryce asserted. “ That’s e
point,-the thing we've been tryin’ to ham-
mer into you, Lamb. It’s the kernel In the
nut.”

Lamb set his teeth. The muscles tensed
in his cheeks till they showed as tiny
knotted bundles. “But—this—drug?” he
questioned, thickly.

“ Something which could be given to you
gradually, and, once it had produced its in-
tended effect, as gradually removed,” I said.

He stared into my face. His own was
white, set, with those little corded muscles
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still bulging in his cheeks. “ By God, 1
believe you mean it'” he suddenly rasped.

“ Of course we mean it!” Something akin
to exasperation sounded in Jim’s voice.
“ An’ we're askin' you to give us a chamnce
to prove it. What's the matter? Don’t you
fancy the notion, or whatt?”

“ Eancy it?” Suddenly Imer Lamb
swayed, sank into a chair, and covered his
face with his hands. T saw their fimgers
quiver, “ Fancy it! Lord, if you knew
what it means—what it means to me! It's
nothing short of a pardon to a condemned
man, the difference between life and death.
It means life if it's true. Life—¥ifee—"
His voice sank to a whisper and trailed off.
He sat staring straight before him. It was
as though he gazed into a future his final
words had conjured up.

“ That you let us prove it true, Mr.
Lamb, is all we ask,” I broke the ensuing
silence. “ We bring you the invitation from
a;man who stands ready to explain every-
thing that has happened. He asks you to
accept, and Miss Mason asks it. Last night
you refused her, but can you refuse her
again to-day this request of hers that you
go with us and grasp the opportunity to be
convinced?”

“ You know that, do you, that 1 refused
her?” he asked as T paused.

I nodded. “ She told us this morning,
Mr. Lamb. And she’s worked for you—
your interests all through this matter—
worked. Now—"

“ Oh, I'm going with you.” He stood up.
At last I read belief in his eyes. “ 1 want
to be convinced—want to, do you under-
stand me? But this thing is a shock. It
staggered me, shook me up. I wasn’t ex-
pecting-it. But now—" He broke off.

There was a sound of a heawsy-hand
hammering against the door of the suite.

“ Excuse me a moment,” Lamb said, and
went to open the door.

“ Imen” Bryce and T heard the sound of
a heavy, excited masculine voice. “ You're
here! Thank the Lord! See here. I've got
to see you, got to see you alone! I've just
come from Moira—"

I glanced at Jim. I recognized the
speaker despite his shaken tones, and 1}
found recognition in my partner’s face.
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Then Imer Lamb was speaking. “ Well,
just a minute, George. What the deuce is
the matter with youw?”

“1 tell you I've got to see you, got to
see you now,” his foster brother replied.
“1 was afraid I might miss you.”

“Just a minute,” Imer stayed himn.
“ Come in here.” He closed the door and
led George Lamb into the room where we
sat. “I have visitors, George—Messrs.
Glace and Bryce. Gentlemen, my brother,
George Lamly.”

“ Er—yes. Glace and Bryce?” George
Lamb was disheveled. He was perspiring
freely; his collar was a wilted thing about
his heavy neck; his face was actually livid
as he turned his eyes upon us. * Er—
glad to meet you gemtlenmemr—agaim”

“ Agaim?” Quickly Imer Lamb appeared
to seize on the word. “ Oh, so you've met
them before then, have you, George?"

“ Yes—yes,” the brother said thickly.
“ Yes, Imer, I've met them. But see henee—
I’'ve got something to tell yow.”

*“ Suppose I know it alreadiy?” As he
spoke I saw a full conviction form on Imer
Lamb’s face. It looked from between his
narrowed lids as they marked his brother’s
perturbation. It sounded in his voice as
he repeated: “ Suppose I know it already,
George?”’

And that quiet, almost accusing question
left George Lamb puzzled; I could see that
too. A half-frown formed on his sweating,
brow. “ Know it already,” he stammered,
and then, as understanding came upon him,
“ You mean these two here told you, Glace
and Bryce? You mean they were wise, came
here to wise you wp?”

Imer Lamb nodded his head. He smiled,
but there was not the slightest hint of
humor in his act. Rather I thought it was
the acceptance of a fact, the surrender of
the last shred of unbelief, a sad thing,
that marked the final relinquishment of a
faltering hope.

“ As a matter of fact, George, they did
come to see me about it,” he said. “ They
came to ask me to go with them to a man
who has been an unknown friend, while one
1 should have had every right to trust seems
to bave lent himself as party to a rotten
scheme against me.”
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“Semi Puwal, you mean Semi Dualli®
George Lamb fairly shouted. “ You mean
their sidekick with the funny name sent
‘em to you?” Guilt set its mark upen him
as he stood there. It was in his entire
bearing; it was in his voice.

I glanced at Bryce. There was no ques-
tion now but that George Lamb, true to bis
Uranian nature, had blown up. He stood
there self-convicted by his guilty knowl-
edge mirrered in his own words. And Moira
Mason, Bo-Peep, had sent him. He had
said so. She had followed Dual’s directions,
and this was the resuit.

I felt Imer Lamb’s glance upon me, met
it, and nodded slightly. It shifted back to
his brother. And then he spoke: “I
didn't know his name before. They didn’t
tell me. But I am going to hear what he
has to say about it. I had agreed to go
before you got here. Hadn't you better
come allonpd?”

The thing was more than a question; it
was a command, a challenge. Imer Lamb,
the man who had been an American “ ace,”
whe had within the last few days won him-
self the title of the “ Mad. Aviator.” by his
aerial ‘antics, had regained control of him-
self. Ard George Lamb seemed to feel it.

“ Imer—" he said hoarsely.

“1 think you had better go with us,
George,” his foster brother cut him off.
“Very well, gentlemen. Suppose we start.
Really it seems scarcely necessary now, so
far as I am concerned; but commen _cour-
tesy could scarcely dictate Jess”

“I—imer—¥'ve hardly time” George
Lamb began as Bryce and 1.rose. “1I've
quite a bit to attend te this afternoon.
You—"

“Oh, if T was you I wouldn't bother
telling Nathalia, George.” Jim’s suggestion
cut off his words. “If you did she might
tell that precious brother of hers that you'd
spilled the beans, just like she probably
told you what I said to her the other day
on the street.

“ Brothen?” Imer Lamb stiffened.

“ Nathalia Nerton is Dr. Drake’s sisten’™
1 advisedl.

“ George?” he swung back to the
broker. Comprehension, sorrow, and some-
thing like loathing were in his face.

George Lamb hung his head. His bearing
became that of a chidden culprit. He made
no effort to meet his brother’s eyes.

Imer’s jaw set again in decision. * Well,
George, now more than ever I think yeu
had best go with us. Come, gentlemen, he
said.

CHAPTER XIX.
THE SHOW-DOWN.

left the suite, and descended ®

where our taxi waited. The four

of us entered the machine. ¥ told

the driver to take us back to the Urania.
We were off,

George Lamb sat slumped dewn in his
seat; there was a certain spineless quality
about his heavy-set figure that spoke of an
inward collapse. His former forceful, blas-
tering demeanor had vanished. He did net
speak.

Nor did Imer Lamb speak either as we
ran back to the heart of the city. Now
and then I saw his glance turn to George,
the man whom as a boy .his father had
taken, adopted,-treated in every way as
his own child, the man who had requited
such treatment in the way it now appeared
he had.

Bryce lighted a cigar and smoked. . ¥
leaned back and waited. This was the end,
I thought, of the strange, well-nigh in-
visible course the whole affair had run untid
now at the last, when things*were to be
éxplmimed, the picture was to be built up,
Iy Semi.Dual, the one who throughout ¥
all had marked its veiled progress from first
to last by the steady onward sweep on the
face of the Clock of the Skies.

The cab fought through the traffic, edgedi
into the curb before the Urania, amd
stopped. We got out, paid our driver, went
into the lofty foyer, and entered a cage.

On the twentieth floor I led my com-
panions out, and along the tiled corridor
to the bronze-and-marble stairs,

At their foot, Imer Lamb paused. 1
saw a quick comprehension in his face.

“ Up here® he questioned.

And when I nodded, went on. “ This
friend of yours is up here? I say, Glace,
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when I've been flying over, you know, I've
seen something that looked like a garden
on the reof.”

“It is” 1 told him, realizing how well
he might have marked it from his plane,
little dreaming even so what it was.

We climbed the stairs, and came out at
the top. The chimes rang out in the tower.
Imer-Lamb smiled with a fleeting apprecia-
tion of the beauty of that unexpected spot
in the heart of the milling city, of the roses,
the fountain where gray and white doves
were preening themselves on the basin. 1
heard George Lamb draw a rasping breath.

Then we were at the tower, and Henri
was bowing slightly as he spoke in greettimg:
“ Welcome, friends of the master. He
awaits your coming. You are the last™

“ Henril™” Imer Lamb exclaimed.

%M. Lamb,” Henri returned. “ One fol-
lows orders, monsienr, 1 trust mensieur
understands.”

“dh, quite” Imer nodded. We crossed
the anteroom, passed the door of the room
beyond, and paused,

I myself, I may as well confess it, was
surprised. Dual sat by his desk as was
his custom, clad in his white and purple
robes. But the room was otherwise o¢-
cupied. Marya Harding, Moiira Mason and
Haddon, debonair and smiling, I saw; and
Johnson, heavy-set, stolidly waiting, and
Gladys Ashton, come forth now as it
seemed from her period of recuperation in
Marya’s house, and Simpson, who nodded
as his eyes met mine, and Joe Kingsley,
who, as we appeared and as he saw his
friend and former employer, half started
from his seat, and sank back again with
his eyes never shifting from his face.

It was quite a jury before which, as I
saw now, Semi Dual was to present the evi-
dence in this matter which had in greater
or less degree involved each in its eourse.

He rose. “ Welcome, Mr. Imer Lam,*
he said “ whom though I have never met
before in the flesh I have come to knew
in a different fashion through these metheds
which it is given me to use. Weleome,
since now it is come time for us to meet,
and review the records of those things which
have been, but which now are happily

put~"
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Imer Lamb bowed. “I thank you, sir,”
he made answer. * And you will parden
me if I do not fully understand as yet. But
I have brought my brother with me. It
appeared to me that it was best.” He
glanced at George.

“ A needless precaution, but one which
can alter nothing in the further course of
this matter,” Semi Duwal replied.

“Se?' The word was a question. And
as he spoke, I saw Imer Lamb’s eyes run
to Moira Mason, who sat on a heavily-
cushioned couch. There was a place be-
side her, and he went toward It as the rest
of us found sests.

Duwal picked up his auditors with his
glance. “We are complete.” He began
speaking again in his bell-like voice, that in
that moment some way reminded me of
the intonations of a. priest—a priest of
justice, I thought, a priest of right, of high
principle, Integrity, truth, as he stood there
in his vestments.

“ We are complete,” he repeated, “ save
only Saturn, Neptune and Mars; Neptune
who brought this matter to an issue, and
Mars who carried out those things which
Neptune designed. Yet are Neptune and
Maxs foredoomed to be smitten with the
flery sword of the Sun now that their schem-
ing has led them within the path of Its
destroytng are?

“ And 1 to that end have assembled you
here that you may understand how selfish-
ness, treachery, double-dealing, disregard of
the rights of others, greed, avarice, lust
may bring the undoing of those who em-
ploy them, about.

“ In the beginning, my friends, I am one
who reads the stars. - Men's lives are a
complex of influences of an electro-mag-
netic nature even as man’s life is an electro-
magnetic thing, as science dominates the
Invisible, ceaselessly active electro-magnetic
guallity of whieh all matter is composed.

“ Viewed so, my friends, each planet is
but a center of electro-magnetic force, of
a quality polarized to itself, a quality which
each radiates, the one to the other endlessly.
And those radiations from one planet to
another endlessly affect each the material
foree forms which 1t supports.

“ Hence man’s life is affected by the
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combined radiations active at the moment
of his birth, and the further course ef his
life is, as we may say, polarized. Where-
fore if one knows the hour of a man’s birth
and the position of the planets, the stars at
that hour, then may one predicate upon
that basis the events of that man’s life,
Am I clear?” He glanced at Imer Lamb,

He inclined his head as he sat beside
Bo-Peep. There was a tiny frown of con-
centration on his forehead.

“Then to the practical demonstratiiom>
Semi Dual smiled. “In the beginning,
Mr. Lamb, I set up a figure of the happen-
ing at Monk’s Hall on the night whem wour
afffiction came upon you in full force, the
influences of the actions of others against
you, and the course of your life came as
it were to a head. For no man lives to
himself alone, my friends. The lives of
this one and-that one owerlap, interlock,

The life of another meeting yours may -

wholly alter it. So it is written, and ex-
perience proves it truth.

“ Also 1 erected astrological figures for
the natal dates of you, Mr. Lamb, and of
the woman beside you now, Miss Moira
Mason, who brought the entire matter to
my notice fitedt. And I found your Mer-
cury and your Moon afflicted by Saturn,
by Neptune, by Mars, and by Uranus.
And remember that each planet holds a
quality of its own, a quality designed te
produce certain effects. Saturn in this case
would incline to nervous and mental €6n-
ditions, epilepsy by day, insanity by night,
perhaps.”

Moira Mason gasped. The sound whis-
pered through the reom,

“ You attacked your valet, Joseph Kings-
ley, at night, Mr. Lamb,” Dual continued,
“ So much for that. Neptune rules drugs
which strongly affect the nerves. Mars
rules tobacco among drugs. It was this
connection which made me first suspicious
of the method employed against you when
T learned that you smeoked overmuch. Nep-
tune and Mars both evilly posited to- your
Mercury and Moon might well indicate
that your tobacco was blended with a rea-
son-destroying adulteramt.”

Again a sound ran through the room, and
turned all eyes on George Lamb where he
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sat, sheer horror and consternation on his
face. It was not an articulate thing. It
was more a groan, raucous, all-confessing,
hoarse.

“ Wait,” Dual spoke into the tensely en-
suing silence that marked that selfi-hetray-
ing audition. “ Wait, Uranus. Thou, too,
wast evilly posited to thy brother’'s Mer~
cury and Moon, and before this meeting
is finished each planet T have named shall
be identified as an individual present, or
one who if not present still played his or
her part.
~ “ FErom what I have said then, the case
of Imer Lamb were hopeless, save that
Venus, Jupiter, and the Sun throw their
friendly rays toward his Mercury and Moon
to give him aid. In this was his salvation
which led me to predicate his full return
to a normal mental balance in time, a time
which has now arrived. And so to redeem
a promise. I, Jupiter, have watched this
matter from the beginning,

“ Jupiter is the arbiter, the judge; Jupiter
is justice, who shall see justice done. Jupiter
marks, watches, waits. And in this matter,

Miss Moira Mason is Venus. Let Venus
speali.” .

All eyes turned on Bo-Peep as Semi
paused.

“I—weas terribly troubled when Mr,
Lamb was arrested,” she began her nar-
rative. “ And I went to Marya Harding,
and she knew Mr., Dwal and brought me
to him, and he agreed to do all he could,

“Then when Mr. Lamb was paroled t®
his brother I came and asked him if X
couldn’t get a special attendant for him,
and he sent his own companion to be with
him in that House of Invisible Bondage

-as he called Dr. Drake’s place.

“ He went by his orders, and he watched,
and one day he found an address in a
waste paper basket in Dr. Drake’s study, as
Mr. - Dual told me afterward. Then Dr.
Drake told me I ought to go away; that
it would be better for Imer if I were mot
here when he was relleasad)”

“ Moira!” Imer Lamb whispered harshiy,

She turned her eyes to him briefly, and
smiled. *T told Mr. Dual about that, and
he told me to go to Los Angeles. And
he told me to try and learn what 1 could



18

about Dr. Drake who had practiced there
before he came here, and about Miss Na-
thalie Norton who had been a motion pic-
ture actress some years ago.

“ And he gave me this address Henri had
found in the wastepaper basket, and told
me that a man would call on me after
got to Los Angeles, and I should give it
to him. So I went, although I hated to,
because I felt it would seem very strange
to Imer if I was gone when he got out.

“ But Mr. Dual told me that by deing
what he asked I could help him most. And
maybe I did, because I found out that Dr.
Drake had left Los Angeles because he
had got into trouble there, and that Miss
Norton is really his sister, Nathalie Drake,
and Mr. Haddon, who is here to-day, hunt-
ed up the address of this man Henri found.

“ It was the address of a Mexican; he
placed him under arrest after it was found
he was raising and selling a certain drug.
You see, the address Henri found was on
the wrapper of a package of drugs DF.
Drake received from Los Angeles. And
then I came badk.™

“ And from the finst,” Dual's voice eame
again before any one could speak in cem-
ment, “it was written that Venus sheuld
greatly aid. And what is to be will be, my
friends. - Herein as applying to Venus it
stands verified.

“ Yet if one studies the conjoined ¢hars
of Imer Lamb and Venus one sees that the
end is not yet, but that in the future as
in that which is now past she shall aid him,
should he keep her with him, and make
her the influence in his life for which in
every way she is fikt?

“\Widira!” Tmer Lamb whispered onee
MOFe.

She turned t9 him: reached odb: and
covered his hand With hers:

He drew it Intg RIS

“And ney. HeRm:” % i Em e
alrreadgf‘
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gt WRaHY
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Faster gsn .’%% 350“
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My suspicion was intense. I found the ad-
dress as it is said I found it. Antonio
Moreno—"

“ Saturm” Dual broke in to ammoumce.
“ Saturn, a raiser and marketer of the drug,
a drug many Mexicans mix with tobacco
and smoke, a reason-destroying, murder-
inducing drug which even robs the murderer
of a recollection of the act after he has
recovered from its influence. And did not
Saturn afffict the Mercury and Moon of
Mr. Lamb through the effects of the drug
he raised? Proceed, my friemd.”

“1 found it as already stated)” Henri
resumed. “ But I did something else. Mon
Diny, yes. As a spy I was a success. 1
found that the woman Nathalie Norton
came often to the house. I found another
woman—this young woman who sits here,
Miss Gladys Ashton. I found she was
being detained as a prisoner.

“Oh, yes. She told me of her uncle
who was paying to have her kept there.
I learmed her date of birth. I carried it
to the master, and in the stars he read the
truth that she was being held there with-
out need, and being given<dduggs. Adeoll
discovered that Dr. Drake mixed some-
thing with tobacco, and gave it to those
in his house who smoked, and I managed
to gather a little of that tobacco into my
possession, and bring it to the master.

“Also I went to see M. Lamb’s valet
who was at his rooms. That was easy;
I was now M. Lamb’s attendant. I called
at his rooms, and we had a talk. In the
course of it I discovered I had no tobacco}
and this valet of his kindly supplied me
out of a quantity his master had left. But
I smoked not all of it—oh, no. It, toe,
I brought to the master. And in both in-
stances it contained the drug.

“ But that was not all. 1 listened as 1
have said, and I discovered what was in
the life chart of Miss Ashton also, a danger
to her life. It was a plot to destroy her
I overheard, between this Norton weman
and Dr. Drake.. Her uncle was financiglly
ruined, what you call broke. No longer
could he pay, an’ she knew too mueh of
what went on in that house, So then 1
helped her escape. That Is all ef imper-
tance. Clett fish”
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It was all matching up, all working out.
Step by step everything was coming now
to the surface as each star, each planet,
actually presenf, they or their satellites,
those who had aided them in all that had
been, step by step described his or her
part.

It was a bit weird, a bit odd, to sit there,
and hear each speak as though a star itself
had for the moment been endowed with a
human voice, to see the picture: growing
so complete that one even saw how it had
not mattered that Drake took away the
evidence of the tobacco Kingsley had neot
smoked before Imer Lamb was released.

“ And now,” said Semi Dual as Henri
retired, “ 1 shall ask Miss Gladys Ashton
to take up the story which can but prove
how the thread ox one human life is inter-
woven with yet other lives. No man lives
to himself alone.

And had not Imer Lamb entered the
House of Invisible Bondage those things
Henri has described as affecting her might
well not have been discovered—and if net,
she had died.

“ Yet to-day she is with us to furnish a
further demonstration of how in selfishness,
in blind self-seeking, are contained the fatal
causes by which a man may be

He ceased, and Gladys Ashton fumbled
in a little bead bag on her lap. From it
she drew a letter, and held it in her hand
as she:told her story, sketching those facts
I have already narrated until the time
Bryce and I had left her at Marya Hard-
ing's house.

“I've been there ever simee” she said,

until to-day, when Inspector Johnson
came and said Mr. Dual had sent him, and
that I was to go with him to my unele's
attorneys in the Stroller Building. Marya
and 1 went with him, and they gave me a
letter, and I brought it with me. Il read
it if you like™

“ Read it, Gladys,” Semi prompted.

And she nodded, drew several sheets of
closely written paper from the emvelope
she held, and begam:

My BEAR NIECE:
I am a condemned man. My fellow men
‘ would condemn me if they knew, and I com-
demn myself. I am a cheat—a thief, and

worse. 1 can write it down, because when
you read it I shall be beyond any human law.
I shall kill myself to-night.

Gladys, at the time your mother died I
was in desperate financial straits. And you
were a child in experience in such matters
as I knew, and in a state unfitting you for
any cool judgment as a result of your mother’s
death. I came to you, and you know the
rest.

1 met Dr. Drake—gquite accidentally at that
time—and mentioned your nervous condition,
and he suggested that he see you. At that time,
I swear, I had not thought of what I after-
ward did. But I did get you to give me a
power of attorney, meaning te use what 1
needed of your money, and replace it later,
the false hope of the gambler always.

You will recall that your mother transferred
her property to you before her death to avoid
the necessity of probate proceedings. No one
was concerned about it save you, and I, who
needed money so badly, and the State, to
whom an inheritance tax was due.

I paid the inheritance tax out of - your
property, of course, and what few bills that
were incurred as a result of your mother’s
illness and death. This dene, I had a free
hand, with you out of the way:

It was Drake who suggested how easy it
would be to keep you in his place. 1 dont
know, but I think he had an inkling that
things were going badly with me. Be that
as it may, I agreed to his unholy scheme to
keep you a prisoner, and use your money in
my -constantly failing efforts to recoup: each
succeeding loss.

For I lost, Gladys. I lost, lost—always I
lost. I am a broken man. I made a prisoner
of you, Gladys, and then I made a prisoner
of myself to Drake.. He bled me white. His
demands grew and grew, and I had to meet
them; I dared not refuse—until I eould ne
longer meet them.

Then he—he is a fiend—fe hinted that
sometimes those in his institution grew sick,
and died; and then he called me, and told me
you had escaped. And I do not kpow—I msy
be a murderer, Gladys; this may never meet
your eyes. I may have killed you, been the
cause of your death at least,

And so I am taking the one way out. There
is a little something left, I think—not much,
but maybe enough to keep you from want
if you still are alive. Heaven grant it that
you are alive, and that it will prove ensugh.
It is the last prayer of ene whe has wrenged
and betrayed every human trust He sheuld
have kept inviolate, befere he gees t8 mest
his Ged

Your uncle,
JorN PARKINS.

“ That's all,” Gladys Ashton said as she
folded it up. *“ It's—very sadl”
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“ Good told me to-day that as far as he
could tell the money end of that prayer
was apt to be answered, though he couldn’t
say how far,” Johnson said, speaking for
the first time,

Moira Mason wiped her eyes.

It was another bit in the story. It was
an odd posthumous sort of revenge John
Parkins had taken on the man who had
persuaded him into his clutches, and theii
blackmailed him to the last. 1 let my eyes
run about the room. There was under-
standing, and a sort of grim anticipation on
each face I met. And there was a sort of
growing horrer on the face of George Lamb
where he sat.

“ And now, Mr. Haddon,” Semi prempt-
ed.

Haddon nodded. “ That helps to check
up this end of it,” he replied. “ As for
my end, there isn’t much. Mr. Dual lo-
cated me, and wired me to look up Miss
Mason in Los Angeles. I did so. -She
gave me an address. It was that of a
Mexican who had a little truck farm, a
market garden. But along with the other
stuff he was raising was a patch of this
marihuane—"

CHAPTER XX.
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“ An’ after he got that letter Drake
turned loose a couple of other patients be-
sides Lamiy!” Jim exclaimed in sudden com-
prehension of what might have lain back
of the fact he announced, a sudden short-
age in the supply of the subtle drug Drake
was using, the drug that rendered and kept
raen insane.

“ And perchance he deemed it best to do
so, once Miss Ashton had escaped beyond
his control, and he knew not her where-
abouts,” Semi said. “ As to him, and his
institution of illegal and dishonest prac-
tice Dr. Simpson has still more informa-
tion to give.”

Simpson nodded. He cleared his throat,
“ Both illegal and dishoness,” he declared.
“ Dr. Dual, after we had met, asked me
what I knew about Drake, and I told him
little except that he was unpopular with
the regular profession. But even so, I never
suspected the truth of what was going on
right under our eyes until foellowing my
first convesation with Df. Dwal 1 detef-
mined to investiigetes..

“ Then it wasn't long until I had uncov-

ered Drake, and was ready to proceed
against him any time our friend here gave
the word. Putting it briefly, Drake isn’t
any more a doctor than one of these fakers
that used to stand around the corners with
a banjo player under a gasoline torch, while
they peddled patent lotions and plils,
* “The school he claims to have gradu-
ated from is a school all right, but he never
graduated, let alone attended It. His di-
ploma is a forged document. DF. Huge
Drake, as he calls himself, 1s a diploma-:
mill graduate. 1t was easy enough fer me
to find out from the registrar ef Waburi
College.

“ His name does not appear on his lists
of either graduates or matriculates, but you
know what a tear-up there was about this
diploma mill business, and I ran out that
part of it. Some of the people arrested
in connection with that business kept re¢-
ords of their own, and Drake’s name is
on one of those. Well, that fixes his stend-
ing as a ‘doctor, and, of course, makes
illegal any professional werk he attempts
in this State”

“ Wherein once more a man's doubite
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dealing has, like an uncertain tool, turned
in his hand against him,” Semi said as
Simpson ceased.

I glanced at Jim, and saw he understood.
Not merely to care for Gladys Ashton had
Semi contrived his meeting with Simpson,
but to inspire him to investigate Drake's
professional standing, which as both an
accredited member of the profession, and a
man in touch with the police of the city
he very easily could. He met my glance,
and nodded in what I took for compre-
hension.

Dual’s voice went on: “ Thus, my friends,
the picture grows; thus is its every light
and shadow brought out. It is not a pleas-
ant picture, this; yet -thus was it painted
by those responsible for it in their own
acts. Joseph Kingsley, have you perhaps
something to add to itt?”

Joe Kingsley rose, and came a step or
two forward with his halting walk. To me
it seemed that he did so in order that as
he spoke he might still keep his eyes on
Imer Lamb’s fao

“ Hi-'aven't much to sye,” he began in
his cockney fashion. “ But Hi ain't gein'
to pass the chance to sye a word. Hit's
a rum go—ha rum go. Though Hi didm't
know 'arf 'ow rum hit was till Dec Simp-
son ’ere told me arfter Hi was in th’ coun-
ty ’orspital, w’ere Hi’ve been simce.

“ But ’es a W'ite man, Doc Simpson, am’
Mr. Dual ’ere, 'e's a prince. - Arfter that Hi
seen hit, hof course. Arfter Mr. Himer
was took away Hi did smoke that baccy,
never dreaming there was hanythink wrong
with the stuff. Gor blyme, there warem’t
authin’ to do but smoke. Hi smoked hand
leoked arfter ’is things, hand took ’em
hover ’ere to Drake’s, as ’e needed ’em till
the day w’en Drake come hand arsked me
for what was left of the baccy hand said
Hi was fired, ’eause hit wouldn’t be good
fof ME. Himer te ’ave me around arfter ’e
was turfed heut.”

“Hle told you that did he, Joe?" Imer
Lamb asked quickly.

“Ho, yus, sir® Kingsley nodded.
“ Them was halmost 'is very words>

“ And they told me you'd left me, Joe,
after I was out and asked about you, told
me you'd left because you were afraith—"
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“Wiat's that?’ Kingsley shouted.
“ Hafraid, si—me, w’o did me bit in the
war, w'o never turned tail yet—afraid?
Why, Gorblast their bloody, rotten ’earts
for Ibllesetin’ lignsd "

“ Here, here,” Imer stayed him. “ They
did lie, Joe, but it's all right now. You're
coming back, old fellow; ycu're coming
back, aren’t you?”

“Hitam I?" The two men looked upon
one another. “ You're jolly well right Hi
ham, sir, hand thankin’ you for th’ chamee.”
And suddenly with a touch of the dramatic
I had not expected he drew himself up,
soldierwise at attention, and snapped
through a hand salute,

And TImer Lamb returned it before
Kingsley hobbled back to his seat. Some
way it brought & sudden tightness, a sud-
den ache into my throat.

And then again Dual was speaking.
“ And now, thou Uranus. Thus have the
friendly planets, the friendly satellites of
those planets, those who aided them in
their troubles or their endeavors, spoken
save only my two friends, Glace and Bryce,
Yet have they worked under my personal
direction and their words could but dupli-
cate those we have already heard.

“ But thou—thou are of those who have
threatened in the life chart of the man I
have comsidered, yea even from the first.
And thou art here among us since now, as
I think the evil influence of thy position
in this matter has run out, even as per-
chance the evil of thy first intent has with-
in the past few days drained from thy heart.
You have sat among us, and heard. what
has been said, Say theu then whethef
truly or falsely have these who have spel:
en borne witness. Speak, Uranus, spedk”

George Lamb stirred. The attention of
every one in the room was focused upon
him in a fiislh. He lifted his head. His
face was a sickly pallor, the whites of his
eyes showed reddened between their lids.
“ There ism’t much I can say. Most of it’s
been said already. I'm guilty,” he began
with a visible effort at last, * theugh
Heaven knows this thing went a let farther
than I meant it should when I went
into it.

“ Some of what'’s been said I knew, and
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some of it I did not. - A I meant to do
really was to keep Imer from marrying.
That’s the truth. You know his money as
well as mine is in our business, and if he
died without an heir, why, I‘d inherit it, or
if I dropped off first it would be his. S»—*

“So that was it, was it?” Imer inter-
rupted. “ Well, you would have got it this
afternoon if this conference hadn’t come
up. Hard luck, George—hard Meckkf

“ Don'tt"” Suddenly George Lamb whim-
pered. “1I didn't want it, that way. 1
didn’t want it. I den‘t want it, damn iitd™

His voice cracked, broke. * 1 didn'’t, 1
tell you. I've proved it. I went to Moira
last night, and told her she'd got to stop
you, and to-day again I went to her after
he telephoned me she'd faiied, and told her
4o marry you, do anything'to keep you from
gwiiv’ up this afterncon in any more of those
fool flying stunts of yours.

“T told her—-begged her tc marry you;
I-all but went down on my knees. And she
sent me to you, and I came. That’s how 1
ceme to be here. I came to tell you, stop
you-—confess.” ‘He broke off, and sat
panting - like one who had run a long
distance.

“ And how,” came the voice of Semi
Pual, “ did you come also to think of the
plan you put into operation fiist??

Lamb turned his bloodshot eyes to him.
“ T didn’t,” he declared. “ I—just told Na
—a friend of wmiiree—"

Hugo Drake’s sister, your intimate
friend.” Semi forced the issue upon him.

He nodded. “Wes. I told Nathalie
about Imer’s engagement, and said I wished
there was some way to keep him from
marrying Moira or anybody eise. And she
—she suggested that she talk things ever
with her brother. You know the rest.

“tHe told me it couid be done witheut
permanent damage to Imer, that he weuld
furnish me the tobacco already mixed with
the drug. 1 told Imer about the new blend
1 had discovered, and 1 smoked it too; 1
really did, only mine wasn’t mixed with
the stuff like his.

“T got him to try it, and he liked it, and
then the rest happened and everything
seemed working out all right, though Glace
and Bryce here did come to see me, and
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afterwards Bryce stopped Nathalie on the
street, and it worried me a bit.

“ Drake didn't like Imer having a special
attendant either. But Mrs. Harding and
Moira insisted, and there didn’t seem to be
any reasonable way for us to refuse, and
we didn’t think any one could really
suspect.

“ You see, Drake had got onto the stuff
when he was in California, and we fancied
it safe. Our plan was to get Imer off it
while Drake had him, and then to turn him
loose after telling him he was all right unless
his trouble should recur. We figured that
would keep him from marrying.

“1 knew him—I knew he wouldn't tzke
a chance on marriage, on having children
with a thing like that hanging over his head.
But when he started trying ‘to commit
suicide in that plane of his I blew up. 1
hadn’t counted on that. I ain't a Caim—
and I wasn't trying to kill him; I didn’t
want him to be killed. I didn’t—a= the
Lord is my witmess!™

“ Nay,” said Semi Dual, “ T de not ik
so, nor ‘have I_thought so. Wherefore 1
have mot included you in those against
whom the law shall take its course—save
only the higher law which says that by a
man’s actions shall he be judged, under
which, as it chances, a man ofttimes judges
himself to the end: that he contihueth in the
path he has followed, or deciding it ua-
worthy, decides further to alter his course.
But Saturn, Neptune and Mars—"’

Through the course of the whole proceed-
ing from the time he had greeted Imer
Lamb he had been seated. Niow he rose as
a judge might rise in passing semtence.

“ Saturn -already in durance, and Nep-
tune, poisoner of men’s minds, ruler of
poisonous drugs. Neptune, Nathalie Nor-
ton, Nathalie Drake, the adventuress.
Neptune secretive, scheming, crafty, who
in this affair stands as the guilty one—the
primal cause, who devised this plan to de-
throne a man’s reason if no more than for a
time, that she might profit by it perchance,
who conceived this unholy plan by which
a man was turned against his benefactor’s
child, debauching others and herself de-
bauched.

“ Neptune, and Mars who- aided and

oo  _o®
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abetted her in her treacherous schemning;
against them the Sun, which is the law in
this affair, shall strike with a flaming sword;
the law of man as well as the law of God
shall take its course. Mr. Jolmsom—"

Johnson stiffened as his name rang out.
It was as though he came to attention at a
commanding voice.

“ And you, Mr. Hadittm—"

Haddon nodded. His lips twitched in a
faintly comprehending smile.

“YWhou are the law in this matter.” Go;
do your duty. Lay hands upon this guilty
Mars and Neptune, brother and sister in
iniquity as in the flesh, go seize them and
hale them before the bar of justice, that
the law may have its will of them, because
of their unlawful acts. Go now, at once.
They are waiting for you; they shall not
escape, inasmuch as since the .day when
Antonio Morena, Saturn, was apprehended
without their knowing they have been
watched.”

Watched? Now I understood the smile
that still lingered on Haddon’s lips. That
had been a part of his participation. He
had provided against Drake or his sister
succeeding in any endeavor to escape. They
had been watched by unseen eyes, their
every move marked. It was so the Federal
service worked.

Johnson was on his feet. Haddoen got up:
They were men assigned to an errand; ene
felt it would be carried out. They were
men, but it seemed they were more than
that. They were the Sun, the Law, the
visible, tangible symbols of an eternal, never
to be escaped force, a power as eternal as
the stars themselvés by which the mandates
of the law were carried out.

« All right then, we'll get 'em,” Johnson's
voice came gruffly in a pledge of a mission
to be fulfilled. “ Good afternoon, folks™

Followed by Haddon, unruffied, still
slightly smiling, he stalked out.

A sigh ran through the room, a P;I&xing
of tension, a release of half-bated breathing.
It was as though now at the end of the
past hour, we who still sat there were
slipping back into the normal grooves, the
normal channels of everyday life.

For this was the climax. We had met, we
had spoken together, and the verdict had

been reached. The Sun, toward the carry-
ing out of that verdict, had gone forth to
strike,

Soon that House of Invisible Bondage
in which the slaves of an invisible bondage
had been held chained by unlawful means,
doubly enslaved by a crafty, conscienceless
schemer, would be as though it had never
been. Its unholy secret, its invisible
menace, was at Jast unveiled.

Imer Lamb sat here beside the woman
he loved, the woman of his choice, his mate.
He had been freed from that invisible
bondage which others had forced upon him
by means of an illicit drug. This then was
the end.

And once more Semi’s voice: “ Where-
fore, Venus, here is the ending, and the
beginning. For as the present runs imper-
ceptibly into the past, so does the future
melt ever imperceptibly into the present,
and what the future shall be depends wholly
upon what we make of it in the present.
Man is exalted or destroyed by his own
just or unjust acts.”

And, as though his words were a signal
for dismissal, those he had gathered fo-
gether looked not at him, but at one an-
other, stirred, shifted, and rose.

“Joe,” I heard Imer Lamb speaking,
“go on over to the rooms and - stick
around. I'll be back sometime, and well
have a jolly good talk.” He tossed a bunch
of keys to Kingsley, who caught them and
went out with a smile upon his face.

Henri went with him.

Simpson glanced at his watch, shook
hands with Dwal and left.

Then Maiya was speaking to Semi. I
caught her words: “ You're just the same—
just the same as you were; you never
change. You’re as immutable, as sure, as
right as your own stars”

“Because I read them, Marya, my
friend,” I heard him answer.

And then. “Well, Bo-Peep, you got
your Lamb back, but—after listenin’ to all
that’s been said, I dunno—looks mere to me
like he'd been a goat.” Jim'’s voice boomed
out as he crossed to where Moira and Imer
stood.

Imer Lamb frowned slightly, uncom-
prehendingly, and Moira laughed.
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“ Oh, Mr. Bryce calls me Bo-Peep, be-
cause she lost her sheep, you know, Imer.
And T rather like the famcy.”

And then she turned to Jim. “ Just se,
I’'ve got him again, Mr. Bryce, I don’t care
what he is. - And now I've got him I'm
going to keep him.” Her fingers curled
themselves in a possessive way on Imer's
arm.

I heard a lagging footfall behind me, half
turned, and looked into the bloodshot eyes
of his foster brother.

“ Imer?” he said thickly.

Imer turned his head, but did not answer.

“ Imer,” George Lamb repeated. * Ji—1
just want to tell you I'm glad. T’ve lived
in hell the last few weeks. I got into
it, boy—and I couldn’t get out. I had teo
go through. They had me where they
wanted me, Imer. I think maybe they
meant to. keep me where they wanted me,
if this hadn't turnad out as it did—ijust like
they kept Parkins where they wanted him
till he killed himself. So I'm glad, boy—
glad, and I'd like to be best mam.”

“ Gearged™ Imer’s voice was grating,
harsh, yet even so, a bit unsteady.

“ Oh, Imer, let him," Moira pleaded, with
a'sound half sob, half laughter, in the
words.

We stood in a well of silence. Without
our realizing it, the voices of those around

THEE
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us had ceased. Then into it Semi’s words
dropped plummet like:

“ Let her guide you, her by whose efforts
you are saved. Let her guide you now, and
in the future. She will not lead you astray,
so that you let her hold you in the bonds of
love. For love is truly the activating, motiv-
ating force of the universe itself. Only those
who deny it are destroyed.”

“ It won't be difficult. It won’t be dif-
ficult."” Imer Lamb looked down deep into
the lifted blue eyes of the girl who raised
them to his. And then he laughed out,
shrugged like a man who casts a clogging
weight from his shoulders, and turned again
to his brother.

“ All right, George,” he said.

DR. HUGO DRAKE, NATHALIE NORTON,
ARRESTED

Once more the headlines flared the fol-
lowing morning. And the minute I got to
the office' Jim came in with the paper, of
course.

“ Well, they got them, I see,” T said.

“Got ’em. Of course they got ‘em.
Them two was slated for gettim’,” he de-
clared.

I nodded. It is hard indeed for the guilty
to escape when the Law, the Sun, turns the
light of his vengeance upon them, and
strikes with a flaming sword.

END

AD A

OLD are Ada’s tresses,

Blue are Ada’s eyes:
Every chap professes
Joy as her he spies.

*“ She’s a bean!™

says JEdidie;

* She’s a wollf”” says Bill;
“ She's a deam! says Teddi_\x/
“ She's a dudk!!" says Phil.

What a way to fliatiter!
After they are through

With their silly chatter,
Ada seems a zoo!

Harold Susman.
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By ROSE HENDERSON

and Bert Collins stopped on his tedious

pilgrimage down East Main Street and
stepped into the shade of a large box-elder
tree that stood beside a white picket fence.

He was out of sight of the old-fashioned
white house set back behind clumps of
shrubbery, and he threw his heavy black
book agent’s folder on- the grass, took off
his hat, and sat down wearily. -A cool
breeze crept out of the garden, carrying the
fragrance of blush roses and phlox.

Bert took up his folder and glanced over
the signed order blanks, though he knew
just how many he had. There were not
half as many as there should have been.
Not a quarter as many as he used to turn
up in a half-day’s time. And he had been
working like a horse.

“ Folks don’t want books, that's all there
is to it,” he mused. “ Too darn busy buy-
ing phonographs and radiios:.”

Bert took a letter from his pocket and
read it a second time. A letter from Nellie

IT was a smiting hot August afternoon,

Collins, his wife. It had a cheerful tone.
Too cheerful. Bert knew that the opti-
mism was forced.

“I'm feeling better -this morning,” the
letter said. “I think I'm going to get along
all right without the operation. So don’t
you worry about that or amythimg”

Bert’s lips tightened a little as he read.
He could see her drawn face and eager eyes.
“If T can get that loan on my life insur-
ance she’s goin’ to have it,” he muttered.
“ Needs it all right. She can’t fool me.”

It had been rather warm, Nellie wrote.
She hoped it was cool where he was. He
must be sure not to work too hard. This
was the dull season. What if business was
slack just now! It would pick up next
month, and then he could get home oftener:.
And before long he must get into different
work that wouldn’t be so hard.

Bert put the letter back in his pocket,
got up and went on past the box-elder tree
to the white picket gate and the grassy
brick walk that led to the white house. The

“L
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air felt cooler as soon as he stepped through
#e gate under the rusty elms, -

Rose bushes bloomed beside the wa]k
beneath rows of rock maples, the grass was
long and seedy, and the rose petals lay on
the ground in thick withering heaps. Shut-
ters were closed at the front windows,

“ Nobody at home,” Bert told himseif,
But he went on up the steps, thumped
the old-fashioned knocker, and waited,
thumped it a second time, and stood listen-
ing.

It was part of a book agent’s business to
be thorough, he had learned. Therough
and persistent and everlastingly goed-
natured.

The unexpected was always happening;
No opportunity should be overlocked,
Time and again when he thought a place
hopeless it turned out otherwise.

But the silence settled down mustily over
the racket of the ancient knocker, and Bert
went back down the walk and out into the
hot August sunshine,

“ Last house on Main Street,” he'senibe’

bled in a pocket notebook as he went along,

He would drop back again before he left

town. There were two houses across the
street from which he had received no
response.

He walked bnsk]y into the yard of a new
brown cottage next door, where a woman
sat sewing on the front porch. Bert
glanced at the work in the woman’s lap,
and saw that she was smocking pink organ-
die, or mull, or something of the sort.

Gould I show you something, madam?
Take just a minute,” he began in his most
wheedling tones. And as he studied her
face he remarked with his engaging smile,
“ Lovely stuff, isn't it? Makes me think
of things my wife likes to sew on.”

The woman looked pleased at his inter-
est, and he pulled out his prospectus and
began showing her pictures as he talked.

The set of books had one strong point at
least. You could say almost anything
about them. Entertaining, educational,
practical, inspirational. Biography, travel,
fictiom, photographs.

It was a more or less clever hodge-podge
intended to reach the widest possible pub-
lie. There were many authors, among them
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a few well-known names, which, of course,
were played to the utmost.

“I'm sorry, 1=

“ Good as a trip abroad,” put in Bert,
catching a wistful look in the woman’s eyes
as he turned to a picture of Paris shops,
“ Goodt as a tour of the world. See it all
right here on your own doorstep. All of the
beauties and none of the discomforts. Then
if you really want to go some time you'll
know what you want to see. Be familiar
with all the interesting places™

“ Tt is interesting, but—I can’t afford
it

¥ Afford it, shucks! Pay on install-
ments. Leots of folks are deing it. Well-
to-do families prefer it often. Five dollars
down and a dollar a week. You won't miss
it”?

“T would like tthemm™

“ Sure you would. Anybody would that’s
intelligent and broad-minded. Anybody
that likes beauty and travel and wants to
kesp up with the world. They’re hand-
somely bound and ililustrated, as you can
see. They're a splendid addition to amy
library. Gives a home just the right touch
of refimenreni”

The woman went into the house and
came back with a five dollar bill, and-in half
a minute Bert had her signature on the
dotted line.

“ Thank - you, Mrs. Bradley. You'll
enjoy the books. I know you will, and I'll
see that you get them promptily.”

He was off down the new cement walk
and up on the street to a green™and yellow
house that had a bilious, aggressive ex-
pression. He rang the doorbell, the door
Chened about six inches, and a shawp-faced
woman peered out, slipped her hand
through and hooked the screen.

# Good afternoon. Could I please show
you something, madam? Take just a min-
ute of your time,” he smiled.

The woman withdrew hastily and the
door banged in his face. At the next
two houses the action was similar. He
wasn’t able to get beyond his first intvo-
ductory senmtemce.

The aifternoon was getting hotter. All
of the women who had time were taking
naps. They came to the door out of curi-
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osity, but were peeved and disgusted when
they found he had something to sell.

In his balmier days Bert would have
taken a few hours off until it was cooler.
But he needed every cent he could get just
as soon as he could get it, so he kept on,
grinning cheerfully in the face of insults,
playing ingratiatingly for the faintest open-
ing.

For several years he had made a good
income selling books. Then he married,
and promised himself and his wife that he
would give up the agency business. But
Nellie got sick, and he hated to let go until
he was sure of something better.

And when he began to lose out en his
sales he felt also a perverse desire to come
back to his former efficiemcy befiore he quit.

“ That Collins can sell books to illiiter-
ates,” an old manager had said of him in
his top-notch-days. “ He’s a born sales-
man.”

Bert had a foolish ambition to live up
to that remark. And recently he had the
more urgent need to reap as many commis-
sions as possible.

Down the hot, dusty, small-town streets
he kept his tireless course, his heart set
agaimst, discouragement, his face bearing the
easy, nonchalant expression that attracted
interest, and his mind alert to read human
nature as he found it, and to pick up any
chance opportunity or advantage.

But under his careless exterior he felt a
gnawing anxiety for his wife. Neliie was
foolish about doing in debt., Her father
had lost everything he had that way, and
she was determined her husband shouldn't
borrow money for her operation. Bert had
berrowed on his insurance, and that wor-
ried her.

“ All the same I got to get it. Got t0," he
said to himself, over and over, day aftey
day.

At three o’clock he struck a comer drug
store, and stopped for a chocolate malted
milk.

“ Know how they prepare this chocolate
from cocoa beans?" he asked the soda foun-
tain clerk.

“ Nope. Never thought much about it:"

“N&ll, it's kind of interesting,” said
Bert, and he launched inte a vivid descrip-
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tion of cocoa and South American- forests
and Indian head-hunters.

He saw the clerk’s face grow less stolid
as he played up the picturesque details.
At the psychological moment he produced
the colored illustrations in his prospectus.

At the next psychological moment he
explained his job and the price of his wares.
He threw a dime on the counter, and put
his book back in his pocket.

“ Great job,” he grinned. ¢ Almost as
good as a trip around the world, these
books are. If I ever want to travel I'll
know what I want to see and how to see it."

A little well-chosen flattery, and the sale
was made. He walked out under the
striped awning and on toward the post
office. He was anxious to get the afternoon
mail as soon as it was distributed.

He tried the clerks in the drygoods stores
without any luck. He had sold a set 10 a
barber the day before during a hair-cut.

If you could catch your victims unawares
and work up gradually it was usually a
good way. They were not so scared.

At the post office he got a letter from his
life insurance company saying that they
could not let him have the loan he had
asked for. For a minute his face fell, and a
haggard fear leaped into his eyes.

“ Hell"™ he muttered. “1 suppose they
do have to stick to their rulles’

He had tried them only as a remotely
passible chance, but now he was clutching
at the most forlorn hopes.

He mailed out his orders, and went to
his hot box of a hotel room. He had a bath
and his dinner, and wrote a letter urging
his wife to go ahead and have her operation
and he’'d manage to get the money before
long. Then he went out again, up and
down the streets, up and down front door-
steps, where people had come out to sit
reading or talking as the evening grew
cooler. He took snubs good-humoredly.
He smiled at aggressive discourtesy.

IL

THE next morning was not so hot, and
people were more amiable generally amdt\
more easily approached. He made fairly
good sales in the forenoon.
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At noon he got a letter from a woman
friend of Nellie’s, saying that his wife was
not so Well. The doctor urged her to have
her operation, but she was obstinate about
it, refusing because of the expense, though
they had agreed to do it as reasonably as
possible.

Bert’s face flushed angrily.

She is foolish. Piumb foolish,” he
thought. He wanted to rush home and in-
sist that she go to the hospital at once,
Then he remembered that he had insisted,
and how she had cried in a frightened way,
and told him that she couldn’t; that it
would be worse than being sick to know
they couldn’t afford the expense, and that
he was working .too hard trying to earn
the money.

He remembered, too, that her father had
Tost his mind worrying about his debts, and
he -realized that it was best to be patient;
it was really better, perhaps, for him to be
away. He might be able to influenee her
more, and he could keep from saying tee
much and hurting and frightening Ber.

His wife meant everything to him. He
comldn’t imagine going on witheut ber. - -

< " As he sat in his hot eubby-hele of a Feem
he stared back at the gaunt, werried face
that looked at him eut of the cheap wall
mirror gbove his wash-stand.

Gee, T've got to buck up. ©ot t6," he
sighed, and forced the breezy casualness
into his expression, like an actor aSSUMAIRG
a character role. g

At a table in the hetel dining voem he
swapped yarns with a fat traveling man,
forced himself to eat a plate of ham and
eggs, and drank twe cups of strong black
coffee. ‘ :
He went up to his reem and sat on the
bed staring at nothing. He had Rot been
sleeping much for several nights. His head
throbbed, his ears rang, and his whele bedy
felt taut and tremulous. TFhe m@meri_ef
his wife's pale fase kept feating befors him,
ragging his nerves with ghastly forebodings;

“ She must be a lot werse,” he teld him:
self. “If she possibly eould, she'd Write
to me everyday. And if T could just send
her the money she'd go ahead anrd come
through ail right. She's get the nerve foF
it. Gee. I'm a hell of a hushand”
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His face twitched and his fingers clutched
at the bed covers.

He had tried to borrow from the com-
pany he represented, and of every friend he
could think of. Drifting about as he had
been doing for years, he had made few busi-
ness acquaintances, none that did him amy
good now.

People generally distrusted book agents.
He knew that. He ought to have saved
somehow. He knew that, too.

But the same persistent optimism that
had made him a good salesman had kept
him a poor one.

“ Born salesman! Hell!” he muttered,

Bat somehow the old compliment
whipped him alive, and he jumped up and
went downstairs whistling. He had a little
money, and he decided to send it to Nellie,
¥t always cheered her up to have some-
thing coming in.

He'd get along without it, somehow,
He'd get some commissions in time to pay

his hetel bill. Two more days would just

about finish the town, and he could always
de better. the first few days in a new place,
" He was working vight up to his limit
considering the het weather, and he realiized
that he sught to save himself all he could,
He had never had a breakdewn, but when
Nellie first toek sick he had come near
€Rsugh to it te appreciate the pessibility,
Yet his racking anxiety drove him on and

. &R TFhat afterneen he felt the heat abemi-

Rably: - iyes Were sleepy and eress,
and sales were correspendingly -sim,

Bert found himsslf wineing at the indig-
Rant insults he met: Anxiety tertured him,
and a sense of futility and defeat;

“IL can ynderstand bow an homest man
€an steal, sometimes,” he theught drearily,

He remembered a jewelry stere dowm
pear the hetel: Some pretty goed stuff
i the window. Bert knew jewelry. A
handful of rings and watches would pay
for the operation that weuld restere his
Wife's health and maybe be the means of
Saving her life,

He saw the pain in her face and the brave
hops. He saw her tear-dimmed eyes,

A handful of rings! They seemed @
glitter before Him there in the broiling sum-
shine: His face burned w@demg-. A
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“ Oh, God! I-1 got to rest—a bitth” he
murmured dazedly. As he went on, the
walk seemed te come up in gray waves to
meet his feet.

He was out at the edge of town just back
of the left-over places he had checked on
East Main Street. The old white house
in the big yard. He felt a sudden urge to
go back to that, if only to smell the roses
and feel the coolmess of the air under the
maples,

He rested again, for just a few minutes,
beside the rustling box-elder, went up the
grass-grown walk, and saw that the shutters
were open.

It was a beautiful, homey place. People
who lived there ought to want to buy books,
it seemed to him.

It was very quiet. He stood on the porch
a few minutes before he lifted the kmocker.
He must pull- himself together. He was
only a book agent, but-he was a decent,
honest chap, and he used to have what
they called the knack of salesmanship.

He had to keep decent and straightt—for
Nellie. But he had to get money for her,
too.

A nice-looking, gray-haired woman
opened the door. Bert took off his hat.

“ Good afternoon, madam. I hope you'll
pardon my disturbing you,” he smiled.
“ I—I'd like to show you something. Just
take a minute of your time”

“ Come im,)* said the woman So uUnex-
pectedly that Bert almost forgot what he
wanted to say next. He fumbled for his
prospectus,

“ Thank you,” he said.
kind.”

“You look tired,” said the woman.
“ Won't you sit downy?*

“doordl, I am tivedi!t” sighed Bert, and
caught himself up suddenly.

The woman was sitting down opposite
him in the cool, clean room that was rest-
ful with the feel of good furnishings. She
didn't seem in a hurry to have him go.

He smiled at her wistfully and launched
forth in his best vein. It had been a long
time since any one had really given him a
chance. He'd had to steal his chances,
sometimes pretty brazenly.

Th; words rolled off his tongue glibly

0 A

“ You’re awfullly
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and yet with the ring of conviction. ‘He
was half surprised at himself. He sounded
like a lecturer rather than a book agent,
it seemed to him as he flipped over the
familiar pictures and told the familiar
stories.

He almost forgot that he was trying to
make a sale, the woman bad such a nice
face and followed him so intently. He
was determined to make her like those
books, to realize that they were interesting,
and he felt vaguely that the rest would take
care of itself.

“ Interesting,
grinned.

“ Yes—very.”

He was off again on a fresh line of talk
that he almost never got a chance to say.
It was a blurb that he'd made up himself
with practically no help from the book
company’s directions. But he liked it and
threw himself into it feverishly.

The woman- smiled her appreciation.

“ Wonderful, arem't thegs??"

“ Yes, imdieeadi’

.Biography, travel, fiction, photographs,
He checked them off in his mind. Index,
headings, authors, bindings. He had cov-
ered the whole field and he reversed enthu~
siastically and picked up certain points to
elaborate,

“Don’t you think they're—greatt”™ he
asked. “ W-wouldn’t you like the set?’ he
stammered a shade uncertainly.

The woman got up and laughed. “1X
think yow're great,” she said, “and I'i
going to get you a glass of iced tea”

Bert leaned back in his chair. It was a
rocking chair, he discovered.

He glanced about the room a little nerw=
ously. The real thing, this was. Without
analyzing them, Bert felt the refinement
and charm of his surroundings. And the
woman fitted them.

And she had laughed at him, after all her
eager listening. She though) he was funny:
—a kind of a joke, maybe. ;

Well, he was too tired to care very much.
It ought to be worse to have a nice woman
laugh at you than the scolding, common-
place sort. Yet, she hadn’'t been disagrees
able about it, really. The big roem was
cool and shadowy, and Bert could hardhy

don’t you think?” he
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keep his eyelids from closing over his ach-
ing, bloodshot eyes. - There was a huge bowl
of roses on the table beside him, and Bert
stared at them drowsily till the woman
came back with the tea.

III.

% My dear boy,” she said, “ I think your
books are remarkable; but I don’t want to
buy them,"

She sat down again and looked him ever
with a kind of motherly concern.

“ There,” said Bert to himself as he
sipped the iced tea gratefully. “II'm no
salesman, or I'd have sold her long before
this.”

“1 am Mrs. Graysom,” she went om—
“ Mrs. Cynthia Grayson. I own this house,
but I don'’t intend to live here. This was
my aunt’s place, and she died recently, and
now I'm going to dispose of her things and
go back to the city where I have another
place, There’s a lot of things, you see. The
house is full of them.”

“ Yes, ma'am,” said Bert, wondering
where he came in. “ She’s the sociable
kind,” he thought. “ Just wants somelbody
to talk to.”

He rose, and set the tall, thin glass on the
table beside the roses.

“1 thank you very much, madam,” he
said stiffly. He wasn’t sure just how formal
he ought to be. “ I—i‘ve enjoyed my call
—and the tea. Not every one is as kind
as you've been, even when they buy my
books.”

“Please don't go yet,” smiled Mrs.

Grayson. “ 1 want to talk to you a little
while.”
“W-why, thank you, madam—Mrs.

Grayson,” he stammered.

Such unprecedented politeness was rather
overwhelming. And, besides, he ought to
be getting on with his calls. But there
was something compelling about the pink-
cheeked, gray-haired, determined little
woman, and he sank into his chair again
almost with a sigh of pleasure.

. “1 know you’ll think it's strangg* she
began. “ But you see this house is full of
old furniture; and it's got to be sold. I've
arranged for a sale, in fact, for to-morrow
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afternoon. I've invited some dealers out
from Boston. And just to-day I got word
that my auctioneer is unable to come.

“ Imagine! Disappointing me at this
hour! So when you began telling me abotit
your books, I said: °‘ Here is a man who
can sell my furniture’ The fownspeople
will come, too, you see. It must be a regu-
lar anction.”

“ But, Mrs. Grayson, I'd be a total fail-
ure,” Bert protested. “ I don’t know much
of anything about furniture, and I never
auctioneered.”

* You can do it,” she insisted. *“ 1 know
you can. Why, anybody that can talk
about books—or anything—the way you
do! And anybody that can sell books in
this town is a genius. Why, they don't care
for anything here except movies and radio
sets.”

“I—I'd love to accommodate ywu+r—*
hedged Bert.

“ Well, then, you've got the ciwawcs*
snapped the little woman. “IINl tell you
all about the furniture; and I'll pay you
well, of course.”

“ How—how much would you pay mer?*
demanded Bert with sudden interest.

“Well, I don’t know. I was going to
pay the other man on a commission basis.
I guaranteed him five hundred dollars,
though. And, of course, I'll do the same for
you.”

Eive hundred dollars! Bert's head gave
a giddy whirl. He didn’t hear what she was
saying about a commission on sales above
a certain amount. He didn't care for that
now.

“IIMl do the very best I can for you, Mrs.
Grayson,” he promised.

“ Good enough,” she agreed.

They went through the house, and she
described everything to him. She could
talk, too, when she took a notion. She
knew a lot about furniture, and she seemed
to know a good deal about auctions.

Instinctively Bert loved the fine old
pieces, and he had an almost photographic
memory for a conversation. He followed
Mrs. Grayson around, taking in every bit
of history and anecdote and enough of the
facts about the furniture te llAk the rest
together. She gave him a list of the pieees,
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and he was quick to associate names and
details of character. '

“TIl go back to the hotel and mull this
over,” he told her. “ And to-morrow mern-
ing T’ll come over here and rehearse.” -

“Hime! And don’t you worry about it. I
know it Y1 be a good rehearsall,” she smiled,

v,

A FEW profiessional buyers and a crowd
of curious viliagers filled the old house and
overflosed into the shady yard, At twe
o’clock sharp Bert stepped up on a stool,
rapped a gavel on an old kitchen table, and
the sale began. finally

He was a bit nervous at first, but ne-
body knew it. His training as a house-
to-house canvasser had given him the poise
and assurance of a street faker, He had
learned resourcefulness, and he had re-

hearsed for the performance with Cynthia

Grayson criticizing and applauding gener-
ously.

His ready tongue caught up the prepared
lingo, and in a little while auctioneering
seemed like an old game as he played one

dealer against another and realized what

people are willing to pay for modest-looking
antiques. He bad stayed awake most of
the night, and he was dog tired, but he
forgot his weariness, grinned and joked
after his own fashion, and reeled out pic-
turesque bits of history that Cynthia Gray-
son had given him.

The villagers provided an interested
audience, and a few of them bought. Mrs,
Grayson kept at his elbow to smile her
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]@ncouragem@nt or tip him off if he got
ost.

He didn't get lost. He found himself
fascinated by the performance. He felt
curiously exalted and consequential. Ne-
bedy shutting doors in his face, nebedy
snapping his head off. Instead, evenybedy
listened and watched, and hung on his
werds.

He was the fluent, debonair master of the
shew. And there was the five hundred dol-
lars, and a trip home to Nellie, and every-
thing right again. Everything square,

* Splendid] You've saved my life,” de-
clared Mrs. Grayson, when the sale was
finally over and Bert got off the stool and
the people were starting home down the old
brick walk under the maples,

“ Good work, young man,” said a
French-bearded dealer, coming up to shake
hands. “ €ynthia here tells me that you're
a green hand she drafted at the last minute,
Remarkable woman she is, Mr. €ollins,
Tirust her to land on her feet every time’

“ Yes, she’s wonderful,” agreed Bert,

“ And, Mr. Collins, T want to congratu-
late you on the way you handled this jol,™
the man went on. “If you want to come
in to Boston, I can use you in my busi-
ness. May be some different from anything
you’ve done, but you can handle it. You've
got the gift of salesmanshijp”

“©Oh, thank you. You—ymi really
think s

The old dealer laid a hand on Bert's
shoulder,

*“ Think so?” he chuckled. “ Dead sure
of it, son, Yoeu’re a born salesmam™

END

™ ]

HOME

TRQUGH long the wanderer may depart,
And far his footsteps roam,

He clasps the closer to his heart
The image of his home.

To that loved land, where'er he goes,
His tenderest thoughts are cast,

And dearer still, through absence, grows
The memory of the past.

J. D. Bums.



By ERIC HOWARD

EN Jim Collier retired to his own
WHlittle cubby hole of an office, one
of several off the reception room

of the advertising agency, the words of
failure were ringing in his ears.

“ It won’t do!” Murdock, the real estate
man, had said.

“1t won't do!” Jim's boss, Prentice, had
repeated.

“ It won’t do?” Jim himself had question-
ed. “ What’s the matter with it>”

“BEreerything!” Murdock had growled.
% Absolutely everything! It den't ring tiue.
It don't sound convincing. It ain't goed
copy. Why, you couldn’t make amybody
believe in that stuff. Do you really think
that that kind of dope will help me sell
houses? Not much! I want something
lived?” -

“ But,” said Jim, “ you can’t be sure of
that unless you try it out”

“ Hul!” grunted Murdock. “ I'm paying
for it, and I’ll be the judge of what’s geod.”

“1 guess it's because you don’t know your
subject. I’ll turn it over to Hutchins. He’s
a married man, with a home and a family.
Maybe he can say something about homes
that will make them attractive to buyers.
You can’t, that's plaim”

It occurred to Jim that he might have
objected that Hutchins was too close to the
subject to write well about it, but he said
nothing. He merely took up the copy that
he had prepared and retired to his own
office.

“Wéell, it won’t do!” he stupidly re-
peated, as he laid the copy on his desk.
“ And that meass—*

He paused to consider just what it meant.
For one thing, it meant that as soon as
Murdock left, perhaps somewhat modified
by Prentice, the boss would burst in with a
long lecture.

Prentice had left the job entirely to him.
He had asked him twice how it was going,
and Jim had assured him that he was

“ It won't do, Jim,” said Prentice @g&in-.ﬁgwgmsing very well,
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Prentice, busy with other aeccounts, had
not even inspected his work. It was
Prentice's business, as he often told his
copy-wiiters, to land business. It was their
work to supply the right kind of copy.

And he had failed, so Murdock said.
Prentice, of course, agreed with their client.
The client was always right. But was he?

Jim granted that since Murdock was
paying the bills it was his privilege to pass
upon what he was to pay for. But Jim
was by no means sure that the real estate
man was correct in his opinion.

It was not that Jim had any far-fetched
notions of his own ability, but he had felt,
from the beginning, that this bit of werk
was the best thing he had ever done. He
had staked a lot on it. He had worked hard.
He had made it, he felt, something a little
better than had even been done in this line.

Murdock had wanted a small beeklet,
dealing with the advantages and delights of
home-owning and home-making, te use in
his great sales campaign. Thousands of
booklets were to be mailed to prospects.

Lists of renters were to be secured, and
all of those who rented houses and apart-
ments were to be taught the advantages of
buying their own homes with their rent
money. Murdock was going to sell houses
as they had never been sold before, And
the booklet was to be the beginning of that
campaign.

It was to be educational, full of fasts
about home-owning, and it was to stimulate
every tenant’s desire to buy a heme.

It was such a booklet that Jim theught
he had written. But it wasn't, according to
Murdock and Prentice, at all what was
wanted.

Jim turned the pages of his copy, study-
ing each paragraph. He could find ne
serious fault with it. It seemed very goed.

It had, in fact, convinced him. While he
was working on it his own desire to ewn a
home had grown, He had considered it very
seriously, had talked it over with Virginia,
who was to be, at no far distant time, Mrs.
James Collier.

While he was reading the copy for the
tenth time, Prentice came in. The head
of the advertising agency was a man te
whom success was a habit, failure a disease.

AND A PLOT.
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It pained him to have a client like Mur-
dock leave unsatisfied. It gave him a head-
ache, and it made him disagreeable for the
rest of the day.

When things went well, Prentice was as
amiable as a well-tippediwaiter. When they
did not go well, he was as grouchy as the
same waiter, untipped.

“I'm surprised at you, Jim,” he am-
nounced. “Uocord, I thought I could trust
you to handle this! A simple little job, and
you bungle it! Must I always keep an eye
on everything you fellows do? Can't I leave
anything to anybody else? Another mess
like this and Murdock’s account is lost!
And with this campaign just opening his ac-
count will be the biggest on the books.”

“T wish I could see what he doesm't
like,” said Jim. “1I don’t see it.”

“ Never mimd!!” snapped Prentice, * It’s
enough that he doesn't like it. Now listemn!
I'm going to put Hutchins on it. Tt's out of
his line, but I've got to try him. And I
want you to go at it again. Maybe Il put
one of the other fellows at it, too. Out of
the bunch we ought to get something that
will hit the bull’s-eye.

“ But,” Prentice sadly shook his head,
“I’'m certainly surprised at you. I thought
you could do it. I ought to fire you, but 1
won’t—yet. But I'll tell you this—if I lose
Murdock’s account I’ll fire ewerybudiy

With that threat Mr. Prentice stormed
out of Jim’s room and retreated to his own.

“ Then I'm due to be fired!® said Jim.

II.

THAT was Monday. Jim was fired the
following Saturday, .after another week’s
work on the Murdock booklet.

His second attempt was even worse than
the first, in the opinion of Murdock and
Prentice. Jim quite agreed with them, but
he also held to his own good opinion of the
first draft.

No other of the copy-wwiters had been
able to supply what Murdock demanded,
and, consequently, Prentice lost the ac-
count.

When that happened, Jim lost his job.
Prentice did not, as he had threatened, dis-
charge Hutchins and the other man whe
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had tried their hand at the task; but he
was angry enough to let Jim go.

Jim went, without argument, without
anger, but with a profound conviction that
he had been unjustly treated. This con-
viction resulted in a determination to show
them that they were wrong.

He did not hold it against Murdock. The
latter was entitled to his own opinion. Nor
did he feel any ill-humor toward Prentice,
knowing that his former employer was a
man of choleric humor.

But they’re wrong, dead wromg!” Jim
insisted. “ And I'll prove that they aned™

But how to prove it? The loss of his
job was really a blow to Jim, It had been
an excellent job, despite Prentice’s oc-
casional flashes of temper. He had been
well paid, he had had pleasant work to
do, and, when success attended his efforts,
Prentice had been liberal in the way of
bonuses and vacations.

Also, of late, Jim and Virginia had
thought a good deal about buying a home.
They had planned to buy one—at least, te
secure it by making one paymemt—before
they were married. They had even selected
a lot in the neighborhood in which they
wanted to live.

The property, Jim knew, was in a traet
that Murdock was develeping. If he had
succeeded with the Murdock advertising,
the realtor would have been more than kind
in helping him to purchase the selected lot:

And, besides, Murdeck would have fi-
nanced their house, allowing Jim te pay
for it over a period of years.

Now that plan was doemed: They
wouldn’t have any house, let alene one
they liked. It- was in this vein that he
spoke to Virginia, soon after Prentice had
told him to get out.

Virginia Gray was too happy te eare.

“\Witet,” she might have asked, “is a
house and lot in my young life? _

It was characteristic of her that she did
not take Jim's announcement of his failure
solemnly. Instead, she grinned. )

“ Well," she said, “ if you're not waﬂsmﬁ
for awhile we can have a lot of fup! Tt1
be like a vacatiom* .

Jim smiled, tee. Their whels life Was
going to be like & vacatiom
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“ But I thought you wanted that housed!”
he said.

“Of course 1 do! Also, I want-a For-
tuni gown, and a Rolls-Royce, and a mil-
lion other things. But do you see me weep-
ing because I can’t have ’em? Not a weep!
The fun is In the wanting, anyway, and net
in the having. Look at all the peeple that
have everything they want. They're mestly
sad. And, besides, we'll get the howsa"

W H@W??m

“ 1 don't know. I just have a lot of faith
in us. Something will turn up. Just you
wait. That booklet is good—iif it made us
want to have a home, it would have the
same effect on others like us, We’te better
judges than M. Murdoek, even if he
doesn’t think so. By this time he’s for-
gotten what it means to want a heme.”

“1 hope you're night,” said Jim. ‘ But
that doesn’t help me now.”

“ Gee, it would be great if you could
convince him in spite of himsef!” observed
Virginia. “ Then Prentice—old sour face—
would have to apologize, increase your
salary and take you back. That’d be just
like it is in a story, wouldn’t >’

“ It would,” smiled Jim, * but it won’t,
if you get me.”

“ 1 get you,” chuckled Virginia, with that
tender, throaty laugh of which he was so
fond. “ But I’ll bet that booklet would
sell houses, if it were only tried out. If
there were some way of trying itt—"

“ There isn't. Murdock’s the only realitor
big enough, in this line, to use it. And he
won't.”

“ Well, then, let him keep his old houses!
He’s lost us as customers alrezdiy.”

“1 guess he can stand that loss,” laughed
Jim.

Then they forgot Murdock and planned
an outing, now that Jim was not working.
They might as well take advantage of the
enforced vacation, said Virginia. Jim
thought that he should be hunting another
job.

“Got any ideas®” asked Virginia.

“ Not exactly,” Jim admitted.

“Then there's no use staying in town.
Looking for something with no idea
of where to find it is just a waste of time.
Let's go!!™
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They went.

During the following days, after his re-
turn to the city, Jim did make a systematic
survey of the field. The chances for
securing another position seemed woefully
slim. One or two agencies told him that
they might give him a little part-time work,
but that would not be sufficient to fiimamece
his marriage.

In his search he encountered Mr. Percival
Throckmorton. This gentleman was in the
printing business. He was a roumd-faced,
round-eyed, round-bodied man of about
forty.

“ As T live and breathied” he esclaimned
with his passionate friendliness, when Jim
entered his office. “ James Collier himnzelif]
Sit down, old chap! Have a cigar| Have a
drink, eh? To what do I owe the honor of
this vigi?”

“ Well, Percy,” said Jim, “ I'm looking
for a job.”

They were members of the same funcheon
club, one of the by-laws of which was that
they must call each other by their first
names.

“VWoom don’t tell me!” observed Percy.
“Afou, the world’s champion advertising
writer—looking for a job! How come?”

Jim explained, briefly. Then he pulled
out the copy he had written for Murdeck.
He was trying it on all his friends, endeaver-
ing to find out whether he or Murdeck was
Wiong.

Mr. Throckmiorton read it through.

“ Great! Bullyl! Why, my bey," he eried,
“BAtert Hubbard himself eouldn’t have
done any better! Man alive, did Charlie
Murdock turn this dowm???

“ He- did ™

Mze. Throckmerton’s round, smeeth face
became lined suddenly with theught
wrinkles. While thinking, he held his
breath. Then, when he got the thought,
he exhaled ‘with a whale-like explosion.

“7T got it!* he cried. “T got it! Listen.
Printing’s slow right now, Costs have gene
up, and people are cutting down, I've had
to rustle business. This gives me a hunéh.
Can you use this? Murdock isn't mentioned
in it, amd—"

“ No,” said Jim, “he ism't mentioned.
You see, we were going to have his firn
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name printed on the inside front cover.
Otherwise, there was to be no mention of
him.”

“ Eine! Call up Prentice and Murdock.
Ask them if they’ll give you permission to
use this on your owm!”

“But I don't see—" began Jims.

“ Never mind! Listen to me! Call ’em
up!)l)

Jim did as he was commanded. Both of
the gentlemen whom he telephoned told him
to go as far as he liked—the copy was no
good to them. MurBock was politely cheer-
ful about releasing it; Prentice profanely
emphasized its worthlessness.

“Mtha!” said Throckmorton. “ Now
we’ll print ten thousand of these booklets,
as a. stanter

“ What for?” demanded Jim. “ Nobody
but Murdock will be able to use this sort
of thing, here. And you can’t expect to selk
‘em elsewhere without a sales organization
Besides, if Murdock doesn’t see it, no other
real estate man would.”

“ All that” smiled Throckmorton, “cam
come later. The national selling, I mean,
For the present, we’ll concentrate on Mur-
dock. Leave him to me! This is good!
Now, Jim, I'll put this up to you in two
ways.

“ Frankly, it looks big to me. If you
want to go in with me, on a fifity-fifty basis,
youfll have to put-up half the cost of print
ing—about two hundred dollars. The book-
lets must be good-looking, and in two
colors. If you don’t want to take a chance,
I'll pay you five hundred for the copy. and
make what use I like of it:”

Jim hesitated.

“ But—" he began.

“ No questions and no answensi” Percy
held up a fat, pink hand. “ Take it or
leave iite™

Still Jim hesitated. Five hundred in the
hand looked very good to him. But Percy
was no fool; in fact, quite the contrary.
He wasn'’t overlooking a bet. And he was
offering Jim a partnership in something
that, as he said, “ looked big.”

Hastily Jim estimated the amount of
cash in his bank account. Could he afford
two hundred dollars? Could he afford to
take a chance?
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Percy was humming softly to himself.
Jim had heard some one say that when
Percy hummed, a killing was to be made.
Well—

With an audacious gesture, Jim wihipped
out his checkbook and bravely scrawled a
check for two hundred dollars.

“ Oh,” said Percy, * there was no hurry
about that! T just wanted your decisiom.

“Woom have it, and the e
announced Jim. “ Now what’s the sciveme

“ Get out!” replied Bercival. “ I'm busy.
And don’t come back till I send for you,
which will be when there's something to
show youw.”

o Bmlt__)ﬂ

“cGet outt!” repeated Percy. “Yow've
done your part. Now I'll do mine

Iii.

TrE following month was that one which
is the very dullest of the year in the ad-
vertising business. Jim sought work with
a commendable assiduity, but without
success.

Thoese who knew him advised him to go
into - some other line, temporarily; things
were very bad. It would, every one agreed,
pick up after awhile, but for the present,
business was unanimously termed * roftem.*

Only the outings with Virginia helped
Jim to carry on during this peried. They
were joyous events, and not even his bad
luck could affect Virginia’s healthy appetite
for pleasure.

Fortunately for them both, Virginia's
idea of pleasure did not require the ex-
penditure of much money. - A hike over
suburban hills was a joy to her, and, as
everybody knows, one need not be plute-
cratic to engage in hiking.

Daily at first, and then weekly, Jim
called up Percival Throckmeontom

“NNothing doing yet!” Percy weuld in-
variably respond. “I'll let you know.”

Jim began to feel that he had lest his
two hundred dollars. Whatever scheme
Percy had in mind, it was not maturing very
rapidly. This peeved him so much that,
at last, he decided to go after Percy and
collect a part, at least, of his investment.

To annoy him further, he began to see
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huge billboards, bearing Murdock’s ad-
vertisements of his new subdivision, on all
the highways.

Murdock was indeed launching a great
selling campaign. He had built and opened
for imspection a model house, which was
being visited by scores daily. Even
Virginia had gone to see it.

“Ikt's a dream, a perfect dream!” she
had reported to Jim. “ Oh, what an ador-
able house! It’s just what we want, And
what we’ll get—some titme!”

“Yes,” agreed Jim, but rather wealkly,
He had begun, some time since, to lose his
characteristic confidence.

When would they get such a house?
When?

Having nothing else to do, he went to
call on Throckmorton. He found the round
little man bursting with enthusiasm.

“JJust in time! Just in time!” cried
Percy. “I've been trying to get you all
morning. We have a conference this after-

noon. And then—well, we shall see what
we shall see! Aha! The great Charles
Murdock! Al

“What are you talking about?’ de-
manded Jim. “ What did you do with my
two humdied?”*

“ Aha! Worried about that, are you?
Well, Jim, if you're really afraid you’ve lost
it, Tl buy you out—now—for five
hundred.”

“ Buy me out of wiatf?"

“ Qut of our partnership, of course’"

“ Partnership in wdietf?*

“In the world’s most successful ad-
vertising prajjeatt”

“ Come on, Percy,” pleaded Jim. *“ Tell
me just what you've been doing—e¥ trying
to do.”

“ Not yet! Not yet, me lad! When the
time comes! And not before! When we
have Charlie Murdock right in this ehalf,
begging for merev.”

113 I_I_Iow?d!

“Jaowmk at this!” Percival Throckmorton
thrust into Jim's hand a letter signed by
Murdock, the great realtor,

It was a cordial little note, in which this
paragraph appeared significant: “Qf course.
Percy, I'll be very glad to have you send
prospects to my organization. 1 need net
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tell you that I'll be very glad to make it
worth your while. In fact, 111 pay you a
five per cent, commission on everything we
sell to any one sent by you. How’s tiatt”"

“ Well?” asked Jim. Then a light began
to break across his countenance. “ Did
you— T mean, have you— Look here, did
you distribute ten thousand of those book-
lets? You've been sending prospects to
Murdock—ithat way?”

“ Suned™ nodded Percy. “ If he wouldm't
try the booklet, and I thought it was good,
why not? Sure! And look at this: I got
out ten thousand, and with every one 1
inclosed a letter, asking the readers to say
that Throckmorton had sent 'em to Mur-
dock. See?

“ Well, it had Charlie puzzled. He didin't
know I knew so many people! Ahal
Hundreds of 'em, running into his office,
mentioning me! Ha! And thenm—of course
—he got wise, when he saw the booklet.
So he called me up, ready to fight. That's
no way to treat a friend, says he, and all
that. He can't pay five per cent on sales
like this, he protests, and so on.

“ Well, T’'ve held out for what this letter
offers! And we've got him, smart Charlie
Murdock sewed up in a bag! Of counsee—""
Throckmorton grinned happily—“ we won’t
sting him. But we'll make a nice profit”

Jim sat down. So Murdock, not through
his efforts, but through Throckmorton's,
had been made to realize the value of his
booklet. He had agreed to pay a liberal
commission, and Percy had saiid—

“Say!” he burst out, forcefully if in-
elegantly. “ Say how many sales has he
made -through tis?”

“ Oh, I'd guess a hundred, at least,” re-
plied Percy. “ And as none of his houses
sells for less than five thousand, and our
commission on that would be two hundred
and fifty dollars, why—we've got—uvell,
count it up, yoursedft"

“ But we can't soak him that!
robbemy!” protested Jim.

“ Of course it is!” nodded Percy. “ But
he agreed to be robbed! No, of course we
can't soak him. But it won't do us amy
harm to let him think we intend to. That’s
why I'm going to handle him. You'll be
here, in the next room, but you let me do

That's
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the talking—umtil I call you in. Then you
can suggest a reasonable payment for our
services, based on what Prentke would
charge, plus the printing cost, plus a just
tax for his igmoramos”

It was left at that, and they went out to
lunch. Murdock would not appear until
two o'clock.

1v.

WiEN Charles Murdock, realtor, did ap-
pear in the office of Percival Throckmorton,
printer, he was accompanied by a lean,
taciturn man. The latter was Mr. Mur-
dock’s attorney, retained to get him and
keep him out of trouble.

The round little printer welcomed them
happily and impartially.

“ This is a sihvow-dwur!” announced Mur-
dock, grimly.

“Hiime!” chuckled Percy, rubbing his
pink and white hands together. “ Fimed"”

“ What. do you mean, holding me up for
thousands on a thing like this?” Murdock
waved the beautifully printed booklet in
the face of the fat printer. “ When I wrote
you that letter you’re so fond of quoting I
meant, of course, that I'd pay you that on
sales made to your personal friends. You
know very well that thig is altogether dif-
ferent! What right have you to expect two
hundred and fifty dellars en mighty near
every sale we've made? For what you've
done! Bah! Just bought up that foel.ad-
vertising man’s eopy, and used it! Perey,
I'm surprised at yow"

“NNo more than I'm surprised at yow!™
retorted Percy. “ Imagine a man of your
intelligence letting that booklet dijd?

“How'd I know it would go like this?
Just luck, that’s all! You didn’t know,
either; you took a chance and were huclky.”

Percy nodded agreeainly.

“ Lucky—and wise! Besides, 1 didn’t
buy up Collier's copy, as you suppose.
Collier and I are partners in this. If it were
only my affair, why of course I'd like to let
you off as easily as possible. But since
Collier’s in it, and Collier lost his job be-
cause you turned down that very copy that’s
done more than anything else to sell your
houses and lots, well—Cuollier naturallky
looks at it as a matter of business, net <
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friendship. I was arguing the point with
him. I said, ¢ Jim, let’s not rob Charlie
Murdock.’ And he answered, ‘ Why not?
He wants to be robbed!’ You see, that’s
the way he feelkd?”

Jim, in the next room, separated from
the others by only a thin partition, had an
impulse to break down that fragile wall and
to correct the impression Percy was will-
fully creating. But he thought better of it.
Let Percy handle it!

“II won't be robbed!” protested Mur-
dock. “I'm willing to make any reason-
able adjustment, realizing that your work
has been of value, of course. But it’s not
worth as much as you claim, by a long shot.
And if you won't listen to reasem—well,
Mr. Clark here is my attorney! Sue if you
like, but Clark will see that you don't
collectt"”’

Mr. Clark, at this compliment, coughed
suggestively.

Percy grinned. “@h, I don't kmowi’™
he said. “I, too, have an attorney. But
let's be friends. Charlie—I%l- call Jim
Collier in. Any arrangement that’s all right
with him is satisfactory to me. Jimi™

Jim had spent the time since their return
from lunch in going over a few figures. He
had down in black and white just -what
Prentice would have charged for the book-
let, had it been accepted, the printing costs,
the cost of securing lists of renters, mailing
booklets, and so"on.

He added these figures and then tacked
on a thousand dollars as a reasonable
penalty for Mr. Murdock to pay. The total
was only a fifth of what Percy was demand-
ing, and even so it would give Jim a neat
profit of two thousand dollars! He entered
Percy’s sanctum with restored confidence.

Murdock met him more than half way.

“Young man,” he growled, “T1 find 1
was wrong about your bookiet. Your test
proves that it's good stuff. New let's get
down to brass tacks—how much do yeu
want?"

Eor answer Jim passed the slip of paper
bearing his figures to Percy. The printer
beamed and nodded.

“We're not going to hold you to yeur
offer of five per cent commiission, six,” Jim
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smiled. “ We realize that that wouldn’t be
fair. If we did, you would owe us in the
neighborhood of twenty-five thousand
dollars.”

“ Prepostenausi” cried Murdock.

“1 agree with you,” said Jim. *“ And
we wouldn’t think of holding you up. No,
we're going to ask you for just what the
same thing would have cost you had Pren-
tice handled it in the usual way, plus print-
ing and so on. The totall—" he paused while
he pretended to refer te his memerandumm;
there was ne need for that, for He knew the
figures by heart—*'the total is fff{five
hundred dellars.”

Before Murdock could speak, Jim went
on to specify how he had arrived at that
total.

“ And that is the best we can do,” he
summed up.

Murdock glanced at his attorney, who
gave an almost imperceptible nod.

“1'll, take you!” announced the realor.
“ But give me-that fool letter T wrote you,
Percy. Clark here says you could have
held me up on that, or made a good stalh
at itd™

“ Sure we could!’” chuckled Percy. “ Butt
we're friends, aren’t we?”

“'Yelm!” growled Murdock, writing a
check, which he handed to Percy. “IH
say you're a great printer, Percy. I only
hope you'll never go in for real estate. And
you, young mam*’—the addressed Jim
divectliy—“ if you’re not thinking of going
back to Prentice, how about taking charge
of my advertising? I guess we can come to
terms.”

“T1 guess we can,” said Jim, “and ¥'d
like that job. By the way, Mr. Murdock,
P’m thinking of buying a house. That model
you've opened—we’d like one of that kimdi”*

“ Pick your lot! Pick your lot amd
we’ll build it. And say, I'il allow you ten
per cent on a deal like thati™

And when, that evening, Jim reported
his good fortune to Virginia, she cried:
“ ©h, I just knew you’d do it{

“ But { didn't! Pencyy—>

“ 1 just knew you'd do it,” Virginia re-
peated. And no one could make her believe
that he hadn't.

THE END
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By THOMAS THURSDAY

N the year 1664 B.F.—before flivvens—
I an ex-sheik with the movie-comedy

name of Ponce de Leon observed with
alarm that his goatee was streaked with
white, his limbs rheumatic, while the charm-
ing senoritass began to pass him up like he
was a beaker of arsemic.

Getting as peeved as a giraffe with a twe-
inch neck, old Ponce packed his summer
underwear, bought a large supply of pimen-
tos, and set sail for the fevered land of
Fla-Fla,, which same is the abbreviation
of Florida doubled. As every school-lad
knows, Senor de Leon was in search of the
Fountain of Youth,

Landing at twenty-nine different ports at
one and the same time—read the bookiet of
any Sunshine State realtor—the Spanish
grandee took a few inhalations of the Gulf
Stream breeze, and proclaimed it the ideal
place for a subdivision. Since that time
there’s a division in the sandy peninsula for
every man, woman, and offspring in China,
Japan, and the South She Islands, including
the development started by me and Bally-
hes Bufns:

As the husband remarked to his missis,
who discovered a scented note in his pocket,
1°d like to tell you about that!

After getting an option on two hundred
and ten acres of some of the best cypress
swamp land in the chin-whisker State,
Ballyhoo erects a many-colored field office,
promotes a few sucker buses to bring eut
the customers, then imports a squad of the
finest circus and earnival grifters that ever
cluttered up a midway, sueh as “ Paddle-
Wieel ” O'Levy, “Qodk-Eyed” Snyder,
and * Hoop-la ” McCanh, supperted by

all-sear east of the same Bilk:

The title of our delightful development
was no less than Largo de Leon, named
after—way after—the jovial Ponce; but if
it wasn't exactly the Fountain of Youth
it was certainly the Fountain of Profit;
Il tell the sand-buying werld! No kid-
ding, during the first few weeks the lads
peddled the lots to one-hundred-per-eent
non-thinkers so fast that It seeied like a
dream.

Ballyhoo, however, being a showman,
first, fast, and all the time, decided to pep
up the joint by pulling off an advertising
stunt that was very rough, very raw, and
very rotten,

“ Speaking of advertising, Doc,” he says
to me one day, “it's the thing that puts
over about everything but the sun and
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moon. When these guys tell you that this
boom is a natural one they’re talking
through their tonsils. Ninety per cent of
this Great Sand Rush is as artificial as a
tin alligator, and everybody with a spoon-
ful of brains knows it. The one thing that
put it over is the same thing that put over
breakfast foods, canned beans, chorus girls,
and California, to wit and i.e., Advertis-
ing.

“ In other words, kid, if you have amy-
thing you want to peddle, tell the world
about it. Once upon a time a guy named
Ralph Waldo Emerson made a wise crack
that always irritated me. He said that if a
bird was to build a better mouse trap than
anybody else the world would beat a path
to his door, or words to that effect. Apple-
sauce! How in hades is the world gonna
know that the sap has a better mouse trap
than any one else if he don't advertise the
fact? Why—"

Listem!” I snaps. “ What’s the idea of
the lecture? I thought you was gonna tell
me -something about a stdnt for Largo de
][mn.)'

“ T am, and here it is. What this dump
of ours needs is an advertising stunt that
will put it over big.- We want to get the
crowds out here like flies around tamglefioot.
Now, then, what do we da?”

“ Have one of those cluck one-cent sales;)’
I suggests.

“ All damp,” he frowns. “ We must do
something that will be a knockout; seme-
thing that will bowl ‘em over, That being
the case. I have a perfect scheme. Listen.
You know how the public likes to look ever
famous people, such as the Prince of Wales,
Babe Ruth, Jack Dempsey, Mary Bick-
ford, and so on, don’t you? It’s human
nature.”

“ Are you thinking of hiring the Primnce
of Wales as a salesmam?’ I asks,

“ T would if I could. However, maybe we
can get some other big fin. Maybe we €an
get Gloria Swanson, Douglas Fairbanks, er
Charlie Chaplim. "

“ The climate has gene to your head)’
I says. “You couldn't afford to hire these
babies for ten minutes, Why, they’d want
at least ten grand a day for just saying
“ Good morning ” twice. And then maybe
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they wouldn’t be able to sell any of our lots,
at thatt”

“You don't get the idea. I don’t want
them to sell lots personally. All they have
to do is to sit in the office and shake hands
with the suckers. The idea is to bring the
customers out to the dewdbpvaitt—sws?”

I do not,” 1 admits. “ Eor one thing,
where is the money coming from to pay
these heavy-sugar pets, and for another,
how are you gonna get ome?”’

“ Helll” he snorts. “I thought you was
a showman. Listen. I ain’t simp emough
to even try to get one of those big guns.
What ’mx gonna do is to promote some lady
or gent who could pass as a ringer’ for
some well advertised lad or lassie, and then
put him or her over as the real thing”

“ That would be suiidide™ I yelps.

“ Nope; that would be nerve plus show-
manship. Besides, what's the hamm?”

I leaned over and felt his head, figuring
that the climate had got him.

“ You're getting balmy,” I says. “ Sup-
pose, for. instance, that we pick up Charlie
Chaplin or Mary Pickford ringers, and have
her or him come to this field office and pose
as the real thing. All right! Suppose, fur-
ther, that the real Charlie or Mary gets
wind of it? That means assorted trouble
for usl™

“So does your old sedam!” he grins.
“‘Wrat if they do find out, hey? That
will be apple pie for us. If they are fool
enough to squawk, the newspapers will be
full of it, and that means-we get some
publicity that couldn’t be bought. for a
million. - Forget it, Doc. Meamwhile, I want
you to search around Miami to-morrow and
pick me a winner. Hope you get some guy
who looks like the Prince of Wales.”

L.

BRIGHT and early the next morning fimds
me ambling down Flagler Street, searching
for any one who looks like some one of
fame and importance. Although I am cer-
tain that the scheme is as nutty as a squir-
rel's pantry, I am also aware that when
Ballyhoo gets an idea lodged in his bean
he’s like the Rock of Gibraltar—hard to
budge,
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Well, sir—or ma’am—ihe first lad who
looks like some one I had read and heard
about was a bootblack. I spot him in the
middle of the block shining the Oxfords of
a binder Bennie. After giving him a close
inspection I feel certain that he is a ringer,
or double, for Mumsieur N. Bonaparte, the
well-known doughboy.

I’'m about to promote this john, when 1
get the sudden thought that Mr. Bona-
parte had quit this funny world a few years
ago. So I drop the boot cleaner and walk
down farther.

In the middle of the next block, slouched
against a lamp-post, I discover a boy who
looks like no less than Charlie Chaplin, who
is gaining fame around the Hollywood lots.
He’s wearing a Palm Beach cap, pulled
rakishly over one eye, and the hardest work
he seems to be doing is basking in the sum-
shine,

As to wearing apparel, he’s theve; in fact,
if Beau Brummel had got one peek at ‘im,
he'd have collapsed from envy.

“ Fellow,” 1 begins, stepping up sudden-
ly, “ I been looking for you for some time,
You're—" -

He whirls areund, gets as white as a Cape
€od snowflake, then narrows his eyes like a
leopard’s.

“No fly cop ever took Slippery Pated
he snarls.

To make his curt statement more con:
vineing, he hauls back his right hand,
clenches his fist, then lands a terrid fist 19
my pesitively glass jaw. And that seck
Was a SUeEEss. ]

I settle to the pavement, take & quick
course in astronomy, and awake some time
later to observe a circle of admiring eiti-
zens, Noting that Slippery Pete had skipped
away, I remarks to the assembled folks that
banana peels should never be left on the
sidewalk,

I felt like quitting werk for the day, but §
knew if T came back te the field office
without a ringer Ballyhoo would even things
up by smacking the other jaw, and, per-
sonally speaking, my daddy never veared
any stupid children.

At the next corner I walks into a very
soft-drink factory, and order a large beaker
of sulphur water seasoned with orange juice.
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The dame who waits on me has everything
that Professor Ziegfeld demands in a
chorine, and after I had loaded both eyes
with peek at this winner of some beauty
contest I am positive that she could pass
off as a ringer forddlotia Swanson.

“It's a nice day,” I begins, with my
best smile. “ After that, I'd like to know
if anybody ever told you that you resem-
bled Gloria Swasony?”

“Yes, it's a nice day,” she refuns.
“ After that, I'd like to know if amylhody
ever told you that you resembled Ben Tur-
pin?”

“ No fooling,” I goes on. “ If you'll lis-
ten to me for a minute I'll make you a
propesition that will get you out of this
humdrum trap and give you some important
money."

“ Thanks a lot,” she shoots back. “I
will list that offer in my file, which will be
No. 23§ for the week. Meanwhile, perhaps
the following details concerning my career
may be of interest: I'm married, the sole
mother of three kids, and think my husband
is the greatest boy on earth. That being
that, if you can’t find the door I'll be glad
to furnish a map.”

Seeing a husky-looking lad edging up
from the rear, and judging this jill to be n@
less than the fair one’s chief and only hus-
band, I gulped the last of the liquid insult,
and scoots out. Realizing that my nerve
was gone, I' quit-the game and went back to
Ballyhoo empty-handed.

“ Whatt!” he yelps, when I tell him the
synopsis of the story. “ D'yer mean to say
that you couldn’t promote any one? Why,
you should have been able to find some
one, easy. Didn’t you even see any lad
who looks like Charlie Dickens, Lydia E,
Pinkham, or birds like that? Believe me,
you're a complete, absolute fifipp!”

“ Suppose,” 1 says, with more heat than
they have in Florida, “ that you go out and
try to pluck one for yourself. Guys whe
know as much as you should give a dem-
onstration. No use of me being killed while
so youmg.”

“Tll do that small thimg,” he snaps.
“ Follow me, and I'll get a ringer in a short
time, if not sooner. Your approach must
have been rottieni?
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When we reach town, I let Ballyhoo
stroll a few paces in the lead—not wishing
to be identified with him when a crash
came. In case of fire, I never like to be near
the hose.

Fin'ly, Ballyhoo spots a beauteous crea-
ture gazing into a milliner’s window and
edges up beside her. I take a look and
decide that the lady must of come from
Palm Beach or Newport. She’s a pipping
blonde—almast to the roots.

“Mihal” gloops Ballyhoo to me. ‘“A
dead double for Lillian Gish. TI'll book
this lady, and the customers will mob the
field office. Watch how I do it, Dec.?

“ Good luck,” I whispers. “In case of
trouble, don’t nod to me when a cop leads
you by.”

Confidently edging close to the luscious
lady, Ballyhoo tips his hat with all the
grace of a Malay truck driver, and smiles
like 'a poisoned pup.

“ Eh—1I beg your pardon, madam, but
aren’t you Lillian Gisin?”

The blond panic raises her synthetic
eyebrows an even inch, then gives Ballyhoo
3 glare as cold as an Esquime’s’ beak.

“TLithen, big boy,” she says with a de-
lightful lisp, “ ith you speaking to me>"

“Sure,” replies Ballyhoo, warming up.
“T know that my approach is a little raw,
but when I happened to lamp you here,
girly, I knew that yom was just the type
I was looking for. Now, if youil listen
me fmr_’ll

“You ith very Kkind, sir,” says the lady,
“but my husbandth never allpwih—=""

At that moment a pughacious-loeking
butter-and-omelet man comes dashing from
across the street, Coming to a short, sud-
den stop, directly in back of Ballyhoo, he
proceeds to cock an ear.

“ On the level,” goes on Ballyheo, ¥ my
proposition will pay you—"

Well, since this is not a report of the
Dempsey-Firpo brawl, welll pass up the
next five minutes—ijust long enough for
Ballyhoo to revive, dust off his clothes, and
remove himself from the gutter.

“ Where's that big bum?” he yelps, look-
ing around. “If he does that again I’ll
smack him downd™

“ Return engagements don’t pay,” X
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says. “ Meantime, are you through search-
ing for rimgensy?’

“ 1 am notth” he flares. “ Ballyhoo Burns
never was a quitter; and I won’t give up
until they carry me away in an ambu-
lance.”

“ Suppose it's a hemnse??*

“ Makes no differemme—just see that it’s
a pink one. I hate them black babies. They
always remind me of a funerall.”

After another ten minutes of fruitless
searching Ballyhoo decides that a bite to
eat would not offend the stomach. Coming
to the Yank-Cradker Cafe, we ease in and
sit on one of those revelviag stoels that
lined the couwntetr. After ordering every-
thing that sounded like foed, Ballyhee sud-
denly taps me en the sheuldef.

“ Sh-h,” he whispers., “ Who does the
guy next to me remind you of?”

“ QOliver Twist,” 1 says, without even
looking.

“ Take another look,” he buzzes.
a ringer for a world-famous gusy.”

“P, T. Barmum?” I asks, paying strict
attention to a wicked grapefruit.

“So's your Aunt Miami,” he snorts.
“Lay off them half-witticisms, and get
down to normal. I ask you te leek at this
john and see if you see what I ses.”

I take a half look.

“ Maybe I don't see what you see” I
s?lys: “ There's a lotta gravy on that lad’s
chin.”

“ You got gravy on your brain,” he sends
back. “D'er mean to tell me that that
fellow don’t look like Jack Dempsay®™

This information jolts me into respectiul
attention. The heavy-weight champ of the
world! We always respect the lads whe ean
lick us, and that ain't no bedtime seenatio.

“Y¥es, sir,” buzzes on Ballyhoo, *this
baby is a dead ringer for the champ. Watch
me promote hiym”

% D'yer mind if I leave now?” I asks,
losing all interest in the fried tarpon, or
whatever it was.

“Stay here or IN brain you!” he
whispers. “I may need your assistomee”

“T ain’t a doctor,” I says. He lets that
go by and turns to the big fellow.

“ Beg pardon, brother,” he begins, “ but
do you know who you remind me of?”

“ He’s
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The husky chap turns around, wipes a
dime’s worth of pork chops off his chin,
then gives Ballyhoo an amused smile.

“Who do I remind you of?" says the
large boy. “ Your wife's, cousin, from
Hicksap, New York?”

“Ha, ha,” comes back Ballyhoo, with a
forced smile. “ That’s a rich one. Butt—
eh—no fooling, you could pass for Jack
Dempsey. Why, you’re a dead double for
him?”

“You don't say?” returns the big guy.
“\Wégll, I'm glad you didn’t take me for
Little Red Riding Hood.”

“ Gosh, you're full of wit,” beams Ballly-
hoo—but had I of pulled that hokum he'd
have cracked a plate over my nut.
“Haven’t you ever been taken for the
champ before?"

“Wees, indeed,” he admits, “Jksss Wil-
lard believed I was Dempsey, Carpentier
felt fairly certain I was Dempsey, while
Firpo is convinced I am the champ. That's
funny, isn’t "

All of which gives me and Ballyheo the
idea that the lad Is balmy in his belfry.

“ D’yer mean to say that you met all
those famous fighters?” asks Ballyhoo.
“ You must dream pretty well, fielloowi*

“T not only met them, but I kmocked
them out,” says the gent. “ In other words,
I'm Jack Dempsey.™

Alley oop!

Naturally this bit of news goals Ballyheo
—but not for long. In order to surprise
him for more than ten seconds you'd have
to present him to Alexander the Great.

“Wéell, well, welll” enthuses Ballyhoo,
“so you admit you're Jack himself, hey?
Well, you didn’t fool me—I knew it all the
time. Put ‘er there, Jadid™

To all of which Memsieur Dempsey grins
broadly.

“ By the way, Jack,” goes on my snide
partner, “how'd you like to pull down a
little money whilst you’re hanging around
here?”

“1 dont know. I already have con-
tracted to have my name on hair tonics,
exercises for fat men, collapsible bathtubs,
skin ointments, and any number of other
things. What are you selling—a new brand
of mince pie®’
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“ Nothing so ordinawy,” replies Ballly-
hoo. “I've got the best real estate proposi-
tion in Florida. I'm the sole owner and
developer of Largo De Leon—The Magie
Sunshine Spot—The Athens of Floride—
The Sub-Division De Luxe—The Heavenly
Rest Spot—The Bestt—"

“No doubt about it,” the champ cuts
him ofi. “ However, what's your proposi-
tiom?"

“Your own terms, Jadk!” sizzles Bally-
hoo. “ Er, how’ll one thousand bucks per
day hit you, hey? All you got to do is less
than nothing. Just hang around the field
office and shake hands with the sand-
grabbers. My whole idea s to get the
crowd out there, and If Jaek Dempsey
can't attract a crowd, then I'll have to stage
the Battle of Waterloo. Hew abeut #’

“IIl go you, Mr. Burns,” says Jack,
whilst me and Ballyhoo near hit the
counter from shock,

After which came the tattle of - the
century!

I

Two days later five of the largest news-
papers in Southern Florida ran a stock
advertisement, stating - that Mr. Jack
Dempsey would be glad to meet everythody
at Largo De Leon. Just to add to the ex-
citement, we have ten thousand dedgers—
or throwaways—printed and tessed if every
direction.

The champ is to get one grand a day, for
three days—that being all Ballyhoo. cared
to slip anybody, even the King of Sweden.
However, that suited the champ, as he says
he would like to get back to Broadway as
soon as possible in order to sign up for a
bout with Harry Wills. East Is East and
West is West—but never the twal shall
meet!

Well, to come to the last round of this
outrage against good literature, the first
day that the champ was at the field office
he gets swamped like a canoe in a Pacifie
storm. The crowds came out like white
duck pants at Palm Beach, and the other
realtors began to grind their teeth with
sizzling envy,

Our own busses were loaded to the snub-
bers, and we hired special cars to carry the
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mob to the grounds. Jack made the boys
and girls a little speech—wmitten by Bally-
hoo, right out of his own head—saying that
Largo De Leon was a positive knockout, in
his opinion, and that he was going to build
a love nest right there himself.

After the champ had made his little
speech, the salesmen went through the
customers like cheese through a rat hole.

On the second day the mob was bigger
than ever, and the lots began to sell like
slum jewelry in a colored settlement. Bally-
hoo is so tickled at the results that he begs
Jack to stick around for ten years. But
Jack couldn't be budged, claiming he had
impoertant business in New York, so we had
to be satisfied with one more day.

The third and last day was a near riet.
Half of Miami, Coral Gables, not to men-
tiom-ttough that's what I'm doing—huge
consignments of people from as far as Or-
lando, De Land and Daytona, came motor-
ing up to the grounds. It was the type of
erowd - that would have made Mr. P. T,
Barnum wiggle his ear with joy! Then a
terrible things happened.

The champ falled to shew up!

-«You better do some heavy thinlking,
and do it quidk” I buzzes to Ballyhee.
“ This mob came to see Jack Dempsey, Aot
Largo De Leon, and if you think different
you’re just kidding yoursalft!

“1 don’t think difflenent;* moans Bally~
Hoo. « We're in-a-jam, and I don’t mean
perhaps.. - What'll we dio?”

« Make a speech. You used to be ope of
the best kid-show spielers on the midway:
Get on a chair and tell the ladies and sugar
papas that the-thamp is sidk.” )

“Cness he must be,” he admits. “OF
maybe he hadda pull eut for New Verk.”

He hops upon' & chair, yelps for atien:
tion, then tells one and all that Mr. Bemp-
sey is indisposed and will not be able o
appear. to-day. i

When the crowd hears that bit of Wet
news they let forth & groan that eaaléggs
heard as far seuth as Spree West: 0 MaKe
matters more iFFitating, they folded thejr
cents like the Arabs, and Silently a‘é}%
away=witheut Buying 2 dimes WoFR 8
ouF cheice sang: THE
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Immediately after we get the best sock
of the day.

When most of the mob had stepped on
the gas a little runt of a bird comes slowly
up to me and Ballyhoo, and stares at us;
a quizzical smile on his shrewd faee.

“How do you do?” he begins, * My
name is Buck Teyon, sports editor of the
Miami Sunshine, 1 came out 1o see Jaeck
Dempsey—but I khew he weuldn't be
here; but den't worry,” he says, * 1 wep't
give your game away. Werse stufts than
yours have beed pulled off in the real
estate flighl”

“T don't get you, brother,” blurts Ballly-
hoo. “One of us must be crazy.”

“ Listem,” goes on the sports editor,
“ you and me speak the same language, so
you're just wasting your time giving me a
pushing around. If that fellow was the real
Jack Dempsey then I'm the twin of Cal
Coolidge.”

“What d'ver mean, he wasn't Jack
Dempsey?” barks Ballyhoo. “I[ gave that
baby one grand a day. D%er think I'd
pay that to a plumber’s assistant? If he
wasn’t the champ, then I'm a terrible
sucken!”

“You must be all of that,” agrees-Mr.
Tryoii. “ And perhaps the reason why
your man didn’t appear, to-day Is because
I met him late last night and showed him
a telegram. After he had read it he smiled,
mentioned the fact that he was a great
admirer of Baraum, then walked briskly
away. Here—prihaps you’d like to see the
telegram yeurseli.”

It was signed by the sporting editor of
the New York Tdkgram, and was right to
the point:

Jack Dempsey sailed for Paris four .daps-
ago.

After me and Ballyhoo had got an eyeful
of that we collapsed in one another’s arms,
then took a nine count. What would you?

“Widll, for shedding tears in public:™
moans Ballyhoo. Then he gets a sudden
thought. - “ Say,” he goes on, “ if that stewv-
bum wasn't the champ, who was he?”

“ A ringer,” replies Mr. Tryon.

Toodie-oo, Mr. Barnum!|

END
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