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THE RED EMPEROR.

BY BANNISTER MERWIN,
Author of “The Girl and the Bill,” *“Silenced,” ‘‘Her Better Self,” etc.

A SERIAL STORY.

CHAPTER 1.

THE BLOOD-RED STONE.

RALPH CALVERT
leaned back comfortably
and closed his eyes, while
the barber worked up a
creamy lather on his
cheeks. This red plush
and nickel chair was an oasis of rest in
the noisy confusion of the Jersey City
station.

Beyond the swinging doors, the bells
and stcam-cxhausts and the voices of the
train-announcers were magnified under
the great vault of the train-shed; Dut
within this inner domain of the striped
pole was a region of quiet and deliberate
action. .

“1 have just fifteen minutes,” Calvert
had said, handing his hat and his suit-
case to the boy.

The Italian Dbarber had implied his

recognition of the need of haste by strop-
ping his razor with a degree of useless
flourish.
. At three thirty-six the Chicago Ex-
press would glide out of the station,
bearing Calvert westward toward the
realization of his first big chance. For,
the next evening, Calvert was to meet a
great man.

The great man had sent for him; for

what purpose, the telegram had not
stated ; but the¢ bare command that Mr.
R. Calvert be at the Annex, in Chicago,
at scven-thirty on Thursday evening, was
enough to fill the young man with pleas-
urable hopes.

He delayed the barber by smiling un-
consciously as he reccalled the hurry of
the past hour. The great man’s tele-
gram had not come to his hands till his
return from luncheon. A dash to his
lodging, where he threw a few things
into his suit-case; a cab to the bank,
whence he drew his available cash re-
serve—one hundred dollars; then a con-
tinuance of the cab-ride to the foot of
West ‘T'wenty-Third Street, and the pur-
chase of a round-trip ticket to Chicago,
and, after the ferry trip, fifteen minutes
to spare, and—a shave. The great man
would, at least, find him prompt.

His right cheek was now clean of both
lather and beard. It was a long, lean
check — young, but spare; and if one
crossed its central plain and surmounted
the cheek-bone, he might discover a
thoughtful brown eye. It was the eye
of one by haliit more reflective than
aggressive.

A customer was getting up from the
next chair.  Calvert, though he could
not see him, had been conscious of him
for several minutes.
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“ How much?” grunted the customer.

“ Thirty-five—altogether,” replied -his
barber, selecting a celluloid check from
the pile by the mirror.

From the corner of his eye Calvert
gathered the impression of a big man ta-
king the check and turning away.

Then came the startling sound of slip-
ping feet, and a heavy, crashing fall.

In the moment that followed Calvert
felt thankful that his own barber had
been temporarily busied with the lather
brush. As it was, his- left cye was well
filled with the smarting soapy foam. He
wiped it away quickly with a corner of
the towel that was about his neck, and
at the same time raised himself and
looked around.

The big stranger lay prone on the
floor. Two of the barbers were turning
him over on his back, and a third was
wetting a towel with bay yum and kneel-
ing to apply it to his face.

“He falla down!"” the bootblack was
explaining volubly. * Foota slip in dat.”
He pointed to a smear of lather on the
floor. ‘“ Strike hi'self on a head.”

“ Get a cop,” said one of the kneeling
barbers. i

The order was unnecessary. As the
bootblack dashed toward the door, a po-
liceman entered.

“ What'’s up?” he demanded.

While three or four answers were be-
ing given, he went to the unconscious
man, laid a red hand over his heart,
pressed the thumb of his other hand
against the Druise on the forehead, and
listened for a moment to the heavy
breathing.

“ Come,” he said finally, “ put some of
them chairs side by side, an’ lay him on
’'em. He's only stunned, but I'll call ar?
ambulance.”

He left the stranger in charge of the
barbers and went out to telephone.

Calvert watched these proceedings with
interest. He made no move to help, be-
cause he saw that his help was not need-
ed. And presently he remembered that
he was still half shaven, and that his
train was to start at three thirty-six. He
lay back in his chair, and, looking up at
the dial of the clock, read it. ‘ Three
twenty-seven.”

No ‘time to Dbe lost.
called. ‘ Finish me up!

“Here!” he
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But as his barber returncd to him, he
became of a sudden acutely aware that
he had been looking only at the minute-
hand of the clock—that the hour-hand
was close to the numeral, nine—that he
was looking, not at the clock itself, but
at its reflection in the mirror — where
things were reversed.

He leaped from the chair and starel
up at the wall, to the actual clock-dial.
[t was thirty-three minutes past three—
no, thirty-three and a half! In two.,and
a half minutes his train would start. His
left cheek was unshaven, and his ¢ollar
was off. i
. ‘“My train!"” he exclaimed.

With one motion, he wiped from his
face what lather he could; with another
he put a quarter in the barber’s hand.
Then—he had got to his feet—he placed
his collar loosely round his neck, and
took the hat and suit-case which the boot-
black had ready for him. A last glance
showed him that the man lying on the
chairs was recovering consciousness.

Hurrying through the station, Calvert
thrust his ticket into the hands of the
official at the gate that led to tracks seven
and eight, and, when it was returned to
him, dashed through without noting the
instruction, ““ Train at the left.”” As he
ran down the platform, there were cries
of ‘ All aboard!”

¢ Just in time!” he panted to himself,
intent on the one fact that he had almost
missed the big chance. * Just in time!”

The porter of the first car he came to
was taking up his little step. The train
was beginning to move. Calvert waved
his ticket and, nodding as the porter
showed signs of questioning him, jumped
aboard and hurried through the vestibule
and into the car ahead.

“ Thank Heaven! " he muttered aloud,
pushing through the narrow passage past
the wash-room.

And then came his first surprise.

A girl—she had evidently been watch-
ing his approach from a window—turned
to him and, after a momentary stare, ex-
claimed, “ Oh!” i

Was he, then, such a disconcerting
sight? One cheek smooth, the other
rough; his collar loose around his neck,
with the tie dangling; perhaps a dab of
lather on his ear—did his appearance
frighten young girls?
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“You don't look at all as I thought
you would,” she explained.

That nettled him. *““If you had had
to leap, half shaven, out of a barher-
shop, to catch your train—" he began.

Her merry laugh interrupted him.
“ Never, I hope,” she said, and her eyes
danced.

" ““Of course, I don’t mean that you—"
He reddened.

“ No, indeed.” She was humorously
vehement. Then she sobered to a dignity
that seemed to take account of the fact
that she had been surprised out of her
natural reticence with strangers.

“1 can make myself more presentable
in a few minutes,” he said. * Then, per-
haps, you will permit me to explain—"

““T shall expect you to.”

She would expect him to explain? He
did not understand. But he began to
realize thrt she was piquantly attractive,
with her slight, graceful body and her
face that was rozuishly intelligent. *Sun-
shiny ” was the word that came into his
thoughts as he studied her.

“*T shall expect you to,” she repeated.
“ Just think, you4might have missed the
train. What should I have done then?”

Calvert groped for words.

“ Now go,” she said, * and—and finish
your toilet.”

Abruptly he turned and went to the
wash-room. With his safety-razor he
would complete his shave. But as he
laid the suit-case’ on its side, and stooped
to open it, the colored porter came in
and said:

“Where is your scat, sir?”

“Not in this car,” replied Calvert.
“This is a chair-car. I belong in a
sleeper, somewhere forward, I suppose.”
He fumbled for his ticket.

[}

“There ain’t no sleeper,” said the
porter.
- “ No sleeper? gasped Calvert.

“ No, sir.”

“ But, look. Here’s my ticket. See!
Car four, lower seven.”

The porter took the ticket. His thick
lips puffed out more than ever. ‘ Your

ticket.” he remarked, ‘“ is for the Chicago
Express. This train is the Washington
Flier.”

““What? "

“You got aboard before I could stop
you. But you acted sure.”
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“Then the Chicago train—"

“T'rack seven—left side of platform.
Leaves at three-thirty-six. We leave at
three-thirty-five—track eight.”

Calvert slowly took his ticket back.
There was nothing to say; no one could
be blamed Dbesides himself. His panicky
haste had disregarded all precautions, all
instructions, and his expectation of al-
most being too late had led him, as a
matter of course, to take the train which
was starting.

He saw the big chance slipping out of
his reach; he saw the great man frown-
ing in disgust; and—as a problem of
immediate practical importance—he saw
his slender money reserve fruitlessly de-
pleted by the cost of one round-trip
ticket to Chicago and this useless trip on
the Washington Flier. But he decided
to take his medicine calmly.

“ What's your first stop? " he queried.

¢ Philadelphia.”

“Can I catch the Chicago Express
there? "

The conductor had entered silently.
“ No connection,” he put in. * What's
the matter? "

“This gentleman’s on the wrong train,”
explained the porter.

“ How did that happen?” demanded
the conductor, peering sharply over his
spectacles. ‘“ Didn’'t you look at his
ticket? ”

The porter began to justify himself,
but Calvert interruptdd. “ My own fault,”
he said. “I thought I was losing the
train, and didn’t give him time to look.
Don't you stop at Newark?”

“ Only to take on through passengers.
We slow down, though. You can jump
off.”

Calvert thought of the girl who was
awaiting his ‘‘ explanation.” To jump
off at Newark would not help him to get
to Chicago.

“T'll go to Philadelphia,” he said,
offering a bill.

When, with the conductor’s help, he
had canvassed every possibility of con-
necting at Philadelphia with a train that
might get him to Chicago the following
evening ; when he had reluctantly been
obliged to admit that he would not be
able to keep his appointment with the
great man, he laughed. It seemed the
natural thing to laugh. Perhaps, after
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all, his mistake was not irretrievable.
When he got to Philadelphia he would
telegraph.  The great man might give
him another appointment. ‘T'hat was
worth trying for, at least.

But the thing to do now was to make
himself presentable. He removed his hat.
For some reason it did not feel natural
in his hand. Glancing at*it, he was star-
tled, for the band about it was not black,
but green.

“The wrong hat!” he exclaimed.
And indeed it was of heavier straw, and
made by a hatter to whose goods Calvert
considered himself too poor to aspire.
“That Dbootblack—" he Dbegan. Then,
with a chuckle, he concluded: “ But I'm
better off than the other fellow.”

He laid the hat on a chair and, for
the second time, bent to open his suit-
case. Suddenly he realized that it was
a much better suit-case than he had sup-
posed. And the catch seemed to work
in a way that was odd to him. But be-
fore he had framed his suspicion, he had
it open. .

These were not his things—these sil-
ver-mounted toilet articles! And these
fine shirts and silk pajamas.
wrong outfit!"”

No doubt about it; the bootblack had
given him another’s hat and suit-case.

“Well,” remarked Calvert, “I seem
to be in for it all along the line.” He
wondered whether he was not losing his
identity, and he glanced down at his gray
suit with the fantastic notion that, per-
haps, even that did not belong to him.

At one end of the suit-case was a sha-
ving-set. Calvert could not at once return
the suit-case to its owner—who, for that
matter, was probably in possession of
Calvert’s. Therefore, there was no harm
in using such things as he needed. So
he shaved himself with the safety-razor
and adjusted his collar. Meantime, the
train slid slowly through Newark.

In his effort to suppress his disgust
and disappointment over his mistake, he
had become artificially cheerful. Thus
he went almost smilingly to find the girl
who had wished him to “explain.” He
looked forward to a talk with her. There
was something mysterious in her greet-
ing of him, for she did not seem at all
like the kind of girl who would seek
acquaintance with a stranger, but he felt
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that the mystery was not unflattering to
himself.

She had seen, no doubt, that he was a
man to be trusted. Or —and this was
not so flattering—it might be that she
had mistaken him for some one whom
she knew, or knew of. Well, he would
find out; he would discover just why she
had watched his approach, why she h:l
addressed him with so much assurance,
why she had expected him to explain his
tardiness. N

There were few people in the car. An
elderly woman in a black silk dress had
one chair. She was absorbed in a maga-
zine. Farther along was a man—a slab-
faced fellow, with small eyes and strange-
ly thin lips. He had swung his chair
away from the window ; and he gave Cal-
vert a swift look, then bent his eyes again
upon his newspaper, which he had fold-
ed into such small compass that only a
part of one column was visible to him.

‘A strange way to fold a paper,”
thought Calvert.

His further inspection 'of the people
in. the car was halted” by the discovery
of the girl he sought. She was sitting
across from the man with the folded
newspaper. Calvert seated himself in
the chair next to her, and smiled . his
response to her appreciative little nod.

“ Well,” ehe said, “ you look less like
an escaped lunatic.”

“ And T feel less like one,” he laughed,
‘“ although—"

She opened her cyes in mock alarm.

“You needn’t be afraid,” he hastened
to add.

He could tell now that the simplicity
of her summer traveling dress was the
kind of simplicity that is achieved only
by expensive tailors. It Decame _her
well. Her face, though not Dbeautiful,
was full of life, and her skin was of
that clear brown which comes to thaose
who love outdoor exercise.

“1I knew you at once,” she was saying,
“Dy the band around your hat.”

‘Then she had taken him for another.

‘“ But, why—"" he began. ’

She had opened her hand-bag, and he
stopped his question as she reached with-
in and took out a small parcel wrapped
in Dlue tissue-paper.

“ Please put this in your pocket,”’ she
said. ‘I don't like to carry it.”
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She dropped the parcel upon his open
palm as she spoke. It was not tied,
and the paper opened up. disclosing
what was within. Calvert gasped.

He could only stare at the sparkling,
blood-red stone. It was wider than his
thumb nail. From its deep heart shot
rays that held his eyes compellingly—
rays of red fire. IFor such a stone men
might have thrust with daggers in the
dark; heavy - eyed sultanas might have
cozened the wardens of royal treasuries;
the palace eunuchs might have lied away
their souls. For such a stone might
kingdoms have been risked in war by
ISastern potentates. And this tailor-made
American girl had dropped it carelessly
into Ralph Calvert’s hand and asked him
to keep it in ‘his pocket for her!

Where had she got it? Why was it
unset? \Vas it her custom to carry it in
her hand-bag and ask chance acquaint-
ances to guard it for her? The posses-
sion plainly made her anxious. If it were
artificial, she would not be so fearfu] of
keeping it herself.

Calvert moved his hand. The ruby
scemed to blaze with new vigor, like a
dying sun that gathers its energy for
a final outburst of splendor.

The girl leaned forward. *“ Look out!"
she whispered. ‘‘ The man across the
aisle!”

And Calvert, glancing sidewise, saw
that the large man with the slab face
and the little eyes was gazing at the royal
stonc as if he would devour it. The
folded newspaper in his hand crackled
under the sudden pressure of the fingers
that held it.

Quickly Calvert closed his fist over
the ruby.

CHAPTER 11
FORCED ESCORT.

UT it away, quick,” said the girl
in a low voice. ‘“ We don’t want
to have to satisfy the curiosity of

the police.”

Calvert lowered his hand to his side,
holding the gem tightly, but he made
no move to put it in his pocket. He
looked intently at the girl. Her brow
was furrowed by an anxious frown, her
eyes were troubled.
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Suddenly she turned and gazed out
of the window with a show of casual
interest in the distant hills. Her lips

moved ; Calvert barely caught her words.

“ That man across from us,” she said.
“I don’t like his looks.”

“Nor I,” muttered Calvert.

“He may be a detective—or, worse,
a friend of Franz's.”

Glancing again at their neighbor, Cal-
vert saw that he had turned his back.
Apparently he was studying the land-
scapc, but his wide shoulders had an ap-
pearance of tense consciousness. That
he could hear anything was, however,
improbable, so Calvert swung about and
leaned forward till his face was close
to the girl’s.

“ Don’t show surprise,” he said.
want to ask a few questiops.”

She nodded slightly, though she did
not look at him. .

“You tell me that you knew me by
the green band around my hat.”

“\Why, don’'t you remember?” For
a moment she met his puzzled eyes.
‘“ Before we rang off, this noon, I asked
you how I should know you, and you
said—

“ But thlS hat with the green Dband
is not mine.’

“ Not yours?” Her swift glance was
full of apprehension. Then, instinctive-
ly, she reached out toward his clenched
hand. Her thought was of the ruby.

* No, it is not mine,” he went on. ““ It
was handed to me by a mistake, in the
barber-shop. I was in such a hurry that
I didn’t notice till a few moments ago.
The suit-case isn’'t mine, either.”

“Indeed?” She seemed to be playing
for tinte, trying to grasp the full import
of this revelation.

“I don’t know whose they are,” said
Calvert, ‘““but I imagine that the other
fellow has mine.”

Suddenly her eyes flashed angrily.
“ Give me the ruby,” she commanded.

He hesitated.

‘“At once!” He would not have be-
lieved that so dainty a face could become
so imperious.

Still he waited; and presently her
manner of angry assurance weakened,
and she exclaimed, with a catch in her
voice: “ You have no right to keep it!”

‘ Have you?”

“I
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He asked the significant question quite
unfeelingly. 'This girl was attractive—
well gowned—Dbut could he accept super-
ficial evidence of her respectability?
Whatever her manner and appearance,
might she not be an outlaw, waging a
zuerrilla warfare on society? ‘l'o put it
plainly, might she not be a thief? The
suspicion was unpleasant; he could’ not,
however, reject it merely because it was
inpleasant.

‘ Have you? ” he repeated.

Her first flush receded, leaving her
cheeks pale. Her eyes showed him the
cold scorn of an outraged woman. With-
out a word, she held out her open hand.
And Calvert, the warm Dblood mounting
to his brow, gave her the jewel.

“ Now leave me, please,” she said.

‘Do you think you are quite just?”
stammered Calvert.

“I'hat is my own affair.”

He waited a moment longer, with a
dwindling hope that she would relent;
then, her cold profile being immovable,
he got slowly to his feet and went to a
vacant chair near the back of the car.

His reflections were both bewildering
and disagreeable. Either he had failed
to recognize a well-bred girl's inherent
right to his full confidence, or he had
permitted himself to be tricked by a
minx who did not deserve the considera-
tion of an honest man. He resented his
own failure to master the situation. A
more experienced man, he knew, would
have forged some explanation f{rom the
girl.

Her appearance and manner were con-
vincing, but her actions had been suspi-
cious. Why was she in the position of
having to recognize a man by his hat-
band? She had spoken of the man who
sat across the aisle as a possible detective.

Had she reason to fear detectives?
The plternative was that the stranger
might be “a friend of Franz's.” Who
was Franz? Was Franz a first or a last
name? Perhaps there was some jewel
importer—some Mr. Franz.

Everything she had said and done, up
to that moment when he questioned her
right to it, had indicated that there was
at least a mystery about the ruby. For
he did not doubt that it was a real ruby,
and very valuable. Why, being of such
great size. it must belong among the fa-
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mous historic gems of the world! Yet
it was unset!

He considered his duty. Perhaps he
should make inquiries, to learn whether
such a ruby were anywhere missing. Per-
haps he should watch this girl.

No, he could not thus decide against
her. That moment of her scornful anger
was not to De forgotten. The most con*
summate actor could not have feigned
that subtle display of emotion. He owed
her an apology. He had insulted her
with his doubt.

He looked out at the window. The
train was passing through New Bruns-
wick. He would go forward and speak
to her again—would justify himself.

But he began to feel reluctant. To
present himself again to her notice would
be to invite further discomfiture. She
evidently considered the incident closed.
Should he not, therefore, let well enough
alone? At least, he said to himself, he
would make no move until they got as
far as Trenton.

While he hesitated, the girl left her
place and came back to the chair next
to his. Her eyes were again dancing.

“TI was not just to you,” she began,
seating herself. “ Your suspicion made
me angry; but when I had cooled off,
I saw that it was quite natural for you
to be doubtful.’>

Calvert reddened. ‘I was blaming
myself—" he said. He checked his
words, suddenly conscious that even now
he was not sure. _

- She laughed excitedly. ‘“Don’t,” she
exclaimed. ‘It is really all very funny.
I was expecting a man whom I knew all
about, but had never met. As he had
not come—as you were the last person to
board the train—as you wore a hat with
a green band around it—I assumed that
you were he. I don’t blame you for not
enlightening me.”

“You hardly gave me a chance,” Cal-
vert stammered.

“No, 1 didn’t give you a chance. I
was too eager to put the Red Emperor
into your hands.”

“The what?”

“The Red Emperor. That is the
ruby’s name.”
““Oh, it has a name, then?” Calvert

prided himself on the diplomacy hidden
in this question.
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“Yes, it has a name. Its owner and
her friends call it the Red Emperor. In
the newspaper stories about famous jew-
cels it is called—something else.”

Calvert was disappointed. She had
given him no clue to discover the owner-
ship of the gem.

“I am so thankful,” she rattled .on,
‘“that it is not to remain in my charge
much longer.”

“In your charge?”

“Yes, T am taking it back to its owner
te-night.”

“ Then it is not yours?" he blurted.

For an instant there was a glint in her
eyes. Then: “ No,” she said quietly, * it
is not mine.”

They were silent. Calvert was trying
to make what he could out of .the in-
formation she had given. Even to his
inexperience, it was obvious that she had
not sought him out merely to explain
what there wa® no seeming need to ex-
plain. She had some purpose in address-
ing him; she was leading up to some-
thing. Then it occurred to him that she
was trusting him strangely.

“ Why didn’t you tell me that it was
paste?” he asked.

‘“ Because it is not paste.” g She looked
at him candidly. “ You would not have
been deceived by anything I said. The
Red Emperor proclaims his royalty with
a splendor that is unmistakable.”

Calvert smiled and shook his head.
“You had another reason. TUnless you
suspected that I was a gem expert, you
might bave known that I would be easily
fooled.”

The faintest tinge of red spread over
her cheeks. ‘ Well, then,” she said, * if
you must know it, my real reason for
trusting you was that I saw you were
honest—and a gentleman.”

“Oh!” Calvert felt that she had
mercifully meant to spare him the im-
plied rebuke.

‘It belongs to a dear friend of mine,”
she went on. ‘A short time ago it got
out of her possession.”

“Stolen? "

“Well —yes. I have been to New
York to recover it for her.”

“What is it worth?"

“They say about eighty thousand dol-
lars.”

* Eighty—thousand—dollars 1 ”
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She nodded.

‘“ And you put eighty thousand dollars
into my hand!”

Again she nodded.
yacht,” she said. _

“ But—eighty thousand dollars!”

“Not so loud.” She glanced appre-
hensively about. ’

“Of course.”” He lowered his voice.
“ But you have no business to be carrying
it around with you this way, Miss—"

“ Annette Dering.”

“ Miss Dering, it isn’t safe. You should
have an escort.”

“1 expected one,” she replied calmly
—'“a man with a green band around his
hat.”

“ A detective? "

“ No, the brother of my friend who
owns the Red Emperor.”

“I see.” A memory of the man who
had fallen and been stunned in the bar-
ber-shop at Jersey City flashed into his
consciousness. ‘ Do you know anything
about his appearance—besides the hat-
band?” he asked.

“ T have never happened to meet him,
or'to see a picture of him. From what
others have said casually, I suppose he
is a big man.”

“Yes."

‘“ Smooth shaven.”

[ Yes.”

“ Taller and broader than you, with
a—a long face, like yours.”

The description fitted the man whom
Calvert had seen lying unconscious on
the floor. ‘“ Miss Dering,” he said, I
am .afraid that man is out of commis-
sion.” .

“ Why, what do you mean?”

“ Such a man had an accident, in the

barber-shop at Jersey City. Nothing se-

“ It would buy a

rious, I think. He fell, and was
stunned.”
“Oh! What will Marguerite think? "

“T don’t know what she will think,”
remarked Calvert, ‘ but she needn’t
worry. He was coming out of it when
I ran for the train.”

‘ Marguerite is his sister,”” she ex-

plained.
“The girl who owns the ruby?”
“ The girl—" she began in a corrobo-

rative tone, but broke off, and ended: “ I
can't tell you any more.”
Calvert rubbed his chin with his hand.
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It perplexed him, this story which Miss
Annette Dering had doled out to him in
fragments, for he did not understand why
she had told him. Did she wish .advice?
He would find out.

“T think—" 'he began, after a pause.
“Qr, wait. How far do you go?”

“T'o Washington.”

‘“Have you friends in Philadelphia? ”

“Yes,” reluctantly.

“Then leave the train at Philadelphia
and go to your friends, and get into
communication with New York. I
imagine that the man who was to have
escorted you will be able to come on
after an hour or two.”

Her brows were knit. ‘ But, then I
couldn’t get to Washington to-night.”

“N-no. You would stay with your
Philadelphia friends.”

“And lie awake worrying about the
Red Emperor? No, if you please. I
must get it into Marguerite’s hands this

evening. I must go right through to
Washington.” She watched his face ex-
pectantly.

“We-ell. I will wire ahead from

Trenton, and we can have a detective to
guard you from Philadelphia on.”

“Oh!" she exclaimed in dismay. I
don’t want any policemen or detectives.
Really, Mr.—"

“ Calvert!”

“ Mr. Calvert, it isn't a matter for
the police. The—the——notoriety—the—
It would be most unpleasant for—for
Marguerite. You understand?

“TI can’t say that I do,” replied Cal-
vert conservatively.

She looked at him with an expression
of faint despair. * But you believe what
I have told you.”

“T believe you have told me part of
the truth. The inference is ’—he smiled
—'“ that your friend, being in temporary
straits, pawned the Red Emperor, and—"

“ Good gracious! She would never
think of such a thing!” Only the recog-
nition of a great incongruity could ac-
count for her amusement.

“ Then, how—and why—"

“ Mr. Calvert, the ruby got out of its
owner’s possession through her own care-
lessness. Her father doesn’t know. He
would be very angry. There — I have
told you everything I can! Are you satis-
fied? "
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“ Quite.”  Calvert smiled. ‘“And
now, if you don’t mind my asking a blunt

question. Why have you tried to satisfy
my curiosity at all?”

She answered without hesitation:
‘“ Because I need your help.”’

“ Mine? "

“ 1 want you to take charge of the Red
Emperor and—and me—until I can ae-’
liver it to its owner. Here!” She took
the tissue-wrapped gefn from her hand-
bag and impulsively held it out to him.

Calvert shook his head. ‘““No, no!”
he cxclaimed. ‘‘ Eighty thousand dollars
in my pocket!”

‘“As soon as I saw you, Mr. Calvert,
I knew you were a man who would take
responsibility coolly.”

“But I don’t. That is, at least, I
never have.”

She eyed him gravely. ‘“You can’t
make me think so. And that man across
the aisle, there, has frightened me badly.

“He saw the ruby. And I remember
now that he was standing near me on the
ferry-boat coming across the river. You
will help me, won’t you, Mr. Calvert?”

Under the compulsion of her sudden
smile, he took the ruby into his hand.
“You don't know anything about me,”
he said doubtfully, “ except my name.”

“T trust you,” she replied.

“You see,” he went on, “I am on the
wrong train.”

“ Indeed ?”

“ 1 was late, and in a hurry. I thought
I was boarding the Chicago Express.”

“ How unfortunate—for you!”

He smiled grimly. “ It surely was.
I am due in Chicago to-morrow evening.
Now I cannot make it.”

“ Important? " she asked with a shade
of friendly concern. -

“ My first real chance,” he said im-
pressively. “I am a lawyer, with a small
practise. A big man in Chicago tele-
graphed for me to-day.”

‘A big man?"

“ Thomas Dugan.”

“ The railroad president? " she gasped.

[ Yes‘l,

“ Why did he send for you?”

“T don’t know. That is, I suppose
his attention was attracted to me because
I won a case against one of his lines a
few weeks ago. It wasn't much of a
case, bhut—"
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Miss Dering had rested her chin in her
hand. She seemed to Dbe considering
Calvert’s predicament from different
view-points, ard even the recurrence of
his feeling of disappointment over the
loss of the big chance could not smother
his interest in her most bewitching little
chin and straight, sensitive nose, and—

"He stopped his daring inventory of
hef features, for she was speaking again:

“T am awfully sorry that you have lost
your chance,” she said. ‘ Perhaps it
will come again.”

“ Perhaps.” His tone was not hope-
ful.

“It sounds dreadfully selfish of me,”
she continued, “ but since you can’t get
to Chicago on time, don’t you think you
might do me the favor of helping me a
little? You could take the midnight from
Washington back to New York, if you
wish.” ‘

Calvert Hesitated. He had only a lit-

tle over fifty dollars left, and nearly’

twenty of that must go for his fare to
Washington and back to New York.
There were a few small fees due him,
and some of themr might be quickly col-
lectable ; but, altogether, there was hard-
ly enough money in sight to pay his run-
ning expenses for the next two months.
On the other hand, Miss Annette Dering
was both attractive and in need of an
escort,

“You would have got off at Phila-
delphia, I presume,” she suggested.

“T planned to.”

‘“ Please put the Red Emperor in your
pocket.”

He obeyed.

“ Now,” she said decidedly, “ I shall
pay your fare from Philadelphia to
Washington and back.”

“You will do nothing of the sort!”

“I must.” A red spot appeared on
each cheek. ‘I couldn’t think of letting
vou. It’s enough that you give me your
time.”

He shook his head firmly.

“1 can't permit you to put me under
such an obligation. Really, Mr. Cal-
vert, I insist.”

“I pay my own fare,” he said dog-
gedly.

“ Oh, you won't be so mean!”

He did not answer.

“ Then,” she broke out. with a flash of
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anger, ‘' I don’t want you to go to Wash-
ington at all. Do you understand? "

“T don’t exactly see how you can keep
me from going to Washington,” he re-
marked. “ This is not a private car.”

“ Give me the ruby.” The fingers of
her extended hand opened and shut nerv-
ously.

“1 will keep the ruby for you until
we get to Washington,” he replied, with
wonder at his temerity. ‘It isn't safe
in your hands. You know it isn’t.”

Her eyes snapped. ‘ Give it to me!
Now!"

Calvert smiled weakly.
had no right to the stone.

“I mean what I say.”
him squarely in the eye.

He took the Red Emperor from his
pocket and held it out to her. She seized
it swiftly. Rising to return to her own
chair, she said with finality: * There is
no-longer any reason for you to go to
Washington. I trust that you under-
stand.”

“1 am going to Washington,” replied
Calvert, “ whether you like it or not.”

And as she hurried away from him,
he realized that his heart was pounding
away at a foolish speed.

After all, he
She looked

CHAPTER IIIL

THE MAN ACROSS THE AISLE.

N rolled the train—through Trenton
and across the Delaware, and on to
Philadelphia. And Calvert, sitting

alone, stared moodily ‘out of the window
and wondered how much of an ass he
really was.

When he turned his eyes to the interior
of the car, he could see Miss Dering’s
veil-shrouded hat, and he had a glimpse
of the red-brown coils of hair beneath
it; but as for her face, not once did
she show him so much as the tip of
her nose.

Calvert blamed her severely. ‘‘ Just
like a girl!” he said. * Gets a fellow
into an awkward place and then messes
the whole business.” She ought to have
known that he couldn’t let her pay his
fare. .

Then came another question, that made
him flush. Miss Dering seemed to be a
girl of means; had she, from anything
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he had said or done, judged that he was
moneyless?  Did she think he could not
afford a jaunt to Washington and back?
Probably not, he decided, with some re-
lief. No, she had simply wished to be
under no money obligation to him.

He was fully determined to see the
affair through. Miss Annette Dering had
convinced him of her honesty; at least
he discovered that he no longer ques-
tioned the truth of her story. She was
worried by the fact that the Red Em-
peror was in her hand-bag. Besides
himself, at lcast one person in the car—
and a dubious person at that—had seen
the jewel, and that meant that there was
reason for her worry.

If, from a trifling feminine pique,
she did not care to accept Mr. Ralph
Calvert’s protection, his insistence on
keeping near her might ultimately prove
comforting. Whether she got over her
pique or not, she would paradoxically
be glad he had not left the train.

The back of her head looked as though
she did not know he was in the car. Was
she reading? He leaned out into the
aisle and pcered ahecad, but he could not
tell- whether she had a book or a maga-
zine. He had not seen her stop the gan
who came through the train at intervals,
his arms heaped high with reading-mat-
ter. His reason told him, indeed, that
she would be too nervous for more than
a pretense of occupation. She would be
thinking of the Red Emperor, and of
him, and of the man across the aisle.

And what of that man across the aisle?
He was the only possible danger—the
only stranger who had seen the ruby.
Calvert looked at him, and saw that he
still had his back to the girl, that he
still held that folded newspaper in his
hand; he was sitting, moreover, so that
by a side glance it would be easy for
him to keep an eye on cither end of the
car.

Calvert was surprised by the indefi-
niteness of the fellow's profile. It was
a big face, take it altogether, and heavily
jowﬁ:d, but the nose was a mere blob,
and the mouth only a slit, and the small
eye like a well almost lost in a desert.
Nearer to Calvert, the elderly woman
was still reading, and beyond Miss Dering
and “ the man across the aisle” were
several other woman, but no man cxcept
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one aged person who looked old enough
to be a superannuated Senator.

The conductor came through. Cal-
vert stopped him and paid the fare from
Philadelphia to Washington. He learned
too, that he could make some arrange-
ment for the use of his Chicago ticket
on another date. It was still his plan
to drop off at Philadelphia long enough
to telegraph to she great Thomas Dugan
at Chicago, but as he again thought it
over, he decided to wait until he reached
Washington. He did not like to leave
the car while the big stranger was still
sitting across from Miss Dering. In fact,
though he longed for a pipe, he would

‘ not even go to the smoking-room.

So the train stopped in Philadelphia
and went on to the southward. As they
drew out of the station, Miss Dering
suddenly became much interested in some-
thing on the platform. For the first
time since she had left him Calvert saw
her profile; then as-the train passed by
the object of her apparent interest,
she turned until he had.a three-quarters
view of her face.

He understood: her curiosity had tri-
umphed over her pride; she wished to
see whether he had stuck to his determi-
nation of going on to Washington. And
swiftly she threw a casual glance down
the car, and turned quickly back. She
had seen him; she knew that he-was
there, and he hoped, he believed, that the
discovery was a relief to her.

Now was the time to go to her and
force her to accept his company, to dis-
regard smilingly her possible disdain.
But Calvert, knowing that a masterful
policy would win, nevertleless held back.
Three hours remained. He would keep
away from her until they were close to
Washington. He foresaw that the long-
er he waited, the gladder she would be
to hear his voice, and this little excursion
into the feminine mind elated him.

Presently came the first call to dinner.
Miss Dering responded at once. As she
rose and wemnt forward, the big stranger
across the aisle swung his. chair through
a quarter circle, and boldly looked after
her. A moment later he got up and
stretched himself lazily, then thrust the
folded newspaper into his right coat-
pocket. With long, deliberate steps he
followed the girl.
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Calvert went after them, and reached
the dining-car in time to see the big man
seat himself at a table just behind Miss
Dering’s—a position whence he «ould
watch every move she made. So Calvert
took a place at the table behind the big
man.

-It was a protracted meal—and from
Calvert’s standpoint, an expensive one.
Miss Dering evidently wished to kill as
much time as possible. Dish after dish
she ordered, lingering over each one, only
to send it away almost untasted. And
the big stranger duplicated her orders,

Calvert, picking the cheapest dishes he
could find, ate methodically, and at last
took to ordering cup after cup of coftee.
It seemed as though he had never drunk
so much coffee before.

At last the girl gave the waiter a bank-
note. As soon as he brought her change,
she got up and started back toward the
chair-car. If she saw the man who had
been sitting behind her, she made no sign,
but held her eyes straight before her. By
the same token she ignored Calvert. He
saw, however, that she was clutching her
hand-bag tightly.

- The sinister stranger laid some money
on his table. Evidently it was the exact
change, for he departed with a sort of
ieasy haste. His action left no doubt that
he was keeping Miss Dering under ob-
servation; and Calvert, finding that his
own bill was a little more than two dol-
lars, gave three one-dollar bills to the
waiter and hurried away, followed by un-
usually profuse thank-yous. -

He entered the car next to the dining-
car in time to see the girl disappear into
the passage at the farther end. The big
stranger, who was half-way down the car,
immediately quickened his steps.

It flashed upon Calvert that the man
wished.to catch up with her on the vesti-
buled platform, whence they would not
be visible from either the car ahead or
the car behind. She would then be cut
oft from help, unless some one was pass-
ing through. Doubtless, the stranger ex-
pected to get the Red Emperor away
from her ; doubtless, also, he thought that
Calvert would be detained in settling his
account in the dining-car.

Hurrying through the passage by the
wash-room, Calvert reached the vestibule
just as the stranger had almost caught up
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with Miss Dering. It incensed Calvert
to sce that the man was extending one
hand, as if to seize her Dy the shoulder.
The noise of the train would have been
enough to cover any outcry she might
make.

On an impulse, Calvert whistled a
sharp note. The spund must have pene-
trated to the stranger’s ears, telling him
that tlrere was some one behind him; for
his hand dropped to his side, and he hesi-
tated for a moment, poised on the ball
of one foot; then reached out fer the
brake-wheel, as if he had lost his balance,
The girl, meantime, went on, oblivious of
what was taking place behind her.

The stranger did not turn. As the girl
entered the passage of the next car, in
which her own seat was, he continued
after her; and Calvert, keeping his dis-
tance, followed more slowly. She took
her seat nonchalantly, her eyes to the
window.

The stranger continued down the aisle,
toward the smoking-room. Calvert went
to his own chair, and smiled to himself
as he thought how quickly she would re-
lent toward him, if she knew the danger
from wlich his presence had already
saved her.

In that hand-bag which she clutched
so tightly was the Red Emperor. And
but for that moment when the tissue
wrapping had unfolded in his hand no
one would have suspected that she car-
ried a small fortune with her. But the
big stranger, whether thief or detective,
was alive to her possession of it.

A bright idea came to Calvert. The
girl was in no immediate danger; why
should he not go to the smoking-room
and have the pipe he craved, and get into
talk with the stranger? The fellow evi-
dently knew that Calvert had given the
ruby back to her.

Perhaps he was not really dangerous
at all, but merely some curious but inof-
fensive traveling-man — or a public offi-
cial at Washington, it might be. It would
be a relief to learn just who and what he
was.

Nevertheless, Calvert’s heart beat faster
as he went into the smoking-room. After
all, he did not know what might happen.

The stranger was sitting in the seat
next to the window, his feet on the seat
across from him. He was chewing at a
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black cigar. The folded newspaper lay
in his lap. He made no move to take his
feet down from the desirable place by the
window.

Calvert wanted that seat. He knew
that he was entitled to it. But the quick,
sharp look which the stranger gave him
as he entered had somewhat cooled his
aggressiveness ; for the look was not de-
fiant; it was assured. Blaming himself
for his weakness, Calvert sat down in the
corner away from the window.

The' stranger gave him no word, but
rolled his cigar from side to side of his
mouth and stared at the pancling across
the compartment. He might have been
revolving -his mind about some crafty
scheme of finance, for his small eyes
twinkled with his changing thoughts.

Calvert filled his pipe and lighted it.
He was uneasy; indeed, he felt ineffi-
cient, futile. 'This stranger had an over-
powering personality, and his absorption
built a wall about him which discouraged
intrusion.

The summer dusk was drawing on.

The porter came in and lighted the lamp,"

and disappcared after the noiseless man-
ner of. porters. And the strafiger still
mouthed his cigar, while Calvert watched
him furtively. Without, lights swept by
with increasing frequency. They were
passing through the suburbs of a city.
Here was an excuse for a question. Cal-
vert cleared his throat.

“Is this Baltimore? " he asked.

The small eyes were furned on him.
The thin lips parted to disclose two rows
of even teeth in a smile that was not par-
ticularly reassuring. But, at first, the
man did not speak. He merely took the
folded newspaper from his lap.

Calvert was uncomfortable. The smi-
ling silence was portentous; yet he hesi-
tated to repeat his question, since obvi-
ously it had been heard and understood.

Then the stranger spoke, in a curiously
high-pitched voice. “ It is,”” he said.
“ Do you get off here?”

The question was natural, but Calvert
did not care to answer it. Yet, why not?
The stranger would soon know whether
he meant to get off or not.

“I go on to Washington,” he said.

They whirled by a little suburban sta-
tion. The stranger spoke again.

“T want that ruby.”
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Calvert’s tongue unaccountably stuck
to the roof of his mouth. )

“The more I think about it,” the high
voice went on, “‘the more I believe that
you've pot it.”

Calvert did not move.

“Dd you know what’s in this news-
paper? " the stranger continued. ‘ It'sa
pistol—a two-barreled pistol. It’s point-
ing at you, and my finger is on the trig-
ger. Just empty your pockets on the
seat—one at a time.”

To say that the ruby was not on his
person would be the same as admitting
that the girl had it. As for this talk of
a pistol, might it not be a bluff?

“Do you always carry pistols con-
cealed in newspapers? " Calvert managed
to ask.

“ Sometimes—when I think I'm spe-
cially likely to want one.” He pulled at
the paper, and shining metal gleamed at
the end.

“You won’t shoot,” said Calvert huski-
ly. “ It would make too much noise.”

“There'is one of those new silencers
on the muzzle. They don’t work on re-
volvers, but they will on pistols. This
is @ pistol—see? Now, quit talking, and
empty your pockets.”

The fellow might or might not shoot.
He talked of it in a matter-of-fact way,
but his eyes were hard and uncompro-
mising. Calvert thought it wise to obey
the command.

“ Be quick!” said the stranger.

Then, apparently thinking that Cal-
vert was not convinced as to the pistol,
he unfolded the paper and held the ugly
weapon for 4 moment in plain view. As
he replaced the paper round it, he stood
up and went to the doorway. His bulk
practically filled the entrance. ‘‘ Shell
out!” he ordered, and his voice was
sharper.

There was nothing for it but to obey.
One by one, Calvert emptied his pockets
onto the seat. Handkerchief, card-case,
watch, papers, pocketbook, penknife—all
came to view.

“ Looks as though you hadn’t got it
after all,” commented the stranger. ““ Was
that a real row you had with the young
woman?’ He grinned as Calvert set
his jaw. “ Keep cool,” he cautioned;
““and don’t move or make any noise.”
He leaned forward, the folded news-
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paper, with its hidden mcnace, still point-
ed, and ran his left hand over Calvert’s
body. * Nothing doing,” he remarked.
“ Well, I'll take the watch and pocket-
book.” He selected them from the heap
of Calvert’s possessions on the seat. ““And
the loose change. Only two dimes, but
they will buy a cigar.”” He swept it up.
“You can keep that ticket to Chicago.
It won’tdo me any good.”

The train had slowed almost to a
standstill in the Baltimore station. The
porter came to the smoking-room door.
He was carrying a bag. *“ This yours,
sir?”" he asked.

“Right-0.”” The stranger, standfmg
in the doorway, reached into the pocket
in which was the change he had taken
from Calvert and, producing the two
dimes, laid them in the porter’s hand.
Then, as the porter went on toward the
platform, the voice addressed Calvert:

“Sorry you didp’t have the stone. I
wanted it.”” The train jarred to a .top.
*“ Good-by,” he said, and was gone.

Calvert, rousing himself—he had been
mechanically returning to his pockets the
things which the man had left untouched
—rushed after him. He reached the car
steps in time to see the fellow disappear
into the station.

CHAPTER 1V.
AN ARREST.

O shout, * Stop, thief!” was Cal-
T vert’s first thought — but he kept
silent. The hopelessness of a pur-
suit through a strange city, the fact that
every cent of his money had been taken,
served to deter him. Why, he could not
even pay a car fare! And there were no
funds to draw on in his New York bank!
His only way to raise the moncy to get
him back to New York would be to send
a collect telegram to one of his New
York friends. Lither Jack Lowe or Ly-
man Reynolds would wire him twenty
dollars, no doubt. )

The train started, and Calvert went
aimlessly back to the smoking-room. The
personality of the big stranger still
haunted the place—perhaps, because the
smell of his cigar lingered. Calvert felt
as if the two barrels of that ugly pistol
were still pointed at him.
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And -he wanted to kick himself De-
cause he had so naively placed himself
at the mercy of a man he suspected. Why
had he not bolted at the first threat and
shut the smoking-room door after him
and called the trainmen? Why hadn't
he— Oh, there were so many things he
might have done!

And why had the big stranger accept-
ed so nonchalantly the fact that he could
not get the ruby? He had seemed to be
fairly content with fifty dollars when he
might have had eighty thousand. Sup-
pose he had shot or stunned Calvert, and
then, as the train stopped, had gone to
the girl and taken her hand-bag by force?
There would have been no one to prevent
him.

But, after a moment’s thought, Cal-
vert realized that the women in the car
would have been screaming at the win-
dows before the thief could get across the
platform. The thief himself had known
that; and the humiliating inference was
that he knew Calvert would not pursue
him.

“Did I act as dumfounded as all
that? " muttered Calvert.

Here he was with his watch and all his
money gone—not a thing about him that
was worth pawning. In another hour he
would Dbe in a-city with which he was un-
acquainted — where he had no friends.
Of course, he might tell the conductor
what had happened, and perhaps the rail-
road company would pass him back to
New- York; but there would be red tape
and delay. No; it would be better to
telegraph to Jack Lowe. Meantime, he
would make the Dest of the situation.
He would go to Miss Dering. She would
have to recognize him.

So he squared his shoulders and stalked
down the aisle and seated himself next
to her. “ We might as well be friends,”
he said. “ Don’t you think so?"”

She looked at him severely, but he sus-
tained her gaze; and after a moment her
face slowly broke into a smile.

“1 suppose I was foolish about it,”
she said. “ And I have been so worried
and lonesome! You can’t imagine how
desperate it has made me feel to be trav-
eling with the Red Emperor. And that
man across the aisle—"

“ He got off at Baltimore,” remarked
Calvert.
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“TI know he did.
lief.” -

“1 was relieved, too,” said Calvert,
smiling at his unintended pun.
are rid of him now.”

‘I hope so.” Her brows were knitted
close, but she let them relax again. * Oh,
yes,” she continued, “ I am sure of it.
But there was something so overpower-
ing about him! Well, I am going to ask
you to take charge of the Red Emperor
once more. Will you?”

He nodded.

As she put it into his hand, she gave
a little sigh. ‘I have seemed to feel it
)burning a hole through the bottom of the

“bag,” she laughed.

He slipped it into his pocket.
worry any more, Miss Dering.
something else.”

“ But, first, I really must thank you.
It was generous of you to insist on com-
ing, when I was so—so nasty. Please
understand that I am very, very grate-
ful”

“It isn’t worth speaking of,” replied
Calvert. He could not look at her mo-
bile face without being thankful that he
was able to serve her.

What was the loss of a little money,
compared with the opportunity of being
thus in her company? What was the loss
of the big chance? That was more se-
rious; and yet he began to see that per-.
haps he had builded stronger hopes on
Thomas Dugan’s telegram than the out-
come would have warranted.

‘“ Are you going back to New York to-
night? " Miss Dering was asking.

“1 hardly think I will,” he replied
slowly; and in his heart he was wonder-
ing where he would pass the time till
morning.

“ Have you friends in Washington? "

“I don't know a soul there—except a
couple of Congressmen — and Congress
isn't in session.”

“1 wish—" She hesitated. “ If the
secret of the Red Emperor were mine to
divulge, I would—"

“ Never mind that.”

“But I'm afraid that when you have
taken me to the door of Iny friend’s
house, I shall have to ask you to shift
for yourself. It seems ungracious.”

“TIt’s all right,” said Calvert, but he
felt a pang of disappointment. That he

It was a great re-

“Don’t
Talk of

“ But we -
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was to lose her so soon was ‘something
he had not foreseen. ‘‘Sha'n’t we meet
again?"” he asked.

‘ Later, it may be.”

“1 have never been in Washington,
Miss Dering, and I think I will stay over
to-morrow and take a look at the city.
May I see you to-morrow?’” His own
boldness elated him. -

* To-morrow? " She considercd. * Yes,
I think I might lunch with you to-mor-
row—if you care to have me.”

Care to have her!

“I will be at Smith’s drug-store, on
Fourteenth Street, at one.”

The concession that she' had made was
apparent to him. Her manner showed
him that it was not her custom to make
appointments to meet men at drug-stores.
But she did not wish him to come to her
home. Evidently, he was to have no clue
to the ownership of the Red Emperor,
more than that it belonged to a girl whose
name was Marguerite.

“ 1 will be there,” he said.

And he-wondered whimsically whether
he would have the jnoney to pay for the
luncheon. However, and this was some
comfort, if worse came to worst, he could
taise money on the silver-mounted articles
in the suit-case. They did not belong to
him, it was true; Dbut, in the circum-
stances, the real owner would forgive
him. He could make.everything clear
when the right time came.

“Let us see if there isn’t any one we

Doth know,” she suggested.

They cast about among their friends
and acquaintances, but with no result.
He had heard of some of the people she
mentioned, but they moved in circles to
which he had never had access.

“ No,” he said at last, “ it won't do.
I’'m just a middle-class, middle Western
fellow with a few Western college friends
and the beginnings of a small law prac-
tise in New York. You can infer how I
stand from the fact that Mr. Dugan’s
telegram threw me into such a fever of
excitement.” He sighed. ‘I thought it
was my big chance.” g

‘ Perhaps it still may be. Of course,
vou plan to telegraph him when we get
to Washington.”

“Of course” Mentally he added:
“If I raise the wherewithal to pay for
the telegram.”
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“You have been a godsend to me,”
she said simply. ‘‘Is the Red Emperor
safe?”

He pressed his hand against his pocket.
‘“ All snug.”

“ We are nearly there,” she went on.
“We will take one of the hacks outside
‘the station, and within half an hour we
shall be free from this awful responsi-
bility.”

Calvert did not answer her smile. He
was wondering how-he was going to pay
for the hack.

“ It ¢s awful, isn’t it? " she rattled on.
. It surely is.”

“And I will never, never, never try
to recover other people’s jewels again.”

“1 shouldn’t, if I were you.” He
smiled.

“And, just think, if you hadn’t been
so considerate, and insisted on coming
after I had told you not to, I should be
frightened to death Dy the prospect of
that hack ride, alone with the Red Em-
peror.”

Should he confess that he had no
money? The humiliation of admitting
to her how easily the thief had got the
better of him was not to be endured.
No, he would bluff it out.

“ T am glad for Marguerite,” she add-
ed; ‘“and particularly glad that her
father will not know.”

“Is he such a hard man?”

“Not exactly that, but-—1ell, you see,
,Marguerite has been very foolish. She
promised her father never to let the Red
Emperor out of her .possession. And
then she went and did it.”

“Oh, I see!”

“ She lent it, and the—the person who
had if did not return it.”

“The person knew that your friend
would not go to the police, would not
tell her father?”

“There were still other considera-
tions,” she said noncommittally.

A few minutes later the train pulled
into the Union Station. Calvert felt her
eyes on him when he avoided the porter.
She herself had tipped the man, hut he
could not, so he made a pretense of get-
ting his suit-case. Did’ she think him
stingy ?

Together they walked down the plat-
form. He was carrying her bag with his
left hand, the suit-case with his right;
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and he kept his right arm against the
pocket in which reposed the Red Em-
peror.

“‘There’s a carriage that will do,” said
Miss Dering, nodding toward a dingy
vehicle, drawn by a bony horse that
looked taller than he was long. The
aged negro on the box had a short, cuTly,
white Dbeard, .and the coal-black face
above it was surmounted by a battered
gray stovepipe hat. As Calvert and Miss
Dering approached he reached down and
took the bag and suit-case, wedging them
in by his feet.

Miss Dering spoke.
began. ‘

Before she could get the address out
of her mouth a man stepped jn front of
her. At the same time a second man
pushed Calvert aside.

“You are under arrest,” the first man
said to Miss Dering, taking her by the
arm and, with his free hand, opening the
carriage-door. “ Get in.”

“Here!"” shouted Calvert, crowding
formard. “ What does this mean?”

The second man blocked his way.
“Shut up!” he ordered. * We're offi-
cers.” He turned back his coat. The
rays of a near-by light were reflected
from a nickeled star.

“ But vour warrant.
warrant? "’

“There ain’t none.
you, or you'll get hurt.”

The detective was a solidly built, red-
faced fellow. Though Calvert had much
respect for-constituted authority, he felt
instinctively that something was wrong.
He tried to force his way to the girl, but
he was caught by the arms and held in
such a fashion that it was impossible for
him to get free.

Meantime, to his surprise, he saw Miss
Dering quietly enter the carriage, fol-
lowed by the man who had arrested her.

“Miss Dering!” he called.

He saw her lean forward to speak to
him; but the hand of her captor was
placed before her mouth.

“You'd Dbetter arrest me, too,” ex-
claimed Calvert to the man who was
holding him.

“ Orders call only for the girl,” came
the reply.

“ But this is unheard of. You've got
to show a warrant. Let go of me!”

’

“ Drive to—"" she

Where’s your

Shut up, I tell
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“I'll let go when T get ready.”

“You've got my baggage on the "box
there.”

“How do I know what’s yours? Go
to the station and claim it, if you want
to.” He spoke to the driver: “ When I
get .into the carriage, go to headquar-
ters, and go fast.”

Calvert looked at the crowd that had
gathered—colored hackmen, porters, and
a few travelers. At a glance he saw that
none of them would interfere. But he
was cooling off, and began to realize that,
however irregular the arrest scemed to
be, he had better submit and follow to

THE CAVALIER.

the station by other means. Miss Dering,
no doubt, would be freed as soon as the
authorities discovered the mistake that
had Deen made. -

And while he was planning just what
to do, suddenly the man who held his
arms released him and gave him a push.
He lost his balance, and went sprawling
in among the crowd, clutching desper-
ately at a.truckman.

He was quickly on his feet. The car-
riage was disappearing round the corner
of the station.

Without stoppmg to consider he darted
after it.

(To be continued.)

MALONEY

BY FRANK CONDON.

A SHORT STORY.

EORGE MURCH is a sign-
painter. He does ciga-
rette - boxes in reds and
purples on dead walls,
and entrancing corsets
on Dboardings sixty feet
high; and his wife is named Gertrude,
which is also the name of the Murch
baby. They live in a four-room flat on
Seventh Avenuc. near the Baptist church;
and George draws down twenty - eight
dollars a week when it doesn't rain.

Gertrude is somewhat large and in-
clined to decisiveness.  George is thin
and small. He has not asserted himself
since the world’s fair at Buffalo, and he
would like to go to the Préshyterian
church; but Gertrude has frowned upon
the suggestion.

One of the members of the Murch
family died recently, and was buried in
a pasteboard shoe-box. That was Jes-
sica, the Japanese poodle, and Gertrude
sobbed at intervals for three months.

“ We'll get another one. Cheer up,
woman,” George said after the funeral,
and from that moment George began to
fail in the bony structure just above his
shoulders.

.name is Maloney.

Later on, it occurred to people that
they had heard George muttering. There
were those who had observed him gestic-
ulating, and Gertrude sometimes was
awakened in the dead of night by strange
sounds coming from George’s open face.
Everybody remembered these symptoms
when it was too late. At any rate, George
came home one night a few weeks after
Jessica died and tramped up the three
flights leading to his home. He was not
alone.

“ Gertrude,” George said in a tone of
voice totally difterent; * Gertrude, get
ready for a surprise.”

“What'’s the matter with you?” in-
quired Gertrude from the kitchen, be-
cause George was still standing in the

hall and holding the door open. ‘* Have
vou been drinking again?”
“T have not been drinking,” replied

George with dignity, “ but hereafter I
am going to have a hand in running this
dump. You Dbrought Jessica home, do
you remember? Wecll, I've brought
home a new pet. It’'s a dog, and his
set ready for Ma-
loney, Gertrude. Look out! He’s com-
ing!”
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There was a neise in the hall; not
much of a noise at that—just a nice,
easy, comfortable noise like somebody
throwing two dozen china-closets down
an elevator-shaft—and Maloney- entered
the Murch apartment. George entered
at the same moment, but without having
any voice in the matter whatever. George
was rolled along the side of the wall as
you roll a bread-pill under your finger.

+ “Here is Maloney,” George said in
a loud voice, because Gertrude had
slanimed the kitchen door shut when the
glacial movement begun.

Maloney 1as there— and he could
prove it. He was a dog, because he had
the well-known characteristics of that
animal—four legs, a tail, a head, and so
on; but it was his size that seemed to in-
dicate a number of loose buttons in
George’s intellect-holder. ’

A Great .Dane—some of the smaller
varieties—can be fitted, with proper care,
into an ordinary railroad box car; but
Maloney was no smaller varicty. He
was a Great Dane, and he was the kind
the Danes are proud of. He looked like
a young horse, and he acted just as
foolish.

To a leather collar around his neck
was attached a clothes-line, and fo the
other end was attached George. That
explains why George came -into the tlat
when Maloney entered.

Gertrude opcned the door about one
inch and peered out.

“ George,” said Gertrude, ‘‘ what is
that thing?"”

* This is Maleney,” said George proud-
ly. ‘“He's a Great Dane, and we're go-
ing to have him for a pet. Don’t think
you can make me send him away. I'm
tired of your domineering around here:
Besides, Maloney wouldn’t go away; I
think he likes the place. Don’t you, old
chap?"

Maloney answered.by sitting down on
the hat-rack; and, of course, there wasn’t
any hat-rack whatever a moment there-
after—just a few scattered boards, such
as the.,carpenter leaves when he goes
awav.

Gertrude came out and stood beside
her husband. There was some doubt in
Gertrude’s mind.  She didn't know
whether it would be better to humor
George with gentle words, or to hit him

,
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behind the car with the ironing- board
and get the policeman in before the ma-
niac regained consciousness.

George -did not look lunatic. He was

‘standing at the end of the hall, gazing

at Maloney in rapt awe.

“You know why I called him Malo-
ney?” asked George, grinning with the
pleasure of a child. ‘ Well, it's like
this, Gertrude. I was standing on the
corner in front of Gus's joint, and I
was thinking about you and how forlorn
you've been since dear Jessica died, and
the thought camg¢: Why not get another
pet? Why not §o it immediately? The
policeman on the lieat came up that in-
stant, and I simply asked him where I
could get a good family dog for a pet.
He had a friend. The friend had a dog.
So I went and found the friend. Now,
the policeman’s name is Maloney, and,
oddly enough, the name of his friend is
Maloney, too. So, with such a coinci-
dence, I thought it fine to name the dog
Maloney, and that's what I did. Don't
you like him?"”

“ George Murch, you're a raving idiot.”

Gertrude said this in a ditferent tone,
too. In the old days, she would have
said it loudly. But there was Maloney
sitting on the wreck of the hat-rack and
looking directly at her, and it is no joke
to say things in a harsh tone with such
an animal looking straight at you. As
they soon learned, Maloney had a way
of taking things personally.

“Do you intend to keep that—that dog
in this apartment?” asked Gertrude
coldly.

“ Of course I do,” responded George.
“What's the use of having a household
petif you don’t keep him in the house? "

“ Well, all I can say,” retorted Ger-

trude with deadly earnestness and point-
ing the’ dust-pan at George, “is that I
am going back to Chicago. This is the
last straw.”
. At that moment the last straw yawned
wearily and went into the parlor—and
so did George, who had forgotten to
untic the clothes-line from his wrist.

IL.

IF you have ever lived in a four-room
flat in Harlem, you will understand at
once that it is no place to keep a Great
Dane. Maloney, at the instant of his
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friendsliip with the Murches, had all the
generous proportions of a Shetland pony,
and he was quite young. He was in that
glorious, effervescing time of life when
there is nothing to do but grow and
romp and expand, and Maloney was pro-
ceeding to do all three heartily and with
the full impulsiveness of his nature.

" In appearance, Maloney was striking
—most people would say original. He
looked like a cross between an Uncle
Tom’s bloodhound and a grand piano.
He carried himself with the agile grace
of a steam-shovel. On the front end
of his body was a large, round object
with an enormous cleft at one end
through which Maloney conversed and
received food, and his eyes were indented
at a point just above.

At the other end was Maloney's tail,
a thin, discouraged object about three
feet long. It had been bent-at an early
age, and it dropped where the Dbend
affected it.

But it was Maloney’s legs that brought
the tears of utter joy to the eyes of
beholders. They were wabbly legs, full
of irregularities, angularities, notches,
knuckles, crooks, twists, knobs, and gen-
eral uncertainties.

When Maloney moved forward you
received a distinct set of impressions from
the phenomenon. It made you feel as
though you were in the path of a rushing
mob, and if you were given to taking
good care of yourself, you rhoved has-
tily aside.

Maloney and George discussed the
matter at some length the first night,
and they reached a unanimous and peace-
ful conclusion.

There was no place for Maloney to
sleep except in the bath-room, and there
was no place in the bath-room except
the bath-tub. As a bath-tub in its native,
sanitary state is distinctly uncozy, it was
necessary for George to run around to
Meyer’s grocery and get some excelsior
and sawdust.

Gertrude had not gone to Chicago
the next morning. She would have pre-
ferred Chicago to New York, but there
were reasons for her staying. George
had been acting very rationally toward
early morning, and he dropped off to
sleep -dbout daylight—a tired, a very
tired man.
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Maloney was not exactly to Dblame
for this, because the Murch flat was new
and so was the Dath-tub, and Maloney
was restless and couldn’t sleep. George
must have been up two hundred times
that first night.  Maloney would first
need a drink.

‘Then perhaps the air in the bath-room
would Decome stale and the window
would have to Dbe opened, or Maloney
would get a cramp in his back, froim
iying with his head on the slide-down-
hill end of the Dbath- tub, and George
would have to jump out of his warm
bed and come pattering down the cold
linoleum in his bare fect and relicve
Maloney's distress.

It was very easy for Gertrude and
George to tell when Maloney neceded
attention. Maloney simply trilled, first
in an easy undertone and finally with
some attention to detail and resonance.
A Dbath-room has excellent acoustic fea-
tures and Maloney had an excellent
voice—a contralto, blending into digni-
fied basso-profundo.

When George hesitated too long about
getting out of his warm bed and coming
to see what Maloney wanted, Maloney
turned on the fountains of his soul and
poured [orth a howl. And it was some
howl—triple extract, double-concentra-
ted, four - ply, hammer - riveted, and it
could tear a ragged hole through six-
teen pine boards and a laver of sand.

Not the least uncertain part of the
evening’s entertainment was the hall-
parade. About three or four in the. morn-
ing, Maloney awakened from a feverish
sleep and desired to limber himself up
with a.brief walk in the hall.

George came at once and unfastened
the door. Together they pranced up
and down the narrow entrance, and it
took George until the first streaks of gray
dawn to herd the frolicsome beast back
into his dormitory.

Maloney protested to the bitter end,
even going to the extent of stepping
on George's bare toes. It was unfor-
tunate, too, because George will never
again walk without a limp.

Gertrude finally went to sleep from
sheer exhaustion, listening to George
climb in and out of bed, and when the

milkman joggled the dumb-waiter, the

Murch flat was bathed in silence.
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Among the very first things Maloney
did on the following-day was to come to
an understanding with George about
food. Gertrude had resigned. That is,
she was still on the job; buf she would
have nothing to do with either George or
Maloney. She would not talk to George,
and she would not look at Maloney.
George was quite cut up- about it, but
Maloney seemed indifferent.

The discussion of Maloney’s food made
one thing plain. He would require, for
ordinary sustenance, about eight times as
much grub as the rest of the tenants in
the entire block. He didn’t go in for va-
riety or epicureanism and the frothy di-
does of a pampered and effete East—
What Maloney wanted was the west side
of a Jersey cow about three times a day
and a couple of barrels of water.

George figured out that by teaching art
three nights a week, in addition to his
daylight work, Maloneyv could eat.

Several weeks passed. They passed
outside the Murch flat as well as inside,
but the time seemed more intense to
George and Gertrude. -

From the very first day of Maloney’s
coming, it was seen that Baby Murch
could not stay. George might accident-
ally smile at Maloney, and Maloney
would wag his tail; and, if Baby Murch
were in the same room. there would
necessarily be a small bit of white crape
on the door next morning.

George learned at once not to please
AMaloney into any manifestation of de-
light. George had said: “ Good old fel-

low,” and had patted Maloney on a por--

tion of the top of his head, and Maloney
had responded with a jovial wag of his
tail. He had wagged two spindle-
legged chairs, a pedestal lamp, a jar-
dinitre, threc vases, and a plaster statu-
ette into a confused and dissolute omelet
in the middle of the room. ‘I'hecreafter,
George refrained from smiling when Ma-
loney was in the same part of the house.

Furthermore. Maloney’s exercise was
not a success. It is no difficult matter to
snap a leather chain upon the frail neck
of a nine-pound Dbrindle pup and yank
him down Seventh Avenue until the
germs are blown out of his feeble lungs.
But it is a different thing to exercise a
Great Dane such as Maloney was. The
function, simple, under ordinary condi-
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tions, became a ceremonial, a jubilee, a

pxan, a parade, a fanfare of trumpets,
and a call for ambulances.

George started off with Maloney the
second morning, and Maloney, took the
lead before the barrier had snapped up.
He saw an individual whose progenitors
lived in Africa.

It is a well-known canine fact that
Great Danes are aristocrats—the gentle-
men of "the dog world ; and whenever a
Great Dane sees an Ethiopian negro, it
becomes his instant duty to go to that
unfortunate and make him unconscious.

Why this unhappy fact is so has never
been explained ; but Maloney saw the de-
scendant of an African king pushing a
cart-load of tin pans across One Hun-
dred and Thirty-Fifth Street, and he
started at once.

George followed immediately in a hori-
zontal line; and when the negro had
climbed up to the first insulators on the
trolley-poles, George had worn off most
of his facial features on the cold, hard
paving-stones, and Malpney was baying
the litany for the dying.

IIIL.

Tuere are people who will say:
“Well, for goodness’ sake! If the dog
was so big and such a nuisance, why in
the world didn't George get rid of him?
His wife was a ninny to stand it.”

Let such people go home and look in
their own flats and see if they haven't
something that’s almost as foolish as Ma-
loney. Besides, George was showing Ger-
trude that he was the Dboss. He had
ceased to love Maloney, but his pride for
bade giving up the pet.

As Maloney grew in size, he also grew
in ferocity; and while he effectually kept
robbers and salesmen out of the Murch
home, he not infrequently kept George
and Gertrude out in the hall for hours
at a time. This was because he failed to
recognize George's voice, although Ger-
trude said it was pure deviltry.

But the end came. It had to.

A friend of George—man named Britt,
who ran a veterinary hospital under the
Elevated on Fifty-Fourth Street — had
discussed Maloney with George, and as-
sured him of one thing. The dog could
stand a great many things, but there was
one upon which depended the life of

.
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George and Gertrude, and probably the’

lives of others in the community.

Dr. Britt had found, upon examining
Maloney, that stewed tripe would cer-
tainly change him into a Dbloodthirsty,
raving murderer, a man-hunting homi-
cide. Safety for George and Gertrude
lay in keeping stewed tripe away from
Maloney—even the smell of a plate which
had contained the succulent dish would
Arive the pet crazy.

Dr. Britt explained to the astonished
George that this was a condition peculiar
only to Great Danes. Stewed tripe to a
Great Dane is exactly the same as warm,
red blood to an African tiger. To make
the situation perfectly intolerable, both
George and Gertrude were intensely fond
of stewed tripe.

They had been having it twice a week
cver since the day of their marriage. Now
it must not even be brought Jdnto their
home.

I'he shadow of this affliction lay heav-
ily upon George. Gertrude had gone on
a visit, and the house was lonely.

(seorge had had a slight attack of ton-
silitis, and the doctor advised staying at
home. Lven Maloney palled after a time.
George was reading the batting averages
on Tuesday at five minutes after three.
He can remember the time, because the
clock had stopped, and -after looking at
his watch he arose and set the clock.

Therefore it was at five minutes after
three that Mrs. Shaw, next door, knocked
at the door leading to George’s apart-
ment, and George hurried down the little
hallway, preceded by Maloney.

Mrs. Shaw was a motherly soul, with
a flock of little ones and sympathy for
every one in the world. She knew that
Gertrude had gone away on a visit, and
she knew that George had tonsilitis, and,
furthermore, she remembered that the
Murches had always Dbeen inordinately
fond of stewed tripe.

What was more natural than for Mrs!
Shaw to brew a steaming bowl of the
dish, sprinkle it with pepper and spicy
sauce, and bring it to George?

When the door was opened, what hap-
pened occurred in such a brief space of
time that the details are sadly missing.
The general belief is that Maloney saw
Mrs. Shaw before George did.

Maloney leaped. Mrs. Shaw dropped
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the bowl of tripe, and George, pausing
for one look at the contents of the bowl,
hurried into the flat and climbed up to
the top of the folding-bed. -

Maloney went ‘through that bowl of
stewed tripe like a thrashing - machinc
through a plate of soft butter. Then he
came into the flat, looking for George.

The top of an upended folding-bed is
a distinctly uncomfortable resting-place,
and at the end of cighteen hours George
was nervous. and indignant. He had
howled for hours. Outside his apart-
ment, the halls were filled with hurrying
men. The police had ordered the reserves
to the scene of action, and the fire de-
partment contfibuted [orty men.

The evening papers were printing edi-
tion after edition, giving the latest news
about George and Maloney; Decause,
when Gertrude heard what happened, she
telegraphed a signed statement, referring
to Maloney’s ferocity and the effect that
stewed tripc had upon his temper.

Of course, no one dared enter the
Murch home. Maloney paced back and
forth, looking intently at George.

When all hope had been given up,
when the police had admitted that they
were baffled, and the firemen couldn’t
think of a way of getting George off the
top of the folding-bed, a bright young
newspaper writer settled the thing in a
jiffy.

Why, reasoned this Park Row young-
ster—why, if Maloney was so crazy about
stewed tripe, wouldn’t he eat more stewed
tripe and get still crazier.

Those working on the case saw the
point instantly, and Mrs. Shaw was called
upon for the second time to prepare a
steaming mess. ‘The bowl was lowered
by a rope from the apartment directly
above that occupied by George and Ma-

“loney, and the Great Dane broke the win-

dow at once.

As soon as Maloney leaned out through
the window to get the stewed tripe, the
firemen, who were waiting, lassoed him
with a chain, and shortly thereafter Ma-
loney was no more.

George was lifted off the top of the
folding - bed, because he was unable to
climb off on account of wéakness.

There arc ncighbors on Seventh Ave-
nue who still insist that Gertrude laughed
harshly when she heard about it.



BY WADE WARREN THAYER.

A SHORT STORY

brief twilight of the
28N low latitudes merged into
N\&l the gloom of a moonless
~_ night, and the departing
boat was lost in the
shrouding darkness al-
most as soon as it left the yacht’s side.
Only the dip and creak of the oars
marked its progress toward the beach.

Carlton called Sullivan, the mate, to
the wheel, and went forward with his
night-glass. Gillette sat in the cockpit,
his eyes upon the twinkling lights of the
town, his nostrils titillated by the soft
smells of the tropic night. The thin,
high squeaking of a Chinese fiddle came
{aintly from ashore; the dull roar of the
surf upon the reef echoed among the
tall, cloud-capped hills above the town,
waking them momentarily from their
drowsing. On board the yacht all was
still. .

Presently there was a movement for-
ward, and Gillette heard the click of the
lantern doors as the starboard and port
lights were, cach in turn, extinguished.
Carlton came aft.

“ Let her fall off slowly, Sullivan,” he
said. ““You, Bob, give me a hand with
the sheets.”

As the bow swung around, the jibs
were flattened down without the flapping
of a leech. Slowly the yacht began to
drift off shore.

“We've done it now,” said Carlton
softly, as they made all taut. ‘ We're
outlaws—pariahs of the sea. We have
sailed away from port without lights.
We have deserted our crew. We're liable
to arrest and imprisonment.”

“What’s it all about, Jack?" Gillette
whispered. ‘‘Isn't it time to tell a fel-
low what you're up to?”

‘“ Patience, old man,” replied Carlton.

“We'll go below in a few moments, and
I'll make a clean Dbreast of it.” He drew
out his watch and held it close to the
binnacle lamp. “ Seven-thirty, and we’ve
got to be inside Pearl Harbor and have
our cargo landed at daylight. It’s full
ninety miles, but we'll have to do it.
Hope the wind will hold.”

For some time they seemed to make
little headway, and Carltor{ fretted at
the delay. But the lights of Lahaina
were dropping slowly astern, and pres-
ently they drifted clear of the land and
began to catch the channel breeze. By
eight o’clock they had picked up the trades
and were soon booming along with the
lee rail awash and everything drawing.

“ Give her all she¢’]ll stand, Sullivan,”
Carlton said to the mate. ‘‘VWe must
make time across the channel, for we’ll
lose some of this wind when we get
under the lee of Molokai. Mr. Gillette
and I are going Dbelow. Keep a sharp
eye all round, and if you see a light, call
me on deck.”

Down in the cabin, Carlton unlocked
the big owner’s stateroom, whose door
had never been opened during all the
voyage. By the light of the lantern
Gillette saw that the whole room was
filled with neatly piled bales covered
with coco matting and bound with rat«
tan withes.

“That stuff in there is worth thirty-
five dollars a pound in Honolulu to-day,”
Carlton resumed. “ It cost my friend
Brown a mere pittance in Hong-Kong,
and if we land it in Honolulu, and get
our price for it, he stands to win close
to one hundred thousand dollars, of
which I get an even half.”

“Whew!” gasped Gillette, and he sat
down heavily on a cabin lounge .and
mopped his forehead.
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“It's a stake worth playing for, isn’t
it? " said Carlton. ‘“ But it's a danger-
ous gamec. Maybe we'll pull it off—
maybe we’ll all land in a Kanaka jail.
AMuch depends on my old friend, Yee T'an.
He’s been coming out of Pearl Harbor
at daylight every morning for the past
week in a rice sloop bound for Honolulu.
We ought to meet him just off the old
salt-works. W¢'ll miss stays as we go
about in the channel and collide with
him accidentally. Two minutes quick
work with those big shoulders of yours
and we'll float clear. minus our cargo.
‘T'hen we’ll anchor oft the peninsula and
run up to Honolulu by train. ‘T'he rest
is merely vulgar counting of cash and
figuring of profits.”

“ It sounds as easy as taking presents
{from a Christmas-tree,” said Gillette.

“The plan is good enough, Dbeccause
it’s a new dodge,” replied Carlton. * But
it may fail. Yee Tan is closely watched
by the revenue officers, and he may miss
us. To Dbe sure, we have other strings
to our bow, but I count chiefly on Yee
Tan.” .

IL

IF'roMm a long locker under one of the
bunks he brought- forth a slender iron
rod, with a grapnel at one end. They
went on deck, and Carlton leaned over
the lee rail as though fishing for some-
thing. DPresently he rose with the end
of a light steel chain in his fingers. This
he made fast at the rail, and a few feet
aft he fished up another. Gillette fol-
lowed him curiously, until he had brought
up from somewhere under the keel of

the vacht a dozen or more of the chains. .

“What in the deuce are those for?”
Gillette inquired at length, unable to
restrain his curiosity.

“You'll see soon enough.”

“ Have we Dbeen trailing them all the
way from the coast?”

‘ All the way. It's cut down our speed
a bit, but it had to be done. We don't
know when we’ll need them.”

-The Dbreeze held all night, and at a
quarter to four they were off Diamond
Head light. Carlton kept well out to
sea, for he knew the sharp eyes of ‘“ Dia-
mond-Head " Charlie, the lookout, who
signaled inbound vessels and telephoned

- their coming to Honolulu. He also
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knew that there might be others looking
for the arrival of the Sylph, and those
others he had particular reasons to avoid.

A kindly rain-squall swept down from _
the mountains as they hauled their coursc
oft Waikiki, and though it wet them all
to the skin, Carlton Dlessed its timely
coming. The many lights of Honolulu
twinkled through the driving mist as they
came abreast of the channel. Theyv could
hear the solemn tolling of the bell-buoy
at the anchorage, and the roar of the
surf on the long bouudary reef off shore,
but the town was sleeping.

“Seems to me vou had your nerve,”
Gillette said, “when you planned to
sneak right past the city like this, with
enough contraband aboard to land you
in jail for a couple of years.” "

“ Sometimes the boldest plan is the
safest,”” Carlton answered. * The cus-
toms officers keep a sharp eve for Han-
aumu Bay and Kaneohe, on the other
side of this,island, but they seldom think
about Pearl Harbor. It’s a dangerous
entrance at best, and very few men know
it well cnough to go in at night. But I
haven't sailed a yacht five years in these
waters for nothing. I could take this
boat in there at any hour, and in any
weather.”

They werc running before the wind
now, wing and wing, and the yacht was
rolling over the swells so silently that it
was only by watching the lights ashore
that Gillette realized they were moving
at all.

Carlton called him into the cabin, and
with“ten minutes quick work they had all
of the bales on deck and lined up along
the starboard rail. ‘T'hen Carlton sent
Gillette below again to shift some of the
sand Dallast to port, for the yacht listed
badly with the new disposition of the
cargo.

When he camc up, the opium Dales
were covered with tarpaulins and Carl-
ton was at the wheel. Sullivan had gone
forward to make ready to flatten down
when they should begin to run into the
harbor.

“All snug below?” asked Carlton.
‘She steers better with her ballast shift-
ed. Daylight's coming. We've made a
narrow squeak of it, but I think we're
all right.”

From Dbehind the dark hills back of
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Honolulu the dawn was coming. Cold
and pale at first, the light swept to the
zenith, extinguishing the stars so rapidly
that it was almost as though a thin, gauzy
curtain was drawn across the sky.

As they stood in for the harbor en-
trance, the shore-line changed .in a mo-
ment from a dark, formless shadow to
definite outlines of bushy trees, with now
and- then a palm looking over; behind
stretched slopes of lighter green; here
and therc was a dark mass that meant a
sugar-mill, or a cluster of little white
cottages marking a laborer’s camp.

They were heading straight for the
beach, and, even as the day broadened,
Gillette could see no opening in the low,
green wall of trees ahead.

The surf was rolling and breaking all
about them, and once a huge roller, com-
ing down on them, lifted their stern high
and bore them swiftly shoreward for a
moment, breaking with a thunder of
spray at either hand, and deluging both
the men in the cockpit.

Gillette gasped and clutched the rail,
but Carlton merely shifted the wheel a
trifle, and in a fraction of time they were
in the stiller waters inside the reef.” Gil-
lette, shaking the spray from his eyes,
turned to Carlton.

“T thought it was all off for a mo-
ment, Jack,” he said admiringly. ‘* When
that big fellow caught us, it looked as
though we were bound for the coral beds
sure.”

“That’s nothing! As long as she
didn’t broach to, there was no danger.
Wait until you see the Kanakas at. Wai-
kiki. They do it every day on six-foot
boards.”

“ Something coming out of Honolulu
harbor, Mr. Carlton,” interrupted Sulli-
van. “ They're in a hurry, too, judging
by the smoke they’re making.”

“ Which way are they heading? " Carl-
ton asked, without taking his eye from
the boat. )

Now was the time when a Dbit of care-
lessness in his steering might land the
yacht on one of the many hidden reefs
at the harbor entrance and wreck the
whole enterprise.

“ They are coming this way, but they're
a good five miles off.”

Gillette clambered up on the deck-
house and looked eastward. Sure enough,
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a small tug was visible; and, from the
smoke which poured from her funnel,
her people were indced in a hurry. It
was almost broad day now, and the steely
light of a few moments ago had changed
to a rosy glow that overspread all the sky
and painted the cloud masses on the Wai-
anae hills in gorgeous colors.

The men aboard the tug could scarce
help seeing the Sylph, and it was small
comfort that they were five miles astern.

“If Yee Tan is on time, we'll be rid
of the stuif and anchored comfortably at
the peninsula before they get here,” Carl-
ton said cheerfully.

ITI. )

THEY were close to shore by this time,
and the yacht hecled to the sharp gusts
of wind that came over the leafy wall
ahead. They had hauled everything flat
for the beat up the harbor, and were
feeling their way rather gingerly in.
Soon a rift appeared in the screen of
trees ahead. They went about suddenly,
and in a moment were in the long, nar-
row lane of the harbor, which stretched
inland like a tortuous river, its banks
rock-rimmed and shaded Dby a dense
growth of low trees.

Sullivan scanned each reach of the:
harbor as they wound their way around
point after point, but no sloop was in
sight. They passed some native fishing
villages, where the men were already
putting off for sca in queer outrigger
canoes. The women gathered on the nar-
row porches of the little, high-perched
houses, and discussed the vacht eagerly.

“Lucky I covered those bales with
tarpaulins, Bob,” ejaculated Carlton.
“1 didn't bargain for this. Where the
dickens is that Chinaman?”

The Dbeat up the parrow channel had
taken some time, and as they rounded a
point which cut them off from the mouth
of the harbor, Gillettc uttered a sudden
exclamation and touched Carlton on the
arm.

“Look,” he said excitedly, “there comes
trouble.”

A cloud of black smoke was visible
over the trees. The tug was almost upon
them. Carlton swore a large oath.

“ We've got to play the game alone,”
he said. * That Chinaman has missed
connections. By the Iord Harry,” he
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added savagely, ‘“if we pull it off now,
I’'ll make him pay through the nose for
this stuff. We’ve got one more card to
play, luckily. Come aft, Sullivan,” he
called. “ When that tug shows her bow
around that last point astern, you and
Gillette yank off the tarpaulins and tum-

ble the bales overboard as fast as you

can.”

Bob and the mate jumped to obey.
When the little black tug poked her nose
around the point, a few moments later,
they hustled the opium overboard, bale
after bale. The yacht jarred and shook
for a moment, and lost her headway so
that it seemed as though she had gone
aground.

‘“Seems to me that's a queer move,”
Bob said as he came aft again. ‘‘ If you
were going to sling the stuff into the sea,
why didn’t you do it before they were in
sight?” . -

Carlton smiled at his rueful” coun-
tenance. “ Bobby, my boy,” he said, *“ in
another minute we’ll have a hornet's nest
about our ears, and the less you know the
better.”

The tug was whistling frantically by
this time, and, as though just realizing

its presence, Carlton threw the yacht up’

into the wind. She lay with sails flap-
ping as the tug drew near. Gillette de-
scried a group of men in uniform on her
forward deck and a small brass howitzer
looking grimly over the bulwarks in the
bow.

“If it isn’t Charlie Chansworth,”
called Carlton. as they came alongside.
‘* Hallo, Charlie! OQut early, aren’t you?
Where you bound for? Sharking ex-
pedition? ™

“We're coming aboard, Jack,” re-
turned the tall deputy marshal soberly.
“Sorry to see youy mixed up in such
a shady deal as this, I'm afraid vou're
up against it.”

“Up against -what?” queried Carl-
ton. “What do you mean by a shady
deal?”

“You ncedn’t run such a bluff, Carl-
ton,” spoke up Stockton, the customs
collector, in his most pompous official
manner. He was a stocky man with a
pasty complexion and eyes that shifted
when you looked into them. “ We've
got you dead to rights. Saw you tum-
ble the stuff overboard. and wec'll have
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it-on this boat, and you in jail before
night.”

“Well, you fellows certainly do beat
the Dutch,” Carlton answered.: *“ Come
aboard and have a drink and tell -us
what it's all about.” .

He edged the yacht nearer, and Chans-
worth and Stockton dropped aboard.

“Let me do the talking, Bob,” Carl-
ton said under his breath, as he turned to
let off the main sheet a bit.

With Sullivan at the wheel, the rest
went Dbelow, and Gillette busied him-
sclf with glasses and bottles.

“You might as well own up, Jack,”
Chansworth began, as he sipped a Scotch
and soda. “ You've been trying to run
in some dope, and we've caught you in
the act. We can dredge it up here
casily in a day or so. Then we'll have
to send you over to the reef for a while.”

Carlton’s laugh rang out so heartily
and spontaneously, that Gillette would
have Yeen deceived had he not Dbeen
beghind the scenes.

“ They think that rock ballast we just
got rid of was opium, Bob,” he cried
merrily. ‘' That we’'ve come down from
the coast with opium aboard to try to
smuggle it in. Wouldn't that jar you?
You know, Bob,” he went on Dbefore
his friends could say a word, ‘‘down in
this little republic they've got a paternal
government that says just what a man
shall eat, drink, smoke, and wear. They
think that opium is bad for the Chinks,
and so they forbid its importation. But
the heathen must have their dream-
smoke, so smuggling thrives. That’s
what these chaps think we’re up to.”

“ It is evident that we are only wast-
ing time, Chansworth,” cut in Stock-
ton bruskly. “ Tell Captain Olson to
buoy the place where the bales were
jettisoned and send a man ashore to
watch the spot. Then let him drop us a
line and tow us back to Honolulu. You
can come ~down with grappling irons
this afternoon and fish the stuff up.

“T may as-well tell you, Carlton,”
he went on, as Chansworth started for
deck,” that we had direct information
from San Francisco, by the Australia,
this week that you were coming down
here with a load of opium aboard. So
we cannot be blamed if we take you back
to Honolulu to investigate the matter.
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“Very well, if you must,” said Carl-
ton shortly. “ But I warn you, that
yeu are making a great mistake.”

In Honolulu Harbor, the Sylph was
anchored in the stream and all hands
were haled before the marshal. An hour’s
cross-examination Dby the attorney-gen-
eral of the republit, hastily summoned
from the capitol with two assistants,
elicited nothing. They were allowed to
go, pending a report from Chansworth,
who had gone back to Pearl Harbor to
search for the opium.

But a guard was stationed aboard the
Sylph, and Carlton was notified that he
and his men would be under surveillance
until further notice.

The week that followed was a trying
one for Gillettec. No word came from
the missing opium and Carlton refused to
enlighten him as to its whereabouts.
Then one day they were summoned again
to the marshal’s office, and after a homily
on the sins of smuggling, were ungra-
ciously bidden to depart in peace.

After dredging over half the Dbottom
of Pearl Harbor, the officers had been
unable to locate the incriminating evi-
dence, heuce thev had no choice but to
release the supposed smugglers.

1v.

THAT night on board the vacht, Carl-
ton and Gillette dined for the first time
without the unwelcome presence of the
silent police officer, who had been daily
at their Dboard since their arrival.
ton was in high spirits. When they
went on deck, for their after - dinner
cigars, he spun long yarns of his life

Carl- -
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in the islands until late in the night,
when the many lights ashore burned dim
and the busy life of the waterfront was
stilled. ; " )

It was on toward midnight when a
big sampan without lights came- drifting
down upon_ them through the darkness
and lay alongside silently. A man in
Chinese garb leaped lightly over the low
rail of the yacht and extended a hand
to Carlton.

“You got?” he asked laconically.

“Yes, I have,” replied Carlton, “ bhut
no thanks to you. If you want it now
you’ll pay for it, and pay high.”

The Chinese launched into a wvoluble
explanation of his reasons for failing
to keep his end of the bargain, but
Carlton waved them aside impatiently.

“Cut that out,” he said shortly. ‘“ I've
got the stuff and the price is going up
every minute you stand here talking. If
vou want it at $40 per pound, it's yours.
If not I'll find another buver. Under-
stand that!"”

“ All light, I takee,” said Yee Tan,
shrugging his shoulders philosophically.

Carlton picked up a boat-hook from
the deck and leaning far over the side,
fishing under the yacht's quarter for a
moment. Then he rose slowly, hauling
something to the surface at the end of
the boat-hook.

As the phosphorescent water rippled
over its submerged bulk, Gillette recog-
nized it. The mystery of those steel
chains was solved.

Under the yacht’s keel, swung by short
lengths of chain, hung the missing Dbales
of opium.

THE PATHS. -

THERE’s a path that runs by the rippling stream, shady and cool and sweet,
It promises peace after weariness, and rest for our tired feet.

But the other road that climbs to the crest of the range so far away

Is riven and rough, and it leads past the peaks where the quivering lightnings play.

Which shall we follow?

Brothers, think vou it is worth the whilc

To scale the side of the storm-swept hill to the sunlight—God’s own smile?
Were it better to soothe our souls with the song of the shimmering silver stream,
Or to stand on the heights of the world’s desire, where the stars of heaven gleam?

Choose, then, the path, for once and all—the one that you think is best;
The high road is not the low road, though they both lead into the west.
And the ones who dwell on the hard-won heights shall sigh for the low road still,
While the river shall sing to the lowlands a song of the dawn on the highest hill.

V. Edson Smith.
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A SERIAL STORY. \

CHAPTER 1,
JOHN PIGGOTT, OF YORK.

“T METCH the man hither
cried Sir Thomas Mud-
deford angrily.

His excellency was ir-
ritated. To think that
the time of the council,
and especially of the governor and cap-
tain-general of the Island of Jamaica,
should be wasted by one of those trou-
blesome, psalm-singing Quakers, was bad
enough. But, aside {rom that, the day
was hot, as witness the glare of the sun
in the plaza of St. Jago de la Vega,
where the earringed negro slaves were

sleepily whisking the Hies from the wait- .

ing horses; as witness, also, the fact that
Sir John Coape was snoring at the coun-
cil board, while Henry Morgan, the hon-
ored guest. scemed mightily impatient.

It was this last which irritated the
governor against the trivial matter which
was delaying the adjournment of the
council.  Harry Morgan and he had
business in hand—great business. Harry
Morgan and Sir Thomas had been com-
pelled to leave their wine and their ter-
rific scheme to attend this tame, swelter-
ing, talk-much. achieve-nothing council.

Harry Morgan was not a man to be
trifled with. Sir Thomas Muddeford
knew that, as who in the king’s recalms
or upon the high scas did not? And now
Harry Morgan’s brow was clouding up
like an ominous horizon; and the white,
lace-fringed hand, which had sent more
men to death than was consistent even
with the times, was tapping an impa-
tient tattoo upon the table.

There was some delay about fetching
the malefactor before the council. Pres-
ently Sir John Coape was snoring ster-
torously. His excellency - would have
called the board to order, but the snoring
seemed to amuse the honored visitor. So
Sir John, who had brewed many punches
before Dbreakfast, was encouraged to
snorec on, while the governor leaned
acfoss the table and told a racy anecdote
of how King Charles once chucked Lady
Muddeford under the chin and compli-
mented her upon the unique dimple
which graced that well-turned feature.

Morgan listened with a half smile,
half sneer. About him there was that
commingling of ruffian and gentleman
which bespeaks too much of the former
and not too much of the latter. His
dress was rich and elegant. cven to the
point of foppishness. There was some-
thing effeminate about the gauzy silk
bow Dbeneath his chin, the dainty fall of
the lace at his wrists, and the mass of
curls which fell about his neck and con-
ccaled his ears. ILiven the upward turn
of his mustaches suggested the carpet-
knight. But there cffeminacy ended.

A glance 2t the face which looked
from the framing of cavalier curls and
silken fineries announced that here was
a leader of men, a ruler of men, a man
of iron—an unprincipled Cromwell. The
massive forehead marked an intelligence
which, cooperating with the evil of the
man’s nature, shone from a pair of large-
orbed, widely separated eyes. The brows
arched over them like the wings of a
soaring albatross, and met above a slight-
ly aquiline nose. The nostrils were as
delicate as a woman's, but tightly curved
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and wont to twitch with the passing
thought or emotion. The mouth was the
only feature of unalloyed character in
the whole face. It wvas sensuously cruel.

There was a shuffle of feet outside.
The sound caused Sir John Coape to
awake with a start. The cessation of his
snoring stirred Sir Thomas, who ap-
peared relieved as the malefactor was
brought in. Morgan raised his eyes and
glanced at the person who had delayed
his personal affairs.

The prisoner was a Quaker. This was
all that was notable 2bout him at first.
He wore a Dbroad, black hat; a wide,
white collar, an ample coat of funereal
shade, knee-breeches and Dbuckled shoes.
As he was Dbrought in by a couple of
breast-plated musketeers, he neglected to
remove his hat.

Sir Thomas, who was a stickler for the
niceties of the little court in which he,
in his perSon, was the king’s majesty, was
quick to notice the omission.

“Sirrah!” “he thundered.
cover!”

The Quaker bowed, but made no move
to obey. One of the musketeers per-
formed the required service with more
roughness than grace. Morgan laughed.

“What would ye?" said he to Sir
Thomas. ‘ He will not doff his bonnet
to his Maker.”

Sir Thomas flushed angrily at the im-
plied littleness of himself. Turning the
fury of his tongue upon the urffortunate
Quaker, he demanded his name.

“John Piggott, of York,” said the
Quaker calmly.

“ Whence have ye brought this man.
and for what reason?” asked his cxcel-
lency.

One of the musketeers laid down a
bundle of letters, which were from the
commander ‘of his majesty’s forces at
Port Royal. The papers stated that the
Quaker’s case was one for the highest
court in the colony.

It appeared that in the year 1662, eight
years previously, it had pleased his maj-
esty to allow a certain body, calling
themselves Quakers, to settle in the is-
land, which had been evacuated but re-
cently by the Spaniards, and was in great
need of good settlers. And it had also
pleased his majesty to grant the said
Quakers the freedom of every English-

“ Un-
»
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man in the matter of his religion, his
majesty claiming, of course, the -usual
homage and loyalty to his royal person.
Among other conditions imposed upon
the said Quakers was that they should
bear arms when necessary in the defense
of his majesty’s possessions, and that the
Quakers should in every way conform to
the laws of the colony.

The prisoner, John Piggott, of York,
was one of many Quakers who, by their
refusal to conform to the certain laws,
had become a menace to the colony of
Jamaica. Repeatedly the said John Pig-
gott, of York, had been imprisoned, but
such was the stubbornness of the man that
it was impossible to convince him of the
error of his ways, save by hanging him.

“ What say you, Friend John?" asked
Sir Thomas, amused at the ambiguous
alternative. “ Will you be hanged or
no?” .

‘The Quaker's face took on a look of
mingled piety and humor. He answered
quaintly :

‘“ As thee may say. My neck is short,
and it will not last Jong.”

At this, Harry Morgan threw back his
head and burst out in a roar of rough
laughter, in which Sir Thomas and the
rest of the council thought it prudent, or
worth while, to join.

The laughter lasted for some time, but
ended abruptly when Morgan suddenly
sat up and stared at the Quaker. John
Piggott, by the way, had been quietly ey-
ing the honored visitor for some time.

‘“ It is charged, Friend John,” said Sir
Thomas, reading .from the paper, “ that,
on the anniversary of that day on which
our sovereign lord the king was crowned,
yoy did fail to bear arms in honor of—"

Morgan’s hand fell upon Muddeford’s
arm, though he had never removed his
eyes from the Quaker’s face. It was Mor-
gan who asked the question:

“ Friend John Piggott, why would ye
bear no arms in honor of the king?”

The Quaker turned his gaze full upon
Morgan's. In them there flashed a light
which might have been of recognition.
There was a momentary pause. Harry
Morgan was apparently ill at easc.

“T Dbear the arms God gave me, Friend
Morgan,” was the reply.

The council tittered and Dburst out
laughing again. To Sir John Coape,
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who was in the state where trivial jests
appear hilarious, this answer of
Quaker’s was exceedingly mirthful. Sir
Thomas laughed tentatively, but with an
eye on Harry Morgan.

But Morgan was not laughing. He,
who had been a cabin-boy, a galley-slave,
a freebooter, and was now the admiral
of the buccaneer fleet, and, because of
England’s enmity to Spain and Spain’s
galleons, a privileged outlaw and the as-
sociate of the King Charles and King
Charles’s officers, suddenly quailed before
this quaint, calm Quaker. In vain he
raked his past— his career of Dlood,
crime, loot, and lawlessness — to place
this somber figure who called him
“ Friend Morgan.” The figure was there
—somewhere in the annals of his past—
but the uncertainty of it only increased
his uneasiness.

A sudden silence had fallen upon the
council. The champing of a caparisoned
steed came from the plaza of St. Jago,
and a fly buzzed heavily around Sir John
Coape’s bald head. Sir Thomas Mudde-
ford coughed, and peremptorily ordered
that the Quaker Je taken back to the
prison at Port Royal, there to lie incar-
cerated until he agree to bear arms other
than God had given him.

The Dbreast-plated musketeers seized
John Piggott, of York, by the shoulders
and led him out. But, as he turned away
from the council board, across the Qua-
ker’s countenance there stole an enig-
matic look, which might have Dbeen the
ghost of a smile. culminating in the fan-
tom of a wink. But, a moment later, the
pale, quiet face had resumed its accus-
tomed mask of stern piety. Morgan’s
fate, also, had cleared, and Sir Thomas
had adjourned the council.

Fifteen minutes later the members of
the military governing board of that
early English colony were enjoying life
in the old Spanish capital 6f Jamaica—
all except Sir John Coape, who was
asleep on the piazza of the Hell - Fire
Club, with a thick-lipped African whisk-
ing the flies from his bald head.

Fifteen minutes later, also, Sir Thom-
as Muddeford, the governor and captain-
general of the colony, was back in the
gubernatorial house, whispering with
Morgan, the.buccaneer, over the wines
which the Spaniards had left.

the .
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The project, the discussion of which
had Deen interrupted by the colony’s need
of ,council and the mulishness of John
Piggott, was apparently of considerable
magnitude.  His excellency listened,
wide-eyed and excited, while the greatest
freebooter of his time calmly waved his
long pipe and described the maneuvers
which echo still as the most wonderful
coup of the Knights of the Caribbee—
the sack of Panama!

And, for the time, John Piggott, of
York, was forgotten.

CHAPTER'II,
JOHN PIGGOTT MEETS A LADY.

UT John Piggott, of York, had not
forgotten—Morgan! As the Qua-
ker plodded along the hot, swamp-

breathing, fly-infested road toward Port
Royal, he clasped his manacled hands
before him and said to his guards with
sly humor:

“ Friend Morgan is like unto a lion

in a den of Daniels.”

But the witticism fell upon stony
ground and .was lost. The two mus-
keteers had troubles of their own. The

steel Dreast-plates, which were yet to send
scores of their fcllows to earth in that
torrid clime, were weighing more heav-
ily upon them than trouble did upon
John Piggott. Their thoughts were bent
upon the half-way resting-place, the
Passage I'ort, where they would be sure
of refreshment from their fellows-at-
arms before crossing the lagoon to Port
Royal.

It was a mean detail they had been
given—ithis matter of escorting a white-
gilled Quaker all the way to St. Jago
and back. Colonel Vernon might as well
have kept the man in the dungeon, for all
the good that had come of it. The
musketeers were in no niood to enter into
the philosophic humor of any man, least
of all of a Quaker. The swamp which
stretched from St. Jago to the Passage
Fort and the mangrove thicket at the
lagoon’s edge, were full of snakes and
pestilential flies and miasmatic odors.
The rough, military road, which the un-
willing Arawak aborigines had carved
through the jungle for their original
Spanish masters, was of knee-deep mire
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one minute and ankle-decp dust the next.
And all this bred an overpowering thirst
—on account of a white-livered, psalm-
singing, mule-minded Quaker who did
not know when to let well enough alonc.

John Piggott, perceiving the mood of
his guardians, drew back his mouth cor-
ners in an expression which was either
of sad patience or humorous acquiescence
to fate. He was tired himself, Dboth
physically and mentally. The road was
uninteresting and uncomfortable. Like
his guards, he fell into a mechanical plod,
his eyes half closed in order to keep out
the flies and the dust and the glare.
His mind went back to Morgan and to
the first time that he had encountered
him, and from that to a reminiscent re-
view of all that had Dbefallen him since
he left England.

It had been a varied experience. The
friend of such great Quakers as Fox and
Whitehead, he had sailed to these west-
ern islands on behalf of the Friends,
eager to obtain concessions that would
enable the Quakers to settle down un-
molested and free from ridicule.

He had reached Barbados and, after
achieving much for the Friends, set sail
for more westerly isles. But the for-
tunes—or one should say, misfortunes—
of the times and the Caribbees, left him
stranded on one of the smaller islands
of the IL.ecward Group. ‘l'here he had
labored awhile and had established a
settlement—a thriving settlement with
pigs and corn and sweet potatoes and
a house of worship—when he again fell
among thieves.

That was his first encounter with the
Knights of the Caribbee. The particular
knight who sailed his ship into the bay
of that little leeward island was a certain
Pharisec, named Mansvelt, a notorious
buccaneer. Mansvelt was in need of
provisions. His method of getting them
was to smuggle John Piggott aboard.
Putting a rope around the Quaker’s
neck, in full view of the Friends ashore,
he threatened to string him up if the
provisions were not forthcoming in-
stanter.

In vain did- John Piggott, of Vork,
standing on- the gunwale of the pirate
ship, command his people to be strong.
Fither his mulishness failed, or the
TFriends’ love for him conquered, but
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the pirates got what they wanted, and,
by way of a joke, they put to sea, carrying
John Piggott with them.

Plodding along in the dust and glare,
with his hands manacled in present mis-
fortune; the Quaker frowned as he re-
called the trials of those days aboard the
pirate ship. He remembered how they
had coaxed him to sing psalms and

preach, but he also remembered with
pious pride how he had maintained
silence.

But his revenge had come. A great
storm had smitten the ship. It was the
hand of the Iord. Tor days they had
driven like 'a maimed duck, dismasted
and sinking. They would have aban-
doned hope but for John Piggott, of
York, who suddenly flashed up like the
man he was. The Quaker had hent his
hand to the task, given the ropes many a
lusty pull, and he had shouted like a
seaman and—John Piggott groaned as
he recalled his sin—he had used as much
wicked language as any pirate aboard.

But when the storm broke and they
made the Tortugas under a rag of can-
vas, John Piggott triumphed. He had
them gather under the poop and he lifted
his voice in strong prayer. The fact
that he did not make the pirates kueel
further convinced them that, Quaker
though he might be, Friend John was
a man!

The Tortugas, it turned out, were the
rendezvous of the buccaneers, of whom
Mansvelt was admiral. The return of
the pirate chief was lailed from the
shores with a rattle of musketry. That
night was given over to a barbecue. The
memory of the sinfulness of that cele-
bration made the Quaker shake his head
and groamn, so that his guardian musket-
eers thought that he was like to drop
from the heat.

It was there that John Piggott first
fell in with the handsome, daredevil
Morgan—the yeung buccaneer whose
iron nerve and clear head were as Mans-
velt’s right arm. Morgan had returned
from a raid, bringing with him a rich
ransom from Spanish galleons and Span-
ish towns. But the fairest jewel which
the daredevil brought to the Tortugas
was an English maid, named Katharine
Vernon, said to lLe the daughter of a
king’s officer.
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Katharine’s capture was a matter of
marvel and anger to the pirate chief,
Mansvelt. Up to this time the bucca-
neers had waged war on no vessels, save
those of Spain. Least of all had they
touched the maritime commerce of Old
England. .

Katharine had been sailing from Eng-
land onr an English ship, bound for Port
Royal, where her father, Colonel James
Vernon, was commander of his majesty’s
forces. The master of the English ship,
falling afoul of Harry Morgan, had rash-
ly anticipated the trouble which would
not otherwise have Dbefallen him, and
fired a shot at the buccaneer.

Daredevil Morgan retaliated with a
shot which struck the vitals of the Eng-
lish ship. The polished rascal, whom
Friend. John had just greeted at the
Council of St. Jago, had stood by and
watched the ship go down, after he had
taken from her the fair Katharine.

Ah, well! She had been in grievous
peril of worse than death while she re-
mained among the Dbuccaneers, but the
Lord had nerved John Piggott’s arm and
tongue, and she had been saved by a ship-
of-the-line and restored to her father at
Port Royal. And therec was a young
lieutenant of that ship-of-the-line, John
remembered with a sigh, who had fallen
in love—

“Who goes?” came a hoarse challenge
from the parapet of the thick-walled
Passage Fort.

“Triends!” cried the musketeers, rais-
ing their eyes to the shining steel of the
senfry.

““And a I'riend,” added John Piggott,
of York.

“ Advance, friends,” laughed the sen-

try, “ and give the countersign.”

“ God save the king's majesty!”

“ God be with thee, friend,” said the
Quaker.

Half an hour was spent while the mus-
keteers refreshed themselves and told the
news of the outside world. The Quaker
sat by with his biscuit and water, while
the others held forth.on the latest treas-
urc brought in by the buccaneers.

Mansvelt was dead, it was said, and
Morgan had succeeded him as chief of
the freebooter fleet. They had sacked
Maracaibo, was stated, and forced the
town to pay ransom. ‘['hey had also des-
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troyed the Spanish fleet, right under the
guns of the Spanish fortresses. The
soldiers slapped their thighs and voted
Harry Morgan a thorough daredevil
Iinglishman. And they had seen the re-
doubtable Morgan himself that day, seat-
ed at the right hand of his excellency,
who seemed main proud of him, too.
Some of the soldiers had been ordered
into the interior to coniquer the Maroons
—the slaves of the Spaniards who had
taken advantage of the quarrel of their
Iluropean masters to escape to mountain
fastnesses. After such and such gossip
and some bantering of the Quaker, the
musketeers continued their journey to
Port Royal with their compliant prisoner.
Warmed to fellowship by the refreshs
ment of which they had partaken at
Passage Fort, the musketeers were in
better humor with the Quaker as they
tramped along. They quizzed him at
first, but when they found that he was

"equipped with a tongue fully competent

to quiz them, they fell to questioning
him as to his past. Before they reached
the Ferry Inn, whence a boat was to take
them across the narrows to Port Royal,
they had voted the Quaker a main good
fellow. In another ‘half-hour they were
on the other side of the narrows and
treading the soil of Tort Royal.

Port Royal, at this time, was granted
to be “the wickedest spot in thg uni-
verse.” The harbor was full of ships of
all sizes and kinds and degrees of hon-
esty.  The Dboat which the musketeers
rowed from the mainland to the spit
which Port Royal crowned threaded a
way among pirate craft, smuggler mer-
chantmen, slavers, and king’s ships of
war.

The streets of the town through which
the Quaker prisoner was led presented
the same motley. Before the shops of
Portuguese, Jews, IEnglish merchants and
miscellaneous rascals the sidewalks were
littercd with Dbales of silks, casks of
wine, cases of plate, and even kegs
crammed with pieces of eight, two mil-
lion of which had just been brought in
by the master buccaneer. And among
these piles of loot sprawled and jabbered
the woolly haired slaves, with their nose-
rings and earrings.

Buccaneers reeled from tavern doors,
where their fellows were bawling ribald
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sea-songs .and swaggered up and down-

the streets, forming a strange comming-
ling with king’s ofticers on horseback and
richly decorated vehicles, from which

jeweled women waved their greetings..

Such was Port Royal in the heyday of
its wealth and wickeddess—twenty-two
vears before the earth shook and the sea
swallowed it in the twinkling of an eye!

The figure of John Piggott, of York,
Quaker, was surely an odd one in such
a picture. But it was this very oddity
which saved him from rotting in the mili-
tary dungeon, for he was instantly re-
marked by a friendly pair of eyes.

A carriage suddenly came to a stand-
still Tight in the path of the musketeers,
and a clear voice called upon the soldiers
to halt. One of the musketeers sprang
forward, with a curse of outraged au-
thority ; but the curse was bitten off, and
all at once the musketeers stood up, stiff
as wooden soldier$, at salute. At the
same time the voice which had stopped
their advance cried :

“ Oh, Friend John—at last!
Katharine! " 3

The mask of piety melted from the
Quaker’s face. In its place there came
a smile of pleasure and sweetness. But
almost instantly it was succeeded by a
look of sadness, for as he tried to draw
his hands apart he encountered the mana-
cles. Katharine Vernon leaned out of
the carriage and presented to the Quaker
a face lit up with laughing gratitude.

No wonder the musketeers had sprung
to the salute.  Aside from the fact that
she was the daughter of the commander
of the king's forces at Port Royal, her
beauty was such as would disarm, while
it infatuated, a ruffian. The roses of
England were still in her smooth cheeks.
The sunlight danced in her moist, gray-
blue eyes and shimmered in the waves of
her russet-gold hair. She was dressed
in the fashion of the time, but, for cool-
ness in that clime, her throat was bare.

The long, smooth throat-line lent a
distinctly Dbrave poise to her patrician
head.

But about her eyes and mouth was none
of patrician haughtiness. It was all the
sweetness which melts to compassion,
lights with enthusiasm, dances with wom-
anly wit and harmless, lovable mischief.
She was the idol of Colonel Vernon, the

It is I—
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despair of the king’s officers, the awe of
the buccancers, and the delight-to-serve
of the negroes. Alone, she might drive,
or even walk, through the strcets of that
wickedest spot in the universe and none
would find it in his heart to think or do
her harm. “T'he drunken buccaneer would
halt and unsteadily watch her go by. The
ring-eared slave would thrust the bales
of loot aside that she might pass free,
while the king’s officers would spur their
horses to curvet and, gazing after her,
mutter:

“ Darn Tom Lockhart!”

But for the moment Tom ILockhart,
of his majesty’s ship-of-the-line Scorpion,
was not in Katharine's heart. It was
swelling and burning with the outrage
which had been thrust upon John Pig-
gott—her Quaker—her Friend John—
who had befriended her when she was in
distress and peril. The tears were in her
eyes and anger in her voice as she turned
to the musketeers.

“ Unloose his hands!” she cried.

One of the musketeers started to obey,
but suddenly he stopped and looked con-
fused. He dared not obey, much as he
longed to do so. She was the colonel’s
daughter, but—her father was the colo-
nel.

“ At once!"” she cried imperiously, the
patrician head lifting and revealing the
full, proud throat.

“ Nay, little sister,” said John Piggott,
coming to the rescue of the situation.
“Thee must. not say so. They be true
friends who do their duty. I be glad to
see thee—Katharine.”

‘“ Stand beside me, I'riend John,” she
said, stretching a rounded arm from the
carriage as if to lay it on his shoulder.
The soldiers compromised on retiring.

“Oh, Friend John,” she said, ‘‘ how
comes this? Did my father know of
this, he—"

“"T'was thy father put me in jail,”
chuckled John Piggott, his own eyes
strangely soft and shiny.

“ My father!” she cried, her delicate
eyebrows arching and her whole face ta-
king on an expression of almost childish
amazement. ‘““ My king! Might he not
have spared all Quakers for that one—
but there! You did not come to him
as I said. He does not know—it is you,
Friend John —my Quaker. And you
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have hidden from me, Friend John, who
yearned to tell you again that all my life
is yours and all my happiness—"

“And thee is happy—I Dbe hearing,”
said the Quaker quietly.

Her lips pursed in the chirrup of a
Spanish seiorita, but the blood glowed
under her drooped eyes.

“ Tell' me,” she urged; “ how comes
this, Friend John?”

She spoke the * Friend John " with a
softness of love and gratitude which sent
a strange, worldly thrill through the
Quaker's veins. But he faced her with
the old sparkle of good-humor, and said:

“T be a Quaker, and my ways be not
the ways of a soldier.
have me swear allegiance to the king.
There be no better nor loyal subject, but
a Quaker may not swear, Mistress Katha-
rine. The word of a Quaker should be
as good as any man’s oath.”

“In sooth it is!” said Katharine in-
dignantly. )

With a great deal of spirit and spice,
he told her laughingly of his misfortunes
—about his hat and his arimns. When he
had finished, she was laughing in spite
of herself. -

“ Sit here by me,” she said, much to
the dismay of the musketeers. * We'll
to the prison. The marshal shall answer
to me for this, and I to my father.”

“ Nay, nay!” protested John. This
high-handed proposition was contrary to
his Quaker principle, though it gratified
him tomark her tender solicitude. ‘ Thee
canst say to thy father what thee pleases,
but I go to the jail.”

He enunciated the last words with a
precision that stirred her to impatience.

“Tut! Friend John, thee is a stub-
born fool!” she cried, unconsciously
imitating his way of speech.

‘ Aye, but thee is the fool's little sis-
ter,” he retorted with a chuckle.

“ Then go your ways!"” she said petu-
lantly, giving his shoulder a push.

She gave a command to the slave, and
the carriage rolled on, leaving John Pig-
gott, of York, standing in the middle of
the street, envied alike by buccaneer and
slave and king’s officer, manacled as he
was. ’

Even the muskcteers respectfully wait-
ed until it should please Katharine's fa-
vorite to go to jail.

First, they would ~
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Katharine swallowed her — what was
it, anger or tears? —the moment she
had left him. Her fingers, clasped in
her lap, were turning and twisting as if
she sought to unravel a tangled skein.
The tears hung undecided on her lower
lids, but her eyes were bright and full
of eagerness. She must free Friend John
—her dear Friend John. .

But how? She knew that the marshal
would have managed in some way to ac-
complish it. She knew that her father
would have frowned, or perhaps stamped
and scolded—at the marshal. It would
all have been so easy if— Therc was the

rub! - The greatest obstacle in.the way

of the release of John Piggott, of York,
was— John Piggott, of York!

Presently the tear-drops went back, or
dried up, and a new light came into
Katharine’s cyes. It was a sparkle of
mischief, and in another minute her face
was all aglow with mirth and courage:
She drew in hér under lip, and a row of
pearly teeth nipped the red of it. She
had found a way, but first—the name
came from her lips with a happy laugh:

o Tom! ”

Thus Lieutenant Thomas Lockhart, of
his majesty’s ship-of-the-line Scorpion,
was enlisted in the conspiracy against the
king's justice,

CHAPTER IIL
A QUAKER TRICK, BY HARRY!

“ ANSVELT is dead,” quoth Mor-
l gan. ‘“ God rest him,” he added
with a sneer, waving his long
pipe as if to dispose of the man and his
life of crime. ‘“ He was a brave man, I
warrant ye, but a fool. His brains were
in his hands. In the two years since I
stepped into dead men’s shoes I have
done what he would not have dared in a
century.”

The buccaneer and the governor were
still planning over the wine. The after-
noon was wearing on, and the air was
still and almost unbearably oppressive.
Through the open window came the
chirruping of quarrelsome lizards, the
occasional whir of a humming-bird, and
the lazy murmur of the capital. - Across
the plaza, on the veranda of the Hell-
Fire Club, the thick-lipped African had
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fallen asleep at Sir John Coape’s side,
with the fly-whisk in llia black fist.

“Ye've done well, I’ faith!” said the
-governor, slapping hlb fist on the table.
“ Strategy, sirrah! Strategy!”

“And the long chance,” Morgan sup-
plied, jealous of his reputation for nerve.
““All the risk in the world is folly with-
out strategy. All the strategy worthless
without risk. Look ye. 1 took Porto
Bello at one sweep. Porto Bello! ‘That
was two years ago— after Mansvelt.”
Again the contemptuous wave of the
pipe. “1I sailed my ships into Mara-
caibo a month agone, and under the teeth
of their batteries gave fight to their fleet,
sunk it—Dburned it—and demanded ran-
som of the town.”

“And got it!” cried his excellency,
leaning over the table, his face red with
wine and admiration.

“Got it, by Harry!" snarled the buc-
caneer. ‘‘ And what was that but the
sttategy of the long chance? Who would
'a’ dreamed it—right into the hornet’s
nest? "’

The memory of it acted like a stimu-
lant upon the usually calm leader. He
rose and strode lightly and swiftly up
and down the long room. The govern-
or’s eyes followed the man with a‘look
of hero-worship, mingled with fear.

Presently Morgan began talking, more
to himself—or to the air—than to Mud-
deford. It was apparent that he was
greatly agitated, and that his whole be-
ing was strung taut; his whole mind
centered upon ]n~. sul)ject.

“1 tell ’e, Muddeford —I'll do it.
T'll do it! 1 took Porto Bello with fif-
teen ships and only five hundred lads.
To-day I have thirty-six ships and three
thousand men. Only one thing may fail
me.”

“The king?” The unfortunate inter-
ruption was out of -his éxcellency’s-mouth
before he realized the mistake of it.

- Morgan stopped short ip- his cat-like
prowl and glared at the king’s governor.
Muddeford quailed at the ferecity of the
buccaneer’s expression. Morgan’s right
hand -suddenly dived into his Dbreast.

“Tah!” he spat, flinging a document
on the table right under Sir Thomas's
‘nose. ‘* The king!"

His excellency unfolded the document
as fearfully as if it might contain a viper.

. It was a word, a name:
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He saw something—something which he
half expected to sce — but .the actual
knowledge of the thing which had so
often been whispered in connection with
Morgan’s immunity took his breath away.
“ CHARLES !

The document was suddehly snatched
from his hand and a voice rasped in’his
ear:

“Now we understand each other.”

For a minute or two there was com-
parative stillness. The lizards cheeped
and quarreled. A bectle droned through
the room, and Sir John’s snoring came
distinctly across the plaza. Morgan con-
tinued his swift, silent stride up and
down. Presently he resumed his talk.

‘I fear the lads—rum! Mansvelt was
fond of the rum, and his men knew it.
He'd give ’em a barbecue when his grip
slackened.on ’em. [I've taught 'em an-
other tune. Rum at the right time, but
none is best of all. I ha’ taught 'em
thrift — rammed thrift in their throats.
If they want that will burn their vitals,
they can have it fro’ Harry Morgan.

“The fever o’ that is’'mus will kill ’em
like flies,” he went on, as if to nobody in
particular; ‘“if they drink. . . .
No rum!”

There was another long pause, then
he said reminiscently :

“Took a French ship off San Do-
mingo—a rich prize. I boarded her wi’
three hundred and fifty men-to bring her
to Port Royal. It was my first experi-
ence since Mansvelt. They broke in on
the wines. Drunk? She caught fire and
went sky-high—three hundred and fifty
with her. 1 had seen it coming. . . .
Ha!” The staccato laugh broke from
the man with horriblg significance.

Muddeford shook in his chair. There
was somiething sinister in the manner of
it. Morgan was gliding up and down,
his wide-orbed, widely separated eyes
glowing like a sommambulist’s, as if re-
fleoting that fiery holocaust of the French
shZ) off San Domingo.

“That was the end of it — while I
lived. I've had ’em on duff—plenty of
it—Dbut no rum. I'll take Panama. Then
—down on the main there's an island—
Santa Catarina. I'll fortify it. I'll live
on it with a buccaneer fleet that will hold
the seas against France, Spain— aye,

cven against England, damn her!”
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“ Sirrah—1I beg of you—" gasped Sir
Thomas Muddeford, rising, horrified at
the man’s treason, terrified at the man’s
intensity and the magnitude of his crimi-
nal ambition.

Morgan spun round on his heel. The
black blood vanished "from his cheek-
bones and he. laughed. He filled the gob-
lets with a steady hand and resumed: his
seat. Eying Sir Thomas over the rim
of the silver cup, he said quietly:

“ A mere flower of speech, Sir Thomas.
Blame me not. In me there is the igno-
ble spark of Dbirth which flashes out
occasionally. Remember—I began life a
cabin-boy. I was taken like a dog and
sold. I have been chained in the galleys.
My back has run with blood, and these
hands "—he held them out, white, deli-
cate, and tremorless—'‘ were a mass of
sores and blisters.”

“ Horrible — and an Englishman!"”
cried Sir Thomas, white with ihdignation.

“ Aye—a subject of his gracious maj-
esty—God Dbless him!"” said Morgan
coolly. ‘“ But we were speaking of the
ship—the king’s ship. She carries thir-
ty-two guns?”’

“It may be thirty - six,”
Thomas, unconsciously following
other’s lead.

‘“ And she now lies at Port Royal?”

‘At Port Royal. But—"

‘“Have no fear, Muddeford,” said
Morgan, significantly tapping his breast.
“And there are two hundred thousand
pieces of eight—one-third of which goes
to his gracious majesty, Charles—"

said Sir
the

“Hush!” whispered Sir Thomas,
pale as a dead man.
“One other thing,” said Morgan,

quickly taking advantage of the moment.
‘** Sign the release of such of my men as
are condemned to hang at Port Royal.”

“T dare not. I—" '

“Then,” persisted the Dbuccaneer
adroitly, “sign the release of the man
kpown as Dirk MacAllister. ‘That man
is to me what I was to Mansvelt.”

For a moment Sir Thomas Mudde-
ford was convinced that, upon the evi-
dence in the case, Dirk MacAllister
ought to hang at sunrise; but the over-
powering influence of the iron buccaneer
was upon him. In another moment the
release of Dirk MacAllister was prac-
tically accomplished. 5
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‘“And now?” said Sir Thomas, anx-
ious to have an end. for he felt that
things were slipping away from him.

“There is nothing more,” said Mor-
gan. “Once Dirk is free, he will gather
my men, and they will be aboard my flag-
ship of thirty-two guns—or it may be
thirfy-six—in the twinkling of an eye.
Part of my fleet has already sailed from
the rendezvous with “instructions to at-
tack and take the Spanish fortress of San
Lorenzo at the mouth of the Chagres.
The convoy which awaits me in the
offing will sail upon Catarina, where I
shall bombard the Spanish prison-fortress
and obtain several convicts te guide my
sloops up the Chagres and over the best
route by land to the Pacific side. For
the rest—"

Morgan paused. Muddeford hardly
noticed the pause. He was trying to
conceive why this long - headed scoun-
drel, this licensed cutthroat, was divulging
plans, which, if successful, would send
England and Spain at each other’s
throats, change the whole maritime sit-
uation in the Caribbees and upon the
Main, and possibly give to Morgan a
power second to that of no king on
earth.

Muddeford’s slow --moving mind was
away on the island of Santa Catarina.
He saw an impregnable fortress sur-
rounded by the allied buccaneers, men-
acing the high seas and bidding defiance
to France, Spain-— *aye, even against
Ingland!”

Had Muddeford done right to coun-
tenance this thing? He had benefited by
the depredations of the buccancers be-
fore, even as his predecessors in office,

‘even as the king was doing at that min-

ute. Was this man, indeed, the cat’s-paw
of the king? Or, Heaven forgive him
for the disloyal thought, was Charles the
cat’s-paw of this towcring buccaneer?

Spain was the common enemy of ling-
land and the buccaneers. ‘T'hat was it,
of course. It was Muddeford’s duty to
aid the enemies of Spain, while officially
frowning upon such overt acts as—as the
blowing up of a French ship, or—or
the—

The slow-moving mind was being
urged on by a quick-moving conscience.
But both came to a standstill abruptly.
He suddenly became aware that Morgan
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had-stopped in the middle of the outline
of his plans,

It had only been a second since the
buccaneer paused, yet a thousand pos-
sibilities and qualms had disturbed Sir
Thomas. There was a discreet foot-shuf-
fle by the entrance. The guard was

saluting. >

“A person craving audience, your
excellency,” said the guard.

‘A person!” said the governor ir-
ritably.

““A Quaker maid, your excellency.”

‘“ A plague on those Quakers!” shouted
Sir Thomas. ‘“A murrain on their
troublesome skulls!”

‘“Is she a fair wench? " asked Morgan,
once more the debonair visitor.

‘A pretty wench, your excellency,”
said the guard encouraged.
“Then fetch her in,
quoth the gallant Mo#gan. “ Fair Quaker

maids are scarce!”

Sir Morgan acquiesced and the guard
disappeared.

During his absence the governor ut-
tered.a tirade against all Quakers. The
tirade was immediately hushed and men-
tally retracted when the guard ushered in
a vision of loveliness, which Dbrought
knight of the order and knight of the
Caribbee to their feet on the moment.
It was a Deautiful girl in the simple,
severe garb of the Friends.

“ By Harry!" exclaimed Morgan.

“Your name, fair maid?’ asked Sir
Thomas graciously.

“ Priscilla,” faltered the Quaker maid,
and there.was no affectation about the
tremor which seized her on a sudden.
At sight of Morgan; she recled slightly
and backed toward the entrance.

‘“ Priscilla,” said the governor, bowing
condescendingly.  ““ Have no fear, Pris-
cilla. And what would Priscilla of the
governor? "

The Quaker maid seemed to take cour-
age from his excellency’s manner. Still

keeping near the doorway, she bowed her

head in a manner which denoted modesty,
or a desire to conceal her charms from
Morgan’s piercing eyes.

“I crave the release of my spouse,”’
she said in a low voice. ‘“ He is held
in durance® vile at Port Royal.”

“ His name?”

“ Tohn Piggott.”
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)
by Harry!" "

613

“Of York?” asked Morgan, like the
snap of a whip.

“Of York, may it please your excel-
lencies,” said Priscilla, and again she
reeled slightly. )

“That rogue!” growled-the governor.
“‘That stubborn mule of a man.”

“In sooth he be stubborn, as’ myself
hath reason to know,” said Priscilla,
clasping her hands before her, and seem-
ing as if about to break into tears.

“And I too,” said Morgan. * Pris-
cilla,” he suddenly cried, “is he thy
spouse ? "’

‘“ He is, may it please—"

“No, by Harry, it does mot please,
for y'are the sweetest wench, but one, I
ever saw. DPriscilla, I drink to thy
beauty.”

Morgan snatched up the cup and was
about to put it to his lips. His gaze
was upon the Quaker maid. As she
raised her eyes to acknowledge the “com-
pliment, he paused, cup to-lip. Then
he set down the cup, untasted, and stared
into the face of the woman whom he had
last known as Katharine Vernon.

Like a flash the memory of that scene
on the Tortugas passed between them—
there while the governor argued the de-
metits of John Piggott’s case. The mad
infatuation of that time tore through
Morgan’s veins once more. Now he knew
where he had seen the Quaker, and he
thought he perceived the reason of this
masquerade of Katharine Vernon, She
loved the Quaker, and the Quaker had
been defending his love when—

Katharine saw and lived over the
scene, too, She saw, as if it were the
present, the lust in Morgan’s eyes as he
stood before her in that rude hut on
the Tortugas. Then she saw the somber
figure of the Quaker loom between them
and heard the quiet, even voice saying:

“ God hath given this maid to my
care. Thee will not dare touch her,
Friend Morgan!"

But the memory of that scene, whil¢
it unnerved Morgan, nerved Katherine
to her task. Flashing the buccaneer a
look of defiant contempt, she turned tc
the governor, who had been rambling on
about John Piggott’s ill deeds.

“’Twould be a mercy to ye,’' he was
saying, “did we hang him, so would ye
be rid of the man and his stubbornness.
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But y'arc a plucky wench, Priscilla,
and if ye will give this ring to Colonel
Vernon, he will give ye your Piggott.
And that I may not be behind in gal-
lantry,” added Sir Thomas, swelling out
at the consciousness of his own generos-
ity, “ I will even drink your health. So,
too, will Colonel Vernon, for I bring to
mind that he hath a daughter as fair
and as—"

And he, too, stopped short with the
cup to his lip, dumfounded. The Quaker
maid had suddenly raised her face
proudly and was flashing her glance from
Sir Thomas to Morgan and back.

“A trick, by Harry!” shouted Sir
Thomas. ‘A Quaker trick! Mistress
Katharine, by the Lord! Hal! ha! ha!”

He darted forward to -seize her and
imprint a gubernatorial salute. But it
was too late. She had the ring! With
a thrill of mocking laughter she darted
through the doorway. Next minfite they
saw her, mounted on a horse and gal-
loping across the plaza of St. Jago—a
strangely reckless rider for a Quaker
maid.

With Sir Thomas, as with everybody,
Katharine was a prime favorite. His
excellency collapsed into a chair and
bellowed with mirth over the jest of the
jailer’s daughter tricking the governor
for sake of a psalm-singing Quaker.

“The king shall hear of it!” he hic-
cuped, “and laugh, I swear! Tricked!
A Quaker wench! Colonel’s lass—"

- Morgan wheeled around from the win-
dow, wherc he had been glaring after
the escaped jewel of the Tortugas.

‘“ Silencec—foo0l/”’ he thundered, his
voice coming like a Dolt of electricity.

Sir Thomas Muddeford looked up,
amazed and f{ear-stricken. The buccan-
eer's face was purple with a fury which
boded no good to Katharine Vernon, and
John Piggott, of York.

CHAPTIER IV.
THE STUBBORNNESS OF JOHN PIGGOTT.

ON the outskirts of St. Jago de la
Vega, on the old Passage Fort

road, the galloping Priscilla was
suddenly joined by a second rider, who
urged his horse to the other’s pace, while
he gave a lusty “ hallo!”
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“What luck, Katharine? ”

“I have it!” she cried gaily, as the
horses kicked up the heavy dust.

“The release—sealed?” cried Lieu-
tenant T'om Lockhart.

For answer she burst out in a peal of
mischievous laughter and held up her
right hand, on the forefinger of which
was the governor’s seal-ring.

“Oh, you wonderful woman!” cried
the naval lad. ‘ But hold fast, for the
love of Heaven! Sailors are no riders,
and the prize is won. ‘This animal is a
devil ! ”

In truth, Tom Lockhart was no rider.
He was nautically incapacitated. .

On the other hand, Katharine was as
daring an equestrienne as ever rode aside
or astride. When she had led the lieu-
tenant an agonizing pace as far as the
Passage lort, where it was necessary to
draw rein in order to give the password,
Tom Lockhart uttered a thanksgiving of
relief. He was blowing harder than the
horses, and his spine was aching to the
nape of his neck. -

The cvening shadows were beginning
to steal out of the swamps as the pair
neared the lagoon. Presently the two
horses edged closer together; presently,
too, the eye could hardly separate the
figures of the riders; nor could the ear
discern a word of the conversation. The
tropic dusk was at that still interval be-
tween day-sound and night-sound.

It was his majesty’s ship Scorpion to
which ILieutenant Tom belonged, and it
was the Scorpion which had forced Mans-
velt and Morgan to give up Katharine
Vernon. John Piggott, as a psalm-sing-
ing Quaker, had been left, or, rather,
had elected, to make his own way to Port
Royal.

It was on that pleasant voyage to Ja-
maica that Katharine and the young lieu-

‘tenant had improved the shining hour.

Tom was a kindred spirit—the masculine
of the Katharine characteristics. They
had youthful enthusiasm, vim, generos-
ity, and bravery in common, and what
she had in deep womanliness Tom had in
manliness.

L.ockhart also was of the fair-haired
Saxon type. Indeed, Katharine and her
favored lover might have passed for
brother and sister. In them the striking
similarity of natural mold, which does
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‘not often result in mutual choice, was so
striking, and their personalities so inter-
woven, that, as they were not brother and
sister, they might have been termed the
exception to the rule of lovers.

One thing is certain—they loved each
other—not with any great passion, such
as keeps young people awake o' nights,
but with a quiet acceptance of a love
which has much of fellowship in it.
Sometimes—as on this evening, when the
first trill of night insects was echoing on
the old Passage I'ort road—their fellow-
ship waxed to tenderness. Perhaps Tom
leaned over in the saddle and kissed her
fair hand or her cheek. Perhaps she gave
him a soft, grateful look. But for the
most part their love was not graced with
extravagant, oft meaningless, flowers.
It was the love of a fine, manly lad
for a rare type of a sensible lass.

Leaving their horses at the Qld Ferry
Inn, by the lagoon, they crossed the nar-
rows to Port Roval. ‘I'en minutes later
they burst in upon Colonel James Ver-
non, as that veteran royalist sat poring
over-the documentary atfairs of the col-
ony—for in those davs soldiers were ad-
ministrators.

‘T'he entry was a noisy ane, since Kath-
arine had still to play the best part of her
role of deliverer. The colonel's face lit
up at sight of her. She was all he had
of love in his rough lifc. He nodded a
welcome to the lieutenant, which plainly,
said :

“I approve of you, if Katharine ap-
proves.” .

* Colonel,” said Katharine, drawing
back with an assumption of anger and
detefmination, ‘I demand the release of
a certain prisoner.”

“ My faith!” said the colonel, -much
as he would have humored a spoiled
child. ‘ What would yvour majesty?”

“The release of John Piggott, of
York?" said Katharine, with such an air
of gravity that even the colonel was de-
ceived into thinking that she was serious
for once.

“ John Piggott, of York?’ he cchoed.
* Why—D'the Tord Harry, I cannot!”

“You must!’ cried Katharine, stamp-
ing her foot. ‘‘ At once—this instant!”

The colonel stared at her. There was
nothing in the world that he would not
do- for Katharine Vernon—daughter of
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Colonel James Vernon, sirrah!— but
Katharine had ever bLeen a sensible maid
and wont to temper her requests with
judgment.

Now she was asking him to do a thing
which, as a soldier sworn to the king’s
service and justice, he could not do. He
turned an appealing eye upon Lieuten-
ant Colonel Thomas Lockhart. That
young man was smiling, as if he were a
party to the impossible demand.

“ Faith, sir, women will ever have
their way,” said Tom, shrugging his
broad shoulders. .

“ By the Lord Harry!" exclaimed the
colonel. * This is—this is astonishing.
You, sirrah,” glaring at Tom, *should
be affronted by your own words. Are
the affairs of this colony -to be adminis-
tered by petticoats? "

‘“ Petticoats! " exclaimed Katharine
indignantly. *‘ Petticoats!”

“Tut, tut!” the colonel cried hastily,
and breaking into a paternal smile. “I
swear y’are the sweetest petticoat in the
colony. And Tom here will swear it,
too, or by the I.ord Harry I will call
him to account for the omission.

‘“ But, listen, Mistress Katharine Ver-
non,” he went on more gravely. “ Would
you have Colonel James Vernon commit
a breach of discipline and duty, even for
his own daughter? John Piggott,” he
concluded sternly, ““cannot be released,
save on the order of his excellency. I
must have ag order!"

“Order?” e¢choed Katharine incred-
ulously, as if she could not conceive of
the colonel being so stupid as to suppose
she had no order., ‘‘ Order!” She was
close up to the colonel now, with the in-
dex-finger of her right hand crooked un-
der his very, nose and the governor's seal-
ring within three inches of his astonished
eyes. ‘ Why, there is the order!”

For a minute the colonel stood, backed
up against the wall, a picture of blank
amazement, with his eyes fixed on the
ring. ~

Lieutenant Tom was lying in a chair,
vainly trying to suppress peals of highly
disrespectful merriment, while Katha-
rine stood before her astounded father,
the picture of injured innocence.

Then the story was told. The colonel
himself gave the signal for open mirth.
“The old Royalist slapped his thighs, and
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voted that Katharine should have been
born a soldier, and warned Tom Lock-
hart to beware of this gay Quaker who
was enlisting fair maidens in his service.
At that Katharine became grave, and sud-
denly whispered in her father’s ear. At
once the colonel’s laughter ceased, and
something like a tear came into his brave
eyes.

“TFriend John—jyour Quaker—who
saved you from that doubly dammned
scoundrel—" he stammered. ‘ Here!"
he shouted, reaching for his plumed hat.
“ Release him? I would release that man
if Muddeford or even the king said he
should be hanged! Release him? Ave,
certes—on the instant! You shall re-
lease him, Katharine. With your own
hand ‘you shall turn the lock, by Heav-
en! Follow me—to the prison—you,
too, Tom. Release him? By the Lord
Harry, and tell him he’s a man!”

Katharine's little play had reached its
climax, but there was a closing scene to
the comedy. I‘ive minutes later the trio
were at the prison door, and the marshal
had received the order to lead the way
to the place where one John Piggott, of
York, lay in confinement. The marshal
looked uneasy as he led the way into the
prison, for .his eye had caught sight of
the lady in the background.

As may be supposed, the prison of Port
Roval at that time was no very select
place. It was filled with.the scum of
the most ruffianly spot in the universe.
Even as the prison door swung back, a
lusty roar came from within. Certain
buccaneers, doomed to swing in‘chains at
sunrise, were shouting a defiant chorus:

Haul upon the bowline, haul upon your luff.
Haul upon the bowline, the bowline laul!

The last haul came out with a roar and
a crash of hands and feet that shook the
orison from end to end.

‘ Silence ! " shouted the marshal.

“ Faith, an’ we'll be silent as the grave
—to-morrow ! " said a voice from the ill-
smelling darkness.

T'here was a wave of laughter at this
sally. The speaker was Dirk MacAllis-
ter, who had a tongue as sharp as his cut-
las and as ready.

But. truth to tell on behalf of the con-
demned Dbuccaneers, they were not as
black as they were painted. ‘Their sin
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extraordinary was merely that they had
been caught.

At sight of a fair lady they hushed
their ribald tongucs and peered out cu-
riously from the gratings of their cages.

Straight to the cage of John Piggott
the marshal led the colonel and the
lovers. John Piggott had laid him down,
and was apparently as peacefully asleep
amid that uproar as a child in a cradle.
Katharine inserted the key in the lock
and, with the assistance of the marshal,
turned the ward. -

“ Friend John,” she said, with a queer
1feaking in her voice, * you are free.”

John Piggott stirred in his sleep, and
presently sat up. His expression was
that of a man who had been dreaming—
and was still dreaming.

* Katharine,” he said.

One of the buccaneers in an adjacent
cage began to swear softly. ‘T'he mar-
shal hushed him.

“John Piggott, of York,” said the colo-
nel grandly, “ I have hut newly learned
that you saved my Katharine’s life.
Step forth and give me vour hand for
the man you are.”

“1I be free?” said John Piggott.

“ Pay the marshal his fees and you go
forth a free man from this hour,” said
the colonel.

“Then I be not free,” said John Pig-
gott humorously, but decisively. *“I will
pay no fee for being imprisoned.” ’

For a moment there was astonisled
silence. Then the memory of certain
rules of the Quaker folk came to the
minds of all. The ludicrous side of the
situation smote Tom ILockhart fairly be-
tween the eyes, and he burst out laughing.

T'he buccaneers, who had been craning
their necks and ears, also saw ground for
merriment in the refusal of a man to be
{ree for the matter of the marshal’s fees.
In a moment cvery one in the prison was
quaking with mirth, except the colonel
and the marshal and Katharine.

“Oh, Friend John, thee is so stub-
born!" she cried, with tears of exasper-
ation, while the marshal scratched his
head.

“You won’t pay the fees, vou dolt!”
the colonel roared. * Then, by the Lord
Harry, 7 will!”

John Piggott shook his head.

That, too, was against his principle.
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It was the principle of the fees not being
paid at all that he insisted upon. He
would lend no countenance to their being
paid for him. At that the colonel com-
pletely lost patience and thundered forth:

‘ Sirrah, this is my prison! If you do
not consent to leave it at once, I will
have you thrust forth, whether you will
or no.

At that John Piggott, another of whose
principles was opposition to violence,
consented, under protest, to be released.

“ Therefore,” said he, “I will even
step forth. But, mark thee, I do this so
that I may protect this little sister from
the further attempts of a man who hath
sworn to possess her.”

“ Name him—the villain!”
the colonel.

“ I'riend Harry Morgan, whom I saw
with mine own eyes this day.”

A startling change came over the colo-
nel’s face. He turned suddenl]y upon
Iieutenant Lockhart and was about to
speak, when the marshal pressed his anm

shouted

and pointed to a cage but a little way

removed from John Piggott’s.

The death’s-head face of a man was
peering through the grating, and ap-
peared by the expression of the eyes to
be intently listening.

Katharine’s eyes followed her father’s
and all at once she shuddered. She had
seen that face before.

“ Dirk MacAllister!’”’ whispered the
marshal. ‘ He is to hang at sunrise, but
speak no word of Morgan in that man’s
Liearing.”

A silence had fallen upon the party
They walked along the corridor toward
the door. John Piggott and Katharine
came last, the Quaker having paused to
bid the pirate in the neighboring cage
farewell. -

Katharine lingered, lest her Quaker
should decide to go back into his own
cage.

“Tom,” whispered the colonel, his
whole body laboring under terrific agita-
tion, *“is that man in Port Royal? "

Tom nodded, with a despairing look
in his eyes. He had tried his utmost to
keep the knowledge of Morgan’s return
from the ficrce old Royalist. He had
even lied to the colonel, saying that it
was Mansvelt who had brought the doub-
loons. The colonel had not heard of
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Mansvelt’s death. Vernon was no party
to the freebooter’s profits, and was inter-
csted only as far as hanging them.

“You hid this from me, lad? " snarled
“the colonel. * Why, you coward, why?”

Lockhart looked up angrily.

“T did. You would ha’ challenged
him—"

“I would and will, by the lord Har-
ry ! % exclaimed the colonel, with his fist
shut tight.

“You will not, sir. Morgan is as sure
with the pistol as with the sword. It
would be murder.”

“What of that? Am [ a child, or a
man? Have I no cause? Yes, Dby
Heaven, I will meet him! I will face
that devil who would have hurt my

Katharine—my Katharine’s Katharine,
You hear me? Yo—"
‘“S-s-s-s-h — Katharine!” whispered

Lockhart, as the Quaker and his deliverer
appeared.

CHAPTER V.
THE DUEL ON THE PALISADOES.

HE colonel’s challenge, presented to
Morgan by Tom Lockhart, next
morning, was a document worthy

of the colonel. In a rough, misspelled
letter, the old Royalist set forth his es-
timate of the buccaneer, his life and
probable death.

He clearly stated if Morgan failed
to give him a meeting when and wherc
it should suit the challenged party—* so
being the spot is near enough to be im-
mediate” — he would shoot, or strike
down, the freebooter on sight.

When Harry Morgan received this
challenge, he was of a mind to cast it to
one side. He merely glanced at the
handsome young officer who had ridden
to St. Jago with the challenge, and now
stood before him with a stern but sad
face. It was on the tongue of Tom
Lockhart to ask that Morgan refusé to
meet the fiery old soldier, but the merit
of the challenge and the code of honor
sealed his lips. - He could only hope that
Morgan would so answer that he, Tom,
might turn the offense upon the Duc-
caneer, and thus shoulder the quarrel
himself.

In this he was disappointed. Instead
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of ignoring the challenge, as T'om had
hoped he would, the buccaneer suddenly
fell into a reverie—a reverie which Tom
;was to understand with bitterness before
another day had dawned.

Ordinarily, Morgan would have ig-
nored the challenge. He was no stickler
for honor when there was nothing to be
gained. He did not fear to meet the
colonel, however. ‘T'he reason of his first
impulse to slight the matter was that he
purposed putting to sea that night, and
had little time to waste on indignant
fathers. .

Second thought suggested to the buc-
caneer that there was an advantage to be
gained in meeting the colonel. Again
the black Dblood  gathered around his
cheek-bones as he pondered over the colo-
nel’s letter, Again his ambition towered,
and he saw once more the island of San-
ta Catarina, fortified, impregnable, him-
self enthroned among his allied buc-
caneers—King of the Caribbees! And
his queen—

He turned slowly to Lieutenant Tom
Lockhart, and scrutinized the younger
man’'s face. The freebooter, used to the
wilder moods of men, saw there the dan-
ger-signal which sought personal con-
flict. ' When Morgan spoke, his tones
were without a shadow of offensiveness.

‘I salute the gallant Colonel Vernon,”
he said. *“1 am honored by his chal-

lenge, and shall be with my friends on’

the seaward side of the Palisadoes at
eight o' the clock to-night.”

“The weapons?” asked Lockhart,
with a sinking at his heart, It was mur-
der—murder!

Morgan paused with the letter in his
lace-fringed hand. ‘I'here was less dan-
ger to himself in the bhlade, but time was
precious and a shot was quick.

‘“ Pistols.”

Silence fell between the two men. All
hope seemed gone. Tom could not de-
liberately insult the man without provo-
cation, much as he wished to. Morgan
saw the other’s thought. He made the
hoped-for situation impossible by bow-
ing in a stately manner. Five minutes
later Licutenant Tom ILockhart was ri-
ding back to the Ierry Inn, feeling as
if he carried the colonel’s death-warrant.

When Lockhart delivered NMorgan's
reply, the colonel’s gray eyes lit up fierce-

.
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ly. The brave old man knew that it
meant almost certain death, but he did
not flinch. His duty was to face this
insulter of women, and do or die.

“T'he times we live in!’’ he snorted,
crashing his fist upon a newly “opened
document which lay on the table. “ Fine
times, when king's officers forget their
manhood for a handful of blood-money ;
when the king himself—tut, tut! What
do I say? My duty is to obey, and obey
I will, though I shame for my masters.”

As he was speaking, he pitched the
fresh document across the table. Lock-
hart glanced at'it. It was an order for
the immediate rclease of one Dirk Mac-
Allister.

“The principal must have his sec-
ond,” said Tom.

The day passed without event, save
that there was an air of expectancy in
such streets of the town as were common-
ly frequented Ly the buccaneers. Dirk
MacAllister had passed the word, and,
like rats scurrying back to their holes,
tl_]e\buccaneers had disappeared from the
taverns and the water-front.

To Tom Lockhart the hours dragged
like the minutes which precede a con-
demned man’s end. Several times his
eves lingered on the colonel’s gray head
as it bent, uncoucernedly, over the col-
ony's business. ‘T'he tears would start
into his eyes as he gazed upon the man
whom he had come to love for his own
sake as well as Katharine’s. And now
he was to lose him—he knew it!

Was there nothing he could do? Des-
perate remedies for the situation flashed
through his mind. He might waylay
Morgan and shoot him down. ‘l'hat
would be mno great crime. But it sa-
vored of Morgan's own method of dis-
posing of an enemy. Lockhart dismissed
it as unworthy of a gentleman and a
king's officer. He might himself chal-
lenge Morgan, but would that prevent
the old Royalist mecting the buccaneer if
TLockhart fell> Any way he looked at
the situation, it took on a more sinister,
desperate shape.

He avoided Katharine. At any other
time his absence would have been re-
marked by her; but, fortunately, she had
given over this day to her Quaker friend,
a circumstance for which Lockhart and
the colonel thanked Piggott and fate.
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Late in the afternoon it was rumored
about town that in some mysterious man-
ner Morgan had acquired a certain thir-
ty-six-gun king’s ship, which had recent-
ly been brought to Port Royal for re-
pairs. It wasalso said that the Revenge,
as she was named, would sail that night
on a secret errand against the Spanish
dons. But such expeditions were of week-
ly occurrence, and the rumor floated past
without causing more than a ripple of
interest.

Shortly after seven by the clock, the
colonel and Lieutenant ILockhart issued
from the Vernon house. Accompanied
by a certain Captain Benlass, they made
for the eastern outskirts of the town of
Port Royal, whence the narrow strip of
sand known as the Palisadoes stretched
for six miles castward to Rocky Fort,
where it joined the mainland.

They kept to the seaward side of the
spit, satisfied that they could not fail to
espy Morgan’s party on that bare, wind-
swept barrier. They had gone but half
a mile when they sudenly came upon a
figure which they had taken to be a coco-
palm stump, so tall and narrow was its
configuration. But it was the figure of
a man. i

He came forward at once and flashed
upon them a lantern which he had been
concealing behind him. Captain Benlass
held up his lantern, and its light revealed
the face and form of as strange-looking
a creature as they had ever laid eyes on.

Lockhart at once recognized the death’s-
head face of the condemned man he had
seen in the prison. It was the newly re-
leased Dirk MacAllister. What Lock-
hart had not noticed then was the size
of the man. He was about six feet four
in height, yet he could not have meas-
ured more than thirty ‘inches around the
chest. His legs appeared like stilts even
in their loose breeches and flapping hoots.
And this was the redoubtable Dirk Mac-
Allister, ’\Iorgans right arin—as much
of a skinny viper as he looked ; and yet,
men said, a \itty, good- natured, farcical
sort of creature in times of peace.

“ Colonel Vernon?' said he with an
awkward folding up of his body, by way
of a bow.

‘“ Aye, ye long-legged spider! " snapped
the colonel! * \Where is your cutthroat
master? ”’
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I.ockhart silenced the infuriated old
soldier and, as second, took the other’s
representative in hand. Presently they
came to a clearing in the brush, where
another lantern revealed Morgan and a
third man. Morgan swept the ground
with his plumed hat, a salute which
was ostentatiously ignored by Colonel
Vernon.

The preliminaries were entered into,
while the principals stood apart, eying
eacli other in the dim lantern light,
the colunel glaring, Morgan smiling and
confident.

The seconds measured twenty paces.
The opponents'took their places at each
end of the measured space with a lan-
tern at the feet of each. After some
dispute, Capt. Benlass’s pistols were
accepted and chosen by the combatants.
Then the seconds withdrew. It was
agreed that Capt. Benlass should give
the word.

For a few instants there was silence,
save for the humming of the Dbreakers
on the seaward side and the bell-like
trill of a cricket.

‘“ Gentlemen, are you ready?”

ik A).e! k2

“ Fire!”

The two shots rang out with a hair-like
interval between them. Then two morc
as one. The reports of the pistols
flashed away to leeward. There was no
echo. A laugh came from the place
where Morgan had been standing. With
a cry Tom Lockhart rushed forward to
the colonel’s lantern and held it to the

face of the prostrate old Royalist. The
colonel had been hit.

At a glance Iockhart knew that
Katharine’s father was lost. Forgetting

the rules of the game, he sprang to his
feet with a cry of rage and drew a brace
of pistols from his own belt. He rushed
blindly forward to the spot where he
had last scen Morgan. But the buccaneer
and his two fellows had vanished.

“ Lockhart—quick!” he heard Ben-
lass cry.

I.ike a wounded stag, Tom staggered
back to the lantern. Benlass was hold-
ing the Royalist in his arms, and the
brave old man’s eves were wide open, with
a strange look as of inspiration.

“Tom!"” he whispered hoarsely.  Tom
—come close.”
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\With a sob of agony, Lockhart knelt
beside the dying colonel and whispered:
“Yes, old soldier.”

“’I'om—that man—take
Katharine.”

It scemed as if there was something
else he wished to say on the same sub-
ject, but 4ll at once he appeared to
change his mind and sank back into
Benlass’s arms with a half cry:

“ Ged save—the king!”

- Next minute Lieutenant Tom Lock-
bart was running frantically toward Port
Royal, with the dead soldier’'s command
ringing in his ears. In fifteen minutes

carc
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he rushed into the courtyard of the Ver-
non house.

At once he knew that the dying man'’s
inspiration had been right. The slaves
were wceping and wailing about the
place.

“The boucaniers! The boucaniers!”

Lockhart rushed through the house
crying:

“ Katharine! Katharine! Katharine!"

The only answer was the subdued,
fear-stricken wailing of the Dlacks:

“ The boucaniers! The boucaniers!”

The buccaneers had Dbeen there and
Katharine was gone,

‘'(To be continued.)

A MIDNIGHT

BURLESQUE.

BY JAMES FRANCIS DWYER.

A SHORT STORY.

HE north wind fought with
the falling snowflakes as
it charged down the black
gulch Detween the tall
apartment - houses.
. It gathered the feathery
atoms into triangular masses on window-
sills. and door-steps. 1t stampeded them
into the cross-streets, and thrust the ter-
ror-laden flakes into the creases of the
clothing of Mr. ‘“ Rat ” Connors and Mr.
“Jigger " Malone till the two hoboes
cursed the strenuous pursucr. Snow, in
itself, was nothing to grumble at, but
snow whipped along by a wind that was
unleashed at the polc was an annoyance
which tried the optimism of the roving
pair.

An electric globe at the door of The
Perrington threw a.wedge of light re-
sembling a white tombstone across the
sidewalk, and the two halted for a mo-
ment in the illuminated patch. Light
and heat were kin, and the desire to

stand was unanimous. The darkness
seemed to intensify the penetrating power
of the wind. -

“Rat” lifted his felt hat with a
jerk, and banged it against the polished

pillar at the entrance of the big apart-
ment house. '

“Dis ain’t snow,” he growled. “ Dis
is der mudder an’ der farder o' snow.
Say, can’t wc inject ourselves inter der
hall of one o' dese palashul cribs an’
get warm while yer give the floor-walker
some dope about ver friends as must
have shifted?”

“ Jigger ” Malone climbed mournfully
up the steps and pressed his nose against
the glass door. ‘ Jigger’s” nose was a
snub affair, and one imagined that glass
doors were directly responsible for its
stunted condition.

“ Dere’s half a raddyater
workin’ overtime in dere,”” he growled,
‘““an’ dere’s nobody to warm, only a fat
colored guy who's dreamin’ ’bout water-
melons in der ellyvater.”

Mr. Connors joined his mate on the
top step, and while they surveyed the
interior of the hall, the elevator attend-
ant came suddeuly to life, and sped up-
ward in his cage. Hec returned in a few
minutes, and an immaculately dressed
voung man stepped out of the elevator
and came hurriedly toward the front
door.

mile of
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“Try a touch,” growled Connors.
“ Bite him 'fore he buttons his overcoat.”

The young man stumbled through the
door, muttering softly to himself, but
he stopped suddenly when his eyes fell
upon the two hoboes. He glanced quickly
up and down the deserted street, then
turned sharply upon the pair. “ Jigger”
Malone, who was on the point of ex-
patiating on the unfinancial condition of
himself and pal. checked himself sud-
denly as a question was fired pointblank
at him.

“Do you two want a job?”

“Jigger " “resented the inquiry. He
had prepared a moving story for the
ears of the stranger, and disgusted at
the way in which the Fates had side-
tracked him, he turned appealingly to
o Rat.”

“ Do we want a job?"” he croaked.

Visions of hard work at snow shifting
came up before the mental eve of Mr.
Connors, and he debated for a minute
while the stranger fidgeted uneasily.

“ It depends on der job an’ der kind
of quartz she crushes,” said “ Rat” ten-
tatively.

“It's a three-minute job,” snapped
the young man. “I just want you to
move a piece of furniture, and 111 pay
five dollars for the work.”

“Den look on us as fully enlisted,”
murmured Mr. Connors genially, and
next moment the two hoboes were fol-
lowing their “employer to the elevator,
wondering stupidly on the providential
hand of destiny which had stayed their
footsteps till the well-paid job was put
within their reach.

The elevator attendant regarded the
pair with questioning eyes, but the young
man muttered a hasty explanation, and
the cage whizzed up to the sixth floor.
The philanthropic person stepped out
quickly.

“ Come on,” he ordered, and the two
outcasts shambled after him down the
corridor. ‘T'he heat warmed them into
life again. They exchanged winks and
sundry facial twists to express their sur-
prisc at their good fortune, and rolled
their eyes in wonder at the costly fur-
nishings.

Their employer fumbled for a mo-
ment with the key of a door at the ex-
treme end of the passage, then he passed
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into a dimly lit hall and beckoned them
in. The surroundings were strange to
Messrs. Malone and Connors. ~Magnifi-
cent oriental draperies were suspended
from the walls, and the number of
small art treasures that were immediately
within -the reach of * Jigger” caused a
peculiar twitching in his fingers, and
brought to his mind a  similar attack
in his early childhood when a good-
natured aunt had taken him into a toy-
shop to make a selection.

II.

HE was contemplating the advisability
of stowifig- a small bronze Buddha into
his coat-pocket while the young man was
busy with the lock of a door leading
off the hall, but the opportunity passed
Before he decided. His employer over-
came the fastening, hustled them both
into a large bedchamber, and after lock-
ing both the doors through which they
had passed, turned on the light and
gave his erders rapidly.

“ Now, this is the job for vou fel-
lows,” he cricd. * See this big ward-
robe? [ want it moved out from the
wall. Steadv now! Lift together!”

The wardrobe was a ‘huge mahogany
affair, and it took the united efforts of
the three to make it budge. ‘“ Rat”
panted under the unusual efforts he was
putting forth, while Malone was urged
to extraordinary muscular cxertion by
the" pictures which imagination painted
of the pleasure-making possibilities of a
five-dollar bill.

The piece of furniture came slowly
[rom the wall, and the young man called
a halt. He tried to wedge himself in De-
tween the wardrobe and the cedar dado,
but the space was not sufficient.

“Just a few more inches,” he cried.
“ Hurry up there! Grip hold!”

He halted them again, and finding
that there was now space to spare, he
disappeared behind the wardrobe, leav-
ing “Rat” and ‘ Jigger” standing in

the center of the room.

The two hoboes glanced at each other
and then at the bulky picce of furniture.
‘The one question puzzled the two brains.
What was he doing? The red eves of
Connors made the inquiry of Mlalone,
and the shifty Dlue eyes of Malone asked
it of Connors.
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For a minute they stood thus, then the
two Dbecame suddenly alert. “T'he faint
tinkle of metal came from Dbehind the
wardrobe. ‘ Rat’s” head was pushed
snakily forward, and the look of curi-
osity fled. “ Jigger ” changed from one
foot to the other and looked at his mate.
An irresistible desire to exchange im-
pressions came over them. 'Thdy leaned
toward cach other. Malone whispered a
word into Connors’s ear, and Connors
whispered the same word into the ear
of Malone. The word was ‘tank”.
The faint tinkle had informed them that
their employer was opening one of those
wall-embedded safes which the landlords
of high-class apartment-houses ingenious-
ly assure their tenants can be . hidden
from the eyes of a burglar by placing
a piece of furniture before them! *

“ Jigger " took a step forward; “Rat”
kept pace with him. Greed lit up their
eyes; their fingers twitched nervously.
Quick glances carried questions and an-
swers. Within a vard of them was an
open safe, and they were two against
one. Both remembered, at that moment,
that their employer was a very slender
person, and they wondered as they crept
forward why he was so stupid as to bring
them face to face with a temptation of
such magnitude.

The head of Connors was within a few
inches of the end of the wardrobe when
a noise in the hall through which they
had entered tle bedroom made him draw
back suddenly and stand erect. Malone
followed his example. A key had turned
in the lock of the outer door, and they
heard the voices of two people engaged
in a loud conversation.

The sounds immediately brought their
employer from his hiding-place. Tiptoe-
ing hurriedly past the two hoboes, he
pulled the chain of the electric light, and
the room was plunged in darkness.
“Rat” and ‘ Jigger” were astounded.
All their mental faculties had been con-
centrated on ‘the one purpose, and the
sudden movement of their emplover left
them helpless. Then a flash of realiza-
tion came over them, and with parched
lips they stared in horror at the situation
which the action of the young man re-
vealed. ‘They had been engaged by a
burglar!

The stranger verified their suspicions.
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Reaching out in the darkness he gripped
an ann of each, and drew them together
with a whispered caution. For one ter-
rible moment, the three stood in the cen-
ter of the room expecting the bedroom-
door to fly open; then the burglar gave
a 'little sigh of relief. The door of an
adjoining room creaked on its hinges,
and the voices died away in a soft buzz-
ing noise as the speakers left the hall.

The two hoboes came to a full realiza-
tion of their position by a joint snort of
rage. )

“Well, I'm dashed!” muttered Ma-
lone, but the hand of the burglar came
quickly across his mouth and stifled any
further comment.

“Shut up, you fool!” he hissed.
“ Sing Sing is pretty close to you if you're
not careful.”

Fierce hate was uppermost in the mind
of the two, but the whispered words of
the gentlemanly cracksman choked back
their rage. They had, to find a sale way
out, and the nerve of the other so im-
pressed them that they looked to him to
provide it. ‘T'hey, of coursc, were inno-
cent of any criminal intent, but the repu-
tation of Messrs. Connors and Malone
was in such a tattered condition that it
could not adequately support such a plea
in open court. They realized that with-
out much mental labor. Aggrieved inno-
cence was not a cloak that they could
wear to advantage. Their only hope lay
in the resourcefulness of the scoundrel
who had trapped them, and, with the
criminal’s respect for courage and an in-
herited respect for the well-dressed man,
they followed him cautiously to the win-
dow.

The burglar lifted the sash carefully
and climbed out into the darkness. An
casy retreat by means of a handy fire-
escape came up before the minds of the
hoboes and lessened their fears as they
followed him. The night was dark, and
it was snowing heavily. From far below
came the hoot of a nervous steamer feel-
ing her way down the Hudson.

‘“ Jigger " Malone shufled forward a
few inches, and groped nervously for the
railing of the fire-escape which he
thought was near, but the younger man
thrust him roughly back.

“You darned fool!” he
““Where do you think you are?

growled.
This is
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a stone coping about three feet wide, and
there’s nothing Dbetween you and eter-
nity!”

ITI.

“ J1GGER's " knees weakened as he liter-
ally glued himself to the wet wall.
had* come up six stories! An unprotect-
ed ledge three feet wide was between him
and the horrible gulf of gloom where the
air seemed to hulge and billow like waves
made out of cotton batting dipped in ink!
A fierce desire to tip the cause of the
trouble into the chasm came over him,
but he lacked the physical courage to
support the hate.

The Dburglar stood for a moment re-
connoitering. To the left the light from
two different windows, the Dlinds of
which were raised, fell across the coping,
and made retreat in that direction de-
cidedly dangerous To the right every-
thing was dark, and with a muttered
order to Malone and Connors, the well-
dressed housebreaker started to work his
way carefully along the slippery ledge.

“ Rat” followed with a growl of fury.
‘“Jigger” turned for a moment to the
window, and then, recognizing how hope-
less it would be to escape through the
hall, he crouched low and, with shoul-
der pressed close to the unsympathetic
bricks, followed slowly.

A thousand forms of torture for the
man who had betrayed himself and pal
came up in his mmd while the fear of
the abyss sickened him. The black
depths seemed to reach up and grasp at
him. His imagination painted the prob-
able ending of the adventure, and he
grasped Connors’s leg in abject terror as
the picture of his body hurtling through
the air came up before his mental vision.

“Wot’s up?” growled ‘‘ Rat.”

‘“ Nothing,” gasped Malone. ‘ Say,
I—I wus jest thinkin' if I—I git out of
dis alive, I'll ="

“Stow dat!” muttered the other.
“ Leave dat part of der business till we
finish dis akervbatic stunt we’re doin’.”

A gust of wind tore in from the river
and clutched at Malone till he moaned
in fear. His fingers groped madly along
the wall, but the surface was murderous
in its wet smoothness. ‘T'he wind came
betiwween him and the bricks like a wedge
that whistled contemptuously as he leaned

They -
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over to resist its efforts. Imagination
reveled in the ending which it saw in
sight, and it furnished the eddying gusts
with invisible hands which clutched at
his worn garments. His boot slipped on
a. particle of ice, and he lowered himself
hurriedly to his stomach.

For two minutes he lay flat, then the
fear of being left alone urged him on-
ward. On hands and knees he followed
the other two. Once he attempted to rise,
but the wind sprang at him. He pic-
tured it waiting till an opportunity ar-
rived to tear him from the ledge. It

‘was alive, vicious, bloodthirsty.

The burglar and Connors had halted.
They were conferring together in low
tones, and Malone Dbutted into them._in
his hurry to make up for the time he had
lost. Recovering himself with a little
velp of terror, he clutched *“ Rat’s” leg
and drew himself erect.

“ Wot’s up now?"” he gurgled.

“ Dere’s a break in der flamin’ copin’,
an’ der fire-ladder is on der udder side of
it,” growled Connors. ‘ It's too big to
step over, an’ it's risky work doin’ long
jumps up dis height.”

Malone’s lower jaw Dbattered the upper
one pitilessly. His knees weakened, and
once more he sank to a sitting position
upon the wet ledge. The possibility of
a jump appalled him. To leave the co-
ping for the briefest moment would give
the wind the opportunity he knew it wait-
ed for. He swooned when he contem-
plated such a happening. He poured out
blasphemy upon the head of the burglar
till his dry lips refused to obey his
wishes.

The burglar laughed softly as he lis-
tened to the tirade. With his keen eyes
he had noted -the position of the two
hoboes when he darted round the ward-
robe on the occasion of the alarm; and,
although he had been prepared for such
a contingency, the grim humor of the
thing tickled him. The precious pair of
rascals, who were ready to pounce upon
him, were now being called upon to suf-
fer the same anxiety for a contemplated
crime as that which he was paying for
the actual theft. The terror of Malone
amused him immensely, but he tried to
hide his enjoyment.

Standing on his tiptoes, the burglar
reached up his hands and felt along the
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wet wall. It was impossible to sce any-
thing twelve inches away.

“Say,” he murmured, “I think we
could get onto the roof from here. One
of us would have to climb up on the
other’s shoulders. Once on fhe roof, we
could casily get to the fire-escape.”

“Yes,” growled Connors, and there.

was suspicion in the muttered assent.

“Oh, T don’t care which one of us
goes up first,”” laughed the burglar;
“but it’s our only hope of getting out of
this fix. On all of these tar roofs there
are wooden gratings to walk on, and if
we got one down here we could use it
as a ladder to get up by.”

‘“ But s'pose der are none? " questioned
Connors.

“Go down the fire-escape and find a
rope,” answered the cracksman. ‘ Here,
“you climb up on my shoulders and try it.”

He turned his face to the wall and
braced his legs apart Connors cursed
quietly. His nerves were not in a nice
state, now that he was standing on the
ledge; but the thought of climbing up
the young man’s back into the darkness
sent a thrill up his spine. He remem-
bered that he was a heavy man compared
to the burglar, whose slimness had at-
tracted his attention- when he was en-
gaged to shift the wardrobe. Connors
turned to Malone to suggest that he act
as the human ladder, but Malone gib-
bered fear-stricken protests. '

“Iook here,” cried Connors, turning
to the burglar, “will you do der fair
thing if I let you climb up?”

The other laughed carelessly as he lis-
tened to *‘ Jigger's” condemnation of
his mate’s proposal. ‘ Of course I will,”
he answered. “ Do you think I'd leave
vou two poor devils here? If there is
nothing up there, I'll go down the escape
and get a rope.”

Connors meditated a moment. 1f two
climbed up on the shoulders of the third,
something was necessary to pull up the
man left on the ledge, and the burglar’s
proposition seemed to be. their only hope.

“ Come on,” he growled, and, turning
his face to the wall, he leaned inward
and braced his legs.

The cracksman was evidently free
from nerve troubles. Using the crouch-
ing Malone as a footstool, he climbed
onto Connors’s shoulders and reached up
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into the darkness. His fingers clutched
the coping, and he gave a little gurgle
of relief.

‘“ Straighten yourself easy,” he called
down softly, and, in obedience to the
order, Connors shuffled his feet slowly
forward till he stood upright. The
weight of the burglar rested solidly-on
his shoulders for a minute; then the mus-
cles stiffened, and the legs went up into
the black void.

1V,

“Ra1 " stepped cautiously aside. If
the climber failed to drag his body up,
there was no hope: for him. If - he
dropped back onto the coping, the inevi-
table stagger would precipitate him into
the gulf. -

Malone's teeth beat out a jig tune as
he listened to the boots of the burglar
scratching the wall far up above him.
The suspense was agony. He hurt his
shoulders by pressing them against the
bricks.

“He's doin' it,”” muttered Connors.
“He'll get there—" He stopped with
an oath and clutched at the wall. A
small packet clattered down from above
and fell with a metallic ring on the co-
ping. Connors stooped down and, gro-
ping forward in the snow, clutched a
small steel box about nine inches square.
It had fallen from the clothes of the
climber when he was struggling to get
his legs over the ridge of the roof. Con-
nors gave a little gasp of joy. ‘I'he vision
of the safe ‘behind the heavy wardrobe
came into his mind, and he gurgled like
a child. He held the jewel-case that the
burglar had stolen.

““Say!” The voice came down from
the roof, and the hobo noted the anxiety
in the tone.

“Well? " growled Connors.

“Did you get that box?"

“Wot box?"”

“’I'he box I dropped.”

113 NO.”

There was silence on the roof for the
space of a minute, then the angry voice
of the burglar broke the silence.

“You liar!” he cried. “ Own up that
you have it, or I'll knock you off the
ledge with a lump of wood.”

Malone stuttered in terror.
danger horrified him.

L.®

‘I'he new



A MIDNIGHT

“1 haven’t got yer box!” screamed
Connors. ‘It went into the yard.”

The burglar cursed deeply. He had
heard the box strike the coping, and felt
certain that one of the hoboes had pos-
sessed himself of it when it fell.

Connors dropped on his knees by the
side of Malone, and, catching hold of
his mate’s hand, guided it over the sur-
face of the box.

“Quter der tank,” he
“ Dere’s diamonds in dis!”

‘“ Are you going to give that up?”
cried the cracksman. ‘‘ Answer quick,
or I’'ll throw a plank down on the pair
of you.”

““We haven't got it,” growled Connors.
“ Go an’ do wot yer promised to do.”

T'he burglar rushed away in search of
a missile to throw at the defiant hobo,
and Connors lost no time in trying to get
himself out of the danger zone. Connors
without the jewel-b8x might have hesi-
tated to jump the gap, but Connors with
the jewcl-box was a different person.

ITe grabbed Malone DLy the shoulder
‘and shook him fiercely.

“ Quick!” he cried. *“Git up, you
fool! We'll jump the hole an’ dodge
him down der fire-stairs. -Git up!"”

Malone chattered obscenely, but Con-
nors felt his way to the edge of the gap.
He knew the man on the roof was pjosi-
tive that he had the Doy, and he knew
well the terms on which he would be
rescued, even if the burglar’s better judg-
ment stopped him from fulfilling his
threat.

He struck a match and held it out over
the gulf. The: gap was only six feet
wide, but the snow on the ledge rendered
the leap a difficult one. Connors shrank
back from it, yet the jewel-case, clasped
to his breast,~nerved him to the effort.

He scrambled back to Malone, and
cursed him so vigorously that his nerve
partly returned to him. It was a case
of do or die. If they didn’t take the
leap, the probability was that the angry
burglar would tirow something down
upon their heads in revenge. Help from
him was now out of the question, and
salety lay in the leap.

Standing on the cdge of the gulf, Con-
nors walked backward four paces, took a
long breath, and then, with a wild rush,
sprang into the darkness.

whispered.
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He landed on his heels, skated madly
along the wet stone, and miraculously
clutched the ladder of the fire-escape
when on the very edge of the narrow
platform. His escape was a marvclous
one.

For a moment he sat up and wiped his
brow, and in that second he wondered
why he had thought it cold when he
pulled up in front of The Perrington.
He was perspiring. Cautiously he went
back over the toboggan-slide to the edge
of the gap and called softly across it to
his mate. Malone answered with a little
whine of terror.

“ Come on!” cried Connors. ‘‘If he
don’t murder yer he’ll git yer fifteen
years in the pen when he starts to throw
things at yer. Say when yer comin’, an’
I'll be ready to grab yer.”

He moved back from the edge, threw
himself flat on his stomach and, with his
head turned to the gulf, waited for his
mate to jump.

A minute passed—two, three. Con-
nors was annoyved. Out of the darkness
above him he thought he heard sounds,
and fears of his own safety came upper-
most in his mind.

“TI'll give yer another minute,” he
cried. “Look out! The tank-buster is
coming!”

A shrill cry of fear came to Connors
out of the black void, then Malone’s boots
slipped along the coping and struck him
in the face as he gripped his legs to save
him from falling off the ledge.

“ You're right,”” he muttered. “ H-s-h
—he’s speaking! Don’t make a sound.
Catch hold of me coat an’ follow me
down der ladder.”

It was nearly sunrise next morning
when the two hoeboes halted in a little
clump of trees near Spuyten Duyvil
One must travel with much circumspec-
tion in the early hours, and the precious
box carried by Connors made the two
extra careful not to attract attention in
their flight from The Perrington.

Connors laid the Dbox down on the
grass, while he hammered at a piece of
iron in an endeavor to convert it into a
makeshift jimmy with which to open the
treasure-case. In their wild tramp their
imaginations had pictured it as the re-
pository of great wealth.
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“ Diamonds for sure,” muttered Con-
nors, inserting the sharp end of the piece
of iron.

“ An’ pearls an’ things like dat,” mur-
mured Malone.

The lock groaned as the lever bit. The
muscles of the two became taut, and their
eyes bulged. The lid twisted, and then,
with a sudden jerk, it flew wide open.

The heads of the two hobocs wecre
thrust down to within a few inches of the
plush-covered interior. They stared at
it in blind astonishment, and then, to
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make sure that their cyes were not play-
ing any tricks with them, they allowed
their dirty fingers to grope over the
emptiness of it.

Connors shook the box, knocked it on
the ground, then, with a curse, flung it
down the hill.

‘“Say,” he growled, “ wasn't it a pity
we didn't ask der guy for der five-spot
he promised us after we had lifted der
heavyweight rag-box in der room?”

But ‘“ Jigger ” Malone was too ill to
answer the inquiry.

THE UNDENIABLE MRS. PELHAM-
SMYTHE.

BY EDNA TREAT,.

A SHORT STORY.

OU'RE Mrs. Aubrey, aren’t
you? I'm Mrs. Pelham-
Smythe, Peabody Pel-
ham-Smythe—hyphenated
you know — second floor,
just below you on the
We love the court-side, it's so

court-side. _
Llessedly quiet, and quiet is absolutely
essential to one of my esthetic tempera-

I've been so interested in you.
to call. Real-

ment.
Every day I've intended
ly, we’re almost related, and have
an cndless chain of mutual friends.
How do you like New York after the
West? You know, I lived in the West
too, and adore it, so vou may be quite
frank with me, dearie.”

The large, fair, plump person who had
issued tempestuously from the telephone
booth and accosted me as [ waited for
an elevator, squcezed my hand warmly
and beamed at me out of a pair of bright
blue eyes, one of which had the slight-
est—the very slightest— “cross’ to it.

\We entered the car together and were
still exchanging amenities when my
floor was reached.

‘ Daniel, you stupid, you've taken me
too far! You sce, Mrs. Aubrey, you've
bewitched me.  Brides always do. I'm

naturally of a childlike nature and have
never mastered an intense curiosity about
brides. They make me feel coy—demure,
quite like one myself. A blush steals
to my cheek— Really, 1 ought not to
come in. It’s late. TPoddy will be home
soon, and he gets melancholy if I'm not
there to greet him. Peabody, you know
—TI call him Poddy for short. I sup-
pose you have a pet name for your
hubby, too? My, what a sweet place!
You certainly have started ideally on
love’s primrose path. I only hope the
disillusions won’t come to you that have
to me!”

A sigh sent the plump bosom surg-
ing up so suddenly that an alarmed
“(Oh!” escaped me. A white, moist hand
reached out and clasped mine.

“You're adorably sympathetic, dearie.
I know I shall love you. I have such a
sensitive, poetic soul. When I meet one
attuned—one that vibrates in unison—I
bind that person to me with hoops of
steel. Your husband is a stock-broker,
isn’t he? What a fascinating way to
make money! You know, I have a littlc
bank—TI call it ‘rainy days'—I put all
my pennies in it. One of these days, I'm
going to bring it up to Mr. Aubrey—
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without counting it—and let him make
a fortune for me—any way he chooses—
I’'m not in the least particular. I al-
ways thought that wail about °taidted
money ’ absurd. 1 have the greatest con-
fidence in your husband—don’t know an-
other soul I'd trust with ‘rainy days’,
I have a friend who dabbles in stocks,
too. It's lovely to know you, for now
you can get sure tips for me to give to
her.

“You have such a Dbeau-ti-ful apart-
ment. I suppose you're going to en-
tertain a great deal? No? Well, it isn't
so easy to get into the social swim in
New York, even if you have heaps of
money. I'm a Lane, you know—Delong
to one of the first families. I'm a charter
member of the D. A. R., and belong io
the Sorosis and New England clubs, 'the
Eclectic, and Woman’s Progress. I'd be

quite happy to take,you under my wing.

Why, during the season in Washington,
I was on the reception line somewhere
every afternoon, and dinners and theaters
besides. Oh, I'm fond of a gay life!
Poddy doesn’t care fer it.

“ My dear, it’s a tragedy—mind, I
wouldn’t say this to any one else in the
world—you seem to draw my secret
thoughts from me Dby your sweet sym-
pathy—it’s a tragedy to marry a man
twice your age. My word, I must go!
Do show me your apartment, first.  We
thought of taking one of these, but fif-
teen rooms seemed most too many, besides
our six rooms on the east side of the house
are more secluded and Poddy gets the
morning sun. He dotes on it. It doesn’t
matter to me, I don't get up before noon;
but I'm so self-sacrificing, when he said
he liked the morning sun I gave up my
own comfort at once.

“ Charming, really,
charming. Heigho! Money will ac.
complish anything. I suppose you gave
carte blanche to one of the ultra-smart
furnishers? No? Astonishing! Most
Westerners do. '[hese chairs are dreams
—so comfortable, too.” And two hun-
dred pounds and over of avoirdupois
bounced up and down kittenishly while
the springs creaked.

“T'll have to borrow them for my re-
ceptich. Did 1 tell vou I'm thinking
of giving a reception? . Don’t know
whether to have it down-stairs or up

your rooms are
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here. You have everything so handy, and
plenty of servants. You're going to
have - Mme. Jansky staying with you,
aren’t you? Your maid told me you were.
How wonderful that you should know
such-a famous woman. She will be a
great attraction for the reception, and
no doubt, if you ask her, she will sing.
Just think, the famous diva at my recep-
tion! I must send -out cards at once.

“It's perfectly dear of you to be so
gracious, but I knew the first time T saw
vou that you would be. Do run down
soon and have a cup of tea with me—
quite informally. I'll read you some of
my little sonnets — my soul - children, I
call them—just my heart-thoughts for
my friends.

“Oh, by the way, would you mind
having your butler fetch me down five
or six eggs? You're such a delicious
little thing, you quite made me forget
I promised Poddy a soufflé. I was just
going to telephone for ‘eggs when I met
you. Poddy's a wonder with a chafing
dish. If he wasn’'t so proud he could
make a fortune as a c/Zef. 1 insist that
vou come to dinner with us some night
soon. Good-by, dear child.- Don’t know
when I've met any one who has so
charmed me out of myself as you have.
Good-Dy.”

I1.

“Miss Rosr, honey, you looks fit to
drap,” complained lLily, my maid, as she
hurried me into my dinner-gown without
the accustomed -few minutes devoted to
‘“ power through repose.”

“ Lily,” T questioned, as that factotum
hooked and Dbuttoned, ¢ who is Mrs.
Peabody Pelham-Smythe, hyphenated?”

“1 don't know who Hyfonate is, Miss
Rose, but Mrs. Smith’s dat fat woman on
the second floor, back—an' mighty poor
white trash I calls her, always snoopin’
round, askin’ questions. She done pay
nobody nor for nothin', and her poor
ole husband cooks her Dbreakfast and
takes it to her in baid, and dey do say she
only has one suit of underclothes to her
back—he washes ’em out for her every
night. Every afternoon she goes trapes-
in" off to some tea or music party or
other, all rigged up ’zactly like a pea-
cock. She ain’t a bit like you-all, Miss
Rose.”
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“That will do, Lily,” I said sternly.
The next day I was called to the tele-

phone.
“Oh, Mrs. Aubrey, how are you,
dearie? This is Mrs. Pelham-Smythe.

I wish you might have been with us last
night. We had an editor to dinner—
such a clever man. Said he had never
read anything as extraordinary as my
verses. ' I've decided to let a magazine
publish them. Will you send your maid
down with some postage-stamps—uh-um,
eight, or ten, I think. You sce, I'm
anxious to get them mailed at once before
the mood changes. I'm very tempera-
mental, and it's cost me some heart-
aches to give my soul-children to a callous
world.

““Has Mme. Jansky come yet? I
want to call on her the minute she arrives.
Knowing you so well, I feel already as
if T knew her—and loved her. The car-
riage is waiting for you? It's" a ravish-
ing morning, isn’t it? If you could wait
a minute I'd put on my hat and drive
a little way with you. I love driving.
Oh, well, if not tlis morning, another
time. When I kept a carriage, I was
always taking my friends about, and it
gave me the greatest pleasurc. Truly,
nothing gives the happiness that doing
for others does. It's my motto—do
for others. Good-by. Enjoy your drive.”

Rebuked and ashamed, 1 turned from
the telephone. I had fully made up

my mind to resist the advances of this .

big, cheerful, buoyant, complacent crea-
ture, and at the very outset I was made
to feel petty and ‘hateful.

The week passed without further at-
tentions from * second floor, back,” as
Lily called her, and on Sunday two
friends from Brooklvn were dining with
us. The dessert had been served, when
I was summoned to the telephone.

“ Hallo, dearie. How’s my little wild-
rose to-night? That’s my poetic idea of
you, dear—a pitty, 'ittle, wilding Rose—
sweet, isn't it? My dear, we have some
musical friends with us and we haven’t a
piano. You would enjoy them immense-
ly, and they would you. Oh, have you
dined >—just dining? Funny, so are we.
Wouldn’t it be cozy to have our coffee
and liqueur together? We will coine up
to you. I so want Poddy to know you.
We'll be up in a jiffy.”
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And in a “ jiffy ” the enemy was upon
us. Surprisingly, the enemy proved to
be the reverse of disagreeable. T'he mu-
sical contingent really was musical. Mrs.
Pelham-Smythe glowed with cheeriness
and told droll stories in an inimitable
way. Mr. P. S.—suggestive of a post-
script—praised  Aubrey’s cigars and
liquors, and dilated on the good old days
when he was something of a Dlood;
‘““angel” for an opera company; the
owner of a neat filly or so and the giver
of good dinners.

In Aubrey, he had an appreciative
listener, and he beamed and expanded
and had a beautiful time airing his past
glories. Altogether the evening was a
merry one.

My dear friend, Edwina Jansky, came
shortly afterward. While I was still
in my teens and before she had become
famous as a singer on two continents,
she had done me a great service. Ro-
mantic and ungovernable, there is no
telling where my foolishness might have
led me, but for her firm, kindly words
backed by deeds; and now the days
were all too short to crowd into them
the confidences -we had to exchange—
the sorrows and sadness that had come
into her life, despite her great success,
and the joy that filled mine brimming
over.

Aubrey had asked us to dine down-
town with him Friday night, and later,
we were going to the first entertainment
at which Mme. Jansky was to appear.
I had left word with the hall-boy that
we were not at home to callers, and, cozy
and comfortable in house-gowns, the tea-
table spread invitingly between us, we had
settled down near a window that showed
the sunset sky, to rest and talk Dbefore
dressing for dinner. A luminous twi-
Jight drifted about us, through which
the park lights opposite shone like pale
flowers. It was the hour for confidences.

Under its spell, Mme. Jansky began
to tell, what I, atingle with interest and
sympathy, was eager to hear, but the
story was interrupted almost as soon as
begun by a telegram from Aubrey. He
had been detained out of town and
couldn’t get back until late. Would we
dine at home, and he would join us at
the reception?

“Mercy!” I exclaimed, “ I've let the
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cook and the butler go out, and I don’t
believe there’s a thing in the house fit
to eat.” 2

“ Let’s rummage!"” Fdwina laughing-
ly suggested, and together we raided the
kitchen.

‘“ Boston baked beans, buttered Dbeets,
a salad. Scrumptious! " she cried, calmly
appropriating the food prepared for the
maids: ‘““ What do you say to dining
first and dressing afterward?”

I assented.

With clever pantomime, Edwina
marched into the kitchen and back into
the dining-room, bearing aloft the bean-
pot. Placing it on a doily on the bare
table, she pushed me into a chair on one
side while she sank’into one on the other.
Annie huddled the rest of the meager
dinner around the bean-pot, and, laugh-
ing and jesting, we fell to.

I had never seen Edwina so merry
and fascinating, her face flushed, hair
loosened and curling about her bare
shoulders, and her firm, white arms
looking like alabaster through the lace
of her matinée. In the midst of our
feast the bell rang. Lily answered it.

“ Hod-do, Lilv? Here's a carnation
I brought you from the Waldorf. Mrs.
Aubrey’s home—TI¥ heard: her laughing,”
and before we could .escape, Mrs. Pel-
ham-Smvthe sailed into the roem.

““Mme.  Jansky! How charming!
Now, don’t be fussed—really, you look
a dream! Besides, you mustn't mind
me, for, vou know, we’re almost related.”

Seeing a flicker in my eyes, she hesi-
tated a moment, then went on calmly:
“ Descended from one of the first fam-
ilies, I'm related to almost every one of
importance—I've been to a reception at
the Waldorf. It was heavenly! Mkt so

many old friends—had a perfectly beau--

tiful time! All lights and laughter and
gaiety—then to come home and find it
cold and dark and forlorn. My spirits
wert down like lead, .and I said: ‘I'll
just run up to myv wild Rose.

‘“ Beans! Boston baked beans! I'm
crazy about 'em! So’s Poddy. There,
I’I1 bet that’s Poddy now,” as the tele-
phone bell jangled. * I'll answer. Hallo,
Poddy. IHow'd you guess I was here?
Yes, I'm dining with Mrs. Aubrey and
Mme. Jansky. Wish you were here,
too. They have your favorite dish,
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Boston baked beans. What?—You'd like
to come up? But the ladies aren’t’
dressed. No, I know you wouldn't mind,
vou naughty, naughty man. I'll tell Mrs.
Aubrey on you! Maybe, if you're very
penitent, she’ll send some down to you."”

I glimpsed the frowns of Lily and
Annie when they learned where their
dinner had gone, and for a fraction of
a second was on the verge of balking.
Then the plump, dimpled face turned
toward me and a cajoling voice mur-
mured :

“You're just like I was when /7 had
money. Always doing something to make
some one happy. It’s the only real joy
in life.”

INI.

For a few days we were immune. Then
one crisp, brilliant afternoon she ecame
in, radiant as the day itself; blue eyes
sparkling, white teeth gleaming, the soul
of good humor, rattling along in her
rollicking, high-pitched voice.

“ Oh, dearie,” she interrupted herself
to say, “1've sent out seven hundred
invitations for our reception the nine-
teenth of next month.

“ Our reception, Mrs. Smith?"
© “ Pelham-Smythe, hyphenated,”
interjected softly.

Changing my tone, I said as suavely
as possible: ‘“ Mother is coming next
month, and as she is not at all strong,
we shall have to be unusually quiet—"

“Oh! TI've decided to have the re-
ception in my own apartment, but "—
condescendingly—* vou may .send down
your silver and the punch-bowl; and
vour butler and Lily might come down.
They’'d enjoy the excitement—and give
tone, you knew. I want you to put on
your prettiest frock, and come early and
stay late. 1 want to De sure to have
some one stylish, from start to finish.”

What else she said I didn’t hear. The
woman had got on my nerves. I rallied
myself on a lack of humor, but the de-
mands on time and patience and chattels
overbalanced the humor of the situation
for the present. I couldn’t get away
from the woman. She was thrust upon
my attention morning, noon, and night.
Lily never failed to let me know in some
ingenuous way the demands on our larder
and household effects.

she
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“ Dat Smith woman got de loan of our
carpet-sweeper, and Sarah say she brak
her haid if she ever dare ask for it again.
She sent it back spillin'ful of dirt, the
lazy hussy.”

“ Well, Lily, if that’s the case, she
must have needed it, and we ought to be
glad to be able to aid the cause of clean-
liness,”” I soothed.

“You're tuo easy-like, Miss Rose. She
sent up yesterday for the paper-shears.
Sarah sent her a pair of scissors, and she
sent 'em back. Said she wanted the long,
slender, clippin’ shears on your desk.
And she telephoned up for a needle and
thimble and white thread. She has the
telephone on a table near the couch, and
it's my opinion, Miss Rose, she’s so
dratted lazy she just lies there and tele-
phones up here for things.”

We were away for a couple of weeks,
and Mrs. Pelham-Smythe, hyplienated,
had faded to an amusing reminiscence ;
but immediately upon our return there
came a pathetic little note from her. She
had sprained her ankle, so provoking, was
so gloomy shut up indoors, with no one
to talk to the livelong day—would Mme.
Janksy and I do her the greatest favor
and run down that afternoon and cheer
her?

Lily and Sarah were exchanging con-
fidences as the trunks ivere being un-
packed, and frequent allusions to ‘ dat
Smith woman” floated in to me. My
curiosity was stirred. I sauntered into
the room—and—the expected happened.
Lily unburdened herself of the tale.

Mrs. Smith slipped and fell, and had
to be carried to her rooms and have a
doctor. Sarah thought she was sham-
ming. She hadn’t been out of the house
for a week, but stayed propped up on the
couch, pale and ill-looking, with Dottles
of medicine all around. The trades-
people had been pestering her, and she
had each collector come up, doling out
a few dollars here and a few there, tell-
ing them she would have paid in full but
for the accident.

“Poor soul,” I thought, all rancor
fading, ‘‘she does need cheering, truly,
and I'll do my best.”

Edwina felt the same, and together we
went down. We found her as Lily had
said, wan and listless, reclining on the
conch. The shades were close drawn,
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and the room dimly lighted. Ier voice
had a piteous little quaver in it as she
greeted us; but almost immediately it re-
covered its usual buoyant and cheerful
tone.

While she lighted the spirit lamp at
her elbow and brewed the tea, reciting
merciless bits of club gossip meantime, I
glanced about. The rooms were large,
very simply and effectively furnished;
the tea-table perfect in its appointments.
Her dimpled, tapering hands moved
about prettily and with dexterity. The
bread and Dutter was cut and spread
with English thinness, and the tea ue-
licious with a strangely familiar flavor.

I prided myself on our happy blend
of tea, and had nevér divulged the se-
cret of it. Had Mrs. Smythe discovered
it—or—

‘ Delicious tea, Mrs. Smythe.” I saw
her lips forming * Pelham-Smythe, hy-
phenated,” but went on regardless.
“What kind do you use?”

“Yes; hasn't it a delightful bouquet?
Really, I don’t know what kind it is.
Poddy gets my tea for me, and he says
this is unexcelled.” .

We had risen to go when a caller was
announced. Mrs. Smythe pleaded so fer-
vently for us to stav—just a minute—
that we sat down again. All the anima-
tion left her face, her figure relaxed, and
she reclined inertly ameng the pillows.
The piteous note that had aroused our
sympathy throbbed in her voice when the
visitor entered. Quite frankly and un-
embarrassed by our presence, she ex-
plained that his bill—he was a collector
—would have been paid but for her
melancholy accident. If he would call
to-morrow, she would give him some-
thing on account ; adding briskly:

“\We are giving a reception on the
nineteenth, Mrs. Aubrey and I, and
there'll be a good order for you. See
that vou attend to it properly, or you'll
lose our trade altogether.”

Turning to us, she said in clear, in-
cisive ‘tones: ‘ Tradespeople are exceed-
ingly grasping and ungrateful; they have
to be taught their place.”

“ Well, Lily,” 1 ventured, as my hair
was being brushed and braided that eve-
ning, ‘“Sarah hasn’t had any calls to-
day.”

“ Huh, hasn’t she, though! Just tea,
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and lemon, and rum, Miss Rose, sure as
I live,” -

“ Oh-00,” I laughed happily, “The
secret is still inviolate!”

IVv.

TrE day before the reception, Mme.
Jansky and I went to the country, and I
returned alone several days later. Two
moving-vans were backed up at the side
entrance, before a litter of furniture, and
two crews of men were brawling over it.
One crew would lift an article into a
van ; the other crew would haul it out and
into the second van.

I went on around the building to the
front entrance, and caught a glimpse of
Mrs. Smythe talking and gesticulating to
a meek-looking little man with a shield
in the lapel of his coat. When she saw
me she left him and sailed forward full-
tilt, hands extended.

“ Dear Mrs. Aubrey,” and she patted
my cheek playfully, ‘“how do you do?
So sorry you couldn’t be at my recep-
tion. Over three hundred came! We
had a glorious time! Korrosso, the tenor,
came! 1 asked him to meet Mme. Jan-

MRS.

“there!
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sky, and he was furious when she wasn't
But he came=—that’s all I care.”
And she chuckled.

“We're moving. The vulgarity of
landlords these days is unspeakable.
Why, you wouldn't believe the discom-
forts and annoyances we've had to‘put
up with in our apartment, and they w8n't
fix a thing for us—so we're moving. Got
a jolly little nest of a place. You must
come and see us, and let Poddy cook you
a dinner. Poddy’s a wonder! Promise
me you'll come?”

Buoyant amid wrecks and ruins, Mrs.
Pelham-Smythe .-was just as undeniable
as ever. How could I help promising?

“Soon?" she insisted.

“ Very soon.”

She was all aglow with affability as
she flung out both hands and seized mine,

“You darling!”

Tlre man with the shield stirred im-
patiently.

‘ Beautiful day, isn’t it? Lucky we
have such fine weather for moving. A«
revoir, dearie.”

As the elevator darted upward, a queer
little ache wandered into my heart—a
faint forefeeling of loneliness to be.

THE

ATARKED BOOK.

You marked the book—the strangeness of it now—

You who long since to land of silence went;

The birds have come and vanished from the bough

TFor many a time, and spring its new life lent

To hide earth’s furrows;

yet here on this leaf

Your pencil-marks about the flash of wit,

TForeign to any thought of earth-wise grief,

Hold the bright gleam”and call my sight to it.

Then, from that rose-jar we have named the Past,

Where petals keep their perfume to the last,

You come—intrusive, bold—I hear your laugh,

Your merry jest, borne over more than half

A score of years; I catch the swift hand-wave,

And yet the moonbeams bar your quiet grave!

Cora A. Matson Dolson.



THE PADDINGTON CASE’S

BY ALFRED L. DONALDSON

SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS.

way compartment from Wolverhampton to London, wakes up in Paddington Sta-

ARTHUR W. BRANBANIE, a New York business man, traveling in a first-class rail-

tien and finds his fellow
steamer.
married a few days after his arrival.

bane abandons the bag and gets away.

passenger dead.
He must get in touch with the home office of his company; also, he is to be
He escapes through the window of the car.
reaching back for his hand-bag, he encounters the gaze of a clerical-looking man.

Branbane is booked to sail by the next

On
Bran-

At the inquest the dead man ts found to have been killed by a small bullet that en-

tered the back of his head at the base of the skull.

assumed name.
famous Scotland Yard detective.

»

* The Deacon’

-

CHAPTLER VL
BEHMIND CLOSED DOORS.

HEN Branbane went to his
room, a little later, he
noticed that the deacon
had left his overcoat on
one of the chairs and a
book on the table.

He picked up the volume, and was sur-
prised to find it one of the latest detec-
tive stories. It struck him as a little odd
at first that a real detective should find
interest in the fiction of his trade, espe-
cially as this branch of writing is usu-
ally looked down upon by men who read
seriously. Branbane was turning over
the leaves of the book as the deacon
knocked and entered.

“ Ah,” he said, noticing the other’s
occupation, “you have found out my
weak spot; I see! 1 love a good detec-
tive story.”

“1 only read them occasionally,” said
Branbane. * But I am surprised to find
that-vou read them at all.”

‘A moment’s reflection,”’” was the re-
joinder, * will show you that it is a most
natural thing for me to do. In the first
place, it is in my line. Good detective
work depends on wide experience of the
possible, backed by accurate analysis of
the probable. A well-written and logical

Rz
1 !

Next day Branbane sails under jan

The clerical-looking man is aboard, and proves to be “ The Deacon,” a
Thcy are mutually astonished when Branbane avows to
that he left his bag in the compartment.

The bag has disappeared.

detective story can only widen this range,
for it must be either founded in fact, or
conceived within the limits of the occurra-
ble. "The trouble is so many improbable
ones, full of ridiculous machinery and
abortive puppets, are written, that the
whole genus is branded with discredit.”

“ It seems to me the Sherlock Holmnes
stories are among the best I have read;”
said Branbane.

“They are by far the best of recent
vears,” assented the deacon. ‘ They are
clever and ingenious—probable in con-
ception and satisfying in solution; and
the best of it is they are carried off by
real people. Do vou realize that, during
the last decade, the one character that
has walked out of fiction to join the im-
mortality of Pickwick, icawber, and
Sam II’cllcr—the one character that is a
{amiliar name to everybody on this ship,
probably—is Shcrlock Holmes? ”

“TI had not thought of it before,” an-
swered Branbane, showing surprised in-
terest in the assertion ; “ hut I believe you
are quite right, deacon, and it only proves
that a odarefully tooled detective storv
can hold its own in any company.” ’

“Of course it can!” exclaimed the
deacon. with rising enthusiasm. ‘TLook
at the ‘ Moonstone.” What mystery story
of recent years has even _]ostled it?
The plot is a spark of pure genius. I

* This story began in THE CAvVALIER for December.
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have always regretted that Collins and
Dickens could not have collaborated on
that storv. \Vith Dickens’s character
drawing. and Collins's mastery of inci-
dent and cvent properly fused the world
woulc. have had a flawless book.”

“1 Dbelieve so, too,” said Branbane.
“’I'he trouble is with so many modern
mystery stories the happenings hang by
a hawser instead of being beaded on a
thread. T'he greatest complications in
lif¢c come from the simplest causes. Look
at my own case,” he added suddenly,
looking at the deacon with a quizzical
smile.  * Where could vou get Dbetter
copy for a good detective story? My
predicament certainly evolved from the
most simple premises; and, in due ac-
cordance with bookish precedent, the in-
nocent man is accused of the crime.”

This rather unexpected personal appli-
cation of the*discussion brought both men
back from the abstract to the concrete,
and led to the slight change of voice and
manner that marked the Mason and
Dixon line between the freedom of friend-
ly intercourse and the constraint of pro-
fessional contact.

“ But you are not accused as yet, Mr.
Branbane,” said the deacon. *‘ My pro-
bing is intended to establish your inno-
cence quite as much as your guilt. All I
want to do is to prove one or the other.”

“T'he trouble is,” replied Branbane, a
little bitterly, and thoroughly intent now
on his own zffairs, “ that, whatever you
arc trying to do, all you succeed in ac-
complishing is to tighten the meshes in
which I am caught.”

“So it appears,” replied the deacon,
“Dbut I can hardly be blamed for that.”

“ Unless,”  tesumed the other, with
some briskness, * in your exclusive efforts
to absolve or convict me, you have paid
too little attention to other clues.”

“ For instance? "

“The clue of the stolen bag,” an-
swered Branbane. ‘ ‘I'hat bag had dis-
appeared mysteriously before you -started
after me.”

“ Very true,” assented the detective.
‘“ But, as I said before, my inference was
that you had managed to recover it your-
self. And the™inference was justified,
because the bag had more value for you
than it could possibly have for anybody
clse. Is that not so?”
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“Why, yes, I suppose so,” admitted
Branbane, rather reluctantly. “ It con-
tained a bunch of letters that T did not
wish to lose, but only toilet articles other-
wise.”

“ No money? " asked the deacon.

“Only a little,” answered Branbane.
“When I landed in Southampton I put
what spare American money I had into
an ¢nvelope, and slipped the envelope
into a side-pocket of the bag. There
was not more than forty or fifty dollars.”

‘“ Could any one sec this money if the
bag were lying open? " asked the deacon,

‘It would be impossible,” was the de-
cisive answer.

“Then you don't think it was stolen
for the money in it?”

“I have no idea why it was stolen,”
said Branbane. ‘ But the fact of its
being taken at-all argues, to my mind,
the interest of some third party in the
compartment, whose trail might he as
advantageously followed as you have fol-
lowed mine.”

“ Don’t worryv, Mr. Branbane,” replied
the deacon. ‘“ If there is any such trail
it will be found and followed. I have
left competent men behind, who will do
everything that can be done while I am
away, and who will report any discov-
eries on our arrival in New York, or
possibly before. As to the disappearance
of this bag, I can trace no connection
between it and the unknoww murderer.
The most natural thing for him to do
would be to leave the bag, and so throw
suspicion on you. Its disappearance is
a complication, not a help.”

“Well,” said Branbane, somewhat
crestfallen, “ I suppose I must accept
vour arguments until I get some better
ones of my own,” and he sat silent for a
moment, wrapped in thought. Suddenly
he looked up again and spoke: ‘‘ By the
way, deacon, vou have never told me how
vou found out my name, which I thought
you gained knowledge of from the letters
in my bag?"

“1f you will slip on vour overcoat I
will tell you,” answered the deacon.

“ This seems-a good time to find out,
once for all, why you keep harping on
my overcoat,” remarked Branbane, look-
ing puzzled, and getting up and going
over to the bed on which his coat lay.
He picked it up, looked at it a moment,

)
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and then started to put it on. One sleeve
went on all right, but the other stuck
half-way. '

“ Why, this isn’t my coat he ex-

claimed. “It’s too small. I can't get
into it!” He took it oft and scrutinized
it more carefully. ‘ Well,” he contin-
ued, ‘‘ it looks tor all the world like mine,
but it can’t be. I suppose in my excite-
ment I picked np the wrong coat—Dbut
that doesn’t explain—"
““Try this one,” interrupted the dea-
con. ‘1 think it will fit you Detter,” and
he handed him the coat on the chair, which
Branbane had supposed was the detec-
tive’s. Branbane slipped it on.

“Yes, that is mine, all right,” he said,
looking down at it. ‘‘It's the same kind
of cloth, and almost the same color as
the other. No wonder I mistook it in my
haste!” Just then he put his hand into
one of the pockets and pulled out a letter
with an exclamation of surprise. ‘‘ Oh,
I see now how vou knew my name—but.
no, I don’t. cither,” he added, after a mo-
ment’s hesitation. ““ If vou did not find
the bag, I don’t see how you knew this
coat belonged to me!”

All through this scene the detective
had watched him very closely, and he still
kept his eyes intently on him as he an-
swered : {

“ Your coat was taken out of the train
with the dead man, and supposed to be
his. When 1 inquired for clues to his
identity, 1 was told there was a name on
several things. but none in his overcoat.
This struck me as just odd enough to be
worth investigating. Everything the man
wore was quite new. and came from the
same place—excepting the overcoat. So
I examined this with special care, and it
struck me at once as being too large for
the slight physique of the dead man. I
managed, therefore, to measure it unob-
served, and found my suspicion con-
firmed. Then I recalled that you had
carried over your arm a coat of similar
color, and the possibility of what really
happened suggested itself to me at once.
Its confirmation, moreover, would be
proof positive of your having been in the
same compartment with the murdered
man.”

“ But I have never denied being there,”
said Branbane.

“ Quite true,” smiled the deacon; * but
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not having the pleasure of your acquaint-
ance at the time, I had to prepare for dif-
ficulties which you have not thrown in my

way.”

“And this letter?” asked Branbane,
his blood heating somewhat as he looked
at it again and began to recall the con-
tents more clearly than he had done at
first. ‘““Is it part of your professional
duty to read the private correspondcence
of a lady?”

The deacon stiffened in turn, as he re-
plied no less haughtily than Branbane
had questioned :

“The right—the necessity, indeed—of
reading the letter was clearly within my
prerogatives, and the circumstances placed
their exercise beyond the charge of per-
sonal indelicacy which your tone implies,
Mr. Branbane.”

“ Pardon me, deacon, but I could not
bear’ to think that this innocent girl
should be dragged into this ugly affair.”

“ My business with the letter concerned
vou, and not her,” resumed the deacon
quietly. “The envelope gave me your
name, and the opening paragraph of the
letter made reference to your date of
sailing and to the location of your room.
That was all the information I needed at
the moment. 1 slipped the letter into my
pocket for future use if necessary, but
have had no further occasion to refer to
it. To-day I put it back in the pocket of
your coat.”

“I did you an injustice, deacon, and
I apologize. This whole business is plain-
ly getting on my nerves,” said Branbane,
really mortified at having again allowed
his self-control to slip the leash of rea-
son. )

As he finished speaking he started to
take off the overcoat, which he had kept
on during the conversation. Seeing this,
the deacon motioned him to stop.

““Keep it on a moment longer,” he
said. ‘* There is something in it you have
forgotten, I think.”

“'The last words were vocally under-
lined and accompanied by a steady gaze
of inquisitive searching.

‘ Something I have forgotten?'’ re-
peated Branbane wonderingly.

“ Yes,” came slowly from the deacon—
“ something in the right-hand pocket of
your coat.”

Branbane, who had been staring mo-
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tionless and spellbound at the deacon, put
his hand into the indicated pocket—and
pulled out a small revolver!

CHAPTER VII. .
A COMPACT.

RANBANE laid the revolver quiet-
ly on the table, took off his over-
coat, and sat down opposite the

deacon, who was watching him as /amlet
watches the King in the play-scene.

He appeared only to be stunned and
dazed at the unexpected find. He lost
his color, and his voice vibrated with the
jangle of intense inward tumult when he
spoke:

“What does this mean, deacon? Sure-
ly the invisible hand of a fiend incarnate
is in all this business. What else have you
in store for ne?"” and, putting his hand
to his head, he leaned back wearily, as
one whose spirit is broken and who is
sick at heart.

The deacon could not help but Dbe
moved by the silent suffering of the strong
man before him. He had planned the
climax of the revolver, and delayed its
introduction so as to get the fullest pos-
sible effect of surprise and unexpected-
ness for this supreme test of his victim.

It had not taken him long to discover
that Branbane was essentially a gentle-
man, whose general life and conduct were
probably above reproach. But, in his
wide cxperience, he had learned to know
that even such lives hold the possibility of
lapsing from their high estate. The ele-
mental passions lie dormant in the breast
of every man.

Beneath the fairest fields and richest
soil of culture smolders the volcano. The

unseen conditions that finally tend to.

occasional eruptions in nature have their
counterpart in the lives of men. A mo-
ment may come, in the best of them, when
the hidden fires flare suddenly from
unsuspected depths, and the deed is done
which ethics may condone, but which the
law must punish.

The deacon thought himsell facing
one of these exceptional cases. He had
started after his man with the intention
of arresting him. But, on thinking the
matter over, he had decided that the
quickest and surest way of ‘getting to
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the bottom of this mystery, would be to
gain the confidence of Branbane, il
possible, and then to search among the
records of his life and home for such
a clue as might lead to the explanation
of a crime on its face utterly inexplicable.

‘The more he saw of Branbane, the
more satisfied he was with the course
he had decided to pursue regarding him.
If the appeal of his personality, the can-
dor of his Dearing, and the apparent
integrity of his character failed to im-
press the deacon with the convictiomn
they would ordinarily have carried, it
was because, in his position, he must op-
pose rather than yield to the obvious.
It was his business to suspect, to assume
deceit in all appearances.

Branbane, it must be remembered, waa
still a stranger to the detective. The
circumstantial evidence was heavy against
him. His attempt to escape increased
its weight. His explanation was plaus-
ible, but, like everything else concern-
ing him, it could not be corroborated
until the ship reached New York.

In the meantime, it was the deacon's
duty to try everyconceivable ruse to
catch the suspect off his guard, and
compel from him some sudden physical
or mental indication of a guilt which
his general bearing so far had consist-
ently repelled.

With this end constantly in view,
the detective had worked up slowly to the
incident of the revolver. Its outcome
brought him a decided feeling of relief.
He had feared an outburst of indigna-
tion. These had become so frequent
that, if a final one had come at this
moment, it would only have strengthened
the suspicion that all of them might
merely be a plausible sequence of clever
acting.

But, Branbane Dbetrayved no criminal
tremor of recognition or recoil at seeing
the weapon, only a slow. dull, creeping
comprehension of its being the last
devilish link in the evidence rising
against him. As its full import loomed
up before him, he gave way to those
outward manifestations of mental de-
spair which impressed the deacon in his
favor more than anything else could
have done. It made what remained for
him to do more difficult than he had
anticipated. ITowever, he felt it im-
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perative to carry out all he had planned,
so, after a lapse of silence, he answered
Branbane’s last faltering question.

“‘Phere is one thing more,” he said,
pulling somcthing from his vest-pocket,
and laying it on the table beside the
revolver: “This!”

Branbane, whose eyes had Deen closed,
opened them slowly and gazed dully,
with little show of interest, at the small
bullet which the deacon laid on the table.

“Where did that come from?” he
asked.

“ From the body of the dead man,”
was the answer, ““ and it fits the barrel
of this revolver, one chamber of which
has been discharged.”

Branbane sat still, as one who hears
without comprehending, and then he
passed his hands over his eyes, as if to
dissipate some blur before them. Finally,
he began to speak, more to himself
than to ‘his companion, it seemed, and
in a voice that held but the memory
of his own:

“Is it possible that in this twentieth
century an innocent man can be hounded
to despair—to madness—to death, “per-
haps, by the mere fortuitous conjunction
of circumstances? Is there no relief,
no appeal from this hell of hazards?
My God, deacon. think of the girl I love
—and help me!"” _

This was no acting. The appeal went
straight to the deacon’s heart, and its
impulses now had the freer sanction of
his judgment. He had risen to put the
bullet on the table, and now placed his
hand on Branbane's shoulder. The touch
held, as all touches do, the forecast of
the words to comec. o

“You are i an ugly “dilemma, cer-
tainly, Mr. Branbane, but the situation
is hardly as black as you make it. The
most damaging circumstantial evidence,
unsupported by anvthing else,? will
scarcely convict a man of your apparent
standing.”

“ But it will indict me!” said Bran-
bare, without looking up.

“ Possibly,” admitted the deacon.

““And what will life be worth to me
after facing a jury on the charge of mur-
der! 'T'he sting of the suspicion is what
galls.  The verdict matters very little
after that.”

“How can you say so. Mr. Branbane?
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You must see, as your friends will, that
yvou are gmierely the temporary victim of
circumstances.”

Something in  the word ““friends”
lighted up a new vista for Branbanec.
1t brought the Dlood back to his face,
and animation to his voice again. He
looked up and faced the deacon squarely,
as he said:

“ My friends, deacon, will consider
the whole thing an insult and an out-
rage to an honest man. Take that re-
volver and that bullet, and all the for-
tuitous deviltry that the law calls cir-
cumstantial cvidence—take it all, I say,
and lay it Dbefore any of my friends,
and tell them that it incriminates Arthur
Branbane of shooting an unknown man
—in the back—and one and all, if they
do nothing worse, will give you the laugh
or the lie!”

His voice and color had risen while
speaking, and he ended with some of
his old fervor of indignation.

“ You must remember, Mr. Branbane,”
said the deacon, keyed to impressiveness
himself by the other’s outburst, * that
whatever my personal inclinations may
be, I am_officially estopped from believ-
ing anything you say until#it is substan-
tiated. If, howevey, you know what
you say to be strictly true; if, further—
and mark this well—you know that in
the record of your life’ I shall find noth-
ing to connect you, by even the remotest
ramification, with this murdered man—
tiien, Mr. Branbane, you can put your
hand in minec, as into that of a friend
who lelieves you to be the victim of the
most extraordinary circumstances, and
who will do his utmost to free you from
them,” and he held out his hand.

Branbane took it unhesitatingly, and
rosc as he did so, with renewed hope in
face and action.

“1 take it gladly on your own terms,
deacon,” he said, *and I thank you for
it.  The Lord knows T need your help,
as He knows I am innocent of this crime,
and that there is nothing in the known
or unknown records of my life that can
possibly connect me, by direct evidence,
with its perpetration.”

“ Do you mean that circumstantial evi-
dence may establish a  connection?”
asked the deacon. >

‘T mean that I believe now that cir-
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cumstantial evidence can and may do
anything. Although I suppose this mur-
dered man to be an absolute stranger to
me, he may turn out to hear a name that
I have heard or seen. -For all I know,
if my bag is ever found, there may be let-
ters in it belonging to this man, or some
other form of evidence that can be turned
against me. You see, deacon, I am now
prepared for anything from the fiendish-
ly cunning hand that seems to be con-
spiring against me; and 1 can only tell
you beforehand that, whatever else it may
contrive to lay at my door, is no more
known to me at this moment than the ex-
istence of that revolver was.”

“Then you know nothing about the re-
volver ? ” queried the deacon.

“ I never owned one in my life.”

“ Oddly enough,” said the deacon, but
not in an accusing tone, “this is an
American firearm, and only a twenty-
two.”

“ What does that mean?” asked Bran-
bane. “I don’t even know the language
of guns.”

“That means it is of small size,” an-
swered the deacon. ‘ Such a weapon as
is more often carried by gentlemen for
defense than by desperadoes for attack.”

“I see,” satd Branbane. ‘““ And when
did you discover this in my coat?”

“I will be quite frank with you, Mr.
Branbane. 1 didn’t find it there; I put
it there.”

“‘Then this episode has been a mere
trick to test me? " asked Branbane eag-
erly.

‘“ Not-entirely, I am sorry to say,” an-
swered the deacon. “I found this re-
volver in a corner of the seat you had
occupied in the compartment when I
went there to look things over Dbefore
starting on your trail. I only slipped it
into your overcoat-pocket this afternoon,
because I knew the effect of finding it
there could only increase the emotional
test of finding it at all.”

“Then I am glad you made the test,
deacon ; for it seems to have turned the
scales decidedly in my favor,” said Bran-
bane.

“The moment you looked at that re-
volver,” the deacon responded, I was
sure you had never seen it before.”

“ Then, how do you think it came to
be in the compartment?”
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“That involves new speculations,” an-
swered the deacon, ‘“ which it is too late
to reason out to-night. Let us defer them
until morning. I, for my part, am tired,
and ready for a good night’s sleep.”

“So am I,” said Branbane, rising, as
the deacon had already done. ‘““And I
look forward to more rest to-night than
I have had since I came on board—
thanks to having practically convinced
you of my innocence.”

The men shook hands cordially, and
said good night. Branbane retired at
once. But the deacon walked the deck
for another fifteen minutes, turning his
face to the cool night-wind, and his eyes
to the vast peace of the journeying stars,
while his mind sought to read one of the
tiny riddles of human predicament.

CHAPTER VIIL
A THEORY.

T was late the following morning Dbe-
fore the two men came together again.
The deacon had the happy faculty
of always going to sleep wwhen he went to
bed. He had the power of disrobing
mentally as well as physically, and of
shedding all preoccupation with his
clothes. He had slept well, therefore,
and had breakfasted before Branbane
was out of bed.

The American, on the other hand, had
lain awake for sceveral hours before fall-
ing asleep from sheer exhaustion. His
mind was febrile—no longer with worry
on his own account, but with uncontrol-
lable straining after some clue to the real
culprit in this mystery.

Knowing that he had not committed
the murder, he knew that some one else
must have done so; and that he was the
most likely person to discover how, be-
cause he must have been unconsciously
present when it was done.

He tried, therefore, to recall all he
could of the journey from Wolverhamp-
ton to London, and searched his memory
for the least subconscious impression
that might have been registered therc
during his long sleep. But it was hope-
less groping, and -only led him finally
to another sleep in which the harlequin
of dreams gave him an acumen for clues
that sent him through a wild riot of pre-
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posterous adventure. The needed rest of
dreamless sleep only came with daylight,
and lasted late into the mbrning.

He had his breakfast sent to his room,
and dressed leisurely. He then went out
on deck for some air and exercise. 'T'here
he was soon joined by the deacon, and
they’ walked up and down together, chat-
ting of things in general. Very shortly,
however, they turned into Branbane’s
room, and recurred at once to the topic
uppermost in the minds of both.

“Tell me more about the finding of
this revolver, please,” asked Branbane,
opening a drawer in which the weapon
and the bullet had been placed.

‘“ Before leaving Paddington that
night,” began the deacon, “ I went to the
compartment you had occupied. and
searched it thoroughly. I got in and sat
down in your seat—near the farther win-
dow, facing the engine, was it not?”

“ Quite right,” assented the other.

‘1 sat there for a while, looking around
and speculating on various possible solu-
tions of the shooting. It was at this time
that I raised the window far enough to
see it was not broken. After doing this
and letting it slide down again, I sat back
in the seat and struck against something
hard, stuifed down between the cushions.
It was that revolver. One chamber was
empty and bore signs of recent discharge,
and the bullet in my pocket fitted the bar-
rel accurately.”

Branbane, who had listened very at-
tentively to this recital. sat thinking for
a moment before he asked:

“ Don’t you think that the hand that
renioved the bag was the same that put
the revolver where you found it?"”

“ It might be, of course,” replied the
deacon thoughtfully. “ But why the per-
son who left the revolver should take the
bag, I cannot understand. It only weak-
ens the case against you, becausc it re-
moves the only evidence that could con-
nect you with the crime. My noticing
you at the station was, of course, a mere
chance that no one could have foreseen.
Otherwise, nothing but the finding of the
bag and the letters in it could have en-
tangled you in the affair. So why should
any one who had an object in doing this
remove the best means of accomplishing
it?  If you follow my reasoning, Mr,
Branbane, you will see why I felt so sure

" Mine is on that slip of paper.
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that you yourself, through some agent,
had recovered the bag.”

“1 see the force of your argument,”
admitted Branbane. ‘At first T hoped
the disappearance of the bag would lead
to something, but now I am much more
inclined to think the finding of the re-
volver will. What do you think? "

“‘The unexplained removal of the
bag,” replied the deacon, ‘ breaks the
logical sequence of events. The revolver,
it seems to me, must be treated as a sepa-
rate incident, and involves a new line of
deductions.”

‘“ And where do they lead you? " asked
Branbane, eagerly. He spoke with the
suppressed excitement of a ‘man who has
followed a line of reasoning to conclu-
sions that appear too hopeful to prove
entirely logical, and who, therefore, wishes
to entice anticipatory corroboration from
the opinion of another. ‘The deacon
caught his mental attitude from Bran-
bane’s voice and manner, and shaped his
part of the dialogue accordingly.

“'The new deductions lead to new con-
clusions, of course,” he said, in answer
to the last question.

‘ But. what _are they? " insisted Bran-
bane. .

The detective drew a pencil from his
pocket, and wrote with it on a slip of
paper. This he folded and handed to
Branbane. .

“ There,” he said, “ put that away until
I tell you to open it. 1t is quite evident
that you have a theory of your own con-
cerning this murder. Let me hear it.
It will be
interesting, and of real value, perhaps,
to see whether, starting from the same
premises, we deduce the same conclu-
sions.”

“I am more than willing to try the
experiment,” assented Branbane, taking
the slip of paper. ‘ But in order to start
fair, I need to know everything that hap-
pened after I left the station the night
of the murder.” .

The deacon rehearsed carefully and in
detail all that had taken place there. The
other -listened attentitely, and seemed
specially interested in the Mickleham epi-
sode.

“ 1 remember seeing the guard’s name
in the paper,” he said, ‘“ and thinking he
would eventually turn out to be the mur-
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derer.  But soon after I was so over-
whelmed Dby the cumulative evidence
against mysel{ that, although I occasion-
ally thought of this man, 1 saw no way
of connecting him with the crime until
the revolver was found.”

“ And now you do? " asked the deacon.

“Yes; now I do most decidedly,” as-
serted Branbanc. ‘“ And, DLy the way,
now that I have reasoned this thing out,
I am rather surprised that you should
have honored me with so much attention,
and Mickleham with so little.”

“ He is receiving quite as much as you
are, Mr. Branbane,” said the deacon. “ I
detailed a special man from the Yard to
shadow him and arrest him if any new
evidence should warrant it. At the time,
vou must remember, 1 already surmised
in you the other occupant of the compart-
ment, and, therefore, attached less weight
to the appeafances against Mickleham.
There was, moreover, no direct evidence
to implicate him.”

“Then I am in a position to adduce
some,” said Branbane, boldly.

“ Go ahead, Mr. Branbane,” said the
deacon, leaning back in his chair, and
smiling somewhat patronizingly, as one
who consents to hear an argument by
which, however, he does not in the least
expect to be convinced. “I am curious
to hear your thcory, but, of course, I
shall watch for the weak spots in it.”

“ Nothing will suit me Dbetter,” replied
the other confidently.

He then proceeded to rehearse at some
length the events leading up to his taking
the train at Wolverhampton.

He had come to England, only two
weeks before, to complete negotiations al-
ready begun between some English manu-
facturers and American sellers, to form
a trust for their products. The largest
and wealthicst of these producers were in
Wolverhampton. They were powerful
and influential, and proportionately stiff
in their demeanor and demands. With-
out them, however, the undertaking could
not succeed.

After working with them for thrce
dayvs. Branbane saw that he could only
win them over by a modified proposal
which he was emboldened to make as a
last resort, but which, he well knew, only
his personal persuasion coulé Dbring to
ratification in America. ‘The Wolver-
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hampton people had given him just two
wecks in which to get home, lay the mat-
ter before his friends, and cable a defi-
nite acceptance or refusal. They de-
clined to wait a day longer, or to reopen
the matter thercafter.

But even this concession was only
brought about after a highly argumenta-
tive session that lasted from early eve-
ning till three in the morning, and had
to be resumed at nine o’clock for the
adjustment of final details.

“And all this, mind vou,” continued
Branbane, “ came on top of ten days of
similar exertions, only broken by fatigu-
ing travel from place to place. The re-
sult was that I was never more tired in
my life than when I entered the train at

“Wolverhampton.”

“You seem to lav considerable stress
on your exhausted condition,” remarked
the deacon.

“1 do so with a purpose,” was the re-
ply. ‘“ As soon as I was in the compart-
ment I prepared to sleep all the way to
London, if possible. I laid my ticket on
one of the scats, and asked the man who
was afterward shot to hand it to the col-
lector when he caine along. I then got
into the corner, put my feet on the oppo-
site seat, and was asleep hefore the train
started. I awoke at nonc of the stops;
not even when tickets were collected.

“ I remember shifting my position once
or twice, and I probably opened my eyes
in so doing, for I have a sort of smoked-
glass recollection of the train being al-
ways in motion, and of my companion
always leaning forward and looking out
of the center window on his side.”

‘“ Are you habitually a sound sleeper? "’
asked the deacon.

‘ Always,” was the answer. “ Indeed,
it is a subject of joke among my friends.”

“Then,” aid the deacon, smiling en-
couragingly, ‘“ we will consider that you
were so sound asleep as to be really in
a comatose condition, and .abnormally
dulled to outside noises. That is the
point you wishr to make, I suppose?”

‘ Precisely,” a:iswered Branbane, with
evident pleasure at having succeeded so
well. “ But before I enlarge on it, I
wish to establish certain o*her facts. We
are both agreed, I assume, that this deed
was done by a human hand ; not through
any supernatural agency?"”
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“We are quite agreed on that,” as-
sented the deacon.

“Are we also agreed,” continued
Branbane, checking each point on his
fingers, “that no third person was, or
could have been, hidden in the compart-
ment? ” )

““We are,” assented the deacon again.
“The only place where a person might
conceal himself would be under the seats,
and these are blocked to prevent that
very thing.”

“It is also established,” continued
Branbane, “ that the murdered man was
alive at Reading, and was shot between
that place and London, is it not?”

“There can be no reasonable doubt
of it,” was the answer.

“Now, as to how he was shot,” con-
tinued Branbane, speaking slowly and
with suppressed intensity: “ In the com-
partment in question. two long seats,
running the entire width of the car—or
coach, as you would call it—face ecach
other. At cither end is a door. In the
upper half of each door is a sliding
window that lets up and down by means
of a strap. At the end of each row of
seats there are other windows, but these
are stationary ard do not open.”

“Nor were any of them broken,” in-
terrupted the deacon, * for I examined
them.”

“’I’hen,” resumed Branbane, ‘“ as there
was no opening in the roof of the com-
partment, the fatal shot must have been
fired from my side. in order to hit the
stranger in the back.”

“ But the window at your end was
not broken,” interposed the deacon, with
more interest than he 'had hitherto shown
in the discussion.

“How about the door?” suggested
the other.

“ Fire a shot through the door with
that plaything! Impossible!” exclaimed
the deacon, pointing contemptuously at
the small weapon on the table.

“But the door might have been
opened,” insisted Branbane, with the
(uiet assurance of a man making an un-
expected but irrefutable point.

“ By whom?" asked the deacon, with-
out betraying any surprise at the. sug-
gestion.

“ By Mickleham!” said Branbanes
with a sort of climactic triumph in his
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voice, and rising from his chair as he
spoke.

The detective received the climax with
exasperating imperturbability. He looked
sharply at the speaker for a moment, but
his face betrayed neither acquiescence
nor incredulity.

“How do you arrive at that conclu-
sion?” hc asked, after a pause.

Branbane, a little disappointed and
piqued at the other’s passivity and pro-
tracted silence, had turned to the open
port, and was watching Mr. Littlejohn
who happened to be reading in a chair
near by, when the .deacon’s question
caused him to face quickly about.

JIn this way,” he answered: ‘At
Reading, Mickleham discovered that the
stranger carried with 'him, in a pocket
easy of access, what he supposed to be
a very large sum of money. He had
noticed further that this stranger had
been leaning or looking out of the win-
dow most of the way, and might rea-
sonably be expected to do the same thing
during the remainder of it. He also
noticed that I was very sound asleep at
the other end of the compartment when
he was chatting with the stranger dur-

ing the collecting of the tickets at
Reading. How, after the tickets had
been collected, and the train was

in motion again, he decided to shoot the
stranger from the back and then rob him
of his money. To do this he passed
along the outside foot-board that runs
the length of every compartment coach,
opened t