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BETTER THINGS TO COME

TOP-NOTCH MAGAZINE

Well, boys, by the time this number of TOP-NOTCH
reaches your hands, you will begin to realize that we are
very much in earnest in our endeavor to make the TOP-
NOTCH the foremost juvenile magazine in the United
States. Itis notalways easy to make a publication for boys
that will strike them just right. No publisher, however
experienced, is better qualified to know the truth of this
than we are. For over twenty years we have catered
to the wants of youthful readers, and the mere success of
our great publishing
house is, in itself, the
best indication of the

class of matter that we e o C 0 N T E N T S e o

have published.
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There is a splendid story of baseball by Jack Gordon,
in which fear, pluck and cleverness are interwoven to
such an extent that no boy reader can lJet go until he
has Rnished reading it and has settled to his own satis-
faction as to how the lad, who is the principal character
in it, disposes of the superstitions that got the better of
him for a time. Boys, it is a corker, and if you miss it,
you will miss a treat.

Then, ““Towhead Murchison’ comes along. “‘Tow-
head’’ is a very funny
fellow with a lot of
bright ideas, whomakes
you laugh at what ought
to have been a very se-

We have permitted
nothing tawdry or
cheap to go into TOP- -
NOTCH and we never ﬂ
wiil., The past few
numbzars were really
worth while, but the r’
succeeding numbers
will be very.much bet-
ter. We do not intend 'ﬂi-

The Climbers . .

On the Home Plate .

A bsaseball story.

Tow-head Murchison

to stand still. Our
watchword is '‘*On-
ward, ever Onward.”
If you will take the
present number of
TOP-NOTCH and comi--

The Deadwood Trail, .

Serial;

A
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Fighting Bob, of Princeton
Sequel to "Boh Halliday, Frestimun:"”

Proc! that it pays to be aquare.

‘The story of a ratiler who rattled some rascals.

Wherein Lang Strong faces the greatest peril of ell.

Falks With Top-Notch Fellows . Burt L. Standish 35

Hju‘. About “mossbacks” and up-to-date youngsters.

Il rious adventure. If you
have ever read Morgan
Robertson's ‘‘Sinful
Peck,’’ you will know
just how good this
siory is when we say
that, in its way, it is as

. Edwin Larkmore 3

complete {a te)) chapters.

John D. Emerson 14

Jack Gordon 17

good, if not better,
) :W. s.' Story 22 than the story that
Y made Mr. Robertson

famous.

. Gilbert Patten 27 A new contributor,

John D. Emerson, has
given us a clever tale
of preparatory school
lifein ‘‘The Climbers.’’

pare it with the Rrst
number, you will see
just how hard we have. .}
bee n working to get the
right kind of stories.

If we did not want to
spoil the pleasure of
your anticipation of the
good things to come, we would tell you a few things
about the authors who we have engaged to write fcr
TOP-NOTCH hereafter.

The June number is bound to keep every one of its
readers oa the jump while he is going through its pages.

WARVING —Un
thus sviotlnised,

rite ILPAER agvate

ohile in i1s (B, 22 ln 1220011,

The long, complete story is entitled, ‘‘Fighting Bob, of -

Princeton,’’ and was written by that clever author, Edwin
Larkmore, with whose work all Top-Notchers are thor-
oughly familiar,
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It is really a master-
piece which teems
with interest. and is
bound to lmgcr in the
memory of- every one
of eur-readers.

Each installment sees
the interest in ‘'‘The
Deadwood Tratl" augmented and the chapters that
make their appearance in the June number are really
the most fascinating part of the story. Gilbert Patten
is a great author. ‘‘The Deadwood Trail’’ proves it.

" If you know of any author that you would like to see
represented in the TOP-NOTCH, let us hear from you.
The best is not ope bit too good for Twop-Notchers, and

SINGLE COPIES. § CENTS

Copyright, 1918, by Street & Smith. New

1mpeints ace Jally vanle 2y prrads wie dare Leon
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we mean to give it to them if it comes ‘within-the reach
| of oyr pocketbook.
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The July Number of TOP-NOTCH MAGAZINE will be'on sale on June 25th.
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EVERY LINE WORTH READING

= TOP-NOTCH ==
MAGAZINL

OUR AIM: THE LIVELIEST, CLEANEST AND BEST STORIES

VYol. 1, No. 4. JUNE, 1910. , Price 5 Cents

"

FIGHTING BOB OF PRINCETON'
By EDWIN LARKMORE

Author of “Bob Halliday, Freshman.”

In this story you will almost seem to hear the bay of hounds and the crack of the
deer bunter's rifle; in fancy you will see the jack light shine at night and glimpse the
fleeing buck in the shadowy aisles of a Louisiana forest. Big Bob Halliday, his cbhum,

little Billy Frazem and that arch acoundrel, Dr. Dodd, all make beir reappearance.
A yam worth reading !

[LONG STORY, COMPLETE IN TEN CHAPTEHNS]

CHAPTER L news; be had enough to fill a dozen| *“Oh, thunder! Bob, you're the most

pages. But the door hid opened sud-|provoking dog in the world. Well, I'm

denly, and Bob Halliday himself, tragic- | writing to Mirtam—my cousin up-State,
Billy Frazer hated letter writing, but Jally altered in appearance, stood on the|you know. I want you to meet her—but

if you had peeped over his shoulder, as |threshold. . | not looking as you are now! For the

he sat in his room m a New OrleansF Billy’s pen dropped on the note paper|third time, what's happened "

hotel, and had seen the pen travel swift- |and rolled merrily over his writing, |* ‘“Nothing much, Billy. It 1sn’t worth

AN INTERRUPTED LETTER,

ly over the paper, you would have sur-|leaving large black splotches to mark its| telling.” *
mised that the young Princetonian—who | progress. His under jaw fell, and he| “This time [ insist.”
was visiting the Crescent City with his|sank baek in his chair with a gasp. | Bob laughed.

chum, Bob Halliday, for the second time| No wonder Billy was surprised. In-| “It’s easily told. A crowd on a Canal
-—was enjoying the task for once in his|stead of the spruce, well-groomed Bob | Street car. A big, burly negro, dressed
life. Halliday he knew so well, he saw a very| to kill, blocking the platform, A pretty

“I don’t hardly need to tell you, cousin | much battered replica of his chum, with | little Creole trying to squirmm her way
mine,” he wrote, ‘‘that Bob Halliday and | coat sleeve ripped from wrist to elbow, | in
[ are spending the Christmas vacation|his collar in shreds, his hat shapeless,.|

“White trash aren’t suppoéed to butt
in New Orleans. The newspaper men | his clothes mud-bespattered, and his left

in among colored folks, Billy, but, not

have been spreading the glad, good news, | hand bound in # handkerchief, knowing the rules of the game, I butted
and have been raking up the old story| “For Heaven’s sake, what’s hap-|in, and told the big black fellow to move
of Bob’s achietements when we were in | pened?” cried Billy Frazer. aside.

this burg last summer—how he ran to| “Take it easy, old man,” said the big| “He sassed me in the most beautiful
earth a double-dyed scoundrel, who had | Princeton lad, making a bee line for a| English you ever heard. It 'most took
been sailing under false colors in the | Morris chair and dropping into it with|my breath away; but—that girl was
Crescent City Eagles Athletic Club; and|a huge sigh of relief. “I've had excite«|bound to get in i1f I knew anything.
then turned the limelight on an unde-| ment enough for the last half hour, and| “I just slammed my hundred and sev-
sirable citizen known as Doctor Dodd, |I came here to rest up. I've been hav-|enty pounds of solid stuff into the gen-
who promptly took to the tall timber|ing a scrap with Jack Johnson.” tleman’s waistcoat—and the girl got
and hasn’t been heard from since. | “What?” - aboard. That big negro was sure mai,
“There’s a great big whoop for this| *“Well, with a gentleman of his color|Quite right, too, Billy” But I only
strong-muscled chum of mine. But he|and something of the same build. What|laughed and turned my back on him.
deserves 1t all. I tell you, Cousin Miri- |are you doing, Billy?” That's where I made a mistake.
am, Bob Halliday is all right. ®* Some| “Never mind what I am doing,” Billy] “Suddenly he grabbed me by the col-
day -you’ll meet him, and then I expect|retorted. ‘“What's happened? That’s|]ar, and, with a quick jerk, threw me
you to do thc enthusing > - |what I want to know?” off the car. Unfortunately for him, I
There Billy stopped—not for lack of| “I insist,” said Bob quietly. dropped on my feet instead of on my
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hecad, and in just about thirty-four sec-
oads I was back on the car. It was my
time to be mad, Billy; and I was imad
cnough to' have tackled the champion
himself. 1 fling myself smpetuously on
the dressy darky and made a touchdown
with him on the road.

“These New Orleans streets aren'’t the
softest place in the world for a catch-as-
catch-can scrap; and when you add to it
the fact that we've been having a big
rainstorm, you will understand why my
clothes are ruined.

“The negro’s swell hat was in the dirt
by now, and he wasn’t looking quite the
gay sport he had been on the car. In-
cidentally, I hadn’t much to boast about
myself, in the way of dressiness.

“But just then neither of us were
thinking about appearances, When I
wriggled out of his affectionate embrace
and climbed to my feet, I made a little
speech, very short, and I guess not very
sweet, about the demeanor of certain
educated blacks who lose all sense of
decency atter they get an edcation.

“While he was getting his breath, I
told im that Bob Halliday of Princeton
wouldit’t be doing his duty by closing
his eyes to 1incivility or boorishness; and
acdlded the good old traditien pounded
mto us by the festive seniors, that a
Princeton man stands up for womnen of
all sotts at all times, in all places, and
under all circumstances.

“In the middle of my sermon he came
at me so hard he made my teceth rattle.
But I wasn’t asleep, Billy, andI got back
at him with a whizzer that kissed his
right eye. Then Mr. Negro went clean
crazy. With that eye of his poing to
by-bve he hurl=d his hig body at me like
a battering-ram. [ side-stepped. It was
no time to .be nice, Bjlly. I swung a
right jab into his ribs with all the force
I could command.

“It took the breath from him. He
straightened up for a minute, and his
head dropped forward. Then in went
this little old left hand of mine and tand-
e just where the chin meets the neck,
and down'went McGinty---down and out,
Billy.”

“Bob! Bob! Bob!” cried Billy Fra-
zer. “You're the best-natured fellow in
the world; nevcrtheless, you seem to
take unholy joy in a fat and juicy scrap,
.Shame on you! [Iic! fie! If you don't
behave, I'fl ship you back to Princeton.
Retter call up the doctor and see to that
hand of yours right away.”

“Nonsense, Billy. A basin of hot wa-
ter and a little peroxide, and T'll be all
right. I fight shy of doctors after our
little escapade with Doctor Dodd last
summer.,”

“You busted up poor old Dodd’s sani-
tartum, all right.” said Billy, laughing.
“And from what I can hear, the doctor
hasn’t reported since.” -

“No, I guess he will stay lost fo
kecps.”

Go

“By the way, Spencer oi the Crescent
City Eagles has been here,” said Billy,
follewing Bob Halliday into the bath-
room and sitting on the side of the tub
while the big fellow held his hand under
the hot-water spigot.  “They have
planned a big time banquet for to-night,
and you're to be the king pin.”

“Say, Billy, just you run along and
tell them that I am indisposed. That’s

the polite word for the occasion, isn’t
it 2"

“No, sirree!” cried Billy stoutly, with |

his hands clasped around his knees and
his head bobbing a positive refusal
“You’re coming along if I have to take
you in an ambulance, This is where [
get the chance of my lifc to make a
speech, and I wouldn’t miss it for any-
thing.”

“All right, Willie, dear,” said Bob,
grinning. ‘‘“The little boy shall speak
his little speech. Telephone them I'll be
there on time.”

Billy Frazer had referred casually to

Doctor Dodd, of Dodd’s sanitarium ; but

neither he nor Bob Halliday had the
least idea that tife notorious doctor was
at that moment. within a stone’s throw
of the hotel!

Dodd’s sanitarivm was an institution
supposedly for the cure of the insane,
hut actually for the incarceration of
perfectly sane persons, who, under the
doctor’s “treatment” speedily lost their
reason,

Bob Halliday had exposed the place;
and. Dodd had fled from the State. That
eught to have hecen the last of the ras-
cally doctor, so far as the city of New
Orleans was concerned.

And it probably would have been, if
the Princeton iads hadn’t gone South
during the Christmas recess. But Daoc-
tor Dodd—hiding his identity under an
alias in a town in Texas—caught sight
of a newspaper paragraph announcing
Boh’s arrival in New Orleans; and as
he read the laudatory comments on the
famous Princetonian, black rage surged
in his heart.

A wild desire for revenge overcame
all regard for prudence, and he hoarded
a train for the Crescen® City determined
to take stern reprisals upon the youth
who had put his “sanitarium” out of
bustness.

At the moment when Bob was telling

Billy Frazer of his cncounter with the

negro. Doctor Dodd was sitting on the
end of a long pier, gazing out with eyes
full of hate at the sluggish river.

[ T -
He caught up his broad-brimmed hat

| from the pier, where he had thrown it,
and, pressing 1t down over his brow,
'started back uptown.

| Half an hour later Doctor Dodd was
climbing the steps of a gayly painted
frame house, whose gaudy decorations
were strangely in contrast with the quiet,
blagk-lettcred sign on the door, which
read:

Proressor Aramo MavLoLo,

Clairvoyant,

Dodd pushed the electric button three
times and waited impatiently. ’

Finally the door was opened cau-
tiously, and a negro in uniform ap-
peared in the entrance.

The docter shoved him aside roughly,
and pushed into the house.

| “Three rings, Cato!” he said irascibly.

1.
lit 2"

“That means me! Have you forgotten

“Ah’s mos” outrajous glad to see you,
|doctah,” drawled the negro. “But it’s
been so long since you've been heah, I
done fergot. Besides, Ah done be ’ten-
din’ Perfessah Malolo.”

“Huh! Morc likely you’ve been
asleep,” sneered Dodd. ‘“Where's Ma-
lolo ?”

Cato rolled his eyes and nodded in the
direction of a door before which hung a
crimson curtain. Ncar by, on a stand, a
red Iamp was burning.

The hall was strangely ornamented
with curious swords and spears, shields
and lanees, and various warlike gear,
plainly of native African manufacture.
The wall paper was a network of crawl-
ing, snake-like and spidery forins.

“He’s in there, is he?” asked Dodd,
looking at the crimson curtain, “Well,
yvou needn’t bother to announce me, Il
go right in.”

The negro laid a hand on the doctor’s
sleeve,

*’Scuse me, sah, but Ah got ordehs
dat on no ’count is de perfessah to be
disturbed.”

“Why not? Another trout in his net,
[ suppose?”
| “Boss, she’s jes’ de lubbliest critter
| vou ebber laid yo’ bohn sight upon,”
| whispered the negro, rolhng his e7e¢s e¢c-
statically.

“Well, Cato, you get in there quictly
aind whisper into his gentle ear that I
| want him to hustle things to oblige me.
I T'm in a hurry, and T want to have a
quiet conversation with him right now—

Halfway down the pier a gang of|you understand?”

longshoremen were noisily unloading a
cargo of bricks irom a steamer. But the
end of the pier, where the doctor sat,
was cdegerted, andd he was free to pursue
his musings undisturbed. |

“I'Il et even with that bantam now,”

The negro nodded and slipped away.

CHAPTER I1.

¢ BEHIND THE CURTAIN.
Behind that reqd curtain was a laroe

he hissed: “and nothing will give me so [room, papered and ormamented as gres-

much pleasure as revenge.”

gle

somely and gretesquely as the hall with-
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out, and fitted with all manner of appli-
ances dear to the heart of a necroman-
cer, including a great crystal globe,

In.addition, in a low ftreplace at one
end a fire of red coals burned, and
above this fire hung a sputtering black
pot, suspended from an ancient iron rod.

On a rich rug before this fire. squatted
a herculean negro, with a face and body
as black as ebony. The only clothing
for the upper portion of his huge body
was a leopard skin. Below that was a
loin cloth, and a dress of soft tanned
and ornamented leather, His feet were
bare, as were also his legs to the knees.
On his head he wore a green turban,

His eyes were closed, and he swung
his muscular body €o and fro with a
weaving motion, while from Lis lips there
came at times mutterings that were un-
intelligible, with now and then a few
notes of a strange, wild chant, rising and
falling, and occasionally filled with sud-
den savage passion. |

On a low stceol near him sat a young
mulatto woman, richly dressed, with dia-
monds sparkling in her ears and on her
fingers. Her eyes were fixed with
strange fascination on his face, There)
was paint on her cheeks, giving them a
rich red which was quite unnatural. §
Now and then she gasped, and pressed
her ringed hands to her bosom.

On the paneling at the side of the fire-
place a low knocking sounded. The
young mulatte woman started, and
glanced inguirmgly in that direction.

The giant negro continued his chant
and the weaving motions of his huge,
black body. |

The knocking sounded again. It was
an eerie thing, and the woman, who
was filled with superstitious awe, was
ready to believe that Malolo had called
up the spirits of the dead. But the
black man seemed not to hear the tap-
ping, and continued his incantations.

Cato came créeping back through the
hall to where Doctor Dodd sat waiting. ]

He shook his head, and made a mean-
ing gesture.

“I must wait, eh?”’ growled Dodd.

Meanwhile, behind the curtain, Malolo
rose from the rug beéfore the fire, and
leaned over the pot. He stirred it with
what looked like a huge bone. Then,
with a2 long ladle, he poured the liquid
slowly over a roughly fashioned ball of
horse hair,

“The Taws of this land do not permit
me to exercise my rightful heritage as a
high priest of Voodoo,” he said in a de-
jected tone, and without a trace of negro
dialect in his speech. “The ancient rites
are forbidden me, and I have to adopt
an amended form, which is often dis-
pleasing to the Great Shadow.”

He looked keenly at the woman, and
continued impressively :

“I warn you that this charm may fail;
but come to me again, my sister, and we

Go

will try to placate the shades with a
more worthy offering.” |

The woman looked at him with bright,
frightened eyes, as he placed a snake-
skinp bag in her yellow hands, shivering
when she touched it.

“Wear 1t next to your heart,” said the
high priest of Voodoo.

For an instant the

Cato was summoned to escort the dis-
ciple to the door.

Cato took the opportunity to whisper:
“Doctah Timothy Dodd is heah, sah;
an’ he’s in a drefful hurry, sah.”
“Dodd! Poor old Dodd!” exclaimed
Malolo. “Send him in, Cato.”

“YCS, sah.”

Cato led the beringed yellow woman
out of the room and along the dimly
lighted hall. Opening the outer door, he
watched her hurry down the steps,
clutching the ‘“cha’'m” given her by Pro-
fessor Malolo.

Then he turned back to where Dodd
was waiting; and throwing aside the
heavy curtain, swung open the door be-
hind it, ushering the doctor into the
incantation dert of the black necroman-
Cer,

‘In all New Orleans there was not a

man better known or more feared by
{the negroes than Professor Malolo.

the white race, he was known by a few
sickly sentimental women, who wvisited
him sutreptitiously to learn what the fu-
ture had in store for them.

Doctor Timothy Dodd knew he was a
faker, but he respected his very consid-
eraMe talents. relied on his aid and
friendship, apd feared his great genius
for evil.

There were not many men more evil
than Doctor Dodd himself; vet tn the
world of cunning, cruelty and deception,
he acknowledged one superior, and that
was Malolo.

CHAPTER III.
THE BEAST.

Malolo stood, with feet apart, in the
centre of the room, his knotted arms
crossed over the leopard skin on his
broad chest, and regarded Timothy Dodd
with a strange smile.

“Poor old Dodd !” was his greeting. “I |

heard about the exposure of your sani-
tarium several months ago, and I
thought you had left town.”

“T did, but I'm back again,”’ said Dodd.
“I’'ve been living under an assumed
name in Texas, but a man can’t huild
Up a new répytatibn in a few months.
My sanitarium is closed, and-I am down
and out.”

“Just as 1 was a little while ago,”
retorted Malolo. “See this eye of mine!
It would show black it T was a white
man. Dodd, what do you think of a
stripling who stands up to a grant like

gle

ghost of a sm'ile?
flitted over his countenance, and then|

To |Y

me and sends me to sleep with a punch
under the chin?”

“Weli, there’s only one stripling I can
| think of who might do a thing like that;
and he’s the one who got into my sani-
tarium. I swear if I ever lay my hands
on Halliday, I'll -

“Halliday! Halliday !’ roared Malolo,
taking a stride forward, his eyes glow-
ing. “What was this Halliday like ?”

“Little more than a kid. A big,
strong-muscled, clean-limbed young fel-
low, with a twinkling eye that would de-
ceive Satan himself. It deceived me
when he palmed himself off on me as a
nervous wreck.” .

“That’s the man!” cried Malolo. “Hal-
liday—that’s what he said: ‘Remember
Bob Halliday, of Princeton.’”

“What are you talking about?” de-
manded Dodd.

“I'm telling you that he’s the fellow
who knockeg me down in the street,
Think of it, Dodd! Set upon by this
youngster—me, Malolo!”

It was Dodd’s turn to grin now, but
his evil face couldn’t long retain a smile.
He promptly set his teeth, and the lines
of hate deepened around his mouth,

“That gives us commen cause,” he
|said with a satished grimace. “I want
|to get back at Halliday, and I know

ou’ll help me now.”

“Help you?” echoed Malolo. “I'll
give up everything to teach that ygung
upstart a lesson.”

“I have a plan,” said Dodd, after a
pause.

And, as Malolo seated himself, the
quack proceeded to set forth the details
lof as dastardly a scheme as ever scoun-
drel conceived.

* “Bully!” cried Malolo finally, and
rubbed his great hands together in an-
ticipation. “You leave it to me. When
we get him here——" He did not finish
the sentence, but the look in both pairs
|of eyes spoke of a merciless reprisal.

| The outer bell rang, and Timothy
|Dodd grew even paler than before.

“This way,” whispered Malolo to
Dodd, whistling the words through his
sharpened teeth. He pressed his Engcrs
against the side of the fireplace, and
Dodd’s eyesvopened wide as he saw one
of the great oak panels move slowly out-
ward. '

“It connects with two secret fooms up-
| stairs,” explained Malolo. “You'll be
safe enough up there, even if the detect-
ives get a hint that you are in New Or-
leans again. I'll send Cato to you after
a time.”

Timothy Dodd slipped through the
| hole, and discovering a stairway that
led upward, began to grope his way
| toward the top of the stairs, finding him-
self presently in a room under the roof.

Here he looked about the room. In
the dead silence he heard the sound of
heavy breathing. It startied him, for,
he had thought himself alone in that




6 !

TOP-NOTCH MA

GAZINE

—

part of the house. There was a door on
his right, connecting with an adjoining
roori. He put his ear against the key-
hole of the door and stood listening.

The breathing ceased.

“Something singular about that,”” he
said to himself, but, after a while, hear-
ing nothing further, he began to wonder
;1f his fancy or his fears had not tricked

im.

“It may have been the wind, after
all. I guess I’m getting nervous.”

Presently he gave another start of
surprise and alarm, for thig time he
heard a low shuffling, as if the occupant
of that other room were moving about.

“Yes, there's a man in there, sure!”
was his conclusion. He wondered if
Malolo had not secreted some other fu-
gitive in that part of the house.

To settle the matter, he crept down
the stairs and reached the bottom. There
were voices in the professor’'s studio,
and Dodd waited unt:l he heard Cato
summoned to show the visitor out.
Then bhe rapped softly.

“Well 7 asked the big black, sliding
the panel aside and thrusting his tur-
Laned head in the Opening. “What's
troubling you now, Dodd

“There’s a man in that other raom
up there,” Dodd whispered. “I first
heard him breathing, and then I heard
him walking about.”

Malolo's meuth extended in a broad
grin, and he laughed boisterously.

“We'll see what it is,” he said.

Squeezing his big body through the
opening, he closed the panel, and led the
way up the narrow stairs, Dodd follow-
ing ¢lose behind him,

‘In that room,” Dodd whispered, when
they had gained the upper story; and he
potnted toward the door behind which
he had heard the ominous sounds.

“Suppose we investigate,” suggested
Malolo good-naturedly. “It happens to
be a dark room, so we’ll take a light.”
He put a match to a candle on a nearby
table -, then, taking a key from a pocket
in the leopard skin, he fitted it to the
door.

Timothy Dodd stood well back in the

tion.

When the door was flung open, Dodd
could scarcely repress a yell of fear, for
out of that room shambled a hairy crea-
ture that was half-man, half-beast.

Doctor Dodd started to retreat, but
Malolo put a hand on his shoulder and
laughed harshly.

“It’s only Baku,” he said; “the bright-|

est gorilla in the world.”

The fierce beast glared at the terri-
fied Dodd.

Malolo patted the big
chuckled gleciully:

“AS
friends.” he explained.
down, sirl”

brute and

“Yere, Baku:

harmless as a kitten—to my

: . | Bob Halliday.
passage, breathing hard with expecta- | .
'vial spirits around the table went wup

The gorilia growled, but groveled be-
fore him.

Timothy Dodd <eased his efforts to
escape, but retreatcd to the wall and
stared at the beast.

"IFor goodness sake, Malolo, take that
thing out of here! What do you call it?
Not an orang-outang ?”

"A yeung gorilla,” said Malolo, with

a horrid grin. "1 forgot to tell you
about Baku. He 1is harmless to my
friends.”

“And to your enemies?”

“Heaven help them, i1f Baku gets his
grip on them; he would brecak a man’s
back like a pipestem. He'll not trouble
you, sniew that he knows you are my
friend.”

Then he seized the big beast by the
hair of the neck and hustled hun back
into the room, closing and locking the
door on him.

- CHAPTER 1IV.
WIEN GOOB FRLLOWS GET TOCETIIER.

“Fellows,” began Spencer, the presi-
dent of the Crescent City Eagles, beam-
ing down the long table spread in the
billiard room of the famous New Or-
leans athletic association. ‘“Fcllows,
why are we hcre?”

“\We're here because we'rc here,”’ chir-
rupted little Billy Frazer, from his seat
beside Bob Halliday at the centre of the
table.

A ripple of laughter followed the sally,
and before Spencer could proceed; with
his oration the guests wetre chanting in
chorus to the tune of “Auld Lang
Syne” : ¢

“We're here because we’re here because

~ We’re here because we're he—ec—ere,

Wce're here because we're here becatise
We're hiere because we're here”

“Fellows. try to be serious,” pleaded
Spencer. “This is an ausSpiciouns occa-
sion. I can’'t make much ef a speech,
but I want to convey the good wishes
of this club to our guest of honor to-
mght, the fearless lad from Princeton,
y. 1 need not 3
But he got ne fyrther.

From the jo-

shrieks of “’Ray for Rob Halliday!”
“What's the matter with Princeton?”’
“Oh, you Rohert!”

A young graduate from Tulane leaped
to his feet, and, waving his arms, yelled:

“Fcllows. a Princeton cheer for Halli-
day! Arc you ready? Take your time
from me:

“’Ray, 'ray, ‘ray!
Tiger, tiger, tiger!
Sizz. sizz. si1zz!
Boom. boom, hoom !
Ah. ah, ah!
Haltiday ! Halliday! Hallidav!”

“Now, then,” shouted the Tulane man,
“give him a locomotive. Ready?”
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And they repeated the yell with en-
thusiasm.
“Speech ! speech!” they cried. “Speech

from Halliday! Sit down, Spencer!
Halliday ! Halliday!”

Spencer had prepared an oration over
which he had spent many nerve-racking
hours, and he was disposed to be angry;
but his unfailing good humeor asserted it-
self, and he sank back into his chair
;vhile Billy Irazer hoisted Bob to his
cet.

“Thank you, fellows,” said Bob, his
eyes shining. *“\When [ was in New Or-
leans last summer, I tell you I was
mighty glad to find such a fraternal
spirit here in the South: and I went back
to Princeton fecling that there was no
more North and South, but that we were
just jolly gead fellows the country
over,”

The phrase “jolly good fellows”
caught the fancy of the club members,
and as Bol resumed his seat they sang,
“For he’s a jolly good fellow” in a
mighty chorus,

“Fellows, there’s another Princeton
man here,” said Spencer, when the din
had subsided. *“I mean Mr. Frazet)”

“Frazer! 'Ray for Frazer!” they
sheuted. And the Tulane man was on
his feet again ¢calling for a “locomotive.”

Billy was in no way unnerved, and
while the yell was being given he shout-
¢ed in Bob’s car:

“You did pretty good, old man; but
this s where 1 get my chance to tell
some funny stories. You're a peach on
the gridiron or the diamond, but you're
not m it with me as an orator. Keep
your ears apen and you’ll learn how to
enthrall the mob, son.”

There were calls for a speech, and
Billy Frazer rose and spread his hands
on the table after the fashion of the ex-

perienced after-dinner speaker. He wait-

ed for a moment, and then-—suddenly
out went the lights.

There was a wild yell of laughter, and
Billy, leaning back to where the big
freshinan eught to have been, said:

“Guess they don't like speeches. after

all. Bob. \What do you say? Shall I
give it to “em in the dark?”

No answer from Bob Halliday.

“How about it, old man?” He put

out a hand and groped for Bob's shoul-
der. He touched nothing but air. Sit-
ting down. he did some more groping.

“Sav, Boh, where the deuce are you?”
he shouted.

His hand at last encountered Bob's
chair; but it was upturncd on the floor.

Some one struck a match, and by its
glare Billy looked for his chum—looked
in vain. Bob Halliday had vanished.

Bob had heen leaning hack in this
chair, preparing to enjoy Rilly [‘razer’s
Fhumor. when the lights went out. Simul-
taneousiy he felt two patrs of arms en-
circle him. A hand was pressed around
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He reached the hotel before Billy
Frazer, and was under the blankets whens
his chum came 1n.

When Billy switched on the lights he
exploded in a storm of objurgations,

“Bob—you here! Now, what Oh,
hang it, Bob, I'm the most disgusted
feliow in New Orleans !”

“What's biting you, Billy?” came from

his windpipe. Something fell with a
crash on his head—then came uncon-
sCioUsness.

He awoke, not suddenly, not with a
start, but gradually. The throbbing pain
in his head brought the scene most viv-
idly before his mind. .

\Without intending to take any precau-
tions, he very carefully and very slowly

opened his eyes. | the bed.
He foun.d himself in a cab that was| “S\Where have you heen?” Billy de-
rolling rapidly over the cobbles. Oppo- |manded, “I've been scouting the town

sitc him sat two well-dressed men in
evening suits; but something that Bob
saw in the dim light of the cab sent the
blood with a rush to his face,

Each of the men held a pistal on his
knce,

At that moment thie men were not
bothering about him. They had not even
taken the trouble to bind his hands.
That crack on the head was deemed
sufficient to keep the Princeton lad quiet
for a long time.

And it would have been, if Bob’'s
head had not been seasoned by many a
hard thump on the Princeton athletic
field.

The men were conversing in under-
tones, but loudly enough for Bob to

CatCh the words, I uol ) . .
9 : 1, they'll put it down to a practical
Huh! A hundred ts a pretty measly joke, as Spencer suggests. You can

sum for a job like this,” one of them | blame it on my bashfulness”
was saying, | |

: o Billy shook his head doubtfully.
“Oh, quit your kickin’,” was the oth-{ “The police ought to know about it,”
er's retort. “A hundred down when we|he declared. |
hand over our man ts better than five] “Xo Billy. \We'll investigate the mat-
hundred promises. And I've never|ier for ourselves. It isn't big enough
known his nibs to {ail yet in producing |for a police inquiry, and I don't want
the stuff.” the fellows to think I was a coward.”
Bob was not greatly interested in the] “But what do you make of it, Bob?”
conversation, though he would have| “Don’t know. But I'll stake my di-
given 2 good deal to know who “his|ploma we’ll round up the man who en-
nibs” was, He was much more inter-|gineered the abduction. And 1 might
ested 1n his own safety; and the prox-|make a shrewd guess and say that we'll
imity of the two men gave him a sud-|find he's a chap with four letters in his
den idea. name.”’
He took a dcep breath, quietly worked| “I)-o-d-d,” Billy spelled out.
the muscles of his arms, then flung him-| And Bob nodded.
self at his captors, To Spencer alone Bob told the real
With unerring accuracy. each of his|story of his disappcarance from the ban-
hands met a check, and cxerting all his |quet. The other club members took it
strength, he hrought the two heads to-|as Spencer had suggested—an excellent
gether with a terrific crash. piecce of fun. And they added many
\With a lightning turn, he slammed his [laughable details when reporting the oc-
shoulder against the door, It was|curence to their friends.
locked, of course, but the man who had| Spencer was much worricd, and he
bucked the line time and again went|and Bob talked the matter over for
threugh th¢ door as if it had been made | several hours. :
of pastehoard. “Well,” said Spencer fnally, “you'll
In a moment he was on the street and | have to he careful, Bob. Meamvhile, if
runntng for his life. you can take yout mind off the thing for
He had no mind to try conclusions|a minute or two. I want to tell you
with the two men when they crecovered|something I meant to spring on you in
and rcalizéed what had happened. Two|imny specch at the bangquet.”
armed men, with the probahle assistance] “What is 1t?"”
of the cab driver, were too great odds] “\\Vell the fellows want to show vou

for you, and the club hoys are on fire
with all sorts of theories about your
abduction—and here you are safe in bed!
I guess Spencer was right. He sug-
gested it was some joke of yours, engi-
neered with the help of the waiters, Oh,
you make me sick!”

“Biily, the club theories aren’t so very
far wrong,” said Bob seriously. “But
we’ll adopt Spencer’s explanation for
publicationr. Listen, here’s the story.”

Then he told Billy of his abduction

two men.

“But, see here, Billy. Don’t say a
word about this. Do you hear?” he con-
cluded.

“But what will the fellows think?"

1

for Bob to tackle single-handed and un-fas good a time as they can while you |

armed. In the present circumstances helare 1™ New Orleans. and thev have
decemad discretion the better part of|planned a hunting trip for you. The
valer, and lie felt ne shame at runnfhg |decr are nat very big in the Iouisiana
away. lowlands, but they make up for it in
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you fineS port.

and of his encounter in the cab with the

nimbleness, and I think I can promise
What do you say to a
day or two on the runways?”

Bob was not very keen about gunning,
but the “day or two on the runways”
appealed to him, and he was grateful
to the Eagles for thetr thoughtfulness,
He gave his promise to be on hand, and
Spencer went off to complete arrange-
ments.

CHAPTER V.
WOLF IN N.AME AND NATURE.

Bobr was glad enough to leave New
Orleans, which had been a little too ex-
citing, even for him, and to get away
to the quiet of the lowlands for a few
days.,

Arrived at the camping grounds, Spen-
cer was eager to exhibit the kennels to
Boh Halliday.

“If there is one thing we're proud of,”

saidd Spencer, “it's the dogs. We think
we have the pick of the Southern
hounds.”

They were indced a fine lot, of the
best hload n the South. In looking them
over and descanting cn their good qualii-
ties, Spencer pointed out one of the ne-
groes who had charge of them, at the
same time informing Bob that this datky
had been chosen as his attendant.

“Comie here, Ben1” said Spencer, sum-
moning the black indicated, and smiling
when the negro shuffled forward, hat in
hand, with a low bow that seemed to
indicate the acme of meekness and trusta
worthitiess.

The negro was a big fellow, with pow-
erful limhs and shoulders,

“Ben, this is Mr. Halliday,” said Cap-
tain Spencer. “He and his friend, Mr.
Ifrazer, arg the guests of our party on
this trip, ad 'm going te trust you to
look after them and see that they get all
the chances that arc coming to them in
the way of sport. \We want them to
have the time of their lives while thcy
are with us, understand?’

Ben bobbed his head vigorously.

“Yas, sah!” he satd. “Ah’s ready to
serve dese veah gem’men, sah.”

“Nou had a look over the hunting
grounds yesterday, Bent?”

- ““Ah shuah did, sah,”

“We'll have some good hunting, don’s
you think{§

“It'l] be fine, sah, in mah °pinton. Me
an’ Sam done gone down to'ads dat
hayou yist'day aft noon, soon as we done
git heah, an’ we foun’ deer sign a-plenty,.
Nem canchrakes an’ willer scrub along
de ribber am full ob sign, sah: and off
tn cJ¢ ma'shes an' in de swanips dey was
mo’ sign.  Yas, sah, de huntin’s gwine to
he pow'ful good. in mah "pinion.”

“And the dogs are all right, Ben?”

“Tines' in de worl’, sah”

He rolled his eyes toward the hounds
that were now frisking round the group.

“Dat yeah Woit”—he pointed to a big
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gaunt hound which was tearing viciously
at a bone—"ef he strike er trail he ain’
nevah gwine to leave it, sah., He hang
to it lack a ’possum to a ’simmon tree
limb, sah.”

“You're to keep clese to Mr. Halhiday,
Ben,” Spencer directed. “So that you'll
be near to help him in any way he
wishes. You'll pull the boat for him
when we go jack-light hunting, and
yowlt be given charge of his outht.
Take the dogs away now.”

The black called the dogs about him
and led them away.

“That dog Ben calls Wolf looks dan-
gerous,” said Bob thoughtfully; “and I'd
watt a mighty good testimonial as to his
character before I made a special friend
of him.”

“Testimonials have gone out of style,
Bob. I took the dog on its merits; just
as I took Ben.”

“Didnt't the darky bring you any rei-
erences ?” .

“No. He had heard that we were
organizing a hunt, and he applied for
a pdsition. But I think you'll find that
you've got a3 valuable aide.”

Bob had no occasion to doubt the ac-
curacy of Captain Spencer’s judgment
that day.

Ben was always near when needed,
and away when he was not wanted. He
cleaned the guns, built fires, anticipated
wishes, and made himself as useful as
Bob could wish.

Billy Frazer was especially delighted

with him.

\Vfen the hunting began, Ben was|

given full charge of the dogs. He had

already been attending
but now he had assistants.

Wolf was sick that morning, which

seemed to worry Ben a good deal.

“Dis yeah Wolf done got away f'um
me dat fust day we was heah,” he ex-
plained,” “and dat’s what's de matter
wid himi, He struck a trail an’ wouldir’t
come back nohow. Ah called him. De
trouble wif Wolf am dat he been kep’
too clost in de city, an’ w'en he’s turned
out heah it’s pow'ful ha'd to keep him
downn. He’s jest so plumb full ob life
dat he'll ran like a lokymotuv; dat's
what, boss. An’ den he jes’ goes an’

fills hisself full ob swamp wateh
'Course he gets sick. Dat’s what’s
hurtin’ Wolf. Doan’ you =Worry, sah,

he'll be all right soon.” ,
Speticer shook his head dubiously.
“Better leave himu in the kennels to-

day,” he said. “I'll be just as weil sat-
isfhed if he doesn’t join the hunt. He's
got too much of the wolf about him for
my peace of mind, anyway, You leave
him here.”

“Yas, sah: I'll do it.”

Dut when the hunting party had
driven to the section where they were
to begin the hunt, it was found that
Wolf had jained the pack.

“He done break away. sah” Ben ex- lwif
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to them closely, |

|boss.” he cried delightedly.

plained. “Ah chain him to de kgnnel,
sah, and Ah doan't know how Wolf done
it; but heah dat blessed dog is. Now
whut Ah gwine tuh do?’

The party spent half a day following
fruitless scents, but finally a fresh trail
was struck; and the dogs went bellow-
ing and booming off through the woods,
hot on the scent.

Bob Halliday and Billy Frazer were
stationed at runways, near together, the
distance separating them being but one
or two hundred yards.

Ben had announced that, jn his exam-
ination of the hunting grounds, the deer
he had started had come out that day at
the runways now watched by the Prince-

| tonians; hence Spencer and the other

members of the Eagles taking part mn
the hunt, insisted that Bob Halliday
and Billy Frazer should stand near
those openings. With fine Southern
hospitality they desired their guests to
have the best chances that might come.

There was a decaying tree stump at
a distance of some fifty yards from the
edge of the swamp, and here Bob took
his stand, gun in hand, listening to the
musical notes of the hounds, which now
tose and fell on the quiet air.

The baying sounded nearer, seeming-
ly conung from the heart of the low,

bush-grown, swampy land that, at this

point, stretched away for a long dis-
tance.

With a quickeming pulse Bob fixed his
eyes on the bushes.

Suddenly there was a flash of tan, on

which the sunlight glinted for a moment.

Bob had no time to take aim, but he
sent a shot in the direction of the streak
of light.

The deer, unharmed, filed on, turning
again to the swamp,

“Better luck next time)”
mented philosophically.

The sounds of the dogs died away,
but Bob retained his position on the
stump, gun in readiness. In the dead
silence he heard a crackling of the
branches to his right, which caused him
to swing his weapon to his shoulder.
Very cautiously a long gray nose was
thrust out on the runway, and a keen
pair of eyes gazed inquisitively at the

Bob com-

stump.
Bob’s gun spoke on the instant, and
a big buck tumbled headlong almost at

his feet. It was one of the largest that
had been shot in the lowlands that sea-
son, and Billy sent up a yell of victory.

Ben was ‘the first on the scene to offer
congratulations&

“Dat am de fines’ deer Ah ebber seed,
“De fines’
And in his exuberance of glee

Then he

ebber!”

he gave Bob a mightv hug.

stepped hack, full of apologies.
“Ah shuah dooe forgit mase’t, boss,”

he stammecred. “Ah was so taken up
¥

“That’'s all right, Ben,” said DBob,
laughing; and then he turned suddenly,
and saw Wolf, the ferocious hound
which Ben had added to the pack, come
loping through the opening, eyes atlame,
snarling viciously. Its hair was ridged
stifly along its back, and its lips were
drawn back, showing two rows of the
most formidable teeth Bob had ever
seen. 4

Halliday had a premonition of dan-
ger, for, despite Ben’s protests, he sus-
pected the viciousness of the brute,

He had no time to think whether the
amimal was mad. He was only con-
scious that danger menaced him.

For a moment the big hound
crouched; then, with a long-drawn how]
that sounded like a cry of pain, he
leaped straight at Bob,

It was a prodigious leap, and Bob's
shot, which had been aimed straight into
the yawning jaws, checked the mad-
dened animal, and Wolf rolled in the
dust of the runway, dead,

Billy Frazer, hearing the shot, has-
tened to the spot, and stopped aghast at
the stght of the dead hound, at which
Bob was gazing with a puzzled expres-
sion from a seat on the stump of the
tree,

“SYhat’s up?
cried Billy.

Bob nodded.

“1 knew he was a vicious brute,”' he

Did he attack you?"

|said, “but I eannot understand his at-

tack on me, at that.”

“Where did that nigger get to?” asked
Billy Frazer suddenly.

“Guess he's scared to death, Billy.
Hey, there, Ben!” Bob’s voice rose to
a shout.

“Ah’s a-comin’.” The response, ut-
tered in a shaking falsetto, and sound-
ing. most unhlike the burly negro, came
from the dense undergrowth, and pres-
ently Ben shufled timidly out from his
shelter. .

The whites of his eyes gleamed, and
his face had a certain venomous look,
which was quickly changed to one of
commiseration as he came up.

“Fo’ de Lawd’s sake!” he cried, gaz-
ing awe-stricken at the dead hound.

“That pet dog of yours is dead,” said
Billy Frazer. “Good riddance, too, if
you ask me.” -

“Daid! Wolf daid!” cried the negro,
dropping down beside the body of the
hound.

The black’s mouth gaped o}en,_ show-
ing his teeth, A look that was half ad-
miration of these young {ellows, and
half fear, flitted across his black face
and was gone as soon as it came.

e ‘He's daid, all right!’ wailed Ben,
scrambling up from his knees. “Daid!
Sho’ nuff! Boss, dat yeah dog war de
fines’ dog I ebber seed. Am* dere warn't
nothin’ de matter wif him. "Deed dere
waren’t”’

“Forget the dog, Ben, and tell me
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where this  confounded stench comes
from,” interrupted Bob, becomung con-
stious of 2 nauseating odor.

“Seems to e it's ripht under our
noses,” said Billy I‘razer, sniffing.
“[hew! Great Scott, Bob, your coat
sticlls like an apothecary's shop.”

"My coat!” bBob had it off in a trice,
and was holding 1t at armn’s length, peer-
ing keenly at a dark stain traced from
the collar to the waist line. “That's it.

\Woof! Here, Den, whut do you make
of 1t?” And he flung the coat at the
negra,

“Dat’'s f'um one oh dese heah trees,
sal,” said the ncgro promptly. “Some
ob dem has de mos” almighty lam-
squashus smeJl; dey shuah has.”

“Well, Ben, if you've any mercy in
your soul, hunt up a stream and try to
rid my coat of the odor.”

“Shuah, sah,,I get dat yeah stream
right away.” And he was off through
the trees with a whoop.

“There’s a cheeriul idiot for youl”
cried Billy IFrazer, laughing, as the hugc
ncgro hounded along,

Jut Billy would have changed his
opinion about the cheeriulness of Ben
if he had seen the look of hate that set-
tled over the f{fcilow’s black face when
he had gone a few yards. Ihis eyes
ghttered wickedly, and his great hands
gripped the coat as if he would tear it
to picces.

“Ben’s cheerful enouglh,” said Bob
Halliday; “but therc 1sn't much of the
idiot ahout him. There's a certain
shrewdness about that fellow which
makes mc think he's a lot decper than
that vacant grin of his would suggest.”

Put Billy Irazer pooh-poohed the
idea, and, dismissing it from his mind,
walked across to examine the big buck
which Bob had brought down with bis
gun,

“It’s a stunner, old man,”’ he cried.
“When we get this head to Princeton
the fellows will lionize you for sure.”

At this moment Ben reappeared with
Bob’s coat,

“Well, Ben, how did you make out?”
Bob asked, as the big negro came for-
ward,

“Ah found dat creck, all right, sah”
said Ben. “An’ Ah done serub dis yeah
coat till 1t look like it war new. Dat
smeli am smiflicated now for shuah.”

“Ben, you know a good deal about
dogs,” began Bob, aftcr a pause. “Do
you think that smell could have sect
Wolf crazy ?”

For a moment the eyes of the big
negro narrowed to mere slits. and the
pupils became twa points of fire.

" "Deed—Ah—cloan’—know,” he said
slowlv. lowering his pgaze. “Dat yeah
Wolf he done he ailin’, an’ maybhe—"

“Have you ever known a thing like
that to occur before?” Bob asked.

“No, hoss. Ah cain’t say as Ah has.”

“Well, it's mighty queer, But the

F

coat’s all right now, and we'll look out
tor smells in future.  Sce that you look
carcfully to the other dogs.”

When Spencer and the others joined
the Princetomans they heard the stury
of Woll's attack with hlanched faces:
hut the dead buck which Bob  had
brought down with lus gun lessenetd the
tension, and he and Billy had t» listen
(o many wild and wonderful stories
which, if they had been strictly true,
wanld have warranted the lagles being
clussed among the mighty hunters ot his-
tory,

There was a voung New Orleans doce-
tar with the hunting party. e was a
member of the Eagles, and had joined
the company both for the pleasure of
the trip, and that they might have a
physictan with thiem in case of a hunt-
ing accident.

Bob Halliday told his story to this
doctor, and asked him to examine the
dead hound.

Spencer and some of the other mem-
hers of the club, as well as ilallilay
and I'razer, were with the doctor when
the examination was made,

To Bob's rcliet, the voting doctor de-
clared that the hound had not been suf-
rering from ralies, and that this terri-
i.Ic malady aftlicted none of the other
dogs,

He snid that Wolf's ferccity had been
canus®d partly by the heated state pro-
duced by the rvun after the deer, ag-
gravated by his precious sickness, and
partly also Ly the smell—which, how-
ever, remained a mystery.

He had found traces ¢f a poisonous
irritant tn the dog's body, but could
offer no guess as to the nature of the
irritant or how it had come there, At
all evetits, it was not rabies.

CHAPTER VL
WHEN THE JACK-LIGHT SHINES,

It was aun ifcal night for hunting
decr by jack-lizht, There was no nwoon,
atid even the stars were shrouded Ly a
lmy cortiin of clond.

Light, flat-bottomed skiffs, or batcaus,
were 10 readiness on the near-hy river,
some of themr fitted with portable
cresscts, or fire, pans, some with bull's-
eye lanterns.

Seated that night in one of the
bateaus, with his gun across his knees,
a torch at the bow, and the negro, Ben,
working the oars with a silestce that
was admirable, Bob Halliday floated out
on the dull and muddy river.

The care of the dogs had heen given
into the hands of other negroes; and
Ren had been sent by Spencer to puli
this hoat and guide Bob to the most
promising places.

Jack-light hunting requires ahsolute
silence: hut even before leaving camp,
Ben had been unsually quiet, Appar-
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* The stillness of

ently the death of the hound had dc-
pressed lum.

"1 can’t blame him for feeling bad
about \Wolf,” was Boh's thought,

Then he recalled the strange look
which bad been in Buen's face when he
ran toward the dc¢ad hound, and of
which he had spoken to Billy IFrazer.

“That fairly made him hate me, I
guess, was Bol's further conclusion.

In spite of this, he had no fear of
the big negro, who now crouched in the
hoat, pullmg so silently.

Ben's blacl eyes were fixed on the
timber-fringed shores, which rose dark
and sombre near by. :\long thesc shores
were certamn places where deer might be
cxpected to come down to drink. Or
they might be found standing in the
water close to the land.

The sight of that strange light float-
ing silently on the water would nat-
vraily attract their attention and excite
their curiosity., On turning their heads
toward it, for the prelonged stare which
a decr makes in such a case, the light
nof the torch would be recflected irom
their eves, which wouid seem to be two
Lalls of fire glowing in the darkness,
while the body of the deer possibly could
not bhe discerned at all.

It is then that thc hunter shoots, aim-
ing for the head between those luminous
points of Yight which he knows are the
deer’s eves. =

3ob Halliday’s was not the only boat
out on the river and the bayous that
night. Billy Frazer was out therc
somewhere, with a negro accompanying
him; and so was Spencer, and nearly
cvery other member of the party. Only
the cxtra negro servants and the dogs
had been left behind.
the night was broken
at intervals by the leap of a fish, the
cry of a bird, the hoot of an owl in
the woods, thc far-off call of some wild
animal, and Dy the gurgiing of the wa.
ter against the banks or tree roots.

The river was full of snags; and trec
truedks [ay here and there in fhe watcr,
sometimes  with their roots still at-
tached to the shore. In addition. there
were occasional sand bars, though gen-
erally the banks were low and muddy,
without any tndication of sand.

The mystery of the Southern night
lny over cverything, with only thuse
sounds of the woods and water break-
ing the silence,

How far away was thc rush and roar
of the cities! T.ven Ncw Orleans, which
they had left so recently, and which was
not so distant hut that a fcw bhours on
the train wonld carry them back to it,
seemed part of life on another plandct.

When one is thus in the wilderness. in
touch with vaturc. thc littleness of the
things that usually occupy his time ani
encrgy is nmpressed upon him. And
even Bob Hallidiev, with his e xuberance
o1 spirity, became thoughtful and rem-
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ipiscent. That little boat, with its two
accupants, and the light flashing from
the bow, seemed to him a picture of his
own llfe-—facmg the unknown future,
pressing forward, unaware of what

snags might be ahead.

Bob’s reveries were broken suddenly
by a threshing of the water in front of
Ium followed by a popping ‘of the brush
along the nearest bank.

The rower gave a backward sweep of
his oars. \

“A deer, he whispered. “But
hc's gone |”

“We didn't shine his eyes,” said Bob,
aroused and sitting more erect with the
gun in his hands.

“No, boss; Ah reckons dat little bend
hid, him, and he done got skeered an’

boss !”

lope away.’ |

He seemed genuinely grieved that
Bob had not been able to secure a shot
at the deer.

“Let him go, Ben. [ wasn't paying
close enough attention. . In fact, I was
thinking.”

“\WWhat yo’ finkin® ‘bout, boss?”

There seemed a tone of anxiety in the
question. “W’en a gemman is jack-
light huntin’ ain’ no time fer finkin’ ob
anything but de deer.”

“That’s true,” said Bob
keep wide awake, Ben.”

Bob had not answered the negro’s
query asmo what he was thinking about;
and Ben, in shifting his oars for the
purpose of agam pulling on, glanced
sharply at him.

Bob saw the look, but mistook its
meaning; he fancied it was a glance of
surprise, and perhaps even contempt be-
cause he had been “thinking” instead of
attending to the business in hand.

Hardly had the big negro bent to the

“Tll try to

nars again, when a spark of fire split the |

clarkness on the right bank, and a bullet
from a rifle plowed into the skiff, the
report of the gun sounding at the same
instant.

Ben dropped his oars with a yell, and
clapped a hand to his arm.

CHAPTER VIL

WHERE BEN'S TRAIL LED.

“Took me foh a decr!’ roared Ben,
with unwonted excitement in his tone.
‘“Dat bullet gone spang frough dis ahm,
Ah reckons”

Bob caught up the oars which Ben
had droppe d.

A rustling was heard in the under-
agrowth whence the shot had come; then
another ‘shot sounded, the bullet passing
c)me to the torch.

“You're shooting at men, you luna-
tic!” shouted Bod, thinking that the
rifeman must he a member of his own
party, bhut at the same timi¢c wondering
for what reason he was on the shore

nd not in a boat, and why, ¢ he was

not crazy, he should shoot at a jack-
light,

He ran the boat to the land, while
Ben, hoarse growls rumbling from his
throat, sat with his hand held to his in-
jured arm.

“Gimme dat oar!” said the negro.
“Al’s gwine kill dat man!”

Bob followed him out of the boat.

“Better let me look at your arm,” he
urged. “I wonder who it was shot at
us, and what has become of him?”

Ben slipped up his ragped sleeve, as
Bob Halliday took a turn ef the painter
round a snag on the shore.

Bob stared into the darkness, where
the . rifleman was hidden. Then he

den madness had overmastered the usu-
ally good-natured black, and he feared
that.if Ben came upon the riffeman he
would kill him.

The path which the negro had taken
was outlined for a short distance by the
light frorma the torch, and Bob started
along it in pursuit, callmg for him to
come back.

He had not gone far when he discov-
ered that the sounds of the negro’s feet
had died away. |
1 “Struck water, perhaps,” was Bob’s
thought. “But even tn that case I ought
to hear him splashing through it, if he is
still moving.”

He stood still, listening. A cenviction

L) |

stooped forward to look at Ben's arm|that hege was somethmg ‘wrong struck

by the light of the flaming ;ack light,

him, and with it came that Other feel-

As he did so the negro’s arm shot |ing ‘which impressed him at times—the

out and encircled Bob's neck,

as if the black Irad suddenly gone in-

It was |presentiment of great danger.

He cautiously stepped from the path,

sane from the pain of his wound and fearmg that a shot might come hum-
now sought to assauit the man who|ming toward him thr0ugh the woods.

would aid lum.

That was Fighting
thought—that the pain ef the wound
and the stirrtng of anger had suddenly
made a crazy savage of this giant black;
and, not caring to have that hooked -arm
close tightly round hrs neck, his heavy
right fist smashed like a battcrmg-ram

Then the mystery of the thing drew

Bob Haliiday’s |him on.

He went forward carefully now, but
kept to one side of the direct line of
what bad secmed to be the rifleman’s
flight, holding his rifle ready, for he did
not know what instant he might need it.

He followed the course taken by the

into Ben’s face, knocking him backward | negro much farther than he had at first

and bréaking hls hold.

intended, without discovering anything;

With a \Vlld howl, the negro 1®aped|and had stopped to ponder over the sin-

up and came at him again,
£¢Stand back, you fool!” yelled Bob.
He side-stepped, and escaped the ne-
gro's lunge; but when the black closed
iIn once more, leaping and roaring like
a madman, Bob again knocked him
down,

gularity of what had happened, when he
beheld, off at the right, and a consid-
erable distance away, a glimmering light.

At first he thought it must be a jack-
light in a boat. But the steadiness with
which it burned soon told him this could
not be; for, even 1f the boat was at rest,

As hit~fell the negro tried to gct the [a jack-light, being a torch, and exposed

'rifle which Bobd had dropped.

With a quick spring, the fighting

| Princetonian kicked it out of his way;
from the |

and before Ben could get up
ground Bob had the weapon cocked and
leveled at him. \
“Come at me again and you’re a dead
man!” Bob threatened: not that he

'really meant to kill the negro, but in

the hope of scaring him, and so bringing
him back to his senses.

Ben stared. his mouth falling open
and showing his teeth,

Then, with a grunt of baffled hate and
rage, he turned about abruptly and
plunged into the woods, being screened
quickly by the undergrowth along the
river.

“I'd like to know where I've seen that
nigger before,” muttered Bob. “When
he drops that evecrlasting smile his face
seems very familiar to me—but I can’t
place him.”

The heavy running of the negro’s feet
drew off into the woods, in spite of
Rob’s stern conunand to return: and the
Princeton lad was left alone in the dark-
ness.

His natural thought was that a sud-
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to outdoor influences, would flash and
flare at intervals. Thits light remained

and

' steady.

“In a house,” he concluded;
walked warily toward it.

When he had proceeded in the new
course a short distance the light van-
1shed.

But Bob was determined to fathom
the mvstery, and he went on resolutely
toward where the light had gleamed a
moment ago.

It was a dense]y wooded section of
the lowlands, and, in addition to dodging
the wide tree trunks he had to step
carefully lest he plunge into one of the
numerous miry pools and treacherous
holes that beset his path.

When he had proceeded a few hun-
dred vards, and was fast arriving at the
conclusion that i1t would be an all-night
matter to locate the cabin from which
the lLight had apparently conie, the yel-
low gleam flared into his eyves again.

A low %noll had intervemed: and as
he topped the rize he saw that the light
was but a few rods distant.

Ile stopped a moment, and tried to
gaiu an 1dea of the low, squat. single-
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storied Duilding that loomed darkly in
the nmight,

A nearer approach revealed its out-
. lines, and he saw that it was an old
plantation house, which probably had
been built at a time when the surround-
ing region was not as marshy’ and deso-
late as at present,

\When he reached what had once been
a garden, or cultivated grounds, the evi-
dences of decay and abandonment be-
came noticeable, even in the darkness.
The pgarden fence had tumbled down,
and was rotting on the wet ground; and
weeds and litter of various kind filled
the front yard.

Even yet Bob Halliday did not sus-
pect Ben of playing a double part.

But, moving to one side to get a ook
through the window from which the
light shone, he saw the burly negro sit-
ting in the lamplight; and a suggestion
that the thing was more than strange
was borne in upon him as he crouched
at the window sill.

The next instant what he beheld be-
came a revelation.

Ben was talking with “Doctor” Tim-
othy Dodd!

CHAPTER VIIL

THE HEART OF TIIE MYSTERY.

Bob Halliday almost exclaimed in his
astonishinent,

Comprehension of what this meant
came to him as in a wave. Though he
still regarded Ben as but an ignorant
Louisiana nggro, the fact that he sat in
that house, conversing with Timothy
Dodd, was wonderfully significant.

Bob thought of the dcath of the
hound, of the shots whith had been
fired into the skiff from the shore, and
of Ben's wild attack on him, Ben had
followed the ritfleman, apparently pursu-
ing him in a rage. Was Timothy Dodd
that rifleman?

Angry tones floated out to Bob where
he crouched in the darkness, Several
of the windows were missing, and there
was no need to strain his ears to hear
what was transpiring within the old
house.

Ben was apparently in a rage; and to
the amazement of Bob the negro was
expressing himself, not in the negro dia-
lect, but in English as good as he him-
self used

The Princeton lad could hardly credit
bis hearing. \Was this the apparently
untutered darky servant, full of good
humoy, with 2 fine knowledge ot dogs,
but with a ound blank on the higher
things of life? 1

It was Ben beyond all question—a
transformed Ben. The tattered clothing
was there, the black face, and the big
hurly form; but the stalwart figure was
now drawn evect, there was no hint of
the servant left; indeed, there was some-
thing of dignity and command in his

personality, and if Bob had closed his
eyes he weuld have sworn that a white
man was speaking.

“Playing double—and that means for
a purpose, of course,”” Bob told himself,
as he crouched beneath the broken win-
dow listening, with his gun clutched in
his hand, ready for instant use.

A thousand surmises flashed into his
brain, but the words that floated out to
him in the night wese more to ham than
surmises, and he set himself to catch
what was said. ‘

“If- you don’t know how to shoot a
rifle straight you'd better not touch
one,” he heard the negro say. “That
bullet of yours grazed my arm.”

“I meant it for Halliday,” Doctor
Dodd whined apologetically. “I could
see him quite plainly by the light of the
torch, and it seemed such an easy shot.
Didn’t it strike bin?”

“No, you idiot. It came within an
ace of fracturing my ar®. [ made pre-

“And Halliday—what did he do?"”
“I give it up. I omly know that I had
another lovely scrap with that young

college man; and I don't want any more
—two’s enough for me,. He’s as strong
as an ox.”

“Two!” thought Bob Halliday. “When
L did I have a scrap with him before?”

Ben supplied the missing link in his
memory.

“[ thought I could take him unawares,
' Bodd, and I grappled with him while he
was under the impression that my arm
was broken. But I shpped, and the
strangle-hold didn’t work. He dropped
me—dropped me so hard that my brain
ts reeling yet. 1 might have known bet-
'ter than try grips with him after that
experience on Canal Street.”

Canal Street! Bob's lips pursed into

an involuntary whistle—which he in-
stantly suppressed—as he recalled the

|big, well-dressed negro who had behaved

' like a cad on the caf, and into whom he
had pounded a consciousness of his in.
(ctyility. No wonder the darky’s face
had seemed familiar to him!

“But what I want to ktiow,” Ben con-
‘tinued angrily, “is why you were fool
enough to try to shoot, when you knew
that [ was thete and only waiting till
we got to a particularly dark spot on
the river where I couid hit the bounder
over the head with an oar and pitch him
into the water. Couldn’t you trust me
to work the thing?”

“Well, it seemed such an easy shot,”
murmured Dodd, rubbing his hands and
looking pleadingly up into the mnegro’s
face. | )

“Yes, everything seems easy to you!”
growiled Ben. “You declared it would
he an easy job to abduct Halliday at
the supper given to him by the Eagles.”

Bob was learning things that night!

} A curtain was being drawn from a

‘number of mysteries which had dis-
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tense of being hit and we pulled ashore.” |

turbed him comnsiderably and which he
had scarcely hoped to solve,

He found it difficult to restrain him-
self from breaking in upon the two ras-
cals and taking the law into his own
hands.

But the real identity of “Ben” was
yet.to be learned, and he fought down
the impulse to attack, and kept his posi-
tion at the broken window,

“Well, the abduction wasn't so very
hard,” retorted Dodd. *“Jeff Collins and
the Long Arm got away with him all
right.” .

“Yes, and you know what happened
in the cab!” Ben sneered, and threw up
his hands disgustedly.

“I'll tell you what,” he went on rap-
idly; “that fellow Halliday- isn’t to be
caught by any child’s play. All the
same, Dodd, if we'd only got him into
my sniiggery, we'd have taught him such
a lesson that he wouldn’t have dared to
lay his hands on a colored man again.”
' “Or a white man, either,” added
Dodd, a spark of color coming into his
ghostly cheeks, now that the irritation
of th¢ big negro seemed to be abating.
““Perhaps we'd have sent him back with
one eye or some other little trifle miss-
ing,” he chuckled.

“Well, he’d have been mighty lucky
to have had only such a trifle missing,”
said Ben significantly. “That little old
pet of mine, which pretty nearly scared
you to death, Dodd, might not have
been so merciful as the former owner
of Dodd's sanitarium.” And he lauglul
uproarionsly over his joke. “VWonder
what chance Halliday would have if
Baku had him in his grip?”

“Y¥hy are you so wvindictive?”” Dod«d
ventured, evidently sobered by the recol.
lection of his first meeting with the
“pet”’ Ben had referred to.

“I'l tell you,’, said the negro soberly.
“I am a black man. There’s no getting
away from that. But I am as good as
any white man living, and a good deal
better than most. And when I am in-
sulted by one of the white race, some-
thing in me stirs to action and I thirst
for that man’s life. Halliday pounded
me as no man has ever pounded me,
white or black, and—well, Halliday has
got 10 suffer for it. And suffer he will,
as sure as my name is Malolo.”

It was out at last—the fawning, good-
natured Ben was none other than Ma-
lolo, the high priest of Voodoo.

Bob Halliday had never heard of the
man, but the mame burned itself into

‘hig brain and he would never forget it.

“I think you had better get back to
that boat now,”” urged Dodd, after a
pause,

“VVWhat’s the use of going back?” said
Malolo disgustedly. I have gried every
plan you have suggested, and what have
they all amounted to?” Once more the
great hands were waved hopelessly in
the air.
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“\What about the dog ?” asked Doctor
Deodd.

“The dog? Bah!
Iidav killed him.”

“It went mad, all right?”

“Yes. I will say that yeur evil-smell-
ing preparation worked like a Voadoo
charm; but I wish you'd given me some-
thing that I could have slipped into his
ceffce, instead of simply setting a dog
crazyﬂ’

Cautiously Bob made his way around
to the entrance. The doer was an an-
cient affair and creaked on 1ts rusty
hinges when he put his weight against
t.

Listening intently, to assure himseli
that the noise had not disturbed tie nien
in the side room, he passed on into the
wide hall, whicl:'was dark as the tomb.

\What he intended te do he did not
quite knew; biit there was :nt his bramn
a set resolve to hold up the rascals
at the muzzle of his gun, make them
discard their own weapons, and then
march them back to the boat, where his
jack-light still flared at the bow.

Further than this he had no plans.
It the hold-up turned out a failure—
well, he would sell his life dearly,

A thin thread of light flickered be-
neath a door on his nght. and he ceuld
hear indistinctly the veices of the plot-
ters.

Suddenty he stumbled against a pillar
and the gun slipped from his fingers.

Groping {er 1t in the inky blackness,
his foot sank into a hole in- the floor,
aitd he fell heudlong.

A wild shout was horne to his ears.
The side door was flung open, a Dhlaze
of light flashed into his eyes, and be-
fore he could scramble to his feet Ma-
lolo and Dodd were upon him.

Partly stunned by the blew on the
head, he fought aliarftly, but vzinly;
for, while his strength was equal to
the burly negro’s, the wiry frame of
Doctor Dodd tipped the halance, and he |
was dragged into the side room and
tied hand and foet.

He had thought to trap the villzins,
but he himself was trapped.

He is dead. Hal-

CHAPTER IX.
BILLY FRAZER, DELIVERER.

I.ving there on the floor, hound and
helpless, Bob soundly herated himself
for hts foolhardiness.

FFacing him stood the negro he had
known as “Ben.” with the gemal grin
onice more irradiating his face; though
ey

|

“Now that you've got me, what are
you geing to do with me?” Bob ques-
tioned dehantly,

It{alolo glared at him.

“Ho, ho!” he cricd glecfully. ‘“He
wants to know what we will do with
him. What do you think of it, Dodd?”

He stepped toward Bob and glared
viciously down upon him.

“You don’t remember me? Take a
look at Ben, your negro servant!”

Bob looked at him scornfully.

“@h, I know you!”

“Who am I, then? In other words:

Boss, who is Ah? Des a no~'count New !
Yah-yah !’
Malelo showed his teeth 1m a wicked |

®lcans niggah, Ah 'spt.

rin.

g *You're the worst negro ancl the big-
gest fraud and coward that ewver dis-
graced his race. I remember you en
that street car.”

“You recollegt that little affair, ¢h?
That was where you came out an top.
But this is where 1 win “Mr. Boly Halli-
day, of DPrinceton,’!”

“I'm glad you remembercd thiat,
Jcast,” laughed Bob.

e was testing

at
the cords on

as he Tay upon his back on the bare
floor.

“Do you know what I'mt going to do|

to you?”" asked Malolo,
"Take thesc cords off me, and I sup-
pose, give mec something to eat,” re-
turned Bob, forcing a smile.
Malalo’'s face underwent a change.
“Something 1o eat!” he sneered.
“That’s good. Yes, that's a bully idea’”
He stooped over Bob as i1f about to
undo the cords.
“You're a fool, if you monkey with

hin,” warned Docter Dodd, interrupt-
ing. “If you've got a knife, open an
artery. Thats the best way to settle
him.”

Malolo Iooked up with an unpleasant
flash of his black eyes.

“I shall finish hml—m my own way.’

Malolo was a savage, in spite of his
veneer of ¢ducation.
a savage, ol savage parcnts, in a sav-
age land. That he had heen brought to
Ametica and put through a crammlnﬁ
process in :American schools acccounted
for his command of the English lan-
prage and a smattering of knowlcdg
which made him consider himself a very
great and wise man. But he was still
a savage, with the heart and mstincts
of one.

The savace impulse which would al-

thecre was a certain cruel Ieer ways be his made the (irect method

araund the corners of thie wide mouth | proposed bv the cold-blonded Dodd not

that boded no good for the captive.
At his side was Doctor Dodd, his
ALy white cheeks mottled with hectic
wwats, his eyes hurning with hate and
anticipated vengeance upon the youth

who had destroyed his lucrative “busi-
ncss.’

pleasing. The quick killing of an en-
emy does not suit the savage mind. He
prefers the slow process, with as much
torture as he can put into it

The votary of Voodno turned disdain-
fully from the white-faced doctor aad
looked at the Princeton lad.

Google

his |
wrists, which held his hands uader him.

F{e¢ had becn born |

“Didn’t you enjoy that hug I gave
vou, Mr. Halhiday?” he asked, witth a
boisterous laugh. “X ou have our friend
PDodd here to thank for that. It was
his scheme. He prepared that pleasant
aroma witlh which I decorated your
coat, and also supplied me with an irri-
tant that woke up Wolf's ancestral sav-
agery. Poor old \Wolt—de bestes’ dog
dat cbber was, boss!”

The good-natured grin with which he
cnded the sentence brought back to Bob
the image of the mirthful Ben,

He bit lus lips to prevent giving ut-
terance to the angry retort that was
on his tengiie,

“You are a doctor,” Malole went on

leisuredly, turning to Dedd. “You have
beert of considerable use to in¢ wiath
vour cunning decections. Have you

not got some sweet-tasting poison that
will make Mr. Halhday squirm a bit
before he shuffles off this mortal coil?”

DRefore Dodd could reply, a loud shout
came as an alarm from the outside;
and, following 1t, a bullet crashed
thfough the mndow striking the can-
dle and plunging the room in dark-
ness.

“Charge ’em, fellows! We've got the
house surrounded! Don’t let ’em get
awav!” a vetce shouted.

There was a panic-stricken rush of
feet down the broad hall, and almost
instantly some ene broke through the
ancient window, and a bull’s-cye lan-
tern Hashed in Bob’s face.

Ey its gleams he caught sight of a
face whose ev ery feature was familiar,
and he cried out in his relief:

“I'm not dreaming; old man; 1t's you,
sure enough!”

In reply he heard the eszclamation:

“Thank God, Bob, yot're ali right!”

It was the voice of little Billy Frazer.

Billy bad made that quick and spec-
tacitlar rescue single-handed.

He had heard the riflc shots which
scnt the ballets into Bol's hoat. Has-
*Itening to that point, he had found the
boat tied to the shore. Knowing that
something was wrong. he had left his
own negro boatman in charge of the
skiffs, and had set out, searching and
calling softly to his chum,

When his anxietv was deepest, he
had scen the licht in the ahandoned
house ; and 1pproachmq it had discov-
ered Dob’s positien and mmminent peril.

Then, shooting out the light, he had
raised that cry, to make the villains
helieve that a rescuing force had ar-
rived.

It had worked like one of the charms
of the Voodoo high priest.

It did not take Rilly long to free Bob
Halliday of the cords that held him.
Boh’s shotgun was 1n the house, with
other weapons left by the two rascals
in their panic-stricken flight.

Believing that as scon as the murder-

lous pair had plucked up courage they
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would return, the Princeton lads left
the plantation house and retreated into
the bushes, in the hope of trapping
them,

Malolo“and the doctor did not re-
turn ; and, after a useless waste of time,
the two lads went back to the boats,
and to the hunting camp, where they
told the story of the night's adventure.

CHAPTER X.
THE HOUR OF RECKONING.

At the first break of day the house
where Malolo and Dodd had captured
Bob Halliday was quietly surrounded.
Here a watch was kept for some time,
until the sun was well up 3n the sky.

It was useless; the birds had flown.

The young doctor and some of the
negroes were left in charge, on the
chance of the rascals returning. The
other members of the party set out hur-
riedly for the railway station.

There they could find no trace of the
men they were seeking. Some trains
had passed, however, and telegrams
were sent to New Orleans and other
points, but they yiclded no information.

The Princeton lads took the first train
for the city, but Spencer and some of
the other members of the party re-
mained, with the intention of scouring
the surrounding c¢ountry and setting a
watch over the abandoned house.

Reaching New Orleans, they hired a
cab and drove at top speed to Malolo's
place,

On the way Bob made two stops—
one at headquarters to pick up a detect-
ive; the other at a gunsmith’s, where he
purchased revolvers for himself and
Billy Frazer.

At last the cab was brought to a stop
hefore the flamboyantly painted hotne
of Profcssor Malolo.

Billy Frazer was first. up the steps,
and rang the bell. He kept his finger
on the push-button till Cato, the negro
servant, answered his call.

“VWhere's Malolo?” demanded Billy.
“We want to see him right away.”

“Yes, sah; yes, sah,” said Cato, bow-|

ing obsequiously. “He ain’t in, sah; but
if you leave youah name, sah, de per-
fessah will suttinly be pleased.”

At the end of the hall Billy fancied
he saw shadows flitting, and to his
ears was borne the sound of hurrying
footsteps.

“Don’t stop to parley!” cried the de-
tective, who entered on a run, upsetting
Cato as he darted through the hall

“There’s action for you!” gasped
BRilly, looking down at the prostrate
Cato; but Bob Halliday grabbed him
by the arm and hurried him along,

The red lamp still burned on the stand
by the great hanging curtain, and the
place looked weird and uncanny with
that crimson glow on the spidery wall

paper,

The door behind the curtain was open, | ing other rooms that you'have not dis-
and when the freshmeun entered they|covered.”

found the detective on his knees beside
a lounge, beneath which he was look-
ing for Malolo.

The den was in perfect order. The
ved fire still crackled on the hearth,
a‘llld above 1t the black pot bubbled mer-
rily.

*The fellow has been here and gone!”
said Billy disappointedly.

“Hardly,” retorted the detective, ris-
ing from his knees. “That top drawer
of the desk was locked. I broke it open.
It contained nearly two hundred dol-
lars, and if I am any judge of human
nature, Malolo would not have gone
without his roll of bills.”

“You're a hustler all right!" Billy
exclaimed. “You knock down a serv-
ant in the hall, and then break into a
private drawer—all in the space of a

H few seconds!”

h

“I knocked down the servant on prin-
ciple. There was the probability that
his game was to keep us talking till
the precious pair got away. 1 broke
open .that door also on a principle—
anything that is locked always excites
my suspicton, and if there are any
clues, you’ll often find them uader lock
and key.

“That roll of bills proves conclusively
to my mind that Malolo has not skipped.
Besides, look at the room—isn’t it tn
apple-pie order?”

“I guess you're right,” said Billy.
“Malolo hasn’t heen in here.”

“Then we'll wait here for him,” de-
clared the detective.

“Well, I'm going to make a search
of the house on the off chance of his
being in some of the other rooms,” said
Halliday; and brushing aside the heavy
curtain, he started on his search, closely

| followed by Billy Frazer.

h

The dectective returned along the hall
to question the negro: whom he had
knocked down.

He shut the door and stood with his
back against it to await further devel-
opments,

Meantime, Halliday and Frazer had
searched the lower floor carefully, and
had cfimbed up the broad staircase at
the back of the hall and inspected the
two rooms overhead. -

They returned, with disappointment
written on their faces.

“He 1s not here;” said Bob. “We
have gone over the place carefully, and
there is not a trace of Malolo.”

“Have you been upstairs?”’ asked the
detective.

“Yes; there are only two rooms on
the upper floor, and they are both
empty.”

“Two rooms? They must be mighty
big ones!”

“No, they are not so very large.”

“Then I'd stake my gun on there be-

Google

“Well, you won’t get at them by way
of the main stairway.”

“Just the same, the house is too big
for only two upstair rooms.”

While they were discussing the mat-
ter they passed into the room behind the
curtain—the professor’s studio, so called.

After looking about the room curi-
ously, Bob suddenly stepped to the pan-
els beside the fireplace and tapped them.

“This sounds hollow,” he said, looking
at his companions. "I wish—— WWhat's
that?”’ he broke off and stared at the
cethng. Then he went on in an under-
tone: ‘“Listen! I thought I heard some
one moving overhead.”

In a tense silence the three waited.

Billy was becoming fidgety, but Beb
put his fingers to his lips. His keen
ears were not deceived. Indistinctly
they made out a shuffling sound as of
some heavy body moving over the floor,
then followed a strange, low growl.

Bob, who had been stooping beside
the fireplace, rose softly to his feet.

“Where did that noise come from?"
he whispered.

“It was in
swear,” satd B .

“Sounds are deceptive,” said the de-
tective. ““Maybe they came from the
street.”

He stepped to the window and, quict-
ly raising it, leaned out.

From without came the familiar
noises of street life—the distant rum-
ble of heavy wagons, and the laughtcr
of children playing near by.

He closed the window and came back
on tiptoe.

“Heard anything more?” he whis-
pered. )
“Not a thing,” Bob replied.
“Queer, wasn’t it? Can there bc a
dog somewhere in the house ?”

“I don’t know,” answered Bob. “I
heard him say something to Dodd about
a ‘pet’ he had”

“Where would it be?’ asked Billy.
“Why doti't we tear down a few of the
panels, and see if there 1sn't a secret
closet somewhere ?”’

“No, no,” objected the detective. “It’s
possible Malolo may be hiding, and the
noise would warn him of our presence.
If only that black servant hadn't skipped,
I'd find 2 way to make him talk.”

“That’s what your ‘acting on priunci-
ple’ did!” retorted Billy irritably. “You
put him out of business, and he didn't
want you to repeat the dose. So you
lost the chance to question him.”

The detective launghed softly. “When

you grow a little older, my boy” he
said, “you’ll be less ready to criticize."”

“All the same, Billy’s right,” declared
Bob Halliday. ‘“‘But this is no time to
argue.”

He had been tapping one of the pancls

;iht: house here, I coull
ily.
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which rang hollow., as he spoke, and |
now he set his shoulder against it.
There was a seund of something snap-
ping. the panel swung outwards, and
Bob tumbled inte the passage.

He was on his feet i an instant and
peering up a flight of stairs, indistinctly
eutlined in the gloom.

Billy Frazer and the detective climbed
through the opening. The detective had
come prepared with an electric hand
lamp, and by its light they started cau-
tiously up the stairs,

“Malolo is there!” whispered Bob.
“I feel sure of 1t.” |

“And he's got a dog with him,” added
Billy. “Probably a brother to Wolf.”

Halfway up Bob stopped and gripped
the arm of the detective, who was

slightly in advance,
“Look!” he yelled.

At the top of the stairs stood the
giant Malolo, dressed as Bob had first
seen him on Canal Street, and by his}
side was a far more ferocious beast than
Wolf —the “pet” whom the Voodoo
priest had introduced to his friend Dodd
when the rasc¢ally doctor had sought
sanctuary there some days before—the
young gorilla. .

The revolver c¢racked in the detect-
ive's hand. The report was followed by
a terrific roar of mingled pain and rage.

“Now we have him!” cried Beb. “Get
your gun ready, Billy!”

Beb Halliday went up the steps with
great leaps, Pilly Frazer and the de-
tective close at his heels,

On the upper landing they paused un-
decided, wiile the detective swung his
lamp around. Malolo and the ape had
disappeared. ‘

Again the thunderous roar spht the!

THE

By JOHN D. EMERSON

silence, and there arose the unmistak-
able sounds of wild combat.

The flash of the lamp revedled an
open door a few yards away, and toward
this the detective rushed.

Before he ceould reach 1t a human
cry of agony came from the darkness,
foilowed by the sound of a heavy body
talling,

Omnice more the roar sounded, but faint
and hoarse; then dead silence.

The detective turned the light of his
lamp into the room.

Malolo lay on the floor dead, bis back
broken by the gorilia; and across his
body lay bhis ugly “pet,” shot through
the lungs by the detective, '

“Well, that is one less undesirable
jtizen,” sard practical Billy I'ra er. “I
shouldn’t wonder 1f that eld schemer
Dodd was secreted somewhere around.”

Bob Halliday and the detective were
too much stunned by the horror of the
tragedy to hear him. They stood look-
ing down at the lifeless forms of Malolo
and his awful “pet,” forgetful, for the
moment, of all else.

But they were suddenly aroused.to ac-
tion by a voice from the adjoining room
—a shaking voice in which revenge and
fear mingled.

“Did Baku get them ?” Then, after
a pause: “Is Halliday dead?”
With admirable presence of mind,

Billy Frazer grunted something that
might be taken for an affirmative an-
swer.

The door was cautiously opened, but
Billy, setting his knee against it, swung
it wide, and the light from the detect-
ive’s lamp flashed into the face of Doc-
tor Dodd.

Dodd gazed fascinated upon the glit-|
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tering barrel of Billy's

pistel, then his
eyes shifted to the silent forms on the
floor.

His lips were opened to speak, but
the awful sight froze the words on his
tongue. A look of indescribable horror
flitted across his blanched face. Stag-
gering back, his long thin bands waved
idlly in the air, he tottered, and col-
lapsed in a heap.

“Well, Billy, I suppose you want to
get to the hotel right away?” said Bob
Halliday, as they left the gayly painted
house.

“Why?” asked Billy Frazer.

“Oh, I remember that you were in-
terrupted in a letter to an up-State
cousin several days ago, and 1 don't
believe you finished it. You will have
a real budget of news for that pretty
cousin of yours, now, my boy,”

“l say,” said Billy suddenly, ‘“what’s
the matter with running up there and
telling her the story instead of wwstisng
about 1t?”

“Good idea, Billy.”

“And yowll come?"”

“Sure thing”

“Bobd,” said Billy slowly and with
great seriousness, *‘since we came South
you've had pretty much your own way
with what you call ‘opposing forces’
Being a ripping good fighter, you've
come out on top, old man. But I have
a hunch that bhefore you return to
Princeton you’ll lower your banners be- -
fore a very insignificant little person
who doesn’t weigh over a hundred
pounds.”

“And the insignificant person, Billy?”

“Is Cousip Miriam.”

THE END.

ERS
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school, wouldn't it set

you guesaing ?

1f suddenl jr, without apparent effort and for no reason that could be perceived, the most
indolent, backward boy in achool should rise to the head of his class and stick there month
after mionth, although, still dawdling his time away and neglectiog bis etudies, what would
you think? And supposing four or five of hig particular chums, likewise naturaily slothful
or dul), should aleo step up above the brightest acholars and the hardest workers ia that

Jack Yule was peeling his baseball
togs in his room at the Brookville Prep.
School when the door was flung open
vivlently and Wetherbee Flagg entered
on the run.

Now, ordinarily, Wetherbee Flagg
was the very soul of dignity. His black-
rimmed glasses sat on his youthful nose
with a precision that indicated a finely
balanced mind. There was an austerity
about the placid, high forehead that
forbade levity,

Go

It was this well-balanced Wetherbee
that had, for the moment, thrown his
good breeding aside and let the young |
animal in him assert itself by banging |
open the door. |

No wonder Jack Yule was surprised. |
This abrupt, not to say excited, entrance
meant something—something of tragic
intent,

“What’s happened, Flaggy, old boy?”
asked Jack genially.

“Terriblet Awiul!

qle

Cannot explain |

it!” The words came like little ex-
plosives from the perturbed youth.
“MWho's murdered?”

“Oh, unthinkable! Incomprchensi-
ble! In——" He sputtcred, hesitated,
stopped altogether, utterly at a loss for
words sufficiently strong to express his
wrath.

“Great Scott! give it a name,” im-
plored Jack.
“Oh, you won't belicve me. The win-
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ners in yesterday’s ¢xam. are posted,
and-—and——" He gulped hard.

“And youre not a top-notcher, eh?”
from Jack.

“I'm not. You're not. Nabody 1is
that’'s any good. Who do you think is
first on the list?”

“Prebably Carson or Forbes. [ guess
you and I show up pretty well, Flaggy.
\With Dixon, and Bishop, and Gates,
and that bunch of muckers at the tail
end.”

“Dixon is the first name on the list!” |1

Jack sat down suddenly. IHis blue
eyes opened wide.

“That—big-~-bluffer '’ he gasped in-

credulously.

[t was unthinkable, as \Vetherbee had
said. Dixon had alw ays shirked recita-
tions when he could. e never worked.
Nobudy ever appealed to him for the
solutien of a problem.

“Not only that'—Flagg was piling on
the agony—“but the six fellows on tep
are [Dixon's crowd—the biggest dunder-
heads in Brookville.”

“@hl Flaggy, 1 simply won’t believe
it,” said Jack, now thoroughly aroused.
“I've ‘poled’ mighty hard for this exam.,
and to-day's the first let-up I've had in

a long time. And I know you'vc burned
thc midnight oil, too, old boy. Yet you
tell me we are among tle ‘also rans.”

Wetherbee Flagg nodded. 1le was
glad that he had imparted seme of lus
chagrin to big, good-natured Jack Yule;
for misery loves company. He was a
little frightened, teo, for when that
stcely look came into Jack’s blue eyes
it meant trouble for somedbedy,

“There’s been some mistake,” Jack as-
serted, “Old Prexy Pratt has got our
papers twisted. Anyway, I'm going out
to see what Dixon has to say about it.”

His lips set in a straight, thin line.
With a haste that astonished Wetherbee
Flagg, he finished dressing, jerked his
tie into position, flattened his hat down
over kis brow, and strode out on the
campus.

“Hey, there!
g to catch?”

Jack, striding down the path, swung
around at the questien and gazed into
the twinkling eyes of little Christy
Chambers.

“Fee! some pecwsh’ ' Christy grinned.

A1 sure do,” retorted Jack. “I fcel
peevish enOugb to kill somebody., 1Vhat
I'd like to know is how Dixon got on
top in that exam. )esterday? Every-
body knows what an ass he 1s.’

“And how about me?” asked the
youngster. “I was fourth on the hst.”

“Well, Christy, to be plain,J can’t sav
vou descrved it.
the high spots with Dixon's c¢rowd and
baving a gay old time: and how you
managed to gain such a hig percentage
with so little work gets me.”

What train are you go-

You've heen hitting

“It's dead easy. Join the Mountain-
eers.”

“VVhat's that?”

“A secret society. [ didn’t mean to
say anything about it; but you're an aw-
fully decent fellow, and I'll let you in
on a good thing,” said Christy¥ magnani-
mously.

‘“VWhat’s its object?” asked Jack.

“Just what the name suggests. Be a
mountain-peak man; don’t stay down in
the valley. The mountain peak accord-

ing to our interpretation, is the top of
the bulletin announcing the exani re-
sults. Pretty goad aim, eh? The
Mountaineers has a membership of six.
Say the word, and I'l] see that you are
the seventh.”

“But what’s your scheme for keeping
en top?” tnquired Jack.

“That’s our secret. After the initia-
tiofs ¢ceremony you will know all”

“Is Dixon a member?”

“Yes. He's Lord High Climber.”
“That settles it. 1 gucss 1 don’t want
to belong.”

“Oh, come now. Dixon isn’t so bad.”

‘“MDaybe I'tn wrong 1 my judgment,”
said Jack charitably. “Dut I've formed
an opinion of Dixon that he weuldn’t
like to hear.”

“Well, you'll admit it's a pretty svoir-
thy ambitien to he a mountain-pcak man.
Finerson said something about hitching
your wagon to a star. Ve hitch ours
to the top of a mounwin. If you {ol-
low our methods you'll be able to play
ball all you want to, and still he among
the top-notchers in the exams. You
don’t bave to look far down the list to
find the names of the six Mountainecers.”

“It sounds attractive,” admitted Jack.

“I should say so.  Better come
around to Dixon’s to-night and get in on
the great secret.”

Jack’s curiosity was aroused, and he
gave a hali-hearted consent to show
up at the session of the Mountain'eers
that night.

Piloted by Cliristy Chambers, who
gave the fraternity rap and whispered
the password through the keyhole, Jack

passed the portals of Dixan's room, and

was ushered into the sacred company of
the Mountainecrs.

Dixon rose as the door opened.

“Welcome to the Mysterious Amalga-
mation of dountaineers,” he declaimed,
in a grand manner. *Rise, brothers,
and let the initiatieon ceremony bhegin,
Candidate: Jehn Yule. "Spousor: Chris-
topher Chambers."”

“I’d like to ask a questisn or two
first,” proposed Jack, logking with some

amusement into the faces of the six
bold Mountaineers,

“No questions allowed” snapped
Dixon.

“But,” Jack insisted, “before I unite
my humble person to your august assem-
bly I should like to know "

“Shut up !” interrupted Bishop.

!
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“Cut out the cloquence,” said Gatus.
“This isn’'t the Senate'

“Order|” shouted the Lord -Iliglh
Climber. “The questien before the so-
ciety is: Does the said John Yule wish
to become a memnber of the Socicty ef
Mountaineers and remain faithful to its
ideals?”

‘“Not till I know what the ideals arc,”
said Jack promptly.

“Oh, hang it! Dixon, let's tell him,”
pleaded Christy. Then, without waiting
for permission, he went on quickly:

“It's a matter of getting hold of the
exam. papers, Jack. Dixon’s brother
was at DBrookwille ten years ago, and
Dixon made the brilliant discovery that
Prexy Pratt was giving the same qucs-
tions that were set in his brother's
time. Luckily his brother kept all his
exercise books and exam. papers, and—
well, you see, don't you?”’

]ack saw—and his face crimsoned
with the shame of it all. President
Pratt was one of the old school of
teachers. He believed that what was
good for one set of boys was good for
another, Dixon’s brother had the old
papers, and it was simply a question of
getting up the answers and neglecting
everything else.

“Dead casy, isn’t it, Jack?”
imsinuated.

**And now that you've let out thc se-
cret,” sncered Dixon, “I bet Yule will
go straight off to Prexy Pratt and
blab.”

Jack Yule advanced a few strides
and stood towering over the sncering
Lord High Climber, his eyes shining,
his hands clinched.

“If you say that again, Dixon, T'll
knock you down!” he said, and not a
boy in the room could doubt that he
meant it. “E don’t blab. I'm not that
sort. But I want to say that I never
heard of a more sncaky business than
this society that you are enginecring.” '

Hc turned suddenly upon the aston-
ished Mountaineers. The eutburst had
left him pale, but his lips were trem-
bling. -

“Fellows,” he went on more quickly.
“I'm willing to bet my last cent that
vou'll regret this all your lives. You
may iake your work through prep.
schoe!, but what about college? Oh.
I'm sorry, fellows—more sorry fer lit-
tle Christy Chambers herc. I thought
he had more decent stuff in him than
to mix up in a game hke this. Pah!
The thing sickens me.”

Abruptly he turned on his hecl and
left them..

Christy

It was the custom at Brookville to
allow three days interval to elapse le-
tween cach cxamination, and to post
the percentages of the contestants on
the bulletin baard on the following dayv.

Jack was glad of the interval, and he
was determuned to spend every minutc
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of it on his books. The lure of the
baseball diamond was strong in hini, but
he set his lips firmly and resisted all
pleadings,

He took into his confidence the be-
spectacled youth, Wetherbee Flagg, and
told him the whole miserable story of
the Mountaineers,

Flagg promptly urged an interview
with President Pratt. But Jack’s code
of honor wouldn’t allow him to “blab.”

“I wouldn't do 1t, old man,” he de-
clared. “Little Christy fancied he was
doing me a good turm, and I won’t
peach on him. It’s their funeral, not
ours, It’s up to us tp get busy and beat
them out.”

The day of the struggle dawned—a
Saturday ; a couple of hours’ intense ap-
plication over the twelve questions, from
ten to twelve, and then the rest of the
day a holiday.

The boys fell into their places and
the papers were distributed. Jack
scanned the questions on his own par-
ticular sheet, then tumed a moment to
Jook at Dixon.

The Lord High Climber had accepted
his paper with a furtive glance at Jack.
Next moment he smiled broadly—it was
evident that the secret of the Moun-
- taineers was still safe, He was con-
scious of a feeling of respect and awe
for this broad-shouldered youtlr who
had him in his power, and who scorned
to take advanfage of the secret that
Christy had blurted out. But there was
not a trace of regret for his own ras-
cality as he set his pen in motion.

Wetherbee Flagg, sitting behind Jack,
was groaning under his breath. Ques-
tion number one was giving him a bad
time. He stole a look at the six Moun-
taineers, who were all diligently scrib-
bling for dear life. For a moment he
was tempted to reveal the great secret
to the president, but Jack’s example held
him in check.

At half-past eleven most of the boys
were still struggling with their ques-
tions, but the Climbing Six showed no
traces of worry in their faces. Their
pens never stayed; their brows were
never furrowed by agonized wrinkles,

One by one the contestants rose and
silently departed, leaving behind those
whose names were to appear at the head
of the list on Monday. ‘

The president leaned over his desk
critically, his little keen eyes narrowing.

“It is a surprise to me,” he fnused,
. “how that boy Dixon works now.
Bishop, and Gates, and Carson are three
other suddenly developed aspirants. 1
can't understand it. Flagg is a hard
student, and Yule 1s one of the best
boys here; but these others—ne, I can’t
make it out.”

Twelve o’clock: the few hovs remain-
ing at the desks laid down their pens.

The ordeal was over.
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In the scramble for the door Dixon
managed to get close to Jack.

“You're all right,” he whispered
gratefully. “I hate to beat you, of
course, but—you're white, Yule. I'll
give you a tip on Wednesday’s exam.
The first question will be: Give a list
of Casar’s generals.”

There was blood in Jack’s blue eyes.
For the second time his fingers itched
to punish this cheating youngster. But
Dixon had seen the ominous glaré in
the steel-blue eyes and fled precipitantly.

When the exammation resuilts ap-
peared Dixon was again on top. Jack
Yule had managed to gain second place.
Following hum came four of the other
Mountaineers, then Wetherbee Flagg.
Christy Chambers appeared far down on
the list, |

“I'll beat Dixon and get on top yet,
if I have to sweat blood to do it,” de-
clared . Jack, as he disgustedly scanned
the bulletin board.

On the Wednesday, when the boys

had taken their places for the final ex- |
amination in Roman history, Jack picked |

up his question paper with considerable
anxiety.

He had forgotten Dixon’s tip till that
moment, but now it flashed into his
brain and he looked for thc query cen-
cerning Czsar’s generals.

It was not the first question—it was
not the second, nor the third. Nor, as
Jack presently discovered, was it any-
where on the sheet.

He looked up quickly.
silence he heard gasps. Bishop was
holding his paper at arm’s length: it

' was deadly unfamiliar. Dixon was run-

ning hi$ hands through his hair, staring
down at the white sheet with eyes filled
with surprise,

Jack chuckled.

“Sodhething’s happened,” he thought.
“Prexy’s smelled a rat and changed the
questions. Heaven pity the Climbers!
But I've got my own work to do, and
it promises to be pretty steep”

For an hour he plodded through the
string of historical questions. About
eleven o'clock he paused,

“Half time,” he said mentally. At
that mioment he caught Dixon’s eye
across the desks and gave him an un-
mistakable wink. Bishop’s face was
sculptured agony. Gates had dipped his
pen m the inkwell a hundred times, but
his pages were all but bare.

Little Christy Chambers, alone of the
bold Mountaineers, stuck manfully to his
work, and rose with Jack Yule as the
clock struck.

“May 1 come up with you to your
room ?” he asked.

“Sure,” said Jack. “Feel about all in,
don't you? What a shame to slight the
generals of poor old Cesar! That love-
Iy tip T had from the I.crd High Climber
himself. But like many another tip, it
aidn’t werk.”

In the dead:

| about,

|

L

| upon ten-year-old papers.

‘Christy vows he'll never part with.

“That's what I want to talk to you
Jack. I'm pretty well ashamed
of myself,”

“Of course you are! The cigarette
fiend who suddenly finds bis heart act-
ing queerly begins to think he 1s
ashamed of himself. That’s usually the
way. You play with fire and get your
fingers burned—then you feel ashamed
of yourself.”

“Don’t pile it on, Jack. I've felt like
a cad all along. But Dixon and that
crowd sort of mixed the issues, and I
locked at things from a wronlg angle.”

They had climbed the stairs of Ferris
Hall, and Jack opened his door.

“Go right in, Christy, and make your-
self at home, old boy,” he said, remov-
ing his ¢oat and flinging himself on the
bed lounge. “I don’t know how yeu
feel, but I'm about used up.”

“VWell, I haven’t worked as hard as
you,” Christy laughed. “But I think
I’ve done good work this time.”

“Eh? Despite the fact that the sure
tips were phony ones ?”

Christy nodded. “Yes. I ‘poled’ hon-
estly for this exam. aud didn’t depend
As a matter
of fact, I am no longer 2 member of
the Mountaineers”

“Huh! Fired you, I suppose, Christy,
for introducing a hot-héaded kKecker like
me to their august company ?"’

“No. It wasn't that. You talked
straight that night, and it set me think-
ing. I couldn’t sleep, and 1 determimed
to cut out the whole business and tell
Prexy the secret.”

“What? It was you, then!" Jack sat
bolt upright on the cot. ‘‘You played
the sneak!”

“Hold on, Jack,” pleaded hristy,
shrinking from the steel-blue eyes. *I
didn’t do it. I only thought about it
I guess Prexy got onto the fraud him-
self. But, anyway, [ was sick and dis-
gusted with myself, and I got out.”

“Good boy, Christy!” Jack’s blue
eves had lost their steely glitter and
were soft as an inland lake. “I knew
there was the right stuff in you. Youwl]
make good, all right, kid.”

Christy did make good, as Jack had
prophesied, for when the results of the
examination were pasted on the bulletin
board the second name on the list was
Christopher Chambers, with ninety-four
per cent. Flagg was third, with ninety-
three per cent. Bunched at the bottom
were five of the Mountaineers. At the
top of the list was the name of John
Yule, with ninety-eight per cent, the
record at the school exams. that season.

That afternoon Christy visited Jack's
room in great jubilation, and spent a
solid hour there. When he left he car-
ried away a souvenir that had hung over
Tack’s study tahle—a souvenir that
It
reads: “It Pays To Be Straight.”
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Here’s a baseball story, and something more—a lesson; but it isn’t a lecture, and thezre’s not
Silly superstition led jim Bradley into a desperate plight which nearly ¢oat

bim his life, but eventually he demonetrated that he had plenty of *good stuff” in his make-up.

“Win? Of course well win.”
“Shorty” Jones balanced himself on the
top of the fencc and kicked his heels
emphatically against the bottomn rail.
His reund, jolly face was aglow with
enthusiasm.

But there was no answering glow in
the face of the lanky youth backed up
against the post beside him, his hands
stuck deep in his pockets. “Big Mac”
—Robert Merrisen MlacLean, to give
him his full name—was clearly anything
but enthusiastic.

“The Morningsides have a pretty good
reputation,” he said dolefully.

“Huh! What of 1t?” demanded
Shorty from his perch on the top rail
“They have carned a big rep. on the
strength of licking a few cubs, But
when they stack up against the Lincoln
Seminary nine you’ll see mighty glum
looks among the supporters of the
Morningside High School. VWc're going
to play for the honor of old Lincoln to-
morrow, and we're going to play to
win.”’

He waited for
none was forthcoming, and he
out:

“What's the matter with you, any-
way, Mac? Is it the Scotch in you?
Better put a little more sugar i your
coffee from this time henceforth and
forever. Amen.”

“Shorty, don’t be profane!” said big
Mac severely. “We've got a thunder-
ing hard game on to-morrow, and I
want you to realize it.”

“Oh, shut up, you ¢ld croaker!"” cried
Shorty. “I know all about that game,
all right. But I am not doing any wor-

some response, but

broke

rying so long as Jim DBradley s cap-

ta in—-—-"

“That’s just it, Shorty.”

“Eh? What do you mean?”

“Well, Jim is the one man on the team
I'm afraid of”

“Say, Mac, vou want to see a doctor.

You've got cobwehs in the think-box.

Don’t know what's good for cobweb-
initis, but I suggest a gentle application
of a club on the cranium: and T'll be
olad to play doctor free of charge if vou
say another werd about Tim Bradley.
What's the mater with him, ’'d like to
know? Tsn't he the best fellow thaf
ever lived?”

“He sure i1s,”” big Mac agreed warmly.

Go

“Isn’t he a big, square-shouldered,
strong-muscled fe low, with a swiag in
his arms that means death to a baseball
and back to the bench for the batters?”’

“It’s true, Shorty, every word ot it.”

“Isn’t he the best pitcher you ever
heard of ?” insisted Shorty.

“Yes-—1f enly he’d keep sane.
willing enough to acknowledge
fim's a dandy on the diamond, but

“No ‘buts’ about it,” snorted Shorty,

“But,” big Mac went on placidly, “Jim
is brtten By a species of superstitious
mania that makes me kind ef nervous.
If he ever happens to look at the new
moon over the left shoulder hc’s pretty
nigh sick. You never saw him walk
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under a ladder or—

“Oh, pifle! That don’t affect his
play,” interrupted Shorty,

“But 1t does, old bev. You can’t un-
derstand it, Shorty, But when the su-
perstitious bug gets a grip on you it
rattles you from baseball to trigonom-

I'm
that

»”

etry.” .
“Huhl I guess we all know about
Jim’s eccentricities, Mac. But you

needn’'t worry about them., Jim wen't
et anything stand in the way of bump-
ing the Morningsides to-morrow.”

“Perhaps yon're right, Sherty” said
big Mac slowly. *“Only—i{ 4nything
should happen and Tim deesn’t play,
we've got to go in and win the game
for him just the same.” |

“Gee whiz! I guess I'd feel just
about as blue as you, Mac, if Jim don't

play.”

‘xl‘hat’s what I was afraid ef, And
that’s why I warn you to lLe prepared
for anything that may happen. I don't
suppose I look overhopeful, but when 1
saw Jim bechave like a lunatic an hour
or two ago over some little thing that
he called bad luck, it jarred me up con-
siderable; and 1 had a premonition that
before we pull off the pame one or two
more bad omens wil! come [im’s way.
But at heart Pm just as confident as
you, Shorty, that we'll win out.”

“Bully for vou. Mac!" cried Shorty,
“Cheer up, old son. We'll get ’em, all
right,  Well, let's get hack., I'll race
vou to the seminary gates.”

Big Mac was game, but the race
etided 1gnomimously for him., In spite
of his long legs. he couldn’t keep the
pace set by the nimable Shorty, and, giv-
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ing up the hope of victory, he slowed
down to a walk and sauntered slowly
back, brooding over his premomtions.

Shorty entered thc seminary gates on
tihe run, and was bounding on when he
felt his cellar grasped by a relentless
hand and he was swung round gasping.

He leoked up into the face of the
youth they had been talking about—]Jim
Bradley, captain and pitcher of the l.in-
coln Senunary team. A splendid speci-
men of young America he was—a big,
upstanding youngster, with fire in his
eyes, and a suggestion of trcmendeus
vitality in his well-knit frame. His
wwaist line was small, but that was the
only small thing about him. He didn't
necd any padding in the shoulders of
his ceat, for there were no hollews to
be filled out. Nature, plenty of excer-
cise, and an optimistic temperament hadl
combined to produce as healthy a “5cem-
inole” as ever wore the orange and
black of old Lincoln,
I_“\\-’hat’s the hurry, Shorty{’ asked
im.

“Mad dog!’ announced Shorty, with
a twinkle in his eye.

“What?" Jim looked around in
alarm. * .
“Well, a grouchy Scotchman, 1f ynu

like that better. Big Mac is somewhere
in the rear-—thought his long legs weul
bring him here as quick as my short
ones, but he has another think coming.
What's the score going to be to-mor-
row, [1m?” .

“Can’t guess, Shorty, but it’s geing to
be pretty close. Better keep your sprint-
img stunts till you get on the diamond.
By the way, have you seen anything of
a Chitiese coin belonging to me?”

“You bet I've seen it—never saw vem
without it, in fact. You never let that
blessed chink nickel get out of your
possession, to my knowledge.”

“Well, I've lost it, Shorty., Hope 1t
don’t change my luck. I thought a good
deal of that coin.”

“Oh, don't worry, It'll turn up all
right,” said Shorty, anxious to switch
the big pitcher’s mind from anvthiny
that savored of bad luck. “Say, Jim. I
feel in a sprinting mnod. Come over
to the ball grounds and I'll give vou a
free show.”

Jim Bradley laughed, and allowed
Shorty to drag him along.
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Hardly had they reached the athletic
field when Jim clutched the youngster's
arm with a grip that made him wince.

“Look ! he cried, pointing at the
home plate. “A black crow on the dia-
mond—horrible I”

Shorty stole a frightened glance at
the big pitcher; then, looking toward
the home plate: “That’s a crow, all
right,”” he admitted. “It’s black as
Igypt., and 1t’s on the diamond. Baut
why do you want to get into a blue funk
over that? It won’t eat you”

“It means the most awful luck,
Shorty ! Oh, you beast!” Jim Bradley
picked up a stone and let it drive in the
direction of the crow.

“Poor shot,” commented Shorty, as
the crow flew away, rasping out three
derisive caws - way of protest.
“You've got to pitch straighter than
that to-morrow if you want to win.”

“I won’t pttch to-morrow,” said Jim
morosely. “It means certain defeat if
I do”

“What on earth’s biting you?” asked
S!;erty. “What has a crow to do with
1t '

“It's a bad omen, Shorty—the very
worst kind. Shouldn’t wonder if the
beggar has found my Chinese coin and
made off with 1t.”

“Oh, stush!” said Shorty irreverently.

“You know nothing about the occult,”
retorted Jim Bradley. “A black bird
brings bad luck every time. Those

thrce caws mean that the Morningsides |

will lick us by three runs.”

“Well, if that 1sn’t the most slab-sided
specimen  of tommy-rot!” exclaimed
Shorty,

“All the same, Shorty, I'm up against
it,” said Jim seriously. “There’s only
one way out of it—I've got to kill a
hlack crow before to-morrow’s game or
we’re done for.” :

He refused to discuss the matter fur-
ther, and Shorty ran off to find big
Mac and tell him the story of the crow.

That afternoon the Lincoln team, ac-
cording to schedule, assembled on the
ball field for practice; and so keen was
the interest in the ¢oming game that
every member of the nine was present,
with one exception—Jim Bradley, who
of all others was expected to be there,
since he was captain and pitcher.

He did not show up, however, and his | §

roommate, Bill Edwards, brought the
news that Jim had “gone for a walk”
and that the team should “go on with
the practice without him.”

Big Mac took corgmand, but there was
a worried look in his face that only
Shorty Jones could understand.

As both the youths surmised, Jim
Bradley had gone crow-hunting. Rut
crows were by no means plentiful in
the neighborhood, and Jim bad a dif-
ficult task before him.

He hadn’t the slightest idea where he
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could find a crow: but a crow he must
liave, or woe to the lLancoln Semimary
nine on the morrow!

As Jim was passing a bookstore near
the centre of the town, Pat Hogan, the
janitor of the seminary, came out with
an armful of books. '

Noticing the look of gloom on Jitn
Bradley’s face, Hogan asked in his
kindly fashion:

“An’ whot’s th" matther now, me by ?
Ye look as if ye’d swallyed a hearrse.
Shure, i1sn’'t th' big game comin’ off th’
morrow, an’ ye look as if yer side was
bate already !” |

“Oh, it isn’t that,” said Jim hesi-
tatingly. “It's—=something elsc.” He
stopped and looked keenly into the Irish-
man’s eyes, and it suddenly occurred to
him that here was the man who could
aid him in his quest. “Pat, do you
 know where I could get a crow?” he
asked abruptly.

“A <crow!” Pat Hogan’s eyebrows
went up in surprise. “A crow, 1s ut!
Is ut fr eatin’ purposes, now, ye want
ut? Shure ye might l'ave thot gas-
thronomic fate till afther th' morrrow’s
game, I'm thinkin’.”

Jim was inclined to be angry at this
badinage, but he repressed his feelings
and donned the cloak of diplomacy.

“It’s a little bet, Patsy,” he explained.
“If I don't find that crow, no game for
me to-morrow.”

“Och, shure, whoy didn’t ye say thot
afore ye shpoke? Thot’s different, av
|coorse. But crows is moighty scarce
hereabouts, an’ I don’t think as ye'll
come acrost th’ real article nearer th’n
th' parrk; an’ they're not to be touched
unless ye hov a pull wid th’ parrk su-
p’rintindint—an’ there’s nothin’ doin’
there, f'r he's a dour Scotchman.”

The park! Why hadn’'t he thought
of that before? for it was well known
that a large number of crows and other
birds were maintained at ptiblic expéense
in the park, mainly for the benefit of the
local ornithological cranks who took
great interest in them.

There was a heavy penalty for molest-
ing them, and-the park keepers were
strict and impartial in enforcing the
law.

True, getting a crow would be 2 ¢com-
paratively easy matter, but there was
reat risk of detection. Yet a crow
must be had at any cost, as a sacrifice
to the Goddess of Fortune, and it must
be forthcoming very soon. So, with
faws set and a fierce determination in
his heart, Jim Bradley went back.to his
room, procured his revolver, and set out
for the hill.

He waited till after sundown before
entering the park, which by that time
was deserted save for the keepers. A
glorious moon swam out from a mist
of cloud, and Jim's heart beat rapidly
as he saw a crow fly lazily across a
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moonlit patch of lawn and vanish in a
clump of elms.

Sprinting across the grass plot in a
fashion that would have araused the ad-
miration of Shorty Jones, he took his
stand under the elms and waited.

To his ears was borne music—the
sweetest mustc that he had ever heard
—the cawing of crows.

It came from a tall tree only a fcw
yards away, and Jim exulted in antici-
pation as his fingers tightened on the re-
volver,

As Jim stood watching and waiting a
large crow swooped down from the tree
above him and, picking up some bright
object from the ground—it looked in
the moonlight like a piece of glass—was
about to fly back to its nest,

This chance was too good for Jim
to lose, and, as the crow was but a few
feet away and plainly discernible, he
aimed quickly and fired! The immed:i-
ate result was all that the superstitious
youth could have desired; for the bullet
hit the mark, and after a few short
crogks, the crow was dead,

[im’s next thought was to get away
without being discovered. Tt was time,
for he had no sooner thrust his revolver
tn the pocket of his coat than a police-
man’s whistle sounded shrilly about a
hundred yards away, and the evidences
of pursuit were unmistakable.

To get out of the park was, of course,
jim's first thought, and aver flower beds,
aver fences, through thorny brush, tear-
ing his clothes, barking his shins against
trees, scratching his face m wild rushes
through brambles, he sped along like the
wind. ~

Presently he saw the friendly gleam
of the park gates a few yards ahead.
But, looking as he did, it would have
been suicidal to emerge into the open
streets at the park entrance. Instead
he veered into a by-path that led to an
unfrequented thoroughfare, e¢nding at
the river near the power house of the
trolley company.

The race was still on, and Jim was
becoming winded. But the success of
his team was at stake, and, setting his
teeth firmly, he rushed on like a mad-
marn.

“Halt, or I'll fire!’ he heard some
one call, and a bullet whizzed past him.

But Jim didn’t stop to explain mat-
ters. He was afraid that he would be
held for trial and locked up as a sus-
picious person for several days. This
would mean that the game would go on
without him. And just when he had
lifted the hoodoo, too! It was not to
be thought ot for a moment. He was
determined to play to-morrow, and was
willing to take any risks.

So he kept on, dodging into gloomy-
looking paths, stumbling, falling, rising,
"™nd darting on again. his breath coming
in short, quick gasps. At last, when
he felt that he must drop, he emerged
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quite suddenly from the park and found
himself on the street close to the power
house,

Looking hastily around, he saw a flat
trolley truck loaded with two gigantic
ash cans. It took but an_instant to dart
around the truck, hop on it, and disap-
pear i1n one of the ash cans, which to
Jun's joy was only half {full.

He pulled down the lid, which feli
with a bang.

“Safe at last,” Jim gasped, as he set-
tled down upon the soft ashes,

Indistinctly he heard .the confused
shouts of the searching party, intermin-
gled with the laughter of some of the
trolley conductors who were indulging
in horseplay at the door of the power
house,

Then close alongside came the cry:

“Right! Let her go!”

To Jim's ears came the jar of re-
leased brakes. The power was turned
on and the truck began to move,

“Fine!” chuckled the hidden boy.
“Hit "er up!

ha-ha. The fellows won't believe 'me
when I tell them about this luxurious
Pullman. All the same, I wish the por-
ter would come around-and open a win-
dow,” he added lugubriously. “Guess
I'd better not risk taking that lid off
just yet, but I'd pive a good deal for
a little fresh air,”

He bore the stifling atmosphere as
long as he could. then he began care-
fully to press the lid upward. ’

This is where we give|
the blnndt}ﬁrstfy park keepers the merry |

| “But what am

side of the can. Reason fled. A deadly
stupor settled over his senses.

The next thing Jim was conscious of
was a great shouting, the flare of
torches, the sudden movement of the
ash carn, a swing in the air, and then a
sickening sensation as he felt his body
hurled through space and dropping
down=—down—down until he thought he
had fallen from an air ship. The earth
rose up and struck him. Something
snapped in his brain—he had fainted.

When Jim came to his senses he was
in the pilot house of an ocean-poing
tugboat. It was daylight, and he was
stretched on some cushions and wrapped
in 3 huge blanket.
slowly and staggered to his feet on the
swaying floor of the pilot house. But
he was so dizzy and weak that he could
not stand, and he dropped wearily back
upon the cushions.

In front of him he saw the broad back
of the steersman of the tug.

“Where am 1?” Jim asked huskily.

“Hello! Woke up, matey ?’ exclaimed
the man at the wheel, without turnming
his head.

“Where am 17" Jim repeated.

“Aboard the Restirss, son. Ain’t no
better tugboat hailin®™ from Perth Am-
boy.”

Jim was

r

only partly enlightened.
doing here?” he in-
quired.

“See that big scow

helmsman threw his

astern ?'" The
head back, but

“I think this is where 1 make my|didn’t remove his gaze from the binna-

exit,” he muttered.
snug little cubby-hole, but
what——"

Between the words he pushed vio-
lently, spitefully on the lid. But it
didn’t budge a fraction.

“Locked myself in, by thunder!” he
gasped. He tecalled the bang with
which the heavy lid had closed and
guessed that the hasp had fallen over the
staple, lockinig it as effectively for the
victim inside as tf it had been the costly
lock of a safe-deposit vault,

“I've pot to get out—got f0!” Jim
screamed, and he struck the td with his
fists again and again till the blood
dripped from his hands. He kicked im-

potently at the sides of the can, then|in the yarn.

took to shouting, But his cries were

drowned in the roar of the onrushing |backward significantly, and ]

truck.
“Tt’s that coin 1 lost,” he said weakly;

“Hate to leave this | cle for the fraction of a second.
Eh— | matey, one of the scow’s crew heard you

“Well,

groanin’ last night. He pulled you out
and brought you aboard the Restless.
Lucky for you, too; for inside of five

| minutes more, by the Lord Harry! he'd

have opened the bottom of the scow
and dumped you and the ashes into
Davy Jones’ deep-sea drawin’-room.”
The big shoulders of the man at the
wheel heaved as if he were enjoying
the grim joke. |

Jim Bradley’s mind was now becom-
ing clearer, and in a few moments he
got his bearings.

“I remember it all now,” he said.

“Do, eh? Hope there ain’t no snarls
Here comes the skipper.”
Once more the great head was fung
im heard
heavy steps on the deck below.

“Go slow with the skipper, matey,”

and he dropped down on the ashes, pant- | cautioned the man at the wheel. “He

ing.

For a long moment he lay, breathing
laboriousty. ““The game!” he cried, in
a stiffed whisper. His senses were
reeling with the foul air of the can and
the swaying of the truck. “Big Mac
will pitch. He'll beat ’em to it. Sure
thing. They won’t miss me—so long—
as—big 3

His head dropped back against the

ain’t got no use for beachcombers, I tell
‘'ee”” He laid ponderous emphasis on
the words, but Jim shrewdly suspecfed
that the big seaman was only making
game of him.

The door of the pilot house was

]pushed open, and the captain entered—

a robust, heavily bearded, red-faced Iit-
tle man, with a gleam of humor twink-
ling in his sea-blue eyes.

Google

He raised himself |

[

|

“So-ho, m’ lad, you're alive, eh 7" he
greeted, grinning not unkindly at the
bewildered youth. And, settling his
plump body on a camp chair, with his
fat little legs spread wide apart, he in-
vited Jim to “gipe up.”

Jim told his story in detail; and he
had no fault to find with his listeners;
for despite the good-natured jests that
punctuated his speech, they were both
keenly interested in his narrative.

“Somehow I feel as if T were in a
dream,” he concluded, “and may wake
up to more bad luck. And it’'s all on
account of that blamed crow which tried
to put the hoodoo on our game with
Morningside!” Poor Jim’s expression
was so rueful and so whimsical that the
hearty little captain broke into a tem-
pest of guffaws.

But the thought of the game to be
played that very day—for it was now
about eleven o’clock in the morning—
roused Jim from his bewilderment, and
he anxiously inquired when the tug
would get back to port.

For some time he was unable to get
much satisfaction from the skipper and
the big steersman, yho were highly

| amused by the story; and ever and arnon

to Jun’s disgust, they gave various imi-
tations of a crow’s croak.

At last be made an appeal that was
almost tearful in its intensity, and told
why he so earnestly wished to get to
the ball field as soon as possible,

The appeal succeeded.

“If the tide holds good, m’ lad,” said
the bluff captain, “we’ll be at our dock,
barrin’ fog or delay from some other
cause, before four this afternoon. When
I was a boy I used to be a preat hand
for baseball myself, and I can sympa-
thize with you.”

And the tugboat captain was as good
as his word for a few minutes before
four o'clock the Resfless was tied wup
at her wharf, and the next minute Brad-
ley was speeding on a trolley car to the

scene of the game,

“Batter up!|”

It was the beginning of the fifth in-
ning. The Morningsides had piled up
three runs, and the Lincolns hadn’t had
a look in. Despair settled over the heart
of big Mac, who was pitching in the
place of Jim Bradley.

With the exception of the big Scotch-
man and Shorty Jones, there was no life
in the Lincoln Seminary eleven. The
absence of Jim Bradley had played
havoc with batting and fielding alike.

Big Mac could not know that at that
moment Jim was speeding swiftly to-
ward the athletic field; but he sent a
roving glance out over the smiling
fields, in the vain hope that he might
catch sight of the superstitious youth
who had gone crow-hunting.

He felt that an ignominious defeat
lay ahead. But he was determined to
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fight it out to the last gasp, and bis lips
tightened as he toed the slab and looked
grimly at the tall, well-built lad wha
faced hip)—Mason, the captain of the
Morningsides, who was the first man up.

“Line ’er out, Mase¥ “We've got
‘em on the run!” yelled the Morning-
side supporters.

Mason grinned. Big Mac saw the
grin. It maddened him. He sent in &
hot one that Mason slammed at. But
his bat met nothing but air.

“Strike !” yelled the umpire.,

Mason's face lost its grin, He set-
tled himself and met the next ball
squarely, and drove it full in the face
of Roy Fetter.

It ought to have been an easy catch,
but Roy, like most of the Lincolns, was
playing listlessly, and he let the ball
slip through his hands, When he got
it back, Mason was safe on first.

Big Mac was mad clear through—so
mad that his big right arm refused to
be steadied, and he gave Davis, the sec-
ond batsman, a free pass.

This sobered the big fellow, and he
struck out the next man. The fourth
hatter was a liftle overanxious and
popped up an easy fly, which was taken
care of by Shorty Jones.

It was an anxious moment when
Peters, the Morningsides’ crack batter,'
rose lazily from the bench and strolled
with a confident air to the plate.

“It's all over but the shouting!”
yelled the Morningside coach. “Here's
where Petey brings two men homel”

But there was no answering yell from
the stand.

The crack pitcher missed the cheer
that should have greeted him, and he
looked around. in surprise. But there
were no eyes for him just then. |

A shriek of delight from big Mac
brought everybody up standing. And
next moment the big Scotchman was
performing a wild dance with a dilapi-
dated figure that had burst upon the
scene.

“It's Jim!” he shouted, hugging the
youth, whose tattered clothes and
scratched face bore little resemblance to
the spick-and-span captain of thc Lin-
colns.

Big Mac's yells precipitated instant
confusion. From catcher to outfield the
Lincolns swarmed around. Then a
mighty shout went up:

“Bradley! Bradley! Bradley!”

Poor Jim! This hugging and hand-
shaking and thumping on the back was
almost as severe as his experience of
the last twenty hours. But he bore it
with a huge grin that blotted out the

scratches.

“I've lifted the hoodoo, Mac.
the game?” he asked.

“Three to nothing in favor of the
Morningsides,” said big Mac ruefully.

How's

“But it’ll be thirty to three in favor |

Shorty Jones, and he turmed a dozen
cart wheels to work off his ecstasy.

“Batter up!” yelled the umpire—he
had been yelling it for some time, but
nobody heard him in the din. The stand
was in an uproar, for the word had gone
around that this tattered figuré was the
captain and pitcher of the Lincoln Sem-
inary nine,

Peters was still waiting at the plate
when Jim grabbed a ball, and, with the
permission of the Morningside captain,
proceeded to warmt up by throwing a
few at big Mac, who had now donned
the catcher’s mask,

“Batter up!”

Peters bent over the willow and
waited for the chance to add two more
points to the score. ‘

Jim glanced around and noted with
satisfaction the intent look on the faces
of the wearcrs of the orange and hblack
of old Lincoln. He stuck his brass-
tipped shoe into the rubber plate and
nedded, as big Mac, his eyces sparkling
beliind the wire meshes of his mask,
gave the stgnal

Jim's right arm swung in a semicir-
cle, . The ball leaped forward with a
slight inward curve across the batter's
shoulders and landed ker-plusk in the
Scotchman’s big fitt,

“Strike one!” called the umpire.

“Look out there, Pete! Don't let him
do 1t again]” came from the stand.

Pcters loeked sheepish. But his mus-
cles tautened, he slammed the bat on the
plate vicieusly, and made a wild lunge
at the next ball. It might have becn
a home run if he had hit it; but he had
miscalculated the speed of the horse-
hide. Jim had sent in a slow one that
focled Peters completely.

There was a volley of widely different
comments from the stand:

“Pete’'s gone to sleep over the batl”

“The pitcher in the tramp suit’s got
him scared.”

"Stop your foolin’, Pete!
gerous.”’ _

“What’s the matter with Bradley?”
bellowed a mighty voice.

“Hc's all rightt” It

It's dan-

seemed that

everybody joined in the response, for

thc yeuth 1n the tattered clothing had
heen jecred unmercifully while he was
warming up, but now the tide of pop-
ular favor had turned in his direction.

Peters looked angry cnough to have
throttled the pitcher. He bit his lip
till it bled, while he eyed the bedraggled-
looking figure in the box.

“T'll get the nexti”’ he hissed. ‘And
get it he did, but so weakly, so inef-
fectually that he was easily beaten to
first,

A torrent of uproarious excitement
was let loosc in the Lincoln stronghold.
and the air was tent with cheers. The
game which so far had been compara-
tively tame began to be of compelling

of Lincolns in about a minute!” cried'interest,
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There was a very scrious confabl
among the Morningsides, and every man
on the team was evidently on his mettle
when plucky Bob Willis stepped to the
home plate to do battle for the Lincolns.

Willis got as far as second base—
and died there. Thomas was pitching a
splendid game for the Morningsides,
and the fielders were keyed up to do
their mightiest.

During the Lincolns’ inntng Jim had
found time to get into a baseball suit,
and when he appeared togged out in
the familiar orange and black he got a
big cheer.

He smiled response—but it was a very
wan smile, for two of his most reliable
nien had been retired on strikes; and a
feww minutes later came the umpire’s
call:

“Batter's out!”

“That ends the sixth,” muttered Jim
dolefuliy, shedding his sweater. **\Well,
there's three more left. - Fellows,” he
said, as they gathered around him,; “if
we're going to win this game, we've

got to play like demons.”

“We'll do it, Jim!” they declared
heartily,

“All right,” he responded. “It’'s up
to you.” :

The seventh and cighth innings de-
veloped into a duel between the two
pitchers, and neither side was able to
ect a man past second base. In the last
inning, the Morningsides got a man on
third after two were out; but Peters,
the star hatter of the Morningsides, was
up, and the rooters felt sure he was
equal to the task of bringing them home.

Jim’s curves, however, were too much
for Peters, and, after taking three
swings, which only dented the atmos-
phere, lie threw the bat down in disgust
and went into the field.

The Lincolns were now at the bat for
their last inning. Jones, the Lincolns’
diminutive shortstop, was up first
When he stepped to the plate, Thomas,
the Morningside pitcher, gave him the
merry laugh, and somebody on the stand
yeiled

“He got you twice already, Shorty.
Here’s where yeu take your third dnze.”

Smarting under the jihes of the high-
school reoters, Shorty had hard work
to refrain from rapping out an angry
retort; but he kept himself well in hand
and waited, with his nerves a-tingle, for
the first hall,

It came with plenty of velocity, but
he judged it to a nicety, and brought the
stand up velling as he smashed - the
horschide en the trade-mark.

The ball kept clase to the ground,
just out of the reach of all the fielders.
It was good for two bases, and Shorty
got to second safely. This wiped the
smile frem the face of Thomas, and
made the Morningsicdes rather uneasy.

When Ildwards—Jun’s  roommate—
went to the bat, the pitcher was in a
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scrious .mood. Edwards singled to
right, and befor¢ Nelson could return
the ball, Jones, the short one, had slid
over the plate with the Lincolns’ first
run. The cheers of the Lincoln team
were enthusiastic and tremendous, and
Shorty was hailed as a hero.

Ewards went to second base on the
throw-in, Recggie, Moran was passed to
first on four wide ones, Thomas be-
traying that he was rattled. Moran and
Edwards then worked a double-steal.
Bateson was thrown out at first, and the
tension on both sides was fairly sizzling.

jim Bradley himself was the next
man up, He was ¢ool and confident—
for hadn't he lifted the hoodoof What
was there to fear now? The game was
bound to be Lincoln’s,

Now pitchers, as a rule, are indiffer-
ent batters; but Thomas was soon aware
that the rival pitcher before him was
one of the exceptions, and he tried with
might and main .to get Bradley on
strlkes -But Jim waited until he got
one that suited him; then—bangl—
away went the ball!

Jim sprinted with all the speed he
could work up and reached third. The

two men on the bases had scored, and|.

evened the game up. There was now
only one man out; but Hudson, the next
batter was weak w:th the club

A hush had fallea over the field and
the stand. Not a flag waved. Not a
voice was heard. In dead silence they
waited the outcome of the next moment
of play.: The suspense was heart-
breaking.

Poor little Hudson! He felt the re-
sponsibility of his position, and his heart
was peunding like a trip hammer against
his ribs. But glancing over at third
base he canght a friendly nod from Jim
Bradley that gave him courage,

He wasn't much of a bunter, but Jim
had given him the mgnal for a squeeze
play, and gritting his teeth, he dropped
the first ball pitched in front of the
plate. Thomas swooped down on it like
a hawk after its prey, He threw the
ball to the catcher with all the energy
he could command; but, quick as he
was, Jim Bradley was quicker, and slid
over the pan with the run that won the
gatme.

The play was close, and Thomas sent
tup a shout.

The umpire waved him aside.

“Bradley was safe by a foot,” he de-
clared.

Then~—if you take big Mac’s word for
it—everybody went stark, staring mad.
Out oveér the field fluttered the orange
and black. Cheer followed cheer, and
in the midst of it the Lincolns sang a
glory song.

Jim Bradley was, of course, the hero
of the hour. He was thumped and
Euunded enthusiastically, and he just

arely escaped a mob of pretty girls

rushing upon him with pennants waving
wildly tn the summer air.

Big Mac and Shorty Jones were es-
pecially eager to hear about the crow-
hunting expedition; and, surmising that
it would be a long and interesting story,
they hoisted Jim on to the home bench
and made him tell the yarn to the crowd.

Chief among the- rooters was a Ianky,|

sandy-complexioned man dressed in a
gray uniform. He listened attentively
while the Lincoln captain told his re-
markable story, beginning with the crow
on the home plate.

When Jim ended, the man in umforml LS8 s

squirmed through the ctowd, and,
ting his hand on the jubilant youngster S
shoulder, whispered in his ear:

“Ma young freend, I would speak wi
ye tae one side.”

Flushed with wictory, and having his
mind on nothing but the game up to
this point, Bradley had not notlced the
man in uniform. His heart sank within
him as he recognized that this was one
of the park keepers—perhaps one of the
very men who had given him such an
eventful chase the mght before

“It's all up with me now,” muttered
the young pitcher, under his breath, see-
ing no .chance of escape. So, while the
rest of the team ran off to the pavilion,
Jim followed the man in the gray uni-
form, who led him a hundred yards
away to where a clump of trees hid them
from view of the ball feld.

“"Weel, weel, ye done braw, laddie”
he said, a twinkle in his eyes. ‘“Yer
story ¢ last nicht is fit tae put intil a
story book. But, laddie, the next time
ye want a craw frae the park, come tae
me aforechand, I’'m Robbie MacLean’s
uncle.”

“What! The park superintendent?”
exclaimed Jim.

The lanky Scotchman in uniform
nodded. “Twa © my men chased .ye
last micht, and, noo that I ha’e seen ye
get around the bases, I dinna wonder
ye got awa’ frae them. Is this wee bit
weapon yours ?”’ |

“He held out to Jim’s astonished gaze
a revolver, and pointed to the name en-
graved on the butt.

It was Jim’s name. Denial was out
of the question. It was the trusty gun
that- had lifted the hoodoo; but Jim’s
wild rush toaget away from his pursuers
had jerked it from his pocket, and the
SUpermtendent had found it while mak-
ing his usual rounds.

Flim hung his head, Looming in front
of him he saw a heavy fine or imprison-
ment. Never mind—hadn’t the Lincolns
won? There was plenty of consolation
in the thought.

“And maybe this belongs tae ye as
weel,”" continued big Mac’s uncle. He

opened a huge ﬁst and Jim, looking]|i

down into the reat palm saw—his be-
loved Chinese coin, which he thought he
had lost forever.

Google

| going tae press the charge

» | protested the

Jim pounced upon it eagerly. ‘“VWhere
did you find it?” he asked.

“Under the tree where the park craws
ha'e their nests,” was the response, and
the sandy-complexioned officer looked
accusingly at the youngster.

“There’s a braw fine, or even jail, for
laddxes that carry revolvers” he said.

‘And there’s mair o’ a fine for laddies
that shoot craws in th' pfrk. But I'm no
I'l {forgi'e
ye this time.’

Jim was profuse in his thanks, and
he clutched his coin tightly, determined
lose it again—for he was con-
|vinced that it was responsible for this
piece of good luck.

“Ye neednae thank me sae muckle,”
big Scotchman. “I'm
Robbie’s uncle, ye know; and I'm a guid
bit o’ a fan mysel’—though I am a Hee-
landman. Hoot, mon! the way the
Morningsides walloped the ball when
puir Robbie was in the box made me
feel sorry for the laddie.” But when ye
came intil the game, I whooped it up,
for Robbie was avenged. I didna care
then if ye had kilt a scare o' the park
craws! But in the future, laddie, be
vera keerful and dinna shoot ony mair
birdies—unless ye hap tae find anither
craw on the home plate!”

THE END.

Tommy’s mother had- made hnu a
prcsent of a toy shovel, and sent him
out to play with his baby brother.
‘“Take, care of baby, now,” said his
mother, “and don’t let amnything hurt
him.”

Presently screams of anguish from
baby sent the distracted parent flying
to see what was the matter.

“For goodness” sake, Tommy, what
has happened to the baby?’ said she,
trying to soothe the wailing infant.

“There was a naughty fly biting him
on the top of his head, and T' killed it
with the shovel " was the proud reply.

Brown® and Jones agreed to have a
fhshing competition. Jones fished with
a live minnow and Brown with a worm.

After about four hours had elapsed.
Brown sprang to his feet in great ex-
citement, shouting he had got a bite.

His friends crowded round anxtous-

ly.
. Then, with a mighty swish he landed
on the bank Jones’ minnow, which, be-
coming tired and hungry, had swal-
lowed Brown's worm.

“What is the Miller family Hoing
now?”

“The wife is writing poems that ne-
body will read, the daughter is paint-
ing pictures that nobody wilt buy. the
son. is composing plays that nobody will

put on the stage, and the %usband s
| writing checks that nobody will cash.™

‘

/



By W. S. STORY

How He “Put a Crimp” in the Rascals

doubtless you'll chuckle over it.

Irxcpressible, volatile Tow-Head—you can’t help liking bim, and you’ll pardon his slang;
You’ll re joice over his escape from the burning steamer, on

which he was bas¢ly abandoned, and you'll fecl like shouting when he finally gets square
with the arch plotter, old oily Porter,

Young Murchison, Sturtevant & Pear-
son's tow-headed office boy, came down
the flight of stairs to the street with a
rush, and, like a projectile from a
twelve-inch gun, shot into the narrow
street and into the April air and
sunshine, He had a cigarette 1 his
mouth, cocked upward at an angle of
forty-five degrees, and in his soul an
cagerness for the fun before him.

He was a long-legged boy, with broad,
curving shoulders, a pear-shaped face,
dotted with sixteen thousand freckles,
which gave him distinction, 1f not
beauty, and a pair- of blue eyes that
served as mercury 1in a thermometer to
indicate the state of the spirit within
him,

Once in the street he started his long
legs off at a pace like that of a cab
horse with a burr under his tail,

The air was that of ideal April, warm,
genial, pronusing of summer.

Tow-head saw visions as he swung
away from work, visions of a back Iot
some distance uptown, where in a few
minutes he expected to be warping out-
shoots, and.ins, and sptthalls to Wall-
eye Donovan, the champion boy catcher

in twenty-three blocks—which is fame; |

and his long legs, no matter how quick-
ly one followed the other, had no chance
to keep up with his desire.

“Robert!” The call came from a win-
dow of the building he had just left.

Tow-head was far enough down the
street when he heard this not to hear it;
but he was honest, he was interested
in his lusiness with the bond house,
he had ambition, and he liked Mr. Pear-
son, the junior partner, whose voice he
rccognized. He halted. He said noth-
ing, but when he turned around the
cigarctte had sagged ninety degrecs and
was drooping from his lips,

Mr. Pearson, leaning out of the win-
dovw of the office on the second floor,
bold up a finger to him. The only places

Tow-head heard his Christian name.L

Rohert, wese in the office and at hits
heme. A youngster with a great mop
nf hap- like his hasa’t much chance of
hearing his baptismal name clsewhere.

Tow-lhead, somewhat discontented,
hut a martyr to duty, half regretting his

honesty in hearing Mr. Pearson’s hail, |
and half proud of it, went back to|junior partner went to the door.

|

the offtice, his swinging, eager stride
changed to a half shuffle.

“Sarry to trouble you, Robert,” said
Mr. Pearsan, as Tow-head entered the
efhice,

“That's all right,” returned Tow-head,
“kind o sorry I didn’t have earache,
that’s all,” he added, with an open grin.

“Earache?” said Mr. Pearson.

“Sure; always stuff my ears fuli of
cotton then.”

Mr. Fearson laughed.

The junior partnér was a young man
and a bne dresser, and, as Tow-head
expressed it, was “all there’——meaning
that it was difhicult to pick flaws mn his
appcarance or in his actions,

Tow-head emulated him more or less,
even to the point of dress, They had
different ideas of color combinations,
however, and employed different tailors;
so Tow-head's mmitation was not too
apparent,

“Sorry to trouble you,” repeated Mr.
Pearson. “I promised to send Mr. Por-
ter his statement to-day, and I forgot
it. I'd take it myself, but have an im-
portant engagement. [ wish you'd take
it over for me,
to you.”

“Glad t’ do it for you, Mr. Pearson,”
said Tow-head honestly. “You mean
Porter in South Street—al’ soft-soap,
the gink with 2 mug like a beet and a
tongue as smooth as butter in the mid-
dle @' July?”

“That’s the gentleman,” admitted Mr.
Pearson, shutting down his roll-top desk
and handing the boy an envelope with
the statement.

“That guy’s so smooth,” said Tow-
head, “that he'll slip some day. I bet
ke has to hold his right hand with his
left so 1t won't swipe his watch.”

“T think you plumb the gentleman's
character,”” said Mr. Pearson, rather
grimly.  “But pever mund that. We
don’t expect all our clients to Le angels,
my boy. We're looking after mouey.”

“Yes, sir. But you couldn’t pry a dol-
lar loose from Porter with a crowbar
an’ a stick o dvpamite,”

“Perhaps not, perhaps not,” saicl Mr.
Pearson, smiling at the boy, whom he
liked very much. “Well, good after-
noon, amd much obliged to you.” The

He

Google

I’ll be much obliged |

turned back.
Robert,” he said, “and
town in tune to play ball,
nooil.”

“(ood aftecrnoon, Mr. Pearson.”

Mr. Pearson left the office, and Tow-
hcad followed to the street.

It was characteristic of the boy that
he «id not complain over the ill luck
that had found him within hearing of
Mr. Pearson’s call.

When he reached the street the second
tihe, the cigarette—what was left of it
—was uptilted again.

He started off for South Street, whis-
tling. Nineteen 1s a hue age, finest in
hfc almost. It sheds troubles and wor-
ries as a brand-new thirty-dollar rain-
coat sheds April raun.  Jt’s the time
when we don't know anything, and are
cocksure we know all there is worth
knowing. Tow-head was nmeteen, and
while he was a modest youth, he had
the brass and assurance that make a
fellow of his age the loadstone for boots
on itching feet. '

Tow-hcad had never visited Mtr. Por-
ter's office; but, having a tongue in his
head—and plenty of it—he did not lose
much time in finding it. He was whis-
tling a merry waltz as he rapped on the
door,

“Come m!” a loud, smooth voice
calied, in response to his impatient tat-
too. Tow-head entered the office with-
out loss of time, still whistling.

The room in which he found himself
was a dingy square apartment, devoid of
carpeting. There were great files of
dusty papers and periodicals along .the
walls, and piles of papers on the floor.
There was nothing to tell him the na-
ture of Porter’'s business. There was
a desk near a dirty window opposite the
entrance, and at this desk sat Mr. Por-
ter.

Mr. Porter was a stout, red-faced gen-
tlenran, almost hald, save for a fringe of
reddish hair on each side of his pate,
suggesting an inclosure for flies. He
was a smug-looking old chap, near the
seventy mark, hut hale and hearty, look-
ing twenty years younger. He had
large soulful eves. He was dresSed in
black, and across his waistcoat hung a

“The days are long now,
you'll get up-
Good after-

| watch chain as big as a ship’s hawser.

Mr. Porter was leaning back in his
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chair, his arms folded across his stom-
ach—Tow-head wondered whether he
was in distress—with his fingers inter-
locked, perhaps each restraining the
other from temptation,

“Good afternocn, young man,” he
said, a2 smile going over his face like
oil over smooth water,

“Good aifternoon, Mr. Porter,” re-
turned Tow-head, looking the man over
with very scant favor. “I got a state-
ment for you from Sturtevant & Pear-
son.”

Advancing, he held out the envelope.

“Yes—thank you exceedingly,” said
Mr. Porter, unlecking his hands and ac-
cepting tlie protfered statement. “You
were whistling when you came in?” He
looked up with his unctious smile,

Tow-head stared at him. The man’s
fat, red, oily face, somehow or other
suggested a great juicy beefsteak—rare.
The boy nodded at the interrogation.

“Let me see,” said Mr. Porter, study-
ing the lad covertly a moment and then
looking at him frankly, “I’ve seen you
before. Yes, yes, certainly—in the of-
fice of Sturtevant & Pearson, Youl k
very strong.” The big eyes widened
and even watered in their admiration,

“I can lift twelve hundred pounds,”
said Tow-head, without a blush. He
did not relizh the insinuating flattery of
the suave gentleman.

“I have no doubt ef it,” said Mr.
Porter. He did not blush, either, but
his eyes glittered in a peculiar way.
I.tke all mean and vain men, Mr. Por-
ter fiercely resented gibing; and he knew
the youngster did not like him and was
purposely lying.

“You read the Good Book, yoang
man?"” he said.

“Yes, sir,” returned the boy, with
mock meekness,

“You know of Samson, then? He
was very strong. Ten thousand men he
slew with the jawbone of an ass.”

“Say, Mr. Porter,” gravely interjected
Tow-head, who saw no rcason for this
kind of talk and had no patience with
it, ‘“‘can you tell me how many times
limbtirger chcese is mentioned in the
Bible. That's pretty strong. An’ the
Bible says Delilah was the cheese! Of
course a jawbone " he stopped sud-
denly, and leoked down at Mr. Porter.

With a shining eye, Mr. Porter was
reading his statement.

“This is quite cortrect.”” he said, at
length, looking up with face as bland
and oily as ever. “By the wav, young

man, would you do me a very great

favor? 1 shall not fail to make proper
mention of your complaisance.”

“Oh, sure,” said Tow-head, very
quickly; and if Mr. Porter caught the
note of sarcasm in his tone and words
he did not show that he did.
yeur broom ?”’

Mr. Porter’s smile increased, or, as it
were, deepened.

Go

| his tongue and saxd he would be glad

|the window and sasv the boy striding

“Where’s |

“I merely want you to take a note to
Captain Angell, or the steamer A piwo-
dite. I'll pay you twenty-five cents for
your troudle.”

It was business policy, of cousse, to
be polite to his firm's chients, so Tow-
head restrained the words that flew to

to accommodate.

Mr. Porter maotioned him to a chair
some distance from his desk, and, turn-
ing, wadte a note with great delibera-
tion. ]

Tow-head, ostentatiously dusting the
chair indicated, sat down and awaited
the man’s pleasure. He had given up
the ball playing for that afterncon, and,
therefore, time was of no object to him.

Mr. Porter turned around as he sealed
his note, and bestowed upon him his
blandest smile. “I'm sure your firm has
in you, my dear young sif, a very valua-
ble person,” he said, as he tendered the
envelope.

“That’s what they say every time they
raise my salary,” returned the boy.

“I have no doubt of it, no doubt at
all. True merit will win,” quoth Por-
ter, rubbing his fat hands slowly to-
gether—“will tell, will conquer always..
You will rise, young man, 1f you apply|
yourself unremittingly to your labors.|
[ am sure you are one who will work
hard and with all your heart in any
walk of life in which it is meant for
you to labor.”

|walked down the long,

|that preparations for sailing were

“Yes, sir—t'anks,” said Tow-head,]
with contempt. Ie openly held out his
hand.

Mr. Porter shook it heartily.

Tow-head, after rubbing his hand on
his trousers; held it out again.

“Please jar a quarter loose, Mr. Por-
ter.”

“Bless my soul! bless my soul! 1 for-
got,” explained the old gentleman,|
spreading more oil of good humor upon
his florid countenance, He produced a
little purse and paid out the quarter.
“The laborer is worthy of his hire,”
he said, as he parted painfully with the|
money. “I thank you very much. Good
afternoon.”

“Sure he is,” said Tow-head, “an’|
sometimes more. Anyway, gasoline,
comes high, and I need the money. |
Good night.”

Tow-bead 1left the office at once.
When he reached the street he stepped |
to the curb and spat—just omce. It
was an expression of his contempt for
the old miser and hypocrite he had left
upstairs. |

Mr. Porter, for his part, peered out

down the strect. “He is one who will
work hard—very hard,” he muttered,
“and I think he & going to work hard.
Anyway, he’s a fine specimer for a
green one.”

He smiled as always, and, seating

1ot seven feet.

himself, folded his hands over his stom-

gle

ach, and, like a great spider, sat staring
into vacancy, perhaps waiting or pro-
Jecting intricate webs; and his big, soul-
ful eyes were watery with his grin,
Tow-head was familiar with the wa-
ter front, and he readily found Picr
23l;. Shipping through a <fence, which
made a pretense of barring ingress, he

dilapidated
wooden pier.

At her berth lay the Aphrodste. She
was a single-deck steamer of some fii-
teen hundred tons, She was riding
high out of the water, and her ling,
when in cargo, showed five fect above
tide. Her hull was rusty black above
the line; her cabins and rails werc dirty
white, with a bit of faded gold here and
there; and she had a single smokestack,
painted red, with a white stripe about
the top above the siren, which was
cocked abaft at a rakish aingle, like a
stovepipe hat on the head of an old
reveler,

Tow-head could see plainly enough
O=-
ing on, although he decided that if she
were to sail she was certainly going
without much cargo.

He scrambied aboard amidships, hav-
ing to make a climb of it, as her rail
was above the level of the wharf and
the steamer was free and riding a foot
from her mooring. He could hear the
hoarse chugg-chugg of her engines, and

| the panting of a near-by tu

A sailor came along at t?uis juncture,
and the lad accosted him.

“Say,” he said, “I'm looking for
Cap’n Angell. Is he on board here?”

“Looking for a berth, mate?”’ asked
the sailor, eyving with disgust the
youngster in black and white check suit,
clean collar, and red necktie.

“Naw,” returned Tow-head, with an
open grin, “I got a message for him
from a fat, smooth guy in South Street.
I ain’t looking for a job—I'm president
of a bank now, an’ that keeps me busy
an’ in spendin’ money.”

The sailor, a sodden chap of middle
age, was silent a morent, scanning the
youngster. Then he said quickly: “Kin
yer jump that, kid?’ He pointed to
the space between the free-riding steam-
er and the pier. It was nothing short
“If yer ecan,” he added
shortly, “do it.”

“T’ank you—why?” said Tow-head.

The sailor shrugged his shoulders,
andzi making no response, shuffled for-
ward.

Tow-head was now aware that the
Aphrodite was being warped out into
the stream by the hoarse-panting tug he
had heard. The pier was slipping by,
faster and faster, and in a few mo-
ments the vessel was clear of the slip.
the pier quite heyond reach. Tow-hecad

| felt the importance of finding the cap-

tain and dclivering his message in time
to return to the tug.
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He made his way to port at once, and
came upon Angell up forward. He rec-
ognized the man as captain at once, The
master was dressed in a faded uniform,
with tamished gold braid. He looked
seedy. On his lapel were grease stains,
Yet he had an air of authority that
marked him as the man to whom the
note was addressed.

Angell was a heavily built, red-faced
man. His eyes were mild, but they
were set somewhat askew, and they
were shifty. He struck the boy as a
faded-out, weak reproduction of

Mr. | wide—Tow-head turned and ran up the

Porter, of South Street. He had the
same oily, sanctimonious air and the
same smile,

“Cap’'n Angell?” queried Tow-head,
stepping up to him at once as he turned
to see who came.

The captain, who had been gazing
astern as if he saw visions above the
jagged, monster sky line of the city,
looked at him and blandly smiled, his
eyes alternately twinkling with an ef-
fect somewhat like that of a revolving

light tower.

“Yes,” answered the captain, at
length. “What can I do for you, young
man? Xver been to sea before?”

|say a word.”

“I got a message for you from Mr.
Porter,” said the boy, promptly and im-
patiently, He made a motion toward
his breast pocket.

The captain spoke up at once, his
smile broader and blander than before.

“Yes, yes. I know., Come below an’
I'll talk with you.”

“l want to go back on that tug there,
captain.”

“You shall go, certainly; it'll wait for
vou. They always wait for passengers.
Mr. Smith”—he called softly to another
man near by, likewise clad in a faded,
seedy uniform, who was leaning on the

His manner was such that Tow-head [ cook,” he said fiercely, “don’t yeu ever
was angered, and he did not take out|speak to me again 'less you're spoke to

the message.,

“What'd he send me for, then?” ex-
claimed the boy. “Well, say,” he cried
suddenly, feeling  the increased vihra-
tion of the steamer and the movement
that told him she was under her own
steam, “] want to get out ¢’ here!l”

Without thought of Porter’s note,
which Angell fancied a mere trumped-up
message to put the boy on thewvessel—
his experience in such matters being

companionway to the deck.

The Aphrodite was speeding down the
harbor, and the tug was lost to sight
amid the craft astern and the dark back-
ground of city and shipping.

Captain Angell came up and stood be-
side the boy as he looked angrily back.

“Gracious!” he exclaimed, as he
winked at the mate, who had come aft
while he was below with Tow-head.
“Mr. Smith,” he smd, “I requested you
to detain the tug for this young man.”

“Very sorry, sir,” said Mr. Smith,
“but they got away before I knew it.
Cut right out and left us before I could,

Tow-head looked from one man to
another. Netther was prepossessing.

lin the face.

“Where’ll you put me off?” he asked.,

fiest )’

Tow-head was not as much surprised
at this outburst as might be supposed.
The c¢aptain was merely showing him-
self as he had made him out.

‘“You said yowd put me over here,
didn’t you " flared the boy, his own tone
herce.

“Yes—an" by Jupiter! I i/l put you
overboard here i1f you give me any of
your lip.”

Tow-head still barred Captain An-
gell's way, “Want a regular society
knock-down, don’t your Say! I'm wise
to you, all right., Youre shanghaing
me. I got a note for you from Porter
up in South Street that’s important, he
said; but you don’t get it—you crook!”

As he spoke, his voice ringing an-
grily, his eyes snapping, -‘Tow-head put
his hand in his inside pocket, drew out
an envelope, and téaring it straight
across, threw the bits overboard.

“Dog rot your soul,” bellowed Angell,.
leaping forward, but not in time to save
the letter, *take that!”’

That was intended to be a hlow full

Tow-head, however, was
skillful with his hands, and cnurageﬂuﬁ,

{and at that moment very angry. Duck-

ing the blow, he planted a clinched fist

“l regret this very much,” said Cap-|in Angell’'s face.

tain Angell, with his slippery, bland

The doughty seaman went down like

smile; “but I'll put over a boat whenla candle pin, sprawling on the deck.
we get down to the Narrows, and pay|He called lustily for Smith, and the mate
your fare back. I'm very sorry to in-}came running from forward in time to
convenjence you,”’ . see his superior getting to his feet,

“All rnight,” said Tow-head. He] “Kill the little shrimp!” roared An-
wanted to believe that the captain meant [ gel—"kill him!’ His face flamed red
this, but he was now décidedly sus-|as fire. “Kill him!” he bawled furi-
picious. He knew well enough that they | ously.
could have held the tug if they had| The two men bore down simultane-
wished. What thcir object in detaining |ously upon the boy. Tow-head, now

rail and spitting into the waters purling|him on board was he¢ did not at that]alarmed, and with good cause, turmed

under the quarter—“don’t let that tug
get away without Mr, Porter’s mes-
senger.”

“No, sir,” returned the man, looking
around. As Captain Angell and the
boy went below, his coarse face relaxed
in a grin, ,

Fven as Tow-head followed the cap-
tain below, the Aphrodite’s engines be-
gan to throb. The steamer was under
way. The tug, having cast off her line,
whistled hoarsely
astern, and started back.

Tow-head felt the steamet’s vibration
and heard the tug's farewell, but
thought nothing of either.

The cabin into which Captain Angell
preceded him showed signs of former
elegance; but it looked then very faded
and time-worn. Still, everything was
spick and span below, as it was on deck,
and every bit of brass shone like pol-
ished mirrors,

“Don’t say a word, young man,

' said

HI

three times, dropped]|She hummed down the harbor at a ten- | boy.

moment realize. tail before .them and fled. Without
Captain Angell and Mr. Smith, the |knowing just how he got there, he found
mate, leaving him, stalked off together.|himself, in a few minutes, down below,
Tow-head looked after them with a]ensconced in the dark behind tiers of
queer expression. He said nothing,|boxes and among cordage and divers
however, but he did more or less think- |other odds and ends. Although the men
ing. He was not taken with the two|hunted him, he remained undiscovered.
sea dogs. To his mind they were a pair | They probably did not trouble much,
of rascals, knowing that hunger and thirst woulq
The Aphrodite once had been a swift |bring him out in good time,
vessel, and there was still speed in her.| That night was one of agony to the
He did not doubt that Angell
knot clip, and at dusk she was in the|would actually kill him if he got an op-
Narrows. portunity while in his rage, and he did
Tow-head, impatiently awaiting this [not care to,go on deck,
place, sought for Angell, and he came| Qutside the Narrows, the Aphrodite
upon him as the captain descended from |rolled ail night in a nasty cross sea, and
the pilot house. ~ Tow-head, very dismal indeed, lay in
“Say, cap’n,” he said, with some vehe- | his hiding place listening to the creak-
‘mence, his eyes sparkling with indigna- |ing atd sttaiming of the vessel’s timbers,
tion, “ain’t this the Narrows?” and now and then adding his groans to

‘The captain eyed the boy a moment |the groaning of the old hulk.
 without speaking, and a broad grin| When morning came, he did not know.
ctossed his beefy. ill-favored visage— |His seasickness had been very. slight,

the captain, when they were below:;
know Mr. Porter's message.”

+ (GO

went over it merely from habit. He

“You soup-fed, mangy son of a sea must venture out to get something to

gle

and he was ravenously hungry.
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eat, and warily he made his way to the
deck.

It was a gray, cold morning. The sea
was choppy and the wind ivas keen.
The Aphrodite was running down the
Jersey coast under full steam, and, be-
ing merely in ballast, she danced like
a cockleshell and bucked 1n an uncom-
fortable fashion.

Stealthily, Tow-head crept about, and
in the cabin aft he camec te a table set
with breakfast and with no one about.
He judged it to be Angell’s breakfast,
but saw no signs of the captain.

With a careful look about, he went
down into the cabin, without ceremony
laying to upon the ready meal. He was
tossing down a second cup of coffee
when a step sounded at the foot of the
companionway. He locked up, now
bold as a pet pig in a farmer’s sacred
frent reom. A iull and satished stom-
ach has much to do with courage, and
breakfast’ had stiffened the oftice boy’s
backbone.

Angell was in the doorway, glaring at
him with hulging, staring eyes, his fat
face mettled with anger.

“Good morning, cap'n,”
head calinly. “Come in”
his feet at once, retaining the heavy
coftee cup in his hand.

“Good mormng,” returned the cap-
tain thickly, “what ver deing?”

“Eatin’ my breakfast. Yeu don’t feed
very geed en this floating junk heap.
Yer cook’s bum!t”

“By Jupiter!” exclaimed the captain,
“you've et up my breakfas’!” His voice
of blended rage and astonishment was
very comical, He strode forward in
his wrath. This boy, this young sculpin,
had eaten his—the captain’s—breakiast!

“You ¢come a step nearer, cap'n,” cried
Tow-head, it sudden warning, raising
the cup as tf ahout to deliver a swiit
inshoot, “an’ I'll bust yer block like a
Dutch cheese !”

Angell, who had Leen slewly advan-
cing upon him, halted very promptly,
and as he regarded the boy he thought-
fylly plucked at his blunt chin,

“Say, see here, son,” he said at length,
“you tell me what Porter said in that
note, an’ I'll land you anywhere you
say. You know what it was, dom'
you?” :

“Sute,” returned Tow-head at once.

The captain had deccrved him, and
he felt quite justificd in employing de-
ceif to gain his liberty. “But,” he added,
in 2 moment, “I ain't going to tell you
tiil you put me ashore.”

“All right, that’s fair,”
Angell smoothly.
turned.

“Hold on there!” cried the boy. “You
don’t go out now! Call that pig-faced
mate of yours!”’

The “pig-faced mate” chanced at this
monient to be coming down to take his

prlace at table with the captain.

GO

said Tow-

said Captain
“It’s all right”” He

Ie got to|

“Tell him to keep out,” commanded
the boy, as he noted the mate, He
menaced the master with the heavy coi-
fee cup. “Tell him to make landing at
the first place he can in the next half
hour, an’ you and I'll keep company
here till we land.”

The tnate, intensely indignant at the
spectacle he beheld, sprang down the
little stairway in a bull-like rush for the
boy.

Tow-head, turning, took deliberate
aim and, with the might of a strong
pitcher’s arm, hurled the cup at Smith.
The Aphredite at the instant of throw-
ing, howvever, rolled down an unusually
big wave, and the .coffce cup, in conse-
quence, misséd the mate and broke
against the wall in atoms,

" The mate was upon him then, and
Tow-head, although lithe and strong,
was no match for the burly sailor, who
presently had him down, with his great
fngers clutching at his throat.

| -Mastered in this wise, the boy had
sense enough to cease struggling. In
a momment or two he was bound with
sailor-like thoroughness, unable to move
' hand or foot.

| The mate, arising with a grunt from
the operation of tying, kicked the lad
savagely into a corner,

“What yer gein’ to do with the httle
devil, cap'n?’ inquired Mr. Smith.
“Drop him overhoard?”

“Can you make a sailor of him?” re-
turned Angell, with a grin. “He’s
pretty strong.’””  His shitty eyes twin-
[kled, and the mate, who had been
obliged to exert his full strength in mas-
tering the youngster, felt the mockery in
his superior’s words.

“Guess I can,” he said, with an oath
and a savage glare at Tow-head. “¥d
like to try.”
| “Then that's your job,” said Angell
shortly. “Ring the bell for grub. The
little rat et up my breakfas’t Where's
that infernal black louse?”

The steward, a poor, half-witted ne-
gro lad of twenty or so, answered the
| ring, and Angell bawled orders at him
with profane ¢mphasis.
| “Yes, sir,” said Angell, “that little
sculptn et up my breakias'.”

“The dlazes he did!" exclaimed the
mate. He burst into hoarse laughter,
and looked at Angel! with amuserent,
thinking of the predicament in which he
had found him—held -up by a boy with
a coffee cup! And Captain Angell knew
he was thinking of that, and didn’t fike
1t.

In a short time the two officers of
the Adphrodite were at table together,
eating breakfast. They talked in low
tones. and Tow-head could make out
nothing of what they saiel. Smith ended
the talk by arising abruptly frem the
table and approaching the loy.

the cabin and cut his bonds.

qle

-LHE
pulled Tow-head out into the middle of

“Now,” he bellowed, “stand up, you
blamed freckled-faced swinel” He em-
phasized his order with a brutal kick.

Tow-head arose—very quickly—and
he said nothing. Resistance he knew
would be worse than useless.

“m pgoin’ t make a sailor out o
you,” cried the mate, leering at lum.
He looked forward to the task with en-
joyment.

“You see, young man,’ said Angell,
“it's impossible to make a landing just
now.” His evil .face was gét in a3 wide
oily grin. *“\We'll have to ask you to
work your passage.” Angell was brutal,
in fact worse than his mate in sheer
cruelty ; but he had a way of talking and
a way of acting as if he were the most
tender-hearted and considerate of men.

Smith grunted contemptuously. He
was an out-and-out blackguard, and
hated Angell's ways,

“T s'pose,” said Tow-head coolly,
“T'm shanghaied. I s'pose Porter sent
me down to your pier on purpose, didn’t
he ?”

“He knew we were short-handed,” re-

| turned the captain.

“Of course he did,” grunted Smith.
“You ain’t the fitst, either, Porter’s the
smoothest crimp in New York.”

“Well,” said Tow-head grimly, “I'll
put a crimp 1n him before I'm through.”

“Come, come,” said Captain Angell,
his shifty eyes twinkling, “You mustn’t
bear malice. ’Tain’t Christian. You'll
have a pleasant job with us here, good
pay, easy work, and nice company.”

Tow-head grinned at the mate—swho
returned the grin.

Mr, Smith, besides grinning back at
the victim, grunted dismally. “Yes, I'm
well,” he snapped, when Amngell asked
him whether he felt ill,

“Where yer bound?’ queried Tow-
head.

“Savannzh,” answered Angell.

“Well, it won’t do me any .good to
make a fuss—~now,” said Tow-head. “I'l}
work.”

“You're right,” agreed the mate, huge-
Iy satished. “Now get for’ard,” he cried
suddenly, kicking him.

Tow-head. spurred on by a wigorous
boot, hastened forward; and all day
long he was busy at dirty, menial tasks.
Smith deligbted in driving him.

To get away was impossible, and
Tow-head did not know whether they
were bound for Savannah, as the cap-
tain had declared. They might in real-
ity be bound for a port on the other sidec
of the giobe.

He got neither sympathy nor informa-
tion from the sailors. /They were a
sorry lot of coarse fellows, who did
their work when watched and chewgpd
tobacco with zeal all the time. They
had no feeling for anybody ot anything.

One night, however, relief and in-
formation came to the ofhice boy In a
very peculiar way, and with it full sat-
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isfaction against both Angeil and Por-
ter, of South Street,

When he turned in, he took off his
coat, the air being close¢ below, As
he rolled up the garment for a pillow, a
sealed envelope fell from the inside
pocket, and when he picked it up he
saw, to his astonishment, that it was
Porter's message to Captain Angell. Tt
would seem that he had taken irom his
pocket and thrown into the sea a letter
of his. own. Without compunction, he
opened Porter’s letter, and upon read-
ing it he danced a brief jig of joy. He
turned in with a light heart. One thing
the note told him was that the Aphro-
dite was really en route for Savannah,
and i1f he didn't make a good French
leave there he could blame himself.

It must have bee¢n one o'clock when
he awoke with a queer medley of sounds
in his ear. The siren was screaming
without cessation, the epgines thunder-
ously beat and thrummed, and men were
scurrying about on deck and shouting.
He could hear the rattling of chains and
the creaking of rusty falls.

Looking about in the light of the lan-
tern swinging from a hook above, Tow-
head saw that he was alone. For a few
moments he lay listening to the unusval
sounds. The footsteps and shouts finally
ceased. Jumping up from his bunk, he
donned his coat and ran up to the deck.

The Aphrodite was plunging ahead
under full stean, and from her cabin
aft a great pillar of smoke and a shaft
of flame shot upward. It was as light
as day within a radius of two hundred
yards, a circle of yellow in an ink-black
mght.

The steamer was afire, and the flames,
aided by the wind, roared like a foun-
dry furnace, The deck was deserted,
and in a moment or two, as the fire
burst through the cabin roof, leaping up
as high as the siren with its vomit of
steam, he could discern two boats some
distance to starboard.

“Take me off!” he roared. “Hey'!
Take me offI”” He ran to the rail and
bellowed his appeal through hands
forrmed trumpetwise.

They may not have heard, but the
rowers undoubtedly saw his form in the
light of the fire, But no attention was
given to his hail,

Suddenly he ran up into the pilot
house, the door of which was swinging
m the wind. Grasping the wheel, hc
jammed it hard to starboard. The
~ipiwodite bucked and plunged in the
choppy sea, but her nose came around
in good response, althougl she kicked
up a great spray. Tow-head held her
hard, and headed her directly where he
supposed the land to be.

The old hooker, the fire roaring from
her bowels aft, jumped off, rolling light-
Iy in the ground swell, and Tow-head
soon realized he was bearing directly

tlown unon the men who had deserted
o

|

him. He could see the sailors look back [ Angell, after an exchange of glances

at the blazing hulk rushing upon them.

with his mate, who by a nod indicated

Now they shouted and waved to him.|that in his opinion he had best watch

The boy had half a mind te run them
down. Frantically for their lives the
rowers puiled out of his course, and he
bore on without a turn of the wheel,

In a short time the Aphrodiie came to
and grounded on a sand bar, shivering
in every timber, and, from the fire,
shooting up a mighty shower of sparks
and a greater volume of flame and
smoke. ,

In the light ot the fire he could see
the shore, which was not far distant,
and he struck out for it lustily. He
was a good swimmer, and he had no dif-
ficulty i gaining the sandy beach.

Once ashore, he sat down, and, with
hands clasped about his knees, watched
the burning steamer—and, without
words, was thankful for his escape. In
a few moments the Apirodite was en-
veloped in flames, and she made a mag-
nificent sight. Her boilers finally burgt
with a mighty detonation, and the
steamer went skyward in myriad bits of
flaming wood.

In a few minutes after the explosion
of the boilers, the two boats landed,
coming in a few rods above Tow-head,
who calmly strolled down to imeet the
Crew. ~

“] beat yer in,” he said coolly.

“Thunder {” exclaimed Captain An-
gell, “we forgot you—I swear we did.”

“Oh, you called me all right,” re-
turned Tow-head. “I heard you. But I
was busy packin’ my trunk. Sorry I
lost my job.”

Captain Angell, a cautious man
ashore, made no response, although he
caught the boy's taunt, and Mr. Smith
grunted.

“How near Savannah are we, Mr.
Smith?” queried Angell.

“Walk o four miles, T make it,” re-
turned the mate, very gruffly.

The mate was right. The walk was

between four and five miles, and it was
about half-past three in the morning
when the crew of the Aphrodite prowled
into the street of Savannah.
“By the way, cap’n,” said Tow-head,
who was himself now he was in a city,
“will you lend me the price of a room?
I s'pose you'll be glad to do that.”

“Certainly,” said Angell. “Glad to
do it. Thunder| we, forgot you, I can’t
get over that. DBut say, won’t you come
with us?”’

“No--no, I thank yon,” returned Tew-
head, with a laugh. There were sev-
eral men and a policeman in the street,

and he felt at ease.

Angell fished out a five-dollar bill,|

and, painfully, but silently, turned it
over to the boy.

“An’ say,” said Tow-head .genially,
“would you mind comin’ to the hotel
with me? I'm tunid at night.”

“Glad to do so, my boy,” returned

Google

!

the hoy.

Tow-head, accompanied by his oily
friend, the captain, secured a room in a
first-class hotel; and after registering
he invited the captain over to a writing
desk.

“‘I'm goin’ to write Mr. Porter right
away,” said the boy calmly, “an’ tell him
I couldn’t deliver his message to you.
I think he'll be as sorry as you.”

“AWhat d'ye mean?” queried Angell,
his bland smile fading curiously.

“I mean I tore up the wrong letter
the other day when we ¢ame through
the Narrows, --and to-might—or last
night, rather—I found the one he gave
me, and read it—before our fivel This
is what he said.” Backing away from
the captain, Tow-head took out Porter’s
note and read:

“Dear FriEnp ANGELL: Not between
New York and Savannah. Insurance
ran out yesterday, and I can’t renew till

next week—trouble with the under-
writers. Jlook for letter from me in
Savannah.

“The bearer of this is a dear young
friend of mine, who wants to go to
sea. I told him you miight find a place
for him. PorTER.”

Captain Angell sputtered—his words
were quite inarticulate. His face grew
sallow. He choked and gasped, and his
shifty eyes hardened. But there were
men even then in the lobby, 4nd he did
not dare to commit the murder in his
thought. .

“l ain’t goin’ t" claim any wages for
my work, ¢ap’'n,” said Tow-head, slowl
backing still farther from the sailor. '%
figure I'm even with you. That'll help
a little bit. Good-by! Shall I remem-
ber you to our dear friend, Mr. Porter ¢

Angel], still sputtering, started blindly
for the boy, changed his mind suddenly,
turned, and in his excess of rage groped
his way across the lobby and passed
out into the street.

With a broad grin, Tow-head stood
watching him till he disappeared.

“Now.” he said, when the irate sailor
had vanished, “I'll drop Porter a billet-
doux. 1 guess it'll joggle him some.”
ife sat down at the desk and. after
writing brief notes to his mother, Mr.
DPearson, and one other, scribbled off
a letter to Porter, sayitg that he had
failed to (8liver his message to Cap-
tain Angell, and that, thinking it might
be of interest to the district attorney,
he had forwarded it to him for perusal.

“An’ T guess that'll put a crimp in
vou,” he muttered. as he dropped the
letter into the¢ mail box.

And, still smiling grimly. he followed
the helilboy up to his room and went
to bedl.

THE END. '
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Lang Stromg, the Yoy from Majne, arrives ab
Fort Laramie, Wyominy, in purxnit ef his uncle,
David Norton, who hefsaa never reen, and who
has failed to keep ap afpmutmenb to meet him In
Cheyenne. Hearing Lapg's story, knjun Jeo, an
old frontieraman aud scout, bound for the Black
Hills, agreea tu acuuanu}' himm. Lang attempta
t ride the pinto pony of & Llonde glant who calls
himself Rattlesuake Jack Harper. succeeds after

eing omce bucked Y8 but Jaeck then refusea to
IEEP h]_a wement to SWSD herses «w f(ll t..h‘ lnvd.
Bua H-I].d} ﬁ?rhum Blake, brother aud sistcr, who
ATe 8180 anxious to hurry on. make frienda with
Lang and xive hln breakfazt. The party ef feur
setl forth from the fort, Lang riding on the “‘jerky*’
wagorn. They have not traveled far before Rattle-
anake Jack overtakes them and forees his compuny
upon them. At Rawhide Buttes they overtake &
wagon train and Lang is dismayéed by the ceold
reception given him by David Nortan, with whoin
Rattlesnake Juck (s en the most frlendly terms.
That night the boy sees his uncle cheusting in a
poker gume. Norton la detected ln his dishonesty
and driven out of thoeamp, Lang and Jack going
with him Jack slips back and appropriates a
horse, whicth he eluilns be won in the card game.
They reach “'Bowman’s Ranch” on Hat Creek, aud
learn that the U. 8. troops commanded by Gen.
Terry are prosecuting a umﬂﬁu against the
hostile Sioux uuder S8itting Here David
Norton is strangely mfistakel for a person by the
narmme of Brandeb Rolfe. Tlcy axain set forth

aloune, ieading un old plainsnian to say **it is a terf

to-one chauce that ooue of them will ever again
bis 8¢€n a&~wearin’ the whole of lisn ha'r.” Thut
nixht the three adventurers campP on the opel
plain, and i the morning Lang awakens to make
tbe terriblo (Jiscevery tbat he has heen (teserted.
After waudering all (day, vear vigbifall he secs
two young Indians, who have Barbara Blake a
captive. Hehervically rescues the glrl,. Thcy are
found bty @1d Fo and Bud, and the quartette push
o1 toward the Hilis. They are overtakicu and
pasacd by a solitary hors¢man with one thuib,
whe shiows great lasxte wlen tolldl that the wan
wlio calls ilmsel? David Norteaia doudbtless sono-
v here uheand.

CHAPTER XV,

RELATING A CONVERSATION CONCERNING
BAD MEN AND RUSTLERS WHICH
OCCURRED AT A RANCH ON
THE CHEYENNE.

The sun lcaned to the west
Red Cloud Trail lay far behind, but still
the little party continued watchful, for
they knew they would remain in peril
of a possible Indian attack until they
had reached their destination. |

Old Jo was watching some faint dark
specks circling high in the blue sky
a considerable distance in advance.

“Them there air buzzards,” he finally
ohserved; “an’ the ’‘pearance o’ them
birds jest nacherally means somethin’.”

“That’s so,” agreed Bud, who had
likewise taken note of the ill-omened
birds. “It’s right likely they're looking
for a square meal.” ‘

“An’ I sure opines they has located
it,” said the scout. “Ttey’ve been
hangin’ there a consider’ble time, at’
now theyre setthn’. We may find
clean-picked hones o’ man or critter
when we amble along”
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“Injuns may have been at work
there,” said Bab.

“No tellin’,” admitted the old plains-
man. “Buzzards air not any p'tick’ler
whatsomever, and they'd jest as soon
make a feed off a human as ary other
kind o’ critter.”

The buzzards were seen in the ai,
settling lower and lower, until the party
had drawn'much nearer the spot. The
birds finally dropped dowmn, but rose
heavily from the body of some animal
as the creaking wagon approached.

“It's a hoss,” said Jo; “an’ chaw me
up if he ain’t yet a-wearin’ of a saddle!
Findin’ 2 dead hoss here with a saddle
attached looks a heap bad.”

They halted near the dead horse, old
jo dismounting to make an examination.

“¥What do you make of it?" asked Bud

anxiopsly.
“Crifter ain’t been dead more'n two
hours, I opine,” was the answer.

“Stepped in a gopher hole an’ broke his
foreleg; consequencely, bein’ no further
use, he gits a bullet in the head, and
the gent with one thumb, what was
a-ridin’ hun, moseys along afoot.”

Now Lang had for some hours re.
gretted the hasty departure of the
stranger who had overtaken and passed
them in such an exceeding hurry. When
the man had passed quite beyond trecall

'the boy was seized by a desire to broach

a dozen perplexing questions which had
ar¥ken in his mind to hewilder and an-
noy him; but it was then too late, and
he berated himself for his lack of ready
wit. The words of old Jo now led him
to ask anxiously:

“Are you sure this horse belonged to
the man with one thumb?”

“Sartin,” was the answer.

“Then we may overtake him,” said
Lang eagerly.

“Which is nohow unprobable,” nodded
the scout. as he twisted off aitother
chew with his yellow tceth,

This prospect seemed to brighten and
inspire the lad on the jerky, who was
urgent to lose no time about proceed-
ing: byt Jo declared it a shame to aban-
don the saddle with the dead horse, and
he deftly unlooscd the cinch strap,
dragged off the article it had held upon
the animal's back, and flung it into the
wagon,

They passed oi, and behind them the
disturbed buzzards again scttled to re-
sume the feast they had begun by peck-
ing out the dead beast's eyes.

Night was spreading over the worid
when they came to the cottonwood-
lined bank of the Cheyenne, on the far
side of which was one of those lone
ranches to be found at intervals along
this dangerows trail through Indian
land. The coming upon these ranches
had ever given Lang a sensation of
wonderment.and surprise, for to him it
seemed quite inexplicable that any onc
should venture to build them where they
must always be exposed to the possi-
bility of attack and destruction.

Although swollen by the'recent rains,
the river had already begun to subside.
Yet 1t could not be passed without
trouble and danger. Their anxiety, how-
ever, led them to attempt the crossing
that night, and Jo picked the ford, lead-
ing the way into the rushing yellow
water,

When nearly halfway across a quick-
sand came near precipitating disaster,
but by vigorous use of whip and tongue
Lang finally urged the weary horses to
drag the jerky clear of the treacherous
spot, and, though the water roge to the
wagon bottom, the northern shore was
lattained without any great misadven-
ture. For his success the young tender-
foot was rewarded by a word of ap-

| proval from Injun Jo.

Three men had watched the fording
of the raver, standing in the gathering
gloom in front of the log house. They
proved to be a trio of old bordermen,
'to whom peril appeared quite as pleasant
'and as much sought after as is safety

by the average person. Injun Jo was
known to at least one of them, and all
were made welcome at the ranch,

[Lang lost little time 1n questioning
these men; but, to his disappointment,
they had. seen nothing of the man with
one thumb. The stranger who was mn
such a hurry to come up with Brandon
Rolfe had not crossed the river at that
point,

Old Jo listened to the boy’s ques-
tions, and the answers received seemed
to satisfy him a great deal more than
they did Lang, who made no effort to
bide his disappointment over the failure
of his hope to meet again that night the
man with one thumb and hold converse
with him.

Whither had vanished the mysterious
man. who had so hurriedly appeared and
disappcared in the midst of the Dakota
waste?  Buzzards were picking the
bones of his horse; perhaps the man's

‘This story began in th.e March TOP-NOTCH;: back numbers may be obtained threugh newsdeslers or from the publighers; ptice $ cents.
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scalp was dangling gory from a rcd-
skin’s belt.” .

Lang felt that the vanishing of this
man had taken away one means of
solving a most annoying riddle. This,
however, did not prevent him from en.
jeying at the ranch on the Cheyenne a
very satisfying meal of cooked food,
over which all sought to make cheerful.

The rough men treated Bab with the
greatest respect, and she was as viva-
cious as a bird, impartially bestowing
her smiles and nods on the weather-
worn old fellows, though it seemed that
for Lang the wmost charming pucker
came into her dainty chin.

The flaring light of the great open
fire threw a pleasant glow over the as-
semblage about the rough table, and
caused their shadows to rise and shift
on the smoky walls. The men spoke
of Indians, prospectors, the rush into
the Hills, the chances of fortune there,
the Custer massacre, and a great many
things to which Lang listened with ab-
sorbed interest. |

“Deadwood shore is a right lively
town,” said one; “but it's goin’ to be
plumb overrid with gamblers an’
crooked men o’ the worst sort, an’ no
mistake about it.” :

“Two of which kind,” observed an-
other, “went along the trail past herc
yesterday mawmin’ some lively, if we
take for it the word of the pilgrims
what were follering after.”

“Them?’ said the first. “Takin’ the
statement o' the partics what were arter
’ern, that pair were hoss thieves as well
as gamblers, an’ rustlin’ hosses ts a-car-
ryin’ deviltry a leetle too fur, even ycre-
abm’nts, as they’re right sartin to find
out,”

“Whatever was the ’pearance o’ these
two rustlin’ gents ye’'re mentionin’,
pards?” inquired Injun Jo, who, having
finished his meal, now had swift re-
course to his twist ot black tobacco.

“One,” was the answer, “were a strap-
pin’ big feller in fringed buckskin an’
a high-peaked hat, while t'other werc
dark an’ quiet-like, though be scemed to
be the chief. I obsarved p'ticler the
superfluity o' hosses, as they hed five,
only three bein’ needed, at most, an’
they could ’a’ got along right well with
two.”

“I 'low T knows ‘em.” nodded Jo,
twisting about and spitting sizzlingly
into the fire. “I was with the train at
Rawhide Buttes when they rustled one
o' them hesses. Thar was some trouhle
over a poker
stocod by to skin three pilgrims o’ the
train, the dark one dealin' crooked to
his pard. The pilgrims savvied arter
a while, an’ then thiete wwere doin's,
which cnded wher a committee from
the train urged the sharps to mnsey
along by theirsclves, their furder cain-
paay not hein’ needed. nohaw, nor de-
sired. They took the hint and ambled,

game, in ‘which the two|

but that night they slipped back an’ cut
eut a hoss that had somehow fhggered
in the bettin’ of the poker game, which
irked the
he allowin’ it had been won crooked-—
hadn’t been won any at all, an’ so the
takin’ of it were stealin’.”

“An’ that gent, with two others,” said
one of the fronticrsmen, “camie hikin’
along here last mght arter the sharps
what had the hoss. Thar sartin will be
tribulation ‘when they all meet up.”

This conversation proved far more
interesting to Lang than any that had

passed before, for it revealed to him

gent what owned the critter, |

of the horse’s master that the prowling
scavengers of the desert were quar-
reling, .

Some one came out of the cabin and
approached Lang, placing a hand on lhis
shoulder. .

“Pard,” said the friendly voice of Bud
Blake, “you don’t want to be going off
by your lonesome to court the blues. I
reckon I understand some how you feel,
but Bab and I'll stand by you, and you
don’t want to let it cut you up so deep.
\We've stll got a right smart of a jaunt
ahead of us, and you should pick up atl
the sleep you can corral, so I think you'd

the true light in which David Nortoni |
night.”

and Rattlesnake Jack werc now re-
garded’ He drew off by himself and
slipped outside, wishing to be alone with
his unpleasant thoughts. Sitting on the
trunk of a felled tree and gazing dis-
consolatcly at the starlit bosom of thc
yellow Cheyenne, he meditated, asking
himself some mightily unpleasant ques-
tions,

The conviction that his uncle was a
crooked gamhler had scemed unpleasant
enough, but further insight into the
man’s character had shocked hiim be-
yornd measure. And now it seemed that
David Norton had becn branded as a
horse thief, and that he was being pur-
sued by some determined men., who
were bent on bringing him to such jus-
tice as that wild region dealt out to
rustiers. To Lang the thought that such
a man cotld be the brother of his
mother was most pamnful and humili-
ating.

But how was it that morc than one
man had mistaken David Norton for a
person known as Brandon Rolfe? Omne
answer only to this question presented
itsclf, and now it seemied to the hoy
that somewhere in the \West Norton had
lived and passed among men under the
assumed name of Rolfe, Why this had
been did not now appear., but Lang
knew full well that oftentimes a man
who has committed deeds of lawlessness
finds it convenient, on passing from the
ccenes of his miscloings to other ficlds,
to leave behind him his rightful name

better come instde and bunk up for the

“Thank you, Bud,” said Lang, rising
with a little shiver. “I think so, too.”

CHAPTER XVI.

EXPLAINING HHOW LANG CAME TO DIS-
COVER A HUT IN THE HILLS AND
WITNESS A HORRIFYING

! TRAGEDY.

They did not leave the ranch on the
Cheyenne untii the afternoon of the fol-
lowing day, and another night hadl fallen
when they arrived at the mouth of Red

.Fgaﬁon, the tragic gateway to the Hills.

@!d Jo had told them of the massacre
of the Mectz outft in the cafion. Five
men and two women, comprising the
party, had stopped for suppecr at a
spring, when the redskins fired upon
them from ambush. Not one¢ of the
seven escaped. Their horribly mutilated
bodies were discovered by the next party
of adventurers to pass through the
cafion. .

The moon, big and round and blood-
red, was eomiitg up i1 the cast as Injun
Jo halted, and indicated that they should
make temporary camp and take supper
there at the mouth of the caiion.

“We'll give the critters a chance to
rest,” he said; “but well start ag'in
soon enough to git through the caion
in plenty of time afore marnin’”

So they built their fire, cooked and
ate supper, and rested a while in the
moonshine hefore getting again on their

and assume another by svhich he is not
so well known. \Was it possible that
some black decd of the past had led
David Norton to change his name for
a time? And now, as hie was seeking

to resume his true name, was 1t not ap- |

parent that the dark deeds of his carcer
under a pscudonym were igllowing him
like a Nemesis?

These were some of the questions

way. And wlen everything was once
niore prepared for them to proceed they
went forward with their rifles in their
hands and their cyes and ears wide
cpen.

On¢ce fairly within the caiion they
found the walls, like jaws of a mighty
trap, rising scveral hundred feet on
cither side. These walls were of red
sandstone and Toose rocks, with many

which gravely tronhled the young ten-
derfoot as he sat there brfore that lone
cahin on the Chevemie with the silent
night arotund him. Ouce, far oftf he-
vond the river, he hcard a pack of co-
yotes velpiny on the trail, and he won-
dered 1t they had driven the buzzards

black shaclows, where scores of Indians
might lie to pick them off.

The moonlight fell on one wall. white
the other lay in hlackness. The horses’
hoofs and the crcaking of the wagaon
made cchoes amid the rocks. A winsd
that had a chil! like death came down

from their fcast on the carcass of the
dead horse, or 1f it was over the body

Google

the gorge and struck them in the face.
Yet what they more than half expected
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did not take place, and daybreak found| As he stood thus, the woods and hiils | game at Rawhide Buttes, the very one

them halted for breakfast with the dead-
ly canon behind.

After having coffee and eating cheer-
fully, they went forward rejoicing, with
the exception of Lang. As for the

oung tenderfoot, his heart was not
rlght even though the end of the peril-
ous journey seemed now not far off. In
spite of his courage and unfaltering de-
termination, he could not put away

dread of that hour when he should again

stand face to face with his treacherous
uncle. Dread, however, did not cause
him to falter in the least; when he
thought of that coming mecting he set
his teeth, and an expression of grim
resolution settled on his face.

On starting out this morming, Bud in-
sisted on taking Lang’s place on the
wagon, so the boy from the Eastywas
given an opportunity to ride astrlde
Bab kept near and talked to him viva-
ctously, se¢eming now as care-free as
some wild thing of the woods and hills.

They had not proceeded far when a
crashing at a distance on the slope of
a wooded hill startled them, and they
looked in time to see a great elk go
bounding over a ridge and disapp¢ar.

All in a moment Lang was seized by
a wonderfully great desire to get a_shot
at this lordly creature; so that, rifle in
hand, he leaped from his saddle and
ran into the timber on the side of the
ridge, crying back to the others that he
would return directly.

He heard Injun }’0 call to him, but
heeded not the words of the old scout
as he went panting and rushing upward

through the pines, failing to realize the
folly of this eﬁort There was not one
chance in a thousand that he would

again put his eyves upon the antlered
monarch +, but knowing nothing of that,
he kept on until he had reached the tOp
of the ridge, where he could look over
upon the other side.

All around him lay the darkly wooded
hills, The scene was wild and rugged,
biit he spent no time in surveying the
general aspect, looking close to where
he fancied he might again see the game
he sought., The instin¢t of the hunter
was powerful upon him, but the art and
knowledge of the hunter was possessed
by him not at all

Something seemed to move and slip
away into the shadows of the pines be-
low, and on he went, passing beyond the
ridge in this fruitless chase. He kept|
to the cover of the trees, moving as
silently and swiftly as possible. Behind
were voices calling, but be did not an-
swer them, for he feared to giwe the elk
fresh alarn,

Reaching the spot where he fancied
he had seen the moving object, he
stood still and peered all about through
the pines, his thumb on the hammer of
his rifle, which he held ready to toss to
his shoulder in a twinkling.

Go

were silent for a little, and then, from
some point farther down, came a faint
crackling that quickly died away.

“There’'s Mr. EIk!” whispered the
boy, and directly he slipped forward
again, his feet making lhttle sound or
none at all,

Lang knew it must be an elk he had
spied, having seen many pictures of
them and having read much of the grand
sport of still hunting these lords of the
wilderness. His appetite for shooting
an elk had thus been whetted to a keen
edge, and desire now led lkim on and
on long after he was disappointed at
not obtaining another view of the game.

At Jast he came to an opening that
led downward throngh a plcasant little
valley, and there at a far distance, amid
some timber, he saw smoke rising.

“Can it be Indians?” he asked him-
self; and immediately decided that such
was scarce likely to be the case, as the
pouring of white men into the hills
would cause the savages to be wary
about huilding fires.

A great curiosity took hold of him.
He hesitated about turning back, feeling
that some secret magnet was drawing
him toward that faint column of smoke.
Confident that his friends would wait
for him, he finally decided, hastening
his footsteps toward the smoke.

Coming with a due amount of cau-
tion to the timber, he stole forward un-
til he saw, beside a stream that ran
through the valley, what appeared like
a deserted hut that had been built by|
some venturesome prospector. The|
window was wide open, and hikewrse the
door. From a stone chimney rose the
smoke that had drawn him to the spot.

But more things than this he saw to
interest and excite him, for standing
before the cabin was a cativas-covered
wagon, and a short distance away were
several picketed horses,

At a glance Lang recognized the
wagon and those horses, and knew he
had stumbled upon the outfit of his un-
cle. This was a discovery to stir him,
and, all in a moment, he fancied he
knew the meaning of the powerful force
he had felt drawing him to this spot.

The morning that had been sunny and
Ismiling had now grown sombre, with
gray clouds filling the sky and a wind
that whispered in the pines like watch-
ers beside the dead. The boy felt the
change and shivered, drawing back as
if to retreat at once. Then he saw a
man step out swnfti from the trees
beyond the opening in which stood the
cabin and advance toward one of the
horses.

Surprise struck hard at Lang, for that
man was neither his uncle nor the buck-
skin giant, Rattlesnake Jack. Still the
boy recognized iz on the instant as

one of the thrce men who had engaged

"with Norton and Harper in the card

qle

whose wrist Lang had clutched barely
in time to prevent him from driving his
knife to the hilt im the back of the big
man with the peak-crowned hat.

The man walked straight toward the
horse with the strip-face and white
stockings, the one Rattlesnake Jack had
secured when he turned back on that
eventful night after being compelled, in
company with Mr. Norton, to leave the
wagon train,

The horse lifted its head, pricked for-
ward its ears, and neighed as plainly as
words its we]come to its master, mak-
ing no move to get away.

Lang noted that the man had a pistol
in his hand and was watching sharply
the open door of the cabin. Stooping,
lie deitly pulled the picket pin, and it
was whlle he was thus employed that
he was startled by a sound that caused
him to leap erect and turn with his
pistol ready.

The \»atchmg lad had gasped as he
saw Rattlesnake Jack come from amid
the trees with his arms well filled with
wood he had gathered for the fire in
the hut. It is likely that at first Jack
took the stranger for David Norton;
aud, on ‘discovering his error, the shock
of surprise caused him to dro the wood.
His hand was on his revolver when the
stranger spoke, having thrown up his
owh pistol in readiness for shooting.

“Steady, you!” called the man by the
horse.. “If you try to draw I’ll cer-
tainly let you have it smokmg hot "

Now this man had “the drop,” and
to Jack Harper life was far too precious
for him to throw it away in the forlorn
hOpe of a miss, especially as a2 man who
| could rise, wheel, and cover with such
deftness was almost certain to shoot
straight. This being the case, the giant
made no further effort to get his own
weapon from: his hip. Instead, he coolly

said :

“Why, hello, pard! Howdy! I[s it
you? I’m sartin surprised up a whole
Jot at seein ye”

“I reckon you are,” was the sarcastic
retort. “But you mlght have known
that Bill Hendricks was not the man to
let any galoot rustle his horse and not
follow clean to Kingdom Come to get

the critter back.”

Jack lifted his eyebrows in pretended
surprise. He was not an unhandsome
man of the type he represented, and at
this moment he looked most attractive
and interesting.

“I ’low vou sure must be laborin’ un-
der some mistake, my friend,” he said
easily. “I wins that hoss from you all
fair an’ proper, which gives me the
right to take him, and I does so. I don't
judge there is anything nochow in that
to which you can object extensively.”

“I know as well as vou do the manner
in which you won this horse. You and
your partner are a clever pair of sharps,



30

TOP-NOTCH MAGAZINE

but your croocked game was dropped to,
and you were mighty lucky to get off
with your skins all whole. When one
of you came back and stole my horse
he certainly was inviting the careiul
attention of a lynching committee.”

At this Jack threw back his head and
burst forth laughing loudly, after the
manner that Lang Strong so well re-
membered as proving most irritating on
the event of his first meeting with the
big man in buckskin at Fort Laramie.

“Them there remarks o’ yourn air
a plenty amusin’,” the blond giant de-
clared. “Howsomever, I don’t propose
to hold no discussion whatever with ye,
which ain’t any necessary. The hoss 1s
mine, an’ I keeps him, you bet!”

At this the man who claimed the
horse, and who called himself Bill Hen-
dricks, seemed to decide on immediate
action.

“Put up your hands
“Up with them instanter—empty

'Phere was deadliness in his voice, and
Harper did not hesitate about obeying.

"‘Thats right,” said Hendricks.

Still keeping Jack covered, he backed
round to the opposite side of the horse,
so that he could mount while holding
the giant under his weapon. This
brought him on the side toward the hut.

Lang’s heart was pounding violently
as he watched e¢very movement and lis-
tened to every word. Knowing the
man had been defrauded, his sympathy
was entirely with chdncks, and he
wished him all success in his effort to
take his property away.

But now as the man seemed about to
make his next move, he suddenly
dropped his pistol, pitched forward
against the horse, and' then fell soddenly
to the ground.

At the same instant the report of a

pistol sounded within the cabin.
-Staring, cold as ice, turned to stone

" he commanded.
IH

for the moment, Lang saw David Nor-|

ton step out through the open door and
advance toward the fallen man. In his
hand was a revolver, from &he muzzle
of which a bit of smoke still curled up-
ward.

- Horrified beyond measure by what his
eves had beheld, the boy turned aad
fled silently and swiftly from the spot
of this frightful tragcdy.

9

CHAPTER XVIL

IN WHICH AN UNSTABLE FOOTING PRE~
CIPITATES LANG INTO A FRESH

PREDICAMENT,

More than half expecting to receive
a bullet in the back, the panting lad
ran on and on, urntil at last, quite out
of breath and exhausted from his great
excrtions, he came to a full stop in the
micdst of a thicket. There he stood and
listened for sounds of pursuit, clutching
the rifle to which he had clung, and
thinking that he would never fall with-

'1
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out extreme resistance into the hands
of those murderers.

Although the woods and hills were
very still, the silence did not reassure
him, for in it there was the hush of
death.

Now he knew to the full' the sort of
man he had eagcriy traveled two thou-
sand miles to meet, and his heart was
sick within him. Not only was David
Norton a cheating gambler, but he was
hkewise a murderer,

As Lang stood listening in the thicket,
in fancy he again saw the horses amid
the dark pines, the buckskin giant, the
falling man as he pitched against the
horse he had come to claim, and the
dark-faced assassin walking coolly from
the lonely hut, with his smeking pistol
in his hand. In the boy's ears scemed
to echo the muffled sound of the death
shot.

For a long time he stood there, grad-
ually recovering his composure, al-
though somewhere within him he felt
that his very soul continued to shudder.

Since being abandoned on the border
of the Band Landds, he had, until this
hour, lecked forward bravely to the time
when he should stand again face to face
with his uncle and demand from him an
explanation of his reprehensible action;
but now he was certain that he wished
never again to set eyes on his dastardly
relative.

How could he write the truth to his| A
mother! It would break her heart and
carry her in grief to the grave to know
the full depravity of the Lrother she had
loved and trusted. Lang resolved at

once that much of the black truth she:

should n¢ver learn through him.
Now he began to think of the friends

he had left in his foolish pursuit of the!

elk, and he determined to make alt
haste to rejoin them. Having peercd
irom the thicket, to make sure no one
was watching for him to come eut, he
stole silently forth and hurricd away
as fast as his legs could carry him, cast-
g occasional apprehensive glances over
his shoulder.

He felt that he would have very little
trouble in retracing his steps to the trail
at the point whete he had abandoned it,
and 1t was not for a considerable time
that he began to wonder at the distance,
fancying he had proceeded much farther
than he thought before coming to the
hut in the pines.

Finally he noted that the country
scemed to be growing even wilder and
more wooded, and when he looked
around he was suddenly struck by the
conviction that in his agitation he had
chosen the wrong course. Tt seemed|t
singular that he could have macde such
a mistake, but he divined immediately
that it had come ahout in the excitement
of his fight after witnessing the tragedy
in the pines.

In great haste and without sufhcient

constderation, he tumed about and
sought to follow his footsteps backward,
although he knew success in this would
lead hini near by that dread cluster of
pines where the ground was fresh
stained with the blood of a man who
had in the most cowardly manner been
shot down from the rear.

What he had passed through while
lost upan the plains made him sincerely
dread another and similar experience in
the Hills, and he hurried forward with
almost frantic haste, fearing greatly that
his friends would hecome impatient and
press on before he could again reach
the trail.

Not until another full hour had passed
did he admit to himself that he was
compietely lost and quite bewildered, ut-
terlv Jacking all sagacity in the choice
of the course he ought to pursue. He
was seized by a desire to gpun hither
and thither aimlessly, although his rea-
son plainly told him the folly of wast-
ing bis energies in such a manner.

The overcast sky prevented him from
seeking aid by thc sun i determining
his course; but not even the sun coutld
have rendered him much assistance in
those rugged hills, with their winding
valleys, decp ravines, and rocky gulches.

He was certain that midday had
passed when he came upon one of these
narrow ravines where the sides were
steeE and difficult sheer to the bottom.

e paused,” considering the best way
to descend, or whether to descend at
all, there came to his ears the sound of
horses’ hoois and wagon wheels, caus-
ing Its heart to give a mighty leap

hrilfed with pleasurable anticipation,
he waited the appearance of the travel-
ers, who were noving along the course
of the dry ravine, more than half- be-
lieving that good fortune had brought
him again upon the friends from whom
he had been so disagreeably separated.

Directly a man came riding into
view, fallowed by two led horses, and
they by two more that were attached to
a canvas-topped wagan, on the seat of
which was the driver,

At first glance Lang had recognized
the big man 1n the saddle, who bestrode
a fine horse with a strip-face and white
forward stockings. This man's pcaked
hat, with the bullet-pierced crown, was
canted a bit rakishly, heing wound ahout
with the skin of a rattlesnake as a hand.
From the hole in his hat to his silvery
spurs lie was every tiich of him the fine
adventurer of the border.

However, it was not this man on
whom the boy gazed spellbound for the
monient: it wias at the dark man with
the hlack mustache and small impernial,
craceful, yet gloomy of {ace, who sat
on the wagon.

But T.ang quickly shook off the spell
that had fallen an him and made a hasty
move to get out of sight. At that mo-
ment the gtound secmed to crumble be-
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