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BIG  T H IN G S  a re  g o in g  on a t  tlie  C a p ita l  o l th e  
^ United. S ta tes— b ig g e r  th a n  lo r a  g en e ra tio n . T he  
f  w h o le  na tion  sh o u ld  k n o w  th e  m en  w h o  a re  in 

con tro l o l th e  F e d e ra l g o v e rn m e n t a t  th e  o p e n ^  
ing  ol P re s id en t W ilso n  s seco n d  adm inistration .

MEET THESE MEN
With Judson C. Welliver in the March

MUNSEY’S
w h e re  M r. W e lliv e r  w rites in tim ately  
a n d  e n te rta in in g ly  ol th e  C a p ita l  s m ost 
in flu en tia l a n d  conspicuous figures.

“ Who’s Who at Washington”
With twenty-two portraits.

another ol W illiam  Slavens M cN utt’s inimitable funmj stories, “A  
B urglar’s Feelings” ; several other good short stories; a  com plete 
novelette, “ The Second G eneration,” bvj Cam illa E. L. K en y o n ; 
the  beginning ol a  stirring new  novel, “ The Inner D oor,” by the 
popular C anadian  author, A lan  S ullivan; and a  generous instal
m ent ol the  absorbing serial by G eorge A llan  England, “ The Gilt 
Suprem e,” w ith a  condensation ol the opening chapters, enabling 
the  reader to begin  the  story w ith this number ol the  magazine.

MUNSEY’S for March
ON ALL NEWS-STANDS N O W  -  -  -  TEN CENTS

TITE FRANK A. MUNSEY COMPANY
8  W est Fortieth Street, N ew  Y ork



ALL-STORY WEEKLY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

3  WonderfulBargains
Rom theGreat UNIVERSAL Catalog 
— B a c h  S e n t Direct O n ly

Special 5-Piece Mission Library Set
All five pieces m ade to  m atc h , o f  seasoned solid oak. fine r ic h  fum ed  finish. C or

r e c t  M ission design . T a b le  is  a  n e a t design typ ical o f  m ission s ty le . The r ich , d a rk  
fum ed  finish b e a u tifu lly  b rin g s  out. n a tu ra l g ra in  o f  th e  oak . E ach  end h as  4 p an e ls  
w ith  a ttra c t iv e  c u t-o u t design . T op 34x24 in .:  8 in . book shelf; leg s  c u t from  2 in . 
s tock  and  f itted  w ith  slides. R ocker; s e a t and back upholstered  in im ita tion  Spanish  
brow n lea th e r; s e a t  su p p o rted  by 6 heavy stee l coil sp rin g s  re s t in g  on s tee l channel 
b a rs . W idth  26 in ., h e ig h t 38 in ., back 24 in. above se a t;  sea t 
21x19 in. C h a ir  has sam e u p h o lste rin g  and  construction  as 
rocker. W idth  26 in ., h e ig h t 38 in ., back  24 in . above se a t ;  s e a t §  am 
21x19 in. M ag az in e  R a c k n a s 4 shelves; 30 in. h igh ; 17 in . wide,

in. deep . T a b o u re t te ;  top  11x11 in ., h e ig h t 18 in. O rd e r  ^  H I
by  No. (J123. P r ic e , (co m p le te  s e t  o f  5 pieces as  show n)
$17.95t >Term s, 50c w ith  o rd e r ; B a lance  $1.75 per m o n th .

“TSKSS Rockers
An unusually  m assive, overstu ffed  R ocker, 

covered in d u rab le  Im ita tio n  L ea th e r, choice 
o f  black o r  brow n S panish . 9 heavy coil 
sp rin g s  su p p o rt s e a t ,  a ttach ed  to  fram e and 

rein fo rced  by stee l channel b a rs . E x tre m e  
h e ig h t a b o u t 37 in. E x trem e w idth  a b o u t 31 

in . H e ig h t o f  s e a t f ro m  floor 17 in . D istance 
betw een  a rm s 21 inches. Size o f  

s e a t  21x20in. S ize  o f  a rm s  5x23 
in . H eig h t o f  back f ro m  s e a t  27 

in. M ahogany finish fra m e . Se
curely  packed in a  m an n er to  ob

ta in  low est possible f re ig h t  r a te .
T h is ia a n  exceptionally  a ttra c t iv e  

R ocker, and  as will be seen  from  
th e  am ple d im ensions, a  m ost com- 
fo rtab leo n e . I t  is  su b s tan tia lly  b u ilt 
th ro u g h o u t, s tro n g  an d  d u rab le . 
O rd e r  by No.
U129. P r i c e  
O n l y  $9.68.
T e r m * ,  5 0 c  
w it h  o r d e r ;
B a l a n c e  95c  
p e r  m o n t h .

t in g  on s tee l cnam

5 0

'ong  an d  d u rab le .

5 0

Special Kitchen 
Cabinet Bargain
This han d y  K itchen  C ab inet em bodies 
m any fe a tu re s  t h a t  can  add to  th e  con
venience and  lig h ten  th e  w ork  o f a  house
w ife ’s k itchen  du ties. M ade o f  k iln  dried 
solid oak w ith  b eau tifu l golden gloss 
finish. H a rd w a re  is o f  copper, la te s t  de

sig n . H e ig h t 63 in .;  b ase  to p  42x26 in . Con
ta in s  1 c u tle ry  d raw e r; 1 b read  d raw e r; 
la rg e  cu pboard  space  fo r  cooking u ten sils : 
c lo se t w ith  door w hich  con ta ins ro lling  

p in ; an d  pan  rac k ; one b read  board  
18x20 in .; p o rtab le  40-lb. flour bin 
w ith  s if te r  a tta c h ed ; o n e c h in a  closet, 
w ith  tw o  panel an d  a r t  g la ss  doors; 
o n e  7-lb. t il tin g  su g a r  b in ; tw o 

sp ice d raw ers . D raw  bottom s 
back, e tc ., b u ilt o f  3-ply non
w arp in g  lum ber.

O rd er b y  N o . U 1 2 6 .
P r ic e  $ 1 4 .85 . N o  m o n e y  
in  a d v a n c e  — 5 0 c  w i t h  
o r d e r  — b a la n c e  * 1 .4 S  
p er  m o n t h .

Order One of These
Special Bargains

Here is a plan for beautifying 
the home that marks the most
a d v a n c e d  s t e p  e v e r  t a k e n  in  t h e  h i s t o r y  o f  
m e r c h a n d is in g .  F o r  o n ly  50c w e  w i l l  s e n d  
y o u  a n y  o f  t h e  r e m a r k a b l e  b a r g a i n s  s h o w n  
o n  t h i s  p a g e .  I f  m o re  t h a n  o n e  i s  w a n te d  
s e n d  50c f o r  e a c h  i te m .  Y o u  m a y  u s e  w h a t  
you o rder fo r  30 d ay s  a t  o u r r isk . I f  you th en  d e
cide to  keep i t ,  p a y  th e  ba lance  in sm all m onth ly  
p ay m en ts . I f  you  decide not to  k eep  i t  r e tu rn  i t  
a t  o u r ex p en se  and  w e will re tu rn  your 50c—th e  
30 d ays u se  o f  th e  g oods co sts  you no th in g .

This small 50c deposit does not 
obligate you in any way, but is
m e r e ly  a s k e d  a s  a n  in d ic a t io n  o f  g o o d  f a i t h  
a n d  t o  p r o t e c t  o u r s e lv e s  a g a i n s t  i r r e s p o n s 
ib le  people o rd erin g  a t  ran d o m . You run  abso
lu te ly  no  r isk  in sen d in g  In your o rd er. O urs is a 
big, successfu l firm  w ith  over $5,000,000 cap ita l 
and re so u rc e s—a firm  th a t  is  rep u ta b le , resp o n s
ible and  tru s tw o r th y  in  every  w ay . And every 
a rtic le  you o rd e r  fro m  u s  is backed b y  o u r legal 
b inding  g u a ra n te e  w hich in su res  y o u r absolu te  
sa tis fac tio n . Send us y o u r o rd er to d ay —only 50c 
an d  coupon fo r  each  item  desired .

B A R G A IN  BOOK FREE
Send for Special Bargain Book

picturing and describing every-
t h i n g  f o r  t h e  h o m e —a t  ro c k -b o t to m  p r ic e s
— a n d  o n  t h e  m o s t  w o n d e r f u l l y  l ib e r a l  t e r m s
im aginable . W e w ill t r u s t  y o u  fo r  a n y th in g  y o u  
w a n t  on our l ib e ra l, e a sy -to -p ay , c red it p lan .

UNIVERSAL
M AIL O R D ER  CO.

145 W« 3 9 t h  S t.
D e p t .  30 2  
Chicago

I f  o n ly  c a t a lo g  i s  
w a n te d  p u t  a n  X  
in  t h i s  a q u a r e , fill  
i n  n a m e  a n d  a d 
d r e ss  o n  l in e s  b e -  
1 o  w  a n d  m a i l  
c o u p o n .

U n iv e r s a l  M a il  O rd e r  Co.
145-1 5 3  W . 39th  S I .,  D e p t .  3 0 2  C h ic a g o

G entlem en: Enclosed find 50c fo r  each  item  checked 
below. I f  sa tis fa c to ry  a f te r  30 days exam ination  I ag ree  

to  p ay  th e  balance a s  p e r prices and te rm s  prin ted  in th is  
a d v e rtisem en t. I f  no t sa tis fa c to ry  I w ill r e tu rn  goods to  ypu. 

N o . U 123. 5 - P ie c e  |N o .  U 129. |N o .  U 126.
L ib ra r y  S e t  L J  R o c k e r  l_J K itc h e n  C a b in e t

N am e..

C ity ..................................................  S ta te ............... .

hi answering this advertisement it is desirable that von nun Hon A l l - S t o r y  W e e k l y .
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Special
Introductory
Offer!-

Th e new Burlington—just
ou t—distributed now  for the first
time—and on an astounding offer.
The superb new model far surpassing everything of the past. 
21 jewels, adjusted to positions, temperature and isochronism. 
New thin design— and all the newest ideas in gold strata cases 
to choose from. Send coupon today for full particulars.

A n d — we will send you this 
master watch without a cent down.
If you decide to buy it —  you pay only 
the rock-bottom price— the same price 
that even wholesale jeweler must pay.

* O > 5 0
a  M onth!
Just think of i t !
$2.50 a month—less 
than ten cents a day 

will pay, at the rock-bottom price, for the 
New21-Jewel Burlington—the master watch. 
This perfect time-piece will be sent to you, 
prepaid, without a cent deposit so that you 
can see and examine it for yourself. When 
you hold it in your hand you will realize 
what a gigantic value it is — and you will know 
how the Burlington brought the highest watch 
value within the reach of all.

21
Jewels
— ad ju s te d  to  p o sitio n s  
— ad ju s te d  to  te m p e ra tu re  
— ad ju s te d  to  iso ch ro n ism  
— a d ju s te d  to  th e  second .
R u n s  a lm o s t  2 d a y s  in  o n e  
w in d in g .

O n  a n  I r o n - c l a d  g u a r a n t e e .

Newest
u p -to -d a te  id e a s  in  gold  
s t r a t a  c a s e s — t h e  m a s t e r  
p r o d u c t s  o f  t h e  g o l d s m i t h ’s 
a r t  a r e  i l l u s t r a t e d  in  c o lo r s  in  
o u r  n e w  W a t c h  B o o k . A ll 
y o u r s  to  c h o o s e  f ro m . W r i t e  
fo r  t h e  n e w  w a t c h  b o o k  n o w .

\Burlington Watch Co. *
19th St. and Marshall Blvd. \
Dept. 1082, Chicago, III. \
P le ase  send  m e. w ith o u t  o b li V 
R atio n  (an d  p rep a id ), y o u r  tre e  * 
b o o k  on w a tch es , w ith  fu lle x p la n a -  ^  
tio n  o f y o u r  cash  o r $2.60 a  m o n th  
offer on  th e  B u rl in g to n  W atch .

Catalog Now Off the Press
W rite t o d a y  f o r  o u r  new catalog. Read a b o u t  th i s  gigantic 

k w atch  value. L earn  about w atch m ovem ents and w hy 21 jew els are 
V the  num ber prescribed  by w atch  experts. R ead  w hat m akes a 

w w'atch m ovem ent p erfec t —  and  how  the  B urling ton  is a d j u s t e d  
to  the  second. T h e  w atch  book  is free. W rite  fo r i t  today 

\ .  and  g e t posted  on  w atches and w atch values. Send th e  coupon.
\\ Burlington Watch Co.Dept. 1082. 19th Si. & 

Marshall Blvd.. Chicago

L ast ch an ce  a t  o ld  p rices . D ate p rices  go up  w ill 
be ann o u n ced . W rite  a t  once fo r  c a ta lo g .

In answering this advertisement it is desirable tli.it yon mention A i.l -Sto r y  W e e k l y .
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THE FRANK A . MUNSEY COMPANY, 8  WEST FORTIETH STREET, NEW YORK, and TEMPLE HOUSE, TEMPLE AVENUE, E. C „  LONDON
P r a n k  A . Mu n b k y , P re n id e i .t  R ic h a r d  H. T it h k r in q t o n , S e c re ta ry  C h r is t o p h e r  H. Po p e , T re a s u r e r

S in g le  c o p ie s .  l O  c e n t s .  B y  th e  y e a r .  $ 4 . 0 0  In  U n it e d  S ta t e s ,  its  d e p e n d e n c ie s .  M e x ic o  a n d  C u b a ; $ 6 . 0 0  t o  C a n a d a , a n d  $ 7 . 0 0  to  F o r e ig n  
C o u n t r ie s .  R e m it t a n c e s  s h o u ld  b e  m a d e  b y  c h e c k ,  e x p r e s s  m o n e y  o r d e r  o r  p o s ta l  m o n e y  o r d e r .  C u r r e n c y  s h o u ld  n o t  b e  s e n t  u n le s s  r e g is t e r e d
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E N TE R E D  A T  TH E N E W  Y O R K  P O S T -O F F IC E  A S  SEC ON D  C L A S S  M A IL M ATTER — CO P Y R IG H T E D  IN G R E A T B R ITA IN
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A G E N T S  &  S A L E S M E N  W A N T E D

March 24th A ll-S to r) Weekly Forms Close M arch 3rd.

P A T E N T  A T T O R N E Y S
A MAZI NG,  New Invention. Marvelous Adding Machine. R eta ils  

$7.50. A dds. S u b trac ts , M ultiplies. Does work of $200 m achine. 
F ive-Y ear G uaran tee . Offices, stores, factories buy from  one to 
dozen. Enorm ous dem and. Splend id  profits. W rite  quick for p ro 
tec ted  territo ry . D ept. 50M. C alcu la to r Corp., G ran d  R apids. M ich.

P A T E N T S  T H A T  P R O T E C T  AND 
A D V I C E  A N D  BOOKS FREE.  H ighest references, 
resu lts. P rom ptness assured. Send sketch or m odel for 
W atson E. Coleman. G24 F  Street. W ashington, D. C.

PAY.
Rest

search.

S W E L L  S U I T  F R E E  FOR 2 HOURS ’ WORK.  Show it to 
your friends an d  m ake $5.00 an hour in your spare  time. We 
show how. Costs n o th in g  to try. W rite quick for m easure blank 
a n d  our han d y  sam ple outfit. All Free. We deliver everything 
free. Look in to  th is . P aragon  T a ilo ring  Co., D ept. 201, Chicago.

A G E N T S  M A K E  $5 TO $8 A DAY S E L L I N G  NE V E R  F A I L  
IRON RUS T  A N D  S T A I N  RE MOV ER,  an d  125 o ther fast 
sellers. Exclusive territo ry . C redit given. Sam ple free.
S an fo rd -R eal Co., In c ., N ew ark, New York, Dept. F .

A G E N T S — 500% PR O F I T .  F R E E  S A M P L E  GOLD A N D  
Silver Sign Letters for store fron ts an d  office windows. Anyone 
can put on. Rig dem and  everywhere. W rite today  for liberal 
offer  to agents. M etallic  L e tte r Co.. 441 N. C lark  S t.,_C hicago1

FR EE TO A FEW  MEN IN SM ALL TOW NS nr on R. F. D. 
routes. S u it m ade to  m easure  in  la te s t style an d  chance to 
m ake money in spare  tim e. F o r sam ples an d  offer w rite 
K nickerbocker T a ilo rin g  Co.. Dept. 554. Chicago.

N E W E S T  MO N E Y  M A K E R !  II P I E C E  T O I L E T  S E T  
selling like b lazes a t  $1 w ith  $1 carv ing , set free. Trem endous 
H it!  R a n d a ll sold 30 one day. Success sure. A. P ie rce  Company, 
006 Lake S treet, Chicago._________________________________________

Armstrong Earned $67.50 First Day selling  our new business 
necessity. R e ta ils  $5.uo to $50.00. Agents profit 150%. Buyer 
satisfied or money back. No com petition. Exclusive territory . 
Free Sam ple. Sayers Co., 421 W ainw right. St. Louis, Mo.

F R E E  S A M  P L E  —  N O S P L A S H  W A T E R  
S T R A I N E R S  S E L L  T H E M S E L V E S .  No talk ing  experience 
unnecessary. D aily  profits $5 upw ards. S end 2c (m ailing  cost).
F . U. R. U nion F ilte r  Co., New York.__________________________
" W A N T E D  —  L I V E  S A L E S M E N  T O S E L L  
F E R T I L E  F ARM LANDS.  Ten acre trac ts . Easy  term s. 
No in te rest o r taxes. R ig comm ission. A ttrac tiv e  proposition. 
P a lm  Reach C ounty Land Com pany, Box C, S tu a rt, F lo rid a .

W E  P A Y  $ 8 0  M O N T H L Y  S A L A R Y
an d  fu rn ish  rig and  expenses to in troduce g uaran teed  poultry  
an d  stock powders. B ig ler Com pany, X501. Springfield, 111.

P A T E N  T S — W R I T E  FOR HOW TO O B T A I N A P A T E N T .
list of P a ten t Buyers, and  Inventions W anted. $1,000,000 in 
prizes offered for inventions. Send sketch for free opinion as to 
paten tab ility . Our Four Books sent free upon request. P a ten ts  
advertised  Free. We assis t inventors to sell th e ir  inventions. 
Victor .T. Evans Co.. P a te n t  A ttys., 762 N in th . W ashington, D. C.

“  PRI ZES FOR P A T E N T S . ” “ MO N E Y  IN P A T E N T S . ”
“ How to Get Your P a te n t  and  M oney." "  W hy Some Inventors 
F a i l .”  " N e e d e d  Inv en tio n s.”  S ent free. Send sketch  for free 
opinion. R andolph  & Co., 630 F  S treet, W ashington, D. C.

P A T E N T  YOUR I D E A S — $9,000 O F F E R E D  for certa in
inventions. Rooks, "H ow  to O btain a  P a te n t ,”  and  “ W hat 
to In v en t,”  sent free. S end rough sketch for free report as to 
p a ten tab ility . M an u fac tu rers  co nstan tly  w riting  us for paten ts 
wre have obtained . W e advertise your p aten t for sale a t  our 
expense. E stab lish ed  20 years. A ddress C handlee & Chandlee, 
P a te n t  A ttorneys. 913 F  S treet, W ashington, D. C.

B U S IN E S S  O P P O R T U N I T I E S
$50 T O $100 A DAY  CAN BE E A R N E D  with a Long

C rispette M achine in any town. M achine a  wonder. Makes 
Crisp.ett.es— a new, delicious popcorn confection. Sells a t  5c a 
package— alm ost 4c ne t profit. Everybody buys a t sight nickels 
ro ll in. A ll you need is one m achine and  good location. No 
experience necessary. Investm ent sm all. R e tu rn s  large. W rite a t 
once for free book ”  D ollars 6c Sense ” —a valuable guide to 
wealth  an d  independence— a s ta r t  to the  ow nership of a store 
of your own. D o n 't  wait. Send postal today. Address 
W. Z. Long Co., 1324 H ig h  S t., Springfield, Ohio.

Y O U S H O U L D  M A K E  BIG MO N E Y  operating  our m ail 
order plan for which we fu rn ish  a ll p rin ted  m atte r  on tru s t, 
allow ing you to pay for same when estab lished  from  your profits. 
A. S. H u n te r  Co., H ollis. N. Y.

F R E E !  To Men And Women. Descriptive Booklet. 1600 For 
m ulas, T rade Secrets. B usiness O pportunities. Send no money. 
A. N orthern , 208 N o rth  5tli Avenue, Chicago, 111.

“ W A S H W H I T E ”  Cleans Clothes Without Rubbing. Big
profit on quick  sales an d  rep ea t business. V aluable P rem ium s. 
Free sam ples. Exclusive territo ry . U nusual selling  helps. W rite 

fo r o u r offer. T he N acm a Co., Dept. F - l l .  20 W. Lake S t., Chicago.

P R O F I T A B L E  F ORMULAS .  T R A D E  SE C RE T S  AND 
M O N E Y - M A K I N G  PLANS.  P a rtic u la rs  free. W rite now. 
T hree ”  B  ”  Supply Co., P e r th  Amboy, N. J.

H E L P  W A N T E D M O T I O N  P IC T U R E  P L A Y S

T H O U S A N D S  G O V E R N M E N T  JOBS OPEN To Men-Women.
$75.00 m onth. S teady Work. S hort hours. Common education  
sufficient. W rite  im m ediately  for free lis t of positions now ob
tainab le . F ra n k lin _ In s t itu te ,  D ep t._ W -3 , R ochester,_N . Y .____

R A I L W A Y  MA I L  A N D  P O S T A L  C L E R K S :  E X A M I N A T I O N S  
SOON.  P repare  a t home. W rite for p lan  301 of paym ent afte r 
appoin tm ent. Civil Service D ep t., P . B . C., 1017 C hestnut S t.,
P h ilad e lp h ia . Pa.______________

MAN OR WOMA N TO T R A V E L  FOR O L D - E S T A B L I S H E D  
FI RM.  No canvassing : $1170 first year, payable weekly,
p u rsu an t to C ontract. Expenses advanced . K. G. Nichols,
P h ilad e lp h ia . P a .. Pepper Building.__

GE T  A S UR E  JOB W I T H  BIG PAY,  steady work, short 
hours, reg u lar vacations, rap id  advance. T housands of positions 
open w ith Uncle Sam. 1 will p repare  you in a few weeks 
a t  sm all cost. W rite  im m ediately  for big Free Book DV 1053
w ith special offer. E a rl Hopkins. W ashington. 1>. C.__________ _

N O  S T R I K E :  8 HOUR DAY.  MEN E V E R Y W H E R E .  
Firem en. B rakem en. Baggagem en. $120. Colored P orters, 
Experience unnecessary. 837 R ailw ay B u reau , E. S t. Louis, 
Illino is.

O F  I N T E R E S T  T O  W O M E N
F E W R E L I A B L E  W O ME N  W A N T E D ;  D I S T R I B U T E

B orax  Soap Pow der among friends an d  neighbors. No money 
o r experience needed. S teady w ork: good pay. R. W ard  & Co., 
730 N. F ra n k lin  S treet. Chicago, I llino is._______________________

I N F O R M A T I O N
IF YOU W A N T  C O N F I D E N T I A L  A D V I C E  Or Information

on any subject. Business. E d u ca tio n a l, Social, etc., write 
N a tio n a l In form ation  B ureau . 112-A No. La b a lle  S treet. 
Chicago. 111. S a tisfac tio n  g u a ran teed  o r money refunded.

P H O T O P L A Y S  W A N T E D  BY 48 C O MPA NI E S :  $10 T O $500 
EACH PAI D FOR PLAYS.  No correspondence course or ex
perience needed; d e ta ils  sent free to beginners. Sell your idea*. 
P roducers League, 329 W ainw right, St. Louis, Mo.

A U T H O R S - M A N U S C R I P T S
S T  0 R I E S ,  P O E M S .  P L A Y  S ^  E*T C . , 

A R E  W A N T E D  FOR P U B L I C A T I O N .  Good idea* 
bring big money. S ubm it Mss. or w rite L ite ra ry  B u reau , 110, 
H an n ib a l, Mo.

P H O N O G R A P H S
B U I L D  YOUR OWN P H O N O G R A P H :  I fu rn ish  a ll m echan

ica l p a rts  com plete w ith a  com plete an d  de ta iled  book of 
instructions, easily  understood, a ll  for $7.85; L arger m odels, 
$11.85. S tew art Typew riter E xchange. M attoon, Illino is.

M A C H I N E R Y , T O O L S  &  SU P P L IE S
C A R P E NT E R S .  M A C H I N I S T S  A N D  T O O L MA K E R S .

W hen you are  in need of a tool case get a Keystone 
P o rtab le  Tool Case. Every case Guaranteed. W rite for catalogue. 
K eystone Case Go., Dept. 100, 215N. Keystone Ave., Chicago, 111.

YOU read  these lit tle  advertisem ents. P e rh ap s  you obtain  
th rough  them  th ings you w an t; th ings you m ight never have 
known about if you had  not looked here. D id  it ever strike  
you o ther people w ould read  your message— th a t  they would buy 
w hat you have to se ll: w hether it is a bicycle you no longer 
need, a p a ten ted  novelty you desire to push, or m aybe your own 
services? Our C lassified Service B u reau  will g ladly show you 
how to use th is  section m ost profitably and  a t the  least cost. 
W rite  to-day to  the  Classified M anager, A ll-S to ry  W eekly, 
8 W est F o r tie th  S treet, New' York.

In answering any advertisement on this page it is d e s i r a b l e  t h a t  non mention A i.i.-Sto r y  W e e k l y .
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Make this car 
your office—
there is $90 0 .0 0  to $ 1 8 0 0 .0 0  

a year in it for you
E x a m in a tio n s  w ill lik e ly  Hundred* of Railway Mall
b e  h e ld  e v e ry w h e re  soon  Cl*rk8 Nfteded Soon

R apid  a d v a n ce m e n t to  h ig h e r  G o v ern m en t P o s itio n s. “ No layoffs ” b e
cause  o f STRIKES. FINANCIAL FLU RR IES o r  th e  WHIMS OF SOME 
PETTY BOSS. THE POSITION IS YOURS FOR LIFE.

C o u n try  re s id e n ts  and  c ity  re s id e n ts  s ta n d  th e  sam e  ch an ce  fo r  im 
m e d ia te  a p p o in tm e n t. C om m on-sense e d u c a tio n  sufficien t. P o lit ic a l  
in fluence NOT REQUIRED.
U/o mill n ra n o ro  9*! W rite  im m ed ia te ly  f o r  sch ed u le  sh o w in g  th e  p laces  and  d a te s  
n c  Will p ic p d lc  L J  , ,f  a || m a r c h  and  A P R IL  ex a m in a tio n s . D o n 't  delay.

candidates FREE!

COUPON
Franklin Institute (T h e  pathway tn p le n ty ). Dent. W 100. Rochester. N 1

t i t le s  th e  s e n d e r  to  (1) f re e, T h is  coupon, filled o u t 
^ s p e c im e n  q u es tio n s

F R A N K L IN  IN S T IT U T E , Oept W 100, R o c h e s te r , N . Y.

is d ire c te d ,  e 
a  f r e e  copj

G o v e rn m en t P o s itio n s  and  How  to  G e t I — ................................... . -------------
__ v e a s ily  o b ta in a b le , an d  (4) to  co n s id e ra tio n  fo r  F re e  C o ach in g  for

th e  ex am in a tio n  h e re  ch eck ed .
R ailw ay  M ail C le rk  ($ 9 0 0  to  $ 1 8 0 0 )

B o o k k e e p e r ..............($ 9 0 0  to  $ 1 8 0 0 )  ■.
P o s to ilie e  C le rk  . . . .  ($ 8 0 0  to  $ 1*200)--.

P o s to ffice  C a r r i e r  . .  ($8(10 to  $1*200)
R u ra l  M ail C a r r i e r  . .  ($ 5 0 0  to  $ 1 1 0 0 )

• C ustom s P o s it Ions ($ 8 0 0  to  $ 1 5 0 0 )  
■ S t e n o g r a p h e r  . - ($ 8 0 0  to  $ 1 5 0 0 )  

I n t e r n a l  R e v e n u e ($ 7 0 0  to  $ 1 8 0 0 )  
. - C le rk  in  th e  D e p a r tm e n ts

a t  W a sh in g to n  ($ 8 0 0  to  $ 1 5 0 0 )

N am e. . .A d d ress ..................................................W100
Use th is before you lose it . W rite p lainly.

Free La w  Book
I I^ V E R Y  am bitious m an in A m erica

s h o u ld  h a v e  o u r  f r e e  b o o k  o n  law . I t
te il9  you  w hy  law  tra in e d  m en  a re  n a tu ra l le a d e rs  and  
how  you , to o , can  fit y o u rse lf  f o r  a  h ig h  p lace .

IV ritP  TndflV L e a r n  a b o u t  t h e  o p p o r -
1 , 1 1 , 1  l U U a j  tU n i f U.S t l m t  a w a i t  y o u .  

N o o b lig a tio n s . T he hook is f r e e .  W rite  to d ay —now .
American School of Correspondence

D e p t .  L - 1 0 8 2 ,  C h i c a g o ,  U .  S .  A.

LEARN RAGTIME
L e t m e teach  y o u  R ag-T im e P iano P lay in g  by Mail. 
You lea rn  easily —in ju s t  a  few  lessons, a t  h o m e . 
My system  is so  sim ple  you’ll p lay  a  r e a l  rag tim e  
piece a t  y o u r 5th lesson . W hether you can  p lay  now, 
o r  no t. I ’ll tea c h  you to  p lay  an y th in g  in  happy  
rag tim e . " M o n e y  B a c k  G u a r a n te e .”  W rite  a t  
once fo r  special low te rm s  an d  testim onia ls .

A X E L  C H R I S T E N S E N .  “ C z a r  o f  R a e t i m e . ”  
2 0  E .  J a c k s o n  B l v d . ,  D e p t .  B - 1 5 ,  C h i c a g o ,  I I I.

T H E  M O N O  X - R A Y

W ith  th is  e y e  g l a s s  yo u  c an  a p p a r
en tly  see th ro  c lo th  o r w ood, see  th e  
b o n e s  in  th e  body, m ak es  th e  flesh look t ra n s p a re n t .  
A n  o p tica l illu s ion . By m ail, 10 c ts ., s tam p s  o r  coin. 

T h e  A R D E E  CO., Box 220, S ta m fo rd , Conn.

$022 Superb Comet
A n  a s to u n d in g  o ffe r. T h is  T rip le  

S i lv e r  P la te d  L y ric  C o m e t  w ill be 
Sent to yon fo r  on ly  $2.00 . P ay  th e  b a la n c e  a t  th e  rate 
©f only iOc a  d a y . F re e  t r ia l  b e fo re  you  d ec id e  to  buy .

W u d u Iz EOf w e e  Band Catalog!
■  ■ S en d  y o u r  n am e  a n d  a d d re s s  a n d  g e t  o u r  b ig  250-
ioo wears oDnstrumem m aluna'paff1'* B an d  C a ta lo g . Buy d i r e c t  f ro m  th e  m anufac- 
,  3 “  tu r e r .  R o c k -b o tto m  p r ic e s  on  a ll k in d s  o f  in s tru m e n ts

uE%?SB?RSiri3f
y-ea sy  p a ym e n ts. G en e ro u s  a llow ance  fo r 

o ld  in s tru m e n ts . W o su p p ly  th e  U . S . G ov’t, 
W rite  to d ay  f o r  F re e  H and C a ta lo g .

T H E  R U D O L P H  W U K U T Z E R  C O .  
C in c in n a ti. O h io  D e p t.  E »O S t C h ic a g o . Illinois

Short-Story Writing
C o u rs e  o f  fo r ty  le s s o n s  in  th e  h is to ry ,  fo rm , 

s t r u c tu r e ,  a n d  w r itin g  of th e  S h o r t-S to ry  ta u g h t  
b y  D r. J . B e rg  E s e n w e in , fo r  y e a r s  
E d i to r  o f  L ip p in c o t t’s .
O n e  s tu d e n t  w r i te s :  “ B e fo r e  c o m p le t
in g  th e  le s s o n s , r e c e iv e d  o v e r  $ 1 0 0 0  
f o r  m a n u s c r ip ts  s o ld  to W o m a n ’s H o m e  
C o m p a n io n , M c C a l l ’s , P ic to r ia l  R e 
v i e w  a n d  o th e r  le a d in g  m a g a z in e s  
A ls o  c o u r s e s  in  P h o to p la y  W ritin g ,V e r
s if ic a tio n  a n d  P o e tic s . J o u rn a l i s m . In
a ll, over One H undred  C ourses, u n d e r profes- 

n „ p. . so rs  in H a rv a rd , B row n, Cornell, and  o th e r  
D r .  Esenwein iead in g  colleges.

2 5 0 - P a g e  C a ta lo g  F ree . P le a s e  A d d r e s s  
The Home Correspondence School 

D e p t.  l 9 9 t  S p rin g fie ld , M ass.

Let us Send  
You a Cornet 
like Sousa's 
Cornetist Uses
■pRAN K  S im ons, c o rn e t  s o lo is t 
x  f o r  S o u sa ’s B and , selected  th e  

N e w  W onder C o n n  C ornet. F o r  e ase  in  b low ing an d  q u ick
ness o f valve ac tio n  th e  N ew  W onder has no equal. M icrom 
e te r  tu n in g  device m akes finest 6hades o f  tone  possible. 
W ill be se n t  to  you on  10 days tria l. P a y  as  you can  afford.
W r i t o  f  n r  flw » P n n n  R n n l r  B u t  f i r s t  w r i te  f o r  th e  C o n n  book. W e VT r i t e  l o r  t D e  L O n O  B O O K  a r e  m a k e r s  o f  e v e ry th in g  fo r  b a n d s . 
C a ta lo g  f r e e .  M ere ly  s t a t e  in s tru m e n t  in  w h ich  y o u  a r e  in te r e s te d .

C.O. Conn .Ltd.
D e p t. 9 0 8 2  —  E lk h a rt, Indiana

CHALLENGE 
CLEAN ABLE  COLLARS
Made of cotton cloth— not starched but 
waterproofed. Stitched edge finish. All 
that a “ linen collar is, and more. Rain, 
snow, soot and grease cannot harm. 
Instantly cleanable, with a bit of soap 
and water. 25c each, a year’s supply 
$1,50. A  $5.00 to $10,00 annual saving. 
Your dealer’s, or direct. State size and 
style. Try a half-dozen. Booklet on request.

T H E  A R L IN G T O N  C O . 
^ U i y i l v  725 Broadway :: New York

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention A l l -S to r y  W e e k l y .
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The 1 9 1 7
< A R R O W

E lectric
L i g h t

Motorc y c I e 
type frame, 
eaddle, han
dlebars, ped- 
a l s  , m u d - 
guard, stand 
and luggage 
carrier. Fisk 
Thorn - Proof 
N o n - S k id  
tires. New 
C o a s t e r  
Brake, tool 
kit and tire 
pump. Other 
n e w  f e a 
tures. Write 
today— r-'w.

Great Bicycle Offer
W rite  fo r  ca ta lo g . W onderfu l 1917 A rro w —new  m otorcycle  type— 
shipped no m o n e y  d o w n . P a y  sm all am o u n t each  m onth  while 
you ride. W rite  f o r  o u r specia l, rock-bo ttom  offer w h ile  i t  lasts. 
\A f  ■> j  f  a  T f l H a V  Biggest bicycle value ever built. Read above the ww ■ ■ ^  many new features. Write for free catalog now.
A rro w C y c le C o .,D e p t.  8 Q 8 7 , i 9 th  S t .  A C a lifo rn ia  A v ..C h ic a g o

A High School Course
|  t i  L e a r  11 in y o u r  ow n

I  hom e. H ere is  a  th o ro u g  h.
co m p le te , an d  s im p lified  

h ig h  school co u rse  t h a t  you  can  fin ish  in  tw o  y ears. M eets nil 
college entrance requirem ents. P re p a re d  b y  le a d in g  m em b ers  
o f th e  f a c u ltie s  o f u n iv e r s it ie s  an d  academ ies .
W rite  fo r  b o o k le t. Send y o u r  n am e  an d  a d d re s s  fo r  o u r  b o o k le t  
and  fu ll  p a r t ic u la rs .  No o b lig a t io n s  w h a tev er. W rite  to d ay —now.
American School of Correspondence, Dept. P -1082, Chicago, U. S. A.

Mailing Cards vs. 
Classified Advertising

It would cost more than $11,500 to 
send a post-card to the more-than- 
n-million homes in which “ The 
M unsey M a gazin es”  are read 
every month. Advertisers who 
want to cover the same ground for 
$17.42 are using this short cut:

Line Rale '
MUNSEY’S MAGAZINE -  -  - $ 2 .0 0
THE A R G O S Y .............................. 1 .30
RAILROAD MAN’S MAGAZINE - .80
ALL-STORY WEEKLY -  -  -  .60

$ 4 .7 0

Special combi
nation rate $4 .49  

per line
Less 3 per cent 

cash discount

M inim um  space accep ted , fo u r lines. Ten p e r  ce n t d is 
c o u n t fo r  six  co n sec u tiv e  in se r tio n s . 3%  fo r  cash. 

W r i t e  f o r  t h i s  B o o k l e t
“ A New Force in  B u sin ess ,” t h a t  g iv es  fu ll p a r t ic u la rs  
a b o u t  th e  e ffec tiv en ess  of C lassified  A d v e r tis in g  in  "  The 
M unsey M ag azin es.”

The Frank A. Munsey Company
8 W e s t  F o r t ie th  S treet, N e w  Y o r k

Compare ft With a 
DIAM OND

G et a  g e n u in e  L aeh n ite  on ten  d a y s’ 
free  t r ia l.  I f  you  can  te l l  i t  fro m  a
diamond send it back. Put it to every diamond 
test. Wear it everywhere. The dazzling bril
liance of Lachnites is eternal. They are cut 
by diamond cutters.

3VsC
Pay only the rock-bottom price at the rate of 

a few cents a day. Set only in solid gold. 
Write for new jewelry book. I t ’s free.

H A R O LD  L A C H M A N  C O M P A N Y  
12 N . M ichig an  A v ., D e p t. 9 0 8 2 ,  C hicag o

A Feast of Features
IN THE

Railroad Man’s 
Magazine

F O R  M A R C H

R o m an c e  of th e
A u to m atic  C o u p le r  ”

O ld  Times O i l  tlie
E l Paso  S o u th w e s te rn ”

“ S im p le -C ircu it
T e le g ra p h y  E x p la in e d

C O M P L E T E  R A IL R O A D  
N O V E L

Bvj H orace H ow ard  H err

ALSO

O n  th e  R o a d
W ith  th e  S h o w ”

U n c le  Sam  s
R a ilro a d  H o s p ita l”

AND MANY OTHER ARTICLES 
AND STORIES

A ll N ew s-s ta n d s  —  Ten Cents

The Frank A . M unseu C om panu
8  W est Fortieth  Street N ew  Y o rk  Citij

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that non mention A i .l -S to r y  W e e k l y .
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A Great 10c Worth
ffon’t miss the new number of the 

oldest, yet freshest, of the 
all-fiction magazines.

TheARGOSY
For MARCH is a Dandy
from the corking complete novel, “  Four 
Forty at the Fort Penn, ”  by Perley Poore 
Sheehan, at the front, to the unique Log- 
Book chat with readers, at the back■ In 
the middle, there’s the start of a thrilling 
adventure serial of Revolutionary times, 
“ Playing the Man,”  by Joseph Ivers Law
rence, besides a great array of short stories 
for the excellence of which The Argosy is 
noted.

Timely to the month that holds the in
auguration ceremonies is “ The President- 
Maker,”  by Keene Thompson, a unique 
tale of the future, showing what might 
happen in the event of another election 
proving as close in the count of the returns 
as three have done.

Sister, Sam and 
the Sergeant

B Y

C O L  BEN GORDON WHITEHEAD
a new Writer, is a lively story o f  the troops on the 
border, and ‘ ‘ In Honor o f  the Beast, ’  ’ a Western 
yarn that is really a wonder as it rings a fresh 
change on a much-worn theme. A n d  there are 
many others, f u l l  o f  life and snap. So don’t fa il  
to take your dime to the nearest news-stand and 
sample this March Argosy for yourself.

1 7 6  P ages — O nly Ten C ents

THE FRANK A. MUNSEY COMPANY
8 W est F o rtie th  S tre e t, N ew  York  C ity

6 Months g* 
To P ay f t

Tailor-Made r"~~~ ^ 
'o OrderTo Order

T h is is the  most sen sa
tional T a ilo r-M ad e  S u it 
O ffer e v e r  m ade. You can  
now  have any  su it you w ant 
— cu t an d  fit in the very lat 
est sty le— to yo u r indi 
v idual m easu rem en ts— 
and  from  your ow n ch o ice  
of the  se a so n 's  la te s t 
p a t te rn s , novelties, 
ch eck s, s tr ip e s , etc.
—a n d  t a k e  S i x  
M onths T o  Pay for 
it, if. a f te r  try ing  it 
on. you d e c id e  to 
keep  it. F u r th e r 
m ore . we will s en d  

you any su it you 
m ay w an t on re 
c e ip t of

S en d  coupon  fo r f ree  book 
w hich  exp la in s  th is  w o nderfu l 
offer. No m a tte r  w ha t p rice , 
s ty le  o r p a t te rn  su it you m ay 
w an t we w ill m ake it to your 
o rd e r  an d  sen d  it to you on re c e ip t of O n ly  $ 1 .0 0 .  
E ven  if you d o n 't n ee d  o r  w an t a  su it r ig h t aw ay, d o n ’t 
fail to send  fo r th is  w o n d erfu l book. It te lls  you how a 
S tan ley -R ogers  S u it is m ade u p —of th e  b es t m a te r ia ls — 
h ig h e st g rad e  in te r lin in g , body a n d  s leev e  lin ings, b es t 
buttons, etc.. etc. Book also shows how to take your own meas
urem ents to insure a  perfect lit—ami proves th a t we ac tually

Save You $15 to $25
on any S u it you m ay  o rd e r. W e buy all m a te r ia ls  in 
en o rm o u s q u an titie s , d ir e c t  fro m  th e  m ills , a t rock -bo t
tom  p ric es . W e do  o u r  ow n d esign ing , c u ttin g  an d  ta ilo r
ing. A nd by m ak ing  ev e ry  su it in o u r m a m m o th  e s ta b lis h 
m ent and selling- direct to the man who w ears the clothes, we 
elim inate all w asteand save you the dealer’s profit on each suit.

_ _ ____ _____________  „  .  STANLEY-ROCERS CO.
S T A N L E Y - R O G E R S  C O .  \  1n1 r i „ j
1 O 1 S  J a c k s o n  B l v d . ,  O o p t .  5 4 0 ,  C h i c a g o  \  1 0 1 5  J a c k s o n  B l v d .
P lease  send  m e FREE, y o u r  new S p rin g  \  r L f ^ ’ . ..  
an d  S u m m er S ty le  Book sh o w in g  la te s t  \  C h i c a g o ,  111. 
M etro p o litan  S ty les, a lso  C lo th  Sam ples v

\  Mailand fu ll p a r t ic u la rs  of y o u r  g re a t  §1.00 dow n 
w ith  6 -m onths-to -pay-o ffer.

N am e. x Coupon
Now

b i g  s t y l e  b o o k  r n r r
and Cloth Samples 1  1 \ L L

S en d  fo r th is  f ree  book today. It 
show s la te s t s ty le s  in m e n ’s g a r 
m e n ts  an d  a w o nderfu l a s s o r tm e n t 
of ac tu a l fab rics  from  th e  p ick 
fo reign  an d  d o m e stic  m ills ! M ail 
coupon  or w rite  u s  posta l fo r Book 
an d  c lo th  sam p le s  to d a y —su re !  You 
w ill be su rp r is e d  a t th e  b ig  sav ing  
off e re d  an d  th e  re m a rk a b le  easy  c re d i t  
te rm s.

Address

In answering ang advertisement on this page it is desirable that yon mention All-Stoby W e e k l y .



ALL-STORY WEEKLY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

Pull Your Disease 
Out By theRoots-

n

Some twenty years ago I first learned, 
from my own experience, that disease can 
literally be “ pulled out by the roots.”  I 
was then almost a physical and nervous 
wreck, suffering from what doctors told 
me, and what I myself firmly believe, was 
an incurable case of diabetes and other 
serious complications. And I was doing 
the usual thing—suppressing every symp- 

" ton by the orthodox method of dosing my
self with such medicines and drugs as the 
medical profession declared could afford 
me only a small measure of temporary 
relief.

Nature Cure Brings On the
Healing Crisis ,

I t  w as  a t  th i s  juncture t h a t  a book on N a tu r e  C u re  fe l l  in to  m y  h a n d s . It ap p e a le d  to 
m e as  th e  t r u e  p h ilo so p h y  o f  life , h e a lth  a n d  d isea se . I  p u t  i t s  te a c h in g s  to  th e  te s t .  
T h e  t e s t  d id  n o t  fa i l  m e . T h ro u g h  th e  h u s b a n d in g  o f  w h a t  v ita l  fo rc e  I  h a d  rem a in in g ; 
th ro u g h  b u ild in g  u p  m y  im p o v e rish ed  blood on  a  n a tu r a l  bas is  a n d  p ro m o tin g  th e  e lim 
in a tio n  o f  w a s te  m a t te r  a n d  p o isons  f ro m  th e  sy s te m  — in  s h o r t  by  g iv in g  N a tu r e ’s o w n  
h e a lin g  fo rc e s , th e  a sc e n d a n c y  o v e r  th e  d isea se  cond itio n s , a  h e a lin g  c risis  w as  b ro u g h t 
a b o u t a n d  th e  d isea se , i ts e lf ,  w a s  b an ish e d  a s  com p le te ly  a s  i f  i t  h ad  n e v e r  ex is te d . T oday  
I  a m  h a le  a n d  h e a r ty , v ig o ro u s , fu l l  o f  l i fe  a n d  v ita li ty . A n d  I  a m  p o s itiv e  in  m y  kn o w l
ed g e  th a t  N a tu r e  C u re  w ill do  f o r  o th e r  d isea se  rid d e n  su ffe re rs  a ll t h a t  i t  d id  f o r  m e.

I  h a v e  p ro v ed  co n c lu s iv e ly  t h a t  in  th e  co u rse  o f  a n y  d isease , h e a lin g  c r is is  c a n  be 
b ro u g h t a b o u t b y  N a tu r e  C u re  T re a tm e n t. A n d  w h en , th ro u g h  th e  b r in g in g  on  o f  th e  
h e a lin g  c r is is , th e  d isea se  h a s  r u n  i t s  co u rse  a n d  n o rm a l h e a lth  h a s  been  re s to re d , th e  
sy stem , h a v in g  u n d e rg o n e  i t s  p u rg e , i s  s tro n g e r , m o re  v ig o ro u s  th a n  b e fo re  th e  d isea se  
a t ta c k .  T h is  h a s  been  d e m o n s tra te d  in  th o u s a n d s  o f  th e  w o rs t  ch ro n ic  ca se s  w h ic h  I  
h a v e  h e lp ed  to r e s to re  to n o rm a l h e a lth . ( S ig n e d )  DR. LINDLAHR.

Nature Cure an Exact Science
S in ce  tu r n in g  to Nature C u re  f o r  r e l ie f  f ro m  h is  ow n  s u f fe r in g s . D r . L in d la h r  h a s  

e la b o ra te d  u p o n  th e  e a r l ie r .N a tu r e  C u re  te a c h in g s  an d  h a s  re d u c e d  th e m  to  a n  e x a c t  
science, m a rv e lo u s  in  i t s  s im p lic ity , so e a sy  is  i t  to  g ra s p  a n d  p u t  in to  p ra c t ic e . Q u ite  
re c e n tly  h e  h a s  p u t  in to  book fo rm  a  fu ll  and co m p le te  e x p la n a tio n  o f  Nature C u re  
p h ilo so p h y , together with simple directions which make it e a sy  fo r  you to

Treat Yourself at Home Without Drugs
This $2.15 Book Sent FREE

T h e re  is  n o th in g  t h a t  is  v a g u e  o r  m y s tic a l in  th is  book—“ N A T U R E  C U R E .”  In D r. 
L in d la h r ’s  in im ita b le  s ty le  a n d  w ith  r e m a rk a b le  c la r i ty  o f  e x p re s s io n .i t  th ro w s  th e  cold, 
w h ite  l ig h t  o f  S c ie n tif ic  T ru th  u p o n  th e  in co n sis ten c ie s  a n d  c o n tra d ic t io n s  o f  th e  h u n 
d red s  o f  c u l ts  a n d  ism s  w h ic h  h a v e  so lo n g  bew ild ered  th o s e  w h o  a r e  e a rn e s t ly  seek in g  
h e a lth . I t  d ea ls  in  a  w a y  t h a t  you  ca n  re a d ily  u n d e rs ta n d , w ith  th e  s im p le , fu n d a m e n ta l 
law s a n d  p r in c ip le s  o f  N a tu r e  t h a t  co n tro l th e  p ro cesses  o f  life  — b ir th ,  h e a l th ,  d isea se  
a n d  c u re . I t  g iv e s  c le a r  a n d  e x p lic i t  d ire c tio n s  fo r  a p p ly in g  to  e a ch  in d iv id u a l’s ca se  a t  
hom e, th e  sam e  m e th o d s  o f  N a tu r e  C u re  t r e a tm e n t  w h ic h  D r. L in d la h r  h im se lf  em ploys 
a t  h is  tw o  fa m o u s  h e a lth  in s t i tu te s  — T h e  L in d la h r  S a n ita r iu m  o f  C h icago  a n d  th e  L in d 
lahr H ealth Resort a t  E lm hurst, 111. I t  tells you why, and gives you proof of the fact, th a t every 
acute disease is in itself, the result o f a healing and cleansing effort of N ature. And it shows you 
how to bring about, either in acute o r chronic diseases, the healing crisis w hich lead to  recovery.

You will find this book a  revelation in the a r t of righ t living—a never-failing well of inspiration 
and helpful understanding fo r anyone who suffers from disease in any form. I t is a book which ^  
should be in every home throughout th is broad land.r»_ r  , 1 1 u  _ i , ,—, ~

Nature Cure
Cloth Bound—438 pages
SENT FREE
F rom  th e  fo r ty  c h a p t e r s  

w hich  com prise  th e  con ten ts, 
th e  few  fo llow ing  c h a p t e r  
h ead ings w ill se rv e  a s  an  indi
cation  o f  th e  scope and ex ten t 
o f scientific resea rch  s e t  fo rth  
in  th is  rem ark ab le  b o o k :

W h at is N a tu re  C ure?  W hat 
is  L ife ?  The T h ree  P rim ary  
C auses o f  D isease — The Laws 
o f C ure — S uppression  V ersus 
E lim in a tio n ; S u ppression  th e  
C ause o f  C hronic D isease — In 
flam m ation  — E ffec ts  o f  S u p 
pression on V enereal D iseases: 
D estru c tiv e  A f te r  E ffects o f 
M ercu ry — “ S u p p ress iv e”  S u r
gical T rea tm en t o f  Tonsilitis 
and E n larged  A denoids — C an
c e r - W o m a n ’s S u f f e r i n g  — 
T re a tm en t o f  A cute  D isease by 
N a tu ra l  M ethods — D r. O sier 
on “  M edicine ”  — T he D iph
th e r ia  A n titox in  — V accination 
— S u r g e r y ,  D e stru c tio n  o r 
C ure — C hronic D i s e a s e s  — 
C risis ; D isease C risis ; H ea l
in g  C risis — D iagnosis from  
th e  E y e ; The S to ry  o f  a  G rea t 
D iscovery — N a tu ra l D ie te tics ; 
M ixing F ru its  and  V egetables , 
M i x i n g  S ta rc h e s  an d  Acid 
F ru its  — F a s t in g — H y d ro th e r
a p y — A ir and  L ig h t B a th s  — 
C o rrec t B re a th in g  — E xercise, 
M assage ; O steo p ath y  ; C hiro
p ra c t ic — L e g itim a te  Scope o f 
M ental and  M etaphysical H ea l
in g  — M ental T h e rap eu tic s  — 
S tre n g th e n in g  o f  W ill P o w er 
and  S elf-C on tro l.

M A I L  T H I S  C O U P O N

Nature Cure Publishing Co. 
5 2 5  So. Ashland Blvd., Chicago

A-S.
Dr. Lindlahr considers Ins book. “ N ature Cure,”  V t such g reat importance to  the 

health and happiness of mankind th a t he will send a copy to  any address merely upon ^  
receipt of the coupon. , , . . .  - . . .  A ««tin m en  —Mail the coupon righ t now —today—and by return mail receive your copy of th is  ^  u e n u e n ic n .  
rem arkable book. You may keep it five days which will give you ample time to W  W ith  ho ob lig a tio n  on  m y  p a r t  to k ee p  it, 
read it  carefully. I f  you are then convinced th a t the tru th s it  reveals, the  ^  Bend m e a  copy  o f  y o u r  438 P a g e  B o o k -
information it gives on how to tre a t yourself when sick, how to  keep in robust, t  Nature Cure. j f  a t  t h e e n d o f  five d ay s  I decide
vigorous h e a lth - if  you consider alU his well w orth ten t™ es the s m a l le s t  S  tn  k ee p  i t . I w ill send  you $2.15; o th e rw ise  I w ill

Return i t  r e tu r n  th e  book to  you.

Nature Cure Publishing Co. f  n a m e ...................................................................................
5 2 5  So. Ashland Blvd. Chicago, 111. ^
-------------------------- ADDRESS...................................................................................

ofThe book, send us the price—$2.15—and keep it. But please^ remember 
th a t you are under no obligation w hatever to  keep the book. “  
at the end of 5 days if you wish to do so.

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mini ion A i.i.-Sto r y  W e e k l y .



ALL-STORY W EEKLY
V O L  LXVSII

S A T U R D A Y , F E B R U A R Y 24, 1917
I P

Number 2
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CHAPTER I.

HER CASE O U T .

THE superintendent of the hospital 
hung up the telephone, pressed 
a bell button, and jotted down a 

name and house number. He was
making an entry in one of the hospital 
books when a demure little nurse with 
flame-red hair glided into the office.

After he had kept her waiting a full 
minute, he faced her with sour dis
pleasure. The nurse murmured:

“ You— rang for me, sir?"
“ Dr, Gould’s patient left this morn

ing.”
‘‘ Yes. sir, a day sooner than she— ” 

Have you been assigned to another 
case?”

“ Not yet, sir. The matron said that 
as one of the wards was empty— ”

“ They would be full enough if Gould 
and some others refused to treat their 
cases at home,” the superintendent vented 
his irritation. “ Here’s Gould short of 
graduate nurses he likes. Wants you on 
an outside case.”

The girl kept very still. She was in 
the midst of the hard training course. 
Graduation was many months ahead. An 
outside case, even under crabbed old Dr. 
Gould, would be a great relief from the 
routine drudgery of the hospital.

“ Can’t see why he insisted upon 
having you,” grumbled the superin
tendent. “ Because you’re the youngest 
and he thinks you are pretty, I suppose.” 

“ Oh, I hope not! I  hope it’s because
i  A-s 177
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he knows I ’ve tried so hard to do good 
work!” exclaimed the little nurse, her 
cheeks scarlet.

The ill nature of the superintendent did 
not soften. “ Make the most of your 
chance, Miss Rose. You have that mis
take over the medicines to live down.”

“ But it was my first case, and there 
was no harm done!” The girl could not 
restrain her protest against his long- 
cherished grudge. “ Surely you can’t 
still hold that against me? It’s —  it’s 
most unjust!”

“ No fault of yours that the mistake 
was not fatal. The reputation of this 
hospital is too high to permit of any 
more mistakes. Here is the address. 
You are to report for duty as soon as 
possible.”

She glided from the office as quietly 
as she had entered. But a minute later, 
in her own bedroom, she was diving into 
her bureau with a whirl of joyous en
ergy. Her roommate came in tired 
from the operating room and flopped on 
the bed.

“ My lands. Nan. if this isn’t just a 
dog’s life,” she complained. “ I ’d as 
soon work in a laundry. What you fuss
ing about? Well. I declare, packing 
your grip! So he’s fired you at last, 
the old sorehead. Y ’ought to ’ve jollied 
him, the way I told you. Guess you see 
now what comes of being so strait-laced 
and touchy.”

“ Oh. no; it's Dr. Gould. He has sent 
for me to take an outside case— acute 
indigestion —  a Mr. Eliot —  Howard 
Eliot.”

The older nurse sat up, her big face 
aflame with envy. “ Nan Rose— if I ’d 
ever caught you in a fib! Why, that’s 
the rich Eliot —  the millionaire. They 
say his son is rather wild.”

“ Well, he’ll probably keep clear, if his 
father has a temper to go with his in
digestion,” argued Nan as she stripped 
off her white dress and took up her 
street uniform. “ Old Gould told me 
the other day it’s like the case he had 
me on in Ward B last winter.”

“ I ’m not so sure,” differed the other. 
“ Young Eliot is a howling swell; but 
they all fall for a pretty nurse, ’specially 
ir she’s a sawed-off like you. Just re
member, though, papa has the money 
and he’s a widower.”

“ Yes, but I have an idea Dr. Gould 
sent for me because he knows I ’m not 
so eager to marry my patients as are 
some nurses,” Nan thrust back.

Her roommate looked at her tartly 
and slumped down lower on the bed. At 
best there was slight sympathy between 
the two. Nan was so reserved and so 
determined upon being refined that most 
of the other nurses considered her “ stuck 
up.” The old matron had been her only 
friend in the hospital. The new matron’s 
present main object in life was to curry 
favor with the superintendent.

Nan's attempt at a cheerful good-by 
won only an ill-natured mutter from the 
bed. She caught up her satchel and hur- 
ned out.

As she left the elevator the superin
tendent peered from his office. His 
brusk gesture brought her to him breath
less with haste.

“ Fuss and preen all day!” he snapped. 
“ You’ve kept Sir. Eliot waiting. Gould 
phoned him to call by for you. His 
father is worse.”

Nan slipped into the office, aquiver 
with emotion under her outward reserve. 
A tall young man stood beside the street 
door, his dark, rather handsome face 
keen with his eagerness to be going. At 
sight of Nan he swung the door open.

“ One moment, Mr. Eliot.” called the 
superintendent over the top of Nan’s 
prim bonnet. “ I ’ll ask you to remem
ber this is Dr. Gould’s doing. For out
side cases the hospital does not recom
mend nurses who are still in training.”

The young man nodded carelessly and 
lifted his cap to Nan with impersonal 
politeness. His glance fixed a moment 
on her red head and demure face, only 
to drop to the valise in her small hand. 
As she passed out with him into the 
portico he caught the valise from her,
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but his manner suggested that the 
courtesy was due more to haste than to 
thoughtfulness of her.

A large touring car stood beside the 
curb. In the tonneau were seated an 
exquisitely dressed blond young man and 
a beautiful golden-blond young woman.

The young man was first to notice Nan 
as she came down the hospital steps be
side Arthur Eliot, The upswing of his 
arm when he raised an English monocle 
to his eye drew the attention of his com
panion. She turned her aristocratic face 
to fix her bright blue eyes upon Nan. 
Her type of beauty and the haughtiness 
of her look and manner exactly fitted 
Nan’s conception of an English peeress.

The young man dropped his monocle 
and started to open the door of the ton
neau. Arthur Eliot stopped him with a 
gesture and handed Nan and her valise 
up in front. Before the girl could draw 
herself into her seat he started the car 
off with a leap that jerked her small body 
backward and her little plain-shed feet 
upward in a most undignified manner.

But she uttered no cry, and her blush 
of mortification had subsided to the 
normal pink of her cheeks when he found 
time for a polite glance to see if she v as 
comfortable. Pier feet were dangling 
three or four inches above the car floor. 
The corner of his full lips started to 
quirk in an amused smile. Then his up- 
flashing glance met the cold reserve of 
her gray eyes, and the smile faded.

He fixed his attention upon his driving 
with sudden intentness. Nan saw the 
hand of the speedometer swing up around 
the dial. The car had already reached 
the city’s residential speed limit. Within 
half a block it was whirling ■ along at 
thirty-five miles an hour.

Outwardly Nan remained very calm. 
Inwardly she was thrilled and exhilarated 
by the reckless dash of the big car along 
the uptown avenue. She had never be
fore motored in a “ real ” car; and that 
this was an unusual drive for the time 
and place was evident from the exclama
tions of the tonneau passengers.

" Jove. Eliot, we appear to be moving! 
Better ease off, old man. Motorcycle 
bobbie coming up in our wake.”

Indeed, my dear Arthur, I hardly 
fancy a summons before a magistrate!”

"Privileged run. Miss Verna,” Eliot 
flung back over his shoulder, and the 
speed of the car bounded up to forty 
and forty-five miles.

Nan's sidelong glances perceived the 
smile of reckless joy that accentuated the 
fascinating quirk of his lips. In his lean 
face was neither fear of the police nor 
anxiety for his father, only sheer de
light over the wild race past the other 
cars and groups of scurrying pedestrians.

After minutes that seemed to Nan 
both brief as seconds and long as days, 
the honking rush of the car subsided at 
the turn around a parked corner into 
the private drive of the Eliot mansion. 
The spluttering motorcycle took the cor
ner a close second and followed the 
offending car along the curved drive to 
the side of the mansion. The officer dis
mounted sett touched his cap as Ebct 
handed Nan out on the platform of the 
carriage porch.

“ Must report you. sir,” he stated.
" Report and be hanged,” good- 

humoredly rallied the culprit with a 
smile at his tonneau passengers. He 
handed the officer a bank-note without 
looking at its denomination, and pointed 
to Nan. “ You see. Nurse— emergency 
case— Dr. Gould. You’ll find my num
ber at the rear of the car.”

The officer again touched his cap and 
remounted his motorcycle. Being pre
occupied with the figures on the comer 
of the bank-note, he quite forgot to note 
the figures of the car’s license.

” Ah, my dear Arthur— you Ameri
cans!” murmured the blond young lady.

A footman was hastening out to the 
car. Eliot tossed him Nan’s valise and 
signed him to lead the nurse into the 
house. As Nan followed the servant she 
heard the blond young man remark with 
what seemed to be intentional distinct
ness:
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“ But your American nurslings for 
mine! Must say, old man. you’re quite 
3 fancy poulterer. She’s what one might 
call some broiler.”

Nan turned upon him in a flash of 
white heat. As usual when she was in a 
temper, her voice was very clear and 
quiet: “ I have not had the pleasure of 
an introduction, but it is to be presumed 
that Mr. Eliot’s associates are ladies and 
gentlemen.”

Eliot smiled at her with frank appre
ciation. “ Hear that, Devore? You're 
tombed— forty-two centimeter shell.”

The blond young man bowed pro
foundly. We shall hope to justify your 
opinion of Mr. Eliot’s associates.”

“ I have not the slightest doubt that 
you will succeed,” Nan met his mockery 
with ironical ambiguity.

Over her shoulder as, with her little 
nose uptilted, she passed through the 
doorway, she heard Eliot speak in a tone 
of ardent deference: “* May I ask you 
in, Miss Devore? T must stop for the 
latest bulletin on the gov’nor’s condi
tion.”

A backward glance from the rich gloom 
of the hall that she had entered gave 
Nan a glimpse of the young man reach
ing for the gloved hand of the blond 
young lady. The blond man, who ap
peared shorter and older than when in 
the car, stood with his monocle fixed upon 
the couple in an amused stare.

Nan went white. Not one of the three 
was thinking of her. Beyond doubt they 
had instantly put out of their minds her 
indignant upflare as merely the im
pertinence of a servant. She was not 
vain, but her pride made her very sensi
tive to any slight.

CHAPTER II.

U N W E L C O M E .

HALF way up the curved stairway 
the girl roused to a full realization 
of her surroundings. The velvety 

stair carpet, the bronze banisters, the

hand-carved paneling, the mural paint
ings and art windows— all gave evidence 
of wealth and heavy luxury that seemed 
to have been purposely accumulated to 
overcome and crush her independent 
spirit.

Above were corridors and rooms no 
less oppressive. Though Dr. Gould 
looked even more crabbed than usual, 
the sight of him was a blessed relief. He 
snatched the valise from the footman 
and hustled her into a room whose 
smallness gave some relief from the all- 
prevalent ponderous luxury.

“ Be quick, girl— change. Patient dis
charged Miss Swavne over an hour ago. 
Flung a bowl at her,” grumbled the old 
physician. “ Come in smiling, and keep 
it up, or you may leave at once. He's 
testy, to say the least. Understand?'”

Nan understood. She had her white 
dress and cap out of the valise and was 
taking off her bonnet before he could 
reach the other door and step out into 
the sickroom. Never had she made a 
quicker change. The swift movement 
that stripped off her dress ended in deft 
jerks that unbuttoned and removed her 
shoes. She jumped into her white linen 
dress, thrust her little feet into felt slip
pers, and adjusted her cap as she darted 
to the inner door. *

Hardly had she stepped into the sick
room, smiling and to all appearances very 
amiable and placid, when a snarl from 
the bed gave her warning of what to 
expect:

” Keep your skinny hands off me, 
Gould —  keep them off! Give me that 
opiate— Damn this pain! Give me that 
opiate!"

Past the physician's firmly shaken 
bald head the girl saw a gray emaciated 
face, moist with the sweat of physical 
agony. A flood of direct sunlight from 
the window glared full into the savage 
sunken eyes. She stepped aside to draw 
the shade before she glided over to the 
bed.

Dr. Gould met her smile with a 
masked look of relief. The patient’s
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pain-twisted mouth drew up in an ugly 
sneer.

“ Ugh! Simpering idiot —  this one. 
Gould, you're an ass.”

Nan’s smile became a trifle wooden, 
but it persisted. She was a nurse well 
along in her training, and she had her 
orders. The physician gave no heed to 
the ill-tempered abuse. The patient was 
doubly entitled to vent his spleen, first 
as a sick man, and second as a 
millionaire.

“ You will find the massage by Miss 
Rose more soothing, Mr. Eliot,” he re
marked.

“ I ’ll have no girlie business here,” 
snarled the patient. “ What’s the wo
man's last name?”

“ That is it, sir —  Rose. M y father 
was Jefferson Rose of Tennessee,” ex
plained Nan.

The dyspeptic scowfled as if she had 
assumed the name to spite him. But 
for the moment he was too taken aback 
to speak. Dr. Gould murmured a direc
tion in the girl’s ear and moved aside 
for her to take his place.

She now knew beyond question just 
why he had sent for her. As she had 
told her roommate, the older Mr. Eliot’s 
type of indigestion was similar to the 
case that she had nursed in the hospital. 
A form of massage discovered by herself 
had been of decided benefit in the treat
ment. This was the cause of her good 
fortune— if good fortune it was to be.

When she slipped her hand under the 
coverlet the patient flinched and scowled. 
He reached after with a nervous, bony 
hand, ready to clutch her wrist. His 
other hand grasped her shoulder. But 
there was magic in the firm, gentle touch 
of the childlike finger tips. Instead of 
crying out and trying to fling her away 
from him, the patient soon began to 
relax from the tension of his agony.

The girl’s look of confident reassur
ance was met by an involuntary smile 
of relief that deepened into beatific rest
fulness. The withered eyelids drooped 
over the sunken eyes. Within five min

utes after the massage began the patient 
was sound asleep.

Dr. Gould tapped the little nurse on 
the shoulder and beckoned her to follow 
him back to the side room. He thrust 
her before him through the doorway. 
.She glided in and stopped short, her face 
suddenly aflame. Arthur Eliot stood be
side the cot with one of her shoes in the 
palm of his hand. He looked at her with 
his amused, twisted smile.

“  Beg pardon. Thought I ’d found 
Cinderella’s slipper. On dose inspection 
I see it’s not. I ’d venture to guess it’s 
an A i shoe.”

“ This is now Miss Rose’s room, Mr. 
Eliot,” explained the physician. “ Here
after you will come to the other door.”

“ I beg your pardon, Miss —  Rose,” 
apologized the young man with cold 
formality. He placed the shoe on the 
cot and faced Dr. Gould. “ How’s the— ” 
his lips closed hard on the word— “ how 
is my father?”

“ One moment. I ’ll tell you as we go 
down," answered the physician.

He proceeded to give his full instruc
tions to Nan, each important point ac
companied by a tap on her shoulder.

“ A’ou have that dear, have you?” he 
concluded. “ No danger except from the 
heart, and that unlikely if patient is kept 
calm. But in case of the spasmodic con
dition, instant use of the hypodermic is 
indicated. You will find it ready on the 
stand with the patient’s chart. Recharge 
the syringe every morning. You have 
that clear— hypodermic vitally important 
in case of such condition of the heart?”

“ Yes, sir,” answered Nan.
She waited with her back to them until 

they had passed out into the hall. When 
she darted after, to close the door, the 
noiselessness of her felt slippers on the 
parquetry floor enabled her unintention
ally to overhear the physician’s crabbed 
comment:

“ — May prove unreliable; but best I 
can get, since he will not stomach Miss 
S wayne.”

The young man replied with decision:

181
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“ Then you’d better be looking for one 
who is reliable, if that— ”

Xan closed and locked the door. She 
went back into the sickroom with her lips 
curved in the smile that the physician 
had ordered. But the smile could not 
hide the marks on the lower lip where her 
small teeth had almost cut through the 
skin. Everybody was against her— even 
he.

Well, she would show them all. What 
if she was alone in the world? Thanks to 
the memory of her mother, she had never 
fallen in the mire of vulgarity. And she 
would climb up out of the dust of com
monness. She hungered and thirsted for 
the refinements of life.

To win culture, she had sought out the 
hard course of a nurse's training, for be
yond she saw wages to pay her way 
through college and medical school. After 
that would come association with people 
of intellect and refinement.

Marriage was beyond her calculations. 
Without money or social position, she 
could not in years hope to be fit to at
tract the kind of man who alone would 
suit her, and then she would be too old 
for the Prince Charmings— such as this 
young Mr. Eliot.

What was it so fascinating about his 
face? He was only moderately handsome, 
and he showed unmistakable signs of over- 
easy habits, if not outright dissipation. 
Yet there was something in his dark eyes 
— and that little quirk of his lips when 
he smiled—

CHAPTER III.

THE GAME.

AFTER  the longest natural sleep that 
he had enjoyed for a week, the 
patient awoke to the cravings of 

ravenous hunger. Because of malnutri
tion, he was in reality more than half- 
starved.

Xan had a very' bad hour feeding him 
according to her instructions and then 
trying to quiet his demands for beefsteak

and other solid foods. It would have 
been an altogether impossible hour for her 
had not the irritable patient been in some 
small measure restrained by the remem
brance of how she had eased him to 
sleep.

At the end of the hour the processes 
of maldigestion brought on another agon
izing attack. The pain did not yield to 
Xan's massaging until her surplus of vital 
magnetism had been almost expended. 
Yet throughout she kept to her placid, 
cheerful smile.

When he had relaxed and recovered 
somewhat from the exhaustion of his suf
fering' he growled at her crustily': “ What's 
your first name?"

“ Xan. sir.’’
“ Humph! You're less unendurable 

than some of them.’ '
With this he closed his eyes and sank 

into natural sleep for the second time 
under her care. On the small table at 
the head of the bed she found a volume 
of Browning's poems. She curled up in 
an easyr-chair and pored over the maze 
of involved English until dazed into slum
ber.

She wakened to find Dr. Could frown
ing at her in anything but a genial mood 
and her patient smiling sardonically at 
them both.

“ Asleep on duty, first day.” snapped 
her patron. “ You shall go back to the 
hospital as soon as I— ”

" That will do. Gould," broke in the 
patient. " The girl stays. She has my 
permission to sleep when she can. Turn 
eff that night nurse.”

“ But— ”
" You have my orders. Good day.”
The physician went across to make a 

note on the sick-chart, and then left, with 
a veil of smug deference over his dour 
displeasure. Xan realized that she now 
had only the thread of the millionaire’s 
uncertain favor to hold her from dropping 
into the pit of disgrace. Dr. Gould was 
offended.

She was a girl only a few months over 
twenty, battling alone against the world



HIS TEMPORARY WIFE. 183

to attain her ideals. Behind her placid 
smile she rallied all her nurse’s skill and 
her woman's wit and wiles to hold and 
add to the favor that she had won in the 
eyes of her employer. The task was not 
easy. She soon discovered that he was 
naturally despotic and that his malady 
all too often released the restraints of 
his breeding.

But during the first few days, thanks 
to her persistent tact, she weathered the 
most violent storms of his wrath. After 
that she became confident of her position, 
for her intuition perceived behind his con
tinued outward harshness his realization 
of dependence upon her ministrations.

By the end of the week her position 
was well intrenched. Though imperfect 
assimilation still sapped the patient’s 
strength, his attacks of pain had decreased 
in violence and frequency. For this he 
gave no direct thanks; but as between 
Dr. Gould and Nan, he chose to attribute 
the results to the nursing.

To hold her own so far the girl had 
paid a heavy price in vitality. On the 
other hand, she was enjoying many of 
the pleasures of wealth. Within a day 
after her coming, the elder Eliot’s dic
tatorial command had put at her disposal 
all the comforts and luxuries of the estab
lishment. There was a maid assigned to 
attend upon her needs. Her bathroom 
would have delighted a princess. She had 
only to name the food or flower or book 
she wished, and it was brought to her by 
deferential servants.

But her eating and reading, like her 
sleep, was ever subject to the sleep or 
the whim of her employer. Only in mild 
cases is continuous night and day nursing 
endurable. Had not the patient’s con
dition improved, Nan must have broken 
under the strain within the first few days. 
Even as it was, she lost weight so fast 
that the sick man’s seemingly purely 
selfish concern over her ability to care for 
him forced him to heed the thinning of 
her cheeks anrf loss of color.

The result was that at night she was 
no longer disturbed unless he suffered

from an attack, and each afternoon he 
vented his accumulated spleen upon Dr. 
Gould while she sp£nt a joyous two hours 
motoring around the speedway or strolling 
in the parks. The drives were in her 
employers own car, behind his chauffeur, 
never with Arthur Eliot.

That there was dissension between 
father and son had been apparent to Nan 
almost from the first. Every day the 
young man had come to send in his com
pliments to his father and inquire the 
progress of the case. But he never en
tered the sickroom, and his father did not 
ask to see him.

Nan saw nothing of him until the day 
of her third motor drive. As she came 
cut into the porte cochcre he whirled in 
around the drive, with the blond Miss 
Devore seated beside him and the blond 
Mr. Devore lolling very lordly in the 
tonneau. His car stopped so close be
hind the other that the fenders touched.

Devore sprang out and, with bantering 
gallantry, offered to hand the little nurse 
into her seat.

“ Permit me, my dear Miss Rose, to 
attend upon you— -as a gentleman asso
ciate of Mr. Eliot.''

She ignored him to look at Eliot as 
haughtily as Miss Devore was eying her.

‘‘ Stow it, Len,’’ he ordered, and he 
lifted his cap to her as to an equal. “ Glad 
to see you’re getting out, Miss Rose. The 
gov’nor’s mill is a fright, and he has 
certainly put you through it.”

“ Mr. Eliot is very considerate for one 
who suffers so atrociously,” replied Nan 
with tactful discretion.

She stepped into her car past Devore 
and seated herself with a hauteur that 
rivaled the bearing of the aristocratic Miss 
Devore.

“ Oh, I say now.” murmured Devore, 
“ don’t draw the wrong inference from 
what Artie said. The mill hasn’t made 
you a sight. . A vision is all the more in
teresting for being a bit pale, don’t you 
know.”

Nan spoke to the chauffeur, and was 
promptly borne away, very erect and
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white with anger. But upon reaching 
her favorite park, she put aside her resent
ment for the -joy of a ramble among the 
flowering shrubs. Because of her small
ness and her white costume, the few per
sons she met mistook her for a nurse
maid.

Those who spoke to her she repelled 
with a freezing glance of her gray eyes, 
except one little girl of wealth and breed
ing. This child she entertained with daisy 
chains and fairy stories until the negligent 
Erench bonne joined the party. She then 
went to watch the society buds and their 
escorts canter around the promenade.

When she returned to the car the chauf
feur swung out to open the door for her 
and touch his cap as she stepped into 
the tonneau. Xews travels fast among 
the employees of a large household. In
timations whispered by Nan’s maid had 
reached the garage. A man lacking in 
foresight could not have held the position 
of chauffeur to Howard Eliot for three 
years.

Nan gave no sign that she noticed the 
salute. She took her seat with utmost 
composure, though her mind was in a 
whirl of conjecture over the implication 
of the man's attention. They were almost 
back at the Eliot mansion before the ex
planation flashed upon her. A deep flush 
crimsoned her face. Its subsidence left 
her cold and pale and her eyes very hard.

Arthur Eliot’s car so blocked the plat
form of the carriage porch that the chauf
feur was compelled to stop short. As he 
opened the door for her to step down 
upon the lawn he touched his cap and 
mumbled an apology: “ Excuse me. miss. 
1 can’t drive closer.”

She acknowledged the explanation with 
a graciously condescending bow. Behind 
her back the man blinked in self-congratu
lation over his shrewdness. She went up 
the end steps of the porte cocb'ere and 
entered the house without looking back.

Midway of the stairs she paused to 
listen to a rather shrill burst of laughter 
from the direction of the library. Miss 
Devore was making a decidedly long call.

Dr. Gould got himself out of the sick
room as soon as possible after a curt order 
about the nursing. Nan permitted herself 
to meet the patient's sarcastic sneer at 
the physician's back with a slight sugges
tion of knowingness in her smile.

“ Gould’s a blatant ass.” he gibed. 
•' I'll not forget he would have discharged 
you.”

Nan eased the pillows under the rest
less gray head.

“ Be still,” he snapped. " Listen. An
other cackle. Must be that silly parlor 
maid—► delighted to know I ’m on my back 
--delighted! I'll delight her! Order the 
housekeeper here.”

” Yes, sir, at once— only— ”
11 What— only what? Out with it!” 
The girl smiled. " Only it is your son's 

guest you hear— a Miss Verna Devore.” 
“ Devore?" snarled the patient. “  That 

adventuress here—- in mv house?”
His sunken eyes flared red with hate: 

his yellow face became blotched with 
purple. Nan pressed his head back upon 
the pillows with gentle force and began 
stroking his scowl-ridged forehead.

” Be calm, Mr. Eliot, else you’ll bring 
on a heart attack.”

He grudgingly relaxed, but it was only 
from rage to cold malice.

“ Send for him instantly,” he com
manded. “ No, go yourself. Never mind 
Gould’s orders. I want to know what 
they say. Go!”

Nan fairly' ran out through her own room 
and down the side stairs and along the 
lower corridor. At the curtained door
way into the library she paused.

Between the half-parted Oriental hang
ings she saw Devore and Arthur Eliot 
seated on opposite sides of a small card- 
table. Devore’s back was to her. He was 
looking across at Miss Devore, who stood 
close behind young Eliot with one of her 
white hands patting the side of his head. 
In her other hand she was holding her 
open vanity case above his shoulder. As 
he arranged with the cards already in his 
hand the pair that he had drawn, Miss 
Devore tilted her vanity box.
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Devore lowered his gaze and drawled: 
“ Looks good to me, old man. Let’s call 
it a thou.”

Flushed from her haste but very quiet, 
Nan stepped into the library. Miss De
vore flashed an alert glance at the in
truder and jerked her vanity case down 
behind Eliot’s back. As it tilted. Nan 
caught another flash —the glint of the 
little mirror inside the case. The one glint 
was sufficient for the daughter of Jeffer
son Rose. There was no need for her to 
look at the table to know that the bank
notes and checks were on Devore’s side.

“ I am very sorry, Mr. Eliot, but your 
father wishes to see you instantly,” she 
delivered her message.

" Not— the heart?” he exclaimed, his 
cards face down on the table and his body 
curving forward, ready to spring up.

“ No, I believe it is merely because he 
was disturbed by the laughter,” answered 
Nan, her hard, bright gaze meeting the 
coldly insolent gaze of Miss Devore.

Eliot eased back into his chair. “ Very 
well. Kindly tell him I will be up as soon 
as I play out this hand.”

•' My dear Arthur, is this filial obedi
ence?” reproached Miss Devore. “ Len- 
nie can wait. Better go immediately—  
that’s a good boy.”

Fie shrugged but rose. She smiled with 
playful coquetry and held up her vanity 
case. “  You see, it will give me a chance 
to use your little gift.”

Nan had lingered at the door. On the 
si airs she murmured to him over her 
shoulder: “ You do not usually lose at 
cards?"

“ No,” he answered, a trifle stiffly.
■ ' Perhaps you know that a vanity case 

with a mirror above a player’s shoulder 
is a--sign of bad luck,” she suggested.

The young man flushed. His voice be
came icily formal. " Pardon me. Miss 
Rose, but the lady is my friend.”

Accidents will happen," rejoined the 
girl, no less icily. The case happened 
to be open above your cards, and Mr. 
Devore happened to bet when he had a 
winning hand. I have heard that the

game is to keep one's cards covered— if 
only to save friends from the base insin
uations of outsiders.”

“  Are you sure your own cards are 
covered?” he asked.

“ Aline? Oh, no, I hold only a four- 
flush,” she answered with no attempt to 
hide her bitterness. “ In the game of life 
I ’ve never been one of those who draw 
the lucky cards or happen to see how to 
bet safely.”

His voice dropped a tone. “ No more 
references to my friends, if you please.”

CHAPTER IV.

“  MAN PROPOSES ”—

THEY came around into the sick-room 
by way of the main corridor. The 
invalid was watching the door of 

Nan’s bedroom. He twisted his head to 
glare at the couple.

“ Keep me waiting, will you?” he 
snarled. “ Who was there, girl?”

“ One moment. Miss Rose,-’ interrupted 
the son. He faced the enraged invalid 
with cool defiance. “ 1 took Miss Devore 
for a drive. She honored me with a 
call.”

‘‘ Alone?” sneered the father.
“ With the exception of her brother.” 
The eyes of the sick man began to 

redden and his face to purple.
“ Roth— and in my house!” Bv a 

miracle of self-control he restrained his 
fury. “ Arthur, do not make me forget 
you are my son— my only kith or kin. 
I admit that so far the reports of the 
detective agency have not confirmed my 
estimate of that woman; but- ”

“ She has been quite sufficiently de
famed," broke in the young man. “ You 
have only to insist upon the kind of re
port you wish, and you’ll get it. Money 
will buy plenty of evidence of that sort. 
I am no child. I can judge the characters 
of my associates; and Miss Devore’s let
ters of introduction— ”

“ Forged, ten to one! You refuse to 
be convinced? You refuse to obey 016?*”
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“ I refuse to wrong my friends with 
unjust suspicions.”

“ Unjust? That adventuress, that—  
You dupe, you miserable young whelp of 
a dupe! I tell you, if you do not at 
once—  Ahrrh!”

The cry of agony and the frantic clutch 
of the clawlike hands upon his breast 
sent Nan flying for the hypodermic sy
ringe. When she grasped the sufferer’s 
arm his eyes were beginning to glaze. 
She plunged in the needle and pushed 
the piston of the syringe with steady 
fingers.

After a long minute the hypodermic 
overcame the seizure, and the patient 
sank back exhausted. Nan, with her 
finger still on his pulse, looked up at the 
anxious-eyed son.

“ It is now normal but very weak. He 
should have perfect rest and quiet.”

“ Very well. I shall take myself and 
my friends away. The less he sees of me 
the better for him, I expect,” remarked 
the young man with a shade of regret 
under his habitual antagonism.

Nan soothed her patient to sleep, re
charged the hypodermic syringe, and 
wrote up the sick-chart. She did not tele
phone Dr. Gould. At his next visit he 
commented on the fact with reluctant 
approval:

“ No instructions to send for me. You 
have sense enough to keep your head.”

Two days later the patient had about 
recovered from the extreme weakness to 
which he had been reduced by the heart 
attack. The third day his unwonted si
lence and the keenness with which his 
somber eyes kept watch of Nan at last 
convinced the girl that he was brooding 
upon some plan in which she was to 
figure.

Toward evening he grumbled a com
plaint: “ Arthur has not been to inquire 
about me all this time?”

“ He thought it best to leave you un
disturbed. Twice a day your condition 
is telephoned to his apartment at the 
Ritz-Carl ton.”

“ Her hotel!"
“ Is it?” the little nurse implied her 

ignorance of the fact.
“ The ungrateful whelp!” snarled the 

sick man. “ Waiting to step into my 
shoes. Serve him right if he found one 
of them gone.” Tire savage eyes glinted 
with cunning anticipation. “ Well, why 
not? At least it would cut her out of 
half, if he is fool enough to go that far. 
See here, girl. How would you like to 
make a fortune?”

Nan smiled over the seeming banter. 
“ That would depend upon the price.”

“ No price at all— merely your perma
nent services.”

“ Permanent?”
“ I ’ll marry you and make a neve will.”
The girl looked straight into his sunken 

eyes. They met her gaze without any 
trace of mockery. He appeared to be 
hatefully bent upon cutting in tw  ̂ his 
son’s inheritance. She could not believe 
that he had any thought of her except 
the selfish wish to assure himself of her 
skill for the rest of his miserable life.

She answered him with a ready de
cisiveness that surprised even herself: “ I 
must beg to be excused.”

“ Why?” he demanded, his piercing 
gaze fixed upon her face as if striving 
to penetrate to the uttermost depths of 
her soul.

She smiled. " Perhaps I ’m mercenary, 
but too wise to be trapped. You could 
still draw another will. I do not fancy 
being a penniless widow.”

“ Laton shall.draw a trust deed in your 
favor.”

“ My dear Air. Eliot,” remonstrated 
Nan, “ you know virtually nothing about 
me. You have yet to leam that my father 
was a professional gambler.”

The sick rich man scowled and glared - - 
and returned to his purpose. “ Humph 
— same profession. He used cards; I 
used stocks. Phone to the license clerk 
and Laton.”

“ I own that I feel tempted,” candidly 
rejoined the girl. “ But, after all, money 
is not my object in life, and it will not

V
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pay for what I want, unless earned. Be
cause I am my father's daughter, I know 
that what is not earned does not belong 
to one.”

Rot! My money is no more tainted 
than— ”

“ Xot now. perhaps,” she broke in. 
“ Xor am I. But now 1 am free, and 
one who is free can endure. Imagine 
one’s frenzy to escape if bound for life 
to such service as yours. With the cer
tainty of wealth and freedom as reward, 
imagine the temptation to be a little slow 
with that hypodermic injection.”

The sick man burst into an incredulous 
laugh. “ You are trying to egg me into 
urging you.”

” Xot in the least. 1 am trying to 
make sure of my present position and self- 
respect. One who is fettered has a right 
to strike for freedom. Consider what it 
would mean if I were married to you. 
I am no more than human, and you are 
often inhuman -when you are suffering 
so terribly.”

He continued to smile incredulously at 
the suggestion that a girl with her hair 
and eyes could do such a thing. It was 
a sheer absurdity.

“ Paugh!” he sneered. " I say it again. 
You are trying to make me urge you.”

“ Xot in the least. Mr. Eliot. You 
cannot be so lacking in shrewdness. As 
we are now situated, the better your 
health, the better for me. Would it be 
the same if we were married?”

What’s your game?”
“ To win my own way, that is all.”
“ You refuse the certainty of half my 

fortune? I don’t believe it.”
Xan smiled. “ You needn't. I haven’t 

the chance to refuse it. The offer has 
been withdrawn— or, rather, you never 
meant it seriously. It has been only an 
attempt to amuse yourself by teasing me.” 

“ You are devilish shrewd for a girl.” 
“ Yes. You see, I am trying my best 

to satisfy you— for purely selfish reasons. 
If you recover, you may consider it a 
good investment to pay my way through 
medical school. That would be as a kind

of— what do they call it?— retainer for 
my services, in case you have a return of 
this trouble.”

The sick man’s lips curled in their sar
donic smile. " They say gratitude is the 
lively anticipation of favors to come.”

“ There would be little gratitude wasted 
on either side, I believe.” replied Xan 
with an air of cool worldly wisclmi. 
” Your money would buy my services, 
that is all.”

“ Devilish shrewd for a girl— or for a 
man,” he added. " If Arthur had half 
your brains he’d be dancing attendance 
or; me. 1 am legally sane. I can change 
my will.”

“ I should say he has brains and a 
good deal more,” differed the girl. “ My 
guess is that he wishes something else of 
you than your money, and you haven't 
it to give him."

** Something else than my money - 
something else,” repeated the sick man, 
and he broke into a cunning chuckle. 
‘‘ Yes— yes. something else— I’ll give it to 
him.”

” Oh, Mr. Eliot, you must not let any
thing I ’ve said influence you against him,” 
protested Xan.

She had better have kept silent. Her 
concern only added to his sardonic mirth. 
After a time he fell to scheming, and his 
glances at herself told the girl that she 
was included in his plans.

CHAPTER V.

A N D  M A N  D IS P O S E S .

THE sick man had thought out all the 
details of his scheme by the time 
Dr. Gould made his next afternoon 

visit. He spoke arbitrarily to the phy
sician;

" I want another go with Eaton.”
” Xo lawyer— not even Judge Eaton,” 

forbade Dr. Gould. “ 1 told you there 
must be no more business until your 
heart**’3

” This is pleasure, not business,” in
terrupted the sick man, and he looked
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toward Nan with a significant smile. “ Do 
what I tell you, Gould. Send for Laton.” 

Nan hurried out for her afternoon 
drive. From the first drug-store she tele
phoned to the Ritz-Carlton. Half an 
hour later Arthur Eliot whirled his car 
around into the secluded drive where she 
sat waiting for him on one of the park 
benches. He sprang out to stand before 
her, cap in hand, his eyes clouded with 
anxiety and doubt.

“ My father? You spoke of a change. 
He is not worse?”

“ Not physical^. He has continued to 
improve.”

“  Then why the message to meet you 
here? I was induced to excuse myself 
very abruptly— ”

“ From the charming company of Miss 
Devore, was it not?” put in Nan. She 
met his frown with a cold smile. “ Pray 
hasten back to her. I have no wish to 
detain you.”

He realized that he had to deal with a 
girl who did not consider herself a ser
vant. His tone and manner altered.

“ I beg your pardon, Miss Rose. I 
should have known that you would not 
have sent for me without good reason.”

“ Perhaps it was, perhaps it wasn’t.” 
said Nan. “  Your father is to see a law
yer— Judge— Judge— ”

“ Laton, his personal attorney.”
“ Yes, that is the name. 1 have reason 

to believe he intends to change his will.” 
The young man Hushed, but after a 

moment his angry frown cleared. He 
shrugged carelessly and drew up the cor
ners of his lips in their amused smile.

“ Well, what of it? The gov’nor made 
his pile. I ’ve scattered a good bit of it 
and never brought in a cent. Don’t you 
think I could earn my salt as a chauffeur 
or a motor demonstrator?”

Nan shook her red head. “ I ’ve an idea 
he intends to dock you only half.”

“ Half? That’s not so bad. You know, 
half a loaf—  And who gets the rest?” 

“  I ’m sure I don’t know. He tried to 
wish it on me. But— ”

“ Y o u !”

“ Why not? I was most convenient. 
How would you fancy me for a step
mother?”

" Impossible!’’
The girl’s face whitened. Her banter

ing smile grew bitter. " I agree with you 
— fully. I had the pleasure of telling 
your father so before he withdrew his pro
posal of marriage.”

“ Marriage! He offered to—  And 
you refused?”

“ Perhaps I ’m a fool— or perhaps I'm 
playing for sweepstakes. Believe what 
you will,” challenged Nan. “  You can 
reason. Dr. Gould has told you that your 
father will never recover. He is apt to 
go at any moment. I would be sure of 
my half of the estate. He seems insanely 
eager to strike at your blond friend, even 
if you are hit hardest.”

“ You felt sure about the money, yet 
you refused him!” young Eiiot again 
voiced his astonishment.

The girl laughed almost harshly. " Per
haps I couldn't believe it— perhaps I was 
afraid —  perhaps I ’m a deep, dark 
schemer."

He shot an amused glance at her 
flame-red hair. Not so very dark on 
top!”

" But it’s the color of danger.” she 
thrust back. " Fire burns. Better run 
home to Goldie— ”

"T h at will do!” he admonished. I 
wish no raillery aimed at my friends.”

“ For he is a- jolly good fellow, with 
shoals of dear unselfish friends!” intoned 
Nan. She saw the crook in the corner of 
his lips straighten, and her face sobered.

“ I mean it. Go and tell her. My 
own advice is for you to see your father 
and patch up matters. After all, he is a 
very sick man and suffering frightfully. 
He should be humored. I fear he is set 
upon playing you an ill trick. Go and 
see if your friend does not advise trying 
to mollify him.”

Eliot studied the cool gray eyes with a 
puzzled frown. “ I must confess I fail 
to see your purpose— your motive behind 
all this.”
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“ Perhaps I've a wild idea of playing 
the role of fate. You may think of me 
as weaving the web of your future. The 
loom is set. You see I ’ve been trying to 
read your father’s Browning. Good after
noon. I've wasted nearly half my out
ing.”

She faced about and strolled away into 
the midst of the flowering shrubs. He 
watched her out of sight. Whatever her 
object may have been, one result was cer
tain— she had compelled him to fix his 
attention upon her. to puzzle over her mo
tives and personality. His face was still 
perplexed when he spun his car around 
and drove away.

Nan returned to the Eliot mansion pre
cisely on time. She found Dr. Gould in 
the corridor with her maid. The sick 
man was conferring with a big, fat, bee
tle-browed visitor. When she let him see 
that she had returned, the invalid chuck
led and pointed an emaciated finger at 
her.

“ Here’s the girl now, judge.”
The visitor put a fountain-pen and 

note-book into the pocket of his frock 
coat and heaved up his ponderous bulk 
to boom cordially: ‘‘ Pleased to meet you. 
Miss Rose. I am Judge Laton.”

She entrusted her hand in the fat palm 
of the lawyer, with a relaxing of her in
nate wariness. Behind the big. coarse, 
caricature face she perceived an intellect 
as keen as his sick client’s; but at the 
outer corners of his small, piggish eyes 
were radiating crinkles in the fat-tight
ened skin. He was not a man who smiled 
only with his lips. •

“ I am no less pleased to meet Judge 
Laton," she returned his greeting.

The restless gaze of his twinkling whit
ish eyes had been flashing into her face 
and away. He shot a glance at his client.

“ You may be less non compos mentis 
than I have been thinking you, Howard,” 
he rumbled. “ I expected to see the usual 
type. After all, I will admit it might be 
worse.”

“ It is my will,” rejoined the sick man. 
“ I ’ll have Gould call a consultation of

alienists if there is the slightest doubt of 
my sanity.”

" No need, no need. You’re legally 
sane. Gould and I can testify to that; 
and you have furnished evidence to ex
plain and justify the unusual provisions.”

" See that you make those provisions 
ironclad," commanded the despot.

Laton's roving glance twinkled at Nan, 
and his big head rocked toward her over 
his bulging waist-line. Another glance 
at the invalid, and he walked out with a 
deliberate vet elastic step that belied his 
bulk.

The sick man fixed a sharp look upon 
Nan. " What do you think of him, girl?”

She answered without hesitation: “ He 
is solid and absolutely reliable."

" An easy inference from the fact that 
he is my confidential attorney.”

''Oh, is he?" innocently remarked Nan.
A shade of doubt darkened the sunken 

eyes. He muttered somberly: K If it 
doesn’t work—  But it must. Laton will 
have to make it.”

Nan sat down to read him into a pro
pitious humor for his evening meal with 
one of his favorite Browning poems. He 
always derived a keen intellectual enjoy
ment from the involved psychological 
analyses of the great moralist, though the 
lessons contained in the poems never 
seemed to stir his conscience.

In the morning Nan was still working 
to overcome her patient’s pangs from the 
maldigestion of his breakfast when Judge 
Laton was announced. The lawyer 
brought with him five alert young law 
clerks, all of whom looked at the little 
nurse with scant interest. They gazed 
over her red head at the sick rich man 
and harkened to the reading of the will 
as if to a legal lesson.

While Nan’s hand under the coverlet 
kept steadily to its massaging, her little 
ears listened to Laton’s solemn recitation. 
Out of the maze of technical terms and 
phrases she gathered that all of the sick 
man’s property was being willed in trust, 
and that in certain contingencies part or
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all of the estate was to be diverted from 
Arthur Eliot to other legatees.

Before the naming of the contingencies 
and of the other legatees Xan was or
dered from the sick-room. She at once 
sent her maid on an errand, and tele
phoned to the Ritz-Carlton. Arthur Eliot 
was not in. Without a moment’s hesi
tancy she called up Miss Devore.

“ Tell Mr. Eliot that his father is mak
ing a new will,” she murmured into the 
transmitter and promptly broke the con
nection.

Before long she was called back into 
the sick-room. The law clerks were sign
ing the will as witnesses. Tier patient 
pointed to her.

“ This is the girl —  Nan Rose. Not 
hard to identify, you see.”

The five clerks faced about and stared 
at the little nurse with a curiosity and re
spectfulness that told her she had sud
denly attained importance in their eyes. 
Her face went white. Could it be there 
was a spark of kindliness in his flinty 
heart? Could he have willed her enough 
to pay for her course through medical 
school ?

As Laton drove out his foxy young 
flock Nan thought she saw pity for her in 
bis restless glance. She turned and met 
the, mocking gaze of her patient. The 
normal pink seeped back into her cheeks 
as she took up the volume of Browning. 
Beyond doubt he was all that she had 
thought him. He glowered at her and 
sneered whenever she looked at him.

Early in the afternoon he ordered her 
from the room with a command to send 
in the five men servants. Half an hour 
later the butler bowed to her to enter the 
sick-room. He lined up with the chauf
feur, the two footmen, and the groom, to 
witness their master deliver into her 
hands a sealed envelope. On the en
velope was a precise direction in Eliot’s 
tremulous handwriting:

“ To be held by Nan Rose, and, in the 
event of my death, to be opened by her 
sixty days thereafter.”

He shook his fleshless finger at the girl.

“ Give me your word you will not open 
that envelope except as directed.”

“ I promise,” she replied.
“ You hear her,” he snarled at the ser

vants. “ Get out.”
As they hurried from the room he 

gibed at Nan: “ Now let’s have ‘ Pippa 
Passes.’ That idiot Browning is an amus
ing ass.”

CHAPTER VI.

# RECO N CILIA TIO N  FA ILS.

ABOUT half an hour before the usual 
, time for Dr. Gould’s afternoon call 

Nan’s maid brought in word that 
Arthur Eliot had come to inquire his 
father’s condition and wished the pleas
ure of a personal call.

The sick man smiled ironically.
Laton must have dropped the young 

whelp a hint. Much good it will do him! 
Tell him to come in. No, girl, you need 
not look toward that hypodermic. 
There’ll be no need for it to-day. I have 
a little secret to keep me amused. He 
can say nothing to make me angry—- 
when I think of that little secret.”

His son sauntered in, clear-eyed and 
cheerful. He gave Nan a pleasant nod.

“ Well, dad,” he greeted, “ I hear 
you’ve made a new will.”

" Don’t know that you've any reason 
to smirk over it,” sneered the father.

The young man’s lips quirked in their 
fascinating smile.

“ Why not? You've fired your how
itzer, haven’t you? I ’m smashed, of 
course. All right, that’s over and set
tled, and it has done you a world of good. 
You’re looking fit. You’ll be up on your 
pins again before we know it.”

The father glared. “ Trying to smooth 
down my fur, eh?”

“ Sure thing.” The young man seated 
himself beside the bed and began to 
stroke one of the emaciated hands.

“ Come, dad, loosen up. You’ve 
shoved the moneybags out from between 
us. Thanks be, that’s done with. Now
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we can get together like human beings. 
How d’ you think I ’ll make out as an 
auto salesman for a start in business? 
I ’m up on motors, from records to rear 
tires.”

“ Humph— your salary might pay your 
cigar bill.”

“ Not at first. I struck the Streeter 
Company. They are willing to give me a 
trial, with commissions on sales, but no 
salary unless I make good."

“ And if not?”
“ Well, a chauffeur makes fair wages. 

Only last month a frat of mine who 
worked his way through in my class, told 
me his law practise brings him about 
what you pay Wason.”

“ But the lady in the case?” gibed the 
sick man. “ How long is she to wait for 
you to win the fortune with which you 
wish to endow her?”

The lover smiled. “ Never fear, dad. 
She’ll wait a lifetime for the fortune, if 
need be. But neither of us will wait for 
the other. You may have heard of love 
in a cottage.”

“ That woman!” The sick man burst 
into a derisive laugh that shook him until 
he sank back among his pillows, ex
hausted.

His son continued to smile with cheer
ful serenity. “ Glad it amuses you, dad.” 

“ Yes —  yes,” panted the scoffer. 
“ Nothing equals a farce— good farce!” 

“ Yet if convinced it is not a farce, 
you’d take it seriously, wouldn’t you?” 

“ If convinced —  yes, if convinced—  
most seriously— tragedy!”

“ You’re a man of your word, dad. 
Glad you've enjoyed the first act. May 
the second prove to be high comedy.” 

The young man straightened to his full 
height, smiled, and sauntered out. His 
father frowned after him.

“ Not a whimper— the young whelp. 
Game— but my blood, of course. Every
thing about him from me— except this 
silly blind faith in others. Pah!'’

He twisted his head about to scowl at 
Nan.

“ One thing certain— that woman will

never get legal title to my property if 
they marry. You know', when a woman 
marries, all her property goes by -law to 
her husband.”

“ I thought that had been changed,” 
said Nan. “ Do you think it fair and 
right?”

“ It is right if she is the right wife and 
he the right husband. Marriage is not a 
matter of business. It is a spiritual state. 
The difficulty is that there are spirits of 
darkness as well as of light. Marriage 
should be pure trust, and the parties 
should be worthy one another.”

Nan’s gray eyes glowed. “ Oh. I be
lieve that!”

His sunken eyes closed to hide the 
light that shone from their depths. He 
scowled again.

“ Trouble with the vampires, they 
make a business of love. That woman 
will ruin the young whelp. Business is 
business! Never take a promissory note 
wdthout collateral, unless you wish to end 
in the poorhouse. Trust the unsecured 
word of no one.”

“ There is that envelope,” she remind
ed him. “ You took my word.”

“ A woman’s word— the word of a red
headed girl!” he taunted. “ Pandora has 
a box!”

“ Fortunately it is sealed.”
“ No, only pasted. A few minutes over 

steam would loosen the mucilage. After
wards you could paste the flap down 
again, and no one would know the differ
ence.”

“ I would know.”
“ And you’d know what’s inside,” he 

chuckled with sly suggestiveness.
Nan looked steadily into his eyes. 

“ Pandora guesses that there’s an imp in 
the box. She will now return it, with 
thanks.”

“ Your promise— you gave your word.”
“ Not to open the envelope except as 

directed. I made no promise not to re
turn it unopened.”

He scowled, unable to dispute this. 
She smiled and went into her room. Be
fore she could unclasp her satchel the
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voice of the sick man reached her. shril] 
with anger:

“ Take her away— away! Nan— Xan 
Rose! ”

The girl darted back into the sick
room. Her patient was sitting erect in 
bed, with his fleshless hand out-thrust in 
menace. Before him. side by side with 
his son, Miss Devore drooped appealingly.

From the other door Devore was sid
ling into the room, his ruddy face set in 
a deprecatory smile. At sight of Xan he 
paused to raise his monocle. She spared 
him only a half glance as she hastened 
over to the bed. Her plump little figure 
thrust resolutely between the couple and 
her patient.

“ Miss Devore," she directed, “ I must 
ask you to leave at once.”

The drooping young woman did not 
look up. Arthur Eliot placed a reassur
ing arm about her bent shoulders and 
frowned at Xan.

“ A son has a right to be heard, Mil® 
Rose,” he declared with quiet determina
tion.

“ I am in charge and responsible.” re
joined Xan. no less firmly. " Miss De
vore must go instantly.”

The young man gazed over her red 
head at his father.

'■  Dad,” he appealed, " can’t you be 
fair for once? Listen to Verna, if only 
for a minute.”

“ Take her out!” shrilled the sick man. 
“ Adventuress— vampire!”

* Oh, Mr. Eliot! no-no-no!” cried Miss. 
Devore, and with a thrust for which Kan 
was not prepared, she forced her aside, to 
kneel and imploringly dutch her denoun
cer’s arm. “ Hear me! I wish to be a 
daughter to you! We’re to be married—  
Arthur and i. Xo hireling can nurse you 
like a daughter! Only give me the chance 
-— permit me to prove— ”

The enraged man wrenched his bony 
fingers free from her white hand.

“ Daughter? Y ou!”
His eyes were bloodshot; his face was 

mottling with purple. He clenched his 
fist to strike the golden head that had

bowed until the fair face and blue eyes 
were hidden by the coverlet. But the 
blow did not fall. As his son lunged for
ward to stop the upraised fist it jerked 
clown tc clutch through the silk gown on 
the sick man’s emaciated breast.

Xan whirled and darted toward the 
stand on which was kept the hypodermic 
syringe. Devore was within arm’s reach 
of the stand. The hand with which he 
had started to raise his monocle shook as 
Xan came at him, tense-faced and alert. 
Then he saw that her gaze wTas fixed upon 
the stand. As she caught up the syringe 
and darted back, he screwed the monocle 
into his eye. Before she reached the bed
side he was sauntering toward the door, 
his over-red lips set in a bland smile.

Miss Devore had not moved. Young 
Eiiot had knelt beside her to support the 
head and shoulders of his writhing father. 
Xan thrust between them to grasp one of 
the pain-twitched arms and administer 
the hypodermic.

“ There; he will soon be all right,” she 
said. “ Better go now— leave him quiet.”

The son nodded. His father's body 
had begun to relax. He started to ease 
the disheveled gray head down upon the 
pillows. The clawlike hands reached up 
to touch his anxious face.

“  Xo— stay. He wants you,'’ divined 
Xan.

As she spoke the appealing hands 
jerked down to tear again at the silk robe 
in spasmodic frenzy. A swift upswing of 
Xan’s arm brought the syringe on a level 
with her eyes. The piston was all the way 
down in the barrel. There could be no 
more than a drop of fluid left in the 
needle.

Yet the hypodermic dose had failed. 
Her patient ŵ as in a worse convulsion 
than the first. Though she had received 
no instruction to administer a second hy
podermic. she turned to run back and re
charge the syringe.

Behind her the agonized sufferer 
gasped breathlessly: “ Son —  will —  tell 
Laton— yours— all— no inten— ”

The straining voice stopped with an
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abruptness that halted Nan even as she 
reached out for the bottle on the stand. 
She flashed an alarmed glance over her 
shoulder. At the same instant Arthur 
Eliot uttered a cry of dismay. His father 
had sagged down, flaccid and still.

Nan darted back to the bed. But she 
did not need to look into the face among 
the pillows to know what had happened. 

“ He’s gone. Mr. Eliot," she murmured. 
Miss Devore started up, her face gray- 

white, and her blue eyes hard and bright.
“ You dolt! To stand there gaping!” 

she reprimanded Nan. “ Do something 
— give him another dose!”

“ Hush, my dear,” soothed her fiance. 
“ Miss Rose is right. He is gone— and 
all my fault bringing you here!”

He drew his arm from about the inert 
body and stood up, heavy with remorse. 
Miss Devore sprang from Jier knees to 
fling her arms around his neck and bury 
her face in his bosom.

“ Not your fault, Arthur— mine, only 
mine! I should not have come! M y 
fault— I permitted you to know I wished 
to persuade him.”

There was no more need for the little 
nurse at the bedside. She Went to open 
the door into the corridor. Devore stood 
just outside, chaffing the maid. At sight 
of Nan's face his monocle dropped and 
his mouth went slack.

“ I say, what’s up?” he muttered. 
“ You look as if—  Has Verna pushed 
you out of the nest?”

“ Mr. Eliot is dead,” explained Nan. 
“ Dr. Gould may be here any moment, 
but I must at once report the death to his 
office.”

Devore bowed with becoming solem
nity and drew' back out of the way. As 
soon as Nan had telephoned she went 
back into what had been the sick-room, 
after sending her maid to meet Dr. Gould.

Devore sprang to the telephone.
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S A L L E  D E  J O I E
B Y  M A R G A R E T  G .  H A Y S

SHE had such a cheery bedchamber!
* * *

The walls were striped in black and white;
Black crepe de chine draperies shrouded the tall windows; 
There were white onyx vases here and there, filled 

with waxy, odorous tuberoses.

The low ebony bed was hung with sable velvet, draped 
with silver cord and tassels of silver fringe;

There were pillows of white satin and a white satin 
couvrc-plcds embroidered with immortelles.

Tall candles flickered unshaded in silver holders-—'
Such a cheery, smart room for a convalescent!
The dernier cri in everything, indeed.

■‘p

And, after all, she did not recover. . , ,
Strange!

2 A-s
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A “ S H O R T Y  K I L G O U R ”  S T O R Y

I REM EM BER seeing it in a book 
where some deluded nut had con
fessed, and it read something like 

this: He couldn’t understand three things 
-the way of a ship on the sea: the way 

of an eagle in the sky; and finally, the 
way of a man with a maid.
- That's what the gentleman wrote in 
his book, and I wish to state that the 
answer is— bull! Plain bull! He was
treating the ship and the eagle in a 
truthful way, perhaps, but he was cer
tainly kidding the vest off Mister Man 
of the well known Stronger Sex.

The way of a man with a maid is not 
hard to understand. Everybody under
stands it. If you’re only half-witted you 
can understand such a thing, but these 
old-time bidders wrote it in books, and 
Mister Man swelled up with pride and 
sent his picture to the newspaper.

When you want the truth, simply 
switch that sentence around and you 
have it. The hard thing to understand—< 
the thing nobody can understand and

there’s no use trying —  is the way of a 
maid with a man.

Get that straight. Nobody in the 
World can prophesy what any female 
girl is going to do next. I ’ve been in 
the girl-prophesying business for a num
ber of years and my batting average is 
stilt .0001. I ’m willing to admit that 
I can't tell a thing about women, and 
neither can any other sane man. and the 
reason is, not that my intelligence is at 
fault, but that females are. by nature, 
half grown up. half feeble-minded, and 
altogether illogical, insane, nutty, irre
sponsible, and immature.

In addition, they have no sense, what
ever.

I suppose you will say that I ’ve been 
getting another wallop from our well- 
known and left-handed sex. and that I ’m 
sore at them. Well, I have and I am. 
But that don’t alter the truth. I have 
recently been laid out cold by a woman, 
and if there is one grain of consolation 
amid the wreckage it is that the rest of

194
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the outfit likewise has been buried among 
the quivering ruins. That gang of 
roughnecks is all shot to pieces. If you 
say " girl ” to them they will rush 
shrieking into the wilderness and hide 
themselves under decayed tree trunks.

Yes, we’ve all in the same grave, and 
the Ba'r-C Ranch isn’t a cheerful spot 
these days. Gloom seems to have taken 
up its permanent home among us, but I 
suppose the sorrow will wear off, and I 
hope so, because otherwise we'il all take 
to killing each other.

It came about through the sudden ap
pearance on the Treadwell Bar-C Ranch 
of a lady water-color artist, who de
signed to paint old Saw-Tooth Mountain.

She came sudden and unannounced, 
bringing along the implements of her 
trade, and we first beheld her sitting be
hind a wire fence near the Broad Ditch, 
dressed in a day night-gown and covered 
with an umbrella. She had her easel up 
and was painting persi-tcntly. so we all 
took a respectful look and went along.

There were four of us coming back 
from Sawtelle— myself and Joe Maloney, 
Jake Caldwell and Tim Kirk.

•• Who is she?” Jake asked when we 
went hpy._-

“ New one on me," I answered.
“ Most likely a friend of the Old Man. 

Could you see her face?”
“ What I saw of it looked all right,” 

Tim put in.
“ She ain’t very tall,” Joe said. 

“  Wonder how long she’s going to stay?”
And so on. ad infinitum and ct cetera. 

We discussed that subject all the way 
back to the ranch. After we reached 
there we continued to discuss it, and that 
night, after supper, we got a long look 
at the water-color painter.

She came down the porch steps, wear
ing a blue dress with lace on it here and 
there. Cm her head was a baggy little 
cap of velvet, which hung down on one 
side. She carried a parasol and wore 
white shoes. And I hope I drown to 
death in the bottom of an old well if she 
wasn’t the prettiest woman I had ever

feasted my eyes upon, which the said 
eyes have been in the feasting business 
for years.

Judas Iscariot!" I heard Jake mutter, 
signifying his amazement and pleasure 
at the sight.

“ Some weaker sex," Joe added to the 
comment, and Tim Kirk confined him
self to brevity. “ Hell!” he said mod
erately, staring at her and refusing to 
believe it.

Then the Old Man came out of the 
dining - room and sl opped beside the 
water-color lady. He looked down to
ward the bunk-house and saw us giving 
an imitation of astonishment, and then 
he summoned us. He waved his hand, 
and we all tried to run each other down.

" Boys.” said the Boss, “ meet Miss 
Darling. Miss Darling, these are the 
hired hands. The little guy is Shorty 
Kilgour, my foreman.”

She stood there, smiling and swaying 
her parasol, and we muttered the 
fused and insane ejaculations you might 
expect from a lot of embarrassed school
boys. My, my, but she was pretty to 
look at. Her face was nice and so was 
all of her. Her blue dress fluttered in 
the evening breeze and her little white 
.-hoes peeped out at us, and I noticed 
that she had the slimmest waist I ’d seen 
on a woman. Both your hands would 
just about fit around it.

I observed Jake Caldwell, and he was 
twisting a four dollar hat into a rope, 
which indicates mental excitement in 
Jake, he being careful of his raiment. I 
tried to say a few pleasant words myself, 
but discovered that my speaking tubes 
were clogged tight. Just looking at Miss 
Darling was something like drowning in 
a tank of champagne, with the bubbles 
sizzling down your nose. It was great, 
boys, although a trifle disconcerting to a 
man of my age and experience.

In a general way of speaking, that 
moment developed four burning love af
fairs, and the four burnt victims were 
myself, Jake, Tim, and Joe Maloney.

We fell for the charms of the fair sex
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at once and hard, and for a short time 
we each tried to conceal our condition 
from the others. This didn’t last long. 
I was riotously for the lady and so was 
Jake, Tim. and Joe Maloney, and as you 
can't very well spread four hatred over 
three men, you have to center on one 
rival. I centered on Jake.

“ You." he said, when he saw how 
things were with me. “ What chance do 
you think you’d have with a girl like 
this?"

■' The chance that comes once in a 
lifetime," I told the poor toad. “ I 
know when the right woman has entered 
my life, and she has just entered, slam
ming the front door. One of these days 
it will give me pleasure to invite you to 
my wedding, because here’s the lady I ’m 
going to win."

Jake laughed scornfully.
" Xot while I live." he replied with 

heat and pounding one hand into the 
other. c‘ When I looked at Miss Darling 
I knew that my bachelor days were com
ing to an end. There ain’t enough to 
you, Shorty. You oughtn’t to marry any 
girl, because you’re all on the surface."

“ Yes, and if you get in my way 
you’re going to be all underneath the 
surface," I answered him. " Do you 
think she’d look at a he-hyena like you?"

And so on.
Meantime Joe Maloney and Tim had 

elected each other for mutual abuse and 
subdued threats. And thus things began 
to boil upon the hitherto placid Bar-C 
Ranch.

When four men fall violently in love 
with the same lady, things are bound to 
happen. I remember asking Doris— her 
full name was Doris Darling —  if she 
would like to walk in the moonlight after 
supper, over as far as the foot-hills, and 
she said she wTas sorry, but she couldn’t 
go.

Fine. And then when the moonlight 
came and the walking was great, I look 
my grouch and rolled it down the lane, 
cursing feebly. Jake was missing some
where and for a very good reason. About

eight o’clock I saw him and Doris com
ing back and they had been on the 
identical walk I suggested to her.

Well, I suppose I lost my temper a 
trifle. I waited till Jake said good-night 
to the lady at the ranch step< He came 
down toward the bunk-house, whistling 
cheerfully, and I approached him.

“ You’re a dirty sneak," I said, with
out explaining.

“ I am, am I?" he returned.
" You’re an under-handed skunk." I 

went on. “ Come over here behind the 
barn and I'll show you if you can steal 
my girl, you white-livered coyote.”

Jake didn't have to be invited twice, 
because he was beginning to dislike me 
anyhow. We sailed around the barn on 
the run, and then we went at it.

11 Take that one," I said, putting all I 
had info a right swing. He took it and 
handed me a receipt on the beezer. It. 
was a good fight, and when it was over 
we were both bleeding freely and one of 
my eyes resigned from the partnership 
and quit. I suppose I licked him. At 
any rate. I didn’t feel licked myself, but 
we stopped mauling each other because 
we were out of wind and very tired.

“ And to-morrow I ’ll give you the 
same dose all over,” Jake said bitterly, 
v/iping one of his wounds. “ I ’ll teach 
you to interfere between me and a lady.”

We walked back, cursing each other, 
and all we found on the wav home was a 
struggling mass on the ground behind 
the bunk-house. It turned out to be Tim 
Kirk and Joe Maloriev, who were trying 
earnestly to kill each other.

It seems Joe and Tim had begun a 
little argument about Doris and they 
were concluding it as we came up. Wre 
pulled Joe off Tim, and then they were 
both going to unite and wipe me and 
Jake out. It certainly was a fine situa
tion on a decent, civilized ranch.

From that time on life on the Bar-C 
was just about as peaceful as Verdun. 
With Jake ready to fly at my throat, 
and Joe Maloney growling at Tim Kirk, 
things seemed all wrong.
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The lady who caused all this amorous 
turmoil went serenely on her way, paint
ing water-color pictures of old Saw-tooth 
and having some one of us carry her 
utensils for her. I ’ll say this: She was 
a beautiful lady, but her pictures didn’t 
amount to much. I could do as good 
myself, if I had enough paint.

And while she failed to fall violently 
in love with me or Jake or Tim or Joe 
Maloney, still she was interested in us. 
To our sorrow she was interested.

It took the form of an investigation 
into our manner of life, and when Doris 
found out how four young men live on 
a ranch she began to disapprove.

To begin with, we all swore. Most 
men swear, I suppose, but us four were 
regular in our profane habits. We also 
chewed tobacco, smoked, drank rum, and 
played cards, and it seems that where 
Doris came from, these things could only 
lead you into a life hereafter which had 
no pictorial charms to if.

“ I ’m surprised, Shorty,’’ she said, 
looking up at me with those blue eyes. 
“ You’re a nice young man and you have 
plenty of intelligence. It seems terrible 
that you should swear and drink. 
Haven’t you ever longed for higher and 
better things?”

£i Sure," I answered. “ I wanted to be 
a railroad fireman once, but nothing ever 
came of it.”

“ I mean,” Doris said, moving a little 
nearer to me and thereby upsetting the 
regular beating arrangements of my 
heart, “ I mean, don't you sometimes 
think of nobler things? Don’t you reach 
out sometimes for the All-Good?”

* I ’ve done a heap of reaching,” I told 
her, “  but there’s one thing I never did 
reach for. However, if you want me to, 
I'll begin reaching to-day.”

“ A man is not for the coarser things,” 
she said earnestly, laying the tip of her 
finger on my coat. ” You would be so 
much a better man if you stopped swear
ing, Shorty.”

“ I ’ve stopped,” I said. “ I stopped 
two minutes ago.”

“ You mean you will not swear any 
more.”

“ I ’m all through swearing,” I an
swered seriously. “ Any time you ask 
me to do a thing, Miss Darling, it’s done. 
You know that. There ain’t a thing in 
the world you could ask me that I won’t 
do.”

“ Then, your drinking habits,” she 
continued, with the light of a. true apoc
alypse shining in those deep blue eyes, 
and right about there I lost my taste for 
rum. In five minute Doris had swept 
me clean of bad habits. I no longer 
chewed, smoked, drank, swore, or played 
cards, and I had made resolutions about 
wearing neckties- and keeping my shoes 
shined and my hands in trim.

I was converted all over, and when I 
walked away I was so good that if they 
buried me on the spot I ’d have gone 
straight through on the Celestial Express 
and begun playing my golden harp at 
once.

A few days later I began to notice that 
Jake Caldwell had stopped cursing, and 
to make it quick, Joe Maloney and Tim 
Kirk also fell under the new influence. 
Up to then the gang used to gather every 
night and play fluff or sixty solo— but 
no longer. The bunk-house table was 
desolate. No more did the old room re
sound to muttered cusses and no longer 
did the old bottle stand there with open 
mouth.

“ I see you’ve reformed,” I said sar
castically to Jake, because while I didn’t 
mind being reformed myself, it irked me 
to see Doris take so much interest in the 
rest of them bums.

“ You don’t see any more about me 
than I see about you,” he replied. 
“ You’re just about good enough to cook 
lately. Why any girl ’d take any trouble 
with a worthless hound like you is be
yond me.”

So we had some more pleasant con
versation, during which he threatened to 
remove the nose from my face, and I 
offered to kick him off the ranch if he 
felt the need of travel. Joe Maloney and
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Tim Kirk likewise indulged in personal 
recriminations. It was quarrel and bicker 
and fight from morning til! night. I 
never did see such a ranch in my born 
days.

The reformation stunt actually went to 
extremes. One Sunday afternoon, for in
stance, Doris gathered the four of us and 
took us into Tulena, where there was a 
Sunday-school orgy going on, and we sat 
there and listened from beginning to end. 
If you’d told me I ’d mix up in a thing 
like that, I ’d have laughed at you.

At odd times Doris read literature to 
us, designed to improve our minds and 
lead us on to better and nobler things. 
How she expected to improve minds like 
Jake's and Tim’s and Joe Maloney's I 
swear I don’t see, because there ain’t any 
too much to those minds to start with. 
You have the same chance -to improve 
them that you’d have to improve a two- 
year-old egg.

We used to sneak into the ranch and 
gather in the sitting-room under the big 
lamp, and Doris would sweep in wearing 
some dress or other, each one of which 
made her look prettier than before. Then 
she’d sink into the Morris chair and 
read to us from the “ Pilgrim’s Progress ” 
or Emerson or books like " In Tune with 
the Infinite.” ’Maybe she'd take up 
something lighter and flood our com
bined intellects with improving material 
from “ The Beautiful World,” or “ The 
Ideal Life,-’ or The Mind Triumphant,” 
or Personality and the All-Good.”

We stood for it. Words coming from 
those lips were good words, no matter 
whether they came out of a green ’ book 
or a red one— or no book at all.

“ It’s like this, Doris,” I said to her a 
little later. “ I  don't mind being im
proved, and you know it. I've reformed 
and if there’s any other little faults you 
see. I ’ll correct them when you mention 
them. But I like to be improved alone. 
Why can't you and me wander out there 
on the desert, which is the only place 
where we can get rid of those three 
lizards, and you can improve me alone?

Just by myself I'm a heap easier to im
prove. Those suckers distract me.”

“ Oh,” she said, " but I can do so much 
more work when you are all together. 
There is the enthusiasm of progress when 
you listen together."

■■ There ain’t a bit of enthusiasm in me 
over them three stiffs.” I answered mood
ily. ” Any time you want to, you can dis
pense with the others, especial!'.’ Jake, 
who's liable at any minute to put this 
reform movement on the bum."

To tell the plain truth about us. we 
were all unhappy. We were unhappy be
cause we couldn’t smoke or play cards 
01 do anything that seemed natural, and 
we were also unhappy because, while she 
liked us, she wouldn’t agree to marry us.

I asked her.
” I'm sorry, Shorty,” she said, looking 

at me gravely. " But I’m not the marry
ing kind. T have my work to do in this 
world and I must be free to do it. I ’m 
sorry."

*• You ain't as sorry as I am.” I said. 
" You’re the kind of a girl I've always 
been looking for. 1 thought maybe you 
might marry me.”

“ I'm sorry," she said again, and so, 
not to cause her too much grief. 1 went 
away, and it was lucky 1 didn't run into 
Jake that morning, because most likely 
I ’d have slaughtered him without further 
words.

So I knew my fate. I didn't have any 
late, so far as Doris Darling was con
cerned, and at first I felt like wiping out 
Jake and Tim and Joe, so that no good 
luck could happen to them. I knew each 
one of them was going to try to lead this 
beautiful creature up the aisle to the 
minister, but every time I looked into 
one of their faces I knew that no joyous 
fortune had yet befallen. They were all 
as glum as deceased clams.

On the veranda one night Doris opened 
the subject herself. We were all sitting 
around, and it had got too dark for her 
to read us any more from " The Life 
Beautiful.'’

Boys,” she said, in that calm, dis



THE GREAT DISAPPOINTMENT. 199

turbing voice, Jl your affection for me 
makes this one of the happiest periods 
of my life, and I do want you to continue 
as my friends. I feei that I have made 
great progress with you. Each one of you 
has honored me with an invitation to be
come his wife, and it is something I shall 
never forget. To receive an offer of mar
riage from such honest, manly young men 
is indeed an event, and one of which any 
woman can well be proud. But as I 
explained to each of you in turn, I am 
rot the marrying sort. To uplift man
kind is my mission in life, and my only 
one, and as I look into your eyes I can 
see that you all agree with me. You are 
mentally and morally better men than 
when I came. You no longer use pro
fane language, and you have stopped 
smoking and drinking. I desire no credit 
for this fine change, because none is due 
me. You have changed because you now 
see the folly of your past ways.”

“ Not me.” 1 burst out. - Not me, 
Boris. I'll tell the truth. I ain't got a 
fault in the world right now, but I ’d have 
’em all except for you, personally. And 
if the lest of this gang says otherwise 
about themselves, they're all liars."

'■  I ’m sorry, if that is so,” Doris said, 
with her gentle, sweet smile. “ I have 
been honored by your several offers of 
matrimony, and now, as I look into your 
virile, manly faces, I feel that perhaps I 
ought to be frank with you.”

■‘ You can be anything you want to,” 
said Jake sadly, ‘‘ as long as you be it 
with me.”

“ I will tell you something which I have 
concealed from the world,” Doris went 
on, i£ because I know I can talk openly 
and freely with men of your type. The 
generosity of the open spaces is stamped 
on your faces and yon will understand 
me.”

* Shoot,” said Tim Kirk cheerfully.
I will admit, then,” she continued, 

that I have put all thoughts of love 
out of my mind forever. I have thrust 
matrimony and marrying forever behind 
me. Into my life there has come a great

and grievous disappointment, and I have 
fled from a painful situation. That is 
why I am among you in this free, wild 
country.”

“ You mean a man?” I asked.
A man,” said Doris gently. “  I will 

say no word of ill concerning him, be
cause that is not my way. What I am 
suffering, what I have suffered, and what 
I shall suffer, I shall think of no more.”

‘‘ Where is this guy?” I demanded.
If you could slip me his name and ad

dress, I ’ll go and guarantee that he’ll cause 
no more sadness in this world.”

No," said Doris calmly, “ there is 
nothing you can do, Shorty. It is a 
closed incident. It is something that 
has gone from my life completely, and 
while it is sad, still I shall bear my sor
row resignedly. It was a great disap
pointment, to be sure; a great disappoint
ment, but I shall bear it,”

•' 1 'd like one small wallop at this dis
appointment of yours,” Tim Kirk re
marked, but Doris shook her head.

” So you can see, boys,” she said, 
" that love is not for me. Love is a 
divine thing, and when it flows into one’s 
life, one is ennobled. But there can be 
nothing like love in this world again for 
me. I have loved one, and I shall never 
love another.”

As the lady seemed on the point of 
tears, it looked to me like the right time 
to beat it and give her a chance.

" Now, ain’t that a shame?” Jake de
manded later on. “ That’s too dum bad. 
Here’s a nice, sweet girl, and some reptile's 
gone and busted her heart. Worse than 
that, he’s made it impossible for any other 
guy to win her.”

" I ’ll tell you about Doris,” said Pop 
Treadwell, when we asked him direct for 
information. “  You want to be kind to 
Doris, because she’s had trouble. There 
was a young lad in love with her and 
something happened, so she came away 
from her home in Tucson. Dropped 
everything and fled. Put her heart affair 
behind her and scampered into the wilds. 
So be kind to her.”
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There being nothing else to do about it. 
we were kind to her, and when the four 
of us found out definitely that we couldn't 
win away her young heart, we began to 
lose our hatred for each other. I began 
tc see Jake pass me without wishing he'd 
fall over and die, and Tim began again 
tc converse with Joe Maloney.

The little white bird of peace descend
ed upon the gang, as it always will when 
a lady passes out of your thoughts, and 
one night, not long after this love revela
tion from the heart of a sweet young 
woman, we all got together in the Last 
Chance bar and buried the hatchet with 
formality and eclat.

And, of course, with the memories of 
that sweet, pure maiden so strong within 
us. we still clung to our habits of virtue 
and sobriety. When we lined up at the 
bar, Joey Cook looked at the four of us 
and shoved over the hard licker.

“ Put that away,” Jake said with dig
nity. 11 We’re having a love feast and 
we’re drinking pop.”

“ Four pops,” said Joey, grinning, but 
saying nothing insulting.

Well, we stood there swizzling pop and 
telling each other what a fine world it 
was and how noble to know a girl like 
Doris Darling. We shook each other by 
the hand and I slapped Jake affection
ately on the back, where a week before 
I ’d have slapped him with an ax on the 
slightest provocation. Joe had his arm 
around Tim Kirk's neck, and was ex
plaining how the ennobling influence of 
one sweet Sioman can bring the roughest 
natures together, and how, after all, it 
was a splendid thing for two such men 
as them to love the same girl, providing 
neither could get her. and nobody else, 
either.

There was a commotion outside the 
Last Chance, and an automobile stopped 
in the darkness, giving off the loud noises 
of its breed. The door opened, and in 
comes a little guy with a toothbrush mus
tache, a pale eye, and thin, yellow hair, 
which looked dandruffy. He was some 
five feet and a half high, and he had on a

gray cap and wore spats. Maybe he was 
twenty-three years old, and he was smok
ing made-up cigarettes, which he took out
of a silver case.

£ didn’t like him, and neither did the 
boys. Anyway, we were having a re
union.

" Howdy, boys." he said. " Have a 
drink with a stranger.”

'• That's just what we won't do,” said 
Jake, eying him. " Can’t you see we're 
drinking here together?”

“ That’s all right,-’ he insisted, throw
ing down a bill. ” Have a drink with 
me?”

“ Little feller.” I said, “ this is a sacred 
and exclusive gathering here. We're 
drinking together all by ourselves, and 
nobody else gets in with us.”

” Go on,” he jeered.
” In a little while you ain’t going to 

have no good health at all,” said Tim 
Kirk sourly. • ” Here you come bustin’ 
into a private party where you ain’t in
vited. If you got any sense, you’ll keep 
still, and if you ain’t got any sense, you’ll 
soon meet up with trouble.”

The little man glared at us resentfully, 
but confined himself to his drink, and I 
looked him over. A pale, watery eye. he 
had. 'and a sallow completion. He was 
no good to look at, but he would talk 
to us. After he held himself in for awhile 
iii broke loose again.

“ No sense in you fellows being stand- 
otTisb,” he remarked genially. " Maybe 
you’re sad, but I ’m glad. I want everv- 
1 ody to be glad with me. I ’m bounding 
around the surface of the world in my 
automobile, scaring the prairie-hen and 
chasing the coyote before me. I ’m as 
happy as a lark, and to-day I ’ve rattled 
off two hundred good miles. And why 
am I happy, I ask you?”

“ You don’t need to ask me,” I grunt
ed, “ and anyhow’, you ain’t going to keep 
on bein’ happy in a minute. You got some
thing coming to you, young gosling.”

‘‘ I am happy,” he went on, “ because 
I am winding up the great adventure, at 
the end of which lies matrimony. Boys,
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I am about to be married. As sure as you 
stand there! I took my time and let 
her go. Why should I worry? Why 
should any man worry over a woman? 
We’re the strong sex. Let them worry. 
So I saw her depart, careless of her going. 
And then, when I got good and ready. I 
hopped into my trusty auto and flew 
across the desert sands. I draw near her 
even now, and soon I shall look again 
upon her and say to her that I am come. 
That’s all. That’s a man's way. Then 
I ’ll marry her.”

” You don't interest me none at all,” 
1 said to him. “ Your affairs are less to 
me than desert dust, and furthermore, as 
1 stated before, you’re bustin’ in on a 
gentlemen’s private party. We wish to 
converse and drink together, and you 
better go away before bad luck gets you.”

He laughed at me and" lighted another 
gold-tipped cigarette. Then he walked 
calmly to the door, and in another minute 
we could hear his automobile roaring 
outside.

“ Anyhow,” said Jake, ** the little liar’s 
got an automobile. He ain't lyin' about 
that. Imagine any woman doing what he 
said.”

‘‘ Yeah, imagine it!” repeated Tim in 
a jeering tone.

“ I am imaginin' it,” I said shortly, 
because while the sucker had been talking 
a slow, somber thought worked its way 
into my brain and began messing around.

“ Maybe we better not drink any more 
of this pop,” Joe Maloney said after a 
time. ” I wouldn't care much if 1 didn’t 
drink pop again this week. We better 
be goin’ home.”

You said it,” I remarked with some 
eagerness, and I led the way out to our 
horses.

Well, we rode slowly along the trail 
toward the Treadwell ranch, full of friend
ship for each other and foamy pop, and 
not a thing happened until we were well 
on the up-grade, where the road narrows 
clown and runs along between the ragged 
rocks. It was a nice moonlight night, 
and I was leading the parade and think

ing over my thoughts, when I looked 
up, and far ahead I saw a gleam of light.

In a minute what that light was be
came certain. It was the headlight glare 
of an automobile, and it was zinging along 
toward us right merrily.

“ Now, what do you suppose that is?” 
Tim demanded, pulling up.

“ I don’t need to suppose,” I answered. 
“ I know. It’s an automobile.”

* But who’s?” Joe asked.
“ You’re going to find out in a minute,” 

I told him, and we were, because the road 
was so narrow that we had to step aside 
and urge the ponies up against the broken 
rocks.

The car came roaring on, and pretty 
soon the headlights slowed down and 
brought us into strong outline.

” Who’s that?” I yelled.
" Why, it’s Shorty,” came a subdued 

voice.
" Did I hear my name mentioned?” I 

asked, and then the four of us drove up 
beside the car and out of the headlights 
where we could see.

In the car was the bird with the tooth
brush mustache, and beside him sat Doris 
Darling. She looked up at me and a 
smile of rapture was on her face.

“ Whatever does all this mean?” I 
asked her.

“ Where are you goin' with this little 
runt?” Jake demanded.

“ Gentlemen,” Doris said, rising to her 
feet in the car, “ I present you to my 
affianced husband. Gerald, dear, these are 
the buys, and you mustn't mind their 
rough ways.”

” Your- - what?” I demanded.
” This is my affianced husband,” Doris 

went on, speaking as though she liked 
the words. “ We are going away to be 
married, aren’t we Gerald, darling?”

“ You said it, dearie,” remarked her 
affianced husband, and I thought Tim 
Kirk would fall bang off his horse.

“ And this,” I bellowed, pointing to 
Gerald, darling, “  this is the great disap
pointment you spoke of, is it?”

Doris, stared at me and didn’t answer.
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“ This is the disappointment, hey?” I 
went on. “ Well, that’s the proper name. 
He’s all of that. Shall we let her go away 
with her disappointment?”

* If she wants it, let her have it,” Jake 
answered in a voice full of melancholy.

We silently gave the automobile more 
room, and Gerald, the affianced husband, 
started the machinery. A minute later 
we could see nothing but a red point of 
light receding in the distance. Where 
the automobile had stood we gathered in 
an irresolute circle— all but me.

“ What time is it?” I inquired of Jake. 
“ Fifteen minutes after eleven,” he re

plied, holding his watch up to the moon
light.

u Which gives us just time enough, if 
we rush, to get back to the Last Chance 
before Joey closes up.”

One second later there was nothing but 
the rush of hoofs on the calm desert air, 
and what we did to that supply of hard 
licker still remains one of the historic 
points in the county’s annals.

And that’s why I state, as I did in the 
beginning, that anybody who informs you 
he can tell something about the way of a 
maid with a man— there’s a guy who’s 
handing you plain, every-day bull.

u  U V

S I X  O P T I M I S T S
B Y  W.  E.  N E S O M

HOW’S trade?" I asked a legless chap 
Who does a juggling trick;

And he replied that things were slow.
But that he couldn’t kick.

“ How's trade?" a deaf man I besought, 
Who peddles plaster saints,

And who, I learned from his reply,
Had heard of no complaints.

I questioned next a one-armed wight 
Who runs an apple-stand,

And learned that he. he really thought, 
Could use another hand.

“ Flow’s trade?”— this to a toothless dame 
Who bears a pedler’s bag;

And while she didn’t boost a lot,
She didn’t chew the rag.

u How’s trade?” I asked a blind galoot— 1 
A knife and scissors whettc-r—

Who smiled and answered: "O ut of sight JO 
Can’t hope to see it better.”

“  How’s trade?”— I queried last a mute 
Who tends a * filling-station

And he had not a word to say 
Against the situation.



[j S te p k e n  C iia Jm ers
A u t h o r  of “ F e a r / ’ “ T h e  F r o z e n  B e a u t y / ’ “ T h e  C as t l e  on  t h e  C r a g / '  a t e .

\ \ T  E like to have history wrapped in pretty packages, and in this particularly 
pretty and lively package you get a glimpse ol a page from the book of 

England’s most romantic history— the page that tells of an orange girl who rose 
out of the gutter to find great and lasting favor in the eyes of a king. Y o u  have 
met Nell Gv/vnne before, but never in a belter or a sweeter role.— T he Editor.

CHAPTER I.

MV FRIEND, THE ANT.LER.

AND so I found myself at last on the 
road to London Town! 

k 'Phut was become reality which 
had been so long a vision deferred, at first 
on account of my youth, for f had been 
but fifteen years old when the king was 
restored to Whitehall.

For some years after that the affairs 
of the kingdom were in a tumbled condi
tion. Then, just as 1 again prepared for 
the road, came news of the great plague, 
and no sooner had we country folk heard 
the last of that than something more 
definite than tongues of flame glowing in 
the southeastern sky told us that London 
was burning.

Hut in the spring of 16(17 the time 
seemed ripe for the carry ing out of my 
boyhood’s dream; to go to London, see 
the king wearing his golden crown, may
hap obtain his favor, and, in short, make 
my fortune.

And if my choice of time need further 
explanation, I had just passed my twenty- 
first birthday, was grown tall, strong of 
heart and muscle, and the road never 
beckons so strongly as in the month of 
May. Besides, all men said there was 
need of willing hands in London Town, 
which was seeking to rebuild itself.

So here I was on the third day of my 
travels, sitting under a tree by the stream 
of Avon, making a frugal noon meal. My 
kerchief was spread upon the green grass 
as a cloth whereon was my modest store 
of bread, cheese, and red apples. For 
drink, the Avon flowed clear and sleepy 
at my feet.

This kerchief of farmy foods T usuallv 
carried, with the corners knotted over the 
end of a stout stick, across my right shoul
der. It was my sole encumbrance and tie 

-for 1 had not a relative nor, for that 
matter, a friend in all the world— and the 
weight of my bundle grew less as time 
and my appetite continued. For the rest, 
my worldly possessions consisted of the

203
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clothes I wore and a great belief in my 
future.

As I sat there munching my bread 
and cheese there came to my ears from 
the shade of another tree— almost at my 
elbow, it seemed— a sound of singing. 
Yet it could hardly be termed that, for 
the noise was like the whining of a crazy 
old mill-wheel, 'only that it articulated 
words that were not at all unpleasant.

“ I  care n o t, I, to  fish in seas,
F resh  rivers best m y m ind do please,
W hose sw eet, calm  course I contem plate . 
A nd seek in life to  im ita te ."

Taken by surprise, I peered around the 
side of my tree. There, under the shade 
of the next, sat a very ancient man, who 
yet seemed as cheerful as any lusty youth 
With visions of London in his head.

He must have been full threescore and 
nigh ten in years. His hair and beard 
were snow-white, but his face was strange
ly unmarked by time. It breathed kind
liness and a good liking for life. His dress 
was that of a man of the outdoors. An 
open knapsack by his side suggested a 
traveler. The reason of his pilgriming, 
I surmised, was in his present employ, 
for he was fishing in the Avon with one 
hand while the other supplied his mill 
with bread and cheese between snatches 
of the song it was grinding out.

“ Good morrow, young sir!” he broke 
off, catching sight of me.

“ And so say I, good master,” I replied. 
“ Any luck?”

“ A h!” said he. “ There spoke a lad 
of fellow feeling and an angler, if not in 
practice, at least in the making. Come 
sit by me, good youth. It is too bright 
for fishing.” He was taking in his line 
as he spoke. “ Besides, I have here some 
fish for fortune’s buttering, as our late 
friend o’ the village hath it. You have 
read his ‘ Pericles ’ ?”

I did not know then to whom or what 
he referred. In truth, during the days 
that followed and in my peregrinations 
with this curious ancient, I was often at 
loss to follow his words, saving their

meaning. But I shared his tree with him, 
as he asked me, also his meal, making an 
exchange of my apples for his fish which 
he said he had taken fresh from a stream 
“ before his morning sup.”

While we ate, his speech was of the 
pleasantest, concerning no great matters 
(as we think of such), but discoursing 
upon the time of the year and th.e skies 
and the trees and the birds and the fishes 
— particularly the fishes, which, he told 
me, repaid much study, for they held 
many lessons of profit to men.

“ Our late friend of Stratford village,” 
he said, “ may have fished on this very 
spot when he was but a lad and dreaming 
of London Town. It was he who said 
the big fishes swallow the little fishes, 
and you who hie to London Town, as did 
he, would do well to bear that in mind. 
But I would know more, young sir, for 
your face likes me.”

Whereupon I took courage from his 
favor and told him of my condition and 
my hopes. He listened with great atten
tion, and his interest became greater, it 
seemed to me, when T told him of my 
lather. It was as if from that moment 
my affairs were of his own personal con
cern.

“ My father,” I said, “ was a gentle
man and a knight -Sir Rolfe Hollywood. 
That, good master, is also my name, bar
ring the ‘ Sir,’ for as yet the king hath 
not returned the honor nor the estate that 
went with it, and both of which were 
taken by Old Noll.”

“ Sir Rolfe Hollywood?” said the old 
angler musingly, " — of Hollywood in 
Warwickshire? He that died of wounds 
after the king’s flight from Worcester?” 

“ Even the same, good master. It may 
be that you knew him?”

“ Nay.” said the ancient. “  But I 
have heard of him as a good knight who 
served his king and died that he might 
live. But proceed, young'sir.”

I then told him how I was a lad of 
eight at that sad time. M y mother had 
followed the king’s forces to be near my 
father. After Sir Rolfe’s death— and we
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did not hear the truth of it until long 
after lie was buried near his hiding place 
— my mother sickened and died. Thus I 
was left alone, with no ties, landless, 
nameless of all honorable title, and thrown 
upon the charity of a yokel family in 
whose shelter my mother had died, and 
who, in the goodness of their simple 
hearts, continued to keep me as their son, 
for they had none of their own.

They did not hide from me that I was 
of gentle birth, and treated me with much 
consideration, agreeing with me as I grew 
older that when I was come to manhood 
t should fare to London Town, mayhap 
win to the king, reveal myself as the son 
of my father, and come into what was 
rightfully mine.

" Aye," said the old angler, interrupt
ing, ” and if you be indeed the son of 
Sir Rolfe Hollywood, I am thinking the 
king will even listen to you with a straight 
face but no disfavor, for he had reason 
to love your father much.”

He spoke as if there was more that he 
did not speak, but he bade me go on with 
my tale, the rest of which concerned my 
determination to do as T had done- -take 
the road for London Town and seek my 
fortune.

An action to be commended, young 
sir,” he said, “ but remember what Will 
Shaxper said of the great fishes that swal
low the little ones, and while you conduct 
yourself with a true Christian meekness, 
beware of overtimidity; yet be not over- 
bumptious. Trim your hook to suit the 
season, and fish either up or down-stream 
as experience and the moment’s conditions 
teach.

“ liut of instruction anon. For the 
present you are to understand, good lad, 
that I also fare toward London Town.
I would fain have your company by the 
wTay, which lies not so much by the direct 
toad as along the byways where little 
waters flow, and wherein a man so minded 
may wTet a line. Mv business in London 
Town— where, God willing, I may arrive 
later if not sooner— is that of a friend, 
and, strangely in accord with the way

the world falls out. that same business 
hath a connection with yourself. But 
of that I am not prepared to speak fur
ther at this time.

" And now,” he concluded, " forasmuch 
as during the days of our intercourse you 
shall be as a pupil to my instruction, I 
will read to you that passage from ‘ Per
icles ’ of which your face told me you 
ore in complete ignorance."

At this point, having finished his meal, 
he took from his knapsack a volume 
which he was at pains to tell me he had 
bought at the Sign of the Sunne in Pater
noster Row, and began to read from it.

“ ‘ And we’ll have flesh for holidays, 
fish for fasting clays, and moreo’er pud
dings and flapjacks.' ” he declaimed, add
ing, seeing that C was more than half 
asleep, " Marry! T is  strangely fitting to 
our case, good lad. And that we may 
be more familiar in our address, you may 
call me Master Walton."

CHAPTER II.

WE MEET A HIGHWAYMAN.

AFTER our meeting at Avon, Master 
Walton and 1 continued our way 
to London, but together. And 

a very interesting companion was my 
ancient angler. He seemed to know some
thing of everything. He discoursed most 
interestingly on one thing and another, 
and so persistently that one thought of 
the old mill-wheel and the continuous 
waters turning it. But it was pleasant 
withal.

I found that his full name was Izaak 
Walton, that he was a native of Stafford, 
and a widower, having but lately lost his 
second wife. He had seen much trouble 
and sorrow in his time. Most of his chil
dren died. But he still maintained a 
faith in the goodness of the world that 
was inspiring in one so old. Yet, in faith, 
the world did seem a good place as we 
fared forth by field and stream and by
way in those fresh days of the flowery 
month of Alay.
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Sometimes we lay out of a night upon 
the green grass, but my friend, Master 
Walton, was partial to an inn at nightfall. 
Though young in spirit, he had respect 
for his years. Furthermore, he was fond 
of an audience to which he might dis
course of an evening over a cup of -ale. 
It was his rule in the main to go to bed 
each night with a mellow light in his eye 
and a stave of mill-wheel song upon his 
lips.

We started on the road always at 
daybreak, and found a little brook to fish 
in by sunrise. As a rule, we had fish for 
breakfast among the alders. We would 
then tramp toward London Town until 
noon, when we would rest in a shady spot 
for two hours, eating a light meal, during 
the leisurely course of which he would 
give me my daily lesson in general instruc
tion.

All his discourse was instruction to me 
who had known little of books until this 
time, but the noon period was a special 
effort on the part of both of us. Thus I 
became acquainted with Shakespeare and 
other writers, including Dr. Donne and 
the poetic King James.

I found, too. that my ancient friend 
had written books himself, several lives of 
great men, such as Donne and Sanderson. 
Then he had written a book on his friend 
Sir Henry Wotton. who, it seems, was a 
very clever hand with the fly-fishing. 
And Master Walton confessed to me that 
some of the songs he sang were of his 
own making.

Fie was very modest about his own 
writings, except on one occasion (which 
is to lie noted), and there was one other 
book written by him about which he did 
not tell me at this time. As he was 
deeply religious in a simple way, I 
thought tins book was a Bible, for he 
slept with it under his pillow o’ nights, 
and often in the daytime he would take 
it from his knapsack, fondle it as if it 
were a precious tiling, and, without ever 
reading a line of it, fall into meditation.

It was always after such reverie that he 
would begin again to ask me about my

father and what I knew of the circum
stances of his escape from Worcester, 
particularly in connection with the king’s 
flight. But to my original story I could 
add nothing.

Weil, we had passed Oxford and were 
cn the straight road to London, I with 
my stick and kerchief bundle and Master 
Walton with ins fishing-rod and his knap
sack full of books and hooks and lines, 
when we came upon a sad spectacle at a 
fork of the ways.

Here upon the stout arm of a mighty 
oak there hung by the neck a gentleman 
whose appearance suggested that in life 
he might have been a brave lad on the 
highway. He swayed in midair with the 
moods cf the breeze. One of his boots 
had fallen to the ground, and on near-by 
trees sat a number of crows, their reluc
tance to approach nearer, Master Walton 
explained, being proof that our friend on 
the gallows-tree was not yet cold from the 
hanging.

While we looked upon this tragic thing, 
a voice at our very elbows spoke up.

'* Marry. God wot and saving your 
honors' presence!’’ it said. There would 
be Dick Scarlet, as merry a lad as ever 
pressed a willing horse over a ditch and 
relieved the distressed of their willing 
burdens. A sad commentary, good gen
tlemen, on the wages of sinfulness.’’

We were the more surprised to find 
that the author of this speech had no 
scholarly appearance. I think he must 
have come from the woods that skirted 
the road to our right. His dress was that 
cf a yokel, yet his face was shrewd in a 
ratlike way. and his speech was too glib 
for that of a clod. This may not have 
appealed to the learned Master Walton 
as to me. for my ancient greeted him 
without suspicion.

•* Aye, good sir.'’ said he, “ you speak 
true. Ye seem to ha’ known this unhappy 
Scarlet. An’ ye go our way, let us even 
be going, for the picture is not to my 
liking. Yet I would hear more of it, 
sir.’’

So the clod with the weasel face fell in
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with us and we tramped on with him at 
our side, and he told us the story of Dick 
Scarlet.

•' A merry lad in his way." said Clod
hopper. '• Many a reaming swat ha’ 
drunk wi' him. Therefore a kept me 
hid while they hanged him. for that he 
made the mistake of calling a servant of 
his majesty to stand and deliver, thinking 
he were a harmless and maybe fruitful 
wayfarer.

“ Yet ere he was grafted on yon oak 
he blabbed a scandalous thing, my mas
ters, hoping thereby to gain his life. He 
said that he was in the service of my 
Lord Kuckhurst— of whom I have never 
heard, save as Master Scarlet said he 
was a favorite of the king's majesty.”

Aye. so -m y  Lord Buckhurst." said 
Master Walton, nodding sagely. " What 
said Master Scarlet of him?"’

“ Said that he served him to waylay 
one Master Walton, who carried some 
item touching on the welfare of our lord, 
the king, his crown and dignity.”

At the revelation that the dead man 
had lain in wait for my ancient angler, 
I glanced at Master Walton, but he was 
merely nodding as if much interested in 
the tale.

" But marry 1" said Clodhopper, “ the 
bailiff’s servant, whom he took up by 
mistake, believed none of it; so. calling 
his men, who were hid in the ditch for 
that very purpose to catch Dick Scarlet, 
he swung him up among the acorns. Aye, 
he was a merry lad. was Dick Scarlet!”

•• And this Master Walton, of whom 
ye speak,” said the angler coolly. “ What 
of him? Is he of the king’s party, or 
against? What is it he carries that my 
Lord Buckhurst might seek to prevent 
leaching the king.”

“ That I know not,” said Clodhopper. 
“ I am not versed in matters of kings and 
lords. I attend to my business, which 
hath more to do with swine than politics. 
I know only what I overheard and ha’ 
told you.”

Notwithstanding his reference to his 
profession of swineherd, I could not help

thinking the man too clever of speech 
tor a yokel. What Master Walton thought 
I could not tell, but to him the stranger’s 
speech may have seemed crude enough.

But I was right in my suspicion. It 
being about the noon hour, we went aside 
by a brook to eat our middle-day meal. 
Master Walton must invite our yokel 
friend to share with us. This the fellow 
did right willingly, and he made such 
inroad into our provision that he must 
have fasted that morning, at least.

When the meal was ended. Master 
Walton drew from his knapsack a book, 
and, explaining to the clod that it was 
the hour for my instruction, bade him 
lend an attentive ear, by which he would 
no doubt profit. I was surprised to note 
that the book in hand was that which he 
had not read from before, the same which 
he so often fondled and which he placed 
under his pillow as for safe-keeping at 
night.

“ This," said he, addressing the yokel 
more than me, “ is a book of my own 
writing. It is called ' The Compleat 
Angler, a Discourse on Fish and Fishing, 
Worthy to Be Perused by Most Anglers,’ 
and it is to be had of Master Richard 
Marriott in St. Dunstan’s Churchyard.”

Thereupon he began to read, while the 
clod and I sat cross-legged on the grass 
and listened, I with much respect if little 
great interest at that time, the clod with 
no attempt to hide that he was rapidly 
growing weary and would fain have some 
other entertainment. And it was he him
self who created the diversion.

“ ' And now I shall tell you.' " my 
angler read from his book, “ ‘ that the 
fishing with a natural fly is excellent and 
affords much pleasure. They are to be 
found thus: the May-fly in that month, 
near to the riverside, especially against 
rain; the Oak-fly — ”

"Plague take your flies!” interrupted 
Clodhopper suddenly, and, looking up at 
this rudeness, Master Walton and I found 
him seated there with a large pistol cocked 
in his hand and a grin on his weasel face.

I at once leaped to my feet and
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seized my stout stick, ready to defend 
my ancient and goodly friend from this 
sorry requital of his hospitality. But at 
once the clod, or robber— for the latter 
was now clearly enough what he was—  
turned his pistol fully upon me.

“ Ah," said Master Walton, “ I per
ceive. good sir, that thou art a hunter.” 1

" Aye, marry— a hunter that is hunt
ed," said the robber. “ And now I know 
thou art he whom 1 seek, good Master 
Walton. Deliver to me that which you 
carry, the news of which hath traveled 
upon the road before you. Deliver me 
the King's, levee!! ’’

I was as amazed at this speech as 
Master Walton took it calm. What was 
the robber talking of? The King’s Jewel! 
And what might that be? And what did 
my harmless ancient angler with such a 
thing ?

" You are to remember, good sir,” said 
Master Walton, “ that if I am that Wal
ton you seek and carry anything of worth. 
Dick -Scarlet may be but one acorn on 
an oak-tree."

The robber laughed.
“ Xay, Dick Scarlet hangs on no oak- 

tree as yet:,”  said lie with a chuckle. “ I 
be that same Dick Scarlet!”

“ How can that be? Ah — then who is 
the man in the oak?”

“ That was the clod,” said Master 
Scarlet. Seeming to enjoy the amazement 
on cur faces, he could not refrain from 
explanation.

“ I will even tell you how it was,” said 
he quite cheerfully. “ Two nights ago at 
the Crowm Tavern in Oxford, while drink
ing a pot of ale, I overheard some lords 
on their way to London Town speak of 
this King’s Jewel, which was lost and was 
found again, and word had come to one 
of them— my Lord Buckhurst, he was 
called, and that is all I know of him—  
that an ancient fisherman named Walton 
had been entrusted with it to carry to 
the king at Whitehall.

“ I had forgotten the affair until I met 
you, good masters, by the crossroads. 
Before that I had been followed by the

bailiffs servants from Oxford. Finding 
me in dire straits, I waylaid this yokel 
fool, and at pistol-point made him change 
his cloth for mine. It was he the king’s 
men caught and gave a rise in life.

“ As for me, 1 took thought of this 
Walton who was a fisherman when I saw 
you and this good youth, and devised the 
tale of Dick Scarlet's confession. Faith, 
good sir, I came nigh being deceived, for 
thou didst not wince at the name. But 
the book and thine , own admission made 
me sure yc were that same Walton.

“ Xow, good master, I must urge you 
to deliver me the jewel that you carry. 
Dick Scarlet bath more need of it than 
the king, and its worth may win him to 
the colonies as a gentle instead of felon 
rogue.”

'• Master Scholar,” said Izaak Walton, 
turning to me. " you are to make note 
that this is a very rascal among fish- -a 
pickerel of the weed that preys upon 
worthier fry.”

“ Deliver!” said Master Scarlet im
patiently.

“ If 1 have aught to deliver,” said Mas
ter Walton, while I stood by fingering 
my staff and eager for an opening, “ you 
are welcome to choose from my humble 
belongings. I prithee leave me my rod 
when you have looked upon it, for it is a 
good hazel, and you are to observe that 
it carries a fine line and a fly made from 
drake’s pinfeather, which is to be com
mended for bright fishing.

“ And here,” he said, emptying his 
knapsack upon the grass, “ is as goodly 
an assortment as an angler could wish 
for all seasons, also bait for the mind. 
If you are so inclined, good Master High
wayman— and I bear you no ill-will, hav
ing spent many a pleasant hour by the 
v.ayside with your kind— I would even 
inscribe your name, as for a gift, in this 
‘ Reliquae Wottoniana,’ for I give the 
palm to Sir Henry as a master in the art 
of the fly. I myself find more delight 
in the use of the bob-float.”

And so he rambled on while Master 
Scarlet, keeping a sharp eye and a pistol-



THE KING’S JEWEL. 209

point never far from me, rummaged with 
his disengaged hand among the contents 
of Master Walton’s knapsack. He cursed 
as he pricked his fingers among the hooks, 
and cursed more as he tossed aside “  ret
icles ” and the “ Reliquae ” and. ‘‘ The 
I.oves of Amos and Laura.”

“ And you are not to forget ‘ The 
Compleat Angler,’ ”  Master Walton re
minded him, handing him the book from 
which he had been reading. “ No pres
ent edition bears the imprint of Master 
Marriott of St. Dunstan’s.”

But Master Scarlet, furious that he 
could not find that which he sought, 
knocked the book from the ancient’s 
hand. At this insult to my gentle friend 
I lost all discretion, and flung myself 
bodily upon the highwayman, regardless 
of his pistol, which, as we grappled, went 
off with a fearsome noise. The ball went 
wide, and I distinctly heard it rip among 
the branches overhead.

Captain Scarlet— for so I afterward 
learned he was known to ill fame— tried 
to brain me with the heavy butt of his 
weapon, both barrels of which had con
tributed to that deafening explosion. By 
good fortune rather than skill my staff 
sent it spinning from his hand, and my 
next stroke caught him upon the skull.

But his head must have been used to 
hard knocks, for the blow but incensed 
him to fury. He closed with me, and we 
fell to the ground in a wrestling embrace. 
Thus, when I cast away niy stick, which 
was but an encumbrance at close quar
ters, we were man to man; and at twenty- 
one I was a match in any fair test of 
muscle and endurance.

As we rolled and panted in the grass 
I could hear Master Walton urging me 
to more heroic effort. Out of the corner 
of my eye I caught fleeting glimpses of 
bis face, which was alight with enthusiasm 
of sport, the while he danced around.

“ At him, stalwart lad!” he cried.
“ T is  man to man, and tbou’rt no sprat- 
ling. Play him well! Give him line! 
Thou’It bring him to bank an thou 
keep’st thy wit!”

3 A-S

I have fought many a man, good and 
bad— aye, and without weapons, too, for 
it is in time of peace that the bare hand 
avails— but never have I closed with a 
better mill than Dick Scarlet. He was 
as slippery as an eel and as shrewd as a 
fox. He had strength, too, of the lithe, 
sinewy kind that bends but does not 
break.

I was never so hard put to it to win; 
but there was my gentle old angler shout
ing encouragement; there was the insult 
tc one so venerable— and his own book, 
too! and there was my obligation to him 
for many a kindness. All that put fire 
into my strength, and I fought my first 
fight with a full-grown man, myself no 
spratling, as Master Walton had said.

We were at it for the better half of a 
quarter-hour, and both of us were still 
confident of mastering the other. But 
I suddenly gained an advantage which 
brought us to a deadlock. Master Scar
let was flat upon his back, but so holding 
me that I could not move lest I yield 
my advantage. It then became a matter 
of which of us could endure longest in 
that straining grip.' Just as I thought 
my shoulder muscles must crack, or be
come numb, I thought I felt Master Scar
let’s clutch relax. But it was a ruse, and 
next instant he had buried his teeth in 
my neck, and 1 could feel them sinking 
deeper and deeper into my flesh.

The pain and my fury at this scurvy 
trick blinded me to forgetfulness of the 
rules of the game. It was his own fault 
that, to compel an end of his biting, I 
was forced to draw up one knee and drive 
it forcefully into the pit of his stomach. 
Instantly the highwayman’s tooth-grip 
loosened, and at the same time he uttered 
a gasp and his arms fell limp.

I staggered to my feet, blood streaming 
from my neck and all adown my leath
ern jacket, but Captain Dick Scarlet only 
rolled over on the ground with a groan.
I tried to explain to Master Walton my 
regret at the manner in which the fight 
had ended, but he merely said:

“ You ase to note, young sir, that the
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pike is only a goodly game fish when it 
fights fair and does not seek to swallow 
the hook.”

He tended roughly to my wounded 
throat, and quickly satisfied himself that 
Master Scarlet suffered nothing but ex
haustion and lack of wind. At that 
Master Walton bade me quickly get our 
things together, as we had better be on 
our way.

We left the highwayman propped up 
against a tree-bole, too dazed even to 
thank us for this small service, and pres
ently struck the road for London Town. 
We had nothing further to fear from him. 
I thought. But Master Walton was very 
grave after the incident, and omitted his 
usual fishing that evening. We passed a 
very likely brook for trout. My angler 
looked at it wistfully, but decided that 
we should press on to the nearest inn. 
whereat we arrived in the dusk.

That evening he drank little ale, was 
thoughtful over his food, and went to 
bed early. In the morning early we re
sumed our journey, and again he did not 
fish. At noon we rested in a copse and 
ate our bread and cheese in silence. He 
ptoduced " The Compleat Angler,’ ' but 
read me no instruction from that or any 
other volume. Instead, he sat fingering 
the precious book for a while, then put it 
away, not in his knapsack, but in his 
bosom.

The afternoon travel was like the morn
ing’s, and I began to think he was 
troubled; but he was merely thinking 
deeply of many circumstances, and par
ticularly of that tale the highwayman 
had heard at the Crown Tavern in 
Oxford.

In the afternoon, when we were come 
upon Hampstead Heath, and the roofs 
of London Town lay some way before us. 
Master Walton suddenly came to a halt 
upon a little bridge. He looked at the 
brook beneath it for a while, then sat 
down, bidding me do likewise beside him.

“ And now, young sir,” he said, as if 
it were the continuation or the end of 
an argument, “ here we must go our sep

arate ways. It were dangerous for you 
to travel further with me, since it is 
known that I carry something of great 
value.

“ Know, then, tha, Lord Buckhurst 
spoke true in that rascal's hearing, and 
there may be those who will seek to take 
from me that jewel which 1 carry. So 
it behooves me to fish and reflect awhile.

'• In the mean time, good lad, I would 
have ye to know that you have some 
connection with this matter. It was to 
thine own father, Sir Rolfe Hollywood, 
that the king at Worcester, fearing it 
would be stripped from him were he cap
tured, entrusted this Jewel of the Garter, 
to be returned to him when times were 
more fortunate.

" Thy father died, but remembering 
his trust, passed the jewel to a certain 
Mr. Barlow, of Blore Pipe House, and 
he in turn gave it to one yclept Mr. Mil- 
ward. So it passed from hand to hand 
until one who was dying at Stafford gave 
it to me, bidding me convey it, when time 
was favorable, to his majesty. Hence my 
present journey, taken, however, in the 
manner which most pleases my taste and 
habit.’’

■‘ Then,” said 1, "you  indeed carry 
something of great worth. How hast so 
well concealed it?”

“ That, good lad, I may not reveal even 
to you. But you will understand that who
ever returns this item to the king should 
win his great favor, and there are many 
lords of the court who would stop at no 
villainy to have the honor and profit of 
bringing this jewel to his majesty. There
fore thou may’st see wherein there is 
danger in my company.”

I protested that if there was danger, 
especially born of a charge laid upon 
mine own father, it was my right to share 
it. 1 should have said that 1 might even 
claim some right to the safe carriage of 
this jewel in my own person; but I had 
mind of his great kindness to me, and of 
his wisdom in all matters, and feared to 
offend him.

“ Nay, good lad,” said he. “  A good
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pupil taketh instruction from his master. 
Mayhap I shall win some advantage for 
thee in this matter, but it were better 
that a lad should make his own way 
without favor save that which he wins 
for himself.

“ So now,” he concluded, drawing from 
his breast his copy of ‘‘ The Compieat 
Angler,” “ go ye on to London Town. 
Be not afraid that ye shall not see me 
again, for it may be I have a purpose 
in this. And observe that in all your 
doings you be of a true Christian meek
ness, as I have said, but ever insisting 
that who crosses thy path shall also ob
serve the said meekness.

“ And as a parting gift, I give thee that 
which I most greatly treasure, ‘ The Corn- 
pleat Angler.' to be your companion and 
continued instructor. Study it diligently, 
good lad, for within it you shall find the 
truth in many things— particularly relat
ing to the proper method of fishing for 
pike with live roach.”

CHAPTER III.

I J1EET NELL ('.WYNNE.

O N the evening of that day I entered 
London Town— alone.

I had left my fisherman, much 
against my desire, at the little bridge on 
Hampstead Heath. No protest of mine 
had availed to benefit me with his fur
ther company. I had even gone so far 
as to hint that 1 had some claim upon 
the custody of that jewel myself, as it 
had been confided to my father for safe
keeping, but Master Walton had assured 
me I was yet too young in the ways of 
an artful world to discharge the mission.

He feared to entrust me with the jewel 
for that its safe return to the king had 
been a charge upon him. He was aware 
that my fortunes might hang by the dif
ference, but promised me that he should 
have advantage for me in mind when he 
received favors of his majesty.

And so he dismissed me, even a little 
impatiently when I would have argued

further. He bade me again study “ The 
Compieat Angler,” which I was of a mind 
to throw to the trout in the next brook 
after I left him. The last I saw of him 
he was meandering down the little stream 
from the bridge, looking for a likely eddy 
in which to try a cast.

Coming into London, my depression 
was deepened by a certain disappoint
ment in the city of my golden dreams. 
The outskirts seemed but half inhabited. 
I afterward learned that between plague 
and fire more people had left London 
than had returned to it. Also, many had 
died before they had had a chance to 
leave.

As I penetrated the heart of the town 
1 came upon the burned part, which 
seemed to me the greater part of i‘t. To 
right and left and ahead of me at every 
turning the city lay in charred ruin. 
Black beams and skeleton ribs clutched 
at the evening sky. and where there was 
an open space it was where gunpowder 
had leveled rows upon rows of houses.

The people in the streets struck me as 
curiously indifferent to their surround
ings, or as if they had become hardened 
to calamity. Roisterers were everywhere. 
There was much ribald laughter, and often 
I caught strains of reckless, drunken 
song.

Occasionally there passed me a proces
sion of linkboys bearing torches in the 
dusk, which was deeper in the narrow 
streets between the charred ruins. Be
hind the lights gorgeously dad menials 
bore chairs in which was a lord or a lady, 
sometimes both, who looked out on either 
side, pointing and chattering as if at some 
fair where strange sights rapidly succeed 
one another. To these, it seemed to me, 
the ruins of London Town were as some 
spectacle provided for their entertain
ment.

I wandered around until hunger and 
v/eariness suggested that a lodging and 
food should be my first consideration. 
Fortunately, I had a little money left in 
a small store saved and secreted against 
this very adventure to London Town, and
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to it had been added a few crowns, at my 
first refusal of which my angler patron 
had become so angry that I had need to 
accept it of him.

Of the first and least indifferent person 
I met I inquired as to a place of food 
and bed. He laughed and said he himself 
had slept in a coal-cellar for months, and 
he did not judge from my stick and 
bundle that I could afford to pay the 
prices asked for shelter in these days.

“ But an ye have the wherewithal," 
said he, “ for a bite and a sup, get ye to 
the Mitre, which is in Fleet. Tt was 
burned to the ground, but beneath that 
there is the old crypt where still the 
fortunate make merry."

Asking my way as I went, I at last 
found the Mitre. It was a pile of ruins 
through which an alley had been cleared 
to a flight of half-charred wooden steps. 
These led down into a cellar from which 
came light and savory smells and bursts 
of laughter.
. Down, the stairs I went, not sure but 

my appearance might lead to my being 
turned out. for I was travel-stained and 
as behind fashion as any yokel with a 
staff and a kerchief bundle; and the 
wound on my neck and the bloodstains 
cn my doublet added nothing to my 
charms.

But no one even noticed my entrance 
to the place, which was the resort of a 
gay, reckless middle-class, such as is ser
vant to the nobility or clinging to its 
skirts and bounty— popinjays, poets, act
ors, women of studied smiles, fat burghers, 
and occasionally an aristocrat in quest 
of diversion.

I took a seat by a rude table in a far 
corner of the room, the walls of which 
were hidden by tiers of wine-barrels. 
Great gaps in the half-burned rafters re
vealed stone arches of a distinctly mon
astic look. These formed the old roof 
proper, for the place was an ancient crypt, 
the whole structure having been at one 
time a habitation of monks, and this their 
wine-cellar.

I was served with a very honest meat

pudding, and that I might appear more 
at the ease I did not feel. I took out my 
copy of " The Compleat Angler ” and 
pretended to read it. But just as the 
serving fellow had cleared away my plat
ters and I was becoming really interested 
in the discourse on fishing, there entered 
upon the scene that lady whose memory 
was to haunt me for many a day and 
around whom my great adventure cen
tered.

There came a sudden confusion at the 
head of the stairway, above which I 
heard a bell-like trill of laughter. The 
sound arrested every one in the crypt, 
even as it thrilled me as the musical har
binger of something entering upon mv 
life. '

There was instantly a rush of the 
serving fellows to the stair-foot. Even 
mine host bustled to the place and stood 
bowing and smoothing the air with his 
hands. There entered several gallants 
escorting as lovely and merry a vision of 
woman as ever poised on slim, silken- 
hosed ankles and the shapeliest of little 
feet, and surveyed the scene before her 
sparkling eyes.

I can still see her as she stood there on 
the third step from the bottom, her satin 
skirt raised slightly in her finger-tips, her 
hair falling in ringlets about the tiniest 
of ears, delicate eyebrows that arched in 
humorous inquiry as she glanced over 
the guests with a curved smile that was 
cot so much jor them as becuuse of them. 
The world, I was to learn, was as much 
a show to this woman as she was a show 
for the world.

“ ’Tis Mistress Nell! — -Nell Gwynne—  
sweet Nell! ’’ I heard whispers run through 
the crypt.

One of the gallants who accompanied 
her gave orders to the host, who was still 
making efforts to flatten the air for the 
lady’s tread.

“ Make places, sirrah!” said the one 
whom the host addressed as my Lord 
Buckhurst. “ Nay, that corner is too 
dark! Beauty loves the light if beauty 
be true. Ah, this is well,” as the host
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designated a table in the centre of the 
space. “ Xow, set us forth—  .Marry! 
serve us of thy daintiest and best, and 
the wine—  See that the sun hath kissed 
it in its youth, so the same may be re
stored when 'tis honored by Mistress 
Nell’s lips.”

The host and his servants scurried to 
the kitchen cellar, and presently my lady 
was the center of toast and turned com
pliment. To each and all she bowed with 
the air of a little queen, for she was not 
cverlarge, which is something that likes 
me in a woman.

As for me, I forgot all about my angler 
book, and felt the more friendless as I 
sat in my corner feasting my eyes upon 
her beauty, and drinking in as wine the 
mellow rills of her laughter. I felt in that 
moment that the glance of her eyes, the 
award of her smile, her speech in friendly 
converse, would have been greater fortune 
to me than that I had come to seek. But 
1 was a country lout, and she, no doubt, 
some high lady escorted by her lords upon 
the seamy path of London night-life.

I presently noticed her eyes occasion
ally glance with a sort of frowning anx
iety or defiance at a seedy person who 
sat at a table in the corner opposite me 
on my right.

This man, with a curiously lined face 
that was strangely mobile in expression, 
long and rather unkempt hair, and a dress 
that was shabby where it had at one 
time been fantastically rich— this man 
sat there with a half sneer on his sensuous 
lips, and his eyes never left Mistress Nell 
for long.

She was aware of it, and, as I say, 
threw him occasional looks in which there 
was no fear, but rather defiance and a 
little anxiety to avoid an encounter, as 
if she would say— " I seek no quarrel, but 
beware if you force one.”

Despite this her merriment grew, as did 
her bewitching charm, while mine host 
brought more wine. The leading male 
spirit of the party, my Lord Buckhurst, 
was a tall, well-fed person of jovial man
ner, and a face that became very red

when he laughed, something which he did 
most boisterously.

He ate much and drank prodigiously, 
and his talk grew louder and his jests 
broader; yet I did not see the slightest 
change of color in the lovely Mistress 
Nell. Indeed, to his every jest she capped 
with a better one.

Another companion, who might have 
been her husband, or a humble lover, or 
even a servant, was a quiet, overdressed 
person who did nothing but smile upon 
Mistress Nell and approve milord's every 
utterance.

All at once, after a shout of laughter 
following some remark of my lady’s, Lord 
Buckhurst sprang to his feet with a gob
let in his hand, spilling some wine on the 
cloth as he did so.

" Good friends— gentles and commons 
— what odds?’’ he cried in jovial spirit. 
“ 'Tis many a day since .Mistress Nell 
graced the Mitre crypt with the sunshine 
of her presence. She-

" She was but Peg Lymcourt then,” 
said a voice from the shadows, and there 
was a coarse laugh with it.

"A ye, marry!” cried another, but an 
she sold oranges and a kiss with a rose
bud; she could even sing like a meadow 
lark and foot it like a fawn.”

‘‘ Aye, could she!” squeaked mine fat 
host, scenting what was coming. “ May
hap she hath forgot such simple arts in 
such high company as the king’s servant- 
players of the new Theater Royal?”

“ To the orange lass of the Old Mitre!” 
cried Buckhurst. “  M y good friends—  
gentles or commons —  what odds? —  a 
bumper to Peg o’ the Tavern— Mistress 
Nell, of Drury Lane —  -Mistress Eleanor 
G wynne! ”

Everybody rose and drank, I with the 
rest. But I forget. The long-haired vag
abond in the opposite corner sat still and 
sneered the more.

I saw Mistress Nell cast a quick, de
fiant flash at him, and then, just as the 
cups came to the table with an empty 
clattering, she got up with a little laugh, 
set one foot upon a chair, offered a hand
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to my Lord Buckhurst. and next instant 
she had sprung lightly to the table-top.

And now she was as beauty on a pedes
tal, the overhanging lamp shining full 
upon her. Her slim, silken-hosed ankles 
gleamed beneath the skirt, which she 
slightly raised with her finger-tips, and 
she struck the attitude of a dancer about 
to begin, but stood thus for a moment, 
smiling down upon us all. Then she be
gan to sing with all the charm of a prac
tised performer:

*' It was a lover and  his law.
With a hey, and a ho, and a hay nouino!

T h a t o 'er the  j;reen cornfields did pass,
In  the  sp rin g -tim e!"

Presently, as she tripped a pretty meas
ure on the table - top, all joined in the 
chorus:

'■ In the  spring— tim e.
T he only  p re tty  ring -tim e .
W hen b irds do sing, hey  d ing-a-d ing-d ing .
Sweet lovers love the  sp r in g '"

There was a loud clapping of hands, 
but over that there came cries for “ Peg 
Lymcourt! Give us the old Peg'"

Mistress Nell frowned. The shabby 
person in the corner sneered. She saw 
it and, tossing her head, raised her skirts 
an inch higher and began a saucy song 
such as she may have sung in those days 
of which as yet I knew naught.

I had never heard it before, and do not 
remember it now. I would that I had 
never heard her sing it, and for that rea
son I do not set the thing down here. 
Yet for all its wickedness, it had a charm 
which she gave it.

She was more bewitching in this sem
blance of deviltry, and as she was helped 
from the table-top amid an uproar of 
plaudit, Milord Buckhurst tightened his 
grip upon her hand, suddenly swept her 
into his arms, and kissed her full upon 
the lips.

Instantly she dealt him a resounding 
smack upon the face, but there was so lit
tle of annoyance on her dimpled face that 
milord must seek to kiss her again. At

that she indeed grew angry and struggled 
with him. Her hair became unloosed, 
and her face flushed, but none sought to 
interfere, not even the overdressed per
son, whom I had taken to be her escort 
proper.

1 happened to glance across at my 
shabby person in the corner, and he was 
openly jeering. At this 1 sprang to my 
feet and abandoned mv book and bundle, 
determined that she should not be kissed 
by any man in my presence if it were not 
to her liking.

There was never such a silence and as
tonishment in the Mitre crypt, I am 
thinking, as when I laid my hands upon 
my Lord Buckhurt’s shoulders, hurled 
him half-way across the crypt, and stood 
before Mistress Nell with my stick ready 
against any further assault.

Buckhursts friends half drew their 
swords, but Buckhurst himself ordered 
them back, having recovered, and being 
determined to punish me himself. But 
on noting my dress, while his iurv abated 
none, he drove his Weapon back into its 
sheath and summoned mine host's fellows 
to deal with me for an unmannerly churl.

I do not know what mauling and in
dignity I might have suffered had not 
Mistress Nell, who had been panting be
hind me and setting her hair in order, 
suddenly appeared between me and my 
enemies.

‘‘ Lay no hand on this youth!" she 
cried most imperiously, stamping her foot 
and flashing her eyes around until they 
resentfully rested upon Milord Buckhurst. 
“ A .mannerly churl likes me better than 
an unmannerly duke." she said.

Seeing that she was indeed angry. 
Milord Buckhurst turned scarlet. He, 
too, was v'roth at this humiliation put 
upon him before his friends; but for some 
reason he curbed what was upon his 
tongue, bowed low, and made his excuses, 
offering Mistress Nell the chair which she 
had previously abandoned. She accepted 
his courtesy as one granting a favor: but 
when milord would also have seated him
self, she said:
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“ Nay, milord, let me have time to 
smooth my ruffled feathers. Sit ye apart 
from me until thy company pleases me 
more. And it is but fit that 1 have a word 
with my rustic Sir Galahad.”

Buckhurst flushed scarlet again and bit 
his lip, but he covered his feeling with a 
laugh. Beckoning one of his friends—  
the overdressed person who had a curious, 
strutting gait— he retired to the very cor
ner which I had vacated. I turned to find 
Mistress Nell regarding me curiously.

“ Where got. ye such manners?” she 
asked abruptly.

“ I know not,” said I, which was truth, 
“ save where the grass grows.”

“ Marry, thou’rt clean and green, too,” 
she said, twinkling and dimpling. “ Ye 
may sit, for that thou art a gentleman.” 

I sat down, dumb with astonishment. 
But presently my courage returned, for 
the moment we were seated the grand 
lady vanished, and she became simple and 
sisterly; or perhaps I should sav she was 
that Peg Lymcourt of whom they spoke 
familiarly.

She leaned half across the table, her 
delicious chin almost touching the fair 
white arms that she crossed upon the 
board, and in this abandoned pose she 
talked to me, her voice lowered almost to 
a whisper of secrecy.

“ Who art thou, lad?” she asked. 
" Thy face and thy way both like me. 
Also, thou art handsome— and clean— ”

“ And green?” quoth I.
“ That I mistrust —  and distrust, too, 

even as the devil who reads Holy Writ 
for his purposes. But ye have an honest 
face and a clean eye. What is thy 
name?”

“ Rolfe,” I said, adding “ Hollywood,” 
somehow, as an afterthought.

“ Rolfe. Good Rolfe! I like the name. 
Mine is Nell. So may you call me.”

The suddenness of her gracious bend
ing to a country youth and the little 
white hand that she softly laid upon mine 
across the table puzzled, even disappoint
ed, me for the moment. But as she 
touched me thus invitingly I saw her flash

a side glance across the crypt at Lord 
Buckhurst, as if to note his noting of her 
acting.

She must have suffered disappointment, 
for milord seemed to have forgotten her. 
While pretending to be interested in my 
“ Compleat Angler,” which he had idly 
picked up from the table where I had left 
it, he was in close conversation with his 
overdressed friend, whose name, I learned, 
was Lacey.

This Master Lacey was, like Mistress 
Nell, one of the king’s servant-players. 
Even as I looked, momentarily anxious 
for my book, Buckhurst and Lacey cast a 
glance at Mistress Nell— a glance which 
maliciously included me— and milord 
made a quick signal to the shabby, long
haired fellow in the opposite corner. The 
shabby one scowled, but went over and 
sat with them.

“ Now there is mischief plotting against 
poor Nell, for a wager,” whispered my 
mysterious lady. “ Why else should 
milord hold speech with the vagabond 
Hart?”

It struck me as odd that she should 
know this same “ vagabond Llart.” 
Noting my interest in the mismatched 
trio, Mistress Nell diverted me into tell
ing of myself. But while I obliged her 
whim, I kept an eye upon Master Hart, 
Master Lacey, Lord Buckhurst— and my 
book.

Buckhurst had dropped the “ Angler,” 
and was now urging something which, by 
his glances, concerned Mistress Nell. 
Lacey seemed to oppose the proposition 
most emphatically, while Master Hart 
sneered and argued away his scruples. 
Finally Lacey agreed to whatever was 
planned, but with bad grace, as if under 
some pressure he could not resist.

In the mean time I told Mistress Nell 
of my coming to London Town and my 
hopes of fortune. I think she but half 
listened, her attention being more upon 
the plotting trio. She was absent, too, 
when, my story briefly ended, she found 
it necessary to cover her true employ by 
telling me something of herself.
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“ Be of good cheer, lad,’’ she said, pat
ting my hand the while she shot a glance 
at the corner. “ Fortune awaits the 
brave. Even I— to the high and might}- 
I am high and mighty, but to the humble 
I am but plain Xell Guytine I was not 
always so well favored i’ the world. But 
yesterday I was a bandy of quip and tav
ern jest.”

Her magnificent eyes suddenly turned 
full upon mine with a kind of wistful
ness.

“ Aye, but it was undeserved. I was 
no man's lass, as clean anil green as your 
grass, lad— aye, even as seventeen years 
ago, when this same king, hiding in trees, 
had never a thought tor a brat that 
sucked its thumb in a Drury I.ane coal- 
cellar.’

The harshness of the woman of the 
world was in that last speech. But she 
recovered herself. Tt seemed to me a 
bright moisture came into her wonderful 
eyes, and this time the little pressure 
upon mv hand was of honest friendliness. 
She averted her ey es from mine, and all 
at once she said:

" Sirrah, where are those gallant man
ners?”

She looked at me with mock imperious
ness and pointed to the floor. There lax- 
something that brought, 1 am sure, a color 
to my face.

On the floor lay a little bright object—  
a silver buckle it was, attached to a 
length of blue satin ribbon.

I could not be mistaken in what the 
thing was. Xo doubt the color deepened 
on my face, for in the country we had 
been taught, even among simple people, 
to ignore the existence of such things. 
Mistress Xell. seeing the look on my face, 
again pointed in most queenly style and 
said:

“  Marry, my good knight! Honi soil 
qui mat y poise!”

And not knowing for the world what 
she meant. I picked up the thing, just as 
out of the tail of my eye I saw the shab
by. long-haired vagabond. Master Hart, 
slip up the stairway after flashing a

covert grimace at his two fellows in the 
corner.

CHAPTER IV.

AS BECOMING A KNIGHT.

AS I laid the little feminine trifle on 
the table before Mistress Xell 
Gwynne, whatever she may have 

thought of my embarrassment, she must 
have read my complete ignorance of her 
French. She threw her head back with a 
trill of merry laughter, and her shining 
white teeth seemed to me as the keys of 
some instrument of bell-like sound.

Fler mirth attracted Milord Buckhurst 
and Master Face}-. Seeing her mood 
changed, they ventured a return to the 
table at which we sat. She did not pro
test; even bade t̂hem be seated. The 
long-haired rogue went back to his oppo
site corner, and out of the tail of my eye 
I saw that my kerchief bundle and my 
book still lay safe where I had left them.

“ M arry!” cried Mistress Xell. “ An 
it had been you, milord, I would safely 
ha’ wagered a kiss ye would ha’ craved 
the right to refasten it. But here is a coy 
lad who blushes like a maid and never 
heard of good King Jamie!”

Then, as if she told a fairy tale to a 
child, she enlightened me about that gal
lant king who declared the only shame is 
his who thinks shame of a thing, which, 
she told me— while I felt like an unversed 
fool— was the motto of the Order of the 
Garter. Hearing this, I thought to re
gain something of my conceit, and I had 
inwardly vowed I should teach this merry- 
lady that I was something more than a 
14 coy lad ”— aye, and the teaching would 
be at her expense, too!

“ Indeed, madam,” said T, “ I should 
know something of that, for ’twas to my 
father. Sir Rolfe Hollywood, that the 
king entrusted his Jewel of the Garter 
during the flight from Worcester field.” 

At this Lord Buckhurst ceased twirling 
his mustache.
, “ Rolfe Hollywood?” said he. “ Art
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thou indeed son of that Sir Roife? Ye 
are then bearer of the King's jewel! And 
yet it was told to me that even now an 
ancient man of the woods and waters 
brought the Royal George to London."

“ I did not say that I carried it, nor 
that I did not,” I said, feeling a better 
grip upon my situation. “ But I may say 
that you are even right. Izaak Walton, 
who carries the King's Jewel to White
hall, is my friend and instructor. 'Twas 
even he wrote that goodly discourse mi
lord was but thumbing so curiously.’’

Then I could have beaten myself that 
conceit had led me astray. I suddenly 
remembered that it was this Buckhurst 
Captain Scarlet had overheard speak of 
Walton and the jewel at Oxford. The 
angler, too. had warned me that there 
were those who would stop at nothing to 
have the honor of personally returning 
the jewel to the king. I had imperilled 
my friend. Then, too, my reference to 
the book affected Buckhurst oddly. He 
glanced sharply at the table where my 
bundle and the “ Angler ’’ innocently lay.

Perhaps Mistress Nell, too, imagined I 
had made a mistake. Before Lord Buck
hurst could question me further, she in
terrupted:

“ Marry! I think this Master Walton 
of thine is a rogue, good Roife. for an the 
king entrusted the jewel to thy father, 
the honor of conveying it to his majesty 
were surely the son’s. He might well ha’ 
given thee the jewel ’stead of a dry book, 
but most like he is some titled ninny who 
seeks to add further honors to his name.’’

" Nay, Mistress Nell,” said Buckhurst, 
while Master Lacey, himself silent, nod
ded fawning approval of milord’s every 
utterance, “ it were not fitting that one of 
yokel speech and appearing should carry 
this priceless thing, much less place the 
king under obligation which were better 
borne where mere fitted.”

" Sir." I said with what dignity I 
could command, “ my yokel speech and 
appearing are born of that my father died 
for the king’s sake, as did my mother for 
my father’s. Had both lived, I have no

doubt they would have taught me at least 
to be mannerly in speech!”

"Bravo, Sir Roife!" cried .Mistress 
Nell, clapping her hands in delight at 
Milord Buckhurst's scarlet discomfiture. 
Master Lacey pretended to frown, but I 
think he was secretly pleased that some 
one had dared to beard the lion.

"Saving Mistress Nell’s presence,” said 
Buckhurst with quiet venom, “ you de
serve whipping.”

" As for that and my yokel appearing," 
I retorted, " an we both repaired to the 
green and stripped, I would wager a 
sound apple to a rotten turnip that I were 
the better man. That I bear not a title 
such as you do when attired were in the 
main my misfortune more than my 
fault."

Our voices had risen during this wordy 
duel. As Buckhurst arose in outraged 
lordliness, all eyes in the Alitre crypt 
again turned upon us two, who seemed 
destined to cross one another several 
times in an evening. Again I stood in 
danger of being mauled at milord’s order, 
and again it was Mistress Nell who saved 
the situation.

“ But in sooth he hath a title!” she 
cried, also rising and picking up the 
buckled ribbon from the table, “ And bv 
the king's gallant favor, it is Mistress 
Nell Gwynne who savs so!”

She struck a royal pose in most de
licious mimicry and bade me kneel. Glad 
of anything that might change the weath- 
er, for I had no liking to being hurled 
into the street by kitchen mops. 1 entered 
the spirit of the thing and knelt with 
bowed head at Mistress Nell’s feet.

Buckhurst. seeing the mock purpose, 
protested.

“ But. Mistress Nell," he cried, “ you 
would usurp the king's prerogative!”

“ Marry, indeed! But so I make it my 
prerogative. And mark ye, milord, 
there'll come a day when his majesty 
shall set more by Nell Gwynne’s garter 
order than that which he gave this lad’s 
sire at Worcester.”

With that she fastened the blue garter
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ribbon around my neck, binding it with 
the silver buckle, and cried:

“ Rise, Sir Rolfe Hollywood, Knight of 
the Garter— Xell's!”

I got up laughing, yet somehow filled 
with a prescience that something really 
important had made a mark upon my 
destiny. As I stood there fingering my 
order, -Mistress Nell looked straight into 
my eyes with the same wistfulness that I 
had noticed when she spoke of the girl of 
yesterday. And the crypt rang with the 
plaudits of her mock court.

Buckhurst, I could see, wras furious. 
Yet I marveled at the man's self-control 
when he could have had me taken up by 
the watch for lese-majesty, if nothingielse. 
It was as if the man tholed much now 
that he might accomplish something later.

And now, the evening being spent and 
the comedy ended, Mistress Nell was for 
home. Instantly she was surrounded by 
the host and his servants, all eager to 
serve her. and for the moment I was 
shouldered out of the circle. It was Mas
ter Lacey who held the wrap for her 
pretty shoulders, but it was Buckhurst 
who offered his arm to escort her to the 
waiting chair at the stair-head.

Nay, my lord,” she said peevishly. 
“ I do not desire your company. Lacey 
will escort me to the modest hovel where
of he knows. But where is my good 
knight, Sir Rolfe Hollywood?”

At that I came forward, and she placed 
both her hands in one of mine. Again 
that little touch of wistfulness as she said: 

“ Fare thee well, good lad. I shall not 
see thee again, but whiles remember thee. 
And see thou keep'st the grass green, for 
some day I might wish again to play upon 
its freshness. I have that in my heart 
would let thee kiss me, but that I have 
been overkissed to-night where it were 
less welcome ” —  with a spiteful flash at 
Lord Buckhurst. “ Fare thee well, 
Rolfe.”

She turned away and laid a hand upon 
Master Lacey's arm, as if already she had 
dismissed me and the incident. But as I 
looked after her and Lacey, I saw the

actor turn at the foot of the stairs and 
over his shoulder throw a meaning glance 
at some one who stood at my right. I 
turned, and found it was Milord Bu.'k- 
hurst.

He remained staring for a moment at 
the stairway up which Lacey and Mis
tress Nell had disappeared, then he start
ed slightly at sight of me.

“ Aha! ”  said he. “ Now, yokel, I 
might call thee to account for thine inso
lence, but that you are no clod indeed, 
but son of him who was a gallant gentle
man. Will you be seated?”

Mollified, I sat down opposite him at 
the corner table beside my book and ker
chief bundle. The other guests of the 
Mitre crypt resumed the buzz of their 
personal talk.

“ What would you of me, milord?” I 
asked.

" Why shoe.! 1 I anything of you?” said 
Buckhurst. “ Yet am I interested in 
thee; wherefore, as I say, I pardon thy 
rudeness. I might even say that I do not 
dislike you, for you played the game well, 
and Mistress Nell must have humoring 
of her whim. But you spoke of the 
King’s Jewel. Good young sir, an ye 
have that glittering royal George about 
you, your fortune is assured and I would 
bring you to his majesty.”

“ Me— or the George?” I said, slipping 
“ The Ccmpleat Angler ” into my bundle 
and rising to go.

He also arose, his face flushed over his 
failure to wheedle the yokel.

“ Nay,” said he, “ I need no grasshop
per's aid to royal favor. I shall accom
plish that to-night which is worth a duke
dom. As for thee, insolent, an I were so 
minded I could raise a cry that would 
hate thee taken as a robber who no doubt 
gained his knowledge of a certain ancient 
fisherman from having waylaid him upon 
the North Road!”

At this implication I raised my stick to 
strike him. whereat a roar of laughter 
filled the Mitre crypt. “ Odd’s bods! 
They’re at it again!” some one cried. This 
served to check my impulse. I lowered
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the stick, before which milord had never 
winced, and said quietly:

“ Why does not your lordship raise the 
cry, have me seized and searched, and 
thou come fawning to the king's feet with 
the precious jewel?”

“ Ha! Then thou hast it!” he half 
whispered. “ Come, young sir, be not a 
fool. Alone thou canst never win to the 
king’s presence. But with my aid — "

“ Sir,” said I, “ no need have I of such 
aid as yours. I am no fool, even if 1 be 
from where the grass grows green. 
Neither am I a robber knave. As for 
the jewel, an ye think I carry it— and I 
do not say nay to that— call the watch an 
you dare!”

With which brave speech I clapped my 
bonnet on my head, braced my shoulders, 
and, forgetful of everything but my dig
nity, strutted across the crypt and up the 
stairway. As I went there was a momen
tary silence in the place, followed by a 
burst of hilarious laughter.

It was not until I was at the head of 
the stairway that it occurred to me, with 
my yokel appearing and Nell’s garter 
about my neck, my haughty exit must 
have savored somewhat of the ludicrous.

The realization of this and the sound of 
footsteps right behind urged me to turn 
about, fearing some one followed with the 
intent of playing a trick on me.

But it was Milord Buckhurst who had 
also retreated before such share of the 
mirth as was at his own expanse. He fa
vored me with a look charged with malice, 
then entered his chair, which was await
ing in the street, and was hurried off to 
the westward, his linkboys preceding him.

Then I felt like strutting again, for I 
had had the best of it after all.

CHAPTER V.

SPURS AND A CRACKED HEAD.

NOW, at this time I was twenty-one 
years old, and a grown man in sta
ture of body if not in mind.

I have written down these things just

as they appeared to me at the time of 
their happening, and I can see clearly 
now that, until the night I left the Mitre 
crypt, I was as a child in experience in 
both the outward and the inward things.

I can see it clearly in the way I sat at 
the feet of Izaak Walton and accepted 
his fatherly treatment of me. I can see 
it even more clearly in Mistress Nell’s 
freedom toward me at our first meeting, 
granting me, as she did, favors for which 
other men would have shed blood.

She thought me but a yokel, a fair
looking country lad through whom, for 
the time being, she could play her arts 
against Lord Buckhurst and that fellow 
Lacey, who seemed to be either her ser
vant or her present cavalier. But an in
tuitive knowledge had come to me during 
our curious interview— that Mistress Nell 
had discovered that I was not such a fool 
as I appeared outwardly, and I think the 
revelation that I was not low-born in
spired a closer interest in me.

It is useless to try explanation of how 
such intuitive knowledge comes. Lovers 
know but cannot tell. But when I left 
the Mitre crypt with my head in the air 
I knew that my sudden self-conceit and 
my daring of Milord Buckhurst were born 
of this knowledge. Mistress Nell had be
trayed an interest in me that linked us to
gether in a silent intimacy which needed 
neither speech nor proximity, save as it 
would make us yearn for the latter.

I do not know where I went that night. 
I walked rapidly just as my footsteps and 
the street of seming least resistance took 
me. Once I became conscious that I was 
penetrating deeper and deeper into the 
ruined section of the city— that portion 
which was as it had been since the fatal 
September day eight months before. It 
was easy to lose one’s self in this monot
onous wilderness, so I turned westward 
where I knew the fire-line ended. And 
again as I tramped I fell into a whirling 
reverie.

Nell Gwynne! She was the center of 
it, a bright star around which all lesser 
lights moved. I saw her in every imagin
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able situation, and ever she was sweetly 
kind to me. I kissed her lips and looked 
beneath the bright surface of her eyes 
into the depths beyond. I unbound her 
hair and bathed my face in it, and she 
laughed and laid her head upon my shoul
der and whispered “ Rolfel”

You smile as you read this, mayhap? 
But remember I was a lad. First love 
had swept me off my feet in its own sud
den, unprovoked, unreasoning way. It 
w7as like a sweet tide in which I was will
ing to drown; for death was thus a sweet 
thing. It was like the exhilaration of first 
intoxication and, regardless of conse
quences, the condition but craved more 
of the wine that caused it.

Mistress Nell— Nell!— Nell Gwynne! 
I saw myself in highly fanciful situations, 
all of them creditable to myself and in 
her sight. Had the watch seen me break 
from a rapid walk to a run, then halt and 
swing a wooden falchion against imagin
ary enemies of Mistress Nell, they might 
have taken me up as Milord Buckhurst 
wished. Had they seen me slow my pace 
and come to a sudden, blind halt of mus
ing, the watch would have been justified 
in saying that there went a lover dream
ing of his mistress.

I awoke after a time to find that I had 
left behind me the fire-swept portion of 
the city. In fact, I had left the town 
proper and was tome into that western 
part beyond the Temple Bar. Here the 
fire had barely reached, and here, I said 
to myself (as an excuse for" continued 
wandering in pleasant dream), I might 
find lodging for the rest of the night. And 
again I fell to imaginings as I walked this 
way and that.

I thought of the events of the evening. 
M y hand went to my throat and, remem
bering how that knightly order had 
amused those in the crypt, I consciously 
thrust it out of sight and closer to my 
skin. Then I thought of Nell’s compan
ions, and wondered what it was the trio 
in the corner had so mysteriously dis
cussed.

That it concerned Mistress Nell, or me,

or perhaps both of us, I had judged from 
the wary glances they had cast upon us 
as they and we talked apart. And I had 
good mind of how the shabby fellow, 
Master Hart, had slipped out after some 
agreement, and how at parting Master 
Lacey had cast back a meaning, under
standing look at Lord Buckhurst.

I might have thought it was some plot 
to attack me and recover that jewel which 
they thought I carried, but I am sure 
they had had no inkling of that matter 
until I broached it myself to Nell in 
Buckhurst’s presence after the trio’s con
ference. Then, no doubt, it concerned 
Mistress Nell, and I remembered how she 
kept an anxious eye upon the plotters 
while she pretended to listen to me.

I tried to think of the relationship of 
these men to sweet Nell. Buckhurst I 
could understand, for we of the country 
know that, given a lord and a fair maid 
of lower degree, his show of favor is but 
a means to an end.

Master Lacey seemed the more inti
mate with her. Perhaps he was the lover 
or guardian yielding under protest to the 
pressure (and perhaps the gold) of mi
lord. Master Hart, on the other hand, 
was a rogue. That was clear enough, and 
his sneer as he looked upon Nell suggest
ed that he had known her in the coal- 
cellar and tavern days, and was cynically 
amused at her present fine feathers. And 
he had urged Master Lacey to accede to 
milord’s proposal, whatever that was. 
Then he had gone out ahead, as if to put 
some project into execution.

Aye, it concerned Nell! Something 
threatened Nell. I was calling myself a 
fool for not having followed her and the 
treacherous or weak Master Lacey, when 
— I came to a sudden halt— listening.

From not far away— in one of the nar
row side streets, it seemed— came a single 
scream, such as sprang from no man’s 
throat. It was followed by a vociferous 
shouting and a clashing as of metal.

Such conflict was common enough, God 
wot, in these days of reconstruction in 
London, and a hardened citizen would
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have minded his own business lest he find 
his skull cracked for his pains: but to me 
it was somethin?; novel and alarming. 
And that there was a woman in distress, 
whom the trend of my imaginings con
ceived as Mistress Nell, did the rest.

Nejft moment I was running at top 
speed toward the sound of the fight, and 
I presently discovered the scene.

A queer sort of fight it was at first 
glance. In the middle of a narrow street 
stood a chair which the bearers had set 
down at the first alarm and themselves 
apparently fled. Even as 1 turned the 
corner and got my first glimpse of the 
picture, the linkboys were in the act of 
throwing their torches into the gutter and 
taking to their heels. This may have 
been their menial caution in such emer
gency?, but it savored to me as if they 
fled with very little confusion, which 
might argue some prearrangement.

Thus was the chair and its occupant, 
whoever that might be, left to the mercy 
of a half dozen ruffians, save for a single 
man who was shouting loudly and wield
ing a sword vigorously, although I did not 
see any of his opponents suffer. Stranger 
still, despite the number of blades that 
pressed close against the chair’s sole de
fender, not one even touched him. As 
six to one they were either very poor 
swordsmen, or cowards, or mayhap sought 
to take him alive.

But he was fighting against odds, and 
in defense of a woman; so, still fired with 
late thoughts of knightly chivalry, I 
rushed into the fray and began to good 
effect by dropping an oxlike rascal with a 
blow which broke my stick into smither
eens. Instantly I sprang to the man’s 
side and took his sword from him.

Now was I armed with a real weapon 
and eager to show that if I had little skill 
I had much strength. And if that vigor 
needed any further firing I got it from 
the face that looked out at me from the 
interior of the chair with an expression 
that seemed to me, in that flash, to be of 
utter amusement or amazement— I did 
not know which.

By the guttering light of one of the 
fallen torches I recognized the lady as 
Mistress Nell Gwynne, and therefore I 
was not at all surprised to note upon the 
instant that her sole defender was Master 
Lacc-y. Nor, remembering all the circum
stances in a lightning thought, was I 
taken aback to detect the long-haired 
rogue. Master Hart, seeming leader of 
the attacking gang.

Now everything was dear, except two 
things. An attempt was being made to 
abduct Mistress Nell Gwynne, probably 
at the instigation of Milord Buckhurst, 
but either Master Lacey had been de
ceived or had enjoyed a change of heart, 
for he was lustily defending her. Then 
I was puzzled bŷ  that look on Mistress 
Nell’s face as she momentarily looked 
out at me, but I must have been mistaken 
in the uncertain, guttering light, for again 
her scream rang out and I heard her cry 
in a choked voice:

“ Oh, good Sir Rolfe— help me, Rolfe!’’
I had no time to answer with assur

ance. It was a moment for deeds. I 
threw myself into the fight byr Master 
Lacey's side, and I roared the only war- 
cryr that I could think of, that which I 
had heard was the battle-cry of Harry 
Morgan’s buccaneers:

“ Ho!  For Whitehall! Am ain!'’
And so crying, I skewered a ruffian so 

clean that I came nigh wrenching my 
shoulder as I pulled my blade back.

“ Whitehall, indeed!” I heard a voice 
grow! somewhere in front of me, and the 
same voice uttered a curse of exaspera
tion.

Now was the red blood in my sight. I 
hurled myself into the thicker fray with 
a joy that astonished me afterward, al
though I now know what that joy is—  
the intoxication of battle. My heart was 
set upon finding the chiefest rascal of 
them all, the long-haired Master Hart, 
but after that first glimpse I did not see 
him again until near the end of the fight.

As I fought I saw, out of the tail of my 
eye, Master Lacey’ standing for a mo
ment with his blade lowered. He was
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staring at me in the fitful light of the ex
piring torches and with blank astonish
ment.

“ A rescue! A rescue!'3 I cried. 
“ Fight, man! I be no ghost! For Mis
tress Nell— amain! ”

I saw him resume, himself crying, 
“ Amain for Whitehall!” just as I found 
me engaged by a short, squat fellow who 
was cursing most horribly, as if he had 
discovered a sudden particular hatred of 
me. He must have had some skill with 
the blade, for at the first pass he pricked 
me in Ihe shoulder. Knowing that I 
could not defend myself against skill, I 
swung my unfamiliar weapon like the arm 
of a windmill, and with such rapidity that 
his every thrust was beaten down.

The man stepped back as if he thought 
it better to let me tire, as soon I must. 
An evil grin widened his coarse face and 
I heard him say:

“ What foolish miscarriage have we 
here?”

Whether he referred to me, I took it so 
and swung at him with all my force. He 
was taken so by surprise that the flat of 
my blade, which I used like a cudgel 
rather than an edged tool, caught him 
full on the left ear. He fell to the ground 
with a groan and a wheeze for all sound 
and appearance like a tree before an ax.

“  Yo-ho! Amain! For Whitehall! ’’ 
I shouted, and engaged another fellow.

But this latter rascal suddenly threw 
down his weapon and took to his heels 
because there was a second rescuer also 
bearing upon him. I turned, expecting 
to see Master Lacey. Instead, I again 
recognized the shabby, long- haired rogue 
■— Master Hart.

I had no time to wonder how it was 
that he, whom I had distinctly seen lead
ing the ruffians, should now be fighting 
against them. But then I might have 
been mistaken, and to defend Mistress 
Nell was just as things naturally should 
be. As I say, it was no time to puzzle 
over little things, and all these perplexi
ties had no doubt arisen from the rapidity 
of events and the general confusion.

Again I engaged one of the besiegers, 
my hope of saving Mistress Nell height
ened by the knowledge that we were now 
three to perhaps six or seven, for I had 
accounted for two, one had tied, and I 
had no doubt that Lacey had acquitted 
himself at least to our further advantage.

Again fortune, my strength and fury 
favored me. I succeeded in disabling my 
latest antagonist with a sword-blow that, 
if it did not sever his arm, must have 
paralyzed it, for the member sank help
less at his side and he ran off cursing 

This seemed suddenly to be the turning 
point of the whole encounter. The re
maining five or six turned tail and took 
to their rascally heels. Elate with vic
tory, and conscious that I had acquitted 
myself in the presence of Mistress Nell 
as became her knight of the garter. I was 
for taking advantage of the rout to fur
ther punishment.

“ After them!” I cried, brandishing my 
borrowed Wade. “ Let none escajJt! For 
Nell and Whitehall! ”

With this war-cry I myself took up 
pursuit. But I had gone but a few paces 
when, to my amazement, something —  it 
was a dagger by the glint of it— whizzed 
past my ear-— from behind!

Turning to meet the enemy in this un
expected quarter, I discovered none, ex
cept that Master Hart was standing by 
the chair staring at me in no friendly 
manner. I thought perhaps he was over
excited. No doubt he intended the dag
ger for the fleeing ruffians. A little way 
from the chair stood Master Lacey, and 
with him was a third person who was 
talking in most angry volume, while the 
actor tried to excuse himself, or explain 
something.

I was further puzzled to note that the 
newcomer, whom I had certainly not seen 
in the fight, was Lord Buckhurst!

But Mistress Nell broke in upon my 
wondering. Leaning from the interior of 
the chair she held out her hand and cried: 

'• Bravo, Sir Rolfe! M y thanks are 
due that ye did nobiy. Now ye may kiss 
my hand, good and true knight!”
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“ Nay, Mistress Nell’ ” I said boldly, 
for a very demon of recklessness was still 
upon me, " I be too coy for such employ, 
but in time, an I learn not to blush like 
a maid, I may even remember thou hadst 
another kiss in thy heart.”

Ear from being angry, she lay back in 
the chair and again seemed shaken with 
merriment, while Milord Buckhurst, Mas
ter Lacey, and the hireling Hart, stood 
aside whispering ferociously and scowl
ing on me as if I had done nothing to 
merit their approval.

CHAPTER VI.

DON QUIXOTE.

THERE is a book which I have late 
perused with a great deal of amuse
ment, albeit a tear in my eye. It 

is by a Spaniard with a long name ending 
with Saavedra, and tells the story of an 
old gentleman, his mind turned by much 
reading and dreaming of romance, who 
clad him in ancient mail and, mountng 
an old horse called Rosinante. went forth 
into the world to rescue distressed maid
ens and a particular Lady Dulcinea.

The reading made me laugh and almost 
weep to think how7 like, in a youthful 
way, I was to this gallant but blundering 
old gentleman that time I flew to the res
cue of Mistress Nell Gwynne.

I turned from the mirthful lady in the 
chair to find Master Lacev at my elbow. 

" D o lt !” said he. "G et thee gone!” 
"M a rry !” said I, recovering from 

amazement. " Have I tarried so long in 
this swTeet lady’s presence that I have be
come deaf, or your natural gratitude has 
turned to impatience?”

"Id io t!” said Master Lacey. " Y e  
know not what ye say or do. But there,” 
he broke off in a more conciliating tone, 
“ we do, indeed, thank thee, young sir, 
and so good-e’en to you.”

As I did not stir, the man grew most 
uncomfortable. I could see Milord Buck
hurst, too, fidgeting and whispering to 
the long-haired rascal, while little rivu

lets of laughter came from inside the 
chair.

“ N ay,” said I, puzzled almost to an
ger, “ I will take no dismissal save from 
Mistress Nell, whose service brought me 
here.”

At that Milord Buckhurst came for
ward impatiently, almost brushed me 
aside with a muttered "F o o l!” and 
bowed to Mistress Nell.

“ Sweet Nell,” said he, “ I pray you 
smile once more upon this gallant youth 
and bid him away to his deserved couch. 
The hour grows late, and w7e would even 
speed thee, good mistress, to a safer spot.”

" Aye, aye,” said Nell, and the laugh
ter went from her voice. ® Out of the fire 
ye would have me back info the frying- 
pan, milord. Ah, well— it must be so, 
but I thank Heaven for this diversion and 
to know there is still a lad in the world 
hath faith in a woman and a right chiv
alrous heart.

“ But dismiss him I will not. Milord 
Buckhurst. An danger besets even the 
primrose path to a gilded prison, what 
better knight than one well-tried. Nay, 
sweet and gallant gentlemen! Sir Rolfe 
Hollywood shall W'alk beside me, for that 
there may be more dangers waylaying 
poor Nell.”

" So be it then,” said Buckhurst, 
while Master Hart distinctly uttered an 
explosive curse. " But, good milady, it 
were better— ”

Buckhurst stopped short, Master 
Lacey had been whispering to the long
haired rascal, and the latter suddenly 
put a finger to his lips and beckoned 
milord. The trio drew aside anti whis
pered together. The woman in the chair 
reached out in the dark and touched my 
arm with her hand.

" Do not leave me, good Rolfe, an ye 
love me!” she whispered.

“ Aye, but I begin to think I do,” I 
said, pressing the confiding hand in one 
of my own.

“ Not that it will avail,” she breathed, 
“ but— oh, it is good to feel that there 
is one— near— ”
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“ Come what may, I will stay beside 
thee, Nell,” I whispered in return, “ for, 
mind ye, lass, I ha’ sworn to have that 
kiss!”

Again the little laugh. She sank back 
into the chair as Buckhurst came back 
and repeated:

“ So be it, Mistress Nell, and mayhap 
it were better, for our fellows ha’ fled 
and this youth may help Master Hart 
bear thee."

There was a burst of feminine indigna
tion within the chair.

•‘ By my faith!” cried Nell. “ This 
goes beyond decency, milord. Marry 
indeed! He that hath defended me in 
peril shall bear me no chairs. Bear a 
hand thyself, good Buckhurst, and have 
that lank cutpurse Hart match his 
muscle with thine. Sir Rolfe walks by 
me!”

Lord Buckhurst drew back in a rage. 
Lacey settled matters by laying on to 
the rear of the chair while Hart took the 
front. Buckhurst strode ahead bearing 
the last of the torches, which he had 
rescued from the gutter.

So the procession continued toward its 
destination, I walking by the side of the 
chair, my hand resting on its edge and 
one of Nell’s resting confidently on 
mine. In my other hand I carried a red- 
stained blade, for I had not captured its 
sheath and yet was not minded to throw 
it away.

Whither our way tended I had no 
idea. Up and down streets that were 
dark as death we went, turning and 
twisting until I felt that we- traveled a 
labyrinth. There was no moon and the 
stars were obscured by clouds, so that 
when we came out upon a wide but un
lighted thoroughfare I could only dis
tinguish walls on one side and black 
trees upon the other.

After what seemed a long time we 
halted before an ivied wall. Again 
Buckhurst, Lacey, and Hart held a 
whispered conference.

“ Is this the place, Nell?” I whispered.
“ I know not, sweet Rolfe,” she re

plied with a tremor in her voice. “ I 
know no more than thyself whither I am 
being taken, though I suspect the pur
pose. But I prithee, lad, abide not by 
thy word which I asked selfishly and ye 
gave rashly. Get thee gone now and 
think well of me sometimes— dear lad.” 

I protested that I would not go. She 
feared Some danger, mayhap to herself. 
But as Buckhurst and Lacey returned 
and Master Hart opened a gate which 
showed grayly against the ivy wall, Nell 
held out her hand and said with a pre
tense of indifferent courtesy that did 
not deceive me:

“ Fare thee well, young sir, and I thank 
thee from my heart.”

“ Nay,” said Buckhurst, laying a 
hand upon my shoulder in a truly hos
pitable way, “ ’twere not fitting he should 
be dismissed churlishly after such valiant 
service. He must come within and drink 
a cup, at the least.”

Had I not been suspicious on the in
stant Nell’s cry would have warned me.

“ N o!” she protested shrilly. “ Get 
thee gone, lad! They mean ye ill.”

“ Mistress Nell,” I said in the folly 
of the night’s vanity, “ I am well able to 
defend me against any who offer me 
harm. Milord, I will even accept your 
cup of kindness.”

Not another word said Nell after that. 
Perhaps she was glad that she would 
have at least one friend beyond that 
gray gateway. She was helped from the 
chair, and presently the five of us passed 
through the wall into what seemed a 
garden. A house'loomed darkly ahead, 
but Master Hart, who went ahead, caused 
a light to gleam from an ivied window.

In a few moments we were inside and 
lights were numerous. I found me with 
my strange companions in a small but 
luxurious chamber, such as I had never 
seen in my humble life. There were 
tapestries, pictures, and little figures of 
shepherdesses and goddesses everywhere. 
At one end of the room there were heavy 
curtains beyond which I was to learn 
there was a bed-chamber.
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And now,” said Lord Buckhurst, 
smiling at Mistress Nell, who seemed 
much perturbed, “ the comedy is ended, 
sweet mistress.”

“ Aye, a comedy indeed,” said she 
with a sudden, odd bitterness. “ The 
bird is in the cage and it may as well 
sing, lest it discover a sad heart. I am 
content, Buckhurst, an ye let this lad 
go his way. Why is he here?”

“ I but humored your whim. Mistress 
Nell, that would have him for escort.”  

“ Not beyond the gate!” she cried. 
“ What devil’s design is it ye have now?” 

“ ’Tis a little affair of mine own,” said 
Buckhurst, laughing; “ a thought that 
has grown upon me since I encountered 
him in the tavern. Methinks this lad 
carries the king’s jewel, entrusted to him 
by this ancient Walion of whom I heard. 
And, moreover, it has come to my mind 
that it may be concealed within that 
book he carries, given him by this same 
fisherman. I was a fool not to think 
on't while the book was in my hands, 
but now we can make sure. Hence the 
cup of wine, Mistress Nell.”

I started and clapped a hand to the 
breast of my doublet. As I did so, 
Lord Buckhurst laughed triumphantly.

“ ’Tis as I suspected!” he cried. 
“ C-ood Master Dickon,” t urning to the 
long-haired rogue, “ I would trouble you 
tc run thy light fingers over this youth.” 

As Master Hart started forward to 
obey, I- brought to guard the red blade 
which I still carried in place of my stick.

" Come a step nearer, Master Cut
throat, and I'll cleave thee like a turnip!” 
said I, my gorge rising at the trick.

Instantly Milord Buckhurst’s light 
blade flashed from its sheath and I 
barely escaped being pricked by leaping 
backward. Somehow my foot caught in 
the heavy curtains that cut off the other 
chamber. I fell backward through them 
into the bedchamber, losing grip of my 
Weapon as I did so.

Like a flash Hart took advantage and 
would have pounced in and top of me; 
but Nell was quicker. She blocked the 
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entrance, her hands gripping the curtains 
above and on each side of her.

“ An ye enter this chamber,” she said 
in tones she might have used on the 
boards of the new Theater Royal, “ if 
Milord Buckhurst tells truth that it hath 
been set aside for a lady by his gallant 
majesty, then the Garter Jewel ye seek 
will but remind ye of the king’s oath of 
chivalry. More than that, ye must first 
lay hands on me, Master H art!”*

“ Nell— Peg!” Hart protested. “ I 
never laid hands on thee save in kind
ness.”

As I struggled to my feet I caught a 
glimpse of Master Hart encircling Nell 
with his arm and sweeping her aside. 
She struggled in his embrace, and Master 
Lacey took advantage of the breach to 
enter upon me. . 1 met him with a blow 
of the fist that sent him spinning back 
whence he came. But almost instantly 
Hart, having freed himself from Nell, 
burst in and struck me heavily on the 
side of the head with the hilt of his 
sheathed sword.

I reeled, the world about me exploding 
into a million comets. I did not lose my 
senses, but was too stupefied to resist as 
the rascal went through my clothing in 
search of ” The Compleat Angler.” Still 
in the same half-swoon I dimly realized 
that he was disappointed in his search.

That he did not find the book caused 
me to wonder vaguely. Why did he not? 
I had it— at least— I—

My brains were too addled to think 
clearly. I only know that I heard Buck
hurst swearing, Nell laughing and Mas
ter Lacey, who,was no doubt in pain, 
swearing that the whole business sick
ened him. Then I heard Nell ordering 
both Lacey and Hart from the room. I 
think they must have left the house, for 
presently I heard only the voices of Nell 
and Buckhurst, he apparently trying to 
soothe her, she answering in a tone of 
quiet resignation that went to my heart.

“ Very well, milord,” she was saying 
when my wits were clear enough to com
prehend. “ So is poor Nell’s fortune

225
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cast. Mayhap many would say. so is 
Nell's fortune made. Methinks his 
gallant majesty will make me a duchess. 
What think you. Milord Buckhurst?—  
the Duchess of Drury Lane, with a coal 
scuttle quiescent and a shovel rampant 
upon a field of gilded ashes." E

“ But this yokel,” said Buckhurst, 
while I did battle with something akin 
to profound sleepiness.

“ Aye, and what of my yokel?1’ said 
Nell defiantly. “ Think ye the king’s 
majesty would be jealous of this country 
St. George for that his favorite borrowed 
prerogative and dubbed him her garter 
knight? Heaven forfend! But lest the 
dragon spit fire, mark ye, I have another 
garter. I prithee, milord, convey it to 
his gracious majesty and say that Mis
tress Nell gave it with a smile."

•• Tig a gracious thought and will 
please him much," said Buckhurst. 
“ But pray heaven his majesty hears 
naught of that other. An he did, I 
would tremble for the youth that shares 
such favor and carries its twin."

What happened after that I do not 
know. I fell into a sort of dream stupor 
in which a demon, sat over me and, be
tween blows with the hilt of a sword 
delivered upon my head, told me with 
hideous clearness that the plot to abduct 
Mistress Nell had been but a play ar
ranged for effect and at the command of 
the king, and that Nell was a willing 
party to it.

If I did not believe it, the demon said 
with heavier a blow than usual, I should 
recall the abduction of Mary Queen of 
Scots by one Bothwell. And I was a 
fool for that I had rushed in and come 
near to spoiling as pretty an imposture 
as was ever intended to be carried out 
with bloodless uproar.

You see. this humorous demon said, 
there was Mistress Nell's good name to 
be considered!

Nell! Even in the dream my heart 
was heavy as iron. This was my sweet 
maid who had found it almost in her 
heart to let me kiss her! And yet—

That occasional little wistfulness, that 
little pressure upon my hand, that ap
peal to me not to leave her. Was it 
possible that she was more sinned against 
than sinning?

Then the demon went away and I 
dreamed sweetly. Hand in hand Nell 
and I walked together in a great forest. 
I was a knight in black armor and she 
was dressed in a robe of crimson. Pres
ently rain began to patter in the leaves 
about us and we lifted our faces and 
laughed happily as it fell, cool and re
freshing, upon us. The rain ceased; a 
ray of sunshine broke through ragged 
clouds: a bird called, and we turned to 
look upon one another

And lo. my armor was of shining sil
ver. and her robe was washed to the 
whiteness of snow!

CHAPTER VII.

T H E  C O U R S E  O F  L O V E .

WHEN I again opened my eyes I 
was in the same room, but in
stead of lying on the floor where 

I had been dropped I reclined upon a 
bed of immaculate whiteness. Over me 
was a canopy of a soothing blue shade 
in which were embroidered in silver and 
gold a moon and many stars, it was a 
couch where one might continue to 
dream, thinking it always night and the 
moon and stars perpetually shining.

I knew' not who had placed me on this 
couch, nor how long I had lain there. 
And the change in my feelings surprised 
me. My head no longer throbbed and 
as I drew a deep breath the pleasure of 
living surged through my veins.

Beyond the hangings I heard some one 
singing softly an old love-song, the 
“ Worship. Ye That Lovers Be ” of the 
poetic King Jamie. The voice ceased at 
the sound of the slight movement of 
rising upon my elbow. The curtains 
parted and there stood Mistress Nell 
again, grasping the hangings in her 
hands, but this time with her face to me.
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And what a different Nell this was! 
Against the dark curtains at the further 
end of the chamber she was a radiant 
figure; and even more radiant was her 
face. She was dressed differently, too, 
in a more exquisite simplicity. She 
stood there a moment as if to determine 
if I were really awake.

Discovering that I was indeed myself, 
she came across the room to my side, 
both hands extended and a glad smile 
playing about N r lips.

“ Ah, Sir Robe!” she said.
At the “ Sir ” I put a hand to my 

throat. It was still there— my order of 
the garter. I had not been robbed 
while I slept. And I had nothing else 
worthy—

Then I started, remembering the coil 
over the book and the kerchief bundle 
which I had no. memory of seeing last. 
Nell, who had seated herself by my side 
and taken one of my hands in both of 
hers, saw the puzzlement in my eyes, no 
doubt, for she asked what troubled me.

“ I had a kerchief and a stick,” said 
I. “ The stick I broke in the fight. The 
kerchief had some bread and cheese and 
a single red apple, besides a book. Hast 
seen it?”

Neil laughed softly. Mayhap it 
seemed a trivial matter with which to 
resume our converse, but she answered
gravely enough.

“ Nay, I have no mind on't. Ye had 
no book when ye came hither. ‘Twas not 
with thee, I think, when ye appeared so 
valiantly by my chair. Nor had yc such 
a thing when we spoke together in the 
Mitre, save as ye did refer to it.”

I thought backward. Certainly I had 
the book and the bundle in the crypt 
when I last sprite with Milord Buckhurst 
there. I as certainly did not have it 
while I  walked the streets of London 
filled with imagining. I had swung my 
stick against foes imaginary and real, 
and I would have noticed my encumber
ing bundle ere possibly throwing it away 
for greater freedom.

“ ’Tis no matter,” said I, suddenly

reckless of everything when I looked up 
into her wondrous eyes. (Ah, if any wo
man could be as grave over me as she 
did in that moment over my kerchief 
bundle!) "Y e t  I regret the book, for 
that it was given me in kind remem
brance.”

“ And kind remembrance is a thing to 
treasure. Think ye not so, Sir Rolfe?’T 
said Nell wistfully.

“ Aye, indeed,” said I. 11 But think 
ye Milord Buckhurst and his hirelings 
found it.”

Her eyes widened at the word “ hire
lings.” It revealed my understanding of 
everything, but she answered calmly 
enough.

“ Nay, they did not find it when they 
searched, for ye had it not. And since 
then, all through the night and to this 
neon, I have watched by thee for thy 
safety.”

“ Watched by me?— night?— noon?” I  
stammered. " Have I lain so long?”

" Aye, and '{was well for thee. Thy 
sleep was sweet, lad, and I wove spells, 
singing softly that no other sound should 
touch thine ear.”

I leaned over upon my elbow and 
kissed the little hand that lay in mine. 
As I d:d so it seemed to me that she in
clined over my head and something soft 
brushed my ear with a tendril touch. 
My heart-beat thickened at the slight 
contact and something chokingly sweet 
surged in my throat.

" I  heard thee sing, Neil! ” I whispered 
and wy voice quivered Strangely. 
" Tw as that awoke me, though ’twas in 
my dreams, too„ We walked together in ' 
a fair wood methinks, and there you 
sang to me, or was it a bird by some 
laughing brook?”

" A h !” said Nell, seeming pleased, but' 
there was a tremor in her voice, too, “ so 
rny country gallant is a poet-lover, for
sooth? Say on, Rolfe. It likes me!”

And I said on— not I so much as the 
flaming heart within me.

" Sweet Nell, there is that in thee 
would make poets of clods, clods of
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poets, a bold lover of a coy lad, a very 
man of a blushing maid. I swore I 
would kiss thy lips, and now I mean to, 
(>’ the rood! Thou art so fair, so pure-

Then, despite the bewitching droop of 
her lids, the word stuck in my throat, 
for I remembered that which had made 
my heart heavy. For the moment I had 
been under the spell of her amazing 
beauty and she had been to my imagining 
the forest maid whose robe the rain 
washed from crimson to snow-white. As 
I did not carry out my threat she lifted 
demure eyes.

You frown, Master Hollywood? 
Wherefor?” she asked.

With her little hands in mine and my 
words still echoing, I found it hard to 
answer. I wished to believe her still the 
white maid, but I liked not the ache of 
mv heart, and I would be honest with 
her.

“  I heard what passed —yesterday, was 
it? I thank thee. Yell, for that you tried 
to save me. If I offend in that I un- 
welcomely tried to save thee in the street, 
1 am sorry. How should I have known 
- -of king’s guiles and courtiers wiles?"

Her gaze fell before mine. A slow wave 
of color crept from under the airy little 
ringlets about her blue-veined temples.

" A h !” she sighed, seeing my complete 
understanding of her whole situation. -

The sweet humility of her in that 
moment, the confession of a blush betray
ing the pure womanliness that could still 
cry out from unsullied modesty, stirred 
me so that I could have thrown myself 
there and then at her feet, declared my
self her slave, and asked but the boon of 
loving her without hope of further favor. 
The little hands tightened on mine and 
she spoke without lifting her eyes.

” Lad,” she said— " dear Rolfe - I do 
not know— how it is. It may be thy 
youth calls to mine and thy belief in the 
goodness of love stirs in me what I 
thought to have forgotten— something I 
never knew, rather, but so often dreamed. 
I say— I know not how it is, but I would 
’indeed 1 were--thv forest maid. Rut— ”

" Y ay-th ere  is no but!”  I cried, 
springing from the couch and laying my 
hands upon her shoulders. " It shall be 
even so, .Yell. Oh, sweetheart, I care not 
what 1 am nor what thou art. I over
heard nothing. "Twas the mad jangling 
of voices in a cracked skull. Thou art 
my pure maid of the forest, and God 
willing, and thou, sweet maid, to the 
forest I shall take thee.

“ When I left the Mitre my heart and 
soul were tilled with thee--only thee. 
Yell. I could think of naught else. And 
I knew. Yell, thou didst not dislike me, 
but carried away a tender thought of yon 
country lad. And now I love thee, dear
est of women, and— methinks thou lovest 
me, too. Is it not so. sweetheart? Say 
it— say it -thou lovest me!"

Her eyes lifted to mine in a quick, won
dering flash, but she sought to cover her 
genuine embarrassment with a little rail
lery.

“ Are country lovers then so impetu
ous? Xay, methinks, Rolfe, thou movest 
too swiftly. 1 have spoken to thee but 
twice."

“ Aye, but thought of me a thousand 
times. Was not thy thought with me 
when ye defended me against force? And 
when ye watched by me all through the 
night -was that not speech enough. Yell? 
Was not that love enough and crying 
with a tongue that needs no speech.”

Again she lifted her eves, and in them 
was a light of frank amazement, yet in 
their brightness was a languorous softness 
and a little sheen of moisture. My hands 
slipped from her shoulders, and now I 
stood beside her, my arms lightly about 
her dear body.

“ Yell,” I whispered, my heart beating 
in my very throat, ” thou saidst there was 
that in thv heart would let me kiss thee. 
Yell

” Yay." she said, gently drawing back 
from me, “ not now. ’Tis more in my 
heart than ever. Indeed, I spoke foolishly 
then. Yow I speak from the real heart. 
Rut —thou hast heard. Rolfe?”

It was on my tongue to carry her on
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the tide that was surging upon me, but 
suddenly a dizziness fell upon me. I had 
lain so long, I had arisen so abruptly and 
in such a whirl of emotion. The .room 
swam; I reeled. Next moment Nell’s 
.arms were about me, my head lay upon 
her bosom, and she was whispering close 
to me.

“ Oh, lad— lad— ”
The mist passed from my brain. I 

raised my head and lazily looked into eyes 
that were swimming with tears. With no 
impetuous desire, but tenderly, I drew her 
to me with reverent hands and quietly 
kissed her lids and felt the salt of her 
tears upon my lips.

“ Nell,” I whispered, “ let us speak no 
more. All has been said.”

But at my own breaking of the dear 
silence she suddenly sprang from me. For 
a little space she stood with her back to 
me, striving to control some tempest with
in her. She was quiet but wistful as she 
turned again to where I sat on the edge 
of the canopied couch, watching her. She 
came slowly forward, took up a cushion 
from the couch where I had lain, 
dropped it at my feet and herself 
crouched down upon it. She laid an arm 
across my knees and began to speak as 
from a far distance and in some silent 
place.

“ Lad,” she said. " this is a strange 
thing hath happened to us— as new and 
sweet to me as, mayhap, to you. How it 
hath happened I do not ask to know. For 
the moment ”— her hand stole to her 
bosom and her eyes looked far beyond me 
— “ I am happy— happy as I have never 
been.

“ I have never known my veins filled 
with this strange thing that has come 
upon me, in the night as it were. All my 
life bath been a defense against the com
ing of this thing, which I feared. Yet 
now that it is come, I am glad, Rolfe—  
glad! An I dared I would yield me for 
all time, even as I yield me to it this mo
ment.”

She laid her head upon the arm that 
lay relaxed across my knees. There was

something so much of resignation, so much 
of content and compiete surrender to the 
moment's joy, that I again drew her face 
to mine and kissed her, this time upon the 
lips. She did not resist; indeed, both her 
arms lifted and stole around my neck, and 
her own share of the kiss was not merely 
passive.

“ Then why not dare, sweetheart 
Nell?” I whispered. “ We love one an
other. That is all that counts. We will 
leave London together— ”

“ Aye,” she said with sudden bitterness,
and hide ourselves where? You forget, 

good sir, that the king hath favored me 
with his regard. He hath lined this pretty 
nest for me. The bars, you may observe, 
are gilded. Granting that I might yet 
escape from it, how could a bird of my 
plumage find happiness in the free for
ests? The other birds, particularly of 
plumage not so fair, would peck at me. 
Nay, Rolfe, the caged bird is happier that 
its dream is never fulfilled.”

She was speaking as if I understood 
more than I really did. She saw it and 
went on:

“ All my life I have fought my way 
upward, lad. I used what weapon I had,
and such fools as succumbed to it, to 
my own ends. Thus love— the victim of 
the weakness they called love— was my 
stepping-stone. But I was never a fool, 
Rolfe. Call it virtue if you will. I only 
knew that to err was to lose all. It was 
all I had, Rolfe, and knowing nothing of 
this sweet thing that is real love, I could 
laugh. It was cosy to tilt my chin and 
pass by.

“ And I won,what I sought, lad, only 
to find my grapes sour— the turned sour
ness of a great sweetness tasted too late. 
From a child of the gutter to a seller of 
flowers and fruits on the pavement. From 
that to the taverns where I sang and 
practised laughter in the face of what they 
called love. Then the stage and success 
and more worship. And still I laughed. 
I laughed even when I saw his gallant self 
sitting there with all eyes for me and a 
smile. I laughed when Milord Buckhurst
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brought me the necklace on behalf of his 
royal master.

“ It was onI_v when the king himself 
came and bent over my hand that 1 
ceased to laugh in my heart, though my 
lips still smiled. I knew then that I had 
won to the heights— or the depths, as I 
half think. And then you came, Rolfe, 
and made me happy— and unhappy."

“ Nay! What is the king to me?" I 
began hotly. Rut she silenced me and 
rose to her feet, again calm and self- 
possessed.

She moved toward the curtains leading 
into the other chamber, and over her 
shoulder bade me follow her. Here again 
was that appearance of luxury.

" We forget ourselves, good Rolfe." she 
said coldly. “ You are yourself again. 
The rising head-swim has passed. Now 
you must leave me, for one comes whose 
displeasure might work you ill.”

She had reached the center of the other 
room ere she said this, and was facing me 
with lips firmly compressed.

“ You mean— ”
“ That you must leave me. Rolfe. We 

must not meet again. You understand.”
“ Only what you think I ought to,” said 

I, “ but my heart is not in agreement. 
Yes. I will go, but you must even come 
with me— now!”

•• Rolfe!” she pleaded. "M ake my 
course no harder. I have said. Go, I 
pray you.”

Again tears were sprung into her eyes 
and she faced me in such helpless, hope
less pleading that I was stricken speech
less. She took advantage of my hesita
tion to press her further.

“ Rolfe,” she said. " I have kissed thee 
with my heart, which no man hath ever 
reached but thou. Kiss me— once more 
— and then— good-by!”

Again she was in my arms. Our lips 
were together. Her arms clung to my 
neck. I seemed to hear ant) feel the 
quick, fierce beat of her heart against 
mine, as I showered kisses upon her lips, 
her eyes, her hair, and upon her white 
throat. As she broke from my embrace

with a repressed sob, I fell upon one knee 
in an excess of passion and despair.

“ Nell! Nell!” I pleaded. “ I cannot 
leave thee thus! On my knee I beg—  
come with me! Leave this accursed city 
where the very name of love is profanity. 
Fly with me to the forest of dreams— to 
Worcester, where f have true friends, if 
simple. Or an you will, let us even to 
far Virginia. Somehow we can win to it, 
safe from the king and his hirelings. T is  
now or never, Nell, for thee, and by my 
mother, lass, I swear— ”

“ Oh, Rolfe— Rolfe— by thy mother!” 
she whispered, and a great light flooded 
her face.

“ Aye, by her I swear thou shalt be 
honored wife, worshiped angel

“ Hush!" she said suddenly. Her eyes 
became tense, she raised a forefinger, and 
turned her head to a listening pose.

For a few moments there was silence in 
the room. In that brief interval I heard 
a step outside the door and a light tap 
upon a panel. I silently arose to my feet. 
Between us Nell and I uttered not a word, 
not a sound. We stood there, facing one 
another, she flashing me her message of 
alarm, I trying to read it.

Then the door was opened from with
out. In the porta! appeared one dressed 
simply as a cavalier, but with a pride of 
countenance and a loftiness of bearing 
that were unmistakable.

He swept a courteous salute with his 
hat, the plume of which brushed the floor. 
Then his eyes moved from Mistress Nell 
to me and settled coldly upon my bucolic 
dress. T bowed stiffly, but Nell curtsied 
low, and I heard her murmur with a ner
vous catch:

“ Your Christian Majesty!” 

CHAPTER VIII.

I BECOME KING’S MESSENGER.

THE moment Nell greeted the visitor 
that which had been a surmise in 
my mind became conviction. The 

cavalier in the doorway was “ The Merrie
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Monarch ” himself. There might have 
been a mistaking of that face, but never 
of that haughty air so oddly mingled with 
a good-humored smile.

Nell momentarily received the benefit 
of the smile, but it vanished the moment 
Charles looked at me. He stared for a 
few moments, no doubt waiting for me 
to retire. But I did nothing of the sort. 
It might not be to my advantage, or 
Nell’s, and it might be very much to the 
king’s displeasure did I openly recognize 
him. I decided upon my attitude on'the 
spur of the moment.

“ Who, sirrah, art thou?” asked the 
cavalier with a kind of admirable inso
lence.

“ My name, good sir, an it be any 
concern of thine, is Hollywood— Rolfe 
Hollywood.”

I do not know what it was that startled 
him, whether my own insolence or the 
name I uttered.

“ Who was thy father, an ye were born 
in wedlock?” he asked presently and with 
an air of curiosity.

“ Sir Rolfe Hollywood, of Hollywood, 
in Warwick,” I replied. “ And thine,
good sir— an ye also were born in wed
lock?”

I saw Nell’s face whiten with fear— for. 
me. The king’s grew red. I do not know 
what he would have said or clone, had not 
Mistress Neil hurst out in a trill of laugh
ter which sounded peculiarly unforced, 
considering the situation. The king under
stood her merriment, and smothered his 
anger. He smiled, then laughed openly, 
much pleased, I think, that his identity 
was unknown to me.

“ Sirrah, thy tongue is sharp and 
shrewd,” said he, “ as thy father’s— may 
have been— or mayhap thy mother's— in 
wedlock; for in wedlock there is oppor
tunity of practise. But an your business 
be concluded, no doubt thy mistress's 
service will profit by thy presence else
where. Mark me, I like thy face— it has 
an honest look; but I fain would know 
if sight of thy back pleases me as much.”

I glanced at Nell. Her eyes were

pleading me to go. I hesitated. It was 
not a pleasing thought to beat ignomin
ious retreat, leaving Nell with the king. 
Yet what was left me other than to de
clare myself openly, recognize his majes
ty ’s presence and purpose, and oppose 
both with tongue or force. I had little 
hope that the former would avail, and the 
latter was out of the question, in respect 
to my father’s memory,- if nothing else.

I might remind him of my father and 
tell him of Master Walton and the jewel, 
thus gaining his favor then and there. It 
was on the tip of my tongue to do so, 
when Nell laid a hand familiarly upon the 
king’s arm and said:

• “ Last night, milord, I was beset in the
town by ruffians who sought to abduct me. 
But for this good youth I might now be in 
ill hands.”

“ So?” said the king, chuckling. “ I 
heard something of it. For that I must 
pardon and even reward him.”

Anxious to be rid of me, son of Sir 
Rolfe or no, he drew a purse from hi  ̂
waist and threw it toward me. I did not 
attempt to catch it, and it fell with a 
golden chink at my feet. His anger 
again swelled as I folded my arms and 
paid no heed to the bribe.

“ Here is an insolent lout!” he ex
claimed, but seeming at loss what to do 
with me under the circumstances. “  Con
ceit ha* swelled him like a toad. Get ye 
gone, fool! ”

“ And pray, good sir, who art thou that
orders me begone?”

“ Who am I?” gasped the visitor. 
Then he hurst out in a shout of laughter 
that was somehow very pleasing to the 
ear, so whole-hearted was it.

Again I caught Nell’s eye. She had 
fallen a little behind the king, and was 
making most urgent signals that I desist 
and take my leave as graciously as I 
could. I decided that this was the only 
course. I felt confident that Nell could 
be trusted to manage her own affair, even 
with the king’s majesty, and there was 
her spoken love for me to strengthen her.

I bowed again, stiffly. The king did
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not even incline his head. He was staring 
at me— at my breast— in an odd manner. 
Involuntarily mv hand went to the spot 
under close scrutiny and closed over—  
Nell’s buckle!

1 had thought it safely hidden. It 
may have been chat Nell unloosed my 
collar that time I near fainted.

'• Sirrah,”  said the king, his face now 
white with inward rage. " take that thing 
from thy rascally neck and give it to me! ”

I dared not look at Nell, but I was 
conscious that she was standing there 
very still and rigid. I could not bring 
myself to yield that with which she had 
honored me.

“ Nay,” said I, " I will give that to 
none other but her who honored me with 
it, and not then, save as she commands.”

“ Your m aj--” began Nell.
“ Hush!” said the king, turning quickly 

upon her.
'■  Milord,” she said sweetly. “ must a 

poor maid maintain no right to a division 
qf her favors? Hath not milord the twin 
of that same trifle?”

“ Aye, marry! And for that very 
having, none shall share such- favor. 
Dog’s death! Am I to outrival a clod for 
the favor of any woman?”

“ That is as her favor may be valued, 
milord.” said Nell with a bewitching 
smile.

" Good milord," I put in. seeing that 
the king was thinking shrewdly. " my so 
great respect for this lady compels me to 
honor this favor even as it were that 
Royal George which our Christian and 
most gallant king gave into another's 
keeping at Worcester.”

" What know ye of that jewel?” asked 
Charles, keenly.

“ Naught, good sir, save as I have heard 
speak of it.” I replied. " 1 but meant 
that, were either in my possession, \ 
should yield it to none but its rightful 
possessor.”

The king seemed pleased with the 
answer, but doubtful of my frankness.

“  Naught but that ye have heard speak 
of it?” he echoed. “ What hast heard?”

“ Of what, milord?”
“ The lesser George— the Jewel of the 

Garter, which we— our Christian king en
trusted to the hand of one Sir Rolfe 
Hollywood, at Worcester. Belike, an 
thou art son to that same Hollywood, ye 
know more than ye say?”

” Little more, milord, save as it was 
passed from hand to hand until it came 
to one Master Walton, who fishes for 
pleasure and writes pleasant books and 
even now comes to London— if he be not 
here already— bearing that same jewel to 
the king at Whitehall.”

He looked at me intently for a while, 
thinking deeply. Suddenly he lifted his 
head and said sharply:

“ Methinks ye might address me other
wise, an ye dared.”

“ Even so, an it be your majesty's 
pleasure,” I said, for I had caught a little, 
quick nod from the observant Nell.

“ Pleasure is as needs must,” said 
Charles humorously. " But I warn thee, 
son of Sir Rolfe, my pleasure may take 
a turn an ye speak too free of this meet
ing. Indeed. I make thee to my service 
that thy mouth may be stopped and thy 
head conveniently forfeit. It is our com
mand, son of Sir Rolfe, that ye now take 
up our purse and forthwith leave us. Ye 
will then attire ye as befitting a king’s 
messenger, arm ye with a good blade and 
horse and seek out this Master Walton. 
It shall be your duty and privilege to 
bring this fisherman, or the jewel, to our 
court at Whitehall. And fail not upon 
peril of our displeasure, Master Holly
wood!”

At finding myself thus appointed by 
the king for whom my father had laid 
down his life, I thrilled with a pardonable 
pride. But I still had mind that his 
anxiety to be rid of me was no doubt at 
bottom of his favor.

I will not fail, your majesty,” I said, 
bowing. “ I thank your majesty also for 
the purse, which shall be expended in 
service. Yet. an it please your majesty, 
ere I take my leave I pray that your 
majesty will protect this dear lady as
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becomes a king who is at once both 
chivalrous and generous.”

“ Sirrah,” said Charles, “ you put an 
overstrain upon patience! By the oath of 
the Garter. Charles Stuart never forced 
upon woman unwelcome gallantry. Let 
that suffice they, young sir, and get thee 
gone about our business.”

He turned his back upon me and took 
Nell by the hand. There was no further 
excuse for lingering. Blit at the door I 
turned, at the risk of his anger, for one 
last look at Nell.

I was fortunate in that the king did 
not see me. He was bending over Nell’s 
hand, his lips pressed upon it. Over him 
stood Neli with a curious expression of 
mirth and mischief in her eyes. She 
looked over his bent back at me, raised 
her disengaged hand, first to her heart, 
then to her lips, and blew me a farewell 
kiss.

I returned it, sending mine heartily 
from my lips with both hands, leaving 
them outspread toward her as in a last 
embrace. Then, as the king straightened 
up, I slipped through the doorway and 
was set out upon my mission.

CHAPTER IX.

W H E N  T H I E V E S  1 A I . L  O U T .

WHEN I found myself in the open 
air and again under blue heaven 
and God’s sunshine, the various 

scenes through which I had passed, even 
that which had ended but a few moments 
before, seemed as a series of fanciful pic
tures in a night of dreaming.

The strangeness of my surroundings 
added to this impression, for I had no 
knowledge of where I was, or of the 
devious ways by which I had come there 
after the melee in the heart of the city.

Now here I was. as by magic, trans
ported to a garden Which was gay with 
early flowers. Little walks wound in and 
out among the flower-beds and made a 
circle around a small fountain which 
played most peacefully in the sunlight.

About the whole garden was a high 
wall mantled with ivy. which almost hid 
a narrow, barred gate fronting a small, 
weather-aged door.

It struck me then that the cage to 
which Nell had been brought was indeed 
gilded. It was, or might have been, a 
cloister of seclusion and calm. Behind 
me was the cage itself- a quaint little 
house, itself covered with ivy.

Whether this walled place was in the 
heart of London or in some outlying part 
I had no idea until, passing through the 
gate which readily opened from within—  
although 1 found myself locked out when 
I closed it behind me— I discovered my
self in a quiet street. It was quite 
deserted, and the similar walls that lined 
its entire length suggested other and 
similar retreats.

Looking to my right I saw, at the end 
of this street, an open place of grass and 
tiees into which the thoroughfare melted. 
Toward this I went, desirous of finding 
a quiet tree under which I might sit and 
collect my thoughts.

This open place. I now know, was the 
park of St. James, and into it I wandered. 
Presently I came to a pool— indeed, it 
was a small lake- -whereon a number of 
swans were sailing. The pool curved like 
a moat around what may have been a 
little island, in the center of which rose 
a clump of tall trees that heightened the 
impression of a moated castle.

It was a pleasant spot, and, finding a 
spreading tree all rich with the greenery 
of May, 1 sai down and betook me to 
some thought.

Dismissing for the moment all but my
present condition. I was still in my coun
try dress. I had lost my trusty stick and 
my kerchief with my bread and cheese, 
one red apple, and a copy of Master Wal
ton's " Compleat Angler.” Op the other 
hand. I had gained a pigeon’s egg on my 
skull, a purse of gold, and much experi
ence which, the purse assured me, I had 
not merely dreamed. And I had been 
in London Town less than twenty-four 
hours!
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As for my heart— it had been light 
enough five minutes before, when I came 
out of that garden, still aglow over my 
encounter with the king and immensely 
amused that I should have carried off a 
kiss blown from Nell’s lips over his 
majesty’s bowed head. But then the 
double-dealing of it all, and what else I 
had learned of Mistress Nell, awoke again 
a thousand qualms; and then and there I 
fell again into gloom.

My heart ached for love of the woman, 
yet good sense whispered that I would 
be a fool an I continued to remember her. 
The king’s word of honor that Charles 
Stuart never forced unwelcome gallantry 
upon a woman left him a loophole by 
which, jealousy told me, he would seek 
to profit. He would, no doubt, by his 
very charm and station, bring Nell to a 
point where his gallantry would be not 
unwelcome at least.

Poor Nell, I knew', was already re
signed to that fate. And then my 
jealousy seized upon what Master Wal
ton’s Stratford idol called “ confirmations 
strong as Holy Writ.” I lashed myself 
into the belief that she had but played 
with me, that all her seeming sincerity 
and love were but tricks of her trade, 
feigned passions of the moment, such as 
she practised upon the boards of the 
Theater Royal. To such a pitch of jeal
ous fury did I bring myself— blaming 
only Mistress Nell and not myself that 
left her to the king’s mercy!— that I 
plucked the ribboned buckle from my 
neck and viciously threw it at one of the 
swans in the moat.

Then a truly ludicrous thing happened. 
The ribbon floated and its silken aver
sion to wetting upheld the half-submerged 
buckle. It was an omen! I at once 
sprang to my feet, determined to recover 
it even at the risk of drowning.

But one of the swans was before me. 
A large male creature with a serpentine 
neck recovered from its first fright at my 
violence and came back to investigate. I 
yelled as I dashed to the water’s edge. 
It retreated, then with a curious, vindic

tive hiss it lashed the water with its wings. 
The spray fell, wetting the ribbon.

Nell’s garter began to sink. It disap
peared.

The swan, with another spiteful hiss 
at me, coolly swam to the spot and delved 
its sinuous neck into the water. When 
its head reappeared, there was the tail of 
the ribbon vanishing within its beak. I 
could even see the outlines of the buckle 
as it convulsively worked down the bird's 
snaky throat.

At that I flung myself down under 
the tree arid gave way to a paroxysm of 
something between tears and laughter. It 
was such a ridiculous ending to the pretty 
romance of my garter knighthood. I 
lolled on the ground, hiccoughing like an 
hysterical maid.

But I was precipitately brought to my
senses when I suddenly found myself 
pinioned to the ground by several strong 
hands. Through eyes that were misty 
and stinging from tears I saw that I had 
been seized by two men. I recalled too 
late that probably I was to have been 
watched when I left the house where Nell 
was caged. And I also recalled too late 
that I had left the sword, which had al
ready done me good service, in that house.

It was no surprise now to find that one 
of my assailants was the rascally Master 
Hart. The identity of the other did in
deed make me open my eyes wider.

He was none other than the highway
man whom I had thrashed during my 
travels with the angler. It was Captain 
Scarlet, who, I had fondly supposed, by 
this time had met his deserts and was 
adorning some goodly oak as a human 
acorn.

He recognized me, too, and uttered a 
fearful ciirse, at the same time drawing 
a knife from his belt. Master Hart, who 
was sitting on my feet with his whole up
per weight resting upon my chest, snarled 
at his accomplice and bade him put up 
his knife.

“ There be no need to ha’ the town 
watches at our heels with a corpse to 
account for,” said he. “ Sit thee upon
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his head, fool, while I search. I hired 
thee to obey, and not a penny further 
shall have an ye do not!”

'■  But I have a score against this 
knave!” protested Captain Scarlet. “ But 
two days agone— ”

“ Settle thy score as ye will, but not 
now. Sit on g head, varlet!”

Scarlet put up his knife and did as 
he was told. Almost smothered, but 
somehow strangely indifferent now that 
robbery seemed all their aim. 1 could 
have found it in my heart to laugh out
right. Especially so, when Master Hart’s 
search of me did not reveal what I knew 
he sought.

“ Where is the Thing you carry?” de
manded Hart threateningly.

” An I carry anything of value, you 
may even find it by searching.” said I in 
a muffled voice from under Scarlet’s hip.

‘‘ Aye, marry! An ye have it upon 
you I shall even find it!” said the long
haired rogue. " Methmks that other 
search was in too great haste and over
scant.” Forthwith he tore the boots from 
my feet, and, finding nothing therein, 
proceeded to divest me of my clothing.

When I was stripped and as naked as 
the father of the race, .Master Hart said:

“ Now, Scarlet, thou may’st release 
him. An he seeks, to escape I am no 
judge of young modesty.”

The highwayman stood up and began 
to enjoy his revenge in my plight. Mas
ter Hart paid little attention, however. 
He borrowed Scarlet's knife, and pro
ceeded to rip up every seam and pocket 
of my dress. But he did not find the 
hidden jewel that he sought, and only 
cursed when the precious-looking purse 
revealed a goodly quantity of gold.

“ Where is the Thing?” he asked of 
me where I sat casting furtive glances 
about the park, hoping for succor, yet 
fearing the arrival of any human wit
nesses.

l know not.” said 1. “ I have not
got it and I never had it to my knowl
edge.”

Here Captain Scarlet, who had been

eying the purse of gold in Hart's hand, 
broke in with profane impatience.

“ Idiot!" said he. ” Let us away! Ye 
ha’ that in your hand well repays the 
lay. 'Tis share and share alike, mind ye! ”

Hart saw that I was telling what I be
lieved to be the truth, that I knew no 
more of the King's Jewel than I had 
said, and that certainly I had it not in 
my possession any more than when they 
sought for it in the book. His disap
pointment was somewhat lessened as he 
counted up the gold. His eves bright
ened and he shot an evil glance at the 
ex-highwayman.

“ Share and share alike, mind y e!” re
peated Scarlet, his hand reaching to his 
belt. Master Hart, noting this and dis
covering the knife in his own hand, 
grinned evilly, and Captain Scarlet saw 
his share of that gold becoming infinitely 
less.

With a snarl of rage he sprang at Llart. 
The two men closed in an engagement 
that left me free to gather my clothes 
together. This I did, and began to put 
the ripped and tattered garments on my 
nakedness, the while these two fought 
and bit and snarled like a pair of raven
ing wolves for possession of the gold 
which had become scattered upon the 
sward.

They seemed quite to have forgotten 
me, and 1 hastened with my dressing that 
I might make off before worse came to 
me. But as I was lacing my second shoe 
(from which Hart had ripped the heel 
and toe), Scarlet suddenly uttered a 
gurgling cry and collapsed in the long
haired villain’s embrace.

Master Hart threw him off with an 
oath. The highwayman reeled backward, 
his eyes staring, his mouth open, and his 
hand clutching at his breast. Then he 
tottered on the edge of the moat and fell 
in with a splash.

f stared, my blood chilled with horror. 
Master Hart stood there with a red knife 
in his hand, and he was also, staring at 
the disturbed pool. Scarlet had sunk and 
he did not reappear.
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The swans had scattered in affright, 
but that same saucy male bird came 
swiftly back and delved its long, white 
neck where the highwayman had van
ished. Swiftly it withdrew it, and. with 
a strange cry of alarm, which was taken 
up by the other swans, darted away, 
half-swimming, half-flving. It disap
peared with the rest of the flock around 
the curve of the moat. But ere it went 
I saw that its neck was slightly tinged 
with pink.

Master Hart turned to me. His face 
was pallid, but he grinned when he read 
the horror on mine.

“ Master Hollywood.” said he, “ ’twas 
accident! ’Twas him or me, as ye saw. 
But now we had best begone. I bear 
thee no ill-will, save that I wall keep thy 
gold as well-earned.”

. “ Blood-money!” I cried. “ Twice 
stained! ”

“ A man be worthy of his hire,” said 
he, “ and methinks Milord Buckhurst 
will pay me little for that I found not 
that for which I had thee set upon, and 
which he was still of a mind thou hadst 
somewhere about thee.”

“ Mistress Nell is happy in her friends,” 
I said bitterly.

He looked at me in an odd way.
“ Aye, that she is,” said he, “ and me

thinks you are her latest, barring the 
king’s majesty. But I tell ye, young sir, 
Nell had never a better friend than Dick 
Hart. I have fought for her my life long, 
but I be no fool to oppose her fortune 
and the king’s will. As for thee, go thy 
way. Thou art but an accident Thou’rt 
not even a pawn in the game now thou 
hast not the King’s Jewel.”

With that he turned and walked away 
across the park, being almost immediately 
hidden by the trees. I sat there stunned 
to stupidity bv the swiftness of circum
stance.* It never occurred to me that he 
had walked off with all whereby I might 
eat and reclothe me and discharge the 
king’s mission. Then I remembered.

Now the buckle was gone and all else; 
my clothes were such as might suit a

scarecrow in a held of oats; and the
purse—

I sprang to my feet and pursued Mas
ter Hart, but though I searched over a 
wide range I did not even spy him. Des
pondently I returned to the scene of the 
tragedy and again stared at the water. 
It was now quite placid, save for an oc
casional bubble that blistered the surface 
where the highwayman had met his end. 
And then, my gaze falling to the ground 
at my feet, I discovered a bright gold 
piece blinking up at me.

Here at least was the price of a meal, 
of which I stood in much need. I searched 
around and found two more pieces that 
had been dropped in the fray and over
looked by the thrifty long-haired villain.

Despite my extraordinary appearance, 
for my clothes were in ribbons and barely 
held together to cover my body, I left 
the park and walked toward the heart of 
the adjacent city, which I knew by the 
high ruins of St. Paul’s.

When I passed St. Clement Danes I 
knew that I was near the Mitre. A few 
minutes later I descended into the crypt, 
which was all but deserted at this late 
hour of the afternoon and of the too early 
evening. As I entered I heard some one 
declaiming in a loud, flowery tone. I 
presently discovered mine fat host seated 
on a table and airing to a group • of 
serving-fellows his ability to read, al
though I doubt if he or the scullions un
derstood a word of what he rendered 
from a book.

“ ‘ I confess,’ ” he read with a great 
flourish of accent, “ ‘ no direction can be 
given to make a man of a dull capacity 
able to make a fly well: and yet I know 
this, with a little practice, will help an in
genious angler in a good degree. But 
to see a flv made by an artist-*' ”

“ Sirrah!” said I, boldly interrupting. 
“ I will even trouble thee to return me 
my book, also such bread and cheese, and 
of one red apple what may survive, which 
I left yesternight tied in a blue kerchief.”

The fat host stared at me. his face 
empurpling, but at sight of the gold piece
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which I dirled upon the table with a 
sharp command for beef pie, he handed 
me “ The Compleat Angler,” ordered 
his scullions to their kitchen cellar, and 
himself fell to whisking a chair for the 
reception of my lordly raggedness!

CHAPTER X.

T H E  A N G L E R  A G A I N .

BY  courtesy of mine fat host and a 
portion of my second gold-piece, I 
slept that night in the Mitre crypt, 

in a cell that in other days had been that 
of a monk, no doubt.

But before sleep overcame me I ex
amined the book in the half belief that 
mayhap it did conceal the jewel as Milord 
Buckhurst had suspected. Ail my efforts 
to find a clue, however, failed. I turned 
and twisted the volume, examined the 
binding, shook out the pages, and read 
the latter until my eyes ached and- I 
slept, satisfied that whatever purpose, if 
any besides instruction, had moved Mas
ter Walton to present me with a copy 
of “ The Compleat Angler,” it did not 
concern the precious Royal George.

In the morning I carefully tied up the 
book in my kerchief and prepared for 
further adventuring. Mine fat host sup
plied me with breakfast for a considera
tion, and I felt like a new man, though 
appearing a much-worn and irayed one, 
as I climbed the steps from the Mitre 
crypt and came out upon Fleet.

I had made up my mind that there was 
but one course to pursue. Now that I 
had neither home, clothes to my back, 
nor the wherewithal beyond what was 
left of the money saved from the robbery, 
1 must set out just as I was and find 
Master Walton. If I succeeded and 
could bring him and the jewel to his 
majesty, I might yet mend my sadly 
battered fortunes.

I started westward at a brisk pace, 
determined to leave the city before my 
resolution changed or some new misad
venture diverted me. I had no idea where

Master Walton might be now. Possibly 
he was in London Town, but there was a 
better hope that between the towrn and 
Hampstead Heath his love of fishing and 
some small brook had intervened. I 
would repair back to the bridge where I 
left him and, if he were not there, retrace 
my steps to London, inquiring for him 
by the way.

I had gone but a few paces in the 
direction of the Temple gate when I was 
hailed by name from behind. My sur
prise became indignant astonishment to 
behold Master Richard Hart hastening 
after me with a most friendly grin on his 
rascally face.

I could hardly believe my senses. He 
was a robber, an abductor, a murderer, 
and Heaven knows what else he was not! 
But yestereven he had stolen my purse 
and llec! from me: yet here he was, com
ing toward me as to a brother or a long- 
lost friend.

‘‘ Sir.” said I, “ an T were armed I 
would stop your career with less parley 
than you gave Master Scarlet. I have 
my fists. Though I have not yet had 
chance to wash them this morning. I 
would fain not foul them further. But 
I have a stout voice. Master Llart, and 
if it pleases you not to stand where you 
are, I will summon the watch, which no 
doubt might find interest in a tale.”

“ Nay, Master Hollywood,” said he 
in a raucous whisper. “ Let bygones be 
bygones. And the watch, methinks. 
would thank me for ridding London Town 
of a sorry cut-purse like Dick Scarlet, 
who fled here from the north road but 
to hide himself in the crowd. I might 
even claim virtue and a reward.”

“ What would ye, then, with me? 
Would ye return the king’s purse that 
ye stole?”

“ Ah, if it was the king's and not thine, 
then 1 did not rob thee, young sir.” said 
Master Hart quite cheerfully. “ As for 
business with thee, mayhap I have some, 
or it may be I but say ' good-morning- 
good-neighbor ’ in a brotherly Christian 
spirit. But whither away, Master Holly
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wood? Thy step carried a most urgent 
air.”

“ I leave London, sir, and the neigh
borhood of rogues, evil women, and 
philanderers. Let that suffice thee!"

Saying which, f  turned upon my heel 
and would have proceeded but that he 
familiarly touched my arm. I wheeled 
angrily to behold a subtle smile on his 
face and a folded and sealed missive in 
his hand. From the missive I caught a 
faint aroma that sent the blood flying 
in my veins arid my heart beating fiercely.

“ Nay, then,” said Master Hart, grin
ning, “ which will ye have— the lady’s 
message or the lung’s gold?”

For answer I took the missive and 
broke the seal. Master Hart withdrew 
a few paces and, with his back turned, 
whistled airily while I read the message.

It was from Nell. I was surprised that 
she had been able to write, for that was 
an accomplishment few ladies had. I 
myself was more of an adept at reading. 
But it was in keeping with her whole 
life, which she seemed to have spent to 
her every advantage and further advance.

Though it was an ill-spelled, laborious 
thing, I yet treasured its simplicity and 
sincerity. It read:

D eare L am . :
I  do beg th a t ye re tu rn  to  m e th a t  w hich I  

gave— even the  buckel, fo rr it is th a t  One ye w o t 
of is angered aggenst th y  having itt. G ive it to  
D ickon so a it t  w ill n o tt w orke thee y 'l. Aral 
oh, deare ladu, fo rgett thyne u nhapn i Nell, w ho 
is no m ore w orthe  of thee, and  m ust even dree 
her w eerde as F ay te  h a th e  decrede. I  doe luve 
thee, sw eet R olfe , b u t com e n o t anigh m e agen 
an  ye w ould  no tt m aybe m y niysery the  greater. 
F arew ell, chare la d ! . I d id t-oc S tftt th e e !

N e l i .. I

I turned with mingled feelings to Mas
ter Hart, who was now eying me keenly.

“ I do advise thee to yield the trifle,” 
he said. “ That one ye wot of hath built 
a great coil upon it, and if the buckle’s 
return satisfy him, thou’rt indeed lucky 
to keep my head.”

“ How should I return aught when ye 
robbed me of all I possessed?” I cried.

Master Hart’s face fell. He thought 
hard, then said:

“ Nay, I took it not. I do not remem
ber thou had’st such a thing. Knowing 
of it, I should have noticed,”

“ Then let that be thy message. I 
cannot return that which I have not. 
Odds-heaven! Am I a conjurer that 
takes king's jewels and ladies’ garters 
from his sleeve?

“ Tell Mistress Nell I thank her for- 
her word. Tell her —I am sorry. I 
trusted her— like a fool. And tell his 
gallant and most Christian majesty,” I 
added in a burst of rage, “ that his word 
as a king and a Stuart and a gentleman 
and a knight of the garter is no more to 
be trusted than a serpent’s kiss. Say so 
for Rolfe Hollywood— and fare thee well, 
Master H art!”

I left him then. He may have followed 
— I do not know; for I marched blindly 
ahead, my eyes smarting with hot tears. 
Her letter told me all I needed to know; 
and she had but played with me, for all 
her sweet assurances of love and loyal 
memory. Loyal memory forsooth!

I shook the dust of London Town from 
my heels as if it burned me to tread 
upon it. My pace was furious as the 
speed of my thoughts. My anger, at first 
against Nell, was now turned upon my
self. After -all, who was I that dared to 
love her whom the king had made elect? 
''That right had I to expect loyalty of 
her? I, who had mc-reV intruded upon 
an affair which was already progressed 
tc the point wrhere a pretended abduction 
was its consummation!

I was done with it! The buckle was 
gone. I would forgot that there ever was 
such a person as Nell— Mistress Eleanor 
GWynne— Peg Lymcourt! What had I 
expected of a creature born and bred in 
the gutter, who, by her own confession, 
used the folly of mankind as rungs of a 
ladder leading to the heights or descending 
to the depths?

Thus at the age of twenty-one, after 
one experience of love, I found me a hater 
of all women— as frequently happens!
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By this time I had come upon Hamp
stead Heath. Why I was come there and 
whom I sought I had completely forgot
ten. That I was on the service of my 
rival the king would have appeared as 
a laughable piece of irony had I hap
pened to remember the fact. It was not 
until I saw a familiar figure coming to
ward me, but still afar off, that I came 
to my senses.

Then my spirits rebounded, and I knew 
a great delight and relief, for, and I was 
not mistaken, that ancient with the white 
head, trudging down the road with a knap- 
sask on his back and a long rod over his 
shoulder, was my friend and instructor. 
Master Izaak Walton!

He was much nearer before I was sure 
it was he. Then I shouted and waved my 
arms. He halted and shaded his eyes 
again and again, as if he saw something 
familiar and yet unfamiliar about me.

And no wonder he found it hard to' be
lieve it was Master Hollywood, for I car
ried no bundle and no stick, and my 
clothes were a mass of ribbons fluttering 
madly in the breezes of the heath.

Astonishment held him rooted where he 
stood as I came nearer. When he had no 
doubt left as to my identity he seemed 
greatly troubled.

“ Ah, poor lad! ’’ he cried. “ What mis
hap hath befallen thee? Why return ye 
in this sad plight?"

“ Marry, it seems not to surprise you 
that I return at all,” said I.

“ Nay, but I expected that," said Mas
ter Walton. “ Indeed. I have watched the 
road since morn. But "twas my hope that 
you would come riding in brave show if ye 
had followed the instructions given thee.”

“ Instruction, good master? What in
struction?”

“ Didst study 1 The Compleat Angler ’ 
even as 1 directed, young sir?” he asked.

Yea and nay,” said I. Such have 
been my circumstances that I had little 
time for study. As for the book, 'tis but 
less than two days since ye gave it, and 
but half that time hath it been in my 
possession.”

At that he showed alarm, but on my 
assurance that I had not lost the book, 
that it was even then in my breast, he 
looked around, and choosing a soft spot 
in the shade of the bushes, bade me sit 
beside him and relate my tale.

This 1 did, and 1 never had a better 
listener to a story. He shook with merri
ment over my adventure in the Mitre 
crypt; became excited over my description 
of the fight around Nell's chair, and I 
swear there came tears to his eyes when I 
told him of the love scenes between Nell 
and myself. The tears may have been for 
me. for as I related these things he laid a 
hand upon my knee and shook his head 
like a man of youthful understanding but 
mature discretion.

He was greatly amused over my relation 
of the swan that swallowed my garter- 
token. but became serious anent the kill
ing of Captain Scarlet. As for Master 
Hart, he merely said:

“ A hireling of this Milord Buckhurst 
belike. So he found not the jewel he 
sought?”

" How could he, sir, when I had it not?”
“ True, young sir; very true,” chuckled 

Walton. And his chuckling became deeper 
and more continuous when I told him of 
mine fat host at the Mitre reciting " The 
Compleat Angler ” to his scullions.

” Mayhap it would ha’ profited thee, 
lad, to be as diligent in the study of that 
same discourse. But there is still hope. 
What happened thereafter?”

This part I found hard to tell even 
mine ancient friend. 1 tried to explain my 
feelings on learning that Nell had seem
ingly chosen the king over me; how I had 
trusted her foolishly; how hopelessly shat
tered was my heart, my faith, and un
belief in the goodness of womenkind. But 
I fear I made a muddle of it all. He laid 
a sympathetic hand upon mine, and at 
that 1 fairly choked up as a son might in 
the presence of a father who listens to his 
trouble.

Unable to utter another word, I just 
pulled Nell’s missive from my breast, and 
handed it to him in silence. He unfolded
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and read it slowly, and did not speak for a 
while.

“  Less than forty-eight hours in Lon
don Town,” he presently mused, " and 
here is a lad lives a lifetime of romance 
which, had I not sent him in place of my
self, should have befallen me. Or it may 
be fortune loves some better and some 
less, and favors youth over age.

“ Lad,” he \vent on, speaking directly 
to me, “ you are to understand that while 
romance hath its seeming troubles, these 
but make for that picture which shall 
linger to the end of thy days as a bright 
and blood-stirring memory. And me- 
thinks thou hadst best forget thy present 
love for Mistress Nell, but cherish as that 
which cannot be taken from thee the 
memory of what hath passed between ye.

“ Judge her not too harshly, neither, for 
there is that in this word of hers, and in 
all that you have told me, that inclines me 
most kindly to her. She was wiser than 
thou, good lad, and her heartache will last 
the longer, for that she truly loved thee. 
But thy ways lie apart. So be it, good 
lad, and may God comfort you both!

“ And now let us remake our plans.”
Thus my philosopher summed and dis

posed of my entire affairs, as if a broken 
heart was but a light, everyday affair, 
and to be considered like the state of the 
weather. Yet, after so many years, I 
know that—  But I must keep to my time 
and my story.

“ And now, lad,” said .Master Walton, 
“ before coming to our instruction hour, it 
is in my mind to explain a matter to you, 
seeing that ye have failed in your study 
of that which is worthy .to be perused by 
all anglers, and that ye are even stupid 
when left to thine own guidance.

“ You did wisely and well, however, in 
returning to the heath to find me, sur
mising, no doubt, that I should linger on 
the way to fish, as indeed I have done. 
Think not that when ye saw me 1 was on 
the road to London Town. I but be
thought me of a little brook farther on, 
where I might equally await that coming 
of thine which I expected.”

“ Why did you expect me, good mas
ter?”

" I knew,” was all he vouchsafed. 
'* Now, good lad, ye see me that I grow 
old. Such favors as kings might shower 
upon youth and youth be joyous therefor, 
were but empty things to one who hath 
seen three score and five years of life, and 
hath survived unscathed through the reign 
of four monarchs and-onc lord protector.

*! Therefore I bethought me that as thou 
vert young and the very son of that Sir 
Rolfe Hollywood to whom the king gave 
his jewel, it was but fair thou shouidst 
earn/ it to Whitehall with thine own hands, 
restore it, and from the king’s gratitude 
receive that which is thy right of inherit
ance— thy father's forfeited title and 
estate— and such favors as the king might 
grant a deserving youth.

“ Now, when I said that I considered 
thee too guileless for such a mission, I 
meant but to cover my true purpose, 
which was to give thee the jewel, as I 
did— ”

“ Good master, you mistake. You did 
not—

•• Lad, thou shouidst never contradict 
thy tutor. An I did not give thee the 
jewel then, I shall surely do so now, for in 
some degree thou are as stupid as a bull
head in a sluggish stream and relish not 
the subtleties of a fly-cast. Now, you are 
to make good note of what I say, and—

“ Starry and mercy!" he broke off sud
denly and clutching at my sleeve in alarm; 
“ Think ye, lad, of any reason why ye 
should be pursued?” *

1 looked where he stared across the 
heath. Coming over the level but winding 
road was a swift-moving cloud of dust. 
From it, as the breeze swirled the dust in 
another direction, burst a group of horse
men, galloping toward us, although it 
might Ire merely to pass, for they could 
not have seen us as yet.

" Nay,” said I, and yet— methinks 
„that is Milord Buckhurst who leads them, 
and the long-haired rascal by his side is 
that Master Hart, who alone hath knowl
edge of my departure this way.”



THE KING’S JEWEL. 241

Presently I was sure of these two and 
convinced that, for some new reason, they 
sought to overtake me. I turned to Mas
ter Walton for counsel, and to further my 
confusion discovered that he had disap
peared.

“ Master Walton! Master Walton!” I 
cried.

“ Hush, young lad, and mark me well,” 
said a quiet voice from the bushes beside 
which we had sate; “ whether it be the 
king’s jewel or Nell’s garter they seek, 
conduct thyself with a true Christian for
titude, and deliver it to no hands but his 
own gracious majesty’s.”

“ But how can I when I have neither to 
deliver? The swan hath the buckle 
and— ”

“ And be not remiss as before in thy 
studies,” whispered Master Walton. “ Dili
gence is a jewel, young scholar, and be as
sured that I shall linger hereabouts until
thy return.”

“ But, Master Walton! 1 do not under
stand— ” I began, but I heard a warning 
hiss and then no further sound from the 
bushes.

Almost immediately thereafter Milord 
Buckhurst caught sight of me, or Master 
Hart did and pointed me out. The horse
men— six or seven of them, all by their 
dress gentlemen but Master Hart, who 
seemed hireling guide— drew rein right op
posite me. Milord Buckhurst threw one 
leg over his saddle and surveyed me 
amusedly, finally bursting into laughter.

“ What ho, Sir Galahad!” he cried. 
“ The king’s majesty commands that ye 
return with us to London Town.”

“ For what, pray?” I asked.
“ For what?” echoed Lord Buckhurst 

mockingly. “  Hear him. good gentlemen! 
The king commands his return to London.
1 For what?’ saith he! Ye gods! Come, 
my knight of somebody’s garter, get thee 
to horse and ride with us. Master Flart, 
get thee clown and stretch thy long legs. 
The king’s guest hath need of a swift 
saddle.”

Master Hart got down and held the 
horse ready for me. I was of mind to 

5 A -s

protest, to refuse, to fight, if need be. I 
was out of sorts with kings and courtiers, 
but a whisper came from the bushes.

“ An apt pupil heedeth his instructor. 
Go with them, lad!”

I obeyed, mounting the horse, which 
nearly threw me at the first movement. 
But as soon as the cavalcade dropped into 
a steady canter, I was less ill at ease.

I managed to turn my head as we sped 
across the heath toward the gates of Lon
don Town. I saw no sign of Master Wal
ton, but in front of the bushes Master 
Hart stood on the road, mopping his brow. 
And it was my good fortune never to set 
eyes on this rascal again.

Then I turned my face toward St. Faul’s 
and fell to wondering what new thing was 
about to befall me.

CHAPTER XI.

TI1F. TOWICR O F  LONDON".

THROUGH the Aldgate I was escort
ed by Lord Buckhurst and his 
friends. The latter were not hired 

men, but gentlemen, who had accompanied 
him, no doubt, for amusement.

My return to London, therefore, was 
marked by a certain appearance of pomp. 
People in the streets stared at us. Hats 
were doffed, and once a group of idlers 
raised a faint cheer, thinking maybe that 
I was some foreign princeling coming to 
the court of Charles.

But our way presently headed south
ward to the riverside, where there arose 
the high towers of that ancient pile which 
has seen so much tragedy. I was taken 
across the moat of the Tower of London 
by a drawbridge, and there all pretense 
was dropped. I was ordered from my 
horse and conducted by a scurvy-looking 
guard at whose belt jangled a bunch of 
enormous keys.

Up a winding-stair he took me, Buck
hurst and his friends remaining below in 
conversation with the governor’s people. 
In a small room— a veritable cell— of the 
White Tower I was lodged, and the turn
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key rang his weapon in the lock, and left 
me without a single word of explanation.

When I recovered from my surprise, I 
looked at my surroundings. The cell was 
semicircular. In the middle of the con
cave was a small, barred window, high up. 
I could see nothing outside but a bit of 
blue sky and some birds playing on ‘ Sj 
window-ledge. The roof of the cell was 
very high. There was a small stool as 
complete furnishing. And that is a full 
description of my prison.

I sat down and tried to understand the 
reason for my being brought to the tower. 
It could hardly be in the matter of the 
jewel, unless I was to be punished for be
ing an acquaintance of Master Walton, 
whose own offense was still a matter of 
mystery.

Milord Buckhurst must be well aware, 
through his hireling. Master Hart, that 
whatever I might know about the missing 
Royal George, it was certainly not in my 
possession.

What then? I thought of Nell's letter; 
her plea that I return the garter lest the 
king visit his jealous wrath upon me, as 
perhaps he was now doing. I groped In 
my breast for the letter, determined to 
study it again, and found that I had left 
it in Master Walton’s hands.

For the moment I was much mortified. 
Was I to have nothing of Nell’s that I 
might treasure in after years? It seemed 
my fate to lose everything that breathed 
of her reality. But a few minutes later I 
was ready to thank Heaven that I had 
forgotten to take back the missive from 
mv angler friend. If it were the king’s 
jealousy— and indeed it was precisely 
that— which had caused my capture and 
imprisonment, the finding of that broken
hearted letter of Nell's would have worked 
ill, both for her and me. for in it she con
fessed herself as truly loving me and but a 
victim of the king’s infatuation.

The key of my prison door shrieked in 
the lock while I was still deploring my lost 
token. In walked my guard, accompanied 
by another who, it seemed to me in a flash 
of horrible presentiment, was hideous

enough to be the headsman of the block. 
Behind both walked Milord Buckhurst, 
who greeted me civilly and motioned the 
two men aside while he addressed me.

" Master Hollywood,” said he, “ I bear 
ye no ill-will. Thou art but a pest in the 
way of affairs. I would lief see thee far
ther on the road over which I brought thee 
back. But the king hath heard, somehow, 
of what transpired in the Mitre crypt 
some three nights ago. and knows that 
ye were honored with a certain trifle of 
which he possesses the twin. It irks his 
majesty to be rivaled by a yokel who hath 
but youth and good looks on his side.

“ Master Hollywood,’’ he went on, 
quietly and deliberately, like one who has 
carefully rehearsed his speech, “ I seek 
not that jewel of which at one time me- 
thought you were possessed, but the order 
of a certain other garter which 1 saw 
given thee. It is the king's command that 
ye yield it up. An ye refuse, it will be 
taken from thee.

“ Ye stand to lose it either way, Master 
Hollywood. Yield it and ve go free.though 
’twill be needful, an ye gossip on the mat
ter, to still thy tongue with a rope neatly 
adjusted at its root. Compel force, and 
not only will it be taken by force, but ye 
may languish here awhile for that ye still 
think ye hath some rights in the affections 
of— a certain person.

“ What say ye. Master Hollywood? 
Will ye deliver with good grace?”

“ Milord Buckhurst,” said I, nettled by 
the conditions, “ an I had that thing to 
give thee, before I did so of my free will, 
ye might have that ugly lout here hang, 
draw, and quarter me, lop my head off, 
and spike it on the Lion’s Gate— ’’

“ Seize and search him!” interrupted 
Buckhurst in a most casual manner, as if 
he had expected this.

The turnkey and his ruffianly com
panion laid hands upon me. I did not 
resist. I was unarmed. I had nothing to 
lose. And the headsmanlike person was 
little short of a giant. In a twinkling they 
had me down and were tearing from me 
my clothing which, ragged enough al
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ready forsooth, was further ripped in the 
hurried process.

Again I was all but stripped, yet the 
only thing that rewarded their search was 
Master Walton’s copy of “ The Compleat 
Angler.” flow I thanked fate for that I 
had not Nell’s letter, and how I chuckled 
with inward glee to think that which the 
king seemed to value above his Royal 
George even was no doubt disturbing the 
stomach of a swan in the park of St. 
James.

“  There, milord. Art satisfied?” said 
I, when the two fellows stood up in defeat.

Buckhurst had taken ’ the angler's 
volume from the turnkey’s hands, and was 
studying it with triumph and interest. He 
could read, and the name of Jzaak Walton 
on the bark seemed to reawaken a 
thought. He turned the book all way., 
opened it, shook it out, and peered down 
the hollow of the back binding, even as I 
had done; but all to no result. He 
seemed still to entertain the idea that the 
book itself might contain Nell’s garter—  
or even the King’s Jewel, with which this 
same Wall on seemed to be so intimately 
concerned.

' Suddenly he lost patience and threw 
the “ Angler ” upon the floor.

“ Sirrah!” said he angrily, “ £ believe ye 
are full of deceit, and have hidden not 
only that which I am to recover, but that 
other trifle which was not on your person 
when Master Hart met thee in the park. 
But there are ways of making yokels find 
a nimble tongue.

“ Now, ye will be given but one hour—  
one hour, mark ye, Master Hollywood. 
If at the end of that time ye be not ready 
to declare where ye ha’ hidden bolh these 
things— there is the rack in the donjon 
and a device for loosening teeth so that 
tongues may ha’ more room to wag. Come 
your ways, good fellows!”

Presently the huge key screamed in the 
lock, and 1 was left in the twilight of that 
Norman cell. But for the prospect of the 
torture-chamber I could have laughed 
over my predicament, for as I tried to re
clothe myself, my much-adventured gar

ments refused to hold together, and I had 
neither pins nor thread with which to bind 
them.

And what was I to do when the hour 
was up? I bemoaned the fate that had 
brought Buckhurst and his cavalcade 
down upon us before Master Walton could 
give me the jewel. Had I that in my 
possession I would gladly give it up. It 
was the king’s, and to the king, no doubt, 
milord would take it. I would have been 
deprived of reward, but better that than 
be robbed of life or the use of my straight 
limbs.

As for the buckle and garter— there was 
little sense in considering that. I would 
tell them about the swan, of course; but 
would Buckhurst or anybody else believe 
my ludicrous explanation of its loss?

I sat me down on the stool and stared 
at the stone floor in despair. M y thoughts 
ran in a circle and time slipped by with 
agonizing rapidity. Soon it would be time 
— and then the rack and the thumbscrew 
and the forceps and the hot pincers!

I noticed the book lying on the floor, 
and presently bethought me to engage my 
mind with it. And, I reflected with bitter
ness, Master Walton had urged me to pur
sue the study of it more diligently.

I picked it up and at once became aware 
that something had happened to the book. 
The violence with which Buckhurst had 
thrown it upon the stone flooring had 
burst the binding. The back cover was 
hanging off, and as I stared at the thing it 
seemed to me that a large section of the 
pages had dropped out. Where they 
should have been was a yawning space 
lined with a sort of greenish cloth.

Yet this could not be, for the edges of 
the pages were still around this oblong 
hole, frayed but compact.

I tried to turn back these pages, but to 
my surprise a part of the book— about the 
last half-inch of its thickness— came over 
in a solid section. Absolutely at loss to 
account for this strange thing, I turned 
the pages from the front in threes and 
fours— running them loosely under my 
thumb until 1 came to where they were
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all stuck together in this solid pretense. 
The last readable page concerned such 
fish as the gudgeon, the ruffe, and the 
bleak, and the chapter began:

T h e  gudgeon is a fish repu ted  w  very  excellent 
tas te , an d  to  be very  w holesom e.

At the bottom of this page the sentence 
which ran over on to the supposed next 
was:

H e is one of those lea ther-m o u th ed  fish that 
has his teeth  in his th ro a t, and will hard ly  be 
lost oft the hook if—

if  ,y i f :
That was as far as that copy of “ The 

Compleat Angler " went, for the page 
could not be turned. The rest of the book 
was a cleverly constructed dummy with 
rough paper edges concealing what was 
merely a shallow, hollow box topped by 
the back cover. Milord Buck hurst’s vio
lence had broken some hidden catch, and 
the lid had flown open.

But there was nothing in the little, 
green-lined boxl For what purpose had 
it been designed? To hide what?

I marvel now at my slow wit, my dense 
stupidity. It was quite some time before 
it occurred to me that this had been the 
hiding-place of the King’s Jewel, that old 
Izaak, entrusted with the safe carriage 
of the Order of the Garter, had cleverly 
concealed it inside a specially designed 
copy of one of his books,

I was convinced that I had at last hit 
upon the truth. This was why he had so 
fondly nursed this precious volume. This 
was why after these thoughtful fondlings 
he had again asked me about my father 
to whom the king had entrusted this very 
jewel at Worcester.

But the jewel was not m it 1 Why, 
then, had he given me the case? No 
doubt he had taken out the priceless thing 
anti it was now in his wallet or knapsack. 
But why give me the empty shell and 
urge me to a diligent study? What had 
he designed that 1 should discover? The 
secret of how he had concealed the jewel, 
which would help me not in the least? It

was as if his sense of humor— which I 
had often noted as of the drollest order- 
had urged him to play a trick on me and 
on those who seized me and the book.

I felt very wroth against my friend 
Izaak Walton. I rose from the stool and, 
regardless that the better part of my 
clothing fell from my limbs, began to 
walk up and down the narrow cell in a 
fine rage— the indignation of a fool who 
has been fooled.

And it was then — I have already 
branded my stupidity— I caught a glim
mer of something on the floor; something 
that refracted the little ray of light from 
the barred window. I fixed the spot with 
my eyes and then dived for it. .My hand 
dosed over something cold and hard and 
prickly. I dashed back to the door where 
the light fell best and opened my up
turned hand.

Ye gods! The sight staggered my wits, 
almost blinded my eyes. My heart 
thumped painfully and I staggered to
ward the stool, faint with the joy of pros
pective deliverance.

I feared that I was dreaming, or that 
my sanity had left me. To me it seemed 
that no human eyes could ever have 
looked upon a thing so magnificent— and 
yet real.

Again I looked at it, and now I knew 
from the blood which the thing’s keen 
edges had started from my clutching 
palm, that wfhat I held in my hand was 
really the King's Jewel!

It was a golden badge in which, out
lined in rubies, diamonds, emeralds, sap
phires, and other brilliants that were true 
to the colorings of the objects they rep
resented, was a presentment of St. George 
slaying the dragon!

CHAPTER XII.

h i s  m a j e s t y ’ s  p l e a s u r e .

MY  first impulse was to rush to the 
door, pound it with might and 
main, and there and then bargain 

for my deliverance. But aw-are of my
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stupidity’s proneness to error in action, I 
downed my desire for immediate liberty 
and tried to collect my wits.

If I summoned Milord Buckhurst he 
would cheerfully relieve me of the jewel, 
set me loose unharmed— perhaps, but as 
penniless and tattered as when he brought 
me to the tower or as when I had come 
to London. And milord would then come 
mincing to the king and, bending his knee, 
win his majesty’s good grace by returning 
that for which my father had laid down 
his life.

At last I decided upon a plan of ac
tion. It was fraught with some peril of 
the jewel being taken from me, but it was 
worth the trying. I picked up the ang
ler’s book from the floor and placed the 
shimmering jewel back in its previous 
hiding-place.

The catch, after all, could not have 
been damaged, but merely sprung open, 
for it snapped over the green-lined recep
tacle quite neatly, and in my hand I held 
that which had deceived more than me—• 
as innocent looking a volume as was ever 
sold in St. Dunstan’s Churchyard.

But for some time after that I sat eye
ing the thing, and I must have taken out 
and put back that jewel a dozen times be
fore I had my mind made up about my 
plan.

Then— and then only— did I go to the 
door and begin knocking to attract at
tention. It was not long before the turn
key heard me and opened.

“ How now, young sir?” said he, civil
ly enough.

“ Tell Milord Buckhurst I would have 
a word with him,” I said.

The turnkey grinned, believing I had 
changed my mind in view of the torture 
prospect. He locked me in again, but 
presently returned with his lordship and 
the giant. The latter now reminded me 
of the chief torturer, which he may have 
been.

“ I take it y ’ are ready to reveal where 
ye hid the garter?” said Buckhurst tri
umphantly.

“ If ye mean that of the lady,” said I,

“ I can but say that I have lost it. But 
that other garter badge I knowr of and 
can bring it to the king’s majesty.”

“ A h!” said Buckhurst, who cared lit
tle for Nell’s garter so the king was satis
fied, yet saw infinite advantage in the re
covery of the Royal George.

“ But,” said I, repeating my expression 
of indifference to torture, execution, hang
ing, drawing, and quartering, “ ye may 
do all these things and the secret dies 
with me. But an ye bring me into the 
king’s presence, I will answer to you, mi
lord, that the jewel shall be returned in 
your presence.”

Buckhurst thought a moment, and no 
doubt trusted- his smooth wit to turn the 
occasion to the advantage he desired.

“ I will even bring that word to the 
king,” said he. “ But an this is a trick 
to regain liberty, ’ware the king’s dis
pleasure, sirrah, for in his very presence 
your deceit may be revealed.”

He left me again, and I had an hour in 
which to torture myself with possibilities 
of failure. At the end of that time the 
turnkey reappeared, bringing me a suit 
of fine clothes and nothing less than a 
light sword and a plumed bonnet.

“ Here, milord,” said he with a new' re
spect. “ It be not fitting that one such 
as ye are come into the king’s presence in 
rags. Attire ye in haste, for Milord Buck
hurst waits.”

Buckhurst— if it was he— had made a 
shrewd guess at my size, for when I was 
ready and he entered the cell I cut a neat 
figure. I saw it in the flash of his eyes.

We exchanged few words, save that he 
once more warned me against waiting 
until I faced the king before admitting I 
had lied. He also suggested that, an I 
told the truth, I reveal to him the where
abouts of the jewel and consider myself 
fortunate to be able to go my way with
out further ado. But I held to my terms.

Again I passed through the Lion’s Gate 
and over the drawbridge. Here a couple 
of horses waited, ready accoutred. 
Mounted on these Lord Buckhurst and 
I, follow'ed at a respectful distance by
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several guards on horseback, rode through 
the heart of London in the general direc
tion of Whitehall.

As we went I contrasted my appear
ance with that when I came to the Lower, 
and now the head-bobbing and bowing 
and hat-dofling were greater than ever. 
Xo doubt the commoners took me for a 
lord at least, for my clothing was of the 
best, and new.

But we did not stop at Whitehall. We 
passed up a road that skirted the park 
of St. James and presently, to my pleas
ure and excitement, Buckhurst drew rein 
before that little door which, opening 
through the ivy-clad wall, led into the 
garden of the cottage where I had left 
Nell.

In response to Buckhurst’s knock a 
serving-fellow appeared and took the 
horses. I followed milord into the gar
den after he had had a whispered collo
quy with the menial. Buckhurst went 
straight past the fountain, then by a little 
winding path that led to the rear of the 
cottage. Here, also, were pretty gardens, 
and in the center a little summer bower, 
within which sounded quiet voices.

Buckhurst coughed discreetly, and at 
the same time restrained my advance.

” Is it thou, my good Buckhurst?" said 
a pleasant voice, which I at once recog
nized. “ And hast brought that adventu
rous yokel?”

“ Aye, gracious sire."
“ Bring to us hither."
Buckhurst plucked my sleeve and next 

moment he was bowing before the open 
side of the bower. Not so I, for my heart 
and eyes forgot all but the woman who 
sat on a rustic bench within, the king at 
her side and one of her little white hands 
held in his jeweled fingers.

It was Nell. She looked straight at me. 
For a moment I fancied an eager, plead
ing light in her eyes, not unmingled with 
joy. But all at once she began to laugh 
as if quietly amused. At that I recovered 
my wits and bowed most inclusively.

“ Rolfe Hollywood,” said the king 
sharply, without removing his hand from

over Nell's, “ ye are either a very brave 
youth or an arrant fool. .Milord Buck
hurst tells me ye will reveal where ye 
have hid two certain orders of the garter.
It displeases us to have our privacy 
broken in upon at this time for any fool’s 
whim. But how say ye?”

“ Your majesty," I said, and I am 
afraid I was looking at Nell all the time 
and she at me, “ it seemed to me but my 
right and duty to bring-to your majesty 
in my own person that which his majesty 
in his own royal person entrusted to my 
father at Worcester.”

“ Aye, aye.” said the king, seeming 
pleased. Where then is the jewel— and 
that other?”

“ I pray that your majesty will believe 
an honest youth,” I said, “ when he 
swears that that other thing he hath lost. 
In a moment of spleen, sire, I threw it 
into the moat in the park of St. James, 
and methinks it is now in the stomach of 
one of your majesty’s swans.”

“ Eh, eh?” cried the king querulously.
“ What cock-and-bull legend is this?”

I told my story in greater detail, and I 
saw that the king was inclined to believe 
me. All at once he began to laugh huge
ly, and he chucked Mistress Nell in a 
teasing way under the chin.

“ How now, Mistress Gwynne!" he 
cried. “  Here is a swain so disenchanted 
that he threw thy token into the pond. 
Now shall we hear a dying swan singing 
most sweetly. But answer me, good 
Rolfe,” he added, turning to me: “ Art so 
forgetful of thy passing fancy as this?'

I did not like the way Nell’s hand nes
tled in his majesty’s. T did not like the 
way she laughed, although 1 have some
times thought since she was acting to 
cover her true heart. In any event I de
termined to test her.

“ Aye, your majesty." said I, “ I am 
well cured. With your gracious majesty’s 
permission I would even die a bachelor!” 

The king laughed uproariously. Nell’s 
face crimsoned, but before the king 
turned to observe her, methought her eyes  ̂
flashed me a look of unutterable reproach.
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Well, if she could act a lie, so could I! 
And mayhap she did it for my sake, as I 
did it for hers.

“  And now of the jewel,”  said the 
king, sobering suddenly. ‘‘ That were a 
serious matter. Where is it? What know 
you of that precious badge of my honor?”

I took a step nearer, dropped on one 
knee, extended my arm, opened my right 
hand and said simply:

Here it is, your majesty!”
I heard a gasp from Nell and a low 

mutter from Buckhurst behind me. The 
king stared at the blazing thing in my 
palm and suddenly said:

“ By St. George! ’Tis that same gal
lant image!”

He rose, stretched forward and took 
the thing almost reverently from my 
hand. He examined it and found it un
damaged, for all its adventuring.

“ How came ye by it?” he asked, the 
while he curiously fingered the Royal 
George.

I told him my story briefly, beginning 
with Izaak Walton and the attempt of the 
highwayman. When I told him of the 
gift of the book he seemed to think I was 
wandering from the point, and more so 
when I described the host of the Mitre 
reading its contents to his fellows. But 
when I ended with my discovery that the 
volume had been the hiding place of the 
jewel, he was much amused, not only at 
the thought of the fat host unconsciously 
with the king’s jewel in his hands, but 
at the expression of Milord Buckhurst’s 
face.

And just then there came a rush of 
feet through the garden, and the turnkey 
of the Tower and his giant friend, the 
headsman-chief-torturcr, appeared, breath
less. The king flushed with anger, but 
the pair felt the importance of their dis
covery justified the intrusion. To Buck
hurst the turnkey rushed and held out to 
him the copy of “ The Compleat Angler ” 
which I had deliberately left on the stool 
in the Tower cell. I had carried the 
jewel to the king in the hollow of my palm 
and right under Milord Buckhurst’s nose!

" See, milord!” gasped the turnkey. 
“ Roger and I examined this thing and—• 
it is a trick, milord! See—-it opens!” 
He touched the back of the book with 
his thumb and it sprang open. “ ;Twas 
in this the precious thing you sought must 
ha’ been hid.”

Buckhurst snatched the book from the 
turnkey’s hand and vented his chagrin 

-on the intruders.
“ Get ye gone, ye donjon rats!” he 

snarled, while the king and Nell sounded 
their mirth, for the reason of Buckhurst’s 
rage was obvious. I, too, grinned broadly.

“ You may leave us, good milord,” said 
Charles with a chuckle. “ Ye seem much 
in need of more breathing space."

Buckhurst turned on his heel and left 
the garden. I never saw him again.

When he was gone the king stood in a 
sort of muse for a few moments. As he 
thoughtfully studied the jewel Neil and 
I gazed into one another’s hearts through 
our eyes. Her indignation of gaze melted 
and again came that little touch of 
yearning wistfulness. But the king in
terrupted our silent argument.

“ Methinks, son of Sir Rolfe Holly
wood, that ye should return to Warwick 
and lay claim to that which is thine. 
Come hither.”

I did so, and he bade me kneel. The 
king drew from its sheath the light sword 
that he wore, and beckoned Nell. He 
placed her hand upon the hilt and then 
closed his own hand over hers. Drawing 
her arm upward and forward he brought 
down the blade upon my left shoulder.

“ Rise, Sir Rolfe Hollywood, Knight of 
the King's Garter!” said he.

I got to my feet, dazed. I managed 
to bow in some sort of fashion. It was 
a gracious forgiveness, and that loyalty 
which had been my father’s welled up 
within me. My eyes were filled with 
tears and it was with difficulty that I 
could see either the king or Nell.

But that was not all. Through a blur 
I saw his majesty standing close to me, 
and his hands were at my left breast.

“ And this shall be thy guerdon, Sir
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Rolfe,’' said he, as he pinned on my doub
let the long-lost jewel. " T is  but a bau
ble that loses value to me since it is in 
proper hands, but gains value to thee, 
Sir Rolfe, in that it becomes the badge of 
thine own chivalry. We will have its 
twin made for ourself.”

That was all. I had gained much. I 
had lost Xell— in a sense. But after I 
had kissed the king's hand, it was my 
privilege to kiss hers.

As I did so I felt her little hand trem
ble in mine, and the delicate fingers that 
nestled in my palm suddenly closed tight
ly and lingered a moment —for the last 
time.

That was many years ago. I have for
gotten the ache of that first love of mine, 
but never the sweetness of it. I loved 
again— many times, I might confess—

( T h e

and here at Hollywood in Warwick there 
is a sweet lady who has read these pages 
with much amusement and now and then 
a little tear. And there are children, too, 
about my knee.

My good friend. Master Walton, has 
long passed to his rest; but through many 
a happy day after we came back from 
London Town together, did I fish with 
him in little brc iks, eat with him bread 
and cheese and baked trout and red ap
ples under the greenwood tree, and listen 
to his gentle discoursing.

The king, too, reigns no longer, and I 
have heard that sweet Nell also sleeps. 
But I forgave the king all that was left 
of rancor for that he took her from me 
in those far-away days, because he was 
good to her all the remaining days of his 
life. Almost his last words were:

“ Take care of N ell!” 
e n d .)

tf tJ V

T H E  S T R A W - R I D E
B Y  J O H N  D.  S W A I N

THE big pung.
Maneuvering in the straw for partners.

The discovery that you have drawn your own wife.
The stabbing cold.
The secret elation because you put on your red flannels.
The request that Obed give one of his famous recitations.
The impossibility of getting him to stop.
The rising of the moon over the black hemlocks.
The singing; " My Bonnie Lies Over the Ocean!”
The stop at the tavern for hot coffee and crullers.
It is boarded up for the season.
A new deal, in which you draw a Normal School graduate.
She adores Herbert Kaufman.
Her front teeth and her work in the Choral bunion are prominent. 
You doze furtively.
The pung stops at your house. Sleepy ” good nights!”
The opening of the door, and the escape of the cat—
Who has been waiting hours for the chance.
The fireless stove and arctic bed.
The usual argument about cold feet, with the usual result.
The thrilling taunt of your Plymouth Rock rooster.
Seven o’clock!
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S Y N O P S I S  OF  P R E C E D I N G  C H A P T E R S

BIL L  JE N K IN S , cigar clerk an d  ad v en tu re r, has a  gricvatice—-worth Suj i . t ; — against M alcolm  
E v ere tt, m illionaire, and  follow s h im  on board  the  yacht V icto ry— by w ay  of the ice chute. 
D iscovered in the  hold by “ S im oon Sam  ” H o lstrom , the first m ate, Bill is locked in the 

lazaret, from  w hich he is rescued b \ Saily. w ith  w hom  he is m adly  in love. Sally is a lady detec
tive, and  know s Bill under the nam e of Ed Cole. H er a rrangem en ts for Bill's escape from  the 
y ach t, w hich is now  under w ay, miss fire, and , eluding his pursuers, Bill inad v erten tly  plunges in to  

■ Sally 's cabin w hile Sally is yet" in bed. T here  com es an  im pera tive  knocking upon the  door.

CHAPTER VII.

H O P E S  A N D  P E A R S .

GABRIEL’S trump itself would not 
have startled our adventurer more 
severely than that bodeful knock

ing. It couldn’t have. Jenkins’s quiver
ing senses had already reached their limit 
of wo— and then some.

Rap-rap-rap! Again the summons 
sounded.

“ Quick! There!” whispered Sally, 
pointing at a narrow space behind a 
large Saratoga trunk at the far entl of the 
cabin. Jenkins needed no second bid
ding. He dived to cover like a scared 
rabbit, crouched on hands and knees be
tween trunk and partition, and held his 
gasping breath.

“ Hello! Who's there?” inquired Sally, 
with a splendid imitation of casual sleepi
ness. Jenkins even heard her imitate a

yawn -  good little actress that she was. 
But her action was anything but sleepy. 
Even as she spoke she was out of bed. 
and had whisked a big steamer-rug clean 
over him and the trunk, both.

“ Y o ’ choc'late, miss,” answered an 
Ethiopic voice. “ An’ it's gittin’ all cold, 
too, out yeah. Open de do’, missy; open 
de do'! ”

“ For Heaven's sake, Aleda, is that you 
so early?” queried Sally, with well-feigned 
wonderment as the yacht’s matron rapped 
again.

Jenkins, crouching in his dusty lair, 
knew she was out of the berth, and heard 
the pad-pad-pad of her bare feet on the 
rug. His heart began to flutter with 
something more than alarm.

The door swung wide.
11 What time is it, anyway?” asked 

Sally sleepily.
“ Half pas’ five, missy. Y o ’ said las’

This story began in the All-Story Weekly for February 17.
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night yo’ wanted yo’ choc'late early dis 
mawnin’, wid all dat work to do ’fore we 
git to de canal. Disremember dat?”

“ No, no, Meda,” Sally answered, as 
there came a sound of clinking chinaware 
and a heavy - footed step in the cabin. 
“ But I didn’t think it was more than 
four. My watch has stopped, and it’s 
awfully dark.”

“ Foggy mawnin’, missy; but it’s 
gwineter clear up, sho’, an’ be a lubbly 
day— lubbly as yo’self. How come I 
heered yo’ talkin’ in yeah, missy, ef yo’ 
was sleepin’ when I knocked?”

Black Mcda’s voice seemed tinged with" 
a certain shrewd suspicion. Jenkins 
quaked inwardly and shrank to his small
est possible compass.

“ Talking in my sleep, Meda, that’s 
all,” the girl fibbed promptly. “ That’s 
a little habit I have. Heigh-o,!” she 
yawned. “ I ’m awfully sleepy yet. No, 
I ’ll put in the cream and sugar myself. 
That will be all. Here —  can you use 
this?”

“ What's dat, missy? Half a dolla’, 
all fo’ me? De good Lawd bless yo’! 
Ef all de ladies was lak yo’— ”

“ There, there, run along now,” Sally 
commanded; and Jenkins, with rising 
hopes, thought himself already dragged 
from the pit of despair, when suddenly a 
most insistent tickling began to manifest 
itself in his nose. His precipitate duck 
into the space behind the trunk had 
stirred up a little cloud of dust; and now, 
alas, the appalling necessity of a sneeze 
had gripped his fear-racked being.

Not even death and the fear of death 
itself can at times check the sneeze that 
has fully determined to make itself vocal. 
Jenkins, in the throes of panic, made the 
most extraordinary facial contortions, bit 
his lip, held his breath, fought like a 
fiend against the coming explosion. All 
in vain. Now it was close; now it was 
imminently upon him—

Ker-chav!
As though it had been an echo, a sec

ond ker-chew! rang through the cabin.
“ Lan’s sake, missy!” ejaculated Meda,

turning from the door. “ Hay-fever dis 
time o’ year? Y o’ sneeze loud enough fo’ 
two! Ah’cl almost said dey was some
body else in heah. Y o ’ sho’ly had otnrhta 
see de doctor ’bout dat, an’-— ”

“ There, there, Meda,” Sally inter
rupted. “ Run along, now, or I shall take 
cold for sure. Ker-chew! Thank you so 
much for remembering about the—  
ah-cltew!— the chocolate. Good-by!” 

The door opened. It closed with a 
decisive slam, and the bolt slid home. 
Jenkins heard heavy feet slatting off 
along the deck. Then came silence, bro
ken only by a slithering sound as of 
clothing being donned. A moment passed 
before Sally’s voice whispered:

“ You, Ed?”
“ What is it?” quaked Jenkins, still 

kneeling, and with his face on the floor 
in the farthest corner. “ You aren’t mad, 
are you, Sally? I-— never romped in here 
on purpose, Sally; honest I didn’t.”

“ Get up! ”
Jenkins arose, freed himself from the 

steamer-rug, and stood there, peering 
about him with alarmed eyes. He beheld 
the girl, now well and properly clad in a 
heavy bath-robe and slippers, but with 
her massy hair still veiling her plump 
shoulders, regarding him in some dis
pleasure as she sat on the edge of the 
bunk.

“ Honest, 1 never knew you were in 
here,” he began again, but she raised a 
hand for silence.

“ Hush!” said she in a whisper. “ I 
believe you, you unfortunate infant! 
Least said now the better. What hap
pened that you didn’t get away?”

“ Everything,” Jenkins whispered back, 
advancing from behind the trunk. “ The 
ropes got tangled, or something, and 
crabbed the whole game. Then Sam blew 
along, and I played oyster, with the boat 
for a shell. After that I hiked. Saw this 
door unlocked and— ”

“ All right. Nothing matters now ex
cept to get you out of this without being 
seen. Let me think. And here, Ed, while 
I ’m thinking; drink this— all of it !”
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She gestured at the tray which stood 
on a little table, with a pot of (hocolate 
thereon, together with cream, sugar, and 
a dainty cup,

“ I don't want to gloni it away from 
you, Sally," Jenkins protested, but she 
tapped her slippered foot on the carpet 
and once more pointed at the tray with 
a gesture that allowed no argument. Rill 
therefore obeyed her (as usua'). and 
found the chocolate and cream vastly 
stimulating to his inner man. Its grate
ful warmth suffused him with renewed 
strength.

“ Well, what's the next jiu-jit grip with 
old man Hard Luck?" he guardedly asked 
as he set down the cup with a sigh of sat
isfaction. Somewhat forgotten now were 
his previous fears. This cozy Irlc-a-tctc 
with his adored one more than repaid him 
for all the terrors and sufferings of the 
entire trip to date.

“ Give me your hat. Ed,” the girl com
manded suddenly.

*• All right. What for?" he answered, 
handing her the disreputable and water- 
soaked wreck of what had once been a 
perfectly good imitation Panama

What’s the idea?"
“ It’s like this," said she, still speaking 

in whispers. “ I ’ll put this on deck, near 
the stern. I ’ll tie a rope to the rail. I’ll 
remove the package 1 left for you in the 
boat. 1 shall have to be very, very care
ful about all this, so as not to waken any 
suspicion, but I can manage it.

“ Sam will be sure to think you’ve gone 
down the rope, slid into the water, and 
swum ashore. Meantime you’ll be in the 
safest place on board, the trunk - room. 
He’ll never think of looking for you there. 
Then, when we reach the canal. I ’ll get 
you landed some way or other. Under
stand?”

11 Yes. But how the dev—I mean, how 
in the world did you ever pull that sneeze 
stunt? I thought it was all day with me 
when the dusty microbe handed me that 
spasm. It would ha’ been, too, if you 
hadn’t slid one over yourself. The goods, 
O. K.l ”

" Only a little trick that’s already 
helped me through one or two tight 
places,” Sally answered, smiling. " Xo 
matter about that. Ed. Xow for the 
trunk-room! "

"Where? Me for that!"
" Listen and I ’ll tell you. See that 

door back of you?"
Jenkins turned and observed a door 

beside the trunk.
" Surest thing you know! What 

next?" asked he.
" That leads into the other cabin of 

this suite, and through it you can reach
the saloon."

" The ii'hii //.' I ’m on the wagon. Sally, 
honest I am. and...”

“ Xo, no, stupid! 1 mean, what you’d 
probably call the parlor if this was a 
house. At the front end of it a stairway 
leads down to a landing. You see, I ’m 
speaking in plain terms, so you’ll under
stand me. I have to make allowances for 
your personal equation. When you reach 
that landing, turn to the left, and you'll 
find still another stairway, very steep. Go 
down that, then turn to the right, and go 
straight ahead of you till you come to the 
trunk-room. Understand?"

"Surest thing you know!” And Jen
kins repeated the directions, making only 
three mistakes. “ What then?”

” Wait till I come. And keep still 
down there —  and don't play with 
matches.” She smiled oddly.

“ Every match I’ve got is wet to the 
skin,” answered Jenkins, " so you can can 
the worry-bug about that. I'm wise. On 
my way. then?”

" Yes, just as quick as you're properly 
disguised."

"H uh?"
” Of course you can't be wandering 

round the boat in those disgraceful rags,” 
Sally explained. “ You might be seen, 
and that would mean recognition and dis
aster. Xo; you’ve got to pass incog. 
Here’s the very thing!”

Getting up, she took from one of the 
hooks a pink silk kimono and a boudoir 
cap of robin’s-egg blue pongee.
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“ I think,” she murmured contempla
tively, as she surveyed these with a crit
ical eye in the half-light of the cabin—  
“ I think, Ed, you’ll lie a dream in these!-”

Jenkins blushed, but submitted as she 
put the robe and cap upon him, deftly 
adjusting them with pulls and pats till 
they concealed his disreputable rags and 
tousled hair. Only the problem of how 
to cover up his boots and the bottoms of 
his trousers now remained, and in spite 
of all her cleverness Sally had here to 
admit herself beaten.

It's perfectly obvious,” she comment
ed, surveying his feet, “ that none of my 
No. J slippers will go on to those No. 8 
or No. 9 tootsies of yours, Ed. So you’ll 
just have to chance that part of it. But 
in the gloom, I don’t think you’re run
ning much risk. Now, then, all ready for 
the trunk-room?”

With unquestioning obedience, and 
beautiful to behold in the pink kimono 
and blue boudoir-cap, Jenkins passed 
through the door she opened for him. He 
wanted to take Sally in his arms and kiss 
her again as he had once on a time done 
at the insane asylum, but this was no 
occasion for courtship. He sensed that, 
clad as he was, he Wouldn’t stand much 
show. All he did, therefore, was give her 
hand a little squeeze before the door 
closed again; and with a sigh as ardent 
as the look he cast upon her, prepared 
for further explorations of the yacht.

He had to muster all his nerve for the 
attempt to pass through the saloon under 
false colors. Gingerly he opened the door 
that led to it, peered out, and with only 
too keen a realization that Sally and he 
were of two very different sizes, and that 
he had his work cut out for him in trying 
to pass for her, made his desperate sortie.

Fate was kind. No eye beheld him as 
he kept his perilous course to the trunk- 
room. Save for a first-class scare when a 
voice sounded down a lateral corridor, 
and palpitation of the heart due to catch
ing his boot-heel on the second stairway 
and just missing a noisy plunge to the 
bottom, he arrived safely, soundly, and

in his right mind. Thereafter he retired 
behind baggage, in the dim-lighted place, 
and resigned himself to waiting for the 
arrival of his divinity.

Many thoughts and wonders occupied 
his mind as he sat there, now divested of 
his gaudy raiment, and once more clad 
in his wet rags. Even to record a half of 
them would fill pages. But one must be 
made known; one that presented itself 
something like this:

“  If she didn't fall for me pretty 
strong, why should she frame all these 
stunts for me? I ’m either ‘ it ’ with her. 
or I don’t know the symptoms!”

Vastly heartened— for nothing mat
tered, if only he could win her love—  
Jenkins waited, determined to put a 
leading question to her just as soon as 
she should come, and sound the truth 
regarding her affections. The wait was 
long, interminably long; but everything 
on earth has an end, and so did that.

Just as Jenkins was making \up his 
mind that eternity must be all over, he 
heard her light step along the passage
way, and a moment later, rising to his 
feet, beheld her in the half-light of the 
trunk-room.

“ All right, Ed?” asked she. “ Every
thing all right?”

“ Fine and dandy, Sally,” he smiled, 
trying to take her hand once more, but 
this time failing. “ Everything all to the
mustard, except just one thing.”

“ What’s that?”
“ Something I want to get hep to, and 

you’re the only one can wise me.”
I hope you're not going to talk non

sense, Ed,” she reproved him, “ at a crit
ical time like this?”

“ Nonsense nothing!” he indignantly 
retorted. “ This is the kingpin of impor
tance, Sally. Say, slip me the right dope 
on this proposition, will you? A girl 
wouldn’t put the pedal on hard luck for 
a fellow, now would she, and do it all the 
time, unless he stood pretty much ace- 
high with her?”

“ There, there, Ed, don’t get per
sonal,” she warned. “ You’ve got too



BILL JENKINS, BUCCANEER. 253

much ahead of you yet to be bothering 
about anything of that sort!”

* I’m on, Sally,” he persisted: ‘‘ but 
would she? You know you’re the only 
sweepstake that's keeping me on this 
trouble speedway. If it wasn't for you 
I ’d be tickled to death to call the whole 
game a bunch of Gorgonzola and blow. 
Everett and Sam are double-crossing me: 
Mrs. Trouble beans me every time I peek 
out, and the whole- thing seems stamped 
with the nix-brand, all but you. You 
keep skating in and putting everything in 
the right vibration, Sally. Tell me, now, 
do you think you could ever learn to — ” 

“ Hush, Ed! There's no time now for 
anything but practical details.” She pro
duced a paper bag front beneath a loose 
gray cloak she was now wearing. " Here 
are some provisions, enough to last you 
till we get to the canal. All you have to 
do now is keep quiet.”

Jenkins, half starved, eyed the bag 
with keen interest. Decidedly, the pros
pect was brightening. Simoon Sam was 
squelched; Sally was kind; and, more
over, Jenkins now had some definite idea 
of the whereabouts of the Victory. The 
canal so often mentioned could, of course, 
be none other than the Panama Canal. 
Jenkins felt that he would yet live to 
make the stay-at-homes green with envy.

“ I get you,” he answered, leaning 
against a trunk and gazing at his divinity 
with an adoration which even his dis
colored right eye could not conceal. 
“ What you say goes. Only don’t throw 
me, Sally. Without you I ’ve got no more 
chance of being happy than a crab has to 
sing. And the eats look good, believe me. 
What are you slipping me. anyhow? 
Cold chicken, I suppose, and quail, and 
patty de foy grass, with a quart or two 
of champagne on the side?’’

The girl laughed quietly as she shook 
her head in negation.

“ I'm sorry, Ed,” she answered; “  but 
the best I could get you for now is five 
raisin buns, two bananas, and a bottle of 
milk. You see, things aren’t fully organ
ized on board yet. I t ’s lucky they aren’t.

The crew, or most of it, won’t come 
aboard till we reach the canal, so— ”

“ No crew?” Jenkins demanded, aston
ished. “ How’s that?”

“ We’re towing, of course. Didn’t you 
hear the tug?”

“ Oh, that puffing noise? I thought 
that was the yacht’s engines.”

Sally laughed again, whereat Jenkins 
blushed.

“ I never knew they towed boats as far 
as this,” he offered in explanation. “ But 
it cuts no ice, anyhow. The only dope 
that matters now is whether you hand me 
the glad smile or the frozen mitt. I ’ll do 
everything as you've framed it for me, 
Sally. I'll blow back home and stick 
around till the kale shows up. But I can’t 
lose track of you again, and won't! No 
more fox-and-hare hunts for you all over 
the map. Slide me your address while 
there’s a chance, and put the joy-frills 
round my heart!”

“ Not yet. Ed; not quite yet,” she 
denied him. " One thing at a time. Do 
as I tell you, and nothing else, if you 
want to please me. Will you?” .

“ Some!” he vigorously affirmed. “ I ’m 
on! ”

” That’s the way I like to hear you 
talk,” she answered, with one of her lu
minous smiles. Then, having exacted his 
most solemn promise not to stir from his 
place of concealment till she should come 
to liberate him —  and also having very 
deftly blocked his most artful subter
fuges to get an arm about her waist— she 
gathered up the blue boudoir-cap and 
pink kimono that had disguised him, and 
once more withdrew, leaving his soul sus
pended betwixt black chasms of despair 
and roseate heights of hope.

CHAPTER YIII.

S T A R T L I N G  R K V K L A T I O N S .

THE insistent demands of a gnawing 
hunger, however, very soon out
weighed even the most romantic of 

dreams, and Jenkins presently abandoned



254 ALL-STORY WEEKLY.

his visionings for the practical matter of 
the paper bag. He Spread out his frugal 
meal on a trunk, sat on another, and fell 
to with an appetite so hearty as to dis
prove entirely the popular notion that a 
man can't be in love and hungry at one 
and the same time.

Prudence dictated that he should not 
make an end of his total commissary sup
plies at one sitting. Some time might 
elapse before he could get any more. 
Therefore he consumed only three of the 
buns and one of the bananas, and drank 
hardly more than half the milk. The rest 
he put back carefully in the bag, ready 
for all contingencies.

The hardships of the many sleepless 
hours he had passed the night before, 
joined to the food and warmth, inclined 
his senses all to slumber. Making him
self as comfortable as he could— which 
wasn’t very comfortable, after all— he 
once more slept upon the floor.

A trifle like this was now of no con
sequence whatever Time passed— a habit 
that time has, as Mark Twain well ob
serves. How7 long a time, he could not 
tell. He knew only that he awakened to 
find Sally bending over him again, shak
ing him a little by the shoulder.

‘‘ Get up now, Ed,” she was command
ing. “ It’s time for you to leave the yacht. 
We’re in the canal basin. Get up!”

Jenkins rubbed his eyes, blinked, 
yawned, and arose.

“ Huh?” he inquired. The canal,
you say?”

“ Yes. Come along.”
“ Not before you slip me your address, 

Sally!”
“ Oh, Ed, E d!” she exclaimed with 

some annoyance. ” How can you, when 
you’re in such danger?”

“ For your sake I ’d umpire an eleven
inning tie game before twenty thousand 
people and strike the home team out! 
Won’t you tell me where you— ”

“ Shhh! Come!” she commanded in a 
tone that left no slightest room for any 
further argument. M There’s not a min
ute to lose! ”

Obediently Jenkins followed her as she 
led the way. There was, in fact, nothing 
else he could do. One hand over hia 
heart tried to stay its fevered throbbing; 
the other clutched the paper bag contain
ing the banana, the two buns, and the 
pint of milk. Noiselessly, and with an 
air of cautious assurance, Sally conducted 
him on deck once more.

A reeking fog, even whiter and thicker 
than that which had until now veiled the 
sea f{om Jenkins’s eyes, still hung over 
the surface of the deep— a fog smelling 
somewhat of smoke; a pallid morning 
fog that beaded itself in tiny drops on 
every thread of clothing. As Sally con
ducted him along the narrow runway be
tween the deck-house and the rail, our 
adventurer thought he could just barely 
make out, off to the right, something like 
the dint outlines of a city.

The yacht, he perceived, was now quite 
motionless, and the puffing of the tug had 
entirely ceased. Other sounds of man’s 
activity, however, reached his ears —  a 
muffled roar of traffic over cobblestones, 
a clank of metal, the whistle of an en
gine. Somewhere, a dog was barking 
stridently.

Jenkins shuddered a little at thought 
of now being thrown out, lacking all re
sources but his native wit, in this strange 
foreign city on an unknown coast.

Suddenly the idea of funds occurred to 
him. His forty-seven cents, he knew, 
would make a mighty poor showing so 
far from the old U. S. A. Never in his 
life had he asked any woman for money, 
since he had quit begging his mother for 
a nickel to buy “ peewees ” with.

Now the idea of requesting pecuniary 
assistance from the idol of his soul filled 
him with revulsion. Should he, or 
shouldn’t he? Rent with the most tor
turing indecision, he hesitated on the 
brink of the choice whether to suffer un
told hardship or confess his plight to 
Sally.

As the girl paused, peering keenly along 
the deck in fear of trouble, Jenkins 
paused, too, and once more gazed over
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side, as though to find some solution to 
his quandary in the elements. The pros- 

gpect puzzled him, in spite of all his per
turbation. He had expected to see jungles, 
mountains, palm-trees, the luxuriance of 
a far, tropic shore. But all he could 
seem to make out was a vague jumble 
of far-away buildings through the now 
lightening fog.

“ Gee,” murmured Jenkins. “ this don't 
square up very close with what the maga
zines and movies dope out, about these 
chocolate-eclair spiggoty climes. What 
the— ”

Boom!-a-room— a-room !
Echoing, round as an 0 , the thunder

ous report of a cannon rolled over the 
reaches of the water, and died in the 
offing.

a That’s the morning gun from Water- 
vliet Arsenal,” explained Sally, turning 
toward her protege. “ So you see you’ve 
reached the canal, all right, just as I 
said you would. We’ve made good time 
from Rhinebeck, where they put on an
other tug.”

“ Rhinebeck?” stammered Jenkins, 
with a sudden fear at his heart. “ What 
do you mean— Rhinebeck?”

“ Why, just what I said. What about 
it?” asked Sally, astonished.

” Rhinebeck —  the Rhine —arsenals—  
cannons!” Jenkins gasped, clutching the 
damp, cold rail with both hands. ‘‘ Holy 
suffering mackerel!”

“ What on earth is the matter with 
you now?” demanded the girl, staring 
with wide eyes. “ What are you turning 
pale for? Have you lost your senses?”

Jenkins could find no words, a mo
ment, to voice his panic-stricken indigna
tion. Then, making a supreme effort, he 
gulped:

“ Why— why didn't you tell me the 
truth?”

“ What truth?”
“ About where you were taking me? 

Why didn’t you wise me you— you were 
— headed for Germany, and the Kiel 
Canal, and the war zone? And not— not 
shanghai me into— this?"

“ Into what?” Sally still persisted, quite 
unable to believe her ears. “ What in 
the world has happened to you, Ed? Are 
you going crazy, or what? You said you 
were, in my cabin. Want me to believe 
it now?”

Jenkins peered at her with blinking 
eyes, his clutch still tight upon the rail.

‘‘ Well, if 1 was, it ’cl only be handing 
you what you deserve, and you’d be to 
blame,” he managed to articulate. “ You 
sail for the tropics, and now here we are, 
with the Kaiser's guns giving us the once
over! If that's not raw- -”

Kaiser's guns? War zone? Kiel 
Canal?” repeated Sally, in a slow, won
dering voice. Then, as though compre
hension had suddenly dawned, she laughed 
a little wildly, and cried:

“ Oh, lovely!”
“ What's lovely?" demanded Jenkins 

with ire. “ Next thing we know, a forty- 
two centimeter will be playing ping-pong 
with our livers, and you call it lovely! 
What’s lovely round here?”

“ You are. Ed,’’ the girl asserted. 
“ See here, now. Do you know what 
you’re really looking at now?” And she 
extended a very* shapely hand in the misty 
morning light toward the half-seen city 
across the water.

“ What am I looking at?” asked Jen
kins, in amaze and fear. “ Just what you 
said, of course. Germany!”

“ Ha-ha! Excuse me, but. I really 
can’t help it. Listen, Ed. This river 
here is the Hudson, and- ”

“ The Hud-son? Stop kidding, Sally; 
stop kidding!’’

“ It is, Ed, really and truly. The Hud
son, and nothing else. We’ve been tow
ing up this river two days and a half. 
The Rhinebeck T referred to just a min
ute ago was Rhinebeck, Dutchess County, 
New York. That city over there is Troy, 
where they make all the collars and cuffs. 
You are now about a hundred and fifty 
miles from New York City, almost due 
north; and the canal in question is the 
Erie Canal. Well, now, do you or don’t 
you understand me?”
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It seemed rather obvious that Jenkins 
did not— that is, not very clearly. For 
at the sound of these words, which in 
one minute had fired a chain-shot through 
all his conclusively proved theorizings, 
he collapsed heavily into a steamer-chair 
beside the deck-house.

Limply he drooped there, and from 
lackluster eyes peered at his goddess, 
with blank amazement in his heart, and 
in his hands a paper bag containing only 
one banana, two raisin buns, and half a 
bottle of milk now rapidly turning sour.

For a long minute after these perfectly 
astounding revelations had crashed into 
his dazed brain, Jenkins sat there com
pletely paralyzed in thought, speech, and 
action.

He had as firmly believed himself in 
foreign lands as you believe you are read
ing this truthful record of his adventures: 
but now he found himself only a few- 
paltry miles from New York, Henderson, 
Harry, Clara, Mrs. Spriggs, and all the 
rest of it back in commonplace, every
day America. Do you wonder that the 
springs of his entire being seemed for the 
moment to shut up, like a weak-backed 
jack-knife, and leave him utterly stunned? 
No, and neither do I.

But Sally’s eyes upon him. and the 
stimulus of Sally’s smile, almost at once 
brought him out of his daze, as cold water 
thrown on a sufferer from nightmare will 
free him from his terrors.

“ Gee!” he made shift to murmur, 
standing up again rather weakly. “ All 
right. If you say so, it’s the goods. As 
a goat-grabber, it’s some grabber, but 
never mind. I ’m wise. What next?”

“ Next?” asked she. “ Go ashore, take 
the first train for New York, and wait 
there, as agreed. Nothing simpler.” 

“ Back up, back up!” exclaimed Jen
kins with hauteur. “ That's all off now. 
Nothing to it, Sally. I've scratched that 
program, from overture to curtain-call!”

“ What for?” the girl demanded. It 
was her turn now to feel amazement. 
“ You’ve got to go. Ed, and go quick, 
I tell you! Any minute Mr. Everett or

Sam or somebody is liable to find you 
here. And if they do— ”

“ I should worry! That’s nothing to 
me, beside the fact that I ’ve been strung 
to a finish, and that this whole bunch 
here has handed me a bunch of wallops 
not yet paid for. If I ’d really had that 
foreign trip stuff, I ’d have blown back 
as you said, and waited. .But now when 
even that was a ’phony, and I ’m still in 
the U. S. A. with these Everett guys, 
I'm going to stick around till they hand 
me what’s coming! Get me?”

“ Now, now, Ed,” the girl essayed to 
soothe him. " Listen to reason, can’t 
you? And— ”

“ Nix on that, Sally,” Jenkins firmly 
interrupted, clutching his paper bag with 
a hand that now no longer trembled. 
“ They thought they had me all elected 
to the In-Bad Club, didn’t they? But 
I'm still on the job, believe me! They 
tried to— ”

“ Don’t be a fool, E d!” Sally ejacu
lated, with an anxious glance along the 
still deserted deck. " Nobody wants to 
cheat you, in any wray. Their intentions 
are the very best toward you.”

“ Fat chance to make me stand for 
that'” he retorted. “ After the way Mal
colm Everett frisked that nine hundred 
and twenty-one dollars and seventeen 
cents off me and beat it, and then all of 
them flew the coop to Italy, or Europe, 
oi somewhere— ”

“ That w;as all a mistake,” Sally en
deavored to explain. “ Malcolm thought, 
of course, you were the right man, and 
would know- what to do next. And after 
he’d escaped, naturally they all had to 
get out of the country, right away. We’ve 
been just dying to know the inside of the 
whole mystery— who you really are, how 
you got hold of that suit-case, and— and 
no end of other things. So— ”

“ All that cuts no ice now,” affirmed 
Jenkins. “ That's dead and gone. Where 
1 live is what I ’m going to get out of the 
present and future. Put me hep to this 
proposition here, and then I ’ll tell you 
what I ’m going to frame up next.”
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“ Now, see here, Ed,” the girl protest
ed, “ we simply can’t stand here talking 
this way. The situation is critical. You’re 
apt to be discovered any time, and yet 
you insist on discussion. You must leave 
the yacht this minute!”

And, taking him by the sleeve, she tried 
to drag him round the deck-house in a 
direction which— to judge from a sound 
of voices and a rattle of machinery there 
-— seemed to give promise of the dock 
where the Victory was lying moored.

“ Leave it?” ejaculated Jenkins, resist
ing. “ Blow, now? Nix on that! I ’m 
going to stick tighter than a porous- 
plaster till I ’m wise to the whole game, 
and cop off my share of justice!”

“ Oh, dear, oh, dear!” the girl ex
claimed in very great agitation. “ Was 
there ever such a man in all this world? 
Listen, Ed, and I ’ll give you an outline 
of what you want to know, since there’s 
no other possible way of stirring you. 
The man you rescued from the asylum 
is now on board. His father, Henry J. 
Everett, is going to rejoin him here to
day, coming up by train from New York, 
where he’s been detained on business. 
LTnderstand?”

“ Sure. What next? How about that 
nine hundred and twenty-one dollars and 
seventeen cents and— ”

“ Cornelius Everett, the old gentleman 
who employed you by mistake, is now at 
Detroit. This yacht is going through the 
Erie Canal, with its masts lowered, to 
Buffalo. Then it will proceed down Lake 
Erie, pick him up, and go along to 
Georgian Bay, where the Everetts have a 
hunting-lodge and intend to pass the fall. 
Nothing simpler! What are you making 
all this mystery about?”

“ It may frame up simple to you,” Jen
kins returned, still resisting the girl’s 
every effort to impel him toward the dock. 
“ But I ’m noUthe E. Z. Mutt I was when 
I first connected with this bunch. It 
takes a bigger needle to jab me now than 
.it did then, and nobody can slip anything 
over on me at all!”

“ Nobody wants to, Ed!” Sally ve- 
6 A-S

hemently protested, obviously scared blue 
at the prospect that the obstinate Jenkins 
might be found on boa.rd. “ If you won’t 
go, as I advise you, Hide somewhere out 
of Sam’s way, anyhow, until Malcolm 
Everett has had his breakfast, and then 
let me present you to him. Tell him 
your story, explain who you are, and ask 
him to— ”

“ Never! ” Jenkins rejected the propo
sition, striking the rail with his fist, while 
his usually mild blue eyes blinked sav
agely. “ Fate first switched that male
factor onto my main track. Fate came 
back strong, and steered him into Hen
derson’s cigar-stand on Sixth Avenue, 
where I work. And all the time he was 
double-crossing! Now, think I ’m going 
tc prance up and put him wise to who’s 
trailing him, or slide him any clues? Nay, 
Pauline!”

“ But, Ed— ”
“ Forget it! He’s got to hand me the 

recognition himself, come across with the 
right thing, and do me justice. If you 
think I ’m going to pull the beggar stunt, 
or the kind-sir-please-slip-me-a-dime line 
of chatter, you’re in the wrong pew. Get 
me?”

In silence, the silence of despair, Sail}? 
looked at him a long moment. Her lips 
moved, but without making any sound. 
One would have said, however, they were 
framing the words: “ Nobody home—  
they’re always out!”

But now?, of a sudden, the voice of 
Simoon, roaring some inchoate order, 
startled her into action.

“ He’s coming, Ed,” she whispered, 
going rather pale. “ Oh, dear, he’s com
ing! He weighs two hundred, and he’s 
got a fist like a ham— and this is one of 
his ugly mornings. He’ll kill you, Ed—  
he’ll surely kill you. Come, come, come!”

Violently she pulled him from the rail 
and toward the forward companion way. 
Half yielding to her strength, half to a 
sudden pang of apprehension that despite 
him now pierced his heart, Jenkins fol
lowed her.'

“ Back to the hold,” she commanded
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with tense imperativeness. “ Back to the 
trunk-room, and wait till I come! Quick, 
Ed, before he sees you— quick, quick, 
quick!"

CHAPTER IX.

J E N K I N S  P R O P O S E S ,

JEXKIN S would have indignantly de
nied, had you asked him, that he was 
now fleeing in rout from the imminent 

peril of discovery by Simoon Sam. At 
most he would have admitted “ strategic 
retirement to a previously prepared po
sition.”

But the effect was the same, in any 
case. With great celerity he scuttled 
down the ladder, still clutching his paper 
bag, and ran along the passageway at the 
bottom.

He took the wrong direction, however, 
and in a moment came to another open
ing, quite unfamiliar, but obviously lead
ing down toward safety. Here a deep 
gloom shrouded all. Hastily Jenkins 
descended a few rounds of a ladder, then 
jumped— and landed almost up to his 
waist in an open barrel of what engineers 
know as “ heavy steam oil.”

Now, heavy steam oil is a dark-green 
grease of a peculiarly disagreeable quality, 
also it holds like quicksand any object 
immersed therein. Jenkins was panting 
with exertion, and his brow was dewed 
with sweat, by the time he had got him
self clear and had started— trailing grease 
at every step-—in search of the trunk-room 
once more.

“ Holy cuttlefish!” he exclaimed, sur
veying his plight. “ If this hasn’t got the 
limit skun till it bleeds, what has? Hard 
luck has certainly come to board at my 
house, that's no pipe.”

Ruefully he contemplated the oleagin
ous wreck of what still remained of his 
clothing, under the dim light in the trunk- 
room, reflecting meanwhile that unless he 
could find a change of raiment his chances 
of appearing to any advantage at all in 
Sally's eves were now reduced to zero.

The proximity of so many trunks, 
doubtless filled with the very finest of 
apparel, all at once struck him as an ex
tremely fortunate circumstance.

After what Malcolm Everett had hand
ed him he reasoned— and after all the 
woes therefrom resulting, these miscreants 
positively owed him at least one suit. He 
certainly seemed to have barked into the 
right stall this time. His hookers were 
out to hook something real in the dolling- 
up line.

The whimsical twist in his brain con
vinced him that a good omen had be
fallen. Had not his first adventure be
gun with a suit-case full of clothing, and 
was not the circle now completed? Yea, 
verily. So Jenkins prepared for loot.

The task of opening any of the trunks 
would have outclassed him had he not 
still possessed his key-ring, with half a 
dozen keys thereon. This he dredged out 
of a trouser pocket almost completely 
filled with steam-oil. After trying all the 
keys in vain on seven trunks, at last he 
found one with which he jubilantly 
opened the eighth.

“ Hot stuff!” murmured Jenkins, sur
veying the contents. Exultation filled his 
breast at sight of much apparel, all the 
very best quality. But, alas! not one 
suit came within a mile of fitting him. 
They all, as he tried them one by one. 
draped themselves about his none too 
ample frame more loosely than an ele
phant's skin on that familiar pachyderm.

Jenkins realized the absolute impossi
bility of appearing am where at all, much 
less before Sally, in any such attire, and 
therefore rejected everything. Perplexed, 
he stood there in the retirement of the 
trunk-room, clad only in his B. V. D.’s 
and a frown of perplexity.

At this critical juncture his eye fell 
upon another suit, of plain black stuff, 
that his first search had overlooked. 
Dragging this out, he discovered it to be 
a costly dress-suit, which must have be
longed to some other person altogether 
than the owner of the other clothes, for 
its size came close to his own.
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True, it measured two inches too short 
in the sleeves and three in the trousers, 
and fitted with most uncomfortable snug
ness under the arms, but anyhow it would 
do— it would have to. And weren't tight 
clothes all the style, anyhow?

This suit, then, Jenkins decided to an
nex. Hobson’s choice renders the best 
of us uncritical.

On a pinch, he reflected, he might pass 
himself off as a valet, a butler, or some
thing of that kind, even though his neg
ligee shirt, with black and purple stripes, 
was far from the appropriate thing under 
the circumstances.

He effectively disposed of his ruined 
clothing by doing it up in a neat bundle 
and depositing it in the trunk. Here, 
safely locked up, it was sure to escape 
observation much longer than as though 
he had tried to conceal it elsewhere. Jen
kins now sat down to take stock of the 
situation, and felt very greatly relieved.

Things were coming pretty slick and 
speedy, after all— so his cogitations ran. 
What though fate had already handed 
him a few wallops? He was still on the 
job, was wise to the Everetts’ lay, and 
had made progress with Sally, who had 
shown a real interest in him. There 
seemed to be kippy doings in store for 
him, ending with a pile of frog-skins and 
no doubt a jangle of wedding-bells— who 
could say?

“ The pie I ’m scheduled to cut,” he 
concluded, “ is so juicy that the custard 
is just on the point of leaking out. I 
should worry!”

Thus encouraged, and realizing that he 
might have to wait a long time before 
Sally could get speech wdth him again, he 
bethought him of how best to carry on 
the courtship so cavalierly begun. Sally 
had already written him a letter— why 
should he not respond with a poem?

Poetry, he knew, was the “ open se
same ” to every woman's heart. Poetry, 
therefore, he would write. His corres
pondence course in literature and familiar 
quotations, he realized, would prove in
valuable. All he needed, now, was a lit

tle paper, to enable him to burst into
song.

Jenkins cast about him for paper, but 
found none at all, save the bag holding 
the remains of his lunch. He therefore 
devoured everything, and drank the milk 
— not very sour— as a preliminary to get
ting down to literary work.

He opened the trunk again that held 
his bundle of rags, hid the empty milk- 
bottle there also, locked the trunk again, 
and sat down to labor with the Muse. 
First spreading out the paper bag on a 
trunk, he sat down on another, found the 
bit of pencil Sally had given him, and fell 
to with a will.

As he v'rote his quixotic heart began 
to beat high with the most rosy of hopes. 
Not even bruises, kicks, prunes, rain, 
grease, or the fact that he and his safety- 
lazor had now been strangers for some 
time, could quell the ardor in his breast. 
His love transcended all such trivialities. 
Nothing, he felt, but death itself, could 
ever play the extinguisher on that im
mortal flame.

Jenkins had never written a line of 
poetry in his life, but he had long been a 
great magazine-verse fan, and knew rime 
when he saw it. Therefore, with entire 
confidence, he put the pencil into his 
mouth, bent to his task, and wrote bold
ly' on the paper bag— which was not too 
greasy on one side:

SONNET TO SALLY.

M ore precious to  me th an  gold or silver 
A rt th o u , oh pearl o f th e —

Jenkins stopped, facing a sudden dif
ficulty. The hurdle right before him 
seemed almost too high to jump over. 
What the devil wmiild rime with “ sil
ver ” ?

“ Bilver, dilver, filver, gilver,” mur
mured he. “  No, that won't do. Noth
ing to it. Hilver, jilver, kilver, lilver? 
Rotten! Milver, nilver, pilver, .quilver,
rilver? Punk! Tilver, vilver, wilver,
yilver, zilver? Damn!”

Puzzled, he scratched his head. Then
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ail at once “ Wilbur " occurred to him. 
Fine! The sonnet began again:

M ore precious to  me th an  gold or silver.
Sw eeter th an  chocolate m ade by W ilbur,
A rt th o u , oh pearl of all the  airis
T h a t I have know n in the w hole w ide w orld !

Jenkins was well away from the .post, 
now, and going strong. Swiftly he con
tinued:

N o pearl ever shone in O m an 's pure depths 
L ike thou . T h y  im age I a lw ays have kepi 
O h, tru e  love of m ine, you are divine.
L ike roses fo r sunshine fo r th o u  I pine,
U ntil you speak one w ord  th a t will m ake you

m in e !

D ay and  n ight, in all my: dream s,
I  have d ream ed of you, m y m atchless queen.
All others forsaking, th e  vow  I have taken 
T o  forever lie tru e , though  m y heart be aching.

Came a pause. The Pierian Spring 
seemed to be running dry. Jenkins felt 
that if he only had his pipe, or even one 
of Henderson's “ twofers,” he could make 
a quick drive over the last bunker and 
put in on the green of Hesperides. But 
somehow the words wouldn't come. Never 
before had he realized just what the pro
duction of literature really meant. How
ever. with determination he bent to his 
task and perspiringly concluded:

So say me no t nay , oh fairest of m aidens,
B ut speak the  fond w ord  w ith  happiness laden, 
In  fact, the  sw eet Y es th a t will th rill m y heart

and  soul.
A w aiting  yo u r fav o r, yours respectfully , E d  Cole.

Having completed this masterpiece to 
his entire satisfaction, Jenkins felt that, 
in spite of some shortcomings, it was pos
itively a bear. His heart beat a little fast 
as he reflected that it constituted a reg
ular proposal, the first he had ever dared 
make her.

Never again could Sally feign igno
rance of his intentions. He had done his 
part: now nothing remained but for her 
to say one little word, and ail his dearest 
dreams would come to full fruition. The 
fire of youth burned in his veins; he

pressed a tremulous kiss upon the paper 
bag, and with abandon murmured:

“ Oh, if she'd only slip me the high- 
sign, now, and come across with a ‘ Yes,’ 
wouldn't it be all to the strawberries and 
cream?"

“ Ed, Ed! Are you there?"
I’he words, half-whispered, brought 

him to his feet with an exclamation of 
joy.

“ Here, Sally!'' he answered, clutching 
the bag that bore his roundelay. “ You 
told me to stick around, and I did. 
What’s doing?”

“ Shhh!” the girl cautioned, as she ap
peared at the doorway of the trunk-room. 
Then suddenly she stopped, blankly 
amazed at sight of his attire. A laugh 
that made BillN cheeks burn rose to her 
lips.

“ Ed Cole!” she exclaimed. “ Where 
on earth did you ever get that absurd
ity?"

" In there, of course," and Jenkins 
pointed at the trunk. " Why?”

“ I might have known," she murmured. 
“ It's characteristic of you. But when 
Mr. Everett finds it out— "

“ Forget it!” Jenkins replied indignant
ly, “ What's the idea, giving me the 
merry ha-ha and trying to throw a scare 
into me? I did the best I could, Sally, 
and what more can any man do? You 
ought to hand me a medal, instead of— ”

“ Hush, Ed!" she warned, coming 
closer. " No matter, anyhow. I'll man
age to get you away in spite of it."

“ Get me away? What d’ you mean, 
get me away? I told you, before, I was 
here to the finish, and that goes. I've 
copped the decision so far, haven't I? 
No fear-microbes in my make-up, Sally!’’ 
And Jenkins somewhat expanded his 
chest, under the black-and-purpie stripes 
of the negligee that showed up promi
nently through his low-cut waistcoat. “ If 
Everett, or Sam, or anybody else is hunt
ing trouble, right here is where they can 
corner her!”

“ Please go, Ed! Please!’’
“ What? Hit the grit back home, just
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after I ’ve kicked into the liveliest fun- 
fest ever? Never!’’

“ Listen, Ed. You must! There’s 
trouble on board. Forces are at work, 
even now, to drag Malcolm Everett back 
to the asylum, and the Everetts are try
ing not only to prevent it, but also to 
turn the tables on that plot. If they find 
you here they’ll take you for a spy, 
and— ”

“ But I ’m the guy that put over his 
escape!” ejaculated Bill, amazed.

“ No matter. The way you’ve acted 
will justify any suspicions. They ’ll treat 
you as a detective who, hired on that 
first case to help them, has now been 
bought over to the other side to harm 
them. The results will be very, very 
serious to you— ”

“ Yes, but just a little while ago you 
Avanted to take me to this Everett guy,” 
interrupted Jenkins, peering at her with 
Avonder. “ How about that?”

“  I wasn’t going to tell him you’d been 
aboard ever since we started. I only-in
tended to say I just happened to see you 
on the dock, this morning. But in this 
rig it’s a rank impossibility, so now— ”

“ None of that cuts the least ice with 
me!” Jenkins declared, waving all the 
girl’s objections aside. “ The one and 
only proposition, now, is y ou !”

His breath wTas coming a little fast, 
and he felt strange, unknown quivers; 
but bravely he held his ground, despite 
the paper-on-the-wall tightness of the 
dress-suit, and eyed her with eager af
fection.

“ All these other things are minus nix, 
to me, Sally. Stamp our romance with 
the hap-brand, and I ’ll fall for any orders 
you’ve got going; but till then, nothing 
doing on this run-nway-home stuff. Can’t 
you see me as the husband of Mrs. Sally 
Jenkins?”

“ What do you mean, Ed?” the girl in
quired, her eyes widening. “ It can’t be 
possible that you, you, are asking me 
to— ”

“ Sure I am! Why not? That’s why 
I refuse to slam into this Everett bunch

with a degrading holler for mere kale,” 
said Jenkins, advancing a little as though 
to take her in his arms, AA’hile she recoiled, 
staring in amazement. “ That’s not A\rhat 
I ’m engaged in a grapple-fest with fate 
for, but you! Get me?”

“ But, Ed— I— I ’m a busy woman. I 
— I've got endless Avork to do, and real
ly— ” she stammered, very much agitated.

“ No matter,” Jenkins replied. “ You’re 
the only bead in the necklace for this kid. 
Ever since I first lamped you on Puring- 
ton’s farm, and you slid that pie onto my 
thatch, nobody has had a look-in with me. 
That’s the straight dope, Sally, and no 
misplay. Any time you switch the mat
rimony-sign to ‘ clear,’ I ’m your huckle
berry. What say?”

She only peeied at him with the most 
peculiar expression imaginable. Her lips 
moved, but no words came, save a feeble: 

“ Don’t, Ed! Don’t !”
“ Why not? I admit I look pretty 

punk, Sally, but under this wrinkled shirt 
there beats a heart forever true. Can 
your business, kid, come into this Avorld’s 
series game of love with me, and we’ll 
slam a pill of eternal bliss clean over 
right-field fence. Are you on, and is it 
yes?”

Sally turned aside, as though complete
ly overcome by this impassioned wooing, 
and for a moment could not speak. Jen
kins now saw her shoulders moving a lit
tle, as though possibly she might be giv
ing way to tears. His heart was melted 
to pity. Laying a hand on her back he 
Avent on in a soothing tone:

“ Dry the Aveeps, kid, and try to see me 
as the right guy. I admit I ’m no finan
cial bruin, but if I connect right with this 
Everett gag I ’ll soon have a bank-account 
with the O. K. stamp on it. And mean
time, Mr. Henderson is pungling out 
$12.75 a week to me, soon to be boosted 
to $13.00. With that, and love, we can 
get by, can’t Ave? So, taking my heart, 
head, and pocketbook all together, come 
across with the favorable decision, and 
Ave’ll breeze under the wire the swiftest 
team that ever pranced!”
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Entreatingly he held out his arms to 
gather her to his full-dress waistcoat, but 
she still held him back. Chokingly she 
answered:

“ Don't ask me this, Eel— please!” She 
turned to him, her lips twitching a very 
little. Where, he wondered, were the 
tears she had just shed? Certainly traces 
of none were now visible.

“ Why not?”
" The fact is, I— I ’m not in the matri

monial market, at all."
“ Who is it?” groaned Jenkins, sinking 

into black despair.
“ Who’s who?”  she asked, astonished.
“ Him! The lucky guy?”
“ Oh! Why, nobody. There’s no 

‘ lucky guy,’ Ed. See here?” And she 
held out her left hand, its strong white 
fingers quite destitute of rings. “ What 
I mean is that I ’m not even thinking of 
marriage at all. I ’m just now up to my 
eyes in a matter that may possibly put 
Mr. Everett’s persecutors where they be
long, in the pen. How can I give mar
riage even a single thought?

“ Xo. Ed, don’t be foolish, there’s a 
good boy. Go back home, wait at Hen
derson’s for Mr. Everett’s representative 
to call, and you’ll* come out'with flying 
colors, richer than you ever dreamed of 
being. Won’t you, Ed— won’t you, now, 
to please me, try just this once to use a 
little common sense?”

Firmly Jenkins shook his head in abso
lute negation.

“ It's you or nothing, Sally!” he dog
gedly persisted. “ Can that, once for all, 
my love. What? When I ’ve located 
you again, you want me to slide back 
home to the smokes and wait till some 
legal duck paddles up with a wad and 
throws it to me, disdainful, like a bone to 
a dog? Forget it!"

“ But, Ed— ”
" And leave you all alone and unpro

tected on the bosom of the deep? The 
canal, I mean‘J Back up, Sally: you’re 
dabbling with the wrong veast! Rather 
than do that I ’d make good on what Si
moon Sam says I am, seize this yacht by

force, raise the black flag and go to it, 
strong!"

Sally considered thoughtfully a mo
ment. Then she asked:

“ Ed, is that your final word on the 
subject? You won’t go, unless there’s a 
disturbance and Sam has to drag you 
out?”

“ I ’d like to see him!” Jenkins defied 
authority.

“ Are you firmly determined not to 
listen to reason?”

“ Sure I am— no, no. I don’t mean 
that, Sally. I mean that I'm going to 
stick like glue, wherever you are. That’s 
on the level, kid; no if’s, and’s, or bul’s !”

Silently the girl regarded him in the 
vague light,-trying to fathom his sincerity. 
At length, convinced that she could not 
alter his decision by any argument what
soever, she bowed her head as though 
with deep regret.

“ Here!” Jenkins suddenly exclaimed, 
holding out the paper bag with the son
net thereon. “ Take a slant at this, Sally. 
It’s poetry. A sonnet, written all by me. 
on the best materials I had. I framed it 
from tap of the gong to final count, just 
for you. Read it, and then put the pro
position to yourself whether a man that 
can turn out such smooth ones as that, in 
his poetry-works, would ever beat it away 
from his one best love-bet, for any old 
reward whatever, even including the 
S921.17?”

Sally took the sonnet in silence, and 
let her eyes drift over the lines. Once 
more her mouth began twitching, and for 
the second time she turned away as 
though to hide some deep emotion.

“ Sally, my ladv-bird, is it— yes?" de
manded Jenkins, yearning to crush her 
to him in both arms. “ It is, it is, isn’t 
it?”

He tried to seize her hand, to draw her 
to him; but Sally slid away, and— still 
keeping her face averted— almost ran out 
of the trunk-room. Jenkins heard her 
breathing most unsteadily, as if suppress
ing herself with the greatest difficulty.

“ There, there, Sally! ” he ventured to
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call after her, “ don’t take it so rough; 
don’t cry, kid, don’t cry!” Anxiously he 
peered after her, from the door of his 
concealment, a worried, troubled figure 
as he stood there trembling and dry
lipped, in the very snug dress-suit.

“ Wait till I come back, E d!” he heard 
her voice, faintly echoing along the pas
sageway to him. “ I ’ll be back, soon. Be 
very sure to wait!”

“ For your ‘ yes,’ my one and only?” 
he exclaimed with quivering eagerness; 
but beyond a faint reverberation of his 
words from the metallic corridor, he got 
no answer to his plea of passionate hope.

CHAPTER X.

SALLY DISPOSES. /

A FTER a few minutes, which seemed 
/-X a veritable eternity to his anxious 

and palpitant heart, the peerless 
Sally returned. Tremblingly Jenkins 
faced her, his soul shaken by alternate 
hopes and fears; for now, he felt, the cru
cial moment was at hand, and the answer 
was about to be delivered which should 
raise him to empyrean heights of bliss or 
plunge him below the nadir of despair.

As a matter of fact, however, Sally 
brought —  instead of her answer —  only 
four ham sandwiches, a piece of squash 
pie, and a small pot of coffee.

•• Here, Ed,” she smiled, seeming to 
have quite forgotten all about his pro
posal, “ here’s a little bite for you. I 
know you must be starving. You can 
stay on board, and I ’ll feed you, if you’ll 
promise me one thing— just one, Ed—  
and keep your promise. Is it a go?”

“ Anything in the world,” he exclaimed, 
u just so you don’t back me into a siding, 
lock the switch and lose the key, my 
angel! ”

“ All right, then. What I want you to 
promise me is this, that— ”

“ How about your answer to that 
poem, Sally?”

“ One thing at a time, please. As I 
was saying, you must promise to stay

right here in this trunk-room till I give 
you permission to leave it, and not wan
der up on deck, or anywhere at all. Is 
that a bargain?”

“ Anything you say, goes,”  he an
swered, “ except 1 no.’ I ’m stone-deaf to 
that word, Sally.” And he began with a 
good appetite to demolish one of the 
sandwiches, for though replete with af
fection, he was still • inwardly hollow. 
“ I ’ll do anything you say, if you won’t 
turn me down. I admit I ’m not much on 
looks, Sally, in these glad rags and with 
a crop of bushes growing, but my heart’s 
got the 0 . K. brand stamped all over it. 
Just slide me a few smokes from Ever
ett’s humidor, and I ’ll stick around here 
till there’s ice in Vesuvius. Only don’t 
stay away too long at a time, or I ’ll mil
dew for lack of the sunshine of your 
lamps!”

The girl smiled adorably and promised 
to come often to the trunk-room, but de
nied him the boon of tobacco.

“ You can’t smoke here, Ed,” she told 
him. “ You might be discovered, if you 
did, and that would upset all our plans.” 

“ Ours— yours and mine?” asked Jen
kins.

“ Of course! And now— au revoir.” 
Jenkins waved a half-eaten sandwich 

to detain her.
Wait a minute!” he mumbled thick

ly, by reason of a big bite he had just 
taken.

“ Well?”
“ What do you think of that sonnet I 

slipped you?”
“ Some sonnet, E d!”
“ That so? Hit you O. K., did it?”
“ It’s immense,” declared Sally, with a 

smile of pure delight. “ I don’t know 
when I ’ve enjoyed anything half so much. 
And you mean it?”

“ Every letter! See here, now, what’s 
the use of stalling any longer? I know 
you're on a job you can’t kick out of, till 
it’s buttoned up, but after that will you 
be my turtle-dove, till death us do part?” 

“ Why anticipate?” she inquired de
murely. “ One thing at a time, Ed, as I
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told you before. It strikes me you’re 
awfully impatient! Wait a little while, 
Ed— and meantime, I wish you'd write 
me another poem. Won’t you, to please 
me?”

“ Surest thing you know, kid. if my 
think-motor don't get stalled. But I ’ll 
sure do my darndest."

“ How delicious,” the girl murmured. 
“ Do you know, Ed, you’re a positive 
genius?”

“ Nix on that genius stuff!” he resent
ed. “ But when it comes to being sin
cere, I'm it. After all this rough-house 
is over, won’t you slip me the signal to 
come out of the block onto the main line 
for Happyville?”

“ Don’t tease, Ed. Finish up your cof
fee, all of it— that's a good fellow. Fine! 
Now,” she added, her voice more busi
nesslike. “ now I'm going to bring you 
some blankets, so you can make a bed in 
that corner and have a good, long sleep. 
And after that— ”

“ You’ll ring the go-ahead bell?”
“ Wait and see!" she whispered, with 

a most peculiar smile, which set Jenkins’s 
heart beating wildly again. Then she de
parted for blankets. Coming back in a 
few minutes with a good supply, she made 
Jenkins’s lowly bed for him: while he, 
seated debonairly in his dress-suit on the 
edge of a trunk with his hands in his 
trouser-pockets, looked on her with un
speakable longing and whistled " You’re 
the Only Chicken I Can See!” gently 
through his front teeth. Then, giving him 
her hand, she said:

■■ Good-by, now, and the best of good 
luck go with you, whatever happens. In 
my journey through life, Ed. few person
alities have ever cheered and entertained 
me as you have done. Again, good luck 
and--good-by!”

'■  What do you mean, goocl-by?” de
manded Jenkins, perplexed. “ Aw revaw 
is the correct dope now. isn't it?”

She gave no answer, but withdrew her 
hand— which Jenkins Vainly tried to kiss 
— and without another word departed. 
Deeply puzzled, and just a little bit wor

ried, Jenkins stared at the blankets on the 
floor. Hadn't he slept enough, already, 
without being put to bed again, so soon? 
Nothing to this sleep proposition at all. 
He would sit down and try to frame an
other sonnet. Surely, since the first had 
made so deep an impression, the second 
would clinch matters and infallibly win 
him Sally's heart and hand.

Jenkins therefore once again applied 
himself to literature, but somehow or 
other the thoughts wouldn’t come. He 
yawned and stretched, tried again, 
yawned more compellingly than before, 
and now with some astonishment realized 
that he was growing downright sleepy.

“ Gee, that’s funny,” said he. “ My 
thinkery is sure on the fritz. Me for a 
little nap, and I ’ll feel better. Must be 
this close air, down here, that’s got a 
collar-and-elbow on my bean.”
- With the idea that a few minutes’ 

slumber would clear his now half-dazed 
senses, he lay down, fully dressed, on the 
pile of blankets, yawned again, stretched 
wearily— and almost on the instant fell 
into a black and dreamless sleep.

The environment that greeted his re
turning consciousness, after a period of 
time he had no possible way of estimating, 
was so extraordinarily surprising that for 
a few minutes he could not believe the 
evidence of his own eyes.

Blinking about him, mute with aston
ishment, he lay there on a bed— a real 
bed now, though a poor one— and won
dered that any dream could be as realistic 
as this.

But gradually, after having pinched 
himself a couple of times, he became con
vinced it was no dream at all. but that he 
was confronted bv a hard, cold, and 
alarming reality. The appalling truth was 
borne in upon him that he no longer lay 
concealed in his hiding-place on board the 
Victory, but that he was actually in a 
cheap, mean room of some house about 
which he knew nothing whatsoever.

Stabbed with wo and filled with ag
onizing fears that now; after all his pains
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and hardships. Sally and the reward-- 
never forgetting the $921.17— had once 
more escaped his grasp, he scrambled off 
the bed. To his surprise, he found him
self in his stocking-feet. His boots were 
nowhere visible, though his imitation 
Panama with the green and purple band, 
that he had given Sally, lay beside the 
bed.

There he stood in the middle of the 
floor a moment, dazed, wild-eyed, and 
unshaven, with an aching head, a most 
peculiar taste in his mouth, his hair all 
tousled up. his dress-suit badly wrinkled, 
and the dregs of despair trickling through 
his chilled heart.

All about him he stared, gasping like a 
fish out of water. Then his lists clenched, 
his lips moved, and in a voice of wild 
protest he ejaculated, voicing a supreme 
anguish:

“ Holy suffering pickerel! Stung
again! ”

Jenkins was well justified in this opin
ion. Do you blame him for being 
alarmed? He had gone to sleep on the 
yacht, fully confident of justice and Sally. 
Now, all his roseate hopes had evaporated 
like wraiths before the sun, everything 
seemed lost, and the depths of despair 
yawned.

Transfixed, and moving as in a trance 
— he still felt very dopy, very queer- 
the unfortunate young man stared at the 
rickety bed, bureau, and chairs, which 
plainly conveyed the information that he 
was in some low-grade lodging-house, 
even far beneath the none too elegant 
standard set by Airs. Elvira Spriggs.

Lurching unsteadily toward the wavy 
mirror, he stared into his own pale, dis
tressed countenance; covered with bruises 
and scandalously in need of a shave and 
wash; and as he looked, something very 
like a tear welled in his good eye— not 
the black-and-blue one.

“ If this don’t cop my en-tire herd of 
goats, what does?” he whispered tensely 
as he turned toward the only window of 
the miserable room. He let the roller- 
shade run up with a clattering bang.

A most dispiriting sight met his gaze. 
Four stories below him extended a scene 
of “ niggard poverty’s sad disarray," con
sisting largely of an alley cumbered with 
ash-barrels— one tipped over and strewing 
its contents into a puddle of scummy 
water -also several clothes-lines decked 
with disgraceful raiment, and a variety of 
tin cans; the whole lying under a fine and 

•chilly drizzle of rain.
An ell of the building, at his left, sup

ported a rickety iron fire-escape, one gal
lery of which ran in front of the window 
where he was standing.

A moment’s consideration of this 
spectacle told Jenkins only too clearly the 
bitter truth.

“ Shanghaied ashore!" he ejaculated, 
with a heart-broken groan.

The situation, as now developing, 
seemed both painful and peculiar. Jen
kins had often read stories about innocent 
men being carried to sea, while drugged, 
and subjected to fearful hardships and 
abuses. But this was the first instance 
he remembered when a man, desirous of 
remaining on a boat, had been invertedly 
shanghaied.

As the full misery of his predicament 
dawned on him he grasped his aching head 
in both hands, clutched his hair, and 
groaned:

“ Good night! What will Sally say- 
now ?”

No ray of consolation lightened his 
exceeding gloom as he stood there gazing 
out at the dejected wetness of the scene. 
The blues-bug, he pondered, had bitten 
him again and bitten deep. Fate had 
once more turned the fishy optic on him, 
and all was lost.

His principal cause of wo lay in the 
fact that now Sally must infallibly think 
him a coward and a quitter. After all his 
promises of undying fidelity, what other 
construction could she put on his disap
pearance save that the threats of Simoon 
Sam and the danger of being taken for a 
spy by Malcolm Everett had brought out 
a yellow streak in him and made him 
desert the yacht?
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The words “ dastardly poltroon ” rose 
up before him, from some forgotten tale; 
and as he imagined Sally applying them 
to him with bitter scorn he groaned once 
more and wiped his forehead, which had 
become unpleasantly moist.

All hopes of winning his heart’s idol 
now seemed lost. How he had come to 
this unpleasant place he could not imag
ine, rack his wits as he would; but the 
fact that he was there and that Sally 
must think herself abandoned could not 
fail to wreck his chances for all time.

Only one faint gleam of comfort re
mained. He might possibly— just possibly 
-— be able to convince her of his loyalty 
and prove to her that Malcolm Everett 
or Simoon or some other miscreant had 
wrought this outrage. A sense of wound
ed dignity and injured justice boiled 
within his veins. Yes, surely Everett or 
the unspeakable Sam must be the villain 
at the bottom of this plot.

Jenkins saw it all clearly now. 
Through motives of niggardly cowardice, 
or perhaps because he, too, aspired to 
Sally’s hand and found in Jenkins a 
dreaded rival, Everett had conspired with 
Sam to work this infamy on him, 
defenseless and asleep.

He had discovered Jenkins in the trunk- 
room, of course, had caused his minions 
to drug and bind him and carry him 
away; and then, still in possession of 
liberty, wealth, and Sally, had sailed 
proudly on along the canal! By way 
of crowning insult, and also to keep 
Jenkins from pursuit, he had mockingly 
restored the imitation Panama, but had 
robbed his victim of his shoes. Could 
villainy stoop lower?

As Jenkins realized all this, and saw 
how foully he had been tricked and made 
a mock of, he ground his teeth and waved 
his fists in black rage. Greatly he desired 
to drink the heart’s blood of Sam and 
Everett.

“ Judas!” he spat. “ Benedict Arnold! 
The guy that hit Billy Patterson! They 
were all white men, white clear through, 
’side of you!"

And a fierce passion for revenge leaped 
in his blood. His manhood reasserted it
self, despite his bizarre apparel, his 
headache,’ and the odd taste inthis mouth. 
Yes, though Jenkins had always been 
mild-mannered, inoffensive, and law- 
abiding, he felt that at that moment he 
could gladly have torn Malcolm Everett 
limb from limb, hurled him to the lions, 
or, at the very least, have denounced him 
to the authorities, and without a quiver 
of remorse have seen him sentenced to 
ninety days on the rock-pile.

Assuredly, he decided while he began 
pacing the floor of the dingy room in his 
stocking-feet, this man should not hand 
him anything like this and get away with 
it. No wallop of this character should 
pass  ̂unavenged.

“ Up and after him!” he exclaimed. 
“ Though he’s still several laps in the lead, 
so was the hare at one time of the race, 
but the tortoise breezed under the wire 
first, after all. With any' kind of going 
I ’ll hand him his, yet, and cop all the 
prizes, or my name's not W. H. Jenkins, 
of New York.”

This decision now fully taken, he saw 
that he must act quickly. His first task 
was to examine his financial resources and 
get a line on the sinews of war in his pos
session. He therefore turned out the 
contents of his pockets on the bed, viz.: 
his ke\rs, a penknife, a partly punched 
meal-ticket good only at the Busy Wasp, 
and the same old forty-seven cents that 
he had started the adventure with.

No amount of counting and recounting 
could make those funds any larger. 
Jenkins realized the total inadequacy? of 
the sum, and bitterly regretted the fact 
that his watch was hung up— as usual—  
at Rosenkatz’s. Perhaps the pockets of 
the dress-suit had not been thoroughly 
explored? He decided to frisk them once 
more. Whatever he should find, he in
tended to keep, as his by every? right,

“ Gee!” he exclaimed with surprise, as 
his questing fingers dipped into the inside 
waistcoat pocket, a place he had till now 
overlooked. “ Envelope, eh?”
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It was indeed an envelope, securely 
fastened with a safety-pin to the satin 
lining of the garment. With trembling 
fingers he boggled it out and felt it over. 
Surely, something of value lay within, for 
it contained papers. More astonishing 
still, it was addressed with his name, in 
a firm feminine hand which he recognized 
in a second as the same which had 
penned the letter Sally had thrust under 
the door of the lazaret.

Jenkins’s heart began to pound with 
joy and exultation, despite the fact that 
his wet clothes and stocking-feet had 
given hint the makings of a cold, and his 
nose was already running. When one’s 
lady-love smiles, what is a cold in the 
head? And Sally, after all, was true to 
him!

Unable to prevent the villainous out
rage that Simoon and Everett had per
petrated, or to communicate with him in 
any other way, she had taken this means 
of assuring him not to lose hope. What 
else could the letter contain but directions 
how to outwit the malefactors and rejoin 
her? Might it not, more than probably, 
even contain the longed-for ” Yes ” he 
was so eagerly expecting?

With fingers that shook so that he 
could scarcely tear open the stiff and 
heavy envelope, Jenkins extracted his 
beloved one’s communication, unfolded it, 
and read the following incredible letter:

CHAPTER XI.

F U G IIT .

A board  the V ictory,
D ear E d : T h u rsd ay  N ight.

W hen y o u  read  this, I suppose you 'll be te r
rib ly  upset, but you  must believe me w hen I 
say  I 'v e  acted  fo r the  best— done, in fact, the  
only  possible th ing , an d  p u t you in the  w ay of 
fo rtu n e  w ith o u t le tting  you run  any  of the  
risks th a t w ould  have been fa ta l to all your hopes 
of ever getting  th a t  rew ard.

Y ou  see, E d . it w as th is w ay. Sooner or 
la te r you w ere bound  to  have been discovered, 
an d  the fact th a t  you w ere stow ing aw ay  w ould 
have te rrib ly  enraged M r. E v e re tt, senior, and  
his b ro th er, to  say no th ing  of M alcolm . T h ey 'd

have surely  taken  you for a spy. as I explained 
last n ight. Also, Sam  is furious ab o u t you, p a r 
ticu larly  because you o u tw itted  him  in getting 
ab o ard  and  in escaping— as he thinks. H e has 
sw orn  to  " cut your heart ou t " for having 
loo ted  the  sh ip 's stores, an d  p articu larly  for 
hav ing  w ritlen  on his w hite pain t. I f  he 'd  found 
you on board , the  consequences w ould  have been 
terrib le.

Y ou w o u ld n 't tak e  m y advice and  go, E d, so 
I  sim ply  had to  do this. Ju s t how  I  m anaged 
it doesn 't m a tte r ;  bu t I did. I decided to  pu t 
y o u r shoes a t the  stern  of the  yacht instead of 
yo u r Panam a, as m ore surely ind icating  th a t 
y o u ’d sw um  ashore, and so I re tu rned  the  hat.

A fter you 'll d runk  th a t blessed coffee an d  gone 
to  sleep, I had  you carried ashore an d  left 
w here you w o u ld n 't be a p t to  be found. It 
w as aw fu lly  hard  to  do, E d , and  cost like s in ; 
an d  of course I ha ted  to  do it. But I've saved 
you, anyhow , and  th a t 's  m y justification , because 
really  and  tru ly  y o u 're  a  peculiarly  likeable 
young  m an, and  I cou ldn 't bear to  see you  come 
to  grief.

N ow , E d, tak e  the  fifty  dollars enclosed, get 
yourself shoes an d  a  su it, an d  go back to  N ew  
Y ork. W ait there  for the  rew ard . I 'll arrange 
every th ing , and  nobody  will ever, ever know  
th a t  you 've  been aboard  the  V ictory. T h e  dam  
age done will be passed off as the w ork  of some 
d runken  rough, and  every th ing  will come out 
sm iling for you.

D o n 't m isjudge me, E d. I 'v e  only ac ted  for 
yo u r ow n safety  an d  w elfare, beta  use of the 
w om anly  sy m p a th y  I can 't help feeling for a 
m an of your delightful tem peram ent. Be reason
able, just fo r once, an d  obey me. A nd rem em 
ber th a t  w hatever befalls, or by w h at strange 
pa th s your lo fty  though  bizarre ideals lead you. 
you will alw ays and  fo rever have a 'in n  friend 
an d  in terested  spectato r in me,

W ith  real regret a t this parting , and hopes 
th a t  som etim e o u r pa th s m ay cross once m ore, 
1  am , E ver most sincerely s ours,

Sai.l v .

' ‘ Jerusalem!” Bill ejaculated, with 
heart-wrung anguish, as he pressed a 
trembling hand over his eyes and stag
gered backward. " This— this is certain
ly dragging on the bottom, and then 
some! ”

Torn with grief, he slumped down on 
the bed and with lack-luster eyes stared 
at this amazing epistle. Outrageous, was 
it not? His idol, his pearl of price, thus 
to have betrayed him— thus to have 
canned him with a pinch of white powder, 
shoved him into a cheap joint, flung him
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a fifty-bean note, and skiddooed! It was 
too much, much too much. Heart could 
not endure it; soul turned sick.

" Gee,” he quavered, with welling tears, 
‘ ‘ I wish to gosli I could kick off and end 
this grilling, P.D.Q.!”

After a few minutes of poignant grief, 
with his damaged and unshaven face 
buried in both palms as he sat on the edge 
of the bed, Jenkins’s sense of justice 
began once more to assert itself. A just 
and righteous indignation began to burn 
in his breast.

“ By the nine gods ” he swore that 
though Sally had again escaped him, with 
mockery and derision, he would follow 
her, follow her and demand his rights, 
forever and forever— or, at least, as far 
as the end of the Canal.

This determination calmed his troubled 
spirit. He read the letter over once more, 
hoping to fathom its inner meaning and 
by the powers of his reason extract its 
true essence, as a bee “ despoils the in
most treasure of the bloom.”

His second perusal convinced him it 
must bear some double significance. Its 
very openness and its appearance of 
guileless truth were proof positive, to him, 
that it could not possibly mean just what 
it said. A quotation from Byron flitted 
across his fevered brain. ‘‘ Never believe 
a woman or an epitaph.” Yes, surely the 
letter must have some hidden intent.

Either Sally was now under Malcolm 
Everett’s complete domination, he de
cided, and was trying to play him false, 
or else she loved him and dared not make 
it plain, for fear of Everett. Some of 
her phrases inclined him to one view, 
some to the other.

But even then he failed to understand 
her boldness. The whole thing had 

"wrapped him in its toils, like a proverbial 
fly in a spider’s web. In the end he 
gave a judgment of “ thumbs down ” 
against her, decided she was as false as 
she was fair, and vowed he would right 
the wrong done him if it took every drop 
of his heart’s warmest blood.

The question of the necessary funds

to carry out this determination now again 
rose in his mind, and he examined the 
enelope for the fifty dollars that should 
have been enclosed. Nothing there.

” More raw work!” muttered Jenkins 
angrily. “ As a rough toss, this takes the 
dust from none!”

All at once the idea occurred to him 
to look on the floor. See! There lay a 
yellow-back, gladdening his sight with its 
welcome hue. It was coyly nestling in a 
corner by the wash-stand, where he had 
evidently jerked it when he had ripped 
open the envelope. Now it beckoned him, 
even as that fatal brass baggage-check, 
months ago, had beckoned him on Sixth 
Avenue, at the beginning of all his perils, 
woes, and hardships.

With an exclamation of joy, he snatched 
up the money. Yes, there it was— a fresh, 
new fifty-dollar bill; a mere picayune, 
true, compared with what was rightfully 
due him, but still quite worth while. The 
touch of the fifty stimulated Jenkins’s 
ambition, and once more fired his hopes. 
You can do a lot with fifty beans, judi
ciously expended— and Jenkins knew he 
was judicious, if any man ever was. Over 
to the window he carried it, examined it 
closely to make sure it was genuine, and 
then stood a moment undecided what to 
do.

Should he obey the deceiver, return to 
Henderson— if Hendy would take him 
back— and wait for the reward, which 
probably would never come? Or should 
he pursue the Victory, by fair means or 
foul wreak vengeance on all who had con
spired against him, carry off the recal
citrant maiden, and claim his own with 
bold determination, like the brave and 
fearless buccaneers of the good old roar
ing days?

While this hotly contested mental de
bate was forward, it numbed his sense of 
pride to such an extent that he could 
not fully perceive the shame involved in 
taking money from this woman. But all 
at once a tide of revulsion swept over his 
chivalric soul.

What? Would Don Quixote have
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taken his scornful Dulcinea’s gold? 
Huh! I guess not! How, then, should 
William H. Jenkins stoop to Sally’s fifty 
bucks, after having been thus spurned, 
humiliated, and made mock of?

His face began to burn at the mere 
thought, and with a sudden exclamation 
of “ She’s in the wrong stall this time! 
Nix on the fifty!” he angrily threw the 
offending and contaminating legal tender 
out of the open window!

A rash act? Some! For Jenkins’s
financial condition was now desperate in 
the extreme. He was a hundred and fifty 
miles from even the slight imitation of 
home afforded by Mrs. Elvira Spriggs’s 
domicil, he was hungry, dirty, sore, tired, 
and thirsty; he had only the tight diess- 
suit to his back, and his total cash, as 
per last balance, was still only forty seven 
cents.

Nevertheless Jenkins felt a lofty and 
ennobling joy as the treasury note, still 
closely folded, sailed down through the 
drizzle, fell on the fin -escape of the ell, 
dropped through, and finally came to rest 
on a window-sill two stories below.

" Fake back your gold!” cried Jenkins, 
peering down at the little slip of yellow 
paper now coyly nestling beyond his reach 
with a peculiarly tantalizing invitation. 
” Nobody can put the sleep-powder on 
me, the way you did, and then expect 
me to mitt their coin, not even you!”

1 regret to state, but a strict adherence 
to the truth compete me to. that inside of 
three minutes by the clock Jenkins was 
bitterly regretting the undoubted folly of 
his conduct. Because now, for the first 
time, the idea had just occurred to him 
that he was not obliged to consider this 
most essential cash as a humiliating gift 
from the fair ami false one.

On the contrary, whether he should 
return to New York or still pursue the 
yacht, he could accept it as merely a tem
porary loan, a debt of honor infallibly 
to be repaid at the earliest possible mo
ment.

A weekly stipend of twelve dollars and 
seventy-five cents in Manhattan makes

the repayment of fifty dollars something 
of a lengthy task, but still Jenkins knew 
he could accomplish it in time— that is, 
if he could ever find Sally’s address. Thus 
his conscience would be set entirely at 
ease, and he could purchase viands, rai
ment, and transportation, without which 
all his plans were null and void.

Surveying the folded bill, so near and 
yet so far, he indulged in vain self-re
proaches of his folly.

“  Some ivory bean, all right,” he mur
mured. " Had the mazu right in my fin, 
and then canned it, just like that. And 
now I'm stacking into a frost that makes 
the north pole look like Mexico with the 
lid off. Oh, raw, raw!”

Jenkins’s despair took on an ultra- 
marine hue. He suddenly realized that 
he couldn't move from that room without 
probably getting pinched and sent up as 
a common thief. A young man without 
a hat or shoes, and wearing a dress-suit 
three sizes too small, cannot roam the 
streets of a rainy morning without ex
citing suspicion.

Our adenturer perceived that he was 
now firmly caught in a trap of uncon
querable difficulties, uniess he could lay 
hands on that fifty once more. He de
cided, therefore, to risk all in the attempt. 
Once he had it in his pocket, the other 
details would lie easy, and the remainder 
of his campaign could be worked out at 
leisure.

Lie could undress and go to bed. wait 
for somebody to come, and then send out 
for boots and clothes, or— or fix it some 
way. The first essential was to get the 
coin.

His mind made up, Jenkins acted at 
once. He put on the gaudy-banded Pana
ma, and quietly stepped out on the drip
ping fire-escape, in his stocking-feet. L'p 
and down he peered in the gray morning 
light, to make quite sure nobody was ob
serving him. Then silently and quickly 
he walked along the shaking iron slats, 
turned the corner of the ell, and began to 
clamber down the first of the two lad
ders that would bring him to his goal.
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“ Cinch!” he murmured as he descend
ed. “  Nothing to it, after all! ”

A profound gratitude lav upon him that 
the hour was yet early, and that, so far, 
he had laid eyes on no sign of life in the 
back-alley, save a cadaverous feline. Even 
though guilty of no wrong-doing, he knew 
his appearance would infallibly condemn 
him on sight.

Unnoted, however, he went on down the 
ladder, walked along the next level of the 
fire-escape— it shook and rattled alarm
ingly— and he was about to descend the 
second ladder when all at once a childish 
treble from below exclaimed in startled 
accents:

“ Hully gee!”
Looking down, with something of dis

may, he perceived a dirty and objection
able ragamuffin standing in the wet alley 
with staring eyes, open mouth, and an 
expression of intense amaze. This child 
held a long string in its unclean fist, 
hitched to the tail of a defunct rat, which 
it had been artlessly dragging around 
through the mud.

Suddenly the little innocent turned 
and called loudly to some unseen com
panion:

“ Hey, Chimmie! Look wot’s loose!”
With presence of mind Jenkins fished 

a penny from the pocket of his decollete 
vest, tossed it down, and sternly com
manded :

“ Beat it! Take that, and blow!”
Just as the first boy was picking up 

the coin, another artless creature of simi
lar aspect appeared, also staring.

“ Say, who does it belong to?” he in
quired in an awed voice, pointing up
ward at Jenkins.

“ Search me!” answered the first, “ but 
it’s got its pockets full o’ cents. Lookit!” 
The young precious held out a penny on 
a palm awful to contemplate. “ It’s jus’ 
now' trun one down, ’fore you got here.”

“ Hey! Go on now, skate! ” ejaculated 
our adventurer, in mortal trepidation lest 
this colloquy might bring others to the 
scene. “ Here! Here’s a jitney. Now, 
can that, and fade!”

This time he threw down a nickel. The 
little dears scuffled for it. in a sodden ash- 
pile, and the second comer grabbed the 
hush-money. By this time Jenkins was 
half-way down the ladder that would 
bring him to the level where the bill was 
lying. But all at once he heard again 
the voice of the first cherub, louder than 
ever:

“ Ooooh, lookit! It's got nickels, too. 
Maybe it’s got dimes! If we stick around, 
maybe it’ 11 trun us down a dime!”

“ Gee!” commented the other, gazing 
up longingly. “ If we only had it on 
your string, ’stead o’ that no-good rat, 
an’ had a hand-organ to go wit’ it, we 
— we’d be rich! ”

Blushing hotly, and in deadly panic, 
Jenkins hastened his way down the lad
der, and had already reached the level of 
the bill, when a sudden harsh shout 
thrilled him with alarm.

“ Hey, you! What you doin’, up 
there?”

Startled almost off his balance, and 
with an expression of guilt that rvould 
certainly have hanged him if murder had 
been involved, Jenkins whirled round and 
peered down the two remaining stories. 
To his inexpressible chagrin and horror, 
he perceived an officer of the law, in uni
form, staring up at him with the most 
menacing of expressions.

Jenkins understood it all. Of course 
the officer, whom bad fortune had sent 
past the end of the alley at this supremely 
critical instant, had noted the amaze of 
the cherflbim, and had come down to in
vestigate it for himself. Now, seeing our 
hero in the most extraordinary apparel 
and compromising situation that can well 
be imagined, he very naturally assumed 
the worst. Raising his club, he shouted 
again:

“ Hey, you nut! Come on down out 
o’ there, or— ”

“ But I— I ’m only getting my money 
back!” Jenkins protested, as honestly and 
earnestly as he could. “ I guess I ’ve got 
a right to climb around this fire-escape 
looking for my own money, haven’t I? ”



“ You’re in wrong, kiddo,” the officer 
heartlessly derided him. It was quite ob
vious he declined to accept Jenkins’s view 
of the situation. “ Up a tree for yours, 
bo, not skippin’ an’ chipperin’ up an’ 
down fire-escapes in the rain in a dress- 
suit an’ stockings, an’ with that scream 
of a lid! Come along, now. come along 
cut o’ that! They're waitin’ breakfast 
ler you, up at the Home, on the hill. 
Tssst, tssst/” he chirped, as one calls 
squirrels in the park. " I've got a nice 
pocketful o’ nuis here, an’ a lump o’ 
sugar, too. Come, birdv, come!”

“ See here, you big stiff!” retorted Jen
kins, with blood in his eye, as he leaned 
over the railing and shook an infuriated 
fist at the base minion of the law. “ 1 
get you, O. K. You think the shingles 
on my roof are loose, and my attic’s to 
let. don’t you? Well, guess again, lob
ster! They thought the same thing for 
a while at Hamilton Asylum, till I got 
away from ’em. Back up, you kettle- 
bellied mutt!”

The officer’s only answer was a coarse, 
heartless laugh', and a move in the direc
tion of the building.

‘‘ One o’ you kids beat it down to the 
corner an’ tel! ’em to send the wagon,” 
he remarked to the seraphs; whereupon 
both departed at top speed, with the rat 
still dragging--bounding and ricocheting 
in wide arcs- till they vanished from 
sight along the alley.

Jenkins now perceived that the good old 
motto of “ haste makes waste ” never 
would apply in this crisis. At all hazards 
he must grab his fifty and scuttle up the 
ladder to his room again, before reenforce
ments should arrive.

Therefore, without paying the officer 
any further heed, he proceeded rapidly 
along the fire-escape, with his dress-coat 
tails blowing in the morning breeze. Now 
he was only ten or twelve feet away from 
the window-sill where the fugitive fifty 
was still coyly reposing.

“ Never mind,” thought he. “ It 'll all 
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come out in the wash. Hither, my 
beauty!”

Already he seemed to feel the bill in 
his grasp, when very suddenly a window 
opened, a fat hand and arm— clad in a 
greasy, red kimono -was thrust out from 
between dirty lace curtains, the bill van
ished; the window banged down and was 
locked, and a shade was drawn, all hap
pening in a trifle less time than it takes 
to tell it.

“ Suffering cuttlefish!” wailed Jenkins 
in accents of the wildest anguish and de
spair. Toward the window he darted, 
entirely in vain. Only the blank yellow 
shade presented its impassive face to his 
horror-stricken gaze. His frantic knock
ing on the glass evoked not the slightest 
response whatever.

Sick with wo. despoiled of his all, wet 
and cold, and now surely branded with 
the stigma of lunacy, our adventurer did 
the one and only possible thing remaining 
to do- turned, and in all the singular 
eccentricity of his involuntary full-dress, 
began running up the ladder toward the 
upper stories with an agility of which he 
had never even suspected himself capable.

Above him a window opened with a 
Siam. One agonized glance told Jenkins 
this window lay between him and his own. 
In it he clearly perceived the figure of a 
man in shirtsleeves, observing him with 
hostility and gesturing to the officer on 
the ground, who was now shouting vain 
commands of:

“ Hey, you bug. you nut! Come clown 
out o’ that! Come down!”

Somewhere, not far off, Jenkins heard 
a sudden clangor a gong! Came the 
swift rattle of wheels over rough cobble
stones.

“ The roof for mine!” he panted— a 
strange place for a buccaneer, but the 
only one left— as now, practically penni
less. an outcast, and a fugitive from the 
law, he scrambled in his stockings up the 
shaking ladders in a wild attempt at free
dom.

orget this m agazine is issued w eekly, and that 
is story w ithout waiting a month.

, BUCCANEER. 271



xmcv 
^eunnA,

William
Slavens
McNutf

THE mate’s step on the dock was 
unsteady. We heard the clack 
of his heels on the poop of the 

old bark as he jumped down from the 
gangplank and immediately after the 
softer thud of his body as he stumbled 
and fell headlong. Old Captain Watson 
winked at me, shifted his heels from the 
cabin table and assumed a magisterial 
attitude.

“ Watch me make him jump,’’ he whis
pered mischievously.

The mate staggered into the cabin 
and stood swaying before the door of his 
room, peering stupidly at us. Both eyes 
were black and swollen, his prominent 
nose bore abundant evidence of ill usage, 
his lips were puffed, one cheek was 
adorned with a jagged cut and his shore 
ciothes were awry and torn.

“ Carter, you’re drunk.’’ Captain Wat
son reproved him sternly.

“ Yes, sir, sorry, sir,'’ Carter mumbled, 
and bent unsteadily to search for the 
keyhole.

“ You been figlitin’,” the captain 
further accused him.

“ Yes, sir,” Carter again admitted,

meekly, accommodatingly. He straight
ened up and made a grimace that was as 
near to a grin as his battered features
could be coerced.

“ Martin Flaherty o’ the Fanny 
Doom,” he explained thickly, “ him that 
I had the row with when we was layin’ 
off Hong-Kong that time— him an’ me—  
we met.”

'* Did you lick him?”
“ It was some fight,” the mate evaded, 

and then: ''H e's a good man.”
" An’ after it was over you blew up

town together an’ got stewed, huh?”
The mate studied his bruised and 

swollen knuckles with a shamefaced air.
" Yes. sir,” he admitted. “  Sorry, sir. 

G'night.”
He made a lucky stab at the keyhole 

and reeled into his room. We heard the 
thump of his body as he rolled into his 
berth and a moment later a wholesome, 
hearty snore.

"Good man —  Carter,” the captain 
said earnestly. “ Been bad blood be
tween him an’ Flaherty for ten years. 
They never had a chance to get together 
before.”

S72
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‘‘ Chancel”  I echoed. “ If this fellow 
Flaherty looks anything like your mate 
I'd call it mutual bad luck.”

“ I said ‘ chancel’ Son, they can law 
till the tides quit ebbin’, an' make it a 
penitentiary offense to slam a shirkin’ 
sailor on the jaw when he won't do his 
work at sea; the lily fingers can yell 
about brutality an’ start trouble in Con
gress over a bloody nose, but I ’ll tell 
you this: There's hard feel in’s that
nothin’ on earth but hard fists ’ll melt, 
an’ tough knuckles well used have 
brought many a ship safe to port, stood 
off many a killin’ an’ saved many a 
friendship.

“ Mind, I don’t stand for any bucko 
mates. None of my ships have ever 
been called blood boats.

“ I've seen things done by masters an" 
mates that make my blood boil when I 
think of ’em. I don’t hold for ridin’ 
sailormen for nothin’ as some do. But 
1 tell you you can hammer hate out of 
a man with your lure fists sometimes 
when it can't be got out no other way; 
an’ likewise you can rid yourself of your 
hard feelin’s by playin’ a tattoo with 
your knuckles on the man you hate when 
you couldn’t get it out of your system 
any other way. Lick a man with a gun, 
a knife, a belayin’ pin —  any kind of a 
weapon— an’ if he’s a man an’ eets well 
he'll come back harder than ever. But 
get two white men with a grouch to
gether barehanded, and if they are white 
they’ll part with the hate hammered 
clean out of ’em. I see it proved once 
on a whalerman down in the South Seas.”

He filled his pipe from a big tobacco 
jar on the cabin tabic, lit it carefully, 
and took up the story:

I was mate with Captain Jack Castle 
then in the Sunrise out o’ New Bedford. 
We was whalin’ down in the South Pa
cific with a checkerboard crew, one 
watch white— shipped at home— an’ the 
other a black one picked up at the Cape 
De Verde Islands on the way out. We’d 
picked up five hundred barrels off the 
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Patagonia coast an’ was rollin’ down 
before the wind on the edge o’ the off
shore grounds, with the mastheads 
manned when we sighted the Maxwell.

“ We’ll have a gam with her, Mr. 
Watson,” Cap’n Castle says as soon as 
we made her out. “ You know Cap’n 
O'Brien don’t you?”

" I do,” says I, grinnin’, “ an’ your 
old shipmate, Danny O’Brien, his son, 
an’ likewise Danny's sister, Mary 
O’Brien.”

He got red in the face an’ leaned his 
elbows on the rail, starin' away at the 
topsails of the Maxwell that we could 
see from the deck.

“ She’s a mighty fine girl,” he says 
after a minute, real soft an’ kind o’ scared 
like. “ She's the finest little woman in 
the world an’ I'm the luckiest man alive. 
We're goin' to be married as soon as we 
fetch home again. She’ll be— along with 
us next trip.”

He turned an’ looked down through 
the skylight o’ his cabin, the cabin that 
'd be theirs next trip, an' I had the 
sense to walk off an’ leave him alone.

I liked the lad better for the meek sort 
o’ way he talked o’ the girl. Them 
handsome boys is liable to take women 
too much for granted. Handsome? Say! 
He was only twenty-five an’ the Sunrise 
was his first ship. He stood six foot in 
his socks, weighed a hundred an’ ninety 
an’ he had a face like them you see on 
statues. He had one o’ these creamy 
lookin’, tough skins that you couldn’t 
burn with anything short of fire. Come 
wind or weather an’ blazin’ sun he'd 
bronze up a wee mite, but he never blis
tered or got red or swarthy like most 
will. His hair was thick an’ glossy 
black, and the lashes around his big gray 
eyes was the longest an’ thickest I ever 
see on a man.

Him an’ Danny O'Brien had been 
shipmates their first trip before the mast, 
an’ from then on it had been a race be
tween ’em to see which got a master’s 
ticket first. Jack beat him to it ’ cause 
Danny was too much of a bucko. He
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was rough with his men an’ always in 
trouble. The company turned him down 
on that account, an' he had to shipmate 
with his old man again after Jack got 
his ship. He didn’t squeal, but every
body knew it burned him.

“ Steer in ahead o’ the Maxwell an’ 
let me know when he hauls aback,” 
Cap’n Jack says to me. “ Stop all work 
an’ have the decks swept down.”

He hustled below an’ a minute later I 
hear him yellin’ for the boy to bring 
him his gammin’ togs. When the Max
well hauled up her fores’l an’ backed her 
mainy'ards a couple o’ hours later an’ I 
called him on deck he was all fixed up 
for church in his silk hat, frock coat an’ 
all the trimmin’s.

We was runnin’ down on the Max
well with the wind on our port quarter 
an’ was only about a mile off when down 
f-om the mizzen top comes the song we’d 
all been listenin’ for ever since we 
struck the feedin’ grounds.

“ Blo-o-o-ows,” the lookout yells. 
” There blo-o-ows,”

Forgot was the girl he hadn’t seen since 
he left New Bedford, forgot was every
thing except that a whale was in sight an’ 
there was another vessel nigh to race him 
for the prize. An’ they’d seen the whale 
aboard the Maxwell. We see her main- 
yard swing for’a'd, her courses dropped 
an’ she gathered headway.

<l Where away?” Cap’n sings out.
" Dead ahead o’ the Maxwell, sir," 

the lookout calls down.
“ Starboard your helm.” Cap’n Jack 

yells. If he was thinkin’ about any girl 
then I ’m a liar. " We’ve got the weather 
gage on her,” he laughs at me. “ I ’ll 
have that whale or may I never sight 
Cape Cod again.”

An’ away’ we flew on a race with the 
Maxwell an’ the O’Briens for that sperm 
bull. A whale is worth money an’ a 
race like that is mighty apt to breed hard 
feelin’s between boats’ crews. I thought 
of Mary an’ how her old man and Danny 
might take it if we beat ’em to it. an’ 
I smelt trouble ahead. O’Brien, he was

a cautious sort of a dog an’ when it 
come to a chance o’ winnin’ all or losin’ 
all I knowed that he was always glad to 
make sure of at least a half by splittin’ 
— matin’, we called it —■ with another 
ship.

I reminded Cap’n Jack o’ this.
O ’Brien, he’ll mate with any man in a 

close race,” I tells him. “ He’d always 
rather take half than run the risk o’ 
losin’ it all.”

“ Mate be damned!” he barked at me. 
” Crack on everything an’ drive her.”

An’ drive her we sure did. The Max
well was hoppin’ along awful close 
hauled, so we was makin’ three feet to 
her one.

Then he sounded, an’ we hove the 
Sunrise to. Cap’n Jack, all dressed as 
he was in his silk hat an’ frock coat 
jumped into the stern sheets of the star
board quarter boat as we let her go over 
the side, an’ away he went. The Max
well cleared away her boats same time 
we did an’ the race was on, four boats 
from each ship crackin’ away over the 
waves for the spot a mile an’ a half 
away where five thousand dollars’ worth 
o’ sperm whale had sounded. Cap'n 
Jack was the first to reach the spot where 
the whale sounded an’ he hove to wait
in’ for him to break water. Danny 
O'Brien, headin’ the leadin’ boat from 
the Maxwell with his black crew come 
scuddin’ up next an' lay to on Jack’s 
weather quarter.

u Want to mate, Jack?” he sings out.
“ I do not,” Jack tells him, blunt. “ If 

vou’re good enough to get him, take him 
all.”

An' just then Mr. Whale breaks water 
about ten ships’ length away on the lee 
bow. Jack had the jump on Danny, but 
layin’ to windward o’ him, as O ’Brien 
was, he had the weather gage an’ come 
flyin’ up two feet to Jack's one. But 
Jack was alongside an’ luffed to first. 
But Danny, coinin’ up with a good shoot 
gouged in sailin’ right fair over them 
great flukes an’ in between Jack an’ that 
hundred an’ fifty ton o’ livin’ bone an’
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blood an’ blubber rollin’ to the swell, 
before ever an iron was tossed.

It looked like Danny's whale all right, 
but just then big Kanaka Tom, Jack’s 
harpooner, showed cause for why we 
rated him the best man with an iron in 
all the South Seas. He stood there in 
the headsheets a good forty foot from his 
mark an’ slams that heavy iron clean 
over O'Brien’s bows; throws her in a 
perfect arc over the other boat, an’ she 
spanks into the hump chock to the 
hitches! Man, but that was a beautiful 
throw. O’Brien’s harpooner had his arm 
raised to strike when Kanaka Tom’s iron 
whizzed past his head. Cap’n Jack’s 
iron was home first an’ by all the laws 
o’ the whalers the bull belonged to him. 
O’Brien’s black harpooner cussed an’ 
dropped his arm —  but Danny had no 
mind to bide by laws.

Nail him you dirty black scamp, 
nail him!” he yells out, an’ his harpoon
er lets fly the iron. Both boats swung 
off as the whale started to roll an’ kick, 
an’ so they were layin’ close together 
when the bull sounded an’ the lines 
begun smokin’ out over the chocks.

“ Cut that line. Dan O ’Brien,” Jack 
yelled. ‘‘ My iron was into him first?”

“ Cut nothin!” Danny yells back. 
“ I ’ll mate with you.”

“ Cut that line or I ’ll cut it for you,” 
says Jack.

Black hate for his old shipmate who ’d 
beat him to a master’s ticket had been 
simmerin’ in Danny all the while, I sup
pose. It come boilin’ to the surface then, 
an’ he stood ready for murder.

“ Slack off an’ come to it,” he raved. 
“ There ain’t any coddlin’ owners out 
here to play favorite with you. Come 
to it !”

An’ then the two boats come together 
an’ the fight begun. An’ what a fight! 
As the boats touched gunnels Danny 
jumped for Jack, an’ the two of ’em 
'.cent down together in the headsheets o’ 
the boat sluggin’ an’ kickin’, right over 
that line smokin’ out o’ the tubs full 
forty foot a second.

The two crews was at it with anything 
they could lay their hands to, oars an’ 
paddles an’ sheath knives an’ boat 
hatchets. It was nip an’ tuck ’twixt the 
blacks an’ whites an’ the blood flyin’ 
free when the line in our boat got fouled 
somehow. Wow! Whang! Swoosh! A 
hundred an’ fifty ton o’ soundin’ whale 
is some weight! Then two boats was 
upside down an’ gone to hell ’fore a man 
could blink his eye. One second there 
was just the two boats lyin’ together, the 
men hackin’ an’ slashin’ away, an’ the 
next there was just a fountain o’ spray 
where they’d been snapped under —  an’ 
men an’ gear flyin’ on the air an’ float
in’ on the water! My, she come quick!

We run down an’ started pickin’ our 
men up. They were a bloody, gashed 
up lot, but for a wonder nobody ’d been 
killed. When one o’ the Maxwell’s boats 
hauled Danny out o ’ the water he was 
ragin’ ravin’ crazy.

“ If you ever speak to my sister I ’ll 
kill you,” he yelled at Cap’n Jack. “ I ’ll 
fix you with her. You’re done with us, 
an’ don’t forget it. You’re done, hear 
me?”

That part of it had just struck Jack. 
He was awful quiet all the way back to 
the ship, an’ the first thing when we got 
aboard he had the blue flag set at the 
mizzen peak, the signal for a gam.

But Cap’n O'Brien wasn’t for gammin’ 
with Jack that day. He fair worshiped 
that son o’ his, an’ the Lord only knows 
what kind of a faked up tale Danny 
told him. He ignored our signal an’ 
stood away on the port tack, an’ poor 
Jack stood abaft the wheel an’ watched 
all his hope an’ love sail away from him.

It sure looked like the finish for Jack 
an’ Mary, but —  queer things happen 
at sea. Three months later on the off
shore grounds two thousan’ miles out to 
sea we raised a small boat an’ when we 
run down on it there was Cap’n O’Brien 
an’ Dan an’ Mary. Dan he’d got too 
rough with that black watch o’ Cape De 
Verde niggers an’ they ’d set fire to the 
ship an’ got away in the boats. We



276 ALL-STORY WEEKLY.

wasn’t any too soon pickin’ ’em up, foj; 
they was out o’ grub an’ most to the 
end o’ their water, but father an’ son, 
they fought like wildcats to keep Jack 
from savin’ ’em,

” You got a right to throw your own 
life away if you like,” Jack tells the old 
man at last. “ But you’ve got no right 
to let your hate of me murder M ary.”

“ I'd rather see her dead here in the 
bottom o’ this boat right now than be
holden to you for one minute o’ her life,” 
the old codger raves. An’ he meant it. 
He was a tough old shellback!

We took ’em by main force in the end, 
an’ when the old man see Jack wouldn’t 
leave him, he says: " I ’ll go aboard o’ 
you with my family, but don’t you think 
I ’m grateful, ’cause I ain’t. An’ don’t 
you never try to talk to my girl.” Then 
he turned on her. “ You heard what I 
said, M ary?” he asks her. “ You’re 
never to speak to this dog again.”

An’ that’s how things stood when we 
took ’em aboard. Oh, but that Sunrise 
was a proper hell-ship aft from then on! 
There was Jack an’ Mary sweatin’ their 
hearts out for each other an’ never 
speakin’ ; an’ the old man an' Dan 
gloomin’ together, hatin’ Jack more every 
day —  an’ him hatin’ 'em back. Fine! 
There was all the makin’ of a dirty mur
der there in that cabin, an’ I was look
in’ for it to happen any day.

But Jack had sense past his years. 
Cap’n O’Brien’s leanin’ over the taffrait 
one mornin’ gloomin’ off astern an’ nurs
in’ the black hate in him to make it taste 
bitterer, when Jack come up the com
panion an’ tapped him on the shoulder.

“  I suppose Danny told you some lie 
about that fight over the whale,” he 
says, short an’ insultin’. 11 I suppose he 
said I took some unfair advantage o’ him 
an’ you were fool enough to believe it. 
Why should I use any underhand ways 
to beat him? I ’m a better man at any
thing you can name. I can take my 
two fists right now an’ lick the daylights 
out o’ him in fair fight.”

The old man turned on him tremblin'

an’ twitchin’. “ You’re a liar,” he 
croaked. ” Danny can lick you with one 
hand tied. You wouldn’t make that 
boast if you didn’t have us aboard your 
own ship.”

Jack leaned on the taffrail an’ laughed. 
•' You think Danny can lick me?” he 
asks. " You don’t— an’ you lie when
you say you do.”

The old man jumped for him at that, 
but Jack sidestepped an’ backed away up 
the poop. " I ’m not lookin’ for you,” 
he says. " But if you're so sure Danny 
can lick me— if you believe what you 
say— call him up an’ we’ll go to it. I ’ll 
fight him for Mary! If he licks me I ’ll 
knock off the whalin’, put you ashore 
at Payta an’ give you my word never to 
see her again. If I win I take her, an’ you 
smile when 1 do it. Is that a go?”

“ It is not,” the old man raves. 
“ You’ll never have my girl.”

“ I knew you lied,” Jack sneered at 
him. “ Talk’s cheap. It’s easy for you 
to say that Danny could lick me, but you 
wouldn’t risk anything on it. It’s a poor 
son his own father won’t back.”

He had the old man foul. O'Brien 
tried to talk, but there wasn't anything 
to say. He steps to the companion an’ 
bellered for Danny. Dan come boilin’ 
on deck, an’ the old man grabbed him 
by the shoulders an’ shook him like a 
grouchy old dog shakin’ a young pup.

” Go lick him,” he says, pointin’ at 
Jack. " Lick him or I ’ll disown you. 
I've passed my word to him he’s to have 
Mary if he down you. If you knuckle 
under now I ’ll lick you myself for every 
day o’ the rest o’ my life. Lick him. 
Danny, boy, go lick him.”

Dan’s crazy for just that chance. 
Every muscle in him was achin’ to get 
at the feller he’d been hatin’ for so long. 
They went for’ard onto the fo’c's’le 
head an’ stripped to their trousers.

“ What about rules?” the old man 
says. ” How you goin’ to fight?”

“ With everything we was born with.” 
Jack says. “ An’ nothin’ else.”

There wasn’t a cloud in the sky that
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day an’ we was loafin’ along with all plair  ̂
sail set, rollin’ easy to the sou'west swell. 
An’ there on that fo’c's'le hear!, with the 
sun, nigh straight overhead, a pourin’ the 
hot light down over everything till the 
shadow of a stay was marked plain on 
deck, them two big. hard young fellows 
squared off an' went to it.

There wasn't a lot o’ science to that 
tight, maybe, not the kind they make use 
of in a padded ring with gloves on their 
hands, but what was lackin' in science 
was made up in strength an’ grit an’ 
fudgin' fury. The old man was 
scrunched down on the port cathead 
talkin' away to himself an’ slammin' 
away at the air with his own fists while 
he watched the fight. I was kneelin’ 
halfway up the ladder when I heard a 
funny noise behind me an’ turned around 
to see Mary* standin’ on tiptoe peekin' 
over my shoulder an’ takin’ it all in.

It was funny to watch her. She’d 
groan an’ look sad when Danny was get- 
tin’ an. awful pummelin’, but when Jack 
was gettin’ the worst o’ the game there 
was nothin1 sad about her. Xo, sir. 
She was just scared, then, and mad. 
Wow! But wasn’t she mad when he 
was gettin’ beat! She’d twist her hands 
an' sway back an’ forth an’ mumble to 
herself. She was prayin’ for Jack to win.

An’ he was. They fought all over the 
head an’ rolled on the deck an’ smashed 
against the capstan an’ stood breast to 
breast an’ slugged each other for min
utes on end. Jack was an awful lookin’ 
sight, but to anybody who kn.-v men an’ 
rightin' it was plain that nothin' short 
of an accident would save Danny. Final
ly Jack caught him flush under the ear 
with a right swing that start ed from his 
knees, an' Danny dropped. I To lay 
still for seven or eight seconds an’ then 
staggered to his feet. Jack swung for 
him, an’ he fell into a clinch. Jack was 
heavin’ strainin’ to pry him loose 
when over they go together against the 
capstan. I heard Jack yell when he fell, 
an’ T knew he y,*as hurt somehow. He 
rolled loose from Danny, an’ when he got

up I went sick all over. I ’ve seen too 
many busted arms not to know the 
meanin’ o’ the way that right wing o’ 
his was hangin’.

A clinch after that would have finished 
Jack, but he kept free, backin’ away 
from Danny’s rushes an’ hittin’ with his 
left. He knocked Danny down with a 
straight jab to the mouth, an’ when he 
got to his feet again he was reelin’ groggy. 
I see Jack gather himself together for his 
chance, an’ he sure made the most of it. 
That left o’ his whanged fair under the 
butt o’ the ear, an' when Danny dropped 
I wondered whether he was dead or not.

He wasn’t. I slushed a couple o’ 
buckets o’ water over him, an’ he give 
a gasp an’ opened his eyes as far as he 
could —  both of ’em bein’ pretty well 
swelled shut. He was the first to take note 
o’ Jack. We’d all forgot him while we 
was workin’ to bring Danny back. Jack 
stood leanin’ on the capstan pantin'.

“ You licked me,” Danny says, grin- 
nin’ at him. “ But I made you look like 
you'd been in a fight with a man.’’

All the hate an’ bitterness was gone 
out o’ his voice. Old man O’Brien 
looked at Jack an’ see that arm hangin’ 
limp. ■ ' Come aft. here.” he says, “ an' let 
me set that afore you cool out.”

“  I ’ll take my wife aft when I go,” 
Jack says. “ You’re a shipmaster, so 
stand up here an’ marry us.”

He held out his good left arm an’ 
Mary run cryin’ into the lovin’ crook of 
it. O ’Brien cussed some an’ grumbled 
an’ then he grinned an' married ’em 
there on the fo'c's'le head.

Dan lay on deck propped on one elbow 
an’ watched the man he’d hated made his 
brother-in-law.

'• Well,” he says, when the weddin’s 
over. ” I'm glad that the only man in 
the whalin’ fleet that can lick me’s a 
member o’ the family.”

” I ’m no slave driver, son,” concluded 
Captain Watson, " an’ I don’t hold for 
brutality, but hard fists—  There’s need 
of ’em at times.”
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descendant of one of the  oldest fam ilies in French C anada, a f te r  cleaning ou t the  K id  in T on- 
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his m o ther, an d  in a  furious b a ttle  th e  son is killed w ith  his ow n revolver. M o th e r B londin runs 
for help yelling ‘'T h ie f ! ” and  " M u rd e r ! ” and  R aym ond  sw iftly  changes clothes w ith  the priest in 
o rder to  escape. Ju s t as he announces him self as " F a th e r  A u b e r t"  to  a girl w ith  a lan tern , he 
fancies he sees the  real p riest’s body move.

T h e  w ounded  priest is taken  to  the  p resby tery , w here R aym ond is assisted by V alerie Lafleur, 
th e  girl w ith  the  lan tern , and  her m o ther in m aking him  com fortab le . R aym ond all bu t kills him  
th a t night to  close his lips, bu t som ething holds him  back. 'I 'hen, three days la ter, as he re tu rns 
from  holding a burial service over T heophile  B londin, V alerie tells him  th a t  the  supposed m urderer 
has recovered his speech.

CHAPTER XI.

“ HENRI MENTONE.”

V ALERIE’S flushed face was lifted 
eagerly to his. She had caught 
impetuously at the sleeve of his 

soutane, and was urging him forward. 
And yet he was walking with deliberate, 
measured tread across the green toward 
the presbyt'ere. Strange how the blood 
seemed to be hammering feverishly at his 
temples!

Every impulse prompted him to run. 
as a man running for his life, to reach the 
presbytire, to reach that room, to shut 
the door upon himself and that man

whose return to consciousness meant — 
what?

But it was too late to run now. Too 
late! Already the news seemed to have 
spread. Those who had been the last to 
linger at the grave of Theophile Blondin 
were gathering, on their way' out from 
the little burying ground, around the 
door of the presbylere. It would appear 
bizarre, perhaps, that the cure should 
come tearing across the green with vest
ments flying simply because a man had 
regained consciousness!

Ha, ha! Yes, very bizarre! Why 
should their cure run like one demented 
just because a man had regained con-
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sciousness? If the man were at his last 
gasp, now, were just about to die— that 
would be different!

He found a bitter mirth in that. Yes, 
decidedly, they would understand that! 
But as it was, they would think their 
cure. had gone suddenly mad, perhaps, or 
they would think, perhaps —  something 
else.

The dice were thrown, the card was 
turned— against him. His luck was out. 
To walk toward those gaping people clus
tered about the door, to walk into the 
presbytere, was like walking tamely to 
where a noose dangled and awaited his 
neck. But it was his only chance.

Yes, there was a chance— one chance 
left. If he could hold out until evening, 
until darkness!

Until evening, until darkness —  with 
the night before him in which to attempt 
his escape! But there were still eight 
hours or more to evening. There were 
only a few more steps to go before he 
reached the presbytere. The distance 
was pitifully short. In those few steps 
he must plan everything; plan that that 
accursed noose swaying before his eyes 
should—

“ Dies ilia, dies irae— that day, a day 
of wrath.”

What brought those words flashing 
through his mind? He had said them 
once that morning— but a little while ago 
— in church— as a priest— at Theophile 
Btondin’s funeral. Damn it, they were 
not meant for him! They did not mean 
to-day. They were not premonitory. He 
was not beaten yet!

In the shed behind the presbytere 
there was a pair of the old sacristan’s 
overalls, an old coat, and an old hat. He 
had noticed them yesterday. They would 
serve his purpose— a man in a pair of 
overalls and a dirty, tom coat would not 
look much like a priest. Yes, yes; that 
would do, it was the -wav— when night 
came. He would have the darkness, and 
he would hide the next flay, and the day 
after, and travel only by night. It in
vited pursuit, of course, the one thing

that next to capture itself he had strug
gled and plotted to avoid; but it was the 
only chance now, and, if luck turned 
again, he might succeed in making his 
way out of the country— when night 
came.

But until then! What until then? 
That was where his danger lay now— in 
those hours until darkness.

“ Y es!” whispered Raymond fiercely to 
himself. “ Yes— if only you keep your 
head!”

What was the matter with him? Had 
he forgotten? It was what he had been 
prepared to face that night when he had 
brought the priest to the presbytere, 
should the man then have recovered suf
ficiently to speak. It should be still 
easier now to make any one believe that 
the man was wandering in his mind, was 
not yet lucid or coherent after so long a 
lapse from consciousness. And the very 
story that the man would tell must sound 
like the ravings of a still disordered mind!

He, Raymond, would insist that the 
man be kept very quiet during the day; 
he would stay beside the other’s bed. Was 
he not the cure? Would they not obey 
him, show deference to his judgment and 
his wishes— until night came?

They were close to the presbytere now, 
close to the little gaping crowd that sur
rounded the door; and, as though con
scious for the first time that she was 
clinging to his arm, Valerie, in sudden 
embarrassment at her own eagerness, hur
riedly dropped her hand to her side. And, 
at the act, Raymond looked at her quick
ly, in an almost startled way.

Strange! But then his brain was in 
turmoil. Strange that extraneous things, 
things that had nothing to do with the 
one grim purpose of saving his neck, 
should even for an instant assert them
selves !

But then they —  no, she —  had done 
that before. He remembered now— when 
they were putting on that bandage—  
when that crucifix had tangled up his 
hands, and she had seemed to stand be
fore him to save him from himself— those
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dark eyes, that pure, sweet face, the ten
der, womanly sympathy— the antithesis 
of himself! And to-night, when the night 
he longed for came, the night that meant 
his only chance for life, he— what was 
this— this sudden pang of yearning that 
ignored, with a most curious authority, 
as though it had the right to ignore the 
desperate, almost hopeless peril that was 
closing down upon him, that seemed to 
make the coming of the night now a thing 
he would put off, a thing to regret and to 
dread, that bade him search for some 
other way, some other plan that would 
not necessitate—

“ A fool and a pretty face!” — it was 
the gibe and sneer and prod of that in
ward monitor. “ See all these people 
who are so reverently making way for 
you, and eying you with affection and 
simple humility, see the rest of them 
coming back from all directions because 
the murderer is about to tell his story—  
well, see how they will make way for you, 
and with what affection and humility 
they will eye you when you come out of 
that house again, if all the wits the devil 
ever gave you are not about you now!”

He spoke to her quietly, controlling his 
voice.

“ You have not told me yet what he 
said, mademoiselle? "

She shook her head. ” He did not say 
much— only to ask where he was, and for 
a drink of water.”

He had no time to ask more. They 
had reached the group before the presby- 
t'rre now, and the buzz of conversation, 
the eager, excited exchange of question 
and answer, was hushed, as. with one ac
cord, men and women made way for their 
curt. And Raymond, lifting his hand in 
a kindly, yet authoritative gesture, cau
tioning patience and order, mounted the 
steps of the presbytere.

And then, inside the doorway, Ray
mond quickened his step. From the 
closed door at the end of the short hall- 
wary came the low murmur of voices. It 
was Mrne. Lafleur, probably, who was 
there with the other now. How much,

how little had the man said— since Va
lerie had left the room?

Raymond's lips tightened grimly. It 
was fortunate that Mme. Lafleur had so 
great a respect for the cloth! He had 
nothing to fear from her. He could make 
her believe anything. He could twist her 
around his finger, and— he opened the 
door softly— and stood, as though sud
denly rigid, incapable of movement, upon 
the threshold— and his hand upon the 
doorknob closed tighter and tighter in a 
vise-like grip.

Across the room stood, not Mme. La
fleur, but M. Dupont, the assistant chief 
of the Tournayville police, and in M. Du
pont's hand was a notebook, and upon 
M. Dupont’s lips, as he turned and 
glanced quickly toward the door, there 
played an enigmatical smile!

“ Ah! It is monsieur le cure!”  ob
served M. Dupont smoothly. “ Well, 
come in monsieur le cure— come in, and 
shut the door. I promise you, you will 
find it interesting. What? Yes. very in
teresting!”

“ Oh, M. Dupont is here!” the words 
seemed to come to Raymond as from 
some great distance lrehind him.

He turned. It was Valerie. Of course 
it was Valerie! He had forgotten. She 
had naturally followed him along the hall 
to the door. What did this Dupont mean 
by what he had said? What had Dupont 
already learned— that was so interesting? 
It would not do to have Valerie here, if—  
if he and Dupont—

“ Perhaps, Mile. Valerie," he said 
gravely, “ it would be as well if you did 
not come in. M. Dupont appears to be 
officially engaged.”

“ But, of course!” she agreed readily. 
“ I did not know that any one was here. 
I left the man alone when I ran out to 
find you. I will come back when M. Du
pont has gone.”

And Raymond smiled and stepped in
side the room, and closed the door and 
leaned with his back against it.

“ Well, monsieur le cure ” — M. Dupont 
tapped with his pencil on the notebook—-
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” I have it all down here. All! Every
thing that he has said.”

Raymond had not even glanced to
ward the bed— his eyes, cool, steady now, 
were on the officer, watching the other 
like a hawk.

” Yes?” he prompted calmly.
‘‘ And ”— M. Dupont made that infer

nal clucking noise with his tongue— I 
have— nothing! Did I not tell you it 
was interesting? Yes, very interesting! 
Very!”

Was the man playing with him? How 
clever was this Dupont? Xo fool, at any 
rate! He had already shown that, in 
spite of his absurd mannerisms. Ray
mond’s hand began to toy with the cru
cifix on his breast, while his fingers sur
reptitiously loosened several buttons of 
his soutane.

” Xothing?” Raymond's eyebrows 
were raised in mild surprise. “ But Mile. 
Valerie told me he had regained con
sciousness.”

“ Yes," said M. Dupont, ” I heard her 
say so to some one as she left the house. 
I was keeping an eye on that vicille sau
sage sse, Mother Blondin. But this— ah! 
Quite a more significant matter! Yes—  
quite! You will understand, monsieur 
le cure, that I lost no time in reaching 
here?"

And now for the first time Raymond 
looked swiftly toward the bed. It was 
only for the barest fraction of a second 
that he permitted his eyes to leave the 
police officer; but in that glance he had 
met coal black eyes, all pupils they 
seemed, fixed in a sort of intense penetra
tion upon him.

The man was still lying on his back, 
he had noticed that— but it was the eyes, 
disconcerting, full of something he could 
not define, boring into him, that domi
nated all else. He stepped nonchalantly 
toward M. Dupont.

“ It is astonishing that he has said 
nothing,” he murmured softly. ” Will 
you permit me, M. Dupont ”— he held 
out his hand— ” to see your book?"

“ The book? H-m! Well, why not?”

M. Dupont shrugged his shoulders as he 
placed the notebook in Raymond's hand. 
” It is not customary— but, why not!” 

And then upon Raymond came relief. 
It surged upon him until he could have 
laughed out hysterically, laughed like a 
fool in this M. Dupont’s face— this M. 
Dupont who was the assistant chief of the 
police force of Tournayville. It was true! 
Dupont had at least told the truth. So 
far Dupont had learned nothing.

Raymond’s face was impassive as he 
scrutinized the page before him. Written 
with a flourish on the upper line, presum
ably to serve as a caption, were the 
words:

T h e  M urd ere r, H enri M entone, 

and beneath:

E vades d irect answ ers. H ardened  ty p e —• 
know s his w ay abou t. P re tends ignorance. 
S tub b o rn . W ily rasca l—yes, very !

Raymond handed the notebook back. 
“  It is perhaps not so strange after all. 

M. Dupont," he remarked with a thought
ful air. " We must not forget that the 
poor fellow has but just recovered con
sciousness. He is hardly likely to be 
either lucid or rational.”

“ Bah!” ejaculated Dupont grimly. 
” He is as lucid as l am. But I am not 
through with him yet. He is not the first 
of his kind I have hud upon my hook.” 
He leaned toward the bed. ” Xow then, 
my little apache, you will answer my 
questions! Do you understand? No 
more evasions! Xone at all! They will 
do you no good, and— ”

Raymond’s hand fell upon M. Du
pont’s shoulder. Though he had not 
looked again until now, he was conscious 
that those eyes from the bed had never 
for an instant swerved from his face. 
Xow he met them steadily. He addressed 
Dupont, but he spoke to the man on the 
bed.

“ Have you warned him, M. Dupont,” 
he said soberly, “ that anything he says 
will be used against him? And have you
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told him that he is not obliged to answer? 
He is weak yet, and at a disadvantage. 
He would be quite justified in waiting 
until he w;as stronger, and entirely com
petent to wTeigh his own words.”

M. Dupont was possessed of an incon
sistency all his own. “ Tonnerre! ” he 
snapped. u And what is the use of warn
ing him when he will not answer at all?” 

“ You appear not quite to have given 
up hope,” observed Raymond dryly.

‘‘ H-m!” M. Dupont scowled. " Very 
well, then ”— he leaned once more over 
the bed and addressed the man— “ you 
understand? It is as monsieur Ic cure 
says. I warn you. You are not obliged 
to answer. Now, then— your name, your 
age, your birthplace?”

Raymond shifted his position to the 
foot of the bed. Damn those eyes! Move 
where he would they' never left his face. 
The man had paid no attention to Du
pont. Why, in God’s name, why did the 
man keep on staring and gazing so fixedly 
at him— and why had he refused to an
swer Dupont’s questions— and why had 
he not with his first w'ords poured out his 
story eagerly?

1 "W ell, well!” prodded M. Dupont. 
" Did you not hear— eh? Your name?” 

The man’s eyes followed Raymond.
" Where am I?” he asked faintly.
It was too querulous, that tone, too 

genuinely weak and peevish to smack of 
trickery —  and suddenly upon Raymond 
there came again that nervous impulse to 
laugh out aloud. So that was the secret 
of it, was it? There was a sort of sar
donic humor then in the situation! The 
suggestion, the belief he had planned to 
convey to shield himself— that the man 
was still irrational— was, in fact, the 
truth! But how long would that condi
tion last? He must put an end to this—  
get this cursed Dupont away!

“  Where am I? ” muttered the man 
again.

“  Ticns!” clucked Dupont. “ You see 
monsieur le cure! You see? Yes, you 
see. He plays the game well— with fin
esse, eh?” He turned to the man.

“ Where are you, eh? Well, you are bet
ter off where you are now than where you 
will be in a few days! I promise you 
that! Now, again— your name?”

The man shook his head.
“ M. Dupont,” said Raymond, a little 

severely. "Y o u  will arrive at nothing 
like this. The man is not himself. To
morrow he will be stronger.”

"B ah! Nonsense! Stronger!” jerked 
out Dupont derisively. “ Our fox is quite 
strong enough! Monsieur le cure, you 
are not a police officer— do not let your 
pity deceive you. And permit me to con
tinue!” He slipped his hand into his 
pocket, and adroitly flashed a visiting- 
card suddenly before the man’s eyes. 
" Well, since you cannot recall your 
name, this will perhaps be of assistance. 
You see, M. Henri Mentone, that you get 
yourself nowhere by refusing to answer!” 

Once more the man shook his head.
" So!" Dupont complacently returned 

the card to his pocket. “ Now we will 
continue. You see now where you stand. 
Your age?”

Again the man shook his head.
"H e  does not know!” remarked Du

pont caustically. “ Very convenient 
memory! Yes — very! Well, will you 
tell us where you came from?”

For the fourth time the man shook his 
head— and at that instant Raymond 
edged close to Dupont’s side. What was 
that in those eyes now— that something 
that was creeping into them— that dawn
ing light, as they searched his face?

“ He dees not know that, either!” com
plained the police official sarcastically. 
“ Magnificent! Yes— very! He know7s 
nothing at all! He— ”

With a low cry the man struggled to 
his elbow, propping himself up in bed.

“ Yes, I know!” his voice, high pitched, 
rang through the room. **I know now!” 
He raised his hand and pointed at Ray
mond. “ I knout you! ”

Raymond’s hand was thrust into the 
breast of his soutane, where he had un
buttoned it beneath the crucifix —- and 
Raymond’s fingers closed upon the stock
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of an automatic in his upper left-hand 
vest-pocket.

“ Poor fellow!” murmured Raymond 
pityingly. “ You see, M. Dupont ”— he 
moved still a little closer —  “ you have 
gone too far. You have excited him. He 
is incoherent. He does not know what he 
is saying.”

Dupont was clucking with his tongue 
as he eyed the man speculatively.

“ Yes, yes; I know you now!" cried 
the priest again. “ Oh. monsieur, mon
sieur!” —  both hands were suddenly 
thrust out to Raymond, and there was a 
smile on the trembling lips, an eager flush 
dyeing the pale cheeks. “ It is you, mon
sieur! I have been very sick, have I not? 
It— it was like a dream. I -I was try
ing to remember— your face. It is your 
face that T have seen so often bending 
over me. Was that not it, monsieur—■ 
monsieur, you who have been so good—  
was that not it? \rou would lift me upon 
my pillow, and give me something cool to 
drink. And was it not you, monsieur, 
who sat there in that chair for long, long 
hours? It seems as though I saw you 
there always— many, many times.”

It was like a shock, a revulsion so 
strong that for the moment it unnerved 
him. Raymond scarcely heard his own 
voice.

“ Yes,” he said— his forehead was 
damp as he brushed his hand across it.

M. Dupont blew out his cheeks.
“ Xom d'un nom!” he exploded. “ Ah. 

your pardon, monsieur le cure! But it is 
mild, a very mild oath, is it not— under 
the circumstances? Yes— very! I ad
mire cleverness— yes. I do! The man 
has a head! What an appeal to the emo
tions! Poignant! Yes, that’s the word 
— poignant. Looking for sympathy! 
Trying to make an ally of you, monsieur 
le cure! ”

“ Get rid of the fool! Get rid of the 
fool!” prompted that inward monitor im
patiently.

Raymond, with a significant look, 
plucked at M. Dupont’s sleeve and led 
him across the room away from the bed.

“ Do you think so?” he asked in a low
ered voice.

“ Eh? Think what?”
“ What you just said— that he is trying 

to make an ally of me.”
“ Oh, that— zut! ”  sniffed M. Dupont. 

“ But what else?”
“ Then suppose ”— Raymond dropped 

his voice still lower— “ then suppose you 
leave him with meAintil to-morrow. And 
meanwhile— you understand?"

Dupont pondered the suggestion.
“ Well, very well— why not?" he de

cided. ” Perhaps not a bad idea— per
haps not. And if it does not succeed ”—■ 
shrugged his shoulders— “ well, w;e know 
everything anyhow; and I will make him 
pay through the nose for his tricks! But 
he is under arrest, monsieur le cure, you 
understand that? There is a cell in the 
jail at Tournayville that— ”

“ Naturally— when he is able to be 
moved." agreed Raymond readily. " We 
will speak to the doctor about that. In 
the mean time, he probably could not 
walk across this room. He is quite safe 
here. 1 will be responsible for him.”

“ And I will put a flea in the doctor’s 
ear!" announced Dupont, moving toward 
the door. “ The assizes arc next week, 
and after the assizes, say, another six 
weeks and ’’— his tongue clucked elo
quently several times against the roof of 
his mouth. “ We will not keep him wait
ing long! ”

He opened the door, and, standing on 
the threshold where he was hidden from 
the bed, laid his forefinger along the side 
of his nose.

“ \ ou are wrong, monsieur le cure!"—  
he had raised his voice to carry through 
the room. “ But still you may be right. 
You are too soft-hearted; yes, that is it—  
soft-hearted. Well, he has you to thank 
for it. 1 would not otherwise consider it 
— it is against my best judgment. I bid 
you good-by, monsieur le cure!"

Raymond closed the door— but it was 
a moment, standing there with his back 
to the bed. before he moved'. His face 
was set. the square jaws clamped, a cyn
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ical smile flickering on his lips. It had 
been close— but of the two, between Du
pont against himself and the gallows, Du
pont had been the nearer to death!

He saw the man in his mind’s eye 
sprawled on the floor. It would not have 
been difficult to have stopped forever any 

i outcry from that weak thing upon the 
'beck And then the window; and after 
that— God knew!

And it would have been God’s affair. 
It was God who had instituted that primal 
law that lay upon every human soul, the 
law of self-preservation; and it was God’s 
choosing, not his, that he was here! Who 
was to quarrel with him if he stopped at 
nothing in his fight for life?

Well, Dupont was gone now’. That 
danger was past. He had only to reckon 
now with Valerie and her mother— until 
night came.

He raised his hand heavily to his fore
head and pushed back his hair. Valerie? 
Until night came? Fool! What was 
Valerie to him? And yet— he jeered at 
himself in a sort of grim derisionb^and 
yet, if it were not his one chance for life, 
he would not go to-night.

He could call himself a fool, if he 
would; that ubiquitous and caustic other 
self, that was the cool, calculating, un
emotional personification of Three-Ace 
Artie, could call him a fool, if it would—  
those dark eyes of Valerie's— no, not that 
— it was not eyes, nor hair, nor lips, they 
were only part of Valerie— it was Val
erie, like some rare fragrance, fresh and 
pure and sweet in her young womanhood, 
that—

" Monsieur!"— the man was calling 
fiom the bed.

Raymond turned, walked back across 
the room, drew a chair to the bedside, 
and sat down. And Raymond smiled—  
but not at the bandaged, outstretched 
form before him. A fool? Well, so be 
it! The -fool would sit here for the rest 
of the morning, and the rest of the after
noon, and listen to the babbling wander
ings of another fool who had not had 
sense enough to die; and he would play

this cursed role of saint, and fumble with 
his crucifix, and mumble his Latin, and 
keep this Mile. Valerie (who meant noth
ing to him), from the room-wiiuntil to
night.

And— what was this other fool say
ing?

“ Monsieur— monsieur, who was that 
rnan who just went out?”

Raymond answered mechanically:
i! It was M. Dupont, the assistant chief 

of the Tournayville police.”
“ What was he doing here?” asked the 

priest slowly, as though trying to puzzle 
cut the answer to his own question.
“ Why was he asking me all those ques
tions?”

Raymond, tight-lipped, looked him in 
the eyes.

“ We’ve had enough of this, haven’t 
we?” he challenged evenly. “ I thought 
at first you were still irrational. You’re 
not— that is now quite evident. Well—  
we are alone— what is your object? You 
had a chance to tell Dupont your story!”

A pitiful, stunned look crept into the 
priest’s face. He stretched out his hand 
over the coverlet toward Raymond.

“ You— you, too, monsieur!” he said 
numbly. ” What does it mean? What 
does it mean?”

It startled Raymond. There was trick
ery here, it could be nothing else- and 
yet there was sincerity too genuine to be 
assumed in the man's words and acts. 
Raymond sat back in his chair, and for 
a long minute, brows knitted, studied 
him.

It was possible, of course, that he 
might not have recognized him--they had 
only been together for a few moments 
in the smoking compartment of the train, 
and, dressed now as a priest, that might 
well be the case— but why not the story, 
then?— why not the simple statement that 
he was the new cure coming to the village, 
that he had been struck down and— bah! 
What was the man’s game? Well, he 
would force the issue, that was all!

He leaned over the bed, and, his hand 
upon the other’s, his fingers closed around
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the man’s wrist until, beneath their tips, 
they could gage the throb of the pulse. 
And his eyes, steel-hard, were on him.

“ I am the cure," he said in a low, 
level tone, “ of St. Marleau— while Father 
Allard is away. My name is— Francois 
Aubert.”

“ And mine,” said I'ranqois Aubert, 
“ is— ” He shook his head. “ Mine is— ” 
His face grew piteously troubled— “ it is 
strange— I do not remember that, either.”

There had been no tell-tale nervous 
flutter of the man's pulse. Raymond’s 
hand fell away from his wrist. What 
was this curious, almost uncanny pre
sentiment that was creeping upon him? 
Was it possible that the man was telling 
the truth? Was it possible that— his own 
brain was whirling now— he steadied him
self, forcing himself to speak.

“ Did you not read the card that Du
pont showed you?”

“ Yes,” said the priest. “ Henri Men
tone— is that my name?”

“ Do you not know?” Raymond's tone 
was suddenly sharp, incisive.

” No,” the other answered. “ No, I—  
1 cannot remember.” He reached out his 
arms imploringly to Raymond again.

Oh, monsieur, what does it mean? I 
do not know where I am— I do not know
how I came here.”

“ You are in the presbytere at St. Mar
leau, ” said Raymond, still sharply. Was 
it true, or was the man simply magnifi
cent in duplicity? No— there could be 
no reason, no valid reason, for the man 
to play a part— no reason why he should 
have withheld his story from Dupont. It 
was not logical. He. Raymond, who alone 
knew all the story, knew that.

It must be true— but he dared not yet 
drop his guard. He must be sure— his life 
depended on his being sure. He was 
speaking again— uncompromisingly:

“ You were picked up unconscious in 
the road by the tavern during the storm 
three nights ago —  you remember the 
storm, of course?”

Again that piteously troubled look was 
on the other’s face.

“ No, monsieur, I do not remember,” 
he said tremulously.

- Well, then,” persisted Raymond, “ be
fore the storm— you surely remember 
that! Where you came from? Where 
you lived? Your people?”

“ Where I came from, my— my peo
ple ”— the man repeated the words auto
matically. He swept his hand across his 
bandaged head. ” It is gone," he whis
pered miserably. “ I— it is gone. There 
— there is nothing. I do not remember 
anything except a girl in this room saying 
she would run for the cure, and then that 
man came in.” A new trouble came into 
his eyes. “ That man— you said he was 
a police officer— why was he here? And 
— you have not told me yet— why should 
he ask me questions?"

There was still a card to play. Ray
mond leaned again over the man.

“ All this will not help you,” he said 
sternly. " Far better that you should 
confide in me! The proof against you 
is overwhelming. You are already con
demned. You murdered Theophile Blon- 
din that night, and stole Mother Blondin’s 
money. Mother Blondin struck you that 
blow upon the head as you ran from the 
house. You were found in the road; and 
in your pockets was Mother Blondin’s 
money— and her son's revolver, with 
which you shot him. In a word, vou are 
under arrest for murder."

“ Murder!”— the man, wide-eyed, hor
ror-stricken, was staring at Raymond—  
and then he was clawing himself frantic
ally into an upright position in the bed. 
“ No, no! Not that! It cannot be true! 
Not— murder/” His voice rose into a 
piercing cry, and rang, and rang again 
through the room. He reached out his 
arms. “ You are a priest, monsieur— by 
that holy crucifix, by the dear Christ’s 
love, tell me that it is not so! Tell me! 
Murder? It is not true! It cannot be 
true! No, no— no! Monsieur— father—  
do you not hear me crying to you, do you 
not— " Flis voice choked and was still. 
His face was buried in his hands, and 
great sobs shook his shoulders.
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And Raymond turned his head away—  
and Raymond's face was gray and drawn. 
There was no longer room for doubt. 
That blow upon the skull had blotted out 
the man’s memory, left it a blank.

CHAPTER XII.

m s b r o t h e r ’ s  k e e p e r .

FATHER ALLARD'S desk had been 
moved into the front room. Ray
mond, on a very thin piece of paper, 

was tracing the signature inscribed on 
the fly-leaf of the prayer-book— Francois 
Aubert. Before him lay a number of let
ters written that morning by Valerie—  
parish letters, a letter to the bishop—  
awaiting his signature. Valerie, who had 
been private secretary to her uncle, was 
now private secretary to— Frangois Au
bert!

The day before yesterday he had signed 
a letter in this manner, and Valerie, who 
was acquainted with the signature from 
her uncle’s correspondence, had had no 
suspicions. Raymond placed his tracing 
over the bottom of one of the letters, and, 
bearing down heavily as he wrote, ob
tained an impression on the letter itself. 
The impression served as a guide, and he 
signed— Frangois Aubert.

It was simple enough, this expedient 
in lieu of a piece of carbon paper that he 
had no opportunity to buy, and for which, 
from the notary perhaps. Valerie's other 
uncle, who alone in the village might be 
expected to have such a thing, he had 
not dared to make the request; but it was 
tedious and laborious— and besides, for 
the moment, his mind was not upon his 
task.

He signed another, and still another, 
his face deeply lined as he worked, 
wrinkles nesting in strained little puckers 
around the corners of his eyes— and sud
denly, while there were yet two of the 
letters to be signed, he sat back in his 
chair, staring unseeingly before him.

From the rear room came that footstep, 
slow, irregular, uncertain. It was “ Henri

Mentone.” Dupont’s “ flea ” in the doc
tor’s ear had had its effect. Henri Men
tone was taking his exercise— from the 
bed to the window, from the window to 
the door, from the door to the bed, and 
over again. In the three days since the 
man had recovered consciousness he had 
made rapid strides toward recovering his 
strength as well, though he still spent 
part of the day in bed— this afternoon, 
for instance, he was to be allowed out for 
a little while in the open air.

Raymond's eyes fixed on the open 
window where the morning sunlight 
streamed into the room. Yes, the man 
was getting on his feet rapidly enough 
to suit even M. Dupont. The criminal 
assizes began at Tournavville the day 
after to-morrow. And then Henri Men
tone was to stand his trial for the mur
der of Theophile Blondin!

Raymond's fingers tightened upon the 
penholder until it cracked warningly, re
calling him to himself, tie had not gone 
that night. Gone? He laughed mock
ingly. The man had lost his memory! 
Who would have thought of that— and 
what it meant? If the man had died, 
or even if he had talked and so forced 
him to accept flight as his one and only 
chance, the issue would have been clean- 
cut. But, curse him, he had not died; 
nor had he told his story— and to all ap
pearances at least, except for still being 
naturally a little weak, was as well as 
any one. Gone! Gone— that night!
Great God, they would hang the fool for 
this!

The sweat-beads crept out on Ray
mond's forehead. No, no— not that! 
They thought the man was shamming 
now, but they would surely realize before 
it was too late that he was not. They 
would convict him, of course; the evi
dence was damning, overwhelming, final 
— but they would not hang a man who 
could not remember. No. they wouldn't 
hang him. But what they would do was 
horrible enough— they would sentence 
him for life, and keep him in the infirmary 
perhaps of some penitentiary.
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I-'or life— that was all!
The square jaw was suddenly out- 

thrust. Well, what of it? He, Raymond, 
was safe as it was. It was his life, or 
the other’s. In either case it would be 
an innocent man who suffered. As far 
as actual murder was concerned, he was 
no more guilty than this priest who had 
had nothing to do with it.

Besides, they would hang him, Ray
mond, and they wouldn't hang the other. 
Of course, they didn’t believe the man 
now! Why should they? They did not 
know what he, Raymond, knew; they had 
only the evidence before them that was 
conclusive enough to convict a saint from 
heaven!

Ha, ha! Why, even the man himself 
was beginning to believe in his own guilt! 
Sometimes he was as a caged beast in an 
impotent fury; and— and sometimes he 
would cling like a frightened child with 
his arms around Raymond’s neck.

It was warm here in the room, warm 
with the bright, glorious sunlight of the 
summer morning. Why did he shiver like 
that? And this— why this if The smell 
of incense; those organ notes rising and 
swelling through the church; the voices 
of the choir; the bowed heads every
where! He surged up from his chair 
and rocked on his feet, his hands clenched 
upon the edge of the desk. Before what 
dread tribunal was this that he was being 
called suddenly to account?

Yesterday— yesterday had been Sun
day--and yesterday he had celebrated 
mass. His own voice seemed to sound 
again in his ears: ‘‘ Introibo ad altare Dei 
(I will go in unto the Altar of God). 
Ah homine iniquo et doloso erne me 
(Deliver me from the unjust and deceitful 
man). In quorum manibus iniquitates 
sunt (In whose hands are iniquities). I lk  
cst euim Calix Sanguinis Mei novi ct 
aeterni testament}.: mysterium fidei (For 
this is the Chalice of My Blood of the 
new and eternal testament: the mystery 
of faith).”

No— no, no! He had not profaned 
those holy things, those holy vessels. He

had not done it! It was a lie! He had 
fooled even Gauthier Beaulieu, the altar 
boy.

He sank back into his chair like a man 
exhausted, and drew his hand across his 
eyes. It was nothing! He was quite 
calm again. Those words, the church, 
those holy things had nothing to do with 
Henri Mentone. If any one should think 
otherwise, that one was a fool! Had 
Three-Ace Artie ever been swayed by 
“ mystery of faith ”— or been called a 
coward?

Yes, that was it— a coward! It was 
true that he had as much right to life 
as that pitiful thing in the back room, 
but it was he who had put that other’s 
life in jeopardy! That creed— that creed 
of his, born of the far north land where 
men were men, fearing neither God nor 
devil, nor man nor beast— it was better 
than those trembling words which had 
just been upon his lips.

True, he was safe now, if he let them 
dispose of this Henri Mentone— but to 
desert the other would be a coward’s act.

Well, what then— what? Confess—
and with meek, uplifted eyes, like some 
saintly martyr, stand upon the gibbet 
and fasten the noose around his own 
r.eck ? X o!

Well, then, what— w7/«/?
The tormented look was back in Ray

mond's eyes. There was a way, a way 
by which he could give the man a chance, 
a way by which they both might have 
their chance, only the difficulties so far 
had seemed insurmountable— a problem 
that he had not yet been able to solve—  
and the time was short. Yes, the way 
was there, if only

With a swift movement, incredibly 
swift, alert in an instant, his hand swept 
toward the desk. Some one was knocking 
at the door. His fingers closed on the 
thin piece of paper that had served him 
in tracing the signature of Francois Au- 
Lert, and crushed it into a little ball in 
the palm of his hand.

The door opened. There were dark 
eyes there, dark hair, a slim figure, a
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sweet, quiet smile, a calm, an untroubled 
peace, a pervading radiance. It was un
real. It could not exist. There was only 
a ghastly turmoil, agony, dismay, and 
strife everywhere— his soul told him so!

This was Valerie. God, how tired he 
was, how weary! Once he had seen those 
arms supporting that wounded man’s 
head so tenderly— like a soothing caress. 
If he might, just for a moment, know 
that too, it would bring him— rest.

She came lightly across the room and 
stood before the desk.

“ It is for the letters, monsieur le cure,”  
she smiled. “ I am going down to the 
post-office.” She picked up the little pile 
of correspondence; and, very prettily 
businesslike, began to run through it.

Impulsively Raymond reached out to 
take the letters from her— and, instead, 
his hand slipped inside his soutane and 
dropped the crushed ball of paper into 
one of his pockets. It wyas too late, of 
course! She would already have noticed 
the omission of the two signatures.

“ There are two there that I have not 
yet signed,” observed Raymond casually.

“ Yes; so I see!” she answered bright
ly. “ I was just going to tell you how 
terribly careless you were, monsieur le 
cure! Well, you can sign them now, 
while I am putting the others in their 
envelopes. Here they are.”

He took the two letters from her hand 
-— and laid them deliberately aside upon 
the desk.

“ It was not carelessness,” he said 
laughingly; “ except that 1 should have 
allowed them to get mixed up with the 
others. There are some changes that I 
think I should like to make before they 
go. They are not important— to-morrow 
will do.”

“ Of course!” she said. Then in pre
tended consternation: “ I hope the mis
takes weren’t mine?”

“ No— not yours” ; he spoke abstract
edly now. He was watching her as she 
folded the letters and sealed the envel
opes. How quickly she worked! In a 
minute now she would go and leave him

alone again to listen to those footfalls 
from the other room. He wanted rest 
for his stumbling brain; and, yes— he 
wanted her.

He could have reached out and caught 
her hands and drawn that dark head 
bending over the desk closer to him, and 
held her there— a prisoner. He brushed 
his hands hurriedly over his forehead. A 
prisoner! What did he mean by that? 
Oh, yes, the thought was born of the idea 
that he was already a jailer. He had been 
a jailer for three days now— of that man 
there,«who was too weak to get away. He 
had appointed himself jailer— and M. 
Dupont had confirmed the appointment.

What had that to do with Valerie? He 
only wanted her to stay because—a fool 
was he!— because he wanted to torture 
himself a little more. Well, it was 
exquisite torture, then, her presence, her 
voice, her smile!

Love? Well, what if he loved? Days 
and days their lives had been spent to
gether now. How long was it? A week 
— no, it must be more than a week— it 
seemed as though it had been as long as 
he could remember.

Yes, he loved her! He knew that now 
— scoff, sneer, and gibe if that inner voice 
would, he loved her! He loved Valerie! 
Madness? Well, what of that, too? Did 
he dispute it? Yes, it was madness— and 
in more ways than one!

He was fighting for his life in this 
devil’s masquerade, and he might win; 
but he could not fight for or win her love. 
That was just dangled before his eyes as 
the final Satanic touch to this hell-born 
conspiracy that engulfed him!

He was in the garb of a priest! How 
those hell demons must shake their very 
souls out with laughter in their damnable 
glee! He could not even touch her; he 
could say no word, his tongue was tied; 
he was in the garb of a priest!

He— what was this! A fire seemed in 
his veins. Her hand in his! Across the 
desk her hand had crept softly into his!

“  Monsieur— monsieur le cure— you are 
ill!” she cried anxiously.
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And then Raymond found himself upon 
his feet, his other hand laid over hers—  
and he forced a smile.

“ I— no ”— Raymond shook his head; 
“ no, .Mile. Valerie, I am not ill.”

'• You are worn out, then! ” she insisted 
tremulously. “ And it isfeur fault. We 
should have made you let us help you 
more. You have been up night after night 
with that man, and in the daytime there 
was the parish work, and you have never 
had any rest. And yesterday in the 
church you looked so tired— and— and— ”

The dark eyes were misty; the sweet 
face was very close to his. If he might 
bend a little, just a very little, that glad 
wealth of hair would brush his cheek.

“ A little tired, perhaps— yes— made
moiselle,” he said in a low voice. ‘ ‘ But 
it is nothing!” He released her hand, and, 
turning abruptly from the desk, walked 
to the window.

She had followed him with her eyes, 
turned to look after him— he sensed that. 
There was silence in the room. He did 
not speak. He did not dare to speak until 
— ah!— this should bring him to his 
senses quickly enough!

He was staring out through the window. 
A buckboard had turned in from the road, 
and was coming across the green toward 
the presbytere. Dupont and Dr. Arnaud! 
They were coming for Henri Mentone 
now— 'tim-i'f He had let the time slip by 
until it was too late— because he had not 
been able to fight his way through the 
odds against him.

And then there came a wan smile to 
Raymond's lips. No! His fears were 
groundless. Three-Ace Artie would have 
seen that at once. The buckboard was 
single-seated; there was room only for 
two— and M. Dupont could be well 
trusted to look after his own comfort 
when he took the man away.

He drew back from the window, and 
faced around— and the thrill that had 
come from the touch of her hand was 
back again as he caught her gaze upon 
him. What was it that was in those eyes, 
that was in her face? She had been look- 

8  A -S

ing at him like that, he knew, all the time 
that he had been standing at the window. 
They were still misty, those eyes— she 
could not hide that, though she lowered 
them hurriedly now. And that faint flush 
tinging her cheeks! Did it mean that 
she—

Fool! He knew' what it meant! It 
meant that if he cared to seek for any 
added self-torture with his madman’s 
imaginings, he could find it readily to 
hand. She— to have any thought but that 
prompted by her woman’s sympathy, her 
tender anxiety for another’s trouble! She 
— who thought him a priest, and, pure in 
her faith as in her soul, would have re
coiled in horror from—

He steadied his voice.
“ M. Dupont and the doctor have just 

arrived,” he said.
“ They have come for Henri Men

tone?”
“ No, not yet, I imagine,” he answered; 

“ since they have only a one-seated buck-
board.”

“ I will be glad when he has gone! ” she 
exclaimed impulsively.

“ Glad?”
“ Yes— for your sake,” she said. “ He 

has brought you up to the very verge of 
illness yourself.” She was looking down 
again, shuffling the sealed envelopes ab
stractedly. ” And it is not only I who 
say so— it is all St. Marleau. St. Mar- 
leau loves you for it. for your care of him, 
monsieur le cure— but also St. Marleau 
thinks more of its cure than it does of one 
who has taken another’s life.”

Raymond did not reply— he was listen
ing now to the footsteps of Dupont and 
the doctor, as they passed by along the 
hallway outside. Came then a sharp, 
angry voice raised querulously from the 
rear room. That was Henri Mentone.

Dupont’s voice snapped in reply; and 
then the voices merged into a confused 
buzz and murmur. He glanced quickly at 
Valerie. She, too, was listening. Her head 
was turned toward the door, he could not 
see her face. He walked slowly across 
the room to her side by the desk.
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“ You do not think, mademoiselle,” he 
asked gravely, " that it is possible the 
man is telling the truth, that he really 
cannot remember anything that happened 
that night— and before?-’

" Every one knows he is guilty," she 
said thoughtfully. " The evidence proves 
it absolutely. Why, then, should one be
lieve him? If there was even a little 
doubt of his guilt, no matter how little, 
it might be different, and one might 
wonder then; but as it is— no.”

“ And it is not only you who say so ” 
— he smiled, using her own words— “ it is 
all St. Marleau?”

“ Yes, all St. Marleau— and every one 
else, including monsieur le cure, even if he 
has sacrificed himself for the man,” she 
smiled in return. Her brows puckered 
suddenly. “ Sometimes I am afraid of 
him,” she said nervously. “ Yesterday I 
ran from the room. He was in a fury.” 

Raymond’s face grew grave.
” Ah! You did not tell me that, made

moiselle” he said soberly.
“ And I am sorry 1 have told you now, 

if it is going to worry you,” she said 
quickly. “ You must not say anything 
to him. The next time I went in he was 
so sorry that it was pitiful.”

In a fury— at times! Was it strange? 
Was it strange if one did not sit unmoved 
to watch, fettered, bound, impotent, a 
horrible doom creeping inexorably upon 
one? Was it strange if at times, all 
recollection blotted out. conscious only 
that one was powerless to avert that 
creeping terror, one should experience a 
paroxysm of rage that rocked one to the 
very soul— and at times in anguish left 
one like a helpless child?

He had seen the man like that— many 
times in the last few days. And he, too, 
had seen that same terror creep like a 
dread thing out of the night upon himself 
to hover over him; and he could see it 
now lurking there, ever present . . ,
but he, Raymond, could fight!

The door of the rear room opened and 
closed; and M. Dupont’s voice resounded 
from the hall.

" Where is monsieur le cure? Ho, 
monsieur le cure!”

Valerie looked toward him inquiringly. 
■ ' Shall I tell them you are here?” she 
asked.

Raymond nodded mechanically. “ Yes 
— if you will, please.”

He leaned against the desk, his hands 
gripping its edge behind his back. What 
was it now that this M. Dupont wanted? 
He was never sure of Dupont! And this 
morning his brain was fagged, and he did 
not want to cope with this infernal 
Dupont! He watched Valerie walk across 
the room and disappear outside in the 
hall.

“ Monsieur le cure is here,” he heard 
her say. “ Will you walk in?” And 
then, at some remark in the doctor’s 
voice which he did not catch: “ No; he
is not busy. I was just going to take his 
letters to the post-office. He heard you 
call.”

And then, as the two men stepped in 
through the doorway, Raymond spoke 
quietly:

“ Good morning, M. Dupont! Good 
morning. Dr. Arnaud!”

“ Hah! Monsieur le cure" Dupont 
wagged his head vigorously. " He is in 
a very pretty temper this morning, our 
friend in there, eh? Yes, very pretty! 
You have noticed it? Yes, you have 
noticed it. It would seem that he is 
beginning to realize at last that his little 
tricks are going to do him no good!”

Raymond waved his hand toward 
chairs.

You will sit down?” he invited cour
teously.

“ No ”— Dr. Arnaud smiled, as he 
answered for them both. “ No, not this 
morning, monsieur le cure. We are re
turning at once to Tournayville. 1 have 
an important case there, and M. Dupont 
has promised to have me back before 
noon.”

" Y e s ,” said Dupont; “ we stopped 
only to tell you ”— he jerked his hand in 
the direction of the rear room— " that we 
will take him away to-morrow morning.
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Dr. Arnaud says he will be quite able to 
go. We will see what the taste of a day 
in jail will do for him before he goes into 
the dock— what? He is very fortunate! 
Yes, very! There are not many who have 
only one day in jail before they are tried. 
Yes— to-morrow morning! You look sur
prised, monsieur le cure, that it should be 
so soon. Yes, you look surprised!”

“ On the contrary,” observed Raymond 
impassively, " when I saw you drive up a 
few’ minutes ago, I thought you had come 
to take him away at once.”

“ But, not at all!” Dupont indulged 
in a significant smile. “ No— not at all! 
I take not even that chance of cheating 
the court out of his appearance— I do not 
wish to house him for months until the 
next assizes. I take no chances on a re
lapse. He has been quite safe here. Yes 
— quite! He will be quite safe for another 
twenty-four hours in your excellent keep
ing, monsieur le cure— since he is still too 
weak to run far enough to have it do him 
any good!”

" You pay' a high compliment to my 
vigilance, M. Dupont,” said Raymond
with a faint smile.

“ Ilah!" cried Dupont. “ Hah!”— he 
began to chuckle. “ Do you hear that, 
monsieur 1c docteur? I thought it had 
escaped him. He has a sense of humor, 
our estimable cure! You see, do you 
not? Yes. you see. Well, we will go 
now!” He pushed the doctor from the 
room. “ An revoir, monsieur le cure! 
It is understood then? To-morrow morn
ing! Ait revoir— till to-morrow!”

Dupont bowed, and whisked himself 
cut of sight. Raymond went to the door, 
closed it, and mechanically began to pace 
up and down the room. He heard Dupont 
and the doctor clamber into the buck- 
board and the buckboard drive off. There 
was moisture upon his forehead again. He 
swept it away.

To-morrow morning! He had until to
morrow morning in which to act— if he 
was to act at all. But the way! He 
could not see the way. It was full of 
peril. The risk was too great to be over

come. He dared not even approach that 
man in there with any plan. There was 
something horribly sardonic in that! If 
he was to act, he must act now, at once—  
there was only the afternoon and the night 
left.

“ You are safe as it is,” whispered that 
inner voice insidiously. “ The man’s 
condemnation by the law will dispose of 
the killing of Theophile Blondin forever. 
It will be as a closed book. And then—  
have you forgotten?— there is your own 
plan for getting away after a little while. 
It cannot fail, that plan. Besides they 
will not sentence the man to hang; they 
will be sure to see that his memory is 
really gone; whereas they will surely hang 
you if you are caught— as you will be, if 
you are fool enough to attempt the 
impossible now. What did you ever get 
out of being quixotic? Do you remember 
that little affair in Ton-Nugget Camp?”

“ My God, what shall I do?” Raymond 
cried out aloud. “ If— if only I could see 
the way! ”

“ But you can’t ! ” sneered the voice 
viciously. “ Haven’t you .tried hard 
enough to satisfy even that remarkably 
tender conscience that you seem to have 
picked up somewhere so suddenly? You 
—who were going to kill the man with 
your own hands! Let well enough alone!”

It was silent now in the rear room. 
Raymond halted in the center of the floor 
and listened. There were no footsteps; 
no sound of a voice— only silence. He 
laughed a little harshly. What was the 
man doing? Planning his own escape?

Again Raymond laughed in bitter 
mirth. Godspeed to the man in any such 
plans— only, as Dupont had most saga
ciously suggested, he would not get very 
far alone. But still it would be humorous, 
would it not, if the man should succeed 
alone, where he, Raymond, had utterly 
failed so far to work out any plan that 
would accomplish the same end?

There was the open window to begin 
with. The man had been told now, prob
ably, that he was to be taken away to
morrow morning, and—  Why was there



ALL-STORY WEEKLY.

'such absolute stillness from that other 
room ?

The partitions were very thin, and—  
Raymond, as mechanically as he had set 
to pacing up and down the room, turned 
to the door, passed out into the hall, and 
walked softly along to the door of the 
rear room.

He listened there again. There was 
still silence. He opened the door, stepped 

. across the threshold— and a strange white 
look crept into his face, and he stood still.

Upon the floor at the bedside knelt 
Henri Mentone, and at the opening of the 
door the man did not look up. There was 
no fury now; it was the child, helpless in 
despair and grief. His hands were out- 
flung across the coverlet, his head was 
buried in his arms— and there was no 
movement, save only a convulsive tremor 
that shook the thin shoulders. And there 
was no sound.

And the whiteness deepened in Ray
mond’s face— and, as he looked, suddenly 
the scene was blurred before his eyes. 
And then Raymond stepped back into the 
hall, and closed the door again: and on 
Raymond’s lips was a queer, twisted 
smile.

“ To-morrow morning, I think you said, 
M. Dupont,” he whispered. ‘‘ Well, to
morrow morning, M. Dupont— he will be 
gone.”
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CHAPTER XIIL

TH E  CONFEDERATE.

THERE had been a caller; there had 
been parish matters; there had been 
endless things through endless hours 

which he had been unable to avoid— ex
cept in mind. He had attended to them 
subconsciously, as it were; his mind had 
never for an instant left Henri Mentone. 
And it was beginning to take form row, 
a plan whereby he might effect the oth
er’s escape.

Sitting at his desk, he looked at his 
watch as he heard Valerie and her mother 
go up-stairs. It was a quarter past three.

Later on in the afternoon, in another hour 
or thereabouts, Mme. Lafleur would take 
Henri Mentone for a few steps here and 
there about the green, or sit with him for 
a little fresh air on the porch of the 
presbyt'ere.

Raymond smiled ironically. As jailor, 
he had delegated the task to Mme. 
Lafleur— since, as he had told both 
Valerie and her mother at the noonday 
meal, he was going out to make pastoral 
visits that afternoon. Meanwhile —  he 
had just looked into Henri Mentone’s 
room— the man was lying on his bed, 
asleep. If he worked quickly now— while 
Valerie and her mother were up-stairs, 
and the man was lying on his bed!

He picked up a pen and drew a piece 
of paper toward him. Everything hinged 
on his being able, to procure a confed
erate. He, the cure of St. Marleau, must 
procure a confederate by some means, 
and naturally without the confederate 
knowing that monsieur le cure was doing 
so —  and, almost as essential, a confed
erate who had no love for monsieur le 
cure! It was not a very simple matter!

That was the problem with which he 
had racked his brains for the last three 
days. Xot that the minor details were 
lacking in difficulties, either; he, as the 
cure, must not appear even remotely in 
the plan; he, as the cure, dared not even 
suggest escape to Henri Mentone; but he 
could overcome all that if only he could 
secure a confederate.

That was the point upon which every-, 
thing depended.

His pen poised in his hand, he stared 
across the room. Yes, he saw it now—> 
a gambler’s chance. But the time was 
short now, short enough t» make him 
welcome any chance. He would go to 
Mother Blondin’s. He might find a man 
there such as he sought, one of those who 
already had offended the law by frequent
ing the dissolute old hag’s illicit still.

He could ask, of course, who these men 
were without exciting any suspicion; and 
if luck failed him that afternoon he would 
do so, and it would be like a shot still
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left in his locker; but if, in his role of 
cure, he could actually trap one of them 
drinking there, and incense the man, even 
fight with him, it would make success al
most certain.

Yes, yes —  he could see it all now—  
clearly— afterward, when it grew dark he 
would go to the man in a far different 
role from that of a cure, and the man 
would be at his disposal. Yes, if he could 
trap one of them there— but before any
thing else Henri Mentone must Ire pre
pared for the attempt.

Raymond began to write slowly, in a 
tentative sort of way. upon the paper lie- 
fore him. Henri Mentone, remembering 
nothing of the events of that night, must 
be left in no doubt as to the genuineness 
and good faith of the note, or of the vital 
necessity of acting upon its instructions.

At the expiration of a few minutes, 
Raymond read over what he had written. 
He scored out a word here and there; and 
then, on another sheet of paper, in a 
scrawling, illiterate hand, he wrote out a 
slangy, ungrammatical version of the 
original draft. He read it again now:

T h e  m em ory  tiamr w o n ' t  go, H enri. T hey 've 
■4ol you cold, b u t they  d o n 't know  there w as 
tw o  of us in it a t  the  old w om an 's th a t nig ht,  
so keep up y our nerve, for 1 a in 't for laying 
dow n on a pal. 1 got it fixed for a get-aw ay  
for you to -n ig h t. K eep the  back w indow  open, 
and  be ready  a t any  tim e a f te r  dad*— see? 
Leave ihe rest to  me.

if  th a t m ealy -m ou thed  priest gets in the  road, 
so m uch the  w orse fo r him . I 'll  tak e  care of 
h im  so he w o n 't be an y  troub le  to  an y  one ex
cept a doctor, and  m abbe not m uch to  a doctor 
— get m e? I 'd  have been back sooner, only I 
had  to  beat it fo r you know  w here to  get the 
necessary coin.

H ere’s som e to  keep you going in case we 
have to  separa te  in a  h u rry  to -n igh t.

PlI'.KKE.

Raymond nodded to himself. Henri 
Mentone might not relish the suggestion 
of any violence offered to the “ mealy- 
mouthed priest,” for he had come to look 
upon Father Francois Aubert as his only 
friend, and, except in his fits of fury, to 
cling dependently upon him; but then 
there would be no violence offered to

Father Francois Aubert, and the sugges
tion supplied a final touch of authen
ticity to the note, since Henri Mentone 
would realize that escape was impossible, 
unless in some way the cure could be got 
out of the road.

Raymond destroyed the original draft 
and took out his pocketbook. He smiled 
curiously as he examined its contents. It 
was the gold of the Yukon, the gold of 
Ton-Nugget Camp, that he had changed 
into bank-notes of large denominations.

He selected two fiftv-dollar bills. It 
was not enough to carry the man far, or 
to take care of him until he was on his 
feet, nor were fifty-dollar bills the most 
convenient denomination for a man under 
the present circumstances; but that was 
not their purpose —  they would act as 
a guarantee of one “ Pierre ” and 
" Pierre's ” plan, and to-night he would 
give the man more without stint, and 
supplement it with some small bills from 
his roll of “ i>etty cash.”

He folded the money in the note, found 
a small piece of string in one of the draw
ers of the desk, took his hat, tiptoed soft
ly across the room, out into the hall, and 
from the hall to the front porch.

Here he stood quietly for a moment, 
looking about him: and then, satisfied 
that he was unobserved, that neither 
Yalerie nor her mother had noticed his 
exit, he walked quickly around to the 
back of the house —  and paused again, 
this time beneath the open window of 
Henri Mentone’s room. Here, too, but 
even more sharply now, he looked about 
him— then stooped and picked up a small 
stone. He lied the note around this and, 
crouching low by the window, called 
softly:

” Henri! Henri!”
He heard a rustle, the creak of the bed, 

as though the man, startled and suddenly 
roused, were jerking himself up into an 
upright position.

" It is Pierre!” Raymond called again. 
“ Courage, man viettx! Have no fear! 
All is arranged for to-night. Rut do not 
come to the window— we must be careful.
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Here— void!'' He tossed the note in over 
the sill. " Until dark —  lit coniprends, 
Henri? 1 will be back then. Be ready!”

He heard the man crv out in a low 
voice, and the creak of the bed again, and 
the man’s step on the floor— and, stoop
ing low, Raymond darted around the 
corner of the house.

A moment later he was standing again 
in the hallway of the presbytere.

" Oh, Mme. Lafleur!” he called up the 
stairs. ” It is only to tell you that I am 
going out now.”

“ Yes, monsieur Ic cure —  yes. Very 
well, monsieur le cure," she answered.

Raymond closed the front door behind 
him, and walking sedately across the 
green and past the church, gained the 
road. It was Mother Blondin’s now, but 
he would not go by the station road; 
further along the village street, where the 
houses thinned out and were scattered 
more apart, he could climb up the little 
hill without being seen, and by walking 
through the woods would come out on the 
path whose existence had once already 
done him such excellent service.

And the path, as an approach to 
Mother Blondin’s this afternoon, offered 
certain very important strategical advan
tages.

But now for the moment he was in the 
heart of the village, and from the door
ways and garden-patches of the little, 
squat, curved-roof, whitewashed houses 
of rough - squared logs that flanked the 
road on either side, voices called out to 
him cheerily as he walked along. He an
swered them— all of them. He was even 
conscious, in spite of the worry of his 
mind, of a curious and not altogether un
welcome wonder.

They were simple folk, these people, 
big-hearted and kindly, free and open- 
handed with the little they had; and they 
appeared to have grown fond of him in 
the few days he had been in St. Marleau, 
to look up to him, to trust him, to have 
faith in him, and to accept him as a 
friend, offering a frank friendship in re
turn.

His hands were clasped behind his 
back as he walked along, and suddenly 
his fingers laced tightly over one another. 
The pleasurable winder of it was gone. 
He was playing well this role of saint! 
He was a gambler— Three-Ace Artie, of 
Ton-Yugget Camp; a gambler—too un
clean even for the Yukon. But he was no 
hypocrite!

He would have liked to have torn these 
saintly trappings from his body, wrenched 
off his soutane and hurled it in the faces 
of these people, and bade them keep their 
friendship and their trust— tell them that 
he asked for nothing that they gave be
cause they believed him other than he 
was. He was no hypocrite; he was a man 
lighting desperately for that for which 
every one had a right to fight, for which 
instinct bade even an insect fight —  his 
life!

He did not despise this proffered 
friendship, the smile of eye and lip, the 
ring of genuine sincerity in the voices that 
called to him; but they were not his; they 
were not meant for Three-Ace Artie: ihey 
were not meant for Raymond Chapelle. 
Somehow— it was a grotesque thought—  
he envied himself in the role of cure for 
these things.

But they were not his. It was strange 
even that he, in wyhose life there had been 
naught but riot and ruin, should still be 
able to simulate so wrell the better things, 
to carry through, not the role of priest—  
that was a matter of ritual, a matter of 
keeping his head and his nerve— but the 
far kindlier and intimate role of lather to 
the parish! Yes, it was very strange, 
and—

“ Bon jour, monsieur le cure!"
Raymond halted. It was Mme, Bou

chard. the carpenter’s wife. With a sort 
of long-handled wooden paddle she was 
removing huge loaves of bread from the 
queer-looking outdoor oven which, though 
built of a mixture of stone and brick, re
sembled very much, through being round
ed over at the top, an exaggerated bee
hive. A few yards farther in from the 
edge of the road Bouchard himself was at
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work upon a boat in front of his shop. 
Above the shop were the living quarters 
of the family, and here, on a narrow ve
randa, peering over, a half-dozen scantily 
clad and very small children clung to the 
railings.

Raymond sniffed the air luxuriously.
“ fiats,  Mme. Bouchard!” he cried. 

“ Your husband is to be envied! The 
smell of the bread is enough to make one 
hungry! ”

The carpenter laid down his tools and 
looked up, laughing.

“ Saint, monsieur le cure!”  he called.
• 'If monsieur le cure would like one ” 

— Mme. Bouchard’s cheeks had grown a 
little rosy— “ I— I will send one to the 
presbytere for him.”

Raymond had eaten of St. Marleau 
bread before. The taste was sour, and it 
required little short of a deftly wielded 
ax to make any impression upon the crust.

•• You are too good, too generous, Mme. 
Bouchard,” he said, shaking his fore
finger at her chidingly. “ And yet ” - he 
smiled broadly— “ if there is enough to 
spare, there is nothing I know of that 
would delight me more.”

“ Of course she can spare it!” declared 
the carpenter heartily, coming forward. 
‘ ‘ Stanislaus will carry you two presently. 
And, liens, monsieur le cure, you like to 
row a boat— eh?”

Raymond, on the point of shaking his 
head, checked himself. A boat! One of 
these days —  soon, if this devil’s trap 
would only open a little— there was his 
own escape to be managed. He had 
planned that carefully —  a boating acci
dent— the boat recovered— the cure's 
body swept out somewhere in those 
twenty-five miles of river-breadth that 
stretched away before him now, and 
from there— who could doubt it?— to the 
sea.

“ Yes,” he said, “ I am very fond of it, 
but as yet I have not found time.”

“ Good!” exclaimed the carpenter. 
“ Well, in two or three days it will be fin
ished— the best boat in St. Marleau— and 
monsieur le cure will be welcome to it as

much as he likes. It is a nice row to the 
islands out there— three miles— to gather 
the sea-gull eggs— and the islands them
selves are very pretty. It is a great place 
for a picnic, monsieur le cure.”

“ Excellent!” said Raymond enthusias
tically. “ That is exactly what I shall 
do.” He clapped the carpenter playfully 
upon the shoulder. “ So— eh, M. Bou
chard— you will lose no time in finishing 
the boat?” He turned to Mme. Bouchard. 
“ An revoir, madame— and very many 
thanks to you. I shall think of you at 
supper to-night, I promise you!” - He 
waved his hand to the children on the 
veranda and once more started along the 
road.

Mme. Bouchard’s voice, speaking to 
her husband, reached him. The words 
were not intended for his ears, and he did 
not catch them all. It was something 
about— “ the good young Father Aubert.”

A wan smile crept to Raymond’s lips. 
For the moment at least he was in a soft
ened, chastened mood. ” The good young 
Father Aubert ”— well, let it be so! They 
would never know, these people of St. 
Marleau. Somehow, he was relieved at 
that. He did not want them to know. 
Somehow he, too, wanted for himself just 
what they would have— a memory— the 
memory of a good young Father Aubert.

At a bend in the road, where the road 
edged in against the slope of the hill, 
biding him from view, Raymond clam
bered up the short ascent. In a clump 
of small cedars at the top, he paused and 
looked back.

The great sweep of river, widening into 
the Gulf of St. Lawrence, with no breath 
of air to stir its surface, shimmered like 
a mirror under the afternoon sun. A big 
liner, outward bound, and perhaps ten 
miles from shore, seemed as though it 
were painted there. To the right, close 
in, was the little group of islands, with 
bare, rounded, rocky peaks, to which the 
carpenter had referred.

About him, from distant fields, came 
the occasional voice of a man calling to 
his horses, the faint whir of a reaper, and1
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a sort of pervading, drowsy murmur of 
insect life. Below him, nestled along the 
winding road, were the little whitewashed 
houses, quiet, secure, tranquil, they 
seemed to lie there; and high above them 
all, as though to typify the scene, to set 
its seal upon it, from the steeple of the 
church there gleamed in the sunlight a 
golden cross, a symbol of peace— such as 
he wore upon his breast 1

With, a quick intake of his breath, a 
snarl smothered in a low, confused cry, 
as he glanced involuntarily downward at 
his crucifix, he gathered up the skirts of 
his soutane and, as though to vent his 
emotion in physical exertion, began to 
force his way savagely through the bushes 
and undergrowth.

He had other things to do than waste 
time in toying with visionary sentiment! 
There was one detail in that scene of 
peace he had not seen— that man in the 
rear room of the preshy tere who was 
going to trial for the murder of Theophile 
Blondin, because he was decked out in 
the clothes of one Raymond Chapelle, 
alias Henri Mentone.

It would be well, perhaps, for Ray
mond Chapelle to remember that, and to 
remember nothing else for the remainder 
of the afternoon!

He went on through the woods, head
ing as nearly as he could judge in a di
rection that would bring him out at the 
rear of the tavern. And now he laughed 
shortly to himself. Peace! There would 
be a peace that would linger long in some
body’s memory at Mother Blondin ’a this 
afternoon, if only luck were with him!

He was on a priestly mission— to con
sole, bring comfort to the old hag for the 
loss of her son, and, quite incidentally, to 
precipitate a fight with any of the loung
ers who might be burying their noses in 
Mother Blondin’s home-made whiskey 
blanc!

He laughed out again, St. Marleau 
would talk of that, too, and applaud the 
righteousness of the good young Father 
Aubert— but he would attain the object 
he sought. He, the good young Father

Aubert, the man with a rope around his 
neck, whose hands were against every 
man’s, had too many friends in St. Mar
leau— he needed an enemy now! It was 
the one thing that would make the night’s 
work sure.

He reached the edge of the wood to 
find himself even nearer the tavern than 
he had expected— and to find, too, that 
he would not have to lie long in wait for 
a visitor to Mother Blondin’s. There 
was one there already. So far, then, he 
could have asked for no better luck. He 
caught the sound of voices— the old hag’s, 
high-pitched and querulous; a man’s, 
rough and domineering.

Looking cautiously through the fringe 
of trees that still sheltered him, Raymond 
discovered that he was separated from 
Mother Blondin’s back door by a matter 
of but a few yards of clearing. The door 
was open, and a man, heavv-built, in a 
red-checkered shirt, a wide-brimmed hat 
of coarse straw, was forcing his way past 
the shriveled old woman.

.As the man turned his head sidewise. 
Raymond caught a glimpse of the other's 
face. It was not a pleasant face. The 
eyes were black, narrow, and shifty under 
a low brow; and a three-days’ growth of 
black stubble on his jaws added to his 
exceedingly dirty and unkempt appear
ance.

Mother Blondin s voice rose furiously.
“ You will pay first!” she screamed. 

“ I know you too well, Jacques Bourget! 
Do you understand? The money! You 
will pay me first!”

“ Or otherwise you will tell the police, 
eh?” the man guffawed contemptuously. 
He pushed his way inside the house, and 
pushed a table that stood in the center 
of the room roughly back against the 
wall. “ You shut your mouth! ” he jeered 
at her- -and, stooping down, lifted up a 
trap-door in the floor. “  Mow trot along 
quick for some glasses, so you can keep 
count of all we both drink!”

“ You are a thief, a robber, a crapule, 
a— " she burst into a stream of blasphem
ous invective. Her wrinkled face grew
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livid with ungovernable rage. She shook 
a bony fist at him. “ I will show you 
what you will get for this! You think 
I am alone— eh? You think I am an 
old woman that you can rob as you like 
— eh? You think my whisky is for your 
guzzling throat without pay- - eh? Well, 
I will show you, you— ”

The man made a threatening movement 
toward her, and she retreated back out 
of Raymond’s sight— evidently into an 
inner room, for her voice, as viragolike as 
ever, was nu.ffled now.

“ Bring me a glass, and waste no time 
about it!” the man called after her. 
“  And if you do not hold your tongue, 
something worse will happen to you than 
the loss of a drop out of your bottle!”

The man turned, and descended to the 
cellar through the trap-door.

“ Yes,” said Raymond softly to him
self. “ Yes, I think M. Jacques Bourget 
is the man I came to find.”

He stepped out from the trees, walked 
noiselessly across to the house, and, reach
ing the doorway, remained standing quiet
ly upon the threshold. He could hear the 
man moving about in the cellar below; 
from the inner room came Mother Blon- 
din’s incessant mutterings. Raymond 
smiled ominously— and then Raymond’s 
face grew stern with well-simulated cler
ical disapproval.

The man's head, back turned, showed 
above the level of the floor. Into the 
doorway from the inner room came 
Mother Blondin— and halted there, her 
withered old jaw sagging downward in 
dumfounded surprise until it displayed 
her almost toothless gums. The man 
gained his feet, turned around— and, with 
a startled oath, dropped the bottle he 
was carrying. It crashed to the floor, 
broke, and the contents began to trickle 
back over the edge of the trap-door.

“ Sacristi!” shouted the man, his face 
flaring up into an angry red. He thrust 
his head forward truculently from his 
shoulders, and glared at Raymond. 
“  Sucre nom de Dieit, it is the saintly 
priest!” he sneered.

“ My son,” said Raymond gravely, 
“ do not blaspheme. And have respect 
for the Church!”

‘ ■ Bah!” snarled the man. “ Do you 
think I care for you— or your church?” 
He looked suddenly at Mother Blondin. 
“ Hah!”-—he jumped across the room to
ward her. “ So that is what you meant 
by not being alone— eh? I did not un
derstand! You would trick me. would 
you? You would sell me out for the 
price of a drink— and— ha, ha— to a 
priest! Well ”— he had her now by the 
shoulders— “ I will take a turn at show
ing you what / will do! Eh— why did
you not warn me he was here?” He 
caught her head and banged it brutally 
against the wall. “ Eh— why did— ”

Raymond, too, was across the room. It 
was strange! Most strange! He had in
tended to seek an occasion to quarrel. 
The occasion was made for him. He had 
no longer any desire to quarrel— he was 
possessed of an overwhelming desire to 
get his fingers around the throat of this 
cur who banged that straggling, dishev
eled gray hair against the wall. He was 
not quite sure that it was himself who 
spoke. No, of course, it was not! It
was monsieur le cure..the good young
Father Aubert. He was between them 
now, only Mother Blondin had fallen to 
the floor.

“ My son,” he said placidly, “ since you 
will not respect the Church for one reason, 
1 will teach you to respect it for another.” 
He pointed to old Mother Blondin, who, 
more terrified than hurt perhaps, was get
ting to her knees, moaning and wringing 
her hands. “ You have heard, though I 
fear you have forgotten it, of the Mosaic 
law. An eye for an eye, my son. I in
tend to do to you exactly what you have 
done to this woman."

The man, drawn back, eyed him first in 
angry bewilderment, and then with pro
found contempt.

“ You’d better get out of here!” he 
said roughly.

“ Presently— when I have thrown you 
out ”— Raymond was calmly tucking up
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the skirts of his soutane. “ And ’’— the 
flat of his hand landed with a stinging 
blow across the other’s cheek— “ you see 
that I do not take even you off your 
guard.”

The man reeled back— and then, with 
a bull-like roar of rage, head down, 
rushed at Raymond.

It was not monsieur le cure now— it 
was Raymond Chapelle. alias Arthur Le
roy, alias Three-Ace Artie, cold, con
tained, quick, and lithe as a panther, and 
with a panther’s strength. A crash— a 
lightning right whipped to the point of 
Bourget’s jaw— and Bourget’s head jolt
ed back quivering on his shoulders, like 
a tuning-fork. And like a flash, before 
the other could recover, a left and right 
smashed full again into Bourget’s face.

With a scream. Mother Blondin crawled 
and scuttled into the doorway of the in
ner room. The man, bellowing with mad 
dismay, his hands outstretched, his fingers 
crooked to tear at Raymond’s flesh if they 
could but reach it, rushed again.

And now Raymond, wary of the other’s 
strength and bulk, gave ground; and now 
he side-stepped and swung, battering his 
blows into Bourget’s face; and now he 
ran craftily from the other. Chairs and 
table crashed to the floor; their heels 
crunched in the splinters of the broken 
bottle.

The man’s face began to bleed pro
fusely from both nose and a cut lip. 
They were not tactics that Bourget un
derstood.

He clawed, he kept his head down, he 
rushed in blind clumsiness— and always 
Raymond was just beyond his reach.

Again and again they circled the room, 
Bourget, big, lumbering, awkward, fu- 
tilely expending his strength, screaming 
oaths with gasping breath. And again 
and again, springing aside as the man 
charged blindly by, Raymond with a grim 
fury rained in his blows. It was some
thing like that other night— here in 
Mother Blondin’s. She was shrieking 
again now from the doorway:

“ Kill him! The miserable! Hah,

Jacques Bourget. are you a jack-in-the- 
box only to bob your head backward 
every time you are hit? 1 did not bring 
the priest here! Saar nom, you cannot 
blame me! I had nothing to do with it! 
Sacrc nom— sacrc nom— sacra nom— kill 
him! ”

Kill who? Who did she mean— the 
man or himself? Raymond did not know. 
She was just a blurred object of rags and 
tumbled hair dancing in a frenzy up and 
down there in the doorway. He ran again. 
Bourget, like a stunned fool, was cover
ing his face with his arms as he dashed 
forward. Ah. yes, Bourget was trying to 
crush him back into the comer there, 
and— no!— the maniacal rush had fal
tered, the man was swaying on his feet. 
And then Raymond, crouched to elude 
the man, sprang instead at the other’s 
throat, his hands closed like a vise, and 
with the impact of his body both lurched 
back against the wall by the rear door
way.

“ My son,’’ panted Raymond, “ you 
remember— an eye for an eye ”— he 
smashed Bourget's head back against the 
wall— and then, gathering all his strength, 
flung him out through the open door.

The fight was out of the man. For a 
moment he lay sprawled on the grass. 
Then he raised himself up, and got upon 
his knees. His face was bruised and 
blood-stained almost beyond recognition. 
He shook both fists at Raymond.

" By God, I'll get you for this!” His 
voice was guttural with unbridled passion. 
’ ■ I ’ll get you, you censer-swinging devil! 
I ’ll twist your neck with the chain of your 
own crucifix! Damn you to the pit! 
You’re not through with me!”

" G o !” said Raymond sternly. ‘‘ Go 
—-and be glad that I have treated you no 
worse! ”

He shut the door in the man’s face; 
and, turning abruptly, walked across the 
floor to where Mother Blondin, quiet for 
the moment, gaped at him from the 
threshold of the other room.

" He will not trouble you any more, 
Mme. Blondin, I imagine,” he said quiet
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ly. “ See, it is over!" He smiled at her 
reassuringly— he needed to know now 
only where the man lived. " I should be 
sorry to think he was one of my parish
ioners. Where does he come from?"

“ He is a farmer, and he lives in the 
house on the point a mile and a quarter 
up the road ”— the answer had come au
tomatically; she was listening, without 
looking at Raymond, to the threats and 
oaths that Jacques Bourget, as he evi
dently moved away, for his voice kept 
growing fainter, still bawled from with
out.

And then hate and sudden viciousness 
was in her face again. Her hair had 
tumbled to her shoulders and straggled 
over her forehead. She jabbed at it with 
both hands, sweeping it from her eyes, 
and leered at him fiercely.

“ You dirty spy!” she croaked hoarsely. 
‘ I know you— l know all of you priests! 
You are all alike! Sneaks! Sneaks! 
Meddlers and sneaks! But you'll get to 
hell some day— like the rest of us! Ha, 
ha— to hell! You can't fool the devil! 
I know you! That’s what you sneaked 
up here for— to spy on me, to find some
thing against me that the police weren’t 
sharp enough to find, so that you could 
get rid of me, get me out of St. Marleau! 
I know! They’ve been trying that for a 
long time!”

“ To turn you over to the police," said 
Raymond gently, “ would never save you 
from yourself. I came to talk to you a 
little about your son— to see if in any way 
I could help you, or be of comfort to 
you.”

She stared at him for an instant, won
dering and perplexed; and then the snarl 
was on her lips again.

“ You lie! Xo priest comes here for 
that! I am an excommiaiiee.”

“ You are a woman in sorrow," Ray
mond said simply.

She did not answer him— only drew 
back into the other room.

Raymond followed her. It was the 
room where he had fought that night—  
with Theophile Blondin. His eyes swept

it with a hurried glance. There was the 
u>moire from which Theophile Blondin 
had snatched the revolver— and there was 
the spot on the floor where the dead man 
had lain. And here was the old hag with 
the streaming hair, as it had streamed 
that night, who had run shrieking into 
the storm that he had murdered her son. 
The whole scene began to live itself over 
again in his mind in minute detail. It 
seemed to possess an unhealthy fascina
tion that bade him linger, and at the same 
time to fill with an impulse to rush away 
from it. The impulse was the stronger; 
and, besides, it would be evening soon, 
and there was that man in the presbytere, 
and there was much to do, and he had 
his confederate now —one Jacques Bour
get.

“ I shall not stay now ”— he smiled as 
he turned to Mother Blondin and held 
out his hand. ” You are upset over what 
has happened. Another time. But you 
will remember, will you not, that I would 
like to help you in any wav I can?"

She reached out her hand mechanically 
to take his that was extended to her, and 
suddenly, muttering, jerked it back— and 
Raymond, appearing not to notice, smiled 
again, and, crossing the room, went out 
through the front door.

He went slowly across the little patch 
of yard, and on along the road in the 
direction of the village, and now his lips 
thinned in a grim smile. Yes, St. Mar- 
leau would hear of this, his chivalrous 
protection of Mother Blondin— and place 
another halo on his head! The devil’s 
sense of humor was of a brand all its 
own! The more he twisted and squirmed 
and wriggled to get out of the trap, des
perate to the extent that he would hesi
tate at nothing, the more he became—  
the good young Father Aubert!

Even that dissolute old hag. whose 
hatred for the Church and all pertaining 
to it was the most dominant passion in 
her life, was not far from the point where 
she would tolerate a priest— if the priest 
were the good young Father Aubert!

He reached the point where the road
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began to descend the hill, and, pausing, 
looked back. Yes— even Mother Blon- 
din, the excommunicc! She was standing 
in the doorway, dirty, unkempt, disreput
able, and, shading her eyes with her hand, 
was gazing after him. Yes, even she—  
whose son had been killed in a light with 
him.

And Raymond, fumbling suddenly with 
his hat, lifted it to Mother Blondin, and 
went on down the hill.

CHAPTER XIV.

THE HOUSE ON THE POINT.

IT was late, a good half-hour after the 
usual supper-time, when Raymond re
turned to the preshytere. He had done 

a very strange thing. He had gone into 
the church and sat there in the silence 
and the quiet of the sacristy— and twi
light had come unnoticed.

It was the quiet he had sought, respite 
for a mind that had suddenly seemed 
nerve-racked to the breaking point as he 
had come down the hill from Mother 
Blondin’s. It had been dim, and still, 
and cool, and restful in there— in the 
church. There was still Valerie, still the 
priest who had not died, still his own peril 
and danger, and still the hazard of the 
night before him; all that had not been 
altered; all that still remained— but in 
a measure, strangely, somehow, he was 
calmed.

He was full of apologies now to Mme. 
Lafleur, as he sat down to supper.

“ But it is nothing!” she said, placing 
a lamp upon the table. She sat down 
herself; and added simply, as though, 
indeed, no reason could be more valid: 
“ 1 saw you go into the church, monsieur 
le cure.”

“ Yes,” said Raymond, his eyes now 
on Valerie’s empty seat. “ And where is 
Mile. Valerie? Taking our pauvre Men
tone his supper?”

“ Oh, no!” she answered quickly. " I  
took him his supper myself a little while 
ago— though I do not know whether he

will eat it or not. Valerie went over to 
her uncle's about half past five. She said 
something about going for a drive.”

Raymond cut his slice of cold pork 
without comment. He was conscious of 
a dismal sense of disappointment, a de
pression, a falling of his spirits again. 
The room seemed cold and dead without 
Valerie there, without her voice, without 
her smile. And then there came a sense 
of pique, of irritation, unreasonable no 
doubt, but there for all that. Why had 
she not included him in the drive?

Fool! Had he forgotten? He could 
not have gone if she had— he had other 
things to do than drive that evening!

“ Yes,” said Mme. Lafleur significantly, 
reverting to her former remark, as she 
handed him his tea, “ yes, I do not know 
if the poor fellow will eat anything or 
not.”

Raymond glanced at her quickly. 
What was the matter? Had anything
been discovered! And then his eyes were 
on his plate again. Mme. Lafleur’s face, 
whatever her words might be intended 
to convey, was genuinely sympathetic, 
nothing more.

“ Xot eat?” he repeated mildly. “ And 
why not, Mme. Lafleur?”

" I am sure I do not know,” she re
plied, a little anxiously. " I have never 
seen him so excited. 1 thought it was 
because he was to be taken away to-mor
row morning. And so, when we went out 
this afternoon, I tried to say something 
to him about his going away that would 
cheer him up. And would you believe it, 
monsieur le cure, he just stared at me, 
and then, as though I had said something 
droll, he— fancy, monsieur le cure, from 
a man who was going to be tried for his 
life— he laughed until I thought he would 
never stop. And after that he would say 
nothing at all; and since he has come in 
he has not been for an instant still. Do 
you not hear him, monsieur le cure?”

Raymond heard very distinctly. His 
ears had caught the sounds from the mo
ment. he had entered the preshytere. LTp 
and down, up and down, from that back
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room came the stumbling footfalls; then 
silence for a moment, as though from ex
haustion the man had sunk down into a 
chair; and then the pacing to and fro 
again.

Raymond's lips tightened in under
standing. as he bent his head over his 
plate. Like himself, the man in there 
was waiting— for darkness!

“ He is over-excited,” he said gravely. 
“ And being still so weak, the news that 
he is to go to-morrow, I am afraid, has 
been too much for him. I have no doubt 
he was verging on hysteria when he 
laughed at you like that, Mme. Lafleur.”

“ I —  I hope we shall not have any 
trouble with him," said Mme. Lafleur, 
nervously. ” I mean that I hope he won’t 
be taken sick again. He did not look at 
the tray at all when I took it in; he kept 
his eyes on me all the time, as though he 
were trying to read something in my 
face.”

“ Poor fellow!” murmured Raymond.
Mme. Lafleur nodded her gray head in 

sympathetic assent.
“ Ah, yes, monsieur le cure^-the poor 

fellow!" she sighed. “ It is a terrible 
thing that he has done; but it is also ter
rible to think of what he will have to 
face. Do you think it wrong, monsieur 
le cure, to wish almost that he might 
escape?"

Escape! Curse it— what was the mat
ter with Mme. Lafleur to-night! Or was 
it something the matter with himself?

“ Not wrong, perhaps,” he said, smil
ing at her, “ if you do not connive at it.”

“ Oh, but, monsieur le cure! ”  she ex
claimed reprovingly, “ What a thing to 
say! But I would never do that! Still, 
it is all very sad, and I am heartily glad 
that I am not to be a witness at the trial 
like you and Valerie. And they say that 
Mme. Blondin, and M. Labbee, the sta
tion agent, and a lot of the villagers are 
to go, too.”

“ Yes; I believe so,” Raymond nodded.
Mme. Lafleur, in quaint consternation, 

suddenly changed the subject.
“ Oh, but I forgot to tell you!” she

cried. “ The bread! Mme. Bouchard 
sent you two loaves all fresh and hot. Do 
you like it?”

The bread! He had been conscious 
neither that the bread was sour, nor that 
the crust was unmanageable. He became 
suddenly aware that the morsel in his 
mouth was not at all like the baking of 
Mme. Lafleur.

“ You are all too good to me here in 
St. Marleau,” he protested.

He checked her reply with a chiding 
forefinger, and a shake of his head— and 
presently, the meal at an end, pushed 
back his chair and strolled to the window. 
He stood there for a moment looking out. 
It was dark now— dark enough for his 
purpose.

“ It is a beautiful night, madame," he 
said enthusiastically. “ I am almost 
tempted to go out again for a little walk."

“ But, yes, monsieur le cure —  why 
not?-’ Mme. Lafleur was quite anxious 
that he should go. She was possessed of 
that enviable disposition that was instant
ly responsive to the interests and pleas
ures of others.

“ Yes —  why not?” smiled Raymond, 
patting her arm as he passed by her on 
his way to the door. “ Well, I believe I 
will.”

But outside in the hall he hesitated. 
Should he go first to the man in the rear 
room? He had intended to do so before 
he went out— to probe the other, as it 
were; to satisfy himself, perhaps more 
by the man’s acts and looks than by 
words, that Henri Mentone had entered 
into the plans for the night.

But he was satisfied of that now. Mme. 
Lafleur’s conversation had left no doubt 
but that the man’s unusual restlessness 
and excitement were due to his being on 
the qiti vive of expectancy. No, there 
was no use, therefore, in going to the 
man now, it would only be a waste of 
valuable time.

This decision taken, Raymond walked 
to the front door and down the steps of 
the porch. Here he turned, and choosing 
the opposite side of the house from the
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kitchen and dining-room, where he might 
have been observed by Mme. Lafleur, 
yet still moving deliberately as though 
he were but sauntering idly toward the 
beach, made his way around to the rear 
of the presbytcre.

It was quite dark. There were stars, 
but no moon. Behind here, between the 
back of the house and the shed, there 
was no possibility of his being seen. The 
only light came from Henri Mentone’s 
room, and the shades there were drawn.

He opened the shed door silently, 
stepped inside, and closed the door be
hind him. He struck a match, held it 
above his head, and almost instantly ex
tinguished it, as he located the sacristan’s 
overalls, and the old coat and hat.

And now Raymond worked quickly. 
He stripped off his soutane, drew on the 
overalls, turning the bottoms well up 
over his own trousers, slipped on the 
coat, tucked the hat into one of the coat- 
pockets, and put on his soutane again. 
It was very simple— the soutane hid 
everything. He smiled grimly as he 
stepped outside again— the monsieur le 
cure who came out was the monsieur le 
cure, who had gone in.

Raymond chose the beach. The vil
lage street meant that he would be de
layed by being forced to stop and talk 
with any one he might meet, to say noth
ing of the possibility of having the ruin
ous, if well-meaning, companionship of 
some one foisted upon him —  while, 
even if seen, there would be nothing 
strange in the fact that the cure should 
be taking an evening walk along the 
shore.

He started off at a brisk pace along 
the stretch of sand just behind the pres
bytcre. It was a mile and a quarter to 
the point— to Jacques Bourget’s. At the 
end of the sandy stretch Raymond went 
more slowly— the shore-line as a prome
nade left much to be desired— there was 
a seemingly interminable ledge of slate- 
rock over which he had need to pick his 
way carefully. He negotiated this, and 
was rewarded with another short, sandy

strip— but only to encounter the slate- 
rocks again with their ubiquitous little 
pools of water in the hollows, which he 
must avoid warily.

Sometimes he slipped; once he fell. 
The grim smile was back on his lips. 
There seemed to be something ironical 
even in these minor difficulties that stood 
between him and the effecting of the 
other’s escape! There seemed to be a 
world of irony in the fact that he who 
sought escape himself should plan an
other’s rather than his own!

It was the devil’s toils, that was all, 
the devil’s damnable ingenuity, and hell’s 
incomparable sense of humor! He had 
either to desert the man or stand in the 
man’s place himself and dangle from the 
gallows for his pains, or get the man 
away.

Well, he had no desire to dangle from 
the gallows— or to desert the man! He 
had chosen the third and only course left 
open to him. If he got the man away, if 
he succeeded in making his escape, it 
would not only save him, but he. Ray
mond. would have nothing thereafter to 
fear— the cure of St. Marleau in due 
course would meet with his deplorable 
and fatal accident!

True the priest would always live in 
the shadow of pursuit, a thing that he, 
Raymond, had been willing to accept for 
himself only as a last resort; but there 
was no help for that in the other’s case 
now. He would give the man more 
money, plenty of it. He should be across 
the border and in the States early to
morrow, then New York, and a steamer 
for South America.

Yes, it should unquestionably succeed. 
He had worked out all those details while 
he wyas still racking his brain for a 
“ Jacques Bourget,” and he would give 
Henri Mentone minute instructions at 
the last moment when he gave him more 
money —  that hundred dollars was only 
an evidence of good faith and of the loy
alty of one “ Pierre.”

The only disturbing factor in the plan 
was Mentone’s physical condition. The
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man was still virtually an invalid— other
wise the police would have been neither 
justified in so doing, nor for a moment 
have been willing to leave him in the 
presbytere, as they had. Dupont was no 
fool, and it was perfectly true that the 
man had not the slightest chance in the 
world of getting away— alone.

But aided as he, Raymond, proposed 
to aid him, the man surely would be able 
to stand the strain of traveling, for a 
man could do much where his life was at 
stake.

Yes, after all, why worry on that score? 
It was only the night and part of the 
next day. Then Mentone could rest 
quietly at a certain address in Xew York 
while waiting for his steamer. Yes, un
questionably, the man, with his life in 
the balance, would be able to manage 
that.

Raymond was still picking his way 
over the ledges, still slipping and stum
bling; and now. recovering from a fall 
that had brought him to his knees, he 
gave his undivided attention to his im
mediate task. It seemed a very long 
mile and a quarter, but at the expiration 
of perhaps another twenty minutes he 
was at the end of it, and halted to take 
note of his surroundings. He could just 
distinguish the village road edging away 
on his left: while ahead of him, but a 
little to his right, out on the wooded 
point, he caught the glimmer of a light 
through the trees.

That would be Jacques Bourget’s 
house.

He now looked cautiously about him. 
There was no other house in sight. His 
eyes swept the road up and down as far 
as he could see— there was no one. no 
sign of life. He listened— there was 
nothing save the distant lapping of the 
water far out, for the tide was low on the 
mud flats.

A large rock close at hand suggested a 
landmark that could not be mistaken. He 
stepped toward it, took off his soutane, 
and laid the garment down beside the 
rock; he removed his clerical collar and

his clerical hat, and placed them on top 
of the soutane, taking care, however, to 
cover the white collar with the hat— then, 
turning down the trouser legs of the over
alls, and turning up the collar of the 
threadbare coat, he took the battered 
slouch hat from his pocket and pulled it 
far down over his eyes.

“ Behold,” said Raymond cynically; 
t: behold Pierre— what is his other name? 
Well, what does it matter? Pierre— Des- 
forges. Desforges will do as well as any 
— behold Pierre Desforges!”

He left the beach, went up the little 
rise of ground that brought him among 
the trees, and made his way through the 
latter toward the lighted window of the 
house. Arrived here, he once more looked 
about him.

The house was isolated, far back from 
the road; and, in the darkness and the 
shadows cast by the trees, would have 
been scarcely discernible, save that it was 
whitewashed, and but for the yellow glow 
diffused from the window. He approached 
the door softly, and listened. A woman’s 
voice, and then a man’s, snarling vicious
ly, reached him.

. . le sacre maudit cure! ”
Raymond laughed low. Jacques Bour- 

get and his wife appeared to have an en
grossing topic of conversation, if they had 
been at it since afternoon! Also Jacques 
Bourget appeared to be of an unforgiving 
nature!

There was no veranda, not even a step 
— the door was on a level with the 
ground; and, from the little Raymond 
could see of the house, now that he was 
close beside it, it appeared to be as down- 
at-the-heels and as shiftless as its pro
prietor.

He leaned forward to avail himself of 
the light from the window, and, taking 
out a roll of bills of smaller denomina
tions than those which he carried in his 
pocket-book, he counted out five ten-dol- 
lar notes.

Jacques Bourget from within was still 
in the midst of a blasphemous tirade. 
Raymond rapped sharply on the door
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with his knuckles. Bourget’s voice ceased 
instantly, and there was silence for a mo
ment. Raymond rapped again —  and 
then, as a chair-leg squeaked upon the 
floor, and there came the sound of a 
heavy tread approaching the door, he 
drew quickly back into the shadows at 
one side.

The door was flung open, and Bour
get's face, battered and cut. an eye black 
and swollen, his lip puffed to twice its 
normal size, peered into the darkness.

“ Who’s there?” he called out gruffly.
“ S-sh! Don’t talk so loud!” Ray

mond cautioned in a guarded voice. ‘‘Are 
you Jacques Bourget?”

The man, with a start, turned his face 
in the direction of Raymond’s voice. Me
chanically he dropped his own voice.

“ Maybe I am. and maybe I ’m not,” 
he growled suspiciously. ‘‘ What do you 
want?”

“ I want to talk to you if you are 
Jacques Bourget,” Raymond answered.

And if you are I can put you in the way 
of turning a few dollars to-night, to say 
nothing of another little matter that will 
be to your liking."

The man hesitated, then drew7 back in 
the doorway.

•• Well, come in,” he invited. “ There’s 
no one but the old woman here.”

The old woman is one old woman too 
many.” Raymond said roughly. “ I ’m 
not on exhibition. You come out here, 
and shut the door. You've nothing to be 
afraid of— the only thing I have to do 
with the police is to keep away from 
them, and that takes me all my time.”

“ / ain’t worrying about the police,” 
* said Bourget shrewdly.

“ Maybe not,” returned Raymond. “ I 
didn’t say you were. I said / was. I ’ve 
got a hundred dollars here that— ”

A woman appeared suddenly in the 
doorway behind Bourget.

What is it? Who is it. Jacques?” 
she shrilled out inquisitively.

Bourget. for answer, swore at her, 
pushed her back, and, slamming the door 
behind him, stepped outside.

“ Well, what is it? And who are you?” 
he demanded.

" My name is Desforges— Tierre Des- 
forges,” said Raymond, his voice still sig
nificantly low. “ That doesn’t mean any
thing to you— and it doesn’t matter. 
What I want you to do is to drive a man 
to the second station from here to-night—  
St. Eustace is the name, isn't it?— and 
you get a hundred dollars for the trip.”

“ What do you mean?” Bourget’s voice 
mingled incredulity and avarice. “ A 
hundred dollars for that, eh? Are you 
trying to make a fool of me?”

Raymond held the bills up before the 
man’s face.

” Feel the money if you can’t see it!” 
he suggested with a short laugh. That's 
what talks."

“ Bon D iea !”  ejaculated Bourget. 
“ Yes. it is so! Well, who am I to drive? 
You? You are running away! Yes, I 
understand! They are after you— eh? 
I am to drive you, eh?”

“ Xo,” said Raymond. He drew the 
man close to him in the darkness and 
placed his lips to Bourget’s ear. “ Henri 
Mentone.”

Bourget, startled, sprang hack.
“ What? Who?” he cried out loudly.
" I  told you not to talk so loud!” 

snapped Raymond. ” You heard what I 
said."

Bourget twisted his head furtively 
about.

" No, 'ere nom— no!” he said huskily. 
“ It is too much risk! If one were caught 
at that— eh? B'cn non, merci! ”

" There's no chance of your being 
caught ”— Raymond’s voice was smooth 
again. " It is only nine miles to St. Eus
tace— you will be back and in bed long 
before daylight. Who is to know any
thing about it?”

•’ Yes, and you! ” —  Bourget was still 
twisting his head about furtively. “ What 
do I know about you? What have you 
to do with this?’’

“ I will tell you,” said Raymond, and 
into the velvet softness of his voice there 
crept an ominous undertone; “ and at
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the same time I will tell you that you 
will be very wise to keep your mouth 
shut. You understand? If I trust you, 
it is to make you trust me. Henri Men
tone is my pal. I was there the night 
Theophile Blondin w'as killed. But I 
made my escape. I do not desert a pal, 
only I had no money. Well, I have the 
money now, and T am back. And I am 
just in time— eh? They say he is well 
enough to be taken away in the morn
ing.”

“ Mon Dieu, you were there at the 
killing!” muttered Bourget hoarsely. 
“ No— I do not like it! No— it is too 
much risk!” His voice grew suddenly 
sharp with undisguised suspicion. “ And 
why did you come to me, eh? Why did 
you come to me? Who sent you here?”

“ I came because Mentone must be 
driven to St. Eustace— because he is not 
strong enough to walk,” said Raymond, 
coolly. ” And no one sent me here. I 
heard of your fight this afternoon. The 
cure is telling around the village that if 
he could not change the aspect of your 
heart there was no doubt as to the change 
in the aspect of your face.”

“ Sacrc toricu!”  gritted Bourget furi
ously. He said that? I will show him! 
I am not through with him yet! But 
what has he to do with this that you 
come here? Eh? I do not understand.”

“ Simply,”  said Raymond meaningly, 
" that monsieur Ic cure is the one with 
whom we shall have to deal in getting 
Mentone away.”

‘'H a h !” exclaimed Bourget fiercely. 
” Yes— I am listening now! Well?”

“ He sits a great deal of the time in the 
room with Mentone,” explained Ray
mond, with a callous laugh. " Very well. 
Mentone has been warned. If this fool 
of a cure knows no belter than to sit 
there all night to-night, I will find some 
reason for calling him outside, and in the 
darkness, where he will recognize no one, 
we shall know what to do with him, and 
when we are through we will tie him and 
gag him and throw him into the shed 
where he will not be found until morning.

9  A -S

On the other hand, if we are able to get 
Mentone away without the cure knowing 
it, you will still not be without your re
venge. He is responsible for Mentone, 
and if Mentone gets away through the 
cure's negligence, the cure will get into 
trouble with the police.”

" I like the first plan better,” decided 
Bourget with an ugly sneer. " He talks 
of my face, does he? Noni de Dieu, he 
will not be able to talk of his own! And 
a hundred dollars— eh? You said a hun
dred dollars? Well, if there is no more 
risk than that in the rest of the plan, 
sacrc nom, you can count on Jacques 
Bourget!”

“ There is no risk at all.” said Ray
mond. “ And as to which plan— we shall 
see. We shall have to be guided by the 
circumstances, eh? And for the rest—■ 
listen! I will return by the beach and 
watch the presbytbre. You give me time 
to get back, then harness your horse and 
drive down there—drive past the presby
tere. I will be listening, and will hear 
you. Then, after you have gone a little 
way beyond, turn around and come back, 
and I will know that it is you.

" I f  you drive in behind the church to 
'where the people tie their horses at mass 
on Sundays, you can wait there without 
being seen by any one passing by on the 
road. I will come and let you know how 
things are going. We may have to wait 
a while after that until everything is 
quiet, but in that way we will be ready 
to act the minute it is safe to do so.”

" All that is simple enough,” Bourget 
grunted in agreement. " And then?”

” And then,” said Raymond, ” we will 
get Mentone out through the window of 
his room. There is a train that passes 
St. Eustace at ten minutes after midnight 
— and that is all. The St. Eustace sta
tion, I understand, is like the one here—  
far from the village, and with no houses 
about. He can hide near the station until 
train time; and, without having shown 
yourself, you can drive back home and 
go to bed. Tt is your wife that you have 
to think of— she will say nothing, eh?”
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“ Bapteme!”  snorted Bourget con
temptuously. i: She has learned before 
now when to keep her tongue where it 
belongs! And you? You are coming, 
too?”

‘‘ Do you think I am a fool, Bourget?” 
inquired Raymond shortly. ” When they 
find Mentone is gone they will know he 
must have had an accomplice, for he 
could not get far alone. They will be 
looking for two of us traveling together. 
I will go the other way. That makes it 
safe for Mentone— and safe for me. I 
can walk to Tournayville easily before 
daylight; and in that way we shall both 
give the police the slip.”

“ Diable! ”  grunted Bourget admiring
ly. ” You have a head! ”

“ It is good enough to take care of us 
all in a little job like to-night's,” returned 
Raymond, with a shrug of his shoulders. 
“ Well, do you understand everything? 
For if you do, there’s no use wasting any 
time.”

“ Yes— I have it all!” Bourget's voice 
grew' vicious again. * That sacred, ac
cursed cure! Yes, I understand.”

Raymond thrust the bank-notes he had 
been holding into Bourget’s hand.

Here are fifty dollars to bind the bar
gain,” he said crisply. You get the 
other fifty at the church. If you don’t 
get them, all you’ve got to do is drive off 
and leave Mentone in the lurch. That’s 
fair, isn’t it?”

Bourget shuffled back to the edge of 
the lighted window, counted the money, 
and shoved it into his pocket.

“  Bon D im ! ”  Bourget's puffed lip 
twisted into a satisfied grin. " I do not 
mind telling you, Pierre Desforges, that 
it is long since I have seen so much.”

“ Well, the other fifty is just as good,” 
said Raymond in grim pleasantry. He 
stepped back and away from the house. 
“ At the church then, Bourget— in, say, 
three-quarters of an hour.”

“ I will be there,” Bourget answered. 
“ Have no fear— I will be there!”

‘L All right!” Raymond called back—  
and a moment later gained the beach.

At the rock he once more put on his 
soutane; and, running now where the 
sandy stretches gave him opportunity, 
scrambling as rapidly as he could over 
the ledges of slate-rock, he headed back 
for the presbytere.

It was as good as done! There was a 
freeness to his spirits now— a weight and 
an oppression lifted from him. Henri 
Mentone would stand in no prisoner's 
dock day after to-morrow to answer for 
the murder of Theophile Blondin. And 
it was very simple— now that Bourget's 
aid had been enlisted.

He smiled ironically as he wrent along. 
It would not even be necessary to pom
mel monsieur le cure into a state of in
sensibility! Mme. Lafleur retired very 
early— by nine o’clock always at the lat
est— as did Valerie.

As soon as he heard Bourget drive up 
to the church he would go to the man to 
allay any impatience, and as evidence 
that the plan W'as working well. He 
would return then to the presbytere— it 
was a matter only of slipping on and off 
his soutane to appear as Father Aubert 
to Mme. Lafleur and Valerie, and as 
Pierre Desforges to Jacques Bourget. And 
the moment Mme. Lafleur and Valerie 
were in bed, he would extinguish the light 
in the front room as proof that monsieur 
le cure, too, had retired; run around to 
the back of the house, get Henri Men
tone out of the window', and hand him 
over to Bourget, explaining that every
thing had worked even more smoothly 
than he had hoped for; that all w'ere in 
bed, and that there was no chance of the 
escape being discovered until morning.

Bourget, it was true, was very likely to 
be disappointed in the measure of the re
venge wreaked upon the cure, but Bour
get’s feelings in the matter, since Bourget 
then would have no choice but to drive 
Henri Mentone to St. Eustace, were of 
little account.

And as far as Henri Mentone was con
cerned, it w'as very simple, too. The man 
would have ample time and opportunity 
to get well out of reach. He, Raymond,
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would take care that his disappearance 
was not discovered any earlier than need 
l>e in the morning!

It would then be a perfectly natural 
supposition —  a supposition which he 
would father -  that the man, in his condi
tion, could not be far away, but had prob
ably only gone restlessly and aimlessly 
from the house; and at first no one would 
even think of such a thing as escape. 
They would look for him around the 
presbylcrc, and close at hand on the 
beach. It would be impossible that, weak 
as he was. the man had gone far!

The search would perhaps be extended 
to the village by the time M. Dupont ar

rived for his vanished prisoner. Then 
they would extend the search still fur
ther. to the adjacent fields and woods, 
and it would certainly be noontime before 
the alternative that the man, aided by an 
accomplice, had got away, became the 
only tenable conclusion.

But even then M. Dupont would either 
have to drive three miles to the station 
to reach the telegraph, or return to Tour- 
nayville— and by that time Henri Men
tone would long since have been in the 
United States.

And after that— Raymond smiled iron
ically again - well, after that it would be 
M. Dupont's move!

TO  BE CONTINUED NEXT W EEK. D on’t forget this m agazine it  issued w eekly, and that 
you will get the continuation of this story without waiting a month.

V ERY much depends upon the kind
of tree you are climbing or pro
pose to climb as to the ease 

with which ascent to the topmost 
branches is accomplished. The climbing 
of the tree., whose leafy, branched top 
is known as A-Place-in-Life. is very like 
arriving at the foliage end of an upstand
ing Sequoia without spikes. Arms are 
not designed with enough elasticity to

reach around it for a hold. The first 
branch is a long, long way up. Finger 
nails, literally and figuratively, are worn 
to the quick with trying to slick. A slip 
before the first branch is reached means 
almost invariably a peculiar anrl very 
unpleasant scraping descent as far south 
as the bottom.

Toppling from a branch is different. 
The process of inverse gradation does
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not afford slow mutilation; but is so 
swift and uninterrupted that a smash
ing jolt is the end. If the fallen one is 
not put out of business for good he is 
likely to resume the ascent more quickly 
than the slipper.

The slipping has its pitiful side. The 
shins get scratched, the arms and fin
gers torn with trying to stop and by the 
time you have arrived at the base, to all 
intents and purposes, your appearance 
to the observer is that of one who has 
made a backward, sliding descent down 
a thorn tree with a bob cat under each 
arm.

If, while a man is trying to mount a 
Sequoia, the back of his neck irritates 
and begs for just one scratch, and the 
climber inclines to the call for a scratch 
— he has made a mistake.

Harmon Hrter started upward for A- 
Place-in-Life, slowly but very well, in the 
small town in which his father had 
managed to become a school trustee, a 
church deacon, and one or two other 
prominent things. The son adopted his 
father’s calling —  insurance and real 
estate, varied and sundry. He married, 
built his home, went to lodge, church at 
times, could speak in public and look 
any man in the eye.

But, in a moment of irritation, he let 
go a holt, slipped, and was never able 
to pull up until the bottom was unmis
takably reached.

As a young man he purposed to live 
and be worth while. His most pleasant 
anticipation, after marriage, was that his 
home would include a childish voice or 
two. Medical wisdom, real or quack, 
suggested to Hiter that, if he valued the 
life of his wife, such would not likely be.

Disappointment, bitter and almost 
unbelievable, he at first tempered with 
consideration. This gave place in time 
to a sullen discontent, and then one 
night— only the night before his wife had 
planned to reveal to him that their 
physician w7as not all wise —  he aban
doned all hope to his claim for A-Place- 
in-Life. The little singing teacher went

away with him. Hiter really believed 
for the moment that he was registering 
a complaint against Fate.

His wife did not divorce him. Filled 
first with the grief of a forsaken woman, 
then with a sudden fury, she had him 
pursued. He was her own; she would 
have him punished and afterward take 
him back to share in the parenthood. 
The trail of the fugitives was lost. 
Hiter was not to know until he reached 
bottom that a son had been born to him 
within six months after his departure. 
He avoided the beaten paths. He had 
no news from the little village. Given 
a respectable time in which he was con
vinced that his wife had freed herself of 
his name, he married the singer. His 
profession of marriage to her was based 
upon paradoxical honor. The real heart 
of the man was back in the first home, 
and as the years went on he confessed 
to the second mate that his first sweet
heart was the one he still loved.

In time and after numerous vicissi
tudes, he brought up in a two-room fiat 
on a presumably respectable, but unre
fined street, passed an apprenticeship 
and entered routinely upon the profes
sion of stereotyper in the services of a 
great afternoon newspaper. At the end 
of the ninth year as husband of the 
little singer with still no parental respon
sibility came the moment when he let all 
holts go.

Something familiar on the upturned, 
half cylindrical face of a first page plate 
he had cast for impatient presses caught 
his eye. Spreading over three columns 
was the photographic reproduction of a 
handwritten letter with an “ inset ” of 
the picture of a man— himself. A mo
ment later a reporter for his own paper 
called him to ask direct questions con
cerning the self-occasioned end of his 
wife.

He started home. Before he reached 
there the ‘ extras " were on the street. 
The photographed page of a letter, 
which his wife had left, smeared itself 
around his picture on the front page.
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It had been addressed to Rose Wilson 
Hiter, the wife whom Harmon had de
serted. It was abrupt; it was broken; 
it was penitent.

Its first sentence began:

If 1 could only  fro where no one would call me 
by the nam e 1 have no right to  have. If  1 could 
forget the  man 1 love w as no t  my own.

You were the  girl he loved. 1 remember he 
showed me a  li tt le p ho to  ot you one day and 
sa id:  “ This  is the girl I love. I shed bit ter
tears for her."

Hiter did not go on to the fiat to com
plete his obligations of fidelity; to shed 
a tear of pity or remorse over the body 
of the one who had endeavored to atone 
for their joint misdeed.

Fourteen years later, lacking three 
days, he returned to the city. His age 
was fifty-two. The process of slipping 
had marked him for seventy. A man's 
job* he could not get or hold. Even a 
boy's was hard, but a boy’s job he got 
after much pleading and at smaller 
wage than the previous lad employed.

He became messenger, errand boy, 
cleaner for a drug store on the river 
front— a drug store whose claim upon 
the name was a bluff at a prescription 
counter; a dusty, felt-bottom half oval 
show-case for toilet articles: a few bot
tles with latin labels upon the shelves, 
most of them empty: whose customers, 
as a majority, were inclined to the use 
of rags for handkerchiefs, whose noses 
seemed constantly without proper air 
clearance, their faces splotched, their 
bodily presence made known to a 
healthy passerby many feet away by 
other sense than sight.

The job was good for less than three 
days. It might have been longer had 
not the burning of The Belle of the 
Bend interfered.

It was on the afternoon of the third 
day of Harmon’s services, while he 
slept fitfully in a weak-legged chair 
under the partial shade of a tattered 
awning at the front of the store that the 
alarm was sounded.

The Belle of the Bend was something

new to Hiter in the way of an excursion 
boat. The day previous he had seen 
her arrive from down the river, her 
great decks and cabins speckled with 
excursionists, and slip easily into her 
place against the wharf boat; had seen 
her slip out again for a short trip up
river: had asked a question or two about 
her, receiving a lazy and half informa
tive answer and then had forgotten that 
such a boat existed.

If Hiter had only been interested 
enough in the great excursion steamer 
that had made its advent upon the river 
within the last year or two and had in
quired of wide-awake people he might 
have learned that a young man, Joe 
Wilson by name, was the brains of the 
company that owned her. The name 
might have sounded familiar to him, 
hut even then might not have revealed 
itself to him— for the name Wilson is 
not uncommon. Joe Wilson was the son 
of Rose Wilson Hiter, born to her six 
months after his father had disappeared.

When the lad had come to years of 
discretion and a partial story of his 
father had been made known to him, 
he dropped of his own accord, the Hiter, 
and argued without effect that his 
mother should do the same. Her refusal 
was firm, her reasons as logical for hold
ing the name as were those of the son 
for trying to forget it.

Her reasons were that she had mar
ried for love; there could be no such 
thing as divorce: as a lawful wife she 
could punish with the law. The latter 
she swore to do if she should find him.

Joe Wilson grew and prospered and 
became a river man, for the steam
boat fascinated him; but the roust
about's, the deck hand’s, the mate’s, the 
captain’s job were each too small for 
him for any length of time. His vision 
was too large. He foresaw a fleet of 
boats with greater trade, he foresaw the 
excursion traffic, and the keel of The 
Belle of the Bend was laid on the day 
that Joe Wilson became vice-president 
and manager of the company which was
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to operate her. Joe Wilson, Hiter might 
have learned, was the prince of river- 
men. In less than another week he 
could hardly have been so dull and in
sensible to even small gossip as to have 
escaped some story of the boy who had 
made river boats pay.

But events had moved too swiftly for 
Hiter to have learned the name of Joe 
Wilson or to have conjectured, had he 
heard of him, that he was a son.

“ Belle’s on fiah! She's coinin’ in on 
fiah!” shrieked a shanty boat dweller—  
and the levee came to life. The great 
excursion craft had burst into flames 
within sight of the wharf boat as she re
turned from up the river. Gilded and 
tinseled, built for show, she was doomed 
to go like a cracker-box, and the levee 
knew it.

The work "of rescue was quickly and 
apparently thoroughly done. Excitement 
there was, of course, but cool heads, 
steady hands, plenty of boats, tugs, and 
barges made quick work of taking off 
the excursionists. Then all tarried to 
wntness the spectacular blaze.

If any were missing the officers on 
hand could not account for them, and a 
breath of relief went up from the levee 
throng —  the thousands who had gath
ered to watch the big hulk when she 
would finally splutter and hiss, her boil
ers explode and she would go down with 
a dip like a fabled Viking ship.

Brought to life and for a time thrilled 
and enthralled by the sight. Harmon 
Hiter watched it all from his place at 
the top of the levee.

The automobile crowds began to 
gather; the streets were filled with them. 
With difficulty fire lines had been estab
lished and passage ways made. To the 
average machine, and the average oc
cupants, excitedly chattering. Hiter gave 
but little heed. He had seen the rich, 
the near-rich, and the would-be-rich, too 
much in times past to be amused or 
curious. But about the time the last 
deck-hand had slipped down to a res
cuing craft there darted down to the

levee’s edge, with a bump into the 
crowd, a limousine that seemed to have 
come for a purpose.

Its occupant was a woman past mid
dle years, gray and grave, but handsome 
and well kept. Harmon Hiter merely 
observed that the vehicle was a lim
ousine, that its occupant was a woman 
of undoubted wealth, but further than 
this his stupid brain did not stir itself. 
He heard her call from the door of the 
car to a man who seemed to have been 
of some importance: 11 Where is Joe?”

“ Joe?” queried the big man. “ Joe’s 
out of town to-day.”

“ But he isn’t!"  exclaimed the woman 
fiercely. “ He was on the Belle. Is 
every one off?”

“ Every one accounted for," said the 
big man.

The deck-hand who a few moments 
before had swung off the burning boat 
at that instant butted his way. like a 
maddened goat, through the crowd yell
ing excitedly as he caught sight of the 
big man at the limousine.

‘ ‘ One of the boys ain’t off! I tried 
to find him.”

“ Who!” exclaimed the woman. “ Is 
it Joe?”

‘‘ More than one!” screamed a child, 
who. also had fought her way through 
the throng to find some one who would 
believe her.

“ One of the boat's men was knocked 
down a hole they tore in the floor. A 
big plank hit him. Some nice dressed 
man went after him and they never come 
back. There’s two of them, I tell you! 
There’s two of them."

The big man groaned. " No power 
on earth can save them now. Who is 
it?” he shrieked, shaking the deck-hand 
by the shoulders.

“ I didn’t see but one," answered the 
deck-hand. “ That boy fell through the 
floor. I didn’t see nobody go after him."

“ It’s Joe! It’s Joe!” cried the wo
man in the limousine. “ He is on the 
Belle. He changed his mind. He went 
to Sharonport this morning and caught
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her coming down; said there was some 
new machinery he wanted to inspect. 
Tel) me you have seen him! -He is on 
that boat, if you haven’t, and he is the 
man who went after the deck-hand. It’s 
just like him. Nobody but Joe would 
do it. Can't some one get him out? 
Please, some one get him out?”

The big man galvanized into action. 
His voice boomed over the levee like the 
roar of an enraged lion.

“ There’s two men on the Belle. 
Who’ll go with me and get them out?”

Not even a fireman volunteered. A 
murmur of resignation, of regret, passed 
over the vast throng like the moan of 
a barley field when the first gust of 
wind before the storm passes through.

“ It can’t be done.” was the senti
ment.

Shoving, butting, striking out with his 
fists, the big man hurried down to the 
water's edge through the sardined 
crowd. His call for volunteers was re
peated frantically.

Harmon Hiter had moved doy;n the 
levee before an announcement had been 
made of missing ones. As the big man 
neared him bawling his plea for help to 
save the manager of the Belle. Hiter was 
wondering how a living soul could board 
that floating inferno. Then he heard the 
big man calling. He looked around for 
the rush of firemen and observed that 
none had answered. He listened again 
and watched to see some other brave 
man respond.

" God in Heaven! Isn’t there even a 
fireman that knows how to be brave?” 
yelled the big man as he passed quite 
close to Hiter. His voice was edged with 
a sob. “ Isn’t there any man that don’t 
give a damn for himself— and will go?”

Somehow’ the ” don’t give a damn,” 
appeal struck Hiter as no self appraisal 
of recent years had. Was he not one 
of the " don’t give a damn.” His mind 
leaped through its dope-clouded shadow 
and came out in the clear. He jumped 
forward and seized the big man by the 
arm.

" I'll do it! Give me a sack, two of 
them, or three! Big gunny sacks— and 
get me a string to tie them around my 
head. Get the boat, and I will be there!”

The gunny sacks were provided on 
the instant, by the emptying of bags of 
corn that awaited loading on the levee. 
As the little launch with Hiter and his 
big companion shot out from the bank 
and into the shower of blazing splinters 
which fell about them, hissing and dying 
in the mud-tanned waters, Hiter soused 
the sacks in the river, wrapped them 
drenched and dripping about his head 
and shoulders, tied a string or two with 
a jerk, crawled to the prow of the boat 
and poised for action when they should 
find the spot where he could board the 
seething, drifting former palace of 
pleasure.

The little launch shot under the pro
tecting overreach of the prow, scraped 
its varnished side along the steel shell 
of the big craft’s hull, then came to a 
place where a grappling hook with its 
clinging rope would catch an iron rail.

Something of the old stereotyper’s 
strength came back to Hiter. He was 
on the Belle a moment after the hook 
had found its place. Above the crackle 
and roar of the flames his voice carried 
an order to the man in the launch, and 
then he disappeared.

What danger he faced, how heroic the 
rescue, where he searched and how, 
Hiter never intimated to the public. All 
the levee throng knew or saw were two 
inert figures let down over the boat’s 
side in something like fifteen minutes 
after Hiter had pulled himself to the 
deck— fifteen minutes that to those most 
interested must have been as So many 
hours.

Of melodrama there was brief but very 
visible evidence. The blazing of the 
gunny sack about Hiter’s head as he 
sprang out upon the open deck with the 
second limber body furnished a gasp for 
the levee. Hiter shook it from him, let 
down his burden to the launch and 
standing for a moment erect shook hig.
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fist, for what cause no one knew, at the 
levee throng. Then he dived from the 
deck into the river, appeared in an in
stant among the charred drift wood and 
struck out for shore slowly but with a 
kind of renewed vigor, a temporary 
strength, in the wake of the launch.

Firemen and reporters pulled him out, 
and right there the tussle for news 
began.

Some asked him if he were hurt; if his 
lungs were seared; if he needed whisky; 
if he should go to the hospital. Some 
tried to shake his hand and call him a 
hero; a woman or two tried to kiss him, 
but the reporters had him and reporters 
do not let go.

Hiter refused an ambulance; he had 
no need of a hospital. He tried to free 
himsejf from the solicitations and queries 
of the newspaper tribe.

“ Where are you going?" asked one of 
the boys when Hiter with angry force 
shook himself free from restraining 
hands.

“ I don’t knowg" growled Hiter. “ but 
it's time I was there.”

“ Don’t you know you are some sort 
of an angel, man? Sort of a fiery fur
nace god? Don’t you know that you 
will be cared for after this? What is 
your name?”

‘ 'B ill Smith will do!" said Hiter 
shortly.

“ Bill Smith!” laughed one of the 
older boys. “ Come on, tell us about it. 
What is your name and where do you 
live, old hero soak?”

“ That’s all for you,” growled Hiter. 
“ I know you boys. Bill Smith maybe 
ain’t my name, but it is for you. I 
know what you did for me once, and in 
this town, too. Tf I told you what it 
was you would smear the whole front 
page again. Just let it be, and talk to 
the lads that almost got overlooked.”

And so far as Hiter was concerned 
Bill Smith was all they got. In a mo
ment w'hen the “ boys ” had slipped 
across to see how the saved men were, 
Hiter escaped into the throng, and try

as they might and search where they 
would he was lost to newspapers. Like
wise the levee drug store lost an errand 
boy.

But a feature was still to be had for 
the newspaper boys. Joe Wilson had all 
but given his life for the sake of a deck
hand and would, with the deck-hand, 
have gone down unmissed until too late 
had not Joe's mother known where he 
was.

At mention of the full name of Joe 
Wilson’s mother, an old financial editor, 
who fourteen years before was a star re
porter, bethought himself of history. 
Back files were pulled from musty 
shelves: the story of the letter to Rose 
Wilson Hiter was found and told again. 
It was even reproduced— that old front 
page was photographed —  and Harmon 
Hiter’s youthful picture stood forth 
again as the center of triangle romance 
in a front page story. There was an in
terview with Mrs. Hiter and one with 
Joe. They had begged and pleaded that 
the story of the letter be not again re
told. But promises were not given; the 
story was too good.

An impudent cub asked Mrs. Hiter 
why she had never married again or 
changed her name —  if she felt as did 
Joe about the errant husband.

“ Because,” she answered, “ he was 
my husband first and last. If dead I 
do not know; if alive I still would make 
him suffer. I hate the name, but bear 
it because my duty bids me. I hate him. 
I would not care to ever see him again, 
but if 1 did he’d suffer— he’d suffer as 
he made me suffer."

Said Joe: “ l was born of wedlock. 
In other respects I have never had a 
father. The name of Hiter to me is re
pugnant. As a father’s it fills me with 
the hatred of hell, and were I ever to 
face the man who was once mv mother’s 
husband I ’d see him suffer, too.”

And then he made his final plea: 
“ Don’t use the old story, boys, for my 
sake and hers. I beg you not to use it.”

A smile and a shrugging of shoulders;
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neither “  yes " or “ no ” were the an
swers.

But some one still curious for more 
color stuff on the burning of the Belle 
put forth another question.

l' What would you do for the bum 
that pulled you out?"

Joe Wilson smiled with wondrous 
gratitude.

“ I am not the richest man in town, 
but in this world’s goods I have sufficient 
and some to spare, and if ever you find 
that dear old bum, please tell him Joe 
Wilson wants to see him. You say he 
smelled like dope; you say he shook like a 
booze-wrecked tramp; well let me tell you: 
if you ever find him, if you ever meet him 
face to face tell him for me that Joe 
Wilson will help him save himself. God 
knows my mother needs me, and I need 
her. That God-sent bum you spoke of 
is all that stands between me and a crisp 
at the bottom of the Belle as she sleeps 
in the mud of the river.- I wish you 
would find him for me."

It was time for the bats and bugs 
when Harmon Hiter crept out of his 
frowzy room on the river front that eve
ning. His manner of exit upon the street 
was that of a man upon whom conscious
ness of crime had fallen: of one who mo
mentarily expects a shoulder tap and

come along, old man, we want you."
His blistered face and neck, his 

parched hands he tried to hide as one 
would put away the unwashable stains 
of murder. He seemed to fear recogni
tion. He had slept and dreamed, and in 
his dreams he was haunted by the old, 
old story— his desertion, his despond
ency, his muddled loves —  and now he 
yearned for just a chance to slip away 
from the scenes that hurt him most. 
Had he but given his name he felt sure 
the old story would be told, for he re
called how Memory lies awake in news
paper rooms.

With seeming indifference he bought a 
paper and in the glare of the first street 
lamp he spread it out and there before 
him, like that nightmare— as well repro

duced, more graphically told, more pa
thetically colored— he saw that story of 
fourteen years before. It stared at him 
for all the world like the pitiful coun
tenance of a mother who tries to smile 
forgivingly upon an undutiful son from 
her cot in an almshouse ward just before 
her end.

Hiter threw the paper down and shook 
himself as though to purge his mind of 
an evil recollection: then walked away. 
But, somehow, all was not complete. He 
had not finished. Who was it he had 
saved? Just that one thing he would 
like to know before he left for parts 
unknown. He found the sheet and read 
If again.

If his cloudy brain had stirred for a 
moment on the levee when he wondered 
whether he were the man “ not worth a 
damn,” it cleared just now still more. 
The puckered lines about the eyes 
smoothed out a bit: the eyelids drooped 
with a sort of loving shade, the pupils 
of his eyes, for many years pointed and 
dull, tried hard to enlarge with a glow 
of love.

A surprise had been sprung upon him. 
A name or two he knew— and he, an un
known bum, had brought the story forth 
again.

He had a son!
He read and reread the words of 

hatred and contempt which Rose Wilson 
Hiter and her son had uttered to the 
press. His knees began to quiver; a 
weakness seized upon him. He sank 
down upon the street curb for the mo
ment. Once he shook his head; at an
other time he nodded it. After a while 
he arose. His mouth had a definite set: 
his eyes suggested purpose.

" I guess it's not according to form, 
because the thing for me to do is run 
away. A decent man I guess would go. 
He'd stay away. I have done enough to 
make them say those things. If the 
form chart counts for anything I ought 
to get clean out or off the map— right 
now; but form or no form I am going 
to see Joe Wilson."
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S Y N O P S I S  OF  P R E C E D I N G  C H A P T E R S

KOYALA, daughter  of Lcveque, a  French trader,  and a native Borneo woman, has been brought 
up as white  a t  the  mission school. W hen she learns of her bir th  her horror  and  bitterness 
turn  to ha tred  of  the white  race, and she becomes the leader  of her mother 's  people— pirates 

and  head-hunters— w h o  call her Bintang Iiurung, the Argus Pheasant ,  and  on account of her  white  
skin and  education look up to  her  w ith  superstitious awe. U nder  her  leadership lawlessness has 
th r iven  until the D utch  government is desperate.  His Excellency Van Schouten , by advice of his 
secre tary , Sachsen, appo in ts  Peter  d ross ,  the American mate of the ship Ooryamler, resident at  
Bulungan. Peter, af ter  some hesita tion, decides to accept, but is warned by Sachsen tha t  Koyala 
is a beauty and a siren, who has already got the acting-resident,  M ynheer  Muller , entirely under 
her  influence. Peter decides to lake with  hint only twenty-five picked men. Pie has little difficulty 
in getting these, but find? it ha rd  to  get a leader  to suit him. Finally an old sea cap ta in  tells him 
of an ex-American a rm y  officer, Capta in Carver . Peter  goes to  see him, and on the way is waylaid 
by the tongmen of Ah Sing, the organizer and head of the pirates. After a fierce fight he is finally 
rescued by Capta in  Carver  and  a nephew of the old sea captain, P addy  Rouse, d ro ss  finds Carver 
exactly the man he w an ts  and hires h im ;  he also lakes P addy  with him, par t ly  on account of his red 
hair  which the natives hold in reverence. T h ey  arrive a t  Bulungan, w h e re  Peter  goes ashore alone 
and  interviews Muller  ami Van Slyek, the millilary  commander.

Peter  calls a meeting of all the native chiefs, rajas, H cetera, and tries to win their  confidence. 
U nder  the secret influence of Ah Sing, however, the worst element gets control, and Peter  is abou t  
to be killed when Koyala interferes and  turns the tide in d ross 's  favor, most of the chiefs swearing 
blood bro therhood . Capta in Carver, however , is not convinced of K o y a la s  good faith, and when, 
that  same night, a poisoned a r row  narrow ly  misses Peter , the captain points to it as an  evidence of 
the  girl s treachery.

CHAPTER XVIII.

A SUM MONS TO SADONC,.

WITH pen poised, Peter Gross sat 
at his desk in the residency 
building and stared thought

fully at the blank sheets of stationery 
before him. He was preparing a letter 
lo Captain Rouse, lo assure that worthy 
that all was going well, that Paddy was 
in the best of health and proving his 
value in no uncertain wav, and to give

a pen picture of the situation. He 
1 >egan:
D ear C a p t a i n  :

Doubtless you have heard from P addy  before 
this,  but 1 want to add my assurance to  his that  
he is in the best of health and  is heartily cn- 
jey ing  himself. He has already proven his value 
to me, and I am !hanking my lucky stars that 
you let me have him.

We have been in Bulungan for nearly a month ,  
and so far  all is well. T he  w ork  is going on, 
slowly, to  be sure, but successfully, T hope,  I 
can already see what  I th ink are the first fruits 
of my policies.

ThU story began in the All-Story Weekly f o r  February 3.
■3*4
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T he  natives are not  very cordial as yet, hut I 
have made some valuable friends am ong them. 
T h e  decisions I have been called upon to make 
seem to have given general satisfaction, in most 
instances. I have twice been obliged to  set aside 
th e  judgm ents of conlrolletir.t, whose rulings a p 
peared unjust  to  me, an d  in both cases my d e 
cision was in favor of the  poorer li tigant. This 
has displeased some of the orang kayus, or rich 
men, of the villages, but  it has strengthened me 
w ith  the tr ibesmen. I believe.

He described the council and the result, 
and continued:

I am now having a  census taken of each dis
tric t  in the residency. I have made the  con- 
troUeur in each district responsible for the ac 
curacy of the census in his territory, and  have 
made M ynheer  Muller,  the acting-resident prior 
to  m y  coming, chief of the census bureau.  He 
opposed the count a t  first, but has come round 
to  my way of thinking, and is prosecuting the 
w ork  diligently. T h e  chief difficulty is the 
natives—some one has been sti rring them up— 
b u t  I  have high hopes of  knowing, before  the 
next harvest , how m any  people there are in each 
village an d  w ha t  proport ion  of the tax each 
chief should be required to bring. T he  taxation 
system has been one of the worst  evils in Bul- 
ungan in the  p a s t ; the  poor have been o p 
pressed, and  all the tax gatherers have enriched 
themselves, but  I expect to end this. . . .

I had  a peculiar  request made of me the 
o ther  day.  Capta in  Van Slyck asked that 
Capta in  Carver  and his com pany  be quartered 
aw ay  from Bulungan. T h e  presence of Carver 's  
ir regulars was provoking jealousies am ong  his 
troops, he said, and  was making it difficult to 
m aintain  discipline. There  is reason in his re
quest,  yet I hesitate to grant  it. Capta in  Van 
Slyck has no t  been very friendly tow ard  me, and 
a  m u t iny  in the  garrison would greatly discredit 
my administrat ion. 1 have not yet given him 
m y  answer . , .

Inchi tells me there  is a  persistent rum or  in 
the  to w n  tha t  the  great D atu ,  the chief of all 
the  pirates, is in Bulungan. I would have b e 
lieved his story the day af ter  the council, for I 
thought f recognized his voice there ;  but  I must 
have been mistaken. Capta in  Krirkle, of  the 
Prins Lodewyk, who was here a  week ago. 
brings me posit ive assurance that  the  man is at  
Batavia . He saw him there himself, he says. I t  
cannot be th a t  my enemy has a double;  na ture  
never cast tw o  men in tha t  mold in one genera
tion. Since Inchi cannot produce any one w ho  
will swear positively tha t  he has seen the Datu, 
I am  satisfied tha t  the  report  is unfounded. 
M a ybe  you can find out something.

As Peter Gross was affixing the required

stamp, the door opened and Paddy Rouse 
entered.

" The baby doll is here and wants to 
see you,” Paddy announced.

“ Who?” Peter Gross asked, mystified.
“ The yellow kid. Old man Muller’s 

chocolate darling,” Paddy elucidated.
Peter Gross looked at him in stern 

reproof.
“ Let the Juffrouw Koyala be the Juf- 

frouw Koyala to you hereafter,” he com
manded harshly.

“ Yes, sir." Paddy erased the grin 
from his lips but not from his eyes. 
” Shall I ask the lady to come in?”

" You may request her to enter,” Peter 
Gross said. “ And, Paddy— ”

“ Yes, sir.”
” — leave the door open.”
“ Yes, sir.”
The red head bobbed to hide another 

grin.
Koyala glided in softly as a kitten. She 

was dressed as usual in the Malay-Javan
ese costume of kabava and sarong. Peter 
Gross could not help noticing the almost 
mannish length of her stride and the 
haughty, arrogant tilt of her head.

” Unconquerable as the sea,” he mused. 
” And apt to be as tempestuous. She's 
v.'ell named— the Argus Pheasant.”

He placed a chair for her. This time 
she did not hesitate to accept it. As she 
seated herself she crossed her ankles in 
girlish unconsciousness. Peter Gross 
could not help noticing how slim and 
perfectly shaped those ankles were, and 
how delicately her exquisitely formed feet 
tapered in the soft, doe-skin sandals.

” Well, juffrouw, which of my control- 
leurs is in mischief now?” he asked in 
mock resignation.

Koyala flashed him a quick smile, a 
swift, dangerous, alluring smile.

” Am I always complaining, mynheer?” 
she asked.

Peter Gross leaned back comfortably. 
He was smiling, too, a smile of mascu
line contentment. •* No, not always, juf- 
froinv,” he conceded. li But you kept 
me pretty busy at first/’
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" It was necessary, mynheer.”
Peter Gross nodded assent. “ To be 

sure, juflrouw, you did have reason to 
complain.” he agreed gravely. “ Things 
were pretty bad, even worse than I had 
expected to find them. But we are 
gradually improving conditions. 1 believe 
that my officers now1 know what is ex
pected of them.”

He glanced at her reprovingly. “ You 
haven't been here much this week; this 
is only the second time.”

A mysterious light flashed in Koyala’s 
eyes, but Peter Gross was too intent on 
admiring her splendid physical sufficiency 
to notice it.

“ You are very busy, Mynheer Resi
dent,” Koyala purred. “ 1 take too much 
of your time as it is with my trifling com
plaints.”

“ Xot at all, not at all,” Peter Gross 
negatived vigorously. “ The more you 
come, the better 1 am pleased.” Koyala 
Hashed a swift glance at him. “ Come 
every day if you can. You are my in
terpreter, the only voice by which I can 
speak to the people of Bulungan and be 
heard. I want you to know what we are- 
doing and why we are doing it; there is 
nothing secret here that you should not 
know.” He leaned forward earnestly.

“ We must work out the salvation of 
Bulungan together, jujjrouw. 1 am rely
ing very much upon you. 1 cannot do 
it alone; your people will not believe in 
me. LTnless you speak for me there will 
be misunderstandings, maybe bloodshed.”

Koyala’s eyes lowered before his be
seeching gaze and the earnestness of his 
plea.

“ You are very kind, mynheer,” she 
said softly. “ But you overestimate my 
powers. I am only a woman— it is the 
rajas who rule.”

“ One word from Koyala has more 
force in Bulungan than the mandate of 
the great council itself,” Peter Gross con- 
tiadicted. “ If you are with me, if you 
speak for me, the people are mine, and 
all the rajas, gustis, and datus in the 
residency could not do me harm.”

He smiled frankly.
“ I want to be honest with you, juj- 

jromv. I am thoroughly selfish in asking 
these things. I want to be known as the 
man who redeemed Bulungan, even though 
the real work is yours.”

Koyala's face was hidden. Peter Gross 
saw that her lips, pressed together tightly 
and that she was undergoing some power
ful emotion. He looked at her anxiously, 
fearful that he had spoken too early, that 
she was not yet ready to commit herself 
utterly1 to his cause.

“ I came to see you, mynheer, about an 
affair that happened in the country of 
the Sadong Dyaks,” Koyala announced 
quietly.

Peter Gross drew back. Koyala's reply 
showed that she was not yet ready to 
join him, he perceived. Swallowing his 
disappointment. he asked in mock dis
may:

“ Another complaint, jufjrnuu)?”
" One of Lkath’s own people, a Sa

dong Dyak, was killed by a poisoned 
arrow,'' Koyala stated. “ The arrow is 
tufted with heron's feathers; Jahi's peo
ple use those on their arrows. J.kath 
has heard that the head of his tribesman 
now hangs in front of Jahi's hut.”

The smile that had been on Peter 
Gross's lips died instantly. His face be
came drawn and hard.

“ I cannot believe it! ’’ he exclaimed at 
length in a law voice, “ Jahi has sworn 
brotherhood with me and sworn to keep 
the peace. We rubbed noses and anointed 
each others' foreheads with the blood of 
a fresh-killed buffalo.”

“ If you choose the hill people for your 
brothers, the sea people will not accept 
you,”. Koyala said coldly.

“ I choose no nation and have no favor
ites,” Peter Gross replied sternly. “ I 
have only one desire -to deal absolute 
and impartial justice to all. Let me 
think.”

He bowed his head in his hands and 
closed his eyes in thought. Koyala 
watched him like a tigress in the bush.

“ Who found the body of the slain
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man?” he asked suddenly, looking up 
again.

“ Lkath himself, and some of his peo
ple,” Koyala replied.

“  Do the Sadong Dvaks use the sumpi- 
tan?”

“ The Dyaks of the sea do not fight 
their enemies with poison,” Koyala said 
scornfully. “ Only the hill Dyaks do 
that.”

“ H-m! Where was the body? How 
far from the stream?”

“ It was by a water-hole.”
“ How far from Lkath’s village?”
“ About five hours’ journey. The man 

was hunting.”
“ Was he alone? Were there any of 

Lkath’s people with him?”
“ One. His next younger brother. 

They became separated in the baba, and 
he returned home alone. It was he who 
found the body, he and Lkath.”

“ A h!” Peter Gross exclaimed invol
untarily. “ Then, according to the Dyak 
custom, he will have to marry his 
brother’s wife. Are there any children?” 

“ One,” Koyala answered. “ They 
were married a few moons over a year 
ago.” Pensively she added, in a woman’s 
afterthought: “ The woman grieves for 
her husband and cannot be consoled. 
She is very beautiful, the most beautiful 
woman of her village.”

“ I believe that I will go to Sadong 
myself,” Peter Gross said suddenly. 
“ This case needs investigating.”

“ It is all I ask,” Koyala said. Her 
voice had the soft, purring quality in it 
again, and she lowered her head in the 
mute Malay obeisance. The action hid 
the 'tiny flicker of triumph in her eyes.

“ I will go to-morrow.” Peter Gross 
said. “ I can get a prau at Bulungan.”

“ You will take your people with you?” 
“ No, I will go alone.”
It seemed to Peter Gross that Koyala’s 

face showed a trace of disappointment.
“ You should not do that,” she re

proved. “ Lkath is not friendly to you. 
He will not welcome a blood warrior of 
Jahi since this has happened.”

“ In a matter like this, one or two is 
always better than a company,” Peter 
Gross dissented. “ Yet l wish you could 
be there. I cannot offer you a place in 
my prau— there will be no room for a 
woman— but if you can find any other 
means of conveyance, the state will pay." 
He looked at her wistfully.

Koyala laughed. “ The Argus Pheas
ant will ily to Sadong faster than your 
prau,” she said. She rose. As her glance 
roved over the desk she caught sight of 
the letter Peter Gross had just finished 
writing.

“ Oh, you have been writing to your 
sweetheart.” she exclaimed. Chaffingly 
as the w'ords were spoken Peter. Gross 
felt a little of the burning curiosity that 
lay back of them.

“ It is a letter to a sea-captain at 
Batavia whom I once served under,” he 
replied quietly. " 1 told him about my 
work in Bulungan. Would you care to 
read it?"

He offered her the envelope. Quiver
ing with an eagerness she could not re
strain. Koyala half reached for it, then 
jerked back her hand. Her face flamed 
scarlet and she leaped back as though the 
paper was death to touch. With a choking 
cry she exclaimed:

“ I do not want to read your letters. 
I will see you in Sadong- She bolted 
through the door.

Peter Gross stared in undisguised be
wilderment after her. It was several 
minutes before he recovered and placed 
the letter back in the mailing receptacle.

" I never will be able to understand 
women,” he said sadly, shaking his head.

CHAPTER XIX.

K O V A L. \ ’ S U L T i ,\ IAI f i t .

T HE house of Lkath, chief of the 
Sadong Dyaks, stood on a rocky 
eminence at the head of Sabu bay. 

The bay is a narrow arm of the Celebes 
Sea whose entrance is cunningly con
cealed by a series of projecting headlands
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and jealously guarded by a triple row of 
sawtooth rocks whose serrated edges, 
pointed seaward, threaten mischief to 
any ship that dares attempt the channel.

Huge breakers, urged on by the south
east monsoon, boil over these rocks from 
one year’s end to the next. The head
lands drip with the unceasing spray, and 
at their feet are twin whirlpools that go 
down- to the very bowels of the earth, 
according to tradition, and wash the ieet 
of Sangjang, ruler of Hades, himself. 
Certain it is that nothing ever cast into 
the whirlpools has returned; certain it is, 
too. say the people of Bulungan, that 
the sangsangs, good spirits, have never 
brought back any word of the souls of 
men lost in the foaming waters.

In their rocky citadel and rock- 
guarded harbor the Sadong people have 
for years laughed at their enemies, and 
combed the seas, taking by force when 
they could, and taking in trade when 
those they dealt -with were too strong 
for them. Xone have such swift praus 
as they, and none can follow them into 
their lair, for only the Sadong pilots 
know the intricacies of that channel. 
Vengeful captains who have permitted 
their eagerness to outrun discretion found 
their ships in the maelstrom and rent 
by the rocks before they realized it. while 
the Sadongers in the still, landlocked wa
ters beyond, mocked them as they' sank 
to their death.

Two days after Koyala had reported 
the murder of the Sadonger to Peter Gross 
a swift prau approached the harbor. Even 
an uncritical observer would have noticed 
something peculiar in its movements, for 
it cut the water with the speed of a launch, 
although its bamboo sails were furled on 
the maze of yards that cluttered the tri
angle mast. As it neared the channel its 
speed was reduced, and the chug-chug of 
a powerful gasoline motor became dis
tinctly audible. The sentinel on the pro
montory gesticulated wildly to the sen
tinels farther inland, for he had distin
guished his chief, Lkath, at the wheel.

LTnder Lkath’s trained hand the prau

skipped through the intricate channel 
without scraping a rock and shot the 
length of the harbor. With shouts of 
” salaamat ” (welcome) the happy Sa
dongers trooped to the water-front to greet 
their chief. Lkath’s own body-guard, 
fifty men dressed in purple, red, and 
green chawats and headdresses and carry
ing beribboned spears, trotted down from 
the citadel and cleared a space for the 
voyagers to disembark from the sampuns 
that had put out for them.

As the royal sarnpun grounded, Lkath, 
with a great show of ceremony, assisted 
out of the craft a short, heavy-jowled 
Chinaman with a face like a Hindoo 
Buddha’s. A low whisper of awe van 
through the crowd- this was the great 
Datu himself. The multitude sank to its 
knees, and each man vigorously pounded 
his head on the ground.

The next passenger to leave the sam
pun was the Raja Wobanguli, tall, a 
trifle stoop-shouldered, and leering craft
ily at the motley throng, the cluster of 
houses, and the fortifications. A step be
hind him Captain Van Slyck. dapper and 
politely disdainful as always, sauntered 
along the beach and took his place in one 
of the dos-a-dos that had hastened for
ward at a. signal from Lkath. The 
vehicles rumbled up the hill.

When they neared the temple that stood 
close to Lkath’s house at the very sum
mit of the hill an old man dressed in long 
robes stepped into the center of the 
lane and lifted his hand. The procession 
halted.

" What is it, voice of Djath?” Lkath 
asked respectfully.

“ The bilian is here and awaits .your 
presence.” the priest announced.

Lkath stifled an exclamation of sur
prise.

•' Koyala is here,” he said to his guests. 
Ah Sing’s face was expressionless. Wo
banguli, the crafty, smiled non-commit- 
tally. Van Slyck alone echoed Lkath’s 
astonishment.

” A hundred miles over jungle trails 
in less«than two days,” he remarked, with



a low whistle. " How the devil did she 
do it?"

There was no doubting the priest's 
words, however, for as they entered the 
temple Kovala herself came to meet them.

“ Come this way,” she said authorita
tively, and led them into a side-chamber 
reserved for the priests. The room was 
imperfectly lit by a single window in the 
thick rock walls. A heavy, oiled Chinese 
paper served as a substitute for glass.

“ He will be here to-morrow,” she an
nounced. li What are you going to do 
with him?”

There was no need for her to mention 
a name, all knew whom she referred to. 
A silence came upon them. Van Slyck, 
Wobanguli, and Lkath, with the instinct 
of lesser men who know their master, 
looked at Ah Sing. The Chinaman's eyes 
slumbered between his heavy lids.

“ What are you going to do with him, 
Datu?" Kovala demanded, addressing Ah 
Sing directly.

“ The Princess Koyala is our ally and 
friend," he replied gutturallv.

*• Your ally waits to hear the decision 
of the council." Koyala retorted coldly.

Wobanguli interposed. " There are 
things, bilian, that are not fitting for the 
ear of a woman,” he murmured suavely, 
with a sidelong glance at Ah Sing.

" I am a warrior, raja, as well as a 
woman, with the same rights in the coun
cil that you have,” Koyala reminded.

Wobanguli smiled his pleasantest. 
'• True, my daughter,” he agreed diplo
matically. “ But he is not yet ours. 
When we have snared the bird it is time 
enough to talk of how it shall be cooked.”

'• You told me at Bulungan that this 
would be decided on shipboard." Koyala 
replied sharply. " Am I to be used 
as a decoy and denied a voice on what 
shall be done with my prisoner?"

'• We haven't decided— ” Van Slyck 
began.

“ That is false!"
Van Slyck reddened with anger and 

raised his hand as though to strike her. 
Koyala’s face was a dusky gray in its
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pallor and her eyes blazed with con
tempt.

“ Peace! ” Ah Sing rumbled sternly. 
“ He is my prisoner. I marked him for 
mine before he was named resident."

“ You are mistaken, Datu,” Koyala 
said significantly. " He is my prisoner. 
He comes here upon my invitation. He 
comes here under my protection. He is 
my guest, and no hostile hand shall touch 
him while he is here.”

Ah Sing's brow ridged with anger. He 
was not accustomed to being crossed.
• He is mine, I tell you, woman,” he 
snarled. “ His name is written in my 
book, and his nails shall rest in my 
cabinet.”

The Dyak blood mounted to Koyala’s 
face.

" He is not yours: he is mine!” she 
cried. “ He was mine long before you 
marked him yours, Datu.”

Wobanguli hastened to avoid a rupture. 
“ If it is a question of who claimed him 
first, we can lay it before the council," he 
suggested.

” The council has nothing to do with 
it," Koyala retorted. There was a dan
gerous gleam in her eyes. “ 1 marked him 
as mine more than a year ago, when he 
was still a humble sailor with no thought 
of becoming resident. His ship came to 
the mouth of the Abbas River, to Wo- 
lang's village, and traded for rattan with 
Wolang. I saw him then, and swore that 
one day he would be mine.”

" You desire him?” Ah Sing bellowed. 
The great purple veins stood out on his 
forehead, and his features were distorted 
with malignancy.

Koyala threw back her head haughtily.
“ If I do, who is going to deny me?”
Ah Sing chcked in inarticulate fury. 

His face was black with race.
‘‘ I will, woman!" he bawled. "Y o u  

are mine— Ah Sing’s— ”
He leaped toward her and buried his 

long fingers, with their sharp nails, into 
the soft flesh of her arm. Koyala winced 
with pain: then outraged virginity flood
ed to her face in a crimson tide. Tear
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ing herself away, she struck him a sting
ing blow in the face. He staggered back. 
Van Slyck leaped toward her, but she was 
quicker than he and backed against the 
wall. Her hand darted inside her kabaya 
and she drew a small, silver-handled dag
ger. Van Slyck stopped in his tracks.

Ah Sing recovered himself and slowly 
smoothed his rumpled garments. He did 
not even look at Koyala.

'' Let us go," he said thickly.
Koyala sprang to the door She was 

panting heavily.
“ You shall not go until you pledge me 

that he is mine!" she cried.
Ah Sing looked at her unblinkingly. 

The deadly malignancy of his face caused 
even Van Slyck to shiver.

" You may have your lover, \\oman," 
he said in a low voice.

Koyala stared at him as though turned 
to stone. Suddenly her cheeks, her fore
head. her throat even, blazed scarlet. She 
flung her weapon aside; it clattered 
harmlessly on the bamboo matting. Tears 
started in her eyes. Burying her face in 
her arms, she sobbed unrestrainedly.

They stared at her in astonishment. 
After a glance at Ah Sing, Wobanguli 
placed a caressing hand on her arm.

“ Bilian, my daughter— ” he began.
Koyala flung his arm aside and lifted 

her tear-stained face with a passionate 
gesture.

'■  Is this my reward?" she cried. " Is 
this the return I get for all 1 have done 
to drive the orang hlanda out of Bulun- 
gan? Aly lover? When no lips of man 
have ever touched mine, shall ever touch 
mine--” She stamped her foot in fury. 
“ Tools! Fools! Can't you see why I 
want him? He laughed at me— there by 
the Abbas River— laughed at my disgrace 
— yea. I know he was laughing, though he 
hid his smile with the cunning of the 
orang hlanda. 1 swore then that he would 
be mine— that some day he should kneel 
before me, and beg for these arms around 
his, and my kiss on his lips. Then I 
would sink a dagger into his heart as I 
bent to kiss him— let him drink the deep

sleep that has no ending outside of Sang- 
jang."

Her fingers clenched spasmodically, as 
though she already felt the hilt of the 
fatal blade between them.

Van Slyck drew a deep breath. The 
depth of her savage, elemental passion 
dazed him. She looked from man to man, 
and as he felt her eyes upon him he in
voluntarily stepped back a pace, shudder
ing. The doubt he had of her a few mo
ments before vanished; he did not ques
tion but what he had glimpsed into her 
naked soul. Lkath and Wobanguli were 
convinced, too, for fear and awe of this 
wonderful woman were expressed on their 
faces. Ah Sing alone scanned her face 
distrustfully.

“ Why should I trust you?” he snarled.
Koyala started, then shrugged her shoul

ders indifferently and flung the door open 
for them to pass out. As Ah Sing passed 
her he halted a moment and said signifi
cantly:

" I give you his life to-day. Rut re
member, Bintang Burung, there is one 
more powerful than all the princes of 
Bulungan."

“ The god Djath is greater than all 
princes and Datus," Koyala replied quiet
ly. " 1 am his priestess. Answer, Lkath, 
whose voice is heard before yours in Sa- 
dong?”

Lkath bowed low, almost to the ground.
" Djath rules us all,” he acknowledged.
“ You see,” Koyala said to Ah Sing, 

“ even your life is mine.”
Something like fear came into the eyes 

of the Chinaman for the first time.
“ I go back to Bulungan," he an

nounced thickly.

CHAPTER XX.

l k a t h 's c o n v e r s i o n .

THE afternoon sun was waning when 
Peter Gross’s sailing prau arrived at 
Sadong. The resident had been for

tunate in finding a Sadonger at Bulungan, 
and a liberal promise of brass bracelets
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and a bolt of cloth persuaded the rover 
to pilot thenvnto Sadong harbor. Paddy 
Rouse accompanied his chief.

A vociferous crowd of Dvaks hastened 
to the beach under the misapprehension 
that the prau was a trader. When shouts 
from the crew apprised them that the 
orang bluuda chief was aboard, their 
cries of welcome died away. Glances of 
curious and friendly interest changed to 
glances of hostility, and men on the edges 
of the crowd slunk away to carry the 
news through the village. The inhos
pitable reception depressed Peter Gross, 
but he resolutely stepped into one of the 
sampans that had put off from shore at 
the |irau's arrival and was paddled to the 
beach.

We must be awfully popular here,” 
Paddy remarked cheerfully, and he looked 
unabashed into the scowling faces of the 
natives. He lifted his hat. Rays from 
the low - hanging sun shone through his 
ruddy, tousled hair, making it gleam like 
living flame. A murmur of surprise ran 
through the crowd. Several Dvaks 
dropped to their knees.

They're beginning to find their prayer-! 
bones, Mr. Gross,” Paddy pointed out, 
blissfully unconscious that it was he who 
had inspired their reverence.

At that moment Peter Gross saw a fa
miliar girlish figure stride lightly down 
the lane. His face brightened.

“ Good afternoon, jufjrouw!" he ex
claimed delightedly as she approached.

How did you get here so soon?”
He offered his hand, and after a mo

ment's hesitation Koyala permitted his 
friendly clasp to encircle the tips of her 
fingers.

''Lkath has a house ready for you.” 
she said. " The dos-a-dos will be here in 
a moment." They chatted while the na
tives gaped until the jigghy two-wheeled 
carts clattered toward them.

Lkath received them at the door of his 
house'. I’eter Gross needed only a glance 
into his face to see that Koyala had not 
been mistaken in her warning. Lkath en
tertained no friendly feeling toward him.

'• Welcome to the falcon’s nest.” Lkath 
said.

The words were spoken with a stately' 
courtesy in which no cordiality mingled. 
Dyak tradition forbade closing a door to 
a guest, however unwelcome the guest 
might be.

Seized with a sudden admiration of his 
host, who could swallow his prejudices to 
maintain the traditional hospitality of his 
race, Peter Gross resolved to win his 
friendship at all costs. It was his new
born admiration that inspired him to 
reply:

“ Your house is well named, Gusli. 
None but eagles would dare roost above 
the gate to Sangjang.”

Lkath’s stern features relaxed with a 
gratified smile, showing that the compli
ment had pleased him. There was more 
warmth in his voice as he said:

*' My poor house and all that is in it is 
yours, Mynheer Resident.”

” There is no door in Borneo more 
(.pen than Lkath'.-.” Peter Gross respond
ed. " 1 am happy to be here with you. 
brother.”

The words were the signal, according 
to Dyak custom, for Lkath to step for
ward and rub noses. But the chief drew 
back.

" The blood of one of my people is 
between us. Mynheer Resident.” he said 
bluntly. " There can be no talk of 
brother until the Sadong Dvaks are 
avenged.”

" Am I not here to do justice?" Peter 
Gross asked. " To-morrow, when the sun 
is an hour high, we will have a council. 
Bring your people who know of this thing 
before me at that time.’’

Lkath bowed and said: "  Very good. 
Mynheer Resident."

Having performed his duty as head of 
his nation, Lkath the chief became Lkath 
the host, and ushered Peter Gross, Rouse, 
and Koyala into the house. Peter Gross 
was surprised to find the dwelling fitted 
out with such European conveniences as 
chandelier oil-lamps, chairs, and tables, 
and even a reed organ. Boys dressed in

i o  a - s
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white appeared with basins of water and 
napkins on silver salvers for ablutions. 
The dinner was all that an epicure could 
desire. Madeira and bitters were first 
offered, together with a well-spiced vege
table soup. Several dishes of fowls and 
other edible birds, cooked in various 
ways, followed. Then a roast pig, emit
ting a most savon' odor, was brought in. 
a fricassee of bats, rice, potatoes, and 
other vegetables, stewed durian, and, 
lastly, various native fruits and nuts. 
Gin, punch, and a native beer were served 
between courses.

Lkath’s formal dignity mellowed under 
the influence of food and wine, and he 
became more loquacious. Ily indirect 
reference Peter Gross obtained, piece by 
piece, a coherent account of the hunting 
trip on which the Sadonger had lost his 
life. It confirmed his suspicion that the 
brother knew far more about the murder 
than he had admitted, but he kept his 
own counsel.

The next morning the elders assembled 
in the balais, or assembly-hall. Peter 
Gross listened to the testimony offered. 
He said little, and the only man he 
questioned was the Sadonger's brother. 
Lkath's chief witness.

“ How did they know it was Jahi who 
was responsible?" he asked the Sadon- 
gers who had accompanied Lkath on the 
search. They broke into voluble pro
testations. Did they use the sumpitan? 
Was it not exclusively a weapon of the 
hill Dyaks? Did not the feathers on the 
arrow show that it came from Jahi’s tribe? 
And did they not find a strip of red calico 
from a hillman's chawat in the bush?"

Peter Gross did not answer their ques
tions. “ Show me where the body was 
found," he directed.

Paddy Rouse, usually bold to temera
riousness, protested in dismay, pointing 
out the danger in venturing into the jun
gle with savages so avowedly unfriendly.

" There is no middle course for those 
who venture into the lion's den," Peter 
Gross replied. u We will be in no greater 
danger in the jungle than here, and I may

be able to solve the mystery and do our 
cause some good."

*■ ' I'm with you wherever you go," Pad
dy said loyally.

Lkath led the expedition in person. To 
Peter Gross’s great relief, Koyala went 
also. The journey took nearly five hours, 
for the road was very rugged and there 
were many detours on account of swamps, 
fallen trees, and impenetrable thickets. 
Koyala rode next to Peter Gross all the 
way. He instinctively felt that she did 
so purposely to protect him from pos
sible treachery. It increased his sense of 
obligation toward her. At the same time 
he realized keenly his own inability to 
make an adequate recompense. Old 
Sachsen’s words. “ If you can induce her 
to trust us. half your work is done," came 
to him with redoubled force.

They talked of Bulungan, its sorry his
tory. its possibilities for development. 
Kolaya’s ex es glowed with a strange light, 
and she spoke with an ardency that sur
prised the resident.

Il How she loves her country," he 
thought.

They were riding single file along a 
narrow jungle-path when Kovala’s horse 
stumbled over a hidden creeper. She was 
not watching the path at the moment, 
and would have fallen had not Peter 
Gross spurred his animal alongside and 
caught her. Her upturned face looked 
into his as his arm circled about her and 
held her tightly. There was a furious 
rush of blood to her cheeks: then she 
swung back into the saddle lightly as a 
feather and spurred her horse ahead. A 
silence came between them, and when the 
path widened and he was able to ride be
side her again, he saw that her eves were 
red.

•• These roads are very dust)-." he re
marked. wiping a splinter of fine shale 
from his own eyes.

When they reached the scene of the 
murder Peter Gross carefully studied the 
lay of the land. Lkath and the dead 
man’s brother, upon request, showed him 
where the red calico was found, and how
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the body lay bv the water-hole. Standing 
in the bush where the red calico strip had 
been discovered, Peter Gross looked 
across the seven or eight rods to the 
water-hole and shook his head.

“ There is some mistake.” he said. 
•• Xo man can blow an arrow that far.”

Lkath’s face Hashed with anger. 
“ When T was a boy, .Mynheer Resident, 
I learned to shoot the sumpitan,’' he said. 
•' Let me show you how' a Dyak can 
shoot.” He took the sumpitan which they 
had taken with them at Peter Gross's re
quest, placed an arrow in the orifice, dis
tended his cheeks, and blew. Phe shaft 
went across the water-hole.

“ A wonderful shot!” Peter Gross ex
claimed in pretended amazement. ” There 
is none other can shoot like Lkath."

Several Sadongers offered to show what 
they could do. None of the shafts went 
quite so far as their chief’s. Taking the 
weapon from them, Peter Gross offered it 
to the dead Sadonger's brother.

“ Let us see how far you can shoot,” 
he said pleasantly.

The man shrank back. Peter Gross 
noticed his quick start of fear. " 1 can
not shoot,” he protested.

‘‘ Try,” Peter Gross insisted firmly, 
forcing the sumpitan into his hand. The 
Sadonger lifted it to his lips with trem
bling hands, the weapon shaking so that 
careful aim was impossible. He closed 
his eyes, took a quick half-breath, and 
blew. The arrow went little more than 
half the distance to the water-hole.

“ You did not blow hard enough." IVter 
Gross said. “ Try once more.” But the 
Sadonger, shaking his head, retreated 
among his companions, and the resident 
did not press the point. He turned to 
Lkath.

“ It is time to start, if we are to be 
back in Sadong before malum" (night) 
“ casts its mantle over the earth.” he said. 
Well content with the showing he had 
made, Lkath agreed.

They were passing the temple: it was 
an hour before sundown when Peter Gross 
said suddenly:

• Let us speak with Djath on this mat
ter.'1 He singled out Roy ala, Lkath, and 
the Sadonger's brother, inviting them to 
enter the temple with him. A dusky pal
lor came over the Sadonger's face, but he 
followed the others into the enclosure.

“ The great god Djath is not my god,-’ 
Peter Gross said, when they had entered 
the silent hall and stood between the rows 
of grinning idols. “ Yet I have heard that 
he is a god who loves the truth and hates 
falsehood. It seems good to me, there
fore, that the Bintang Burung call down 
Djath's curse on this slayer of one of your 
people. Then, when the curse falls, we 
may know without doubt who the guilty 
one is. Is it good, Lkath?”

The chief, although plainly amazed at 
hearing such a suggestion from a white 
man, was impressed with the idea.

“ It is good,'’ he assented heartily. 
Peter Gross looked at Koyala. She 

was staring at him with a puzzled frown, 
as if striving to fathom his purpose.

■ Invoke us a curse. O Bintang Burung. 
on the slayer,” he asked. “ Speak vour 
bitterest curse. Give him to the Budjang 
Brani, to the eternal fires at the base of 
the Gunong Agong.’’

Koyala's frown deepened, and she 
seemed on the point of refusal, when 
Lkath urged: •• Gall us down a curse, 
daughter of Djath, I beg you."

Seeing there was no escape. Koyala 
sank to her knees and lifted her hands to 
the vault above. A vacant stare came 
into her eyes. Her lips began to move, 
first almost inaudible; then Peter Gross 
distinguished the refrain of an uninter- 
piu table formula of the Bulungan priest
hood, a formula handed down to her by 
her grandfather, Chawatangi. Presently 
she began her curse in a mystic drone:

“ .May his eyes be burned out with 
lire: may the serpents devour hi? limbs; 
may the vultures eat his llesh; may' the 
v.ild pigs defile his bones: may his soul 
burn in the eternal fires of the Gunong 
Agong-

" -Mercy, hilhtn. mercy!” Shrieking his 
plea, the dead Sadonger's brother stag
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gered forward and groveled at Koyala's 
feet. “ I will tell all 1 he gasped. " 1 
shot the arrow; I killed my brother; for 
the love of his woman I killed him— "

He fell in a fit. foaming at the mouth. 
There was utter silence for a moment. 

Then Peter Gross said to the aged priest 
who kept the temple:

“ Call the guard, father, and have this 
carrion removed to the jail.” At a nod 
from Lkath, the priest went.

Neither Lkath nor Kovala broke the 
silence until they had returned to the 
former's house. Peter Gross, elated at 
the success of his mission, was puzzled 
and disappointed at the look he surprised 
on Koyala’s face, a look of dissatisfaction 
at the turn of events. The moment she 
raised her eyes to meet his, however, her 
face brightened. ¥

When they were alone Lkath asked:
” How did you know, O wise one?” 

Ilis voice expressed an almost supersti
tious reverence.

" The gods reveal many things to those 
they love,” was Peter Gross's enigmatical 
reply.

To Paddy Rouse, who asked the same 
question, he made quite a different reply.

“ It was really quite simple,’’ he said. 
“ The only man with a motive for the 
crime was the brother. He wanted the 
wife. His actions at the water-hole con
vinced me he was guilty; all that was 
necessary was a little claptrap and an 
appeal to native superstition to force him 
to confess. This looked bad for us at 
the start, but it has proven the most for
tunate thing that could have happened. 
Lkath will be with us now.”

CHAPTER XXI.

C A P T U R E D  B Y  P I R A T E S .

W HEN they rose the next morning 
Peter Gross inquired for his host, 
but was met with evasive replies. 

A premonition that something had gone 
wrong came upon him. He asked for 

• Kovala.

*' The Bintang Burung has flown to the 
jungle,” one of the servant lads informed 
him after several of the older natives had 
professed ignorance.

" When did she go?” he asked.
" The stars were still shining, Datu, 

when she spread her wings,” the lad re
plied. The feeling that something was 
wrong grew upon the resident.

An hour passed, with no sign of Lkath. 
Attempting to leave the house, Peter 
Gross and Paddy were politely but firmly 
informed that they must await the sum
mons to the balais, or assembly hall, from 
the chieftain.

" This is a rum go,” Paddy grumbled.
" I am very much afraid that some

thing has happened to turn Lkath against 
us,” Peter Gross remarked. " I wish Ko- 
yala had stayed.”

The summons to attend the balais came 
a little later. When they entered the 
hall they saw a large crowd of natives as
sembled. Lkath was seated in the judge's 
seat. Peter Gross approached him to 
make the customary salutation, but Lkath 
rose and folded his hands over his chest.

" Mynheer Resident.'' the chief said 
with dignity, " your mission in Sadong 
is accomplished. You have saved us from 
a needless war with the hill people. But 
I and the elders of my tribe have talked 
over this thing, and we have decided that 
it is best you should go. The Sadong 
Dyaks owe nothing to the orang blanda. 
They ask nothing of the orang blanda. 
You came in peace. Go in peace.”

A tumult of emotions rose in Peter 
Gross's breast. To see the fruits of his 
victory snatched from him in this way 
was unbearable. A wild desire to plead 
with Lkath. to force him to reason, came 
upon him, but he fought it down. It 
would only hurt his standing among the 
natives, he knew; he must command, not 
beg.

“ It shall be as you say. Lkath.” he 
said. " Give me a pilot and let me go.”

•' He awaits you on the beach,” Lkath 
replied. With this curt dismissal, Peter 
Gross was forced to go.
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The failure of his mission weighed 
heavily upon Peter Gross, and he said lit
tle all that day. Paddy could see that his 
chief was wholly unable to account for 
Lkath’s change of sentiment. Several 
times he heard the resident murmur: “ If 
only Koyala had stayed.”

Shortly before sundown, while their 
prau was making slow headway against 
an unfavorable breeze, Paddy noticed his 
chief standing on the raised after deck 
watching another prau that had sailed 
out of a jungle-hid creek-mouth shortly 
before and was now following in their 
wake. He cocked an eye at the vessel 
himself and remarked:

” Is that soap-dish faster than ours, or 
are we gaining?”

“ That is precisely what I am trying to 
decide.” Peter Gross answered gravely.

Paddy observed the note of concern in 
the resident’s voice.

•• She isn’t a pirate, is she?” he asked 
quickly.

" I am very much afraid she is.” Peter 
Gross spoke calmly, but Paddy noticed a 
tremor in his voice.

" Then we’ll have to fight for it?” he 
exclaimed.

Peter Gross avoided a. direct reply. 
“ I ’m wondering why she can stay so 
close inshore and outsail us,” he said. 
•• The wind is offshore, those high hills 
should cut her off from what little breeze 
we’re getting, yet she neither gains nor 
loses an inch on us.”

Why doesn’t she come out where she 
can get the breeze?”

Aye. why doesn’t she?” Peter Gross 
echoed. " I f  she were an honest trader 
she would. But keeping that course en
ables her to intercept us in case we should 
try to make shore.”

Paddy did not appear greatly disturbed 
at the prospect of a brush with pirates. 
In fact, there was something like a spar
kle of anticipation in his eyes. But see
ing his chief so concerned, he suggested 
soberly:

M Can’t we beat out to sea and lose 
them during the night?”

“ Not if this is the ship I fear it is,” 
the resident answered gravely.

” What ship?” The question was 
frankly curious.

“ Did you hear something like a muf
fled motor exhaust a little while ago?”

Paddy looked up in surprise. That’s 
just what I thought it was, only I thought 
I must be crazy imagining such a thing 
here.”

Peter Gross sighed. " I thought so.” 
he said with gentle resignation. li It must 
be her.”

” Who? What?” There was no es
caping the lad’s eager curiosity.

The ghost prau. She’s a pirate— Ah 
Sing's own ship, if reports be true. I ’ve 
never seen her: few white men have; but 
there are stories enough about her, God 
knows. She's equipped with a big marine 
engine imported from New York, I ’ve 
heard; and built like a launch, though 
she’s got the trimmings of' a prau. She 
can outrun any ship, steam or sail, this 
side of Hang-Kong, and she’s manned by 
a crew of fiends that never left a man. 
woman, or child alive yet on any ship 
they’ve taken.”

Paddy's face whitened a little, and he 
looked earnestly at the ship. Presently 
he,started and caught Peter Gross’s arm.

There,” he exclaimed. •' The motor 
again 1 Did you hear it?”

" Aye,” Peter Gross replied. " We had 
gained a few hundred yards on them, and 
they've made it up.”

Paddy noted the furtive glances cast 
at them by the crew of their own prau. 
mostly Bugis and Bajaus, the sea-rovers 
and the seawash, with a slight sprinkling 
of Dyaks. He called Peter Gross’s at
tention to it.

" They know the prau,” the resident 
said. " They'll neither fight nor run. The 
fight is ours, Paddy. You’d better get 
some rifles on deck.”

*‘ We're going to fight?” Rouse asked 
eagerly.

” Aye,” Peter Gross answered soberly. 
“ We’ll fight to the end.” He placed a 
hand on his protege's shoulder.
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“ I shouldn’t have brought you here, 
my lad,” he said. There was anguish in 
his voice. i: I should have thought of 
this— ”

*'■ I ’ll take my chances,” Paddy inter
rupted gruffly, turning away. He dove 
into their tiny cubicle, a boxlike contriv
ance between decks, to secure rifles and 
cartridges. They carried revolvers. When 
he came up the sun was almost touching 
the rim of the horizon. The pursuing 
prau, he noticed, had approached much 
nearer, almost within hailing distance.

; They don't intend to lose us in the 
dark,” he remarked cheerfully.

•' The moon rises earl}- to-night,” Peter 
Gross replied.

A few minutes later, as the sun was be
ginning to make its thunderclap tropic 
descent, the juragan, or captain of the 
prau issued a sharp order. The crew 
leaped to the ropes and began hauling in 
sail. Peter Gross swung his rifle to his 
shoulder and covered the navigator.

" Tell your crew to keep away from 
those sails,” he said with deadly intent
ness.

The juragan hesitated a moment, 
glanced over his shoulder at the pursuing 
prau, and then reversed his orders. As 
the crew scrambled down they found 
themselves under Paddy's rifle.

” Get below, every man of you." Peter 
Gross barked in the lingua fram'd of the 
islands. “ Repeat that order, juragan! ”

The latter did so sullenly, and the crew 
dropped hastily below, apparently well 
content at keeping out of the impending 
hostilities.

These happenings were plainly visible 
from the deck of the pursuing prau. The 
sharp chug-chug of a motor suddenly 
sounded, and the disguised launch darted 
forward like a hawk swooping down on a 
chicken. Casting aside all pretense, her 
crew showed themselves above the rail. 
There were at least fifty of them, mostly 
Chinese and Malays, fierce, wicked-look
ing men, big and powerful, some of them 
nearly as large, physically, as the resident 
himself. They were armed with maga

zine rifles and revolvers and long-bladed 
krises. A rapid-firer was mounted on 
the forward deck.

Paddy turned to his chief with a whim
sical smile. ” Pretty big contract,” he re
marked with unimpaired cheerfulness.

Peter Gross's face was white. He knew 
what Paddy did not know, the fiendish 
tortures the pirates inflicted on their hap
less victims. He was debating whether 
it was more merciful to shoot the lad and 
then himself or to make a vain stand and 
take the chance of being rendered help
less by a wound.

The launch was only a hundred yards 
away now— twenty yards. A cabin door 
on her aft deck opened and Peter Gross 
saw the face of Ah Sing, aglow in the dy
ing rays of the sun with a fiendish malig
nancy and satisfaction. Lifting his rifle 
he took quick aim.

Four things happened almost simul
taneously as his rifle cracked. One was 
Ah Sing staggering forward, another was 
a light footfall on the deck behind him 
and a terrific crash on his head that filled 
the western heavens from horizon to zen
ith with a blaze of glory, the third was 
the roaring of a revolver in his ear and 
Paddy’s voice trailing into the dim dis
tance:

" I got you. damn you.”
When he awoke he found himself in a 

vile, evil-smelling hole, in utter darkness. 
He had a peculiar sensation in the pit of 
his stomach, and his lips and tongue were 
dry and brittle as cork. His head felt 
the size of a barrel. He groaned uncon
sciously.

" Waking up, governor?'1 a cheerful 
voice asked. It was Paddy.

By this time Peter Gross was aware, 
from the rolling motion, that they were 
at sea. After a confused moment he 
picked up the thread of memory where it 
had been broken off.

” They got us, did they?" he asked.
” They sure did,” Paddy chirruped, as 

though it was quite a lark.
" We haven't landed yet?"
” We made one stop. Just a few hours.
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I guess, to get some grub aboard. 1 can’t 
make out much of their lingo, but from 
what I've heard I believe we're headed 
for one of the coast towns where we can 
get a doctor. That shot of yours hit the 
old bird in the shoulder; he's scared half 
to death he's going to croak.”

“ If he only does,” Peter Gross prayed 
fervently under his breath. He asked 
Paddy; " How long have we been here?” 

About fourteen hours, I'd say on a 
guess. We turned back a ways, made a 
stop, and then headed this way. I 'm not 
much of a sailor, but I believe we’ve kept 
a straight course since. At least the roll 
of the launch hasn't changed any,”

" Fourteen hours,” Peter Gross mused. 
It might be toward Coti, or it might be 

the other way. Have they fed you?” 
Not a blanketv-blanked thing. Not 

even sea-water. I ’m so dry I could swal
low the Mississippi.”

Peter Gross made no comment. " Tell 
me what happened,” he directed.

Paddy, who was sitting cross-legged, 
tried to shuffle into a more comfortable 
position. In doing so he bumped his head 
against the top of their prison. " Ouch!” 
he exclaimed feelingly,

■ 'You’re not hurt?” Peter Gross asked 
quickly,

”  A plug in the arm and a tunk on the 
head,” Paddy acknowledged. " The one 
in my arm made me drop my fide, but I 
got two of the snakes before they got me. 
'Then I got three more with the gat before 
somebody landed me a lallapaloosa on 
the beano and I took the count. One of 
the steersmen— jurumuddis you call 'em, 
don’t you?— got you. We forgot about 
those chaps in the steersmen's box when 
we ordered the crew below. But 1 fin
ished him. He’s decorating a nice tin; in 
a shark’s belly by now.”

Peter Gross was silent.
" Wonder why they didn't chuck us 

overboard,” Paddy remarked after a 
time. "  T thought that was the polite pi
ratical stunt. Seeing they were so darned 
considerate, giving us this private apart
ment. they might rustle us soon grub.”

" How shall I tell this light-hearted lad 
what is before us,” Peter Gross groaned 
in silent agony.

A voluble chatter broke out overhead. 
Through the thin flooring they heard the 
sound of naked feet pattering toward the 
rail. A moment later the ship’s course 
was altered and it began pitching heavily 
in the big rollers. Peter Gross sat bolt up
right, listening intently.

“ What’s stirring now?” Paddy asked.
" Hist! I don’t know7,” Peter Gross 

warned sharply.
There was a harsh command to draw 

in sail, intelligible only to Peter Gross, 
for it was in the island patois. Paddy 
waited in breathless anticipation while 
Peter Gross, every muscle strained and 
tense, listened to the dissonancv above, 
creaking cordage, the flapping of bamboo 
sails, and the jargon of two-score excited 
men jabbering in their various tongues.

There was a series of light explosions, 
and then a steady vibration shook the 
ship. It leaped ahead instantly in re
sponse to its powerful motor. It was 
hardly underway7 when they heard a 
whistling sound overhead. There was a 
moment's pause, then the dull boom of an 
explosion reached their ears.

"W e ’re under shell-fire!” Paddy 
gasped.

That must be the Prins,” Peter Gross 
exclaimed. " I hope to Heaven Enckel 
doesn't know we're aboard.'’

Another whistle of a passing shell and 
the thunder of an explosion. The two 
were almost simultaneous, the shell could 
not have fallen far from the launch's 
bow, both knew.

“ They may sink us!” Paddy cried in a 
half-breath.

” Better drowning than torture.” The 
curt reply was cut short by another shell. 
The explosion was more distant.

" They’re losing the range,” Paddy ex
claimed in a low voice. In a flash it came 
to him why Peter Gross had said: " I 
hope Enckel doesn’t know we're here.”

Peter Gross stared white and silent into 
the blackness, waiting for the next shell.
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It was long in coming, and fell astern. A 
derisive shout rose from the pirates.

" The Prins is falling behind,” Paddy 
cried despairingly.

" Aye, the prau is too fast for her,” the 
resident assented in a scarcely audible 
voice. Tears were coursing down his 
cheeks, tears for the lad that he had 
brought here to suffer unnameable tor
tures, for Peter Gross did not underesti
mate the fiendish ingenuity of Ah Sing 
and his crew. He felt grateful for the 
wall of darkness between them.

” Well, there's more than one way to 
crawl out of a rain-barrel,'’ Paddy ob
served with unimpaired cheerfulness.

Peter Gross felt that he should speak 
and tell Rouse what they had to expect, 
but the words choked in his throat. Bliss
ful Ignorance and a natural buoyant op
timism sustained the lad, it would be 
cruel to take them away, the resident 
thought. He groaned again.

” Cheer up,” Paddy cried. ” we’ll get 
another chance.”

The grotesqueness of the situation—■ 
his youthful protege striving to raise his 
flagging spirits —  came home to Peter 
Gross even in that moment of suffering 
and brought a rueful smile to his lips.

" I ’m afraid, my lad, that the Prins was 
our last hope,” he said. There was an 
almost fatherly sympathy in his voice, 
responsibility seemed to have added a 
decade to the slight disparity of years be
tween them.

” Rats!” Paddy grunted. ' We’re not 
going to turn in our checks just yet, gov
ernor. This bird's got to go ashore some
where, and it ‘11 be deuced funny if Cap 
Carver and the little lady don’t figure 
out some way between ’em to get us out 
of this.”

CHAPTER X XII.

I N  T1IU T E M P L E .

THE hatch above them opened. A 
bestial Chinese face, grinning cruel
ly, appeared in it.

“ You big-um fellow gettee outee here

plenty damn quick!’’ the Chinaman 
barked. He thrust a piece of bamboo 
into the hole and prodded the helpless 
captives below with a savage energy. The 
third thrust of the cane found Peter 
Gross’s ribs. With a hoarse cry of anger 
Paddy sprang to his feet and shot his fist 
into the Chinaman's face before the resi
dent could cry a warning.

The blow caught the pirate between 
the eyes and hurled him back on the 
deck. He gazed at Paddy" a dazed mo
ment and then sprang to his feet. Lift
ing the cane in both his hands above his 
head he uttered a shriek of fury and 
would have driven the weapon through 
Rouse’s body had not a giant Bugi, stand
ing near by, jumped forward and caught 
his arm.

Wrestling with the maddened China
man the Bugi shouted some words wholly 
unintelligible to Paddy in the pirate’s ear. 
Peter Gross scrambled to his feet.

" Jump on deck, my lad,” he shouted. 
“• Quick, let them see you. It may save 
us.”

Paddy obeyed. The morning sun, 
about four hours high, played through his 
rumpled hair, the auburn gleaming like 
flame. Malays, Dyaks, and Bugis, at
tracted by the noise of the struggle, 
crowded round and pointed at him, mut
tering superstitiously.

Act like a madman,” Peter Gross 
whispered hoarsely to his aide.

Paddy broke into a shriek of foolish 
laughter. He shook as though overcome 
with mirth,’ and folded his arms over his 
stomach as he rocked back and forth. 
Suddenly straightening, he yelled a shrill 
"W hoopee!” The next moment he ex
ecuted a handspring into the midst of the 
natives, almost upsetting one of them. 
The circle widened. A Chinese mate tried 
to interfere, but the indignant islanders 
thrust him violently aside. He shouted 
to the jura gem, who ran forward waving 
a pistol.

Every one of the crew was similarly 
armed, and every one wore a kris. They 
formed in a crescent between their officer
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and the captives. In a twinkling Peter 
Gross and Rouse found themselves en
circled by a wall of steel.

The juragan’s automatic dropped to a 
dead level with the eyes of the Bugi who 
had saved Paddy. He bellowed an angry 
command, but the Bugi closed his eyes 
and lowered his head resignedly, nodding 
in negation. The other islanders stood 
firm. The Chinese of the crew ranged 
themselves behind their captain and a 
bloody fight seemed imminent.

A Dyak left the ranks and began talk
ing volubly to the juragan, gesticulating 
wildly and pointing at Paddy Rouse and 
then at the sun. A crooning murmur of 
assent arose from the native portion of 
the crew. The juragan retorted sharply. 
The Dyak broke into another volley of 
protestations. Paddy looked on with a 
glaringly stupid smile. The juragan 
watched him suspiciously while the Dyak 
talked, but gradually his scowl faded. At 
last he gave a peremptory command and 
stalked away. The crew returned to their 
duties. •

!' We’re to be allowed to stay on deck 
as long as we behave ourselves until we 
near shore, or unless some trader passes 
us,” Peter Gross said in a low voice to 
Rouse. Paddy blinked to show that he 
understood, and burst into shouts of fool
ish laughter, hopping around on all fours. 
The natives respectfully made room for 
him. He kept up these antics at inter
vals during the day, while Peter Gross, 
remaining in the shade of the cabin, 
watched the pirates. After prying into 
every part of the vessel with a childish 
curiosity that none of the crew' sought to 
restrain, Paddy returned to his chief and 
reported in a low whisper:

" The old bird isn’t aboard, governor.”
“ I rather suspected he wasn't,” Peter 

Gross answered. ” He must have been 
put ashore at the stop you spoke of.”

It was late that day when the prau, 
after running coastwise all day, turned a 
quarter circle into one of the numerous 
bays indenting the coast. Peter Gross 
recognized the familiar headlands crown

ing Bulungan Bay. Paddy also recog
nized them, for he cried:

'• They're bringing us back home.”
At that moment the tall Bugi who had 

been their sponsor approached them and 
made signs to indicate that they must re
turn to the box between decks from which 
he had rescued them. He tried to show 
by signs and gestures his profound regret 
at the necessity of locking them up again; 
his anxiety to convince the “ son of the 
Gunong Agong ” was almost ludicrous. 
Realizing the futility of objecting, Peter 
Gross and Paddy permitted themselves 
to be locked in the place once more.

It was quite dark and the stars were 
shining brightly when the hatch was lift
ed again. As they rose from their cramped 
positions and tried to make out the circle 
of faces about them, unceremonious hands 
yanked them to the deck, thrust foul
smelling cloths into their mouths, blind
folded them, and trussed them hands and 
feet with stout cords. They were lowered 
into a boat, and after a brief row were 
tossed on the beach like so many sacks 
of wool, placed into boxlike receptacles, 
and hurried inland. Two hours’ steady 
jogging followed, in which they wrere 
thrown about until every inch of skin on 
their bodies was raw with bruises. They 
were then taken out of the boxes and the 
cloths and cords were removed.

Looking about, Peter Gross and Paddy 
found themselves in the enclosed court of 
what was evidently the ruins of an anci
ent Hindoo temple. The massive col
umns. silvery in the bright moonlight, 
were covered with inscriptions and out
line drawings, crudely made in hiero
glyphic art. In the center of one wall 
was the chipped and weather-scarred ped
estal of a Buddha. The idol itself, head
less, lay broken in two on the floor be
side it. Peter Gross’s brow puckered—  
the very existence of such a temple two 
hours’ journey distant from Bulungan 
Bay had been unknown to him.

The juragan and his Chinese left after 
giving sharp instructions to their jailers, 
two Chinese, to guard them well. Peter
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Gross and Paddy looked about in vain 
for a single friendly face or even the face 
of a brown-skinned man— every member 
of the party was Chinese. The jailers 
demonstrated their capacity by promptly 
thrusting their prisoners into a dark room 
off the-main court. It was built of stone, 
like the rest of the temple.

“ Xot much chance for digging out of 
here,” Rouse observed, after examining 
the huge stones, literally mortised to
gether, and the narrow window aperture 
with its iron gratings. Peter Gross also 
made as careful an examination of their 
prison as the darkness permitted.

“ We may as well make ourselves com
fortable,” was his only observation at the 
close of his investigation.

They chatted a short time, and at last 
Paddy, worn out by his exertions, fell 
asleep. Peter Gross listened for a while 
to the lad's rhythmic breathing, then tip
toed to the gratings and pulled himself 
up to them. A cackle of derisive, laugh
ter arose outside. Realizing that the 
place was carefully watched, he dropped 
back to the floor and began pacing the 
chamber, his head lowered in thought. 
Presently he stopped beside Rouse and 
gazed into the lad's upturned face, bliss
fully serene in the innocent confidence 
of youth. Tears gathered in his eyes.

“ I shouldn’t have brought him here: 
I shouldn't have brought him here." he 
muttered brokenly.

The scraping of the ponderous bar that 
bolted the door interrupted his medita
tions shortly alter daybreak. The door 
creaked rustily on its hinges, and an ugly, 
leering Chinese face peered inside. Sat
isfying himself that his prisoners were not 
planning mischief, the Chinaman thrust 
two bowls of soggy rice and a pannikin 
of water inside and gestured to Peter 
Gross that he must eat. The indignant 
protest of the door as it closed awoke 
Paddy, who sat bolt upright and blinked 
sleepily until he saw the food.

■ ' What? Time for breakfast?” he ex
claimed with an amiable grin. “ I must 
have overslept."

He picked up a bowl of rice, stirred it 
critically with one of the chopsticks their 
jailers had provided, and snuffed at the 
mixture. He put it down with a wry 
face.

"W hew !” he whistled. “ It's stale.”
‘‘ You had better try to eat something,” 

Peter Gross advised.
” I ’m that hungry 1 could eat toasted 

sole leather,” Paddy confessed. “ But 
this stuff smells to heaven.”

Peter Gross took the other bowl and 
began eating, wielding the chopsticks ex
pertly.

“ It isn't half bad— I ’ve had worse ra
tions on board your uncle's ship,” he en
couraged.

“ Then my dear old avunculus ought 
to be hung,’’ Paddy declared with con
viction. Hunger and his superior’s ex
ample finally overcame his scruples, how
ever, and presently he was eating with 
gusto.

“ Faith,’’ he exclaimed, “ I ’ve got more 
appetite than I imagined.'’

Peter Gross did not answer. lie  was 
wondering whether the rice was poisoned, 
and half hoped it was. It. would be an 
easier death than by torture, he thought. 
But he forbore mentioning this to Paddy.

CHAPTER XXIII

AH SING’S VENGEANCE.

TWO days, whose monotony was 
varied only by occasional visits 
from one or another of their jailers, 

passed in this way. Peter Gross’s faint 
hope that they might be able to escape 
by overpowering the Chinamen while the 
latter brought them their meals faded; 
the jailers had evidently been particularly 
cautioned against such an attempt and 
were on their guard.

On the afternoon of the second day a 
commotion in the forecourt of the temple, 
distinctly audible through the gratings, 
raised their curiosity to fever heat. They 
listened intently and tried to distinguish 
voices and words in the hubbub, but were
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unsuccessful. It was apparent, however, 
that a large party had arrived. There 
were fully a hundred men in it, Peter 
Gross guessed, possibly twice that num
ber.

“ What’s this?" Paddy asked.
Peter Gross’s face was set in hard, firm 

lines, and there was an imperious note in 
his voice as he said:

“ Come here, Paddy. I have a few 
words to say to you."

Paddy’s face lost its familiar smile as 
he followed his chief to the corner of their 
prison farthest from the door.

I don’t know what this means, but I 
rather suspect that Ah Sing has arrived,’’ 
Peter Gross said. He strove to speak 
calmly, but his voice broke. " I f  that is 
the case, we will probably part. You will 
not see me again. You may escape, but 
it is doubtful. If you see the slightest 
chance to get away, take it. Being shot 
or krised is a quicker death than by 
torture."

In spite of his effort at self-control. 
Paddy’s face blanched.

" By torture?” he asked in a low 
voice of amazement.

" That is what we may expect," Peter 
Gross declared curtly.

Paddy breathed hard a moment. Then 
he laid an impulsive hand on his leader's 
arm.

" Let’s rush ’em the minute the door 
opens, Mr. Gross.”

Peter Gross shook his head in negation. 
"While there is life there is hope,” he 
said, smiling.

Paddy did not perceive that his chief 
was offering himself in the hope that his 
death might appease the pirate’s craving 
for vengeance.

They strolled about, their hearts too 
full for speech. Presently Paddy lifted his 
head alertly and signaled for silence. He 
was standing near the window and raised 
himself on tiptoe to catch the sounds 
coming through. Peter Gross walked soft
ly toward him.

" What is it?” he asked.
" I thought I heard a white man

speaking just now,” Paddy whispered. 
" It sounded like Yan Slyck’s voice—  
Hist!"

A low murmur of ironic laughter came 
through the gratings. Peter Gross’s face 
became black with anger. There was no 
doubting who it was that had laughed.

A few minutes later they heard the 
scraping of the heavy bar as it was 
lifted out of its socket, then the door 
opened. Several armed Chinamen, giants 
of their race, sprang inside. Ah Sing 
entered behind them, pointed at I ’eter 
Gross, and issued a harsh, guttural com
mand.

The resident walked forward and pas
sively submitted to the rough hands 
placed upon him. Paddy tried to follow, 
but two of the guards thrust him back so 
roughly that he fell. Furious with anger, 
he leaped to his feet and sprang at one 
of them, but the Chinaman caught him, 
doubled his arm with a jiu-jitsu trick, and 
then threw him down again. The other 
prodded him with a spear. Inwardly 
raging, Paddy lay motionless until the 
guards tired of their sport and left him.

In the mean time Peter Gross was half 
led, half dragged through the forecourt of 
the temple into another chamber. Those 
behind him prodded him with spear- 
points, those in front spit in his face. He 
stumbled, and as he regained his balance 
four barbs entered his back and legs, but 
his teeth were grimly set and he made no 
sound. Although he gazed about for Yan 
Slyck, he saw no signs of him; the captain 
had unquestionably deemed it best to keep 
out of sight.

In the chamber, at Ah Sing's command, 
they bound him securely hand anti foot, 
with thongs of crocodile hide. Then the 
guards filed out and left the pirate chief 
alone with his prisoner.

As the doors dosed on them Ah Sing 
walked slowly toward the resident, who 
was lying on his back on the tessellated 
pavement. Peter Gross looked back 
calmly into the eyes that were fixed so 
gloatingly upon him. In them he read no 
sign of mercy. They shone with a savage
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exultation and fiendish cruelty. Ah Sing 
sighed a sigh of satisfaction.

“ Why you don’t speak. Mynheer 
Gross?’’ he asked, mimicking Van Schou- 
ten’s raspy voice.

Peter Gross made no reply, but contin
ued staring tranquilly into the face of his 
arch enemy.

“ Mebbe you comee Ah Sing's house 
for two-three men?" the pirate chief 
suggested with a wicked grin.

Still no answer from Peter Gross.
Mebbe you show Ah Sing one damn 

line ring Mauritius," the pirate chief 
mocked.

Peter Gross did not flick an eyelash. A 
spasm of passion flashed over Ah Sing’s 
face, and he kicked the resident violently.

“ Speakee, Chlistian dog,” he snarled.
Peter Gross's lips twitched with pain, 

but he did not utter a sound.
“ I teachum you speakee Ah Sing," the 

pirate declared grimly. Whipping a 
dagger from his girdle, he thrust it be
tween Peter Gross’s fourth and fifth ribs, 
next to his heart. The point entered the 
skin, but Peter Gross made no sound. It 
penetrated a quarter-inch.

Ah Sing, smiling evilly, searched the 
face of his victim for an expression of fear 
or pain. Three-eighths of an inch, half 
an inch- Peter Gross suddenly lunged 
forward. An involuntary contraction of 
his facial muscles betrayed him, and the 
Chinaman pulled the dagger away before 
the resident could empale himself upon it. 
He stepped back, and a look of admira
tion came upon his face- it was the 
tribute of one strong man to another.

“ Peter him ntuchee likee go saugjang 
(hades)," he observed. “ Ah Sing sendee 
him to-mollow, piecee, piece?®, plenty much 
talkee then.” The pirate indicated with 
strokes of his dagger that he would cut 
off Peter Gross’s toes, fingers, ears, nose, 
arms, and legs piecemeal at the torture. 
Giving his victim another violent kick, he 
turned and passed through the door. A 
few minutes later a native physician came 
in with two armed guards and stanched 
the flow of blood: applying bandages
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with dressings of herbs to subdue inflam
mation.

Night settled soon after. The darkness 
in the chamber was abysmal. Peter Gross 
lay on one side and stared into the black
ness waiting for the morning, the morning 
Ah Sing promised to make his last. Rats 
scurried about the floor and stopped to 
sniff suspiciously at him. At times he 
wished they were numerous enough to 
attack him. He knew' full well the savage 
ingenuity of the wretches into whose 
hands he had fallen for devising tortures 
unspeakable, unendurable.

Dawn came at last. The first rays of 
the sun peeping through the gratings 
found him asleep. Exhausted nature had 
demanded her toll, and even the horror 
of his situation had failed to banish 
slumber from his heavy lids. As the sun 
rose and gained strength the temperature 
sensibly increased, but Peter Gross slept 
on.

He awoke naturally. Stretching him
self to ease his stiffened limbs, he felt a 
sharp twitch of pain that brought instant 
lemembrance. He struggled to a sitting 
posture. The position of the sun’s rays 
on the wall indicated that the morning 
was well advanced.

He listened for the camp sounds, won
dering why his captors had not appeared 
for him before now. There was no sound 
outside except the soughing of the wind 
through the jungle and the lackadaisical 
chatter of the pargants and lories.

"Strange!” he muttered to himself. 
“ It can’t be that they've left.”

His shoulders were aching frightfully, 
and he tugged at his bonds to get his 
hands free, but they were loo firmly 
bound to be released by his unaided 
efforts. His clothing, he noticed, was 
almost drenched, the heavy night dew had 
clustered thickly upon it. So does man 
cling to the minor comforts even in his 
extremity that he labored to bring himself 
within the narrow park of the sun’s rays 
to dry his clothing.

He was still enjoying his sun-bath when 
he heard the bar that fastened the door
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of his chamber lifted from its sockets. 
His lips closed firmly. A half-uttered 
prayer, “ God give me strength,” floated 
upward, then the door opened. An armed 
guard, one of his jailers for the past two 
days, peered inside.

Seeing his prisoner firmly bound, he 
ventured within with the customary bowl 
of rice and pannikin of water. A slash 
of his kris cut the thongs binding Peter 
Gross’s hands, then the jailer backed to 
the door while the resident slowly and 
dazedly unwound the thongs that had 
bound him.

Expecting nothing else than that he 
would be led to the torture, persuaded 
that the door would be opened for no 
other purpose, Peter Gross could not 
comprehend for a few moments what had 
happened. Then he realized that a few 
hours of additional grace had been vouch
safed him, and that Ah Sing and his crew 
must have left.

He wondered why food was offered him. 
In the imminent expectancy of death, the 
very thought of eating nauseated him the 
moment before. Yet to have this shadow’ 
removed, if only for a few hours, brought 
him an appetite. He ate with relish, the 
guard watching him in the mean time with 
catlike intentness and holding his spear in 
instant readiness. As soon as the resident 
had finished he bore the dishes away, 
barring the door carefully again.

CHAPTER XXIV.

A RESCUE.

RELEASED from his bonds, for the 
jailer had not replaced these, Peter 
Gross spent the hours in compara

tive comfort. He amused himself in 
examining every inch of the cell in the 
faint hope that he might find a weak spot, 
and in meditating other plans of escape. 
Although missing Paddy’s ready smile and 
readier chaff greatly, he did not worry 
about the lad •for since he was safe him
self he reasoned that his subordinate must 
be.

Late in the afternoon, while he was 
pacing his cell, the sharp crack of a rifle 
suddenly broke the forest stillness. Hold
ing himself tense and rigid, with every 
fiber thrilling at the thought of rescue, he 
listened for the repetition of the shot. It 
came quickly, mingled with a blood
curdling yell from a hundred or more 
savage throats. There were other scat
tered shots.

His finger-nails bit into his palm, and 
his heart seemed to stand still. Had 
Carver found him? Were these Dyaks 
friends or enemies? The next few mo
ments seemed that many eternities; then 
he heard a ringing American shout:

“ We've got ’em all, boys; come on!”
Peter Gross leaped to the grating. 

“ Here, Carver, here!” he shouted at the 
top of his voice.

"Com ing!” twenty or more voices 
shouted in a scattered chorus. There was 
a rush of feet, leather-shod feet, across 
the forecourt pavement. The heavy bar 
was lifted. Striving to remain calm, al
though his heart beat tumultuously, Peter 
Gross waited in the center of the chamber 
until the door opened and Carver sprang 
within.

The captain blinked to accustom him
self to the light. Peter Gross stepped 
forward and their hands clasped.

“ In time. Mr. Gross, thank God!” 
Carver exclaimed. “ Where’s Paddy?”

" In the other chamber; I ’ll show you,” 
Peter Gross answered. He sprang out of 
his cell like a colt from the barrier and 
led the way on the double-quick to the 
cell that had housed him and Paddy for 
two days. Carver and he lifted the bar 
together and forced the door. The cell 
was empty.

ft took a full minute for the resident 
to comprehend this fact. He stared 
dazedly at every inch of the floor and 
wall, exploring bare corners with an eager 
eye, as though Paddy might be hiding in 
some nook or cranny. But the tenantless 
condition of the chamber was indis
putable.

A half-sob broke in Peter Gross’s
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throat. It was the first emotion he had 
given way to.

“ They've taken him away,” he said 
in a low, strained voice.

"Search the temple!” Carver shouted 
in a stentorian voice to several of his 
command. " Get Jahi to help: he prob
ably knows this place."

" Jahi’s here?" l ’eter Gross exclaimed 
incredulously.

“ He and a hundred hilimen,” Carver 
replied crisply. “ Now to comb this pile.”

The tribesmen scattered to search the 
ruin. It was not extensive. In the mean 
time Peter Gross briefly sketched the 
happenings of the past few days to Car
ver. At the mention of Yan Slyck the 
captain’s face became livid.

“ The damn skunk said he was going to 
Padang,” he exclaimed. “ He left Ban
ning in charge. 1 hope to God he stays 
away.”

One of jah i’s hilimen reported that no 
trace of Rouse could be found. " Him no 
here; him in bush,’’ he said.

" The Chinks have gone back to their 
proas: the trail heads that way.” Carver 
said. " Some of Jahi's boys picked it up 
before we found you. But what the 
deuce do they want with Rouse, if they 
haven’t killed him?”

" lie's alive.” Peter Gross declared 
confidently, although his own heart was 
heavy with misgiving. " We've got to 
rescue him.”

" They’ve got at least five hours the 
start of us,” Carver remarked. “ How 
far are we from the seacoast?”

Peter Gross’s reply was as militarily 
curt as the captain's question.

" About two hours’ march."
" They’re probably at sea. We’ll take 

a chance, though.” Carver glanced up
ward at the sound of a footfall. " Ah, 
here’s Jahi.”

Peter Gross turned to the chieftain \vho 
had so promptly lived up to his oath of 
brotherhood. Warm with gratitude, he 
longed to crush the Dyak’s hand within 
his own, but restrained himself, knowing 
how the Borneans despised display of

emotion. Instead he greeted the chief 
formally, rubbing noses according to the 
custom of the country.

No word of thanks crossed his lips, for 
he realized that Jahi would be offended 
if he spoke. Such a service was due from 
brother to brother, according to the Dyak 
code.

" Raja, can we catch those China boys 
before they reach their proas?” Carver 
asked.

" N o  can catch,” Jahi replied.
" Can we catch them before they sail?”
“ No can say.”
" How far is it?”
They were standing near a lone column 

of stone that threw a short shadow toward 
them. Jahi touched the pavement with 
his spear at a point about six inches 
beyond the end of the shadow.

“ When there shall have reached by so 
far the finger of the sun,” he declared.

Both Carver and Peter Gross under
stood that he was designating how much 
longer the shadow must grow.

“ About two hours, as you said.” 
Carver remarked to his chief. " We’d 
better start at once.”

Jahi bowed to indicate that he had 
understood. He took some soiled sheets 
of China rice paper from his chawat.

" Here are skins that talk, mynheer 
kapitetn,”  he said respectfully. " Dyak 
boy find him in China boy kampong.”

Carver thrust them into his pocket 
without looking at them and blew his 
whistle. A few minutes later they began 
the march to the sea.

While they were speeding through a 
leafy tunnel with jahi’s Dyaks covering 
the front and rear to guard against sur
prise, Carver found opportunity to ex
plain to Peter Gross how he had been able 
to make the rescue. Koyala had learned 
Ah Sing’s plans from a native source and 
had hastened to Jahi, who was watching 
the borders of his range to guard against 
a surprise attack by Lkath. Jahi, on 
Koyala’s advice, had made a forced march 
to within ten miles of Bulungan, where 
Carver, summoned bv Koyala. had joined
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him. Starting at midnight, they had 
made an eight-hour march to the temple.

” Koyala again,” Teter Gross re
marked. ■“ She has been our good angel 
all the way.”

Carver was silent. The resident looked 
at him curiously.

" I am surprised that you believed her 
so readily,” he said. They jogged along 
some distance before the captain replied.

“ I believed her. But 1 don’t believe 
in her,” he said.

” Something’s happened since to cause 
you to lose confidence in her?” Peter 
Gross asked quickly.

“ No, nothing specific. Only Muller 
and his controlleurs are having the devil’s 
own time getting the census. Many of 
the chiefs won’t even let them enter their 
villages. Somebody has been stirring 
them up. And there have been raids— ”

” So you assume it’s Koyala?” Peter 
Gross demanded harshly.

Carver evaded a reply. “ I got a report 
that the priests are preaching a holy war 
among the Malay and Dyak Mohamme
dans.”

•' That is bad, bad,” Peter Gross ob
served, frowning thoughtfully. “ We must 
find out who is at the bottom of this.”

“  The Argus Pheasant isn’t flying 
around the country for nothing,” Carver 
suggested, but stopped abruptly as he saw 
the flash of anger that crossed his su
perior’s face.

” Every success we have had is due to 
her,” Peter Gross asserted sharply, “ Shq 
saved my life three times.”

Carver hazarded one more effort.
” Granted. For some reason we don't 

know she thinks it’s to her interest to 
keep you alive— for the present. But she 
has an object. I can’t make it out yet, 
but I’m going to— ” The captain’s lips 
closed resolutely.

” You condemned her before you saw 
her because she has Dyak blood,” Peter 
Gross accused. “ It isn’t fair.”

“ I ’d like her a lot more if she wasn’t 
so confounded friendly,” Carver replied 
dryly.

Peter Gross did not answer, and by 
tacit consent the subject was dropped.

Captain Carver was looking at his 
watch— the two hours were more than up 
— when Jahi, who had been in the van. 
stole back and lifted his hand in signal 
for silence.

” Orang hhmdu here stay, Dyak boy 
smell kampong,” he said.

T O  BE CONCLUDED NEXT W EEK. D on’t forget this m agazine is issued w eekly, and that 
you will get the conclusion of this story w ithout w aitng a month.

XJ V u

T H E  E C L I P S E

BY F L O R E N C E  VAN C L E V E

MY  life was like the Moon that gropes afar,
With craters of dead griefs defaced and scarred—. 

With shadows of old sorrows maimed and marred—- 
Incapable of light— a sterile star.

But all the shadows turned to silver sheen.
O Sun of Love, at your reluming spark; 
Flood all my being dear!— dispel my dark; 

For in your light I shine, content, serene.
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V I - R E C L A I M I N G  A  C R I M I N A L

A  RASHLY driven motor-car was re
sponsible for one of the strangest 
adventures of Posh I.uker's odd 

career. Incidentally, it nearly ter
minated that career once for all. It 
knocked the senses from him, and only 
a man of Mr. I.uker's luck and tough
ness would have escaped with his life.

Me was walking down a narrow- lane 
somewhere in the suburbs. All things 
considered, it would be indiscreet to 
particularize the suburb. It was a dark 
mgln and Well adapted for Air. Luker's 
purpose. He was bent upon business 
unlawful business.

In his capacious pockets were gloves 
for his hands, socks to be drawn over

his boots and a well-selected assortment 
of nefarious tools. He was bound for a 
certain house owned by a -tock-broker 
of wealth.

He had investigated the house with 
care, had held various profitable Con
versations with garrulous maid servants, 
and he expected to encounter little diffi
culty. When a man has reached Mr. 
Luker's time of life he does not embark 
incautiously upon a " job.-’ He prefers 
to have everything cut and dried.

Burglary was nothing more or less 
than a business with Mr. Luker. It 
provided a fairly comfortable livelihood 
at less cost of monotonous toil than any 
steady, honest work with his power.

3 3 6
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There were certain risks and penalties 
attached to it, of course. But, knowing 
Posh Luker as 1 do, I am prepared to 
state that those risks lent a sporting 
charm to his dishonest toil. The man 
is a hardened sinner, of course, but 
somehow he contrives to be a sportsman, 
too.

The narrow lane curved suddenly; 
Mr, Luker's eyes were blinded by a 
white glare of light, and in his ears was 
the roar of a rushing car. It was full 
upon him without warning.

Even then, but for those dazzling 
lamps, he might have escaped. 1 He 
sprang desperately for the hedge, a frac
tion of a second too late. Something 
struck him a heavy glancing blow, and 
with a regrettable word upon his Kps, he 
seefnect. to pass into slumber.

'• It was just like being ‘ luted ’ by a 
right hook on the jaw, mister,” he told 
me. " 1 didn't know nothing at all for 
ever so long. As for them cars, they 
ought to be put down by law ! They are 
a fair blooming danger to innocent peo
ple! Just take my own case. There 
Was T knocked silly, with enough tools 
and things in me pockets to convict an 
archbishop of burglary!”

The situation was certainly painfully 
awkward for Mr. Luker. It would have 
been better for him if he had been run 
down by callous road hogs and left to 
die while the car sped on. But, as it 
Was, he had been injured by humane 
people, and— the contents of his pockets 
gave him away most horribly!

He came back to consciousness to find 
himself in bed. A man, apparently a 
doctor, was bending above him. In the 
background two other men were stand
ing. As his scattered senses returned 
he realized that he was neither at a po
lice station nor in a hospital. And there 
was not even a policeman visible.

Remembering his errand and the 
damning articles in his pockets he was 
dully conscious of surprise and thankful
ness. As a matter of fact, the accident 
had occurred almost at the gates of the 11

house owned by the people who had run 
him down, and it had seemed best to 
them to take their victim in and put him 
to bed without delay.

” What’s happened?” Posh Luker 
muttered. “ What hit me, mister? Was

an earthquake or a blooming car?”
“ You were run over, my man,” the 

doctor answered. ” Luckily you were 
not badly hurt. Drink this and go to 
sleep.”

Posh Luker obeyed both directions.' 
He is something of a fatalist, and in any 
case he was scarcely in a condition for 
anxious thought. He just trusted to his 
luck to pull him through any perils that 
might be looming ahead, and fell into 
a heavy sleep. When he woke it was 
broad daylight, and a man-servant had 
just entered the bedroom carrying a 
tray.

" Somehow, I mistrusted the looks of 
that blooming menial from the fust, 
mister,” Posh Luker told me. ® I could 
see that he was one of your psalm-sing
ing, self-righteous prigs. He was a 
sioutish sort of man of about my age. 
very nicely dressed in black, with a big, 
pale, fat face on him. He might have 
been a superior mute at a funeral. He 
seemed to have a very low opinion of 
yours truly!”

■‘ Good morning, old pal!” Tosh 
Luker remarked with graceful ease.

Glad to see as you’ve been thoughtful 
enough to bring me some breakfast! I 
feel as though I can bring meself to 
pick a bit, if I ’m properly tempted.”

As a matter of fact, Mr. Luker was 
feeling quite himself. He had not even 
a headache. His skull in its sturdy 
thickness would put many a negro's to
shame.

The stately man servant returned no 
word in answer to the cheery insolence 
of Mr. Luker’s greeting. He seemed 
affronted, almost shocked, by such fa
miliarity. His manner, as he put down 
the breakfast tray upon a table, would 
have chilled a nature more sensitive 
than Mr. Luker s.

1 1 A -s
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“ I think I'll have some grub before 
I get up," Posh Luker stated pleasant
ly. “ You’ll be pleased and relieved to 
hear, old sport, that I ’ve got quite a use
ful twist on me!”

Again the man servant answered 
nothing, but if possible his look of lofty 
anger became intensified.

" You ain’t dumb, by any chance, are 
yet?” Posh Luker "asked anxiously. " If 
you are, just nod your head, and I'll 
make allowances for yer misfortune. Or 
A ou might chat to me on your fingers.''

The man servant broke his frigid 
silence.

When you have had breakfast you 
are to dress, and I will take you down 
to my master’s study," he said, and in
voice held a chilly menace.

I: Righto, old top," responded Mr. 
Luker. “ Your master and me will ’ave 
to discuss the interesting question of 
compensation. He knows, of course, 
that he can't knock down and injure in
nocent people with his blooming car 
without paying for it. Meanwhile, 1 
quite appreciate his ’ospitality and the 
look of that breakfast which you've 
brought me. If I ’m treated proper and 
the bell is answered prompt like, I 
sha’n’t grudge you 'alf a dpllar for yer- 
self when I leave the house, old sport!"

The man servant actually smiled at 
hearing this handsome offer. But it was 
a sardonic smile. It shook even Posh 
Luker’s brazen impudence a trifle.

“ It is probable that what my master 
has to say will surprise you.'’ he said 
grimly. Then he left the room, and Mr. 
Luker heard him lock the door behind 
him.

'• Somehow, I didn't like the look of 
things at all. mister." Posh Luker told 
me. *' M y clothes was lying on a chair, 
and I made haste to examine the 
pockets. It came as a bit of a shock to 
find that everything 'ad been taken out! 
I knew then that the little game was up. 
But what puzzled me was why they 
’adn’t called in the perleece already.

I reckoned that I should find them

down-stairs in the study, but it was no 
good worrying. One has to put up with 
a lot of little annoyances in my trying 
profession. I just put on my toggery 
and made a very decent breakfast. I 
never believe in starving myself, what
ever's going to happen."

An hour later the door opened and 
the butler entered with one of the big
gest men whom Posh Luker had ever 
beheld at his heels. Judging by his 
dress and appearance he might have 
been a gardener. He waited by the 
door, and it was the butler who spoke.

" My master is read)' to see you now." 
he said.

“ Then don't let's keep him waiting,” 
returned Posh Luker cordially. ” His 
time is mine, as you might say. By 
the way, have you brought up this out- 
sized gentleman just to introduce him 
to me? If so. I'm very charmed to meet 
arty friend of yours, old sport. I was al
ways interested in prize giants!"

’• You needn't concern yourself with 
him." the butler answered with an awful 
stiffness. " So long as you behave your
self, he will have nothing to say to you."

But Mr. Luker would not hear of 
such aloofness. He insisted on shaking 
hands warmly with the giant, who 
.seemed slightly embarrassed.

•’ That's better!" said Posh Luker 
brightly. We re all pals now, as you 
might say. Mine's a warm, affectionate 
nature, and I can’t bear coldness. Lead 
on, Macduff, as fast as you blooming 
well like!"

The disgusted butler obeyed: Mr.
Luker followed him, arid close at his 
heels came the giant gardener. Down 
the stairway of the great house went the 
little procession, and Posh Luker was 
ushered into the presence of its master.

He was seated at a desk in a magis
terial attitude. Mr. Luker judged him 
to be at least six feet in height, and his 
figure was gaunt and narrow. His face 
was long and craggy with prominent 
cheek bones and a thin-lipped, precise 
mouth. His pale-gray eyes and white
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side whiskers gave , him an air of prim 
severity.

" I judged at once that there weren’t 
much change to be got out of that old 
cove, mister,” Posh Luker told me.

The master of the house motioned 
with one long, lean hand, and Mr. Luker 
was led in front of his desk.

" Good morning, sir, I hope I see you 
well,” Mr. Luker, ever polite, said 
brightly.

“ Good morning," the gaunt man an
swered coldly. “ I am glad to see that 
you are little the worse for the accident.” 

Well, as for that, we can only hope 
for the best,” Posh Luker said guarded
ly. ” You never can tell in the case of 
these nasty motor accidents. I ’m not as 
young as I was, mister, and your car hit 
me uncommon hard. I may look all 
right and feel all right and eat my grub 
all right, and yet the fust time as I try 
to work 1 may find out as I ’m a cripple 
for life!"

" I t  is about your work that 1 wish 
to speak to you," the master of the house 
said frigidly.

" You mean with regard to compensa
tion, sir,” Posh Luker answered genially.

" Xo, quite another matter. As you 
know, my car knocked you down, thanks 
to the carelessness of my chauffeur, and 
I had you carried into my house. M y 
name, by the way, is Graven. Quite by 
accident one of my servants discovered 
the contents of your pockets. They were 
of a very significant and damning na
ture. T should be fully justified in 
handing you over to the police. Have 
you anything to say for yourself?”

“ What a man’s got in his pockets 
don’t prove nothing, although the per-- 
leece always makes out as it does,” Mr. 
Luker protested with honest warmth. 
" I'm a decent, straight going man, a 
bricklayer by prefession. Lots of peo
ple, I dare say, would speak up for me, 
if one could only find them. But I ’m 
not going to suggest the perleece as my 
references, mister, because they’ve al
ways had a nasty prejudice ag’in’ me.”

" 1 regret that I cannot accept your 
denial, my man,” Mr. Craven answered, 
quite unmoved by this eloquence. “ I 
am forced to believe that you were on 
your way to commit a burglary when 
the accident happened. I recommend 
you to tell me no more falsehoods. Have 
you anything further to say?”

“ Yes, I have, any amount!” Posh 
Luker retorted heatedly-. " I don't 
doubt you call yourself a gentleman, but 
flo you think you're doing the square 
thing? Your car knocks me down and 
jolly nearly' kills me, and you find out 
something ag’in’ me, thanks to the nasty 
prying habits of your servant! And 
then you talk about handing me over 
to the perleece!”

" I wish to be just,” Mr. Craven an
swered quietly. " Do you admit that 
you were on your way to commit a 
crime?”

“ I don't admit nothing!” Posh Luker 
cried. ” But I'll make a fair sugges
tion to you. mister. Give me back the 
things you've prigged out of my pockets 
and let me go. Say nothing to the per
leece, and I'll say nothing about the 
compensation for injury which you right
ly owes me!”

" T cannot do that,” Mr. Craven said 
coldly. " But on the other hand I do 
not propose to hand you over to the po-' 
lice. I have fully considered your case 
and have decided what to do with you.”

"H o. indeed!” retorted Mr. Luker. 
half relieved and half defiant. “ And 
what is that, if I may ask?”

" I have always been deeply interested 
in the reclamation of criminals ” Mr. 
Craven said. " I am convinced that our 
prison system is faulty. Providence has 
thrown you, a criminal, into my hands, 
and I propose to test mv theories upon 
you.”

Mr. Luker gasped.
” It won’t be legal,. I warns you it 

won't be legal!” he cried. "B u t just 
out of curiosity, and without prejudice, 
as you might say. I'd like to hear what 
your precious theories is.”
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“ Speaking broadly, my endeavor will 
be to restore your self respect by a 
course of steady, unceasing work upon a 
light diet," Mr. Craven answered, not 
without a kind of restrained enthusiasm,

'■  It sounds disgustin’, simply disgust
in’ !" Posh Luker growled. " I  haven’t 
the strength for steady work, I never 
had. And my system wants plenty of 
good grub. It always did."

" You will be put to work in the 
grounds of this house," Mr. Craven went 
on unmoved. “ My servants are entire
ly to be trusted. You will find resistance 
and mutiny useless and even painful. 
Your hours of work will lie long and 
hard, but your toil will be useful and 
productive. That in itself should be a 
cause of pride and self respect to you. 
Soon, quite soon, you will find your
self taking pleasure in it. Your diet, 
at first at any rate, will be bread and 
water.”

w Well. I'm— somethinged! " Mr. Luker 
ejaculated. " Do you think that you're 
the King of Russia? Do you think I ’m 
going to stand your little games? Bread 
and water and long hours of unceasing 
work, indeed! Why. I ’d rather take my 
chance of quod any day!"

“ The choice is not given to you," Mr. 
Craven answered coldly. " T have no 
more to say to you at present, my man. 
In consideration of yesterday's accident 
you may rest for to-day. but your course 
of training will begin to-morrow. I shall 
observe your progress with genuine con
cern and interest. A great chance has 
come to you. I earnestly counsel you to 
endeavor to profit by it."

Mr. Luker was not entirely certain 
that he was not experiencing a horrid 
dream. In his wildest visions he had 
never imagined this sort of thing. He. 
began to rage and protest, but at his 
first violent word he was abruptly 
checked.

" I have a strong aversion to blas
phemy,” Mr. Craven told him severely. 
'• A repetition of the offense will lead to 
your instant punishment."

" There’ll be questions in the .’Ouse 
of Commons about this— this blooming 
outrage!" Mr. Luker growled. ''Y ou  
mark my words if there ain’t! The 
’Ome Secretary will 'ave something to 
say! And you wait till the 'alfpenny
papers get hold of it!"

" Xo one will know of the experi
ment," Mr. Craven said coolly. " This 
house is completely isolated, and my 
Servants, as I told you, are to be trusted. 
Lead him away now. Jarrow. and let 
him rest for to-day."

Protesting wildly, the unfortunate Mr. 
I.uker was led from the study and 
kicked in his bedroom to meditate upon 
his curious fate.

" It was enough to drive a man crazy 
or to drink —  if there'd been any. 
mister!" he told me. “ I seemed to have 
fallen into the power of a blooming dan
gerous lunatic! Bread and water and 
hard work for the rest of my life, per
haps! It was a nice prospect for a poor 
blighter to look forward to— I don't 
think! ”

I confess to a certain sympathy with 
Mr. Luker. Undoubtedly one of the 
most trying periods of his checkered 
career began next day. Prison life he 
was hardened to, to some extent, but in 
many ways this incarceration was worse 
than prison.

It might go on forever, so far as Mr. 
Luker knew. There was no definite 
term of years about it. And the work 
was harder and the food was worse. To 
a man of Mr. I.uker's tastes there is a 
maddening monotony about an unbroken 
diet of bread and water. After one week 
of the great experiment Posh Luker was 
near to desperation.

But there seemed little enough hope 
for him, sanguine as he is by nature. He 
was too well watched and guarded for 
escape. A young footman slept in his 
room at night. Through the day the. 
gigantic gardener was always near at 
hand.

'• And if you’d only seen that chap, 
mister." Posh Luker told me with real
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feeling, " you'd understand what chance 
any ordinary man ’ad got ag’in’ him! I 
had one turn up with him quite early, 
out of pure desperation. But it was like 
a poor little harmless kitten trying to 
scrap with a blooming great tiger! He 
could use his hands more than a little. 
It was a painful business while it lasted. 
After that I gave up kicking openly, as 
you might say, and turned my great 
mind to the idea of working an escape.”

There were many* servants in the huge 
house, but otherwise Mr. Craven lived 
alone save for his widowed daughter and 
her little boy.

" He fairly worshiped them two, mis
ter," Posh Luker told me. '' And she 
was a pretty young lady enough, and 
that boy kid was none so dusty as kids 
go. 1 only saw them at a distance in 
the garden, of course. There was a big 
wall all round the grounds, and no one 
ever seemed to come to visit. It was 
dig. dig, dig in the blooming earth for 
me all day. I never want to touch or 
see a spade agin!"

But Posh I.uker seldom despairs for 
long, and he is a man who reckons little 
of long odds against him. fine day in 
the garden he had the luck to light upon 
an old clasp-knife, which he secreted with 
deft swiftness. And that very night he 
made his bid for freedom. He retired 
early to his couch and fell asleep at once 
with great ostentation; The steady music 
of his snores would have deceived a more 
suspicious nature than that of the young 
footman who shared his room. And in 
any case his doubts of the prisoner had 
been skilfully lulled to rest. For the past 
week Posh Luker had seemed a docile 
captive. Mr. Craven, watching him close
ly, had conceived high hopes of the result 
of his experiment. The footman fell 
asleep with a clear conscience.

He woke with Posh Luker's weight 
upon his chest and his hand upon his 
throat.

“ If you try to cry out I ’ll have to 
hurt you bad!” Mr. Luker whispered. 
” I ’m only going to gag you and tie you

up with these strips of sheet. I ’m stronger 
nor you. Xow. don’t you be a fool, 
young feller, me lad!”

The footman gamely attempted to 
struggle, but he had been taken at a dis
advantage and he was overmatched in 
weight and strength. He yielded sullenly, 
to ease that torturing clutch upon his 
throat, and was securely bound and 
gagged. Posh Luker left him lying upon 
his bed, and advanced with noiseless feet 
to the locked door.

It did not resist him long. He cut 
round the lock with the knife and crept 
into the passage; and might have made 
his escape from the house with ease, but 
it was not in his mind to go empty- 
handed. Posh Luker was not the man 
to miss a chance of exacting payment 
from his host for his imprisonment.

lie was making his way to Mr. Craven's 
dressing-room, lie  had noticed certain 
rings of tempting value which it was that 
gentleman’s habit to wear. Posh Luker 
always has a keen professional eye for 
such matters, it struck him that there 
was at least a chance of gleaning those 
rings and possibly other trifles of price 
front the dressing-room of his host.

He reached the room without mishap. 
Even- one in the great house, except him
self and the gagged footman, appeared to 
be peacefully asleep. Through the door 
he conic! hear the steady breathing of 
bis host. A flicker of moonlight came 
through the blinds and gleamed upon 
something lying on the toilet-table. Posh 
Luker's small eyes glinted at the sight. 
Then? were the four rings he sought and 
a lie-pin of distinct possibilities!

He wasted no time. Here was a suffi
cient haul to pay him for his painful ex
perience. The plunder was in his pocket 
in a moipent, and he turned and left the 
dressing-room with silent speed. So f&r 
all had gone well, surprisingly well. But 
on the landing outside, his luck, as he 
himself expressed it, got up and hit him.

He heard a patter of feet and a quick, 
sharp succession of yaps. Thev came 
lrom the little fox-terrier belonging to
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Mr. Craven's daughter. T’osh Luker had 
seen the small creature often in the 
garden, and had endeavored, with a pro
fessional eye to the future, to win its 
friendship, but the dog had always shown 
a marked distrust for him. It was reveal
ing all that distrust at this unlucky mo
ment and giving tongue most loudly to 
its suspicions.

“ I dunno why dogs like that is allowed 
to live, mister!” Posh Luker confided to 
me. " If I had my way they'd be wiped 
cut, one and all! They’re a constant 
danger and annoyance to decent men of 
my prefession. If I could have got my 
hands upon that specimen I'd have 
stopped its nasty yapping pretty quick!”

He grabbed at the little dog with that 
intention, but it was far too active for 
him. It kept its distance warily and 
continued its yapping protest, which 
sounded horribly loud in the silent house.

Posh Luker turned his thoughts to 
flight, instant flight. In his stockinged 
feet he sprang for the stairs, with the 
little dog at his heels, lie  might yet 
reach the garden before the house was 
roused. But it was not to be. As he 
sprang down the last flight a huge shape 
made for him out of the darkness. Posh 
Luker felt great arms locked round him. 
He was in the grip of the gigantic gar
dener. Resistance was useless.

“ I ’m as fond of a little scrap as any 
one," Posh Luker told me with perfect 
truth. “ But I ’ve got the sense to know 
when I ’m safe to be licked. I didn't want 
another turn up with that big brute. So 
I just chucked up the sponge good and 
easy. There weren’t nothing else to do.”

The house was thoroughly aroused by 
now. Servants came running in various 
stages of undress. Mr. Jarrow. the stout 
and stately butler, appeared in quite a 
striking costume. Posh Luker had never 
realized before how much the man owed 
to his clothes. Mr. Jarrow appeared to 
wake with a start to his own undignified 
appearance, and to notch one more griev
ance in his long score against Posh Luker.

•* What’s all this, what’s all this?” he

asked fussily. ” Has that nasty, dishon
est fellow been giving more trouble?”

'■  Oh. you go and put your fat head 
in a bag!” growled Mr. Luker. ” You’re 
enough to make a cat laugh in that get- 
up!”

A footman snickered, and Mr. Jarrow 
reddened with outraged fury. The gar
dener explained the situation. Just then 
a man servant came running with the news 
that Posh Luker’s jailer had been discov
ered bound and gagged upon his bed.

“ Search him!” commanded Mr. Jar
row. and was promptly obeyed. The 
pngs and pin were swiftly brought to 
light, and the butler seemed to swell with 
gratified self-righteousness as he took 
them into his charge.

“ 1 knew trouble would come of keep
ing such a rascal in the house!” he said. 
*  Perhaps the master will be guided by 
me now and send for the police!”

“ I ’d like three minutes, just three 
minutes, alone with you, you old image!” 
remarked Posh Luker quite pleasantly. 
“ I could do all what's necessary and 
proper in that time! And you wouldn't 
know yourself when you looked in the 
glass afterwards!”

“ Hold him tightly. Smith!” command
ed Jarrow nervously, and at that moment 
Mr. Craven, in a long dressing-gown, 
stalked down-stairs. The stirring ad
ventures of the night were narrated to 
him at some length by Mr. Jarrow, and 
he frowned judicially at the tale.

“ Bring the prisoner into the study,” 
he commanded, and led the way into the 
room and sat down at his desk.

“ This is a disappointment to me, my 
man," he said gravely. “ 1 had formed 
hopes of your future, high hopes. It had 
seemed to me that my experiment was 
justifying itself with striking success. 
And yet you prove yourself incorrigible; 
you have reverted to your old evil, vio
lent, and dishonest ways!”

“ That's all right, mister!” growled 
Mr. Luker. “ I ’m a wrong un, no doubt, 
but I ain't the only one what breaks the 
laws! You’re breaking 'em, too, by keep
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ing me a prisoner here like this. I've had 
enough of your experiments and little 
games. How would you like yourself to 
work like a slave and be half-starved on 
bread and water all the while? Send for 
the blooming perleece and have done with 
it! ’’

Mr. Craven shook his head.
“ 1 must consider your case," he said. 

*• I am loath to believe that my experi
ment has failed. Take him away now, 
Jarrow, and sec that he is securely lie- 
slowed for the night.”

Posh Luker was removed, complaining 
lustily, and taken to his bedroom.

•• Bring a length of clothes-line,” com
manded Mr. Jarrow.

“ What are you going to do, you old 
scoundrel?" asked Mr. Luker anxiously. 
“ You ain’t thinking of hanging me, are 
you?"

•• You will be tied up for the night,” 
answered Mr. Jarrow with stately calm, 
*■ We all need Sleep, and you will not be 
permitted to disturb us again to-night. 
The master said that you were to be 
secured, and I am obeying him.”

Posh Luker was tied hand and foot 
end laid upon the feed. Then the door 
was locked and he was left alone, it was 
characteristic of him that he promptly 
fell asleep. Posh Luker is always a 
gentleman who takes things as they come.

He had done his best to get clear away 
and he had failed. It was no use worry
ing about what the morrow might bring. 
It might mean the police or another course 
of that painful experiment. But in any 
case it was all In the game. Within half 
an hour Posh Luker was snoring peace
fully.

But that eventful night was not to pass 
without further alarms. Some time be
fore the dawn Posh Luker awoke feeling 
half suffocated. There was a strong 
odor of smoke in his nostrils, and he 
seemed to hear the crackling of flames,

'■  The blooming house is afire!” mused 
Mr. Luker, “ I don’t want to be left 
here to roast like a trussed chicken! I'd 
better yell!"

And he yelled with fervor. Soon to 
his relief he heard cries and the pattering 
of feet. Others besides himself had 
awakened to the peril. Then his door 
was opened and Smith, the gardener, en
tered. He hastily cut Mr. Luker’s bonds.

" Come on down into the garden!” he 
ejaculated. “ There ain’t no time to 
waste! ”

He spoke the truth. The first floor 
of the house was already well ablaze. 
The stairs would soon be impassable. 
Mr. Luker and his guardian hurried 
down. They found the household gath
ered in the garden.

“ It was just about the quickest fire 
I ’ve ever seen,” Posh Luker told me. 
“ That old house burned like tinder. The 
flames looked pretty ghastly like in the 
('ark, a leaping out of the winders. The 
engines hadn't come up yet, but they 
was expected. 1 seed Mr. Craven and 
his daughter and the boy kid on the lawn. 
1 hoped to be able to slip away in the 
confusion, but that out-sized gardener 
kept near me like a blooming shadow!'’

Some half an hour later Mr. Luker, 
still seeking a chance of escape, was 
startled by a sudden sharp scream of 
terror. It came from Mr. Craven's 
daughter. She was pointing wildly to 
the house. From a window upon the 
second floor a small white face was 
peering.

Let Posh Luker tell what followed, 
even as he told it to me:

It was that boy kid, mister! He’d 
sneaked back into the house for some 
blooming toy, when every one’s eye was 
off him for a moment. Them blooming 
kids is always up to mischief. It was 
rather awful like to hear his mother 
scream. Mr. Craven went white as 
calico. Every one danced round and 
yelled. They thought that the kid was 
cut off and a goner, and it did look 
like it.

" Old Posh Luker was the only one 
ol em all as seemed to keep his head. 
The front stairs was well on fire by now, 
but the back stairs weren’t so bad. The
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kid must have gone up them. T left 
those silly fools chattering and dancing 
on the lawn and ran into the house. 
They’d forgotten all about me. I dunno 
myself why I didn’t just do a slope. We 
most of us do damn silly things at times.

“ 1 put my hands before my face and 
ran up them stairs. It was pretty sultry, 
but not as bad as it looked. Hut it was 
nice to get into clear air on the second 
floor. I grabbed up that kid and wrapped 
my old coat round him and made for the 
stairs agin. The fire was worse by now 
even in that short while, but we got 
through somehow and out into the air.

" They all yelled at sight of us. Smith 
chucked a bucket of water over me. and 
I was glad of it, although not holding 
with the use of cold water as a rule. 
Hut I'm not sure that my clothes and 
hair wasn't just beginning to catch.

'• I handed the kid to its mother, ft 
deserved a smacking, and I hope it got 
it. She looked as though she'd got some

thoughts about kissing me. Mr. Craven 
so far forgot hisself as to shake hands 
with an unreclaimed criminal. The crim
inal wanted a drink uncommon bad.

" Ten minutes later the engines and 
one or two nasty perleecemen turned up. 
and it was then that I did an Aliy Sloper. 
1 just slipped off in the dark and climbed 
the wall and headed for good old London. 
Xo, I wasn't going to stay to be patted 
and given carrots and sugar, mister.

" Xo doubt Mr. Craven was grateful, 
but I'd had enough of his experiments. 
He'd set his heart on what he called 
reclaiming me, and he'd have been bound 
to have another try at it, and when a 
man’s come to mv age he hasn’t got no 
use for being reclaimed. You can’t teach 
a poor old dog new tricks."

It may be that Posh Luker knew best. 
It may be that he is hardened in crime 
beyond redemption.

Hut sometimes I think that there are 
manv worse than he in this odd world.

Lew M. Davis

HE was a blithe spirit, if there ever 
was one. And he surely " poured 
forth his full heart in profuse 

strains of unpremeditated art.” Hert and 
1 heard him ten years ago: and the mem
ory of it still sets our own hearts into pro
fuse and unpremeditated activities.

We discovered him in the house of Herr 
Konrad, the great impresario. Hut first 
I will have to tell you how we, who are 
not on the official calling list of Xew 
York's four hundred, happened to be 
stopping at Herr Konrad’s.

Hert and I were very unconcentional.
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Vulgar people, like members ol the New 
York police force and such, were " sore 
at us ” for this; but we uniformly ignored 
their sneers, followed our own chosen 
path, and asked no favors except to be 
let alone.

One convention which we persistently 
violated was the one known as “ private 
property.” In spite of the divine in
junction not to lay up treasures on earth, 
our religious neighbors were forever try
ing it. Bert and I never formed the ob
noxious habit. Frequently we laid hands 
upon the treasures, and relieved their 
worshipful owners from the temptations 
they entailed. But we never became 
idolatrous toward the treasures. We al
ways turned them into cash as soon as 
possible, and we never kept the cash for 
any length of time.

All this time, remember, we were not 
obstreperously unconventional. Bersons 
with fine sensibilities do not like to force 
their eccentricities upon the attention of 
those who may be offended by them. 
With rare tact we refrained from in
dulging in our unconventional conduct 
except when we were quite sure there 
were no policemen present.

We were sociable in a way, Bert and 1. 
I spent most of my evenings redistrib
uting my' wealth to all who could show- 
three of a kind against my inevitable 
eights and deuces, which I was never 
known to fill. Bert spent his. I believe, 
in studying the styles; so that his out
ward appearance, at least, might be as in
offensive as possible.

The police called him " Gentleman 
Bert.” I wasn’t so aristocratic myself, 
and usually' passed under the bourgeois 
name of “ Peanuts." But we followed 
the social life of New York together, and 
the police will tell you we were often 
found in the homes of the best families.

To his death Herr Konrad never had 
the pleasure of our acquaintance. I am 
sure it would have been a pleasure. I am 
sure, in fact, that he made definite over
tures toward bringing about an introduc
tion. But Bert and I shrunk from pub

licity. When it came to formal meet
ings. we were positively shy.

Although, as I have said, we had enIre 
to the best homes, we were not invited in 
the usual way. There seemed to be a 
tacit understanding between (he families 
and us which suited our eccentricities ad
mirably. When there was anything spe
cial doing in the social line, Mrs. Best- 
Family would notify us through the 
afternoon papers. We read the society' 
columns religiously, especially between 
the lines.

The type might merely announce that 
Mrs. B.-F. would be present. Between 
the lines the announcement would read: 
“ She will, of course, get her jewels out 
of the deposit vault this afternoon and 
bring them home. She will leave them 
practically unguarded in her room up
stairs while she goes down to dinner. This 
is to notify Gentleman Bert and Peanuts 
that their presence will be unexpected.”

” Here's an invitation, Peanuts, that we 
must accept,” Bert said one afternoon. 
He tossed the paper to me. I read that 
Herr Konrad would conduct a new sym
phony that evening, and that Mine. Kon
rad would wear her tiara and famous 
necklace.

■ ' Get the telephone-book.” said Bert.
We found the address immediately and 

went out to get the lay of the land. We 
knew nothing of the family or the num
ber of servants. No matter. By watch
ing the lights we could readily keep track 
of them. While the family is at dinner 
the maid, as a rule, puts out her mis
tress's wraps, sets the room to rights, and 
then proceeds to the next room. As she 
leaves the room she either turns the light 
out or turns it very low.

Sometimes there is a sick person in the 
house, and Bert and I always make it a 
point never to disturb the sick. Once, in 
the beginning of my career, I had walked 
in on one unexpectedly'.

I don’t know what was the matter with 
her, but it had not impaired her throat 
or lungs. I was so affected by the em
barrassing error that I was compelled to
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withdraw from all social activities for sev
eral seasons, regaining my lost nerve in 
the famous baths of Sing Sing. A light 
may be turned low, I learned from that 
experience, for the benefit of an invalid; 
and I became solicitous at once for the 
health of the house of Konrad. I went 
to a phone.

“ Plaza 489.”
'' Hello! Is this Plaza 489?" It was.
“ This is Dr. Smith. Any one sick in 

your house? Some one left a call half an 
hour ago; I'm not sure that I have the 
right number. Whp is this, please?” It 
was Mrs. Konrad herself, and no one was 
ill. So Bert took a turn of watchful 
waiting for the lights, and 1 set out to 
find an “ empty.”

I was back in five minutes. There was 
a vacant house several doors away. No
body invited us in, and as nobody seemed 
in charge of the house, we accepted the 
invitation with alacrity. If you must 
know the details, we also accepted it with 
a - stick ” or “ jimmy,” another little 
token of our unconventionality.

Two more modest social climbers never 
operated in New York. We both dreaded 
to meet the Konrads, and just couldn’t 
help fixing things so that we wouldn’t 
commit ourselves to the ordeal. So we 
social-climbed six stories to the top of the 
empty, and left the trap-door in the roof 
ajar. We had a feeling, both of us, that 
we might be so overcome with embarrass
ment at the last moment that a very quiet 
exit would be a godsend.

On the ground, we had counted the 
houses between Konrad’s and the empty. 
Now we began to count them the other 
way. People who live smugly in these 
city houses never seem to consider the 
vicissitudes of unconventional guests.

There we were going to Konrad's; and 
we might have been going to the north 
pole, for all any one seemed to know or 
care. There was a terrific cold wind, and 
the roofs were covered with ice and snow. 
How would the impresario have felt, 
think you, if one of us had missed his 
step?

When we reached the house adjoining 
Konrad’s, we found that our journey had 
been in vain. Konrad's house was fully 
six feet away. To be sure, we could have 
jumped; but that would have made a 
noise and announced our coming. We 
were too bashful to do that. So we 
trudged back and secured a ladder.

“ Never mind, Peanuts,” said Bert.en
couragingly; “ only by patience, per
severance. and hard work is success 
achieved."

To tell the truth, I didn’t suffer from 
the cold. Something— 1 suppose it was 
my extreme bashfulness —  kept me per
spiring. Prom a boy T have always 
been passionately fond of music, and the 
thought that 1 might soon meet this great 
impresario face to face was fairly over
whelming.

To approach his presence by degrees 
was our plan. We reasoned that he was 
now at dinner on the first floor, if he was 
in the house at all. In a burst of hu
mility, we decided to enter by the fifth. 
Adjusting a rope ladder bashful people 
have to depend on such mechanical aids 
•— we were soon inside an upper window.

Very, very unpretentiously we made 
our way to the hall. We could hear the 
family talking in the dining-room below. 
We decided not to disturb them if we 
could help it. The stairs were heavily 
carpeted, but that was not enough for us. 
We hugged the wall as we descended, 
reasoning that only hmm-ftdc guests 
should walk in the center, where the 
stairs are more apt to creak.

Finally we reached the second floor. If 
we had been found there very suddenly, 
I am sure I should have blushed. 1 
should probably have withdrawn from so
ciety again. Bert, good old chap, who 
seemed to sympathize with my feelings in 
every detail, agreed to watch on the stair
way while I entered the room just oppo
site to collect mv thoughts— and anything 
else that might be lying loose.

“ Don’t let them come up too suddenly
or too far,’’ I whispered. “ We’ll keep 

at least one flight ahead of them.”
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Once in the room, 1 began to be my 
own unconventional self. My intuition 
told me there was private property 
around, and my old whim gripped me 
hard. It was amazing how this great 
artist, who should have had his mind on 
spiritual things, had laid up treasures on 
earth. He had laid them in five " secure
ly locked ” bureau drawers. Opening 
things that are securely locked is an ob
session with me. and I soon had them 
open.

In the first drawer 1 found a quantity 
of jewelry that amazed me. There must 
have been ten pounds of it. My eye no
ticed, though, that each piece was defec
tive or bent. Evidently this was an accu
mulation of things to be repaired.

“ T st!” By an almost soundless click 
of the tongue. I attracted Bert's attention. 
Silently I pointed to the '' junk." Bert 
shook his head. I understood. 1 was to 
get the other treasures first, as there was 
little danger of Herr Konrad becoming 
dangerously attached to this, Also, we 
may have been a trifle selfish; this would 
make rather an unhandy bundle.

The second drawer was full of lingerie, 
odds and ends of women's finery. ''Eights 
and deuces,’’ I always called such truck 
-— might look valuable, but of no use to 
me. The third drawer—1 forgot my embar
rassment! I wanted to sing. Tn its soft, 
blue-black plush bed lay the famous 
stomacher and tiara. Here, right in my 
hands, were one hundred thousand dol
lars’ worth of diamonds. The invitation 
between the lines in that society column 
was certainly (). K.

The case was too bulky. So I threw it 
aside and dropped the blazing bauble in 
my pocket like a loose handful of change. 
I know it was an unconventional thing to 
do. And I know that I will be accused 
of unworthy motives. But I swear that 
I was never tempted to wear those jew
els. I didn’t intend to keep them. Even 
in that ecstatic moment I planned to get 
rid of them within a reasonable length of 
time.

There were a dozen or more smaller 
pieces of jewelry in the drawer which I 
handed to Bert. In the next drawer I 
came upon twenty or thirty medals and 
some jewelry-cases. These T divided be
tween us. People in such a house, we 
knew, were not expected to have their 
pockets bulging. And Bert, he was a 
fastidious dresser, anyway.

If Bert and I only realized it, it was 
time to go. We had already overstayed 
our welcome. But a single room with so 
much private property in it was too much 
for me. I was curious— with something 
of the same curiosity I had shown on an
other occasion when I tried to see if I 
could stop an electric fan with my fin
gers.

This time it wasn't an electric fan 
which attracted me. It was a gold filigree 
bqx; one of those dainty things you see 
on the dressing table of wealthy women. 
E'or a moment or two I stood drinking in 
its exquisite beauty, and, incidentally, 
thinking of the exquisite price I would 
get for it.

I took the box in my hands. I easily 
found the catch; the cover flew back, and 
up popped a beautiful canary bird; from 
its golden throat streamed forth a melody 
from “ Lohengrin.’’ Every note was 
clear, full, and true. I stood there en
tranced; momentarily I had forgotten 
why I was in the house. Then Bert came 
in and spoilerl the whole thing.

" Choke that damned bird;’’ he rasped.
Here was this lovely creature singing 

so charmingly— oh, well, Bert knew more 
about the latest thing in cocktails than he 
did of the wonders of Wagner. Bert had 
left the room; he was back again in a 
Hash.

“ For God’s sake, Peanuts, wring its 
neck!"

But just then we were seized with an
other fit of embarrassment. Steps were 
coming up-stairs. 1 quickly put the lid 
on Dicky Bird and softly cussed Bert for 
his lack of the esthetic.

I could hear a telephone bell tinkling 
musically somewhere down-stairs, and I
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somehow got the hunch that the cops 
were going to drop in quite informally.

“ Let’s go some place where there is not 
so much noise. I am getting a bit ner
vous.” Bert's eagerness was astonishing.

Our ladder was hanging a few inches 
from the fifth floor window. We had 
only a few seconds to spare while the 
tribe of Konrad was taking in the situa
tion from below. Bert went up first, and 
then steadied the ladder for me.

Just as I stepped out on the sill a wo
man rushed into the room. I heard her 
scream, and saw her fall in a heap on the 
floor. For this rude shock 1 now wish to 
ask her pardon. I had no time then to 
explain to her that bashful young gen
tlemen of our set do not walk off fifth- 
story windows unless they have taken 
previous precautions. Bert and I hauled 
up the ladder after us, and left the house 
of high notes and high society as infor
mally as we came.

" Our exit was almost rude, Peanuts," 
Bert whispered, as soon as we reached 
the adjoining roof. Then we heard a 
scream below.

" He jumped from the window!” cried 
a hysterical voice.

Bert and I peered over the edge of the 
roof. Women were craning their necks 
out of the window to catch sight of my 
mangled remains below.

•• Where is he? Can you see him?" I 
asked Bert.

"Shut up!” he answered. "Kittle 
boys should keep quiet at their own 
funerals. Let’s get out of this before the 
cops are wised.”

We started for the empty building, 
carrying the ladder between us.

“ There ought be a bus line here,” 
Bert grumbled. " No accommodations 
on these roofs at all.” But we took our 
hardships philosophically and never pub
licly complained.

We had made the call on the Konrads 
quite informally. We told no one of our 
intended call, for we wished to surprise 
the family. Imagine, then, my surprise

when I found that 1 had a caller waiting 
for me at the foot of the stairs.

" You. Gintlemin Bert and Peanuts, 
stand ye where ye ar-re!" We stood. It 
was just as well, for I didn’t see any 
chairs around, anyway.

" Jist ramble over to th’ wall and place 
y'ur hands ag'in’ it.”

We rambled.
" Tis th’ magisty of th’ law 1 ripri- 

sint. Don’t move your hands. Steady, 
now. ’Tis a beautiful pose ye have.”

It was ungentlemanly of Officer Elan- 
nagan: without a " by your leave,” he 
searched every pocket I had and then 
confined himself with Bert.

" 'Tis a captain I ’ll be for this night’s 
work— ”

That's as far as he got. I had been 
watching and waiting; the time seemed 
ripe, and 1 laid one on the jaw of the cop 
as hard as I could hit. As he staggered, 
Bert and I tore for it. 1 could hear 
Office l-'lannagan yelling and blowing his 
police whistle.

Bert and I didn't have much to say 
going home in the subway.

The pair of us were seated in the lobby 
of the Rupert. Bert was reading a news
paper; 1 was thinking of Officer Elanna- 
gan. Then 1 sat up with a start and 
drank in every word I heard:

"T h ey are simply wonderful! l.ast 
week my house was robbed, you know. 
They would have gotten away with a 
hundred thousand dollars’ worth of jew
els if I hadn’t bought the burglar-alarm 
that very afternoon. You see. it looks 
like a jewel-case, and the minute you 
touch it a mechanical bird pops out and 
begins singing at the top of its voice, 
warning every one in the house. Better 
get one; you never can tell.”

Bert's paper rested in his lap; he 
looked up, and his eve caught mine. The 
smile that spread over his face found its 
counterpart on mine. The haunting mel
ody of Wagner s " Lohengrin ” dawned 
upon him at last.



T AI.I. men, as a rule, have a preference for little* women; the funniest of comedians 
have an insatiable longing to play Hamlet, and the more domesticated a man 
is, the greater is the attraction of the untrodden wastes that lie beyond the 

boundaries of civilization.
John Sheldon was not domesticated. But he was disappointed, and. in search of 

solace, he sought that which no man has a right to seek when fate and his fellow man 
have been unkind. He went in search of solitude —the real thing— and in the limitless 
Northwest, far from the grubby hives of industry, Sheldon found what he sought 
until—

The rest of it will appear next week in the form of an excellent and complete 
novelette called-

THE FIR E  FLO W E R
BY JACKSON GREGORY

Author of “ W olf Breed,” “ The Short Cut," “ The O utlaw ,” etc.

This accomplished and successful author’s work is always sure of a hearty welcome, 
because it is always sure to be worth while — as virile and alive as all outdoors. The 
keen breath of the open spaces, the pulse of sharp, decisive action, men of breadth and 
depth and brawn, and women of the stronger and truer, deeper sort- these are some of 
the ingredients that go into a Gregory story and make you catch your breath—just as 
if the biting, bracing winds of the great Northwest were actually whipping you in the 
face, telling you that you were alive.’

So that you have a particularly pleasant prospect ahead of you.
And onlv a teeek to wait for it!

*2 *

THKRK have hern men who have- Ion ml it 
good to die. Tired souls, weary of in

cessant strife and the “ ills that flesh are heir to." 
have willingly taken leave of life, and gone across 
the Border with a strange peace in their hearts. 
And then there was Burke. Burke's experience 
was— as were all things with him— different. 
Which accounts for

THE MAN WHO W AS 
DEAD

BY HELEN TOPPING MILLER
A  ** D iffe re n t “  Story

To divulge just how different Burke's experi
ence was would be to take much of the suspense

from the pleasure you arc going to have when 
you read this splendid little story, it will ap
pear in our next issue, and in itself i> well worth 
the price of your copy of the magazine.

,<
I t is .i debatable point whether absolute faith 

in ones fellow man is, in the long run, sure to 
show a balance on the right side of the ledger. 
The frailties of humankind are legion, and 
every one knows that it is much easier to go 
down than up--that as a stream of water will 
follow the line of least resistance, so will man, 
in his weaker moments, obey the impulses that 
lead him away from the path that is straight 
and narrow. Senator Bln ri l,. Castle, who 
plays the principal part in " BRIAR) IT O X
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TH E W ATERS,” by Du Yemcl Rabcll, was, in 
spite of what life should have taught him, an 
optimist with a big O. He'd take a chance on 
" the other fellow " any time. And did. This 
time he took another chance and— that's the 
storv.

,«* ..<*

D a m e  F ortune dons some queer disguises
sometimes, as if determined to make herself as 
unrecognizable as possible; and in “ L l ’CK," by 
j .  H. Green, the tickle dame came to David 
Baird in one of the queerest forms we have
ever read of. This is one of those “ quiet ” 
stories, with a kick in every line of it. and even 
if it docs carry you all the way to Western 
Australia, you'll be mighty glad to make the 
journey. The cost is only a fraction of the 
price of our next week's issue.

Jt ,.■* ,<

N O T IC E .— Inquiries concerning
stories that we have published will be 
answered in the Heart to Heart T alks 
only when the name of the author as 
well as the title of the story is sup
plied by' the correspondent.

BURROUGHS’S MARTIAN STORIES
Replying to inquiries from Mr. M. R. Kielgas, 

Remer, Minnesota; “ F. M „" Belleville, Kansas, 
and many others, the stories of Mars, by Edgar 
Rice Burroughs, are as follows; "Under the 
Moons of'M ars," All-Slorv (monthly), February 
to July, roiz (six numbers); "T h e  Gods ot 
Mars," All-Story, January to May, tout (live 
numbers); "W arlord of Mars." All-Story, 
December, 1013, to March, 1014 (four num
bers), and “ Thuvia, Maid of Mars," A n.- S tory 
W e e k l y , April S to April 22. 1016 (three num
bers). None of these stories has been pub
lished in book form, but we can supply the 
magazinescontaining them for twenty cents each.

“ HERE’S THANKING E. K. M EANS”
To the E ditor:

I am writing this letter to Heart to Heart 
Talks as an offering in payment for several hours 
of the greatest enjoyment 1 have had for many 
years.

I was for years a reader of the All-Story and 
other Munsey publications, but after X started a 
bookstore (second hand) expressly to enable me 
to get a lot of educational books that I would 
otherwise be unable to obtain, X quit reading 
nearly all magazines for the last three years, and 
have been studying very hard.

I noticed my husband, two or three evenings 
ago, chuckling while he held in his hand an All- 
Story two or three years old. He threw out 
his hands and cried, " Well, I'll be dinged if that 
fellow Means isn't the funniest man alive!"

“ W hy?’’ I asked, for 1 had no idea who 
Means was at the moment.

" Xfe's the fellow who writes the Tickfall 
stories," he replied, grinning, as he resumed his 
reading.

Then I remembered E. K. Means, the comedy 
writer, and I walked out into the store and be
gan to sort out from among several thousand 
second-hand All-Storys the numbers containing 
the Tickfall stories, and have since been visit
ing my beloved South again. We have no 
real negroes here. Colored people we have in 
plenty, but the dear old beloved " black mam
mies," who pillowed my head and crooned me 
to sleep are entirely conspicuous by their ab
sence; so it was like a refreshing shower after a 
long, dry spell to learn that such dearly beloved 
darkies as -Mr. Means describes still reside on 
our earth.

I have read about one dozen of the real Simon 
pure negro stories, and have laughed and cried 
with my dear old-fashioned colored people, and 
last night I read " Diada, Daughter of Discord.’’ 
I laughed until the tears ran like rain, and then, 
when the worst was explained, X ilopped right 
down and cried for the poor cannibal woman 
turned loose to be the sport of children of the 
Southland, white and black. X was so glad that 
no real harm came to her, and X can't help 
wondering what disposition Captain Lemuel 
Manse made of her, for I feel quite sure that she 
would not lit in on a Southern plantation,

1 ran't help thinking that every character in 
Mr. Means's stories is real, for it does not seem 
possible that a man rould portray the character 
of master and man, white and black, as he does 
unless he had just lived through the experiences. 
Why. 1 can just hear Hitch Diamond saying 
" gwine," with slight accents where they belong; 
and let no man think that negroes in Mr. 
Means's stories are one bit exaggerated. But, of 
course, unless you w ere brought up among them 
and knew and loved every one of their silly songs 
and crazy superstitions— in fact, had a few of 
them yourself--you could never appreciate his 
word-pictures of a negro's mind. And still I 
believe that very few white people ever really 
fathom iheir subtle twistings and turnings try
ing to please " de white folks," watching their 
every expression for laughter, joy, or pain.

Just reading Mr, Means's stories has sure 
" gib " me " de trabble " itch, for w hen an old 
black mammy decides to adopt you, no one but 
your mother can take her .place. Twenty years 
I have been banged around without mine, but 
some day X will have her here with me again lo 
look out for me.
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It is a terrible; thin" IM live in it negroless 
country. I would almost brave the dangers of 
Little Mocassin Swam]) right now to have a 
dear old black face bending over me, and a dear 
pair of black hands fussing around and putting 
things to rights, as my white ones can never do.

Eli a P. Hal st.
514 East Missouri Street.
El Paso, Texas.

TWO FAM OUS STORIES
To the Editor:

[ am writing to let you know that 1 still 
think the All-Story the best magazine pub
lished, and to tell you how glad I am that 
Fred Jackson is going to give us another of his 
good stories. I have just finished “ The 
Stroke of T w elve" and “ Tarzan and the Jewels 
of Opar," and think they were tine.

"T o o  Much Efficiency" was very good, but 
the best story you have published since “ Jack 
Chanty ” was " On a Stallion Shod with Fire." 
A few years ago, in the Cavalier, you published 
two serials, “ The Golden G ate" and "T h e 
Strength of Samson." I would like to know if 
I can get them in book form.

Why not give us some stories like " Greater 
Love Hath N'o M an" and "Jack Chanty"? 
And has the Night Wind forsaken us? Why not 
let him come back? Wc would be very glad to 
read some more about him and Lady Kate.

Mrs W. R. Ai.mon.
Duncan, Oklahoma.

Note: "T h e Golden Gate," by William Brown 
Meloney (Cavalier, January 25 to February is. 
roiy). has been published in book form, under 
the title, "T h e Girl of the Golden Gate," by 
E. J. Clode, New York, 81.25 net. "T he 
Strength of Samson,” by Charles Neville Buck 
(Cavalier, February 8 to March 1, iu i.l ), by W. 
J. Watt & Co., Xew York, under the title, "The 
Call of the Cumberlands," at S i.25 net.

A  JACKSON GREGORY FAN
To the Editor:

The other clay I picked up a Aftmsey's Maga
zine for November, 1014, which contained the 
story entitled " An Outsider," by Louis Joseph 
Vance. And in an advertisement there was a 
list of forty-four big novels which appeared in 
the All-Story Cavalier Weekly. When 1 read that 
such authors as Arnold Bennett, Hamid M c
Grath., Caroline Lockhart, Henry Kitchell Web
ster, Louis Joseph Vance, and Arthur Stringer 
were contributors. I knew at the first rattle of 
the box that I had certainly missed some mighty 
good stories.

f never dreamed that "T h e Girl of the Golden 
Gate," by' William Brown Meloney: "T he Full 
of the Moon." by Caroline Lockhart, and "T h e

Vanguard," by Edgar Beecher Bronson, had ap
peared in the All-Story Cavalier.

" The Girl of the Golden Gate " was a dandy 
seller out this way. I suppose " The Stain." 
" The Pirate of Panama," “ The Forest Maiden." 
" Under Handicap " were also.

Why don't you get these authors to write 
again, especially E. B. Bronson, William M. 
Raine. Caroline Lockhart, Henry Kitchell Web
ster, Arthur Stringer, and Mary Roberts Rine- 
hardt ? There are a few others that 1 can't re
call the names of just now. which 1 am sorry to 
say, because I would like to let them know that 
they're not forgotten. I hope you will " feed " 
more from these authors, as 1 hate to be an ex
ception to such a rare treat.

At last I have read "T he Outlaw." and it 
was fine, but I have read better stories by Jack- 
son Gregory. 1 liked " Sand " and " The Square- 
Dealer " by him. Will you please let me know 
if you have these in slock, and the price?

Why in thunder don't you kick Zane Grey 
hard and make him come through with one of 
his unbeatable stories of the West? Fm glad 
that a story of the old-time West is coming next 
week— namely. “ The Holy Scare," as I've been 
wishing for a story by George Washington 
Ogden for some time. I hope you have a large 
bundle of Western stories in your safe for 1017.

Is that sequel to " The Brass Check " ever 
ruining. I'm kinda losing patience also on that 
sequel to "T h e Return of the M ucker" I hope 
T'ni not asking too much.

From one who has newer kicked, and who, I 
guess, never will. 1 wouldn't mind hearing from 
some old readers of the magazine.

Here's wi-hing you a prosperous 1017.
If I had time I would write more. 1 could 

talk all night on any Munsey magazine.

24 Ninth Street, -,0E S|!VV
Watsonville. California.

Note: "T he Square-Dealer," by Jackson
Gregory, was published complete in the A1.1- 
S iorv Weekly, August 21. 1015. "Sand,” by 
the same author, in the same magazine, Decem
ber -• to December 26, 1014 (four numbers). 
Wc can supply the magazines containing these 
stories for twenty cents each. Three other 
stories by Jackson Gregory have been published 
in book form: "Under Handicap" (Cavalier, No
vember 1 to : q, 1013), Flarper & Brothers, 81.35 
net; " The Outlaw " lCavalier, April 4 to May 
2, 1014), Dodd, Mead & Co., 81 .00 net: and 
"T h e Short C u t” (All-Story Weekly, Sep
tember tCi to October 14, ior&i, Dodd, Mead 
& Co.. Si.40 net.

“ STILL GOING U P ”
To the Editor:

W hew! What a magazine you sure are putting 
out for ten cents! How can you afford ii ? I
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thought the last time I wrote yot» it had reached 
the zenith, but you are still going up. The rea
son for this outburst especially is the two stories 
in the issue of December 23, " Annie-for-Spite," 
by Fred Jackson, and "T h e  Story Without a 
Title." These two were some corkers, Fred 
Jackson has surely marie up for (as you say) 
his two years’ absence. If he has any more up 
his sleeve like the former story, tell him kindly 
to come forward with the rest.

And the " different story " was some story! 
Both of them sure get my goat.

Enjoyed Tarzan very much. It is funny I 
appreciate his (E. R. Burroughs's) Tarzan stories 
so much and cannot get interested in his Martian 
stories. Is it not about time for Semi-Dual to 
appear? I enjoy these tales best of all.

Also, 1 have enjoyed Achmed Abdullah's 
stories immensely, and sincerely hope because 
Mr. Vandeu'ater has married, the stories will not 
stop. Also, is it not time for the writer of 
" The Honeymoon Detectives" to get busy ? 
I believe the author's name was Arnold Fred
ericks. The heroine's name was Grace Duvall. 
Please, if possible, answer some of my questions. 
Your mail must be packed sky high, and I 
sincerely hope ninety-nine per cent of it is from 
boosters.

With best wishes for your continued success,
Mrs. K.

Baltimore, Maryland.

N ote: Mrs. K. will be glad to learn that \\c 
have in hand both a Semi-Dual and a " Honey
moon Detectives" story, which will be pub
lished in the near future.

L E T T E R E T T E S
Have been reading the Ai.i.-Story for one 

year and a half, and think it the best magazine 
on the stand.

1 am only nineteen years old and a university 
student, but 1 certainly appreciate the All • 
Story because I am very fond of Burroughs's 
stories.

I think "T h e Matrimaniac" the best story 
going, outside of Tarzan. " Mid-Ocean," " The 
Scarlet Ghost," and " Greywold," and that style 
of story.

Also adore baseball and football stories.
Miss M arif. Gibson'.

622 Kirtland Street.
East End, Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania.

I  have been reading the Ali.-Story Weekly 
for two years, but before that I read the Argosy 
and All-Story when they were ten cents a month, 
in fact, about twelve years ago; and I think I 
would sooner go without my dinner than miss 
the All-Story.

As to authors, I like them all, and especially 
E. K. Means. Don't lose him. I read his first, 
and nearly laughed mysidf.-sick over them. I 
have read a great many-stories That I liked in 
the Argosy and Ali.-Stoky, but I don't remem
ber them by the titles, as they always slip my 
memory.

I hope you .will never give up printing the 
Ai.i.-Siorv. as I consider it the best in fiction 
magazines. Mrs. R. W. Fischer.

071S Leeds Street,
Philadelphiaj Pennsylvania.

Began reading the All-Story Weekly Sep
tember 23, loio. Just think only a month! 
Oh, well, no use crying over spilt milk. I sure 
do like this book all right!

I like E. K. Means's stories, E. R. Burroughs, 
Charles G. D. Roberts— in fact, I like 'em all.

Have read all the Tarzan stories except Bur
roughs's latest, which will be in the All-Story 
November sS.

Count me as an enthusiastic reader.
J. • BtfTfc'rx-otu.

438 West Micken Avenue.
Cincinnati. Ohio.

When are we to have a sequel to “ Breath of 
the Dragon "? That was some story. 1 hope a 
sequel will appear soon.

An ardent A i.i.-Sioky fan,
Mrs. Morris R ceil.

Bisbee, Arizona.

I have been reading the stories appearing in your 
publications from time to time, and wish to ex
press my personal appreciation of the Semi-Dual 
stories, by J. B. Smith and J. V. Giesy. They 
are such readable, interesting, and uplifting 
stories; in fact, when one finished one of them 
ther? seems to remain with him the sensation of 
reality and the desire for living, nobler and better, 
and the determination to do so.

Keep publishing them !
I. L. E asterly.

Helena, Montana.

Enclosed please find check for four dollars, for 
which continue my subscription to the All- 
S i orv Weeklv. 1 am an All-Story fan, and 
have missed only one or two numbers. I like 
serials best, and have not as yet found a single 
issue that had a story that was not worth the 
price of your magazine. Such writers as Zane 
Grey, E. R. Burroughs, Yarick Yanardv, E. J. 
Rath, Jackson Gregory, and Fred Jackson suit 
me. “ The Yellow Furlough," by Alfred D. 
Pettibone, was fine. I hope to see more stories 
by these writers. H. S. Stanley.

Bethel, Maine.
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Music Lessons
Sent FREE!

You, too, can now quickly and easily satisfy your musical ambitions. Learn 
to sing or to play your favorite instrument, whether for pleasure, social prestige
or to  teach music, by our wonderful home study lessons under g rea t American and European 
teachers. These lessons are a marvel of simplicity and completeness, endorsed by Paderewski and 
other g rea t authorities. R ight in your own home you can have th e  instruction of these m asters ■ 
(see names below). This is made possible by the  rem arkable Siegel-Myers System —the only 
U niversity  Extension Conservatory of Music in existence. Send fo r fu ll inform ation and g e t 6 
free  lessons while the offer holds good. Read our offer—then w rite  us a le tte r and g e t all this.

Any Instrument or Voice
T h e S ie g e l-M y e rs  S y s te m  w ill be a  re v e la tio n  to  you. Y ou  

w ill w o n d e r h o w  y ou  e v e r  h ad  th e  p a t ie n c e  to  6 tu d y  in  th e  
slow , ted io u s , o rd in a ry  w a y  w h e n  you  find  how  easily  you 
le a rn  by  th is  m e th o d . C o m p le te  C o u rse s  in  P IA N O  (s tu d 
e n t s ’ o r te a c h e r s ’ c o u rse s ) by th e  g r e a t  W m . H . S herw ood ; 
H A R M O N Y  by D r. P ro th e ro e  a n d  R o sen b eck er; V O IC E  
C O U R S E  (w ith  a id  o f  p h o n o g ra p h )  by C ra m p to n ; P U B L IC  
S C H O O L  M U S IC  by  F ra n c e s  E . C la rk ; V IO L IN . C O R N E T . 
M A N D O L IN , G U IT A R  (in c lu d in g  H a w a iia n  sy s te m  o f  p la y 

in g ) . B A N JO , R E E D  O R G A N , C H O R A L  C O N D U C T IN G . 
H IS T O R Y  O F  M U SIC  an d  A D V A N C E D  C O M P O S IT IO N , 
b y  eq u a lly  e m in e n t a n d  acco m p lish ed  te a c h e rs .

N o  m a t te r  w h e re  o r  w ith  w hom  you  h a v e  s tu d ie d  o r  
w h e th e r  you  h av e  s tu d ie d  a t  a ll—ev e n  i f  y ou  h a v e  tr ie d  
u n s u c c e s s fu lly —if  you love m u s ic  a n d  w a n t  to  su ccee d  a s  
a  m u s ic ia n  o r  a s  a  te a c h e r  o f  m u s ic , w r ite . W e h a v e  som e 
v e ry  in te r e s t in g  in fo rm a tio n  fo r  you . Y ou sho u ld  sen d  fo r  
i t  now —a t  o n ce—w h ile  th i s  sp ec ia l o ffe r la s ts .

This Offer Is FREE—Write Today!
W e do  n o t  a s k  y o u  to  p a y  o n e  c e n t  fo r  th e  s ix  lessons . 

T h is  is  o u r  w a y  o f  p ro v in g  to  you  w h a t  sp len d id  in s tru c tio n  
w e  g ive . S E E IN G  IS  B E L IE V IN G . Y es, you  g e t  th e  
w ho le  s ix  le sso n s  f re e . I s n ’t  i t  w o r th  a  fe w  m in u te s  t im e  
to  w r i te  f o r  th e m ?  T o  sen d  u s  a  le t t e r  a c c e p tin g  th i s  o ffe r 
m a y  be th e  tu rn in g  p o in t in  y o u r  m u s ic a l c a re e r .

T e ll u s  f r a n k ly  j u s t  w h a t  you h av e  done in  m u s ic , h ow  
lo n g  you  h a v e  s tu d ie d , o r  w h e th e r  you  h av e  e v e r  s tu d ie d  a t  
a ll. A lso  te ll  u s  y o u r  a g e  a n d  j u s t  w h a t  y o u r  m u s ic a l am - 
b it io n s a re . Y ou  w ill find  o u r  f a c u l ty  re a d y  to  g iv e  you  s u g 

g e s tio n s  to w a rd  m a k in g  a  c a re e r , o r, a n y w a y , f o r  g e t t in g  
th e  m o s t o u t  o f  y o u r  n a tu r a l  a b i li ty  fo r  s in g in g  o r  p la y in g .

T h is  sp le n d id  sy s te m  o f  o u rs  h a s  en a b led  th o u s a n d s  to  
see  th e i r  h opes  rea lize d . Y ou too  ca n  do m o re  w ith  m u s ic  
i f  you  h av e  sc ien tific , p ra c t ic a l  in s tru c tio n . W rite  u s  fu lly . 
T h e n  w e w ill te ll  y ou  j u s t  w h a t  w e ca n  do fo r  y ou . W e w ill 
g la d ly  e x p la in  th e  fam o u s  S ieg e l-M ey ers  S y stem .

A  few  S p ec ia l In tro d u c to ry  S ch o la rsh ip s  a r e  n o w  b e 
in g  a w a rd e d  by  o u r  f a c u l ty . F u ll  p a r t ic u la r s  a b o u t  th i s  
w ill be s e n t  w ith  th e  f r e e  lessons. W rite  tod ay .

SIEGEL-MYERS SCHOOL OF MUSIC, c l a r e n c e  e d d y , 2751 Siegel.Myers Bldg., Chicago, 111.

In ansicering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention A li.-Story W e e k ly .
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Immediate Results
Trying to  quit the  tobacco habit unaided is a losing fight against 

heavy odds, and means a serious shock to  your nervous system . So don’t 
try  it! Make the  tobacco hab it quit you. I t  will quit you if you wi 
ju s t take Tobacco Redeemer according to  directions.

I t  d o e s n ’t  m a k e  a  p a r t ic le  o f d iffe re n c e  w h e th e r  y o u ’v e  b ee n  a  u s e r  o f  to b a cco  fo r  a  s in g le  r 
fo r  50 y e a rs , o r  how  m u c h  you  u se , o r  in  w h a t  fo rm  y ou  u s e  i t .  W h e th e r  _
you sm oke  c ig a rs , c ig a re t te s ,  p ip e , ch e w  p lu g  o r  fin e  c u t  o r  u s e  sn u ff 
T o b a c c o  R e d e e m e r  w ill p o s itiv e ly  rem o v e  a l l c ra v in g  fo r  tob acco  in  a n y  
fo rm  in  f ro m  48 to  72 h o u rs . Y o u r to b a cco  c ra v in g  w ill b e g in  to  d e 
c re a se  a f t e r  th e  v e ry  f ir s t  d o se—th e r e ’s  n o  lo n g  w a it in g  fo r  re s u lts .

T o b a c c o  R e d e e m e r  c o n ta in s  no  h a b it- fo rm in g  d ru g s  o f  a n y  k ind  
a n d  is th e  m o s t m a rv e lo u s ly  q u ic k , ab so lu te ly  sc ien tific  an d  th o ro u g h ly  
re lia b le  rem ed y  fo r  th e  tob acco  h a b it .

Not a Substitute
T o b a c c o  R e d e e m e r  is  in  n o  s e n s e  a  s u b s t i tu te  f o r  tobacco , b u t  

is  a  ra d ic a l, effic ien t tr e a tm e n t .  A f te r  f in ish in g  th e  t r e a tm e n t  you 
h a v e  a b so lu te ly  no  d e s ire  to  u s e  to b a cco  a g a in  o r  to  c o n tin u e  th e  
u s e  o f  th e  rem ed y . I t  q u ie ts  th e  n e rv e s , a n d  w ill m a k e  you feel 
b e t t e r  in  e v e ry  w ay . I f  y ou  re a l ly  w a n t  to  q u i t  th e  tob acco  h a b it  
—g e t  r id  o f  i t  so  c o m p le te ly  t h a t  w h e n  y ou  s e e  o th e r s  u s in g  it ,  i t  
w ill n o t a w a k e n  th e  s l ig h te s t  d e s ire  in  y o u —you  s h o u ld  a t  once 
b e g in  a  co u rse  o f  T o b a c c o  R e d e e m e r  t r e a tm e n t  f o r  th e  h a b it.

Results A b so lu tely  G uaranteed
A  s in g le  t r i a l  w ill co n v in c e  th e  m o s t s k e p tic a l .  

O u r  le g a l, b in d in g , m o n e y -b a c k  g u a r a n te e  g o es  w ith  
e a ch  fu l l  t r e a tm e n t .  I f  T o b a c c o  R e d e e m e r  f a i ls  to  
b a n ish  th e  to b a cco  h a b i t  w h e n  ta k e n  a c c o rd in g  to  
th e  p la in  a n d  ea sy  d ire c tio n s , yo u r m o n e y  w ill b e  
c h e e r fu l ly  r e fu n d e d  u p o n  d e m a n d .

A

Let Us Send You Convincing Proof jj__

aa

Mail Coupon N O W  
for F R E E  B o o k le t

I f  y o u ’re  a  s la v e  o f  th e  to b a cco  h a b i t  a n d  
w a n t  to  find  a  s u re , q u ic k  w ay  o f  q u i t t in g  “ fo r  
k e e p s ”  you  o w e i t  to  y o u rs e lf  a n d  to  y o u r  fa m ily  
to  m a il th e  co u p o n  below  o r  sen d  y o u r  n am e  a n d  
a d d re s s  on a  p o s ta l a n d  re c e iv e  o u r  f r e e  b o o k le t 
o n  th e  d e a d ly  e ffe c t o f  to b a cco  on  th e  h u m a n  g g  g g  
s y s te m , a n d  p o s itiv e  p ro o f  t h a t  T o b a c c o  R e- _ _  
d e e m e r  w ill q u ic k ly  f r e e  you  fro m  th e  h a b i t .  rW

N ew ell Pharm acal Company
D e p t.  3 2 0 ,  S t.  L ou is, M o. _ O r  £

N E W E L L  P H A R M A C A L  C O .,
D e p t . 3 2 0 ,  S t. L ou is, M o.

P le a se  sen d , w ith o u t  o b lig a tin g  m e  in  a n y  w ay , y o u r f r e e  
b o o k le t r e g a rd in g  th e  to b acco  h a b it  a n d  p ro o f  t h a t  T o b a c c o  

R e d e e m e r  w ill p o s itiv e ly  f r e e  m e fro m  th e  tob acco  h a b it.

N a m e .

S tr e e t  a n d  N o..

T o w n ................................................................... S ta te . .

In answering this advertisement it  is desirable that you mention A i.i,-Story W e e k ly .
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HE R E  is your future charted for you, based on the 
actual average earnings of trained and untrained men.

Which way will you go? You’ll either go up, through tra in in g , to a posi
tion that means good money and more comforts as the years go by, or 
you’ll go dow n, through lack  of training, into the ranks of the poorly paid.

IN T E R N A T IO N A L  C O R R E S P O N D E N C E  S C H O O L S
B o x  2 0 9 5  » S c r a n to n ,  P a .

It rests entirely with you which way you go
own future. And now  is the time to ,___
decide. Not next year, not next month, 
but now. You can go up if you want to.
You can get the training that will com
mand a trained man’s salary. The Inter
national Correspondence Schools have 
helped hundreds of thousands of men to 
qualify for advancement. Let them show 
you how you can prepare yourself, in 
your own home, for the position you 
want in the work you like best.

At least, f in d  out what the I. C. S. can 
do for you, by marking and mailing this 
coupon. It will be the first step upward. 
Choose your future from this list, then 
get this coupon into the mail today.

You can make or break your
-----------  C U T  O U T  H E R E ------------

IN TE R N A TIO N A L  CO R R ESPO ND ENCE SCH O O LS
B ox 2 0 9 5  » S C R A N T O N , P A .

E xplain , w ith o u t ob lig a tin g  m e, h o w  I can  qu a lify  fo r  th e  
position , o r  in th e  su b jec t, b e fo re  w h ich  I m a rk  X.

□  ELECTRICAL ENGINEER 
E lectric  L ighting  
E lectric  C ar R u n n in g  
E le c tr ic  W irin g  
T e le p h o n e  E x p ert 
MECHANICAL ENGINEER 
M echanical D raftsm an  
M achine S h o p  P ractice  
G as E n g in eer
CIVIL ENGINEER 
S u rv e y in g  and M apping 

_MINE FOREMAN OK ENGINEER
□  M eta llu rg is t o r  P ro sp ec to r  
" STATICNARY ENGINEER

M arine E n g in eer 
A R C H IT E C T  
C o n trac to r  and  B uilder 
A rc h ite c tu ra l D raftsm an  
C o n c re te  B uilder 
S tru c tu ra l E n g in eer 
I'LlTIRING AND HEATING 
S h ee t M etal W o rk e r  
SA LESM AN SHIP

□  A D V E R T IS IN G  M A N
□  W in d o w  T rim m er
□  S h ow  Card W riter
□  O u td oor Sign Painter
□  IL L U S T R A T O R  
[ D ESIGN ER
□  BO O K KE EPE R
□  Stenographer and T yp is t 
Q C ert. P ublic A ccountant
□  R ailw ay A ccountant
□  C om m ercia l Law
' G O O D  ENGLISH 

T each er
C om m on  S ch o o l Subjects 
CIVIL SERVICE 
Railw ay Mail Clerk 
A G R IC U LT U R E  
P O U L T R Y  R A ISIN G  
T extile  O verseer o r  Supt. 
Navigator □  Spanish
Chemist Q  German

_  A C T O  RUNNING □  French
□  Anto Repairing □Italian

N a m e ______
O ccupation 
& E m p lo y e r—  
S tre e t  
and  No.
C ity __________

/»  answering this advertisement it is desirable that you cation A i.i.-Story W eekly .
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Various Headaches A  Remedy for Pain
" I t  i9 n ec e ssa ry  in  o rd e r  to  t r e a t  h ead ach es  p ro p e r ly  to  

u n d e rs ta n d  th e  c a u se s  w h ic h  p ro d u c e  th e  a f fe c tio n ,”  say s  
D r. J .  W . R a y  o f  B lock ton , A lab a m a . C o n tin u in g , h e  
say s : " P h y s ic ia n s  c a n n o t e v e n  b eg in  th e  t r e a tm e n t  o f  a  
d isea se  w ith o u t  k n o w in g  w h a t  c a u se s  g iv e  r i s e  to  i t ,  an d  
w e  m u s t  r e m e m b e r  t h a t  h e a d ach e  is  to  be t r e a te d  acco rd 
in g  to  th e  sam e ru le . W e m u s t  n o t on ly  be p a r t ic u la r  to  
g iv e  a  rem ed y  in te n d e d  to  c o u n te r a c t  th e  c a u se  w h ic h  
p ro d u ces  th e  h ea d ach e , b u t  w e  m u s t  a lso  g iv e  a  rem ed y  
to  re liev e  th e  p a in  u n ti l  th e  c a u se  o f  th e  tro u b le  h a s  been  
rem oved . T o  a n s w e r  th is  p u rp o s e  A n ti-k a m n ia  T a b le ts  
w ill b e  fo u n d  a  m o s t c o n v e n ie n t a n d  s a tis fa c to ry  rem ed y . 
O ne ta b le t  ev e ry  one to  th r e e  h o u rs  g iv e s  c o m fo rt an d  
r e s t  in  m o s t s ev e re  ca se s  o f  h ea d ach e , n e u ra lg ia  an d  
p a r t ic u la r ly  th e  h e a d a c h e s  o f  w om en .

FOR SICK-HEADACHE
I f  a  p a t ie n t  is  s u b je c t  to  r e g u la r  a t ta c k s  o f  s ic k -h e a d -  

ach e , h e  shou ld  ta k e  tw o  A -K  T a b le ts  w h en  h e  fee ls  th e  
le a s t  s ig n  o f  a n  o n co m in g  a t ta c k .  T h e se  ta b le ts  a re  p ro m p t 
in  ac tio n , a n d  ca n  b e  d ep e n d ed  u p o n  to  p ro d u c e  re l ie f  in  
a  v e ry  f e w  m in u te s . S u c h  p a t ie n ts  sho u ld  a lw a y s  b e  
in s tru c te d  to  k ee p  th e i r  bow els open .

Influenza o r  LaGrippe
I t  is  q u ite  r e f r e s h in g  th e s e  d a y s  to  re a d  o f  a  c lea rly  

defined  t r e a tm e n t  fo r  In flu e n z a  o r  L a  G rip p e . In  a n  a r t ic le  
in  th e  "L a n c e t-C lin ic ,”  D r. J a m e s  B ell o f N ew  Y o rk  C ity , 
s a y s  h e  is  conv inced  t h a t  too  m u c h  m e d ica tio n  is  b o th  u n 
n e c e ssa ry  a n d  in ju r io u s .

W h e n  ca lled  to  a  ca se  o f  L a G rip p e , t h e p a t i e n t i s  u su a lly  
seen  w h e n  th e  fe v e r  is p re s e n t , as  th e  ch ill w h ic h  occasion 
a lly  u s h e rs  in  th e  d isea se  h a s  g e n e ra lly  p assed  a w ay . D r. 
Bell th e n  o rd e rs  t h a t  th e  bow els b e  o pened  f re e ly  w ith  sa lts ,  
c i t r a te  o f  m a g n e s ia  o r  o th e r  la x a tiv e . F o r  th e  h ig h  fe v e r , 
s ev e re  h ea d ach e , p a in  a n d  g e n e ra l so ren ess , one  A n ti-  
k a m n ia  T a b le t e v e ry  tw o  h o u rs  is  q u ic k ly  fo llow ed  b y  
co m p le te  re lie f .

" T h e  efficiency o f  a n y  d r u g ,”  sa y s  D r. C. P . R obb ins, 
" is  k n o w n  to  u s  by  th e  r e s u l ts  w e  o b ta in  fro m  its  use . 
O ne o f  th e  p r in c ip a l sy m p to m s o f  a ll d isea se s  is  p a in , an d  
th i s  is  w h a t  th e  p a t ie n t  m o s t o f te n  a p p lie s  to  u s  fo r, i .  e~ 
so m e th in g  to  re liev e  h is  p a in . I f  w e can  a r r e s t  th is  p ro m p t
ly, th e  p a t ie n t  is  m o s t liab le  to  t r u s t  in  u s  fo r  th e  o th e r  
rem ed ie s  w h ich  w ill e ffec t a  p e rm a n e n t  c u re . O ne rem edy  
w h ic h  I  h av e  u sed  la rg e ly  in  m y  p ra c t ic e  is A n ti-k a m n ia  
T a b le ts . M any  a n d  v a r ie d  a r e  th e i r  u ses . I h a v e  p u t  th e m  
to  th e  t e s t  on  m a n y  o ccasions , a n d  h av e  n e v e r  been  d is
a p p o in te d . I fo u n d  th e m  esp ec ia lly  v a lu ab le  f o r  h e a d ach es  
o f  m a la ria l o rig in , w h e re  q u in in e  w as  b e in g  ta k e n . T hey  
a p p e a r  to  p re v e n t th e  bad  a f te r -e f fe c ts  o f th e  q u in in e . 
A n ti-k a m n ia  T a b le ts  a re  a lso  e x c e lle n t fo r  th e  h ead ach es  
fro m  im p ro p e r  d ig e stio n ; a lso  fo r  h e a d ach es  o f  a  n e u ra lg ic  
o rig in , an d  e sp ec ia lly  fo r  w om en  s u b je c t to  p a in s  a t  c e r ta in  
tim es. O ne o r  tw o  A n ti-k a m n ia  T a b le ts  e v e ry  tw o  o r  
th re e  h o u rs  g iv e  p ro m p t r e l ie f .”

Acute Rheumatism
I n  th e  h a n d s  o f  one  o b se rv e r  w e  find th a t  a  c e r ta in  d ru g  

h a s  been  u sed  w ith  th e  u tm o s t s a tis fa c tio n ; o th e r s  h a v e  
fo u n d  th e  sam e rem ed y  to  be a  g r e a t  d is a p p o in tm e n t. 
A ll p h y s ic ia n s  h o w ev er a g re e  t h a t  ev e ry  m e th o d  o f  t r e a t 
m e n t  is a ided  by th e  a d m in is tra tio n  o f  som e rem ed y  to  
re lie v e  th e  p a in  a n d  q u ie t  th e  n e rv o u s  s y s te m , a n d  D r. 
W . S. S c h u ltz e  e x p re s s e s  th e  op in ion  o f  th o u s a n d s  o f 
p ra c t i t io n e rs  w h en  he  say s  t h a t  A n ti-k a m n ia  T a b le ts  
sho u ld  be g iv e n  p re fe re n c e  o v e r a ll o th e r  rem e d ie s  fo r  
r e l ie f  o f  th e  p a in  in  all fo rm s  o f  rh e u m a tism . T h e y  a re  
a lso  u n s u rp a s se d  fo r  h ea d ach es , n e u ra lg ia  a n d  a ll p a in .

Indigestion Dyspepsia
A re  you  d is tre s s e d  a f t e r  e a tin g ?  Do you h a v e  n a u s e a  

w h en  r id in g  in  th e  ca rs , o r  on  th e  t r a in  o r  boat? T a k e  one  
A -K  T a b le t an d  g e t  re lie f .

When to Take Anti-Kamnia Tablets
As a Pain Reliever— In headache, m igraine, coryza, la grippe and its  after-effects.
As an Anodyne or Sedative— In indigestion, gastralg ia , dyspepsia, hysteria, insomnia, 

car-sickness, sea-sickness, worry and sigh t-seer’s fatigue.
As an Antipyretic— In in te rm itten t, puerperal and malarial fevers, bronchitis, pleurisy, etc. 
A s an Anti-Neuralgic—In acute or chronic neuralgia, facial neuralgia, earache, tooth

ache and pains of sciatica.
As an Anti-Rheum atic—For the pain in acute or chronic rheum atism  and gout.

All genuine Anti-kamnia Tablets bear the 
in any quantity or in 10c and 25c packages, 
on getting them.

/K  monogram. At all druggists 
Ask for A-K Tablets and insist

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that van mention A l l -Story W e e k l y .



Rates Now
On 1000 Oliver Typewriters —  Perfect Machines 

Unbeatable Bargains —  Prices We Can’t Print
These world-famous visible writing Olivers are a ll fresh from th e  factory. Thou

sands havd been sold at $100, but on this special lot we propose to save you both the salesm an’s 
commission and the agent’s commission. We don’t dare print our terrific reduction, for we 
can’t tell how long we can supply these typewriters at this price. Hence we ask you to mail us 
your name and address so we can tell you in confidence. After you get our unbeatable offer, 
all you have to do is notify us to send one of these superb Olivers on trial. You don’t need to 
send a penny until you have tried it. When you are satisfied, we let you remit a trifle once a 
month till paid for. Our term s amount to  only 13c a  day; and surely y o u ’ll never miss tha t.

OLIVER Life Guarantee
Why pay others 75 to 78J4 per cent more than our price for this standard size Oliver? Why 

buy a typewriter guaranteed for only one year when we guarantee this Oliver No. 5 for life?
It brings you typewriter trium phs unexcelled by any machine on earth, and will write any 

form from the size of a postage stamp to a wide legal document.
The down-stroke U-shaped type bar gives double strength and double life and makes more 

carbon copies than any other machine on the market. Experts marvel a t Oliver’s light touch— 
one-third lighter than any other made. Saves your energy—rests your fingers.

Errors in writing quickly and easily corrected by use of handy Back-Spacer. Built-in 
Tabulator lets you write columns of figures like lightning.

Universal Keyboard writes 84 characters and letters, yet you control them all with only 2 8  
keys. Easiest, simplest, handiest keyboard known.

No Money Down 
FREE Trial First 

A Year to Pay
V is ib le  W r i te r  
V is ib le  R e a d e r  
A u to m a tic  Spacer  
In - B u i l t  T a b u la to r  
U n iv e rsa l K eyb o a rd  
U -S h a p e d  Type B a r  
H a n d y  B a c k  - S pacer  
W r ite s  8 4  L e tte r s  a n d  C haracters  
L ife t im e  G uaran tee

A ccessories Free
C o m p le te  A c c e s s o ry  O u tf it — 

M e ta l O ffice C a s e ,  B ru s h e s ,  O il, 
S c re w d r iv e r , T y p e w r i te r  R ib b o n , 
C a rb o n  P a p e r ,  s e t  o f in s tru c t io n s ,  
e tc ., in c lu d ed  f r e e .  W e  ev e n  s e n d  
p ra c t ic e  p a p e r ,  s o  it w ill c o s t  
y o u  a b s o lu te ly  n o th in g  to  t r y  th is  
m a s t e r  m a c h in e . E v e n  th e  n o v ic e  
c a n  s t a r t  a n d  w r ite  th e  d a y  th is  
O liv e r a r r i v e s .  N o  e x p e rie n c e  
n e c e s s a ry .

This Price While They Last

/
e n  I B,

r Aa

W e ’ll s a v e  y o u  m o re  m o n e y  th a n  y o u  e v e r  
th o u g h t  it  w a s  p o s s ib le  to  s a v e  on  th e  p r ic e  
o f  a  ty p e w r i te r . B u t o u r  s e c r e t  r e d u c t io n  
a p p l ie s  to  b u t  1000 m a c h in e s .  W h en  
th e s e  a r e  g o n e  y o u r  c h a n c e  is  g o n e
A ll in q u ir ie s  w ill b e  n u m b e re d  a n d  
answ ered*  a c c o rd in g  to  tu rn .  S o  
d o n ' t  d e l a y .  M a il th e  c o u p o n  
a t  o n c e —s e n d  no  m o n e y —b u t  
g e t  o u r  o ffe r b y  r e t u r n  m a i l .

T yp ew riters  
D istrib u tin g S y n d ica te  
, D ep t. 5 1 4 2  

1 5 1 0  W ab ash  A v e . 
C h icago

I  am  in te r e s te d  in  owning* 
a  ty p e w r i te r  a n d  w ould  l ik e

to  h a v e  y o u r la te s t  c u t  p r ic e  
a n d  easy  p a y m e n t p la n  o n  a  No. 5 O liv er. 

I  in c u r  n o  o b l ig a t io n  in  a s k in g  f o r  y o u r  o ffer.

i v e y ---------* 1

W n  S  O l i v e r  ®

N a m e .

m # t  A d d r e s s ______ ________________________________  B
Typew riters Distributing Syndicate ..................................................................
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