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Matchless 
for the 

Complexion

About Wrinkles
If the skin be kept soft and sm ooth, w rinkles may be 
staved off almost indefinitely. But the question is—  
H o w  is it possible to achieve this?

The Natural Way of Preventing Wrinkles 
is to use

Pears’ Soap
T h e  soap that was invented 125 years ago for this 
special purpose, and has never been equalled for its 
exquisite em ollient and skin-vivifying properties.

Its action is at once protective and preservative, m ain
taining the skin in a healthy condition and retaining 
its youthful freshness.

The Great 
English 

Complexion 
Soap

“ A l l  rights secured”
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THE ' ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.
T

Dancing is delightful
of the Victrolat o  t h e  m u s i c

Ever}' one enjoys dancing to music o f such splendid volume, 
such clearness and perfect rhythm— and the Victrola plays as 
long as any one wants to dance.

The Victrola brings to you all kinds o f 
music and entertainment, superbly rendered 
by the world’s greatest artists who make 
records exclusively for the Victor. ( A ^

A ny V ictor dealer will gladly play the latest dance music 
or any other m usic you  wish to  hear. There are V ictors 
and V ictrolas in great variety of styles from  $10 to S500.

V icto r  Talking M achine Co., Camden, N. J., U. S. A.
Berliner Gramophone Co., Montreal, Canadian Distributors

New V ictor Records dem onstrated at all dealers on the 28th o f each month

In ansicerinff this advertisement it is desirable that you mention T h b  A kgost .



THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

electrica lly  sealed  w ith  
a “ SEAL OF PURITY”  

so absolute  that it is 
w ater-p roo f, dam p- 

' p ro o f , dust* 
\ p ro o f — even  

| a ir -p r o o f.

J t ’ s  c le a n , p u r e ,  
h e a lth f u l  if  it ’ s 

W R IG L E Y ’ S

G ive regular aid to  teeth, 
breath , appetite and d igestion . 
It ’s the safe  b esid es  delicious  
and beneficial c o n fe c t io n !

BUY IT BY THE BOX

E a ch  b o x  co n ta in s  tw e n ty  5  cen t 
p a c k a g e s . T h e y  s ta y  fre s h  u n til used .

Chew it after every meal «p<
-  ■ *

SPE A R M IN T

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention T hu  A rgosy .
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A  F U L L  B O O K -L E N G T H  N O V E L  C O M P L E T E
R O S A L I N D  A N D  T H E  F O R T Y  T H I E V E S . . . . . . . .......captain  s . s . Harrin gton  2 4 1

F o r  sh e e r  d e x te r ity  o f  in ven tion , this n o v e l b y  th e  a u th or  o f  " B r e a k in g  In to  W e s t  
P o in t "  b e a ts  a n y th in g  h e  has e v e r  d o n e . O n c e  y o u  a re  c a u g h t  in th e  m esh es  
o f  th e  p lo t  th ere  isn 't an y th in g  to  sa v e  y o u  from  re a d in g  it b u t  th e  last p a ra g ra p h , 
a n d  y o u  m ust arrive at that b y  th e  sw ift  c h a p te rs  that le a d  to  it. H e r e  is a  c le a n , 
sw ift  story  w ritten  for  th e  en terta in m en t o f  th e  re a d e r , a n d  that fa ct  n e v e r  is o v e r 
lo o k e d  b y  th e  a u th or . It is a m ystery  w ith  a g r ip — a w h o lly  " w o r t h  w h i le "  story.

A  C O M P L E T E  N O V E L E T T E
A  S O N  O F  T H E  A G E S ........................................................................................ Stanley  Waterloo  3 2 6

T h is  is rea lly  a  n o v e l, c o v e r in g  th e  b e g in n in g s  o f  th e  h u m a n  ra c e  fro m  th e  prim al 
v o lca n ic  d a y s  to  C aesar’ s le g io n s  in Britain , s h o w in g  in su cce ss iv e  g e n e ra t io n s  the  
a d v a n c e  o f  the  h u m a n  m in d  a n d  th e  d is co v e r ie s  a n d  in ven tion s w h ic h  h a v e  b ro u g h t  
us to  th e  p resen t a g e . T h e  first c lu b , th e  first b o a t , th e  first fire , th e  first c o p p e r  
—  w ith o u t  th ese  th ings the  ra c e  u n d o u b te d ly  n e v e r  c o u ld  h a v e  ex is te d . T h e  
a u th o r  sp en t tw e n ty  or thirty yea rs  s tu d y in g  th e  ea rly  h istory  o f  m a n k in d , a n d  his 
" T h e  S to ry  o f  A b "  is a classic . T h is  n o v e le t te  w ill b e  p u b lis h e d  in  b o o k  form  
at ten  tim es the p rice  o f  o n e  c o p y  o f  T H E  A R G O S Y .  It c o m b in e s  e d u ca t io n  w ith  
en terta in m en t, for  it is b a s e d  o n  sc ien tific  fa cts , a lth o u g h  p u t in to  fic t io n  fo rm , 
m ix e d  w ith  thrills.

N IN E S H O R T  S T O R IE S
R E D  H A W K  A N D  A R T E M I S ..............................................................james Francis dw yer  4 0 0

A  story  w ith  se v e ra l surprises a n d  a k ick  like a  M issou r i m ule .

T H E  H E A R T  O F  A  C H I L D ........................................................................................... jim  fellom 4 1 5
l A  W e s t e r n  S to r y  b y  th e  a u th or  o f  "H a ir t r ig g e r  M a n n in g "  a n d  " D e s e r t  L o o t . "

T H E  " P O C K E T  M I N E R "  S K I P P E R  ............. ..................................john Fleming wilson 4 3 3
A  sea  story  b y  a  m an  fa m ou s fo r  his tales o f  th e  sea  a n d  ships.

T H E  S N A K E - S K I N  B R A C E L E T ....................................................... perley poore  sheehan 4 4 4
A  q u e e r  story  o f  q u e e r  h a p p e n in g s  to ld  b y  a  q u e e r  ch a ra c te r .

B R E A K I N G  T H E  M A R R I A G E  M O N O P O L Y .........................................Ho w a r d  fay  4 5 1

T H E  R E S C U E  O F  A N D R O M E D A ................................................................. Charles carey  4 5 6

A  R A B B I T  R A G O U T ...............................................................................................................I. F. FERRIS 4 6 0
T H E  B I S H O P  W H O  W A S  N O T ................................................................. H. BEDF0RD-J0NES 4 6 4

" N A V Y  S T Y L E " . . .........................................................................................................................ERIC LEVISON 4 7 0

T H E  LOG-BOOK.—  Chats with the readers about various things.......................................... THE EDITOR 4 7 3

I S S U E D  M O N T H L Y  B Y  T H E  F R A N K  A .  M V N S E Y  C O M P A N Y  
175 Fifth Avenue, New York, and Temple House, Temple Avenue, E. C., London

j Frank A. Monait, President Richaeo H. T n u iim ii, SECwtEzy CHEirroraiE H. Fort, Tmamw
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FREE
$15 Drawing Outfit
But you must write at once. This offer is limited. 
I  make this most exceptional great offer only 
to a limited num ber of selected students.—Just 
think of i t ! A  com plete, regular Draftsman’s 
$15 W orking Outfit with high grade Im ported 
German Silver Set of Instruments—all free.

Be a Draftsman!
Draw $125 to $175 per month at once

Big demand for skilled draftsmen. Calls every day 
for men to fill positions paying from $125.00 to $175.00 
per month. Many positions paying $75 to $100 per week 
always open. Work is light, pleasant and profitable. 
Unlimited opportunities for expert draftsmen and 
designers. Mail coupon for valuable book, “ Successful, 
Drafting." # It explains how y o u  can become a skilled 
draftsman in a short time. It’s free.

will inslruct
yon personallyChief Draftsman

I  am Chief D ra fts m a n  o f a
large and well known company.
I  will instruct you p e r s o n a l l y  —

five  you just the kind o f  train- 
ng you need to enable you to get 

one o f  the big jobs. At this tim e 
I  can accommodate a few more 
men. I f  you write me a t one#
I  will send you my book, “ Sue. 
cessful D rafting,"  w i t h  f u l l  
particulars—all f re e . But yon mint 
write to mo — or send coupon now.
Earn W h ile  L earn in g

I  G u a ra n te e
T o  instruct you until 
competent and placed 
in a position at a regu
lar salary, p a y i n g  
from  $ 1 2 5 .0 0  to 
$175.00 per m onth 
and furnish you free 
$15 W orking Outfit 
at once.

FREE
O utfit Coupon \

You can start as soon as you enroll, 
making-$6 to $10 per day, working; 
for me at home. W rit© to d a y .

C h ie f D raftsm an : 
E n gin eer ’s 

E quipm en t C o.
Div. 1075 Chicago, 111.\

Mail Free Coupon Now
[ will send my new book “ Suc
cessful Draftsmanship ”  if 

you write at once, absolutely 
\  free—also particulars about

my offer to a few ambitious 
W ithout any obligation on \  *'£.nL£>make fr?!ume, please mail your book $2,500 to So,000 a year. No
“  Successful Draftsmanship ”  ^  obi i ^
and full particulars of your lib 
eral “ Personal Instruction” 
offer to a few students. It is un
derstood that I am obligated in no 
way whatever.

\
you in sending the coupon.

Chief 
Draftsman

Division 1075 
E n g i n e e r ’ s  V E q u i p m e n t  

\  C o .  (In c.)
\  CHICAGO. 

\  ILL.
...

\

A  Happy 

Marriage
Depends largely on a 

knowledge o f  the whole 
truth about self and 

sex and tbeir relation to life and health. 
This know ledge does not com e intelli
gently  of itself, nor correctly from  ordinary 
everyday sources.

Se x o l o g y
(Illu stra ted )

B y W illiam  H . W alling, A .  /If., M . D ., 
Imparts in a clear, wholesom e way, in one 
volum e :

Knowledge a Young Man Should Have.
Knowledge a Young Husband Should H a v e . 
Knowledge a Father Should Have.
Knowledge a Father Should Impart to H is  Son. 
Medical Knowledge a Husband Should H ave.

Knowledge a Young W oman Should Have.
Knowledge a Young W ife Should Have.
Knowledge a Mother Should Have.
Knowledge a Mother Should Impart to H e r  D aughter 
Medical Knowledge a W ife Should Have.

A ll in on e  v o lu m e , illustrated , $ 2 , postpaid .
Write for ‘ ‘ Other People’s Opinions”  and Table of Contents.

Puritan Pub. Co., 750 Perry Bldg., Phila., ? a.

F U N K  &  W A G N A L LS

NEW STANDAptil
DICTIONARY

a r y ;  o v e r

7,000 illus-

Made by 380 of the world ̂ authorit J  
leading scholars. C o n -# the Engl;sh 
tains t h o u s a n d s #  l
more vocabulary ^throughout the 
terms than anyV^civilized world.
other D iction -#  “ the BEST”

* I am con vin ced  that your n ew  I 
unabridged is the best kit o f  tools  I 

. I possess in m y library .” —Jack  I
trations. L on don,the  popular Am erican author, f

U. S. DEPT. OF EDUCATION
'* Th is great w ork  can not fail to be  a dis

tinct contribution to English scholarship.”  I 
H on . Ph ilander P . C laxton , U nited Stales | 

C om m issioner of-Education.
Foil Line o f Abridged Standard Dictionaries

Q 17 N  f t  F O R  containing Beautiful Colored Plat© : also five I 
O Ei 11 U  L \J IV full-page plates showing the famous Diamonds I 
r n r r  h a a i t  of the World, weight, size, etc.; typical I 
r  K L L  l> U U Iv  United States Warships: modern Railroad I 

Equipments; Astronomical Phenomena ; dif- [ 
ferent types of Flying Machines; besides many other interesting | 
pages describing the New Standard Dictionary.
FUNK & WAGNALLS COMPANY, Dept. 26. NEW YORK

In answering any advertisement on this  i* is desirable that you mention T h i  A iq o s t .



is to put the reader in touch imme> 
diately with the newest needfuls for 
the home, office, farm, or person; to 
offer, or seek, an unusual business 
opportunity, or to suggest a service 
that may be performed satisfactorily 
through correspondence. It will pay 
a housewife or business man equally 
well to read these advertisements 
carefully,

C l a s s i f i e d  
R a t e s  in  

T h e  M u n s e y  M a g a z i n e s
Line Hate

The M unsey . . . .  $2.00 
The Cavalier (W eek ly ) .60
T h e A r g o s y .....................1.30
Railroad M an’s Maga

z i n e .....................
All-Story W eek ly  . , .80

$6.50,
Ju n e Argosy Form s Close A p ril lSth.

Special 
Combiutioa l  

Rate 
$ 5 .2 0  

Less 3« cash 
discount.

h-ret In Businas”  is a booklet that Oils how to 
cist sucftss/uiiy in the classified deiartruent* of the 
sty Publications, if a tied anywhere on request.

AGEN TS &  SALESMEN W AN TED
E X C L U S I V E  T E R R I T O R Y  N O W  B E I N G  A L L O T T E D  FO R  

Little Giant Lift and Force Pump. Only thing of its kind; 
it has free field wherever there’s plumbing. Removes all stop
pages in pipes, saves plumbers’ bills, prevents noxious gases. 
Everyone wants it, everyone can afford it, everyone can 
operate it. As strong in business world as among homes. 
Selling at top speed. 50,000 already in use. I can grant you 
absolute monopoly and fix you for life, if you are the right 
man. Address at once, .7. E. Kennedy, Dept. A. I'., 30 
East 4 2nd St root. New York City.

A G E N T S ,  S 1 G N M E N — Make $5 -$ l0  dally handling  our Meta l
lic. Letters, best, cheapest. Independence; your own business. 
Xo experience required: we show how. Sample, instructions free. 
New York Sign Letter Co., Arbuckle Bldg., Brooklyn, X. Y.

I F  $50.00 A  W E E K  S U R E  I N T E R E S T S  Y O U ,  send us 
your  name on a postal today. Besides, we give you a free
suit of the swellest clothes you ever wore. Samples and full 
particulars by return mail if you write today. We pay all
express charges. Paragon Tailoring Co., Dept. 502, Chicago.

A G E N T S  — H A N D K E R C H I E F S .  D R E S S  G O O D S .  Carleton 
made $S.OO one afternoon; Mrs. Bosworth $25.00 in two days. 
Free Samples. Credit. Stamp brings particulars. Freeport Mfg.
Co.. 38 Main__Street, Brooklyn, X. V . ______________________

A G E N T S — 300 P E R  C E N T  P R O F I T — S E L L  115 N E E D L E S  
IN  C A S E ,  T E N  C E N T S .  Sell on sight. Our new plan does
the work. 25 cent sample outfit 10 cents; purchase direct
from importer. Particulars free. National Needle Company,
410 Granite Building, St._Louis, M o . ________________________

W E  W A N T  A  R E P R E S E N T A T I V E ,  a high -class man, to
handle our patented office specialty. An exceptional opportunity 
for clean-cut men. If you want to make a reliable, permanent 
and profitable connection, write us today. The Universal 
Specialty Co., 121 E. 27th Street. New York City.__

A G E  N T S vT a  N T E D  . — AGENTS MAKE 500 PER 
C E N T .  P R O F I T  selling “  Novelty Sign Cards." Merchants
buy 10 to 100 on sight. 800 varieties. Catalogue Free.
Sullivan Co., 1233 VV. Van Buren Street, Chicago, 111.______

C O S T S  3c S E T .  S E L L  15c TO  25c. H O M E S  B U Y  12 TO  
40 S E T S .  H O T E L S  H U N D R E D S .  Anyone can attach. Gliding 
Casters. Xo rollers. Save carpets, furniture, floors. Carried in 
pocket. Samples free. Evergrip Co., 20C Warren St., X. Y.

S I L K  H O S E  F R E E  to Agents Sell ing Famous  Triplewear 
guaranteed hosiery. All grades cotton and silk direct from 
mill. Great money making proposition. $30 week. Write to-day.
Triplewear__Mills, Dept.__ II - 5, So. 13th,_Phil adelph i a,___Pa.

E V E R Y  D A Y  W E  F I N D  i f  M O R E  D I F F I C U L T  to pick real 
good salesmen. Still we offer the most profitable deal of the 
season. Where are all the money-makers? We’re waiting.
Specialties^ Supply Co., 106 Fulton Street, New York City.

A G E  N T  S  —  R E D  H O T  5U M M E R  S E L L E R7^oncentrated 
soft drinks—orangeade, grape, raspberry, etc. 7 kinds. Small 
package—-enormous demand. Whirlwind sales —astonishing profits. 
Get it quick, while it’s new. Write to-day for full particulars. 
American Products Co., 3004 Sycamore St., Clncinna11. Ohio.

A G E N T S — W E  F U R N I S H  Y O U  S A M P L E S  and Wholesale 
Catalogue absolutely free. Sell guaranteed hosiery, under
wear, shirts, and handkerchiefs, direct to homes. Write
Madison Mills, 588 Broadway, New York City._______________

AGENTS: Snappiest Household Line on Earth. Red hot 
sellers, steady repeaters. Over 150 different articles. Goods 
guaranteed. 100ft profit. Write quick—hurry. E. M. FeUuian,
Sales Manager, C70S Sycamore Street,__Cincinnati, Ohio.____

A  T W O - M I N U T E  D E M O N S T R A T I O N  Makes Every Call a 
Sale, with large profits. Positively biggest agents bonanza 
out. Free sample and particulars. G. V. Sales Company, 
10 Spruce Street, New York. • ________________________

AGENTS &  SALESMEN W AN TED

$50.00 A W E E K  UP. A LL  T H E  F R E E  C i< -; H E S  You
Want to Wear simply to advertise us. Write touay for seif
measuring blanks, style chart, big book of samples, etc. Send 
no money. A postal card brings all. We pay expressage on 
everything. American Woolen Mills Co., Dept. 502, Chicago.

A G  E N T S — Crescent Orangeade Powder makes finest drink im
aginable by just adding cold water and sugar. Many make 
$10 to $50 a day selling this delicious drink by the glass at 
Picnics, Ball Ganns, Dances, Fairs, Etc, Over 4c profit on 
every glass—35c on every dollar. Also Rig Money selling 
tiie powder to families, restaurants, stores, etc. Send a 
dime for enough for one gallon with catalogue, postpaid. 
Morrissey & Co. , 4117-20 Madison Street, Chicago, 11!.

A G E N T S .  W O U L D  Y O U  T A K E  A  S T E A D Y  J O B  where vou 
cancel car $20 to $3u weekly to start and work up to yearly profits 
of $3,tioij or more: No experience required. Great crew man
agers* proposition. We manufacture. Middlemen profits saved. Get 
posted on our 1014 exclusive territory, business-building, selling 

j plans. Act quick. E. M, Davis, Pres., K-22 Davis Blk., Chicago.
A G E N T S — T H E  B I G G E S T  M O N E Y  M A K E R  O U T  H ~ N

Y E A R S .  Concentrated Beer Extract. Makes real Beer by 
adding Water not Near-beer. Pocket Samples. Enormous 
demand—large sales long profits. Don’t delay—send postal
today. Tile Ambrew Co., Dept. 1033, Cincinnati^ O. ___

j W  A N T E D :  M E N  A N D  '  W O M E N  C A N  ~E A  R N $ 16.00
J TO  $35.00 P E R  W E E K  taking orders for our fast selling 
I seven bar box of high grade Toilet Soap. Bigger seller; 
| 100 per cent profit; repeat orders assured. Write at once for 
; full particular*. Crofts & Reed Co., Chicago. Dept. S-233.

A G E N T S — G R E A T E S T  V A L U E  E V  E R 0  F F E  R  E  D~ With 
every' sale of Duncan's Polish Mops a $1.00 can Cedar Polish 
absolutely free. Ninety cents profit on each sale. Ten to 

, fifteen sales daily easy. Duncan Brothers, 2617-IS Grand 
Avenue, Chicago.

L IV E  AG ENTS W A N T ED  FOR G U A R A N T EE D  l TnT ;
saves SO per cent; big repeater: 150 per cent profit; ex
clusive territory; permanent business. Stuart & Company, 
31__Unicm, Newark, New York.

H O N E S T ^  M A N  W A N T E D  IN  E A C H  T O W N  to distribute
free advertising premiums: $15.00 a week to start; ex
perience unnecessary. References required. Address McLean, 
Black je Co., 4_S. Beverly Street, Boston, Mass.

S A V E  Y O U R  L E G S . — W H Y  W O R K  SO  H A R D - F O R  S O  
little, when our line assures you large profits and the work 
requires such little effort*: Investigate this. Samples free.
Luther Gordon Co., 208 N. 5th Avenue, Chicago.

A G E N T S — $300.00 E V E R Y  M O N T H  S E L L I N G  our wonderful 
7 - Piece Kitchen Set. Send for sworn statement of $12.00 
daily profit. Outfit Free to workers. 1200 other fast sellers. 
Thomas Mfg. Co., 207 Third Street, Dayton. Ohio.________

A G E N T S  W A N T E D . — B E S T  P A Y I N G  A G E N C Y  P R O P O S I -
tlon in United States; assures you $1500.00 yearly; inexpe
rienced taught how to make $75.00 to $200.00 monthly. Let us 
show you. Novtlty_Cutlery Co., 77 Bar Street, Canton. Ohio.

A G E N T S — 5 0 0 %  P R O F I T .  Free Sample  Gold and Si lver Sign  
Letters for store fronts and office windows. Anyone can put 
on. Big demand everywhere. Write today for liberal offer to 
agents. Metallic Letter Co., 40!)_X. Clark, Chicago, U. S. A.

PORTRAIT AGENTS —  C RAY 0 NS, B ROM fDES, CONVEX 
PORTRAITS.  Rejects credited. Sheet Pictures. Best line of 
Frames. 30 days' time. Write for Catalog. B. G. Clarke, Dept. C, 
357 W. 63rd Street, Chicago, 111._____

A G E N T S :  2 5 0 %  P R O F I T .  W O N D E R F U L  L I T T L E  A R T I C L E .
Sells like wildfire. Can be carried in pocket. Write at once 
for free sample. H. Mathews. 1907 Third St., Dayton, Ohio.

W A N T E D — Sale sman to sell the latest 1914 model Cadillac 
Vacuum Cleaner and Electric and Hand Tower Combination 
Sweeper. Big profits. Sure sales. Get the agency. Clements 
Mfg. Company. Dept. 4, Chicago, 111. _____________________

W E  P A Y  Y O U  W E L L  TO  B E  A  " N A T I O N A L "  A G E N T .
Snappy goods: easy sales: big profits. Be quick for territory. 
Our Big Capital Backs You. Wm. J. Dick, Mgr., Dept. J-6,
Xo. 20 Lake Street, Chicago._________ ________________________

P H O T O  P I L L O W  T O P S ,  P O R T R A I T S .  F R A M E S .  S H E E T  
Pictures, Photo China  Plates. Rejects credited. Prompt ship
ments. Samples and catalogue free to agents. 30 days* credit. 
Ja9. C  Bailey Co., Desk C, Chicago, ill.

L A R G E  I N C O M E  S E L L I N G  S P E C I A L T Y  R U G S .  Colored 
illustrations and important information free. Sample rug for
warded prepaid, $1.00. Reference Boylston Natl. Bank, Boston. 
Dundee Mfg. Co., 46 Chauncy Street, Boston, Mass.

T W O  C A P A B L E  S A L E S P E O P L E  W A N T E D  In Your  Town.
Big commissions. Something absolutely new. Unusual oppor
tunity. Write Tolax Co., 23 Devereux Street, Utica, X. Y.

“ I W ILL  STA R T YOU EARNING $4.00 D AILY A T  HOME
In spare time, silvering mirrors. No capital. Anyone can do 
the work. Send for free instructive booklet, giving plans of 
operation. G. F. Redmond, Dept. B , Boston, Mass.

In answering any advertisement on this page if  <1 desirable that you mention T h i  A bgost .
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HELP WANTED
B E  A  D E T E C T I V E .  W R I T E  J O H N  J. G I L L E S ,  L I C E N S E D  

A N D  B O N D E D  New York State Detective. Earn big 
money. Retired member New York Police Department. 
Twenty-two years' experience. 254 Huguenot Street, New 
Rochelle, N. Y. Investigation Solicited.

L A D I E S  M A K E  S H I E L D S  A T  H O M E .  $10.00 P E R  100.
Work sent prepaid to reliable women. Particulars for stamped 
addressed envelope. Eureka Co., Dept. 41, Ivalamazoo, Mich.

B E  A D E T E C T I V E . — E A R N  F R O M  $150.00 to $300.00 per
month. Travel over the world. Write C. T. Ludwig, 126 West- 
over Building, Kansas City, Mo.

W R I T E  M O V I N G  P I C T U R E  P L A Y S ;  $10.00 to $100.00
each; constant demand; devote all or spare time; experience, 
literary ability or correspondence course unnecessary. Details 
free. Atlas Publishing Co., 3165 Atlas Bank Bldg., Cincinnati, O.

P I N K E R T O N  & CO. f U N I T E D  S T A T E S  D E T E C T I V E  
A G E N C Y ,  Boyce Building, Chicago, force the payment of bad 
accounts everywhere. Salesmen wanted to sell contracts.

G O V E R N M E N T  P O S I T I O N S  P A Y  B IG  M O N E Y .  Examina
tions everywhere soon. Get prepared by former United States 
Civil Service Examiner. 64 page booklet free. Write to-day. 
Patterson Civil Service School, Box 1403, Rochester, N. Y.

M E N  O F  I D E A S  A N D  I N V E N T I V E  A B I L I T Y  should write 
for new "  Lists of Needed Inventions," Patent Buyers, and 
" IIow to Get Your Patent and Your Money." Advice free. 
Randolph & Co., Patent Attorneys, Dept. 40, Washington, D. C.

B E  A  D E T E C T I V E — E A R N  $150.00 TO  $300.00 M O N T H L Y .
Easy work; we show you; open to all; experience unnecessary. 
Full particulars mailed to you. Write Wagner, 1243 Lexington 
Avenue, New Y'ork, Department 296.

W A N T E D — M E N  18 TO  35 A S  G O V E R N M E N T  R A I L W A Y  
M A I L  C L E R K S .  $75.00 month. Examinations everywhere 
soon. Schedule and sample questions free. Write imme
diately. Franklin Institute, Dept. F- l ,  Rochester, N. Y\

B E  A D E T E C T I V E — B IG  W A G E S .  S E E  T H E  W O R L D .
Write Detective Johnson, Department 19, Houseman Block, 
Grand Rapids, Mich.

WOMEN AGENTS
A G E N T S  W A N T E D  TO  S E L L  B R A S S I E R E S ,  

N I G H T  G O W N S ,  C O M B I N A T I O N S ,  A N D  C O R S E T S  ON 
S A L A R Y  A N D  C O M M I S S I O N .  Quick results assured. 
Reel m itz Bros., 142-146 West. 24 th St., New Y'ork City.

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES
$1,500 M A D E  O N E  M O N T H .  You might just as well make as 

much. Perrin, Cal., took in $380 one day. Almost the enormous 
profit of 400#. $1 cash returned you for every 25c spent. Not 
theory! Not guess work! But actual bonafide proven records of 
profits. Long’s Popcorn Crlspette Machine greatest money 
maker in the world. Presses out delicious Crispettes and 
profits like money is pressed in a mint. Everybody likes 
Crispettes—children, young people, grown-ups. Endless de
mand. Open small store. Start anywhere. Making money is 
certain. Our big, new book tells all about it. Send for it 
to-day. W. Z. Long Co., S69 High Street, Springfield, Ohio.

A D V E R T I S E R S ,  M A I L  D E A L E R S !  O U R  A D V E R T I S I N G  
G U I D E  gives rates, circulation of 2,000 different publications, 
includes 30 mail order plans. Sent Complete 10c. Dearborn 
Advertising Agency, 517 Franklin Building, Chicago.

TELEGRAPHY
T E L E G R A P H Y — M O R S E  A N D  W l  R E L E S S — Railway account

ing (station agency) taught quickly, and Railroad and Western 
Union wires and complete Marconi Wireless Station in school. 
Oldest and largest school. Expenses low—can earn part. Positions 
secured. Catalog free. Dodge's Institute, 10th St., Valparaiso, Ind.

STAM PS AN D  RARE COINS
S T A M P  C O L L E C T I N G  I S  I N T E R E S T I N G ,  I N 

S T R U C T I V E  and profitable. Only 10 cents starts you with 
Album and 53S stamps, including Rhodesia, Jamaica 
(Waterfalls), China (Dragon), Malay (Tiger), etc. Big
lists and $3 Coupons Free! We Buy  Stamps. Hussman Stamp Co., 
Department P, St. Louis, Mo.

W A T C H  Y O U R  C H A N G E .  M A N Y  R A R E  C O I N S  W O R T H
100 per cent premium and more circulating- Right now we 
pay $1.00 to $1000.00 for rare dates to 1909. Get Posted. 
Send only 4 cents. Get our Large Illustrated Coin Circular. 
Numismatic Bank, Dept. M, Fort Worth, Texas.

$4.25 P A ID  FOR F LY IN G  E A G LE  CEN T S D AT ED  1856.
We pay a cash premium on hundreds of old coins. Send 10c at 
once for New Illustrated Coin Value Book, 4x7. It may mean 
your fortune. Clarke & Co., Coin Dealers, Box 101, Le Roy, N. Y.

PATENT ATTORNEYS
P A T E N T S  T H A T  P R O T E C T  A N D  P A Y .  A D V I C E

A N D  B O O K S  F R E E .  Highest references. Best results. 
Promptness assured. Send sketch or model for free search. 
Watson E. Coleman, 624 F  Street Washington, D. C.

P A T E N T  S E C U R E D  O R  F E E  R E T U R N E D .  S E N D  S K E T C H
for free report as to patentability. Guide Book aud What  to 
Invent, with valuable list of Inventions Wanted, sent free. 
One Mil l ion  Dolla rs offered for one invention. Patents se
cured by us advertised free in World's Progress; sample free. 
Victor J. Evans &. Co., Washington, i>, C.
* >  a T E ~ N  T  S , T R A DE - M A R K S  A N D  C O P Y R I G H T S .  Our
hand book on patents will be sent free on request. All 
patents secured through us are described without cost to the 
patentee in the Scientific American. Munn & Co., Patent At
torneys, 371 Broadway, New York. Washington Office, 625 F 
Street, Washington, D. C.

P A T E N T  Y O U R  I D E A S .  $9,000.00 O F F E R E D  F O R  C E R T A I N  
I N V E N T I O N S .  Book "H ow  to Obtain a Patent" and "W hat to 
Invent" sent free. Send rough sketch for free report as to 
patentability. We advertise your patent for sale at our ex
pense. Established 16 years. Address C hand lee & Chandlee, 
Patent Attorneys, 933 1' Street, Washington, D. C.

“  P R I Z E S  F O R  P A T E N T S . ”  "  M O N E Y  IN  P A T E N T S . ”
"H o w  To Get Your Patents And Money." "W h y  Some 
Inventors F a il."  "  Needed 1 mentions." Sent free. Randolph 
& Co., 629 F  Street, Washington, D. C.

U N I T E D  S T A T E S  A N D  F O R E I G N  P A T E N T S  and Trade- 
Marks. Free book and opinion as to patentability. Joshua 
It. H. Potts, Patent Lawyer, 8 Dearborn St., Chicago; 929 
Chestnut St., Philadelphia; 805 G St., Washington.

I D E A S  W A N T E D — M A N U F A C T U R E R S  A R E  W R I T I N G
for patents procured through me. Three books with list 200 
inventions wanted, sent free. Advice Free. I get patent or 
no fee. R. B. Owen, 68 Owen Building, Washington, D. C.

MUSIC AND SHEET MUSIC
S O N G  P O E M S  W A N T E D — I ' V E  P A I D  W R I T E R S  T H O U 

S A N D S  IN  R O Y A L T I E S .  Send me samples of your work for 
free criticism, or write for valuable free booklet and  moat 
liberal, legitimate proposition offered. Absolute protection. 
Established sixteen years. Numerous .successes. John T. Hall, 
I'resident, 15 Columbus Circle, New Y'ork.

S O N G  P O E M S  W A N T E D :  M O N E Y  IN  S U C C E S S F U L
S O N G S .  Send us your poems for examination. We revise, write 
the music, pay for aud secure copyright in your name, arrange 
for orchestra and furnish song slides. Particulars, terms and 
book, "  How Music Makes Money," free. C. L. Fartec Co., 
406 Astor Theatre Building, New Y'ork.

S O N G  P O E M S  W A N T E D .  We will write music to your 
words, publish, advertise and copyright in your name. Send us 
your song poems or melodies. Instructive booklet free. Marks- 
Goldsmitli Co., Dept. 26, Washington, D. C.

PIANOS
A  U S E D  P I A N O  W I T H  T H E  M A N U F A C T U R E R ’S  guarantee

gives the best value; we have many of the different standard 
makes from $125.00 up, original cost three times that; delivery 
free anywhere, and very easy terms. The Pease name guaran
tees fair dealing. Write for bargain list. Address Pease Pianos, 
Leggett Avenue and Barry Street, Bronx, N. Y.

MOTION PICTURE PLAYS-ACTING
M O T I O N  P I C T U R E  P L A Y S  W A N T E D .  Y O U  C A N  W R I T E  

T H E M .  We teach you by mail. No experience needed. 
Big demand. Good pay. This is the original photoplay 
school—the one which turns out graduates who sell their 
plays. Details free. Associated Motion Picture Schools, 
611 Sheridan Road, Chicago.

W R I T E  M O V I N G  P I C T U R E  P L A Y S ;  $10.00 to $100.00
each; constant demand; devote all or spare time; experience, 
literary ability or correspondence course unnecessary. Details 
free. Atlas Publishing Co., 316 Atlas Bank Bldg., Cincinnati, O.

$1200.00 A  Y E A R  W R I T I N G  M O V I N G  P I C T U R E  P L A Y S .
Y’ ou can write them. Turn your ideas into dollars. We teach only 
sure method. Send for free book of valuable information and special 
prize offer. Chicago Photo Play College, Box 278I.U, Chicago.
~ 1  G U A R A N T E E  $10 F O R ~  F I R S T  P H O T O - P L A Y  Y O U  
W R I T E  after taking my easy lessons. Special reason for this 
startling offer. Obtain free booklet. "How To Write Photoplays," 
at once. Elbert Moore, Box 772AE. Chicago.

GAMES A N D  ENTERTAIN M EN TS
P L A Y S ,  V A U D E V I L L E  S K E T C H E S .  M ON OL06 U E S ,  Dia

logues, Speakers, Minstrel Material, Jokes, Recitations, Tableaux, 
Drills, Entertainments, Make Up Goods. Large Catalog free. 
T. S. Denison & Co., Dept. 43, Chicago.

CACHOO (harmless sneeze powder) one 10c; 18 for $1; 100
for $4. "Chicken Inspector”  or "Sheriff by Heck" badges In 
10c and 15c qualities. Also catalogue of Wigs and Make-ups for 
Theatricals. Ewing Supply House. 717 N. Water St., Decatur, III.

In anstoering any advertisement on this page it  is desirable that you mention T h e  A bqobt.
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TYPEW RITERS
T Y P E W R I T E R  F O R  $5.00, S T A N D A R D  M A K E ;  other 

bargains If taken quickly. Write for further particulars. 
Rebuilt machines guaranteed. Supplies at lowest rates. 
Standard Typewriter Exchange, 31 Park Row, New York.

G E N U IN E  T Y P E W R IT E R  B A R G A IN S : no matter what
make, will quote you lowest prices and easiest terms, or rent, 
allowing rental on price. Write for big bargain list and cata
logue 16. L. J. Peabody, 286 Devonshire St., Boston, Mass. 
~ T Y P E W R IT E R S -—A ll Makes. Agents Wanted. Prices from 
$5.00 to $50.00. All guaranteed. Free trial allowed. Send for 
illustrated catalogue. Ribbons 4 for $1.00. Carbons $1.00 per 100. 
Harlem Typewriter Exchange, A30, 217 W . 125th, New York.

SA V E  65% to 85% of manufacturers’ prices on typewriters. 
All makes, Underwoods, Olivers. Remingtons, etc. Guaranteed 
2 years, 500 typewriters $10.00 to $15.00. Send for catalogue, 
Dearborn Typewriter Exchange, Dept. 12-A, Chicago. Illinois.

REAL E S T A T E -F A R M  LANDS
S O U T H E A S T

B I G  O P P O R T U N I T I E S  A W A IT  YOU IN  T H E  
S O U T H E R N  R A I L W A Y  T E R R I T O R Y .  Land fifteen dollars 
an acre up. No long winters, droughts or blizzards. 
Apples, truck, poultry and livestock are making farmers 
rich. “  Southern Field "  magazine and all facts free. 
M. V. Richards, Land and Industrial Agent, Southern 
Railway, Room 118, Washington, D. C.

ST O R Y -W R IT IN G  T A U G H T „ bayil
MSS. criticised, revised, and typed: also, sold on 
commission. Our students sell stories to best 
magazines. Free booklet. “ WRITING FOR 
PROFIT." tells how. gives proof. N a tion a l Press 
A sso c ia t io n . D ep t. 77 , In d ia n a p o lis , In d .

This Auto Given to Coey Students
wanted to own Coey Junior free and ride______ _ „ike orders. Offei ' "Write for information. Ours is the only school that builds autos and rives students a chance to sell them. Mah.

S l O O  to $ 4 0 0  Mon th ly  
School under personal supe: vision of C. A. Coey . America 0 Premier Autoist. Write now for particulars. Address 
C.  A.  C O E Y  S C H O O L  O F  M O T O R I N G .  5 4 0  C oey  Bldg. ,  C H I C A G O ,  ILLS.

M u s i c  L e s s o n s
A t Home W ith M asters

Y ou  can easily and qu ick ly  master m usic during spare 
tim e at hom e, with little expense, under som e o f  Am erica 's 
greatest teachers. Clear progressive lessons, illustrated with 
photographs showing- correct positions. Weekly examinations 
make the work absolutely individual. Courses in Piano for 
Students and Teachers, by Sherwood: Pip® Organ, by Clarence 
Eddy: Harmony, Voice Culture with Phonograph, Cornet, History, 
Analysis and Appreciation of Music, Public School Music, Violin, Reed 
Organ, Banjo, Mandolin, Guitar and Choral Conducting.

Over 100,000 students. Satisfaction guaranteed. Courses 
endorsed by Paderewski, Damrosch, Moszkowski. Sauer, Sousa. 
Dr. Gunsaulus and others. Send for Beautiful 80-Page Free Art 
Catalog, containing: complete information, photographs and biog
raphies o f our Faculty and other great musicians, sample lessons, 
and Dictionary o f Musical Terms. Whether interested in music 
for pleasure, culture, social prestigfe or professional success you 
need this catalog. Give age, particulars o f musical education 
and ambitions, also which course interests you. We will then 
send catalog: and details o f our remarkable Scholarship Offer.

S IE G E L -M Y E R S
C o r r e s p o n d e n c e  S c h o o l o f  M u sic

361 S le g o l-M yo rs  B ld g -, C h ica go , I II. — —

Become A  Lawyer
T h ere  a re  thou san d s o f  ca p a b le  m en  in  sm all p os it ion s  

w ith  sm all salaries and n o  fu tu r e  w h o  n eed  on ly  ou r  tra in in g  
to  becom e su cce s s fu l L a w y e r s .  T h e  dem an d  f o r  L a w y e rs
is increasing daily—Law is becoming a vital factor in every business 
—large firms are seeking competent Lawyers with our training for 
their regular staff, and are willing to  pay big salaries.

YOU  CanBe a Lawyer Now
It is no longer complex—no education required beyond tho ability 

to read and write. Our instruction is written in plain language 
—it is the combined knowledge o f  the world’s foremost legal experts 
—Professors o f  Law in such big resident colleges as Univ. o f  W is.. 
Univ. o f  Chicago, Harvard, Univ. o f  Mich., N. Western Univ., and 
Univ. o f  Nebraska. It is recognized as the foremost home-study Law 
method by America's greatest legal and educational authorities—it 
i3 the o n ly  method used in colleges. Advanced—simplified—different 
absolutely from all others—completely covering every branch o f  
American Laws. It is like having great Professors in your home.

Learning Law by our method is fascinating—interesting—you 
will never give it  up until you have completed it.
W e  T rain  Y o u  A t  H o m e  P y  V l o i l
in spare time. You don’ t give up your Jr A Y * C * A *  
present position, income or pleasures. Makes no difference where 
you live, what you work at, now small your incomeor how little time 
you have. The cost is small—we make payments easy. Some o f  
America’s greatest Lawyers learned at home in spare time.

We enroll more students every month than any other univer
sity home-study Law school in the world. This is a strong, con
servative, reliable institution —the largest, oldest and most complete 
o f  its kind on earth. Our graduates hold highest records everywhere, 
and p a s s  b a r  e x a m in a tio n s  in  a n y  S t a t e . W e  g u a ra n te e  t o  
c o a c h  y o u  F R E E  u n t i l  s u c c e s s fu l. T h is  is the school that 
shows actual results—makes no statements it cannot prove. O u r  
D ip lo m a  gives you a recognized standing anywhere.

B IG
S P E C I A L  

O F F E R !
I f you enroll now w e send our complete, standard, authorita

tive Law Library—14 volumes o f  American Law and Procedure, 
completely covering every branch o f  Law—a massive, handsome set; 
over 6,000 pages, 15,000 illustrative cases; a $50,000 work.
Two Great Books FREE
that shows you how to start right—how some o f  America’s most suc
cessful Lawyers succeeded—a book everybody should have.

We will also send a copy o f  our famous book, “ EVIDENCE 
evidence o f the success o f  our students and the superiority o f  our 
method o f  home-training. Both these books are FREE.____

Law Library

$ 1 0 0  Tuition 
C red it-F R E E

Write at once and learn how, for a very limited time, you can 
actually secure a $100 Tuition Credit Free.Become An LL. B. e s t a t e  o f  Illinois authorize ua
Degree o f  Bachelor o f  Laws (L L .-----  . . .  -----------
make his start s o m e tim e  s o m e h o w ! This is your opportunity to

to confer on our graduates the 
isiul man had to•ee o f  Bachelor o f  Laws (LL. B .). Every success!

> his start s o m e tim e  s o m e h o w ! This is your i . . .
enter a dignified, lucrative profession. Mail the coupon at once 
for convincing facts—don’ t put it off any longer.
L a S a lle  E x ten sion  U n iversity , D e p t . 711; C h ica g o , 111.

La Salle Extension University, Dept. 711, Chicago, 111.
Please send me FREE—copy o f  your two books: “ Evidence”  
and “ VALUABLE LAW GUIDE”  at once. Also explain how 
I can secure a $100 Tuition Credit Free.

NAME..

ADDRESS..............................................

CITY....................................... STATE..
_ l
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[Be a Traffic Expert I
0_ ° P e r

Weekm m m
Thousands o f large shippers and all Railroads need 

Traffic Experts who know how to route shipments. 
Obtain lo w e s t ra te s , s h o r te s t  m ile a g e , q u ic k e s t d e live rie s .
We teach you to do this work expertly—in  a s h o r t  t im e , a t sm all 
e x p e n s e . We teach you a t h o m e , during your spare moments. 
No previous training or advanced education needed.

^  the t,rne to 8et into this big paying profes-
|x|  m M Wmwf sion. Wonderful opportunities open to men 
■ ^  , w  who start today. Write at once. Complete in

formation and book, ' ‘ 10 Years’ Promotion in One,”  sent fre e  and 
p o s tp a id . Get the facts—send postal w ith o u t de lay .

La Salle Extension University, Dept 712 , Chicago, III.

Earn $1000 to $5000 a Year
You can learn to be a salesman in eight weeks by mail 

and be earning while you are learning. No former exper
ience required. Write today for particulars, large list o f 
good openings and testimonials from hundreds o fou r  students now earning $100 to $600 a month. Address nearest office.

Dept, 10
Chicago

N a tio n a l S a le s m e n ’s T r a in in g  A s s o c ia tio n
New York Kansas City San Francisco

FREEbooklet—how to master the, 
A U T O  T R A D E —spare  ̂
times—at home. Let us 

start you as a CHAUFFEUR OR MECHA
NICIAN —we’ve started hundreds.
S E N D  N O W  for PROOFS & FREE BOOK.

OFTEACHING 
BY MAIL

CHARTS, MANIKINS. ETĈ
DYKE'S SCHOOL OF MOTORING, Box 48, Roe Bldg.. ST. LOUIS, M 0

B O O K K E E P E R S Become EXPERT  
AC CO U N TAN TS

I f you know something about bookkeeping, you are already on the way
to a position as Expert A ccor- *— * ^ --------*— * *»—
iness Manager or Executive,
to a position as Expert Accountant, Certified Public Accountant, Bus
iness Manager or Executive, t f Q C  A  \A7I7I7
Auditor, Systematizer, etc. l O  « p l U U  t \  VY H H l Y
The step from bookkeeper to  Expert Accountant or executive work is 
shorter and quicker than you can imagine. Our new Higher Account
ancy course brought to  you by the University Extension method in your 
spare time at home, will make you an Expert Accountant in relatively 
snort time. Our Preparatory Bookkeeping course equips you for the 
higher work if  you arc not already a bookkeeper. BOOKLET FREE. 
Our handsome portfolio of "accountancy facts”  mailed free to bookkeepers and clerks who are ambitious to become Expert Accountants. Write for your copy 
today. Address
LA SALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY, Dept. 713.Chicago, 111

..I’ ll teach you personally by mail. 14 years’ I successful teaching. Big field ror men and women. You can 
E a rn  $ 18 .0 0  to  $ 4 5 .0 0  a  W e e k  

Crawford. B. C-, writes: “ Earned$200.00 while taking course.”  Write today for catalog. samples, etc.
D e tro it  S ch o o l o f  L e tte r in g  

_CHAS. J. STRONG, Founder. Dept. 405, Detroit, Mich.

SEND / D O ^ O C J  m ? /7 C  r o  + S T J O W

H o w  T o  D e v e l o p
v i t a l i t y : e n e r g y ,  e n d u r a n c e , 
NERVE STRENGTH,MUSCULAR STRENGTH 

P E R F E C T  PHYSIQJJE ?
M y F R E E  BOOKS, “ T h e  ‘ W l iy s ’  o f  E x e r c i s e ”  

and “ T h e  F i r s t  a n d  E a s t  L a w  o f  P h y s ic a l  
C u lt u r e , ”  tell you, if  you are w eak or underdevel
oped, h ow  to grow  strong ; if  strong, how  to grow' 
stronger, T h ey  explain  how  to develop the lungs 
and muscle, the strong heart and vigorous digestion 
—in short, how  to im prove health and strength 
internally as w ell as externally. Send T O -D A Y -  
N O W —for these F R E E  BOOKS. E nclose 4c in 
stamps to cover postage.

Prof. H. W. Titus, Vt. New York City

i l * J

 ̂Let me teach YOU Ragtime Piano Play. I 
ingbym ail. You learn quickly—easily j 
'J a  20 lessons. E v e n  i f  y o u  c a n ’t  l 

* p la y  a  n o te  I ’l l  te a c h  y o u  to  I 
“  P la y  a n y  p ie c e  in  r e a l  R a g - \
~ t im e .  “ Money-back”  Guarantee. *

k Write me now for specie How terms and _ 
testimonials from hundreds of happy students.

Axel Christensen (Czar o f Ragtime) Director 
Christensen School of Popular Music
8 9 3  Chrietenseu Bldg., CHICAGO, ILL.

Write today for The Civil Service Book 
which tells how the I. C. is. cau traiu you at 
home and in your spare time for any Civil 
Service examination. The book is free. Writ
ing for it places you under no obligation. I f  1 
you are an American over 18 and can read ! 
and write, the way to U. S. Government posi
tions is open to you. Send for the book and 1 
learn bow the I. C. S. can help yon. Overt 
700 persons secured positions in the U. S.| 
C. S. last year through I. C. S. training. 

International Correspondence Schools 
B->* 8QCC______Scranton, Pa.

FRED JACKSON OFFERS
A  c o m p le te  and  p r a c t ic a l  c o u r s e  in  s t o r y  w r i t in g — 
th e  r e s u lt  o f  h is o w n  e x p e r ie n ce s , p u t  in to  s im p le  
fo rm . P r ic e  $ 2 . 0 0 .

No manuscripts criticised or revised.
Address: FRED JACK SO N , BAYSIDE, N. Y .

CVRFWOSOME
k, a r t
jl a e B ook
is rm to you

T C T U D Y  drawing at hom e under Expert Faculty.
We have successful students in every part o f 

the world. T u r n  y o u r  T a le n t  in t o  m o n e y . Our
Students are filling high salaried positions. 14 years 

successful teaching. Endorsed by high authorities.
18 Courses in Commercial and Illustrative Drawing, 
Teachers’ Normal and Applied Art. Profit or  Culture. 

T h o r o u g h ly  E q u ip p e d  R e s id e n c e  S c h o o l
Artist’s Outfit FREE to Enroted Students _

SCHOOL O F APPLIED  ART.768 Applied Art Bldg.,Battle Creek,Mich,

SH O R T-STO R Y WRITING
v A course of forty lessons in the history, form, structure and 

writing Of the 8bort-8tory taught by Dr. J . Berg Esenneln, Editor,
Lippincott’* Magazine. 250-page catalogue free. Flease address

^  T h e  H o m e  C o r r e s p o n d e n c e  S c h o o l
Dr. Esenwein Dept. 191. Springfield. Mau.

A D V E R T I S E M E N T  S£nted
by department stores, merchants, manufacturers. Big demand, 
small supply. Our graduates earn $ 1 ,5 0 0  to $ 1 0 ,0 0 0  yearly. 
Write TODAY for Free prospectus o f our Correspondence System
of instruction. P O W E L L  S C H O O L  O F  A D V E R T I S I N G ,  I n c .  (E s t .  
1 9 0  1) 1 0 9 4  M e y r o w i t z  B u i l d i n g ,  F i ft h  A v e n u e ,  N E W  Y O R K

I S H O R T H A N D  
I N  3 0  D A Y S

I
 Boyd Syllabic System—written with only nine characters. No "positions' ’ I 
—no “ ruled lines” —no "shading” —no "word-signs” —no ‘ ‘cold notes.”  I 
Speedy, p ra c tic a l Bystem that c a n  be lea rn ed  in 30 days of homo study, I 
utilizing spare time. For fn l l  descriptive m a tter, free, ad d ress, Chicago | 
Correspondence Schools, 960 Chicago Opera Hoase Block, Chicago, III, f

P?S“E Government Position
The Parcel Post is creating thousands o f openings in the P ost 

O ffic e , R a ilw a y  M a il and R u ra l C a rrier  services. These are 
life jobs with good pay and short hours, annual vacations and no 
fear o f “  lay-offs” or strikes. Civil Service examinations for these 
and other desirable positions are being held all the time. Our 
61-page booklet tells how you can prepare for "exam s”  under per
sonal supervision of former U. S. Civil Service Secretary-Examiner 
—a man who knows and whose knowledge has helped hundreds to 
success. Write to-day for booklet. I t ’s fre e , without obligation.
PATTERSON CIV IL  SERVICE SCHOOL, 405 Administration Sq.. ROCHESTER, N V.

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention T he  A hgost.
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American Correspondence School oi Law,
Dept 10 75 , Manhattan Bldg., Chicago, III.

Send me free Scholarship Credit, 
valued at $100; also your free  cata

log and fu ll particulars. Send 
everything prepaid a n d  abso

lutely w i t h o u t  expense or 
obligation to me.

LEARN LAW AT HOME
D u ring Your Spare T im e !

T h e greatest m en o f  all tim es have been legally 
trained. Abraham Lincoln, E. H. Harriman, Judge 
Elbert H. Gary, President W ilson and every m ember o f  
his Cabinet with but on e  exception, qualified fo r  their 

~ *- *’  *- ’  ’  '  * '  i all

quick, easy and Clip JE>
MASSES. With,a legal training, advancement ia J CERTAIN. Decide NOW to become legally trained. - at top of page and send it to us AT ONCE. It will bring- ---------- our descriptive catalog — book on law and full particulars° f  °ur wonderful Scholarship Offer. Mail coupon today—NOW—before this offer expires. You can now secure a complete Three Year Course in 

our big Law School at lo s s  than you would ordinarily pay for text books.
W e make this offer to  advertise our School — to  bring a 

legal education within reach of everybody. If you are ambitious to at-

$ 1 0 0  LAV/ —
Sch o la rsh ip ^*
Absolutely FREE to \  
Advertise O ur School \
F ill O ut and M ail This Coupon

Y o u  o w e  it  to  y o u r s e lf  t o  in v e s t ig a te  th is^  
w onderfu l offer. E ven  if  y ou  never before  th ou g h t! 
o f studying Law investigate this great opportunity—1 
this life-time chance to secure a legal training in th *
LARGEST LAW  SCHOOL for HOME STUDY i n ____
WORLD. No prelim inary education necessary. Easy paym ents^

O u r  C o u rse  c o v e rs  th e  sa m e  g r o u n d  as le a d in g  r e s id e n t 1 
universities, such as H ARVARD, M ICH IGAN, LELAND STAN
FO R D — Distinguished Faculty and Lecturers. We guarantee to 
coach F R E E  any graduate fa iling  to  pass Bar Examination.

Hurry Before Time Limit Expires
.  Send in  coupon at once. H URRY! T h is offer Is lim ited and may 
t>e withdrawn in 30 days. IN V E STIG A TE  NOW! Get your name 
in  before it  is too late. D on 't  let old  age find you in  the untrained 
class, looking back on  lost opportunities. D on’ t throw away $100.00 
by delayingw hen it  costs nothing to investigate. Tear out. sign and 

1 * ‘  ‘  i. No ....................mail coupon above at once. No ex snse, o r  obligation to  you. 
This is your opportunity.Everything sent free , postage prepai- 

Grab it. M ail coupon NOW before you turn this page.
American Correspondence School of Law, Dept.1075, Manhattan Bldg., Chicago, III.

Protecto Plate
A Necessity in Every Home

Two iron plates, joined: 10-inch diameter. 
Chutes on under side diffuse heat; inter

vening air-chamber equalizes it. Separating fire from  cooking 
utensil, prevents scorching or burning- food. Heats flat-irons uni
formly. Inverted pan over plate, bakes potatoes in 20 minutes, 
biscuits in 6. Makes moist brown toast. Saves worry, utensils 
and 50 per cent fuel. P re p a id  50e. A g e n ts  w a n ted .
A . C O N N O L L Y , IN C ., 1 2 3  L ib e r ty  St., N ew  Y o rk

- P A Y  TW O  P R IC E S  F O R  FE N C E S!

Buy direct from our factory. We manufacture hundreds o f 
exclusive styles. Wire and Ornamental Iron guaranteed 
Fences for every purpose; Gates, etc. ■#3“ Writ« for our Free 
Catalog and our First Order and Early Boyers’  Special Offer!
W A R D  F E N C E  M F C .  C O .  264  P en n  S t . ,  D ecatu r, Indiana

$4- Per M onth  Buys This 
Visible O liver Typew riter
Nothing Down—Free Trial. Less than 
Agents’ Prices. Shipped on approval. If 
you want to keep it, send us $4 a month. 
Our booklet is worth sending for because 
it tells you how to save $41.50. It s FREE. 
T y p e w r ite r s  D ist. S y n d ic a te  
166 R-47 N. Michigan Blvd., Chicago

GRASP THIS OPPORTUNITY’

Make $15?? to $35?? Per Day
W i t h  O u r  Latest  Invention 

T H E  W O N D E R F U L  E V E R  R E A D Y  C A M E R A
OPPORTUNITY knocks at every man’s door, but don’t  expect to find on 
the step an anjrel offering you a magic wand, a wave o f  which is to bring 
you fame and fortune. There’s no wand: no ang-el will do your work. You 
are right now offered a splendid opportunity to GET INTO A GOOD BUSI
NESS and MAKE FAR MORE MONEY than very many who read this are 
making now or ever did make. It ’s easy, pleasant work, too. Our ONE 
MINUTE TINTYPE AND POST CARD CAMERA is coining money for men 
all over the world. You can make money with it. NO PHOTOGRAPHY 
OR OTHER EXPERIENCE IS NEEDED, and no dark room or gallery. The 
cam era is complete and makes single or group pictures without films, that 
are fin ish ed  in  less th a n  a  m in u te  o n  th e  sp o t  rea d y  to  d e liv er .
These pictures cost you from 1 to 2^ cts. each and sell at 10.15 and 25 cts.

THINK OF THE PROFIT, and people are always waiting to have their photos taken. You can’t set up your 
camera (it takes only a second or two) anywhere without having a crowd anxious to pay you money. The 
complete camera and outfit costs you from $10 to $35. which is frequently earned in the very first week

DON’T LET OPPORTUNITY CLOSE WITH SOME ONE ELSE— YO U  WRITE US TO-DAY for FULL PARTICULARS — Costs you only
the stamp to write—It’s your chance to b e c o m e  In d ep en d en t, 

r $12,000 a year.
W ill send you a catalogue showing what others are doing—some are

making $12,000 a  year.
THE NEW YORK FERROTYPE CO., Dept. M13, No. 168 Delancey St., NEW YO RK , N. Y . Dept. M13, No. 1113 Halsted St., CHICAGO, ILL.

T h e  oldest established and, largest f i r m  o f  the k in d  in  the roorld-.

In  anttoering any advertisement on this page it  is  desirable that you mention T h e  A bgoby.
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They Wear a Life Time
T h a t’s the only fault 
jewelers can find 
w i t h  t h e  14 -K  
Rolled Gold Plate

Krementz Cuff Buttons
That are unbreakable, be
cause the bean and post are 
made in one piece, with the 
greatest strength w h e r e  
most wear comes; and the 
gold is so thick it will 
not wear t hr ough in 
years of use.

Ask your dealer to show 
you some of the attractive 
patterns, and if you cannot 
find a dealer selling them, 
we’ll send a pair, postage 
free, on receipt of Two 
Dollars. Booklet on request.

K R E M E N T Z &  C O .
182 CHESTNUT ST., NEWARK, N. J.

Makers o f  famous Krementz Collar Button

C O P Y  THIS S K E T C H
and let me see what you can do with it. You 
can earn $20.00 to $126.00 or more per week, 
as illustrator or cartoonist. My practical 
system of personal individual lessons by 
mail will develop your talent. Fifteen years 
successful work for newspapers and maga
zines qualifies me to teach you. Send me 
your sketch of President Wilson with 6c in stamps 
and I will send you a test lesson plate, also collec
tion o f drawings showing possibilities for YOU.

The Landon School
1129 SCIIOKIEI.D fll’ II,DING, CLEVELAND, 0.

next to diamonds
OUTSHINEALL OTHERS.
Every Woman Loves a Real Jewel

^An only human desire,which L a p id s  ful- 
” 11 permanently ar.d inexpensively as they 

. jpresent to the minutest detail—R u b ie s  „  
in Oriental pigeon blood red — Diamonds in 

\ brilliant white and canary—S a p p h ir e s  in rich Oriental 
blue. All set in Solid Gold and as beautiful as the gen- ,

J  uine Oriental stones and guaranteed everlasting. Lady’ s 
f or man’ s ring, 1-2 Carat stone, $ 5 . 4 0  up. Send for 

_  jewel book. Patent Ring measure 10c. A lb e rt  W . Engel, 
(Gem Expert Since 1879), D e s k  9  E , 1 4 5 6  L e la n d  Ave .. C h ic a go

L E A R N  T O  W R I T E  
A D V E R T I S E M E N T S W EEK

We can positively show you by mall HOW 
TO INCREASE YOUR SALARY. Prospectus mailed free.
PAGE-DAYIS CO* 41 Page Bldg., Chicago, 111., or 150 Nassau St., New York.
L E A R N  J E W E L E R S *  E N G R A V I N G
A high salaried and easily learned trade, taught thoroughly by mall. We will 
teach the beginner better engraving than he can gain In years of rigid appren
ticeship. We will also improve the skill ot any engraver. Send for our catalog. 
T h e  E n g r a v i n g  S c h o o l , 41 Page Bldg„ Michigan Ave,, Chicago, 111. 
W O N  CAJf "K ITE A SHORT STORY. Beginners learn thoroughly under 
■  U U  our perfect method ; many sell their stories before completing the 
| course. We help those who want to sell their stories. Write for particulars, 

v 8ehool of Short-Story Writing, Dept. 41. Page Building, Chicago.

BB AN ILLUSTRATOR 
Liar m  to Dr a w . VF« will teach you 
by mall how to draw for magaxlnos 
and newspapers. Sand for Catalog.

Do You Like to Draw?
T h a t ’s a ll w e  w a n t  to  k n o w

"  >w we will not give you any grand prlte—or 
a lot of free stuff if you answer this ad. Nor 
do we claim to make you rich in u week. 

But If you are anxious to develop your talent 
with a successful cartoonist, so you can make 

money, send a copy of this picture with 6c. in 
stamps for portfolio of cartoons and sample 

lesson plate, and let ua explain.
THE W. I.. EVANS SCHOOL OE CARTOONING 

841 Leader Bldg., Cleveland, 0 .

LOOK l ik e

DIAMONDS
S tan d  acid  and fire d ia m o n d  test. 

S o  hard  they ea s ily  scra tch  a  file an d  
w i l l  c u t  g la s s .  B r illia n cy  g u aran 

teed  25 y ea rs . M ou n ted  in 14k so lid  g o ld  
d ia m o n d  m ou n tin g s . S e e  t h e m  b e f o r e  p a y 

in g . Wi l l  send you any style ring, pin or stud for  
examination — all charges prepaid. N o  m o n e y  in  a d v a n ce . 
M on ey  r e fu n d e d  i f  n o t  s a t is fa c to ry . Write today for free catalog.
WHITE VALLEY GEM CO.. 702 Wulsin Bldg., Indianapolis

( j R A Y  MOTORS FOR B O A TS

Engines o f  both 2-cycle and 4-cycle type^ 
for  boats o f  all sizes. Material and • 
workmanship absolutely guaranteed.-.
We are largest builders o f  2-cycleu 
marine engines in the world and therec 
are over 1000 dealers who sell Gray En-L
gines and give Gray service. W rite to- ^
day for our three valuable books about Gray M otors and com plete 
M otor Boats. CRAY MOTOR CO ., 5322 Bray Motor B ldg,, Delroil, Mich.

MAKE $10.00 TO $25.00 PER DAY
With Our New Improved Tintype and Post Card Cameras

I PHOTOS TAKEN* DIRECT without use of 
negatives. NO EXPERIENCE or DARK 
ROOM NECESSARY.

Cameras From $10.00 Up To $25.00
Pictures cost you lc and 2c each. Sell for 
10c. 15c and 26c each. Send for free catalog 
and price list to-day.
NATIONALPHOTOOIACHI.NF COMPANY. Dept.08
Established 189) 85 Beaver Street. N. Y. City

Write to the oldest house in the business.

E A R N ’f ,$10°

POEMS WANTEDme samples o f your work for free criticism or write 
for valuable FREE BOOKLET and fairest, most libera 1 
proposition offered by a legitimate publishing house 
employing ONLY successful methods. Absolute pro
tection for you. Est. 16 years. Many Successes.

HALL, Pres., 124 Columbus Circle, New York

B E  A  B A N K E R .
j Splendid opportunities. Pleasant work, short hours, all holi- 
I days off, yearly vacation with pay, good salary. I.earn at home. 

J Diploma In six months. Catalog free. EDGARU. ALCORN, Pres. 
American School of Banking, 142 MeLene Bldg., Columbus, Ohio

MUSIC LESSONS
in your own home. Piano, Organ. Violin, Guitar, BanJ< 
Singing, Mandolin or Cello. Lessons weekly. Beg! 
pupils. Expense, postage and music only. Tills 
is small. Thousands write: “ Wish had known
of you before.”  Booklet telling how sent

Cornet, Sight 
or advanced

FREE
U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC, Box 1, 225 Fifth Ave.. New York City

;3 [iTIp
TO OW N A  G O O D  B U S IN ES S  O R  

G E T IN TO  A  W E ll P A ID  P O S ITIO N  
I0NG BEFORE YOU FINISH YOUR COURSE YOU 
CAN BE EARNING $ 2 5  A  W EEK UP. MAN-

Practical.thorouqh 
complete course with 
personal guidance 
of George E. Royinq 
Graduates are irv 

demand. Write for 
booklet N9 38 and  
"  information today.

ING SHOWCARDS. SIGNS.DESIGNING £  D n t l N r .  O u n m  
COMMERCIAL ART. POSTERS

NO INBORN TALENT NEEDED S v o o slclo  BlOC. Ct£V£iaHD.

VENTRILOQUISM
Learned by any Man or Boy at Home. Small cost. Send today 2c stamp for 
particulars and proof. 0 . A. SMITH, Boom W-3S9, 823 Bigelow 9t„ Peoria, III.

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention T h e  A rgost .
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Who was
“ The Guilty 

Party?”
W HEN this young girl — slipped far 

from the world’s idea of virtue— her 
heart breaking with outraged love, 

sent a knife into the heart of the man— 
women called her guilty— men called him 
guilty—but O. Henry, who knows the hearts , 
of weak humans, who understands woman, 1 
who sees only a faint line between the angel ’ 
and the sinner— O. Henry found the guilt 
far back in another place— in the heart of a 
red-headed, unshaved, untidy party, who 
sat by his window and read, while his chil
dren played in the streets. Read it for your
self and judge.

0. HENRY
Send coupon— without money— for 
274 stories in 12 fine volumes.— 
throbbing with life— with the life of 
city streets and the life of the Far 

West plains— of the innocent shrinking with shame, of the guilty who joyously 
sin, of healthy and jolly fun, of laughter clear and sane— of the weaknesses par
doned by love— and the unforgivable crime.

Send for them all on approval. Send for them at once so 
you will get the 179 Kipling stories free.

85,000 Own This Edition Already
F rom  the few  w ho snapped up th e first ed ition  
at $125 a set before it w as off the press, to the 
85,000 w ho h a v e  ea gerly  sough t the b eau tifu l 
vo lu m es offered y o u  here —  from  the s ty lis t  
w ho sits am o n g his books to  the m an on the 
street— th is w hole n ation  b ow s to O. H en ry —  
hails  him  w ith  lo ve and pride our g rea test 
w rite r  of stories. E v e ry b o d y  has to h ave O. 
H e n ry — ev ery b o d y  w ho reads and loves books

-senators and authors, actors and artists and 
plain people o f distinction.
Send Coupon and You Will Understand Why 

Other Nations Are Going Wild Over Him
w hy universities are planning tablets to  his 
m em ory; w hy text books o f English Literature 
are including his stories; w hy colleges are dis
cussing his place in literature: w hy theatrical 
firms are .vy in g  for rights to dramatize his 
stories.

KIPLING FREE
4 C 1  Short 

*  J. Stories

2 Long 
Novels 

O . H E N R Y  
12 volu m es b ou n d  in 
green  silk  c lo th  and 
gold . G o ld  tops; illus
tra te d ; 274 com plete 
stories; one lo n g n ovel.

K I P L I N G  
6  volu m es. 1 79 stories 
an d  poem s; one long 
n o v e l; red silk  clo th ; 
go ld  tops.

011111! 1111! II I1 1 ! III11111! 1111111 M l (I r 

Argosy 6-TA 
Review of Reviews

A n d besides to  get your prom pt action we give you , free. K ip - ^  30 Irving Place New York
ling in slx volum es— 179  stories— the greatest he ever w rote—  ^  Send me on approval, charges 
the red, red stories of fight and the keen blue stories o f  peace. ^  paid by you, Henry's works 

0 , KI . .  . . ^  -i- in 12 volumes, gold tops. Also
b e n d  N o  M o n e y  w ith  th e  C o u p o n  b  the 6-volume set of Kipling.

Send the books back— the whole 18— if they’re not the biggest. ^ bound in cloth. I f  I  keep thethe best you ever saw or read. Better than moving pictures—  ^  books, I will remit $1 per month
for these are permanent, real moving pictures of life. Better ^  for 15  months for the O. Henry set 
than classics, for these are the living stories of today, from ^ only and retain the Kipling set 
Mandalay on China Bay to 34th Street and Broadway, and cr without charge. Othenvise I will, 
from Piccadilly to the Mexican border ranch. Send the ^  within ten days, return both sets at 
coupon before it is too late. Get both sets shipped at once ^  your expense, 
free on approval.
25c.a week pays for O. Henry. The Kipling is free. Send •? -vT„nip
the coupon and put the 18 books on your library shelves S' ............................................................
and the new joy in your heart. S
D on ’t wait till tomorrow and be sorry. Send coupon c  Address............................................................
today and be glad. c-

REVIEW OF REVIEWS CO.
30 Irving Place New York

$  Occupation.........................................................
^ This beautiful %  leather edition of O. Henry 
* costs only a few cents more a volume and has 

proved a favorite binding. For this luxurious 
binding, change above to $1.50 a mo. for 1 3  mos.

fc -1:1

In  answering this advertisement it it  desirable that you mention T h b  Abgost .



THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

Edison Phonograph
(Mr. Edison’s L a te s t  Invention;

Now Shipped
An offer introducing 77ie N ew  Edisons. W rite quick —  while this offer lasts.
Edison’ s new phonograph— ju st o u t!— the perfected musical wonder o f  the age!

W R IT E  today for  our itexc E dison  C a ta lo g — th e ca ta lo g  that tells y o u  all about 
the wonderful new model Edison with Mr. Edison’s new diamond point reproducer. It 
will also tell you about o u r  N E W  E d i s o n  o f f e r .  Now read:

O / F p P  • W^1 send you
• thenew  model Edison 

and your choice o f  all the brand new records 
on an absolutely free loan. Hear all the 
waltzes, two-steps, vaudevilles, minstrels, grand 
operas, old sacred hymns, every kind o f com :; 
and popular music, also your choice o f  the 
highest grade concerts and operas, as rendered 
by the world’ s greatest artists. Entertain your 
family and your friends. T h en , w hen yo u  are through  
w ith  th e  o u tf it  y o u  m ay sen d  it b a ck  a t o u r expense.

R  p o  c r j n  • W h y  shou ld  w e 1 v t c X o U l l  • make such an ul
tra-liberal offer? W ell, w e’ ll tell y ou :— we are 
tremendously proud of this magnificent new instru
ment. When you get it in your town we know 
everybody will say that nothing like it has ever been 
heard—so wonderful, so grand, so beautiful, such a 
king of entertainers—so we are sure that at least some 
one, if not you, then somebody else, will want to buy 
one of these new style JSdisons especially as they are 
being offered now at the most astounding roek-bottom 
price and on easy terms as low as $2.00 a month.

R E M E M B E R , not n penny down—no deposit—no guarantee—no C. O. D. to us—no obligation to 
buy — a full free trial in your own home — d ir e c t  from w* — d ire ct  to you. Returnable at 
our expense or payable (if you want to keep it) ul the actual rock-bottom m ice direct from us.

T o
F. K. B A B  S O N ,

E d is o n  P h o n o g r a p h  D is t r i b u t o r s ,  
D ep t. 1 0 7 5 ,  E dison  B lo ck , C h ica go , 111.

Gentlemen : — Please send me your New Edison Catalog 
and full particulars of your free trial offer on the new 
model Edison Phonograph.

Name................................................. .......................— -

Address_____„ _________________— —

Our New Edison
Catalog Sent FREE!

Y ou r nam e a n d  address on  a postal 
or in a letter, (or just the coupon) is 
enough. N o obligations in asking for 
the catalog. G et this offer— while this 
o f fe r  lasts. Fill out the coupon today.

F .  K .  B a b s o n ,  Edison Phonograph Distributors
1075  Edison B lock, Chicago, 111.

Canadian Office: S55 Portage Avenue, Winnipeg. Mas.

tn answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention T h *  a  boost .
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0 Captain S. S. Harrington
Author of “  Breaking into West Point.”

( A  F U L L  B O O K - L E N G T H  N O V B L  C O M P L E T E . )

C H A PTE R  I.

A $ 1 0 0 ,0 0 0  SECRET.

CA P T A IN  E SSE X  glanced up 
at the sound of the buzzer, and 
pressed one of a row of push

buttons along the edge of his desk.
In response the door of his office— * 

a little box high up in one of New 
York's sky-scrapers— swung open to 
admit the trim, erect figure of a 
young subaltern in uniform, and im
mediately closed again with a snap.

It was a peculiarity of that door to 
open and close only in this guarded 
fashion, and as a further precaution 
a sentinel was posted in the corridor 
just outside; for Captain Essex as an 
officer of the Coast Artillery was on 
secret and confidential detail.

No question existed, however, as

to the admission of the subaltern. 
He was there on official business.

“ The colonel’s compliments, sir.” 
He saluted, and laid a bulky envelope 
on the desk. “ And he returns with 
his approval the drawings and pre
liminary draft you submitted to him. 
He also directs me to inform you that, 
if possible, he wishes the complete re
port finished and in shape to be trans
mitted to the Secretary of War by to
morrow.”

Essex saluted perfunctorily in re
turn. “  My compliments to the 
colonel,” he replied, “ and tell him I 
shall deliver the report in person be
fore ten o’clock to-morrow morning.”

Then relaxing from the formality of 
military etiquette, he pushed a box of 
cigarettes across the desk, and smi
lingly waved his visitor to a chair.
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The lieutenant gazed at him with 
frank admiration. “  And so you've 
really got it, Jimmy?’' for the man 
across from him was “ Jimmy" Es
sex to every one in the service from the 
Chief of Staff down to the rawest 
“ shave - til ’’ just out of the Acad
emy. “ You’ve got it at last, eh ? *’ 

And although “ it " meant in this 
case honor, preferment, everything for 
which an army officer strives, there 
was no hint of lurking envy in his tone, 
only a ring of . sincere congratulation.

“ Yes.’’ Essex laid his hand lightly 
on the envelope in front of him. “ The 
lanyard goes into the discard now, 
along With muzzle-loading and cast- 
iron jackets and all the other outworn 
junk. Nothing more to it than oper
ating a kodak in fact. You press the 
button, and the ‘ juice ’ does the rest."

“ And never fails, eh ? ’’ asked the 
other not without a trace of justifiable 
skepticism; for, as every artilleryman 
knows, electric firing devices are many, 
but “ onsartin.”

“ Three months’ practical test at 
Sandy Hook, and never a miss.’’ re
torted Essex. “  It works, I tell you, 
Baird— works with everything from 
black powder up to Dunnite, and from 
a one-pounder to those big mortars 
down at Wadsworth."

“ Some spark, you must g et?”
“  Sure. But it's simple as A  B C—  

all in the arrangement of your resist
ance coils. Suppose, for instance, you 
have a battery of ten pieces, two 
twelve-inch mortars, four eight-inch 
guns, and the rest of varying smaller 
caliber, then all you have to do— ’’ 

“ Y e s ? ” The lieutenant leaned for
ward eagerly.

“ Is to hitch on m y device, sit back 
behind a row of buttons, and— ‘ fire 
when you are ready, Gridley,’ ” fin
ished Essex with a teasing smile. 
“  Thought you were going to catch me 
that time, didn’t you. old man ? ”

His eyes twinkled at the other's 
manifest discomfiture. “ No, Baird; I 
haven’t been going around for the past 
year with a padlock on my tongue to

give'up as easy as that. If you'll be
lieve me, I wear a muzzle to keep from 
talking in my sleep."

He laughed good-humoredly, and 
stretched his arms above his head.

“ Lord, I could write a book,” he 
dropped into reminiscent vein. " over 
the experiences I have had in the last 
twelve tnonths, with all the schemes 
that have been tried to get information 
out of me.

“ I've been dogged and shadowed 
and cajoled and wheedled by every 
sort of foreign agent you can think of, 
and by a lot more that you wouldn’t 
believe were on that lay, if I told you 
of them.

“ My rooms have been ransacked 
more than a dozen times. I’ve been 
held up twice on the street, have been 
made love to by women whose names 
are double-starred in the social regis
ter, been called into conference in the 
private offices of a big financier, and 
have even had a minister of the gospel 
seek to worm his way into my con
fidence. all for the purpose of trying 
to get a hint as to the nature of my 
device.

“ By jove, I've grown so wary now
adays, that if he were to touch on the 
subject with me, I ’d almost suspect the 
president himself of being some kind 
of a Russian, or Jap, or French, or 
German ‘ gum-shoe ' artist.

“ Seriously, though,” his eyes nar
rowed, " you have no conception. 
Baird, of the traps that are laid for 
my feet, or how all-fired careful I 
have to be. Yet it’s not to be won
dered at, perhaps, when one considers 
that a certain government I could 
mention stands ready to pay $100,000 
for the delivery of the secret."

Young Baird’s glance turned to
ward the envelope on the desk with a 
new respect.

“ By glory, that's a whole lot of 
money, isn’t it ? ” he commented.

“ A  whole lot, my boy, a whole lot; 
especially when one realizes that the 
only reward he’ll get from Uncle Sam 
is the advance of a few numbers, or
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at the best a promotion. A com
mercial house would make it worth 
while for any employee who doped 
out a process or invention that all its 
rivals were crazy to get hold of.”

Essex spoke with a touch of feel
ing, which the other did not find it 
hard to comprehend; since it was well 
known in the service that the only 
thing which prevented Jimmy from 
marrying was a shortness of finances.

With a widowed mother to support, 
and the assumption of certain heavy 
obligations incurred by his dead 
father and which he had taken on him
self to pay off as a matter of honor, 
he could not well ask any girl to share 
the meager remainder of his captain's 
pay; assuredly not a girl brought up 
like Allison Marbury.

True, when the crash came at the 
time of the elder Essex's death, ami 
Jimmy finding himself practically 
penniless and even worse than penni
less had offered to release her, Allison 
had insisted that their engagement 
must stand; but both of them realized 
that, except for the inconceivable 
something which we all of us hope, 
Micawber like, may turn up, it must 
be years in the slow routine of army 
advancement before he could possibly 
hope to claim her.

O f late, too, the strain had seemed 
to wear especially hard upon the 
young officer. Perhaps it was merely 
that he saw no solution to his prob
lem ; perhaps it was the effect of the 
bribes which in one form or another 
were being constantly dangled before 
him for the possession of his secret: 
hut more than once recently he had 
given way to some such petulant out
burst as that which he now made to 
Baird, and had even confided to cer
tain of his intimates that unless he 
was able before long to figure out 
some plan for making a killing, he was 
going to shake the army, and take a 
fresh start along some other line.

However, he was not one ordina
rily to wear his troubles on his sleeve, 
or make a bid for sympathy; and as

he saw Baird’s gaze bent on him a 
trifle commiseratingly, he drew him
self quickly together,

" After all. though, what's the use 
of grumbling?” He shrugged his 
shoulders. " I suppose, no matter
what a man’s work is, he’d always 
find something to kick at. I guess, 
too,” he broke off, tearing open the 
envelope, ”  I’ll have to ask you to beat 
it, old man. You know, the colonel 
isn’t one to be kept waiting, and if 
I’m to have this ready for him on 
time. I've got to get a hustle on my
self.”

” Sure. I understand." Baird
dragged himself out of his chair, and 
hooked together the fastenings of his 
military cape. ” On my way, then, 
Jimmy,” with a wave of the hand.

Good luck to you.”
The door opened for him at the 

pressure of Essex’s finger on the con
trolling button, and slammed again be
hind his retreating figure.

But for all his declaration of indus
try. the captain did not immediately 
begin his task. Instead, he sat scowl
ing moodily at the sheaf of diagrams: 
and memoranda which he drew from 
the wrapper, his mind busy the'1 while 
not with the report before him, but 
calculating the various uses to which 
he would put $ too,ooo— if he had it.

And it was in the same abstracted 
spirit that he finally rang for a sten
ographer, and'settled himself to work. 
From the notes in front of him, and 
with his perfect mastery of the sub
ject, he dictated smoothly and accu
rately; but it was for the most part 
mechanical, his thoughts far away 
from the business in hand.

Indeed, it was only at some ques
tion of the stenographer's that he sud
denly realized that he was going be
yond the limit of his dictation to that 
operator; for as a measure of safety, 
and in order to prevent any one per
son from obtaining the guarded 
secret, he had arranged to give out his 
report in five sections to as many dif
ferent men.
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Frowning, therefore, at the inad
vertence of which he had been guilty, 
he hurriedly called a halt, and dis
missed the first of the relay, telling the 
fellow to lose no time in sending in 
his successor.

Then, while he waited, he rose 
from his desk and stepped over to the 
window to gaze out still in that ab
sorbed fashion over the roof tops and 
the off-lying panorama of the harbor 
ruffling in the April sunshine, with the 
green shores of Staten Island in the 
distance.

A  big ocean liner outward bound 
caught his view, as it moved majestic
ally down the upper bay toward the 
narrows, and suggested among other 
things the sort of luxurious wedding 
trip that one might take on $100,000 
— if one had it.

But as he followed the liner's 
stately progress on its way to sea, his 
glance encountered the flag fluttering 
above the old, round fortress over on 
Governor’s Island, and abruptly his 
demeanor changed. The gleam of 
shifty speculation vanished from his 
eye. and he straightened up almost in
to the attitude of a salute.

Then, either because the symbol re
called him to a sense of duty, or some 
intuition warned him of lurking dan
ger, he turned alertly about toward 
his desk— turned, and caught out of 
the corner of his eye a glimpse of a 
slender, masked figure and a stealthy 
hand just reaching out toward the 
papers constituting the report.

There was no time to grapple with 
the intruder, or reach for a weapon. 
Even as Essex turned, a blow from a 
revolver-butt caught hint just above 
the temple, and with a single gasping 
cry for the sentinel, he sank under it.

Three minutes later the stenog
rapher, unable to gain admission to the 
office, raised an alarm, and the door 
was broken open to find Captain Es
sex stretched unconscious on the floor, 
and the papers which, contained all 
that was to be known about his firing 
device, missing.

Nor was the most searching inves
tigation able to elicit any clue to the 
identity of the thief, or his method of 
effecting his entrance into the office.

The sentry in the corridor had seen 
no one pass in or out except Lieuten
ant Baird and the stenographer who 
took the first section of the report; 
and Essex himself admitted that he 
had closed the door as usual after the 
departure of the latter.

Moreover, the push-button .mech
anism was found to be in perfect 
working order, as was shown also by 
the inability of the second stenog
rapher to get in.

Since the only proof that there had 
been any robber lay in Essex’s unsup
ported word and the bruise on the side 
of his head which could easily have 
been inflicted by himself, it presently 
began to be whispered about that 
# Jimmy” was under suspicion of 
having turned the trick on his own ac
count, considerable color being lent to 
the theory by the discovery that the 
young artillery officer had recently 
been dabbling in the market to his dis
tinct financial disadvantage.

No confirmation came to these 
stories from any one in authority, 
nor was any direct action taken; but 
as the gossip spread, Essex found 
himself looked at more and more as
kance by his brother officers. He be
gan to realize, too, that he was under 
rigid surveillance* shadowed con
stantly wherever he went, and in 
whatever he did.

C H A PTE R  II.

THE MOVING SHUTTLE.

A b o u t  a week or ten days after 
Captain Essex's disastrous adventure, 
there dropped into Washington from 
a Baltimore train, a young man.

From all indications he was a 
stranger to the Capital, yet his name 
was destined to crowd even an im
portant Presidential message off tlia 
front page of the newspapers.
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Not that he gave any manifesta
tion of courting publicity. He was 
quietly dressed in a plain, dark suit 
with a rather long, light overcoat and 
a soft Fedora hat drawn well down 
over his boyish, somewhat delicate 
face.

Nor was his manner at all calcu
lated to attract attention. He spoke 
to no one beyond giving a slight shake 
of the hand to the red-capped porter 
who offered to carry his suit-case, nor 
did he loiter about the station; but fol
lowing the line of departing passen
gers, lost no time in bundling himself 
and his grip into a taxicab out at the 
front, and driving away to his hotel.

His unobtrusive advent, neverthe
less, did not fail of notice; for as he 
passed out through the crowd two 
young men lounging near the entrance 
of the station, and who, for all their 
appearance of smug respectability, 
bore about them a certain sinister sug
gestion which would have led any ex
perienced “ dick ”  to class them at 
once as “ dips,” gave a quick start, 
and glancing from the stranger to one 
another telegraphed a message with 
their eyes.

Furtively the two slid out into his 
wake, worming their way so dexter
ously through the press that they were 
close enough behind him to hear and 
note the direction given to the taxi 
driver.

Immediately they boarded the next 
vehicle in line with instructions to fol
low at any hazard, and arriving in 
front of the porticoed entrance of the 
Millward, watched breathlessly, while 
the slim, boyish figure passed inside 
and proceeded up to the desk.

“ Well, what do you know' about 
that?” muttered one of them. “ Hit
ting a ‘ drum ’ like the Millward, and 
never so much as batting an eye over 
it.”

“ Class. Class,” the other retorted 
with an admiring shake of the head. 
“ It’s always ‘ class ’ with that guy.”

Then, while the first speaker hurried 
around to the ladies’ entrance to en

gage the attention of the hotel detect
ive, his companion slid in through the 
rotunda ostensibly on his way to the 
bar, but pausing long enough as he 
passed the desk to make an apparently 
cursory inspection of the register; and 
later, when the two joined on a corner 
outside, gave accurate and detailed 
report of what he had noted.

“ He’s down under the monaker of 
‘ L. Hodge from Balto,’ ” whispered 
the “ dip,” “ and they’ve got him 
stabled in Room 514.”

The other nodded. “  Wait here to 
lamp him if he comes out,” he en- 
joirjed, “  and I’ll chase across the street 
to the drug store, and slip over the 
phone to ‘ Keno.’ ”

A. minute or two later he was back 
full of instructions. “ W e’re to stay 
on the job until somebody comes along 
and gives us the high sign to beat it,” 
he explained. “ And in the meantime, 
if this guy should come out, we’re to 
trail him, Keno says, and we don’t 
want to let him lose us, neither. This 
here is somep’n that the chief himself 
is directly int’rested in, so Keno tips 
me, and we can’t none of us afford to 
make no mistake.”

“  The chief, eh ? ”  repeated his com
rade, not without an involuntary touch 
of awe. “ What’s he after? ”

“ Search me. All I know'’ is, he 
sends word to Keno to have this party 
located for him; and that’s why such 
strict orders was gave to all of us to 
pick him up and report the minute that 
any of us sighted him.”

The other w'as silent a moment as 
though turning over something in his 
mind. “  Dan,” he finally queried hes
itatingly, “  do you suppose that Keno 
knows who the chief really is ? ”

“ Keno ? ” retorted Dan witheringly. 
“ N o ; nor ones that’s a whole lot high
er up in the gang than Keno don’t, 
neither. There ain’t nobody what 
knows who the chief is, I tell you. 
Whatever he’s got to say, he says it 
over the wires through half a dozen 
different people, and whenever there’s 
a split to be made, his’n is shipped to
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him by express and called for by a 
messenger kid.

“ No, sir; take it from me, bo, the 
only way any of them knows him is as 
the Chief, or ‘ Nadie,’ which is some 
kind of Dago language, so Keno tells 
me, for ‘ Nobody.’

“  And what’s more,’ ’ he went on im
pressively, “  no one never will get hep 
to who he is.

“  There's a lad that don't take no 
chances, you get me? All he does is 
ring up * Keno,’ or some stiff like that, 
on the phone, and then set back and 
give his orders. ‘ Keno,’ he says, 
f there’s a good box to be cracked out 
at such-and-such a number cn Q Street. 
Please attend to it.’ Or. * Keno,’ he 
says, ‘ Lady Valjean will have her 
diamond necklace in a leather poke 
with her when she goes to the ball at 
the Russian Ambassador’s to-night.

“ £ Please have a couple of your best 
dips on hand to snatch it frorrn her 
when she gets out of her carriage.’

“ That’s you and me, maybe, bo, and 
we hang around there in the cold and 
wet, taking every risk of a collar; and 
then the best we get out of it is a 
fourth cut at the sparks, with Keno ta
king the other fourth, and this Chief 
Nadie getting a clean half. Pretty soft 
business for him, eh ? ”

“ I should worry,”  assented the other 
with feeling. “  All the same, Danny, 
don’t you lay no big money but what 
he’ll get landed some day, and landed 
right, too. I ’ve heard it said that even 
the wisest of them will always run up 
against somebody just a little bit wiser; 
and it begins to look to me like this 
newspaper guy Ortle on the Appeal is 
getting pretty close to the chief's 
number.

“ He sure doped out that job down 
on the Avenue the other night just the 
way it happened, and if the bulls had 
paid any attention to what he told ’em, 
they'd have got the whole bunch that 
was in on it. He says he'll never rest, 
you know, until he’s got Nadie himself 
behind the bars.”

“ Y e s ; and I can see Ortle’s finish.

all right.” His comrade gave an ex
pressive hunch of the shoulders. “ Bill 
Tuttle used to say the same thing. You 
don't remember about Bill, I guess: 
that was before you hit the burg. Well, 
Bill Tuttle was a fly cop down at head
quarters, and he got this bug into his 
head, too, that he was going to catch 
Nadie. And I’ll not deny that for a 
time it looked as if he had the chief 
headed for the jumps. But all of a 
sudden one day somebody gets a call 
on the telephone, and, a low voice 
drawls at the other end: ‘ This man 
Tuttle is beginning to annoy me. 
Croak him.’ That was all— I’m giving 
it to you straight; but the next morn
ing Bill Tuttle was found out Ana- 
costia way with his throat slit from 
ear to ear. So I say, that if this Ortle 
thinks— ”

,! S h ! S h ! ” The other gave him a 
warning nudge. “ That’s Ortle now.” 

Pie indicated with a sjant of his eyes 
a man in evening dress and wearing 
an Inverness coat, who had halted a 
few feet away to greet an acquaintance.

“ Hello, major,” the crooks heard 
him hail the fat army officer whom he 
had brought to a pause. “ Where are 
you rushing to at such a rate? ”

“ Er—  Oh, is that you, Ortle? ” the 
major wheezed confusedly. “ Where 
am I going? Why— er— ”

Pie mumbled something about an ap
pointment with his lawyer to which he 
was already late; and would have 
dashed on. But the newspaperman 
fastened a detaining hand on his lapel.

“ Appointment with your lawyer, 
eh ? ” He bent a quizzical glance upon 
the other through his gold-rimmed eye
glasses. “ Oh, it’s all right, then? I 
was afraid you might be headed for 
that stag dinner that Belknap is pulling- 
off here at the hotel to-night.”

“ A fra id ?” the major stammered 
with a little touch of apprehension. 
“  What’s wrong, I ’d like to know, with 
a gentleman entertaining a few of his 
friends, if he sees fit to? ”

“  Ah, so you were going there after 
all? Naughty, naughty! ” Ortle shook
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a reproving finger. “ You know what's 
wrong as well as I do, major.”

“ Well, things promise to be a little' 
lively, I am told,” the major admitted 
sheepishly. “ But what of i t? ”

“ Nothing,” the other grinned, “  ex
cept that the affair is going to be raided 
by the police. I was tipped off to it 
not ten minutes ago.”

“ Raided? ” the major gasped trem
ulously. “ But— bless my soul, man! 
— wre can't permit that. My friend, 
Colonel Hone, is up there now, and to 
be mixed up in a scandal of this kind 
would simply ruin him. He’s entirely 
innocent in the matter, too; he hasn't 
an idea of what’s on foot, I swear to 
you. Here, let me go, Ortle. I've got 
to get up there and warn him.”

- But the newspaperman only clutched 
him more firmly by the lapel. “ Noth
ing doing, I ’m afraid, major.”

He shook his head. “ The cops have 
got a cordon around that dining-room 
that a mouse could hardly get through. 
They’re merely waiting for the big 
stunt to make their rush and gather in 
the whole bunch.”

The major turned almost apoplectic. 
“ But I must do something,” he pro
tested. “  Why, Colonel Hone —  al
though it’s not generally known yet—  
is certain of the next appointment as 
Superintendent at West Point, and this 
would be nothing short of a deathblow 
to his hopes. Then, think of what it 
would mean to Mrs. Hone, too. She— ” 

“ Mrs. H one?” interrupted Ortle 
sharply. “ By Jove! Isn’t that she 
now? ” peeping down the street toward 
the ladies’ entrance to the hotel, out of 
which a veiled and unattended woman 
had just emerged. “ What the dickens 
can she be doing here alone and at this 
time of night?”

He released his hold upon the major, 
and took a quick step in that direction, 
only to turn back as the woman hur
riedly entered a cab waiting at the curb, 
and was whisked away.

“ I’m a fool,”  he muttered as he re
joined his companion. “ It can't be 
anything more than some trick of re

semblance suggested to me by vour 
mention of her name. However, as 
you were saying, major, for her sake, 
if for nothing else, we can’t allow the 
colonel to be caught in this mess.”

He fell silent a moment, reflectively 
stroking his chin. “ It would be idle, 
as I tell you, to attempt to get in to 
him.” he vouchsafed at last; “ but I 
think I can manage to smuggle in a 
note, if you will give me one, and then 
possibly he may be able to slip out 
through the waiters’ doorway, or down 
the fire escape. At least we can try it̂  
Come he linked his arm through the 
major’s and drew him toward the hotel 
-— “ we have not a minute to waste if 
we’are to save him.”

Hardly had the two disappeared 
within the entrance before a quietly 
dressed man sauntered down the street 
and followed them into the Millward, 
where he registered, and after a little 
parley with the clerk was assigned to 
Room 513 immediately adjoining the 
apartment taken by the stranger from 
Baltimore.

He did not even glance toward the 
loitering “ dips ” as he passed them on 
the street corner; but just as he came 
abreast of them he lifted his hand to 
his hat, drew it down over his brow, 
and tapped three times lightly on the 
brim with his forefinger.

And they, recognizing the “ high 
sign,” knew that their vigil was over, 
and promptly disappeared, all uncon
scious that in the last brief hour there 
had flitted before their eyes the threads 
of a dozen different emotions— love, 
hate, passion, greed, devotion, revenge 
— as Fate’s flying shuttle wove them 
into the warp which was to form the 
story of Captain Essex and his stolen 
report.

C H A PTE R  III.

IX ROOM 514.

A l t h o u g h  Ortle put aside the sus
picion, or claimed to in the presence of 
Major Peters, the veiled woman he
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had seen leaving the Millward was 
really none other than Mrs. Hone, the 
beautiful, young wife of the colonel of 
engineers, and an unquestioned leader 
of the exclusive army set at the capital.

More than that, she had just been 
paying a surreptitious visit, her pres
ence unannounced in the hotel, to the 
room occupied by the young man who 
had registered as “ L. Hodge of Balti
more.”

It was remembered afterward, that 
shortly after the arrival of Mr. Hodge 
a woman called up on the telephone to 
inquire if he were staying at the hotel, 
and on being answered in the affirma
tive, was given connection with his 
room, and held a brief conversation 
with him over the wire.

Some effort was made, too, to trace 
the identity of the person making this 
call; but when it was learned that the 
inquiry had come from an ordinary 
nickel-in-the-slot pay station, the at
tempt was of course abandoned.

It was, however, as may be surmis
ed, Mrs. Hone, and some fifteen or 
twenty minutes later she slipped quiet
ly into the hotel, and avoiding the ele
vator passed unobserved up the stair
way to Room 514.

As a measure of explanation, if not 
of excuse for so flagrant an indiscre
tion on the part of a woman of her 
character and social standing, it should 
be stated that previous to her marriage 
with Colonel Hone three years before 
she also had been a Baltimorean, the 
elder of the two beautiful Marbury 
sisters, asknowledged belles of the 
Monumental City.

The natural inference, therefore, 
would be that this clandestine meeting 
was the sequel to some earlier attach
ment, some girlhood love affair from 
which she either could not, or would 
not cut herself off.

Nor was there anything in the greet
ing between the two to discountenance 
such an assumption. As she entered 
the room, throwing back her veil and 
disclosing her pale, agitated face. 
Hodge took her in his arms and kiss

ing her tenderly sought to soothe her 
manifest misgivings.

“ There, there.” He patted her on 
the shoulder. “ You needn’t have the 
slightest cause to worry. Every thing 
is going to come out all right; you’ll 
see.”

But the woman refused to be won 
over by his assurances. Clasping him 
close, she broke into an almost hysteri
cal protest, pleading with him wildly to 
abandon the enterprise upon which he 
was engaged, and exhorting him by a 
name which bore no resemblance to 
Hodge, nor could by any possibility be 
twisted into a word commencing with 
“  L . ”

He stopped her abruptly at that, and 
raised a deprecating hand. “  Louis, 
please,’’ he said with quick warning. 
“ You must remember that, in hotels 
more even than elsewhere, the walls 
have ears; and it Would spoil every
thing, if any one were to overhear you 
speaking to me by my own name.”

“ Spoil everything! ” Mrs. Hone dis
tressfully wrung her hands. “ Then 
you are still determined to carry out 
this mad undertaking? Will nothing 
that I can say move you? If you have 
no regard for your own safety, no fear 
in pitting yourself against these des
perate men, then for my sake listen to 
reason. I shall not know one easy 
moment while you are at it. Have you 
not heard what this cut-throat gang 
did to that detective who dared to op
pose them? And although the whole 
city was aroused over that brutal and 
cowardly murder, no means have yet 
been found to bring the perpetrators 
to justice. Where the entire resources 
of the police have failed, then, how 
can you possibly hope to succeed ? ”

“ How ? ” Hodge thrust his hands in
to his pockets, walking back and forth 
across the room. “ Because accident 
has given me a peculiar weapon which 
enables me to penetrate at once to the 
inmost circles of this criminal band.

“ My face is an * open sesame ’ to 
their councils which none of them will 
dream of questioning, and will even
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sefve to' silence any suspicion that 
might be excited by the blunders I may 
make.

“ I have an advantage of the officers, 
too, in that, while they are seeking to 
apprehend and punish these men, my 
sole object is to recover the stolen re
port and clear Jim Essex of even a 
breath against his integrity. I'd risk 
a good deal bigger danger than faces 
me to do that; and so I reckon would 
you, honey, if you were in my place." 
- “  But are you relying wholly on this 

masquerade to see you through," 
quavered Mrs. Hone, “ on your re
semblance to— ? ”

“  Not entirely." He fumbled a 
moment with the fastenings of a hol
ster underneath his coat, and with a 
touch of swagger brought to light a 
small automatic revolver.

Mrs. Hone repressed a slight scream 
at the sight of the pistol. “  Can you 
use it? ” she asked dubiously.

“ If I have to." Hodge a bit awk
wardly returned the weapon to its 
sheath. “  I carry it only by way of 
precaution, though; my trump card, as 
I say, is my appearance, and I flatter 
myself that it will pass muster with 
the sharpest-eyed ‘ gun ’ among them.”

He paused as he spoke to regard 
himself complacently in a long mirror 
set in the back of his bath-room door.

“ But come now, Mabel, dearest." 
he stepped over to take the young 
woman in his antis once more, “ you 
must be going. Indeed, you would 
better have minded me and stayed 
away, as I told you over the ’phone. 
We can’t tell what sort of a watch is 
being held over me; and heaven only 
knows the complications that might 
ensue if your visit here was discovered. 
I certainly don’t want to drag you into 
the affair.”

But promise me at least that you’ll 
do nothing awfully rash,” tearfully 
urged Mrs. Hone; “ and you must ar
range some way, too, to let me hear 
from you.”

“ Surely.” Hodge nodded. “ I’ll 
drop you a note or telephone you every

day. And above all, don’t let your 
imagination get to working over-time, 
dear heart, picturing all sorts of hor
rible things happening to me. I have 
a fancy that it all isn’t apt to be much 
more exciting really, than going down 
to a shop and ordering a bottle of 
pickles.

“ Now kiss me good-bye. darling, 
and let me fix your veil down lower 
over your face; you've got it all hiked 
up on one side. Then you really must 
run along.”

They embraced fondly, and the of
fending veil being arranged with a few 
deft touches so as to meet Hodge's 
critical approval, Mrs. Hone still mur
muring admonitions and appeals to be 
careful, finally took her departure.

Left to his own devices, Hodge. 
Narcissus-like, resumed the admiring 
contemplation of himself in the mirror, 
posing and attitudizing, strutting up 
and down before it, laughing, scowl
ing, and bowing to his reflection, and 
in short rehearsing a hundred differ
ent postures and expressions.

For almost an hour he kept this up. 
Indeed, he was still at it, when sud
denly he chanced to observe in the glass 
that the door of his room had opened 
noiselessly to admit a man with a 
black mask over his face.

With a gasp Hodge turned clumsily 
reaching for his gun, but before he 
could draw, the intruder had him 
covered.

“ None of that!” the man ordered 
sharply. “ Up with your hands there, 
you white-livered rat, and if you make 
another funny move. I ’ll bore you as 
full of holes as a colander. Don’t get 
any idea in your head that I ’m afraid 
to do it, either,” he jeered. “ This 
gat of mine is fitted with a silencer, 
and since it would be to-morrow morn
ing before you were found. I ’d have 
all the chance in the world to make my 
get-away.”
• Then, holding his victim with arms 
elevated at the point of his threatening 
muzzle, he leisurely turned the bolt on 
the door, and crossed the room.
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The gun which Hodge had attempt
ed to draw he jerked away, holster 
and all, and holding it in the palm of 
his hand, looked down at it contempt
uously.

“ That's a nice toy for a so-called 
first class crook to pack,” he scoffed. 
“ Why, it’s the sort of thing a lady 
might hang on her chatelaine.”

He slid the weapon into his pocket 
after a moment with a disdainful 
snort, and shifted his regard instead to 
the man in front of him. Hodge saw 
a pair of cold, gray eyes scrutinizing 
him narrowly through the holes in the 
mask.

“ 1S0, you’re the celebrated Angel- 
Face Kid, eh?”  In spite of his per
turbation, Hodge made a mental note 
of the fact that the fellow was evident
ly attempting to disguise his voice. 
“  Well, I am Nadie.”

He paused as if expecting the other 
to give some manifestation of terror at 
the statement; but the young man sim
ply continued to stare at him.

As a matter of fact, Hodge was sd 
frightened that he was cool. He was 
cudgeling his brains for some plan to 
checkmate his victorious adversary.

It was idle to dream of matching 
his slender strength in physical encoun
ter with so stalwart an adversary; but 
perhaps he could elude the man by a 
sudden dash for the door, or in some 
other fashion manage to outwit the 
fellow.

Even in his surge of panic, he 
resolutely put away from him any idea 
of calling for help, deterred partly by 
the grim menace of the unwavering 
revolver, but more by the fact that to 
do so would, as he put it to himself, 
“  dump the apple-cart.”

If he was to attain the object for 
which he had enlisted, it must be by 
mastering or cajoling this redoubtable 
Nadie, not by driving him away.

Drawing himself together, there
fore, and seeking to control the flutter 
in his voice, he made shift to answer. 
“  You surprise me,” he said. He was 
feeling his way, and this was about

as non-committal a remark as he could 
think of on the spur of the moment.

" I  surprise you, eh ?” The other 
derisively mimicked his light treble. 
“ Don’t you feel honored, too ? As 
you know, this is the first time that I 
have ever taken occasion to deal with 
a subordinate in person. And,” he 
added significantly, “  after I get 
through with you, I don’t think the 
necessity for such a step will soon oc
cur again. Sit down.”

He slipped his revolver into his 
pocket as he spoke, and waved the 
young man to a chair. “ You and I 
are going to have a little talk.”

Hodge was distinctly puzzled. With 
his discovery of the masked man in 
his room, the thought had naturally 
flashed to his mind that his imposture 
had been detected, and that he was 
about to be called to account; but ap
parently he was accepted without ques
tion as the bona fide “ Angel-Face 
Kid,” the genteel scamp he was at
tempting to personate.

On the strength of this counterfeit, 
Hodge had hoped to gain access to the 
master crook, or at least to' some of 
his chief lieutenants; for he had in
formation that within this sinister 
band lay the possession of Captain Es
sex’s stolen report.

But why, he could not help wonder
ing. had Nadie taken the trouble to 
seek him out, and especially why did 
he come in such evidently hostile hu
mor ?

He did not have to wait long to find 
out. “  Yes,”  his visitor repeated, 
“  this is the first time that I have dealt 
with any one in the organization in 
person. But then,”  he went on, and 
his voice grew hard as flint, “  it is also 
the first time that any one has attempt
ed to betray me.”

As if shaken by a gust of anger, he 
abruptly dropped his coldly judicial 
tone and broke into the vernacular.

“  Why, you baby-faced shrimp! ” he 
snarled. “  You didn’t really think that 
you could double-cross me, and get 
away with it, did you ? And the nerve
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of you, too. Coming right here to 
Washington to stick your head in the 
lion’s mouth.

“ I suppose you banked on that old 
gag about boldness winning, eh? 
Well, this is one time where it goes to 
the bad, for you did just exactly what 
I expected. I knew you’d find trouble 
in marketing your goods, and at the 
end would drop in here; so I told the 
boys to look out for you.

“ But now, as you see, the game’s 
up, and you'll have to come across.’ ’

He extended his hand as he spoke, 
and Hodge, noting the slenderness of 
the wrist, was confirmed in a previous 
suspicion that the man’s figure, like 
his voice, was disguised, its burly as
pect consisting chiefly of padding.

With shrewd observation, he had 
already set down the fact that Nadie 
did not remove his heavy suede gloves 
as due either to some noticeable scar 
on his hands or else to a desire to 
avoid leaving tell-tale finger-prints.

“ Come across, I say,” the fellow re
peated impatiently. “ The other mat
ters between us we’ll take up later. 
But first I want that firing-device re
port, and no more fooling about it.”

Hodge should perhaps have been 
prepared for it from what had gone 
before; but as a matter of fact the de
mand came to him as a complete sur
prise.

Suddenly he realized that he had 
been duped and deceived into his pres
ent hazardous position. Not from 
Nadie was the stolen secret to be re
trieved; for Nadie was manifestly as 
eager to secure it as he himself.

The startled play of expression 
across his face was evidently misun
derstood by the gang leader, however.

“ Cut it out, I tell you,” he snapped. 
“  Cut it out. I can see you’re trying 
to frame up some foxy stall on me; 
but it’s no use. I’m going to have 
those papers, do you understand me, 
and the sooner you hand them over 
the better it’ll be for you.”

“ But I haven’t got them.” Hodge’s 
voice rose shrill in denial. “ I— "

He halted, terrified into .speechless
ness; for with an exasperated oath 
Nadie had whipped out a keen-edged 
dirk and was waving it menacingly in 
front of his face.

“ Come across, you white-lipped 
cur,” he threatened, “ or I ’ll make Bill 
Tuttle’s finish as mild as an old maid’s 
tea-party besides what yours will be. 
I ’ll slice you into mincemeat, do you 
hear? I ’ll carve you up quivering, 
and never touch a vital spot until I am 
ready to leave you as an example for 
all future sneaks and traitors.”

Sick with fear, Hodge watched fas
cinated the glitter of the knife-blade 
as it flashed to and fro to punctuate 
these blood-curdling promises.

But when— whether by a misstroke 
or of deliberate purpose— the sharp 
point finally slashed across his chest, 
inflicting a cut of little consequence, 
but from which the blood gushed out 
to make a wide, crimson stain upon his 
soft, white shirt front, he aroused in 
a frenzy of desperation to fling himself 
on his tormentor, screaming at the top 
of his voice.

Nadie easily withstood the puerile 
attack, dropping his knife to clutch at 
the other’s throat and stifle those hys
terical calls for help; but as he bore 
his slight opponent, mastered and half- 
swooning, back into the chair, some 
suspicion gained in the struggle 
caused him to reach out quickly and 
jerk open Hodge’s neck-band, reveal
ing underneath a white and rounded 
bosom.

“ Holy Hannibal! ” The Master 
Crook recoiled aghast. “  It’s a 
woman! ”

C H A PTE R  IV.

EXIT, “  MR. HODGE.”

F or a moment Nadie stood hesita
ting, staring down at the limp, shrink- 
ing figure in that mockery of natty 
male attire; then without a word he 
turned to the door and, satisfying him
self bv a brief reconnaissance that no
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one was in sight, he slipped quickly out 
into the corridor, stuffing his mask into 
his pocket as he went.

Like a flash the girl was up and 
after him to shoot the bolt on his re
treat, and tugging with nervous energy 
she also shoved a heavy table up 
against the door to serve as a further 
barrier against his possible return.

Then tottering back to her chair she 
subsided almost in a collapse, sobbing 
weakly between her fright and relief, 
and starting up to shudder in new 
alarm every time that the window rat
tled, a piece of furniture creaked, or 
the muffled step of a passing guest 
sounded outside in the corridor.

Gradually, however, she regained 
control of her nerves to some extent 
and, recalling the knife slash she had 
received in her recent terrifying expe
rience, rose and passed into the bath
room, to make an examination of her 
injury.

It was of minor importance— hardly 
more than a scratch low down on the 
side of the neck— and after she had 
bathed it and applied a little cold cream 
which she took from her bag, she felt 
no discomfort from it whatever.

But a small vein had evidently been 
severed— for all around the rent where 
the sharp point had sheared through 
her shirt and undershirt and waistcoat 
were stiff and soaked with blood.

She gazed down uncertainly at the 
havoc which had been wrought in her 
brave apparel: then reaching a swift 
decision, began rummaging in her suit
case until she had brought to light from 
under a pile of purely masculine be
longings a complete feminine outfit of 
shirtwaist and dark skirt with a short 
jacket to match.

Hurriedly she made the exchange, 
not having to lose any time in puzzling 
out the uses of various mystifying 
straps and buckles as in donning the 
habiliments of the other sex: but when, 
her toilette finished, she set a jaunty, 
soft hat atop her close-cropped curls 
and was tying around it the folds of a 
voluminous, blue veil, she paused to

give a disapproving shake of the head 
at her reflection in the mirror, and in
voluntarily her lips quivered like those 
of a disappointed child’s.

How different was the wan, dejected 
" Mary Ann *’ that looked back at her 
out of the glass from the debonair 
figure she had last beheld there, when 
she was schooling herself to an as
sumption of the masculine gait and 
graces.

Yet great as was the change in her 
outward aspect, it did not exceed that 
of her altered mood. Then she had 
been alert, buoyant, tingling with a 
sense of adventure; while now, back to 
her hampering skirts once more, there 
was in her heart only disillusionment 
and the bitter realization of defeat.

Her masquerade had led her no
where. her stratagem had failed. 
There was nothing left her except to 
go back to the prosaic routine of her 
sheltered existence, and abandon the 
recovery of Captain Essex’s report 
and the capture of its thieves to the 
hackneyed methods of the police.

But even as she yielded dolefully to 
this conviction, there came to her a 
sudden suggestion gathered from her 
recent harrowing ordeal, but which in 
her panic had failed to impress her 
with any especial significance.

Yet from Xadie’s involuntary dis
closures it was obvious that, although 
his had been the mind to conceive the 
daring robbery, the booty was not now 
and never had been in his hands.

Her wild-goose chase to Washington 
in quest of it had been the result of 
wilful and deliberate misrepresenta
tion: and in view of this fact, no less 
than from the gang-leader’s maledic
tions, she doubted not that the actual 
custody of the report was with her 
disingenuous informant— none other, 
in short, than that “  Angel-Face Kid ” 
whom she had tried to impersonate.

The assurance plainly angered her, 
yet at the same time it brought the 
light of a fresh inspiration to her 
eye. a set of renewed determination to 
her lips.
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Without waiting for anything, or 
even stopping to pick up the discarded 
garments strewn about the room, she 
sprang impulsively to the door. and. 
pushing aside the table placed against 
it only far enough to let her slip 
through, dashed out into the hall.

Along the dim corridor she flitted, 
and choosing, like Mrs. Hone, the 
staircase as her means of descent, 
sped swiftly down it to the ladies' 
entrance and so out to the street.

Unlike Mrs. Hone, however, she 
did not entirely escape observation 
within the hotel. A night watchman 
making his rounds chanced to remark 
her precipitate exit from the room and 
had his suspicions aroused thereat; but, 
hesitating to accost her on account of 
her eminently respectable appearance, 
reported the matter instead to the 
house detective; and he, learning upon 
inquiry that 514 was occupied by a 
single gentleman, set off, scandalized, 
to remonstrate with the evidently dis
solute Hodge.

But by the time the investigation 
reached "this acute stage the fugitive 
was well away from the premises.

At that late hour— a neighboring 
church clock pealed out two deep- 
toned strokes as she came out of the 
hotel— there were no cabs standing 
along that side of the Milhvard; so, 
rather than try the front with the 
chance of encountering some band of 
midnight revelers, she turned down 
the quiet street to her right, and at a 
corner two or three blocks further 
along succeeded in picking up a 
disreputable - looking “ night - hawk " 
drawn by a shambling old horse.

The driver, a grizzled negro in a top- 
hat which might have descended from 
Daniel Webster, looked distinctly sur
prised at the address she gave him—  
it was not often that fares for the 
fashionable Connecticut Avenue sec
tion came his way, especially in the 
guise of lorn young women meander
ing about the streets at 2 a .m .— but. 
upon her assurance that she had made 
no mistake, he took her in.

Under promise of a substantial tip 
he urged his spavined crowbait along 
to such good advantage that they were 
not more than ten minutes in 
reaching their destination, the hand
some residence of Colonel Hone on 
one of the side streets just off of 
Dupont Circle.

Springing out almost before the rick
ety old vehicle came to a halt, its pas
senger raced up the steps and sounded 
the bell with an energy which brought 
hurried if disheveled response under 
the apprehension that fire was the 
very least calamity which could war
rant such a vehement arousing of an 
august butler from his dreams.

Mrs. Hone herself, a hastily 
snatched up dressing robe wrapped 
around her, had come to the head of 
the staircase, and now at the sound of 
her belated visitor’s voice rushed 
down to seize the returned prodigal 
in a fluttering embrace.

“ Allison! Sister! ” she exclaimed. 
“ What has happened? Tell me what 
brings you out here at such a time of 
night? ”

“ Presently, dear.” The other put 
aside her anxious inquiries. “ Present
ly I ’ll tell you everything. But first 
please send Wilkins out to pay off the 
cabman and dismiss him; and let me 
get to the telephone. I want to send 
a long distance call.”

She disengaged herself from her 
sister’s arms as she spoke to hurry 
off up-stairs; and when Mabel, having 
issued the necessary orders to the 
butler, followed her a moment later, 
she found the girl already seated be
fore the instrument in her boudoir, 
scolding at “ Central” for her slow
ness.

“ But surely you didn't come all the 
way out here merely to telephone, when 
you could just as well have done it at 
the hotel? ”

Mrs. Hone, delayed in the gratifi
cation of her curiosity, spoke with a 
slight touch of asperity.

“ I couldn’t, though; that is, not 
without risk of being overheard.

FORTV THIEVES.
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and—  Hello! ” she broke off. “  Is 
that you at last, long distance? Xow, 
rush this through, please, as it’s very 
important," and she gave a Baltimdre 
number. f

But that is home,’’ cried Mabel. 
“  You are not going to tell papa, are 
you ? ”

‘‘ No.’ ’ The girl swung around, 
still holding the receiver to her ear. 
“ It is Frank I want.”

“ Frank ? ” repeated her sister. At 
home? Does papa know he is there? ”

” Nobody knows except old Julius 
and myself. Oh, I’ve got a lot of 
things to tell you, my dear, that I 
didn’t have time to explain when you 
were at the hotel.”

Then, while she waited for the an
swer to her call, and Mabel, round
eyed, sat listening with her kimono 
tucked about her feet, she related 
how their scapegrace brother, Allison's 
twin, whom their father had forbidden 
the house years before, and whom 
they had all supposed in South 
America, had suddenly turned up the 
previous day, seeking, as he said, a 
haven from the police.

Nobody knew his real name or con
nections, he told Allison, so long had 
he been out of the country, and conse
quently his old home was the safest 
place that he could find to lie low in 
until the chase for him had died down.

Then, when yielding to sympathy, 
Allison granted his appeal for an asy
lum, he commenced like all criminals 
to wax boastful.

He was an adept in his line, he told 
her, of such high standing in the 
underworld, that Nadie, who would 
have none but master craftsmen asso
ciated with him, had offered special 
inducements to have him return to 
America and take a place in the organ
ization.

He had only been back two weeks, 
but had already engineered one of the 
biggest hauls yet made by the gang.

Dilating upon this, and upon the ne
cessity for him to seek seclusion until 
the first hue and cry was over, he di

vulged to her amazement that it was 
the theft of the firing device report to 
which he referred.

So long had it been since he had 
held any communication with his fam
ily, or taken the trouble to inquire re
garding them, that he prattled away 
quite unconscious he was confiding in 
the fiancee of his victim.

Nor did she, after a first involun
tary start, betray her overwhelming 
interest; for already the daring proj
ect was taking shape in her mind to 
avail herself of his disclosures and 
their striking personal resemblance 
for her lover’s benefit.

Warily she pressed him for further 
details; but could get little more out of 
him except that the papers were now- 
in Washington and in Nadie’s hands 
pending negotiations for their sale to 
the representative of a certain foreign 
power.

This, as she had since discovered, 
was as much a pleasing fiction as his 
declaration that it was from the police 
he was hiding, when he w-as really try
ing to elude the vengeance of the band 
for holding out the spoils u-ith the idea 
of disposing of them himself.

A t the time, though, she accepted 
his story in full faith, and levying on 
his belongings--for what she required, 
set forth on her rash enterprise, leav
ing word for him that she had been un
expectedly called out of town, and that 
old Julius, the negro butler who had 
been with them since childhood, would 
look after his comfort during her ab
sence.

The only person to whom she had 
given even a hint of her purpose was 
Mrs. Hone, and not even to her did 
she reveal that the brother was at their 
old home, merely contenting herself 
with the statement that she had met 
him, and that it was upon intelligence 
gained from him she was acting.

This she had communicated to Ma~ 
bel in a hasty special-delivery letter 
mailed before her departure from Bal
timore. asking the latter to send her 
some money by messenger-boy to the
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Millward under the pseudonym she 
had decided to use. and also enjoining 
her not to breathe a word of the mat
ter even to her husband.

“ You haven’t, have yo u ?” She 
shot a searching glance at the other.

“ O f course not,” Mabel bridled. 
“  Indeed, I haven’t had the chance. 
Ethelbert sent me word this afternoon 
that he had to go over to Fort Myer 
for a conference, and that I was not 
to worry if he did not show up before 
breakfast. Luckily for you, he has 
been as good as his word; for I don’t 
know how we could keep from ex
plaining things to him. with all this 
racket and hubbub of your arrival. 
Certainly, we will have to fix up some 
very plausible story to account for 
your presence here in the morning."

“ No need of that," retorted Alli
son, “ as I shall not be here. I am 
calling up Frank now to tell him that 
he must under no circumstances slip 
away down the bay on an oyster boat, 
as he hinted he might do if a pal of 
his could make the necessary arrange
ments, but must stay close by the 
house until my return. Then,” with a 
decisive nod, “ I am going to take the 
first train back to Baltimore and get 
that report if I have to wring it from 
him by force.”

Mrs. Hone started to put a further 
question; but the telephone connection 
being effected at that moment, the girl 
stayed her with a gesture for silence, 
and turned to the instrument.

The minute she waited for an an
swer seemed like an hour.

Old Julius answered the call, and 
with some difficulty she finally beat it 
into his sleepy comprehension who it 
was on the wire, and what it was she 
desired.

“ You say you want me to call Mis- 
teh Frank to de phone,” repeated the 
butler. “ But, sho’. Miss Ally, chile, 
I can’t do dat. He done skin out dis 
ebenin’ jes’ sho’tlv afteh yo’ all went 
away, an’ ha tole me when he let” dat 
he reckon he wouldn’ be back no mo’. 
He witz gwine down de bay, he said.

to ketch a freighter, an' make his get
away."

C H A PTE R  V.

IN THE MORNING.

F rom her previous experience with 
the “ Angel-Face Kid,” Allison should 
perhaps have recognized that as a rule 
the statements of that shifty youth, 
like dreams, went by contraries.

Indeed, it was a pretty safe bet that 
if he announced any specific course or 
intention, he could be counted on to 
do the diametrically opposite thing.

So. when he told old Julius that he 
was bound for blue water and a refuge 
in “  furrin parts,” he went out instead 
and caught an interurban car to Lau
rel, the half-way point between Wash
ington and Baltimore, just over the 
District of Columbia line, and there 
sought to hide himself among the 
crowd of touts and track-followers 
gathered for the opening of a race 
meeting.

Not but what there was a certain 
method in his madness. Happening 
by accident to discover after Allison’s 
departure the inroads which had been 
made upon his wardrobe, he set it 
down, for all his shrewdness, not to 
the true cause, but to a visit from a 
sneak-thief; and unable to figure out 
how the pillage had been effected, 
drew conclusion that the prowler must 
have been some expert agent of Na- 
die’s sent there only to spy him out, 
but who once inside the house had 
been incapable of resisting the temp
tation of the well-filled “  keester,” and 
the chance to do a stroke of business 
on the side.

“ Thus conscience doth make cow
ards of us all and thus the “ Angel- 
Face Kid,” believing himself smoked 
out. lost no time in streaking to an
other covert, for the well-advised 
“ gun," like a careful general, always 
plans his line of retreat in advance.

Indeed, it was in anticipation of just 
such an emergency that he had told
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Allison of that mythical pal who might 
. arrange for his “ get-away” on an 

oyster boat, and the corresponding fic
tion that he imparted to Julius on leav
ing was from the same motive; since, 
anxious to cover up his trail, he was 
unwilling that even these friendly 
spirits should be in position to betray 
him by an unguarded word.

So plausible seemed the story of his 
hurried flitting on the freighter, more
over, and so in accord with all that she 
had learned of his actual predicament 
since her arrival in Washington, that 
Allison never for a moment doubted 
its truth.

Somewhere out on the high seas, as 
she believed, was now the missing re
port of Captain Essex, on its way to 
be hawked about through the devious 
channels of foreign information sys
tems. and eventually knocked down to 
the highest bidder.'

Gone, it was; gone beyond hope of 
recovery; since, even -were she to give 
what she knew to the authorities, had 
not the angel-faced one boasted that, 
once free of American soil he could 
afford to laugh at reprisals?

Without definite proofs, too, would 
not her rather fantastic story be scout
ed as an effort to lift the weight of 
suspicion growing ever heavier upon 
her lover?

If her brother had admitted so 
much to her, it would be asked, why 
had he not also explained to her the 
puzzling riddle of the method by 
which access had been gained to the 
army officer's guarded office; and on 
that point, as already indicated, the 
secretive “ Kid ” had sedulously kept 
his own counsel.

No; as she saw' it, to confide now 
in the police would be merely to rattle 
the bones of a forgotten family skele
ton to no purpose.

It would, too, be a confession of 
bungling on her own part. Essex 
might not say anything to upbraid 
her, but he would undoubtedly blame 
her in his heart. His complete exon
eration had been fairly within her

grasp ; yet she had let it slip between 
her fingers.

Sick with chagrin, her last hope van
ishing at the word from old Julius, 
she dropped the receiver back on its 
hook and, burying her face in her 
hands, gave way to a fit of passionate 
weeping.

The hysterical outburst was so un
usual, so unlike Allison’s ordinary 
calm poise, that Mabel sprang to her 
side in alarm and threw her arms 
about the heaving shoulders of the dis
traught girl.

You are overwrought ! ” she cried. 
“  You have been attempting too 
much! ”

“ Attempting! ’5 wailed the girl trag
ically. " That is just it, I have been 
attempting, and have accomplished 
nothing. And, oh, Mab, if you only 
knew what I have been through to
night ! ”

She gripped her sister convulsively 
by the arms. “ Can you imagine what 
it is to have a dagger flashed to and 
fro before your eyes, to feel it score 
your flesh, to expect every moment 
that—  Oh.” she broke off shudder
ing, “ I did not know' that I had it in 
me to he such a weak-spirited coward. 
The mere memory of the dancing, 
snaky glitter of that knife sends me 
cold with fear, turns me weak and 
spineless as a rag.”

Then, between incoherent parox
ysms of weeping, she sobbed out the 
story of her night’s adventure, w'hile 
Mabel listened, horrified, to the recital.

At last, though, w’hen the experience 
had been fully gone over and both 
were able to discuss it more calmly, 
Mrs. Hone suddenly awoke to an 
aspect of the case which struck her as 
meriting attention.

“ But your clothes?” she asked. 
“ The trousers and things? What 
have you done with them? ”

“ I left them at the hotel,” indiffer
ently. “  My one thought was to get 
away. Anyhotv, it’s o£ no conse
quence now. Whoever finds them is 
welcome to them.”
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A slight, perturbed frown wrinkled 
Mrs. Hone’s brow. “  I think we had 
better try to get them back,” she said 
a trifle dubiously. “  They might be 
traced up to you in some way; one 
never knows just where an inquiry 
into that sort of thing will lead to. 
And you certainly don’t want any no
toriety on top of all the rest of this.” 

Allison shrugged her shoulders. She 
was so utterly done up, both in body 
and mind, that for the moment noth
ing seemed of very much importance 
to her.

“  Oh, well, if you think so,” she as
sented. “  I can’t very easily go to the 
hotel myself to claim them;, but we 
can probably arrange to have them 
sent, or something of the kind. How
ever, no need to bother about that to
night. I have taken the room until 
this evening, you know, and, luckily, 
paid for it in advance.”

“ I’ll tell you,” decided Mabel; 
'* thinking it over, it seems to me very 
much better on every account to take 
Ethelbert into our confidence— partly, 
at least— and let him look after the 
matter. Trust me, ray dear, to know 
just how much to .tell him.”

Accordingly, the next morning, long 
before she usually even dreamed of 
opening her eyes, Mrs. Hone slipped 
from under the covers and, donning a 
becoming morning-gown of the soft 
topaz shade which the colonel espe
cially admired, with a Frenchy little 
cap on her pretty blond head, descend
ed to the breakfast-room, where she 
knew her husband sat at his bacon and 
eggs.

She had heard him come in about 
half an hour before, repair to his own 
room, and then, after a strenuous ses
sion with the shower-bath, dress for 
the day and pass down-stairs again; 
and she had so timed her own appear
ance on the scene as to be on hand to 
serve him his coffee in the way that 
he particularly liked-it.

Colonel Hone was so absorbed in his 
morning paper that, until she spoke to 
him, he did not observe her entrance; 

2 A

then he looked up quickly with a start 
of surprise— one might almost say of 
trepidation.

It must be confessed, too, for all 
that he was carefully groomed and 
freshly shaved, he looked a bit seedy 
and worse for wear this morning.

He had pouches under his eyes and 
haggard lines about his mouth, and 
the greeting that he extended to his 
wife seemed just a shade effusive and 
overdone. While he was compliment
ing her on her appearance and felici
tating himself on having her at break
fast with him, his glance, she saw, had 
surreptitiously returned to the news
paper laid beside his plate.

“ Allison came last night,” she in
formed him as she slipped into her 
place and unfolded her napkin.

The colonel made no answer. His 
eyes were glued upon the printed page 
before him.

“  Allison came last night,” repeated 
Mrs. Hone. But still he paid no heed. 
“ Ethelbert, are you deaf ? ”  She spoke 
up sharply. “  I have told you three 
times that Allison came last night.”

.Her husband roused apologetically. 
By this time he had reached the end 
of the article over which he had been 
poring so intently, and there was 
something like an expression of relief 
in his face.

“  I beg your pardon, my dear,” he 
said. “  I am afraid I was wool-gath
ering for the moment. You say that 
Allison came last night, eh? That’s 
very nice, but a little unexpected, isn’t 
it? What brought her over?”

Mrs. Hone hesitated. Some saving 
intuition impelled her to sidestep the 
opening for which she had been ma
neuvering. “  What was it you found 
so interesting in the paper? ”  she asked 
instead, reverting to the first thing 
which popped into her mind.

The colonel flushed and shot her an 
uneasy glance. “  In the paper ? ” he 
stammered. “ Why— er— nothing. I 
was just reading a rather sensational 
thing that happened at the Millward 
last night. Like to look at it ? ”
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He creased the paper carefully down 
the middle, and handed it over to her, 
with the article to which he referred 
tippermost; but she, with a woman's 
contrariety, turned it over and glanced 
at the other side first.

“ What do you mean?” Her eye 
roved over the head-lines for a minute. 
“ Oh, yes: I see. ‘ Lurid Stag Dinner 
Raided by the Police.’ ”

“  No, no,” the colonel protested ha
stily. “ That doesn’t amount to any
thing. You’re looking at the wrong 
column altogether. What I was speak
ing of was the murder mystery.”

“ Murder m ystery?” Finally she 
turned the paper over and, as she did 
so, only refrained with difficulty from 
an audible gasp: for there, staring up 
at her, was a big black head-line: 
“ What Has Become of Louis 
H odge?”

The look which she flashed at her 
husband was almost as apprehensive 
as the one that he had given her a few 
minutes before; but, finding him plac
idly intent upon his meal, now that he 
had steered her off of dangerous 
ground, she returned hurriedly to the 
article, and thereafter for a season was 
quite as preoccupied as he had pre
viously been.

“ But I don't see anything in all this 
to make such a fuss about,” she carped 
when she had rapidly skimmed 
through the two or three columns de
voted to the affair.

“  As far as I can make out, there 
were only some blood-stained clothes 
and a knife found in the room. If 
any one was murdered, what has be
come of him? ”

“ Ah, but don't you see.” patiently 
explained the colonel, “  that is just 
where the mystery comes in. The in
dications all point to a murderous af
fray there in the hotel, with this young 
woman who was seen leaving the room 
as the probable assassin; yet not a 
trace can be found anywhere of the 
victim.

“  The police are hampered, more
over. by an utter absence of any in

formation relating to the antecedents 
of this young man, Hodge. He regis
tered from Baltimore: but apparently 
nothing is known of him over there, 
although, as the clerk at the Millward 
says, his address and manner indicated 
that he was a person of some conse
quence.

“ However ” — he gave a short, iron
ic laugh— “ it probably will not long 
remain a mystery. I see that your 
friend Ortle promises to tackle the 
affair to-morrow and offer a solution."

With a disparity of twenty years be
tween himself and his blooming young- 
wife, it was perhaps not unnatural that 
the colonel should be somewhat jeal
ously inclined toward any younger 
man who especially affected her so
ciety; but in the case of Ortle it must 
be confessed that he had some grounds 
for objection.

The newspaperman, although some
thing of a social lion, was hardly the 
type that one wanted to see installed 
as “ tame cat ” at his own hearth
stone. and to just that position was 
Ortle fast approximating- in the Hone 
household.

Mabel, however, discreetly ignored 
his petulant fling. She could see, for 
one thing, that the colonel was a bit on 
edge this morning for some reason, 
and, in addition, she had plenty to oc
cupy her own thbughts without enga
ging in a connubial discussion.

“ Ah.” she said indifferently, “ that 
will be interesting. What docs he take 
up in his column to-day?” turning- 
over the page as she spoke to seek the 
daily criminological study which Ortle 
had made such a feature of the Ap
peal.

“ The Essex affair.” growled the 
colonel with evident disapproval. “  He 
tries to prove ‘ Jimmy’s ’ absolute in
nocence. I ’ll have to admit, too.” 
grudgingly. “ that in spots his hypoth
esis isn't half bad: fantastic, of course, 
but clever. #

“  Still, if he really wanted to help 
Essex, he had better have kept hands 
off. That sort of loose conjecture and
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theory will only serve to prejudice the 
boy with an Army Board, and it be
gins to look very much now as though 
that would be the outcome.”

“ Oh, don’t tell me that.” Mabel 
glanced up, her mind diverted for the 
moment from her own worries. " Poor 
Jim.”

” Yes.” The colonel shook his head. 
'■  Things have gotten to such a stage 
now that he will practically be forced 
to demand an inquiry, unless, indeed, 
the Department decides to go ahead on 
its own initiative; and in either event 
the results are bound to tell against 
him if he can offer no more convin
cing story than the one he has told so 
far. By the way, did Allison intimate 
that there was anything new in the 
situation ? ”

“ Why, no.” Mabel had the grace 
to color slightly. "  She came quite 
late, you know, and as she is still sleep
ing this morning, I have really had 
but little opportunity to talk to her. 
Poor girl; we must be very tender 
with her, Ethelbert,” she pleaded. 
" She feels this thing, I am sure, much 
more deeply than she shows. Indeed, 
I have an idea that it was a craving 
for sympathy and affection, more than 
anything else, that brought her to see 
me at this time.”

“ O f course, of course.” Her hus
band nodded. “ See if you can’t divert 
her, my dear, and get her mind off Es
sex and his troubles. As a matter of 
fact ” —  he frowned slightly —  ” she 
should have cut loose from him long 
ago. Far be it from me to knock any 
fellow when he is down; but it does 
seem a shame that a lovely, charming 
girl like Allison should be tied up to 
any one so persistently ill-starred as 
' Jimmy ’ seems to be.”

Then, with a glance at his watch, he 
hastily swallowed his coffee and rose 
from the table, muttering that he was 
already due over at the barracks.

Mabel followed him out in the hall 
to give him a dutiful kiss of farewell, 
and stood in the doorway watching 
his spare, erect figure, lithe and well

preserved for all his forty-seven years, 
as he descended the steps and entered 
his waiting car.

Once she seemed half inclined to 
call him back; but at that instant he 
turned to lift his hat to her and wave 
his hand, and at the stiff, military 
gesture and sight of his martinetlike 
face her impulse died.

It would do no good to confide in 
him now, she thought; would, indeed, 
only provoke him, since, as she knew, 
the honor of his position was almost a 
fetish with him, and nothing could 
well be more distasteful than to have 
the breath of possible scandal or no
toriety touch him ever so slightly.

Besides, he could do nothing, the 
way things had turned out. The tell
tale evidence left behind by Allison in 
her flight had already been found, and 
with the public interest whetted as it 
was in the mysterious Hodge, the po
lice and newspapers could not possibly 
be called off without giving out the 
entire story.

No; on the whole, it was much bet
ter that she and Allison keep their own 
counsel, running what small risk there 
might be of having the escapade traced 
up to them, and trusting that the gen
eral interest, with nothing fresh to 
feed upon, would soon die of inani
tion.

Indeed, now in the broad light of 
day, the apprehensions of discovery 
which had so assailed her the night 
before seemed silly and overstrained.

Certainly there had been nothing in 
the newspaper account to arouse un
easiness; according to it, the author
ities were all at sea, utterly without a . 
clue leading in any direction.

Involuntarily h e r  face cleared an d  
her lips almost broke into a smile as 
she glanced out along the street to
ward the parked enclosure of the Cir
cle. greening now with the spring and 
bordered by crocuses and tulips.

Certainly it was a morning to dispel 
all glumness and evil misgivings—  
April in her freshest and most jocund 
mood. The sun was shining, the sky
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was blue, the voices and light laughter 
of playing children came to her ears.

A blue-uniformed messenger-boy 
came slouching around the corner and 
scuffed leisurely down the sunlit street. 
About to turn and go inside, she halt
ed as she saw him pause before the 
house and gaze up inquiringly at the 
number.

Then, with hand extended, she wait
ed until he had climbed the steps and 
handed over to her a note which he 
took from his cap.

One glance at the superscription, 
and she hastily tore open the envelope. 
Inside she read:

Dear Mrs. H one:
[ am coming to you for tea this 

afternoon, and l am hoping that you 
will grant me a few moments alone 
with you after the others have gone, 
as I have something to talk over with 
you of singular importance both to 
you and myself. I trust to you to sec 
that we have opportunity for an un
disturbed interview; even your sister 
had better not be informed of my 
staying.

Faithfully,
W i l l i a m  Ortle.

Unusual and almost insolent though 
the request, it must l>e confessed that 
the feeling it aroused in Mrs. Hone 
was dismay rather than resentment.

Especially was her blanching gaze 
riveted upon the final sentence: “ Even 
your sister had better not be informed 
of my staying.”

Indeed, did not that furnish the key 
to the whole missive— for how could 
Ortle be acquainted with Allison’s 
presence in Washington unless he 
either knew or divined the method of 
her arrival ?

ft seemed impossible that he could 
have deciphered so much in so short a 
time from the meager evidence fur
nished by the hotel room and its con
tents: but, for all the scoffing of the 
police, she had seen his perspicacity 
proven correct in too many cases to 
doubt his almost uncanny powers.

What other meaning, in fact, could 
be read into the whole tone and matter

of his note than that he had reached the 
true solution of the Hodge mystery? 
And why did he want to see her unless 
it was to bargain for his silence?

filer face clouded, and a slight shud
der shook her frame. As a young so
ciety matron, she had rather taken 
pride in having the gifted, sought-after 
newspaperman so plainly attached to 
her chariot-wheels.

She had even found a certain fas
cination in his personality. But she 
shrank, her entire nature in revolt, 
against finding herself in his power.

All the brightness and beauty of the 
morning gone for her, she turned and. 
twisting his note into shreds between 
her fingers, went back into the house.

C H A PTE R  VI.

“  Fr a n k e n s t e i n .”

A fter the light laughter and chatter 
had died away, and the last of Mrs. 
Elone’s guests at the serving of five- 
o’clock tea that afternoon had depart
ed, leaving her to the contemplation of 
her empty reception-room, she dropped 
wearily into a damask chair and. rest
ing her head on her arm, relaxed the 
stiff, society smile into which she had 
set her features for the past hour.

Seen thus in repose, her face showed 
in its pallor and the wide, frightened 
gaze of her dark eyes the strain under 
which she had been tailoring.

So might look a child who was nerv
ing itself to go up-stairs in the dark; 
for there was a distinctly infantile sug
gestion in the soft, rounded contour of 
Mabel's cheek and the delicate, rose- 
leaf curve of her mouth, drooping now 
into a pathetic little quiver.

She sat staring straight ahead of her. 
her tiny hands clenching and unclench
ing under the stress of her emotions as 
she thought of the ordeal ahead of her: 
but with the entrance of the soft-foot
ed butler who came to remove the frag
ile Dresden cups and shining silver 
service, she roused from her reverie.

“  I shall be at home to no one for the
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next half-hour, Wilkins,” she said, and 
repeated: ” To no one— you under
stand? ”

" Very good, madame,” The man 
bowed and, absolutely expressionless, 
went on with his task; but out of the 
corner of his eye he watched her as she 
rose and swiftly crossed the hall, and 
when she turned into the music-room 
he gave ever so slight a shake of the 
head.

Ortle, who was seated at the piano, 
running his fingers softly over the keys, 
glanced up as she entered and smiled 
with a touch of amusement. He could 
see that she was on guard.

'* You don’t mind if I go on play
ing while we talk, do you? ” he asked. 
"" Whether or not mine is a savage 
breast, music certainly has the power 
to soothe and humanize me; and I 
want to be very human and very sym
pathetic to-day, Mrs. Hone.” His 
voice dropped almost to a whisper. 
" I want to be your friend.”

He faced about to the instrument 
again, and after some preliminary im
provisation drifted into Handel’s ex
quisite “  Largo,” playing it through 
with effective technique and no little 
feeling.

And as the haunting strains stole 
through the room Mabel, despite her
self, found her antagonistic mood 
softening. She had made no answer 
to his whimsical request, but had stood 
rigid and unbending with her hand on 
the back of a chair.

As the music continued, though, 
and she yielded insensibly to its spell, 
she seated herself, making a charming 
picture as she sat there in the firelight; 
for, notwithstanding the sunny promise 
of the morning, the afternoon had 
turned out chill, and a fire of logs had 
been kindled on the wide, open hearth,

Ortle, seemingly absorbed in his 
playing, noted appreciatively every de
tail as the warm, flickering glow 
brought out glints of gold in her fair 
hair and gave a touch ot color to her 
pensive, childlike profile.

It was reflected in the soft sheen of

her gown of amber-colored charmeuse, 
it sparkled from the circlet of topazes 
linked about her throat, and gleamed 
from the jeweled buckles of her dainty 
satin slippers where they rested on the 
great tiger-skin rug before the blaze.

The effect of gleam and sparkle and 
leaping glow gave Ortle a suggestion, 
and suddenly lifting his hands from 
the keys, he whirled about toward her 
on the piano-stool.

Mrs. Hone,” he said, “  you are 
playing with fire. Tell me what you 
know about this man Hodge ? ”

Taken thus unexpectedly, she crum
pled up like a rose-leaf caught in a 
sudden gust of sleet. The defiant hau
teur with which she had planned td 
meet his accusations failed her. Her 
color came and went, her eyes dilated, 
her voice fluttered nervously in her 
throat.

“ I— I don’t know what Vou mean,” 
die stammered weakly.

Ortle leaned forward, his two hands 
resting on his knees. Mabel’s gaze 
noted a peculiar, cross-shaped scar 
just above his right thumb about half
way to his slender wrist, and fastened 
as if fascinated upon it.

Mrs. Hone,” he said, “ I have told 
you that I wanted to be your friend. 
Now I am going to prove it to you.

A  woman is being sought "for by 
the police as the assassin of Louis 
Hodge— a woman who came secretly 
to the Millward to see hinj. who made 
her way to his room without letting 
her presence in the hotel be known or 
being announced from the desk, and 
who was seen to leave the apartment 
hurriedly just before the discovery of 
the bloody clothing and the other evi
dences of a crime.

You, as I happen to know, were at 
the Millward last night. You went to 
Hodge’s room. With my own eves I 
saw you leave the hotel, and if you 
want proof of the statement, I can tell 
you exactly how von were gowned and 
the number of the taxicab in which 
you left.”

She shrank back as if he had struck
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a blow. In imagination she saw the 
points he had made all spread out in 
that column of his on the morrow and 
the inevitable conclusion drawn with 
all the convincing quality of which he 
was such a master.

She saw herself pilloried before all 
her world as a murderess, and possibly 
dragged off to prison— she who had 
queened it over the smartest and most 
exclusive coterie in Washington.

She foresaw, too, the writhing fury 
o f her husband, the defection of 
friends, the floods of gossip, the na
tion-wide blaze of newspaper com
ment. Verily, her universe was going 
down in shipwreck about her ears. 
Oh, why, why had Allison indulged in 
that madcap enterprise ?

And then of a sudden she realized 
the absurdity of her nervous tremors. 
As often in moments of great stress, 
an irrelevant reflection served to clari
fy her atmosphere.

Like an inspiration there came to 
her the memory of that ridiculous old 
story of Art emus Ward’s of the 
prisoner who, after spending forty 
years in a dungeon cell, decided to es
cape, and opening the window, walked 
away.

Was she not really in similar posi
tion? she asked herself. Here she had 
been torturing herself all day with 
fears and bugaboos, and had allowed 
this man to bully and terrify her, when 
all the time the way lay straight be
fore her utterly to confound him.

With a sense that her feet were 
once more on solid ground, she turned 
almost triumphantly to face her tor
mentor.

“  I thank you for your warning. Air. 
Ortle,” she said with quiet i' ouy. “ If 
is meant in a friendly spirit, I am sure. 
But, really, I am quite uninterested. 
If any such insinuations, or even ac
cusations are made against me as those 
you suggest. I shall be fully prepared 
to meet them— with the simple truth."

“ The simple truth." He shook his 
head a trifle pityingly. “ That is a 
wonderful weapon to those who can

use it with clean hands and in absolute 
sincerity.

“ But half-truths will never avail. 
Granted your innocence of any crime, 
are you yet willing to face the facts 
in this case— a clandestine visit to a 
young man's room at night and all 
that came before and after it?

“ Are you willing to have those 
facts dragged to light and bandied 
about on malicious tongues, to have 
the finger of suspicion pointed at you, 
possibly to undergo the humiliation of 
an arrest and trial, even though you 
gained a vindication *at the end ? ”

“ But they would not dare,” she 
panted. “ Do you mean to tell me that 
an absolutely innocent person can be 
subjected to such persecution?”

“ More than one innocent person 
has gone to the gallows,” he rejoined; 
“ and that, too, on an even weaker 
chain of circumstances than that which 
has been forged about you. Remem
ber, also,” he added slowly, “ that the 
only corroboration you can offer to 
your story is the by no means un
biased testimony of your sister.”

If he was trying to confirm some 
theory he had formed by goading her 
into an admission, he succeeded.

“ You are wrong," she cried shrilly. 
“ Wrong, I tell you. Allison can 
prove in five minutes —  prove abso
lutely, do you understand?— that the 
whole elaborate structure you are try
ing to build up is but a mere house 
of cards.”

“ Perhaps she might "-—lie leaned 
forward impressively— “ if it were not 
for one circumstance. Suppose, for 
instance, an allegation were made that 
the vanished Hodge was in reality 
the ‘ Angel-Face Kid,’ and photo
graphs and police descriptions from 
Buenos Aires were brought forward 
to support it ? Could you produce 
your brother to refute this identifica
tion? ”

It was as though a gulf had sud
denly opened before her feet, and for 
the first time she saw the full extent 
of her perilous predicament.
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Her wits, sharpened by terror, 
quickly filled in the picture to which 
his suggestion had given outline. On 
such a foundation, the police could 
only tod easily build up some theory 
of family disagreement as the motive 
for the seeming crime, and riddle the 
veracious explanation of herself and 
Allison as a mere frame-up on the part 
of two resourceful women. And 
with their scapegrace brother off 
heaven-knows-where, and seeking con
cealment into the bargain, how were 
they ever to disprove the ingenious 
hypothesis ?

Of course she exaggerated the dan
ger of her position, bad as it actually 
was.

The most she had to fear, in fact, 
was scandal and unpleasant notoriety; 
but what did she, an unsophisticated 
woman of society, know of the neces
sity to prove a corpus delicti, or of the 
other technicalities of criminal pro
cedure which would serve to protect 
her?

Under the spell of Ortle’s present
ment, the prison cell, the court-room, 
even the electric chair itself seemed a 
very imminent menace.

Allison’s impulsive masquerade and 
mad flight from the hotel had created a 
Frankenstein which was rising to over
whelm them.

" Can you lay hands on your 
brother, if you need him ?” Ortle re
peated his question; and as she hope
lessly shook her head, he drew back 
with a little frown, one would almost 
have said, of disappointment.

But Mabel was in no condition to 
observe nuances of expression. Al
most distracted by her fears, she 
sprang to her feet, and began ex
citedly pacing the floor.

Ortle rose from the piano stool, and 
took a step toward her. “ Remember, 
Mrs. Hone,” he said quietly, “  I told 
you that I wanted to be your friend. 
I still want to help you.”

“ Help m e?” She broke into a 
mirthless laugh. “ Y o u ? ”

That the man loved her was no se

cret to Mabel; it seldom is to the 
woman who inspires such a feeling. 
Yet in her vanity and love of admira
tion, she had permitted him to dance 
attendance on her, and had flirted and 
coquetted with him, thinking it all no 
more than pastime. Now, however, 
she realized that, here, too, she had 
been playing with fire.

Ortle, though, plainly misunder
stood the fierce self-condemnation in 
her scornful tone, the gesture of re
vulsion with which she turned from 
him. He thought she doubted his 
ability.

" I can do more, perhaps, than you 
imagine,” he said not boastfully, but 
as a simple statement of fact. “ The 
cops pretend to jeer at my expositions 
of crime, but secretly they regard them 
almost as inspired gospels.

” Believe me, I have but to tw ist up 
the facts a bit, or rather my interpre
tation of them, and you can go your 
way feeling as secure as though none 
of this had ever happened. Here is 
my comment on the case for to-mor
row’s Appeal.”

He took a sheaf of manuscript from 
his pocket. “ If you care to glance it 
over you will see that I have made out 
a rather plausible argument, pointing 
entirely away from you or your sister 
as factors in the affair.”

She did not offer to take the paper, 
but hesitating only a moment, turned 
and faced him with a level glance.

For all that the publication of such 
an article meant to her, she did not 
waver. Even a butterfly of fashion 
will sometimes show unexpected 
depths of strength.

" You mean, I suppose,” she said 
steadily. *■  that you will publish this 
article if I ask it of you as a favor? 
But I do not believe, you know, that 
a married woman should seek a favor 
from any man except her husband.”

He caught her meaning at last. 
"O h, Mrs. H one!” he broke out re
proachfully. “ I told you, did I not. 
that 1 wanted to be your friend; that 
1 would prove I was your friend: and
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this is how I intend to make good. 
There are no strings to that article. It 
will be published just as it stands, 
whether you ask me to do so or not. 
Nor did I show it to you with any 
sense of conferring an obligation, but 
merely to relieve your mind."

Clever as he was, the man may have 
been dissimulating for his own ends: 
but with Mabel there was no question 
of his sincerity.

As if by magic, her face changed, 
and turning swiftly she caught Or- 
tle's hands in both her own.

“ Oh, forgive me." she cried. 
“ IIow can I ever thank you. You 
have driven away all my unhappiness 
as with one wave of a wizard's wand."

“ Then I am more than repaid." he 
murmured softly.

But as they stood there in this inti
mate attitude in the room lighted only 
by the dancing glow of the firelight, 
the portieres at the doorway leading 
into the hall suddenly parted, reveal
ing the figure of Colonel Hone.

" A h ! " He stiffened at the spec
tacle before him.

A  little twinkle of amusement 
gleamed for a moment in Ortle’s eyes 
behind the heavy-rimmed glasses.

“ Don't be jealous, colonel," he 
drawled jocularly. “ Mrs. Hone was 
just congratulating me on my article 
for to-morrow on the Hodge mystery. 
She considers it the best thing I have 
done yet."

CH APTER YII.

SAUCE FOR THE HANDER.

T he  colonel did not appear in any 
degree mollified by Ortle’s nonchalant 
explanation. In fact, he paid no at
tention to it.

“ Mabel.” he addressed his wife 
curtly, “ if I am not mistaken. Allison 
wants to see you."

Stiffly, he held the curtain aside into 
the hall until she had passed out; then 
dropping it back into place, turned, 
and in two swift strides crossed the

room toward the newspaperman. His 
face was white with fury, his nostrils 
quivering, the look with which he re
garded the other was blackly hostile.

“ Now, sir," he gritted between his 
teeth, “ will you kindly explain— ? "

“ This new theory of mine?" Or- 
tle interrupted, never shifting his care
less pose. “ Certainly. It directs sus
picion toward a man seen descending 
the hotel fire-escape."

“ Eh? What's that?" The col
onel’s savage humor seemed suddenly 
to subside. The glare in his eve gave 
w a y  to a timid, almost placating look. 
The white rage in his face turned to a 
greenish pallor. His arm, which he 
had half upraised as though to strike, 
dropped to his side.
. “ A man seen descending the fire- 

escape?" he gulped. “ This is— this 
is quite a new development in the case, 
is it not? You interest me. Ortle. Sit 
down." He waved his hand toward a 
chair. “ Sit down, man, and tell me 
all about it."

He sank into a seat himself some
what heavily as he spoke, and with 
some muttered execration about a 
glare hurting his eyes, shifted it about 
so that his face was in shadow from 
the flickering firelight.

“ Well, there really isn't very much 
to tell."

Ortle betrayed a sort of malicious 
enjoyment in spinning out the prelim
inaries of his story; “ But, as I point 
out in my article, it seems about the 
most significant clue that has yet been 
turned up."

“ I don’t see that," the colonel broke 
in impatiently. “ I don’t see it at all. 
On the other hand, the circumstance 
of the young woman who left the room 
so precipitately just before the discov
er}- of Hodge's disappearance offers a 
direct connection, and one which it 
would appear more profitable to fol
low up than to waste effort in hunting- 
down some indefinite man who came 
down the fire-escape— if. indeed, there 
was any such person."

“ Oh. there was such a person all
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right. Make no mistake about that. 
I have two witnesses who watched his 
antics from the window of a neighbor
ing house.

* They first saw him climbing rap
idly up the ladder past the carefully 
screened windows on the third floor 
where the stag dinner was in progress, 
and say that he continued on until he 
reached the fifth floor, where he either 
entered a window or stretched him
self out on the iron balcony.

“ The fire-escape I mentioned is at 
the back of the hotel, you understand, 
and the light there not sufficiently 
strong to be sure on this point. Pres
ently. however, the fellow was seen 
coming down again in the same fur
tive, stealthy fashion until he reached 
the ground, and made off up a court to 
the street.”

“ Humph!" The colonel again in
terposed with a sniff. “ Some me
chanic. no doubt, engaged in making- 
repairs for the hotel of some kind or 
another.”

“ That is what my witnesses 
thoughts too,” nodded Ortle; “ and 
that is the reason they failed to notify 
the police or raise any alarm. But 
when he had reached the ground and 
passed for a moment under the full 
glare of an electric arc lamp, they 
caught a better view of him and saw 
that he was in evening clothes. A 
man of about fifty, they say he was, 
tall and slender, with a singularly erect 
carriage. Both insist that they would 
be able to identify him if they saw him 
again, and— ”

“ But granted all that you say/' de
manded the colonel somewhat hurried
ly, “ how does this fit into the Hodge 
mystery? The mere fact of a man on 
the fire-escape doesn’t mean anything. 
He might have been a sleep-walker, a 
guest in the hotel who for reasons of 
his own chose that unconventional 
mode of exit, or any one of a dozen 
other things that I could mention."

“ Yes,” rejoined Ortle; “ and he 
might also have been some jealous old 
Turk of a husband with a young wife.

At least that is the theory I have cho
sen to go on, for the reason that it fur
nishes an adequate motive, and of the 
few things established about Hodge 
the most certain is that he was some
thing of a lady-killer.

“ We know of another woman be
side the one that has been mentioned 
in the case, who took the risk of visit
ing his apartment last evening without 
being announced from the desk.

“ My idea, briefly.” he went on, tap
ping the roll of manuscript that lay 
on his knee, “ is that the trip up the 
fire-escape which was observed by my 
witnesses was not the first taken along 
that route by the old man, but that he 
had previously come down it with the 
body of Hodge, whom he had mur
dered in a fit of jealousy.

“ Returning, then, perhaps, to get 
something he had left behind, perhaps 
to remove the traces of his crime, he 
undoubtedly entered the room, since 
the balcony on the fifth floor where he 
was seen to disappear opens only into 
rooms 513 and 514, and the occupant 
of 513 swears his window was locked 
throughout the night. Into 514 he 
must have gone, therefore, and there, 
as I conceive, he remained until he 
was frightened off by the advent of 
the young woman whose agitated 
flight from the place served to arouse 
inquiry and investigation.

“ That she is innocent of any share 
in the crime seems to me plain from 
her actions. Probably she only came 
to the door, stepped inside, and then, 
appalled at what she saw, scurried 
away in a panic. T thoroughly be
lieve. though, that when we get hold 
of this man who was on the fire escape 
we shall have the solution to the 
mystery in our hands."

“ Yes, when?” repeated Colonel 
Hone with an uneasy attempt to 
sneer. “ But that is going to lie 
something of a job. isn't it? "

“ Oh, I don't know.” The newspa
perman shrugged his shoulders. “ All 
we have to do is to look for a middle- 
aged man of good address and ultra
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military bearing, and who in addition 
has a young wife and a fiercely jealous 
disposition. There ought not to be so 
many of that sort even in this city of 
jealous old husbands but that we 
should be able to track him down.”

The colonel rose and started for the 
door, staggering so as he went that he 
had to stretch out a hand to the lintel 
to steady himself.
. “  Excuse me, Ortle,”  he muttered 

thickly as a drunken man. “  I ’ve had 
a hard day’s work at the office. Don’t 
go, though. Just amuse yourself until 
Mabel comes back. I know she’ll be 
anxious to see you.”

“  He’s bound to relieve himself of 
the imputation of jealousy, I see.”

Ortle grinned as he seated himself 
once more at the piano and began pick
ing out bits of Chopin from memory.

In the meantime Mabel, on leaving 
the room, had paused irresolutely for 
a space at the foot of the staircase, 
breathlessly awaiting the result of the 
encounter between the two men: but 
as the critical moment passed, and the 
low hum of their voices reached her 
settling down into what seemed an 
amicable conversation, her fears 
abated, and she went on up the stairs 
to Allison.

Under plea of a sick headache the 
latter had kept to her bed all day. re
cuperating from the nervous shock and 
terror of the night before; but now, 
as the elder sister entered the room, 
she found her sitting up in bed and 
gazing with mingled emotions at a 
note which had just arrived.

” It’s from Jimmy Essex,” she ex
plained. " And— what do you think, 
Mabel?— he’s in Washington, has 
been here for two days, he says, work
ing under cover on this case. Xow 
he has learned of my arrival through 
the evening paper, and wants to come 
out here this evening to see me.”

“  Well, why not? ” Mrs. Hone ele
vated her brows slightly at the girl’s 
dubious tone. " You don’t usually look 
so tragic over the prospect of a visit 
from Jimmy.”

”  I know.” Allison shook her head. 
“  But I ’m afraid about this wretched 
Hodge business.”

” A fraid? ”
” Yes. I don’t want to tell him, and 

confess what a blunderer I have been. 
Yet. on the other hand, suppose the 
truth should leak out. He would never 
forgive me for not having confided in 
him. And you know, dear, with all 
this stir that is being made something 
is very apt to come to light.”

” Nonsense.” Mabel tossed her 
pretty head with sublime assurance. 
“ Tf that is all that is worrying you, 
you can set your fears at rest. Ortle 
has promised to protect us.”

“ O rtle?” Allison’s tone expressed 
something akin to consternation, 
'* You don’t mean to tell me that you 
have been talking over the affair with 
him ? ”

“ I couldn’t help myself, my dear. 
And there was really nothing I could 
tell him that he didn’t already know. 
I haven’t said anything to you about 
it for fear of upsetting you, but I have 
been on pins and needles all day ever 
since I got a note from him this 
morning which showed me plainly 
that he was acquainted with the real 
facts.”

Then, commencing with the receipt 
of the note, she detailed all that she 
had been through, and recited as fully 
as she could remember all the conver
sation that had passed between her and 
Ortle.

" So, you see,”  she concluded tri
umphantly, “ everything is going to be 
all right, and we needn't give ourselves 
another moment’s anxiety. Come now, 
wipe that distressed frown off your 
face, and send word to Jimmy that of 
course you will see him. Where is he 
stopping? At the Millward?”

“ No; as I tokl you, he is here under 
cover. He has given me a number, 
though, where I can get him on the 
telephone. It’s some third-rate board
ing house over in the wilds of the 
Northeast somewhere, and he says the 
food is almost killing him.”
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“  Poor boy.” Mabel laughed. M By 
all means tell him to come to dinner 
then. Or,” she bethought herself, “ I ’ll 
tell you a better plan than that; let 
me speak to him and ask him to bring 
along his traps and stay with us. He 
can come and go as he pleases, and f 
can easily arrange it so that no one 
outside of the house will know of his 
presence. I am sure that Ethelbert 
will have no objections,” a trifle doubt
fully. as she recalled his somewhat 
impatient strictures upon Essex that 
morning at the break'fast table.

Before extending the imitation, too, 
she took occasion to consult her hus
band, when he hurried by a few min
utes later on his way to his own room 
to lie down, as he said, a little while 
before dinner.

But the colonel was in very different 
mood from his usual arrogance of 
spirit, and meekly told her to go ahead 
and do as she thought best.

Having got Jimmy on the wire, 
therefore, and secured his grateful ac
ceptance to her hospitable program, she 
vibrated like an especially lively hum
ming bird between Ortle in the music 
room, Wilkins in his butler’s pantry, 
and Allison in her room up-stairs.

In her revulsion of spirits from the 
fear and panic which had oppressed 
her all day, she was almost extrava
gantly buoyant, laughing and chatting- 
all sorts of gay nonsense as she lightly 
flitted from one to the other of her 
charges.

The younger sister by contrast was 
singularly silent and preoccupied, 
seeming to be turning something over 
in her mind, as she sought by means of 
various feminine artifices to restore 
her cropped head to something like its 
natural semblance.

“ Mabel." she finally questioned, 
turning from the mirror with a specu
lative gleam in her eye, ”  you say. as 
I understand it, that Mr. Ortle knew 
you were at the Mill ward last night, 
because he saw you leaving: but he 
doesn’t claim anything of the sort in 
regard to me. does he ? ”
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“ No."
“ Then did he explain how he dis

covered that I was H odge?”
Again the other shook her head.
“ Nor even how he came to know 

that l was in Washington, when he 
wrote you that note at eight o'clock 
this morning, eh? ”

“ No; I asked him that. But he 
merely shrugged his shoulders, and 
told me that it was his trade to find 
out things of the sort."

Allison turned back to her mirror, 
and for a few moments was silent as 
she preened her head from side to side 
to observe the effects of her coiffure. 
Then she asked a bit irrelevantly:

“ Did you ever notice anything pe
culiar in regard to his hands? Pie 
hasn’t a finger missing, for instance, I 
suppose? "

“ Anything peculiar with his hands? 
Nothing that I know of, except a rath
er odd-shaped scar at the base of the 
thumb. Strangely enough, too, I had 
never happened to remark it before: 
but this afternoon I could hardly keep 
my eves off it while we were talking. 
It’s exactly in the form of a cross. 
Why do you ask s u c h  a funny ques
tion, though, sister?”

“ Oh, nothing. I was just thinking 
— that’s all.”

But what she was thinking of, was 
the persistence with which her assail
ant of the night before had worn these 
gray, suede gloves throughout the en
tire exciting interview.

CPIAPTER VIII.

THE LIFE-SAVER.

O r t l e . declining an invitation to 
dinner, took his departure from Colo
nel Hone’s just before the arrival of 
Essex.

Indeed, the two met practically at 
the foot of the steps, and the army 
man, seeing that he was recognized, 
yielded after a moment’s hesitation 
and responded to the other's greeting.

Timmy was in citizen’s clothes, of
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course, and wore a black slouch hat, 
drawn well down over his face; but 
Ortle had to smile at the suggestion 
of a disguise.

His military stride and braced-back 
shoulders put on him the ineffacable 
stamp of West Point; he was as plain
ly U. S. A. as though he had appeared 
in his uniform.

“ No need to worry on my account, 
captain,” Ortle cordially assured him. 
“ I have not the slightest intention of 
spoiling your incognito, and if there’s 
anything I can do to plug your game 
along, command me. I believe you’re 
a deeply wronged man, and before I 
get through I’m going to prove it, 
too.”

“ That’s awfully good of you.” Es
sex nodded gratefully. “ Don’t think, 
either that I fail to appreciate the 
splendid defense you gave me in this 
morning’s Appeal. By Jove, old man, 
the way you reasoned out the case was 
nothing short of masterly. It was the 
clearest and most enlightening presen
tation of my side of the affair that 
could possibly have been made, and if 
the matter ever comes to an official in
quiry I am going to have my attorney 
follow your line of argument prac
tically to the letter.

“  I want to ask you, though,” he 
went on eagerly, “ if you have any 
actual grounds for that suggestion of 
a slip of cardboard having been thrust 
into the crack of the door by some one 
passing out, or was it a mere surmise 
on your part ? ”

Ortle smiled quizzically and shook 
his head. “ I’m afraid I can’t answer 
that just now, captain. I'll tell you 
this much, however; if I am able to 
establish the fact definitely, or to get 
any evidence that will be accepted in 
court, you shall have full advantage 
of it.”

Essex was plainly disappointed. “  T 
doubted if it was anything more than 
just conjecture,”  he said. “ In fact, I 
was sure of it; for the only persons 
who could have done such a thing were 
Lieutenant Baird and the stenogra

pher, and they, of course, are both 
above suspicion. Still, yoti have such 
a deuced convincing way of making 
your points, Ortle, that you had me 
half wondering if there might not be 
something in it.”

The newspaperman laughed out
right at this tribute to his powers. 
“  Well, sometimes I do mix a little 
fancy with my facts,” he confessed; 
“ but when I do it’s only to mislead 
the fellow I’m really after and give 
him a sense of false security.

“ And here’s some evidence that’s 
absolutely straight, captain, if it will 
help you any. That sentinel out in the 
corridor lied when he said he did not 
leave his post.

“ He was away, I have discovered, 
for anywhere from six to eight min
utes, drawn around the elbow in the 
hallway by the noise of a scrap be
tween two Italian bootblacks. Plentv 
of time, you see, for the thief to slip 
into your office, knock you over the 
head, grab the report, and make his 
getaway.”

“ A fixed-up row, you mean, I sup
pose, to attract his attention and take 
him away from the door? Yes ”— Es
sex scratched his head —  “ but don’t 
you see how improbable that makes the 
story? A crook who could know in 
advance that the report was to be re
turned to me for final drafting that 
morning, and then arrange to be on 
hand himself and get the sentry out of 
the way just at the exact moment when 
I was shifting stenographers, might go 
all right in fiction or one of your arti
cles: but I’m afraid it’s just a bit too 
fine-drawn for real life.”

“ Not if the crook happened to be 
Xadie,” quickly retorted the other. 
“ Anyhow, that is certainly the way it 
was done.”

“ Possibly,” Essex sighed. “ But I 
question very much whether it would 
pass muster with a board of cut-and- 
dried old army officers. No, Ortle ” 
— he shook his head— “ I am begin
ning to realize more and more all the 
time that if I’m ever to get out of this
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scrape I've got to find out who Xadie 
is and force him to give up that report, 
if I have to choke it out of him.”

“ Ah? So that is the reason of this 
little trip on the quiet to Washington, 
e h ? ”

“ Yes,” admitted Jimmy a trifle re
luctantly. Then he broke out with a 
fierce: “ By Jove, I ’d give ten years 
of my life for just five minutes' con
versation face to face with him.”

Ortle’s eyes twinkled incomprehen
sibly behind his gold-rimmed glasses. 
“ Maybe, you’ll get your nosh.” he 
said. “  Here’s luck to you, anyway.”

Then after a little further conver
sation of no especial consequenee, the 
two separated. “ W e’re both on the 
same trail, you might say." observed 
Ortle, as he extended his hand at part
ing: “ so what do you say, captain, to 
our pooling issues in a wav. You let 
me know of any new developments 
you may happen to run across, and I, 
on my part, will agree to return the 
courtesy.”

“ Glad to, I’m sure.” assented Es
sex ; “ only, it’ll be a rather lop-sided 
arrangement, I fear. I’m nowhere 
near your class as a sleuth, you know: 
fact is — a shade ruefully— “ T'm be
ginning to think I’m more or less of 
a dub at it.”

And— whether it was this mournful 
confession that provoked it, or the 
futility of Jimmy's attempted disguise, 
as proven by the presence of two lurk
ing figures whom Ortle’s keen eye im
mediately spotted as secret service 
operatives— the newspaperman smiled 
quietly to himself as he went his way.
- Arriving at the office, too. he 
stopped at his desk to add a closing 
paragraph to his review of the FIedge 
case before turning in his copy.

“ Strange as it may seem,” he wrote, 
“  there appears to be a very close con
nection between this affair and the 
theft of Captain Essex’s firing device 
report. In fact, the Appeal investiga
tor, although not yet at liberty to make 
known the full character of his infor
mation. states unhesitatingly that the

errand which brought the so-called 
Hodge on his ill-fated visit to Wash
ington was an attempt to recover from 
Xadie and his band the missing pa
pers.”

The next morning this appeared in 
the paper, and was read by several 
thousands of people in Washington 
and its environs, not failing to include 
the Angel-Face Kid in his retreat at 
Laurel.

Turning from the sporting page and 
“ dope ” on the horses which naturally 
claimed his first attention, the Kid 
somewhat cursorily started to peruse 
the article; but had not proceeded far 
before the mention of his own name 
and the assertion that the missing man 
was probably none other than himself 
caught his attention, and thereafter he 
read with an avid, if somewhat skep
tical interest.

But with the closing lines, a great 
light suddenly burst in upon him; for 
he was shrewd enough in a way, and 
from what he already knew and the 
various hints furnished in the article, 
by putting two and two together, it 
did not take him long to arrive at 
pretty nearly the true facts of the 
case.

The supercilious smile he had been 
wearing died, and his lips pursed up to 
a low whistle of consternation.

“ Well, what do you know about 
that?" he ejaculated. “ It was little 
Allison playing off as me. and never 
realizing the risks she ran parading 
openly into Washington. What ever 
could have got into her to do it? ’ ’

But with his experience in human 
nature, that question was answered in 
his mind almost as soon as put. It 
could have been nothing less than a 
romantic devotion.

“ This guy. Essex, is her steady, I’ll 
bet,” he muttered. “ And here I’ve 
gone and put him in bad.”

Even more perturbing reflections oc
curred to him, however. It seemed 
certain from the account that, taken 
for him, his sister must have encoun
tered Xadie or some of his emissaries
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in vengeful mood, and had been done 
away with.

There is no human being utterly de
void of good impulses; and although 
this wayward brother had not scrupled 
to deceive Allison and make use of her 
sisterly feeling, he was horror-stricken 
and appalled now at the idea of the 
fate which he could hardly doubt had 
befallen her.

With a passionate oath, he dashed 
his fist down on the table before which 
he sat. “ I’m going down to Wash
ington,” he swore, “ to find this Na- 
die, and make him tell me what has 
become of her. And if so much as a 
hair of her head has been hurt, I’ll get 
that cur, and get him right, too.”

Less than two hours after his depar
ture, a couple of unobtrusive strangers 
called at his lodging place and inquired 
for him under the alias he had given.

Naturally they got but little satis
faction, as the Kid was not one to 
leave his itinerary behind; but it might 
have been of interest to him, had he 
been apprised of the circumstance, 
also to know that the same pair had 
managed the killing of Detective Tut
tle, executed as a warning to those 
who might dare oppose the lawlessness 
of Nadie and his band.

So, although unwittingly, Ortle, the 
newspaper man, had by the addition 
of those few lines to his article ac
tually saved a life.

C H A PTE R  IX.

THE KID’S BUSY DAY.

T he Angel - Face Kid, more of an 
adept at disguise than poor Jimmy 
Essex, made his entrance into Wash
ington undetected by the scores of 
keen-eyed watchers on the lookout for 
him, and promptly betook himself to 
a covert where lie could feel safe even 
from the omniscient Nadie.

Later in the day he emerged as a 
trim nurse-maid— for no one could 
more perfectly assume a feminine role 
■— and with a borrowed baby in a per

ambulator trundled his way across 
town to join the coterie of infants with 
their nurses always to be found about 
Dupont Circle on a sunny afternoon.

Little did the mother of that hap
less babe imagine what would befall her 
darling when she yielded to his blan
dishments and entrusted it to his care.

The flinty-hearted Kid, after wheel
ing it a few times up and down the 
street past the residence of Colonel 
Hone, incited it to such howling by the 
surreptitious use of a pin that it was 
like to arouse the whole block.

Other nurse-girls gathered around 
to inquire what was the matter, and 
passers-by stopped to look and listen.

“ Oh, ’e's goin’ to be took with con- 
Wulsions again! ” the Kid let out an 
imitation Cockney wail. ” ’E ’ad ’em 
only last week, an’ the doctor said an
other turn at ’em would end ’im sure, 
poor, little tyke.”

Then agitatedly grabbing the squall
ing infant to his breast, he made a wild 
dash up the steps at Colonel Hone’s, 
brushed past the scandalized Wilkins 
when he came to answer the frenzied 
peal at the bell, and rested not until he 
had gained the presence of Mabel.

His purpose had been to gather from 
the attitude of the elder sister some 
inkling as to just how' much she knew 
of Allison’s connection with the Hodge 
affair, and also by adroitly leading her 
into conversation to learn the extent of 
her fears and anxieties.

Imagine his surprise, therefore, 
when he beheld Allison herself start up 
with Mabel at his tumultuous entrance 
into the latter's boudoir.

He saw, of course, that the girl was 
safe and sound; but at the same glance 
he noted her boyishly cropped head so 
at variance with the dainty, feminine 
negligee she wore, and recognized that 
he had made no mistake in his convic
tion that she was one with the mas
querading Hodge.

How. he w'ondered, had she escaped 
the pitiless malignity of the gang- 
leader toward those who sought to op
pose hiyi: and what, since she was so
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plainly uninjured, had been the mean
ing of those blood-stained garments 
found at the Millward?

His relief and curiosity at seeing her 
there was tinged, too, with a shade of 
consternation; since having so re
cently seen him, she was much more 
likely than Mabel to spot him under 
his disguise.

Nevertheless, his self-assurance did 
not desert him. “ Fer Gawd's sake," 
he shrilled, giving the baby an extra 
jab with the pin, “ let me 'ave the use 
of your bawth. won't you, an' a couple 
o’ tablespoon fuls of 'ot mustard. 
Eustace ’ere is took with the spasms 
again, an’ the doctor said as 'ow if it 
'appened, a mustard bawth immejit 
was the onlv thing 't would save ’i- 
life.”

And Eustace under the impetus of 
that pin played up manfully to the situ
ation. Waving his little arms about, 
and purple in the face, he sounded his 
vociferous protests, until the Kid him
self almost began to believe in his fake 
diagnosis.

“ If the brat isn't having a spasm." 
he muttered under his breath, “ he's 
certainly giving a dead swell imitation 
of it."

The child's manifest distress, how
ever. served him even better in warding 
off the recognition he dreaded than his 
nursemaid's rig and cap, or the spec
tacles he wore; for who could expect a 
pair of women to have eyes for any
thing else when a suffering baby was 
at hand?

Mabel and Allison overflowed with 
sympathy at once; and while one con
veyed the Kid and his shrieking vic
tim to the bath room and turned on the 
hot water, the other raced kitehenward 
for mustard.

Then while Eustace was being en
ergetically tubbed by himself and Mr?. 
Hone, and, it must be admitted, al
most scalded in the process, the Kid 
out of the tail of his eye glimpsed an 
enlightening interlude through the 
crack in the bathroom door.

Essex, aroused by the clamor and

excitement in the house, had come to 
Mabel’s apartments from his seclu
sion on the floor above, and was eag
erly inquiring of Allison what was the 
trouble.

“ Oh, Jimmy,” the girl sobbed, 
casting herself into his arms, “ it’s a 
poor, little, sick baby that’s been 
brought in off the street, and the way 
it carries on would wring your heart. 
Won’t you run down to the drug store 
on the corner— servants are so stupid 
to send— and ask them what to do for 
a child in spasms, or get a doctor, or 
do something? ’’

“ Certainly, I will,” he assured her. 
“ Just a minute, till I get my hat.”- 
And turning, he was off to his room 
like a shot.

“ Captain Essex is going to the 
drug store to find out what to do,” 
Allison announced through the bath 
room door.

“ But you mustn’t let him,” Mabel 
paused in her ministrations to Eustace 
long enough to protest. “ You know, 
he said it wasn't safe for him to leave 
the house in daylight. Besides, the 
,baby is getting much more quiet.”

It was true. Eustace— whether 
from the shock of the stinging froth’ 
into which he had plunged, or whether 
he had simply made up his mind that 
it was useless to struggle against his 
tormentors— had ceased his defiant 
yelling, and now only emitted an oc
casional feeble moan.

“ Yes'm,” the Kid coincided, not 
without some faint stirrings of con
trition, “ ’e do seem to be coinin’ 
around all right, the lamb. We might 
be takin’ ’im hout now, I fawncy, 
ma’am ; and I don’t really think it’ll be 
necessary to trouble the gentleman to 
get nothink.”

Then, having the very valid excuse 
of wishing to get his charge home as 
speedily as possible, he whipped Eus
tace into his clothes without delay, and 
successfully made his escape.

Musingly he wheeled the perambu
lator homeward: for the baby, prob
ably worn out by its strenuous experi-
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ences, at once dropped off into slum
ber, and thus he was left free to follow 
the course of reflection.

Nor did he rouse from his reverie 
until Eustace’s mother, the woman 
writh whom he was putting up, came 
out to hail their return with expres
sions of relief— how well justified in 
view of the tragic adventures of her 
offspring, she little realized.

'* It’s plain, though, that I needn’t 
’a’ worried, Mr. Manning,” she ad
dressed the Kid by his latest alias, 
”  We’ve sure got to hand it to you as 
a baby-tender. Why, the little angel 
usually frets his head off when I ain’t 
around; but here he is, sleeping with 
you just as good as gold. And look 
at the fine, healthy color he’s got, too, 
from being out in the open air,” gaz
ing at her parboiled darling.

The Kid did not think it necessary 
to expatiate; instead, he beat a hur
ried retreat to his room on the plea of 
wishing to change his rig, promising 
her that he would be down again al
most immediately for supper.

But when he had shifted once more 
to masculine habiliments, he did not 
descend to the kitchen.

On the contrary, he sat a long time 
scowling meditatively at a spot on the 
floor, until finally rising and opening 
his suit case, he thrust his hand into a 
cunningly concealed flap in the lining, 
and brought to light a handful of loose 
documents and papers, mementoes of 
various past forays, and w'hich he had 
kept by him in the hope of some day 
realizing upon them. From among 
them he singled out one enclosed in an 
official-looking envelope— Jimmy Es
sex's stolen report.

Thoughtfully he gazed down at it, 
as he held it in his hand. For this, he 
had committed the most delicate and 
daring exploit of his criminal career—  
unquestionably his master-stroke as a 
crook.

For it, too, he had played traitor to 
,Nadie and the band, and disproved the 
old adage that there is honor'among 
thieves.

And for it, there was now the sen
tence of death upon his head, and he 
was a hunted creature with no place 
where he could claim sanctuary.

It was a $100,000 secret, he thought 
■ when he took it; but it had turned to 
Dead Sea fruit, dust and ashes, in his 
hands. Unable to dispose of it, since 
the people who traffic in that sort of 
merchandise are very careful with 
whom they do business, he had still 
held on to it, hovering around in the 
neighborhood of Washington in the 
vain hope that among the capital’s 
army of foreign spies he might be able 
to find some one who would put him in 
touch with a purchaser.

From Laurel he had brought it with 
him as a means whereby to force a 
personal audience from the elusive 
Nadie, so as to demand an accounting 
for the fate of his sister; but that now 
was obviously unnecessary.

He was satisfied, too, thinking it 
over, that it was practically impossi
ble for him to negotiate any sale of the 
thing, compelled as he was to keep 
under cover by the dangerous enmity 
of the band.

What, then, was he to do with this 
booty for which he had risked so 
much? Something quickly, he real
ized; for he was almost penniless, and 
with no one to whom he could apply 
for money, save those who would be
tray him to the gang, since he could 
hardly expect his sisters to extend him 
either aid or an asylum after the hob
ble into which he had led Allison by 
his misrepresentations.

Obviously the sensible course to 
pursue was to make his peace with 
Nadie by surrendering the report and 
suing for pardon; but at each recur
rence of that suggestion the Kid’s 
brow clouded over, and he made an 
emphatic gesture of dissent. „

" Oh, what's the use? ” he growled. 
" I never yet crawled to any man, and 
I’m not going to start it now7. Before 
I do that,” ripping out a defiant oath, 
" I’ll tear the blamed old report into 
slivers, and set a match to it.”



ROSALIND AND THE FORTY THIEVES. 273

As if to* suit the action to his words, 
he drew from the wrapper the sheaf 
of typewritten pages and carefully 
scaled drawings, and twisted them 
vengefully between his fingers. But 
before he could wreak the destruction 
he planned, he paused, stayed by a 
sudden whimsical impulse.

‘ ‘ By Jove, why not?” he grinned. 
*‘ This Essex is her ‘ steady ’ all right. 
A  girl don’t ‘ come through 5 like she 
did for him in this Hodge business, 
unless he’s the boy that belongs. Then, 
too, look how she cuddled up to him 
there at Mabel’s this afternoon. So 
why not make ’em happy? It’s no 
more than fair, anyhow, to square it 
up with Ally for all the bother I’ve puf 
her to. She’s been a good pal to me.”

The more he pondered the idea, the 
more it seemed to appeal to him. Per
haps he was influenced to some extent 
by the thought of Nadie’s chagrin.

Perhaps it was but the mere yield
ing to a wayward caprice. Perhaps it 
'was, as he said, a glimmering spark of 
brotherly affection and a desire to 
right the mischief he had caused.

Let him at any rate be given credit 
for the nobler motive. The career of 
the Angel-Face Kid was not so studded 
with worthy deeds, that one bearing 
even the semblance of virtue can af
ford to be overlooked.

He gave a nod of quick decision fin
ally, and slipping the report back into 
its envelope, dropped it in his pocket. 
Then restoring the other papers to 
their hiding place, he effected a few 
simple changes in his appearance, drew 
a cap well down over his brow, and 
took his departure.

Not by way of the stairs and under 
the sharp-eyed scrutiny of his landlady 
down in the kitchen did he leave, how
ever, but removing his shoes, swung 
lightly from his window to the roof of 
a shed some eight or ten feet below, 
and thence scrambling to the ground, 
cut away across lots.

It was not his custom, as previously 
remarked, to give even his friends a 
cue to his projected movements.

d A

Tt was dusk as he emerged from the 
house, and since Washington, except 
in the fashionable section, dines early, 
most of the people in that quarter were 
at their evening meal.

Nevertheless, as he climbed over two 
or three back fences, and slouched 
along through alleys and unfrequented 
by-ways, he kept a wary look-out; for 
on his present enterprise he had not 
only Nadie’s spies to avoid, but also 
the possibility of being picked up as a 
suspicious character by the police.

By devious routes, therefore, and 
with much dodging and circumlocu
tion, he finally gained the rear of Colo
nel Hone’s house, and learning upon 
investigation that the family was at 
dinner and the servants all busy down
stairs, shinned adroitly up a lightning 
rod to one of the second story win
dows, and with a couple of minutes’ 
dexterous work on the latch effected 
an entrance.

CH A PTE D  X.

AT BLUE g u m : s a l l y ’ s .

T he window through which the Kid 
made his burglarious entry opened as 
he had conjectured would be the case 
into Mabel’s boudoir, the apartment to 
which he had penetrated in nursemaid 
guise that afternoon, and having used 
his powers of observation to good ad
vantage on the previous visit, he had 
no difficulty in locating from it the 
chamber given up to Captain Essex on 
the floor above.

Stealthily he mounted the stairs, 
pausing occasionally to listen to the 
voices and rattle of dishes ascending 
from the dining-room below; yet for 
all his alertness to the requirements of 
his delicate task, he was on a broad 
grin at the fantastic humor of the sit
uation.

Here he was, painstakingly jimmy
ing his U'ay into a house where he had 
only to ring the bell and disclose his 
identity in order to gain admission; 
and he was doing it, too, for a purpose
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directly contrary to the one which 
usually influenced him in his line of 
business.

“ All I need on this stunt." he 
chuckled to himself, “ is a set of white 
whiskers and some sleigh-bells 'to turn 
me into a regular Santa Claus. But 
it’s too far away from Christmas for 
that,”  ,he reconsidered; “ so I guess. 
I ’m just an April fool.”

By this time he had reached the door 
of Essex’s room, however, and ceased 
his reflections for a moment to recon- 
noiter and make sure that the coast 
was clear, until satisfied at last on this 
score, he felt free to slip softly inside, 
and drawing his pocket search-light 
make rapid inspection of the place.

Hither and thither, he flashed the 
ray, picking out and noting the loca
tion of every article of furniture, so 
that with the ensuing mental photo
graph stamped on his memory, there- 
would be no fear of his stumbling over 
any of them in-the darkness.

Suddenly he paused, though, with a 
stifled exclamation; for the roving 
pencil of light revealed to him on the 
top of the dresser Essex's watch and 
wallet, which Jimmy had carelessly 
left lying there when he dressed some
what hurriedly for dinner.

The Kid stepped over and made an 
examination. The watch was a hand
some time-piece capable of being 
“ hocked” for anywhere from fifty to 
seventy-five dollars, and within the 
wallet was currency to the amount of 
over $200— one yellow century-note, 
and several other bills of smaller de
nominations.

Enough to stake him, he could not 
help reflecting; to pay his passage 
across the ocean, and give him a chance 
to dispose of his stolen papers on the 
other side. But the Kid was game. It 
would not be fair to say that he didn't 
hesitate; but whether out of pure 
whim, or from a higher prompting, he 
did not yield.

“ No,” he muttered, backing away 
from temptation, “  I'm going to play 
this string out as I started in.”

It did not take him long to find Es
sex's suit-case, and opening it. to drop 
in the envelope containing the report. 
Then with glance carefully averted 
from the seductive loot on the dresser 
top, he started for the door.

But this very anxiety to eschew 
temptation came very near proving 
the poor Kid's undoing; for as he 
bolted into the hall, quite forgetting 
in his haste his usual caution, he ran 
squarely into one of the maids who 
had been sent up-stairs on an errand 
for Mrs. Hone.

At sight of him the girl let out a 
piercing shriek and, turning, clattered 
away down the two flights, while he 
following scarcely less hurriedly, dived 
through Mabel's boudoir and vanished 
along the route he had come.

Yet, for all his rush, he did not fail 
in his swift passage to obliterate all 
evidences of his visit, even to carefully 
closing the window after him, so that 
when Essex and Colonel Hone came 
charging up the stairs a moment later 
they not only found no traces of an 
intruder, but discovering the money 
and watch intact on the dresser in the 
very room from which the maid 
claimed to have seen the burglar 
emerge, were firmly convinced that she 
had been a victim of her own imagina
tion.

The Kid, however, did not wait to 
learn the result of their investigation, 
but lost no time in putting as much 
distance as possible between himself 
and the scene of his late activities. And 
again his haste causing him to relax his 
vigilance brought dire consequences in 
its train, for as he took a chance and 
dodged through a brilliantly-lighted 
section of the Avenue the same two 
“ dips ” who had trailed ” Mr. Hodge ” 
two nights before caught sight of him.

Sauntering along the broad thor
oughfare as they awaited the letting 
out of the theaters they gave no overt 
sign of the recognition, but a nudge of 
understanding passed between them 
and, abandoning whatever other plans 
they might have had for the evening,
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they settled down at once to an artistic 
bit of shadowing.

In and out through J:he purlieus of 
the “ Southwest ” the Kid led them a 
roundabout chase— up narrow streets 
and down dark alleys, by way of all 
sorts of cross-cuts and detours, but 
never once did he succeed in shaking 
them o ff; nor, wary though he was, did 
he gather the faintest suspicion that he 
was being followed.

So at last he came to an old aban
doned warehouse down near the river 
front in the neighborhood of the 
steamboat docks and, turning swiftly, 
disappeared into its unlighted doorway.

The two spies, meeting a moment 
later before the entrance, could hear his 
light footfalls ascending the rickety 
stairs, and finally his cautious rap at 
a door as he arrived at the top.

*'* Ah ? ” said one of them, glancing 
up at a faint glimmer of lamplight 
which showed through a chink in one 
of the windows just beneath the roof.

Blue-Gum Sally’s place. You remem
ber, ‘ Keno ’ told us to keep particular 
watch on all the hop-joints. He’s good 
for a couple of hours now, sure; but 
just to be on the safe side you’d better 
stay here and watch while I run over 
and slip the tip to headquarters.”

The place was, as he said, one of 
those clandestine dens against which 
the police of the capital are forever 
warring, and which carry on a contra
band trade in forbidden drugs chiefly 
among the negro element of the popu
lation, although man)'- whites of the 
underworld are also rated among their 
customers.

Angel-Face who, like most criminals, 
was a “  coke fiend,” had- obtained 
“ Blue-Gum Sally’s ” address from a 
tout addicted to the same vicious habit 
whom he had met at Laurel, and now 
was seeking to replenish his depleted 
supply of the drug.

In response to his knock the door 
was opened guardedly on a chain-bolt, 
and the wrinkled face of an old negress 
peered out at him suspiciously.

V a t  vo’ all w ant?” she demand

ed, her hand ready on the knob to slam 
the portal if any attempt was made to 
rush it.

For answer the Kid leaning closer 
mumbled some sort of a shibboleth 
which the tout had given him, and, 
after a little further scrutiny she some
what grudgingly unbarred the door 
and permitted him to enter.

As a matter of fact, however, his 
appearance furnished better credentials 
to her shrewd, old eyes than all the 
passwords he could have given, for .in 
his trembling eagerness she saw all the 
signs of the confirmed “ dope.”

It was a squalid roost into which she 
admitted him, nothing but a roughly 
boarded-off comer of what had once 
been the upper left of the old ware
house with the bare bricks of the outer 
wall forming two sides of the large 
room into which he was conducted.

The floor was grimy and uncarpeted ; 
the furniture of the most meager de
scription, including only a battered and 
rusty cook-stove, a few boxes to serve 
as chairs and table, and a couple of 
shakedowns on the floor, one of which 
half-covered by a dirty patchwork quilt 
lay a pasty-faced mulatto in stertorous 
slumber.

Yet the old woman as she stood there 
in the dull glow of her smoky lamp 
was even more unprepossessing than 
her environment.

Skinny almost to the point of emaci
ation, her frame was bent and twisted, 
the cords of her neck, where her but
tonless jacket fell away from her 
throat, stood out like a chicken’s, her 
face wrinkled and seamed with the 
woolly, lifeless hair stretched back 
from it was like a mummy’s, save for 
the wolfish gleam in her deep-set little 
eyes, while, when she spoke, the tooth
less, indigo-colored jaws which gave 
her her sobriquet lent the last sinister 
touch to her expression.

She wore, in addition to the jacket 
already mentioned, only a loose blouse 
of some sort, and a short dingy skirt 
beneath which showed her bare feet as 
-he 'huffled across the floor.



276 THE ARGOSY.

The Kid. however, with the drug
craving strong upon him, was not in
clined to be critical of the source of his 
supply, so long as he got it. He had 
been in many dens as bad or even worse 
than this one in his cjuest for the white 
crystals which had become as much of 
a daily necessity to him as the food he 
ate or the water he drank.

Speedily, therefore, he transacted the 
business for which he had come, re
ceiving from the old woman a bottle 
which she extracted from somewhere 
among the folds of her scanty attire.

But as he chinked the money into her 
outstretched, clawlike hand, he paused, 
sniffing at the heavy, acrid atmosphere 
of the room, and glanced suggestively 
toward the figure of the mulatto snor
ing on the heap of bedding in the 
corner.

“ Get your lay-out,” he ordered, pro
ducing a bill. “ I’m going to have a 
smoke.” For to him had come the 
thought-that it would be safer to spend 
the night there than to thread the city’s 
streets at this hour, when Nadie’s crea
tures, emerging from their haunts and 
coverts, were most apt to be in 
evidence.

Accordingly, while the hag bustled 
about to bring from its hiding-place her 
thick-stemmed bamboo pipe and packet 
of dry, brown opium, he divested him
self of coat and shoes and stretched 
himself out on the pallet across from 
the sleeping mulatto.

Pill after pill she cooked for him, 
squatting there beside him over the 
flame of her tiny spirit-lamp like some 
witch at her incantations: but it was 
long before the Kid. seasoned smoker 
that he was, succumbed to the drowsy 
influence.

At first his eyes only dilated and his 
brain seemingly never more awake 
soared off into visions of exaggerated 
power and accomplishment. He plumed 
himself vaingloriously upon the altru
istic deed of which he had just been 
guilty.

All the philanthropists and human
itarians living and dead, he told him

self. had never shown themselves capa
ble of such noble self-sacrifice. Savo
narola, St. Francis of Assisi. Carnegie 
and Dr. Pearson, he felt, had nothing- 
on him. The restoration of that report 
was an act which would live in history, 
he gravely assured himself, and mil
lions yet unborn would praise such an 
example of generous devotion.

But as with a glass of ever-widening 
focus, this expanding self-aggrandize
ment presently brought only a blur of 
gigantic conceptions. Consciousness 
weakened, his lids drooped lower and 
lower, his muscles relaxed, and. at last, 
the pipe slipping from his nerveless 
fingers, he was asleep.

An hour passed. The room was si
lent save for the heavy breathing of 
the two sleepers. The old woman 
seated over by the lamp nodded half- 
asleep herself, and laboriously counted 
her money.

But she was aroused by a low, cau
tious knock at the door, and, starting- 
up quickly, thrust the handful of silver 
and paper— her takings for the day—  
out of sight.

A  moment she hesitated; then, as the 
rap was repeated a trifle more imper
atively, she caught up the lamp and. 
with a muttered execration, wen? to 
answer it.

Outside stood two masked men, and 
as in swift panic she sought to bar the 
way against them, one quickly pushed 
his foot into the aperture and, leaning 
forward, whispered a word which in
stantly brought her into terrified sub
jection.

‘‘ Nadie?” she recoiled, her teeth 
chattering, her black face ashen. 
" \\”at— w’at dat man want wid me? ”

“ Nothing with you.” the other 
roughly informed her. “ But we're 
going to have that £ dope ' that came in 
a while ago— so open up there and quit 
your fooling.”

It was an order she knew better than 
to disobey, and with trembling fingers 
she unloosed the bolt and then shrank 
back as they stepped by her toward the 
recumbent figure of the Kid.
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As they bent over him, though, she 
summoned up the courage to pluck at 
one of them by the sleeve.

Ef yo"— ef yo’ all got anything to 
do,” she begged, “ won't yo’ please take 
him out’n here ? ”

“ Sure,” the man growled. “ That’s 
the chief’s orders. But, mind you, 
don’t you spill anything about this, no 
matter how hard the bulls go after you. 
The guy come in, you understand, and 
then left about twelve o’clock— that’s 
all you know. Here ”— he turned to 
his companion— “ let’s see what he’s 
got.”

With a, dexterity born of long expe
rience they “ frisked ” their uncon
scious victim, but with a contemptuous 
grunt at the small amount they found 
tossed it over to old Sally.

The Kid never once stirred through 
the entire proceeding. “ Couldn’t wake 
him up, if you’d shoot a cannon over 
him,” muttered the man who had pre
viously spoken. “ Guess we’ll have ta 
tote him.”

The twro picked up the limp, coma
tose figure between them and bore it 
out the door.

”  So long, aunty,” they called a low 
farewell to “ Blue-Gum Sally ” as they 
descended the stairs with their burden. 
”  And if you value your health, remem
ber and keep that black mouth of yours 
shut about all this.”

C H A PTE R  XI.

A HELPING HAND.

S hortly after the burglar scare at 
Colonel Hone’s, and while the family 
group still lingered at the table dis
cussing the incident in its various 
amusing aspects, Ortle dropped in, 
and with the assured air of an intimate 
pushed past Wilkins back to the dining 
room.

The colonel glanced up with a quick 
frown at this unceremonious entrance; 
but the newspaper man seemed in no 
way disturbed at his obvious displeas
ure.

“ Don't bother about me, colonel,” 
he laughed easily; '‘ that is, if it’s the 
presence of Essex here that’s fussing 
you. I ’ve known all along that he was 
under cover with you, haven’t I, cap
tain? ”

The explanation, if anything, made 
matters worse; for although no direct 
charge had been preferred against Jim
my, the colonel, punctilious of ap
pearances, rather chafed against the 
idea of having a man under his roof 
who was in the position of hiding from 
the authorities.

And Ortle, recognizing this with his 
shrewd perception, evidently took a 
certain malicious pleasure in flick
ing the starchy officer upon the raw; 
since as he turned now to make his ex
cuses to Mabel for intruding unan
nounced, he shot a significant look at 
the master of the house, and added 
dryly: “  It’s easier sometimes to break 
into a dining-room than it is to break 
out, eh, colonel ? ”

Then, without seeming to note the 
sudden wilting of his victim, he went 
on rapidly. “ The truth is, though,” he 
said, “ that I have some information 
for you people which wouldn’t wait. 
Don’t get needlessly alarmed, please, 
but as I started to come up the steps 
just now, the cop on this beat, who 
happens to be an old acquaintance of 
mine, told me he had sighted a few 
minutes ago a chap who made off in 
extremely suspicious fashion when he 
attempted to overhaul him, and who 
he is convinced came from this house. 
O f course, the fellow may have only 
been prowling around looking for a 
chance to break in, but on the other 
hand— ”

He was interrupted, however, by a 
startled exclamation from Mrs. Hone. 
” Do you suppose,” she questioned, 
glancing around the table, “  that 
Louise could really have seen some one 
up there after all? You must know,” 
she explained to Ortle, “  that one of 
the maids came shrieking down the 
stairs not fifteen minutes since, declar
ing that she had run into a strange
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man just stepping out of Captain Es
sex's room.

“ Jimmy and the colonel went up 
at once to investigate, but could find 
no trace of any burglar, nor anything 
missing; so we had about concluded 
to set the affair down to panicky 
nerves.

“ This story of yours, though, 
makes it look as if there might be 
more in Louise's fright than we 
thought, and that possibly the man was 
scared off by her outcry.”

“ Hardly,” demurred Essex. “ If 
the fellow had been going into my 
room, that might have been true all 
right; but coming out as she insists he 
was, it seems most unlikely that he 
would have overlooked my watch and 
money laid out there in plain sight.”

The newspaper man’s eyes narrowed 
thoughtfully. “ Perhaps,” he sug
gested with a certain relish as he saw 
the colonel wince, “ it was some secret 
service agent who had dropped to the 
fact that Essex was in the house, and 
was snooping around on the chance of 
picking up a bit of evidence against 
him. What do you say,” he proposed, 
“ that we take another and more care
ful look around? I've had more ex
perience than the rest of you at this 
sort of thing, and possibly I can pick 
up some sort of a clue that otherwise 
would be passed by.

Without waiting for their assent, he 
jumped to his feet as he spoke and 
started off up the stairs so alertly, that 
before the others had time to catch his 
idea and join in the search, they were 
trailing a full flight behind him.

At the landing opposite Essex’s 
door, they heard him suddenly halt 
with a little exclamation, and the next 
moment there came down to them the 
sounds of a scuffle.

Essex bounding ahead flashed up the 
hall light which somehow had got ex
tinguished, and when the others ar
rived on the scene, they found Ortle 
just releasing Wilkins, the butler, 
whom he had collided against and 
grappled with in the darkness.

“ Why. W ilkins!” Mabel surveyed 
the man in astonishment. “ What are 
you doing up here? "

“ Excuse me, ma'am." The butler 
gulped painfull}', and felt of his throat 
where it had been seized by his as
sailant in a vigorous clutch. ” But I 
couldn’t help overhearing what Mr. 
Ortle said had been told him by the 
policeman out in front, and it struck 
me that maybe Louise hadn't been so 
far wrong when she would have it she 
had seen a man up here.

“  So I crept up to take another look, 
but just as I was about to turn on the 
light I was startled by hearing some 
one come running up the stairs and 
as I stepped forward to see who it 
might be, Mr. Ortle grabbed me and 
commenced choking me for all Jie was 
worth.”

The newspaper man, breathing a 
trifle hard, grinned amusedly but said 
nothing, and Mabel with a touch of 
asperity ordered the man back to the 
dining room.

“ The next time you want to go on 
a burglar hunt,” she admonished, 
“  please notify us in advance, and not 
get us all excited with the idea that 
we have run into some prowling 
marauder. How comes it, too, W il
kins.” severely, ° that the lights were 
out on this floor ? ”

” I don't know, ma'am. That is 
just what I was wondering myself. 
Possibly, though. Colonel Hone or 
Captain Essex may have done it with
out thinking, when they were up here 
a bit ago."

And since neither the colonel nor 
Jimmy could affirm that they had not 
inadvertently done so on the comple
tion of their previous investigation, 
that was the explanation which had to 
stand.

Wilkins shuffled away rubbing his 
throat, and the party from downstairs 
took up the hunt for evidence of an 
intruder under the lead of Ortle.

Xor did they have to wait long for 
confirmation that the house had been 
really visited. The third floor and
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Essex's room, it is true, betrayed noth
ing out of the way; but after a glance 
out of the window and a brief study 
of the plan of the building, the writer 
led them almost as if by instinct' to 
Mabel's boudoir, and showed them 
how an entrance had been effected.

Then, while they all stood about 
thrashing the matter out among them
selves, and proving by practical test 
how the window latch had been manip
ulated, he slipped quietly away to Es
sex's room, and hurriedly opening the 
suit case found and abstracted the 
papers which the Angel-Face Kid had 
placed there in the flush of his capri
cious benevolence.

In order to make sure that there was 
no mistake, he drew them from the 
wrapper, and glanced them hastily 
over; then satisfied, was about to re
place them in the envelope when a 
sudden reflection came to him.

With a smile which was almost a 
leer of triumph, he opened the suit case 
again and dropped in the empty en
velope, at the same time thrusting the 
papers themselves into his inside 
pocket.

He had just finished buckling the 
straps of the grip, and rising had 
started to rejoin the others, when the 
door opened and Allison confronted 
him with accusing eyes.

Happening to miss him from the 
circle gathered about the boudoir win
dow,, she had divined with a woman's 
intuition whither he had gone, and at 
once had followed him.

A  moment sooner and she would 
have found him fumbling at the suit 
case; but now, as she flashed a quick 
glance about the room, she could see 
nothing on which to base suspicion, al
though instinctively she doubted him.

“ What are you doing here? ”  she 
demanded, and he breathed a sigh of 
relief as he recognized the note of 
puzzled uncertainty underlying her 
tone.

What am I doing? ” He shrugged 
his shoulders. “ The usual thing in 
such cases, hunting around for foot

prints, finger-marks, any slight clue on 
which to establish identification. I 
don't think it’s much use, though,'* 
with a shake of the head. “ Too many 
other people have been tramping and 
pawing about, don’t you know ? ”

” Then, too,” she observed, direct
ing a searching glance at him, “ in or
der to avoid leaving finger-prints, the 
modern criminal usuall)’- wears gloves, 
does he not? At least I have heard so, 
and I know of onq. case where it was 
done, either for that purpose, or—do 
hide a telltale scar on the man’s 
hand.”

“ Something like this, eh ?” Ortle 
held out his arm to show the irregu
lar, cross-like mark above his thumb. 
There was the hint of a little, teasing 
smile on his lips. “ Yes; if I were a 
crook, I suppose I should have to cover 
it up in some way.

“ But come, Miss Marbury,” he 
went on rallyingly, “ if you continue 
to betray so much knowledge of the 
methods of the underworld, I shall 
have to resign my post as chief investi
gator here to you. Probably you have 
already * sherlock-holmesed ’ out the 
entire system, and are now laughing in 
your sleeve at the futile blundering of 
the rest of us.”

Evidently he sensed the antagonism 
of the girl toward him, and was rather 
enjoying the little clash between them. 
But if he had hoped to exasperate her 
by his banter, he was destined to be 
disappointed.

“ This affair?” She gave an indif
ferent toss of her head. “ To tell you 
the truth, I haven’t much interest in 
it. But if I were really the Sherlock 
Holmes that you suggest, I know of a 
case on which I would love to employ 
my talents.”

“ Ah? The man with the gloves? ”
" Suppose it were? And suppose I 

wanted to find him ? ” Her eyes held 
a glint of challenge. “ You are an ex
pert in such things, Mr. Ortle; what 
would you advise me to do? Look for 
a man with a peculiar scar on his 
hand ? ”
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" L o r d !” he scoffed. "T h eir 
name is legion. I am one of them, as 
you have already seen; and, if you are 
at all a close observer, you must have 
noticed that Colonel Hone is another 
and Wilkins a third, to mention only 
those of this immediate household. 
Besides, as you yourself admit, the 
gloves might have been worn for an 
entirely different purpose.

" N o ,” he counseled, “ if I were at 
work on such a matter, I would take up 
and study every incident related to or 
bearing on the people connected with 
it. You say, this affair to-night has 
little interest for you, yet in it may lie 
the secret you are looking for.

“ I learned long ago in my investi
gations to put aside no associated cir
cumstance as trivial or unimportant; 
since in the interwoven threads of 
human destiny, you never know just 
where you are going to pick up your 
clue. For instance, this very job which 
seems to you unworthy of considera
tion has given me a new suggestion. 
A suggestion, too, that you might 
make use of in your request for the 
man with the gloves.”

“ A  suggestion here that I might 
make use of? What do you mean?”

“ Well, as I said before, it’s plain 
that the man who broke in here to
night was no ordinary sneak-thief or 
second-story worker, but a sleuth from 
the War Department on the hunt for 
evidence; and since I have reached that 
conclusion, I have been asking myself 
the question, why might not your as
sailant of night before last— you see. 
T have had the whole story from vour 
sister, and understand of course what 
you mean by the man with the gloves-— 
why this assailant of yours. I say. 
might not have been of the same 
stripe— a secret service agent, in short, 
who mistaking your identity, and be
lieving that the stolen report was in 
your possession, attempted to frighten 
you into giving it up by pretending to 
beN adie?”

She turned away in silent contempt, 
not even taking the trouble to answer

him. Did he really think that she was 
to be hoodwinked by any such feeble 
subterfuge?- Her anger flamed at so 
low- an estimate of her sagacity, and 
it was on the tip of her tongue to fling 
out at him with a denunciation.

But while she hesitated, restrained 
by some instinct of prudence, a springy 
footstep sounded on the stairs outside, 
and a moment later Captain Essex 
.poked his head in at the door.

“ Oh, here you two are ? ” he ex
claimed. “ We have been looking for 
you everywhere. Ortle, you are 
wanted on the phone. It's somebody 
who will neither give his name nor 
leave a message. He insists on talking 
to you in person.”

The newspaper man with a nod hur
ried off in answer to the summons, and 
Allison, left alone with her fiance, 
stepped over quickly and laid her two 
hands on his shoulders.

“ Jimmy,” she whispered earnestly, 
“ don’t trust that man. I am con
vinced that he means you no good.”

He stared back at her in surprise. 
“ O rtle?” he questioned. “ Why, 
what are you thinking of. deary? 
Look how he has come to the front 
for me in those articles of his; and 
more than that, he is working like a 
nailer to prove his theory of the case 
correct. He’s my one best bet. I tell 
you— my main hope both as to run
ning down this mysterious Nadie and 
the recovery of my report.”

“ You are leaning on a broken 
reed.” She shook her head sadly. 
“ That report is gone for good, and 
Ortle knows it as well as I do.”

Then, seeing a question forming on 
his lips, she went on hurriedly: “ The 
man is simply deceiving you. Timmy—  
leading you along with false promises 
of aid for his own ends. Don’t ask 
me how I know all this, my dear: but 
take my word for it that I am making 
no mistake, and that instead of being 
your friend, Ortle is really your most 
dangerous enemy.”

He smiled skeptically, and evidently 
deciding that she was hysterical and
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overwrought, attempted to soothe her. 
But she twisted away from the hand 
with which he was patting her shoul
der, and redoubled her entreaties.

“ Promise me, at least,” she finally 
implored, “ that you will not act on 
his advice, or take any step of which 
he knows, without first telling me.”

And in order to satisfy her, Essex 
gave the desired assurance. But a 
little later, when they had returned to 
the others, and Ortle drawing him 
aside whispered a quiet tip in his ear, 
he was thrown into such a fever of 
excitement that he forgot all about 
the pledge he had given, and dashed 
off to follow up the intelligence he 
had received without a word to Alli
son or any one else.

“  Listen,” the newspaper man dis
closed to him, “ I’ve just been dropped 
a hint that may be of use to you. The 
Angel-Face Kid is in Washington, 
and as I told you, I believe he is the 
man who has your report. Now, it 
will do no good to go to the police 
with this; the Kid is wise as a fox to 
all their tricks, and he’d have those 
papers destroyed or out of sight be
fore they ever got to him. The way 
that I ’d suggest,, instead, while not 
legal, will be, I think, more efficacious. 
Try a little strong-arm work on him. 
Lay for him, and then when lie’s not 
expecting it, jump out and collar him, 
and get your property for yourself.”

Essex nodded his comprehension. 
“ Where will I find him? ” he asked.

“ He’s at Blue Gum Sally’s now.” 
Ortle whispered cautiously, “ a ‘ coke ' 
joint at the top of an old warehouse 
down near the steamboat docks. If 
I were you, I ’d sneak up the stairs and 
wait outside the door until he starts to 
come away; then nail him. and get 
what you want.”

C H A P T E R  XII.

THE CLOSE OF THE EVENTNC.

It was late when Essex returned, 
an hour or more after midnight: yet

the lights were all burning brightly 
at Colonel Hone’s. In fact, the colo
nel himself had only just got home 
a few minutes before, detained at the 
club as he explained in response to 
Mabel’s wifely inquiry; and Ortle had 
not left until his arrival.

A  great editor once said that the 
test of a good newspaper man was for 
him always to be on hand when hell 
was going to break loose; but Ortle 
seemed to make it a point always to be 
somewhere else, and that, too, in the 
most innocuous somewhere-else that 
he could find.

So to-night he lingered on chatting 
with Mabel and playing Chopin to her 
under the rose-colored lights of the 
music-room, while down in the dimly 
illuminated streets along the river front 
where the heavy, gray mists crept up 
from the Potomac, a grim and sordid 
tragedy was being enacted.

Allison had also remained up, un
easy over Jimmy’s absence since he 
had gone out without communicating 
to her his mission, and spent her time 
flitting anxiously about from room to 
room.

Again and again she went to the 
windows at the front to peer out along 
the street in the hope of seeing him 
returning, and on each occasion ob
served two men lurking under the 
shadow of the trees across the way.

Finally, as she watched them in 
more or less preoccupied fashion, she 
was startled by a slight sound behind 
her, and turning found Wilkins staring 
out at the two over her shoulder with 
a gleam of interest in his fishy eye..

“ They’ve been standing there all 
evening, ma’am,” he vouchsafed in re
sponse to the question she put him. 
“  It looks to me as if they were watch
ing the house for some reason. May
be the colonel put them on guard on 
account of the fellow that Louise 
saw."

He paused, then added differential
ly : “ Shall I draw the blinds now, 
ma’am ? ”

She stood aside, watching him as
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he pulled down the shade and adjusted 
the inside shutters for the night; and 
as her gaze almost unconsciously fol
lowed the movements of his long, flex
ible hand, she gave a little start to 
notice, as Ortle had told her, that the 
man bore a distinguishing mark— a 
small, blue anchor tattooed between 
the thumb and first finger.

“  How did you get that, Wilkins ? ” 
she asked curiously. "  You must have 
been a sailor at one time? ”

“  Cabin-boy, ma’am,” he answered 
quietly. “ You probably won't re
member the Zerelda, but there was 
quite a good deal about her in the pa
pers fifteen years ago. She was the 
private yacht of Orlando J. King, the 
millionaire, and she went down in a 
big tornado in the Caribbean.

“ That was before the days of the 
wireless, of course, and we had to put 
off in the boats, me in the one with 
the owner and his wife and daughter.

Fourteen days it was before we 
got picked up, and then, when the 
tramp, Sidney Towers, bound from 
London to Rio, took us aboard, there 
was only two in the boat out of all 
of us that had left the Zerelda, me 
and Olaf Anderson, a big Swede that 
belonged to the crew.

“ The rest was dead; and we’d had 
to shove their bodies overboard. That 
cured me of any hankering for the sea, 
ma’am,” he concluded his grim reqital. 
“  I hung around Rio for twro or three 
years, doing one thing and another; 
then I came back to New York, and 
went into service.”

The dreamy strains of Ortle’s play
ing had ceased while the butler was 
talking, and he and Mabel coming 
along the hall in search of Allison, 
paused at the door of the drawing
room in time to hear the close of W il
kins’s adventure.

“  I remember that affair of the 
Zerelda,” the newspaper man spoke 
up suddenly. “ There was some ques
tion, was there not, as to how the sur
vivors could have appeared so fresh, 
when all the rest of the boat’s com

pany had perished from hardship and 
exposure?”

■‘ Quite so, sir.”  The man bowed. 
“ But it was not entirely a question of 
physical endurance. The owner, you 
may recall, went crazy on the eighth 
day and killed five of the party, in
cluding his wife and daughter, ending 
up by committing suicide himself.

“ Then all the rest of the men ex
cept Anderson and myself got at a 
case of brandy we had aboard, and 
that didn’t help them any to weather 
bur difficulties.

“  There was one night, I recollect, 
when what with the fighting and 
rough-housing that was going on, I 
doubted if any of us would see morn
ing.”

Allison involuntarily shuddered at 
the picture of horrors which his calm 
narrative called up, and Mabel gave an 
agitated exclamation; but Wilkins, as 
he ended, returned in a quite matter- 
of-fact way to his interrupted task. 
His coat-sleeves, as he raised his arm 
to straighten out one of the curtains, 
slipped back, and disclosed his long, 
skinny wrist.

Ortle drew attention to it with a 
laugh. “  You’re right, Wilkins,” he 
said. “  It was never physical prowess 
that pulled you through. Why, look; 
you haven’t much more of an arm than 
myself.”

As he spoke he stepped swiftly 
across the room, and jerking back his 
cuff, held up his own arm for compari
son, at the same time directing a 
glance of mocking challenge toward 
Allison.

It was as though he thus defied her* 
to identify him as her masked assail
ant of the Mill ward; and catching the 
significance of his action, she could 
not but realize that she was complete
ly checkmated, for he and the butler 
were almost of a type— lean and hun
gry Cassiuses both, with scarcely the 
difference of a half inch in height, or 
a dozen pounds in weight between 
them, and of practically identical col
oring.
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Stand the two up side by side with 
a domino over their features, and it 
would have been very difficult to dis
tinguish between them, practically im
possible to swear that either was the 
masked and padded figure of her fear
some experience.

Ortle, seeing her expression of dis
comfiture, did not fail to press home 
his advantage.

“ Yes," he said; “ we're cut pretty 
much on the same pattern, aren't we. 
Wilkins? Now, if Colonel Hone was 
only here, we’d be three of a kind."

Again he scored. The colonel, too, 
was tall and lank, and of an indefinite, 
sandy complexion. And with the scar 
of an old saber-cut across his knuckles, 
he had as much reason to wear gloves 
in order to ayoid recognition as either 
of the others. _

Nor did the matter of voice help 
any; since in Ortle’s lazy drawl, the 
butler’s obsequious purr, and the army 
officer’s crisp utterance, there ran, 
nevertheless, a strain of similarity 
which could with either of them have 
fitted itself to the disguised tones of 
her visitor that night in Room 514.

O f course she knew that neither her 
brother-in-law nor Wilkins was the 
infamous Nadie, while she was equally 
positive that Ortle was; and she was 
chagrined and maddened at being so 
successfully blocked from bringing it 
home to him.

The chance for a counter-stroke oc
curred to her, however, and impulsive
ly she turned to her sister. The but
ler, as if realizing that there was elec
tricity in the air, although not just ex
actly comprehending the nature of it. 
had already discreetly taken himself 
o ff.

“ Mabel,” the girl cried with a flash 
of triumph at Ortle. “ you can vouch 
of course that Wilkins was here in the 
house all night before last, can you 
not ? ”

Mrs. Hone gazed at her a trifle won- 
deringly. She, too, dimly conscious 
of the thrust and parry in the duel of 
wits, was puzzled by it.

“ W ilkins?" she repeated. “ Night 
before last ? Oh, no: that was his 
evening off, and he did not come home 
until— until shortly before you ar
rived. But why do you ask such a 
thing as that, dear? "

“ Oh. nothing.” Allison gazed -̂sul- 
lenly at Ortle, whose eyes were dan
cing with amusement behind his 
heavy glasses.

A  few minutes later, also, he took 
occasion, while Mrs. Hone’s attention 
was otherwise engaged, to clinch his 
victory.

“ I f f  were you,” he whispered dry
ly, “ I would avoid any similar inves
tigation as to Colonel Hone’s where
abouts that evening. Married men 
sometimes do not care to have their 
movements questioned too closely, you 
know.”

What she might have answered it 
is hard to say. for the calm way he 
trumped her every trick was irritating 
her almost beyond control; but at that 
moment a diversion was created by 
the ringing of the telephone bell.

Ortle at once sprang toward the in
strument in the hall, lifting the re
ceiver from the hook; but Mabel, com
ing out of the library with some cig
arettes which she had gone to get for 
him. called to him not to trouble him
self.

“ We have three connections, you 
know.” she explained; “ one here, an
other down-stairs, and a third in my 
apartments. Wilkins will answer that 
ring from the basement, and then if 
any of us are wanted will switch on up 
here.”

Nevertheless. Ortle did not replace 
the receiver, but stood with it to his 
ear listening until the conversation over 
the wire was finished. Then very 
guardedly he slid it back on the hook 
and faced about toward the two 

, women.
“ It was nothing,” he said carelessly. 

“ Merely some one inquiring if the 
colonel was at home.”

But a close observer might have no
ticed that his expression was just a
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shade tense, and that although he 
talked along as usual on indifferent 
subjects, he seemed not entirely at his 
ease.

Indeed, one might almcA have 
thought from a certain suppressed air 
of expectancy he wore that he was 
waiting for something to happen; and 
it was almost with an air of relief, 
when the colonel presently came in, 
that he hastily rose and made his 
adieux.

The jealous husband, although con
cealing his displeasure at Ortle’s pres
ence, so long as the latter remained, 
turned with a scowl back into the hall 
the moment the doors had closed upon 
him.

If, however, he was meditating a re
buke to his wife for entertaining so be
lated a caller, he evidently changed his 
mind and shifted the course of his ill- 
temper to another quarter.

“ Where is Essex ? ” he demanded 
shortly.

“ He hasn't come in yet,” Mabel Re
turned, “  and Allison is really getting 
quite worried. Have you any idea* 
where he went to, Ethelbert, or what1 
took him off in such a hurry? ”

The colonel shook his head. “ All I 
know,” he growled, “ is that he is ma
king a most confounded mess of things 
by the imbecile tactics he is carrying 
on. This dropping out of sight at such 
a time is the very worst move he could 
make, creating, as it does, all sorts of 
fresh rumors, and seeming to give a 
certain amount of confirmation to the 
charges against him.

“ He is on leave, of course, and can’t 
very well be questioned on wThat he is 
doing; but I have it pretty straight that 
the Department is getting so stirred up 
with all the talk and gossip there may 
be very unpleasant developments.

“  And then, look,” he fumed, " at 
the lovely position I’d be in. I tell you,
I don’t propose to occupy the role of 
shielding a fugitive from justice, nor 
will I have ray house made a con
venience of in that way by any man.”

He banged his fist down emphat

ically upon the table, beside which he 
stood.

ft was at this.inauspicious moment 
that Essex’s key grated in the lock at 
the front door, and, slipping hurriedly 
inside, he quickly closed the door after 
him. He straightened up in surprise 
at finding the three members of the 
household awaiting him, and shot at 
them a glance not devoid of a certain 
uneasy inquiry.

In fact, as he stood there panting as 
if from a hard run or walk, his hair 
streaked down over his brow, and his 
face white and apprehensive, he looked 
for all the world the character the 
colonel had applied to him— a fugitive 
from justice.

Taken aback by his abrupt entrance 
and peculiar appearance, the three 
faced him in silence, and he in turn 
crouched there at the door, staring back 
at them.

Then as Allison took a step toward 
him there came a sudden, sharp ring 
at the bell.

Essex started at the sound, grew, if 
anything, a shade paler; but, after a 
second’s hesitation, stood aside with a 
half-gesture of surrender, and let 
Colonel Hone answer the summons.

Two men stood outside in the vesti
bule.

‘‘ Sorry, colonel,” they said, “ but we 
have a warrant here to search the house 
for certain property belonging to the 
government, and alleged at present to 
be in the possession of Captain Essex. 
We know that he is stopping here with 
you, so it will save time and trouble all 
around if you just show us which is his 
room.”

The colonel began to protest and 
bluster against such an indignity being 
offered to an officer of his standing; 
but Essex, whose hunted air had left 
him entirely the moment he heard the 
errand of the visitors, stepped forward 
to intervene.

'* Let them- come up, Hone,” he 
urged. I’ll show them everything 
I’ve got in five minutes, and convince 
them they are following a false trail.
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I regret, of course, letting you in for 
anything like this, and if I had dreamed 
of any such step being taken, would 
never have considered darkening your 
doors; but as for myself, I rather wel
come the chance to refute all this base
less gossip that’s been going around.

“ Anyhow, there’s no use in kicking: 
these chaps are simply obeying orders, 
and since they've got the authority to 
back them up, all we can do is to sub
mit with as good grace as possible."

As he spoke he started toward the 
stairs, nodding his head back toward 
the two officials in the doorway; and 
the colonel, persuaded by his argu
ments, stood aside to let them enter.

So. while the two sisters, clutching 
breathlessly at one another, waited be
low in the hall, the little procession 
mounted to the third floor, Jimmy in 
the lead, then the two officers with the 
warrant, and finally Colonel Hone 
bringing up the rear.

But as Essex flung open the door of 
the room and flashed on the light, he 
halted suddenly with an exclamation of 
amazement— for his suit-case lay open 
at the foot of the bed, and his belong
ings were scattered in confusion all 
over the place.

“ Well, what the— ! ’’ he started to 
ejaculate: but before he could get out 
the words one of the sharp-eyed search
ers, darting past him, had pounced 
upon a long, official envelope lying on 
the floor.

Its contents were missing, and the 
most rigorous search of the chamber 
failed to disclose them; but even Essex 
himself had to admit that this was the 
wrapper to the missing report.

Nor could he offer any satisfactory 
explanation for its presence in his 
room. The upset condition of the 
place, he suggested, was probably due 
to a second visit from the sneak-thief 
who had been there earlier in the eve
ning; but it was manifestly absurd to 
claim that the envelope had been left 
there by him.

The two minions of the law. unable 
to find anything more, put their heads

together ■ for a minute or so— then 
turned to the young officer.

" I’m afraid you’ll have to go with 
us, captain." said the spokesman of the 
pair.

“ You mean— ? " Jimmy recoiled.
The other nodded. "  That’s about 

the size of it." he said. “ You are 
under arrest."

C H A PTE R  XIII.

GREEK MEETS IRELAND.

O r t l e , meanwhile, on leaving 
Colonel Hone's, had proceeded directly 
down town to police headquarters, 
and there dropped in on his warm 
friend and most disparaging critic. 
Captain Rigney of the Detective 
Bureau.

According to Rigney, what Ortle 
didn't know about.crime and criminals 
wotdd fill more books than could be 
contained in the Congressional Li
brary; while the newspaperman was 
no less frankly contemptuous of the 
captain's qualifications for his position.

" Just a flat-footed pavement bull, 
you are. Dennis," he would rail when 
the other started to air his theories. 
“ Handling a drunk and disorderly is 
pretty close to your limit: for when it 
comes to the higher branches of crime, 
you’re as completely lost as an Arkan
sas congressman at the Chevy Chase 
Golf Club.

“ Is tha-at so ? ” Rigney’s eyebrows 
would go up. and his black mustache 
begin to bristle. “ Well, if spinnin' 
fairy tales f ’r the Appeal is police 
work, maybe I am a dub: but when it 
comes to landin’ a man that's really 
wanted, ye’ll notice I ’m giner’lly there 
wid th’ bells on."

“ As for instance— Nadie, eh ?" 
Ortle would drawlingly retort, and 
then beat a hasty retreat before the out
burst of Milesian wrath which his sally 
was sure to evoke.

But to-night he refrained from his 
usual pastime of baiting the touchy 
“ cop," There was a self-conscious
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gleam in the glance Rigney slanted at 
him as he entered, a secretive expres
sion about the buttoned-up mouth, 
which warned him that it might be 
wise to cultivate the flowers of con
fidence.

Affably he chatted along, therefore, 
deftly flattering his man and side-step
ping every rock of possible contention, 
while all the time he fished assiduously 
to get at what was on Rigney’s chest.

A  half-dozen casts he made without 
success. Dennis lurked cannily in the 
pools of deep reserve, and refused to 
be drawn by the tempting flies dangled 
above him.

But finally unable to resist the warm 
sunlight of Ortle’s geniality, he came 
to the surface with a rush, and as the 
other had expected, hooked himself.

The newspaper man, merely to keep 
the conversation going, had been di
lating ruefully on the difficulties of his 
lot.

Why, it’s got so now,’* he 
grumbled, “ that people say I ’m rot
ten, and ‘ going back’, if I don’t dish 
’em up a brand new mystery every day.

“ And look at the material I've got 
to go on. Couple of ‘ Ginnys 1 had a 
cutting scrape over a quarter out at 
Glen Echo, and a Georgetown girl 
ran away from home because her 
mother made her wash the dishes; 
that’s all that’s happened in the last 
twenty-four hours, and I ’d challenge 
Edgar Allan Poe himself to make a 
mystery out of stuff like that. Guess 
I ’ll have to take another shy at the 
Hodge case.”

He shrugged his shoulders resign
edly. “ It’s worn so threadbare now, 
that it’s positively indecent; but with a 
few fancy patches tacked on here and 
there, it will have to serve.”

Rigney squinted his eyes half shut, 
and removing the big, black cigar he 
was smoking, blew a succession of 
rings.

“ So ye think th’ Hodge case is 
played o u t?” he quizzed tantaliz- 
ingly. "There’s nothin’ more in ir, 
eh?"

” Not for my purposes.” Ortle felt 
the slight pull on the line,' and skil
fully played his capture. “  O f course 
with you, it is different You can take 
time to work up your evidence, and be 
sure you are right; but I’ve got to dig 
out a solution while public interest is 
hot, and run all the chances of being 
wrong.”

He paused for comment, and as the 
detective made none, shrewdly sur
mised that the latter had adopted as 
his own the explanation of the Hodge 
affair which had appeared in the Ap
peal.

Still, gratifying as this might be to 
his professional vanity, silence was 
not what he was seeking from Rigney, 
and consequently he angled anew.

“ You police also have a big advan
tage over me when it comes to dealing 
with witnesses,” he observed petu
lantly. "What I get, I have to scheme 
for, and bluff or cajole out of people; 
but you can drag a man in here, put 
him to the third degree, and force him 
to tell everything he knows.”

His gaze, as he spoke, was appar
ently fixed in dissatisfaction on the tip 
of his cigarette; but in reality he was 
covertly studying the play of expres
sion on his companion’s face, and the 
little suppressed grin which puckered 
Rigney’s lower lip at his complaint 
told him that he might begin to reel in.

As he figured it now, the detective’s 
air of complacency was due to his hav- 
ng got hold of some witness able to 

give direct testimony bearing on the 
mystery, and he swiftly sought to con
jecture who that witness could be.

The list of people about a hotel be
tween midnight and two o’clock in the 
morning, who are sober enough to be 
relied on. is not, he realized, very ex
tensive.

“ Yes,” he went on, running over the 
various possibilities as they suggested 
themselves to him, “ if there was a 
hotel porter who knew anything, or a 
bell-hop, or a bar-tender, or a cab 
driver, or— ” There was no need to 
press his inquiry farther. He knew
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from the quick narrowing of Rignev's 
eyes that he had the correct answer.

Mentally he reconstructed the scene 
as it must have appeared to Allison's 
eyes when she fled out of the side en
trance of the Millward, and instinct
ively followed the reasoning which had 
led her down the deserted street, in
stead of around to the wider thorough
fare and more garish light at the front.

Familiar with the locality, he traced 
in imagination the course she must 
have taken; then suddenly paused. At 
last he was ready to pull in his line.

“ Dennis," he said sharply, “ what 
did you get out of ‘ Nighthawk Jack ' 
when you had him up here to-day? "

The captain almost collapsed in his 
astonishment. “ ‘ Nighthawk Jack ’ ? " 
he stammered.

“ Sure. Don't try to tell me you 
haven’t been putting him over the 
hurdles, because I know better. The 
onh' thing that gets me, is that you 
should take any stock in what an old 
liar like him should hand you.”

Rigney flushed angrily. “ There 
ain't nobody handing anything to me," 
he snapped, “  nor there ain't nobody 
getting anything away from me, 
neither. You’d be tickled to death to 
And out what I know, Ortle; but you 
ain’t goin’ to. See ? ”

The newspaperman laughed scorn
fully. “ Tickled to death to And out 
what that old coon in the Dan’l Web
ster hat has been giving you? Why, 
Lord, Rigney, I had it all by ten 
o'clock the next morning. Fie told 
you, didn’t he, that he took in a young 
lady about two o’clock that night, and 
drove her to a house in the neighbor
hood of Dupont Circle?

“ Well, take it from me, there isn't 
a word of truth in any such pipe- 
dream. I ran it down, and fully satis
fied myself that it was onlv nigger 
talk.” ‘

But if he had hoped to throw off 
the detective by any such tactics, lie 
was due for disappointment; since 
Dennis merely cocked a skeptical eye 
at his misleading assurances.

“ Well, f r  it bein’ just nigger talk," 
Rigney observed crushing!}', “ some
body seems might}- anxious to get it 
hushed up. Tell me. please, where did 
‘ Nighthawk Jack’ pick up the fifty 
dollar bill that he was gettin’ changed 
around at Jerry Coogan's on Thir
teenth Street this mornin’ ? "

In spite of himself, Ortle gave a 
start of chagrin. What on earth had 
possessed Mabel to yield to the black
mailing demands of the hackman with
out consulting him, or even telling him 
about it afterward? If she was to 
go blundering ahead in that way, how 
was it possible for him to save her 
from the notoriety she dreaded?

“ A fifty dollar bill ? " he exclaimed 
unguardedly.

“ Sure,” grinned Rigney. “ One 
nice, yellow gold certificate with a big 
‘ L ’ on it. Pretty soft, ain't it, f r  a 
fifteen-block spin in that old cab? ”

Ortle saw that he had to make a 
quick move of some sort. “ But you’re 
wrong. Dennis',” he plunged in desper
ately. " Dead wrong, as I can easily 
prove to you. ‘ Nighthawk Jack ’ has 
simply been conning you along to cover 
up the real facts. Now, the truth is 
that the old villain drove out to Du
pont Circle that night all right, but he 
didn't have a lady in his cab. Flis 
fare, if you must know it. was Colonel 
Hone himself who was making a hot 
get-away from that stag dinner the 
commissoner had raided."

It was a clumsy expedient, but the 
best he could invent on the spur of the 
moment; and he felt that at any cost 
he must protect Mabel and her sister. 
Besides, if the worst came to the worst, 
the colonel could be made to corrob
orate the story, if not for the sake of 
his wife’s reputation, then by simply 
whispering the one word, ” fire-es
cape," in his ear.

But Rigney’s cynical smile showed 
that he understood. “  Not so bad," he 
granted with a long puff at the black 
cigar. “ Not so bad f ’r a hurry-up 
stall, me boy. And mind ye. I ain’t 
blamin’ ye none f ’r it.



288 THE ARGOSY.

" These folks is friends of yours, I 
know, and blast a man that won't 
stand by his friends, is what I say. 
But don’t think, Ortle,” he wagged his 
head knowingly, 44 that ye can ever fool 
me on who was in that cab.”

“ It was neither Mrs. Hone nor her 
sister, I swear it,” lied Ortle manfully. 
” If you— ”

But he was interrupted by the de
tective's burst of laughter. “ An’ who 
said it was Mrs. Hone or her sister? ” 
demanded Rigney. “ Come now, me 
boy, what’s th’ use of you tryin’ to 
double-cross me for the sake of a low
life crook like that? You know as 
well as I do, that the girl ‘ Nighthawk 
Jack ’ took aboard that night was the 
Angel-Face Kid in woman’s clothes.” 

If the floor had suddenly given way 
beneath him, Ortle couldn’t have been 
more surprised. Yet now that the cop 
had unbosomed himself, he could see 
plainly enough how the blundering 
solution had been reached.

Rigney, taking a hint from his own 
assertion in the Appeal that the mys
terious Hodge was none other than the 
Kid, and learning, too, no doubt of the 
relationship to Mabel and Allison, had 
simply transposed the actual facts, and 
had the brother masquerading as the 
sister instead of vice versa.

Still, the newspaperman did not 
dare betray his relief and amusement.

44 Ah ? ” he felt his way cautiously. 
“ So you’re on, are. you ? ”

“  Like a ton of brick,” asserted Den
nis. “  Why, it clears up the whole 
thing in a flash. There wasn’t no mur
der and there wasn’t no disappearance. 
The Kid simply comes here to dicker 
with Nadie over this paper he’s stolen, 
and registers at the hotel as Mr. 
Hodge.

“ Nadie meets him by appointment 
in his room, and they get to scrappin’ 
over something, and in the set-to the 
Kid gets cut. What’s he to do? He 
needs a doctor, and knowin’ that we 
ain’t just exactly asleep down here, he 
don't dare stav at the hotel or go to 
a hospital.

" Naturally, then, he decides to beat 
it to his sister’s. So, slippin’ into 
female rig, which it’s well known he 
always carries with him, he lights out. 
And that,”  he concluded, lighting a 
fresh cigar, 44 is all there is to the 
Hodge mystery.”

” Pretty smooth work, old man,” 
Ortle nodded with feigned admiration. 
" But how in the world did you dope 
it all out? ”

‘‘ Easy. I dropped to the whole 
game the minute 4 Nighthawk5 came 
across with his story of the young 
lady. Then it seems like something’d 
pop up every minute to bear out my 
the’ry; for in comes a snitch with the 
word that the Kid is certainly in town, 
and on top of that, one of the boys 
gets onto the fact that Colonel Hone’s 
house is being shadowed by ‘ dicks ’ 
from the War Department, and that 
a strange man had been hangin’ out 
there for two days, cornin’ out only 
at night. I knew already, you see, 
bein’ a Baltimore boy myself, that the 
Kid was related to the two Marbury 
sisters.”

Ortle nodded again. 44 And now,” 
he questioned, 44 what’s the next
move ? ”

” A h ! ” Rigney thoughtfully scratch
ed his head. “ That's what’s been 
bothering me, I couldn’t pull any 
rough stuff on people like Colonel 
Hone and his wife of course, with a 
chance of being wrong; so I ’d about 
decided to hold my horses until morn
ing. although it went against the grain 
to do it, slippery as I know the Kid to 
Ise. But now,”  he gave a triumphant 
chuckle, 44 since I’ve played you into 
admitting that I ’ve got it straight, I'm 
going out there to-night and cinch this 
case.”

" I haven’t admitted a thing,” pro
tested Ortle.

" Not in words; no.” The captain 
laughed. ,4 But I guess I can see 
around a corner as far as the next man. 
And listen here, Ortle,” he suddenly 
waxed serious, 44 no tipping me off, 
v.,u understand.”
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“ Tipping you off? To the Kid, do 
you mean ? ”

“ Who else ? Do you be thinkin’ 
I ’m goin’ up to the White House to 
make a collar on the president ? ”

“ Well,” Ortle smiled grimly, " i f  
you want to know the truth, there’s a 
whole lot more probability to that 
than there is of me tipping off your 
intentions to the Angel-Face Kid.”

There seemed to be a certain under
lying significance to his words; but, 
if so, it was lost upon Rigney, for the 
telephone bell rang at that minute, and 
he paused in his preparations for de
parture to answer.

A  moment o f excited colloquy over 
the wires, and then he lifted a dazed 
and almofct incredulous face to Ortle.

“  Well, w’hat do you know about 
that ? ”  he gasped. “  The Angel-Face 
Kid has been found down on the river 
front with* his throat cut from ear to 
ear!”

C H A PTE R  XIV.

A N  EXPERT OPINION.

It never rains but it pours. Jimmy 
Essex, already under arrest for the 
misappropriation of his! firing-device 
report, was within twenty-four hours 
called on to face the more serious 
charge of murder.

That he came to be accused as the 
slayer of the Angel-Face Kid was due 
chiefly to the discovery of a blood
stained handkerchief in his pocket 
when he was taken into custody on the 
lesser count and to information fur
nished Police Captain Rigney by the 
secret service agents who had been 
shadowing him.

Four operatives, it appeared, had 
been detailed to keep him under sur
veillance; and when he left the house 
so hurriedly that evening two of these 
had remained on guard at the premises 
to look out for possible developments 
there while the other two took up the 
work of actively trailing him.

This latter pair deposed that they
4 A

had followed their man down to the 
vicinity of the steamboat docks and 
there had seen him enter the old ware
house in which “  Blue Gum Sally ”  
maintained her noisome resort.

Lurking a little distance away, they 
had waited then for perhaps fifteen 
or twenty minutes until he reappeared. 
He came out furtively, they stated, 
hanging back in the shadow of the 
doorway until he had satisfied himself 
by cautious glances up and down the 
street that no one was in sight; but, 
once free of the place, he hurried off 
at such speed that, as they graphically 
put it, he looked like he was trying to 
do a Marathon.

Yet for all his haste he evidently 
had'no destination or object in view; 
for after spending some time aimless
ly traversing the unattractive, cobble- 
stoned streets of the “ Southwest,” he 
struck over into the Mall and passed 
almost an hour racing hither and 
thither along its winding paths.

Once, as he turned suddenly and 
came back down the little rise on which 
stands the Smithsonian Institution, the 
men averred that they met him direct* 
ly face to face under the rays of an 
electric lamp, and they noted that his 
features were pale and distorted, his 
manner almost that of a crazy man.

Passing them, he shot a scared, sus
picious glance in their direction and 
jerked his slouch hat down lower over 
his brow, as if to avoid recognition.

After that, for a hundred yards or 
so, he kept looking back uneasily over 
his shoulder, as though to make out 
whether or not they might not be fol
lowing him, but convinced at last from 
their actions that they were mere ram
bling loiterers, he resumed his head
long, purposeless rush.

Gradually, though, his step grew 
slower, his bearing more composed, 
and finally, with an approximate re
turn to his normal manner, he boarded 
a taxi along the avenue and headed 
back to Colonel Hone’s.

Close behind him came the twd 
shadows; so close, indeed, that he had
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hardly passed into the house before 
their associates were informing them 
that during their absence instructions 
had been received for the immediate 
arrest of Essex and a thorough search 
of his effects.

Accordingly, as has already been re
lated, the order was carried out; and 
with the finding of the blood-smeared 
handkerchief, for which the prisoner 
refused to offer any explanation, the 
two trailers, their suspicions already 
aroused by his peculiar behavior, lost 
no time in hurrying back to Blue Gum 
Sally's, there to encounter half-way up 
the rickety staircase the huddled, life
less body of the Kid.

It was from them that the news of 
the murder was communicated to po
lice headquarters, and within two min
utes after the receipt of the message 
Rigney and Ortle were speeding in a 
motor-car to the scene of the tragedy.

Hammer and tongs, the chief of de
tectives went at the work of investiga
tion, and soon had his evidence so well 
in hand that he felt justified in making 
formal requisition on the Federal au
thorities for their prisoner.

Essex, accordingly, was taken over 
to the municipal prison, and declining 
to make any statement, was locked up 
on the technical charge of “ suspicion/’

“ To-morrow we’ll make it ‘ mur
der,’ ” Rigney commented with a self- 
satisfied air, as he and Ortle came 
down the steps of headquarters to-' 
gether, “ f ’r if ever there was a plain 
case of havin’ the goods on a man, this 
is it.’’

Ortle made no immediate reply. It 
was broad daylight now, and his face 
looked a little pale and weary as he 
came out into the open freshness of the 
morning. Musingly his glance roved 
away for a moment down the wide ex
panse of the Avenue to where above 
the green tree-tops the white dome of 
the capitol uplifted itself, the great 
bronze statue on its summit flashing 
and glittering in the rays of the rising- 
sun. He flung out his arm toward it 
with an ironic gesture.

“ Oh. Liberty! *' he exclaimed. 
“ What blundering bull wash is com
mitted in thv name! ’’

The police captain halted and sur
veyed him with an almost wondering 
stare.

“  Now what do ye mean by that? ” 
he demanded. “  After all that you’ve 
heard and seen to-night, you surely 
ain’t questionin’ none but what this 
guy is guilty? If ye are,” he added ex
plosively, “ ye’re a worse nut than I 
thought ye were, an’ that’s goin’ some, 
take it from me.”

Ortle merely shrugged his shoul
ders at the unflattering tribute to his 
powers and walked on. He was used 
to Dennis's testy outbursts.

“ Sure, you’re kiddin’ m e?” Rig
ney glanced at him uncertainly. “ No? 
Then, if you don’t believe this fellow 
croaked the Kid, for the love of Mike, 
tell me who you think did? ”

“ Well,” drawled Ortle, “ that, I 
suppose, is really a point I ought to 
reserve for my review of the case in 
to-morrow’s Appeal* but seeing that 
you’re so hopelessly befogged, Dennis, 
I don’t mind giving you a friendly tip. 
It was Nadie.”

“ N adie!” The Irishman ground 
out a string of impatient expletives. 
“ Nadie! That’s about all you news
papermen can say. You ring it on 
everything that’s pulled off. like a flock 
of screechin’ parrots.

“ Blast me if I believe there is any 
such a person. It’s just a name that 
you’ve made up. same as them yellow 
sheets over to New York did when 
they hollered ‘ Black Hand! ’ every 
time some dago started out to collect a 
bit of private graft.”

“ Bill Tuttle found that Nadie was 
something more than a name, didn't 
h e ? ” dryly observed Ortle, and Rig
ney subsided.

“ Anyhow,” he growled doggedly. 
“  you can't make no Nadie job out of 
this. Why, it’s plain as twelve o’clock 
that this Captain Essex is the man. 
Look how it all dovetails in. The chap 
was short, so the secret service ‘ dicks ’
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tell me; they’ve got it all nosed out 
where he’d been monkeyin’ with the 
market and was nipped. Fie needs the 
coin, they say, and he needs it bad; 
and he has this report in his hands, 
which he knows is good for a wad any 
time he chooses to come across with it.

“  But he knows, too, that it’s all day 
with him in the army if he tries on 
any funny business of that sort, f ’r 
even to sell a copy is almost sure to be 
traced up to him; so he goes out and 
frames up a deal with the Kid where
by it’s to appear that he’s been ‘ en
rolled.’

“ All right; the trick is turned, and 
fin’lly, when things look safe, arrange
ments is made for him an’ the Kid to 
meet here in Washington and close up 
the sale. The Kid as ‘ Mr. Hodge ’ 
shows up and so. does Essex; and a 
scrap coming off between them, Essex 
being the stronger, carves the Kid and 
makes off with the papers— ”

“ Hold on, please,” Ortle interrupt
ed. “ This is all very entertaining, but 
just a bit bewildering. The last solu
tion you gave me of the Hodge affair 
was radically different.”

“  Ah, but that was when I’d been 
paying too much attention to you fel
lows and was trying to fit Nadie into 
the picture. Now, with this killing to 
clear things up for me, I ’ve altogether 
changed my the’ry.”

“ So you admit it’s only theory, 
then? I thought from the positive 
way you spoke that maybe you had a 
stray fact or so to back you up.”

“ Who said I didn’t ? ” snapped the 
policeman. “ Essex was hanging 
around in the neighborhood of the 
Millward that night in disguise we 
know, ’cause the secret service men 
first picked him up not more than a 
block away from the hotel, and just 
about the time that this ‘ Hodge ’ busi
ness first came to light.

“ That’s a pretty strong fact, ain’t 
it? Then, too, there’s that evidence 
of the tall man who came down the 
fire-escape and walked away with a 
military swagger. Allowing for it be

ing night, and the distance the wit
nesses were away, there might be a 
whole lot worse descriptions of Essex*

“ But what bears me out more than 
anything else,” he argued, “ is the 
things that happened afterward. You 
ain’t disputin’, I suppose, but what the 
Kid done a second-story job out there 
at Colonel Hone’s last evening, or that 
when Essex was arrested, the envelope 
of the stolen report was found in his 
room ? ”

" Well ? What do you make of 
that? ”

“ What do I make of it? ” The de
tective looked at him contemptuously. 
“ And you call yourself an expert on 
crime. What could any man with half 
an ounce of brains make of it but that 
the Kid come there to get the papers 
which Essex had took from him when 
the ttvo had their falling - out at the 
hotel, and that, being hurried or fright
ened, he leaves the envelope behind 
him ?

“ Then what happens? Why, natu
rally, Essex discovers that the report is 
gone, realizes who took it, and, start
ing out after his man, gets him. There 
you are,” he concluded triumphantly; 
“  simple as A. B. C., if one only puts 
his mind to it.”

“ Remarkable,” confessed Ortle, and 
he spoke no less than the truth. Really 
it was remarkable to him, that with 
such a twisting of facts so straight and 
convincing a fabric could have been 
built up.

More than that, it formed an indict
ment against Essex which could in its 
essential points be controverted only 
by himself; and as this reflection oc
curred to him, a grim smile flickered 
for an instant across his lips. He held 
the life, honor, and reputation of the 
army officer in the hollow of his hand.

“ Remarkable, Dennis,” he repeat
ed. “ But there are one or two mat
ters which puzzle me a bit. For in
stance, how do you reconcile all this 
with ' Nighthawk Jack’s ’ story? If 
the Kid, as you say, escaped from the 
hotel disguised as a girl, and tvas re-
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ceivecl at Mrs. Hone’s, why should he 
afterward have had to break into the 
house? Moreover, would not Essex 
have known all about his being there, 
and have— ”

Rigney gave a snort of annoyance. 
“  Was there ever yet a the’ry that didn’t 
have a hole or two in it? ” he demand
ed. “ There’s a dozen answers I could 
give to them questions of yours, air I 
might be right or I might be wrong. 
But I know a better way than that. 
I ’m goin’ to have Mrs. Hone and her 
sister down to my office in the mornin’ 
and make ’em tell me the truth."

“  Ah, I see." Qrtle nodded. " Well. 
I ’m leaving you here, Dennis. So- 
long."

And swinging himself aboard a pass
ing car, he rode out to the neighbor
hood of Dupont Circle, where he en
tered a convenient drug-store.

The young woman who presided at 
the cashier’s desk was just taking her 
place. Across the counter to her Ortle 
slid a bill.

“ Change ? ” she asked.
“ No. I want you to keep that for 

yourself, and do me the favor of call
ing up this number on the phone." ha
stily scribbling the figures on a card 
and handing it over to her.

" Say, you are Mrs. Henderson Pe
ters, please, and insist on being con
nected with the boudoir. Then, when 
a lady answers, give her this message: 
1 A  friend with most important news 
wishes you to go at once to the nearest 
telephone-booth, where you can be sure 
of not being overheard, and call him 
up.’ Give her the number of this store, 
tell her to ask for ‘ Mr. Friend,’ and 
then ring oft'.’’

The girl hesitated a moment, but the 
size of the bill overbalanced whatever 
scruples she entertained, and with a 
little toss of the head she complied.

Ortle waited until he had heard his 
instructions carried out; then with a 
smile pushed over another bill.

“ Now," he said, “ when the lady 
calls up for ‘ Mr. Friend,’ ask her to 
please call up this number instead."

And he gave the number of another 
pay-station four blocks farther down 
the street. “ If anybody else should 
ask for me under that name," he add
ed, “ just tell them that you never 
heard of any such person."

Outside the store, he paused a mo
ment on the sidewalk to light a ciga
rette.

“ Rather elaborate precautions." he 
muttered; “ but then it’s just as well to 
be on the safe side."

As he stood there, too, a further pre
caution occurred to him; for down the 
street came slouching ’ Husky ’ Artis, 
a rough - and - tumble negro fighter 
whose cabin home was on the Rock 
Creek dump just back of this exclusive 
section.

The newspaperman beckoned to the 
negro. “ Husky," he said, “ do you 
want to earn a five-case note ? "

Husky, with his morning’s thirst un- 
quenched, signified that he did.

“ Then," directed Ortle, “ stand here 
in front of this store, and when yon 
see a tall, skinny chap, a good deal of 
the same build as myself, come bustling 
up to the door, soak him for all you 
are worth."

So. leaving his sable mercenary on 
guard, he strolled away.

“ I rather think." he soliloquized 
contentedly, “ that Wilkins will be 
taken care of.”

But, strangely enough, it was not the 
butler but Colonel Hone who appeared 
at the breakfast table with one eye in 
mourning and a story of having been 
knocked down by an automobile while 
out taking an early constitutional.

CH A PTE R  XV.

P R E P A R IN G  A D E F E N S E .

M rs. Hone came back from the 
pay - station, whither she had gone to 
answer Ortle’s guarded call, and, en
tering Allison’s room, stood looking 
down at the sleeping figure of her 
sister.

It had been almost dawn before
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Allison, shocked and distressed by the 
arrest of her lover, had closed her 
eyes, and, now utterly worn out, she 
lay in a slumber as heavy as that of 
a tired child.

A  soft mist gathered over Mabel’s 
eyes as she gazed, for in the boyishly 
cropped head on the pillow and the 
sweep of long, fringing lashes on the 
rounded cheek there was a startling 
resemblance to that other member of 
her family of whose end Ortle sym
pathetically and tactfully had just told 
her.

He had been the black sheep, al
ways wayward and incorrigible, a dis
grace to them from the time of his 
schooldays; but death wipes out many 
resentments and bitternesses, and there 
was in her heart now only a profound 
and sorrowful pity.

Often she could recall having looked 
down at him in his innocent boyhood 
as she now looked down at Allison— > 
for with her mother dying at the time 
of the younger children’s birth it had 
devolved upon her as the elder sister 
to tuck him up of nights and rouse 
him in the mornings in time for-schooi 
— and with the rush of memories she 
could hardly believe for the moment 
but that the years had swept back and 
she was standing once more at his 
bedside in the old. home.

Allison lay just as he had always 
done with her left cheek burrowed 
into the pillow, and the crisp, auburn 
curls clustering damp above her brow. 
There was even the same little trick 
of respiration— four deep breaths, and 
then a short one, regularly as a clock.

So peaceful did she seem, so re
laxed in dreams, that Mrs. Hone hesi
tated to awake her; but, finally de
ciding that her news could not wait, 
laid a hand lightly on her shoulder, 
and at the touch the girl started and 
sat up in bed.

“ Why, Mabel! ” she exclaimed. 
“ You up so early? And with your 
hat on, too ? Where have you been ? ”

Then, as the other raised the win
dow-shade and Allison caught a better

view of her face, she gave a little cry, 
her eyes dilating.

“ You have bad news for me ? ”  
Her voice fluttered apprehensively* 
“ Is it that Jimmy— ”

“ No.”  The sister shook her head* 
” I do not believe that any real harm; 
can come to him. It is of Frank that 
I must speak to you, dear.”

“ Frank?” Allison stared, an ext 
pression of awe slowly gathering ini 
her eyes. “ You don’t mean— ”

“ Yes. There are only two of U3j 
now, little sister.”

Then, sitting down on the bed, she 
took the girl into her arms and gently 
as possible told the details which Ortle 
had already softened in communica
ting to her.

Still, there was no evading the grim 
and positive facts of the affair. Their 
brother was dead, and that,, too, in 
violent and unnatural fashion— struck 
down by the hand of an assassin. Ap
palled and shuddering, the sisters — * 
Mabel’s brief recital ended,— clung tel 
one another in silence.

With neither of them was there per
haps the poignant anguish that comesl 
from the removal of a closely asso
ciated member'of the home circle.

The Angel-Face Kid had been prac
tically dead to them for years, his 
name forbidden in the family by their 
stem, old father, his personality only 
a memory. When they thought of 
him at all it was with a sense of hu
miliation and as a menace to their 
peace of mind.

Nevertheless, blood is thicker than 
water; and with the tragedy practical
ly right at their door the shock of the 
news and its appeal to their sisterly 
feeling was probably stronger than if 
the Kid's taking off had occurred, 
even under the same circumstances, in 
some far - away country or on the 
other side of the globe.

Allison, as the dead man’s twin and 
the one who had most recently seen 
him. was naturally the more deeply 
affected of the two.

Since her discovery of the duplicity
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he had practised on her at Baltimore 
her rancor against the scapegrace had 
surged high, especially after the find
ing of the empty envelope to Essex’s 
report in the latter’s room the night 
before. And as she had lain sleepless- 
lv tossing on her pillow, trying to gain 
some explanation for the turning up 
of that impressive bit of evidence, it 
had suddenly struck her that the Kid’s 
reported departure by sea had been 
but another of his deceptions; for 
since the stolen papers were in Wash
ington, as the presence of the envelope 
indicated, he it must have been who 
brought them there.

And. this much conceded, she had 
quickly ascribed to him the planting 
of the empty wrapper among Essex’s 
things. It was just like him. she de
clared indignantly; a piece of wanton 
mischief that he would have under
taken in a minute, if only to tease and 
tantalize her.

But now in her softer mood she saw 
the incident, as by a flash of intuition, 
in its true light.

“ O h !” she cried reproachfully. 
“  How I have misjudged him! He 
knew, Mabel— sharp-witted as he was. 
he must have known— all that I had 
been through, and in his own way he 
Avas trying to make amends. It was 
he who broke in here last night while 
avc Avere at dinner, and he. left the re
port behind for Jimmy to find. Why. 
it's absolutely proven by the circum
stances ! ” she exclaimed.

“ Who else could it have been, or 
A v it h  what other object Avhen, as you 
know, not a thing was touched? No, 
it was not poor Frank who caused all 
this trouble,” she muttered, her eyes 
darkening, “  but another, and— I think 
I know Avho that other Avas.

“  A h ! ” — • she drew in her breath 
sharply— “ I believe I see at last a way 
to establish Jimmy’s innocence of this 
infamous charge.”

Mabel hesitated a moment. “ Dear,” 
she said gently as she drew the girl 
tenderly toward her, “  I have not told 
you yet all the bad news that I have

heard. Jimmy, I am afraid, has some
thing far more serious to clear himself 
of than the mere theft of those papers. 
You may as well hear it now as later, 
I suppose; so prepare yourself for a 
shock. He is the man they accuse of 
Frank’s murder.”

The girl wrenched herself free from 
Mrs. Hone’s encircling arm and 
sprang to her feet, white - lipped, in
credulous.

“ Absurd! " she flung out. “ Why, 
it’s absolutely preposterous! What 
reason would Jimmy have for such a 
thing —  what possible excuse? They 
don’t accuse people of crime without 
some sort of evidence against them, 
do they? Somebody has simply been 
trying to impose on you, Mabel.”

The elder sister averted her eyes. 
“ I only wish it were so, dear.” She 
shook her head. “ But it would be 
mistaken kindness to deceive you. 
You must face the fact that Jimmy is 
in a very grave predicament. Mr. 
Ortle tells me that the case the police 
have built up is— ”

“ O rtle?" Allison darted a glance 
at her of quick inquiry. “  Then it 
Avas from him you got all this infor
mation? And you have been out this 
morning to meet him ? ”

A  faint flush showed on Mrs. 
Hone’s cheek. “ He 'telephoned me,” 
she explained defensively, “ and asked 
me to come away from the house in 
order that our conversation might not 
be o\rerheard.”

The girl’s eyes narrowed slightly. 
“  I suppose I ought to have known 
from seeing you in your hat.” she 
said; “ but somehow I had the im
pression that Ethelbert had told you.”

“ Ethelbert ? How would he have 
known ? ”

“ Why, from the morning papers 
of course.”

“ There is nothing in the papers. 
Mr. Ortle tells me that all this hap
pened too late for them to get it. 
Even Jimmy’s arrest by the secret- 
sendee men is not mentioned. Be
sides," she added, “ Ethelbert Avould
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have no idea of course that Frank’s 
death concerned me in any way.'’

Allison gave a little gasp. "Mabel,” 
she exclaimed, “ you surely do not 
still hope to keep him in the dark, do 
you? I acquiesced to your and fath
er’s judgment at the time of your 
marriage that we should conceal the 
family skeleton, although even then I 
questioned the wisdom of your course.

“ But with an affair like this, where 
every detail is bound to be raked out 
by the reporters, it seems to me folly 
to attempt to suppress the facts.”

“ Not at all,” insisted Mrs. Hone 
obstinately. “ Ortle assures me that he 
can easily cover up all connection we 
have with the matter. We will prob
ably be questioned by the head of the 
detective bureau, he says— in fact, it 
was to warn me of that danger that 
he called me out so early— but he has 
coached me as to just what I must 
answer, and he is sure that the re
porters will attach no other signifi
cance to my presence at headquarters 
than that I am being asked concerning 
Captain Essex’s stay at the house.

“ Indeed, he is very confident that 
we shall escape all newspaper noto
riety whatever, for he believes that the 
colonel can command sufficient influ
ence to keep out any mention of our 
home as the place where Jimmy was 
arrested, and I guess that's true, be
cause I heard Ethelbert calling up 
every editor in town last night, and, 
as Ortle says, it’s not an especially 
vital point in the news anyhow.” 

iShe paused at this point. “ He 
thinks, too,” she went on a little less 
certainly, “ that it might be wiser for 
you to leave town before the chief of 
detectives has a chance to interrogate 
you. He says, that once outside of 
the district, there is no way they could 
compel you to testify.”

“  So, that is Mr. Ortle’s advice, 
e h ?” Allison frowned. “ Well, you 
may tell him that I shall do nothing of 
the kind. O f course, Mabel, I don’t 
intend to inflict myself on you if you 
don’t want me— ”

“ Oh, my dear!” protested Mrs, 
Hone. " You know it is nothing of 
that sort.”

" But,” the girl finished firmly, “ I 
shall certainly remain in Washington, 
not only to give what aid I can to the 
man I have promised to marry, but 
also to see that my brother has decent 
burial. Have you forgotten, Mabel, 
in your dread of scandal, that we owe 
some small duty in that direction? 
Whatever poor Erank may have done, 
he was still our mother’s son, and we 
can’t let him be put away like a dog.”

“ But Ortle has promised to attend 
to all that,” whimpered the other 
woman. “ Anyway, I don’t see why 
you should take that tone with me, or 
look at me as if I were a cold, unfeel
ing monster, simply because I don’t 
want to be dragged through a lot of 
unnecessary mire. I’m sure I am just 
as deeply affected by Frank’s death as 
you are; but what good will it do him 
to wreck my position and endanger 
my married happiness?” j

Allison, by far the more clear-head
ed and discerning of the two, despite 
her sister’s seniority of years, hesi
tated a moment; then gave a little 
weary gesture of resignation.

O f what use, she thought, to expect 
a straight course from a butterfly 
whose instinct was to flit only in dan
cing circles, seeking ever the sun
shine ?

On one point, however, she felt that 
she ought not to keep silent.

“ Mabel, dearest,” she said gravely, 
“ I know that you are as loyal as steel, 
as true as gold to those you love, and 
I don't blame you for a moment for 
trying to keep your skirts clear of sen
sationalism and scandal : but I can’t 
help thinking that you are making a 
terrible mistake when you accept at 
such a time the assistance and counsel 
of any man other than your husband.

“ Believe me, since you fear it so, I 
will do everything in my power to help 
you avoid publicity in this affair, but 
let me beg of you to make a clean 
breast to the colonel, and tell him
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frankly everything that you are do
ing.”

“  Oh. I couldn't.” Mrs. Hone 
shrank back with a frightened face. 
“  Ethelbert is so touchy about every
thing that would give rise to even a 
word of gossip. No, no ; I daren't do 
that. You are not a married woman, 
Allison, or you would understand.”

“ No, I am not a married woman,” 
granted Allison, “  but, just the same, 
I believe that candor and fair dealing 
are bound to win, whether one is mar
ried or single.”

“ Yet you certainly didn't tell Jim
my Essex of your experience as ‘ Mr. 
Hodge cried Mabel triumphantly. 
“  Well, it is just the same way with 
Ethelbert and myself. I have my lit
tle reserves, and so I think has he.’’ 

Allison felt that she had lost a point 
in the argument. It is always so much 
easier to preach than to practise. Still 
she rallied as best she could.

“ Reserves which are shared by an
other man are dangerous playthings 
for a wife,” she said disapprovingly. 
“ You know as well as I do that no 
man occupies that position unless he 
has ulterior motives.”

" You are w'rong,” declared Mabel 
with a sudden show of spirit. “  You 
don’t like Will Ortle, and you are 
ready to believe any sort of evil of 
him; hut I have tested him, and I tell 
you, he is a true friend to me.”

What more could Allison say? 
Metaphorically she threw up her 
hands; for she knew' that Mabel, like 
many other weak and easily influenced 
persons, had a will when she chose to 
show it, that was nothing short of 
adamant.

She dropped the fruitless contest, 
therefore, and merely urged that the 
other would at least keep her acquaint
ed with any fresh advice or sugges
tions that Ortle might see fit to offer.

“ And if I promise that,’’ bargained 
Mrs. Elone, “ will you agree to go 
back home as I have asked you. and 
stay there until all this excitement has 
died down?”

No: Allison would not assent to 
that, but she would do anything else 
that Mabel desired.

“ Then you must refuse to answer 
any questions that the authorities may 
put to you.”

The girl looked troubled. “ But 
how can I help myself? ” she demand
ed. Ignorant of judicial procedure, 
she trembled at the unknown penalties 
she might invoke by thus setting her
self counter to the majesty of the law.

“ Easy," Mabel explained, and A l
lison readily recognized that although 
issuing from the lips of “ Esau,” it 
was the voice of “ Jacob ” which 
spoke.

“ All you have to say is, that owing 
to the stay of Captain Essex here in 
the house there is a possible question 
whether you might not come to be 
viewed as an accessory after the fact, 
and that consequently you decline to 
tell anything on the ground that it 
might tend to incriminate you.’’

It was some time before Allison 
could equal the facility with which 
Mabel reeled off this formula; but fi
nally she was pronounced letter-per
fect, and then the elder sister recalling 
suddenly that her husband must be 
waiting to speak to her before he left 
the house, rose hurriedly to go.

As she dashed out into the hall, she 
almost collided with Wilkins, who ap
parently was just drawing back from 
the door.

For an instant the butler seemed 
disconcerted, but almost immediately 
recovered his composure.

“ Beg pardon, madame." he said 
impassively: “ but I have been looking 
for you. The colonel wishes to know 
if you can see him a moment or two 
in the breakfast room.”

CH ARTER X V I.

HUSBAND AND WIFE.

C o lo n el  H on e  rose rather impa
tiently at Mabel’s entrance.

“ You have certainly taken your
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time about coming," he bristled irri
tably. “  I sent for you fully twenty 
minutes ago."

“ I know. I was in Allison's room." 
she started to explain; but halted ab
ruptly as she noted his disfigured 
cheek. “ Why, Ethelbert! " she ex
claimed. “ What on earth have you 
been doing to yourself? "

He scowled, and cast a quick, sus
picious glance at her from under his 
brows, but, satisfied from her expres
sion that she spoke in all innocence, 
hastily muttered his story of the col
lision with an automobile.

“ But why didn't you bas e the 
chauffeur arrested for such careless
ness ? "  she asked.

“  Er— the fellow made off too 
quickly for me to get his number." 
And in a way, he spoke the truth, for 
“ H usky" Artis, having earned his 
honorarium by one quick smash, had 
disappeared around the corner before 
his amazed and staggered victim had 
any opportunity to identify him.

Not that the colonel was seeking 
any reprisals. Indeed, he was only 
too well satisfied to find that, so far as 
he could tell, the episode had passed 
unnoticed, for as soon as he was able 
to collect his thoughts he realized that 
the attack was the act of a hired bully, 
and having a very shrewd idea as to 
the identity of the principal, he did 
not care to start gossiping tongues 
wagging with any inquiry into the af
fair, or the motives underlying it.

Nevertheless, as he stumbled home 
half blinded, the pain in his rapidly 
swelling eye was not half so severe as 
the smart of the bitterness seething In 
his heart.

By merest chance happening to be 
in the hall, he had answered that early 
morning call for Mabel, and, recogni
zing that the voice was not that of Mrs. 
Peters, had listened on the wire.

Then, certain that it was Ortle she 
was going forth to meet, he had 
hurried from the house and around to 
the drug store in order to be able to 
corroborate his jealous suspicions.

But, instead of the proofs he sought, 
he had encountered only a palpable 
trick to elude him and the battering- 
ram fist of “ H usky" Artis.

Is it any wonder that his rancor 
swelled high as he reflected that at that 
very moment Ortle was probably 
chuckling to Mabel over the manner 
in which he had been circumvented?

Later her obvious surprise at his in
jury led him to revise this opinion, but 
by that time he was so filled with 
resentment that he did not need any 
•specific cause of offense.

He turned from the topic of his 
damaged eye as speedily as might be, 
and reverted almost eagerly to her 
delinquencies.

“ You seem very difficult to get hold 
of this morning for some reason,” he 
frowned. “ I came to your room to 
see you before breakfast, but was in
formed that you were out. Since 
when, pray, did you take to the habit 
of early morning rambles?”

She shrugged her shoulders with 
affected indifference. “ Not a habit," 
she corrected him lightly. “  Call it 
merely a passing whim. I was nerv
ous and upset over the invasion of 
those secret service men last night, and 
thought that perhaps a stroll in the 
bright sunlight might pull me to
gether. I am sorry, though, if you 
wanted to see me, Ethelbert,” she went 
on. “ Is it in regard to Jimmy? ”

Not a tremor to her lips, not the 
quiver of an eyelash as her clear gaze 
met his. He could not but marvel 
at the hardihood of her duplicity, and 
he would have wondered still more if 
he had known how she was quaking 
and trembling.

“ Yes." he said shortly. “ it is partly 
in regard to Essex that i wish to speak 
to you. I have managed to suppress 
the unfortunate facts that he had been 
staying in our house, and that the 
arrest took place here; but, owing to 
an unexpectedly sensational turn his 
case has taken, it behooves us all to 
be extremely circumspect in everything 
we say or do.
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“ You had better warn your sister 
that it will be unwise to see or com
municate with him at present; for he 
is, I may as well tell you, now charged 
with murder.”

“ Murder?”  She gasped incredu
lously. She had prepared herself for 
this moment, and her simulation of 
surprise was acted very creditably in
deed. “  The murder of whom ? ”

“ Oh, some criminal who is supposed 
to have been concerned in the original 
theft of the report. I know very 
little about it, as a matter of fact.

“  There is nothing of it in the 
morning papers, and Major Peters, 
who telephoned me the news, could 
give me only the bare details, so I 
have no way of telling the strength 
of the case against Essex. But the 
mere lodging of such a charge is 
bound to create more or less of a 
stir, and we don’t want to be drawn 
into it.”

He paused, and Mabel, seizing upon 
this as an opportunity to end the in
terview, murmured something about 
“  breaking the news ” to Allison, and 
started to leave the room.

“ W a it!” he stayed her, a sudden 
harshness in his voice. “ I am not 
through yet. There is another matter 
of which I wish to speak.”

“  Yes? ” _ She faced about, striving 
to appear calm, although her heart was 
beating so violently that it seemed to 
her as if he must hear it.

“ Ortle was here, I notice, until al
most two o’clock last night,” he began 
with an evident effort at self-control. 
Then with a sudden flare of anger he 
burst out passionately:

“ That ends i t ! Ends it, do you 
hear? By the Eternal, lie's got to stay 
away from this house! More than 
that, you’re not to see or speak to him 
again. You’re to cut him out wholly 
and entirely, do you understand?” 

She drew herself up, white-faced, 
and surveyed him with a smile of 
quiet scorn. She was completely in 
the wrong, and she knew it; but his 
loss of temper had given her the ad

vantage, and, with a woman’s skill at 
recrimination, she easily turned aside 
his attack.

" This is your house,” she said cold
ly, " and you have the right to grant 
or deny admission to any one you 
please. But when you presume to dic
tate the limits of my acquaintance you 
are going a step too far; for, let me 
tell you, I don’t make friends to throw 
them over, either at the behest of my 
husband’s caprice or, as you have done 
with poor Jimmy Essex, at the first 
breath of misfortune.”

He winced at that, as she knew he 
■ would, since in the days of Essex's 
good fortune he had been rather prone 
to boast of his intimacy with the 
brilliant and popular young artillery
man. But she was not through with 
him yet.

“ Furthermore,” she flung out, 
“  your bluster does not deceive me for 
a minute. It is merely an effort to 
insult me, as I am very sure you have 
not the courage to forbid Mr. Ortle 
the house or to question to his face 
anything he may do. Why, only the 
other evening you came charging in 
upon us in approved fire-eater style, 
and at one look from him you cringed 
down like a whipped cur.”

She looked very lovely as she stood 
there in her trim street costume of her 
favorite topaz shade, her blond head 
thrown defiantly up, her eyes flashing.

She considered herself ill-used, and 
resented it; and in her resentment 
she seemed, with her tawny coloring 
and gown, like an aroused and venge
ful tigress. Really, the tears were very 
near the surface; she was far more 
frightened than rebellious.

It needed only the proper word from 
him at that moment, and she would 
have melted in his arms, promising 
him anything that he might choose to 
ask.

And, vice versa, the proper word 
from her would have brought the stern 
soldier, who seemed to her so cold and 
stiff and unloving, to her feet penitent 
and contrite.
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Three years before, in the most 
fashionable church in Baltimore, with 
the aid of a couple of bishops, and a 
bevy of bridesmaids, and an army of 
ushers, and flowers, and incense, and 
“ The Voice That Breathed O'er 
Eden,” and military gold lace galore, 
they had been joined in holy matri
mony ; and all the world had said 
what an ideal match, and the press 
had printed columns of eulogistic 
comment.

And now, through those “  little re
serves ” of which Mabel had spoken 
to Allison, they had come to this.

“  Don’t let your husband know too 
much,” and “  Don’t let your wife know 
too much,” are after all the rocks upon 
which the matrimonial ship most fre
quently comes to g rie f; for, as the 
French proverb has it, “ To know 
completely is to love.”

And as the two stood glaring at 
one another the impassive Wilkins 
opened the door.

“ Mr. Ortle is calling, madame.” he 
announced.

She flashed a glance of challenge at 
her husband. This was his opportunity 
to assert himself, as he had threat
ened.

Perhaps the colonel would have won 
had he done so; but he hesitated, going 
from red to white and gnawing inde
cisively at his lower lip.

Then, turning on his heel, he 
stalked from the room, while Wilkins 
hurried deferentially after to hand him 
his hat and stick.

Three years before they had been 
married; and this was the parting of 
the ways.

C H A PTE R  XVII. 

a  w o m a n 's lo g ic .

As women, from the days of Eve 
and the Serpent, have made the mis
take of doing whenever there is a sym
pathetic ear around, 'Mabel promptly 
carried her troubles to Ortle.

His 'call, he explained to her, was

simply to relieve her from worry or 
apprehension over the inquisitiveness 
of the police. Since talking to her that 
morning he had seen Rigney again, it 
seemed, and had been able to convince 
the detective that it would be futile to 
interrogate either her or her sister, as 
both were advised of their rights and 
under the instructions of “ counsel ” 
would refuse to answer any questions.

Also, he told her, by dint of promis
ing aid on some of the other features 
of the investigation, he had induced 
Rigney to forego with the colonel any 
reference to subjects which might 
serve to disturb or embarrass her.

“  Everything else— the funeral and 
all that sort of thing, you know— I 
have arranged to be attended to as 
quietly and unostentatiously as possi
ble,” he added; then, his mission per
formed, rose to take his leave.

But she waved him back to his chair. 
He was so thoughtful, so chivalrie, she 
sobbed gratefully, and she had been 
so persecuted and abused that morning 
that her heart was almost breaking. 
Then, almost before she knew it, she 
was launched on a tide of tearful 
confidences.

Allison, coming down-stairs some 
fifteen or twenty minutes later, closely 
veiled and quietly dressed to go out, 
found them so absorbed in one an
other that they did not even hear her 
as she parted the portieres and stood 
looking in on them.

Hesitating whether or not to speak, 
she surveyed them with a frown of 
disapproval; but after a moment 
stepped back, letting the curtain fall 
behind her, and with a shake of the 
head left the house.

She had already arranged an ap
pointment with Lieutenant Baird, one 
of the few friends in the army who 
had remained loyal to Essex in his fall 
from popularity, and under his escort 
she proceeded on to the municipal 
prison, where, after a short wait, they 
were granted an interview with the 
prisoner in the counsel-room.

In the presence of the guards and of
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one or two attorneys there consulting 
with their clients, there was no espe
cially demonstrative greeting between 
the girl and her lover; but as the eyes 
of the two met and their hands clasped 
in silence, it seemed to young Baird 
that no more eloquent expression of 
mutual faith and devotion could have 
been given. Considerately he stepped 
a little aside and left the pair to them
selves.

“ I am so glad to see you, dearest,” 
whispered Jimmy; "so  proud of the 
trust you show in me; and yet for 
your own sake I was half hoping that 
you might not come/'

“  As if anything could have kept me 
away! ” She flung up her head. “  I 
am not Ethelbert or Mabel— shackled 
by fear of what people may say.”

“ But it is hot that,” protested Es
sex. “  What I mean goes far deeper 
than anything of that sort, I tell you, 
an accusation like this sobers a man 
and brings him up pretty straight 
against grim facts. I’ve been doing 
a whole lot of thinking since 
I’ve been locked up in that cell back 
there, and one of the things that’s been 
made pretty plain to me is that I have 
no right to ask a girl like you to stick 
to a fellow in my position.

“ I have no right to ask or accept it. 
Nor is it only this affair that I am 
thinking about. What have I ever 
been but a failure, a football for Fate 
to take a kick at? My finances, my ca
reer, everything I put my hand to, 
goes to smash.

“ And what chance is there, even 
though I get clear of this charge, that 
things will be different in the future? 
As Ortle was saying to me only this 
morning— ”

“ Ortle ? ” she broke in sharply. 
“  Has he been here to see you ? ”

“ Yes,” he nodded; “  and he gave 
me a lot of valuable advice, too. I 
know you have a prejudice against the 
chap, Allison; but, really, he seems the 
one person in Washington outside of 
yourself who doesn't regard me as al
ready convicted and sent to the chair.

" I haven’t so many friends left, my 
dear, that I can afford to turn down 
any partizan, especially one so power
ful as he. What has he to gain by it, 
too ? He is absolutely disinterested, so 
Jar as I can see; his only motive a sin
cere belief in my innocence and a de
sire to establish it.”

“ Judas!” she muttered with a 
scornful curl of the lip. “ A  wolf in 
sheep's clothing. Why is it that no 
one except myself seems able to see 
this man in his true colors? Mabel is 
as completely under his influence as 
you. and as rapidly becoming en
meshed in his subtle web.”

“ Oh, be reasonable, my dear,” he 
protested impatiently. “ What possible 
end could Ortle have to serve by cham
pioning m e?”

“ What possible end? ” she repeated. 
“  Why. to cover up his own wrong
doing, to win your confidence and 
learn your plans, the better to circum
vent them. Oh, can’t you realize his 
diabolical cunning, his—  Listen!” 
She broke off abruptly, noting the 
skeptical gleam in his eye. “ Who was 
it sent you out on the mission last 
night that has ended so disastrously 
for you? ”

Then, as he hesitated, she gave the 
answer herself. “ Ortle,” she declared. 
“  I never had the slightest doubt of it. 
and now your silence proves that I 
made no mistake.”

“ Well, what of i t ? ” he shrugged. 
“ Surely you're not trying to make out, 
my dear, that Ortle could have— ”

“ Wait,” she interposed. “ Tell me. 
first, if he is willing that you should 
make the fact public ? ”

“ What fact? That he suggested to 
me where I might find the Angel-Face 
Kid— the poor devil who was mur
dered, you know, and who was sup
posed to have my report in his posses
sion? Why, no; or perhaps I should 
rather say he advises me not to bring 
that point out.

“ You see, my dear, as he explains, 
it would only furnish ammunition to 
the prosecution, showing conclusively
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that I had set out in search of the man 
and had a distinct cause of offense 
against him.”

“ A h ! ”  her eyes flashed contemptu
ously. “  I might have known he would 
devise some crafty excuse to gain your 
silence. He could deny, of course, 
that he had ever spoken to you, and 
would no doubt do so if he was pushed 
to it ; but to hush you up was obvious
ly the better plan. That leaves not a 
possible link to connect him with the 
bloody crime for which he should now 
be standing in your place."

“ Allison! Allison! You don’t real
ize what you are saying. Much as you 
may dislike the man. it is simply ab
surd to think that he had any hand in 
this affair. How, will you tell me. 
could Ortle. miles away from the place, 
have possibly— ”

“ How ? Easily, through the vicious 
organization which he has built up to 
carry out his iniquitous schemes.”

“ Organization ? ” He glanced up 
with dawning comprehension. “ You 
must mean—  But, no; that’s too ut
terly wild and fantastic. My dear girl, 
you can't really be trying to tell me 
that you imagine Ortle to be— ”

“ N adie?” She gave a quick, em
phatic inclination of the head. “ That 
is exactly what I am saying, Jimmy. 
And T don’t imagine it, either; I know 
it.

“ Do you suppose that, after con
tending with the murderous wretch 
for almost an hour, I could possibly be 
mistaken? What if his face was 
masked, and his figure padded out, and 
his voice disguised?

“ What if he has since sought to 
confuse me regarding his physical 
characteristics? His intangible per
sonality, his evil, wicked self, that I 
feel intuitively every time he comes 
near me, he cannot conceal. I know 
him, I tell you. I know him. I know 
him. I know him.”

Essex-laid a restraining hand on her 
arm. “ My dear! ” he expostulated. 
“ You are beside yourself!" For it 
was incredible that she could actually

have had any such experience with the 
redoubtable Nadie as she claimed.

The shock of his arrest, he told him
self, must have temporarily unbalanced 
her reason and made her subject to 
illusions. Yet he was bound to con
fess that neither her manner nor ap
pearance bore out his theory. Her eye 
was clear and steady; she spoke ear
nestly, but without any touch of ve
hemence or undue excitement.

She smiled now, as she noted the 
puzzled, anxious expression with 
which he was regarding her.

“ You think I’m a bit off— eh, Jim
my? Well, I can hardly blame you; 
for it’s few, I fancy, that have met 
Nadie face to face, even with his mask 
on, and have lived to tell the tale. 
Nevertheless, it’s the absolute truth 1 
am telling you, and Mabel will verify 
everything I say. Jimmy dear,' since 
you must know it. I am the mysterious
ly missing ‘ Mr. Hodge.’ ”

He could not doubt her. There was 
something in her very tone that com
pelled belief. A  dozen circumstances, 
hitherto unnoted, sprang to his mind, 
too. to corroborate the story— her im
pulsive trip to Washington on the spur 
of the moment, her arrival late at night, 
her indisposition and nervousness the 
following day, the unexplained cutting 
of her hair.

Yet, it was all so foreign to the 
theory generally accepted, and on 
which he himself had been acting, that 
for the moment he was staggered.

“ But I thought,” he stammered, 
“  that ‘ Mr. Hodge ’ was— was the man 
found murdered last night?”

“ The man whom Ortle murdered, 
you mean,” she corrected; “ and for 
whom I intend to see that he pays the 
penalty."

There was an intensity to the speech, 
a vindictiveness in the swift compres
sion of her lips, that caused Essex to 
stare at the usually gentle girl in sur
prise.

“ W h y ? ” he questioned. “ What 
was this man to you ? ”

For answer she leaned forward.
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pushing up her veil, and looked him 
squarely in the face. “ Can’t you 
guess? ” she said. “ He was my only 
brother.”

“ Ah! ” Essex drew a long breath, 
“ I understand now.” He nodded his 
head slowly. w It was that which so 
utterly broke me up and flustered me 
last night. I had gone to the place 
where I was told I would find my man, 
and as I was mounting the stairs stum
bled over his prostrate body.

“ I saw at once that he was dead, 
and, naturally, was startled; but I had 
seen many dead men before, and on the 
chance that he was the victim of thieves 
or footpads who would have recognized 
no value in my report, decided to search 
him before notifying the police.

‘‘ As I struck a match and leaned 
over him, though,” he went on with a 
shudder, “ I seemed to see your dead 
face staring up at me. It was a ghast
ly, horrible experience. I broke into a 
cold sweat and my muscles gave way 
under me.

“ Involuntarily I thrust out my hand 
to support myself and encountered a 
pool of blood on the floor, wet and 
sticky. I rose to my feet, wiping off 
my fingers with my handkerchief, and 
clung to the rickety stair-rail to keep 
from falling.

“ There was no longer any question 
of searching for the report; all I want
ed to do was to get away from there. 
But I was weak and giddy, and had 
literally to drag myself front step to 
step, clinging with both hands to the 
railing all the way down. Then in a 
panic I fled from the place.”

He paused here for a moment or 
two, but soon resumed his recital. 
“ Afterward,” he said, “ when I had 
walked a long way and had grown 
more calm, I told myself that the thing 
which had so affected me was a mere 
hallucination, that I had been deceived 
by a fancied resemblance, and I tried 
to screw up my courage to the point of 
going back in quest of the report. But 
it was no use. I simply could not bring 
myself to look upon that face so start

lingly like yours, and yet so irrevoca
bly stamped with the seal of death. So 
finally I gave it up and went back home, 
and the rest you know. It would have 
done me no good, anyhow, I realize 
now ”— he shook his head— “ since it 
was to get the report that they killed 
him. That was taken, of course, be
fore I ever arrived on the scene.”

“ X o ; you are wrong,” she disputed. 
“ He was killed solely in a spirit of 
revenge.” Then she told him of her 
belief that the Kid had restored the 
stolen papers the night before, only to 
have them filched again by another 
hand a little later on.

“ It may be so,” granted Essex, al
though from what he had heard of the 
Angel-Face Kid he was inclined to be 
rather skeptical of any such altruistic 
action ; “ but how would the gang have 
learned what he had done with it? He 
would hardly be likely to have adver
tised his intentions.”

“ Ah, don't you see how it all fits 
in ? ” she cried. “ Ortle knew of his 
visit to the house, and, suspecting his 
purpose, determined to get hold of the 
report. Why, I myself balked him in 
on attempt, I am sure, when I found 
him alone up there in your room.

“ He did not give up, though; but 
later, when some of his agents dis
closed to him Frank’s whereabouts, he 
sent you out with the double object of 
getting rid of you, and also of foisting 
the murder on your shoulders so as to 
shield the real assassins.

“ Then he himself remained on with 
Mabel until after midnight, and I have 
no doubt found some convenient oppor
tunity to slip up-stairs and secure what 
he wanted, scattering your things about 
and leaving the empty envelope behind 
him in his haste.

“ Oh, don’t tell me that he isn’t 
Xadie! ” she exclaimed almost angrily. 
“  Like a mole he works only under
ground, but every one of his tortuous, 
subterranean moves leaves some slight 
indication above the surface by which 
his course may be traced.

“ He poses as the sworn foe of this
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entire criminal band, and apparently 
deals them sledge-hammer strokes in 
the exposures he writes of their meth
ods and intentions; but, if you will no
tice, he takes care so cunningly to an
tagonize the police that out of sheer 
contrariety they refuse to follow his 
advice and strive only to prove him in 
the wrong.

“  I spent most of yesterday after
noon going over a file of his articles," 
she continued; “ and, believe me, they 
are most illuminating. His reputation, 
I find, has been built up almost entirely 
on his elucidation of cases in which the 
Nadie gang is concerned. On other 
matters he is apt to be as wide of the 
mark as any ordinary guesser; but with 
the exploits of Nadie and his men he 
never makes a mistake. He even has 
the brazen impudence to ‘ deduce ’ what 
they will do next.

“ O f course, though, I don’t suppose 
he ever gives the straight truth,” she 
qualified. “ He is clever enough to 
slant the whole significance of an ar
ticle, while seeming to bring out even- 
available fact, just as he did in the 
* Hodge ’ affair to protect Mabel, as he 
told her, although it was really to pro
tect himself.

“ And if you still don’t believe that 
he is Nadie,” she demanded, “ tell me, 
please, hot? he came to know so much 
about that? How, for instance, did he 
learn by eight o’clock the next morning 
that I was in Washington?

How did he obtain a dozen other 
details that, short of second sight, no 
one who hadn't been with me in that 
room at the Millward could possibly 
have conceived?

“ No, Jimmy; deduction has its lim
its; and I say that right in Ortle’s daily 
column can be found all the evidence 
necessary to prove to any reasonable 
person who and what he is.

“ For my part, though, I don’t need 
any such proof. I tell you 1 know 
that he is the author of all your mis
fortunes, and that his was the mind 
which planned and ordered the execu
tion of poor Frank. Why, his very

presence in the room, the mere sound 
of his voice, is all that is required to 
call up to my memory those awful mo
ments when his cruel dagger was flash
ing before my eyes, and to see me all 
atremble with loathing and revulsion."

Essex reached out and caught her 
hand convulsively between both of his. 
“ My brave darling!" he murmured 
tenderly. “  And to think you went 
through that terrible ordeal for m e! ’ ’

She evidently had him wavering 
strongly in the direction of her conclu
sions, even if not yet entirely won over.

“ And granting that all you say is 
true.” he questioned. “ what good is it 
going to do us? We can’t accuse the 
man on mere suspicion and conjecture; 
and there isn’t so much as a shred of 
legal proof against him.”

“ True,” she admitted; “ but with 
both of us knowing his real character 
and on our guard against him. we arc 
not only far less likely to fall a prey 
to his further machinations, but Ave 
may also, by putting our heads to
gether, contrive some way of tripping 
him up. There is one loophole at least 
which he has left that I am going to 
investigate.”

“  And that ? " he asked.
“ Well, if you will notice, whenever 

any of the deviltry in which he is con
cerned is on foot, he is always very 
careful to be somewhere else, to have 
a perfect—- What is the word they 
use ? ”

“ Alibi? ” suggested Jimmy.
“ Yes. that is it. But there was one 

time that he couldn't manage it, and 
that was the night of the ‘ Hodge ’ 
episode. I am going to put detectives 
on the trail and find out just what ac
count Mr. Ortle can give of himself 
for the hour or more that Nadie spent 
in Room 5x4.

“ And now I will have to lea\-e you, 
dearest." She arose as she saw the 
guard approaching them. “ Don’t let 
Ortle suspect for a minute that you 
entertain a doubt regarding him, but 
keep your eyes open and watch his every 
move. And above all. dear bov. don’t
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let yourself get downhearted or dis
couraged. Clever as he is, there must 
be some way to outflank this wicked 
man, and you and I are going to find it.

" Yes, Lieutenant Baird; I am com
ing right away.”

C H A PTE R  XVIII.

RUN TO KARTH.

It is a curious anomaly that those 
who seem most to fear the pitfalls of 
gossip will on occasion ride the road 
of indiscretion hardest and most reck
lessly.

Mabel knew that walls have ears, 
that servants talk, and that the wife 
who seeks a sympathetic listener of 
the other sex is treading dangerous 
ground; yet, heedless to the prompt
ings of prudence, she held Ortle on 
long after Allison had left the house 
and continued to pour out the story of 
her real and fancied woes.

He bent a grave and respectful ear 
to her tale, as is the fashion with 
“  sympathetic listeners,”  pitied and 
commiserated her; and then with a 
seemingly ungovernable rush of feel
ing confessed his own long-standing 
affection and tactfully suggested Reno 
and a new deal.

But there he ran against a snag. 
Mabel, wilful, vain, and foolish, had 
nevertheless an underlying stratum of 
Puritan principle which would always 
prevent her from making a definite 
hash of things.

She had, too, it appeared, conscien
tious scruples against divorce; and 
finding these firmly rooted, he ceased 
after a time to urge her further.

It was not that he gave over by any 
means his determination formed long 
since ultimately to win her. It was 
simply that he had the shrewdness to 
see he was following a wrong tack.

Accordingly, after that one out
break, he made no subsequent pro
testations of passion or seek to do 
more than simply take her hand when 
shortly he arose to leave.

Perhaps, though, his restraint in 
these particulars w’as due also to a sud
den glimpse he had caught of a 
strained, haggard face glaring in at 
him from behind the portieres and to 
the glint of something which might 
have been an “ automatic ” in the hid
den watcher’s hand.

Even a man as averse to scandal as 
Colonel Hone, he reflected, might be 
goaded a shade too far; while, for his 
own part, he certainly had no desire to 
mess up his hostess’s rugs with gore.

Therefore he made his farew'ells as 
tepid and circumspect as though he 
were calling on a maiden aunt, and 
likewise adopted in leaving the house 
a rather zigzag course until he had 
reached the corner and security from 
an impulsive shot in the back.

An hour or so later, however, he 
walked boldly up to Colonel Hone on 
the street as the latter w-as heading to
ward the Army and Navy Club for 
luncheon.

“ A  word with you, please,” he said 
in his usual careless drawd, but there 
was a dictatorial gleam in his eye, and 
after a brief pause of hesitation the 
officer moved over with him to the 
edge of the sidewalk.

“ I merely want to inform you,” 
Ortle went on in the same low, conver
sational tone, “ that a rather signifi
cant bit of paper with your signature 
on it has come into my hands— a note, 
in fact, written by you to a more or 
less questionable character known as 
' Keno.’ ”

The colonel started slightly. “ Sig
nificant?” he repeated, his eyes nar
rowing.

“ Well, yes; quite significant, I 
think, in view of certain circumstances 
which I would like to call to your at
tention. You know the man I men
tion. of course? ”

“ I have met him,” stiffly. “ His 
brother w-as a member of my company 
when I was captain.”

“ And you have had dealings with 
this ’ K eno’ ? ”

”  Hardly that.” The colonel
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shrugged his shoulders. He and Ortle 
were eying each other now like fencers 
engaged in combat, watchful of every 
move.

“ This brother I speak of,” went on 
the colonel after a pause, “  when he 
left the service entrusted certain un
important papers to my care— a life 
insurance policy and some letters, I 
believe— and a few weeks ago sent me 
word to have them delivered to an ad
dress in New York where they could 
be called for. * Keno ’ brought the 
message to me; that was the extent of 
our ‘ dealings.’ ”

“ You carried out the request, I sup
pose ? ”

“  Yes.”
“  And notified ‘ Keno 1 that you had 

done so ? ”
“  Possibly. Yes, I remember now 

that I did. I wrote him a brief note 
telling him that the matter had been at
tended to.”

Ortle fished a slip of paper from his 
pocket. “ Is this the wording of that 
note, as you recall it, colonel ? ”  he 
asked: and unfolding the slip, read:

" I am sending the papers on to New
York to-day as agreed, and would ad
vise the Kid to call at the Broad Street
address and get them without delay."
The colonel’s face was a study. For 

the first time he seemed to catch a 
glimpse of what the other was aiming 
at, and evidently it appalled him.

Still, he was too old a campaigner 
to betray when he was hit, and in an 
instant he had drawn himself together. 
Also, he came right back at Ortle with 
what was either candor or an excellent 
imitation of it.

“ ‘ The Kid,’ ” he explained, “ was a 
nickname by which this young Private 
Dandridge was generally known in the 
army, and since *' Keno ’ used the same 
term in his conversations with me, I 
naturally employed it when I wrote to 
him. “  That, sir,” with a slight sneer,. 
“  I gather is the reason for your de
scription of this note as significant.

“ You are seeking to establish some 
sort of a connection no doubt with the

5 A

unfortunate man who was murdered 
last night; but for once, in your search 
for sensation, 1 fancy you have over
reached yourself. The soubriquet is 
not an uncommon one, I think vou 
must yourself agree.”

Ortle’s cynical eyes displayed a 
gleam of lurking admiration behind 
his glasses —  the admiration that one 
always feds for a worthy antagonist. 
Still he did not hesitate to thrust again, 
and even more viciously than before.

“  Pardon me, colonel,”  he smiled 
ironically, “  but the note has many 
more points of significance than the 
one you mention. * The Kid,’ as a 
designation, I will admit, has little or 
no meaning; hut when it is used in a 
note to a man generally reputed to he 
one of Nadie’s active lieutenants, and 
known to be closely associated with 
that ‘ Kid ’ who unquestionably stole 
the firing-device report, then don’t you 
think this coincidence of nicknames is 
just a little singular?

“  Furthermore,” he drove on, while 
the colonel strove chokingly to inter
rupt, ”  the date of this missive in 
which you announce that you are send
ing certain papers to New York is the 
same as that on which you actually re
turned the preliminary draft to Cap
tain Essex, and, by another unfor
tunate parallel, Captain Essex’s office 
is also at a Broad Street address.”

The colonel, red almost to the point 
of apoplexy, reached out with a desper
ate grab and snatched the slip of paper 
out of the other’s hand.

” You impudent scoundrel!”  he 
burst out hoarsely. “ Attempt to ac
cuse me, will you, of— ” ■

But Ortle only laughed at his furi
ous reprisals. Keep it, if you want 
to, colonel.” he mocked. “ It is only a 
copy. You don’t imagine, do you, that 
I would be handling the original so 
carelessly as that ? ”

Colonel Hone drew back manifestly 
crestfallen and ashamed at his demon
stration.

“ I lost my head for a moment,”  he 
mumbled. “ And. after all. how can
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the tiling possibly harm me? 1 don't 
know how you got hold of that un
fortunately expressed note-— the devil 
himself must have been guiding un
hand when I wrote it— nor have I any 
idea what use you are planning to 
make of it; but this I do know, that f 
can easily establish my innocence in 
the premises.”

‘‘ Through ‘ Keno’ ?" inquired Ortle.
“  Yes; and also through his brother, 

if necessary.”
But the newspaper man shook his 

head. “ I am afraid you are mistaken 
there,” he said. “ Not but whan—  
since I have little doubt he is purchas
able—  you could prove anything you 
want to by ‘ Keno.’ if you had been 
able to reach him in time: but. as it 
happens, I already have an affidavit 
from him which very effectually punc
tures your ingenious explanation.

“ And as for the brother." with a 
grin of malicious triumph. “ this pri
vate whom you say you meant when 
you referred to ‘ the Kid.’ and whose 
papers you claim to have had in keep
ing, why, colonel, you should really be 
more certain of your facts.

“  I have indubitable evidence that 
Elmer Dandridge, one time a member 

f of your company, died in Arizona six 
months ago. In fact.”  he grinned 
again, “ it looks very much to me as if. 
when you wrote that note to ‘ Keno,’ 
you rather let yourself in for it.”

The colonel, as he listened to these 
disclosures, mirrored in his expression 
a passage through various stages , of 
emotion— amazement, indignation, in
credulity— but now with Ortle’s closing 
taunt, he was swept by a very tempest 
of rage.

“ All. I see it! ” he exploded. “ This 
is a trap arranged between you and 
that miserable criminal. ‘ Keno ’ —  a 
frame-up! ”

As he spoke his shaking hand was 
thrust under the skirt of his gray coat 
back in the direction of his hip pocket. 
But the other man saw the suggestive 
movement and halted it with a quick 
admonition.

“ None of that,” he ordered sharply. 
‘‘ I've got you covered from my coat 
pocket, and if you attempt to draw. I ’ll 
bore von like a rat.

“ And now listen to me.” he re
lapsed into his characteristic drawl as 
the colonel sullenly withdrew his hand : 
“ I’ve got you where I want you. You 
planned the theft of Essex’s report 
and expected to share in the profits of 
its sale.

“ You were the man on the fire- 
escape at the Mill ward— the man who 
murderously attacked the Angel-Face 
Kid masquerading there as Mr. Hodge, 

-but spared him then on his promise to 
restore to you the secret he was at
tempting to negotiate on his own hook.

“ For caution’s sake, you had him 
bring it to you under the guise of com
mitting a burglary at your home, and 
then you planted the empty envelope 
among Essex’s effects.

“ Finally, you are the man— or, if 
you are not. tell me where you were 
last evening when you claimed to have 
been at your club —  who sought out 
that poor ‘ dope ’ down at Blue Gum 
Sally’s, and having gained all you 
wanted out of him, treacherously cut 
his throat.

“ In short." he leveled an accusing- 
finger, “ if you are not N'adie himself, 
you are some one very close to him.”

The colonel fairly shriveled under 
the blast of this denunciation. The 
color went out of his face, leaving it 
gray and pinched with fear. Elis head, 
usually so masterfully erect, sunk for
ward on his chest. Twenty years 
seemed added to his age.

Ortle, however, mercilessly went on. 
“  I ’ve got the proofs for everything I 
say,” he declared, “ locked up secure 
in a safety-deposit box at my bank. 
What use I may make of them, if any, 
is a matter for me to determine: but 
mark you this,”  he spoke slowly and 
with emphasis. “ if anything happens 
to me, that will be the signal, according 
to instructions I have left, for the pro
duction of this evidence and your ex
posure as a crook and murderer.”
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He paused a moment, then added 
meaningly: “ And the same result will 
follow if I hear of you annoying or 
interfering in any way with Mrs. 
Hone*

Under this crowning insult the colo
nel’s head went up for a moment, his 
eyes blazed with a deadly fire, and his 
hand almost involuntarily reached for 
his gun.

But the flash of spirit died almost 
as it was born. He was cowed and 
broken by the dread which the other 
held over him. With the face of a 
man mortally stricken, he turned and 
slunk away down the street.

Avoiding all his usual haunts, he 
took himself home by a route where he 
was least likely to meet any one of his 
acquaintance, and there shut himself 
up in his room, leaving strict injunc
tion that he was not to be disturbed.

All afternoon he remained alone, his 
only companion a bottle of brandy; 
yet when Wilkins tiptoed in at dusk to 
draw the shades and see if anything 
was wanted, he could not observe the 
slightest evidence of intoxication, al
though the colonel was ordinarily a 
very temperate drinker and the bottle, 
he noted, was almost empty.

The master of the house sat in an 
attitude of reverie, his brooding eyes 
fixed on the fire, which had long since 
burned itself away upon the hearth. 
Wilkins knew, somehow', that he had 
not moved or changed his position all 
the time that he had been there.

The butler brought fresh wood and 
relighted the blaze, tidied up a bit, and, 
removing the empty bottle and glasses, 
brought in a fresh supply; yet 
throughout the colonel held that same 
preoccupied pose.

But when the man had drawn the 
curtains and, turning on the reading 
light, brought in the evening paper and 
laid it on the broad arm of the chair, 
he saw a sudden change come over his 
employer.

Catching up the sheet between two 
trembling hands,' the colonel held it 
close to the lamp, his eyes fairly de

vouring the boxed-in announcement 
which Wilkins had folded so as to 
show uppermost on the front page.

“ Don't fail to read to-morrow 
morning’s Appeal,”  it ran. “ Ortle will 
present the story of his crowning 
achievement. Xadie, the invincible, at 
last is run to earth.”

An agitated exclamation burst from 
the colonel’s quivering lips, and the 
butler turned, his hand on the knob of 
the door.

‘‘‘ Did you speak, s ir? ’’ he inquired 
deferentially.

“  No. n o! ” The colonel waved an 
excitable hand. “  Get out, do you 
hear? ” He rasped out an angry oath. 
“ Get out, I tell you: and don’t you 
come back here until I send for you.’’

And thereafter, whenever Wilkins 
passed the door, he could hear the dis
tracted officer pacing the floor— up and 
down across the hearth-rug. back and 
forth, seven steps one way, then turn, 
and seven steps the other way, as if 
he were chained to a treadmill, until at 
last nine o’clock came and, either from 
weariness or because the torturing 
problem was worked out, the tramping 
ceased.

Who can say what thoughts filled 
the mind of the veteran soldier in those 
hours of grim and lonely vigil, what 
plans and schemes he pondered to ex
tricate himself from his sorry predica
ment, what recollections came to him 
of his distinguished and honorable ca
reer, what black dejection at the pros
pect of the disgrace now swooping 
down to overwhelm him, what regrets 
for things done or left undone, what 
softer emotions of pity and forgive
ness, what hitter pangs of hatred, 
malevolence, and rebellion against 
Fate?

To every man comes at some period 
of life the Gethsemane where he must 
meet his soul face to face and either 
rise up stronger as the victor or else go 
down in defeat. And whatever Colo
nel Hone's faults or shortcomings, he 
expiated them now in the sweat of 
agony.
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Certainly those hours of travail 
were not soothed or softened for hint 
by the tinkle of the piano rising up to 
him from the music-room below, 
where Ortle played Chopin and chatted 
intimately with Mabel under the rose- 
colored lights.

At a quarter after nine a sudden, 
sharp report caused Mrs. Hone to 
start from her chair with a little 
scream and brought Allison running 
down the hall from the library, where 
she had been poring over a back file 
of the Appeal, to inquire what the 
sound could be.

“  An automobile tire exploding out 
on the avenue, I fancy," carelessly sug
gested Ortle, never lifting his hands 
from the keys. “  At least, that is what 
it sounded like to me. Stay with us 
now, won’t you, Miss Allison? I am 
going to play the ‘ Moonlight Son
ata.’ ’’

But Mabel was not entirely satisfied 
with the explanation and, summoning 
Wilkins, sent him up-stairs to see if 
anything was wrong with the colonel.

They heard the butler knock twice, 
then open the door and enter the room. 
A  moment later he came back down 
the stairs.

“  The colonel is no longer there, 
madam,” he reported. “ Probably he 
has gone to the club."

“  That’s strange," frowned Allison. 
“ I’ve been sitting in full view of the 
front door all evening, and I certainly 
did not see him go out."

Ortle remained on even later than 
the evening before, for every time that 
he rose to go Mabel kept urging him 
to stay until her husband should come 
in.

“ I intend to see the colonel to-night 
and reach some kind of an understand
ing with him," she confided, her lips 
resolutely set; “ and I don’t want to 
wait all alone until he conies home. 
Allison, you can see. is already asleep." 
with a nod across the hall toward the 
library, where her weary sister had 
stretched herself out on a couch and 
succumbed to slumber.

At last, though, in deference to con
vention, Ortle insisted that he must go, 
and as he stood in the hall drawing on 
his gloves there came a reverberating 
peal at the bell, followed almost Imme
diately by another quite as loud.

“ What can it be?" .Mabel turned 
to him, paling with a sense of impend
ing calamity. “  Oh, open the door, 
won't you. and see at once who it is? "

He complied and admitted Major 
Peters and another army officer, both 
evidently so perturbed that they failed 
to notice he was other than an ordi
nary servitor ; for they pushed right by 
him without even a glance.

“ My dear lady! My dear Mrs, 
Hone! "

The major took both of Mabel’s 
hands pityingly in his. “ May we 
speak to you a moment? You must 
prepare yourself for a great shock and 
try to be brave.”

But Ortle, waiting to hear no more, 
quietly slipped out the door and closed 
it behind him. At the corner of the 
avenue he ran into Rigney.

“ What’s up ? “ he inquired.
“ What’s up? ’’ The detective stared 

at him. “ Do you mean to say you 
haven’t heard? For the Lord’s sake, 
don’t you ever get onto anything until 
week after next? Well, if you don’t 
know, there’s only one word I can give 
you to describe what’s happened. It’s 
just plain Hades."

“ But what sort of Hades? ” probed 
Ortle.

“ Every sort. The X’adie gang went 
after the Twelfth National to-night 
and cracked her wide-open.”

“ The Twelfth National." with a 
startled whistle. “ Good Lord. That’s 
where T deposit myself. What did 
they get? A clean haul, as usual, I 
suppose? "

“ No." Rigney reassured him. 
“ They would have, all right, for 
they’d got the vault door almost off; 
but the night watchman they’d tied up 
slipped loose somehow and, managing 
to get hold of a gun that they didn’t 
know was so handy, opened fire on
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’em. As bad luck would liave it, he 
only got one of them as they broke 
ancl run; but that one counts for a 
whole lot, because it was their leader."

“ * Keno,’ eh ? ’’
“ No, sir. And seeing that you’d 

never guess in a thousand years, I 
suppose I'll have to tell you. When we 
took the mask off that dead crook, who 
should we find but Colonel Ethelbert 
Hone, shot through the heart."

C H A P T E R  XIX.

THE COLONEL'S ONE DEFENDER.

T he next morning there was but 
one topic of conversation in Washing
ton; and mingled with the universal 
expression of amazement, wonder, 
and in some quarters almost stupefac
tion over the night's startling denoue
ment, there was also, it must be admit
ted, a distinct note of relief that the 
menace of the mysterious gang-leader 
had been lifted from the city, and his 
campaign of looting and murder 
brought to an end.

For there could be no doubt, in view 
of the evidence, that Colonel Hone 
was the hitherto elusive Nadie, who, 
breaking over for once his long-stand
ing rule of never joining in the direct 
activities of his organization, had led 
his men in person, and thus had met 
his Waterloo.

Indeed, if any proof of this had 
been required, one had only to con
sider the talents, capabilities, and 
character of the man; for to any one 
who knew' Colonel Hone, it wras in
conceivable that he would occupy any
thing but first position in any associa
tion with which he was connected. For 
no less would he have risked so much.

At least, that wras the accepted ver
dict, and every newspaper in town 
shrieked out in headlines that the in
famous career of Nadie W’as closed, 
and that the city might once more 
breathe free; since, as was pointed 
out, it w'as hardly to be questioned that 
without the direction of his master

mind the band he had formed would 
speedily disintegrate.

Only Ortle remained silent, his usu
al column in the Appeal appearing 
simply as a blank. But this in no way 
detracted from his renown, and really 
that stretch of white between the col
umn-rules was more eloquent than 
words, for. from his positive an
nouncement in the papers of the eve
ning before, there were few but be
lieved that he had solved the problem 
in advance, and now held his peace 
merely through a desire not to appear 
as a prophet after the fact.

A w idely credited report was cur
rent, indeed, although Ortle w'ould 
neither confirm nor deny it, that abso
lute proofs of Colonel Hone’s double 
life had been placed the day before by 
the expert in a safety deposit box at 
the Twelfth National, and that it was 
a knowledge of this fact, together with 
Ortle’s announcement of exposure, 
which had prompted the guilty offi
cer’s attack on that institution, and 
had led him to assume open command 
of the enterprise.

Even among army men and his 
closest intimates, there was no at
tempt to defend or excuse the dead 
colonel. His offense had been too 
flagrant, his connection wfith the affair 
was too patent to admit of palliation 
or debate.

Friends like Major Peters, who had 
known him all his life, could only 
shake their heads in stunned silence, 
and say it was beyond their compre
hension. The service wras over
whelmed with mortification. It wras 
said that his beautiful, young wife 
was prostrated by the disgrace and 
humiliation.

Imagine the surprise created, there
fore, when on the second day after the 
tragedy Ortle came out in the Appeal 
wfith the assertion that Colonel Hone 
was a deeply wronged and innocent 
man.

But it must be admitted that the cu
riosity and interest aroused by this 
preliminary statement w'aned with
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most readers as they glanced down 
through the column and followed the 
labored argument by which he tried 
to establish his theory.

“ Fantastic and absurd." was the 
comment of the high-brows; “ hog- 
wash " and “ piffle." that of the man 
on the street.

“ That guy, Ortle. is losing his 
grip/’ was a remark frequently heard 
that day. " Did you ever read any
thing sillier than the stuff he put out 
on the Hone case this morning? "

“ Oh. well," the knowing ones 
would answer. “ maybe there's a rea
son. It's a pretty watery coat of 
whitewash, but perhaps the widow 
will take stock in it if nobody else 
does. O f course, it's for her sake that 
Ortle has fixed it up."

Even the Appeal itself editorially 
disclaimed the story, pointing out its 
weakness and inefficacy, and insisting 
that it represented the views of no one 
else connected with the paper.

“ While usually content to abide by 
the clear vision of our gifted contribu
tor. knowing that results have always 
justified him,” said the editor, “ we 
are, nevertheless, compelled to believe 
that either through personal bias, or 
from some other cause, he has in the 
present case developed a prodigious 
astigmatism."

The hypothesis which Ortle put 
forth was that Colonel Hone had not 
voluntarily taken part in the burglary 
at the bank, but happening to detect 
the gang when they broke in. had 
been seized and dragged along with 
them as a prisoner, and thus became 
by the irony of fate their scapegoat.

But the trouble was that, contrary 
to his usual custom, he failed to bolster 
up his presumption with a single shred 
of fact or even of probability.

How the colonel came to be in the 
neighborhood of the Twelfth National 
Bank, far from his accustomed rounds, 
he entirely failed to explain.

Equally vague was he as to any 
reason for the robbers having taken 
their captive along with them, when it

would have been much more like them 
to “ croak " him expeditiously and be 
done with it.

The only reasonable excuse for such 
self-restraint on their part would be 
that he might fall a victim to the bul
lets of the night watchman and thus 
divert suspicion from themselves.

Indeed. Ortle faintly hinted at a pos
sibility of the sort. But, since this 
presupposed connivance on the part of 
the watchman then posing as a valiant 
hero, it was indignantly repudiated.

Nothing dismayed, though, by the 
storm of criticism and ridicule he had 
invoked, Ortle came back the follow
ing morning with an even more posi
tive assertion of his claims.

“ I am accused of indulging in wild 
and fanciful conjecture," he wrote. 
“ and am told that the facts incontro- 
vertibly stamp Colonel Hone as Xadie. 
Very well: time will prove who is right, 
and that very shortly, for I deduce 
that the outlaw chieftain, very much 
alive, is now planning under cover of 
the public's feeling of security the big
gest coup of his career. What will it 
be? Watch and see if I am right. I 
predict that within tess than a week 
Nadie will loot the vaults of the United 
States Treasury.”

But the town merely laughed at what 
it deemed a bit of stupendous vapor
ing.

As it was in the days of Noah, men 
scoffed at the prophet of calamity.

Rigney meeting Ortle on the street 
that day. thrust his tongue into his 
cheek.

“ Sure," he mocked. “ tfl¥ next job 
ye’ll be lavin' out f'r this resurrected 
crooks of yours’ll be to kidnap the 
president and hold him to ransom?”

A peculiar gleam cante into Ortle’s 
eye, and for a moment he seemed to 
ponder the suggestion.

“ Well, now that you speak of it. 
Rigney,” he drawled at length, “  I 
don’t know but what he may decide to 
do that very thing."

If the public regarded Ortle and his 
prognostications as a jest, however,
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there was one person who took him 
very seriously indeed.

Allison, no sooner had she read 
that forecast of an assault upon the 
Treasury, than she hurriedly dressed 
to go out, and in a fever of excite
ment set forth to pay a visit to Essex 
at the prison.

The day before she had naturally 
remained in the tragedy-stricken house 
all day, striving to be of some comfort 
to her sister.

But this morning, with the brief, 
simple services for Colonel Hone over, 
and Mabel sufficiently herself again to 
be discussing the details of her new 
mourning outfit with her dressmaker, 
the girl felt free to follow her own 
devices.

And the welcome of the sunshine, 
the dancing freshness of the morning 
which met her outside, seemed to her 
almost an augury. Could it be that 
with this new idea buzzing In her brain 
she was metaphorically stepping out of 
the darkness and shadows which had 
encompassed her into the peace and 
beauty of a brighter day?

Her mood insensibly became more 
hopeful and buoyant as she sped along 
her way. The parks and squares were 
green, the flowers blooming, Wash
ington was like a garden.

Then, for a moment, as the car she 
was on swung around a couple of cor
ners, -and she passed the gray, Doric 
faqade of the Treasury Building, her 
heart sank, and she gave way to a 
flutter of despondency.

How, she asked herself, could she, 
an inexperienced girl, expect to cope 
successfully with the scheming brain 
and far - reaching power which in 
boastful insolence declared its purpose 
of sacking that guarded citadel of the 
nation’s wealth?

But involuntarily her gaze lifted, 
and down the wide vista of the ave
nue rested on the white stateliness of 
the capitol, serenely dominating the 
city at its feet.

To Ortle that same vision had given 
rise only to a mocking gibe; but with

her it brought a sense of protection 
and security, the supremacy of justice, 
the certain triumph of the right.

“ God reigns and the Government 
at Washington still lives!

Almost as though a voice had 
spoken, the trite quotation recurred to 
her memory. She had heard it 
shrieked again and again by Fourth 
of July orators without being im
pressed ; but now it was like a draft 
of wine to her spirit.

What had she to fear, after all? 
Could the machinations of a sordid 
trickster and the puny efforts of a 
handful of thieves avail against eter
nal justice and the bulwarked strength 
of the nation?

Comforted and confident once more, 
she went her way. Nor could even 
the gloomy, depressing atmosphere of 
the prison daunt her.

To Jimmy, as he turned in from 
the corridor, she seemed like a ray of 
sunshine with the shimmering red 
gold of her hair and the welcoming 
smile on her lips and in her eyes.

He told her so fondly as he took 
her two gloved hands in his. Her 
tranquil, untroubled appearance was, 
indeed, a great surprise to him. After 
the harrowing experiences through 
which she had passed since he saw 
her last, he had expected to find her 
unnerved and overwhelmed.

“ Ah," she cried, “  but I refuse to 
be unhappy! No one has to stay in 
the depths who doesn’t want to. No ” 
— she shook her head as he attempted 
to make some rueful rejoinder'— “ I 
will not listen to any gloomy repinings. 
It’s up and at the enemy now for you 
and me. And we are going to win, 
too. I feel it. I am sure of it.”

The quick flash of her eye, the as
sured tone of her voice led him to 
believe that she had learned something 
which would prove to his advantage,

“ Do you mean to tell me,” he 
asked, '* that you have found evidence 
to clear me? A  confession left by 
Hone, eh, or— ” Fie halted before the 
shocked reproach in her eyes.
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“ jimmy," she exclaimed, “  can't 
you see deeper into this affair than to 
accept the unthinking clamor which 
condemns an honorable man unheard? 
Down in your heart you don't really 
believe that Colonel Hone was Nadie. 
do yo u ?”

He did not answer, but she could 
see from his expression what he 
thought easily enough.

“ Strange,” she muttered, more as to 
herself, “  that every one should be so 
blind. I suppose, too, I ought not to 
blame you when Mabel herself takes 
his guilt for granted. Yet never for 
a moment, even when the facts seemed 
most unassailable, have I questioned 
the certainty of his ultimate vindica
tion.

“ Poor Ethelbert!" She shook her 
head. “ I never had any great liking 
for him, nor he for me; yet I seem to 
be his only champion.”

“ And exactly like you, too," com
mended Jimmy warmly. “ You'll al
ways take the side of the under dog. 
But, my dear girl, we can’t fly dead in 
the face of the evidence. Why, every
body is agreed that— "

“ Everybody is agreed! " She tossed 
her head in fine scorn. “ You should 
be the last person in the world to 
bring that up as an argument. And I 
tell you that Colonel Hone is as much 
the victim of artful villainy and mis
representation as you are.”

“ What do you mean?" Essex 
stared at her. “ A victim of misrep
resentation? Surely, you don't take 
any stock in that sillv theorv of 
Ortle’s? ”

“ Why not ? " she flashed back at 
him.

“ Because it’s wild, foolish., without 
a leg to stand on."

“ Exactly,” she nodded; “ and that 
is just the reason I take stock in it. 
Ortle doesn't have to indulge in con
jecture, Jimmy. Whatever he says 
about this affair he says with au
thority.”

Essex was obviously puzzled. “ But 
what's changed your opinion in regard

to him ?" he stammered. “ The last 
time you were here you warned me— "- 

“ I haven't changed my opinion, 
dear boy, and I still warn you to 
guard against him as you would 
against a rattlesnake. Haven’t I told 
you, though, that he loves to make 
game of his readers, to give them 
truths or half truths, but so distorted 
and colored as to bear an entirely dif
ferent significance?

“ It serves the purpose, too,” she 
added. “ of deceiving his own follow
ers, making them think him an un
sparing foe close upon their- heels, 
when he is really the leader who plans 
their every movement.

“ His articles, in short, have to be 
read like a cryptogram to get at their 
real meaning; but I have learned that, 
however much he may wind himself 
in mazes of sophistry and equivoca
tion, his conclusions go straight to the 
bull’s-eye. So when he says that 
Colonel Hone was the victim, not the 
leader of these malefactors. I know 
that I can rely on it.”

“ But, Allison,” Essex still protested. 
“ you can’t go entirely outside of the 
facts. Hone was there in the bank, 
wasn't he. with a mask on and with
out any bonds or fetters of any kind? 
Neither does the watchman, who 
ought to have had opportunity to 
judge, say that he appeared to be un
der duress or constraint. To say that 
he was taken in there as a prisoner, 
then ? Pshaw ! It's preposterous! " 

“ Oh, that part!" she assented. 
“ O f course it’s preposterous. It was 
intended to strike everybody as prepos
terous when it was written. No, the 
colonel wasn't taken in there as a pris
oner. He Avas taken there dead.”

“ Dead? ” ejaculated Jimmy. “ You 
mean that they— "

“ Murdered aim ?" She shook her 
head. “ Not in any legal sense, al
though morally Ortle is every whit as 
guilty as if he had aimed the bullet. 
No, Jimmy, the shot which killed poor 
Ethelbert was fired by his own hand; 
but he was driven to it by a course of
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mental torture so cunningly studied 
and devised that I am convinced that 
fiend was able to calculate almost to 
the minute the time that it would 
come."

She told, then, o f that last evening 
which the colonel had spent alone in 
his room with the door closed, while 
the tinkle of the piano came up to him 
from below and the man he hated sat 
chatting with his wife.

She told, too, of that sharp, sudden 
report which had alarmed Mabel and 
herself, but which Ortle had so read
ily explained as the bursting of an 
automobile-tire.

“ The rest ” —  she shrugged her 
shoulders— “ after the removal of the 
body, which could easily have been 
done by way of the side - veranda 
roof, was of course purely a question 
of clever stage-management."

Essex was manifestly impressed. 
“ If only there was some tangible 
proof,” he frowned. “ You heard the 
report of course, but it is so hard to 
be certain of the exact character of a 
sound. Some corroborating link, 
no matter how small, would give 
weight and value to that testimony. 
But we have nothing— nothing.”

“ You are wrong,” she rejoined. 
“ We have this.” And. thrusting her 
hand into the pocket of her long coat, 
she drew out a small automatic re
volver which Essex recognized as hav
ing belonged to Colonel Hone.

“ I found it,” she explained, “  in 
Ethelbert’s room. It had fallen or 
been kicked under his desk.”

Jimmy took it from her and made 
a hasty examination. It was of .32 
caliber, he noted, and one cartridge 
was missing from the magazine.

Sending a guard back to his cell for 
a newspaper containing an account of 
the interrupted bank burglary, he 
glanced hurriedly through it, and then 
with some excitement pointed out a 
paragraph to Allison.

It stated that the revolver with 
which the night-watchman had driven 
off the gang was a .44.

“ By Jove, little girl.” he muttered, 
“ if your theory is correct we're in a 
fair way of being able to prove it; 
and not only that, but to put this 
night - watchman in a position where 
to save his own skin he'll have to de
liver some one higher up.”

CH A PTE R  XX.

REMANDED WITHOUT BAIL.

E ssex 's preliminary hearing was set 
for that afternoon; and although the 
more sensational affair at the Twelfth 
National Bank had rather eclipsed the 
murder of the Angel-Face Kid in pub
lic interest, still the court - room was 
crowded when the young officer was 
brought to the bar.

Casting his eyes over the throng, 
Jimmy saw there many whom he knew 
— fashionable woman who had been 
proud to have him at their receptions 
and dinners, girls and young matrons 
with whom he had danced many an eve
ning away, politicians, club associates, 
ofifkers from both branches of the serv 
ice, attaches of foreign legations; v a 
in all that assemblage, so representa
tive in its heterogeneous components 
of the Washington in which he had 
lived, moved, and had his being, he 
failed to find one genuinely friendly 
face.

Eyes were averted as he sought to 
meet them, or else his glance encoun
tered only the curious, detached stare 
which one might bestow on a caged 
animal in a zoo.

Essex understood. They were there 
merely for entertainment, to watch 
whether he trembled or flushed, was 
perturbed or “ brazen ” ; and to-night 
at various dinner tables his conduct 
and bearing would form a subject of 
interested conversation, very much as 
if he were a circus performer essaying 
some hazardous feat. In short, he was 
being butchered for a society holiday.

And at this thought his neck stiff
ened up, he turned his back on the bat
tery of morbidly curious eyes, and



314 THE ARGOSY.

thereafter devoted himself exclusively 
to the witnesses and the little squabbles 
between the opposing counsel.

Essex, knowing that he was bound 
to be held for trial in any event, had 
desired to waive examination, but in 
this had been overruled by his attor
ney, who said that he wanted the op
portunity to feel out the witnesses for 
the prosecution.

No defense was to be interposed, 
though, as it would serve no good pur
pose, the lawyer said, and would only 
give away their own hand.

“ What hand ? ” Jimmy had inquired 
cynically.

“ Well ”— the attorney grinned rue- 
,’fully— “ it would give away our hand, 
if we had any to give away. By Jove, 
.captain, unless you permit me to call in 
alienists and tackle it along that line, 
1 don’t know what we are going to do! 
You certainly had enough stress of 
mind over the disappearance of that re
port to turn anybody’s brain.”

But Jimmy had obstinately refused 
even to listen to the suggestion.

“ All right; have it your own way.” 
The lawyer shrugged his shoulders. 
“  But don’t blame me tor results. Or- 
tle’s jeers at the police in regard to 
your case have made them simply de
termined to get a conviction, and you’ll 
find that against the stone wall they are 
building up a certificate of previous 
good character and your own unsup
ported denial aren’t going to amount 
to much. As I say, I don’t know what 
we are going to do, unless,” with a 
faint hope, “ you happen to have an un
suspected ace up your sleeve.”

Essex, since his last interview with 
Allison, did have an unsuspected ace up 
his sleeve, but he didn't think best to tell 
the lawyer about it. He had an idea 
that the latter would not altogether ap
prove.

So he merely smiled, and said that 
perhaps it would be better to wait until 
after the preliminary examination be
fore they settled definitely on anything.

Consequently, the ,unfortunate bar
rister was thrashing around now like a

man lost in a fog, brow-beating the 
witnesses, and hammering at them over 
immaterial points in the hope of turn
ing up something of value to his client, 
while Jimmy sat back and watched his 
frenzied efforts in quiet amusement.

Ortle came in late and took a seat at 
the press table, but he made no notes, 
and betrayed but little concern in the 
proceedings, leaning back for the most 
part with an air of bored preoccupation.

When Blue Gum Sally took the 
stand, though, he aroused to a sudden 
interest, and penciling a line on a scrap 
of paper, passed it across to Essex’s 
attorney.

The latter glanced at the note. 
” Ask her,” he read, “ how she came to 
admit to her establishment a perfect 
stranger like the Kid ? ”

The suggestion struck the attorney 
favorably, since he was trying to make 
a point of the fact that the prosecution 
had utterly failed to show how Essex 
could have known of the whereabouts 
of his alleged victim.

Also, there was a possible chance 
that the nature of the Kid’s introduc
tion to the place might bring out some 
new figure or other motives than those 
so far developed in the case.

But the question proved to be loaded 
with dynamite. “ He weren’t no puf- 
feck stranger,” contended Blue Gum 
Bally. Dis yere man ”— pointing to 
Essex— " brung him to my house two 
nights afo*, all cyahved up an’ bleedin’ 
like a stuck hawg, an’ paid me to take 
keer on him.”

Thus she established the contention 
of the prosecution that it was Essex 
who had attacked the Kid in the guise 
of “ Mr. Hodge,” and had only failed 
to murder him then on account of the 
surrender of the report.

The implication was of course, too, 
that, finding the report stolen from him. 
a second time. Jimmy had known right 
where to go to find the purloiner, and 
this time had adopted no half - way 
measures.

Evidently the old negress had been 
coached for her testimony; and that,
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moreover, by some one who wanted to 
put Essex in the hole.

The lawyer almost collapsed, and a 
derisive titter ran around the press 
table over the expression of discomfit
ure on Ortle's face as he realized the 
character of the boomerang he had 
been instrumental in launching.

It proved, indeed, the hardest blow 
dealt to the defense throughout the 
entire session; for, under the pounding 
of Jimmy’s attorney, the rest of the 
witnesses made no very strong impres
sion. As a matter of fact, the animus 
of the police showed up so strong in 
the case that the magistrate, in sum
ming up, commented on it.

“ Were I a juror trying this cause on 
final issue,” he said, “ I should be in
clined to question very strongly some 
of the evidence which has been adduced 
before me; but sitting here merely to 
determine whether there is probable 
cause to believe the defendant guilty, I 
have very little option in the premises.

“  The salient facts that Essex was 
at the scene of the murder at about the 
time it was committed, that he came 
away acting in a suspicious manner, 
and that the blood-stained handker
chief was found in his possession have 
neither been rebutted nor explained, 
and I shall therefore bind the prisoner 
over to await the action of the grand 
jury.

“ 1 am free to say, though,” he add
ed severely, “ that there are manifest 
ear-marks to me of an undue zeal on 
the part of the detective bureau, es
pecially in the attempt to establish a 
motive, which cause me to question 
whether the affair may not be a frame- 
up ; and I wish to warn the officers con
cerned that I will not tolerate such 
methods for a moment.”

Encouraged by this expression of 
opinion, Essex’s attorney was instant
ly on his feet urging that his client be 
admitted to bail, to which the prose
cutor entered strong opposition, de
manding that the usual course in first 
degree murder cases be followed and 
the defendant remanded.

They wrangled over the point for 
five or ten minutes, waxing quite heat
ed in their arguments and drawing to 
themselves the attention of every one 
in the court-room, until finally the jus
tice brought them to time with a tap of 
his gavel.

“ The usual course will be pursued," 
he decided. “ and the defendant re
manded without bail. Officer, take 
charge of your prisoner.”

The guard who had brought Jimmy 
over to court turned leisurely about, 
still grinning over the recriminations 
of counsel: then suddenly his face grew 
blank, and he stared about him in be
wilderment

The magistrate, arrested by that 
fixed stare, also looked blank. The 
two attorneys faced about and followed 
suit. The spectators, starting to leave 
the court-room, and the newspapermen, 
gathering up their bunches of copy, 
halted and gazed, too. in wondering 
amazement,

“ Why,” gasped the guard. “ he 
ain't here! He's gone!”

It was true. The dock stood empty. 
Essex had disappeared. Nor, although 
swift search was made, could he be 
found anywhere about the court-house.

The magistrate banged angrily down 
on his desk, stilling the rising excite
ment. Excoriating the luckless guard 
in half a dozen words, he turned his 
attention then to the recapture of the 
''fugitive and sent men scurrying out to 
scour the city, with orders to find him 
and bring him in at once.

Essex’s attorneys, swearing a blue 
streak, turned to Ortle, who was stand
ing close beside him.

“ Now, what do you think of that? " 
he stormed. “ If the headstrong fool 
ever had a chance, he's killed it by an 
insane move like this. And he kicked, 
too, when I wanted to call for a com
mission in lunacy. He can’t get away. 
They’re sure to catch him.

“  But what gravels me more than 
anything else is how he managed to do 
it. Why, he was talking to me only a 
minute before. Then I saw everybody



316 THE ARGOSY.

staring, and found that he was gone. 
How did he ever do it ? ”

“  Oh, that was easy enough! ” Ortle 
grinned satirically. " It’s been done in 
more than a hundred court-rooms. 

• There was a case of the kind pulled off 
in New York not long ago, I remember. 
He simply took advantage of the psy
chological moment when everybody 
was watching you and the D. A. spout
ing at each other and quietly walked 
out.”

'* And what do you suppose he in
tends to do now ? ”

“ Search me! ” Ortle laughed as he 
sauntered away. “ I can pretty well 
'deduce, though,” he muttered to him
self ; ”  and I don't believe there’s one 
chance in a hundred that I am wrong.”

And with that he started post-haste 
for police headquarters and the office 
of the chief of detectives.

CH A PTE R  XXI.

THE CHIEF’S CALLERS.

C a p t a in  R ig n e y , just inform ed o f 
the incident at the court house, was 
excitedly bellowing orders over the 
phone to his minions to watch all 
railroad stations, trolley lines, and 
other means o f  exit from  the city, 
when a subordinate interrupted him.

11 Captain Essex to see you, sir.”
The chief of detectives turned sav

agely', his wattles reddening at the 
suspicion of a practical joke.

“ Who ? ” he thundered, preparing 
to launch his thunderbolts at the head 
o f the daring offender. But the inno
cent mien of the messenger reassured 
him.

“ W h o?” he repeated less mena
cingly.

“  Captain Essex, sir. Him and a 
lady.”

Rigney had made his way up from 
pavement-pounding largely through a 
certain mental agility— coupled with a 
tremendous capacity to bluff—-and he 
turned a series of mental flip-flaps.

“ Tell ’em,” he grinned, f*that I shall

be plazed to see ’em.” Then he waited 
curiously to see wdiether it was a hoax 
or a hold-up that he was to encounter.

Yet for all his eagerness to secure 
and restore the escaped prisoner, it 
was— trust an Irishman for that— the 
lady at whom he glanced first as the 
pair were ushered into his office.

She was Miss Marbury. Veiled 
though she was, he readily recognized 
the slender, graceful figure and daintily 
held head; and, reassured by her pres
ence, he unostentatiously slipped back 
into his pocket the revolver he had 
drawn in view of possible emergency.

He turned then to Jimmy coldly, 
with a frown of outraged authority.

“ An’ now will ye inform me, sir,” 
he inquired, “ f'r why ye have took 
all this trouble an’ have stood the en
tire po-lice department on its head 
merely to pay a friendly call on me, 
when 'tis meself would have done you 
the same courtesy any time you axed 
i t ? ”

It was the girl, however, who pushed 
forward quickly to answer, thrusting 
up her veil as she spoke, and disarm
ing him of his sternness by the sweet
ness of her smile.

” You will have to blame me for 
that, I am afraid, captain,” she 
pleaded; “ for it was I who urged him 
to it. We foresaw that in the confu
sion at the end of the trial there would 
probably be an opportunity - for him 
to escape, and I have been waiting 
with a motor car down in front of 
the court house all afternoon, so as 
to bring him at once to you.”

“ But f ’r why ? ” persisted Rigney. 
“  Didn’t ye both know that I ’d- ’a’ come 
to him ? ”

A h ! ” she explained. “  But that 
would have been different, don’t you 
see? The story of a prisoner to his 
jailer may be credited, or it may not; 
but when a man already at liberty vol
untarily returns and gives information 
he is apt, is he not, to receive a fair 
hearing? ”

Rigney nodded his comprehension.
“ Not so bad that, f'r an idee." he
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granted with a gleam of admiration 
for her shrewdness in his blue-gray 
eyes.

“ And a fair hearing is what Cap
tain Essex has to have/' she went on: 
“ for your lip will start to curl the 
minute he commences to speak. He is 
going to tell you who Nadie is. and 
how you may lay hands on him/'

She was not mistaken. At the men
tion of the name the detective gave a 
gesture of cjuick impatience. “ Some 
of that Ortle stuff, eh ? ” he snapped. 
“ Excuse me, miss, but you’d better 
take that story to the Appeal. The 
police ain’t botherin’ any about Nadie 
these days.”

His hand, she saw, was moving 
along the edge of the desk toward 
the push-button at his right. She 
^ould have to catch his interest at 
once, or Jimmy’s chance would be 
gone.

Quickly she thrust her hand into the 
pocket of her coat and drew out an 
envelope, from which she shook down 
upon his desk a small, twisted lump 
of lead.

“ Do you know, what that is? "  she 
demanded, holding hint steady with her 
eyes. “  That is the bullet which killed 
Colonel Hone; I got it this afternoon 
from the surgeon who performed the 
autopsy. It is from a .32 caliber car
tridge, as you can easily determine by 
examining it. Now, you have the re
volver here, I know, that was used 
by Dunston, the night watchman. Tell 
me, please, what size cartridge it calls 
fo r? ”

“ E h ? ” There was no question in 
her mind now but that she had caught 
his interest. Then his glance nar
rowed with a sudden suspicion. “ How 
do I know,” he sneered, “ but what you 
have shifted the cut on me? ”

“ Substituted another bullet, do you 
mean ? ”

He nodded. “ You are smooth 
enough to have thought of it."

She realized that he was paying tier 
a compliment according to his lights, 
and took it without offense.

“ I was smooth enough, too, then,” 
she smiled back at him, “ to have the 
character of that bullet fully deter
mined and identified by three disin
terested witnesses before I ever per
mitted it to pass into my hands.”

He laughed with warm approval at 
that, and she knew that finally she 
had won him.

“ All right." lie  leaned back in his 
chair. “ I'll be the goat. Tell me who 
Nadie is.”

“  That is Captain Essex's story,” she 
said. “ He can tell it far better than 
I.” And, waving a hand toward Jim
my. she signaled him to begin.

“ You must understand, then, cap
tain," Essex began a trifle didactically, 
“ that in arriving at the conclusions I 
have reached I have been compelled to 
consider the distinctive features of 
three separate cases— my own, the so- 
called Hodge affair, and the kil'mg 
of Colonel Hone.

“ And, although I term these sepa
rate cases, I think I shall be able to 
show you before I am through that 
they are in reality very closely related, 
if not actually interdependent— far 
more so, I am sure, than the police 
department or yourself have hitherto 
had any conception.”

Jimmy, who had once been an in
structor at West Point, had all the 
manner of explaining a mathematical 
demonstration to a class of backward 
students, and Allison, as she listened 
to him rolling out his turgid sentences, 
was manifestly on pins and needles.

Rigney’s eyes were closing as he sat 
back in his chair, and his attention 
evidently wavering. With a quick de
cision she flung herself into the breac’ .

“ Separate cases, you understan . 
captain.” she interrupted, “ but .all of 
them planned and executed by—  
Ortle! "

Jimmy showed a little touch of jus
tifiable annoyance at having the se
quence of his recital thus disarranged.

“ I think that might have come out 
better a little later, my dear,” he said 
disapprovingly.
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The toppling down of the story’s 
carefully planned climax, however, 
served effectually to awaken Rigney. 
His eyes opened with a snap; he bent 
forward over the desk, opening and 
closing his thick fingers; the expression 
on his face was like that of a cat which 
has just spied a particularly tempting 
mouse frolicking within reach of its 
spring.

“ Ortle, ’d ye sa y?” His voice re
verberated deep in his throat like a 
purr of pleasure. “  Ortle, eh ?” A  
glint of anxiety suddenly touched his 
manifest elation. “ But are ye sure 
that ye’ve got him cinched ? ” he asked. 
** How do ye know it’s Ortle ? ”

It was noticeable that he paid no 
further heed to Essex, but put his 
eager questions directly to the girl.

“ How do ye know for certain that 
it’s him ? ”  he repeated.

“ How do I know, captain ? 
Wouldn’t you know the man who 
had held you helpless, slashing a dirk- 
knife back and forth in. front of your 
face as he tried to see how near he 
could come without leaving his mark, 
and who finally by a misstroke did 
leave his mark deep enough to draw 
the blood ? ”

“ What’s that ? ” His brow grew 
black at the thought of the beautiful 
girl before him exposed to such an 
ordeal.

It was a good thing for the expert 
in crime that he was’ not at that mo
ment within reach of that sturdy arm 
and those thick, clutching fingers.

Ortle drew a knife on ye, ye say? 
When, ma’am? When and where?”

“ Six nights ago, in Room 514 at 
the Mill ward.”

He stared at her in thunderstruck 
amazement. ** Then you were-— ” He 
gasped, failing to finish the sentence.

“ Yes,” she assented. “ I was the 
mysterious Mr. Hodge.”

Rigney closed his gaping mouth 
and half-dropped his lids to veil the 
too-patent astonishment in his eyes. A  
detective should never permit himself 
to be regarded as other than om

niscient ; and. like Napoleon, Dennis 
believed in eternally maintaining his 
pose.

“  Ah, yes,” He nodded with an air 
of profundity. " So. ye admit it, do 
ye? Well, ye don’t surprise me none. 
That was me own the’ry all the time.”

After that, too, he was very care
ful not to be caught napping again. 
There were many things the girl had 
to tell him that took him fairly off his 
feet: but never once did he betray by 
even the flicker of a muscle that it 
was to him other than a twice-told tale 
— a mere corroboration of his own 
ideas and suspicions.

Yet, once having caught her lead, 
it cannot be denied that he played up 
to the situation in most helpful style, 
seeming to grasp the points of the 
case as by instinct, and strengthening 
many a doubtful issue by means of his 
shrewd questions and suggestions.

We are all apt to scoff at the 
walrus-mustached “ bulls ” of our 
Central Offices, to call them bone
headed and incompetent: but, after all, 
professionalism counts there as else
where, and the most bungling among 
them will catch and convict a crook 
ten times sooner than the smartest col
lege professor in the country. Taking 
it by and large, one has to admit that 
the police generally get their man.

Certain it is that by simply talking 
it out with Rigney, Allison found the 
hypothesis she had built up amazingly 
improved and clarified.

What she offered as mere conjecture 
or belief crystallized in many instances 
under his skilful handling into legal 
evidence capable of withstanding the 
test of the courts. And, moreover, the 
interrogation to which he subjected her 
served the further purpose of con
vincing him.

Skeptical at the start, unwilling to 
concede that he could so long have 
been blind to what was practically un
der his nose, he became, before they 
got through, as certain of Ortle’s 
knavery and as keen to prove it as she.

“ W e’ve got him !” He finally
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banged his big fist down like a sledge
hammer on the desk. Nor was there 
any trace of personal feeling in his 
evident exultation.

Indeed, as has already been indi
cated, he had a distinct liking for Ortle 
as a man; but as a criminal, and espe
cially a criminal who had so flagrantly 
flouted the police, it was plain that the 
offender could expect no quarter.

Business was business. With as lit
tle resentment, but quite as ruthlessly 
as a pugilist about to give the coup dc 
grace to a beaten opponent in the prize 
ring, Rigney was preparing to swing 
on the newspaperman and send him 
down for the count.

“ You leave th’ details to me, 
ma’am,” he advised. “ I know crooks 
and how to handle ’em. tie ’s out in 
the anteroom now. wonderin’ what’s 
up; and I guess I ’ll let him squirm on 
the anxious seat a while longer. Mean
while, you two do just what I tell you. 
and, believe me, we’ll have him cornin’ 
across with the whole story in less than 
an hour.”

C H A PTE R  XXII.

THE THIRD DEGREE.

L e a v in g  the crowd in the court
room still mystified and bewildered 
over the disappearance of the prisoner. 
Ortle had proceeded direct to head
quarters, never doubting for a minute 
that he would find Essex there closeted 
with the detective chief.

Y'et. to tell the truth, there was 
nothing particularly marvelous in his 
prompt solution of the fugitive’s 
whereabouts. Jimmy, never an adept 
at dissimulation, had, despite Allison’s 
warning, betrayed pretty clearly in the 
past two days to the sharp-sighted 
newspaperman that he was no longer 
so supremely trustful of the other’s 
disinterested sendees and counsel; and 
with this clue to guide him. and a 
recognition of those same considera
tions which had led the girl to urge a 
visit by Mohammed to the Mountain

rather than the other way around, it 
was not hard for Ortle to fathom just 
about what had happened.

Nor was he in any way perturbed 
over the lodging of the accusation 
against himself, which he felt certain 
Essex was up to. As he pictured the 
reception which poor Jimmy was due 
to encounter when he opened up on 
Rigney with a new Nadie revelation, it 
was all he could do to keep from 
laughing aloud.

Yrou see, his deductions did not quite 
carry him to the point where he fore
saw that Allison would also be in the 
conference; and, even if they had, his 
estimate of her powers was not such 
as to cause him any disturbance.

He had still to learn evidently the 
great mistake of undervaluing any op
ponent; it is the little foxes that gnaw 
away the vines.

Serenely confident, therefore, and 
smiling, he nimbly mounted the steps 
at headquarters and swung down the 
corridor to Rignev’s office.

Entering the anteroom, he gave a 
nod to the Cerberus in charge. “  Den
nis inside, eh ? ” he asked, and with the 
familiarity of a,privileged character 
tried to pass on ifito the private office.

But for once he found his way 
barred. “  The chief’s engaged just at 
present, sir.” A blue-sleeved arm shot 
out between him and the knob for 
which he was reaching. “  You'll have 
to wait.”

Ortle. with a touch of indignation, 
attempted to argue the question. 
“ What's getting into you T om ?” he 
demanded. “  You know that ‘ en
gaged ’ stuff don’t go with me.”

But the cop was not to be moved. 
“ All I know,” he grinned, “ is that the 
chief told me he was getting tired of 
your bolting in there on him all the 
time like you owned the place, and that 
hereafter you’d have to take your turn 
like the rest.”

“  Oh, he said that, did he? ” sneered 
Ortle. “  Nice comedy, ain’t it, you 
grinning chimpanzee? Well, you just 
tell him that I tvait for nobody.”
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And with that he started for the cor
ridor. But the chiefs new restriction 
disquieted him a bit, especially in view 
of the fact that Essex was evidently 
still inside, whereas, by all proper cal
culation, he should long- since have 
been ignominiously rushed out and 
back to his cell.

So, on second thought, he turned 
back and plumped himself on the bench 
to await the pleasure of the autocrat.

The slow minutes passed. Occasion
ally he could hear the rumble of Rig- 
ney’s deep voice from behind the 
closed door; but, strain his ears as he 
would, he could not make out what 
was being said, and the presence of 

Tom,” of course, prevented him 
from playing the eavesdropper.

More and more uneasy he became. 
Dusk had begun to fall by this time 
and the anteroom was becoming dim 
and shadowy; but the policeman 
lounging back in his chair before the 
forbidden portal made no move to put 
on the lights, and when Ortle finally 
suggested that a little illumination 
would make things more cheerful, 
merely shrugged his shoulders and 
said that the switch was out of order.

In order to relieve the nervous ten
sion, Ortle sought to engage the door
keeper in conversation; but the latter 
— whether by orders or not— proved 
surly and uncommunicative, and, after 
several ineffectual efforts, he was com
pelled to give it up.

And then, just as he was beginning 
to think that unless he saw Rigney 
soon and learned what was in the wind 
he would have a fit, the door from the 
corridor opened and in came Mrs. 
Hone, escorted by a detective.

Taken aback at first by the unex
pected appearance in that place of the 
somber figure in her weeds and wid- 
dow’s veil, Ortle, recovering himself, 
would have stepped forward to speak 
to her; but the detective who had her 
in charge thrust an impeding shoulder 
in his way and ushered her hurriedly 
on into the inner office.

As the door swung open for a mo

ment, disclosing the lighted interior, 
Ortle gazed eagerly after them; but 
all he could see wras Rigney seated 
grim and portentous at his desk, and 
in another second the door closed 
again, and even that view was cut off.

He started to return to his bench, 
but hesitated, raised his hand to his 
chin with a sudden suggestion, and 
then stepped quickly over to a tele
phone booth in the corner of the room.

Not long did he remain inside, how
ever, but soon reissued and going back 
to the bench sat drumming with his 
fingers and impatiently watching the 
door of the private office for Mabel to 
reappear.

Some ten or fifteen minutes passed 
in this v;av; then in from the corridor 
came another detective, and beside him 
walked Dunston, the night watchman 
at the bank, handcuffed to his wrrist.

“ Tom ” had lighted one feeble gas- 
jet over in a far corner of the room 
by this time; but even in its faint, sick
ly glow the fellow’s guilty pallor and 
fear - wide eyes were plainly percep
tible.

Stumbling, almost in a collapse, the 
officer dragged him along, and, like the 
other pair, they passed into the private 
office.

Ortle shifted uneasily in his seat, 
took off his hat and put it on again, 
snapped his finger-joints, crossed and 
uncrossed his legs; but never for a 
moment did his questioning gaze lift 
from that door behind which Rigney 
was so evidently conducting a search
ing inquiry, except wrhen from time to 
time a detective would come through 
from the hallway with a neŵ  witness 
to be interrogated by the chief.

In this way there passed by the ele
vator-boy from the apartment-house 
where he lodged, a girl whom he 
recognized as one of the operators at 
the telephone exchange, the old woman 
who scrubbed out and emptied his 
waste-paper basket at the office of the 
Appeal; and at each fresh appearance 
Ortle. became manifestly more nervous 
and concerned.
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But if it was guilty apprehension 
that stirred him— if he was indeed, as 
Allison charged, Nadie, arch-thief and 
murderer— he had a still greater strain 
to undergo; for at last the door from 
the corridor opened, and in there 
stepped, without an accompanying de
tective this time, a single figure— a 
slender, delicate, boyish form, wearing 
a long coat and with a soft hat drawn 
slightly down over the pale face, with 
its exquisitely chiseled features and 
luminous brown eyes. In appearance, 
in walk, in manner, in every detail, un
mistakable. The Angel-Face Kid to 
the life !

In the dim, blue glow cast by the 
single gas-jet the figure halted a mo
ment at the entrance, then stepped for
ward ; but instead of passing on to the 
private office, as the others had done, 
advanced directly toward Ortle, with 
eyes fixed upon his face, one upraised 
arm pointed accusingly toward him.

Allison— for of course it was she— * 
had vigorously opposed this spectacu
lar idea at the outset, but had finally 
yielded to Rigney’s representations 
that it was the only way completely to 
break down Ortle's nerve and bring 
him to the point of confession, and 
now it seemed that the policeman, 
speaking out of the depths of a greater 
experience with human nature, had 
been right.

For as she came on Ortle shrank 
back farther and farther along the 
bench on which he sat. His eyes di
lated; his arms were upraised, as 
though to ward off the apparition; his 
face was a picture of terror.

Then suddenly he sprang to his feet 
with a choking scream and dashed 
across the floor, to fling himself in at 
the door of the private office and col
lapse in a chair beside the desk, sha
king and trembling, his face buried in 
his hands.

Rignev, rising, stepped around to 
his side and dropped a heavy hand on 
his shoulder.

“  I guess you've got something you
6 A

want to tel! me, haven’t you, B ill?”  
he said.

The newspaper man straightened to 
his feet, not a trace apparent of the 
emotion he had been exhibiting a mo
ment before, and laughed with light 
mockery in the other’s face.

“  Something to tell you? " he taunt
ed. “ Sure I have. I want to compli
ment you on your ‘ third degree * 
methods. Old Inspector Byrnes of 
New York never staged it better, and 
as I didn't want to spoil your satisfac
tion, I did my best to play my humble 
part up to expectations.

“  And I give you credit for another 
thing, too," he went on. “ You had 
your facts right. It was Nadie who 
figured in the ' Mr. Hodge ’ episode. 
It was Xadie who directed the mur-i 
der of the Angel-Face Kid. It was 
Nadie who arranged the affair at 
the Twelfth'National, and temporarily 
bestowed his mantle on Colonel Hone, 
so as the better to carry out his great
est project, the looting of the Treas
ury. In short, Dennis "— again his de
risive laughter rang out— “ you made 
only one mistake. You picked the 
wrong man for Nadie! "

“ The wrong man? " stammered the 
chagrined policeman.

“ Exactly. Now if you had consult
ed me— "

He paused abruptly. In the open 
doorway stood Wilkins with an auto-, 
mobile coat over his arm. “ You tele
phoned me, sir, to bring this down for 
Mrs. Hone."

Ortle glanced toward Rignev; then* 
raising his arm, pointed at the butler.:

“ There," lie said quietly. “ is your; 
man.''

C H A PTE R  XXIII.

THE BLUE PENCIL.

As he voiced his accusation Ortle 
whipped out a revolver and covered 
the man.

“ Up with your hands there!" -he
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ordered tensely, and in the same 
breath muttered over his shoulder to 
Rigney: “ Grab him quick, Dennis.
He's as wicked as a wildcat.”

Then for one brief moment those in 
that room saw a wonderful transfor
mation scene. The impassive, defer
ential demeanor dropped from Wil
kins like a mask and there crackled 
into action before them a savage, 
desperate outlaw.

The downcast eyes swept up. glow
ing with a menacing fire; the expres
sionless face grew hard and defiant. 
Heedless of the weapons leveled upon 
him. he reached swiftly for his own 
gun; and had he been unencumbered, 
there would doubtless have been some 
lively shooting.

But his sleeve caught in the auto
mobile coat he carried over his arm, 
and before he could extricate himself 
two of Rigney’s men flung themselves 
on him and made him prisoner.

Then immediately he resumed his 
customary pose and pretended that he 
had been so taken by surprise a mo
ment before that he scarcely knew 
what he was doing.

He carried a revolver, he explained, 
because of the recent burglary at Colo
nel Hone's, but he doubted very much 
if he could hit a barn door with it.

As to being Xadie, or indeed a crook 
of any description, he entered strenu
ous and indignant denial, and called 
his years of unblemished service to 
bear witness to his character. Tear
fully he appealed to Mrs. Hone to 
know if she had ever missed so much, 
as a spoon since he had been with her.

But Ortle broke in impatiently on 
these protestations. “ Oh. what’s the 
use. Wilkins? ” he said wearily. “ Do 
you suppose that I have been trailing 
you for a year and haven’t got the 
goods on you? Why. man, I even have 
an affidavit from Olaf Anderson, tell
ing how long years ago you started 
your career of crime by scuttling the 
yacht Zerelda after you and he had 
murdered her owner, Orlando J. King, 
and everybody else on board.”

“ It's a lie," declared Wilkins. 
“ Olaf Anderson died in South Amer
ica in 1897. and he never said such a 
thing in his life.”

“ You mean." sneered Ortle, “ that 
you thought he was dead in 1897. 
when you left him after treacherously 
stabbing him in the back and then fled 
the country, bringing back with you to 
America the Spanish nickname you 
have used in your nefarious operations.

“ But you are mistaken. Wilkins. 
Those Swedes have a wonderful vi
tality, and Olaf Anderson lived to 
search for you far and wide. Lucky 
for you, my man, that he was mortally 
injured in the smash-up of a freight 
train while hoboing it to this city; for 
he had finally struck your trail, and if 
it hadn't been for that misplaced 
switch you might not be here to-day.

“ He died in the emergency hospital 
eleven months ago; but before he went 
he told me all about the scuttling of 
the Zerelda and left with me a sworn 
statement detailing your responsibility 
for that wholesale slaughter.

“ It was a big newspaper story, W il
kins, but I suppressed it and held it 
back, because with that as a clue to 
guide me, I thought I could get hold 
of a bigger one.

“ I knew that the man who could 
plan and execute such an atrocious 
butchery when a mere boy would 
never rest content with that one 
achievement ; but as lie grew older and 
more subtle would branch out into 
wider fields of crime.

“ And then for the first time it 
dawned upon me that you must be the 
mysterious Nadie. I saw the advan
tages your obscure position gave you 
for such a role.

“ Who would ever suspect that 
Colonel Hone’s strictly honest, sober, 
and reliable butler was the master 
crook who had placed an entire city 
under tribute and was turning Rig
ney’s powerful department here into a 
joke? I realized, too, that by keeping 
your identity concealed under your 
butler's mask, and by communicating
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with your forty ruffians only through 
trusted lieutenants and by means of 
telephone calls from an impeccable pri
vate house you could almost indefinite
ly evade detection. Only through some 
such accident as that-which had placed 
your early story in my hands could 
you ever have been smoked out.

“ I set to work to confirm my sus
picions in regard to you. I made my
self an intimate visitor at Colonel 
Hone's for that purpose. I took every 
possible opportunity to listen on one of 
the branch telephones when you were 
answering or making a call.

“ It was in that way I learned of the 
Angel-Face Kid’s whereabouts on the 
night of his murder and was able to 
send Captain Essex out to search for 
him. If I had only been permitted to 
hear a little more of that conversation 
I might have prevented that tragedy 
and have saved Essex here a most 
harassing experience.

“ I did thwart you on a dozen occa
sions; but I had in the main to let you 
go unchecked, because I did not yet 
have my evidence in shape to nail you, 
and also because I was waiting for the 
one big raid which I knew you had in 
anticipation, so that I might gather in 
not only you, but all the members of 
your band.

“ You have simply forestalled my 
coup by a few hours, for on Thursday 
night when you were planning to as
semble your cohorts for the attack on 
the Treasury you would inevitably 
have been arrested.

“ You try to tell me that you are no' 
Nadie, eh, when I can furnish proof 
of orders that were issued by you to 
members of the gang in at least a score 
of cases? Listen.”

And he began rattling off a bunch of 
facts in regard to various obscure and 
unexplained crimes which caused Rig- 
ney and his men to prick up their ears.

But before he had proceeded far 
Wilkins, all the mettle taken out of 
him, had wilted and was beseeching 
Rigney for an opportunity to confess.

Everything charged by Ortle, he ad

mitted, was the truth. He was an out
law, and the source from which the 
members of the gang received their 
orders. But he still persisted in deny
ing that he was Nadie and claimed 
that he was only a link in the chain 
which led through many more persons 
up to the fountain head of authority.

Instructions came to him, he said, 
from some one he did not know, and 
he transmitted them on to others lower 
down, as carefully concealing his own 
identity from them.

That was all he could tell, he de
clared; and after many efforts to gain 
some further disclosure Rigney had to 
let it go at that.

“  Lie’ll talk more to-morrow,”  Rig
ney gave assurance as he was led away. 
“ They always hold back something 
the first time.”

'‘ Why, yes; what he says is ridicu
lous," broke in Jimmy Essex. “ If 
one were to take any stock in it, you’d 
have your work cut out for you, Cap
tain Rigney— running down an endless 
chain of Nadies and never able to be 
sure that you had come to the end. 
Except, of course.” he added thought
fully. “ that we know the real one was 
the fellow Allison encountered that 
night at the Mill ward.”

“ And T guess there can be no doubt 
now that he was Wilkins,” Ortle spoke 
up quickly. “ Eh, Miss M arburv?” 
lie  glanced about a trifle blankly, sur
prised to find that she was no longer in 
the room. “ Why, she was here just 
a minute ago."

“ She slipped out to change back 
into her skirts,” explained Essex; and 
since he did not know it. failed to add 
that she had also taken occasion to do 
some telephoning while she was away 
from them. Anyhow, he was far 
more interested in the revelations 
which were being made.

“ Tell me,” he questioned Ortle 
curiously —  “ you seem to know all 
about the various operations of the 
gang— just how was that report of 
mine stolen ? Was the stenographer 
in on it ? ”
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“ Not consciously." Ortle shook his 
head. “ You see. it was this way. 
Wilkins knowing all about the report 
from his association with Colonel 
Hone, had imported the Kid to handle 
that end of the job on account of his 
gentlemanly appearance and general 
smoothness, but naturally without dis
closing to the Kid that he was .Mrs. 
Hone’s butler.

“ Well, acting under instructions, 
the Kid took desk room in an office ad
joining your own. and took pains to be 
out in the corridor a good deal and 
make himself solid with the sentinel.

“  He knew, of course, exactly when 
the report would reach you, and was 
in readiness; so when the stenographer 
came out of your door he managed to 
be there talking to the sentinel, and dis
tracting the attention of both of them 
with some fool question, he slipped in 
a thin strip of metal before the door 
quite closed.

“ Then, having given the signal to 
start a fake fight which drew the sen
tinel off down the corridor, all he had 
to do was push open the door and—

“  Ah, there you are. Miss Marbury." 
he broke off abruptly, noticing that 
she had returned anti was whispering 
to Rigney over at one side of the room. 
** I was saying only a moment ago that 
there could hardly be any doubt now 
as to who it was gat e you the terrify
ing experience in Room 514."

"Y e s .” she granted: "that. I sup
pose. may be considered definitely 
settled."

While they were speaking Rigney 
had edged unobtrusively around the 
edge of the circle and now leaned over 
with his hand on Ortle's shoulder, as 
if about to ask the latter some question.

Suddenly, though, the hand shot 
down Ortle’s sleeve, there was a metal
lic click, and the newspaperman found 
himself handcuffed to the arm of his 
chair. At the same moment the chief 
relieved him of his gun.

Ortle looked up in amusement. 
“ What is this, Dennis?" he asked. 
“ A joke? Or have you got another

bug in your brain, telling you that I 
am a crook ? "

“ It means. Bill." said Rigney grave
ly. “ that the game's up. I don't go 
much on private sleuths, as you know; 
but the little lady here has had a couple 
of ’em at work for the past three days 
who seem to have struck pay-dirt.

“ She put it up to ’em. she tells me. 
to locate you and Wilkins and Colonel 
Hone, all three of you. between the 
hours of eleven and two on the night 
that she was playin' 1 Air. Hodge ’ at 
the Millward, Well, it struck her just 
now to telephone for a report, and the 
same happens to come in right handy."

" Skip what she learned about Colo
nel Hone and Wilkins.” directed Ortle 
evenly. “ and tell me where they say 
I was. Then 1 can judge just about 
how far off they are in regard to the 
other two."

" I don’t think they’re off at all. 
Bill." expostulated the detective sober
ly; "and the reason is that I had a 
couple of dips in here to-day who spill 
just about the same line that these tin- 
star dicks hand her."

“ A couple of dips, eh?" Ortle 
sneered. “ Come, come." impatient • 
ly. “ Tell me where these highly vera
cious witnesses say I was.”

" You was seen, Bill, cornin' out of 
Room 513 at the Millward, and— "

" By whom? A couple of dips? "
“ Xo, Bill: by Senator Claypoole 

and Representative Yardley. And 
Room 513 was taken that night —  
taken, but not occupied —  by Charlie 
Ingraham, the taro-bank dealer; and 
Charlie Ingraham, so the dips tell me. 
was the man who gave 'em the high 
sign that they could beat it after they'd 
trailed ‘ Mr. ""Hodge ' to the Millward 
and had notified ‘ Keno ' what was up.

" That's a pretty straight chain. 
Bill, from the hound who slashed Miss 
Marbury direct to you, especially since 
we know that Colonel Hone was roost
in’ on the fire-escape and that Wilkins 
was callin' on his girl.

" And now," he suggested. " with 
all the rest that's against you I guess
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you'd better come across— that is ”— • 
with a note of contempt —  “ unless 
there’s some other poor devil of an 
underling that you want to try and 
shift the blame off on, like von did to 
Wilkins.”

Ortle hesitated a moment; then his 
mouth set in a little line of resolution.

“  I could probably beat you out yet, 
Dennis,” he boasted; “ but what’s the 
use? To-day, to-morrow, some time, 
you'd be sure to get me. Bungler 
though you are, you’d get me, because 
the crook ultimately always makes a 
mistake. Besides ” —  and he was 
probably thinking of Mrs. Hone as he 
spoke -—  “ I am cpteered in the only 
quarter that means anything to me, 
and nothing else seems to matter.”

He fell silent a moment, but, as with 
a sudden suggestion, glanced up again 
at Rignev, a twinkle in his eyes.

“ To the victors belong the spoils,”  
he quoted lightly. “  Dennis, reach 
your hand in my inside coat - pocket, 
will you. and hand Miss Marbury the 
envelope you will find there? It is 
the firing device report, and I may 
mention parenthetically that she is ex
tremely lucky to get it, as I was to 
deliver it at ten o’clock to-night to a 
certain foreign representative with 
whom I had just concluded satisfac
tory negotiations.

“ Also, I am giving back more than 
I took,” he added, “ It sounds like 
raw fiction I know, and how it ever 
happened I can’t conceive, unless the 
Kid inadvertently slipped some old- 
time loot in among the papers; but in 
the packet you will find a perfectly 
good note for $50,000 made out to 
Essex’s father, and evidently stolen 
just about the time of the old gentle
man's death.”

It must be admitted, however, that 
Jimmy seemed far more overjoyed at 
the recovery of his report than at even 
such a stroke of almost miraculous 
good fortune.

He gathered up the envelope with 
shaking fingers. “ Come, dear,” he

cried to Allison, “ I must lose no time 
in placing this in safe custody and re
porting the matter to the department."

Ortle watched them with quizzical 
eves as thev went out together. “ He 
isn't much as a hero of romance, is 
h e ?” he observed speculatively to 
Rignev. “ But, after all, if she's sat
isfied, what’s the odds? And what 
would most any man amount to if it 
wasn’t for his w ife ? ”

Rignev rose suggestively and put on 
his hat. " Ye'd better stand up and let 
me search ye now," he remarked, 
“ and then we’ll be fakin’ a walk. And, 
by the way," he questioned curiously, 
“ speakin’ of searchin', what was that 
big hunk of paper I felt in your coat 
when I went after the envelope? It 
must have slipped under the lining."

“ No," corrected Ortle. “ I put it 
there on purpose. It is the story of 
myself which I have written for the 
Appeal, and which I always kept by 
me. I wonder ” —  he glanced up at 
Dennis with an odd little gleam in his 
eyes— “ if you would do me the favor 
of letting me sit here to revise it a bit 
and bring it up to date, so that I can 
send it in to the office before we take 
our ‘ walk ’ ? I won't be longer than 
fifteen minutes at it.” he promised as 
the chief hesitatingly gave assent. j

As a matter of fact, he was not 
more than five minutes at it; and he 
spent more time then chewing at the 
blue pencil he was using than at the 
actual work of writing.

“ Done," he announced at length, 
and there was that in his voice which 
caused the chief to spring quickly to 
his side and stare down with quick 
question into his face.

“ Yes," Ortle nodded. “ The blue 
pencil was a deadly poison I carried 
for that purpose.” He sagged down 
for a minute, then with an effort 
raised his head to smile at Dennis in 
the old ironic way.

“ I don’t think I will take that walk, 
after all, Rignev," he said. “  I  arrj 
going to ride— in a hearse.”

T.tnj e x d .



f l  Complete 
■N ovelette

Stanleif Waterloo
INTRODUCTION.

A  W A STE  of waters heaved sul
lenly beneath a dismal canopy. 
Thin, slimy masses floated 

here and there about the shallows of 
a little cove or clung to its sodden 
beach.

The cove led into a bay. which 
opened in its turn upon a vast and 
soundless sea. But a single reach of 
land— gray flat and lifeless, and en
circling partially the cove— was all of 
earth there was in sight.

Close above and all about the huge 
and silent mystery and extending out
ward far into space was a steaming- 
world of vapor, condensed into enor
mous clouds beyond: an enshrouding 
curtain over all beneath.

And ever this was smitten fiercely 
by the distant sun. whose rays could 
not yet fairly pierce the tremendous 
depths, yet shone through wa n l y  here 
and there upon the somber scheme—  
somber in its awful litelessness and 
silence, but with a promise, indefina
ble and yet assured, of life and light 
to come in the tremendous future.

And eons followed eons. Men had 
not yet measured time. The dateless 
ages passed. Tiie vibrating waves of

light, of heat, of electricity, of mag
netism. the forces of attraction and 
repulsion, all the agencies and mys
teries of nature's law. labored cease
lessly within and without the forming 
world, making for life.

The dense, exuding vapor became 
but a warm yet ever present mist, 
through which the sun's rays drove or 
filtered and reached the earth abun
dantly. The world had shrunken, yet 
the outlines of the bay— and even of 
the little cove — • were there, though 
otherwise the scene had changed.

The floating protoplasmic fragments 
had developed into a higher and far- 
extended life. No longer lay the 
waters flat and motionless; no longer 
was the land a dead. and drear ex
panse. There were waves upon the 
seas and movements showing life 
there, and the land was green with an 
infant vegetation.

And the new planet rolled through 
its allotted orbit, while upon it were 
wrought the endless processes of 
growth and transformation.

The constellations of the heavens 
slowly changed and shifted into the 
forms and places which were in com
ing ages to be marked and named by 
the sons of earth.

326
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Suns flamed and faded while this 
globe strained toward its prime. Life 
advanced with an overwhelming rush. 
There might be check, but never pause 
to the plunging growth from the 
primal cells which had floated by the 
sea until they had developed a loom
ing vegetation and almost brainless 
monsters in that lush and growing 
time.

The warm waters teemed with the 
myriads of life. Strange creatures 
swarmed the seas devouringly or 
nosed and hunted along the shores, 
and others of other forms ranged and 
floundered and fought in the depths 
and glades of the gigantic fernlike 
forests. It was a time of heat and 
moisture and of fierce development—  
terrible, vast, imposing.

The time, uncounted, yet brought 
relentlessly its transmutations. The 
mottled, changing ages still trod upon 
each other's heels; reaction and con
densation came into the law of life.

The warm seas became in area, 
though not in place, much as they are 
to-day. On land the vast fernlike for
ests lay buried deep beneath the cov
ering surface made by another and 
different vegetation.

The reptilian monsters of the sea 
and land had almost gone, and in their 
place ranged the great creatures of 
another sort of type, as well of more 
timid life, the grass - eaters, upon 
whose bodies fed the savage beasts of 
the new epoch.

At night the leaves rustled beneath 
the tread of murderous things; the air 
resounded with the roar of the great 
cave tiger, the growl of the cave bear, 
or the cries and snarls of hyenas and 
the yelpings of the wolf-packs.

The green plains were dotted with 
herds of little wild horses, the au
rochs, the urus. the ancient elk, and a 
host of other grazing things; wild 
hogs were in the thickets.

All was life, as before; but life of 
another kind, one of pursuers and 
pursued —  fierce, strenuous, bloody —  
but with more to the brute intelligence.

There were vast upheavals and 
fiery rendings, but life insisted, per
sisted. Gnawed by tooth of glacier, 
seamed and ridged by abysses and up
heavals, the planet reeled through 
space.

Life, animal and vegetable, re
treated or advanced as nature played 
or labored with the crust she was 
fashioning and refashioning into its 
present shape, even as she still makes 
and unmakes continents or islands or 
blots them out at her will.

But life went on. New creatures—  
tree-climbing ape-creatures —  had de
veloped from one of the lower stems 
of the dim past and had become dis
tinct from other living things.

Without expression, save by scream 
or roar or chuckle, helpless as yet as 
against the dangerous beasts, they 
still developed, and one group among 
them by some mysterious happening 
outstripped the rest.

O f all the creatures, these tree- 
climbers, far from the strongest, pos
sessing not greatly more than in
stinct, were yet the most perceptive.

Mind was in growth, slowly, un
certainly, but still in growth. Reason 
fluttered within dull brains; the climb
ers could think a little. Nature had 
begun upon her masterpiece!

C H A PTE R  I.

THE UNK.

Scar, the Link, tells of his life in the 
tree-tops, and hove he came to use 
■man's first Weapon, He describes his 
meeting with It, his mate, and tells of 
his life of primei'al days when the 
whole earth was still in the mighty 
throes of volcanic upheaval, destruc
tion and reconstruction.
1 h ad  broken my thumb. It was 

a long fall, and not only was my 
thumb broken, but the fingers on 
the same hand were crushed backward 
and so sprained that they were useless, 
and when I tried to climb the tree 
again, to renew’ the fight, I could not. 

I do not know what made me slip
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and fall, for there were few among 
the tree-top people more certain upon 
a limb than I. But that upon which 
I had stood was old, and it may be 
that the one to which I clung was rot
ten, and so I fell, though I was grip
ping the other hardly with the fingers 
of both my feet.

The Brown One— I call him that now 
to distinguish him, though we had no 
names— was a strong creature, the big
gest ape in all the forest; but it could 
not have been possible for him to 
throw me from the limb, even when 
its slighter upstanding branch which I 
was clutching with one hand proved 
weak and faithless as I lurched and 
slid.

I should have clung easily with my 
other hands—-those I now call my feet 
— and uptwisted myself and grappled 
him about the legs.

Yes, it must be that the bark came 
away. That was why I fell far. head 
downward, with arms outreaching to 
break my fall, and that, so, my thumb 
was broken and my fingers on one hand 
bent backward and sprained into hurt
ing uselessness.

It had been the start of a good 
fight. It was all because of It. as I 
will call her. the she-thing who was 
the child of an old pair who had a 
nest in the fork of the tree with the 
noisy leaves.

\Ye both wanted her, the Brown 
One and I, and so we fought for her 
on the big limb while she screamed 
shrilly in the branches above and her 
father and mother crouched chatter
ing together in the nest of sticks and 
leaves in the great crotch of the 
tree.

He was very old, the father of It. 
and could no longer climb well for 
either fruit or nuts. He was forced 
to eat such ripened things as fell to 
the ground and the grasshoppers and 
the little creatures which came out of 
holes.

But he was most crafty and still 
could climb the tree with an effort, 
and so continued to live. He was not

quick, though, and some day one of the 
hungry, growling creatures of the for
est must catch him on the ground, and 
that, it seemed, must be the end of 
him.

My own tree, with its nest, was in 
an open glade of the wood, by the 
river, not very distant from the tree 
of the Old One of whom I have told: 
and before this time I could have taken 
It, had I but known, for she was full 
grown, as was I, and once when I 
had met her in a tree-top we had 
chattered together, and she had not 
appeared to be afraid. I gave her fruit, 
and she ate. I could have taken her 
with me then. I wonder why I did 
not.

Then, days later, I went howling 
through the tree-tops toward the home 
of the father of It, for the hunger for 
companionship had grown upon me. 
My own kith and kin were dead, and 
I was grown big and strong, and I 
wanted this one she-thing to be mine 
and in the nest with me.

It was a very good nest. I had made 
it carefully and solidly with sticks laid 
across and interwoven with tough 
withes where big limbs joined the tree- 
trunk until they were quite a platform 
with a deep hollow in the middle, and 
I had brought twigs and leaves to 
cushion the hollow, in which I could 
curl myself down and sleep most 
comfortably, far out of the reach of 
growling beasts which came beneath 
at night.

The tree stood alone in the glade, 
and this was good, for no creature 
could reach its top save by coining 
up its trunk. All we feared in the 
top of a tree which stood by itself was 
the rare great serpent, which could 
climb and could even pass from one 
tree to another, though not so swiftly 
as we.

But sometimes he would surprise 
one of us asleep, and what happened 
then was something of which I do not 
care to tell.

So. my nest was a fine one, and 
the tree was near a great river and in
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a >vood in which were fruit and Jutl
and many birds and where the roots 
of weeds in the ground were sweet and 
tender, and where the wild ducks and 
geese laid eggs in nests by the water—  
where all about were many things to 

•eat.
I scrambled on all fours from the 

trunk of my own tree and from the 
glade and so up into the tree-tops, and 
swung from limb to limb toward the 
house of the Old One. where I could 
find my mate.

As I neared the place I checked my
self. clinging to a limb and listening, 
for I had heard from afar that which 
I did not like. There came from 
where stood the tree of the Old One 
sounds which told their story well.

There was a combined roaring and 
whimpering and squalling, and I knew 
that the squalling came from It. I 
could not tell where was the roaring. 
I was in the tree itself before I learned.

It was the big Brown One who was 
roaring in anger because he was baf
fled in what he sought. My It stood 
upon a limb of the tree, clinging to a 
branch beside her, while he clutched 
another and strove to tear her away.

In the nest the Old One and his 
mate were crouching whimperingly. 
The Old One could not fight. He was 
too weak.

I was strong, very strong. Once 
when the dun jackal— the half-wolf 
thing which follows the big tiger and 
bear and leopard, and gnaws the red 
bones after they have killed and eaten, 
went mad as he often does, fearing 
nothing, though a coward at other 
times— sprang at me when I was on 
the ground. I caught him by the 
throat as he leaped, and. with the other 
hand gripped on him. tore away one 
of his fore legs, shoulder and all. clear 
from his body.

He raged no more: and it was good 
for all of the creatures of the forest, 
since all feared him when he went 
mad. Yes. I was strong, but I was 
not stronger than the Brown One. I 
did not know that yet.

The rage which came upon me when 
I saw the Brown One trying to carry 
away the she-thing I wanted is some
thing of which I do not know how 
to tell.

1 would have her myself and I 
would kill him! 1 roared and bellowed 
and clambered - downward until I 
dropped upon the limb whereon he and 
It were struggling.

He turned in a second and came 
snarliugly toward me, while It. still 
squalling for a moment, then chatter
ing wildly, fled upward among the 
branches and then into another tree 
and so out of sight deep into the 
forest. We were alone to fight it out.

We did not wait. His eyes were 
flaming and his teeth shone white and 
whetting as he swung toward me. and 
we met each with one hand grasping 
the nearest branch for support, and 
the other free with which to fence and 
clutch and tear.

I caught him fairly by the skin on 
the back of his neck at last and pulled 
his head toward me. and with my teeth 
tore away one ear and a strip of skin 
and flesh, though he bit me deeply and 
tore me on the shoulder.

I should have rent at his neck and 
killed him before he could have hurt 
me had all gone as it should have done. 
But the slight limb clutched by my 
supporting hand broke at its base, and 
I was swirled off and hanging by my 
unprotected feet.

In an instant he was down upon the 
limb, biting and tearing at them. They 
were slipping, and I could not lift my
self. and it was beyond endurance. My 
grip relaxed iy agon}’, and I fell far 
to the ground— fell to tear a deep gash 
in jo y  face from eye to jaw, to leave 
a ghastly, lasting scar, to crush un
arms beneath me, and lie there 
stunned and with the fingers of one 
hand helpless, as I have told, and the 
thumb so broken that it lay flat and 
distorted across the palm of my hand.

The Brown One did not come down 
to finish me. He scarcely looked at 
me. He clambered higher up the tree
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and leaped into the next one and was 
off into the forest crying triumphantly. 
He was in the chase of It.

I lay helpless for a long time. The 
Old One and his mate paid no atten
tion to me, but crouched there, fright
ened and gibbering foolishly in their 
nest.

At last I tried to rise, and got to 
my feet with many liftings and stood 
by a little tree, supporting myself with 
my uninjured hand.

Then it came to me that I must get 
back to my own tree and nest at once, 
and I tried to climb, so that I might 
travel through the tree-tops, but I could 
not do it. My injured hand was still 
so weak and lame that I could not use 
the fingers. The blood flowed through 
the great gash in my cheek.

But I must get to my own tree, some
how, else I might be killed. I started 
on my .hind legs, bending and support
ing myself by my well arm and hand, 
but it was not easy, for I was sorely- 
bruised; and, though all of my kind 
walked sometimes upright, or even ran 
for a distance leapingly, it was not our 
common mode of travel.

Through the tree-tops we could yjass 
most easily and swiftly. I do not know 
Avhv it was, but I think-that I had some
how acquired the habit of walking erect' 
more frequently than any other ape I 
knew, though forelegs and clasping feet 
— or arms and hands, as I call them now 
— were sure, and the tree-tops were a 
splendid highway, while upon the 
ground it was-rarelv safe.

I reached my tree at last, almost 
crawling, and weak and sore, and tried 
again to climb, but it was useless. I 
could not grasp the trunk and lift my
self, though at other times it had been 
but play to clamber up to where the 
great limbs and my nest were.

I became afraid. Any of the fierce 
beasts of the night might find me lying 
there and kill and eat me. I crawled to 
the shore of the river and crouched be
side it, and let my maimed hand dangle 
in the cold water. That seemed to 
make the pain less.
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Then the darkness came, and with it 
I was more afraid. I crawled to where 
there uprose a mighty heap of tumbled, 
broken rocks and w-edged myself in one 
of the deep, narrow hollows, where I 
could not well be seen from the outside, 
and where none of the great, devour-' 
ing things could reach me save the big 
serpent and. it might be, the slender 
leopard.

A bear came smelling about and 
growled in his hunger, but the passage 
between the rocks was too narrow for 
his huge bulk. Finally', tired and suf
fering, I went to sleep.

I must have been near to death from 
exhaustion, for when I awoke the sun 
was shining and the birds were singing. 
There were many birds.

The prowling night things had gone 
away, I knew, and I crept out into the 
light and stretched myself. I was very 
sore, but my hand did not pain me so 
much; and after I had drunk deeply and 
held my hand in the water again, I felt 
a little of my' strength come back.

I started slowly toward my tree, and 
on my way found berries, which I ate.
I tried to climb the tree, but failed 
again at first. I waited, and then I 
growled and crunched my' teeth to
gether and forced myself to use the 
fingers of my injured hand, though it 
hurt siekeningly, and I gained my nest 
at last.

I was safe, but I could not rest nor 
lie still in my refuge. My broken 
thumb was throbbing and full of pain. 
It still lay crushed across my palm, and 
was swollen and distorted.

I licked it carefully and tried to press 
it back into its place, but it would not 
go. T sat upright in my nest, and wa.s 
afraid and suffering and weak— I, who 
had been so strong!

My ears were strained for any' sound. 
There was little to fear, for only the 
great snake— or the Brown One, 
should he seek me— could harm me 
where I was.

But all the time I listened, and it 
seemed to me that there were many 
things about. I think now that I may
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have heard sounds that were not, for 
my head was queer. Still, I listened all 
the while, and at last I heard that which 
I knew was real.

There was a rustle among the leaves 
and the breaking of a twig in a tree-top 
across the glade. I peered forth anx
iously to see what could have made the 
noise. I did not like it. I did not know 
what it might be. At last I saw some
thing. A  face was looking at me from 
between the leaves. It had big eyes.

Then the face disappeared, and I 
waited long and watched for it. and at 
last it came again, and in another place. 
The light reached it more clearly now, 
and I could see the face of It. Then 
something happened that was very 
strange.

I forgot my aching thumb; my head 
was clearer, and I was no longer afraid 
of anything. I was suddenly glad and 
brave, and almost like myself again. I 
do not know why that feeling came.

I called aloud to It, making the 
sound we all did when we wanted an
other one to come. She did not an- 
swer at first, but stayed where she was. 
peering upward and backward through 
the wood.

Then she called softly, but still clung 
to her safe place, still looking and 
searching back and above and all about 
her. At last she seemed assured, and 
then the slim creature swung from her 
perch and slipped to the ground, and 
ran across to my tree, and was in the 
top so swiftly that it was wonderful.

I could not climb like that. There 
was no other ape in all the wood who 
could catch her in the tree-tops, where 
the slender brandies intermingled.

She was there in my own tree and 
near me. but she did not come to the 
nest. She ran up and peered clown at 
me from a great limb above. I tried 
to climb to her and could not, and 
crawled back into tny nest again and 
licked my swollen thumb and mumbled 
sickly.

She sat perched there, and looked 
down at me and said nothing, hut her 
eyes— they seemed so much larger than

the eyes of others of us— opened more 
widely still.

Then she made sounds like those I 
had been making and went back slowly 
to the body of the tree, and came down 
to the limbs where my nest was, and 
raised herself and stood there with one 
hand on the tree, looking at me where 
I lay so nearly helpless.

It came but dimly to me, but I knew 
then, more than ever, that in all the 
forest and in all the hills there was no 
other she-tbing ape like her. I had 
never thought of that before.

Her hair was short, but brown and 
glossy, and she was oddly slender, with 
a less protruding stomach than had we 
other apes. It was her head, though, 
which was most unlike the others. Her 
ears were not much outstanding, nor 
were they ever twitching and turning; 
her under jaw did not protrude so 
much, and her upper lip was not a bank 
of a thing extending downward from 
almost no nose at all.

My own big jaw did not protrude so 
much as did the jaws of many of un
kind, and my upper lip was not so huge 
and wide, but I was a monster com
pared with It, and my tipturned face, I 
think, more like the glaring coun
tenances which we saw when the big 
swimming beasts in the river sometimes 
thrust their nozzles out of the water.

And her eyes, the big eyes, were as 
dark and deep, I thought, as the water 
in the spring with ferns about it behind 
a rock where I often drank; and when 
•she chuckled and chattered at anything, 
there came light and twinkles in them, 
just as there came to the deep spring 
water when the breeze blew upon it and 
made it ripple and change in the sun
light.

O f course. I did not dream this out 
very clearly; I did not know enough: 
but even before this the eyes of It had 
made me think of the spring by the 
rock. I do not know why this was so. 
Our eyes were not like the water.

I once saw an ape poke a sharp stick 
into tlie eye of another, and the eye 
went away. But 1 had poked sticks
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into the water, and it did not go away. 
W hy should the eyes of It make me 
think of the deep spring by the rock?

She was never gloomy, nor sat and 
moped as did many of us when the cold 
and mist sometimes came suddenly and 
we others but crouched and huddled in 
our nests for warmth.

Ever alert and alive when it was cold, 
she still sought nuts and the dropping 
fruits and other things we ate, and 
brought them to her home nest. It 
was well for her father and mother, 
who were so very old. They were dead 
even now, but I did not know that, nor 
did It.

So I wanted It for my mate, and it 
was not because she was so swift and 
wise, and could gather so well the nuts 
and fruit, and the shell things which 
dung to the rocks beside the river, and 
which, when we had cracked the shells 
with stones, were good to eat. I did 
not consider that.

I wanted her, I think, as I have said, 
because her eyes were like the spring 
by the rock, but that must have been a 
foolish reason. I bad wanted her much, 
and now, as she stood there, I wanted 
her more than ever, sick and crippled 
as I was.

She looked at me, but made no 
sound, though I mumbled and called 
and beckoned to her and reached out 
for her to come. She was still for a 
while; but at last there came that 
look into her eyes like the ripples I have 
told about, and then I knew that she 
would be my mate.

She came out slowly along the limb 
and sat on the edge of the nest, and 
reached out and stroked my thumb very 
gently. She lifted the hand and looked 
at it, and then licked it and looked up 
at me and made a clucking, sighing 
sound.

We could not talk, we apes, then; but 
we could make many different sounds 
that we understood, and I knew that 
she was trying to tell me that she pitied 
me.

I tried to tell her. too. that T was 
glad, and she understood me surely. I

put out my well arm and drew her into 
the nest with me.

Then she looked up and laughed in 
our way, and chattered, and then sud
denly broke from me and ran to the 
tree-trunk, and the sounds she made 
meant food. She was down in an in
stant and slipped into the forest, but 
she was not gone long.

When site came back she had a 
branch, which she carried between her 
teeth as she climbed, and on it was 
much fruit, which I ate, for again I was 
weak and hungry. And again and again 
she went and brought me many things 
to eat, mostly fruit and soft, round- 
roots: and at last, by great fortune, a 
large bird she bad caught upon its nest.

It was what I needed. My strength 
came back. Then we cuddled down to
gether. Those were great days while 
J was growing well, with It beside me. 
She cared for me faithfully, and soon 
I could clamber down the tree, though 
not yet swiftly. I have the memory of 
those fair days yet. But they were few.

There came, one afternoon, wild 
howling from the forest, not more than 
four or five trees away, and I could 
see the Brown One coming toward us. 
He had found the refuge of It, and was 
coming for her.

I must fight him now, weak as I was. 
I rose in front of It and grasped the 
upright limb and was ready, but it did 
not count. My mate slipped by me and 
ran to the trunk, and was on the ground 
and running for the forest on the other 
side of the glade and in the tree-tops 
there almost before I knew that she was 
gone. She knew that I was not yet fit 
to fight the Brown One,

She called from far aloft, and I 
knew that she would come back to me 
when she could. As for the Brown 
One, he did not stop to climb my tree 
and try to kill me, though I gibbered 
and roared at him challengingly.

He swung through the tops circling 
the glade, and I could hear his threat
ening cries as they died distantly away 
in the forest beyond. He was in chase 
of my Tt again, Somehow, I did not
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fehr tor her. As well pursue the silly 
shadows which fly across the tree-tops 
when the white things up in the sky 
come floating across the fireball there.

One so light and slender and sure
handed could pass along the slender, 
outreaching branches where none 
heavier could follow. But 1 gnashed 
my teeth, for I wanted to follow the 
Brown One and try to kill him.

I slept at last, and when I awoke I 
was like another creature. 1 was al
most well. I scarcely ached, and my 
fingers were all strong. The thumb 
still lay stiffly and pressed crookedly 
down upon my palm, as it had been 
broken, but it was hardening and knit
ting. Well was it for me that we apes 
recovered quickly from our wounds. 
When hurt, we either died or were soon 
ourselves again.

I had none to help me now, and it 
may be it was good for me. I clam
bered down from the tree and wan
dered forth, and found a little food, 
and came back and waited for the re
turn of It, but she did not come.

I waited, and it seemed to me that, 
in my craze, I was some other creature. 
I climbed down and ran about in the 
forest senselessly. Then at night I 
came back again to the nest and slept.

I seemed to know more in the morn
ing. I had my senses. I went down 
beside the river and ate many of the 
shell things, and I ate fruit I fojund.

I would find It now. I searched the 
forest; I even went to the nest of the 
Old One, but it was vacant, and the 
gnawed bones of the Old One and his 
mate lay on the ground beside his tree. 
I could find It nowhere. I did not be
lieve that the Brown One could seize 
her in the tree-tops, but he might have 
chased her far away.

I did not know what to do. So the 
days passed. Meanwhile I became all 
my mighty self. My injured thumb 
was strong, though crooked forward 
against my hand. Then, one day. a 
strange thing happened!

I had wandered far along the river 
bank and was sitting idly upon a rock

and playing with a piece of wood 
which had floated down and stranded. 
It was a stout thing, larger at one end 
than the other, and very heavy.

The crook of my broken thumb, as 
it lay with its end pressed against the 
palm, left a space beneath, and 
through this space I idly thrust the 
small end of the wood.

Thus my fingers were above on one 
side of the club and thumb upon the 
other bearing hardly when I chose, for 
I could press the thumb down strong
ly, though I could scarcely raise the 
end.

It was a new sensation which came 
to interest me suddenly. I could clasp 
the stick with my fingers clutching the 
other side, and I could do things with 
it. I whirled the club about my head 
and smote the bushes and broke them 
easily. It was wonderful.

Never before had fingers and thumb 
of ape accomplished a grip together. 
The club was hard and heavy, yet in 
my strong grasp it was but a play
thing. It delighted me. I would take 
it with me. That was well.

I started toward my glade, for nigh' 
was coming, and I had eaten enough. 
I took a path which ran through hol
lows and beside a long, rocky upheav
al in which were' many abruptly end 
ing defiles where, sometimes. I had 
caught small animals which could not 
climb the smooth, steep sides. I heard 
a rustling in one of these and thought 
that I had some prize assured.

The entrance was but a few fee': 
wide, and the passage, as I knew, end
ed in a sheer height. I followed th ■ 
defile to the end. but could find no liv
ing thing. The sound which had at
tracted me may have been made by 
some’ large bird which had flown be
fore I entered.

I turned toward the entrance again, 
but stopped with fear in my heart, 
from what I saw. I knew that death 
was close to me. I yelled aloud at 
first in my terror, and then became 
suddenly quiet.

That was the way with most of us
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big males of the apes in great emer
gencies. \Ye became, when fatally at 
bay, but sullen, desperate things. I 
would die fighting. The hair upon me 
bristled.

It was the great wolf. ' A  gaunt and 
fearful creature was the wolf of the 
time, one we tree people fled from 
when we met him in the forest, and 
when he and others of his kind gath
ered sometimes and ran in packs, even 
the urus or the mighty aurochs ran 
fast and far, for few animals, even 
among the greatest, could face the on
slaught of the pack.

As for one of us apes, when we met 
a wolf singly, grapple as he might and 
tear with his shorter teeth, the wolf’s 
jaws ever, somehow, found the neck, 
and that was the end. For me there 
was no escape. The great wolf rushed 
upon me and leaped high at my throat.

I know not why nor how I did it. 
In the past I would have tried but 
blindly to seize upon the grizzly brute, 
and so die grappling and seeking to 
bite, but some new and sudden im
pulse, some fierce, unconscious repeti
tion of what I had just been doing in 
mere wantonness, impelled my taut
ened nerves and muscles, and, even as 
he sprang, I swung the club with all 
my recovered strength and, there in 
mid air, it crashed down upon the 
fearsome head.

It crashed as do the trees when the 
winds break them, and the wolf’s big 
body dropped as it came hurtling 
against me and felling me —  but the 
jaws seized not. I leaped to my feet 
for flight, but the monster only lay 
there heaving.

Then I went mad— mad as the sick 
jackal. I swung the club again and 
again and brought it down upon the. 
evil head until the skull was crushed.

I was my old self no more. I ran 
out from the gorge and leaped up and 
down and howled across the waste 
and the river and toward all the for
est in wild triumph.

I was the king of the apes! I could 
kill as never ape had killed before!

There were fewer things to fear in all 
the world. I had learned to use the 
club. It was wonderful. I howled 
daringly all the way homeward to my 
nest, and smote many things with my 
great weapon as I passed.

I climbed the tree, carrying it in my 
!ceth, and could scarcely sleep for ex
ultation. I was a new creature. I 
had found that which made me so.

I came down in the morning, bear
ing my club with me. Ever after that 
1 carried it, and I may tell now, that 
as time passed, since I could not hold 
it constantly in my mouth, this club
carrying made me walk more and 
more on my hind legs until it became 
unconsciously a habit with me.

But all was not yet well. Now I 
know what it was. I wanted It.

Still. I was jubilant over my dub. I 
was vain and drunken with the power 
I had. Another ape rose in the path 
ahead of me, an ape as big as I was, 
and I roared and ran at him.

I was not angry, and did not want 
to hurt him. but I wanted to smite 
something alive. It had been good to 
hit the wolf. The ape stood his ground 
until I was almost upon him, then, 
amazed and alarmed by the whirling 
of the club, he leaped for a tree trunk 
and I struck him furiously on the 
haunches as he scrambled upward. He 
fled shrieking through the tree tops.

But there came, stronger than ever, 
the hunger for It, and I ranged 
through the forest for many days and 
into places strange to me.

At last from my wanderings I 
turned again toward my own region.
I was nearing there when I heard a 
distant cry, and I knew in a moment 
what it meant. My It had returned to 
seek me and was again in peril. I 
bounded forward and saw it all.

In a great tree-top was my It. and 
beneath her was the Brown One. I 
did not know it then, but he had killed 
her old father and mother, even before 
lie found her with me, and when she 
fled from our nest, he had chased her 
far away, hut vainly.
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After days of flight and hiding she 
had eluded him and had come back 
seeking me, and he had come back as 
well, thinking, in life dim way. thus to 
find her. He had found her, indeed, 
but he was about to find, too, what 
was not well for him.

She was above him. where the 
branches were weak, and where he 
could not clamber to her easily; but 
she was shrieking loudly, as well she 
might. I made no sound at first. I 
ran to the tree and climbed, with my 
club between my teeth, until I reached 
a limb on which was fighting room, 
and then I roared aloud. The scream
ing of It changed in an instant to 
shrieks of joy.

The Brown One glared downward 
and saw me, and scrambled, with a 
snarling roar, to the limb upon which 
1 stood. He ran close, and we stood 
as we had in the other fight, scarce a 
yard apart, each sustained by the grip 
of our long toes and with one hand 
clutching an upright branch, leaving 
the other free. In his free hand was 
nothing; in mine was the club. He 
thrust forward to clutch and pull me 
to him.

It was his end! I swung my club 
aloft as he lurched toward me sav
agely, and smote down fairly upon his 
head with all my maddened strength. 
Like clay, his brute skull caved in, for 
the blow was devilish. He did not 
even scream.

His fingers and toes clung to the 
limb for an instant and then he 
dropped, silently, far to the ground. 
He drew his arms and legs together 
quiveringly once or twice and then lay 
still. He was dead !

I danced upon the limb and roared 
and yelped and mocked. The Brown 
One was dead! In all the world there 
was none other so great and wise as I. 
What other knew the club?

My mate came to me wonderingly 
and chattering, and we caressed each 
other. We went down the tree and 
I beat the head of the Brown One as 
T had that of the wolf, but there was

no need. Already the little insects 
were running over him. He was dead. 
In the night something would come 
and eat him.

We sought our own tree and our 
nest and were unafraid.

Sometimes we went far from the 
tree, for always I had my club, and It 
imitated me by walking on her hind 
legs and, at last, carried a little club 
herself, though she could not use it 
very well at first.

We had adventures and sometimes 
scant escape, but my club was heavy 
and I was strong, and when too hard 
pressed there were always the tree-tops 
for our refuge. But we did not ven
ture far out on the great plains, where 
were the grass-eaters and the fierce 
things which devoured them, nor did 
we venture forth at night.

Sometimes, for I feared none, we 
visited the nests of other apes, and 
they came to visit us. And because of 
this a great change came.

There had been rare quarrels with 
other apes, and I had smitten them 
sorely with my club, and they had 
wondered at it and feared it. They 
saw my boldness, too. and how I 
killed for food things which I crept 
upon, and which I could not have 
killed with my bare hands, and soon 
they, too, sought clubs and tried to 
imitate me, for imitation is ever the 
way of apes.

They could not do as well, for they 
had no such grip as I with my maimed - 
thumb, but. with its use by their finger 
grip alone, the thing became a weapon, 
and soon our kind, of whom there were 
not great numbers— there were other 
apes of other kinds, whom we hated, 
because they were so like and yet so 
unlike us— carried each a club, and so 
began to walk erect as I did.

And we learned to band ourselves 
together, even more wisely than the 
wolves, and we could surround one of 
the wild horses in a gorge or beside a 
bluff and so get much meat at one time 
for all of us. We acquired new sounds 
and cries, too, with our increasing
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need for speech, and soon all began to 
recognize them.

There was one wild cry sent out in 
emergency which meant “ Club! Club! 
Bring your club! ”  and so it was with 
other calls. We had no names yet, but 
something like the beginning of a lan
guage was at hand— a tongue of clucks 
and cries and yelps, but yet the seed 
of language.

All our world was becoming differ
ent. The other creatures began to fear 
us. The smaller, once unafraid, now 
fled when we appeared; but the great 
flesh-eaters sought us more fiercely 
than ever, since we were more careless 
and conspicuous: But, if we were
more daring, we had become more cau
tious also, and they seldom caught us.

And there came before all this a 
time when It stayed in the nest and I 
brought her food. And one day when 
I came back with eggs from the nest 
of a river duck she held in her arms 
a tiny ape which was our child. It 
thrived amazingly, for well cared for 
were the child and It, my mate.

And, strangely enough, from the be
ginning the child could press its little 
thumb against its palm and fingers and 
so use them in the grasping of things. 
I roared with pride when I saw that.

There would be a giant with a club, 
in time. And he was but a child in
deed when he ran about erect and 
smote things with his little stick. So it 
was in a way, too, with the children 
o f other apes of our kind. They also 
learned, though more slowly, to run 
about on their hind feet and to wield 
the little clubs they carried.

But sometimes all we apes were in 
mortal terror, not of the bears and 
tigers and other dread things of the 
wood, but of that which came suddenly 
and made even the fierce beasts them
selves fly, whining, to their dens and 
hiding-places. Nothing could help us 
in those awful hours, for there would 
be rumblings and growlings in the 
earth beneath us, and it would lift it
self up .in vast, heaving waves, and 
would sometimes burnt open in long

rents, and flames and deadly fumes 
would issue, and great reaches of for
est would disappear and all within 
them perish, and when the thundering 
and roaring ceased the look of all the 
world about us would be changed. 
But these things would pass, though 
there would be left great fissures 
through which came sheets of fire 
which burned continuously; and when 
the cold came, as it did at times, we 
could go as near the fire as we dared, 
and then the cold would seem to go 
away.

And the days went well for It and 
me, and other children came and were 
soon full-grown, as was the wav, and 
they took mates and there were many 
homes in the tree-tops. We became a 
strong people, my family and its kind, 
for we alone had the club.

We yet lived much on fruits and 
nuts and roots and eggs and the shell
fish. but we ate more flesh now. for. 
as I have said, we had learned to hunt 
together, and that brought an abun
dance.

But there was ever the thing we 
should have dreaded more. Away to 
the north high mountains upreared 
themselves toward the sky, and
through a mighty gorge in these the 
river came. Beyond the mountains 
was a vast lake. Sometimes the moun
tain crests would redden and they 
would vomit up fire when the upheav- 
als we so feared came and the ground 
lifted up and split and the forests fell.

Then afterward would come great 
storms, and the river would be wider 
aud deeper and darker and rush down 
fiercely, bearing tree-trunks and the 
floating carcasses of wild things. But 
still we thought little of all this. We 
lived for each day, as it came, unknow
ingly.

It was late one afternoon in the hot 
time, when the leaves were heaviest, 
and I was in the nest with It. for 
there was still another child and we 
had done much climbing throughout 
the day and were curled down and 
resting, half asleep.
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Something at last aroused me and T 
looked about. The air was heavy, but 
soon began a rustling of the leaves and 
then a shaking, but it seemed to come 
from far away and only the tremor 
of it to reach us.

Then, all at once, the sky darkened 
and the earth heaved. It sprang up 
screaming, with the child held to her, 
and we both clung desperately to the 
limbs above us as the trees thrashed 
back and forth.

Then came the fearful thundering, 
blasting sound we knew so well, and 
flames burst from the distant moun
tains as they seemed themselves to lift 
and sway in air. Then followed a 
roar as of all the sounds of earth to
gether, and I saw the great walls torn 
apart and rise and fall again by the 
light of the awful flames in the dark
ness far away.

The earthquake ceased, but not the 
dreadful roar, stunning and deafening 
from afar( but coming nearer and 
nearer with each instant. Something 
enormous, black, with a great white
foaming crest, uprose and lifted 
higher than all the forest.

The mountain had parted and the 
great lake was so hurled down upon 
us! It came, itself a mountain. I 
saw It for a moment, with the child 
held in one arm, then something 
struck her and she fell.

I could see the crest of the coming 
mountain towering far above me; 
then I was swept from the limb and—  
stunned, gasping, strangling— was car
ried away in the black waters.

C H A PTE R  II.

THU AXMEN,

After uncounted ages have passed, 
Scar lives again, a Cave man in the 
ancient Age of Stone.
I a w o k e  lying on a stretch o f  turf 

in an angle of the rocks by the river. 
It was almost midday, and it seemed 
to me that I must have been aroused 
by the sunshine on my face.

7 A

I rose to my feet and stretched my
self dazedly, for my head hurt me. I 
reached for the club which lay near 
me and examined it curiously. It was 
not my dub at all, and when I looked 
about the rocks and earth and trees 
appeared as unfamiliar as the weapon.

I swung the club joyously, for it 
was a better one than I had ever seen 
— strong, well balanced, and heavy at 
the end. I tried to think, but only 
mists would come to me.

Had I ever another club? Then I 
perceived that there was something 
tied around my waist, a broad belt of 
hyena skin, doubled up one side into a 
sort of pocket held together by knot
ted sinews.

In this pocket was a thin flake of 
flint nearly as broad as my hand and 
with sharp edges. How came I to 
have such a thing? And then I no
ticed suddenly and wondered how it 
■ was that the hair all over me was thin 
and scant. I was frightened. I could 
not understand it.

I strode out from my place in the 
rocks and looked across the river. Its 
banks were new to me. I turned to
ward the north and there were moun
tains, though unlike those of old; and 
when I passed around the ledge even 
the forest trees and the rocky passes 
appeared changed. Had I ever seen 
other rocks or forests?

Then I heard a shout. I turned and 
saw two great apes— at least I thought 
them such— each beckoning to me and 
calling. The cries were followed by 
loud ducks /and gurglings, a kind of 
talk. Andj I understood it. How 
could I do that ?

I went toward them slowly, alert 
and with my club grasped in all readi
ness, but I was not much alarmed. I 
felt, but dimly, that the two great 
creatures were my friends. Each bore 
a club like mine, but neither lifted it 
as I advanced. They but pointed up 
the river and jabbered noisily.

What creatures they were! Almost 
straight they stood, with no more hair 
upon their bodies than had I, and
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their thumbs closed readily and easily 
Upon the fingers, making the grip of 
their club secure.

But it was their faces and the ex
pression upon them which most as
tonished me. They were quite unlike 
the dream of apes still somehow with 
me. They had noses more distinct, 
their ears were rounded, there was 
less repellent expanse of jaw and up
per lip between the mouth and nos
trils; and the teeth, which showed as 
they chattered, were not so long and 
sharp.

Their eyes, though, were their stri
king feature, since in' them appeared 
a look of understanding which I rec
ognized. They were of my kind.

I made no answer to them, and as 
I came near they looked upon me pity
ingly, putting their hands to their 
heads and pointing toward the place 
where I had awakened.

Then, for the first time, I began to 
realize things. They were saying that 
I had been hurt. Instinctively I lifted 
my own hand and there came away a 
little blood.

Who had struck me? I swung my 
club furiously, but they only chattered 
the more and made motions, one of 
them running to the ledge and point
ing upward to its top and making a 
sound which I knew.

I had been with them on some sort 
of an expedition, and a stone had 
rolled down and hurt me as I slept. 
That was why my head ached, and 
why I could at first remember noth
ing. I was no longer angry. I listened 
eagerly to what they were trying to 
tell me.

One of the two, as they pointed up 
the river, made a repeated bleating, as 
of an animal in distress, and when he 
said “ Stag, stag! ” I knew that there 
was good hunting close at hand. 1 
shouted and waved my club and we 
dashed away together.

The pathway near the river led bur 
a short way before it opened out upon 
a little low-lying grassy plain, extend
ing to the bank, with marshy places

here and there, and upon this natural 
meadow half a score or more great, 
splendid antlered things were feeding.

They grouped nearly together, with 
the exception of a single cow, walking 
round and round one of the marshy 
pools and bleating piteously at inter
vals. We shouted when we saw her. 
We knew that her fawn was mired 
and helpless and we should kill it and 
have food.

We entered the tall reeds and grass 
of the lowlands and stooped low, slip
ping through noiselessly until we were 
near the distressed mother. Then we 
uprose and rushed and yelled together.

The startled elk leaped and ran 
swiftly for a distance; then, as there 
came the sound of struggle and plain
tive bleating from the quagmire, she 
checked herself and turned to charge. 
Then came an awful interjection.

There rose from the forest edge, 
though far away up the river, a roar 
so fearful and appalling, so dreadful 
and far-reaching, that all the world 
seemed dazed from the moment the 
sound tore across the valley and, even 
before these echoes died away, the 
herd of feeding elk leaped forward 
together in frantic bounds and swept 
close beside us in their flight, carrying 
with them the mother cow.

The great cave tiger was abroad, 
though not yet near, and before him 
all living things must flee! We were 
shaking ourselves with fright, but we 
knew the monster had doubtless just 
now slain because of the cruel roar 
which told it, and so we were in no 
danger for the moment.

The elk calf, a great thing nearly a 
third grown, was standing helpless 
near the quagmire edge. We ven
tured in a little way and crushed the 
thin bones of its head with our hard 
clubs, and together dragged it to the 
firm earth and so hurriedly across the 
valley and up among the rocks.

With one on watch we attacked the 
body of the calf with our sharp flakes 
of flint and with much toil and many 
strokes made openings in the skin
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and hacked and hewed and wrenched 
until we had the beast divided into 
three parts.

Then, each with his burden of skin 
and flesh upon his back and his club 
thrust in his belt, we went, straining 
hurriedly across the lowland and up 
the path among the rocks whence we 
had come until we were another long 
distance away, where, climbing upon a 
huge boulder, we ate ravenously. It 
was a feast. Very good to eat is the 
flesh of young stag.

Rested and full of strength, we 
took up our march again until we 
turned into the opening of a long 
gorge, almost a valley, which lay not 
far from the river and nearly parallel 
with it.

I knew that in this gorge our 
homes were, but I could not yet re
member much about them, though each 
new scene as we advanced became 
familiar. I recognized the place where 
I had once killed a hare with a well- 
hurled stone.

Suddenly one of my companions 
gave utterance to a long-drawn cry : 
*•' O-o-c-e, O-o-e-e”  far-reaching and 
sustained, until there came an answer 
from further up the valley: "  O-o-c-e, 
O-o-e-e.”  Then, in the distance, seem
ing to issue from the solid rock, came 
three figures, and I knew they were 
our people.

In the lead were two women, and 
behind them was a child, ti little girl. 
The woman first to reach us was of 
middle age, and, chattering joyously, 
she took the load from the older of my 
companions and trudged along beside 
him, as did the younger woman with 
the other man, and I knew that the 
women were their mates.

All together, we went on to the 
place from whence the women and 
child had issued, and there was the en
trance to a cave, not very large, but 
which rose and widened out inside 
into what was a vast; chamber, fifty 
feet across, at least, and nearly as 
many high.

Away off in one corner of the floor

there gleamed a tiny light which indi
cated  ̂a smoldering fire, and about it. 
tending it, an old man tottered. There 
were heaps of leaves and grass, too. 
and upon the floor were a few skins of 
animals and many bones and roots and 
the shells of nuts, all scattered heed
lessly about.

The women chattered continuously, 
for they were delighted writh the meat. 
Each was eating torn strips, raw, but 
soon one ran out and brought in an 
armful of meat, stuck firmly upon 
long, sharpened sticks, and this was 
thrust into the red flame until it was 
burned and blackened and then eaten 
with greater gusto.

The child devoured her share like a 
young hyena -while the elders sucked 
and mumbled. The women seemed to 
know me and be glad that I had come.

One of them pointed, laughing, to 
the burden I had carried, and then to
ward up the valley, and I knew that my 
own cave was there. Soon, refreshed, 
I took up my own burden of the meat 
and left my friends and followed the 
path southward, knowing instinctively 
each rise and-turn.

I reached a place where the rock 
sloped sharply down, and where, half 
way up, appeared the dark mouth of 
a narrow opening. I had reached my 
home at last.

Up the steep ascent of thirty feet or 
more was a twisting way, worn 
smooth. Long' traveled must have 
been that path. I entered the cave and 
found it very like the other, save that 
it was not more than a fourth as large. 
The one I had just left was the largest 
in all the region.

There were embers still alive where 
was a spot of red at one end of the 
cave, and I cast down my load and 
threw on fresh wood, which was at 
hand, and then lay down to sleep, for 
I was tired.

But I could not sleep. There were 
flames and light in the cave, and now 
everything came back to me. I re
membered the two days before I went 
away with my companions. I remem
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bered the pleasures and perils of my 
life, and all the horrors of the discov
ery, not long ago when I, returning 
from a night spent with a hunter in 
another cave, found all of those I had 
lived with dead and nearly all de
voured, all slain in the cave together, 
surprised, sleeping, by the wolf pack 
which had found swift entrance 
through the opening, for once left 
carelessly unblocked by slabs of stone.

Then, all at once, with my clearing 
mind, came to me the thought that I 
was not a solitary creature inhabiting 
that cave. I ran to its mouth and my 
“  O o - e - e went forth resoundingly.

Again and again I called, and at 
last there was an answer, nearer and 
nearer with each reply, and a man 
came running easily. I was glad.

It was Woof, my hunting mate, 
who now lived with me in the cave. A  
great companion was Woof. He had 
left his own people to come and live 
with me, for we had known each other 
a long time.

He was almost as tall and strong as 
I, and could run almost as swiftly as 
the little deer. He loped up the path
way to our home, saw the meat, and 
shouted aloud in satisfaction and be
gan to roast and eat. He had not been 
over fortunate in his hunting in my 
absence.

We talked long in our clucking way 
until the day was late. Then we heaped 
up the stone slabs until the entrance to 
the cave was filled nearly to the top, 
and threw ourselves down to sleep. 
As my eyes grew heavy, I dreamed 
again perplexedly. Again I was in 
the tree-tops, swinging easily along 
and hearing familiar cries. And there 
were flames and roaring and tottering 
forests.

I would waken at times and look up
on the smoldering fire and toward 
where W oof lav breathing deeply and 
realize the present, and then a fog 
would arise and Woof and the cave 
side would disappear.

Had there been something before? 
I could see at times a face, but to

whom it belonged I could not tell. I 
knew it now; it was a face of an
other time, the merry impish face of 
an apelike creature with whom I had 
had comradeship. I awakened and 
groped hungrily in my mind, but could 
remember nothing. At last I slept con
tentedly.

With the flood of the fair morning 
light came still greater clearness to my 
thoughts. I forgot for a time even 
that I had dreamed and was, like 
Woof, eager for the outside.

It was a good thing that there was 
yet meat enough to finish in a great 
breakfast. As things went we were 
well-to-do young men. Club in hand, 
we tumbled down the pathway and 
swung up the long ravine.

We finally clambered to the summit 
of towering rocks and looked up and 
down seekingly; it was a way we had, 
and with reason, in those death-laden 
times, never to travel far without as
cending a tree or some eminence and 
search the entire country in sight.

Now we saw nothing moving save 
two black spots in the direction from 
whence we came. We knew what they 
meant and the long-drawn call for 
them went forth, “  O o-e-e! O o-e-e! " 
The tw'O men running were Gurr and 
Hair, my companions of the day be
fore. They were soon beside us there 
on the rock pile.

Strictly speaking we had yet nc 
proper names, though we had the re
sult of an effort toward them. We 
could indicate an absent one, but in 
most cases only by a sort of mimicry. 
Thus Woof was so known because of 
a trick of his in imitating well the 
“ w o o f o f  a startled beast.

Gurr was so designated because of 
his husky voice, and his wife was Goor 
because her call was similar to his 
though not so harsh. There was an
other man with a split lip and singular 
utterance, and we said “ Chu - Chit " 
when we referred to him.

Hair was so called because he was 
the most hairy one among us. We 
must have known more than a hundred
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different sounds for different things. 
Names or sounds we had for fire, 
water, food, the sun and moon and 
trees and rocks and clubs, and for most 
of the great beasts.

And certain other words we had. 
too, that had to do with actions, such 
as fighting and the hunt. We had in
deed the inception of a language which 
lifted us above and beyond all other 
creatures.

O f some personal names, mostly 
imitative, there were Gluck - Gluck, 
Blink and Limp, and there was one 
big cave man, Ugh, who grunted sav
agely at times, and who was very 
strong.

His jaws were heavy, his mouth 
was armed with great teeth, and his 
thumbs and great toes were very long. 
He could climb better than most of us, 
but was dull-witted and not any more 
successful than others in the hunt. 
Once he built a great nest in a tree-top 
but abandoned it and returned to his 
hollow in the rocks, because it was 
warmer there.

Not long had there been fire in the 
caves, and in some of them they had 
no fire at all, and ate flesh raw. Once 
the old man, Hair’s father, tried to 
tell me what his father had told him of 
how they first learned that they could 
bring fire with lighted brands from the 
fire mountains.

It was a wonder that he could re
member so much. Now, when the fire 
failed us we went to the burning places 

• miles away and lighted fagots and 
journeyed back, building frequent fires 
on our way, so that each of us could 
keep his torch alight until we reached 
the caves again.

It was rarely, though, that this was 
necessary for we had learned to keep 
our fires by covering giant brands with 
ashes when we went away, and when, 
at times, a failure came, the fire could 
usually be renewed from another cave.

Always some of the old women or 
old men remained at home to keep the 
fires alight. Our life was fierce and 
simple.

We thought little, and cared not, 
save for the moment. We were hun
gry and must eat; we were cold and 
must seek warmth; we were in peril 
and must flee or light; we had the 
elementary passions and must mate; 
we had rages sometimes and sought 
to slay. There were not many of us 
in the long gorge or valley, though 
nature had made it a place abounding 
in caves everywhere.

We were but a dozen or two in all, 
doubtless all related or descended from 
a single family, and the nearest 
creatures of our kind were another 
group living in the hills far to the 
southward.

These people we seldom met, and 
when by chance there was a meeting, 
it was with a somewhat sullen watch
fulness on either side, though we had 
never warred. Such were we, hungry 
and gorged alternately, alert, watch
ing the other creatures, seeking some, 
fearing some, chasing or fleeing, and 
having the vast advantage of being al
most omnivorous in our feeding. And 
there was a fierce joy to it as well. 
Hoo! It was a life!

We four trooped onward together, 
for we had made a plan, and when we 
neared the cave of Ugh we howled to
gether and he joined us, grim as the 
great-jawed hyena.

We wanted him along because we 
might have need of one who could deal 
strong blows, and his club was heavy.

I envied him that tough club of 
blackened wood, the more so because it 
chanced that I alone among us might 
not find the thing too mighty for the 
arm.

We needed force that day, for ours 
was to us a mighty prospect. There 
were urns, which W oof had discov
ered a day or two before, now pastur
ing in a not distant lowland, and the 
slaying of the urus was a great event 
comparable only to the rare killing of 
the aurochs, the mighty bison of the 
time.

Woof had discovered a band of 
urus a day or two before feeding in
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a narrow valley which ended in a preci
pice some thirty feet in height as it 
neared the river. In this valley were 
various small mounds, and could we, 
by utilizing these, get the urus between 
us and the river, by loud shouting and 
a sudden rush, drive them in a panic 
to their deaths? This had been done 
once in the past and might be done 
again.

We went eastward through the hills 
until we could see the urus feeding be
low, and then crept down into the val
ley, ever keeping the little mounds be
tween us and the grazing beasts, Ugh 
in the lead. Then something hap
pened.

There was a threatening bellow as 
Ugh crept by one of the mounds 
between us, and he sprang back, with 
abundant reason, for, within twenty 
yards of him was a huge bull feeding 
apart from the herd.

For a moment the beast stood still, 
then, with lowered head and glaring 
eyes charged savagely upon the hunter, 
while the rest of us fled, yelling.

Not a moment too soon did Ugh 
leap and crouch beside the mound, but 
even his mortal peril did not destroy 
his hardihood. Even as he eluded the 
rush, he swung his club and brought it 
down with all his might as the brute 
swept by, seeking, by some chance, to 
stun him.

It was not to be, nor, because of an 
amazing happening, was Ugh in 
further peril. It was the strange 
chance in a thousand, but the club, 
driven so hard by that enormous mus
cular arm, came fairly down upon the 
sharp point of one of the great horns, 
and, dense and tough as was its fiber, 
it split and empaled itself and was 
wrenched from the grip of Ugh as the 
beast crashed by. And then followed 
a grotesque spectacle.

Stunned, dazed, crazed with the pain 
of the benumbing blow, the urus gal
loped blindly about in circles, bellowing 
and almost bleating and shaking its 
great head.

The empaled club was flung off at

last, flying a score of yards, and, a 
moment later, the beast, regaining his 
senses, went dashing off in the direction 
already taken by the flying herd. So 
ended the urus nant. We had failed, 
but that hunt, in its indirect results, 
was vast in its effects upon the future 
of the cave men.

Ugh regained his weapon, split at 
its end, and as we gathered again, 
stood gazing upon it ruefully. We 
wandered away to where the creek of 
the valley entered the river and found 
crayfish and the eggs of waterfowl and 
feasted merrily and lay there resting 
in a place where the sun shone on the 
rocks.

But Ugh could not keep his eyes 
from his split club. It was rent fairly 
down the middle of its heavier end for 
a length of more than a foot from its 
head, and he, with his strong hands, 
could pull the sides an inch or two 
apart.

Woof stood beside him and as Ugh 
thus strained the wood until there was 
an opening, Woof, in sheer sport, 
dropped into the inviting space a great 
flake of flint which had parted from the 
rock and lay there ready to his hand.

As Ugh, surprised, released the 
parts they clashed together upon the 
flint and held it there, for the wood 
was tough of fiber and had a vicious 
springiness. There, held strongly and 
tenaciously in the jaws of the cleft 
club, was the broad, heavy flint flake, 
its sharp edges outstanding inches on 
either side. In the hand of Ugh was 
a rude ax, the first whose handle was 
ever clutched by man.

We all stood looking curiously at 
this strange mingling of wood and 
stone, when Ugh, with a hoarse cry, 
swung it aloft and waved it above our 
heads in mock threatening and shouted 
“ Kill! ”

Well might he yell out “ K ill! ” We 
knew it could do that were the stone 
but firmly fixed and we alike yelled, 
but wondered at it. The stone was left 
in the club just as it had been gripped 
and so was carried back with us.
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More than it did the others, the 
stone and wood so seemingly grown 
together in what might be a mighty 

/■ weapon, fascinated me. In exchange I 
gave Ugh my own fine club and my 
new possession I carried with me to 
my cave that night.

A  dim idea of something great was 
forming in my mind. Could the stone 
be held there always what a weapon I 
would have! I smote with the rude 
ax and unshattered and unmoved it 
bit deep into deep tree bark.

With repeated strokes the ax stone 
loosened a little in its accidental sock
et and I was troubled. I strained it 
into proper bearing in the cleft again 
and studied how to make it perma
nently firm.

The problem was still with me when 
I reached our cave with Woof. It 
came to me to tie the ax, as we tied 
other things, with sinews— for we had 
somehow learned how to make a knot 
— and with sinew I toiled long beside 
the fire until I had bound, with my 
utmost straining strength, and firmly 
fastened together the intersection of 
the rugged flake of stone and the tough 
wood.

Then I ran out and down the path 
in the moonlight and tried the ax 
recklessly upon a tree trunk and found 
the stone immovable. It could not be 
wrenched nor sprung from the cleft 
club. I had an ax! The ax, might
iest weapon and implement in the hand 
of a man for thousands of years to 
come, had been invented by chance and 
rudely, in a single day. The age of 
wood and the club alone had passed. 
The Age of Stone had come!

So I alone had the ax and soon, 
in our hunting as in the littler things, 
like the getting away of a vine in our 
paths through the forest, as compared 
with the ax, the club was a feeble 
thing.

The sharp stone could shear the 
little things and the sharp and heavy 
stone driven deeply, could bring death 
when the club might only stun or 
bruise. With the ax I could readily

open a way along the thick skin of a 
slain thing, making easy the stripping 
for the flint flakes, and with the ax I 
could divide the body.

We must all have axes! With my 
own I split the ends of other clubs 
and flint flakes were sought to bind in 
them and so, soon, all grown males of 
our kith and kin bore axes as did I.

But oddly enough, there was no ax 
possessed in all the clan quite so hard 
and rightly shaped and keen as mine. 
Xature had made, accidentally, a better 
ax than we, in our crude and bungling 
way, could fashion at the time.

Yet we were better equipped now 
than ever before for either hunt or 
fray, though there came soon a miser
able time when we almost lost our cou
rage and were fearful of our coming 
and going.

There was a broad and pleasant wide 
open space, almost a plain, in the near 
forest which was our nearest and fa
vored hunting ground. It was acres 
in extent and upon it were hosts of 
berry bushes and little nut thickets 
in which harbored many hares and 
small game of all sorts and also birds 
that ran upon the ground where were 
nuts, which were good to eat.

Food, of some kind, we always 
.found there. In the midst of this 
small plain uprose, as if all out of 
place, though near the mountains, a 
long, huge rock, perhaps some twenty 
feet in height, and with sides so sheer 
that none except a man or other climb
ing animal could reach the top. But 
some great upheaval had split this mon
ster rock crosswise and so there gaped 
through it a passage way, broad at one 
end and narrowing at the other, the 
space between the walls filled with soil 
up to the level of the land about.

There stood this strange split rock, 
almost in the middle of this little plain, 
of so much importance to us, but which 
now, we dared not enter. There had 
come there one of the things we feared 
and had made it his chosen haunt.

What brought the cave bear to our 
hunting place no one could tell. It
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may have been the berries or the roots 
or some whim of the savage brain.

We had, shudderingly, to hunt 
around, but not near the little plain, 
and in my own heart a great anger 
was growing. “ Why? W hy?" I 
said in my dull brain.

Whatever the cause, there he was, 
and one day, when two of the cave men 
had ventured a little way in the bushes, 
one of them was smitten down by a 
huge paw and the other heard but one 
gasp in the bushes as he fled.

Daily, watching from the tree tops 
which fringed the place, could we see 
the hulking monster as he ranged the 
open spaces or went toward his lair 
to be lost there for a while. And near 
that thicket lair rose the vast rock.

One night we were together, a com
pany of us, in the great cave of Hair 
and Gurr, and we were hungry because 
we had come from bad hunting toward 
the north. We could have found more 
had we not feared to invade the bushy 
plain, and I could have howled aloud 
in anger for I was half famished.

I thought of the purple berries and 
the sweet nuts and the sucking roots 
and the little things to kill, and I sulked 
off alone and dared and ventured in 
my mind, and there came the thought, 
a thing so dreadful that I gasped in the 
thinking of it, yet which clung to me 
as fiercely as cling the vines which bear 
the blood-red blossoms on the rocks.

And my dreams came to a red cli
max the next day, when one man, ven
turing into the borders of the plain just 
narrowly escaped the monster. All 
through the night I tossed fitfully and 
again the desperate fancy gripped me.

I leaped to my feet and swung my 
ax and yelled out “  Bear ” and 
“ Kill,” and W oof awakened and 
leaped in alarm, but laughed when he 
saw that I seemed raving. Sometimes 
cave men had madness.

But the craze was on me and the 
next morning I ran up and down the 
valley and howled aloud and screamed 
and yelled that I, I alone, would kill 
the monster in the plain.

The others heard my ravings and 
came out, but they only grinned and 
chuckled, though all followed me as I 
turned and ran southward and toward 
the woodpath which led through the 
forest to where was the little plain—  
and death. I did not linger, and my 
following tribe ran close behind me 
until I reached the very edge of the 
dangerous ground, when, as monkeys 
climb, they swarmed into the tree tops 
while I slipped forward among the 
bushes, a crazed and yet contained 
thing, half demented, strong and un
consciously, blindly, seeking what 
seemed suicide, but— with the ax.

I crept into a little pathway and saw 
nothing, and so slipped along un
hindered until I reached the rock. I 
climbed it, tremblingly, for another 
mood had come upon me now. I was 
afraid.

I threw myself down upon the stone 
and shook all over as the leaves shake 
in the aspen tree which the wind owns. 
So in awful terror I tossed about for a 
time, until, in my very desperation, the 
rage came back again and I cared for 
nothing in all the world, for the blue 
sky or the people in the tree tops or 
myself or death or mangling.

I leaped to my feet and danced up 
and down and whooped and swung my 
arms. Then, in a near thicket there 
was a rustle, and “ W oof,” the huge 
cave bear rushed forth and gazed 
about.

Slowly at first, looking up toward 
me, the monster came shuffling and 
shambling into the open. He saw me 
plainly now, and there was another 
great “ woof,” a growl, and he lurched 
forward with astounding swiftness.

And then just when the dread was 
most appalling the awful sickness, 
which had come again, left me and I 
became cold of blood and insanely 
crafty and blood-hungrv. Then I, the 
Axman, dropped to the ground, not a 
score of yards before the approaching 
beast!

The monster uprose, for a moment, 
apparently astonished, then plunged
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forward with a growling roar as T 
dashed in flight between the gaping 
jaws of the split rock.

Not twenty yards through the rock 
did the fissure run, but I was near that 
fearful paw-stroke when I leaped 
through the farther narrow opening 
and fell panting to the ground.

And even as I sprawled, the great 
body hurled and wedged itself into the 
tapering space and the “ swish ” of the 
paw passed close beside my head. I 
lay just out of reach. I could see the 
red jaws and grinding teeth and 
wicked, glaring eyes and hear the rush 
of the foul breath above me.

Straining outward with his one free 
arm the brute struck savagely and his 
great strokes fairly whistled through 
the air as they swept within a hand's 
breadth of me. For a moment I was 
faint again with the sickening fear, 
and then once more the change came. 
I leaped to my feet and yelled.

There, pushing, gnashing his teeth 
and striking, clawing blows in vain 
was the monster who had been our 
dread. I became a sudden demon. I 
roared as roars the tiger. I danced 
about closely as the beast strained out 
with lowered head and then I leaped 
as the paw went by and whirled my 
ax aloft and struck.

What a blow was that! When had 
even the strong arm of the cave man 
delivered stroke as mighty as that 
which sent my ax clear to the haft 
into the bone and brain of that huge 
head? Clean to the haft the blade was 
driven and there it stayed as I leaped 
backward wrenching in vain at the 
tough handle.

I shrank aside to avoid another 
stroke, but that was needless. There 
was a roar, a wild, helpless clawing, 
and then the huge head in which the 
ax was buried sagged downward and 
the monstrous thing was dead! I, 
single-handed, had slain the great cave 
bear! Never before in all the hap
penings of time had so great a thing 
been done!

The shuddering, breathless people in

the tree tops were the insane ones now. 
Their frenzied shoutings filled the 
wood at first and soon they were 
around me, but wondering and awe
stricken and silent again.

Their demeanor toward me was such 
as they had never shown before. I 
was greater than they! The huge body 
of the bear was hauled out and the skin 
taken, toilsomely, and ever after I slept 
upon it in my cave.

The world had changed for me. I 
was another being and I could not help 
it. I had been called “ Scar ” because 
of the great scar upon my face straight 
up and down from eye to jaw, but 
they changed my name and called me 
“ Bear,” and like a bear I must have 
grown somewhat as time passed.

The news of the great slaying went 
about among the creatures of our kind 
as far as our world extended and I be
came an awesome man apart. Even 
Woof, my comrade, seemed half 
afraid of me and, at last, following the 
mating instinct, took a mate and went 
away from me to live in a cave far up 
the gorge.

I had it in my mind to take a mate 
myself, and resolved upon an almost 
burly woman of the cave people I had 
met afar, who feared nothing and 
who hunted, sometimes alone, as did 
the men. I went to get her but she had 
disappeared. She had hunted once 
too often recklessly.

I might have taken another but, I 
know not why, the mood to do so never 
came again. I still joined with the 
others in the chase and my ax stroke 
was the heaviest and none surpassed 
me whenever there was danger to be 
met.

And the seasons and the years 
passed and all men had the stone 
axes and we fed well and children 
were born and the people of the long 
gorge grew in number. Then came a 
pall. The world was going wrong.

Creeping as creeps the snake in the 
grass and bushes down where the rocks 
shelve off into the lowlands had come, 
with the swiftly passing seasons, a
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dreadful something. The sun, the big' 
blazing thing up in the sky, seemed 
growing old and helpless and did not 
warm us as lie had before. And down 
the sides of the mountain came crawl
ing those wide blue-white cloaks of ice, 
never stopping, always crawling.

The seasons had been changing 
steadily. Each year was unlike the 
one before it, with skies more lowering 
and chillier blasts and less of sunshine. 
And in the cold time, the snow fell and 
stayed longer than in the past and did 
not leave the mountain tops at all in 
summer, and the days of the seasons 
tvhen the sun shone and there came the 
fruits and nuts, were not so many.

Even the grass upon the plains grew 
less and the creatures feeding there be
came less in their numbers and it veas 
not good hunting. There was a con
stant thinning of the creatures which 
felt the change and ever they turned 
toward the south, the south above 
which the sun seemed to shine less 
coldly.

The chill came even to me, and I 
thought dimly that it must be be
cause I was no longer young, for I had 
seen the old men shudder when the cold 
came. But it was not that, it was the 
world itself, the ice sheets pushing 
themselves down from the North.

Sometimes the hunters venturing too 
far away, hampered in snow, would be
come exhausted and go to sleep, and 
when they did this they never woke. 
When we found them they would not 
answer, and v;e but took their axes and 
left them.

It came to me at last that we must 
do as had done the beasts and flee 
southward, where, perhaps, it would be 
warmer. Why had I not sooner seen 
the need? Why had our clan alone 
been reckless fools and failed to join 
the birds and beasts and other apes?

The cold became more dreadful. 
The wind howled and swept away the 
snow, leaving bare the ice masses on 
mountains, down which swift streams 
had once run. The great river was ice- 
locked and silent.

An awful stillness came upon the 
world about us, so that our own cries 
sounded hoarse and loud. We were 
cold and starving, and, at last, we were 
forced together in the cave of Hair 
and Gurr. where there was room for 
all who remained of us.

V\ e gathered much fuel and kept up 
a Are. about which we huddled, fam
ished and desperate. The end seemed 
very near.

One night a storm, fiercer than any 
we had ever known, raged down the 
valley. From the mouth of the cave 
we could see but the swirling drifts and 
hear only the roaring and shrieking of 
the wind. But at midnight it seemed 
to me I could distinguish another 
sound amid the unearthly clamor. It 
was different from the other noises— a 
bellowing in which was a note of fear. 
I had heard the trumpetings of the 
great mammoths once, and this some
what recalled the sound, but it could 
not be.

This was no haunt of the monster 
things, yet from somewhere up the 
gorge the sound continued, now higher 
or lower and sometimes moaning and 
most pitiful.

Near morning it ceased entirely, but 
I must know what it meant. At day
break I started up the gorge with four 
companions.

We did not have far to go. Fight
ing our way through, we came to a 
mightv hollow in which the snow had 
drifted to a depth many times the 
height of a man, and there, plunged 
deeply, almost buried, was an enor
mous. brown, hairy mass.

It was incredible; it could not be 
that there had come to us such salva
tion, but it was true. Here was a 
strayed mammoth, last of his gigantic 
kind in the accursed region, caught 
helpless in the pass and dead now to 
our hands!

With shouts of joy that were near 
to madness we hurled ourselves down 
upon the mountain of flesh, hewed 
frantically w:ith our axes and cut out 
great chunks of meat and bore them to
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the cave, and there the whole starved 
company of us roasted and ate until we 
could eat no more.

We could but eat and lie about and 
sleep and eat and sleq> again through
out all that day and night. And the 
next day, with much hewing and many 
burdened journeys, the whole of the 
vast body was stored within the cave. 
We were prisoners, but we had food 
and warmth. Soon all were strong 
again, and there was almost merriment, 
for we were foolish.

We fed, for we were not many, and 
the body of the mammoth was a mon
ster thing. We fed and lounged before 
the flames for many days, but we did 
not think, though the wind still roared 
outside and the drifts were becoming 
deeper.

I, who should have been wiser than 
the others, fool that I was-- remained 
as dazed and warm and sluggish as the 
rest. Surely the trials which had come 
upon us must have changed me. But 
at last I woke to an affrighted, half
understanding.

The heap of mammoth flesh was 
growing smaller, and warmth, it 
seemed to me, might never come again. 
The. storm ceased and a cold sun ap
peared, and we could see the way, at 
least, along the silent valley. We must 
go or die.

I became a furious thing. I leaped 
about and shouted. I whirled my ax 
and threatened overmasteringly. I 
made all left of the following burden 
themselves with what remained of the 
flesh and so drove them out before me 
to the southward.

All day long we plodded, and when 
night fell we harbored shiveringly in 
a vacant cave, and with the next morn
ing took up the journey, though some 
fell fainting as we struggled. We left 
them as they fell, for we could do no 
more. And then, toward the evening 
of the third day, I caught my foot in 
a rock crevice and wrenched my ankle 
as I lurched, so that I heard the bones 
crack, and I, the strongest, became in 
a moment the most helpless.

I plunged and floundered ahead in 
agony. I bellowed as does the bull to 
his dun following, but my companions 
did not heed me. We were past all 
helping and I was left alone. I fell 
prone in the deep snow and the cold 
crept upon me.

It was bitter cold. And then to me 
it became less cold and the snow be
gan falling heavily and softly again, 
covering me with a warm blanket. I 
was tired and I could but sleep, rest- 
fully, too, as often I had done after 
some long chase.

And I but barely slept when there 
came to me dreams like the pleasant 
memories of a thousand years. There 
were soft skies above me, and waving 
boughs and a fragrance in my nostrils. 
And a laughing, apish face peered at 
me from between the branches bright 
with blossoms.

And then came other visions, but 
dimmer and more senseless, and so I 
slipped away into all dreamlessness.

C H A PTE R  III.

TH E BOW M EN.

Scar of the Stone A x after many 
centuries awakes among the later Cave 
men on the shores of the ancient sea 
now known as the Mediterranean. His 
mate, Otter, is attending him in his re
covery from an almost fatal wounds 
received while hunting. He begins 
this story with a description of Otter.
O t t e r  was a splendid creature. 

Tall she was, and her long hair thrown 
back uncombed and tangled, swung 
down below her slender waist. She 
moved with the swift grace of the 
tiger or leopard kind. Her mouth was 
large, and her teeth gleamed sharply, 
but it was a fair mouth nevertheless, 
and her eyes were dark and deep.

Her only garment was a soft robe of 
coney skin passing over one shoulder, 
and leaving half the full bosom ex
posed. The robe was held close to her 
body by a belt of some sort and ex
tended to her knees. Brown she was 
indeed, a creature of the sun and air
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and storm, yet her skin was smooth 
and soft. But it was her eyes I saw. 
They spoke to me.

The appearance of the woman did 
not surprise me. It seemed a matter 
o f course that she should be there, and 
my heart leaped as I looked upon her. 
I was still dazed but I knew that she 
belonged to me. There was a sense of 
protective ownership of her and of a 
need of her, this savage beauty whom 
I might smite if she displeased me, but 
for whom I would battle to the death.

She was beside me in a moment, 
kneeling with a pitying look in her eyes 
and beginning at once to unwind the 
strings of inner bark which held in 
place a huge bandage around my leg, 
not far above the knee.

Very gently and carefully she re
moved the mass of green, wet leaves 
covering others nearest the flesh. 
These wrere macerated into a pulp. 
Cautiously she lifted the mass and 
there, in my thigh, I saw a gash which 
had ceased to bleed but which was 
raw and open.

Not deep nor dangerous was this 
wound, but evidently I had lost much 
blood and so had fallen weak and 
senseless. As gently as she had taken 
it away the woman renewed the band- 

urges with new pulp and leaves and, 
the binding' finished, she looked at me 
happily.

“ The boar,” she said.
The boar, the savage boar! Yes, 1 

dimly remembered now. There had 
been a chase somewhere, and the wild 
boar had charged me, but where were 
the rest of my tribe, those I had led 
away from the devouring of the mam
moth, to take up the desperate south
ward quest?

Where were the drifting snows and 
the fierce winds and bitter cold and 
awful loneliness, the drowsiness and 
dream of death?

The bandage in its place, the woman 
sat beside me and stroked my face 
softly, but only for a little time. She 
came quietly, went a little distance 
away, curled herself down upon the

green turf and seemed to fall asleep on 
the instant.

Then I realized what it meant. She 
must have been alert and watching 
throughout the night, and how much 
longer I could not tell, and so was 
wearied, if not near to exhaustion.

My own strength I felt returning to 
me, though when I sought to rise to 
my feet I failed miserably because of 
the pain the effort brought to my 
wounded leg. I crawled to the foot of 
the tree, and, leaning my back against 
the trunk, sought to collect my scat
tered senses and realize, if I could, the 
situation. Where could I be? Who, 
indeed, was I?

As my glance wandered about it was 
drawn to certain objects upon the 
ground not two yards away from me. 
Only one of them was familiar; it was 
a stone ax, but the haft was of a dif
ferent wood and color from that of the 
ax with which I had slain the great 
cave bear, and the heavy blade was 
polished so that it shone in the sun
light.

It was a beautiful ax and I resolved 
that I must have it, if it were not mine 
already. Beside the weapon lay some
thing which greatly puzzled me, at 
first. It was a long shaft of some 
tough wood; but its head was of stone 
like that of the ax, though of a dif
ferent shape, long and sharp and point
ed and held in the shaft’s split end by 
knotted sinews.

At last I comprehended, it must be 
a spear, but the only spears we had 
ever known in the land of cold wrere 
long sticks sharpened at the end and 
charred and hardened in the fire. 
They wfere but trifling things com
pared with what this must be in the 
fight or hunt.

But it w’as what remained that 
most aroused my curiosity and per
plexed me. This w?as a stout, springy 
length of ash, as long nearly as my own 
height, with the ends bent toward 
each other and so held by a strong 
sinew’ cord wdiich stretched between 
them.
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Lying beside this curious thing were 
a number of very slender shafts; each 
notched at one end and bearing at the 
other a little stone head shaped like 
that of the spear.

I could not understand them and 
finally gave up the problem. I crawled 
back to the skin bundle which had been 
my pillow and lay down and slept 
again.

It had been mid-forenoon when my 
latest sleep began; when I awoke it 
was almost night. I was aroused by 
the call of a pleasant voice beside me, 
“  Scar! Scar/’ and the continuous pat
ting of a hand upon my shoulder. I 
was wide awake and with my mind all 
restored in an instant.

“ What.is it. Otter? ” I answered.
She laughed joyously, “ You know 

again; you will soon be well. He 
struck hard, but the cut is not deep. 
Soon you will run. Your arrows 
killed him. We will go and eat.”

All this she said in short, chattering 
words and with much gesticulation. 
It was an odd sort of incomplete 
speech. She helped me to my feet and 
I found that I could stand without 
much difficulty.

I managed to hobble along by her 
side, leaning on her heavily. My 
wound had ceased to pain me and my 
strength was fast returning. As for 
my dreams of cold and of other 
things, such as the great beast buried 
in the snow, they were but dreams, 
assuredly.

We came out upon a far extending 
shore and there, magnificently colored 
in blue and crimson by the sky and the 
setting sun, extending beyond all 
vision, heaved the mighty sea. How 
great was then the later-named Medi
terranean !

Far back where now the desert is. 
lay its unseen southern shores and the 
strand upon which we stood lay far
ther to the north than when existed 
kingdoms of later ages. The spec
tacle was wonderful but all familiar to 
me.

We passed slowly along the shore

until we reached a rocky place wherein 
was a little hollow in front of which 
was burning a fire replenished by my 
anxious mate while I had slept.

Brands for the fire had been brought 
from our distant cave before my hurt 
had been received. Otter led me into 
the little opening and brought flesh of 
a boar from a hiding place in the rocks 
and roasted it in the fire and fed me to 
repletion.

Then, having eaten herself as eats a 
healthy, omnivorous animal of the 
wild, she coiled down beside me in the 
little recess, after leaning logs and 
driftwood against the opening, as some 
defense against all prowling things. 
My weapons she placed at my hand.

I awoke in the morning astonish
ingly refreshed, and could limp about 
without the assistance of Otter, and 
with little pain. We must go inland to 
where were the ledges and where was 
our cave among the others. There I 
could rest easily until all my strength 
returned.

So we took up the slow journey and 
entered the forest, plodding doggedly 
along the paths within its depths. We 
had with us some of the roasted boar’s 
flesh and ate of it wdien we were 
hungry.

On the journey we came upon a 
little open space where were great 
birds, the bustards, moving about, and 
I killed one with an arrow, rejoicing 
the while that I was so good a bow
man.

Otter carried the huge bird lightly, 
saying we should have the best of food 
when we reached our home. My 
dazedness of the day before, when I 
failed to recognize my weapons, was 
all gone now.

Was not I Scar, the greatest archer 
among my people? Was not Otter, 
my mate, the greatest in the water of 
them all ? Yet, as to Otter, it had been 
but a little time since the Cave people 
had learned- to swim.

Like the monkeys, which we some
times shot with arrows in the woods, 
the Cave men had ever dreaded the
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water. It was in the days of our 
great-great-great grandfathers, so the 
very old men told us, that the change 
came, and then by accident. It was 
good not to fear the water.

A  great advantage was this in the 
hunt or on a journey of any kind. 
And among us all, at this time, my 
mate, my slender Otter, was swiftest 
in the water. So her name had come 
to her.

We traveled far this day and 
crossed many streams and I was near
ly spent when, after nightfall, we came 
upon ledges of tumbled rocks upris
ing near the river and in the midst of 
a dense wood, and there entered our 
own cave without arousing any of the 
people in the other caves.

It was not a large cave, but was most 
comfortable, There was a great bed 
of moss covered with skins beside one 
of the brown walls, and from an ash- 
filled hollow at one side Otter uncov
ered still glowing embers.

In front of this hollow were a lot 
of stones laid carefully, whereon meat 
could be roasted. Just inside the cave’s 
entrance, but not large enough to en
tirely fill it, was a round rock of sand 
stone, not too heavy, which Otter 
alone rolled into the opening. We 
sought the couch of moss and skins 
and slept at once, for each of us was 
weary.

I awoke, it seemed to me, almost 
well, for from flesh wounds we Cave 
men recovered swiftly. I awoke with 
a fragrance in my nostrils. Otter had 
already risen and a bustard, cleanly 
plucked, was roasting on the stones be
fore the fire my mate had built.

We ate most of the big bird at that 
one meal, for we had slept long and 
were hungry. Then, with Otter be
side me, I took my bow and bark quiver 
of arrows and limped outside the cave. 
We had hardly come into the sunlight 
when there came to our ears a shout 
and the twanging of a bowstring and, 
a moment later, around a turn in the 
ravine, appeared the Climber, often my 
companion in the hunt. He was shoot

ing arrows upward and catching them 
as they fell, in mere sport, shouting 
meanwhile to arouse me, for he did 
not yet know that I had been lamed by 
the boar.

W e called to him and he clambered 
up to us and heard the story of my 
hunt, laughing only when he heard its 
issue, for we did not sympathize deep
ly in that age, though we would some
times fight for each other valiantly 
enough.

The Climber was armed as I with 
bow and spear and clad in the same 
way, with only a clout of skin about 
his middle. Despite his careless de
meanor he had news to bring. Some 
of the Hill men had been seen lurking 
about at the foot of the wooded moun
tain slopes to the westward.

The Hill men w'ere our natural 
enemies and had been so since a time 
beyond which none of the old men 
could remember. They were unlike 
us in their ways, existing chiefly on 
fruit and nuts and roots, which they 
stored in the mountain caves, where 
they lived, and they had no bows, 
carrying only stone axes and long 
spears.

They hunted less than we but were 
extremely strong and savage and their 
numbers made them dangerous. Many 
a wanderer of the Cave men had dis
appeared when these hairy savages of 
the hills had sometimes invaded our 
side of the river and word of a 
threatened raid by them was but a sig
nal for more than ordinary caution.

In a few days I was well again and 
the fight with the big boar something 
almost forgotten. But for old Fang, 
the arrow-maker, there would have 
been a pleasant enough monotony to our 
existence. Fang was more vicious 
than any of the beasts in the wood: 
he seemed like the Things we had 
never seen, but dreaded, the Things 
which whispered strangely when the 
wind blew through the forests at night 
and which roared and bellowed when 
the great storms came. He was not 
like the rest of us. He was the first
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monopolist, too. the world had ever 
known.

Our arrows were excellent, not rude 
chipped things such as our ancestors 
had known, but smoothed and polished 
and keen-edged and deadly when 
launched by a strong arm from a 
strong bow.

A  task it was to make an arrow such 
as one of ours, for there was first the 
rude chipping and then the wean- 
polishing of the flint by rubbing it up
on wetted sandstone. Few of us had 
patience for all this and old Fang, who 
lived alone in a cave in a thicket close 
beside a little waterfall of the brook 
running down to the river, was arrow- 
maker for most of us.

We paid him for the arrows by 
bringing him meat and skins and all 
the means for living, and his wicked 
eyes would gleam when we brought 
them to him.

He was a misshapen creature, with 
one leg so distorted that it made him 
half a cripple, teeth which protruded 
viciously and eyes like those of the 
snakes which sunned themselves upon 
the clogged driftwood beside the river 
banks.

A  great archer he was, but he seldom 
hunted, for he could but limp, with his 
twisted leg. A t last came a time when 
he never went abroad at all. It came 
curiously and in a wicked way.

The fall in the little brook which 
ran beside the cave of Fang was but 
three or four yards in height, but the 
water dropped sheerly and stronglv 
and had worn a little hollow in the 
stone beneath, a broad bowl a yard 
across, -in which, in a miniature whirl
pool, the waters swirled round and 
round as if aboil.

One day a hunter who had brought 
to Fang some arrow-heads to be 
polished, accidentally dropped one of 
them in the water as he leaped the 
brook above the falls and, counting it 
lost, paid no attention to it.

The keen eye of the arrow-maker 
had seen the thing, and knowing that 
the arrow-head could be easily recov

ered, he said nothing. He would get 
it for himself.

The old man, busied at his work, 
forgot the arrow-head for a month, 
then one day he remembered and found 
it at last amid the swirling pebbles and 
looked upon .it in astonishment as he 
drew it forth.

Xot with all his labor of rubbing the 
flint heads upon coarse sandstone could 
he polish an arrow like to this. The 
sand and pebbles in the foaming bowl 
had done the work far better than 
could he.

An idea came to him. The pool 
should be his and his alone and the 
water and the little pebbles should do 
his polishing. So he put chipped ar
row - heads into the bowl and, after 
that, the hunters for a time wondered 
more than ever at the perfection of 
his work.

One day on old woman leading a 
child and seeking nuts came close to 
the edge of the falls and peered over 
the bank curiously. Her body was 
found there later, and it was plain that 
an arrow had passed through it, 
though the shaft could not be found.

The child, which had fled shrieking 
back to the cave, could but tell what 
the old woman was doing when she 
fell down. Later, a hunter who lin
gered carelessly near the pool was shot 
as ruthlessly but lived long enough to 
reach companions to whom he could 
give no account as to whence the arrow 
came.

But all understood. There was lit
tle justice then, and there were no at
tempts at punishment. The old demon 
owned the waterfall. As for me, I 
paid slight heed to the matter. For 
that I nearly lost my Otter.

One day I had shot an arrow into 
a wild pig in a wooded height just be
yond the cave of Fang and, as I 
pursued it straight forwardly through 
the bushes, Otter ran around through 
an open space to intercept its flight 
and pierce it with another arrow, if 
she might, for she shot almost as well 
as I, though far less strongly.
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She was near the pool when the pig 
dashed from the thicket and shot at it 
almost as I broke through. Then, of 
a sudden, she shrieked wildly and 
dropped her bow and I saw her brave
ly plucking at an arrow which had 
pierced her arm, It had come from the 
cave of Rang.

I called to Otter, who had already 
darted into the bushes, and she came 
running to me. I drew the arrow7 
forth with little difficulty, for it was 
not a dangerous wound, though 
through no fault of the murderous 
archer. Only Otter’s swift backward 
step as she shot at the pig had kept 
the arrow from her body.

We went back into the wood and 
there I left Otter while I circled about 
to regain the cave of Fang. I saw 
him close beside the pool and shot, 
though it required a long arrowvflight. 
The shaft lowered with the distance, 
but pierced him slightly in the thigh, 
and, with a snarl, he glided into the 
bushes and behind the trunk of a great 
tree.

A  moment later an arrow tossed my 
hair and then I, too, went into hiding. 
We sought glimpses of each other as 
we circled about, but there was no fair 
chance afforded until my quiver was 
emptied and then— for Fang could not 
run as could I— I rejoined my mate in 
safety. I knew that either Fang or I 
must die.

There was little thought of Fang 
after we had reached the cave. There 
was heard all about us the cry: “ The 
Hill men! The Hill m en!” and the 
alarm had reason. A  great band of 
the mountain savages had just been 
seen by a hunter, going up the river on 
the further bank.

Well we knew what that portended. 
They outnumbered us five to one, but 
the Hill men could not swim and they 
were going up the river to the first 
shallow where they could cross in 
safety. The fording place was where 
a gorge entered the river through 
a rock which rose in a long preci
pice on either side. Into and up this

gorge, if they could, must the Hill 
men come. All the Cave people were 
now together and we held anxious 
consultation. It seemed to me that 
there was but one thing to do and, in 
the end, all our fighters agreed with me.

We must assemble at the mouth of 
the gorge before the Hill men reached 
the place and there dispute the crossing 
to the end; there, with our bows and 
upon firm ground, we might have some 
chance against them despite their over
powering numbers.

Soon all those capable of fight were 
on the hurried'march, including over 
half the women. Only the old men 
and women and the children were left in 
the caves, since all lives were at stake. 
Even the vengeful old Fang, who had 
been summoned, was limping with us, 
for he was in equal danger with the 
rest.

All night we wound our way along 
the forest paths and by dawn were in 
the gorge, where we rested and ate of 
the dried food brought with us. No 
Hill men appeared in sight until a 
little after noon and then they came in 
what seemed to us a host.

There were of us Cave men and 
women some seventy-five, of the Hill 
men at least four hundred, fierce look
ing creatures, armed with spears and 
stone axes and terrifying to look upon.

Yet our fathers had once beaten 
them and why should not we? We 
had a vast store of arrows and good 
bows, and better spears and axes than 
had the foe.

They came, bellowing like wild 
beasts, and we went down the sloping 
bank to meet them at the crossing. The 
leader, a huge creature, shaking his 
spear threateningly, plunged in first 
and I yelled with delight as I saw, 
when he reached the middle of the 
river, that the water rose to his arm- 
pits.

As he gained a shallower part and 
upreared his hairy breast, I drove an 
arrow into it, and his spear fell and 
he toppled over and was swept down 
stream.
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My comrades were doing as well, 
since there was room for nearly all 
of us to shoot; and the slaughter was 
fairly on. The Hill men seemingly 
knew no fear. They plunged in from 
behind by scores and one or two had 
almost reached our banks w'hen they 
were speared, one after another, by 
Bull, the most gigantic of the Cave 
men, who had rushed in to meet them.

Still they came in a desperate, roar
ing mass. So I have seen a herd of 
the great aurochs cross a stream might
ily. There were not enough of us to 
do the killing. The waters of the river 
were red. More than half the Hill 
men had been slain, but the pack came 
howling on now, still more like mon
strous wolves.

We shot until there was no more 
time to notch our arrows and then we 
waded in a little way and met them 
with our spears and axes. I had no 
fear; I was but a raging, bloodthirsty, 
killing thing.

We held them at bay for a time 
and so many of them were slain that 
now they did not more than twice out
number us, but those of us in front 
ware exhausted by the struggle and the 
remnant of the Hill men w-ere still 
fresh.

I staggered back, as another Cave 
man took my place, and went a little 
up the slope and refilled my quiver and 
stood there breathing heavily for a 
moment with others as spent as I.

That breathing space did us good, 
and well that it was so, for it saved the 
Cave men. There was a wild cry, a 
yielding, and our comrades lower down 
came pressing back upon us.

The Hill men had gained the shore. 
We rallied to the fight, but there could 
be no more arrow-shooting. It was 
spear and ax work now-.

Ever raging in front was the leader 
of the remaining Hill men, a giant 
whose spear seemed irresistible, and 
more than one of the Cave men fell 
before him.

The sight drove me into a still more 
murderous craze. I wras rested nowr.

8 A

I leaped forward to meet the grisly 
savage and in a moment wre were facing, 
with spears clattering together. It 
was death for the Hill man. He was 
stronger, but not so swift as I at this 
deadly fencing, and, as I turned his 
spear aside, I leaped in and drove my 
own cleanly through him.

He toppled with a roaring growl, 
like that of a bear dying, and w'itli 
that a panic came upon the Hill men 
and they turned and fled, pursued and 
speared as they floundered in the 
waters of the river. The fight was 
over.

And then, just then, as I lifted my 
hand to my streaming face, something 
smote me fiercely in the back and I 
looked dazedly at an arrow-head which 
protruded from my breast.

I turned; tottering, to see the stone 
ax of the Climber crash down into 
the head of the glaring Fang, who 
crumpled w’eakly to the ground, and to 
see Otter running toward me, scream
ing and with arms outstretched. Then 
I pitched fonvard upon my face.

C H A P T E R  IV.

T H E  C LAN SM EN .

Hotu the Cave men brought fire from 
the sky, and other feats o f Scar and 
his comrade, Six-Toes. Again, after 
ages of rest, Scar lives and tells of his 
wild adventures among the Cave peo
ple of the North.

I t  was dark, absolutely dark, and I 
could hear no sound. I could not 
remember who I was nor where I was, 
and there came upon me something 
like a feeling of alarm, though I felt 
that to be afraid was most unlike me.

Furthermore I w-as in pain; there 
was a hurt in my breast and, instinc
tively, I clutched at the place with my 
hand. Ah ! I knew wrhat it must be ! 
— a protruding arrow-head— and I 
strove to get such a hold upon it that 
I could pull it forth in the hope that 
so relief would come, but I could not 
get my grasp upon the thing.
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I fumbled still at my breast seeking 
the arrow-head and found at last what 
I had mistaken for it. It was but a 
jagged piece of flint which had slipped 
in between my flesh and the rough skin 
coat I wore and which, as I had borne 
upon it, turning in my sleep, had 
pricked me sharply and awakened me. 
There was no arrow-head nor trace of 
wound. I could not understand it, but 
I no longer feared; I only realized that 
I was cold.

I lay upon the floor in a sort of niche 
in a cave. Weapons, as I judged them 
to be, leaned against the wail opposite, 
and away beyond them, close to the 
wall lay a gray heap over which I 
puzzled.

I studied it at first dreamily and then 
curiously, as the light grew stronger 
from the narrow arched entrance, then 
started half upright, for the gray thing 
seemed alive. It heaved uneasily and 
I forgot my own perplexity as to who 
I was or where I was in watching the 
mysterious thing.

All at once the mystery was solved. 
The mass separated, part of it up- 
heaved and then I understood. There 
had been but a man sleeping there, like 
me, beneath a heap of wolf skins.

As he arose, he turned his face 
toward me and called out hoarsely but 
cheerily enough:

“ Oo-ee! Scar!7’
“  Oo-ee,” I answered back instinc

tively. I knew that his call was but to 
learn if I were awake and I knew, too. 
that I was his friend and comrade.

I became instantly another being 
from the one lying dazed and dream
ing amid my skins the moment before. 
The thought of all that dim vision, of 
some fight at a ford and my own 
awful hurt there, passed as the smoke 
goes when the wind sweeps over a fire, 
and swift, keen memory of all that 
related to my present relations and sur
roundings returned to me at once.

Why, there we were in our cave. Six 
Toes and I, and it was morning. I 
called out to him:

” I am hungry, Six Toes, let us eat.”

He grinned, went over to the back 
of the cave, drew forth strips of dried 
meat from a store heaped up there and 
I, getting to my feet at the same time 
took from the weapons by the wall our 
two stone axes.

We sat down together, hacked away 
fragments of the cold, hard meat and 
ate as ravenously as two wild animals.

It was all simple enough. Why had 
I so awakened still dreaming of a river 
and a fight in the region warm and 
pleasant ? Certainly in such a country 
I had never lived, though dreams of it 
had come to me before and I was in 
such a country now.

Here was I with Six Toes, at mur
derous odds with others of our kind 
and with a prospect ahead of us as 
dangerous as uncertain. Not that it 
worried us much. We were only less 
reckless of what was to come than the 
prowling creatures of the swift, ever- 
fearing grass-eaters of the plains.

Six Toes was tall and strong, and so, 
indeed was I, though not so great of 
bulk as he. He was a huge man, 
though, springy as the reindeer, and 
the crush of his hairy arms was some
thing to be feared in any grapple.

We were garbed nearly alike, each 
in a single garment made of skin reach
ing from neck to knee, with holes for 
the arms and belted at the waist with 
a thong of rawhide. The garment of 
Six Toes was of a single bearskin; 
mine of wolf-skins, well stitched 
together with long sinews.

In each of our belts whenever we 
left the cave was a stone ax and each 
bore, as well, his bow and arrows, and 
sometimes his flint-headed spear. In a 
skin pouch hanging from the belt in 
front, we carried the smaller things—  
the stone, skinning and cutting knife 
and, it might be, dried meat.

Our arrows we carried in skin quiv
ers slung across our backs. We had 
no other clothing or weapons or gear 
of any kind, but our axes and our 
arrow-heads and knives were sharp and 
polished and our bows were strong. 
The Cave men had learned much.
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We were outlaws. I, Scar, and Six 
Toes, a greater personage than I, and 
all because of the deadly enmity 
between my companion and the head 
man of our clan.

We had been driven from the great 
galleried cave in the cliff beside the 
river a mile above us where all had 
sought refuge together for the harsh 
winter, and thus forced to fare alone 
had, after some perilous wandering, 
found shelter in this smaller and less 
pleasant and safe abode.

We were cold, but in this respect, 
not so greatly worse off than the body 
of the clan who, through rare mis
fortune, were, temporarily, nearly as 
unfortunate as we. The winter was 
upon us.

Long ago, so the legend of the story
telling old men ran, our people had 
drifted to the south where was a warm
er climate, but something had driven 
them northward again and they had 
long lived, a roving, sturdy and fierce 
community in a country of rock and 
plain, fruitful in season, it is true, and 
with good hunting, peopled as it was 
by many grass-eating brutes and furred 
beasts of prey, and warm as well but 
hard to bear in winter because of the 
breath of northern glaciers.

ATow, the clan had been for a time 
in a strait such as was never known 
before. Venturing, because of an un
accountable influx of the deer and the 
little wild horses into a ruder country 
than our ordinary haunts, we had lost 
our fire.

There were no fire mountains here, 
and despite the finding of the big cave, 
living had become uncomfortable. We 
had not yet learned the art of making 
fire ourselves and when the clan moved 
as a body, carried it always with us, 
moving slowly and making fires ahead 
on our way as far as the runners could 
go with brands;

X'ow, it had, for once, been neg
lected by the keepers in the cave and 
become lost, and we must half freeze 
and live on roots and nuts and our 
dried meat until we should visit some

distant clan, or the fire from the sky, 
as it sometimes did, should smite some 
towering dead tree and make it burn 
for us.

But no such good fortune had come 
and those of our own kind of whom 
we knew were far removed from us, 
and Sometimes hostile. We must en
dure until the warm time came again.

The little cave in which we— Six 
Toes and I— he was called Six Toes 
because he had when a youth, left four 
of his toes in the hands of a savage 
river fish, though the hurt did not im
pair his strength or swiftness— were 
harboring was close to the edge of a 
declivity which overhung the river val
ley. We were savagely restless and 
discontented, and not without great 
reason. ATot only against the bear and 
wolf and prowling tiger of the time 
must we be on guard, but against even 
the creatures of our own kind and clan.

The deadly enmity between Six Toes 
and the chief among the Cave men was 
all because of Laugh, the shrewd and 
swift and always merry daughter of 
old Hairy, desired by the huge leader, 
Wolf, and desired also by Six Toes, 
my friend, he who had found me a 
child abandoned by some wandering 
tribe and who had reared me as his 
younger brother, teaching me all his 
craft of field and fight and making of 
me one not lightly to be encountered.

With him and beside him fiercely in 
all stress I would always be. So it had 
come that we were one in our un
pleasant and watchful exile.

The time had come in the history 
of the Cave men when a woman could 
scarcely be taken by force and, next 
to Wplf, Six Toes was the most im
portant man among us. Then came 
the craft which was our undoing.

W olf and his immediate and obedi
ent following accused us of a great 
crime— forever I was counted one 
with Six Toes— of having stolen and 
hidden in the wood for our own use. 
a store of weapon heads, than which 
there was no more valued possession 
in the community.
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Of the- rarest flint, polished and 
keen, were these arrow-heads and 
spear-heads, fashioned with infinite 
care and toil by the men too old for 
hunting, and counted, rightly, among 
our best possessions, for arrows were 
often lost in the hunt or carried away 
by wounded beasts.

To steal of these, preserved as they 
were, to be dealt out fairly from the 
common store, at need, was death. 
Boldly had Wolf made the accusation 
against us, though, as the end proved, 
he had hidden the arrows himself, so 
inflaming all the men, and we had 
escaped the stern penalty only by sud
den flight. As craftly as he was fierce 
and vicious was the big Wolf.

We had found the little cave in 
which we were now concealed, and it 
was intrenched, for none could force 
the narrow entrance; had found good 
hunting and so, gloomily, but healthily 
enough we abode together, planning, it 
seemed vainly, some scheme of retri
bution.

We chafed and raged, thus helpless, 
like the great wild elk with antlers 
caught in the thicket, or the huge bear 
sometimes imprisoned in a pitfall of 
the rocks. The life we led was trying; 
in some unguarded moment we might 
be stolen upon and slain by Wolf and 
his followers, and besides, our little 
cave was colder than the other.

And, when the change came, it came 
swiftly— in a single hour— with the 
holding of a new power in our hands, 
something never known before and 
bringing great happenings with it. It 
was a simple thing, but wonderful and 
most mysterious.

One somewhat cold, but glittering 
afternoon, having eaten lightly, for 
they did not much invite us. of our 
stored raw meat and nuts, we were 
lounging in the sun in front of the 
cave, where it was warmer than inside. 
I was moving about listlessly, noting 
the tracks made in the snow by lurk
ing beasts and calling once in a while to 
Six Toes, who sat upon a little rock 
enjoying the sunshine and fumbling

idly with bits of shining stone which he 
had found beside him.

One of these bits he held for some 
time in his hand, turning it carelessly 
about. It was thin at the edges, rough
ly oval in shape. In the center on each 
side it rose outward, smooth and even.

It was somewhat like a transparent 
arrowhead and I remember that, as I 
came to the side of Six Toes, I won
dered if we could not put it to some such 
use. A flake of stone just like it I 
had never seen before.

Then, as Six Toes turned the stone 
in his hands a darting yellow gleam fell 
on the snow, and he laughed as he 
found that by moving the flake he 
could shift the shining spot at will. At 
last he turned it upon one of his own 
bare feet and in sheer curious foolish
ness held it there in one place steadily. 
But not for long.

Suddenly he leaped up with a howl 
and flung the thing away as alarmedly 
as if it were one of the little adders 
we did not like but sometimes found 
hidden amid the leaves where the nuts 
were on the ground. Something had 
bitten or burned his foot.

I ran to where the stone had fallen 
and picked it up and examined it close
ly, but could find nothing strange 
about it except its odd shape and clear
ness. How could I know, how could 
Six Toes know that he had stumbled 
upon the first natural burning glass that 
men had ever known, a flake of tour
maline brought perhaps with a boul
der from the far north in some ancient 
glacial move of tourmaline, the only 
stone which flakes in such a way!

If we had little wisdom, we had at 
least unbounded curiosity. We played 
with the curious thing and the yellow 
spot it made, and, finally, I held the 
spot upon the stalk of a dry weed. I 
held it so for quite a time and then 
the wonder happened!

There came a darkening of the 
weed’s fiber, next a faint smoking and 
then, suddenly, a flame. We yelled 
aloud our amazement and tri
umph as we danced about. We were
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beside ourselves with joy. We had 
Fire!

We wasted no time then. We 
gathered armfuls of the stout dried 
weeds and laid them carefully upon 
the one now burning and added such 
fagots of dead wood as we could find. 
Soon we had a'bohfire and we kept it 
going.

Fire, fire in abundance! We could 
not contain ourselves, for we knew all 
that it meant —  warmth, always 
warmth, and the fragrance and rich 
taste of the cooked flesh.

I dashed within the cave and 
brought out great slabs of the cold 
meat and we sharpened long thick 
weeds and thrust the meat into the 
glowing embers until it curled and 
browned and the odor and savor of it 
were in our nostrils, and then we ate!

We ate, as if famished, for never, it 
seemed to us, had been so great a feast 
before. It brought new life and cour
age.

Gorged at last, we had yet energy 
to go out among the reeds and gather 
more armfuls of them and stack them 
near at hand for use, and then we 
clambered down the precipice to a 
place not far distant where we could 
reach the river bank and brought up 
driftwood, and so we worked furious
ly until nightfall and until we had a 
great store of fuel.

Then we made another fire inside 
the cave and warmed it and there we 
ate more meat. In all that region there 
were no others so fortunate as we. 
.We were boastfully merry.

Outside, we renewed our fire upon 
the very edge of the precipice— for 
that we had a reason— and throughout 
the night we fed it in turn, one while 
the other slept, and the light leaped 
high in the darkness, a flaming defiance 
to our enemies. What would they 
think of it, they in the great cave? It 
was not long before we learned.

They had seen the flash of fire, as 
the night fell, and their amazement 
could not be told. Then came a rage. 
Six Toes and Scar had fire and Wolf

and all the band had none and were 
cold and ate raw meat! The thing was 
unendurable!

The outcasts should yield up their 
great possession, and with early dawn, 
half a score of the Cave men led by 
Wolf would come storming down the 
valley, to kill the outlaws and bring 
fire to where it was most needed.

As morning broke, we saw them 
corning, for they could not remain con
cealed against the snowy background. 
We knew their errand well, and Six 
Toes laughed loudly, but the laugh was 
as ugly as the cough of the lank hyena 
which cried sometimes in the wastes.

We heaped on more fuel and made 
the fire blaze merrily, but we saw to it 
that it was at the very edge of the she.- f 
of the rock. Six Toes brought out 
his spear and I stood beside him with 
m y' bow, an arrow clutched on the 
string.

They came rushing toward us, 
armed and fierce, and we waited until 
they were not two hundred yards 
away. Then Six Toes, with shoves 
and sweeps of his long spear, hurled 
every particle of fire from off the ledge, 
to be utterly quenched in the deep snow 
of the far depths below.

We leaped for the cave’s shelter and 
stood inside with notched arrows and 
drawn bows. Eager for a sight of 
them we were, but could not get it. 
Even Wolf would not venture fairly 
in front of that dark narrow entrance. 
Death was waiting to leap out.

We called to them and jeered at 
them, but there came no answer. 
Finally I, venturing to peer forth cau
tiously, saw our enemies gathered just 
out of bowshot.

They stood there, baffled and raging, 
and we came into sight and howled 
out insults. We yelled taunting allu
sions to those who hungered for the 
taste of roasted flesh but not for the 
taste of sharp arrows from a cave.

We gibed and mocked, until mad
dened, they started toward us and 
then we sought the cave again with its 
advantages, only to come forth once
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more as they moved, and yelp out 
things concerning those who had no 
fire and must eat raw meat and shiver 
all the time.

They could but shake their weapons 
and threaten, and at last they stalked 
away sullenly.

The sun was shining, and later in the 
day we built a fire outside again and 
laid on wet leaves to make a towering 
smoke which they in the great cave 
might see. How they must marvel 
we thought, and so we later learned.

Where did we get our fire? Was it 
possible that Six Toes had become a 
wizard— for of such beings there were 
stories even then— a medicine man 
such as had been heard of, one who 
v. as familiar with the strange things in 
tne water and in the forest and, above 
all, with the Black Things in the clouds 
which sometimes made streaks of fire 
when the storms came? Yes, it must 
be so; and there was perplexity and ap
prehension. But we must have re
venge for having been ostracised.

We jabbered bitterly together and 
our rage increased. We devised a plan 
of vengeance.

As I have told, the slight ledge in 
which was our cave projected out up
on a narrow shelf which overhung the 
valley. This tongue of rock held the 
cave almost at its very end, the open
ing extending back, but a few yards, 
while the walls were of slight thick
ness.

Because of these thin walls there 
came to us a great idea. We would 
cut holes in them and thus have a view 
on either side, up or down the valley, 
and from them too, send murderous 
unexpected arrows. The stone was 
soft and the openings were soon 
chipped through with our hard flint 
axes. We hunted stealthily and at 
night only, for we feared a possible 
surprise, and slew one of the little wild 
horses and a deer and hacked them 
apart and stored away the meat, and 
ever carefully within the cave we 
nursed a slight fire, for the wonderful 
stone, we had now learned, would not

bring flame in the darkness nor when 
the sky was dull.

I must tel! here of what I learned 
afterward. There was new trouble in 
the great cave. Wolf had again de
manded Laugh for his wife, and her 
father, the aged and feeble Hairy, 
could not protect her if he would.

She was in a desperate strait, but a 
most resolute maiden and a daring 
one was Laugh, and she at this time 
resolved swiftly and desperately. She 
had watched longingly the distant 
smoke.

She would flee to Six Toes, who 
was, at heart, her choice. Besides, 
had he not fire and roast meat— and 
oh, how good roast meat was!

Little preparation had the girl to 
make. She wrapped her few belong
ings tightly in a skin which she fast
ened to her back with thongs, and 
then, one morning, just as the light 
was coming and the dangerous 
creatures of the night had sought their 
hiding-places in the hills and forests, 
she glided from the cave, at first un
noticed, and began her run.

The sun was shining all over the 
snow fields and down the valley now, 
but she relied upon her swiftness. 
A fourth of the way she had gained 
when Wolf, suspicious concerning her 
and ever watchful, seeking her earl)', 
found that she was not with her 
father, and, rushing from the cave at 
once, perceived her in the distance.

He knew what her flight portended. 
He seized his weapons with a bellow, 
shouted to his immediate followers, 
and bounded forth in hot pursuit.

Fleeter of foot than most of the 
Cave women was Laugh, but the fall 
of snow had not been light and she 
was not as strong and tireless for 
such hampered run as were the angry 
ones pursuing her.

They gained upon her almost from 
the first and her flight became more 
straining, though she did not falter. 
Bravely, if even gaspingly, she ran; 
but when she attained the slope which 
led upward to the awaiting shelter the
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rushing Wolf was scare a dozen yards 
behind, though here on the wind-swept 
ascent, the snow became lighter and 
Laugh almost held her own.

Then she did what alone saved her. 
She yelled as only a Cave woman can 
yell, which meant much, and Six 
Toes, leaping to the porthole saw it 
all. He rushed to the cave entrance. 
T at his heels.

It was a close finish— there could 
be no doubt of that. Wolf's final 
swift rush told as they neared the 
cave; his hand was outstretched to 
reach her and barely, only barely, did 
he miss in his clutch at her brown 
ankle as she dived as recklessly into 
the opening as does the little wood 
rat into its sheltering hole.

Six Toes caught her in his arms as 
she came and I sent an arrow whist
ling outward, but Six Toes was in my 
way and Wolf leaped aside unhurt. 
Then came a few moments’ pause. 
Laugh was safe within the cave.

Wolf and his followers, who had 
by this time joined him, were gathered 
just aside from the entrance, in noisy 
council. We waited alert and 
hungrily, for we knew that our time 
of vengeance was at hand, I guarding 
the cave opening, Six Toes at the 
porthole on the left.

As they conferred excitedly the 
party of Wolf moved farther to the 
side and I crept nearer and nearer to 
the mouth of the cave. I knew there 
would be happenings. Then I heard 
the voices moving more to the side and 
ran back into the cave again and 
'ooked over Six Toes’ shoulder.

Suddenly the men outside moved 
again and there now they stood, not 
six yards from the point of Six Toes’ 
arrow, Wolf with his broad back to it. 
waving his arms and commanding 
violently.

Never was fairer mark offered a 
Cave man and never a deadly oppor
tunity seized upon more eagerly. 
Slowly Six Toes drew the long shaft 
backward until the stone head touched 
the great how, which creaked and

groaned beneath the strain; then he 
released it!

There was a tearing thud; Wolf 
threw up his hands and stood waver
ing there with but a short length of the 
knotted wood jutting from his neck. 
For a moment he swayed so and 
trembled and then he pitched forward, 
as dead as, the deer and little wild 
horse stored beside us in the cave.

With a yell of terror, his followers 
started up the valley and I bounded 
out from the cave and sent an arrow 
after them as they ran clustered. I 
could hear the “  t h u t and one of 
them began to run waveringly and lag- 
gardlv. It was a fine shot.

It was good to see Laugh eat. 
Little cared she what we were doing. 
The smell of roasted meat had as
sailed her, and she was gnawing 
greedily dt a bone with cooked flesh 
still upon it as we turned to look up
on her, still flushed fropi the race.

She looked up at Six Toes and 
laughed happily. Then he. too,
laughed and sat down beside her. 
They were mated now, and were con
tent.

So, for a few days, there were no 
happenings of note. Six Toes and 
Laugh were cheerful in their end of 
the cave and I only less so in a little 
alcove at the side where I slept now 
dreamlessly. Laugh helped in the 
skinning of the game. We brought 
and cooked the flesh and kept ever a 
sharp lookout up and down the val
ley.

Did Laugh become lax in any of 
her duties, Six Toes, as a husband 
should, admonished her with a strip 
of hide, but she rarely needed such 
corection and his strokes were light, 
for were they not. newly wed?

I alone became, finally, somewhat 
restless. I felt that there was more to 
come; not that I feared it, hut I was 
curious. The half-freezing tribe 
would soon be heard from.

We had not long to wait. Follow
ing the death of Wolf there had been 
much debate in the great cave. Kvi-
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derttly Six Toes was a wizard, and 
evidently a great wizard was a good 
thing for a clan to have. Besides, Six 
Toes was a famous hunter and a man 
of might, and why not yield to him?

They came, one day, a straggling 
group, including even older man, and 
I, who guessed their mission, as I saw 
them in the distance, conferred swiftly 
with Six Toes and advised him.

They halted at a distance from the 
cave and yelled forth the nature of 
their visit and then, assured of safety, 
laid down their weapons and came 
forward. Six Toes, I standing beside 
him, received them somewhat gruffly. 
They said that they were cold and that 
he could make fire for them; that they 
were leaderless, too, would he not re
turn to them?

Six Toes was stern but not un
friendly. He said they were right. 
He was a wizard and could make fire. 
They -were leaderless, because he had 
slain Wolf. He could slay others.

He had been driven forth from the 
band, he and his brother Scar, but he 
would not remain angry with them if 
they would take him as a wizard and 
as the head of the clan and so obey him. 
If they disobeyed, well, he could burn 
all enemies.

The sun was shining and he drew 
forth the fire stone from his pouch and 
set into flames the bundle of dry reeds 
I brought. The sight startled and ap
palled them and some of the old men 
even grovelled at his feet.

All yielded wildly and blindly and, 
the young men carrying our belong
ings.' Six Toes and Laugh and I in 
the lead, we took our way to the great 
cave of many galleries where the re
mainder of the band received us with 
mingled fear and joy.

One day it chanced that I was creep
ing upon a flock of ptarmigan, feeding 
in a thicket where were many berries. 
Already, in another place I had killed a 
burden of them, and cared little 
whether I shot more of them or not. 
Glancing about as I so crept along, I 
saw what interested me. Upon one of

the bushes with a foliage darkly green, 
hung great clusters of berries not scar
let, like those the birds ate which we 
ate ourselves, but of a purple such as I 
have never seen before.

They were wonderful. Surely I 
thought, they must be better than the 
smaller red things, richer and more lus
cious. I tasted them and found them 
sweet and musky and fragrant, and, 
yielding, I gorged myself from their 
aboundance, and then lay down upon 
the dry grass in a little open space, to 
rest and dream, and, it might be, sleep, 
for there came a sort of languor over 
me and sleep seemed good.

I lay there dozing when I heard a 
fluttering of birds about me and 
reached for my bow and tried to rise, 
but could not. My legs refused to aid 
me and my arms seemed heavy. There 
came a doubt upon me.

We had learned that there were poi
son things, though never had I known 
them in this region, and surely berries 
so luscious could not be harmful. But 
I seemed in another world.

I lay there helpless; but in no pain. 
The drowsiness, which deepened, 
brought curious scenes and fancies.

Steadily all faded. It was done! 
Not for me .was it to hunt or fight with 
Six Toes to the end. Not for me to 
take my mate and live in the full Cave 
man’s life; not for me to be with the 
brave clan as it waxed in numbers and 
in strength until it became the greatest 
in all that changing region of what 
men call the Dardogne Valley, where 
our spear and arrow heads are some
times dug from deep in the earth, and 
where little children prattle in the vine
yards !

CHAPTER V.
T H E  B O A T M E X .

Scar in the time of the water caves, 
centuries after his adventures with 
the people of the great cave, tells of 
new ventures and inventions.

W hen  it is warm, there is no sound 
sweeter to me than the sound of plash
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ing water. It was such a sound that 
came to my ears as I awoke from my 
sleep on a little leaf-covered mound be
neath the boughs of a thicket-surround
ed beech-tree on a gently sloping and 
wooded hillside:

I knew that near me a brook came 
hurrying down the slope, and that it 
was its rejoicing that I heard as it tum
bled in little cataracts along its stony 
bed.

I still seemed to hear the songs of 
beautiful dream-birds.

I knew that I was content and sound 
and full of vigor though only half 
awake as yet; but, somehow, I was 
puzzled. Of what had I been dream
ing, and which was the real and which 
the unreal? I seemed at home where 
I was, and yet it seemed but an hour 
ago that there were birds— birds which 
were good to eat, about me, and that 
there were sweet berries, and that I had 
eaten them and then had gone to sleep.

But there were no birds about me 
now, and there were no berry bushes. 
The beech-tree was familiar, and so 
were the singing and laughing of the 
water. I was in my own place and 
well. What foolish things are dreams!

There came a long call, “ Co-ee! 
Coo-ee!” from a distance below me, 
and the sound was most familiar. It 
was the call of Droopeye, close friend 
and companion of mine. And I was 
glad to hear the summons of Droop- 
eye— he was so called because he had 
a hurt in his youth such that one eye
lid drooped and gave him an odd look 
— since there had come to me strange 
dreams as I slept there beside the brook 
which tumbled down the hillside into 
the lake.

I wonder why it is that I have al
ways had strange dreams? Queer and 
singular they have been; not like those 
dreamed by my tribesmen, as they have 
told them to me. They dream of the 
hunt or the fishing or of the men and 
women among its; but I do not dream 
of such things.

.My dreams are such as I cannot un
derstand: for they are of places and

people and ways ever different from 
what is all about me, of men and 
women and lands and beasts I have 
never seen, of countries of hot sands 
and mighty deserts, or deep, steaming 
jungles, or cold lands of ice and snow, 
or of mighty forests where were no 
men at all, but only fierce, wild crea
tures upon the ground, and, in the tree- 
tops, other creatures looking somewhat 
like men indeed, but living in lofty nests 
and ever fearful of the beasts below. I 
do not understand these dreams, and 
they make me wonder with almost a 
little fear.

So when I awoke to the call of 
Droopeye, I answered lustily and 
leaped to my feet, and met him as he 
came running up the slope from the 
shining water. He held in his hand a 
wonderfully bright shell, which he had 
found upon the shore, and which he 
showed to me laughingly.

It is hard to say why I, so different 
in all my ways, should care at all for 
the companionship of such a man as 
Droopeye, who was not the best aid in 
the hunt, and who could not run as fast 
or far as I, nor send an arrow from his 
bow so surely and so strongly.

But I liked to have him with me in 
the forest or in the hills, despite his 
uselessness in the hunt, and cared for 
him as I have seen some great, wild 
beast endure and seem to care for a 
lesser one about him.

Ever ready was Droopeye to build 
the fire with the hard-pointed stick 
twisted with the bow-string into the 
dried, punky wood, and he was ready 
in the skinning and in carrying his bur
den of whatever might be our spoil to 
the distant camp.

It was Droopeye who first learned to 
make sounds upon stretched skins, 
which drew to him the younger men 
and the girls, and made them utter odd 
singing noises and want to skip about. 
Very curious was this thing.

We had been at work upon the skin 
of a ground-hog, one time, scraping it 
clean of all flesh and making it fit for 
use as some sort of pouch: and when
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we had done this Droopeve stretched it 
across the end of a short, hollow length 
of log which chanced to be lying near 
his hut, that it might dry there, flat and 
Arm, until he should take it off to knead 
and stretch into softness, as was the 
way. It was pinned tightly with strong 
thorns driven through its edge into the 
wood, and there it dried, flat and taut 
and firm.

Then, one day, when I was with him, 
Droopeye remembered the skin he had 
left out in the sun to dry so, and 
brought it to the entrance of the hut, 
.where he took a seat beside me, pre
paring to pull out the thorns and make 
the skin soft again by kneading.

We were talking, and he forgot for 
the time about the skin, playing with a 
short, hard stick he had chanced to pick 
up as we talked. At last he lifted the 
short length of log— it was light and 
thin and very dry —  and, but in idle
ness, hit the skin a smart blow with the 
stick he held.

The sound made us both leap to our 
feet, it was so loud and odd and boom
ing in a queer way. Again and again 
did Droopeye hit the skin, and each 
time came the booming sound, and 
others came running to see what it was.

“  I will not take off the skin,” said 
Droopeye then. “ I will keep the 
sounding thing to play with.”

And this he did; and it came at last 
that he fastened a skin across the other 
end of the little, dried, hollow log, and 
the booming was increased, and a great 
thing finally came of this, for in time 
a bigger length of hollow log was taken, 
and chipped and scraped smooth inside 
and outside, and when other skin was 
stretched and fastened tightly across 
the ends, and the thing was beaten, the 
booming drumming could be heard 
from afar, and we had a means of 
summons for all the tribe, should any 
time of peril come.

But the sounding upon the skin was 
not all that came of this queer discov
ery of Droopeye. It so pleased him 
that he tried stretching more skins 
across hollow things, making still dif

ferent sounds, and other sound-making 
things he tried.

Finally he stretched a bowstring of 
sinew above the half of a great, dried, 
wild gourd upon which a skin was 
stretched, and it made a twanging 
which pleased him much, though the 
sound was not at all like that of the 
beating upon the drum.

Then to Droopeye came another 
fancy, for he was ever different from 
the rest of the tribe in thinking of that 
which might be strange and new.

There was a boy so pinched of face 
that he was called the Rat, and this Rat 
was so charmed by the noise that 
Droopeye made with his new things 
that he was hovering about constantly 
when the sounds were made.

Him Droopeye taught to strum upon 
the sinew stretched across the gourd, 
and soon they would make the new and 
strange noises together, and at night—  
that is, in the early night, when the 
hunters and others had returned to 
camp and had eaten, there would al
ways be a swift clustering around the 
players, though I cannot tell why this 
was so.

The strumming noise seemed to 
touch the feet of those who listened, 
and they moved uneasily, and would 
often shout when the sounds came 
swiftly and regularly together in some 
way I had never heard before.

Very odd it was to see them thus 
swaying together, sometimes clapping 
their l^nds as the sounds came; and at 
last they would caper and circle about, 
stepping as came the sounds, and all 
were delighted with it. So came what 
Droopeye said was the first music, as 
he called it; and, whatever it may be, 
it assuredly was marvelous.

Never before, so the old men said, 
had the cave people been more quiet 
and prosperous; for we had a good re
gion in which to live— the winters 
were not so white and hard as they 
were in the times of which the old men 
say their fathers’ forefathers told, and 
there were fewer of the great, man- 
eating wild beasts.
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Very huge and dangerous were these 
beasts once; and even at this time it 
was not good to meet the great bear, 
or the tree leopard, or the wolf-pack, 
or even the huge lone wolf which 
sometimes crouches by the woodpaths 
at night and springs out upon and 
tears the throat of the unwary.

Once such a wolf sprang out upon 
me; but I throttled him, though un
arms were torn, and I was sick and 
weak for many days. The teeth of 
the old wolf are very long; but I am 
strong, and my grip is crushing.

We had not been at war with any 
other tribe since I was but a youth, 
and we had not been driven away 

.from the camping place by the great 
floods which sometimes came in the 
past times, and so we had thriven here, 
and had done many things. There 
were the boat and the barb!

Very well do I remember how the 
first boat came. It was after a great 
storm, before which I had been hunt
ing with One Ear far up the river 
which runs to the sea, and to which 
one now paddles through the lake 
from which the creek runs to our 
smaller lake about which were our 
huts and caves.

The water had come in a vast flood, 
and had caught us in the distant val
ley, and we had climbed into a tree 
that w e  might not drown, and there 
we crouched and clung throughout the 
night.

When morning came we could see 
nothing but the tops of other trees and 
the great waters. • We were weak and 
hungry. We must leave the tree or 
die, and when a log big enough to 
carry us both came closely by we 
dropped down upon it together.

We were swept into the deep water 
and tossed about in eddies, and tangled 
and delayed, but not for a very long 
time. We were going straight toward 
a little island I knew well, though only 
its bare crest now showed above the 
waters.

We stranded against the island's 
shore, and crawled up a little way and

rested, lying very still, for there was 
little life left in us. At last I rose and 
looked about, and then I shook One 
Ear by the shoulder and shouted 
loudly.

There was game upon the little is
land, game imprisoned by the flood. 
There were hares, a score of them, 
and we slew them with our axes, for 
they could not escape, and fed upon
them, for we were famished.

Then we slept, and it was night 
when we awoke. We were hungry 
still, and ate and slept again until the 
morning came.

The storm was ended, but not the 
flood. We could see no land except 
the little space on which we were, and 
even that was lessening. What should 
we do?

We ate more of the hare, and sat 
down upon the sand, and One Ear be
came sad, and howled as the lone wolf 
sometimes does. The sound was not 
good to me, for it made me sorrowful, 
and I threw my ax at him, but did not 
hit him. But he ceased his howling.

It was mid-afternoon when I saw 
coming down the river what seemed to 
float higher on the water than did the 
other things. As it neared us I recog
nized it as something I had seen be
fore. It was only a log, but it turned 
up at the ends, and rode high in the 
wrater, because it was hollow through
out most its length and nearly to its 
bottom.

Often had I seen that curious log in 
my hunting far up the river-—a big, 
charred, and hollow thing, at the look 
of which I had often wondered. But 
I had thought it worthless. Of what 
use a charred and hollow log?

It floated so high that, as it ground
ed on the beach of the little island it 
came easily within reach of our hands, 
and we pulled it ashore.

We chattered foolishly over it, and
then, all at once, to each of us came 
the thought that the thing might carry 
us more easily than the heavier log 
which had brought us to where we 
were.
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We must leave the island or starve. 
There were no more hares. We put 
the log in the water again and I held 
it by an end while One Ear waded out 
and got astride it.

Then a new thought came to him, 
and he lifted his legs and dropped 
Squattingly into the great hollow the 
fire had made, and looked up at me, 
and cackled excitedly.

The log floated, and yet he was 
away from the water! I clambered in 
beside him with a shout. The current 
caught us and carried us away, and 
then we yelled together in our exulta
tion. We were floating, warm and 
dry, and resting.
. It was wonderful! Never had men 

floated thus before, and we were great 
men indeed! Swiftly we were carried 
toward the promontory afar down 
where were the caves where we and 
our people dwelt.

Close in, just at nightfall, the cur
rent swayed us, and we leaped out as 
we reached the shallows, and dragged 
our prize ashore, while the clan gath
ered about us, all chattering and won
dering. We had what we came to call 
a boat!

We ate much and slept soundly 
after this, our great peril and great 
discovery. In the morning followed 
another gathering of the Cave people 
about the strange thing which could 
carry men safely upon the water; and 
he who could draw pictures of wild 
creatures on the rocks, and who could 
chip spear-heads most wisely of us all, 
was the one who looked upon the fire- 
hollowed log longest and most earnest
ly, though he at first was silent.

Then finally he came to me. A boat 
seemed to be a good thing. Why not 
have another boat? What fire had 
done, fire could do!

Not far from the caves, and close 
by the shore of the currentless lagoon 
which reached in from the river, lay 
the trunk of a large fallen tree. Our 
stone axes were good, so Thin Legs 
said, but might not suffice to make a 
boat like that brought by One Ear and

me; but surely we could in time hack 
off a log, and then make the fire which 
vanned us and cooked our food do 
the rest.

So we fell to work eagerly, all the 
strong men of the clan coming to aid 
in turn. It was long work and wear
ing, and there were tired arms and 
blistered hands, but within two days 
the log was hacked away from the 
trunk of the fallen big tree, and then 
Thin Legs alone took leadership, and 
fire was brought.

Very wise is Thin Legs. None of 
the rest of us can think as he does; 
none of us can so tell what is going to 
happen after things have been done.

Upon the top of the great log we 
had cut away he built a little fire, and 
supplied it with dry fuel as it ate its 
way into the wood. When it threat
ened to reach too far toward the end 
or sides he dammed it with wet mud, 
and so made it eat this way or that 
way, as he would have it, until of the 
huge log there remained but a thin,/ 
hollowed and charred with thin, strong 
sides and bottom.

We pushed it into the water and it 
floated high, carrying half a score of 
us at once. So came the first man
made boat. Now we could fish 
throughout the whole lagoon.

With long poles thrust to the bot
tom we guided the boat here and there 
about the shallow waters, and had bet
ter fortune than ever before, spearing 
the fish at all their feeding-places.

Sometimes, too, we would guide the 
boat into the depths of the wild rice 
which grew in the water and lie in 
wait there for the water-fowl which 
came at night. So our fortunes were 
bettered.

It was a wonderful boat, one we 
could pole through the water far more 
swiftly than we could the other, and 
it seemed as if there could be nothing 
better. But we did not know.

Not a great time passed when a 
strange thing happened. It was that I 
saw foolish boys make the clumsy boat 
we had before move in the water with
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out a pole. We could make a boat 
move in the water only when we thrust 
down a pole to the bottom and leaned 
against it and pushed; but the idle 
boys, playing in the one lying by the 
bank in the still lagoon, began pulling 
a flat stick through the water beside 
them, and the boat moved out. and 
then they were afraid, and yelled loud
ly, for they could not get back to shore.

We got them back, poling with the 
only other boat we had. It was all 
most foolish, but I wondered. I saw 
the boys pull the flat stick through the 
water, and saw the boat move. I my
self saw it.

After that I sought the flat stick the 
boys had used, and looked upon it and 
all over it carefully. It was but as 
any other flat stick.

When all were gone into the caves 
6r the wood, I took the stick, and got 
into the boat myself, but I carried the 
pole with me and laid it in the boat, 
lest without it I could not get back to 
shore.

Then I took the flat stick and thrust 
it into the water, and pulled backward 
with it, and again the strange thing 
happened, for the boat moved on the 
water as it had done with the boys.

Farther and farther it went from 
the land, and I took up the pole with 
which to push myself back, but it 
would not reach bottom. The flat stick 
had carried me too far. I was fright
ened. I knew not what to do. I yelled, 
but there was no one to hear me. I 
was afraid of the water.

Then, in my desperation, I took the 
flat stick again, and pulled with it in 
the water, and the boat went farther, 
and soon, as I looked about, I saw that 
I was close to the wood on the other 
side of the lagoon. I pulled with the 
flat stick again, and the boat touched 
land again, and I climbed out and lay 
down upon the ground.

Long I thought. Could the flat stick 
make the boat go back? I*would try, 
I clambered into the boat and turned 
it about with the pole, so that it point
ed toward the other shore, and then

took the stick and pulled with it in the 
water again, and was carried back to 
very nearly the place from which I had 
started.

I sprang upon the bank, and yelled 
and leaped up and down. I wonder 
why it is that men always dance up 
and down and yell when they are hap
py? The other creatures do not act 
in that foolish way.

So I danced and whooped, and then 
finally I became tired. But I was the 
greatest man in the tribe. I, alone, 
had the flat stick, and none should 
take it from me. There was another 
flat stick lying on the shore, and I took 
it up in sport, and got into the boat 
with it. laughing, because I knew it 
would not make the boat move.

I was wrong. I pulled with it as 
I had with the other, and, behold! the 
boat moved as it had done before. 
Other flat sticks I took then and pulled 
with them, and the boat obeyed them 
all. Any flat stick would move the 
boat if it were only pulled with the flat 
side against the water.

I was no richer than any other man 
of the tribe. Then I tried to move 
the boat with round sticks— many of 
them— but it lay still. The sticks but 
glided through the water and the boat 
would not heed them.

I shouted again, still more loudly, 
because I wanted to tell about the flat 
stick, and Thin Legs came running 
from the wood where he had been 
gathering nuts and roots. No game 
had he, for Thin Legs does not often 
hunt, though he alone can chip the best 
arrow-heads and spear-heads.

I told him of the wonderful flat 
stick and all it had done, and there 
came the thinking look in his eyes 
which I do not understand, and then he 
tried the flat stick himself in the boat, 
and then climbed ashore and leaped and 
shouted almost as wildly as I had done.

After a time he sat down upon a 
little rock, and sat there long, saying 
no word, holding the flat stick in his 
hand and looking at it. He could think 
long. It did not hurt his head as it
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did mine and the heads of others of 
the Cave men if we thought too much. 
Then we went to the caves together.

Thin Legs carried with him the fiat 
stick, but he said nothing.

When I left the cave the next morn
ing the big yellow thing that makes the 
light had not yet come up above the 
great forest to the east.

I could not wait. I was too eager to 
try to go upon the water again with 
a flat stick to move the boat. I ate 
but a mouthful or two of the flesh 
of the little deer I had killed in the 
ravine in the hills, and then I ran to 
where were the boat and the flat sticks.

I took my bow and arrows with me. 
I would get across the lagoon and go 
into the beech wood, where many 
birds fed on the nuts and where it was 
good hunting. There was . no boat 
there! Then there came to my ears a 
yell from the other shore.

I called aloud in answer, and from 
the shadow of the distant bushes 
across the water came out the boat 
with Thin Legs kneeling in it, and 
digging the water, as it seemed, with 
a flat stick again, and the boat was 
coming towrard me.

But far more swiftly and straight 
it came than it had done the day be
fore, and I knew in a moment that 
Thin Legs, the wise, had been at work 
in the night— at work by his fire in 
the cave— and that somehow he had 
given more strength to the flat stick.

It was the same flat stick at one 
end, but not at the other. The day 
before it had been hard to grasp and 
hold, because it was so broad and I 
could not get my fingers round it. I 
could hold it only with a hard clutch, 
pressing on each side, and so could 
not puil it through the water without 
a strain.

Now it was another kind of stick. 
All night long Thin Legs had worked 
with his stone hatchet and with his 
knife. For what would be the length 
from a man’s foot to his knee he had 
chopped and chipped on each .side of 
the wood until there was left some

thing that could be clasped easily in 
the hand, and this part he had cut 
and scraped until it was round like a 
spear-handle.

At the end was still a flat stick with 
which a man could pull in the water 
with all his strength, grasping the 
round handle above. No man had 
seen such a stick before, and I spoke 
not, though Thin Legs grinned.

“ We will call it a paddle— which 
means what pulls,” he said and grinned 
again. ‘‘ Get into the boat.”

I got into the boat and took the 
strange stick and dug it into the water 
and pulled swiftly with all my might, 
and the boat shot away as do some 
of the swimming birds upon the 
water; for now I had my grip and 
I was strong. I went to the other 
shore and very swiftly back again. 
What a thing had we!

And another paddle made Thin 
Legs, so that we each had one, and 
day by day we learned about the boat 
and the flat stick until, when we pulled 
together, we went over the water like 
the queer, clacking water-bird of the 
rushes, which need not fly from 
danger, so swiftly can it swim.

And all this time in the day was 
Thin Legs toiling upon a new boat—  
the little boat for us two alone, which 
should be greater than the boat the 
tribe had already made.

All day he toiled, chipping with his 
stone ax, and burning with little fires 
covered with wet clay, that the fire 
might not reach too far, and each night 
I brought him food— nuts and berries 
and meat— for I was as eager about 
the boat as he. And one day Thin Legs 
declared the boat was done.

It was a wonderful boat! Never 
before had such a boat been seen. Not 
great in size was it— only the length 
of two men and but broad enough for 
one— and each of its ends was pointed 
like the other.

'But it was not that which made the 
boat so marvelous. Long and patient
ly had Thin Legs labored. Much had 
he chipped and burned, and so watch
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ful had he been that the boat, smooth 
on the outside as the shell of the river- 
turtle, was itself but the thinnest shell, 
alike in thickness throughout even- 
part of the tough wood, yet as strong 
as the clumsy boats we had already 
made, and so light that one man alone 
could carry it.

Even Thin Legs found it not too 
great a burden. To me, Scar, the 
Strong One, it was as nothing. Yet 
this shell thing would easily carry the 
two of us upon the water and a con
siderable burden besides. Very wise 
was Thin Legs.

For a long time we used the boat, 
going where we would in the lagoon 
and spearing the fish, though many 
we lost because our spears would not 
hold them well; and great hunting had 
I in the beech and oak woods on the 
farther side, which we could not reach 
so easily before and where the bush- 
birds and the cock that struts and calls 
and all the creatures that feed upon 
the nuts and berries were not so fear
ful as those on the side of the lagoon 
where were the caves, because they 
had not been hunted so often by Cave 
men.

Close upon these creatures I would 
creep and drive my arrows through 
them, and we would come back to the 
caves with much meat. And there was 
none among the hunters that matched 
with me, Scar, the strong bowman, if 
I do say so myself.

One day I had shot and killed a 
porcupine, and I went back to the 
caves with him most carelessly; and 
because there was more than I could 
eat— he was a very fat porcupine— I 
called to Thin Legs to come and cook 
and eat him with me.

I was careless, and one of the spines, 
the things upon the back of the por
cupine, slipped into my thumb, and I 
could not pull it out again from the 
flesh below the first joint.

Thin Legs tried to help me get the 
piece of porcupine out of my hurt 
thumb: but it would not come back, 
though we pulled, and it hurt me, and

I yelled. Then suddenly I pushed it—  
I don't know why I pushed it— and it 
went easily and smoothly. Thin Legs 
took hold of the other end of it and 
pulled the great quill through without 
hurting me at all.

The next day we took our little boat 
and rowed up and down all around 
the edges of the yellow, shallow water, 
and with our flint spears speared many 
of the fishes; but many of them slid 
off— not all of them, because some
times we used to toss them swiftly 
into our boat or to the bank.

But the most of them slid off; and, 
though we were very keen of eye and 
deft of hand, Thin Legs and I. we 
never got the half of them.

But something came into my mind 
that afternoon, and I looked at Thin 
Legs as we lost fish after fish, and 
rowed to the shore with him and sat 
down on a little rock, and then I asked 
him what it was that made the quills 
of the porcupine hold things so that 
it was hard to pull them off.

He did not answer, but thought a 
little. There came the distant look 
upon his face again, as if he had found 
something, and then, with a shout, he 
leaped up and began running toward 
the cave.

I paddled back with the boat and 
fish, but I did not see Thin Legs again 
that day. He was working in his cave, 
and would allow none to enter it. In 
the morning I knew.

All night he had worked, and he 
had chipped the heads of two flint 
spears so that they were barbed, as 
were the quills of the porcupine, only 
in a far coarser way. Then I knew. 
Never had been such spear-heads be
fore, nor any worth so much in food
getting. How can I tell the story of 
the barb?

We went to the lake the next day 
with our spears— for Thin Legs had 
made another like the first one— and 
we rowed in our boat among the 
shallows, and there came beneath us 
the great fish; and we speared them, 
and none of them slipped away, be
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cause of the great barbs at the side-of 
our flirtt spears.

Very heavily laden was our boat, for 
it was full of fish when we paddled 
back that day, and very rich in fishes 
were we now, and great men in the 
tribe were Thin Legs and I because of 
the spears which held the fishes.

There is a curious white fish, very 
tender and flaky and sweet in the 
mouth, which gathers in schools in the 
big river just above where the swift 
current begins, and it came to me that 
I might go among them with tied lines 
and barbed hooks trailing from the 
boat and so catch at least one or two 
of them.

I wanted Thin Legs to go with me, 
but he declared it to be unsafe. If 
once the current got hold of the boat 
too strongly, he said, it would be car
ried down the river and over the falls 
and upon the jagged rocks where no 
man could live; but I only laughed at 
him and said, since he feared, I would 
fish alone.

I took my lines with me, with bait 
for the barbed hooks, and tied one end 
of the lines about my waist, letting the 
hooks float in the water far behind. 
I could hear the roar of the falls, when 
I became afraid and would turn the 
boat to row back with the floating 
hooks; but I found all at once that I 
had come too far.

As I strove to turn the fierce current 
caught the paddle and exerted its 
strength against me. How could Thin 
Legs have chanced upon such treacher
ous wood?

The paddle snapped short in the 
middle, and I was helpless with the 
fragment of the handle in my hand. 
The boat whirled round in the rushing 
wraters. The falls roared more loudly. 
There were the jagged rocks below 
and certain death there.

I threw myself along the bottom of 
the tossing boat, lest it overturn even 
before the leap. But of what avail? 
There was only death below!

I dosed my eyes and, with a roaring 
of the waters in my ears, shot down

ward toward the jagged rocks, and 
then came nothingness.

CHAPTER VI.

THE ARMORERS.

Scar aivakcns to see the beginning 
of a new age. He tells hoiv came a 
discovery greater in its results than 
any other that the world had yet seen, 
or Still, ever see again.

I was aroused by the sound of a 
strange hammering, blows following 
each other rapidly and with a quality 
of sound it seemed to me I had never 
heard before. It was not like that of 
stone upon w'ood or of stone upon 
stone, but had at times a faint ring, 
a something altogether unfamiliar.

I had been sleeping peacefully in 
the sun, lying in the grass of a plot 
among bushes which grow in a valley
like gorge between rocky walls and 
having many boulders scattered about 
upon its surface.

1 sprang to my feet and emerged 
from the bushes to discover the cause 
of the curious hammering and recog
nized the scene, though somewhat 
slowly. The Hammer tvas at work 
with two companions, and I knew that 
I should have been helping him had I 
not become tired and gone to the sun
ny spot in the bushes to rest and sleep 
a little.

The Hammer —  he had gained the 
name because he was nowadays doing 
little else than swing his big stone 
hammer in seeking to acquire what 
had never been much sought before—  
saw me approaching and hailed me 
boisterously: “ Ho. Did you sleep.
Scar, big laggard? Here is more 
mauling for you.”

There was mauling to be done as
suredly. All three of the men were at 
work, standing beside a flat boulder 
upon which they were seeking to pound 
to little fragments uneven chunks of 
rock which, from their shape, must 
have been somehow broken from a 
larger body.
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As I drew nearer I saw that among 
the fragments the men were thus seek
ing to pulverize there appeared lumps 
and shreds and strips of a substance 
which did not break beneath the blows, 
though it might bend and flatten.

Then what remained of the daze of 
my sleeping went away in a moment 
and I knew the why and wherefore of 
what was here before me. The red 
substance was the thing Hammer had 
found in the pronged rock, and was 
copper, as we came to call it, some
thing now most precious to us and in 
the getting of which we were all as
sisting Hammer to the utmost. What 
arrowheads and spearheads he had 
given us! There had been never others 
to equal them.

It had been a curious discovery, and 
one unlikely to have been made by 
other than this Hammer, friend and 
hutmate of mine, and the shrewdest 
and most thinking man among us.

He, who was ever alert to discover 
the reason of what was unusual, was 
attracted one day by the appearance of 
a particular boulder in the valley. It 
was different from the others in that it 
had upon it many outstanding points 
and bulges, as if the stone were harder 
in those spots and had yielded less to 
the chippings of the cold, heat, and 
storms or whatever might make it 
grow smaller with time.

He picked a small rock from the 
ground and struck a heavy blow upon 
one slender projection longer than his 
hand, thinking to break it off, but it did 
not break, it only bent instead!

Then, indeed, was the curiosity of 
Hammer aroused mightily. He would 
have that strange projection! Fierce
ly and strenuously he pounded upon it, 
and very wearily at last, for he had 
set himself a serious task, though he 
finally succeeded, loosening the prong 
from the rock after long battering of 
it back and forth. He held in his hand 
something well worthy of his study.

Hammer brought to our hut the red 
piece which surely was not of the rock 
itself, and much we considered of 
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what it might be and of what use it 
could be made to us. That last thought 
took but little time. Hammer decided 
it.

” It will not break,” he said. It 
will only bend, and that not easily, yet 
it may be hammered into many shapes. 
Such hammering it shall have. I will 
make a spearhead s,uch as men have 
never seen! ”

He took the fragment of metal and 
one of the heaviest of our stone ham
mers and went with them to the hard, 
flat boulder in the ravine and there be
gan his pounding.

All that afternoon came to our ears 
in the village the sound of the ham
mering at the rock. I did not go there, 
tor I had other things to do out in the 
lower hills, where I had seen a group 
of little deer and where I thought I 
might get a chance at one as they came 
from the wood at sundown.

1 got none,, and darkness had come 
when I reached our hut again and 
found Hammer by the fire, -whereon 
he had roasted meat which tasted good 
to both of us. I asked concerning his 
labor and he showed me the piece of 
copper.

What a change had come to it! Very 
nearly in the shape of a spearhead it 
was now and fine to look upon in its 
bright redness. Hammer said he had 
not sought to do more when the light 
began to fail, for the work must be 
finer now and he must use a lighter 
hammer.

He was at the rock again in the 
early morning and wrought there all 
day again, meanwhile having lying on 
the rock beside him as he worked the 
best and most beautifully shaped stone 
spearhead that we owned, one of the 
hardest flint, most perfect in its form, 
and so polished by rubbing upon sand
stone and afterward with the bark of 
trees that it was as smooth as the shell 
of a beechnut.

This Hammer used as a model, and 
the “ tap-tapping ”  of his light ham
mer of stone upon the metal was like 
the tapping of a woodpecker who
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never wearied. He would not show 
me that night what he had accom
plished, but said that his task would 
be done in the day to come.

At night, when we met again in the 
hut, he showed me the copper spear
head.

It was something wonderful, that 
spearhead. It was smoother than any 
stone one ever made, for Hammer had 
tapped so gently, at the end, that there 
was left no trace of indentation, and 
afterward he had polished it until now 
it glittered in the firelight. Its edge 
was better than any stone knife could 
be made to have, and, Hammer told 
me, it could be ground upon our sand
stone whetstone, or if it became dulled 
could be easily hammered into sharp
ness again. It could not be broken! 
There was no other such spearhead in 
the world— and we could make others 
like it!

There was such excitement in the 
village as had not often been before 
when Hammer, who had set the spear
head in its shaft, displayed it to the 
tribe. '

There was wonder and great envy 
and desire, and a demand that hence
forth Hammer should do naught else 
but make such spearheads, that each 
might possess one, and so the tribe be 
made superior to all about us.

And Hammer promised this, if only 
they would bring to him the copper 
with which to work, and he told of 
how he had found that which he had. 
This was agreed upon, and soon as 
many men as could work together 
were assailing the copper - holding 
boulder with their heaviest hammers 
and mauls of stone.

A weary task must it be to break 
that rock to pieces, but the hammers 
were of a harder stone than it, and all 
day the blows were falling, and in time 
each scrap of copper which it held 
must needs be in our possession.

And, as it had been agreed upon, so 
it came to pass, though long was the 
labor. Strips and bits and fragments 
of copper of all sizes, from those fit

for arrowheads and spearheads up to 
those large enough for axes, were 
gained from the gradually crushed 
rock, and Hammer, whom I now aid
ed, labored from dawn until night.

The time came when each man in 
the tribe bore proudly a shining, cop
per spearhead, and when some had 
axes or copper arrowheads as well. It 
was a great thing, but the rock was 
gone! Where could we get more cop
per? There was none to answer, and 
upon this problem Hammer and I 
thought much and discussed it many 
times.

Long one night were Hammer and 
I debating in our hut concerning what 
had become the common problem. To 
both of us it seemed that there must 
be more than a single rock in all the 
world which held that which we 
wanted.

“ And it is not distant," said Ham
mer, “ this other rock of the same 
kind; there may be a host of rocks." 
Then he spoke still more earnestly.

“ We, even you and I, are the ones. 
We must seek more copper, and we 
shall find it. It lies somewhere in the 
gorges, surely. Will you come with 
me until we have gone far enough and 
searched most closely? What greater 
thing could we be doing? Will you 
come with me ? ”

As he well knew, he need not have 
asked the question. I had, long since, 
become as earnest as was he in the 
great thing upon which so depended 
our fortunes and the fortunes of all 
our tribe.

We caught our rough little steeds, 
small, hairy and shaggy, but sinewy 
and enduring, and with ropes of hide 
about our shoulders fastened to us the 
heavy hammers we hoped to need; and 
after the usual struggle with the ani
mals, got fairly on our way.

A half day’s ride brought us to the 
first ravine, and then we took off the 
rawhide halters which were our only 
bridles and let the horses go.

They started back whinnying and 
galloping. The horse of the time took
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most unkindly to the carrying of any 
burden. He was to learn much con
cerning that matter very soon.

Two of the openings of the hills we 
explored most thoroughly that day. 
They were not at a great distance from 
each other and were very much alike, 
narrow gorges or ravines with narrow 
bottoms and steep, almost perpendicu
lar sides.

We found nothing to even remind 
us of the sort of rock in which Ham
mer had discovered copper in the first 
place. We took up our march again, 

.and just at nightfall came to an open
ing, not so narrow and gloomy of ap
pearance as the others.

This we would explore in the morn
ing, and so we lay down for the night 
before a little fire we had built. It 
was early autumn and was not cold.

It was a wonderfully shining morn
ing which came to us, and as we ate I 
still kept my high spirits, and was so 
filled with cheer, and made such buoy
ant talk that Hammer said I must 
have arisen early and gone into the 
forest and eaten of a root which it was 
said would make men laugh.

I cared not. I was most courageous 
and full of lightness. I felt that the 
Things, the makers of happenings, in 
which we believed a little, though 
heeding ‘little as well, were going to 
smile upon us sometime that day. Of 
this 1 spoke afterward to Hammer 
many times.

We started up the opening in the 
hills and the prospect was fairer than 
we had seen yet. It was not a gorge, 
but wide enough to be almost like a 
narrow, ascending valley, and its sides 
were not perpendicular, but sloping, 
and bearing many stunted oaks and 
pines and shrubbery, as did the bot
tom.

Over the bottom tvere distributed 
boulders of all sizes, and some of them 
appeared certainly not to have come 
from the mountain sides adjoining, so 
different were they in appearance 
from the rock of the sloping walls.

Such a thing I had often seen, how

ever. and I thought little of it. Hard
ly had we entered the gap than we be
gan testing the rocks with our heavy 
hammers, battering away at them until 
the moss and incrustations of any kind 
were knocked away and the nature of 
the rocks made clear to us.

Our hammers, of which I have not 
yet spoken, were most excellent for 
this. They were of much weight, and 
of the hardest kind of stones of proper 
size that we could find in our region. 
These stones, half as large as a man’s 
head, we had grooved around, after 
much labor in the chipping, and fitting 
in the grooves and holding firmly had 
laid withes of the toughest willow, 
which were twisted into handles of 
the length we wanted. So we made 
hammers which would crush the com
mon rock most easily.

Never were better hammers than 
these of the hard, unbreakable por
phyry and greenstone, though these 
were not the names called them, if, in
deed, we gave them names at all. It 
was sufficient that they served our pur
pose well. So we hammered our way 
up the slope, but found nothing to re
ward us.

At midday we rested for a time and 
ate and then took up our testing again, 
not far apart from each other, with 
Hammer, as it chanced, a little in the 
lead. We had not gone half a furlong 
when there came from him the long
est, loudest, and most ear-splitting yell 
1 had ever heard. I was with him in a 
moment.
--Hammer was standing beside a rock 
of about the height of his shoulder. 
It was, in a general way, not unlike the 
rocks through which we had passed, 
but it had the difference that it was not 
altogether smooth of surface, and that 
here and there upon it obtruded lumps 
and points.

One of these points Hammer had 
smitten in his testing, and now it glit
tered in the sun, a spike of purest cop
per ! There could be no mistake about 
it. We had found what we were seek
ing. In that one rock, could we but in
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any way break it apart, were hundreds 
of the new and amazing weapons 
which were such prizes.

We attacked the most obtruding 
and slender and most promising of the 
outstanding parts with our great ham
mers working most feverishly until we 
sweated like the wild boar at the end 
of the long hunt.

I won in the race, and very proud 
I was. The spikelike mass upon which 
I hammered, beating it back and forth 
and this way and that, parted at last 
from the mass and fell to the ground 
only a moment before that upon 
which Hammer had been spending his 
mightv blows. We had what would 
make a spear-head apiece, enough in 
themselves to have made our journey 
worth while!

All day we labored, so beating off 
some half-score of the red protuber
ances, and then, to breathe ourselves, 
went farther up the somewhat narrow
ing valley to learn whether or not there 
were other rocks of the kind which 
meant so much to us.

One other we found, to our great 
delight, but one only, though we 
followed the defile until it lost itself 
in what was little more than a crevice 
in the now close-looming mountain.

We resolved that for two days we 
would labor on the rocks and that then 
we would return to the village, where 
Hammer would work upon the cop- 

. per we had gained, and I would return 
'with others to do what we could to 
further hammering of the two rocks, 
and make perhaps some further search. 
That plan we did not carry out.

It was about the middle of the after
noon of the first of these two days 
when I heard from the forest of beech 
and oak which lay at the foot of the 
slope the call of the grouse— doubtless 
feeding on the many nuts.

We had, in our excitement and ab
sorption, been eating only of the dried 
food we had brought with us, and mv 
stomach clamored for roasted grouse 
as soon as the cries of the birds 
reached me.

It affected Hammer as it did me, 
and I took my bow and arrows from 
where they were left at our sleeping 
place and crept into the forest. There 
were grouse in abundance there, and 
soon I had a pair big enough and fat 
enough to satisfy even such laborers 
as we with a supper worth the eating.

I had gone well into the wood in 
my hunting, and now strode swiftly 
toward the gap, paying little attention 
to what was about me. So carelessly 
did I walk that I stumbled sharply 
against a small rock which lay half 
hidden beneath the brown leaves which 
were beginning to fall thickly.

I glanced down at the obstacle, 
which was but a flattish stone not a 
quarter of a yard across, and— I know 
not why. save that I was at this time 
curious about all rocks— stooped and 
turned it over. Its bottom, clean upon 
the sand, was red! It was copper!

Then went out from me a yell which 
could by no means have been less 
mighty than was that of Hammer 
when he had found the rich rock in 
the defile. He could have heard me 
from anywhere.

His answering shout came back, and 
soon he was with me, looking upon 
what I had discovered. We stood 
there silently for a moment and then 
involuntarily looked'about us. Among 
the beech leaves on ever)* side lay 
smaller or greater rocks of similar 
looks.

We turned some of them over. 
They were copper, seemingly almost 
pure and not so great of size that 
they could not be beaten apart.

We could not but know that a new 
thing, one of the greatest ever known, 
had come to men, and that we and our 
tribe would be the first to own it in 
abundance. Xo longer at this time 
would we trifle with the two rocks in 
the valley!

At daylight we took up our journey 
for the village, carrying with us only 
what we had beaten from the rocks 
and one of the smallest of the frag
ments we had found among the beeches
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and oaks. Henceforth our work with 
copper was to be in a different way.

We had reasoned upon it, and had 
decided what we would do. At first 
it had seemed wise to move our be
longings to where the metal lay to our 
hand, but there were other things to 
be considered.

The mouth of the wide ravine where 
Hammer had found the red-pronged 
rock, near a blasted and hollow tree- 
trunk, faced the village squarely, and, 
fortunately for him, there also stood 
near an almost square boulder of the 
hardest stone, of about half his height, 
which served him as an anvil.

Such another rock it would be hard 
to find in a convenient locality, and 
we had seen none like it in the beech 
wood or in the ravine of the two 
rocks on which we had been working.

It would cost labor to transport the 
metal from the wood to the village, 
but once it was there it would be where 
we could most easily convert it into 
weapons. We would be near the vil
lage and all its conveniences, and be
sides we would be where those would 
come who wished to barter, as we 
knew they must in time.

Little traffic had there been between 
the tribes, however friendly they 
might be, at any time, for the things 
possessed were very much alike, and, 
besides, the bartering was a new thing.

Our ancestors did not barter. They 
took what they wanted, or, if not 
strong enough, must go without it. 
Relations had changed, and now man
kind were engaged in fighting each 
other only part of the time.

Xow a new reason for trade had 
come, and we felt its importance and 
its promise. So it was resolved be
tween us that the forging should be 
done in the ravine facing the village, 
and the copper brought from where 
.we had found it in the wood.

We could use our little horses. It 
is hard to tell how great Was the ex
citement in the village when we showed 
what we had with us and the news of 
our discovery went about.

Excellent and very curious was the 
•dory of our tribe from that same day. 
There began a new life, for we had 
another interest now’ than mere living 
upon what the earth and land and 
water might give us for the eating or 
the wearing.

Surely never before did a tribe of 
men so change in character, because 
never before had arisen conditions 
so splendidly compelling. I devised 
double pouches from the skins we had, 
one to hang on each side of a horse, 
and the youth of the tribe were set 
at work bringing the copper rocks 
from the distant forest, while men 
there toiled to break the larger ones 
to fragments suited to such carrying.

There was a prbcession of boys and 
horses between the village and the 
treasure-ground, and soon there arose 
a small mountain of the copper rocks 
beside the stone anvil near the great 
tree-trunk, and the sound of hammer
ing never ceased.

I worked with Hammer at the 
shaping, as did two other men, and it 
was not long, since the anvil rock 
would accommodate but four work
ers, before we had rolled down from 
farther up the valley four or five more 
of the hard rocks to also serve as they 
might for other anvils, though to ac
complish this they required many, as 
did the later hard work in chipping the 
tops of the new rocks down to the 
proper level.

Then still more of the men were 
set to w'ork to learn the way of the 
hammering and shaping, and became 
expert according to their gifts, though 
none could ever hope to equal the way 
of Hammer. How he rejoiced in his 
own skill!

There appeared nothing that he 
could not fashion from the glittering 
copper brought to him. With mighty 
blows at first he would beat the metal 
more nearly into the shape desired 
than could any other of > us while 
wielding the heaviest hammers, and 
then, such crude shape gained, it was 
marvelous to watch him.
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He played with the thing as if he 
loved it. The sound of his beating, 
as he changed from one hammer to 
another in his fashioning, was like the 
slope from hand to finger-tip, until the 
gentle “ tap-tap ” could be scarcely 
heard, and beneath his hand lay, final
ly, such perfect weapon or utensil as 
had never been before.

Once, in sheer bravado, it may be, he 
devised and made a brooch so delicate 
and fine and beautiful that all stood 
wondering, and there came dark looks 
and jealousies among both men and 
women r but he gave the splendid 
bauble to the most aged of the wom
en, saying that old women had once 
been young, and so the faces bright
ened. *

Not a man or youth but had keen 
copper-headed spear and arrows and 
knife and ax, and was trained in the 
sharpening and care of them. We 
were bravely weaponed. Not always, 
though, did we use the copper arrows, 
for they were too precious to be shot 
lightly in the hunting, those made of 
stone still serving for the killing of the. 
smaller game.

Then followed a small thing which 
proved in the end a great one. A 
youth of the tribe, that he might not 
easily lose his copper arrows, had tied 
the scarlet feather of a bird to each 
arrow-shaft close to its end in a little 
groove, that it might not hit the bow 
and mar his shooting.

The brilliant feather would reveal 
the arrow wherever it might chance to 
fall, which was a good thing. But 
more came of it. The youth soon 
learned that an arrow flew more 
smoothly and evenly and that with it 
thus feathered he was far surer of his 
game.

There followed a time when Ham
mer spoke less often and seemed lost 
in some new thought. One day he told 
me of it.

“ If,” he said, “ we could only melt 
and mold the copper!” And he said 
also: “ You and I will go to the vil
lage and work there a while and try

to do certain things." So I went with 
him.

The flat rock which had been our 
anvil was in its place, and sound as 
ever, seemingly, stood the hollow tree- 
trunk near it; and I saw that it was 
at this trunk with the hollow opening 
at its bottom that Hammer looked 
first and examined most carefully. In 
the times of our working here 1 had 
noticed one thing about this opening 
at the base of the trunk— that, 
especially when the wind blew up the 
valley, it roared and whistled up the 
trunk through the opening and even 
drew curvingly the flames of any fire 
which chanced to be made near it. 
Could it be this, I thought, that was 
now in the mind of Hammer? I was 
not mistaken.

He called to the men in the village 
and bade them bring from the banks 
of the stream behind the village a great 
quantity of soft, tenacious clay such 
as we used in making our pottery, at 
which work both men and women 
among us were most skilful, and this 
clay he spread upon the earth on and 
before the opening, thus making a clay 
platform.

He also plastered the inside of the 
trunk upward as far up as he could 
reach with this same clay; then upon 
the clay platform he made a fire, not 
too high, and fed this fire until night
fall and for some time later. Then we 
slept, for we were older men now and 
cared not to work far into the night.

The clay floor and the clay above 
it were well baked when we came to 
the tree in the morning, though not 
yet enough, Hammer said; yet he did 
not at once rebuild the fire, but sent 
for a slender and knowing lad of the 
village, to whom he gave a task of 
merit.

The youth was to wriggle his slim 
body through the opening and ascend 
and plaster the trunk inside from 
bottom to top! It was a feat, but the 
youngster was equal to it, with the aid 
provided him. The men cut down a 
tree and from it took a long, slender
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limb equal to the height of the dead 
trunk, and sheared off its twigs and 
many side branches, leaving always 
enough of each to make a foothold. 
They climbed the trunk and drew up 
the limb and let it down inside, and 
thus provided the boy with a sort of 
ladder from which to do his work.

The clay was pas'sed up to him at 
Erst, and later slung down to him from 
the top in a skin pouch which one of 
the men drew up. Two days it re
quired for the resolute lad to complete 
the work well, but at its end he had 
bestowed upon him such spear-head 
and arrows and knife and hatchet of 
glittering copper as made him might
iest of small warriors and loftiest of 
mien among a thousand.

Then, in the clay-bottomed and 
lined old tree-trunk a mighty fire was 
built by Hammer and kept going until 
the clay was turned to brick. He had 
made a furnace! The fire roared up 
the opening as if drawn by all the 
demons of the sky in time of storm.

Now Hammer took a lump of the 
day and, working very carefully, 
pressed down into it, to half its thick
ness, a copper ax; upon this he laid a 
part, exceedingly thin, of the bladder 
of a stag, and afterward he pressed 
down more of the clay so that the ax 
was all embedded, save a portion of 
its handle; he then left the mass to 
dry for a time in the sun, and later 
heated it for a long time in a fire 
outside.

When he drew it forth and it had 
cooled, the wooden handle outside the 
clay was burned away and, by a little 
careful prying, the two halves of the 
mold which had been separated by the 
bladder came apart.

These he fitted together again and 
enclosed in another mass of clay, leav
ing open only the opening into the 
hollow mold. The clay wras set upon 
the ground w-ith the hole upward.

Next Hammer brought from the 
village a covered earthen pot, not very 
deep, into one side of which he made 
a hole to receive the end of a long

handle of wood, though before he put 
the handle in he covered it also with 
clay which he baked about it in a long
fire.

He had now a vessel which he could 
thrust unharmed into even such a 
dreadful furnace as he had made 
within the base of the tree. Into it he 
placed half a dozen ingots of the 
purest copper, and thrust it, with its lid 
cm, into the white-red heart of the 
flaming coals. The long handle was 
propped into place upon a crotch near 
tiie flames, and then we fed the fire and 
waited!

The day passed into the night, one 
of us awake at all times and feeding 
the raging furnace as it needed. 
.Morning came, and then Hammer, who 
had been sleeping last, arose and 
looked at me and beckoned. Together 
we neared the white-hot mass of coals 
and embers, and taking hold of the 
long handle, very carefully withdrew 
the pot from where it rested in the 
eye-blistering furnace.

We took it away from the fire and 
rested it a moment on the ground 
while, with a long stick in hand, 
Hammer lifted off the still red cover. 
Then rose such a yell of triumph as 
had not been heard since we found 
the copper in the forest. The metal 
had melted!

We did not speak. Carefully as 
men had ever performed an action, and 
holding the ungainly handle firmly, we 
poured the molten stuff into the hole 
in the waiting mold.

It filled and overflowed and ran 
upon the ground, but we cared not. 
What was left we poured into a hollow 
in the soil, and then threw' ourselves 
upon the ground to wait again. It 
was noon when wre broke away the 
clay, and later when the mold had 
cooled enough to be handled; the two 
parts separated easily and there came 
forth a copper ax!

The great thing was accomplished! 
It was not a perfect ax, but it would 
be so after a little grinding and pol
ishing, Henceforth the making of
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copper things would be done in a new 
and easier way. Furthermore, one 
man— two men, indeed— would die 
something more content. The tribe— 
the whole world— had a part in what 
had come that day!

Later we learned to build a better 
furnace and to provide at the forest 
village all things required for easier 
casting. With the training to the 
labor from the getting of the copper 
to the time when it was made into 
weapons or other things, there came, 
too, a new orderliness and sense of 
what was best among us, and we es
tablished what was something like a 
government in a council of the older 
men, and less like the ways of the 
barbarians we sometimes met who had 
no law save that of might.

We feared them not, though once 
the ever-dreaded westward drift from 
we knew not where brought to our 
doors a small horde of barbarians who 
thought to overrun us easily, but who 
fell in windrows at our barricades be
fore such archery as ours, or died be
neath our copper spears and axes and 
fled, a remnant, to seek somewhere an 
easier conquest.

There were not too many left for 
such adventure, and the tribe next to 
US, a strong and warlike one, received 
them fiercely and finished them com
pletely.

But Harnmer and I were growing 
old now, and, to me especially, came 
a weakness which I could not over
come. I was sick for days, and was 
well tended, though it did not avail. 
I know not why, for I had but little 
pain, and still helped to advise, as was 
my duty as one of the older council, 
and still felt every interest in the wel
fare of my prosperous tribe.

Prosperous indeed it was, for now 
we and what we possessed were known 
to all. From far and wide came the 
riches of the time to us— many things 
—  thick furs from the North, amber 
from the western sea, and a host of 
other things of worth.

And as the barter grew, so did a

greater acquaintance between the 
tribes of all the land, and all learned 
much and came to understand each 
other better, and of what was beyond 
the region of each. All this because 
of our great discovery and of what we 
had done with it!

And might there not yet, I dreamed, 
be hidden in the rocks other and even 
more useful metals which men would 
sometimes find and smelt? These 
thoughts pleased me much in the days 
when I lay helpless and weakening 
from day to day; and much I spoke 
of them in the times when Hammer 
sat beside me after bringing such food 
as I could eat. But it was not for 
long!

CHAPTER VII.

THE SAILORS.

Scar the Bold takes to the sea in 
the early days of the Phenicians, 
ivhcn the world had grown much old
er than in its age of copper, when his 
latest tale was told.

I had been sleeping pleasantly 
enough, though dreaming of a noisy 
clanging of hammers in a forest. I 
awoke to find myself stretched lazily 
upon the sand, to hear the lapping of 
waves, and to look out upon blue 
waters, to the westward, it must be. 
for it seemed afternoon and the sun 
was not far above the waters, a little 
to the left hand as I faced it.

I rose to my feet and looked to
ward the east, and there saw a host 
of palm trees, beyond them green hills, 
and beyond these mountains. From 
the beach the land lay level to the 
hills, and not far from the shore and 
among the palm trees were many huts 
with people moving about among 
them.

Near where I had been lying were 
a number of boats hauled out upon 
the sand, which boats I studied cu
riously. They did not seem unknown 
to me. but I was still half sleeping, 
for the sea and the air and the day
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were drowsy and the leaves upon the 
palm trees were idle.

Not from the trunk of some great 
tree had any one of these boats been 
hewn and hollowed. They were made 
in quite another manner, with a frame
work and keel and ribs of heavy wood 
and a sheathing with the seams made 
water - tight by calking, and carried 
oars instead of paddles. Very good 
boats they seemed to me, and fit for 
riding rough water, and as my sleep- 
clogged senses cleared I knew this to 
be so, for had I not helped to build 
them!

From where the larger boats were 
hauled up to the shore there came a 
shout:

“ Haste thee, Scar; we go out for 
the fishing! ”

I hurried toward the boat, for I 
knew what was my present duty, since 
there were but six of us to man the 
boat, which made but scanty crew.

We were not to row far, however, 
only to a place near the' islands where 
the fishing wras most promising, so 
that all the oarsmen usual were not 
needed. I took my seat upon the 
rowing bench and grasped an oar, and 
soon we were sweeping toward a pas
sage between the islands. There were 
in all the world no better seamen than 
we of the Phenician race, which had 
begun to live fairly with the founding 
of our village, Akko.

We were not great people as com
pared with those who were behind the 
mountains of Lebanon which protect
ed us on the east— there were as yet 
but some five thousand of us to 
occupy the narrow land between the 
mountains and the sea— but we had 
prospered greatly since venturing from 
the home of our forefathers where the 
great Euphrates finds the southern 
ocean.

It was well for us that we had found 
this palm and wild vine-clad country, 
rock-walled and safe as might be from 
invasion, and had taken up our abode 
here and sent to our kindred, telling 
them of the soil’s richness and of the

many spoils of the sea; and so they f 
were following us, band after band, 
forming new villages to the north f 
along the coast. ^

Of these were Sidon and Tyre, 
though as yet they were but hamlets.
As for us in Akko, we could ask no 
better fortune than was already ours. ' 
We were possessors of only this close- a 
bounded and curtailed domain— but J  
what a land!

Never was one fairer or richer or 
better suited to the needs of such as 
we. The palms which grew in forests 
along the sea-lapped land stretching : 
into a- wide beach supplied abundant 
timber for our houses, while for our .= 
ships— already our sailless birentes > 
were becoming stately— there were the - 
cedars of Lebanon thick upon the 3 
range behind us, and oak and other ;• 
woods of strength.

Back of the sandy coast belt was the 4 
fertile plain, yet to become a region •* 
of gardens and orchards and corn
fields, a land for the pomegranate and 
the orange. Still farther back rose 
the green, low-lying hills, great slopes 
whereon would grow most healthily > 
the vine, the olive, and the mulberry, 1
all of which we cultivated zealously; ' 
and then, as the hills rose into moun
tains, came the ruder spaces clothed 1 
here and there with forests of oaks, t 
chestnuts, sycamores, and terebinths, | 
and best of all the mighty cedars of ] 
which I have already told. To the 
west of us in our front lay the great 
sea, the Mediterranean, as men learned 
to call it, blue as the sky above it. 
teeming with the fish we needed and 
treasure-bottomed' because of the rare 
things which by lucky happening we 
found there.

Far in the offing above the tideless 
waters could be seen a dim-blue speck 
where the sky and water blended—  
the island Yatnan, the Cyprus of the 
future, an island of kindly people, to 
be some time followed by others 
called the Greeks, with whom we were 
already beginning to do a little trading.

For we were traders! Traders,
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boat - builders, and sea adventurers 
* were we above all other peoples. The 

world had learned to barter, it may 
be from those who had first discovered 
copper, which all men needed and for 
which they would exchange that whicl"\ 
they had, and we were those who had 
already made bartering our chief and 
earnest occupation.

Warriors we had never been, 
though sometimes, at bay, we had 
fought well; nor had we been skilful 
hunters within the memory of our gen
eration. Dark-haired and swarthy, 
sprouted from an ancient race to the 
south, some said, we had come to this 
new land to make, if we might be 
favored of our dark god, a better 
future.

We had built our houses at Akko 
and had sowed Our fields and planted 
our trees and vines and had builded 
our boats, and in them had already 
begun to range the coast for such 
trade as might be found, though not 
so far at first, because as yet we had 
few goods for barter save the fine linen 
which the women wove so well, and 
Wool and cedar timber, and besides we 
were not yet acquainted with the 
strange shores.

The bireme in which we went to the 
fishing was shared with me in its own
ership by my comrades Aradnus and 
Malchus, and it was to Malchus that 
our people owed a part of their coming 
vast good fortune.

Malchus had many fancies, and 
among these was one for a collection 
of the glittering different shells we 
found upon the shore or in the' waters 
we dredged for shell-fish, of which 
there were many edible and nourish
ing-

Once, in an oyster, he had found 
a pearl of quality, and so it came that 
he was ever curious to learn what his 
shells might hold. Much we derided 
him for his useless searching, but he 
made answer only that there were 
many things yet to be learned, and 
the issue proved him right.

Among the shell-fish counted use
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less by us, because we found them 
tasteless, were two kinds, each of 
spiral form and ending in a rounded 
head, but one sort more rough and 
spinous than the other. It was after 
breaking one of each sort of these 
twisted shells that Malchus discovered 
a curious thing.

With a stone Malchus cracked the 
shells apart upon a smooth rock, where 
he could observe them closely. That 
of one sort thus broken and the 
creature within it shown, there ap
peared a shell-fish having a sort of 
sac behind its head, this sac extending 
into a vein traversing the body, the 
whole filled with a liquid, whitish in 
color and having the smell of garlic.

This liquid chanced to gather in a 
tiny pool in the surface of the rock, 
and, even as Malchus studied it, won
dering what its use to the fish might 
be, it changed before his eyes as the 
air reached it from yellow white to 
green, then blue and red. then a deep 
purple red, and finally to crimson, 
which last color did not pass away.

In the shell of the rougher kind he 
found a creature with a sac which 
showed also changing colors, though 
somewhat different of shade. Much 
Malchus wondered, and at last he 
sought a piece of linen and dipped it 
in the liquid and found he had a 
cloth of brighter color than ever 
known before.

He had discovered a wondrous dye! 
More of the shell-fish were soon col
lected, and there was much experi
ment with the dyeing; for we all were 
full of interest now, and it was found, 
in die end, that by first dyeing with 
the matter in the sac of the smoother 
shell-fish, which was abundant on the 
rocks near shore, and later with that 
from the rougher kind, which was 
found in deeper water, there was 
gained a purple so royal and brilliant 
that no other in the world could by 
any means compare with it.

Dark and rich it was, like red blood 
cooled, and, as it was shifted in the 
light, a blazing crimson. The rocks
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and the sea-bottom were covered with 
myriads of these strange shell-fish, 
which we caught with baited basket 
traps let down, and soon our varied 
cloths gleamed with such hues as 
would command the desire of all who 
might look upon them.

A marvelous new thing had we for 
barter, and in the end it brought great 
fortune, though not all of it remained 
to Akko. There came a time when 
vast beds of the shell-fish, and of even 
more productive quality, were found 
near swiftly expanding Tyre, and 
great dyeing was done there, and trade 
came widely in the coloring and its 
fabrics, until priests, senators, em
perors, and the great of all the known 
world must garb themselves in Tyrian 
purple as most worthy of their dig
nity.

Surely never was a people's fortune 
so affected as was ours by what 
might be deemed so small a thing as 
the juice in the head of a sea 
creature!

But this discovery of the purple dye 
had but lately come and diverted us 
from a host of things of greater pur
port. Our boats and our plans for our 
sea-roving as we might extend it were 
what absorbed us chiefly. Nowhere 
were better boats than those we had 
already learned to build; but we were 
ever seeking their improvement, since 
our fortunes were dependent upon 
them.

Biremes we had, as our boats or 
ships of the better sort were called, 
better than those owned by our fa
thers, not short and rounded and 
calked with bitumen, as had been the 
boats of only a little time before us, 
but longer and calked with tar, which 
we had learned to make, and, in our 
latest ventures, double-decked so that 
the oarsmen could work below while 
their masters were above them.

Good ships were these, riding the 
rough seas well, and much we prized 
them. Our only lack was in the oars
men. We needed galley-slaves, and had 
but few. and oftentimes the trader and

his people must needs take to the oars 
themselves.

As for me and my companions in sea 
ventures, we had but two dark crea
tures' we had found castaways upon a 
bare island some distance to the south, 
and certainly of some poor tribe, for 
the broken canoe we found with them 
was crude of form and by no means 
fitted for a sea trip.

Blown away they doubtless were 
from the great continent which bound
ed the sea on the south, a land almost 
unknown to us, though we were some
what acquainted with the people, an
cient almost as we, who dwelt on the 
shores of a great river with many 
mouths which came into the sea not 
far from its eastern end.

Intelligent the captives proved, in 
a slow way, and docile enough, 
though possessed of enormous appe
tites which we must gratify or else 
lose of their strength in the rowing, 
but which was nevertheless somewhat 
of a burden on us. However, we hired 
them to the husbandmen when not 
upon a voyage, and so regained a 
little of their keeping cost. We were 
ever thrifty, we Pheniciatis!

More slaves we must have certainly, 
and it had been resolved, not only by 
we of the Spearhead— for so we had 
named our sharp-prowed boat— but by 
others of the traders, that cruises 
must be made with that end alone in 
mind: and it was considered that we 
might find what we sought in some of 
the islands which lay beyond blue 
Yadnan, some of them very small and 
having on them very probably so few 
people that we might, banded together, 
make our foray safely and bring away 
as many captives as our ships would 
carry.

One of those who were to take part 
in the expedition was a most daring 
and reckless captain having the name 
of Neco, who, but a little before this 
time, had made a voyage to the south
ward and brought back with him to 
Akko a cargo of hides; for among us 
were skilled tanners and cunning work
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ers in leather who supplied many 
things for our trading, and hides 
were always desired by them.

It so chanced that upon the return 
voyage of Neco some of the hides 
which were green and like to spoil were 
stretched to dry between poles set up
right on the deck of the vessel, and 
that the wind from the south, bearing 
hardly upon them, pressed the boat 
most swiftly homeward, the craft re
quiring only to be steered.

And this gave Neco a great thought, 
and he swore by Moloch that hence
forth the wind should serve him and 
that the labor of the rowing should 
be so avoided. So vaunting was he in 
this that he declared that he would yet 
reach Yadnan and thus return, and 
the marvel of it was that he did as 
he had boasted, sailing one day when 
the wind blew strongly from the east, 
and returning When it had shifted to 
the west.

Now his pride became overweening, 
and, having made a great sheet from 
broad strips of linen sewed together, 
he spread it, nailed between tall up
rights, and set sail to the southward 
with a fierce rising wind behind him.

His ship disappeared amid the mist 
and spindrift, and nevermore was seen 
of man. The blast must have been 
too much for the fixed sail, and the 
vessel must have buried itself beneath 
the waves, which rolled high upon the 
day which was the last of Neco.

Eagerly had I noted the feats of 
Neco, and it had been borne in upon 
me that there was a degree of wisdom 
in his madness. Even his death, of 
which we became assured, brought me 
no fear.

I, too, would seek to learn what 
might be done to make the wind our 
servant, and I set about this swiftly, 
being, to my W'onder, well supported 
by both Malchus and Aradnus, who 
sometimes showed less hardihood than 
I, but who now strangely enough be
came as deeply lost in this dream of 
a new conquest for the toilers of the 
sea. We devised a curious plan where

by we thought we might try the issue 
with less risk of our lives than had 
been faced by Neco.

Often when ships laden with timber 
had been cast upon the rocks and 
crushed, those in dire peril had escaped 
by lashing together as many of the 
escaped beams as they could, making 
a raft which could not easily overturn, 
and so drifting, by good fortune, to 
some place of safe landing.

Our ship, so we devised, should be 
a raft, vet more than that— it should 
be a sort of boat as well, but one un- 
sinkable; and thus we built it, work
ing long with our two slaves and hew
ing and spiking the seasoned cedar 
timbers, of which there were great 
store at hand for purchase, and of 
which we owned a part.

For many days we hewed and 
shaped and fashioned until we had a 
great raft some thirty forearm cubits 
long, more than seven times the length 
of a tall man, and more than half its 
length in -width. Of double depth were 
the dried timbers and so mortised and 
interset and spiked together that the 
whole was as one great piece of wood 
not to be torn apart by the mightiest 
seas.

Calked it was, though needlessly, 
for we knew that the water would 
often come aboard, and all about the 
sides was raised a stout-timbered wall 
of the height of a man and having 
many openings at its bottom that the 
water might escape and we might walk 
dry-shod when seas were calm.

So much we allowed the strange 
craft the nature of a boat that it was 
tapered to a prow at either end, and, 
furthermore, was hewed so that each 
prow swept upward from beneath, 
that the boat might rise on any sloping 
shore. At each end provision was 
made for a long steering-oar such as 
we used on the biremes.

Upon either side, amidships, was 
erected a stout mast between which the 
broad sail of strongest linen was 
stretched flatly, and in the center was 
a shorter mast to which were bound
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many things which were to form our 
cargo. There were other short posts 
as well, placed here and there to serve 
a like purpose.

We carried our arms and much food 
and many lashed casks of water and 
certain chests of trinkets and some of 
more worthy things to barter ; for we 
could not guess what might be our 
landing-place should our plans fail. It 
was decided to attempt the voyage to 
Yadnan and thence homeward as our 
first venture.

So one afternoon, when the sun 
shone most fairly and the wind was 
from the east, we cast off the long 
mooring-rope and were blown gently 
away to sea, while half of Akko stood 
looking upon us curiously or jeering 
at our uncouth vessel.

We were steering for Yadnan. as we 
thought, but many are the things in 
the laps of the gods!

Like how many things is the sea! 
It is like a woman, soft and smiling 
and caressing, at least upon the sur
face; it is like a stallion pawing and 
tossing his white mane; it is like a 
green forest bending and heaving be
fore the wind; it is like an unbounded 
sheet of shimmering, supple glass, 
supine beneath a calm; and. at last, it 
it is like a herd of wild beasts roaring 
and hungry and devouring.

Let none count our Mediterranean 
as harmless compared with the mighty 
western ocean. The leopard is more 
treacherous than the lion! Much we 
knew already of the changing sea, but 
much more were we to learn!

The eastern wind, still strong and 
even, bore us steadily though far from 
swiftly away from our own coast until 
the shore-line became dim, and, since 
it was so squarely astern of us, we 
found no difficulty in steering straight 
for Yadnan.

Even with our laggard movement 
we should reach the island by day
break, and this sailing seemed, in 
sooth, an easy matter. My compan
ions laughed and jested, and the two 
slaves, relieved of rowing, were agrin.

Then the breeze abated somewhat 
and the wind began veering here and 
there, and the raft-ship lost something 
of its headway, while the oar with 
which I myself was steering became 
more and more an ineffective thing.

Most irresponsive to guidance was 
our ship upon which we had so labored 
in the building. There arose a little 
black cloud in the far northwest, and 
somehow' I liked it not. I wished for 
the bireme.

At last the breeze died away alto
gether, and wre lay there, rocked as 
gently as a first-born by its mother. 
The little cloud in the northwest was 
becoming somewhat too lusty for my 
taste, but as yet there was no sign of 
really dangerous weather.

So we swung and swayed until the 
sun was low down in the west, and 
then the lightness changed to some
thing more somber very quickly, for 
the cloud had extended itself ambi
tiously and the sun’s last slanting rays 
we failed to get.

The breeze, too, had returned, com
ing this time from the north and 
having a greater and increasing vigor 
to it. The raft began to act with even 
less obedience to the steering-oar, 
strain I never so hardly, for the sail 
now took the wind endwise alone, and 
this could not avail. XTot long did this 
continue.

The waves had begun to rise, though 
by no means roughly, and the end of 
the vessel where I labored was caught 
and twirled by one of them so smartly 
that it lay in a new way, and in a 
moment the wind had caught a hold 
upon the sail again and we were turned 
fairly about and headed for the south, 
stern foremost, if indeed we might be 
said to have a stern, since the ends of 
the craft were alike in every way.

We had but one recourse. The 
steering-oar was shifted from what 
had been the stern to the end now 
made so, and we were sailing again, 
with oaths or prayers in our mouths 
according to the impulse of each. My 
own mood was not greatly either for
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oath or prayer now.* As the uncouth 
sail filled or tautened and the boat 
leaped forward as clumsily as it did 
strenuously, the wild, fierce sense of 
abandon and utter daring came back 
upon me in a wave, and I whooped 
aloud in zest of it, my comrades catch
ing the unction and yelling as loudly in 
rhe same headstrong spirit.

So drove we southward half 
through the night, when again the 
wind changed, this time carrying us 
to the westward, though so gradually 
that Malchus, who had replaced me at 
the oar while I lay sleeping, held it 
so skilfully and firmly that the stern 
was still the stern, with which feat he 
was much delighted. With the morn
ing the sun was shining again, though 
the wind had not abated.

All day we ran westward upon that 
sea of low-rolling waves— a sea so 
smooth that no water came over our 
boarded sides— and farther and far
ther we were carried from land or 
means of succor in any greater peril: 
but I lost none of my heedless ardor, 
nor did either of my mates fail me.

Especially was I delighted with the 
usually silent and thoughtful Aradnus, 
who, strangely enough, seemed to 
enter most fully and delightedly into 
the spirit of the trying of the sail.

s‘ It is well,” he shouted to me as the 
thing bellied as far as it might before 
the wind and the foam arose a little 
beneath our low prow. “ We are get
ting much wisdom and more is coming 
to us! Mark what it does! ”

And well indeed marked I that sail! 
I did naught but study it and note its 
tremendous promise and its failings 
and its menace. As I studied there 
came to me slowly a new perception.

Why were we so helplessly at the 
mercy of this spread of linen when the 
wind blew ? Why had we stretched it 
thus immovably across our raft-ship r 
As I looked upon it there came such 
comprehension as made me laugh at 
myself in sheer derision. I, and not 
the sail, should be the master, and 
there must be a way to make it so!

m

This I had noticed, that when the 
wind changed but a little and so smote 
the sail somewhat aslant, the raft, still 
held by the steering-oar, kept straight- 
ly on its course; but when the shift was 
greater, so that the pressure came more 
nearly abeam, there ensued a stoppage, 
and we washed about unsteerable until 
there came another change.

This, then, I had learned— that it 
was not necessary that the wind should 
bear squarely on the sail, but that a 
slanting pressure would do almost as 
well and still allow us to direct our 
course.

Then, why not have the sail so tint 
we could get such pressure at all time.,; 
if we willed, and so have ever steerage- 
way ? Much I pondered upon this, and 
at last I perceived what I thought 
might be the remedy.

There was aboard one long chest, 
in which I had placed, beside our 
weapons, a goodly number of tools 
such as we sailors used, with the 
thought that, should we be cast ashore, 
we could build shelters for ourselves; 
and glad I was now that I had been 
so provident.

More time we would not waste be
fore I had carried out my new design, 
and so I explained its nature to the 
others, who comprehended what I had 
in mind and who at once began the 
labor with me.

The two masts to which the sail was 
nailed were set deeply in holes mor
tised squarely through the timber on 
either side, but though tightly, not so 
that they might not be lifted out by 
the heaving of good men.

Now we took chisels and hammers 
from the long chest and began the 
making of similar square holes in a 
great circle amidships, the diameter 
of which was the width of the broad 
sail.

It was a task which took us long, 
but the sea was calm, the chisels were 
sharp, and the hammers heavy, and 
it was done at last. Just as we had 
the task completed it chanced that the 
wind shifted so that it came squarely
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over one of our sides and left us wal
lowing again.

It was not for long. We straining- 
lv lifted the two masts from their 
sockets and so replaced them in the 
new receptacles that the wind, though 
coming over our side, struck them 
obliquely and thus again propelled us, 
while the helm oar kept us straight!}' 
on our course. It was a revelation. 
The sail was being, for the first time, 
tamed! But there was more to come, 
and that at once..

I sat upon one of the chests after 
our first moment of jubilation and 
watched with pride the issue of the 
conquest we had made, when there 
came to me a new idea beside which 
the first, so carried out, seemed only 
a beginning!

We were plowing merrily westward 
now, but westward it was not my wish 
to go. If now the wind, coming from 
one side of us and pushing upon our 
sail obliquely, could so carry us, as it 
were, athwart its course, why could it 
not in the same way take us to the 
eastward were the sail turned so that 
the pressure of the wind would press 
in the opposite direction?

I leaped to my feet shouting and 
told of what I had conceived, and 
forthwith we acted. The masts— or, 
rather, one of them— was raised and 
so shifted that when it was planted 
the sail took the wind upon the other 
side and at. once we lost headway 
quiveringly and soon were sailing east
ward !

Truly it was a great day in- the his
tory of sailing and one of vast moment 
to all traders and sea-rovers!

Of where we were, save that we 
were far from land, I had slight 
knowledge. Full half the way across 
the sea we must have come, for the 
north wind had been a strong one 
while it prevailed and had hurried us 
for many a league despite the heavi
ness of our sailing.

The westward course as well had 
been with a southward trend, and it 
seemed to me that it were much easier

to find a port on the African shore 
than otherwise. But what manner of 
port might await us in that strange 
region ?

Most barbarous tribes, so the 
Egyptians told, inhabited the long 
teaches of sandy or rocky coast, and 
luckless were those who landed there. 
I had no plan; we were undetermined 
of mind as the gulls which swept about 
us, but land of some sort all men who 
eat and drink must some time find or 
perish, as we were not equipped for 
very long.

It was decided that we should bear 
to the southeastward straightly as we 
might, and seek one of the mouths of 
the great river which we call the Nile.

The wind held as it was, and slowly 
though steadily we moved toward the 
east all through the afternoon of this 
day when I had devised the shifting 
of the sail, and toward nightfall at a 
swifter rate, for the sky was now be
coming overcast and the wind was 
rising.

Soon there were mounting waves, 
and the raft-ship, as I have called it 
for want of a better name, began to 
rise and fall in its now more hurried 
progress and to occasionally dip its 
prow into the sea and take aboard 
much water, which did not harm us, 
since it at once washed out again. We 
would have been content with this 
mood of the wind and sea had it but 
remained the same, but that was not 
to be. The storm-god was abroad that 
night and drunken!

The wind became a gale, and the 
gale a most tremendous one. Each 
man of us was firmly lashed to a stout 
post, else we would have been inevita
bly lost.

Exhausted, we slept by turns as best 
we might, still lashed for safety’s 
sake, and when at noon I was roused 
by Malchus I looked with pleasure out 
upon a sea which was not threatening.

To the southeast appeared afar a 
blue haze which, as we sailed, revealed 
itself as a low-lying coast, and, fur
thermore, a coast revealing the mouth
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of a broad river— one which could be 
nothing else than one of the outlets of 
the mighty Nile.

The river entered the sea through 
the lowlands made by the slit of count
less ages, and for a league at least we 
sailed up the deep stream between flat 
marshland.

Gradually the banks became higher 
and palms showed in the distance, and 
at last we moved slowly up toward 
a place where were trees on the rivers 
western side; and there we contrived 
to land, one of the slaves swimming 
ashore with a rope by which we hauled 
in our raft, mooring it stoutly by other 
ropes tied to our posts. Far up the 
river we could perceive buildings of 
stone, and I knew it for a port of 
some importance of which I had been 
often told.

The slaves we left to guard our 
vessel, knowing they would not ven
ture to desert us in this strange land, 
and then we three— Aradnus, Malchus, 
and I— after having washed ourselves 
and donned fresh array from our 
scantily filled chest, fared forth to 
learn what Egypt should prove to us.

We reached the city, not a great one 
like Thebes, Memphis, or other cities 
of the upper river, but a prosperous 
outlying port with promise of future 
trading for us.

There were people in the streets, but 
we had not thought of recognition. 
Ever comes the unimagined. Con
ceive, then, how surprised I was to 
hear a call to us in the Phenician 
language as there advanced to me a 
swarthy man of middle age, a man 
of good appearance, who spoke most 
cheerfully:

“ Welcome, Phenicians! Whence 
came you here ? ”

I could not understand, yet all was 
simple. The merchant— for such he 
was— explained to me that he had for 
years gone with the caravans to 
Babylonia, and so in time acquired the 
Phenician language.

He declared also that he could at 
once distinguish a Phenician by his

appearance, which was, however, no 
marvelous thing, since the Phenician 
face was racially distinct, and since we 
had traits of garb but trifling yet suf
ficient to make us somewhat apart in 
dress as in complexion and demeanor.

There was much talk between us, 
and when we had done it seemed to me 
as if that which could not be had taken 
place. Here were I and my compan
ions, who but a few hours ago were 
tossing about in a wild venture upon 
an unknown sort of craft, facing death 
in raging waves, and doubtful of our 
future and our fortunes, now in peace
ful harborage, and, more than that, in 
a fair way to attain such ends as would 
enrich us and our people in the future.

The merchant had promised much, 
and it was borne in upon me that he 
spoke honestly. At this port of Egypt, 
he said, there were not he alone but 
various other merchants who would 
trade with us Phenicians. What a 
prospect was this for us in Phenicia 
who were now seeking broader ways of 
traffic! Gladly I assured the merchant 
of our constant future sailing with 
goods for Egypt, and so it soon came 
that I and my companions, through this 
helpful first acquaintance, met other 
merchants and made divers pledges to 
them for the time to come. And one 
business of much profit and great 
promise came on the moment.

I have said that our sore need in 
Phenicia was of more galley-slaves, 
that we might be equipped for the 
trade we should soon command. Of 
this I spoke to the merchant, Thornes, 
whom I had first met, and from him 
learned that he and his friends could 
furnish me sturdy slaves at such price 
as made foolish long voyages to gain 
them, such as we in Phenicia had in 
contemplation.

Gold we had with us, for I had 
counseled with my companions that we 
bring with us such of our wealth as 
we could carry, and we had it be
stowed in belts about our bodies.

Upon this store we now drew, and 
therewith purchased twenty lusty
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slaves at a price which seemed to us 
but half, and forthwith bestowed 
them upon our boat and there pro
vided them with subsistence while we 
awaited the time of our departure 
some days hence; for I had certain 
thoughts in mind which were of im
port. I had more to do with the 
sail!

Ever, when not engaged in the 
trading or informing ourselves in such 
things as might serve us in the future 
of the ways of these Egyptians, were 
we considering how the sail might be 
made a greater thing, and how a por
tion of the huge labor of its shifting 
might be avoided or made more easy, 
and from these debates and from 
many earnest hours of puzzling and 
deep thinking came at last some birth 
from my poor head.

Our trading— for we bought certain 
Egyptian goods for sale in Akko—• 
and our communing with the mer
chants ended, we left the port and 
set up tents on the shore beside our 
vessel, and there began the labor which 
must follow my new thought concern
ing the handling of the sail and ma
king it more subservient to swift occa
sion.

First we raised amidship, though a 
little toward the bow, a single sturdy 
mast, and next we stretched the sail 
upon a strong frame, which frame was 
hung upon the mast, securely held by 
encircling thongs supported on out
standing pegs, and so sustained that 
it might be swung in all directions 
hanging thus firmly and flatly.

To the middle of this frame at 
either side were attached long ropes 
to be pulled from deck by the slaves, 
thus giving us the power to slant or 
hold the sail in any way the wind 
might call for. It was but a rude de
vice—-much better ways did we later 
find for the sail-shifting— but it served 
us very well.

I was resolved to return to Akko in 
our strange ship, though the merchants 
made ready proffer of one of their 
great rowing vessels to carry us by 
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oars alone along the great stretch of 
coast.

This would not serve us. Our 
slaves must be trained to the rowing, 
and so I had provided oars and the 
fastening oar-thongs and seats along 
each side of our vessel.

We might thus make tedious way 
by oars alone, but we would not. The 
sail must have its further testing, and 
its control must be learned by all of 
us. Henceforth we must be sailors!

What need to tell the story of that 
great voyage ?

The sail served well, though truly 
not as it came to serve us a little later, 
and the new slaves had learned their 
oarsmanship before we came into the 
bay of Akko. What need, either, to 
tell of the manner of our reception by 
our citizens? There was no longer 
scoffing, and when our tale was known 
to all there came excitement among 
the captains concerning the trade with 
Egypt, and preparations were made 
for many sailings.

As for us, we moved both mast and 
slaves to our fair bireme and prepared 
for much adventure. Soon, too, other 
biremes, as. well as vessels of lighter 
sort, were bearing sails, and though 
crews were lost at first, through too 
great recklessness in time of storm or 
through great ignorance, yet the age of 
long voyages by rowing had passed 
forever.

Both I and my companions throve, 
and after some profitable trade with 
Egypt in glorious purple fabrics and 
other things, and when we had build- 
ed another and greater vessel, a tri
reme, requiring many galley-slaves, 
there came to each of us who had once 
so faced the danger of the sea together 
a desire for new adventure and, it 
might be, graver peril.

The lust of far roving had come 
upon us, and we would not be denied! 
We loaded the trireme with many 
goods and an abundance of arms and 
set sail to the west and north, for we 
would explore the shores of the vast 
continent there lying and harboring,
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as we knew, a host of many different 
peoples, how barbarous we knew not.

We knew, though, that they had no 
boats with sails, and that we could flee 
that which we could not face. No man 
aboard but was gleaming of face when 
the Seeker, with white sail outspread 
and not a single oar outthrust save 
those for steering, swept bravely from 
the harbor.

Fortune sat ever with us then. No 
more need I tell of our many voy
ages in search of trade and adventure. 
Nor care I to boast of our growing 
traffic and our far-flung sails.

Very soon Phenicra was growing in 
prosperity as never land had grown 
before; Yadnan had become Pheni- 
cian, and we worked its copper-mines 
and had a temple in its city, Paphos; 
the fame of Tyre and Sidon was 
extending throughout the lands of 
of Egypt and the Euphrates; and our 
ships and caravans carried such wares 
as might tempt all peoples. As for we 
three— Aradnus, Malchus, and I— we 
were now among Phenicia’s richest 
men. Of the rest, my story appertains 
chiefly to me alone, and is not as I 
would have it!

Of Elissa, fairest of Paphian wom
en, I have no complaint to make. The 
gods will judge her, but not the gods 
whose nostrils fed upon the sacrifices. 
There was none like unto her in all 
the Yadnan city, and we inclined to 
each other, and after much earnest 
wooing she became my wife. Proud 
I was, and prouder still when she bore 
me a son lusty and comely, who soon 
had twined his little fingers round my 
heart-strings, and whom, after the 
way of doting fathers, I deemed the 
fairest child in all the world. They 
were golden days which followed, un
til I sailed away again upon a voyage 
— and then came Baal!

Of the religion of the Phenicians I 
have not yet spoken, and only in rage 
or shame may one tell of its quality. 
Of its origin I know' nothing, save that 
the great Baal, or Moloch, as one with

him, was as the creating and yet burn
ing and destroying sun, and that he 
must have his worship and his sacri
fices.

Lightly was this religion held by 
such as I and the other sea-rovers, in 
whose faces blew the pure winds of 
the sea, and who had seen and who 
knew' of things beyond wild supersti
tions; but with the people of the cities 
and the fierce, unknowing rabble this 
wras not so, and they were under the 
dominion of priests as bloody-minded 
and full of frenzy as the savage can
nibal creatures who dwelt in distant 
places.

The image of Moloch in the temple 
was a beastly human figure of metal, 
with a huge bull’s head and outreach- 
ing, receiving arms. In the grossly 
protruding belly of the monster wTas 
a door through which a fire wras built 
within him, that children laid in his 
arms might roll thence into the red, 
consuming furnace beneath!

What strange madness of faith 
may have misled and impelled them in 
their superstition who may describe, 
but incredible indeed there were those 
who thus gave up their children will
ingly, even the first-born and the only 
one! If it cried, the mother would 
fondle and kiss the child— for the 
victim must not weep— and the pitiful 
sound would be drowned in the clamor 
of flutes and kettle-drums.

Silent and unmoved must the mother 
stand, for if she wept or sobbed she 
lost the honor of the act and its re
ward, and the child was sacrificed not
withstanding !

Could there have been no other and 
stronger and more merciful gods, and 
where were they when such things 
came to pass? But of these horrors 
I must not take account.

I but avoided them, and we lived 
our happy life remote, my wife and 
child and I. I went to sea con
tent and eager only for swift trade 
and swift return. Scarce knew I even 
of the existence of Phalos, the dark- 
visaged high priest of Moloch.
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Gentle and faithful was my Elissa 
but somewhat inclined to dreaminess 
and observing the prayers to the gods, 
though partaking in none of the rites 
of the fanatics.

Most resolute she was, too, when a 
matter became fixed in her mind, 
though to me she always yielded. Yet 
in the body of this fair and gentle 
creature might lie, ready for distorted 
molding, the soul of a new zealot, 
deadly and sacrificing. Alas for me!

I was returning after a long expe
dition, and most profitable had been 
my voyage; the winds were with me 
on the return, and I was full of the 
joy of the thought of the welcome 
which awaited me, when one afternoon 
a sail showed far in our front and 
swiftly nearing us, which I soon rec
ognized as that of Marinus, captain 
and trader like myself and one of my 
closest and most sturdy friends. Soon 
he made signals that we should check 
our course and then was rowed aboard 
us. His aspect was black and omi
nous.

“ Strain every sail! -was all he said 
when first he spoke.

Then came the hideous story. How 
or when he knew not, but my wife 
had passed under the grim spell of 
the priesthood, especially under that of 
Phalos, the high priest, a man over
bearing and ruthless and ambitious.

Counting on my absence and of the 
force which might be raised to face 
me and my allies on my return, my 
only one, the man-child of my heart, 
was to be made a sacrifice to Moloch 
on the morrow, and so the too trucu
lent and irreligious captains be taught 
through me a needed lesson!

Swiftly as he might. Marinus, trusty 
friend, had put to sea to warn me, and 
now he would sail back with me to aid 
me in what might come.

I answered not. I could but grasp 
his hand. At last my voice came, and 
then but broke forth in a bellow to 
spread every sail and man every oar 
and drive forward the ship as never 
ship was driven before. How they

sprang to do my will! What look of 
deadly import came upon the faces of 
Malchus and Aradnus! Marinus de
parted for his own ship, to follow us.

What sudden freedom and happi
ness must not madness some time 
bring! How good to change, relieved 
from agony of mind, into unknowing, 
babbling forgetfulness! But no kindly 
madness came to me in those long 
hours when the ship, though so forced 
upon her way that Marinus was left 
behind, yet seemed to me to only creep 
along the hindering waves.

So passed the long night. Sullenly 
and through it all I could hold con
verse with none, though my compan
ions would comfort me in my afflic
tion, and so sought in vain. With 
morning the wind still held us, and 
with mid-afternoon we entered the 
harbor of fair Paphos.

Even as we swung inward a boat 
darted forth from the land, bringing a 
messenger from another of the cap
tains— for illy vessel had been awaited 
by my friends as Marinus had 
arranged. Then fell the blow! Now, 
even now, the rites in the great temple 
were in progress and my child about * 
to be offered as the sacrifice!

Then, with need so ghastly, the bet
ter gods gave back my reasoning 
strength. We would invade the temple 
and would make a rescue, if it were 
within the power of man!

I took swift and stern command 
anew. I would lead, with Malchus 
and Aradnus next, and a portion of 
my crew as well, the others remaining 
to hold the ship in instant readiness 
for sailing. It was the counsel of the 
wise Aradnus that, should the child 
be saved, we sail at once for Egypt, 
where were a host of friends and 
where priests of Baal had sometimes 
been flayed alive.

I looked upon my brow-n-faced crew 
and knew that I could trust them, even 
the sunburnt galley - slaves. How 
many times had all these ranged 
dangerously beside me in times of 
struggle with the savages!
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I took from my weapon-chest a cer
tain Assyrian ax I cherished, short- 
hafted but broad and keen of edge and 
heavy. I kissed the ax and laid it 
against my cheek and then thrust it in 
the bosom of my tunic.

We landed swiftly and rushed to
ward the temple. Vast was the throng 
about the structure and inside, I knew, 
must be as dense, save for the great 
open space before the place of sacri
fice. Wedge-shaped, we struck the 
heaving mass and drove through it as 
wild boars through reeds, straight 
past the entrance, even to the inner 
circle of the mad worshipers, and as 
I leaped clear of them my eyes were 
smitten with the whole dread picture!

There before the altar and the 
beastly red-heated image of the leer
ing god, side by side, stood Elissa and 
Phalos, the high priest— he grim in 
his power so manifested, she proud 
and erect as she passed my child into 
his waiting hands. And how a blast
ing picture may transform a man!

In all the world of living men there 
was not another then so strong as I: 
in all the wastes and desert places of 
the vast forests there was not a wild 
beast more ferocious; in all the earth 
or in the heavens above there was no 
being with more swift and certain 
mission!

I bounded across the space between 
us, leaping to Phalos even as he took 
the child and was about to face the 
grinning idol, and then, as he turned 
at my hoarse shout and our eyes met 
glaringly, I drove that Assyrian ax 
down through that head, down through 
that crafty brain, down sheer between 
the hating eyes, and, as I caught the 
child, he fell crumplingly as any poled 
bull of one of his own sacrifices!

I saw, but as an instant’s vision. 
Elissa sink to earth in a white swoon, 
and bounded with my child toward 
the entrance, where the fray was ra
ging, while about and behind me rose 
first the groan and then the yell of 
vengeance of the frenzied worshipers.

Naught for the moment checked me

with my circling ax seeking more 
blood. I reached nearly to my fol
lowers, so near to Aradnus that I 
tossed the child to him over the inter
vening heads, and had the joy of see
ing him, upon my shout, bound away 
with it toward our vessel and so pre
serve its safety.

Nearer and nearer to my own men 
I struggled, but I could not reach 
them. The fierce guards of the priest 
were all about me now and a thousand 
of the mob were crowding savagely 
behind them.

I felt a spear thrust in my side and 
then another, and so went down most 
happily.

My man-child would become a man 
in Egypt!

CHAPTER VIII.

AEESIA AND THE END.

Centuries uncounted have rolled 
away and Scar liz'es once again. He 
and his thirty wild Viking sea marau
ders in their shield ship, have encoun
tered a Roman Galley. All except 
Scar have been killed, and he has been 
left for dead on his deck, his head pil
lowed upon the body of Rcgnor, his 
friend. He awakes to find his ship 
drifting iwestward toward a land which 
he recognises as the almost unknown 
Island of Britain.

So Scar tells his last talc:
To the westward I perceived a dim 

uplifting, darker than the hue of the 
water, and as the breeze carried the 
ship forward this dimness became 
more solid and it was made plain that 
it w-as land.

Well did I comprehend its mean
ing. I, alone and wounded and in 
one of the hated Viking ships, wras 
drifting helplessly upon the shore of 
Britain. My death, it might be, had 
been delayed for only a little time, but' 
what of that? Death was the Viking’s 
brother.

Now it chanced that I knew- more 
than a little of this strange isle of 
Britain. For years I had been in al
most daily speech with a British slave
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named Locrin, now an old man and 
under my protection.

He had been captured long ago 
when fishing with companions in one 
of their curious open coracles of skin, 
or currachs, as they were sometimes 
called, and had in time become almost 
an Angle, for he had been treated 
kindly under the rooftree of my own 
family and clan.

Him I had, as I grew in years, been 
accustomed to take with me in my 
hunting and sometimes on expeditions, 
and from him had I learned not only 
the manner of life of the Britons, how 
they fought their enemies in raiding 
Caledonians, which sometimes came 
from the north, and other like things, 
and had also gained from him some 
knowledge of his language. This I 
had used with him in sport, with the 
idle thought that it might some day 
become of use to me in my adven
tures.

Glad was I now, in a somewhat 
somber way, that I knew something of 
this wild isle toward which I was being 
carried and of the people whom I must 
meet. How I might be received 1 
could but guess, yet I knew well that 
it would most likely be as the wild 
beast caught prowling.

Slight reason had the Britons to 
welcome with extended arms the 
Viking stranger. Who welcomes the 
plunderer, even though the plunderer 
be shorn of strength and helpless? 
Assuredly my thoughts were gloomy 
as I drifted.

The tide seemed with the wind, and 
my sailless ship was nearing the shore 
so steadily that soon it must ground 
itself upon the pleasant beach in water 
so shallow that I might wade ashore 
if strong enough. Still stood I lean
ing against the mast and scanning the 
long wood narrowly. Then suddenly 
my gaze was fixed.

From around a point where the 
forest extended far down toward the 
beach swung into view a chariot such 
as I had never seen, its galloping 
horses deftly driven by a swart, skin-

clad man wearing a sort of helmet and 
what appeared to be a breastplate. 
Behind him, resting one hand upon 
his shoulder and swaying easily with 
the chariot’s movements, stood the 
stateliest and fairest woman my eyes 
had ever rested on.

Behind the chariot followed, run
ning close and easily as if accustomed 
to it, some score of followers, a few 
with shields and spears, the rest all 
armed with bows. So, for a moment’s 
space, they came, then they saw the 
ship and made instant halt, the horses 
pulled backward on their haunches and 
the whole company closing up at once 
about the chariot They saw a Viking 
ship upon their very shore!

The company did not flee, but stood 
and looked, the woman still in her 
place and gazing long, with one hand 
raised above her eyes to aid in the 
scrutiny. Some time she studied, then 
seemingly gave some order, and the 
chariot was driven forward, though 
more slowly now and followed by its 
company.

My ship had come, by this, close to 
the land and must find ground in a 
moment, which it did just as the 
Britons drew up opposite and not 
more than a spear’s length away. They 
looked upon me silently, the woman 
upon whom the others seemed to wait, 
most curiously and gravely. At last 
she spoke, and her words were brief 
enough:

"Viking, what do you here?”
Glad was I then that from old 

Locrin I had gained some knowledge 
of the Briton tongue!

A little I paused and debated in my 
mind, and then, looking into the clear 
and questioning eyes of that proud 
woman in the chariot, I did not hesitate 
nor falter. ‘

Stammeringly and haltingly, as best 
I could in the strange tongue, I told 
my tale in bold and simple truthful
ness, concealing nothing. I told of 
my own name and standing and of 
the foray and the sea-fight, and of all 
that might concern my captors.
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The men stood listening with 
mouths agape, though with stern and 
threatening faces, but the fair coun
tenance of the woman did not alter. I 
knew that she was passing judgment. 
At last she spoke again, slowly and 
thoughtfully:

“ Vikings and wolves are much the 
same to Britons, but it may be that 
your tale is true, and it is not without 
merit in you that you have fought the 
Roman. Other than I must pass upon 
your fate.”

Then, turning to her people, she 
commanded that I and the body of 
dead Regner be brought to shore, 
which the spearmen did, supporting 
me, who found myself still weak, and 
laying the body of my comrade upon 
the sand. Then, without further par
ley, and under direction of the wom
an, the band returned the way from 
whence it had come, I walking with 
a supporting spearman on either side.

“ Take him to where the king is 
sitting,” said the woman to those about 
me, “ and say to King Cadwallon that 
I will follow swiftly, that I may make 
all clear to him relating to the pris
oner.”

Then she looked upon me fixedly, 
but saying nothing, as I also looked 
upon her most steadfastly, and as I 
had never before looked upon the face 
or into the eyes of woman. There 
came to me a marvelous understand
ing.

Well I know it to be unbelievable, 
but as we stood there thus, she a 
haughty princess of the haughty Iceni, 
as I came to know, and I a Viking 
haughty as she, but rude and rough 
of port and now blood-stained and 
grimy, the truth of the thing so 
strange came out like light between 
us. Each knew it 'well and each ac
cepted it unfalteringly, for we were 
made of such a mold. No loftier or 
more courageous was I in my degree 
than my fair and stately Goneril. We 
spoke no word, but as we parted at the 
cross-road and her chariot swept away. 
I knew that beyond all doubting I

should find her with King Cadwallon 
and that she had already spoken.

Two days we traveled through the 
land of Kent, and each day brought 
me greater wisdom. Let none say that 
the country of the Britons is but a 
vast waste of forest, moor, and fen, 
peopled only by wild beasts and tribes 
of men almost as wild as they.

So had I thought it and so had those 
on the mainland, deeming only that 
along the island’s coast there might 
exist among the natives a variance 
from the barbaric and outlandish cus
toms of the interior.

On this same winding journey— for 
we sought the easier ways and made 
no haste— I saw herds of feeding 
cattle and droves of horses, and mead
ows and reaped fields, and many a 
rude but goodly homestead. Never had 
my eyes met fairer prospect than that 
on which they rested in this region, 
lately ravished by the Roman, and I 
wondered not that its people had de
fended it as fiercely as they had 
vainly. My bent was all with them.

My guard of ten sturdy spearmen, 
somewhat glum in the beginning, be
came amenable upon the way, and 
from their leader, himself a Kentish 
spearman and having some little wis
dom, I learned that which gave me 
cause for wonder and hard reflection.

We were marching through a 
bruised and smarting region, one 
where the souls of men were seething 
in unavailing rage and bitter protest, 
Caesar had come and gone. He had 
not advanced far into the country, but 
he had slain many of the islanders 
and ravaged the fields, and, having 
driven the Britons into their forest 
fastnesses, had forced from their 
chieftains a promise of submission, and 
had taken hostages away with him.

No harm had the Britons done the 
Romans before this harsh invasion. 
Little they knew of Roman intrigues 
and ambitions, nor of this Caesars 
wars and conquests. They were con
tent to live alone in their own way 
upon their own green island.
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Yet to them, unheeding and unsus
pecting, had come this scourge with
out a pretext. There seemed no re
course and no vengeance for them. 
They had been smitten and their 
hostages were with the Roman army. 
What wonder that there smoldered in 
the breasts of these hurt islanders such 
hatred and such fear as may not be 
described!

Cadwallon, as the Britons called him, 
and as I also shall, though he was 
called Cassivelaunus by the Romans, 
was not altogether a bad king, but 
held somewhat weak at times, and had, 
besides, certain enemies among the 
more envious and ambitious of the 
chiefs beneath him.

Fortunately the invasion of Caesar 
had not reached his capital on the river 
called the Thames, and he was still 
secure in power. This capital "was a 
place called London by its people and 
by all other Britons, though the Ro
mans had named it Trinovantum, and 
was the town of chief importance in 
the land.

I learned much, too. concerning the 
stately lady of whom I was the cap
tive and who had given orders as to 
my disposal. She was the great lady 
Goneril, a princess of the Iceni, and 
kinswoman of King Cadwallon.

There had been trouble among the 
Iceni as to the succession, and at this 
time the family opposed to that of 
Goneril was somewhat in the ascend
ancy, and it were better in many ways 
that the princess should seek refuge 
for the time at least at the court of 
her kinsman.

An aunt she had also, wife of a 
chieftain of Kent, with whom she was 
but now a guest. Only brave words 
had the man of Kent, the leader of my 
guard, for the fair princess, and even 
now my heart went out to him because 
of it.

Most imperious of nlood she some
times was, he said, and of great 
influence with both the king and her 
uncle in Kent, but ever generous and 
just and much beloved of all, from

chieftain down to churl, Iceni though 
she might be. All of this much de
lighted me and gave me pride. Most 
curious, yet just and due it is, that a 
man should cherish even as his own 
the honor and fame of the one woman 
to him.

On the morning of the third day 
we had news of King Cadwallon. that 
he was hunting with a company of his 
nobles and attendants in a forest not 
very far southwestward of his capital, 
and to this place we took our course. 
It was mid-afternoon when we came 
to where he had paused for rest and 
meat after the long chase of the 
morning.

There were many tents pitched in a 
pleasant glade in the midst of the for
est, one of them a pavilion larger than 
the others, and this one was the 
king's.

There were a, goodly company as
sembled there of chiefs and nobles and 
fair and stately ladies who had taken 
their dinner with the king and now 
were moving around and talking to
gether, but who, as I was brought in, 
ceased in their conversation and 
looked upon me with much interest, 
from which I judged that my story 
rvas already known to them— as indeed 
it proved to be. I stood now before 
the King Cadwallon and there took 
note of what manner of man he was.

He was of manly height and framed 
like a good warrior, but his face was 
somewhat drawm and the look in his 
eyes was not of one who felt his power 
supreme. Richly garbed he was and 
grave and stately of demeanor, yet 
lacked his eye the eagle flash.

Naught have I to say against this 
King Cadwallon— naught, though it 
came to pass that I knew him well 
indeed, and never did his friendship 
fail me— but I could have wished him 
to be of a front more confident and 
even arrogant, since he had about him 
such wild and untamed lords and 
chiefs of clans.

To all I said Cadwallon listened 
most patiently and, it seemed to me,
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almost with approbation. He answered 
that it was very true we Vikings had 
not forayed in Britain and had done 
no harm at any time, save it might be 
that some reckless ones had captured a 
few currachs of the fishermen who 
ventured too far at sea, for which no 
grudge was held against us, and he 
added, what was to me most hearten
ing and promising, that we were 
kindred in spirit, while not of blood, 
in hatred of the Roman, and that at 
this time we were counted not as 
enemies but as allies in whatever of 
war was likely to come to either of 
iis.

Then he spoke still further to me, 
who had of a sudden become most 
emboldened and at ease, saying that, 
having known of me from Lady 
Goneril and of my degree in my own 
land, he had it in mind to deal with me 
as one of rank and one having knowl
edge of the sea and ships, and also of 
the Romans, and so to offer me service 
with him with such command as might 
be later determined.

Here was sudden change of fortune 
surely for a shipless man and prisoner 
in a strange land! At first I knew not 
what reply to make; then, as it came 
upon me how many of my friends 
were slain and how bereft I was of 
all things, while here was opportu
nity for adventure which might lead 
to important happenings, I was in
clined to accept the service; though 
still I hesitated, for a Norseman is 
ever a Norseman utterly.

Then rose before me the face of a 
woman standing in a chariot, to whom 
I had given a great wordless pledge, 
and I paused no longer! I swore to 
give good service to the king, and, 
raising me from my bent knee, he de
clared me one among chieftains and 
bade me join the nobles about and 
make new friends with one to aid me 
who was waiting. Then turned I and 
looked again into the eyes of Goneril.

Most prideful and stately seemed the 
lady yet in her dark beauty, but there 
was laughter in her eyes as she took

tne by the hand and led me among 
the company, making me known to 
many of them and saying, as she 
laughed, that he king had accorded 
me her thrall since she had taken me 
prisoner.

I was, she said, to lead her little 
company to her uncle’s hold, there to 
acquire a better knowledge of Britain 
speech and Britain forests and ways of 
fighting, until I should be called to 
closer service by Cadwallon.

Next morning with a slender train 
we set out on our way through Kent. 
Only a rune-maker should tell of that 
too short journey through the Kentish 
woods and winding pathways. It is 
not in me to give a sense of its sweet 
flavor. Not m any words we said at 
first, but we did not need them.

We only knew— we two, each proud 
and close of heart— but knew as oth
ers might not know it; yet the trees 
knew it, and the birds and squirrels 
in the trees knew, and the horses upon 
which we rode. Only the men who 
followed us could fail to know!

We came, upon the evening of the 
second day, to the hold of Gerguint. 
who had married Bera, the aunt of 
Goneril, where we were received as 
became the princess’s rank, and where 
I was accorded as pleasing welcome, 
for a messenger had arrived ahead of 
us to tell of my degree.

Of Gerguint, whom the Romans 
later called Carvilius, I must now 
speak freely, as soon he proved him
self to me, and of him I cannot speak 
too well. A strong prince of a strong 
fourth among the Kentishmen, he was 
one after my own heart, fearing noth
ing and having that understanding 
which makes one of high blood know 
of and recognize that which may be 
in another.

It was in his mind to be to me as a 
close friend, and so he Avas from the 
beginning, hunting with me and show
ing to me all the differences there 
were between the Viking and the Brit
ish ways, both in the chase and in the 
modes of warfare.
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Much he delighted to go forth with 
me in my Viking ship, which had been 
brought along the coast and drawn into 
a twining small river entering his 
lands, from which place we made 
short voyages along the coast.

The Britains were not worthy as 
sailors, and this was soon perceived 
by Gerguint, who now desired that 
they should build better vessels, learn
ing the things which would serve 
greatly for their own defense, and this 
he sought to bring to the attention of 
the king. So he and I became good 
friends.

And for Goneril and myself what 
shall I say? It is hard for a man to 
tel! properly, and so that it may be at 
all conceived or understood, of what 
is between him and the woman whose 
breath has become his own.

No difference made it with us that 
the blending and welding had been so 
swift and unaccountable. It was a fate 
met willingly, and even when the time 
for words of mine had come few were 
demanded.

I sought to tell, in my unfashioned 
mode, of what was in my heart, and 
she but smiled upon me and told me 
that I need not speak. What days 
were ours as we rode the glowing 
Kentish woods in the late autumn, and 
she told me of her people’s ways and 
sought to make me comprehend them, 
and of the boundaries and friendships 
and animosities of the many tribes and 
clans, and all else that might tend to 
make me fitted for some rule among 
them!

Even their art of war she taught me, 
and therein made me marvel. In her 
full veins pulsed only warrior blood 
and made itself so manifest that it 
seemed wondrous that in the same 
w'arm current ran all of tenderest 
womanhood and faithfulness. Indeed 
she was herself a warrior bold enough.

Well do I bear in mind the first time 
she took me with her out upon the 
sands to teach me chariot-driving, and 
how in the essay I swayed and tottered, 
guiding the horses bunglingly as we

rushed along, her chariot in the lead, 
circling or overtopping and descending 
the steep dunes or darting upward 
from the beach to swerve and rock 
along a hillside.

Never in any storm at sea had I such 
strain to keep my feet beneath me, 
though in time I gained the needed 
reckless skill, to Goneril’s vast appro
bation. Most solicitous had she been 
that I should excel in this, for the 
chariot was much relied upon in all 
the battles of the islanders.

In fight, the warrior had with him a 
charioteer who drove against the ene
my, while the warrior, standing beside 
him, fought with javelin or spear or 
ax or other weapon as the ranks were 
neared or broken.

When the melee became most fu
rious the warrior, leaping from his 
place, would then engage on foot, the 
charioteer withdrawing from the fray 
a little to be in readiness in case of 
swift retreat or further charge on a 
massed body. Most formidable were 
these chariots, though only when they 
•were afforded ground for evolution. 
In the close forest battles they were 
useless.

Winter came, sharp and keen and 
not unpleasant in this land of Britain, 
with its climate tempered by a great 
sea-current from the southwest, and, 
almost before it had begun, came my 
first service to King Cadwallon.

There had come an uprising of a 
certain tribe whose overweening and 
ambitious chief thought, with the al
liances he had made, to cast off the 
king’s authority. Gerguint was sum
moned to attend with a force which 
I was to accompany, which body was 
joined to others, and soon we met the 
rebels in the northwest forests.

It was not a long campaign, but 
there were sharp skirmishes and, final
ly. a battle which was one of merit and 
wherein I had opportunity for the 
dealing of Viking blows when much 
they counted.

It chanced, too, that I had occasion 
to save the life of Gerguint, wrho had
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risked it foolishly, charging ahead 
among the savage clansmen and 
going down beneath a mass of them. 
Hard it was to hew a way to him 
and lift him to his feet again before 
they had added other and more deadly 
spear-thrusts to the ones he had re
ceived; but I was well repaid.

Thor! but it was good cleaving! 
Back to back we stood, and I could 
ask no better shield than Gerguint. 
Fairly beholden proved he when the 
encounter ended with the night and the 
death of him who had been rebellious, 
and closer yet we became in comrade
ship. We swore blood-brotherhood—  
a thing which was excellent for me and 
later came to serve me in good stead.

And why delay the story of what 
was the crowning of my desire and 
great, and overmastering resolve? I 
asked that Goneril be made my wife, 
she proudly joining, and Gerguint did 
not fail me, nor did the Lady Bera, 
for I had become as of the family.

Then was the King, Cadwallon, 
sought, and for a time he hesitated. 
Counting all, I was but an adventu
rous stranger and of altogether alien 
blood. Yet, since that blood was noble 
and since I had svvorn him fealty and 
had proved myself in battle, and it 
may be also because he felt the need 
of each strong arm, and above all be
cause of the firm -words of Gerguint, 
he at last gave his consent and had 
grace to give it finely.

There was a great attendance of the 
Kentish chieftains in the hall of Ger
guint and of many from the court, and 
there -was our marriage and ceremo
nies by the Druids, and abundant 
feasting and drinking and music by the 
harpists, and so we two, thus joined 
before all, found happily what life 
may hold.

The winter passed and spring came, 
and in the bursting of heart of stream 
and bud and bird there was not more 
warmth and glory than in ours. So 
passed the days; then as the summer 
neared a pall fell on the land.

It was in the air, a vague unrest

and dread. There was no frolicking 
beneath the moon in any of the scat
tered hamlets; the laborer in the field 
looked often toward the wood; the 
hunter moved with senses most alert; 
the wild beasts themselves, one 
thought, were seeking deeper harbor
age; it was as if all nature was 
afraid; the very winds seemed whis
pering repeatedly in fear the one vrord, 

Cc-esar! ”
The alarm had come across the sea 

from the Veniti. A little vessel of 
that friendly people had eluded the 
Roman ships patrolling the Gallic 
shores, and so reached Britain with 
news of recent movements of the de
vastator.

He had, it seemed, been engaged 
in suppressing a revolt of the Treviri, 
who lay somewhere near the Rhine, 
but meanwhile had given orders that 
a great number of ships should be 
made in readiness for his army at a 
port called Itius, lying nearest to the 
shores of Britain.

That he had it in mind to once more 
make a descent upon the islanders was, 
so the Veniti messengers declared, a 
thing assured. It was this fell news 
which had spread through Britain and 
had aroused the sudden dread of 
which I have already spoken. What 
time the scathe might come no man 
could tell.

But if there were trembling through
out Britain, there came also the cour
age which goes with desperation. 
Feuds were forgotten, as were bounda
ries, and there ensued wide summoning 
and a gathering of the many princes 
to consider swiftly what might be done 
in the impending struggle with the 
invader.

It was agreed that Cadwallon, as 
the chief among the southeastern 
rulers of the island, and in sort an 
overlord of some, should have the 
supreme command. So in and about 
the southern hills soon a great force 
hung. Then one day at noontime there 
showed across the sea a mighty spread 
of sail. Caesar would strike!
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Eight hundred sail! What scores of 
thousands of the trained legionaries 
must they carry, and what chance had 
an unordered host in an encounter on 
open, even ground!

It was decided by the leaders not to 
give battle at the shore, where the 
nature of the beach gave easy landing 
to the Romans, but rather to meet 
them on the high places, which had 
been fortified in a rude way by the 
felling of many trees in front of them. 
Here we awaited the attack.

Of that first desperate struggle 
against the veteran foe I can tell but 
vaguely, for I was in its midst, fight
ing as for my life and unseeing as to 
the general battle.

Fiercely we charged and drove 
among the enemy with our chariots, 
but could not shatter them. These 
were the trained slayers of the world, 
and when one rank wavered or was 
broken another rose behind it, and 
ever the whole pressed forward, kill
ing as it came and irresistible against 
a force with no planned manner of 
cohesion.

We were driven backward, though 
fighting stubbornly, and finally the 
enemy overwhelmed and seized the 
camp, and the Britons, leaving a host 
of dead, were driven into the forests.

There was a kind of reformation, 
and then began the running fight of 
days, as Caesar neared the capital. 
There were bloody stands and skir
mishes, and we cut off many of the 
Romans in the woods, but nothing 
could stay their firm advance.

My Goneril was in London, where I 
had thought her most secure in this 
time of great jeopardy, though stub
bornly she had insisted on following 
me into the field. The main body of 
the Britons was now within and about 
London, and Cadwallon to make his 
last stand against the approaching 
army of Csesar, which threatened the 
passage of a ford above the city. At 
this ford all must be decided.

There had been treachery. Mandu- 
bratius, crafty and wavering chief of

the Trohantes, to save himself, had 
cast his lot with Ctesar.

Androgeus, a chief in command in 
London itself, had turned against Cadi 
wallon and was tampering with the 
conqueror : and all these things gave 
fear. Yet we would make such stand 
as should be remembered long, and so 
all Cadwallon’s forces were drawn up 
beside the ford to dispute its passage.

The Romans came, their legions roll
ing to the shore and entering the 
waters boldly, while our own massed 
armament stood awaiting them with 
eager weapons, a multitude looking 
upon us from the slope behind, even 
our women among them, as was the 
Briton’s way. Then came the clash and 
struggle.

As the Romans neared the land, 
avoiding as best they could the sharp
ened stakes which had been set against 
them, their onrush was almost hidden 
by the cloud of spears and arrows 
falling upon them, and many -were 
slain and carried downward by the 
glad current of the British River, but 
there was no checking them.

Some struggled through and others 
followed, as the first were slain and 
soon the ranks had gained a footing, 
their front being lopped off as it came, 
but ever heaved forward by the tre
mendous mass behind.

As in the surges of a growing storm 
each succeeding wave crept farther up 
the beach, and the fight was soon on 
land. Though hate is in my heart for 
them, let none speak lightly of the 
dauntless courage or the stern hardi
hood and discipline of the Roman sol
diers.

Those ranks pressed ever forward, 
though we raged among them with our 
chariots and met them manfully on 
foot with blows as fierce as their own 
and thrusts as deadly.

But what could avail such ragged 
and open charge as made the wild 
Britons against an advancing wall 
which ever renewed itself as it was 
broken here and there?

In dire peril we were driven back
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ward step by step. Soon 1 was half 
surrounded and felt a wound or two 
and began to breathe too heavily.

Then came to my ears a woman's 
cry. Circling downward and at one 
side from the slope above, where were 
the onlooking multitude, had come 
Goneril, driven by grizzled Lcir, her 
charioteer, and swinging to the front 
and very center where she knew I 
would be found.

There had been none who could re
strain her. Mad with her fear for me, 
wild as a she-bear for her bayed mate, 
she had come storming on the battle
field, her dark hair streaming and the 
love flame in her eyes, seeking only 
to be with me, even in death to
gether.

And timely was her coming, for I 
had been beaten to my knee and was 
in sore strait. Surely the gods guided, 
for the chariot came to me through the 
melee as the wild bull through brush, 
and I was lifted to it by heir's strong 
arm as, scarcely slacking in its course, 
it passed athwart the raging lines and 
so away toward safety.

And even at that moment, as 
Goneril bent down toward me tender
ly, there came a Roman javelin which 
drove deep into her side, and as it 
lurched out and away with the 
chariot’s surge, left following it a rush 
of her dear heart's blood, drenching 
her robe with red.

Into my arms she sank, and so I 
held her until, flying, we reached the 
wood; then I laid her gently down on 
the greensward.

What can I say of that awful, await
ing moment, or of what came? She 
was still alive, my glorious Briton girl. 
She smiled upon me and sought to 
reach up her arms about my neck, and 
could not; then sighed a little, and 
there died. Then all things passed 
away, and I fell as dead beside her.

There is little more to tell of Brit
ain. Cresar had triumphed; London 
had fallen; the conqueror had wreaked 
his stern will upon the land; Cadwal- 
lon had yielded, and had agreed to pay

tribute, -and Ctesar, taking hostages 
and many prisoners to be sold as slaves 
in Roman marts, had sailed away.

For a hard four hundred years the 
Roman heel would press on Britain’s 
neck. What was all this now to me? 
They had carried me and my dead 
Goneril away into the forest and, 
joined by certain of her kinsmen who 
had escaped, we took up our journey 
with my dead to the country of the 
Iceni, where they would bury her with 
the ceremonies befitting such a prin
cess.

All this we did, but I could speak 
no word. Men looked upon me with 
a sort of fear. My speech seemed lost, 
but came at last with the new swelling 
of the heart and the humming of the 
dark thoughts in my head.

Nothing of Britain knew I longer. 
I was a Viking again, with only 
Viking gods and Viking thoughts, and 
these transformed me. Caesar had 
slain my Briton girl, and all the life 
and fame and glory of all the Roman 
world could bring no solace. Goneril 
was dead, and henceforth I lived but 
to bring death such as I might to every 
Roman.

No oath of vengeance needed I to 
take on the white, holy stone of Odin’s 
priests. I sought Gerguint, still 
wounded in his castle, and was re
ceived as if the castle was my own, 
but abode there only as a silent and 
unheeding guest.

Time passed, and finally I sought 
the little band of those I had hardened 
and taught to sail my shield-ship, and 
they joined me, nothing loath, and in 
the darkness of a stormy night we 
crossed to the coast of Gaul, where 
I would fight against the Romans, for 
secret word came that there was near
ing ahead a vast uprising to cast off 
the Roman yoke.

Far to the south and west we laid 
our course, for I would hold it so 
well out at sea that we might avoid 
the Roman ships now haunting all the 
Gallic coast. Some days we sailed, 
and at last, having escaped them,
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made entrance at the mouth of a fair 
river called the Seine, and sailed inland 
upon it until we reached an island 
where was a town the capital of a 
partly maritime and trading people, the 
Parisii, who, because of their lack of 
strength, had allied themselves with 
the Senones, a more powerful tribe 
lying to the south of them.

It was winter now, and all Gaul was 
aflame with the hope off casting off the 
Roman power. The clans were gath
ering, and in Paris, called by the Ro
mans Lutetia, I attached myself to a 
small force led by one Critognatus, an 
Avernian of note, who was now on his 
way to join the Gallic army under 
command of Vergincetorix. Caesar 
was slowly advancing, and Vergince
torix was hanging near him. harassing 
him with his forces. We were eager 
for the field of war.

Through many a devious forest path, 
across many a silent stream, and over 
wide, frozen marshes we took our way, 
and reached the Gallic camp on the 
evening of the third day.

It made an amazing and curious 
sight, with its far-extending fires be
neath the trees of the dense wood, 
lighting the ways between hosts of 
rude shelters of boughs or sods or 
tents of skins, until the lights but 
twinkled in the distance; for it was 
a huge force which had now gathered.

Most cordial was my greeting, 
though of a certain dignity, for Ver
gincetorix was one of commanding 
and grave air, albeit his eyes gleamed 
brightly. There proved occasion for 
little speech.

Of all that had occurred in Britain 
this wise leader had made himself 
acquainted, and it so chanced that he 
knew my story well, and well could 
understand what impulse drove me 
now and what manner of service I 
might give.

He placed me with the command of 
Critognatus, and, upon my asking, di
rected him to allow me, under my own 
leadership, a company of some hun
dred of a wild outlying, clan of the

Averni, with whom I might adventure 
in ray own way. Glad was I then!

What days and nights of brooding 
came to me! Ever I saw the tomb of 
Goneril or the fanes of my-own gods! 
No puling gods of the weak races they, 
but war gods and gods of vengeance!

Wild and savage and unfearing were 
my band of an outlandish mountain 
group to whom I had joined my few 
of Britons, and whom I now trained 
to more knowing warfare; but even 
they were scarcely equal to the fierce
ness and persistence of their leader.

No venturing foragers from the 
Roman camp were safe from our am
bushes or sudden onslaught, for I 
hovered like a wolf about a fold, and 
many a legionary’s blood made the 
snow brighter in my eyes. There 
came to me something of a name, and 
I was made welcome among the Gallic 
chieftains, stately in their glittering 
helmets and tunics and rich furs, and 
some of them most gallant men and 
good, but I could not be as one with 
them.

I held myself aloof in a stern lone
liness. They were not of me or mine. 
What says the Norsemen’s rune:

G asp s  an d  g a p e s  
W h e n  to  th e  se a  h e  com es 
T h e  e a g le  o v e r  o ld  o c e a n ;
S o  is  a  m an
W h o  a m o n g  m a n y  com es 
A n d  h a s n o a d v o c a te s .

But little recked I of it all I only 
sought and slew with my hardened 
following. Then, later, fell Avari- 
cum, and CtEsar, with his army fed and 
rested, turned toward Vergincetorix, 
who, after some well fought but un
availing battles, entrenched himself in 
the city of Alesia, where he awaited 
the issues.

Alesia was a town of the Mandubii, 
and one well fortified and of impor
tance, founded anciently, it was re
lated, as a trading-place of the Phe- 
nicians. It lay upon the flat crest of 
a great hill, almost a mountain, and 
was protected on two sides by the 
rivers Lutosa and Osera.
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Tn the front the mountain sloped 
down into a plain a league in width, 
behind which, at some distance, rose 
other hills which surrounded the plain 
completely. The army of Yergince- 
torix now occupied the wide slope of 
the city’s hill down to the plain, and 
had made before it a long, deep trench 
and a stone wall the height of a man 
throughout.

Upon the plain and nearer the hills 
were arrayed the Romans, who began 
at once a gigantic work of encircling 
fortifications such as I had never seen 
before, and which gave me new com
prehension of the utter inflexibility and 
hungry and all-conquering resolve of 
this great Caesar. None other could 
have devised so .vast a plan, and by 
no other army than his could it be 
executed.

And now came anxious days to 
Vergincetorix. The promised succor 
was delayed and famine threatened. It 
was resolved to send away the helpless 
people of the Mandubii, but they could 
not pass the Romans.

Very early in the siege Vergincetorix 
had fairly divided, man by man, all 
corn and cattle and other food, and 
this was near its end. A council of 
the leaders was now held, at which 
was to be considered the best course 
to be taken, and at this council Critog- 
natus spoke most eloquently, counsel
ing a sally and a quick determining 
of the great issue, however fatal.

Then came the news by messengers 
who had passed the enemy that out- 
allies had come, and that under the 
leadership of Commius they were about 
to attack the Romans in great force!

There was no faltering now! We 
must sally forth when our allies made 
their attack. The assault soon came, 
and for two days there were furious 
charge and countercharge and much 
slaughter, the Gauls outside assailing 
the farther Roman works as did we 
the inner ones. On the fourth day 
came the bloody climax.

There was at the extremity of the 
Romans’ northern line a hill which

could not easily be included in their 
works, and the outer Gauls had per
ceived this hill's advantage. They 
took from their main army sixty thou
sand of their best men, and these, 
under command of Vergasillaunus, 
passed round and seized the hill at 
night.

At noon it was decided this great 
force should make its charge. Then 
all would join the battle, and all knew 
that, before the night fell, there would 
come an end either of free Gaul or of 
the dreadful Caesar!

My ax was red with Roman blood. 
My arm was wearied and my body 
sore that night and through the brief 
hours of rest I snatched I slept but 
fitfully.

That my sleep would fail me in the 
night to come I had no fear, for I 
knew in my heart what must befall. 
It did not daunt me. What warrior 
had done better? What says the 
TJavainal of Odin:

C a t t le  d ie ,
K in d re d  die,
W e  o u rse lv e s  a lso  d ie ;
B u t  th e  f a ir  fa m e  
N e v e r  d ies
O f  on e w h o  d e se rv e s  it!

At noon the battle burst with utmost 
fury, as Vergasillaunus hurled his 
force upon the Romans, and. almost 
at the same time, we from within as
sailed the ramparts. Nothing could 
stay us.

The ditches were filled with clay and 
hurdles, the walls were mounted, their 
defenders slain, the turrets cleared, 
and we burst fairly through the 
breached wall and struck our foes on 
even ground.

What foaming struggle then, what 
vengeance sought for wrongs, what 
strokes for freedom! Should victory 
come to him, what mercy would he 
show, this harsh and treacherous 
Qesar! Even I, who fought for my 
own hand and for my vengeance, could 
not but feel hate with the Gauls. For 
this man surely the gods must have a 
punishment.
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The noble Vergincetorix may grace 
his triumph, to be later murdered in 
a Roman dungeon; each Roman sol
dier may boast a Gallic slave; a servile 
populace may greet the conqueror 
madly with acclaim, but certainly the 
evil day and evil end must come. May 
the daggers of false friends some time 
await him!

We raged ahead and slew, but ever 
came swinging into support the Roman 
legions in the way I knew so well from 
Britain. And no longer could we force 
them. Oh, for a thousand of my wild 
Jutlanders, Angle, Saxon, or Jute, I 
cared not, to hew a way with me into 
those solid ranks!

There came a sudden rush and so 
close a press about me that I had no 
room for the swinging of ray wet ax. 
The Roman short sword is most keen, 
and, driven into a man’s side and clean
ly through him, he must reach the 
earth.

The feet of a host of charging le
gionaries passed over and beyond me,

and there came to my ears their dis
tant shout of triumph.

The blood is flowing freely from my 
side, and I am weakening and dying. 
The Valkyries are circling in the sky. 
It is the end. How will they appear 
to me and how receive me, Odin, the 
All-Father; Thor, the hammerer; 
Balder, the beautiful, and Freyja, and 
all the great queens and warriors of 
the past?

That must be as it may be. I have 
fought well. And, now, even the gods 
are lost in mist. Strange visions are 
coming to me, visions of shining seas 
and the vast ocean, of warm, palm- 
clad lands and lands of ice and snow, 
of plains and forests and the dark 
mountain passes, of a thousand fierce 
encounters, and of other and more 
gentle things. Above and beyond all 
I see a creature, soft-furred of arm, 
dark-eyed, and wild and beautiful of 
her kind, near to me in the lofty tree- 
tops and gazing at me gravely from 
between leaved branches.

TH E END.

THE PERFECT FACE.

T he Graces, on a summer day,
Grew serious for a moment— yea,
They thought in rivalry to trace 
The outline of a perfect face.

Each used a rosebud for a brush,
And while it glowed with sunset’s blush,
Each painted on the evening sky,
And each a star used for the eye.

They finished. Each a curtaining cloud 
Drew back, and each exclaimed aloud:
“ Behold, we three have drawn the same 
From the same model! ” Ah! her name?

I know. I saw the pictures grow.
I saw them falter, fade, and go.
I know the model— oft she lures 
My heart. The face, my sweet, was yours.

W a lt e r  H .  H a m v a y .



MR. DAN DALTON, alias “ the 
Red Hawk,” reached New 
York per medium of a freight- 

car. He dropped from an uneasy 
perch as the train rumbled along the 
banks of the Hudson, way up beyond 
One Hundred and Ninetieth Street, 
and he stood watching the tail-lights 
as the long string of cars rolled to
ward the heart of the City of Clamor.

The lights disappeared as the ca
boose swung round a curve in the 
road, and Mr. Dalton walked slowly 
down to the bank of the river, in 
whose moonlit waters he intended to 
wash the grime of travel trcTm his 
face and hands.

The Hawk was happy. He had 
skilfully evaded the arm of the law 
which had made a sudden grab at his 
much-wanted person, and he hummed 
a tune- as he divested himself of a 
suit of overalls which he had thieved 
from an engine-cleaner at Albany. He 
brushed from his clothes as much of 
the dust of travel as he could, then he 
turned and walked up the wooded 
slope toward Riverside Drive.

It was a night of witchery. A 
moon that looked like a newly minted 
dollar flooded the Hudson with sil
very beams. From the water came 
the soft tinkle of a guitar.

A line of scows went curtsying 
down the stream, and the little, prowl
ing breezes that nosed along the Pali
sades fingered the curly hair of Mr. 
Dalton and whispered to him of loot 
to be gathered in the city before him.

The Hawk walked up through the 
little wood between the river and Riv
erside Drive, and be was within ten 
paces of the road when he stopped 
suddenly and dropped upon his hands 
and knees. He stared directly ahead 
at what he at first thought was the 
figure of a dryad dancing in the moon
light.

It was a sight that brought hack to 
the mind of Mr. Dalton the stories of 
fairies and wood sprites that he had 
heard from his Gaelic ancestors. Be
tween him and the fence separating 
the little wood from the drive were 
scattered bushes, the shadows of 
which were like splashes of ink upon

400
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the moon. - whitened grass, and from 
one of the shadow splashes to another 
a girl, who was as lovely as Artemis, 
moved with a grace and suppleness 
which thrilled the Red Hawk.

Mr. Dalton was amazed. The 
moonlight made the lines of the girl’s 
lithe body plainly visible, and his keen 
eyes were delighted with the grace 
displayed in her movements. It was 
eleven o’clock; Riverside Drive was 
deserted, except for a passing auto
mobile that dashed like a scared gob
lin toward the city; therefore, the ac
tions of the girl, who moved from 
shadow - patch to shadow - patch with 
the grace of a fawn, interested Mr. 
Dalton immensely.

The Hawk tried to puzzle out the 
meaning of her actions. His first 
glimpse of her movements made him 
feel certain that she was playing hide- 
and-seek with a male companion, but 
the observations of a few minutes 
convinced the Hawk that his surmise 
was wrong.

He pushed forward a second sup
position, and his keen eyes assured 
him that the second guess hit the 
mark. The girl was moving toward 
a two-storied house on the other side 
of the drive, and was taking advan
tage of every bit of cover as she ad
vanced.

“ She’s stalking it,” murmured Mr. 
Dalton, “ and she’s taking particular 
care to keep under cover lest some one 
might pipe her from the windows.”

The nymph, whose graceful move
ment thrilled the solitary watcher, ad
vanced cautiously. She skipped from 
one bush to another, and Mr. Dalton 
experienced wonderful sensations as 
he watched.

It was a delightful experience. To 
be a lonely spectator of a girl dressed 
in diaphanous draperies which, while 
showing her figure, gave full play to 
her well-turned limbs, was a treat that 
Mr. Dalton fully appreciated.

“ Oh, gee!” he muttered. “ Why, 
this beats— this beats anything I have 
ever seen! ” 

ii  A

The girl reached the fence which 
separated the wooded slope from the 
driveway. She stood for a moment 
in the shelter of a small tree which 
grew' close to the barrier, then she 
vaulted the fence with an ease which 
surprised the watcher.

The Hawk was close to her then, 
very close, and when she swung her
self over the fence the white - eyed 
moon gave him a glimpse of shapely 
ankles and the smallest feet he had 
ever seen. He felt certain that she 
was a wood nymph decked out in the 
latest Parisian finery, which made her 
infinitely more alluring.

I wonder what is her game ? ” he 
breathed. “ What the dickens is her 
little game ? ”

Mr. Dalton looked at the house 
w'hich was directly across the road 
from the spot where the nymph was 
standing. The house was in darkness, 
but as the Hawk watched it the front 
door opened and a tall, thin man 
walked out upon the moonlit piazza. 
The tall man stood for a moment upon 
the piazza, then he moved slowly 
down a flight of stone steps leading to 
the drive.

The appearance of the man seemed 
to startle the girl. The watching 
Hawk saw that her supple body was 
tense and rigid as she crouched be
hind the tree.

The tall man reached the bottom of 
the steps, and a fear which Mr. Dal
ton saw was upon the girl prompted 
flight. She vaulted back over the 
fence and rushed toward the nearest 
cover, and it so happened that Mr. 
Dalton, who had not expected her to 
retreat with such suddenness, was 
crouched in the patch of inky shadow 
which she selected as a temporary 
hiding-place.

He did not have sufficient time to 
move his long legs out of her way, 
and his inability to do so brought dis
astrous consequences. The girl dripped 
over Mr. Dalton’s legs and rolled into 
the grass.

The Hawk, a great admirer of
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courage, thought well of the girl's 
nerve at that moment. Instead of 
giving vent to the scream which he 
expected to hear, she gathered herself 
up and slipped into the shadow beside 
him. Kneeling behind the bush, she 
stared at him, her white face thrust 
forward till it was close to his own.

“ Who are you? ” she asked sharply.
“  My name is Dalton,” answered 

the Hawk. “ Dan Dalton.”
“  What are you doing here ? ”
“Amusing myself.”
“ Are you spying on me?"
“ Certainly not.”
The big, luminous eyes of the girl 

stared at the face of the man as if 
endeavoring to find something that 
would give her a clue to his business.

“ But who are you ? What are you ? 
Tell we what brought you here! ” she 
cried.

“ I arrived by freight from Albany 
exactly ten minutes ago,” answered 
the Hawk. “ I came up from the 
woods and I noticed you. I thought 
at first that you were a goddess of 
the woods who was practising a new 
kind of tango step in the moonlight.”

He smiled as he made the remark, 
but no answering smile came upon the 
face of the girl. And the Hawk 
thought that he had never seen a face 
that was more beautiful than the one 
before him. It was a glorious face. 
The big eyes shone like diamonds in 
a bath of wine.

Her red lips, partly opened, disclosed 
two rows of baby pearls which were 
whiter than the moon. The oval face 
carried a look of purity and inno
cence that brought the Hawk a feel
ing of reverence which he had not 
experienced since the days when he 
had attended church as a little boy.

The wonderful mass of red - gold 
hair piled above the white brow— the 
girl wore no hat —  was a maze in 
which the moonbeams lost themselves, 
and to the eyes of the Hawk it looked 
as if she had a golden nimbus around 
her shapely head.

But it was the innocence upon the

face that held the Hawk. Pictures of 
saints that he had stared at as a child 
came up before his eyes as he looked 
at her. He had never seen such a look 
of childlike innocence upon a grown 
person, and he wondered when he 
glanced at her if it wTas her innocence 
and not her courage which enabled her 
to control herself when she tripped 
over his legs and somersaulted into the 
grass.

The ordinary girl, reasoned Mr. Dal
ton, aware of the danger which beset 
her sex, would have promptly screamed 
and fled precipitately from the spot; 
but the sprite of the night had coolly 
gathered herself up and started to 
cross-examine him.

The Hawk was unable to marshal his 
thoughts and was incapable of form
ing an opinion concerning the girl 
kneeling beside him on the soft grass.

The girl was still studying the face 
of the man. Her big eyes examined 
one feature after the other, and the 
Hawk, keenly aware of her scrutiny, 
tried to veneer his features with a look 
of respectability as he felt the probing 
gaze.

“ I think you are a gentleman,” 
murmured the girl, and her voice was 
as soft as the cooing of a wood-dove 
as she uttered the flattering verdict.

Her remark puzzled the Hawk. If 
any other woman had made it he would 
have been skeptical, but the childlike 
innocence upon the beautiful face of 
the girl made him feel that she be
lieved him to be a well-bred person.

“ I thank you,” he said. “ It is kind 
of you to say so.”

“ I am in search of a gentleman w-fio 
might assist me at this very moment,” 
said the girl, and her honeyed tones 
thrilled the Hawk as her words fell 
upon his ear.

Mr. Dalton’s admiration for the 
nerve of his v is  - a -  v is  grew as he 
listened. There was not the slightest 
trace of fear in her voice. She spoke 
with an ease that told him that she 
was complete master of, herself and 
was in no way flurried over the ex
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traordinary manner in which they had 
met.

“ I am at your service/' he said. 
“ You have but to command and I will 
obey.”

** It is a dangerous task,” murmured 
Artemis.

“ I love danger,” said the Hawk.
Once again her eyes swept over his 

face as if she wished to make certain 
of her man before outlining the task.

“ I want you to perform an act 
which is unlawful,” she whispered.

It will be a mate for an act which 
I have just performed,” said the 
Hawk, smiling. “ I have told you that 
I rode into town on a freight-car.”

The girl laughed, a delicious little 
laugh, which made the pulses' of Mr. 
Dalton throb as he sat drinking in her 
beauty. The night had roused within 
him a wave of romance which his cun
ning vainly tried to combat. Sentiment 
welled up in the /oul of the Hawk. The 
girl before him was fairer than 
Daphne, and her ravishing beauty sent 
the blood coursing madly through his 
veins.

“ Are you willing to break the 
lav? ? ” she whispered.

“  I am willing,” answered the Hawk 
gallantly.

The girl rose to her feet and looked 
toward the dark house on the other 
side of the drive. And-the Hawk rose 
and looked in the same direction.

Standing side by side, they watched 
in silence. The man who had walked 
down the steps a few minutes before 
was slowly climbing back to the pi
azza. He crossed the moonlit veranda 
and entered the House.

Artemis turned to the Hawk, who 
was now convinced that her eyes pos
sessed hypnotic power that over
whelmed him. Her moist lips whis
pered softly and he felt her warm 
breath upon his cheek.

“ My stepfather lives in the house 
across the way,” she murmured. 
“ You have just seen him enter the 
door. He comes out to look at the 
stars each night before retiring.”

“ I have a penchant for doing the 
same thing,” murmured the Hawk.

“ He thinks I am in bed,” continued 
the girl, “ and he will be fearfully 
angry if he discovers that I am not. 
If I knock at the door he will open 
it because he has sent the servants to 
bed an hour ago. You see, I was at 
a— at a dance, and I stayed late. But 
I must get in. I cannot remain out 
here all night, can I ? ”

.“ Certainly not,” answered the 
Hawk.

“ Then I must get in without letting 
my stepfather know,” murmured Ar
temis. “ Do you— do you understand 
what I wish you to do? ”

She moved closer to the Hawk as she 
breathed the question. A strange, 
heady perfume came from her and 
made his pulses throb. The Hawk 
thought it tame from the golden nim
bus of hair which framed the beautiful 
face.

“ I think I understand,” he said.
She laid a little hand upon the sleeve 

of the Hawk, a little hand that was so 
white that Mr. Dalton assured himself 
that no snow that ever fell from heaven 
was whiter.

“ I want you to climb through a 
window at the side of the house and 
open the front door for me,” she whis
pered.

“ I’ll do it,” said the Hawk. “  Show 
me the window and I’ll open it in three
minutes,”

“ The window is on the north side 
of the house,” said the girl. “ It is 
the only one that you will be able to 
force. I tried to— to open it a few 
moments ago, but I was not strong 
enough.”

“ Which room does it open into ? ”
“ The dining-room,” murmured Ar

temis. “ And you can walk straight 
across the dining-room to the hall. The 
front door has two bolts and a lock 
upon it.”

” It is a simple job,” said Mr. 
Dalton.

“ Simple for one who is brave,” she 
whispered.
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The Hawk felt helpless under her 
gaze. The big eyes seemed to flood 
his soul with a stream which washed 
away the army of suspicion which rose 
up on hearing her request. Her eyes 
were wells of purity which beat back 
the army that urged him to go slow. 
In those few minutes he felt that he 
understood for the first time a few 
problems which had puzzled him in his 
youth. He remembered reading as a 
boy how a band of murderous 
brigands had ran from the eyes of 
St. Ann, and how a deadly serpent had 
backed away at the gaze of St. Ursula. 
He understood as he looked at Arte
mis.

“ Will I do it now ? ” he asked.
The little white hand was still upon 

his sleeve as if it wished to restrain 
the impatience which was upon him.

“ We must wait,” she whispered, 
and the “ we ” flung the Hawk into 
the seventh heaven of delight. “ We 
must wait for fifteen minutes. My 
stepfather retires immediately after 
he looks at the sky, and he is asleep 
the moment his head is upon the pillow. 
Let us move up to the fence and I will 
show you the window.”

Together they moved into the shad
ow of the tree beneath which the girl 
had stood a few moments before, and, 
standing side by side, the girl pointed 
to the window on the north side 
through which she wished Mr. Dalton 
to force his way.

“ There will be no danger,” she said. 
“ There is only one man servant and 
one woman servant on the premises. 
They are both old and they sleep in 
the rear of the house.”

The Hawk felt helpless. His keen 
eyes sought the face of the girl, search
ing for suspicions strong enough to 
wreck the power which her look of 
innocence had over him. A combina
tion of circumstances had arisen 
which left him as helpless as a pine 
chip in a millrace.

The big moon, the soft breezes, the 
whispering trees, the perfume that 
came from her filmy draperies, the big

eyes which had discovered the gentle
manly traits upon his face, battered 
down all the doubts behind which Mr. 
Dan Dalton generally slipped when 
any one told him what he classed as a 
sweet little fairy tale.

During the wait which she had ad
vised so that her stepfather might 
have time to betake himself to dream
land the Hawk tried to screw up his 
courage so that he would be able to 
break the pledge which he had given 
her, but he was unable to do so.

Her soft voice roused him out of 
the reverie into which he had fallen.

“ He is surely asleep now,” she 
whispered. “ Don’t be afraid. Push up 
the window and walk across the dining
room into the hall.”

“ I am not afraid.” said the Hawk 
sharply.

“ I know that you are not,” breathed 
the girl. “ I— I know that you ace a 
true knight who is not afraid to per
form an act of kindness for a girl in 
distress.”

Mr. Dan Dalton felt that he was 
floating on clouds of golden mist. He 
could hardly convince himself that the 
girl was real. Mr. Dalton had Gaelic 
ancestors, and in his subconscious mind 
were stored many legends which told 
of wondrously beautiful fairies who 
frequented lonely spots at midnight to 
lure men to destruction. The pressure 
of her soft hand was still upon his 
arm, and the honeyed tones came to 
his ears.

“ I shall always be grateful to you,” 
she murmured sweetly. “ I shall pray 
for you every night.”

The Hawk felt that a blood-vessel 
would burst in his head if he did not 
get away from her. He mentally 
cursed himself for the lack of control 
which he had at that moment.

“ The front door will be opened 
in three minutes*” he said. “ Good-
by.”

“  Good-by and good luck,” she mur
mured. “ You are so, so good.”

The next moment the Hawk was 
crossing the drive with a stride that
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showed no hesitancy. He climbed the 
steep bank at the side of the house 
and walked noiselessly along the 
flagged path till he reached the window 
which the girl had pointed out to him.

It was an easy matter to open the 
window. The steady pressure of the 
Hawk’s strong fingers beneath the 
upper part of the bottom sash bent the 
fastening till it snapped with, .a sharp 
noise. Mr. Dalton stood for a moment 
and listened; then he lifted the sash 
and climbed through the window. It 
was quite dark within the room, and 
he groped his way forward.

He circled the table that was be
tween him and the door leading into 
the hall, then he walked quickly along 
the carpeted passage, drew back the 
two bolts which the girl had spoken 
of, turned the key noiselessly, and 
opened the door.

The girl slipped across the threshold, 
and once again the Hawk felt certain 
that she was a dream-maiden who 
might at any moment fade away into 
the pearly night. She stood close to 
him, and the sweet perfume again 
came to his nostrils. A little tendril 
from the golden nimbus around her 
head stroked his face as she leaned 
forward to whisper to him.

“ Thank you a thousand times,” she 
murmured softly. “  It was so very 
good of you to help me.”

“ It was quite a simple matter, I 
assure you.”

“ But it was brave of you.”
Her little hand had found its way 

into his big, muscular one as they stood 
together, and Mr. Dalton was pos
sessed of a fear that he had not 
thoroughly washed his grimy hands 
after dropping from the freight-car. 
He thought that he might soil the small 
hand whose snowy whiteness had been 
so noticeable when resting on his arm.

The girl made no attempt to move 
forward, and the Hawk’s keen intui
tion told him that she was either wait
ing for him to speak or waiting to 
speak to him. And the Hawk’s in
tuition w*as marvelously correct.'

Her supple body was close to him 
as they stood together in the shadowy 
hallway, and he noticed the rising and 
falling of the lace upon her rounded 
bosom. Her face was close to his, and 
her whispered words came to him like 
the soft breathing of the night.

" I told you a lie,” she murmured. 
“ I told you a lie when I asked you 
to do this for me. I cannot let you 
go without telling you and asking your 
forgiveness.”

The Hawk experienced thrills that 
he had never experienced before as he 
looked down upon her wonderful face.

“ Then, you do not live here ? ” he 
asked.

“ Not now,” she murmured. “ I did 
live here. My stepfather lives here 
now; but I— I ran away from him.”

She moved her face out of the gloom 
into the silvery flood as if she wished 
to allow the keen eyes of the man to 
search her features for anything that 
might throw’’ doubt upon her words,

And the purity of her face fought 
back the flood of suspicions which her 
confession unloosed in the mind of the 
Hawk.

Again he tried to think evil of her 
but he could not. Again he was in the 
position of the serpent who retreated 
before the eyes of St. Ursula and the 
murderous brigands who turned and 
ran before the purity Which they saAv 
upon the face of St. Ann.

He wished at the moment that she 
had not thrust her head into the moon
light. The glory of the face made Him 
believe. His soul was bathed in an 
essence compounded of moonbeams, 
sighing breezes, and the soft glance of 
eyes that Helen might have owned.

“ You are not angry with me? ” she 
asked.

“ Angry? Certainly not!” stam
mered the Hawk.

“ And you are not sorry you helped 
me ? ”

“ I am glad, very glad;”
There was another slight interval of 

silence, then the girl spoke again.
“ My stepfather holds something be
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longing to my sister Muriel. It was 
my mother's property, but my mother 
is dead. It has been in my mother's 
family for three hundred years. When 
my— my mother died mv stepfather 
turned us out of doors and he refused 
to give up this— this property I 
speak of.”

Something warm and wet fell upon 
the big hand of the Hawk. He knew 
it to be a tear-drop, and as he looked 
down at her face he saw in the soft 
moonlight the companion tear glisten
ing like the Kohinoor diamond as it 
rolled slowly down her velvety cheek.

And then Mr. Dalton, born of the 
moonbeams and the breezes and the 
magic of the night, felt that he would 
gladly wreck the house to help the 
girl whose little hand he held. A 
Gaelic ancestry is something hard to 
overcome in a position such as the 
Red Hawk found himself.

“ I must get this property,” mur
mured the nymph. “ I must get it to
night. I had given up all hopes of 
getting into the house when you came 
along. I think that Fate sent you to 
help me.”

“ I think so, too,” murmured the 
Hawk.

“ But I had to confess to you that 
I told a lie. I had to tell you before 
I let you go. Now— now I must go 
forward.”

“ Alone?”
Her face was very close to the 

tanned face of the man. She tried to 
draw her little hand away from the 
grip of his big one, but his clutch 
tightened. She looked up at him with 
a question in the big eyes.

“ I must go alone,” she murmured, 
“ Unless— ”

She stopped and looked up at the 
Hawk, looked up at him with a light 
in her eyes which swept cunning and 
caution to the four winds.

“  Lead on,” whispered the man. 
“ Lead on, and I will follow.”

He took .the arm of the girl and 
gently drew her into the hall, then he 
softly closed the front door.

The Hawk understood as they 
walked along the hall that the girl was 
thoroughly acquainted with the prem
ises. The soft fingers that clutched 
his sleeve steered him clear of a big 
hall-stand which came in their way, 
and the pressure of those fingers 
brought about a mental intoxication 
which made Mr. Dalton think that he 
was walking on air.

They reached the stairs and started 
to ascend. Using much caution, they 
moved up into the gloom above them. 
The house was very quiet.

They reached the first landing, and 
the girl, still holding the sleeve of her 
companion, turned to the right. She 
moved along a passage which led to
ward the front of the house. Through 
a large French window at the end of 
the passage the moonbeams were 
streaming, making a pool of silver 
upon the Eastern runner which muf
fled their footsteps.

They passed a closed door, and then 
another; but at the third door the girl 
halted and listened. The moonlight 
from the window at the end of the 
passage enabled the Hawk to see her 
distinctly.

The white fingers of the girl 
gripped the knob, turned it noiselessly, 
and pushed open the door. The dark
ness within the chamber made it im
possible to see. The Hawk’s keen 
eyes could see nothing, but his ears 
brought him a little information. As 
he stood side by side with the girl he 
heard the soft breathing of a sleeper.

Artemis clutched the arm of the 
Hawk, and he glanced down at her. 
She made a motion with her white 
hand which told him that she wished 
him to stay where he was while she 
w'ent forward alone. He nodded his 
head to let her know that he was 
agreeable to follow instructions, and 
she slipped from his side, to be imme
diately swallowed up in the darkness 
of the room.

Standing on the threshold, the 
Hawk waited patiently, all his senses 
alert. Minute after minute went by,
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but the dark depths of the room still 
held the girl. The regular breathing 
of the sleeper came from the dark
ness, and the Hawk wondered. He 
wondered what was the nature of the 
property which the girl wished to gain 
possession of.

Minutes passed slowly. A  suspi
cion flared up in the mind of Mr. Dan 
Dalton as he waited. He had a con
viction that the girl had obtained the 
property which she sought, and then, 
fearful that he might demand some
thing for the help he had given, had 
slipped out of the room by another 
door. He tried to quench the flaming 
suspicion, but he could not. He con
jured up a picture of her eyes and the 
wonderful innocence upon her fea- 

j tures, but the suspicion remained till 
it was suddenly extinguished by a 
happening within the chamber. A  
sharp click came from the darkness, 
and the room was flooded with light.

The Hawk sprang backward and 
crouched. He could see into the room, 
and he peered with much interest at 
the little tableau which met his eyes. 
He looked into a sumptuously fur
nished bedroom. A mahogany suite 
of wonderful workmanship was set 
off to advantage in the large chamber. 
Rich curtains completely hid the two 
windows on the farther side from the 
door, and the walls were covered with 
tapestries and works of art.

But it was not the furnishings that 
concerned Mr. Dalton at that moment. 
Between the two heavily curtained 
windows stood the girl, her hand upon 
the open door of a small steel safe 
which was fitted into the wall of the 
bedroom. The eyes which had hyp
notized the Plawk were turned upon 
a lean-faced man who was sitting up 
in the mahogany bed, and whose right 
hand held a small automatic revolver, 
the barrel of which covered the girl 
standing near the safe.

It was the man in the bed who 
broke the tense silence. “  Don’t 
move,” he said quietly. “  Don’t move 
or I will be forced to pull the trigger.

Put your other hand up, my dear, and 
don't attempt to put it near your 
clothes again.”

The Elawk watched the girl, and his 
opinion of her courage was confirmed 
at that moment. He told himself that 
the ordinary female would have im
mediately wrenched her gaze from the 
man on the bed and looked toward the 
spot from which she expected help to 
come. But Artemis did not make this 
blunder.

She did nothing to disclose the fact 
that a friend was in hiding, and Mr. 
Dalton’s admiration of her was great 
at that moment. There was no fear 
upon her face as she looked at the 
short barrel of the automatic; in fact, 
the Hawk thought that he detected a 
look of scorn upon her features as she 
stood tense and rigid beside the little 
wall safe, her white, shapely fingers 
clutching the door, which she. had evi
dently just succeeded in opening.

The lean - faced man continued to 
speak in a hard, rasping voice.

“ You will pardon my slowness,” he 
said as he flung back the clothes and 
thrust one leg and then the other over 
the edge of the bed. “  I have a little 
touch of rheumatism, madam; but I 
will not keep you waiting long. Please 
don’t move your right hand. I have 
little chivalry in my composition, and 
I would have no hesitation about 
firing.”

“ You are going to call up the po
lice ? ” said the girl.

“ That is exactly what I am going 
to do,” said the lean-faced man, rising 
to his feet. “  I will not keep you long. 
Just straighten that arm, will you? 
Keep it up. That’s right.”

“ Please don’t call the police! ” mur
mured the girl. “ Please don’t ! ”

“ Why?” asked the man.
He had been making slowly toward 

the .telephone - table, which was hot 
more than six paces from the bedside, 
and when the girl spoke the Hawk un
derstood that she was trying to delay 
the occupant of the bedroom so that 
he could go to her assistance. The
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Hawk knew that she was thinking at 
that moment that he would rescue her.

The pleading tone arrested the steps 
of the lean-faced man, who, confident 
of his own power, was in no hurry.

“ I want to plead with you,” mur
mured the girl. “ I want to speak to 
you.”

The man with the revolver consid
ered her from head to foot, and while 
she was under examination the Hawk 
moved swiftly. Dropping upon his 
hands and knees, Mr. Dalton moved 
across the carpeted floor toward the 
head of the bed, which w-as eighteen 
inches or more from the wall. This 
allowed the Hawk a passage which 
would enable him to crawl behind the 
man whose eyes were appraising the 
girl standing beside the wall safe.

“ Don’t attempt to be funny,” mur
mured the man with the gun, as one of 
the girl’s white arms grew limp. “ I 
told you I would shoot, and so I will. 
This little instrument can squirt a 
stream of lead at any one just as 
easily as a fireman’s hose squirtŝ  
water.”

The Hawk circled the bed and rose 
to his hands and knees. He knew that 
the girl was aware of his actions, but 
her eyes did not move from the face 
of the man holding the automatic.

The Hawk rose to his feet and pre
pared to spring, but at that moment 
fate was unkind. A cluster of electric 
lights upon a bracket attached to the 
wall directly above the head of the bed 
flung the shadow of Mr. Dalton across 
the carpet when he stood upright, and 
the man with the revolver swung 
round upon him.

The girl gave a little cry of warn
ing and the next instant the explosion 
of the automatic rang out.

A bullet licked the forehead of the 
Hawk like a red-hot tongue, and he 
hurled himself forward. The marks
man did not get a second chance.

Dalton’s right fist wrent out and 
connected with the lean jaw* of the 
shooter. It was a terrific punch. The 
knees of the pajama-clad man doubled

beneath him and he slipped quietly 
down upon the rug.

The girl’s nerve did not desert her 
at that moment.

“ Quick! ” she cried. “ The butler 
will be armed.”

Together they ran through the door 
into the passage and stood for an in
stant listening. The revolver-shot had 
roused somebody on the lower floor, 
and the Hawk, seizing the arm of the 
girl, ran toward the French window 
at the end of the passage.

“  We cannot escape by the stairs,” 
he w’hispered. “ Some one is coming
up-”

Mr. Dalton hurriedly unlocked the 
window and sprang out upon a small 
balcony. The girl followed. The 
whole world was bathed in liquid 
silver. The river shone like a strip of 
white satin. Immediately beneath them 
the deserted drive stretched away to
ward the city.

The Hawk rushed to one end of the 
balcony and looked over. The sup
porting pillars offered the only means 
of escape— easy means for a man who 
could climb over the balustrade, grip 
one of the supporting posts, and slide 
to the ground.

But Mr. Dalton’s doubt as to 
■ whether the girl was able to perform 
the same acrobatic feat was speedily- 
set aside.

“ You go first,” said Artemis, 
speaking in a low whisper, “ and I 
will follow you. I can slip down with 
my feet upon your shoulders.”

The Hawk wasted no time in obey
ing her orders. He slipped over the 
balustrade and the girl followed. He 
circled the post with his long legs, 
slipped down it for a short distance, 
and then waited till her little shoes 
rested upon his shoulders.

“ Go ahead,” she cried. “ I am 
ready.”

They slipped to the ground, and the 
man caught the girl by the arm. Lights 
were flashing inside the house, and a 
woman’s scream shattered the silence 
of the night.
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The big moon that rose high in the 
heavens placed the Hawk and his com
panion at a disadvantage; they knew 
that they had to use speed in getting 
away from the spot.

The two rushed across the drive and 
gained the woods. They ran swiftly 
and the Hawk was amazed at the speed 
of the girl who ran by his side. He 
set a pace that wrould try the stamina 
of an athlete, but she kept up with 
him. Without a word she ran forward 
into the night, and the admiration of 
Mr. Dalton did not lessen during that 
run.

They avoided the open places, taking 
advantage of every patch of cover that 
offered. Below them flowed the river, 
above them was the slope rising from 
the driveway. The Hawk as he ran 
was reviewing the happening in the 
house and again martialing the sus
picions which he had vainly tried to 
thrust forward a short time before.

The Hawk halted at last, and the 
girl stopped beside him. Both were 
breathing heavily. The run had been 
a strenuous one. For a moment they 
stood looking at each other, and then 
the girl spoke, her big eyes upon the 
face of the man.

“ We must separate,” she gasped.
“ Sure,” said the Hawk. “ It will 

be dangerous for us to keep together.”
His keen eyes were upon her face 

and he noticed with surprise that in 
spite of all she had gone through her 
features still possessed the calm inno
cence which had acted as a barrier 
against his suspicions.

But now the Hawk’s suspicions 
swept forward in a wave that her look 
of innocence could not stem. They 
had flamed up in the bedroom where 
the pajama-clad man was within an 
ace of putting a bullet through his 
head, and now as he stood looking 
down into the face of the girl there was 
a hard glint in his eyes.

“ You got it? ” he said, and his gaze 
swept her face like a biting flame.

“ Got what ? ” she asked.
“  The property you were after? ”

For a moment she waited before ma
king a reply. Her eyes did not waver 
under the glare of Air. Dalton, who 
challenged her to deny his assertion.

“ No,” she murmured. “ I didn’t 
get it.”

“ Aly eyes must have deceived me,” 
he snarled.

£‘ Why? ” she breathed.
“ Why ? ” he snapped. “ I’ll tell 

you why! When that fellow swung 
round to blaze at me I caught the flash 
of something which you dragged from 
the safe. You didn’t have it till then, 
and I liked your nerve for being able 
to take advantage of the diversion. 
Not one woman in a thousand would 
have had the pluck to grab the loot 
at a moment like that.”

She did not flinch under his scrutiny. 
Her big eyes met his piercing black 
ones in which suspicion flamed.

“ You flatter me,” she said after a 
slight pause. “ You flatter me when 
you praise my courage.”

“ You’ve got nerve enough for a 
dozen,” he snarled. “ Nerve for a 
regiment. You ”— he came closer to 
her, and his head was thrust forward 
in an accusing manner— “  you planned 
a burglary and fooled me into helping 
you by telling me that you were trying 
to recover some property belonging to 
your sister.”

“ But it does belong to'my sister!” 
cried the girl. “ It does! It does! ”

The Hawk glared at her.
“ You are a swift un,” he growled. 

“ You are the goods, sure, and you can 
brazen a thing out better than any one 
I know. You rigged that job up and 
played me as a sucker. Now— now— ”

He stopped and looked at her.
“ Well ? ” she prompted.
“ Now I want a share,” snarled Air. 

Dalton.
The old Hawk was on top at that 

moment. There was a lust for loot in 
the black eyes which looked down 
upon the girl. His iron fingers were 
crooked as if he would tear from her 
his share of the plunder which he 
risked his liberty to obtain.
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The girl showed no fear. She stood 
up straight before him, a soft, lissome 
creature who seemed fairy-like and 
unreal as the gently waving branches 
above her hedd tried to block the 
moonbeams that wished to lose them
selves in the masses of her piled hair.

“ You wrong me,” she said quietly. 
“  You wrong me very much.”

The Hawk tried to ignore that 
liquid softness of her voice, the soft
ness which shook his faith in his own 
Vra

“ Do I ? ” he snarled. “ You tried 
to play me as a sucker, and no one can 

*do that. I am the genuine Dan Dal
ton, and when I am in a game I get 
my bit of the apple. You bet I do! ”

She was very close to him as they 
stood in the shelter of the bushes. The 
night wind carried the perfume of her 
garments to the nostrils of the Hawk, 
and he tried to control himself. He 
was fighting hard. He wanted to dis
believe her because he desired a share 
of whatever she had taken from the 
safe, but he found it a difficult job to 
disbelieve her. Her wonderful eyes 
were upon him, and he had to fight 
hard.

“ If I told you the story, you would 
believe,” she murmured. “ Oh, I 
know you will believe me. Let me tell 
it to you.” .

“ I don’t want to hear the story,” 
said the Hawk, his voice hoarse and 
throaty with the struggle that was 
upon him. “ I don’t want to hear it.”

“ But you must! You must!”
Her two white hands went out and 

clutched his sleeves. The '“Hawk 
gasped as he felt her fingers upon his 
muscular aims. He had no desire to 
believe. He had no wish to hear the 
story. He wanted his share in what
ever plunder she took from the safe, 
and she was preventing him from de
manding that share by her witchery.

“ I don’t want to hear!” he cried.
“ I— I— ”

“ Listen!” she murmured. “ You 
must listen!”

Her parted lips showed the rows of

baby pearls that were wonderfully 
white. The rounded throat was like a 
pillar of ivory in the soft moonlight. 
The Hawk tried to protest, but he 
could not. Mentally he damned her 
for a witch who held him in thrall.

“ Our family is one of the oldest in 
Virginia,” whispered the girl, speak
ing in a soft, sweet whisper which the 
Hawk thought was like no other voice 
that he had ever heard. “ They set
tled there ever so many years ago, and 
the wife of the first one of our family 
who immigrated to this country 
brought from England the Lorris Em
erald. The emerald was a gift to my 
long dead ancestor from King Charles 
the First. He gave it to her on her 
wedding morn. On her wedding morn, 
mind you, and she gave it to her elder 
daughter.

That eldest daughter gave it to her 
eldest daughter on the morning of her 
marriage day, and so on down through 
the centuries. It was never given until 
the wedding morn, and it was never 
worn by the receiver till she put it on 
to be married. You must not doubt 
me! You must not! I am telling you 
the truth! For three hundred years 
we held the Lorris Emerald, the eld
est daughter giving it to eldest daugh
ter, and giving her good luck and good 
fortune with it. It carries the bless
ings of eleven mothers who have 
handed it down.”

The story - teller was breathing 
quickly, her face upturned to the face 
of the Hawk. And the Hawk felt that 
his suspicions were being throttled 
one by one by the soft words that fell 
from the lips of the girt. She made 
him believe! He tried hard to disbe
lieve the story which she told with 
such fervor. He wanted to tell her 
that she lied, but he could not.

r  Five years ago my father died,’", 
continued the girl, “ and my mother 
married the man you saw to-night. In
side twelve months she died. His cru
elty killed her, and his cruelty drove 
us one after the other from his house. 
My eldest sister, Muriel, was the first
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to leave; I was the last. My stepfather 
had in his possession the Lorris Em
erald, and he would not give it up. I 
went on my knees to him, but he re
fused my prayer. It was not his! It 
belonged to the women of our family. 
It belonged to us! No man of our fam
ily had ever thought of it as his prop
erty !

“ To-morrow morning, Muriel, my 
sister, is to be married. She has been 
weeping for weeks because she will be 
the first in three hundred years to 
break the tradition of the Lorris Em
erald, The emerald brings luck to the 
one to whom it is given, and my little 
sister Muriel is afraid that bad fortune 
will come upon her because she is 
breaking a tradition that is three hun
dred years old. Oh, you must believe 
me! You cannot disbelieve me! Sure
ly you do not— you do not think that 
I planned a common burglary? You 
could not think that! I would not— I 
would not— oh, you cannot think that 
I went in there after something—  
something to which I had no claim. I 
felt to-night that I would do anything 
to bring to Muriel the emerald which 
belongs to her and which has come 
down to her from her ancestors, and 
— I— I— ”

The girl wras sobbing now, and the 
Red Hawk choked as he watched her. 
He wanted to disbelieve the story, but 
he could not.

“ Show me the emerald,” he 
growled. “ Show it to me.”

“ You believe me? ” sobbed the girl. 
“  You believe me? ”

Again the heady perfume came to 
his nostrils and attacked his common 
sense.

“  I believe you,” he muttered. “ It 
is a queer yarn, but it looks true.”

“ It is true! ” cried the girl. “ It is 
true! Surely you feel that it is true ? ”

“  Show me the emerald! ” snarled 
the Hawk.

Her eyes were upon him as she 
took from her bosom a tiny lace hand
kerchief, rolled into a ball. The 
Hawk’s eyes watched her fingers as

she uncovered the prize which she had 
taken from the safe in the bedroom. 
Very slowly she unrolled the handker
chief, turning fold after fold till at 
last she disclosed an emerald pendant, 
a single stone of extraordinary beauty, 
which made the Hawk give a gurgle of 
wonder as it flashed before his eyes.

It was a glorious emerald. It 
seemed to burst from the lacy folds 
like a great green eye that drank rav
enously of the bright moonbeams that 
rushed to it.

The Hawk was filled with covetous
ness. He had a tremendous desire to 
snatch the stone and run. His fingers 
reached up for it as if an uncontrolla
ble longing pushed them forward. But 
the girl seemed to understand the 
emotions that possessed the man. She 
placed her white fingers on the sleeve 
of his right arm, and the reaching 
hand of Dan Dalton dropped to his 
side.

The man tore his eyes away from 
the emerald and looked at the face of 
the girl. Her self-possession astound
ed him. Her innocence was a pillar 
of truth, upon which the story seemed 
to rest, and yet doubt after doubt 
sprang up in the crafty brain of the 
Hawk.

“ He didn’t recognize you! ” he 
growled. “ If you were his step
daughter, why didn’t— why didn’t he 
say something? ”

“ He took an oath that he would 
never recognize us again,” murmured 
the girl. “ He would have sent for 
the police if you had not— if you had 
not shown such bravery. He does not 
know me as a stepdaughter any more. 
I am a stranger to him.”

She was slowly wrapping the big 
e m e r a ld  in  the l a c y  h a n d k e r c h i e f ,  a n d  

the Red Hawk, fighting for control, 
turned his back upon her. He had a 
terrible desire to tear the stone from 
her white fingers and rush away 
through the woods. Once or twice 
the longing to do so nearly overpow
ered him, and it was only the sobs of 
the girl that held him in check.
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A far-away clock struck the hour 
of midnight, and the sound roused the 
girl.

“ We must be going! ” she cried. 
“ It is dangerous to wait here any 
longer. We can make our way up to 
the drive.”

They turned up the hill, walking 
side by side. The Hawk walked like 
a man in a dream. He had tried to 
screw up his courage so that he could 
tear the emerald from her hand; but 
he could not, and he wondered at the 
power that she possessed. He felt 
that the story was true, but it was the 
first time that he had been swept away 
by a tale of that kind.

He cursed the white fingers which 
had made him drop his hand as he 
was reaching up to snap the wonder
ful stone. The emerald danced before 
his eyes as he walked up the slope. 
His imagination pictured it like the 
green eye of Vlau winking at him 
from the folds of the handkerchief 
which she had thrust into her bosom.

For a hundred yards they walked 
through the bushes —  walked in si
lence. The drive was close to them. 
They saw the big headlights of a car 
that slipped quietly toward the city.

The Hawk knew that he was allow
ing a great prize to slip away from 
him. He told himself that he should 
not consider the woman. He told 
himself that he should not be an emo
tional fool and let the story about the 
girl’s sister stand between him and 
his share of the prize he had helped to 
win. And yet he lacked the power to 
demand his share.

The drive was very close to them 
when fate gave the Hawk his chance. 
The toe of the girl’s dainty shoe 
caught in a creeper and she fell upon 
her hands and knees. The Hawk’s 
strong arms were thrust out to help 
her to her feet, and the iron fingers of 
his right hand, strong and yet won
derfully skilful, touched the handker
chief which contained the Lorris Em
erald !

The girl’s face was turned from the

Hawk at that moment, and the purity 
upon it could not restrain him. His 
fingers touched the scrap of lace that 
was wrapped around the emerald, and 
the plunder lust welled up within him.

As he lifted her he felt the gem in 
the folds of the handkerchief, and all 
his cunning and resourcefulness came 
to his aid at that moment. He slipped 
purposely upon the steep slope, and as 
the girl struggled to her feet the 
Hawk’s skilful fingers that had per
formed marvelous feats extracted the 
emerald from the tiny square of lace 
and carried it to his own vest-pocket.

The girl got upon her feet, and the 
Hawk, watching her closely, thought 
that he detected a look -of fear flit 
across her face. The big eyes w'ere 
upon him, and he endeavored to con
trol his features. He wondered if she 
knew.

The girl’s right hand moved toward 
her bosom, as if the white fingers 
wished to feel certain that the pendant 
was still within the handkerchief 
which the Hawk had thrust back after 
he had abstracted the emerald. And 
the Hawk watched the white fingers. 
Pie watched them with fascinated 
eves.

The fingers hovered over the hand
kerchief, but they did not touch it. 
The Hawk was certain that she did 
not suspect him. He breathed a sigh 
of relief as the hovering white hand 
busied itself in brushing from the left 
sleeve a little leaf which had clung to 
the muslin. A smile illuminated her 
face, and the tension which was no
ticeable for a moment was relieved.

“ I was nearly down then,” mur
mured the girl. “ My shoe caught in 
a vine.”

And I stumbled in trying to help 
you,” said the Hawk. “ I was very 
clumsy in lifting you up.”

Again they started forward. The 
I lawk congratulated himself as they 
walked. He had obtained possession 
of the loot in spite of her face and the 
story which she told. The night had 
not been wasted. What did it matter
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to him if Muriel did not receive the 
Lorris Emerald? He would not be 
there to see her tears.

Besides, it was only a stupid tradi
tion kept alive by sentimental women. 
He, the Red Hawk, had never been 
known to let a chance slip, and he won
dered how she had kept him back from 
tearing1 it from her hands. He felt 
that he had narrowly averted making 
a fool of himself by allowing her to 
walk off with the loot which he had 
fought for.

The Hawk felt that a warmth radia
ted from the stone in his vest-pocket. 
He thought that a warmth came out 
from it which thrilled his whole body. 
He made calculations as to its value. 
He wondered where he could “ fence ” 
it to the best advantage.

They reached the drive, climbed 
through the railing and stood upon the 
road. And as they stood there, a lum
bering taxi came rolling down from 
the north. The driver of the cab was 
chanting a ragtime chorus concerning 
maids and moonbeams, and the fact 
that his singing was execrable told the 
Hawk and his companion that he was 
without a fare.

“ It’s an empty taxi,” said the girl. 
“  We can ride down into the city.”

The Hawk wet his dry lips. “ I 
am not going into the city,” he said.

“ Are you not ? ”
“ No, I am going to stay in this 

neighborhood.”
The girl evinced no surprise. The 

taxi came rumbling along, but the 
driver stopped his chant and wheeled 
in toward the curb when the Hawk 
hailed him.

The girl, standing near the open 
door of the taxi, turned to her com
panion, who looked as if he was shep
herding her into the vehicle. The Hawk 
wanted to get her out of his sight. 
The feeling of warmth which came 
from his vest-pocket had a strange ef
fect upon him. He wished to feast 
his eyes upon the emerald the moment 
she left him.

“ I can never thank you sufficiently

for what you have done,” murmured 
the girl. “ You have been very, very 
kind to me.”

“ It was nothing,” stammered the 
Hawk. “ I enjoyed the fun.”

“ We might meet again,” she mur
mured. “ This little town is a small 
place.”

“ We might,” he muttered.
The Hawk stood looking at her as 

she paused for a moment before step
ping into the cab. Her face was bathed 
in the soft moonlight, and he had much 
difficulty in turning aside the little 
wave of remorse which came to him 
as he looked at her. What did he care 
for her sister Muriel? What did he 
care for any one? He was a burglar 
whose hand was against every one. He 
looked for no sympathy, and he gave 
none, yet she was very beautiful.

“ I shall never be able to thank 
you,” said the girl. “ I will always 
pray for you.”

The taxi-driver was staring straight 
down the white roadway. The girl 
glanced at the driver, then she stepped 
forward suddenly, threw her white 
hands around the neck of the Hawk 
and kissed him on the lips and cried—

“ Good-by, good-by!”
The next moment she had slipped 

from him and had sprang into the cab 
which moved forward toward the city.

The Hawk stood for a moment en
deavoring to control himself. He had 
been startled by her action. The white 
arms which had circled his neck, and 
the moist lips which had been pressed 
for a moment against his own, had 
carried him into the seventh heaven of 
delight, and for a few seconds he could 
not think. Then a horrible suspicion 
pricked him into action.

The fingers of Mr. Dalton’s right 
hand dived into his vest-pocket and he 
gave a cry of agony. With a curse 
upon his lips he rushed madly along 
the dusty drive, pursuing the red tail- 
light of the taxi, which seemed to leer 
at him as he ran.

“ Stop!” he roared. “ Stop! Hold 
her, driver! Hold her! Stop! Stop!”
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But the driver, instead of slacken
ing, let out a notch or two and the car 
sprang forward.

The Hawk, running swiftly, saw a 
white face that was thrust out of the 
window of the cab. A voice that had 
thrilled him each time he had heard 
it came back to him on the soft night 
wind.

“  Good night, Red Hawk! ” cried 
the voice. “ Good night, dear, kind 
Mr. Red Hawk!”

Her voice was lifted in an impro
vised song, and the words floated back 
to the man. She sang:

I  h a d  a  little  R e d  H a w k , and h e  w a s  
v e r y  tam e,

H e  r e a lly  tr ie d  to  rob m e, b u t h e  d id n ’t 
k n o w  th e  ga m e .

Mr. Dalton stopped in the middle 
of the road and flung a torrent of 
curses after the taxi. He had not told 
the girl his alias, and yet she knew him.

“ The little jezebel!” he screamed. 
“ She’s a crook! She a cunning 
little crook! She knows me! She 
knows me, and she fooled me right 
up to the last minute! A sucker? 
Why, I am a thousand times worse 
than a sucker! I am the biggest lump 
of green stuff that ever came to this 
old city! ”

He stood in the middle of the drive 
till the honk of an automobile coming 
out of the north startled him; then, 
Still hurling curses at the taxi that 
rolled toward the heart of the City of 
Clamor, he dived into the bushes.

A POETS CONFESSION.

I ’ve written scores of verses to 
Full many a fair and dainty maid..

With eyes of heavenly, azure hue,
Brown, hazel, black as ace of spadef 

In fact, of every earthly shade,
And dubbed them angel, siren, fairys 

But I am more than half afraid 
My loves are all imaginary.

I’ve raved about a certain Lu,
Until I can almost persuade 

Myself that all I’ve said is true,
Instead of just a trick I’ve played.

The name (a simple trick of trade)
Has far more rimes than— well, say MafJj 

And so I’ve used it. Why evade?
My loves are all imaginary.

I ’ve prated love till I am blue,
And never yet have I betrayed 

The fact that 'twas for revenue 
Those jingling verses all were made*

Supply demand, and get well paid—  
Demand for verses, tender, merry.

A hypocrite? Do not upbraid—
My loves are all imaginary.

Some poets, true, can serenade 
The maids they love, so gay and aky, 

While I can only masquerade.
My loves are all imaginary!

S a m  S . S t in s o n .



By J im  F ellom
Author of “  Hairtrigger Manning,”  ”  Desert Loot,”  etc.

T HE two men glared at each 
other. It had been a short, 
hard fight. They stood bare

headed in the sun, chest to chest, 
panting into each other’s faces, their 
hats in the dust, the ground kicked 
up around them.

A little distance away another man 
stood and watched. He watched with 
the morbid fascination of the curious, 
with wide eyes and mouth agape. He 
had stopped at the first sign of con
flict, the only yvitness.

Half a mile oft" the oil-can roofing 
of a cluster of dug-outs reflected the 
sun-rays like so many heliographs. 
Crowding them on all sides was a 
tumbled sea of tents.

Back upon the ridges and hog
backs and upon the lower slopes of 
the range the white dumps of 
“ prospects ” stood out prominently 
against the mother rock of ribboned 
porphyry.

Some unseen worker in the vicinity 
emptied his wheelbarrow of rock. It 
rattled out metallically, clattering and 
grinding down a dump. It roused the 
man in the overalls. He edged away 
with his eyes upon his opponent,

picked up his hat, and beat the dust 
out of it against his knee.

“ From now on, Fisher,” he hissed, 
coming back glowering, “ there ain’t 
room fur the two of us in Dugout! 
Yer know what I mean! When you 
insult her. yer reckon with me! I’m 
givin’ yer a chance to get heeled —  
quick! ”

His well-groomed adversary got 
out his handkerchief and flecked at his 
high-priced boots. He wiped the blood 
from his mouth.

“ Goes with me, Tannehill,” he re
plied indifferently. “ On sight, eh?”

“ You know it! ”
The sounds of a fast-traveling 

wagon bowling over the rocky road 
reached them. With one accord both 
turned away.

“ Don’t forget,” sneered Fisher 
over his shoulder.

“ That’s up to you!”
As he spoke Tannehill threw a look 

full of malicious significance at the 
spectator. The latter fell in alongside, 
smirking.

“ Hullo Len— what’s the trouble ? ”
“  Any time one of them half-baked 

promoters or any man takes it into his
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head he kin shoot his mouth off about 
my old woman and get away with it—  
Well, he'll find out! Yer heard what 
I told him. It goes, Smith! ”

He ended with a torrent of abuse, 
stopping to shake his fist at the 
broker’s retreating figure.

The wagon that had occasioned the 
interruption sprang out of a gulch into 
which the road fell, the horses taking 
the grade on a lope. Seeing the two 
men the driver jammed on the brake 
and jerked the animals on their 
haunches.

“ See Fisher?” he asked shortly. 
He was breathless with excitement.

“ Just around that bend,” motioned 
Smith, and Tannehill cursed to him
self.

“ They’ve struck it on the Fisher 
No. 3 lease,” the wagoner ran on. 
“ The town’s crazy! Ten feet of a 
ledge and no sign of a wall! Look at 
the mob! ”

Fie turned in his seat and pointed 
with trembling finger at the unbroken 
line of men laboring like ants up the 
steep side of a hill behind the town.

“ A reg’lar mint. Fennitnore, a 
mucker, swiped a chunk as big as a 
walnut, and soaked it to a barkeep of 
the Nevada for twenty bucks! I’ll bet 
Fisher’ll be tickled to death. Gee, lie’s 
a lucky guy! ” the blacksnake popped.

“ You b e t  he’s a lucky guy!” 
shouted Tannehill, smiling malignant
ly after the news-bearer. But the fel
low was out of hearing, lashing the 
team into a frantic scamper.

Fisher was no coward. On the con
trary, he was an overconfident chap, 
who had whirlwinded his way through 
college astride the bank-book of a 
wealthy, liberal father. Therefore, he 
believed himself capable of e v e r y  task, 
equal to every situation.

Men knew him for a “ bluffer.” In 
his two years’ efforts to frame a 
career, he had broken more promises, 
more traditions, and more mining 
companies than any “ boomer ” in 
Nevada. His career was as far off as 
ever.

In Dugout he was making his usual 
stand. He had been one of the first 
in the district, now four months old, 
and had shouldered his way to an 
acknowledged position of influence by 
more misrepresentation and bull-head
ed luck than ability.

Nettie, Tannehill’s wife, he knew. 
When she and her husband had swung 
from the stage ten days after the San 
Francisco disaster, he had capght her 
eye. No one noticed that she started 
and paled. Neither was he seen swag
gering away through the crowd— a 
knowing, reckless twinkle in his eyes, 
a reminiscent smile on his lips.

Came the first strike on the Golden 
Siren claim. Tannehill hunted hard 
for a lease. The dapper broker, 
Fisher, learned of it indirectly, and as 
indirectly got one for him.

After this Fisher’s office hours be
came capricious seasons of no import. 
But, in the excitement of a new-born 
gold camp, where men are uncovering 
fresh riches every day along a five- 
mile belt, might not a mining man be 
justly "pardoned for want of system?

Old college chums arrived. They 
camped on Fisher’s trail, captured 
him, and spirited him away for a 
night’s revel. The wine was good and 
he boasted. He said too much. It 
got away from him in a saloon. Even 
the bartender had warned him patron
izingly.

However, the fact remained that he 
had held his own with Tannehill— that 
lanky, rough-neck whose honest cal
louses he despised. His overweening 
opinion of himself rose to exalted 
heights at thought of the encounter 
and its result.

Shoot at sight! The verv idea ofo
weapons, six-shooters at that, was 
playing into his hand. Tannehill did 
not know his expertness: did not 
dream that his trunks in California 
were bursting with trophies won in the 
gun-club tournaments of the Pacific 
coast. What a shock the old bean- 
eater would get.

And, happy thought! “ Babe ”
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Todall, the very man he was on his 
way to see, had the one gun to his 
liking— a thirty-eight on a forty-five 
frame. Todall would appreciate the 
joke, too.

Then, after the affair was over, he 
would sell his holdings for the first 
man’s figure and leave Dugout. The 
camp was a “ wild-cat,” anyway— they 
had dug the bottom out of it already, 
in conformity with its name.

He had been losing valuable time 
staying, and he would be glad to go. 
Besides, there was the possibility of a 
v ig i la n te s  committee that would be 
made up for the most part of too 
many men of Tannehill’s caliber and 
circumstances to make a longer stay 
advisable.

“ Well, I’ll see it through, anyway,” 
he confided to the desert landscape. 
“ Wonder what she’ll think?”

The next moment he was enveloped 
in a cloud of dust, and heard his name 
shouted by a driver who spared neither 
horse-flesh nor conveyance.

“  Mr. Fisher! They’ve got it in 
No. 3. Parsons sent me after you. 
Somebody on the seven o’clock shift 
gave it away. The camp is nutty. 
You can’t touch the Treacle Group for 
love or money. There’s ten feet— ”

“ Ten feet!” gasped Fisher, quiver
ing.

“— without indications of a wall! ’ 
the messenger spluttered on. “ Pic
ture-rock, every bit of it. He's got 
three men on the ore-dump with shot
guns. The Two Continents Company 
offered Felladay Brothers a hundred 
thousand, and they laughed at ’em. 
Hurry! Come on— jump in! Look 
at the mob! Look at it !” He was 

, cramping the wagon about as he 
spoke.

Fisher turned burning eyes in the 
direction indicated. He saw the snake
like trail alive with humanity— a slug
gish stream that seemed to be siphon
ing the canon of some dark, heavy 
liquid and spreading it over the high 
slope.

He hesitated no longer. With a 
12 A

strange cry he tumbled awkwardly 
into the seat and sank his fingers into 
his companion’s arm.

“ Go on! Go on! ” he cried wildly 
— nor heeded the rocky nature of the 
road that twisted and listed the vehicle 
into dangerous angles.

He was rich. Rich as Croesus. A 
desert potentate! At that very mo
ment the news was being flashed over 
the financial world.

Before sundown the mining ex
changes would be churning mael
stroms of money-mad men, with 
Fisher No. 3 mounting to impossible 
figures. It was the sensation of the 
century— peer of the famous Com
stock, even!

The name Fisher, too, would be 
handed down to posterity among such 
celebrities as Fair and Flood and Mac- 
kay. It was the crowning victory of 
any man’s life!

Little was said during the furious 
drive back to Dugout. More than once 
Fisher essayed a question. The words 
were jolted out of his mouth in an in
coherent stream.

He gave up the attempt to speak’, 
clinging instead to the wagon seat to 
keep from being slung into the road. 
But his eyes never left the surging 
multitudes on the heights.

Soon they were rattling through the 
squatter suburbs of the camp. Dozens 
of men were raising tents. An epi
demic of activity was in the air. 
Fisher was dully aware that a saloon 
was doing business under a fly, where 
tu'o hours before had been a deserted, 
stony angle in the wash of a gulch.

Far up the street on “ Brokers’ 
Row ” a great, restless drove of men 
drifted from sidewalk to sidewalk. 
They were everywhere —  running, 
shouting, gesticulating.

Scores of pack outfits were unload
ing in the crush. There was bedlam 
in the air, a pestilential madness, an 
unuttered dictum, primeval and un
derstandable. of everv man for him
self.

Here two mean-eyed fellows scaled
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a hillside under a staggering weight of 
tools and the parts of a windlass. 
They fought the acclivity for toe-hold, 
cursing it and their burdens.

There four others strained like 
fiends to budge a five - ton boulder 
from a tent site. A little girl in dirty 
calico, capering into her father’s way 
as he nailed a lunch-counter sign into 
place, was buffeted into a rock pile.

He forgot about her. Scores saw 
the act, but hastened on with gold in 
their hearts. The clashing tintinna
bulation of the hames’ bells on the 
freighting outfits, mingled with the 
cries of the skinners clamoring for 
passage.

A horseman came zigzagging 
through the press. His piebald was 
bleeding from the mouth.

“ Fifteen feet of it, Hank! ” he 
screamed to a friend over the sea of 
upturned faces. “ No wall yet! Runs 
better’n a hundred thousand.” He was 
gone, yelling: “  Throw your feet for 
some ground! ”

The news traveled like wildfire. 
Those who heard the flush-faced 
herald gasped and grew madly de
sirous.

Fisher strangled. “ Good Lord! ” 
he cried hoarsely. “ A thousand dol
lars for you, old man! But, hit it up! 
Hit it up! Make it two thousand! 
Pound them on the back! Go on! Get 
somewhere! ”

The driver’s eyes gleamed. He 
drove the black snake in with all his 
might, standing on the footboard for 
a better swing.

The white meat showed for a sec
ond under the dripping flanks, then 
reddened, and the team plunged for
ward, snorting in agony. Fisher, look
ing ahead, chafed and cursed. Would 
he ever arrive ?

Somebody was shouting. The 
w;agoner swung in his seat.

“ Which one, Fred?” he bellowed.
“ No. i. Just struck. Rich as— " 

He was out of hearing.
“ You’ve got it in No. i, too!” 

choked the driver hysterically.

But the broker made no reply. His 
gaze was riveted upon a figure stand
ing in the middle of the street. It was 
a woman! Even in that moment of 
supreme agitation he had recognized 
her at a glance— Nettie!

She was signaling frantically, her 
lips apart, her eyes wide with anxiety 
and horror. Men stopped in their rush 
and looked stolidly, first at her, then 
at the approaching vehicle and its 
occupants.

“ Pull up! Pull up! ” cursed Fish
er, livid with rage. The horses came 
to a restless halt and the woman 
rushed up.

“ Quick, Gerald! ” she faltered al
most inarticulately. “ Quick! Please! 
Get down and run! He’s hunting for 
you! He’s— he's— ” She could say 
no more, but clutched his sleeve and 
pulled at it fiercely, desperately. The 
driver stared like a simpleton. Fisher 
glowered.

“ He-—looking for me ? What do 
you mean by— ” His voice trailed off 
into silence under the quickening 
power of recollection.

A painful instant dragged by. Net
tie contemplated him mutely —  the 
pleading pouring from her eyes. An 
automobile swept past them laden with 
men.

“ Oh, you Fisher!” they chorused 
and cheered roughly. But the broker 
did not hear. Two thoughts claimed 
his mind to its innermost recesses— he 
was hunted, was unarmed!

The knowledge filled him with sick
ening dread. He crumpled against his 
will, and the red in his cheeks drifted 
to a pallor that showed yellow through 
his tan. His gaze grew fearful, shift
ing from face to face in morbid appre
hension. Finally, with an effort he 
regained his self-control.

“ I guess you’re right,” he said with 
a drawn smile. The woman sighed. 
Then, to the driver: “ I’ll leave you
here, old man. I’ll keep my promise 
about the pay.” As he spoke he 
stepped to the ground.

Instantly a shot rang out. It crashed
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into the wagon bed. Cries arose on all 
sides. The wagoner in a panic plied 
his whip, bowling a man over in his 
flight.

Fisher headed across the street and 
again the revolver roared. The crowd 
parted, stampeded. Nettie Tannehill 
alone faced the danger. She ran 
screaming for a space between two 
tents from where the blue smoke 
curled.

But Fisher got away. Dodging be
hind dugout and tent he gained the 
outskirts of town, clung exhaustedly to 
a boulder and watched for pursuit. 
When it did not come he mopped the 
sweat and dust from his eyes, sought 
a hiding-place in a near-by thicket and 
waited for nightfall.

Several hours later he crawled from 
his retreat. Black banks of clouds 
were rising out of the east. The wind 
had sprung up. It blew fitfully, each 
time bringing a shower of heavy drops 
that thudded like pellets upon the 
thirsty earth.

The lights of Dugout were reflected 
brilliantly against the soggy sky. Oc
casionally, when the wind shifted, the 
hubbub of the sleepless population 
broke the stillness like a far-off 
rumble.

During his long vigil Fisher had 
thought over his dilemma. His en
forced inactivity wore upon him. That 
lie, Gerald Fisher, should have been 
compelled to fly before a muscle-bound 
clod like Tannehill stung him to the 
quick.

And there was his new-born triumph 
and his honors in marksmanship. It 
seemed as if the name Fisher had been 
dragged into the mire, had been made 
an expression for ridicule and coward
liness.

Perhaps at this very moment he was 
the laughing-stock of the camp’s riff
raff, the object for coarse jokes in the 
dram-shops, and for confidential whis
perings in the seclusion of the Monte
zuma Club.

It was with eagerness, almost, that 
he got his bearings and made a detour

of the town. Seeking the shadows he 
at last stopped before a plain, board 
cabin on the outskirts. In response to 
his knocl< the door opened.

“ Hello, Drake! ” he said, and 
pushed past the man on the threshold.

“ All hail, King Midas! ” was the 
other’s jocular greeting. He was a tall, 
clean, young fellow, dressed in a gaudy 
bathrobe and smoking a calabash. 
“ What bringest thy majesty to our 
humble hovel at this unseemly hour ? ”

“ Loan me your six-shooter, old 
chap!” Fisher stretched out on a 
chair as he spoke and lit a cigarette.

Drake’s sleepy eyes rested on his vis
itor. His clownish laugh of their col
lege days roared sardonically through 
the-room. “ That, your highness, is the 
literal translation of a Nevada horse
laugh. Imported from Goldfield, direct 
from Reno, the joy of the divorcee. It 
has— ”

Fisher rose with an oath.
“ Look here, Drake— ” he began. 

But the big fellow pushed him back 
into the chair.

“ Rest thyself, Sir Gerald,” he de
clared with feigned unctuousness. 
“ He is gone. If your grace will, Tan
nehill departed across the waterless 
waste with canteen and grub for two 
days. Don’t look at me like that! ”

He drew a camp-chair close and con
tinued naturally: “ Public sentiment
went your way on account of the 
strikes on your leases, Fish, so don’t 
flatter yourself. After the shooting a 
miners’ committee got together and 
voted to run Tannehill out of camp—  
uphold the morals of camp and all that, 
you know.

“ I was in the bunch. I led them—  
yes, sir, I sized up the situation as an 
out-and-out frame-up of some kind to 
get you, perhaps, for a piece of coin. 
There were about four hundred, I 
guess, and I talked them into it—  
speechifying on law and order, com
munity good, and your gold did the 
rest.

“ We took him down the road two 
miles and told him to keep a going.
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The funniest thing about it is— he 
didn’t want a word with his wife. He 
left without even a good-by. 4 She’s in 
camp this very minute.

“ Of course, I’m not a bit curious, 
Fish, but tip a fellow off to the rumpus. 
Tannehill only said you two had 
trouble over a lease. He wouldn’t—  
Where are you going? It’s raining 
outside.”

The broker threw open the door. 
“ Much obliged, Drake. Don’t forget to 
come up to the works to-morrow7 after 
the best specimen you can find. And, 
by the way, brave leader of men ”—  
he smiled wearily— “  you’re in line 
for superintendent. Good night.” He 
passed out into the storm.

It was early Sunday morning. The 
cool air of the desert night was 
still dispensing its delicate fragrance 
through the deeper hollows of the 
range. The high, western peaks were 
bathed in a roseate glow7 that bright
ened with the sun’s coming.

On every hand- w7ere evidences of 
terrestrial disaster, the glaring incom
pleteness of an illiberal nature. A land 
of saw-edges it was, where a curve 
never had beginning, and the first root 
was yet to come. God loafed on the 
job, men said, and forgot the water- 
pipes.

In this fastness nestled Agua Po- 
drida, the stage station and third relay 
between the settlements of Big Buz
zard and Talisman. It boasted seven 
w7hite men and a floating population of 
two-score Digger Indians, whose chief 
aim in life was to sleep, accumulate 
dogs and beg grub.

In the first capacity, however, the 
w7hites might have been said to have 
held their own. It w7as a desert wit 
who nicknamed the place, “  The Den 
of the Seven Sleepers.”

Therefore, that twro of its denizens 
sat on the porch of the company’s store 
before sunrise on that Sabbath morn
ing would have been sufficient cause 
for strange doubts in the mind of any 
inhabitant within a hundred miles’

radius; but, that they sat w7ith their 
heads together, talking in low, excited 
tones, at a time when Nevada was 
being daily proved a storehouse of 
riches, w7ould have sufficed to have 
filled the roaming prospectob w7ith wild 
beliefs and made a bloodhound out of 
him.

“  That’s right, Zollie,” reiterated the 
younger man earnestly for the twen
tieth time; “ as large as that! ” He 
measured off a size with thumb and 
forefinger. “ There wuz other chunks 
and a whole slough o’ chicken-feed! ” 

His companion w7et his cigarette 
dexterously and smothered the flaming 
match in his hand before he spoke.

“ How7 fur is it, did he say? ”
“  Somethin’ like thirtv-tw7o mile. 

You know w7here Cactus Flat is? Well, 
’round there. Wish he’d git up. He 
wuz all in after the hike or I’d call— ” 

“ So do I,” broke in Zollie restlessly. 
“ We can’t git nowhere, Bill, at this 
rate. Ah, here he is.”

A man shambled from the stage 
office, yawning and stretching and run
ning his fingers through his tangled 
mane. His dirty shirt sleeves rolled 
above the elbow7s showed stout fore
arms burned to light mahogany.

His corduroys were in tatters and his 
boots reenforced wfith rough sandals of 
hairy rawhide.

“ Hello, Drake! ” greeted Bill, as he 
and his friend joined the other. 
“ Whatcher got on fur to-day? ” 

Drake yawned prodigiously.
“ Slip it to your uncle,” he laughed; 

continuing, “ Pleased to meet you, 
Zollie. Bill’s been telling me you were 
in Dugout time of the rush ? So was I. 
Great, wasn’t it ? ”

Zollie shook his head sagely, as if 
mere mention called up reminiscences 
beyond the descriptive power of w7ords.

“  Yes, sir,” w7ent on the collegian 
glibly, “ I w7orked for Fisher until his 
leases expired. I w7as his super at 
twelve hundred a month. Look at me 
now7. Recollect when he first struck it 
on No. i and 3 ? Sure you do. The 
shooting scrape with Len Tannehill?
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“ That's when my luck boomed. But. 
say, that was a funny affair, wasn’t it? 
I never could quite figure it out. I 
was as close to Fisher as a.tick on your 
neck, but he was like a wooden man on 
the subject. You know she divorced 
Tannehill and married Fisher? You 
didn’t?

“  I see you’re not up on camp news, 
Zollie. Anyway, a fellow was telling 
me in Big Buzzard last fall that they’re 
running a hash-house now, down in 
the Johnnie country. Wouldn’t that 
crimp you ? ”

The other man grinned tolerantly.
“ That’s Nevada,” he argued, with 

the air of the worldly wise. “ Come 
easy, go easy. Every one of that bunch 
that made it in Dugout six years ago, 
an’ they sure wuz dirty with it, are on 
the rocks this minute. Take Phil Fella- 
day— he’s drivin’ scraper for the West
ern Pacific, north of Reno. Old Doc 
McGint is section boss on the T. and T. 
“ Vaseline ” Pete, Monty Black, and 
Tony, the feller that owned the town- 
site, are workin’ on the ’Frisco docks, 
they tell me. There ain’t one— ”

Drake interrupted. “ By the way, 
did you hear about a dead man being 
found on the Amargossa last summer? 
Reports were that it was Tannehill. I 
got it from ‘ Pop-eyed ’ Me Don gal as 
straight.”

“ Sure,” nodded Zollie. “ I was on 
the ground at the time. What’s more, 
I seen ’im. A freighter called Peters, 
who was always pullin’ off an old gag 
afiput drivin’ Fisher into Dugout, time 
of the Tannehill affair, an gettin’ two 
thousand bucks for it, started the story. 
But there weren’t nuthin’ on the body 
to prove it, an’ it’s a cinch you couldn’t 
tell me from somebody else jest by 
lookin’, after I’d laid out under the sun 
fur three months or so. Could yer? ”

“ Say, fellers,” ventured Bill impa
tiently, breaking his long silence, 
“ we’re jest losin’ time'. It’s way past 
six. Let’s git down to business or— ”

“ Right-o, greedy little brother of 
the Glut-Gluttons! ” Drake chimed in 
good naturedly. “ Myself —  I forget

the world goes around when I talk of 
early days.”

He addressed Zollie.
“ Bill tell you about the new strike ? 

What do you think of her? Men, I’m 
going to predict: In one short iponth 
Nevada will boast another Dugout— ■ 
‘ richer than our dreams of old; fabu
lous in yellow gold.’ AH of which 
means— that I am coming out of Cop
persmith City last Tuesday and take a 
short-cut through Cactus Flat.

“ I am dreaming along in a gulch 
when I come across new work. I snoop 
on after this with eyes and ears open. 
Sure enough, there’s my man— a hairy 
old duffer, for all the world like Rip 
Van Winkle at his worst.

“ He was talking to himself and 
working a dry-rocker. The going was 
slow, but at last I managed to get with
in jumping distance of him. Say, Zol
lie, ever see dirty nuggets? Look like 
hunks of ginger-bread, eh?

“ Well, there was a whole half pan 
of them. Will I ever forget the tempta
tion— I felt like a starving man with a 
juicy porterhouse just out of reach. 
I’d have struck the old fossil for a 
feed, anyway, only he packed a big, 
blue gat and seemed to be always on 
the point of going down after it.

“ To tell the truth, I didn’t like the 
look of his eyes. But, say, the stuff’s 
there, and you can gamble that only us 
three know it outside of him. You 
boys put up the needfuls against my 
knowledge, and we'll split three ways 
on everything. Now, I’ve got a plan.

“ There’s no need of a stampede. 
We’ve got an eternity of time, the 
thing can’t possibly leak out, and we’ll 
get our outfit together systematically. 
To start with, I’m going to rest— ” He 
never finished.

A chorus of yells-rang through the 
canon, followed by a rush of hoofs, a 
jangle of interfering utensils, and a 
pack-train swung into sight from be
hind a bend in the road.

It was traveling fast and light. The 
next moment its owners were hailing 
the three men out of a cloud of dust.
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With its disappearance a wagon 
went crashing by. Drake got a good 
look at the lone driver, perched on the 
swaying seat like sculptured determina
tion.

“ It’s old ‘ Never-Sleep ’ ! ” he cried 
with an oath. “ It's a strike, fellows! 
Look at that! ”

Two other vehicles came into view 
— the foremost one maneuvering des
perately to keep the lead. Four horse
men dashed by at breakneck speed. 
The excited blare of automobiles sig
naling for the right of way, echoed 
over the mountains.

“ It’s Cactus Flat! ” shouted Bill in
stinctively. “ It’s Cactus Flat! ”

Four hours later when Drake and his 
companions rode their wind-broken 
animals into the new camp, it was two 
hours old, boasted a name, fifty tents, 
three saloons, one restaurant, and ten 
lots had been sold on the town site. 
Every foot of ground within a half- 
mile radius was staked.

And the name Cactus Flat gave 
place to another— Tiny Hill.

Then the months passed. Mining 
camp history repeated itself. Men 
were made and unmade overnight 
with a suddenness that upset their 
wits.

Some fresh from other conquests—  
magnates, and bloated with luckiness—  
took a chance. They were flung back 
— wrecks. Others begged a meal at 
sunrise, and at sundown bought wine 
for the crowds.

Yet, amid all this mad scramble, this 
soul-racking struggle for the almighty 
dollar, one man there was who toiled 
‘on, slowly, deliberately, with one all- 
absorbing thought:

“ They’ll come! Some day they’ll 
come! ”

He was routine, grinding routine, 
and every inch of his gnarled body 
showed it. Antagonism was his gov
erning trait. There was unfriendli
ness in his glance, a snap in his tones.

The pioneers of the district found 
him out and left him alone: the late
comers did the same. Both denounced

him—-the camp’s discoverer, the rich
est man with the richest claims, withal 
a despised stranger and no more de
sirable than a plague-victim.

So he was considered, and so he re
mained in the estimation of men. And, 
because that very attitude toward him 
meant the fulfilment of his greatest 
wish, he rejoiced over his unpopularity, 
and would not have had it otherwise.

But, at night, every night, while his 
fellows were courting fortune in the 
brilliant hells of the town, he would 
sit close up-to the fireplace in his lonely 
cabin on the edge of the settlement and 
think. Sometimes, between long inter
vals of silence, he would smile coolly, 
confidently, and repeat over and over 
to the leaping flames: “ They’ll come! 
Some day they’ll come! ”

It was his custom, when he felt the 
hot blood mounting to his temples and 
when his jaw-muscles tightened, to oc
cupy himself with some neglected 
household duty.

Upon such occasions he would gen
erally feel his way, blind with con
suming hatred, to the little cupboard, 
get out his flour and ‘ sour-dough ’ 
primer and make bread. That steadied 
him.

Afterwards he would smoke for a 
long time. Whatever his thoughts they 
suggested themselves only by deep, 
soft sighs. When he finally put aside 
his pipe and prepared for bed he would 
bring out a small japanned box from 
its hiding-place under his pillow. This 
he never forgot to do. It was as much 
a part of his desolate life as was his 
meal hour.

Then, over the faded tangle of a 
•woman’s trinkets he would bend until 
the night was far gone. During these 
periods he mumbled and mumbled and 
fingered each worthless article with all 
the reverence that one might show for 
a holy thing.

And yet may men, at the urge of 
their feelings, stoop to less inglorious 
levels than the worship of a little laven
der bow, a ringlet of brown hair, a 
thimble, and the last love letter.
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But, as usual, with the dawn he 
was the stranger again— unemotional, 
suspicious, uncommunicative. Often 
through the day, when no one was 
about to hear, he would chuckle mirth
lessly to himself:

“ They’ll come! Some day they’ll 
come! ” he would murmur. .

After which he wreaked his ven- 
gence upon the gravel bank.

One afternoon there arose a barrier 
across the well-trodden path of his 
thoughts. It arose unexpectedly, com
ing froni a quarter not heretofore con
sidered. A child looked in at his door!

She was a bright-eyed little creature, 
not much taller than his kitchen table. 
He had just turned from lighting his 
evening fire when he saw her. Habit 
caused his brow to darken and the un
friendly glitter to spring into his eyes. 
The rudeness, however, died in his 
throat. They studied each other— she 
curiously; he with growing uncer
tainty.

How do, man.”
She leaned against the entrance and 

swung a chubby leg back and forth in 
that fulness of life that cannot be still. 
When he did not reply she let her 
glance wander over the room.

“ Oh, look! A wee little mousey! ” 
she cried suddenly, in excited delight, 
* See him— under the bed ? ”

He started around almost in bewil
derment and alarm.

“  There he goes,” she shrilled 
breathlessly. “ Quick! Let’s catch 
him! See— there! ” That moment she 
was beside him, tugging at his long leg, 
the very impersonation of childish 
ecstasy.

He gave way obediently. A  strange 
thrill passed through him. It left him 
questioning himself, flustered, staring 
at his tiny visitor in fatuous wonder.

“ Stand there,” she whispered in a 
flutter. “ When I drive him into that 
corner you run and hit him with your 
hat. Now— ready! There he—  Oh, 
he got away! ”

Standing with his hat in his big fist 
he watched her. Her disappointment

was obvious, and something like hu
miliation over the rodent’s conduct 
summoned his words. He wet his lips.

“ He’s my side-kicker,” he volun
teered stupidly.

Instantly she brightened. “ What’s 
that?”

“ He keeps me comp’ny. There’s 
two of ’em. Then there’s * Kill-em- 
aqd-eat-em.’ He’s a lizard.”

Her eyes grew round as saucers, 
brilliant with expectation.

“ Oh, please tell me about them. Do 
they— do they live with you? Inside 
here? ”

“ Yes, the mice does, ’cos they got 
holes. But the lizard he hangs out 
under a rock, back o’ the shack. They 
come in when I’m cookin’ an’ I feed 
’em.”

“ And— and the lizard,” she per
sisted eagerly— “ You didn’t tell me 
about him ? Does he— does your little 
girl play with him ? ”

“ Who?”
“ Your little girl. Does she play 

with him ? ”
H i s  little girl. He laughed outright. 

It was a rough, joyless laugh, and it 
ended suddenly.

On the impulse he wheeled about, 
crossed to the fireplace and threw on 
fresh wood. He made much of the 
action, breaking each stick savagely 
with his hands, and kneeling to shake 
up the coals.

But the artifice was shamelessly ap
parent and it did not escape her sharp 
eye. Almost at the same time she was 
by his side, craning her neck for sight 
of his face. In a rush of confusion he 
buried his head in his arm.

“ What’s the matter ? ” she asked 
him gently. “ Are you sick ? ”

He forced a fit of coughing, explain
ing between gasps: “ Whew! Sage
brush— smoke— is— worse’n onions on 
— yer— eyes! ”

She gave no reply to this, and fol
lowing a short silence he risked a 
glance. She was watching the sparks 
pouring up the chimney. Now, as if 
in response to his look, she turned.
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“ Do men cry, too, sometimes ? ”
“ Men ? ” he echoed. The simplicity 

of the question embarrassed him. 
“ Well— yer see, I’ll tell yer how it is. 
Yer see— that is, maybe yer know—  
Well, yes, I guess they do— most of 
’em.”

“  Do you cry, sometimes ? ”
He had dreaded this. It brought him 

struggling up from his haunches.
“ I jest thought of somethin’ I was 

goin’ to give yer,” he lied, at his wits’ 
ends for an excuse. Fortunately he 
remembered his old coffee can. It was 
filled with ‘ picked ’ nuggets, and he 
immediately dumped them out upon 
the table.

The ruse worked. Over them they 
talked, she drinking in every word and 
prattling breathlessly in her turn; he 
eager to explain, eager to keep her 
occupied.

When twilight was filtering in 
through the open door and darkness 
was stealing slowly over the room she 
rose abruptly.

“ I’ve got to go now,” she bustled. 
He followed her out upon the trail.

“  Yer didn't tell me yer name,” he 
reminded her as she started off.

She paused a few yards away to 
smile back at him.

“ My name’s Nettie.”
“  Nettie! ” he repeated vaguely. 

That was h e r  name! A moment later 
she was speeding down the path, fling
ing her shrill good-bys over her shoul
der. Then he missed her.

When he sat down to supper that 
night it was more to perform one of 
his many daily obligations to himself 
than to satisfy the demands of his ap
petite. He had no appetite. He lolled 
upon the table and mused, watching the 
steam rise from the hot food and pass 
into air.

It had been a “ big ” day— the in
auguration of an epoch in his life. He 
saw a to-morrow, and another and an
other— not as they had been in the past 
six years, dreary and bitter, but brim
ful with pleasant uncertainties and 
golden hours.

This tomtit with the sunlit curls and 
a love for chatter had led him into a 
broad avenue. He could see far ahead 
now, with her by his side. His lonely 
nature craved the possibilities of this 
widened sphere, this warmth of com
panionship.

It seemed as if a mighty hunger was 
awakened in the depths of his being. 
He felt its delightful pangs gnawing 
in his breast, moving him strangely, re
juvenating him, offering him generous
ly of the worth-while things of life, 
and he yielded to their bidding with all 
the abandon that he knew.

So the japanned box was forgotten 
for the first time. Every one of its 
love-tokens that had helped to form his 
mainstay of consolation during the six 
arid years, every crumbled memory 
that went with it was forgotten.

He thought of her, this new-found 
Nettie, and was glad. What had she 
said? Had she been pleased? He gave 
her ten nuggets. He should have given 
her a score— yes, all of them.

He growled over his thoughtless
ness, hesitating to admit even to him
self the miserly element of his nature. 
Supposing she never returned, that 
he’d never see her again?

It was an appalling notion, the sug
gested possibility of a calamity. In 
order to satisfy his fears he rehearsed 
in detail the particulars of her visit. 
He lived again each individual minute, 
heard her laughter and droll questions 
ringing in his ears, and saw her great, 
brown eyes glowing with childish 
rapture.

He dwelt long upon the manner by 
which she had exacted his obedience 
for the capture of the mouse. It was 
refreshingly odd how she had dragged 
at his leg. He felt the spot tingling 
yet.

It was just below the hip. Alto
gether, the picture was a pleasing one, 
and he chuckled and rubbed his hands 
over the folly of an unfounded anxiety.

Presently a happy thought struck 
him. If he killed that mouse it would 
please her. There would be a long
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story of how it was done. How her 
face would beam, and how she would 
ply him for explanation!

He took up the light and searched 
cautiously every nook and corner of 
the cabin, but the house-pet was gone 
for the night.

When the candle was languishing in 
its own grease he crawled into bed 
with his reflections. And her name 
was Nettie. Nettie had made him 
happy once.

The bacon was sputtering in the hot 
pan when she came again. Indistinct
ly he made her out standing on the 
threshold and peering in at him 
through the thick smoke.

“ Good morning,” she chirped cor
dially.

He sprang from beside the fire, 
skillet in hand.

“ •I was jest thinkin’ about you,” he 
laughed as he approached her. “ Won’t 
you come in? ” He observed with fond 
approval that she wore a clean, stiff 
dress, and that the corkscrew curls 
were fresh from a patient hand.

“ I have to go to the store. My 
mama is waiting. I’ll like to, though.”

“ That reminds me,” he announced 
with startling mendacity; “ I’m all out 
o’ coff—  No, it’s— le’s see, what was 
that? Oh, yes, I went an’ busted my 
last spoon. That’s what it is. I jest 
disremember everything fur some rea
son.”

As he shut the door she took his 
hand. He held the tiny fist loosely 
in his own large one, fearful lest he 
might crush it. A happy pride surged 
up within him. He threw back his 
head and cast about furtively with 
sparkling eyes, hopeful that men might 
see him.

“ Are you - the richest man in 
camp ? ” she asked as they walked.

He laughed in great glee.
“ W hy?”
“ ’Cos Mrs. Gilbert says you are, and 

— and that you’re the meanest old thing 
in the country. You ain’t, are you?”

The accusation sobered him sud
denly.

“ The meanes’ old thing in the 
country ? ” he repeated.

“ Uh-huh. You ain’t, are you? ”
“ No, Nettie, I ain’t! An’ you know 

it, too, dontcher ? ” His voice shook 
with sincerity.

Smiling up into his troubled face, 
her fat curls switched about in a 
sharp little shake of her head.

“ She calls you ‘ Johnnie Tightwad.’ 
I don’t like her one bit.” She finished 
with an indignant purse of her lips, 
then smiled again.

Here was a new worry, and one 
that deserved more than passing con
sideration. He reflected that stinginess 
to a child’s mind is an unpardonable 
evil.

Unsavory tales such as this unknown 
Mrs. Gilbert was plainly capable of 
circulating were destined to undermine 
whatever regard his small friend might 
feel for him.

How best to meet these attacks was 
therefore a matter of great moment. 
But it was not until they were elbow
ing their way into the crowded store 
that a solution presented itself. He 
hailed it joyously.

Ten minutes later when they turned 
their steps toward home two clerks 
were filling the largest order for deli
cacies in the history of the firm.

“ They’ll all be here by noon,” he 
assured her at parting. “ You’ll come, 
won’t you, Nettie? I got ’em fur jest 
you an’ me.”

They were standing before his 
shanty, and, through a devouring 
aspiration to override any remaining 
doubts that she might have, he swept 
inside and returned with the old coffee-
can.

His grizzled countenance was alight, 
his eyes dancing.

“  You jest take these, Nettie,” he 
said, thrusting the can under her arm. 
“ They’re a little present to you an’ yer 
folks. It ain’t nuthin’. Don’t yer pay 
no ’tention to what this here Missis 
Gilbe’t sez, will yer? ”

Before she could reply a sharp voice 
broke the stillness, calling, “ Nettle!”
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Startled, he swung around to see a 
woman standing in the trail. Because 
of the distance that separated them, 
and because she held a shawl against 
her face to shield it from the hot 
morning sun, he was unable to make 
out her features.

He knew, however, that she was tall, 
graceful even through the lines of a 
formless store dress, and that her hair 
was a glossy brown.

He watched as the child trotted up 
to her side.

“ Oh, mama! ” he heard the young
ster exclaim breathlessly. “ You ought 
to see what the man bought for— ”

“ I’ve got a good mind to whip 
you! ” scolded her mother.

Then his dimpled redeemer was 
whisked away.

Well, at any rate, he told himself 
as he hurried through his delayed 
meal, - he had impressed her. After 
this he pondered ruefully over his 
inglorious reputation, cursed every 
toggle-tongued gossiper of Mrs. Gil
bert’s stamp, and wondered sadly if 
“  my little gal got a lickin’.”

It was well on toward midday, and 
the hole in the gulch where he worked 
was fiery under the sun-rays. It had 
been an exhausting task, this stripping 
the top dirt and the cutting out of a 
pay-bench fabulous in values.

Never had he invited sunstroke 
more recklessly; never had he deviated 
from the rule to set aside the meridian 
hour for a nap of sweet forgetfulness. 
To-day he had broken that rule, but 
then nothing had really counted until 
to-day. To-day there was witchery in 
work.

Two handkerchiefs were spread on 
bedrock. Each contained an equal 
number of nuggets, four. Sopping 
with sweat, he broke down the red 
gravel with his pick and raked it over, 
and dug into the crevices of the hard- 
pan with his knife.

When he discovered a gingerbread 
specimen he would mutter jubilantly: 
“ This is fur Nettie” ; when he found 
another, “ This is fur me.”

If his piece happened to be the 
larger he would substitute it for the 
smallest on her handkerchief. For 
that reason Nettie’s share was far in 
excess of his own.

With the removal of the bench he 
looked over her portion. Sixteen, he 
counted. Then he laughed delightedly, 
sat back on the heap of gravel, and 
wiped his sweaty neck.

They were partners. He had taken 
her in, and she was to get her part of 
the proceeds. At last there was real 
satisfaction in having what he had. 
He could do something worth doing.

Until yesterday his gold-packed 
ground had offered him nothing save 
its valuable self, a bounteous gift, but 
incapable of buying that which his 
heart missed and pined for; to-day it 
showed him the way, imbued him with 
the magic of its power and the joy of 
giving.

He was glad he was rich, glad to 
be the good genius to that baby miss, 
if only to feel that she cared for him. 
Then he thought of the cheap store 
dress that her mother wore, and in
creased her share of the day’s harvest 
with five nuggets from his pile.

Taking up the handkerchiefs, he 
arose to depart. With his first step out 
of the shallow pit he paused. Heavy 
boots were pounding out an approach. 
They were close at hand, and in a trice 
he had fallen into his characteristic 
bearing of hostility— had withdrawn, 
as it were, into his hard shell of inso
lent silence.

Simultaneously the dividends went 
flying into a corner, and he was busy 
back-shoveling, his hat pulled far down
over his eyes.

The next moment a man stopped on 
the edge of the hole. He breathed 
short and hard, and there was an of
fensive wheeze with each effort. The 
miner watched with heightening rancor 
the Jerking shadow on the bedrock at 
his feet.

An indefinable prescience warned 
him of impending danger and worked 
uneasiness into his fund of rage. He
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did not look up, but a primitive passion 
swelled in his breast. He sought to 
check it, but it swelled on, and the 
fearful seconds flapped by on leaden 
wings.

Presently the wheezing above him 
died away. The man coughed, cursed, 
then burst into speech.

“ Say, you! ** he flung out sneering- 
ly. “  I got your contribution this 
morning, and I want to know what 
you mean by it.”

The other did not answer— did not 
catch the drift of the words! He was 
mistaken for another, he told himself, 
and since this fellow’s greeting was so 
dearly insulting he could find out his 

• error as best he might.
So he reflected and shoveled on,, 

and though he did not deign to give so 
much as a glance at his visitor, neither 
was he aware that there were two 
shadows on the bedrock and that the 
second was the silhouette of a little 
child.

“  You down there! ” shouted the 
stranger angrily. “T ’m talking to 
you! ” He sent a clatter of gravel into 
the shaft with his foot.

“ We’re not beggars, understand! 
Nor dogs, that we must be tossed a 
bone! You tight-fisted old skinflint, 
you may have all that they say, but 
I’ve got enough common decency left 
to keep me from accepting charity 
from a man of your caliber! There’s 
your filthy old can! Take it home and 
gloat over it! ”

As he spoke he threw the vessel into 
the hole and over the mine owner’s 
bended back.

That instant, the latter awakening 
to the facts of the situation and smart
ing under the abuse, straightened for 
an indignant defense.

The can caught him broadside upon 
the mouth, and he went down heavily.

A hurt was all he had needed to 
lift him beyond the restraint of his 
self-possession. He scrambled up in 
a blind fury and raged out of the hole 
»—clawing his way over the brink like 
some mad animal.

Straight for his traducer he sprang. 
But that individual stepped out of 
range. He stepped just in time—  
blundered, rather.

A frightful blow shot by him. As 
its agent went pitching past, the stran
ger caught a glimpse of the purple face 
and his own paled. He stared, spell
bound.

Then, too, a scream rent the air. 
It rose just as the miner came back 
to the attack. He heard it indistinctly, 
as if it came through miles of space. 
When it was repeated something went 
out of him. His rush died, and he 
swayed up to his adversary in irreso
lute belligerency.

“ You sha’n’t hit my papa!” was 
borne to him from afar. “ You bad 
man! There!”

He felt a rain of feeble blows upon 
his leg and looked down in hurt and 
stupefied amazement. It was Nettie! 
She was striking him with her tiny 
fists, her lips trembling, her whole 
small body drawn up in a frenzy of 
fear.

He would have said something then. 
He tried several times. His lips pursed, 
but his feelings were getting the better 
of him and he dared not trust himself 
to speak.

Only did he stand and look at her, 
and there was much of that eloquence 
in his eyes that the wounded deer car
ries to its death. The hurt of those 
harmless, chubby fists— that was it.

She had struck him and had meant 
it, and the hurt drove deep at the root 
of that new-found love which had 
sweetened the sourness of his lonely 
life.

This man was her father; he, the 
untried friend of a day, a stranger in 
a land of types, a person with a warped 
individuality from whom no good had 
ever come. He was nothing to her, 
and he would have struck her fa th e r .

He saw it all now— how he had been 
his own deceiver, the passing of his 
dream, everything. Truly, he was a 
colossal fool!

“ I was jest a little hasty, pardner,”
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he said at last in all humility, his head 
sunk on his breast. “ It was an ax’- 
dent, and I had no call to fly off the 
handle. Howsomever, yer ain’t got no 
way o’ tellin’ what I think o’ Nettie, 
here.”

He paused to lay a trembling hand 
upon the sunny curls. “ And— and yer 
riled me the way yer put the proposi
tion ’̂

His diffident eyes rose to the other’s 
face, his hand extended.

Instantly there was a flash of rec
ognition, then a terrible silence.

Tannehill’s eyes narrowed. His 
hand clenched and fell back slowly to 
his side. With Fisher, the first shock 
had come and gone. He waited, a 
cold, deliberate glitter in his look, for 
his enemy was unarmed.

“ Well,” he said impertinently, 
“ here we are again. I’ve never for
gotten, either. See ? ” And he tapped 
his holster with proud significance. 
“  I’ve been packing this smoke-wagon 
ever since.”

Tannehill did not reply. Here was 
his six years’ wish fulfilled. In the 
presence of this home-breaker was his 
time ripe for revenge. He knew this, 
but where was the satisfaction, the 
insane joy rather, that he had felt 
would come with this meeting? There 
was hatred, yes, but not of the con
suming kind— the kind that makes a 
man’s wdiole being thirst to take a life.

Nettie, standing between them, was 
watching him curiously. His hand still 
rested on her head, and she wondered 
why he looked so gray and strange and 
why the fingers of that hand twitched 
and trembled.

“ Things have completely changed 
about, old settler, in the past few’ 
years,” resumed Fisher more earnestly. 
“ Now you’re up and I’m down. That’s 
where you’ve got it on me.

“  But I’ve played life clean across 
the board. I’ve seen it, and stuffed 
myself with the best and the worst 
that it has to give. I'rh right back 
after the wherewithal, you’ll notice.

“ Yes, sir— and I’ve shot my wad.

I’m no good, partner. Look at me. 
Can you see it? You’re sound all 
through, while I’m hawking up my 
lungs and fighting every day to live 
another.

“ I ve been doing this for four years 
— fighting, Tannehill, on the ragged 
edge of poverty and too proud to ask 
a favor of any man. Call it a come
back, retribution, anything you care to.

“ I’m going to keep on fighting! 
Just to show you— if you still have it 
in your head to carry out our little 
old affair to a finish, I’ll give you a 
chance to go and get your gun. That’s 
square, isn’t it? ”

A fit of heavy coughing seized him. 
He choked helplessly and clutched his. 
flat chest with his bony fingers. When 
the spasm passed he stood swaying, ex
hausted, panting painfully.

Still Tannehill said nothing. He 
looked hard into his enemy’s eyes—  
cruelly hard. He got his black pipe out 
of the pocket of his jumper, searched 
himself for a match, struck it. and 
blew a cloud of smoke; but his gaze 
never wavered.

Instead, a wild light transformed his 
stare into an expression of fulsome 
mockeiw. For an interval he gloated 
thus, then he became conscious that 
Nettie's hand had stolen into his own. 
He glanced down, and his face soft
ened.

“ I’ll get them things hauled over 
to yer place, Nettie, soon’s I kin locate 
a rig,” he said, with a return of his 
old manner. “ Good-by, little gal.” 
He turned suddenly and strode away, 
just as a woman in a cheap store gown 
came hurrying up the gulch.

“ You were gone so long, I was wor
ried, Gerald.” she explained breath
lessly; “ Did you see him? I hope 
you gave him a piece of your mind.”

Fisher pointed mutely at the bent 
figure toiling up the slope. Then he 
dropped to a seat on the dump and 
buried his face in his hands.

“ If he had only cursed or fought 
or said something,” he sobbed weakly.
“ Anything but what he did."
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The wife looked perplexed. She 
gazed after Tannehill, slouching out of 
sight over the hill. Her eyes blazed 
and she drew herself straight.

“ Tell me, dear. I’ll fix him, the old, 
miserable— ”

Fisher struggled. A paroxysm of 
coughing took hold of him.

“ It's— it’s Len! ” he gasped.
“ Quick— Kettie— I’m— ”

And the child, watching attentively, 
saw the breaking of a strange light in 
his eyes.

Also, she wondered why her mother 
paled at the words, and why she made 
no move to carry out her threat.

Tannehill was whipped. He arrived 
at his cabin and sat down on the bench 
before the door. Motionless, he sat 
and thought.

After six long years the crisis of his 
life was reached and passed. He had 
been euchred,, that was all.

It had been a losing game from the 
very beginning, and he had only 
just found it out. His obliging pride 
urging him on, had led him to be
lieve there was more to him. Perhaps 
there was.

Then he recalled something that 
brought a hoarse chuckle into his 
throat. Ere it was born he strangled 
it with a curse and took himself to 
task over the slip.

He should be the last to rejoice over 
his enemy’s broken health. Vic had 
gone with it in a far more promising 
clime than these dusty, bleak high
lands offered— and Vic had been his 
only brother.

A while after an idea was born to 
him. It occupied him, tending first 
to allure and then to compel. He 
mused by the hour, half listlessly, his 
eyes tracing patterns in the rocky 
ground at his feet. It was late after
noon when he sprang up and headed 
for town.

Shouldering his way through thq 
crowds, he entered the offices of a 
mining company. A long conversation 
with three men followed. The sun

was disappearing behind the blue 
heights of the Sierra Nevadas when 
he returned to the street.

There was a forlorn expression on 
his face, and he hesitated on the edge 
of the board sidewalk like a late arrival 
beholding Main Street for the first 
time.

Yet was his uncertainty of purpose 
and gawkish bearing not without ex
cuse. He, the father of Tiny Hill, the 
man who had spent months in this 
peaceful solitude, and who, as discov
erer of gold in the district, had made 
possible the harvesting of fortunes, 
was now no more essential to the pros
perity of the community than the most 
humble “ blanket stiff.”

He was claimless. One pocket held 
a check the other a document. A 
few hours ago he would have scorned 
a price beyond the conception of the 
most frenzied Nevada investor. Now 
he had sold out for a “ song,” as it 
were. He had had to do it, and— who 
might say it was not the wisest plan 
after all?

Some one jostled him roughly, and 
he came away from his regrets and 
into the present. A man’s voice fell 
upon his ear.

“ He made it bigger’n a mule in 
Dugout. Poor old kid! I recollect— ”

Tannehill turned, and the speaker, 
in appreciation of a larger audience, 
threw him what he meant to be a 
patronizing glance. Forthwith he 
lapsed into silence.

It was Drake! Drake risen like a' 
phenix to the dignity of a silk shirt, 
tailored corduroys, diamond ring, and 
a spectacular calabash.

To hide his confusion the college 
man drew out his watch. More than 
once in the last six years he had re
gretted the part he had played in the 
banishment of Tannehill from Dug- 
out.

It was one of the sins of his early 
impetuosity, and he did not relish being 
made to answer for it. Further, he 
had perforce stayed on in Tiny Hill—  
fortune was dealing kindly with him
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there-—knowing the while that this 
very meeting was unavoidable. So, 
now, hoping to escape, he muttered a 
word about a forgotten appointment 
and hurried off.

But Tannehiil overtook him.
“  Thought I knowed yer,” was his 

greeting as the other halted apprehen
sively. “ Remember me?”

Drake studied him a moment, then 
he burst out in apparently genuine de
light :

“ By George— yes! Let me see— ”
“ I’m Len Tannehiil, the feller yer 

run out o’ Dugout that time. Reck’- 
lect? Yer saved my neck, pard, and 
I want to thank yer. He’s in town. 
I seen ’im to-day.”

The younger man was regenerated 
over his acquittal. He was attention 
itself, the essence of high spirits.

“ Who do you mean? ” he asked.
“ Fisher. He’s all in; an’ I— ”
“ Poor old Fish is dead, Tanne- 

hill!”
The miner frowned, after which he 

smiled skeptically.
“ What are yer givin’ me ? I seen 

’im, I tell yer— ”
Drake shook his head sadly. “ He 

died at three o’clock. Hemorrhage, the 
the bulletin-board says. Guess I’ll run 
out there. Come along and keep me 
company. It’s on your road home.”

Together they pushed their way up 
the busy thoroughfare. The news of 
the Tannehiil sale had spread like wild
fire. It was the sole topic on the street, 
and the animated thousands were dis
cussing the economic advantages of 
the transfer in no uncertain terms.

In a word, there was open joy among 
the populace. The camp’s impediment 
was removed. Gold would at last pour 
out of this undeveloped ground, and 
the wealth of Tiny Hill would stagger 
the world.

But Tannehiil paid no heed to the 
biting personalities that at any other 
time would have struck hard upon his 
sensitive ear and urged him to retal
iate. His self-interest was benumbed.

He shoved through the noisy jam

of humanity, unconscious that many 
knowing him pointed him out to their 
neighbors with an ungracious remark 
spoken in exceptionally audible tones.

Fisher was dead, the score had been 
wiped out by Providence, and the af
fair was history. Somehow he could 
not adjust his faculties to this new 
situation.

For years he had gorged himself 
upon the bitter-sweetness of a perfect 
revenge, to such a degree that the basic 
forces of his intellect had been crowd
ed into a groove, making his every 
thought and action subsidiary to the 
one momentous issue.

To-day the promise he had made to 
himself that gloomy afternoon in Dug- 
out, and which he had subsequently be
lieved to have attained the dignity of 
an undying vow, had gone down to 
defeat.

He had prepared this very setting 
for the climax. Pie had searched the 
desert far and near, month after 
month, from one season into another, 
just to be s o m e b o d y — to be rich, a 
nabob, to show her whom he had lost 
what he had done, to meet his enemy 
on his own level and smite him with 
the fury of his hate.

It was Nettie— that’s who it was. 
He had Hen lonely,, eager to love some 
one worth loving, and he had been 
blinding himself to the truth. She had 
conquered him at the moment when 
he should have been strongest. More
over, Fisher was her father. Small 
wonder he had failed.

But as he followed after his com
panion through the thick of the multi
tude his mind went back again and 
again to the fact that Fisher was dead. 
He strove with himself, seeking to 
realize the meaning of that fact. At 
times when his thoughts roamed from 
habit into the well-worn channel of his 
gone revenge he would check them in 
sudden remembrance that the issue was 
forever closed.

In truth he was akin to a man bereft 
of his pet hobby, restless, dejected in 
the intervals to the point of abstraction.
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Not until they had turned into a 
quiet side street did word pass between 
him and his companion. Drake spoke.

“ Do you know what, Tannehill?'’ 
he asked reflectively, and went on: 
“ Had I known Gerald Fisher was 
in camp, he’d be alive this minute. He 
had lung trouble, I hear. Well, I’d 
have bundled him out of this coun
try. He was the best friend I ever 
had, and I’d have gone the limit. An
other thing—

“ Have you stopped to think that his 
is the first death in camp? If I cared 
to be superstitious, I could get all kinds 
of good evidence of Divine vengeance, 
or whatever you may call it, in the 
fact that he died in the camp you dis
covered. Do you see it?

“ You arrange the stage, as it 
were., Your positions are just the 
reverse— you’re on top now, and he 
came here to die. It seems as if the 
thing just had to happen that way—  
as if the powers that be were evening 
up an old score.

“ Honestly, if you were looking for 
revenge, Tannehill, you couldn’t have 
got a better—  But. say, I’m disloyal 
to a dead friend. If the occurrence 
wasn’t so significant, so like the finish 
of that Dugout affair, I’d not have 
mentioned it.”

The other made an offhand remark, 
and they walked on in silence. Soon 
they reached the diggings in the gulch. 
The two handkerchiefs and the old 
coffee-can lay on the bed-rock. Tanne
hill climbed down into the hole and 
got them. When he came back he 
stood for a moment silent, plainly ill 
at ease.

“  I— I’d like yer to do me a favor, 
pardner,” he said finally in a hesita
ting voice. “ Yer see, I’m leavin’ 
camp to-night on the last stage, an' I— 
Say, take these over with yer. 
’Tain’t nuthin’, an’ it’ll come in handy 
to her, maybe.

“ And ”— a pitiful attempt at gruff
ness entered his manner and tones—  
“ and, say, while yer ’bout it, try to 
get the little kid to come over to the

shack. Bein’ a bach, I ain’t much on 
kids myse’f ; but she's a mite better'n 
the reg’lar run, an’ I picked up a pres
ent fur her. Ye’ll not fergit, will 
yer ? ”

“ But— ” objected Drake, and he 
paused.

He glanced at Tannehill, then he 
looked away at the far-off California 
range, with its snow-tipped peaks, and 
a strange light dawned in his eyes.

When he turned back it was gone, 
and in its place was another. “ Gee! 
You’re a mighty good scout, that’s all 
I’ve got to say,” he ended feelingly.

Tannehill topped the rise upon which 
his cabin stood, and sighed heavily 
from sheer weariness of spirit. So 
this was his last home-coming? What 
must come next ?

He was leaving this locality, this 
scene of his labor and privation and 
worthy accomplishment. Had Fisher 
lived, he would have gone; since 
Fisher was dead, he may not stay. He 
sank wearily upon the bench.

He was through. Everything that 
he had started out to do was done. 
Now he wanted to blot out the past; 
he wanted to begin all over again. A 
man in the autumn of his life, with an 
overmeasure of wealth to his credit, 
has something more than prospects of 
genuine, lasting happiness. Destitute 
old age would never be for him. 
Others might splash about in the slush 
of their prodigality, and return to fight 
the ravages of malady and want, but 
as for Len Tannehill—

A light flickered in his dull, tired 
eyes. He looked away, even as Drake 
had done, toward the mighty Sierran 
wall, and visualized the prim little 
town of San Mateo.

He saw its broad, peaceful sfreets, 
the spacious splendor of its homes, the 
long, blue stretch of San Francisco 
Bay in the distance, and in the fore
ground Coyote Point, dark and bold 
over the forest of shade trees.

Then to his nostrils came the fra
grance of flowers. He breathed in the 
warm air hungrily, and across the
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picture there crept great, blossoming 
hedges, and lawns, and sunny foot
hills all aglow with a riot of color.

A while he studied the scene, as out 
of its kaleidoscopic beauty there 
grew the image of a cottage. He 
knew it. He looked longingly at the 
rustic bench circling the locust-tree, 
and at the entrance black through the 
mass of creeping vines. His brother 
and he had lived there twenty years 
ago— before Vic got sick.

Sadness stole into his heart and his 
breath came hard. He thought he 
heard the sough of the breeze in the 
stunted pine— or was it a sigh ? And, 
as he watched for a movement among 
the creepers arching the door, a 
woman appeared out of the shadow. 
.Standing on the porch, she gazed wist
fully down the path. It was S h e -—she 
with whom he had spent the best years 
of his life!

In a rush of overwhelming agony 
he groaned aloud and covered his face 
with his hands. In vain he tried to 
break the spell that held him. Trem
bling, he lurched to his feet and 
blinked into the gathering dusk. Far 
away a lighted tent glowed like a huge 
firefly. A muffled roar rose steadily 
from the invisible town.

Then of a sudden he became aware 
of an impatient tugging at his sleeve. 
He looked around vaguely and at last 
distinguished the plump baby face 
tipped up wonderingly at him. The 
sight of her restored his self-control, 
and, with the friendly darkness to aid 
him, he turned toward her with a 
haggard smile.

“ You've been crying again." she 
chided him. “ I know, because I heard 
you. Why do you feel bad?”

A lump lodged in his throat. It 
would always be S h e . more particu
larly now since this little cherub— her 
child— had kindled a fire in his heart. 
He gritted his teeth to check a rising 
flood of emotion,

“  I’m kinder out o’ sorts to-night,” 
he explained desperately. “ By the 
way— I sent fur ver to give yer some

thin’ mighty nice. It’s that there 
claim down where yer seen me to-day. 
It’s the Nettie No. 3, an’ you an’ yer 
mar’ll have more money'n a bank. 
Give her this an’ don't lose it.” He 
drew out the document and handed it 
to her, ” ’Cos I'm goin’ away, an’— ”

" You’re not either going away,” 
she contradicted spiritedly, but there 
was a quiver in her tones. “ Mr. Drake 
said that, too. Two men took my 
papa off in a wagon. He’s awful sick, 
and maybe he won’t come back for 
a long time. Mr. Drake told me he 
went to Happyland. I’ll be so sad if 
you go too. You won’t go, will you? ”

The desert night had fallen. The 
stars were twinkling brilliantly, and in 
the western sky the last flush of the 
departed sun was fading.

Because he vouchsafed no reply she 
tried to get a view of his face. For 
a long time she peered up at him, loom
ing big and black against the heavens. 
Then she found his hand and knew 
that he was trembling.

“ You won't go, will you?” she 
again pleaded. But again there was 
no answer, and, scarcely noticing that 
strange noises were issuing from his 
throat, and that something hot splashed 
upon her wrist, she continued: “ Oh. 
I nearly forgot! My mama said 
' Thank you very much for your kind
ness.’ And she told me to say * My 
name's Nettie Tannehill, and I’m near
ly six years old.’ You won’t go away, 
will you?”

A deep hush settled over the wilder
ness. Out among the ragged hills a 
man's voice rose in song. " I’m 
wearing my heart away for you.”

It was Drake on his way to the set
tlement.

Tannehill started and stumbled in 
the darkness. The wonderful truth 
went clamoring into his brain. Com
prehending, yet fearing to believe, 
drunk with overwhelming joy, he 
stared at the dim, tiny figure beside 
him. Then, with a wild sob. he fell 
to his knees and snatched the child to 
his breast— h is  child.
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By JOHN FLE.MING WILSON

V l a d i v o s t o k  lay in abso
lute calm that afternoon. 
Overhead the Siberian <ky 

was breathless. The waters of the 
bay had not even a ripple to mar their 
perfect reflection of the firmament.

The huge, gray battle-ships and 
transports seemed as if caught in some 
aerial Sargasso Sea. A single sampan 
labored through the scene, its Chinese 
boatman rocking rhythmically at his 
sweep.

“ I'm what you might call a pocket 
miner," said Captain Reynolds, light
ing a fresh cigarette. “ True, I'm run
ning that packet out there with the 
star on her funnel. But she isn't a 
liner. She's just a pocket miner, as 
they call it in the Western States.”

“ And what are you here for?" I 
demanded.

The trim, agile - looking seaman 
crinkled his eyelids. He seemed to be 
gazing at some far horizon. I noticed 
that his capable hands were clenched.

“ I'm hunting for a woman,” he 
said gently. “ Of course expenses 
must be paid. I've picked up a cargo 
of furs that go to San Francisco. But 
it's that girl I’m seeking.”

I had met him not an hour before 
under the still October afternoon sun
light. In a city of a hundred tongues 
he and I spoke -English. Language is 
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a bond. I had talked French and pid
gin English for six months. We told 
each other where we were torn and 
shook hands.

“ Yes," he went on, “ I'm a pocket 
miner. You've seen 'em in the West 
■— fellows that prospect and prospect 
and find pockets of gold. That’s what 
1 do with the Laughing Lass. I pick 
up a little salvage off the New Zealand 
coast, tow in a wreck off Cape Flat
tery. do a bit of work for some person 
in Honduras, snatch a few pennies 
down around the Puamotus. I man
age to make a little money. Now I'm 
after the big thing— that girl.”

“ Who is she?” I demanded.
Again he gazed out over the quiet 

bay. his eyes half closed.
" I heard of her first in Honolulu,” 

he told me, in his soft and husky voice. 
" She is the most beautiful woman in 
the world."

“ Have you ever seen her? " I asked 
curiously.

“ Never," he responded. “ I've 
seen gold and diamonds and jewels of 
all kinds. I've made a little money. 
I've pretty nearly covered this world 
hi my steamer. I've looted ports from 
Saigon to San Juan del Sur. And 
now I'm after that girl."

“ How do you know she is the most 
beautiful woman in the world? ”
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“ A Kanaka at Lahaina knelt Mien 
he said her name. A priest down at 
Lawak Island on the equator crossed 
himself when he spoke of her. A 
woman on Dawera beach bowed her 
head. Captain Snell, of the Lutie 
Snell, shot himself for her.

“  And ’way down below the line 
they hear her name and stop. They 
simply cease to talk and look at the 
sky and the surf on the white shore 

,and one feels the ripple of the breeze 
and the faint breath of the water and 
,one knows. She is the most lovely 
woman in the world. I’m going to 
find her.”

“ Where?” I demanded, looking at 
4his set face.

“ In this world,” he answered me. 
“ Will you go along? I need a mate.”

I am a practical man. “ How 
much is in it for me ? ” said I.

It is funny how dollars are mixed 
up with romance. He told me he 
would give me a hundred a month. 
That is good money. I accepted.

“  Where is she now ? ” I inquired.
“ I don’t know exactly,” he in

formed me. “ We have those miser
able furs to deliver in San Francisco. 
Maybe she is there. You know she 
goes all over the world.”

“ How will you know her when you 
see her?” I ventured.

“ She has blue eyes and dark hair, 
and she lisps,” he said simply. “ You 
can tell her by the way she says ‘ Mis
ter.’ ”

“ Lots of people lisp," I told him.
“ I’ll know her,” he asserted.
That night we sailed down St. Pe

ter’s Bay, and pretty soon we crossed 
the Japan -Sea, and inside of three 
weeks we were inside the Golden Gate 
with our furs and a little other stuff.

We berthed at Meiggs Wharf, and 
Reynolds left the ship and I ’tended 
to things. When he came down again 
he merely said, “ Are we all clear? ”

“ Holds clean and hatches off for a 
fresh cargo,” I told him.

“ Ballast coming down this after
noon," he said gently.

“ Where do we sail for?” I de
manded.

“ The girl. I've found her. She’s 
down on Corcovado Island.”

“ Off the Peruvian coast,” I retort
ed. “ That’s some distance! ”

“ Not to get a girl like her,” he said 
quietly. “ We’ve the coal aboard ? ”

“ Yes, sir,” I said. His manner im
pressed me.

That night we were down off 
Pigeon Point, and I asked him bluntly 
how he knew that the girl was on Cor
covado.

“ It seems to me,” I said, “ that she 
is a rather elusive person. How is it 
that a girl— you say the most beauti
ful in the world— wanders over half 
the globe ? ”

He stared out across the windy 
stretch of water and I saw his lips 
tighten.

“ She tells fortunes. I haven't just 
got it into my head; but she was 
brought up to read people’s hands and 
look into a crystal ball and study the 
stars and tell you your future.- She’s 
no fraud. And she is the most beau
tiful creature in this world. Please 
lay your courses out for Corcovado.”

I don’t recall his saying another 
thing till thirty-one days later we 
raised Corcovado. It isn’t much, to 
be sure— a mere island tucked within 
eight degrees of the line. But Reyn
olds sighted it and bowed his head.

“ Now I shall see her,” he said.
He was wrong. She had gone to 

Panama. It was there we found her, 
in the Hotel International. It faces 
the railroad station and the fringe of 
Ancon. I sha’n’t soon forget seeing 
her on the balcony. Reynolds had in
quired for her, and we were shown up 
by a black Jamaican.

She rose and looked at us both. 
Then she fixed her great, gorgeous 
eyes on Reynolds.

“ I went down to Corcovado for 
you,” said he.

I think that she trembled. She did 
not speak for a moment. When she 
did open her glorious lips I knew that
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she wasn’t aware I was there. She 
laid her hand on her bosom and 
sighed.

“ I have been waiting for you.” she 
said quietly.

“ I have come to have my fortune 
told,” he returned, in his low, husky 
voice. “ I am Captain Reynolds, of 
the Laughing Lass.”

She took his big hand in her soft 
palm and studied it. I studied her. It 

'was true that she was the most beau
tiful woman in the world, from her 
dark hair to her slender feet.

You know what the ordinary for
tune-teller is. But this girl was the 
embodiment of the perfume of girl
hood, When she spoke again I stepped 
back.

“ Your fortune is, to make money,” 
she said softly. “ You have come a 
long ways. You still have a great dis
tance to go before you find the woman 
who loves you.”

Reynolds dropped his gaze. “ Can’t 
you— ” he began. I looked away while 
he controlled himself. f

“ It is a long ways,” she went on 
dreamily. “ I will go with you and 
we will find the money.”

“ I have found the woman I love,” 
he answered steadily.

I glanced at her face. She was look
ing out into the hot, shimmering sun
light as if she saw something far be
yond the steaming city.

“ There is a thing to be done,” she 
murmured. “ I have been waiting for 
you to come and do it. It is a long 
ways.”

She pronounced it “ wayth.” I de
cided that Reynolds must surely have 
known her before. But why conceal 
the fact? Met I realized that when 
she spoke again she was a stranger to 
him.

“ I read it in my crystal,” she said 
quietly. “  I saw you on the bridge of 
a steamer with a big star on its funnel, 
and you were doing tills thing that 
must be done. I have seen many things 
about you in my crystal.

“ You have been traveling quite

around this world, picking up gold and 
jewels. You have saved life and prop
erty. But there is a greater thing than 
that to do— the thing I saw you doing 
in my dreams.”

I must say immediately that she al
ways said “ thith world,” “ thith 
earth ”— never “ the world ” or “ the 
earth.” In that lies the key to what I 
have to tell.

Reynolds lifted his eyes and looked 
at her. “ What is it?” he demanded.

How quickly the patter of the for
tune-teller came to those gentle and 
gracious lips! “ We are going on a 
long journey. You will need to be 
strong and resolute.”

“ Where to ? ” he demanded.
“  We are needed away down south,” 

she answered. “ I do not know the 
name of the place, but I can show 
you.”

You and I would have quit right 
there. Reynolds merely nodded and 
said: “ When do we start?”

“ Right away,” she murmured. “ I 
am ready.”

“ The ship’s ready, too,” answered 
Reynolds.

“ Where does she He ? ” she de
manded.

“ Off Balboa, just outside the en
trance to the canal.”

I called a c o c h e  and we drove down 
that winding road past the cemetery, 
past the huge gray and white quarters 
of the canal employees and on to the 
railroad wharf. Here we got a launch 
and went out to the steamer.

“ Yes, that is the vessel I saw in the 
crystal,” she murmured. “ What do 
you call her ? ”

“ The Laughing Lass,” Reynolds 
replied. “ She’s a goô d packet, 
though she isn’t fast. Have you any 
notion which way we’re bound ? ”

“ South,” she said dreamily. “ I 
don’t know exactly where; but I can. 
show you.”

An hour later we were going out
side of Naos Island, and as it was my 
watch on the bridge I saw and heard 
all that happened when the girl joined
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us on the bridge. Reynolds was busy, 
and she came over beside me and 
peered out into the hazy sky ahead of 
us.

“ Pardon me,” I said, “ but might I 
ask your name ? ”

“  Hosinia Van Broom," she re
turned slowly. “ I was born in Chit
tagong. My mother was a prophetess 
and my father a planter."

“ I don’t understand you at all," I 
went on, hesitatingly.

“ I don’t understand myself,’’ she 
answered simply. “ All I know” is that 
I see things in the future and I must 
obey what my crystal tells me. I take 
no money. I have plenty myself. I 
just obey my crystal."

She looked at me with a serene 
pride that sat well upon her. “ You 
will steer more to the west,” she con
tinued. “ Swing your ship till I tell 
you you are on the right course." .

We were then steering almost south. 
I called down the trap hatch to the 
man at the wheel to port his helm, 
easily. The Laughing Lass slowly 
turned her high bows westward.

The. girl looked with a peculiar, 
bright intensity at the horizon. Her 
bosom heaved slowly. Suddenly she 
raised her hand. I glanced at the 
compass and bawled down the course. 
The wheelman brought the steamer 
back upon it.

“ That is right,” she said quietly. 
“  Now steer that course. That is our 
course to where we must go.”

“  That will take us right out into the 
barren sea,” I remonstrated. “ There 
isn't a thing that way but water for 
five thousand miles.” However, I 
noted the course and our departure in 
the log.

Presently Reynolds came over, 
looked into the compass and whistled. 
“  Nothing there this side of the ant
arctic,” he murmured. “ And it'll 
fetch us right between Cape Parina 
and the Gallapagos Islands. Then—  
nothing till we strike eternal ice. 
Hum!”

“ Plenty of coal?” I asked.

“ Nothing but coal. We’ve fuel 
enough for six months' sailing, and 
provisions for a year.”

So we sailed down the glimmering 
Pacific for two weeks. Of course we 
did our daily sights and kept all the 
routine of the ship. Yet it was Hosinia 
Van Broom who really navigated the 
Laughing Lass, leaning over the 
bridge rail and staring steadily into the 
blue distance ahead of us.

When she wasn’t doing this, or shut 
up in her cabin, she was a simply beau
tiful companion. She was well edu
cated ; a lady in every sense of the 
word, and still as friendly and com
panionable as a puppy.

“ Hosinia,” I said one day, “  couldn’t 
you tell me a little about yourself ? ”

She let her great eyes rest on mine a 
moment. Then she patted her glorious 
hair and smiled.

“ There’s not much to tell,” she re
plied; “ but I don’t object. I was born 
in Chittagong, as I told you, my mother 
a native prophetess and my father a 
planter. I was sent to Hong-Kong to 
school when I was fifteen.

“ I found that I could see things in 
a crystal, and several times when I 
didn’t obey I was punished. So I 
obeyed, and it took me down to Sawa- 
rak. I managed to rescue six poor fel
lows that had been wrecked.

“  Then I went to Lahaina, in the 
Hawaiian group, and found a mission
ary dying of leprosy. I saved him. 
Oh, I go everywhere.

“ I think a good many people de
spise me because I tell fortunes. But 
it is my one gift, and I take no money 
for it.”

“ How do you explain your gift?" 
I asked.

“ I don’t know,” she said simply. 
“ But if I— I fell in love with a man 
I’d lose it. When mother married 
father, things got dim to her.”

One day I saw’ her staring at the 
turtles sw’imming in the blue sea. It 
was a lovely day, far out from the 
Chileno coast, and Hosinia fitted per
fectly in the scene.
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“  What are you thinking about?** I 
asked presently.

“ What should one think about?-’ 
she returned softly, raising her lucid 
gaze to mine. “ The things to come, 
of course. Never of the past. The 
things to come, my dear man.”

“ And what are they? ” I demanded.
“ Gales on strange seas, the lift of 

strange islands in the dawn, strange 
voices, strange sorrows, and— and 
strange love.”

I stood beside her while the Laugh
ing Lass swung gently on her way 
through the pellucid and shining Pa
cific. I glanced at her gleaming coiled 
hair, the contour of her throat, the 
glimmer of flesh beneath the shoulder 
of her thin gown.

“ Strange love?” I suggested. “ Ail 
love is strange.”

“ There is a love that is not strange,-’ 
she murmured. “ There is a love 
where it rises between the hearts of a 
man and a woman as naturally as a 
flower on a hillside. But neither yon 
nor I can ever know it. We shall know 
the other. And then— then I shall 
never see the things to come any 
more.”

She held her clenched hand outward 
in a defiant gesture. “ I will not lose 
my power as my mother did.”

Even as she said this her eyes sud
denly narrowed.

“ We are going too far to the east
ward,” she said authoritatively. “ We 
are going t h e r e ! ”

She thrust out her rounded arm to
ward an invisible point forty degrees 
to the westward. I swung out till she 
nodded her head.

I jotted down the course on the slate 
and figured. Allowing for currents, 
tide and winds, variation and deviation 
of the compass, she had changed ottr 
course twenty degrees in all. I went 
below and wakened Reynolds.

“ Look here, captain,” I said. “ ITo- 
sinia may be all right and know her 
business. But either we're bound for 
•a floating island or she's ’way off.”

Reynolds sat up in his bunk and

pondered this. “ I'll And out,” he said 
quietly. “ Come onto the bridge.”

I wish you could have seen the mix
ture of bewilderment and strong affec
tion that was expressed in his face. 
Hosinia turned and welcomed ,him 
with a faint smile.

“ Hosinia," he said firmly, “ can't 
you give us some notion of where we. 
are bound for? We’re steaming into 
the vacant places on-the charts. There's 
no land for two thousand miles. De
scribe what you saw that made you 
bring us this way.”

At the moment I suddenly seemed 
to see the preposterousness of the 
whole voyage, the incredible credulity 
of men who would take a steamer out 
of the known world to satisfy a wom
an’s whim.

Yet, the whole ridiculous affair still 
had a sensibleness about it that made 
one loath to doubt Hosinia’s good faith 
and her real ability to foresee the 
events of the future.

Hadn’t hard - headed Reynolds put 
implicit faith in her long before he had 
laid eyes on her fair face? Hadn't 
that native on Lawak believed in her? 
Hadn't she instantly recognized Rey
nolds as the man she was waiting for?

She answered his question as sim
ply as it was asked.

“ Come below with me,” she said. 
“ I will show you.” t

We turned the ship over to the sec
ond officer and followed her to her 
cabin, which was in the very quarters 
of the steamer. When we opened the 
door we gasped.

She had draped it all in black, with 
only the electric light projecting brass- 
ily from the bulkhead. She watched 
us a moment until the door was closed.

-Then she switched on the lamp, and 
instantly from the gloom shone forth 
a round crystal ball, a lucent sphere 
resting in a cup of ebony, the standard 
of the cup set firmly in a hole in the 
little drop table. A heavy veil lay 
negligently over the edge of the table.

" If you, captain, will look and say 
nothing, you will see.”
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Very gingerly Reynolds sat down 
before the crystal and pulled the veil 
over his head, just as the camera-man 
does. Then there was silence. It was 
ten minutes before he thrust the veil 
away and said simply: “ I’ve seen it.”

“ Then you, Mr. Mate," said Ho- 
sinia.

I never felt more foolish in my life 
than when I sat down and pulled that 
heavy crape over my head and stared 
into the dimly lit sphere.

At first I saw merely revolving 
whirlpools of changing light. I peered 
steadily into the heart of the crystal. 
I don’t know the exact moment when 
I realized that I was looking at a dere
lict.

She was evidently a full - rigged 
ship; she had lost every stick; only the 
stumps of her masts thrust up from the 
deck. The jib - boom was gone, and 
only the stump of the bowsprit left. 
She was low in the water. A man on 
the bulwarks was waving a shirt. The 
vessel was coated with ice, and a strong 
wind blew.

That vision faded, and then the 
crystal became a blank.

“ I saw it, too,” I said.
“ That is where we are going,” said 

Hosinia gently.
“ We’ll get there,” Reynolds an

nounced loudly.
That night the girl came up on the 

bridge with me and laid a firm hand 
on my arm.

“ You have seen that men are dying 
and only we can save them. We can’t 
locate their position, but I can always 
tell when they are ahead. But— "

She paused so long that I looked at 
her. She had bowed her head and was 
weeping.

“ Only what ? ” I demanded.
I— I must not fall in love," she 

whispered. “ If I did that I should 
lose my power to see, and they would 
be lost. Oh, I mustn’t fall in love! I 
mustn’t think of anybody but those 
poor men dying on the wreck.”

Reynolds and I had a little chin-chin 
later. He had seen just what I had.

“ It's down in the antarctic some
where,” he groaned. “ It’ll take us 
three weeks more to make it. We’ve 
coal and grub enough ; but where do 
we get off? Suppose she is wrong?”

“ Do you believe in her?” I de
manded.

“ I— I do.” he murmured.
Strangest of voyages was that! We 

swept down the blank Pacific through 
heat and moderate weather into icy 
cold gales. Oddly enough, Hosinia no 
longer changed our course, though she 
wrinkled her brows as she peered ahead 
into the smother and seemed to be 
doubtful herself.

Finally I asked her why she was so 
disturbed.

“  We may be too late.” she told me.
“ That is so,” I remarked. “ If 

they are where you think they are.”
For the first time she flamed on me. 

“  I always see right, even in my 
dreams. If I am wrong, it— it is vour 
fault!”

“ For why ? ” I demanded.
“  Because you will not believe me, 

and you are trying to spoil my power 
by making me in love with you. Don’t 
you understand that men's lives de
pend on our finding them ? ”

Believe it or not, I suddenly under
stood that I was in love with this, the 
most beautiful woman in the world. I 
loved her from her gorgeous hair to 
the tips of her slippers. I loved her 
gentle, pure voice and her devotion to 
what she thought was right.

With that understanding I realized 
that possibly— some time— she might 
love me. I dared not trust myself an
other moment with her. I think I com
prehended her duty and my duty; it 
glorified my love for her.

In this unspoken intimacy we drove 
the Laughing Lass down into the 
south till we saw the ice cakes skim
ming the waves and the frozen sky 
overhead.

“ Hosinia,” I said one night, “ do 
you still see clearly?”

“ Not very',” she confessed. “ But 
we shall, soon know.”
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Oddly enough we did. The morn
ing dawned, a mere flurry of light 
mixed with snow, and she came on 
deck and studied the sea and the veiled 
sky.

Reynolds was on the bridge with 
me, a somber and subdued figure. The 
girl leaned over the rail impetuously, 
staring into vacancy. The quarter
master at the wheel turned the spokes 
doubtfully. We ate no breakfast. The 
spray was freezing on the bows and 
covering the anchors with a hard 
snow.

“ We’re pretty well down toward 
the dangerous parts,” murmured Rey
nolds to me.

“ Aye, we’re far south of where any 
ships go,” I admitted.

And when the words were out of 
my mouth Hosinia called out shrilly: 
“ Just ahead! ”

Reynolds himself rang the engines 
down, and the Laughing Lass dawdled 
over the seas. We strained our eyes 
into the sfnother and gradually there 
developed before us the picture of a 
dismantled ship, adrift on the gray 
waters.

She was a desolate and mournful 
shape, a long, low hull surmounted by 
short, broken stumps of masts and 
covered with ice. A solitary figure 
stood on the quarterdeck and waved 
feebly a big tablecloth.

“ That’s what we are after,” said 
Hosinia quietly.

“ My God! ” ejaculated Reynolds. 
” I'll bet we’ll have a time getting 
them off.”

I took one boat, when we had run 
up under their lee, and I saw immedi
ately that trouble was plenty aboard 
that packet. She was sheathed in ice. 
and every sea dimpled over her as if 
she were a rock.

Beyond her was an island, also com
pletely icebound. It stood out vaguely 
against the winter sky.

I made the men pull up to her and I 
yelled at the top of my pipes.

Two figures appeared at her rail, 
strangely stiff figures which waved

stiff arms. I thought I heard a shrill 
answer to my hail.

We pulled up right under the lee of 
the wreck and a third form appeared 
at the rail.

“ We'll take you off,” I bawled. 
“ How many are there of you? ”

He held up all the fingers of one 
hand. I surged the boat alongside.

“ Come on,” I told them.
The wreck rolled far over, and her 

channels made a swirl alongside of us. 
One man jumped and we caught him. 
As she lurched back another leaped 
into the sea and we got him.

It was five minutes before the next 
three jumped and we got them— one 
in a state of exhaustion that made me 
think he would never reach safety.

“ Is that all ? ” 1 yelled into the ear 
of one of them.

“ All that's alive,” said he in a 
mumble.

So we fetched back to the steamer 
and got them aboard. As soon as they 
were on deck and in charge of the 
skipper I went off to the wreck again.

“ I might as well find out what I 
can,” said I.

Hosinia looked at me and nodded. 
In her eyes was an expression of misty 
sorrow. She seemed to have some
thing more to say. But she was silent 
and I went off to the poor old derelict.

I managed to get aboard with some 
difficulty and proceeded to explore the 
cabin. I found that the men we had 
just rescued had left the lamp burn
ing, and by its light I rummaged 
through the desk in what had been evi
dently the captain’s room, and found 
that the ship's name was the Harvest 
Oueen, on a voyage from Hong-Kong 
to Baltimore, laden with curios and 
soy.

I thrust the documents into my 
pockets and opened another door. It 
gave into a large quarter cabin which 
was dark, owing to the portlights be
ing thick with ice. I went and got the 
lamp. By its light I saw that the big 
bunk was occupied.

Mery quietly I stepped over and
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pulled back a heavy blanket that cov
ered— a man, a woman, and a baby. 
They were dead, their pinched and 
sorrowful faces turned to the deck 
above them.

How long I stood there I don't 
know, staring down at this mute evi
dence of suffering. I tell you, I have 
never seen such sadness on any living 
human face as rested there eternally.

Father, mother, and baby departed 
together on that other long voyage 
whence we never return to our home 
port.

I pulled the blanket up over them 
and went out and put the lamp back in 
its bracket and went on deck. I hailed 
my boat, and after some difficulty got 
aboard the Laughing Lass without 
wetting even my feet.

Very briefly I explained to Rey
nolds what I had found, and laid the 
ship's papers before him.

“ What now ? ” I demanded.
He looked at me thoughtfully and 

shook his head. “  I don't know till I 
have a talk with Hosinia.”

As he seemed inclined to study the 
papers, I went and found the girl in 
her room. She was standing up, and 
before her lay the casket, which, I 
knew, usually contained the crystal.

“ Did you see— the others ? ” she 
asked, turning her sad eyes on mine.

“ Yes, I did," I answered. “ I 
brought off the ship's papers, too."

“ So they have passed out of this 
world,” she said, half to herself. “ The 
three of them.”

“  How do you know there were 
three?” I demanded. “ Some of the 
men we rescued say so? ”

“ I haven't seen them,” she respond
ed quietly. “ And she prayed so hard 
for her baby. I failed her in her ex
tremity.”

She suddenly threw her arms out in 
an extraordinary gesture of pain.

“ By Heavens'! I know five men 
you saved,” said I. “ Even if you 
couldn't reach the Harvest Queen in 
time to rescue the skipper and his wife 
you got us here in time to get the liv

ing ones and pull them out of the pit. 
By the way, Captain Reynolds says we 
must wait till you say the word before 
we start the engines.”

Her amazing loveliness deepened as 
she hesitated. She was about to speak 
when there was a knock at the door. 
It was the chief steward with word 
that one of the rescued men wished to 
see me.

“ I’ll go with you,” said Hosinia, 
if you don’t mind.”
“ Come ahead,” I told-her, and we 

went down into the steaming main- 
deck, the steward padding just in 
front of us. We came to his own 
room.

“ He’s in here, sir,” the steward 
said apologetically, and stepped aside.

I went in first and Hosinia followed 
me, closing the door after her. We 
both stopped by the side of the bunk 
on which lay an extraordinarily emaci
ated man whose frost-blackened hands 
lay motionless on the white coverlet.

I heard Hosinia sigh profoundly. 
We were in the presence of death. His 
wings were rustling over our heads 
and his shadow' lay on the man who 
looked up at us with an expression of 
incredible sadness.

“ What is it you want to tell me? ” 
I asked.

“  The log will tell you what hap
pened to the ship. But they tell me 
you went back to her.”

“ I did,” I answered.
“ Did you see t h e m ? ’ '  he demanded 

huskily.
“ Yes,” I assented.
“  She wanted to save the baby, and 

we was a wreck then, sir. Me and the 
old man did what we knew how to do, 
I being a family man myself, sir. But 
she died, sir, and the baby died, sir. 
x\nd the skipper died, sir. So, says I, 
we’ll let them sleep together one night. 
And we laid ’em together, he and she, 
and their baby between them. It was 
a long voyage, sir.”

“ I haven’t looked the papers over 
vet,” I said after a long pause. “ How 
many days had you been at sea ? ”
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He cackled harshly. “ Days! The 
Harvest Queen had been three years 
drifting down into these latitudes 
when you sighted us. Ye see, we ex
pected to be picked up almost any day 
until the last two months.

“ Then we drifted into these waters, 
and the skipper says to all hands that 
we must be cheerful and his wife 
knows some one will come and resky 
us. The men died fast, sir.

“ But when the kid died we kind of 
gave up. We’d been looking for’ad 
to having the kid to cheer us up. And 
when it come it died on us. And the 
lady wasn’t with us any more to cheer 
us up, and the ice— t-t-the i-i-ce.”

Instantly Hosinia knelt by the dy
ing man’s side and stretched her warm 
arms across him as if to keep the dark 
wings above him from brushing his 
face.

“ You say you are a family man. 
Where do they live? What is your 
name ? ’’

It was evident that he was making 
a valiant effort to stave off the coma 
that was numbing his senses. He 
managed to pronounce the word “ Ste
vens ” and “ Oakland.’’

Hosinia rose, and the dark plu- 
maged bird whose shadow had hov
ered about us settled down.

With a little moan Hosinia crept 
into my arms, and I felt her body 
shaken with deep sobs. Presently she 
drew away and vanished. I called the 
steward and the carpenter and gave 
the necessary orders.

When I had reported the man’s 
death to Reynolds, he said briefly: “ I 
see by these papers that there is eleven 
thousand pounds aboard that ship. I'll 
go myself and get it. In some secret 
memoranda of the captain’s I find its 
location. By the way, that man Ste
vens was mate of the Plarvest Queen."

Of course it was business for the 
old man to lay his hands on money 
wherever he could. He was just a 
pocket miner, after all, and this pros
pecting trip into the antarctic was no 
cheap one.

So I sympathized with him, and he 
went off for the wreck. When he came 
back three hours later he had the 
money, all in Bank of England notes 
and a little gold.

“ You’ve given no directions yet,” 
I reminded him.

“ I’ll have a talk with Hosinia,” he 
said quickly. “ Just stow this loot in 
the big treasure safe.’’

It was half an hour later that a 
quartermaster told me the captain 
wished to see me in the chart-room. I 
hastened thither, and found Hosinia 
land Reynolds staring at each other 
across the big chart table.

“ I’ve just been telling her what suc
cess I had in getting that treasure off 
the Harvest Queen,” he said slowly. 
“ But she says she doesn’t know where 
to go next— we’ve got to get north out 
of this ice— until we have all looked 
at the crystal.”

“ That is true,” she murmured.
“ Well,” said I, “ if she says that, by 

all means have a look.”
“ I’m afraid to look! ” she cried.
Reynolds smiled. “ My dear girl, 

I ’ve hunted for you for two years. I’ve 
trusted you and you’ve made good. 
I ’ve something over fifty thousand 
dollars which you got me. Now be a 
good girl and find us some more.”

I think an outsider would have felt 
the chill in the air when he had said 
this. That glorious girl was silent for 
a long minute. Then she looked 
straight at me.

“ This is the last time I shall ever 
gaze into that sphere,” she remarked, 
“ It has guided me several years. And 
now that I am going to look into it for 
the last time, I want both of you to see 
wrhat I see. Then we’ll have our final 
orders.”

She turned sharply to Reynolds and 
asked | “ Will you abide by what you 
see?”

“ Seeing that so far that crystal 
hasn’t made any mistakes, and got me 
fifty-five thousand dollars. I’m willing 
to trust it,” he said. “ Just find out 
where loot lies ready to my hand.”
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“ Come back at three o'clock/’ she 
said simply.

We left, and I went down to the 
main-deck and saw the other rescued 
men. They were pretty near dead, but 
could talk. They explained to me how 
the Harvest Oueen had been dismast
ed— how they had managed to keep 
alive for the years that they drifted—  
how many jury rigs they had succeed
ed in getting aloft— and one of them 
said: “ Mr. Mate, we done our best 
for the sake of the lady."

So he died, telling me that for the 
sake of the captain’s wife he and his 
mates had struggled month after 
month to save their ship and get her 
into some port. “ We all hoped the 
baby would have blue eyes like his 
ma,” he concluded.

When I had drawn the blanket over 
his face I turned and saw Hosinia be
hind me. She was crying softly, with 
her lovely hands over her eyes. Again 
I knew that I loved her. But all I did 
was to pat her hand.

“ Are babies’ eyes the color of their 
mother’s ? ’’ she sobbed.

“ I don't know the answer to that,’’ 
I told her.

She shook for a moment, and then 
stooped over the dead man. Her eyes 
flamed, and through her parted lips the 
breath went swiftly.

“ I found you too late," she mur
mured. “ I have lost my magic. It 
is dead. All love is death.’’

I led her away, and as I did so I 
realized that the Laughing Lass was 
rolling heavily in a rising sea. There 
was an undercurrent that worried me. 
In those latitudes storms reach their 
highest intensity. Few skippers have 
ever risked that sea.

Once in her room she said again, 
“ Three o’clock,” and flung herself on 
the bunk.

At precisely three the skipper and I 
knocked on her door. Without a word 
she led the way into the next cabin—  
the one she had draped with black. The 
light burned on the bulkhead and the 
crystal ball rested on its stand, appar

ently unaffected by the rolling of the 
steamer.

“ This is our last sight of the fu
ture,” she said quietly, “ Captain Rey
nolds, do you look first? ”

“ This ends it for all of its,” he 
said.

“ It is the destiny of us all,” she re
sponded.

Very carefully Reynolds sat him 
down in the chair and pulled the little 
veil over his head. Nothing was said 
for a quarter of an hour. Then he got 
up, white-faced, and went out.

Hosinia took his place, and I saw 
her bow her head presently. But 
when she rose and motioned me to the 
seat she did not leave. I sat down and 
put the veil over my head and stared 
into the lucent crystal.

At first I saw nothing. Then a ro
seate cloud filled the sphere. It re
mained a moment and then blew away 
before some invisible wind. Followed 
a ship with a white star on its funnel. 
Reynolds and I were on the bridge.

The steamer fled on swiftly till high 
heads of land appeared, then a light
house, then the heights of San Fran
cisco.

It seemed to me that the steamer 
reached its dock with incredible swift
ness, wore into its berth and became 
still and silent. That scene faded and 
another slowly developed.

It was the interior of a room and a 
cradle stood in the middle. On one 
side stood Hosinia; on the other my
self. Suddenly Hosinia bent over and 
kissed me. The crystal clouded and 
was a blank.

“ I have seen," I said, rising.
She blushed divinely. “ What did 

you see? ”
“ San Francisco, and a room with a 

cradle between you and me,” I an
swered gently.

“ Do babies have the same color in 
their eyes that their mamas do? ” she 
whispered.

I looked for the first time full into 
her gorgeous and tender eyes. “  They 
do,” I said, and held out my arms.
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She lifted her face to mine and we 
kissed, very soft!}', like people who 
were afraid of happiness.

Then she said into my ear: “ Take 
the crystal and sink it in the sea. Our 
child must never know this curse.” 

“ Curse?” I echoed. “ It has 
brought us happiness by devious ways. 
It has brought you to me, and the 
skipper has eleven thousand pounds.” 

“ Sink it in the sea! ” she command- 
ed me. “ Let us see only happiness 
before us. It might— our baby might: 
die, and it would tell us. It must not! 
S h e  must not! ”

“ How do 3-ou know it’ll be a girl? ” 
I demanded, looking into her eyes.

She bowed her head. “  I looked 
into the cradle,” she whispered.

An hour later Reynolds looked at us 
with a gloomy eye. “ So you’ve 
thrown it overboard, have you? Well.

’Frisco it is. But ”— he turned a bit
ter face to the gray sky— “ I’ve always 
been only a pocket miner. I never 
found a real vein yet in all my life.” 

Hosinia cried on my shoulder.
“ I’ll marry the two of ye this eve

ning and register it on the log,” said 
Reynolds. “ I was going to divide up 
that loot with you. The wedding fee 
will be two-thirds of eleven thousand 
pounds, one pound deducted to buy 
you a present.”

He opened the trap hatch and 
bawled down to the man at the wheel: 
“ North-three-quarters-east.”

In response to his gesture I rang the 
engines ahead. Thus we left the sink
ing derelict and steamed north.

As I stood my watch the most beau
tiful woman in the world was by my 
side, trusting me for the course we 
were to steer the rest of our lives.

A DILEMMA.

Helco ! why, here’s a note from May—
For well that dainty hand I know—

I wonder what she has to say,
When last she wrote ’twas long ago.

My heart I swore was hers alone—
And so it was for that brief time—

I humbly worshiped at her throne 
And vowed my perfect faith in rime.

But ’twas not that which made us part—
Although my verse was not the best—<

We soon were cured of Cupid’s dart,
And then— you well can guess the rest.

What news now will this letter bring?
It’s friendly at the start: “  Dear Jack,

I ’m to be married in the spring.
And so please send my picture back.”

Well, that’s a nice request to make—
" Her picture— what else does she say?
'And so she wants it “ for my sake,”

And signs it: “ Yours as ever, May.”
Not mine now, that time long has passed—

Her picture— two hearts o’er it crossed—
Where was it now I saw it last?

Confound the thing, it must be lost!
Flavel Scott Mines.
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J OHNSON watched his visitor 
take another greedy sip at his 
rum. The uncanniness of it 

fascinated him. The fellow would 
talk for a long enough interval and 
seemingly forget his tumbler; then he 
would start, stare blindly for a mo
ment at the trembling brown liquid, 
and jerk the glass to his lips with the 
gesture of a man dying of thirst.

Not that he drank heavily. He had 
been there an hour, and his grog, 
three - quarters water to begin with, 
was only half finished. He -was per
haps sixty years old, had a grizzled 
beard, and wore earrings.

“ Oh, yes! ” he said, resuming the 
disjointed conversation; “ I’ve been 
around the world seventeen— eighteen 
times, but I will never go no more—  
p lu s  ja m a is !  Back to France as soon 
as I can get a boat, and then Pierre 
Duclos will plant cabbages. Since my 
affair of Madagascar ” —  he pro
nounced it Madagascar  ̂—  “ since my 
affair of Madagascar— ”

He made another grab at his glass, 
and drained it at a single gulp.

“ I must tell you.”
Which he did.

Many very strange people come to 
Marseilles. You can drink more 
strange liquors there, smoke more
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strange tobaccoes, have more strange 
things happen to you, than anywhere 
else in the world— not excepting Sai
gon or New York.

It was toward the close of the Colo
nial Exposition there. On the streets 
you saw six turbans to one hat.

I had been drinking beer that eve
ning with Baptiste Dupont, of the 
M e s s a g e r ie s  M a r it im e s , and it was al
ready late when there came up to 
where we were sitting a certain big 
Hova from Tamative.

You don’t know who the Hovas are. 
B ie n !  The Hovas ruled Madagascar 
before the French came in. They 
owned it, and all the other tribes of 
the island were their slaves.

They were proud, and— I tell you 
what— when the French came in and 
broke their power and carried their 
beautiful Queen Ranavalo away a pris
oner they didn't like it.

But I knew this Hova well, for I 
had sailed two cruises with him on 
the Anne-Marie. Rabawani was his 
name, and- he was six feet high and 
very strong and straight. All other 
negroes were afraid of Rabawani. 
They said he could work sorcery and 
had the gift of the evil eye.

But p o u f !  A white man mocks at 
such things until— until something ar
rives that brings him wisdom.
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But, even so, I never mocked at Ra
bawani. No, Rabawani was not a 
man to make fun of. He was proud 
and lithe like a tiger. And at times 1 
could see things in his face that made 
me think of all those aristocratic 
Hovas we put to work when we freed 
their slaves and took their queen away.

Some day perhaps they would come 
back. I shouldn’t like to face ten regi
ments of Rabawanis— no, not me.

E h ,  b ie n !  This man Rabawani 
came up to where we were sitting and 
looked at me in a way which gave me 
just a little secret tremble, for his eyes 
were fixed and black.

Then, very politely, he saluted and 
handed me something. It was a band 
of dry snakeskin with a large, uncut 
emerald fastened to it. And before I 
could ask a question Rabawani spoke 
up and says:

“ M o n s ie u r  le  c a p ita in c , she who 
sends this to you wants you to come 
to her without delay.”

I stared up at Rabawani. There 
wasn’t a twitch or wrinkle in his big 
brown face. I looked at Baptiste.

“ Go ahead,” he told me with a grin.
Then I stared at the thing in ray 

hand, and it seemed to be urging me 
most of all.' It was a snakeskin brace
let, and it made me tremble a little.

For with that big emerald it seemed 
to have all the mystery of all the 
snakes that ever lived. I had seen a 
slave - girl once in Zanzibar with a  
bracelet like that, and she—

So by and by I told Baptiste good 
night. “ And, Rabawani,” I said,
“ you may lead the way.”

He led me straight down to the 
Yieux Port, and along the dark, de
serted quay to where a small rowboat 
was tied. We got in and he rowed 
me, speaking no word, through the 
shipping and past the fort to just out
side where lay a bark.

The tide was running strong, and 
Rabawani in making his way up to 
her passed close under her stern. In 
read her name. It was the Anne- 
Marie.

“  T i e  n s , this is strange,” said I to 
myself; “ only this afternoon I was 
talking to Captain Lafayette of the 
Anne - Marie, and he said nothing 
about having a lady aboard. Neither 
had he been drinking.”

Still, many queer things can happen 
in Marseilles.

“ Is Captain Lafayette aboard?” I 
asked Rabawani carelessly.

He answered me yes, and I suspect
ed no evil as we came over the side 
onto the dark deck. But then, as Ra
bawani followed me, B a n !

The little boat we had come out in 
had had her bottom smashed, and was 
filling as she swirled away.

I didn’t like that, I tell you. Ra
bawani and I had been seen rowing 
away together in that small boat per
haps.

Then the wreck of that small boat 
comes sweeping into the Vieux Port 
with the tide, and the harbor police 
would say: “ Too bad; our old friend, 
Captain Dttclos, is drowned! ”

No, I didn’t like that; and I turned 
to tell Rabawani so, but suddenly a 
score of black men were swarming 
about us— Hovas, all of them.

“ Where is Captain Lafayette?” I 
demanded very loud. I wanted to at
tract attention.

For answer some one seized me by 
the shoulders and brought his face 
very close to mine. It was Rabawani, 
and what he said was this:

“ You are Captain Lafayette! ”
Then before I knew it he was 

dangling that big emerald from its 
snakeskin right in front of my eyes. 
For a while 1 saw it shimmer there 
like a phosphorescent fish-hook.

After that it got smaller and smaller, 
farther and farther away, until at last 
it looked like the starboard-light of a 
ship in the sky, and I felt myself fall
ing over backward asleep.

That's w;hat happened to me on the 
deck of the Anne-Marie in the harbor 
of Marseilles.

Did you ever smell Mozambique? 
If so, you will recognize it when you
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smell it -again. You can tell Havana 
by the smell, Saigon by the smell, Tou
lon, Naples, A lg e r ,  B a r c c lo n c .

When Rabawani put me to sleep I 
was still smelling Marseilles. When I 
woke up I noticed the land breeze—  
very warm, very peculiar, something 
like the inside of a coconut, and I 
knew that it was Mozambique.

Then I felt the burning of liquor in 
my throat and a paip on top of my 
head. I was in a bunk in a strange 
cabin. A strange negro was standing 
there at my side with a black bottle in 
his hand

“ What is the matter ? ” I asked.
The negro grinned and clicked out 

something that I didn’t understand, 
but offered me another drink.

I looked around. I recognized it.
1 had drank in that cabin before, but 
it was with my old friend, Captain 
Lafayette. I was in his quarters, 
aboard the Anne - Marie. I sniffed 
again— Mozambique! Then the door 
opened, and there was Rabawani.

I confess it— I began to be fright
ened. How did it come about that I 
woke up in Mozambique when I went 
to sleep in Marseilles? And why 
should Rabawani come walking like 
that into the captain’s cabin, as though 
he owned the ship?

Rabawani looked at me and I looked 
at him. Then I noticed a white man 
just behind him, and I felt, a little 
better.

So everything was all right, after 
all. A little too much rum perhaps, 
and that was all. But the white man 
was looking serious.

“ How did it happen?” he asked, 
coming forward and taking my u'rist.

“ He slipped and fell in the com
panionway, doctor.” said Rabawani.

It was all news to me, so I listened.
“ When?”
“ An hour ago.”
“ Unconscious ever since?”
“ He showed life when we poured 

the rum into him.”
“ He’s had too much already,” said 

the doctor.

“ Yes, he drinks a lot,” Rabawani 
answered; "Captain Lafayette drinks 
a lot, but he’s a mighty good skipper. 
Captain Lafayette— ”

He started to call me that again, 
when suddenly I remembered. I saw 
it all.

“ Lafayette’s murdered!” I shout
ed; “ I’m not Lafayette— I’m Duclos!”

I tried to jump out of my berth, 
but the doctor and Rabawani held me.

“ Hold on there, M. le Captain! ” 
said the doctor, trying to calm me. He 
turned to Rabawani. “ I told you he 
had too much,” he said.

Worst of all, I felt myself going—  
going —  just as I did back there in 
Marseilles. For a time I was crazy 
with fear and rage. Then I got a grip 
on myself— began to think.

What brought me to? What woke 
me up? Was it the crack on the head 
or the rum? Rum —  Rabawani said 
it. And I had enough sense to smile 
a little and give in and to call for rum, 
rum! —  and say that I felt all right 
again. So Rabawani gave me rum, 
although the doctor quarreled with him 
and wanted to give me bromid instead.

At last the doctor went away, and 
I pretended to sleep. Soon Rabawani 
came and stared long at me in the face, 
said strange words in Malgash. But 
stronger than his spells was the brown 
liquor at work-in brain and artery. I 
thought that this very night I would 
escape, tell my story to the port au
thorities, and have Rabawani arrested.

Rabawani spoke in Malgash to the 
negro who had been guarding me, and 
presently both went out, taking the 
bottle of rum with them.

By and by I crawled out of my 
berth. The ship was at anchor. I 
looked about me. Log, sextant, chro
nometer were all there in good order. 
Ten o’clock ! I looked at the log and 
found my own writing —  Zanzibar, 
Aden, Suez, Port Said, Marseilles.

D i e u !  What had happened to me? 
Who was I ? What had I been doing ? 
What was I doing now?

I crept up the companionway and
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out onto the deck. The ship seemed 
to be deserted. Far away over the 
port rail I could see the lights of Mo
zambique. No ship was near us. All, 
the boats were gone. I looked over 
the side, meditating a jump. But there 
was a streak like fire in the water right 
below me, and I remembered the 
sharks.

I heard voices forward, and I 
sneaked up to an open hatch, where a 
light shone up from below. Half a 
dozen negroes were there around 
a grindstone, sharpening knives and 
daggers.

I listened. I know only those words 
of Malgash which every sailor knows.
I heard them all— women, gold, liquor, 
blood.

Again fear took me, sent me stag
gering away. What if I should fall 
asleep again? What if I again become 
Captain Lafayette? What then? 
What will they make me do? What 
will Rabawani make me do?

That is what is in my heart and 
makes me so afraid. M o n  D i e i i !  I 
must have rum— the only way to con
jure off the spell of Rabawani, to keep 
me what I am. I prayed— prayed for 
rum, rum! as a Christian asks for 
grace.

There was a storehouse amidships, 
and as I crept past that I smelled what 
I was looking for. But the door was 
padlocked.

Into the galley I went and, s a p r is t i !  
— there was a bottle of rum right off.
I took a long pull; then, as I heard the 
sound of many boats coming out from 
the shore, I ran below to my cabin, 
shoved the bottle under my mattress, 
and tumbled in.

Two minutes, five minutes later 
Rabawani himself came into my room 
and stood looking down at me. For a 
while he was talking to himself, and I 
could feel that he was making passes 
over my head. Then he said in French :
“  Captain, wake up.”

I turned over and opened my eyes,
He said: “ We are sailing to-night 

for Mojanga. You take the ship there

direct; but, if we arrive in the day
time, you lie off until after sundown. 
Understand ? ”

I understood. I was beginning to 
understand better than he thought. 
Mojanga! That was the shipping-port 
of the West Madagascar gold-mines.

“ And in the harbor,” Rabawani 
went on, “ you will see a steamer with 
a long, slim funnel and two masts—  
the President Loubet. You will bring 
us alongside of her close enough for 
us to get a couple of grappling-hooks 
on. Got that?”

• When he asked me that question, 
my friend, I was so overcome I could 
scarcely answer. If I had suspected 
at first, now I was sure— Mojanga, the 
gold port; the President Loubet, the 
government steamer that carried the 
gold to Tamatave ■—  the President 
Loubet, with her little crew and all her 
innocent passengers, colonists and their 
families, that she always carried up 
from the south!

Rabawani was watching me intent
ly. Perhaps he saw my expression 
change. For: “ You move along,
quick,” he said, “ or I’ll, give you an
other crack on the head.”

Aha! So I hadn’t fallen down a 
companionway, after all! He had 
struck me. In my heart I swore two 
things: to kill Rabawani and save the 
President Loubet. But how?

When I got on deck I had a chance, 
for the first time, to get an idea of how 
many men we had on board. There 
must have been more than a hundred 
— all blacks. And from the stray 
words I heard— Spanish. Portuguese, 
English, French —  I learned that the 
Anne-Marie must have been taking 
them on all down the east coast of 
Africa.

They crowded around me like black 
ghosts. More villains were -never seen 
collected together on a single deck. It 
was a congress of sin and ugliness. 
Some of them had already cast off all 
clothing, if they ever had any.

Others had added to their decora
tion in savage ways— nose-rings, red



448 T H E  A R G O S Y .

and yellow breech-clouts, bead neck
laces. What chance would the pas
sengers and crew of the President 
Loubet have with them?

At the wheel was a tall pirate of an 
Arab who seemed to understand, his 
business. He wore sea-clothes, and the 
way he talked I saw he was an officer.

Aloft were a dozen men shaking out 
the sails. They evidently had enough 
able-bodied seamen aboard besides the 
naked savages. I turned to the man at 
the wheel. .

“ Keep her steady east-sou’east,” I 
said; “ and let her have all the canvas- 
she can carry. If this breeze holds, 
we ought to raise Mojanga to-morrow 
afternoon late.”

That was the time limit I had. But 
what was I to do? I walked forward, 
picking my way among the savages. 
They were so thick it wasn’t easy.

And then, as I looked forward over 
the dripping bow toward Mojanga, 
and I thought of the French people 
there— the women and children, so un
suspecting— I became desperate.

There -were good sailors aboard. 
They would know it if I gave them a 
false course. I couldn’t run them on 
the rocks. They knew the coast too 
well for that.

I might blow up the ship, but how 
could I ever reach the magazines? 
Besides, I doubted if there was much 
powder on board. Again, if I signaled 
a passing ship, they would cut my 
throat.

They’d kill me, anyway, when my 
work was done; but if I died too soon, 
what would become of the Loubet?

Should I bum the Anne-Marie with 
all on board? I decided to do it if I 
got the chance. But I felt, even then, 
that I was being watched.

We dropped Mozambique, then some 
of the savages brought their war- 
drums up. They were beginning to 
celebrate, and their music made me 
sick. I went below to my cabin. I 
had to think.

I thought of the next night, and of 
Marseilles, and of how 'foolish my

plans had always been when all the 
time I was to die like this.

While I lay there Rabawani again 
came into my room and looked at me 
by the light of the swinging lamp—  
uneasy about something. Perhaps he 
suspected. I groaned and stirred, as 
though I were ill.

He seemed interested, stepped soft
ly toward me like a panther. He 
leaned over me.

Then all that I had been thinking 
about:—my fear, my sadness, my hopes 
■—flashed up in my brain like fire; and 
before I knew what I was about I had 
him by the throat.

I held him, I tell you, although his 
first lunge, upward and back, pulled 
me clean out of my berth. And I 
didn’t even touch the floor. I wrapped 
my legs around him and my fingers 
sank and sank. I felt only that. I 
saw only red and black.

Presently I was standing there 
dazed, catching my breath, Rabawani 
on the floor. One of his arms was 
stretched out, the hand like the claw of 
a mammoth bird. Just over the hand 
was the snakeskin and the emerald.

I took them off and put them on my 
own wrist. I didn’t know what I was 
going to do. but I knew I must do 
something quick. I searched him, 
found a bunch of keys and a revolver. 
These I put in my pocket, then I put 
out the light.

The last I saw of Rabawani! A 
man who sleeps and has a nightmare. 
Did he ever wake up ?

Once on deck, I was no longer 
afraid. I had my nerve back— got it 
back by striking my first blow.

First I thought of the man at the 
wheel. There was the greatest danger 
now. The deck was covered with 
sleeping men. It was sultry and there 
was but little breeze.

By the stars I knew that it would 
soon be dawn. It was so dark that 
the man at the wheel didn’t know who 
I was until I stood beside him. He 
asked me what I was doing there, and 
I think he trembled some.
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“ Call some one to relieve you,” I 
said.

He asked me why.
“ Because,” I said, “ he who sends 

this vvants to see you.” And into the 
light of the binnacle I shoved the 
snakeskin bracelet.

Was it that he went yellow, or was 
it the first flash of the tropic dawn that 
made him look like that.

But when- he saw what I had at the 
wrist he called a sailorman to take the 
wheel, and he started down the com- 
panionwav.

He tried to look back at me when he 
was half-way down, but he never got 
the chance.

I learned the sa v a te  many years ago, 
and I planted him a c o u p  in the back 
of the head that sent him senseless to 
the deck below.

• Next, I ran to the storehouse. I had 
but one idea. There may be powder 
there— enough to blow up the ship. If 
not, I’d start a fire.

As though their instincts warned 
them, the sleepers began to stir. Some 
looked at me and chattered. Others 
were silent, evil, suspicious.

I unlocked the storeroom door and 
closed it behind me. In the darkness 
I scratched a match and looked around.

There was no powder there; a few 
kegs of biscuit, a ham, three barrels of 
pork, flour, and— a hogshead of rum!

S a p r is t i !  I had prayed for rum. 
Here was a hogsheadful. My heart 
began to jump, just why as yet wasn’t 
sure.

I went to the door. I heard the 
crowd outside calling for their morn
ing grog, while the cook was swear
ing. He must have missed that bottle 
I took in the night.

What shall I do? I had an inspira
tion, threw open the storehouse door.

“ Rabawani gives rum to every 
one! ”

The crowd came my way. The cook 
was out on the jump. He was a pow
erful Portuguese black, and when he 
saw the storeroom door open his eyes 
glistened.

14 A

I guess Rabawani had held him 
down close. With him was a naked 
old chief with a feather head-dress. 
The three of us went back into the 
storeroom together. We started to tap 
the hogshead, but that was going to 
take too long.

” Roll her out on deck,” I command
ed, “ and lash her to the rail.”

Excitement spread. There was such 
pushing and gibbering, howls and 
frolic, I tell you, that I was glad that 
Rabawani and that Arab mate of his 
were deaf.

In the storeroom there had been a 
pile of pannikins and dippers. By the 
time the hogshead was in place every 
one seemed to have one.

Then, as the cook fumbled with a 
wooden faucet, the crowd opened, let 
in a naked Malgash with an ax. He 
gave a whoop, knocked in the top al
together.

Rum shot up into the air twenty 
feet. Before it came down again the 
crowd was crazy. Those nearest be
gan to bale up liquor like men in a 
leaky boat.

They shoved their arms and heads in, 
screeched and gurgled. Those behind 
them fought and shoved and climbed 
over each other. Men were going to 
the deck ten at a time.

A gang of Somalis broke out of the 
mob, shouting and laughing. They 
carried a big tin bucket that slopped 
over-as they walked. Other groups 
staggered away with stew-pans, tin 
cups, and pitchers.

Suddenly I felt the old ship yaw and 
looked aft. Even the wheel was de
serted.

A red mist had smothered the sun. 
but the breeze was rising, and we still 
carried all sail. No need now to burn 
the ship.

There was a dory swung from a pair 
of rickety davits just for’ard of the 
waist. That part of the ship was de
serted.

While the mob rioted, I half-hitched 
the falls, cut them both at once, and 
the little boat slid down to the water



450 T H E  A R G O S Y .

like a tired duck. I tied her fast; then, 
while she bobbed alongside, got over 
some bread and water.

As I took my last look there were 
fewer around the hogshead, except for 
those who were dead to the world.

The deck was reeking. There was 
bellowing and queer song. Some of 
the more sober ones had brought out 
their drums again and were booming 
out a drunken death-dance. And as I 
cut loose at last and drifted astern, I 
heard something else. It was a shriek 
and the sound of blows. They had be
gun to fight.

I knew then that the President 
Loubet was safe. I knew that those 
aboard her— the colonists and their 
wives and children— would get safely 
away to Tamatave.

I cared no longer what might hap
pen now. I was in the middle of 
Mozambique Channel, alone in a dory; 
but I did not care.

The Anne-Marie was melting away 
in the red mist. The breeze made her 
canvas snap, and she straightened up 
one moment like a lady surprised in 
sleep.

Again she yawed and started off. 
But she knew that something was 
wrong, I'guess. For, by and by, with 
the tomtom music and the yells and the 
shrieks getting more savage ever, she 
tacked again, arid then, as though she, 
too, were drunk, began to stagger back 
towrard Mozambique.

Just then I felt something cold 
against my wrist. It was the snake- 
skin bracelet. I cast it into the sea.

The old man had drawn out a soiled 
newspaper clipping, which he asked 
Johnson to read. It was merely a two- 
line Lloyd report of missing ships—  
.the French bark Anne-Marie, Captain 
P. Lafayette, last reported at Mozam
bique.

A REPROACH.

T he room is ablaze with countless lights,
The faces catch the glow;

Like the song of hidden water sprites 
The rhythmic waltz strains flow.

And I am one of a dozen men 
Who bow before your throne.

Ah Rosalie, I remember"when 
I was the only one!

Last summer I was the only one 
Who waited for your smile—

When we rowed about the lake alone.
And tramped for many a mile.

Then there were dozens of girls around 
As fair as they could be,

„ Yet in my eyes you were always found 
The only one for me.

Now, when I ask for a single dance 
You hand to me your card—

Ah, sweet indeed is that smile and glance 
But fate is very hard;

For every dance on your card is gone—■
There’s not an empty line.

And a certain “ F ” has five alone—
What! Are those dances mine?

F la v e l  S c o t t  M in e s .
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ISS DEBBS walked serenely 
into the “ old man's ” office. 
She was a demure little 

piece of femininity, about eighteen 
years old. She had hair of rare gold, 
a pair of heavenly blue eyes, and as 
neat and trim a figure, in her gray, 
tailor-made dress, as I have ever had 
the pleasure to see.

Now there were two things about 
which the “ old man ” was notoriously 
cranky; he insisted upon concentrated 
attention to work from his men, and 
the perpetual absence from his office 
of women.
■ When Miss Debbs appeared all the 

fellows made a dash for the rail, and 
this unusual commotion brought the 
“ old man ” to his door.

When he saw the cause of the dis
turbance he frowned, turned abruptly 
to reenter his office, paused, looked at 
the girl standing by the rail, then went 
over to her.

“ Well, Miss, what is it you want? ” 
he said very bruskly.

“ I wanted to see Mr. Worthington, 
sir,” she answered tremulously.

“ I am Mr. Worthington.”
“ Oh!” said the girl with a little 

gasp. “ I am Miss Debbs.” And she 
blushed very prettily.

“ Well?” said the “ old man,” 
growing impatient.

45i

“  If you please, sir, Mr. McLean, 
up-stairs, told me to call and you 
would give me a position.”

“ Oh, he did, did he? Well, you go 
right back to Mr. McLean and ask him 
■ when he began running my office.”

I may mention that McLean was the 
most noted rival of our firm, and that 
a great deal of animosity existed be
tween the two men. The “ old man ” 
always prided himself that no one 
could “ do him,” but McLean had sev
eral times come very near it.

“ But, sir,” continued the girl, “ he 
told me positively, yesterday, you 
would be ready for me this morning. 
So I came prepared to work, and be
sides, my mother— ” Here she wiped 
away a furtive tear. “ You see, sir, I 
support my mother, and— and, I have 
not had work for several weeks.”

The boss happened to glance behind 
him, and seeing its all staring, he 
opened the wicket and escorted the girl 
into his sanctum, scowling at us as he 
passed.

What took place inside no one ever 
knew. But, bomb No. 1 burst when 
Miss Debbs appeared minus hat and 
gloves and came over to my desk.

“ Please, sir, Mr. Worthington said 
you were to put me to work.”

I gazed at her speechless, but finally 
managed to say:
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“ Put you to work ? ”
“  If you please, sir/’
“  At what ? ”
“  He didn’t say, sir,” and as I start

ed toward the sanctum, she added: “ If 
you please, sir, Mr. Worthington went 
out the other door.”

I didn’t wonder he had, for I knew 
he would not care to face the staff for 
a wrhile after this episode.

I consulted the bookkeeper and 
cashier and we decided to put her at 
the telephone and inquiry desk, as we 
felt it due the office to exhibit the prize 
we had captured. So we ousted Ru
fus, the present incumbent, and in
stalled Miss Debbs.

Bomb No. 2 fell when the boss ap
peared with Miss Debbs’s hat, gloves 
and hand-bag.

“ Walton,” he said, “ that young 
woman who w-as here has gone, and 
she left her stuff in my office. Please 
find her and return it. I left her to go 
up-stairs and tell McLean a few things. 
W h y! Walton, what does this mean ? ”

He had just caught sight of the in
quiry desk.

I started to explain, but Miss Debbs 
floated past me and reached for her 
things.

“ It’s— it’s all my fault, Mr. Worth
ington. If you remember, you re
marked, as you went out, that if Mr. 
McLean had said you would give me 
work, of course you would; and to 
wait until you saw Air. McLean. I 
waited, but as you did not return, I 
got Mr. Walton to start me. It seemed 
a pity to be wasting time. O f course, 
if you have changed voar mind— ”

Again she wiped away a tear.
The boss glared at her, then began 

to laugh.
“  I— I— well, I guess the joke is on 

me. Hang up your things, Miss 
Debbs; and Walton, I wish to see you.”

Then he disappeared in his office.
Concentration and Order soon got to 

be things of the past. Miss Debbs got 
to the office at all hours; worked when 
she felt so inclined, and generally de
moralized the staff.

Every one, from Rufus to the “ old 
man,” was, figuratively speaking, at 
her feet. And after she left we learned 
there was not an unmarried man on the 
staff who had not proposed.

Whenever the boss spoke to her 
about punctuality she would wipe away 
that furtive tear. And twice, when he 
talked of getting a new operator, she 
turned her big, liquid eyes on him and 
murmured “ Mother.”

I wras several times called into the 
sanctum to discuss her.

“  Hang it all, Walton,” he said on 
one occasion, “ what can we do about 
that girl? She has demoralized you 
all. And as for system! Great Heav
ens! there is none now. I hate to say 
anything to her, for I take it she has 
never worked before, and I guess her 
mother depends upon her earnings. 
She has never told me so directly, but 
then you know her way. Just mur
murs when I speak to her. Poor little 
g irl! It is a pity she is so shy.”

Thus things went on. Miss Debbs 
practically ran the office. Not that she 
knew it, she was too demure, and I 
often imagined her fright if she should 
think such a thing.

Like most girls, she had fads. First 
books, and we got her all the latest 
novels. Then “ The Island,” and I 
know she received invitations from 
Rufus up to my sc1 f. I knew I was 
foolish to go, and I was always in 
dread of being seen by one of the staff, 
but I went. Her next fad was fancy 
work, and it used to amuse me to 
watch the boys sneaking in sofa-covers 
and bits of printed cloth.

During the winter she contracted a 
cold and was forthwith the recipient 
of everything from cough-drops to 
smelling-salts. The boss sent her home 
in a taxi, and for a week we worked in 
suspense.

In the spring she got the idea that 
the office looked cheerless, and one day 
a man arrived with window boxes 
filled with flowers. The boss was mad 
and the things he said— well— Miss 
Debbs, as usual, floated over to him.
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“ Oh, please, please, Mr. Worthing
ton, don’t blame Mr. Walton. It was 
I who ordered them. It makes the 
office so cheery, and I intended paying 
for them. But, of course, if you— if 
I ”— here she got her handkerchief—  
“  have done wrong— ”

What need to go further. The 
boxes remained and the firm stood for 
them.

Then she ordered several leather 
cushions, with mottos burned on them, 
for the settees outside the rail.

Our curiosity was greatly aroused 
one day when a Mr. Fuller came in, 
and after staring at her went over and 
shook hands.

“ Why Miss Debbs!"  he said, 
“ what happened? I hope he didn’t 
die or get sick, did he ? ”

“  Oh, no, Mr. Fuller, he never 
came,” and her eyes began to fill.

“  Poor g irl! Poor g irl! ” he said.
At various times after that three 

other men came in and asked almost 
the same questions.

Before we could fathom it all, 
bomb No, 3 exploded.

Miss Debbs arrived on time one 
morning and took a seat outside the 
rail. I rushed forward.

“  What is the matter, Miss Debbs? ” 
I asked; but before she could answer 
the boss came out to see why lie could 
not get a connection.

“  Hasn’t that girl— " he began, and 
then saw her. “ Miss Debbs, will you 
kindly remove your things and get me 
Westley 8930? ”

“ But— but, Mr. Worthington, I 
can’t,” she replied: “ you see, sir, I 
have left.”

“  Left! Left what? ” said the boss.
“ The office, sir.”
“ Why— ” and Miss Debbs mur

mured several words, of which we only 
caught one, “  marriage.”

The “ old man ” turned and sur
veyed the staff.

“ Which one? ”  he asked.
“ If you please, sir, not here,” she 

answered, blushing.

“  Hum! Well, we are very sorry 
to lose you, Miss Debbs.”  The boss 
always could rise to the occasion 
“ And, speaking both for myself and 
my staff, we wish you every happi
ness.”

“ Thank you, thank you, sir ”— and 
she floated over and shook hands.

Then, preceded by Rufus with her 
books, the bookkeeper with her cush
ions and fancy-work, and me with her 
flowers, she made her way down-stairs 
to a taxi.

The office was sad and lonely with
out her, our one consolation being in 
selecting her presents. For, besides 
one from each member of the staff, 
we sent her a handsome solid silver 
tea service, and the boss came across 
with a check for two hundred.

We each received little notes of 
thanks, though none got invitations to 
the wedding. However, a chosen few, 
who could not possibly attend, were 
invited to a wedding breakfast.

The next week Mr. Fuller threw 
bomb No. 4.

Not seeing Miss Debbs, he inquired 
for her. I told him why she had left, 
and, my curiosity getting the better of 
me, I asked if he had ever known her.

“  O f course, I did, Walton. She 
used to work for me, but left to get 
married. I guess her fellow must have 
jilted her. I hope he turned up this 
time. When did she come here ? ”

“  About eight months ago,” I an
swered.

“ Eight months— let me see; that’s 
about the time she left us.”

While he was speaking the other 
men who had talked with Miss Debbs 
came in.

“  Say, Walton,” said one, a Mr. 
Gordon. “  That golden-haired girl 
who was here— her name was Debbs, 
wasn’t it ? ”  I nodded. “ There! ” he 
said, turning to the other man. “  I 
told you so.”

Just then the boss came in.
“ What’s the trouble, gentlemen?” 

he said.
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“  Nothing,” answered Gordon; 
“ only that that Miss Debbs you had 
here used to work for us.” He in
cluded the others with a sweep of his 
hand.

“ For us! ”  exclaimed the boss, 
while the staff jumped to their feet as 
one.

“ Sure, Worthington, for its, and 
furthermore she left each of us to get 
married. When did she come to you? ”

The boss, speechless, turned to me 
and I told him.

“  There you are, Worthington,” 
continued Mr. Gordon. “ She left 
Fuller at that time to get married. 
She worked with him a year, and be
fore that she was with me, and left, to 
get married. Before that she worked 
for Hancock and Finley here, nine and 
twelve months respectively, and left 
them to get married.”

“ And she is still Miss Debts,” said 
the boss.

“ Sure— that is the joke.”
“  Gentlemen,”  the boss replied with 

dignity, “  there is no joke. You are 
mistaken. Why, the Miss Debbs who 
was here— our Miss Debbs— wasn’t a 
day over seventeen.”

“  Seventeen, rot! ” replied Gordon, 
laughing. “  She is twenty-four if she’s 
a day. Did you give her a good-sized 
check, Worthington ? We gave her 
from a hundred to a hundred and fifty, 
besides all the presents she got from 
the office forces. Well, there is no use 
kicking. The joke is on us. You 
wouldn’t have thought it of her, would 
you? Such a shy, demure, unsophisti
cated girl! Now wpuld yo u ?”

McLean, who had come in unheard, 
laughed and said as he made for the 
door:

“ Done at last— eh, Worthington ? ”
“  Not by a damn sight! ” shouted the 

boss, and disappeared into the sanc
tum.

The next morning he came over to 
my desk.

“  Look here, Walton,” he said; “  get 
into a taxi. Go as fast as you can, get 
that girl, and bring her here.”

His voice and looks did not speak 
well for Miss Debbs.

I found Miss Debbs getting ready to 
go out. She was dressed* in something 
all white and fluffy and looked adora
ble.

When I delivered my message she 
got rather pale, but quickly recovered 
herself and allowed me to help her to 
the taxi.

“  Would you 'mind driving through 
the park ? ” she requested. “ I don’t 
feel very well.”

And she certainly looked shaky.
There is no need going into the de

tails of the drive. Suffice it to say it 
was the most enjoyable one I ever had. 
Not that I am greatly given to driving 
with women. She talked a great deal, 
and I know that I said lots of things 
I had no intention of saying.

We drove down-town, made two 
stops, then went back up-town, and 
when we finally reached the office it 
was after two o’clock.

The boss was in a towering rage 
and the staff in a great state of excite
ment, while through the sanctum door 
I saw the faces of Fuller, Gordon, 
Hancock, and Finlay.

“  W alton! ” thundered the old man, 
“ what the devil kept you so long? ”

As usual, Miss Debbs floated over 
to him.

“ Please. Mr. Worthington, it was 
all my fault.”

“  I am quite aware of that fact, 
thank you,” replied the boss. “ We 
sent for you, Miss Debbs, to give us 
an explanation of the swindle you have 
been perpetrating in town.”

“ Swindle? Mr. Worthington, 
you— ” and Miss Debbs opened her 
eyes in surprise.

“ I said swindle; but fraud or graft 
or anything else will do as well. You 
didn’t think you could work such a 
game on a lot of business men without 
being found out, did you? You see, I 
have all your accusers here, Miss 
Debbs.”

And he pointed to the group in the 
doorway.



BREAKING THE MARRIAGE MONOPOLY. 455

“  I— I don’t understand,”  replied 
Miss Debbs falteringlv.

“  You don’t, eh? Perhaps I can ex
plain. You applied for work and I 
gave you a position, did I not? ”

“ Yes, sir.”
“ And previous to. coming here you 

worked for these gentlemen at various 
times, did you not?”

Miss Debbs looked at them and 
hung her head. “ And you left them 
to get married, did you not? Just as 
you left here to get married”

Miss Debbs bowed her head.
“ And on the strength of your mar

riage I gave you two hundred dollars, 
and these gentlemen gave you any

where from one hundred to a hundred 
and fifty; besides that, you got pres
ents from every one in the office. Now 
we find you had no intention of get
ting married. In fact, you never got 
married— ”

“ But —  but I did, Mr. Worthing
ton,” Miss Debbs interrupted.

“ Indeed! And pray may I inquire 
as to who was the lucky man? ”

The boss was in fine sarcastic mood. 
Miss Debbs hung her head and 

blushed very prettily.
44 Mr.— Mr. Walton, sir— we were 

married on our way here. If you 
please, sir, that is what delayed us.” 

We bowed to the staff.

A  L IE E ’S SPECU LATIO N S.

W hen  a wee child I used to wonder why 
The bright stars fell not from the bending sky,
For I no sky-line saw to hold them by.
When told of angels up beyond the blue,
I used to wonder if the winged crew 
Flew races when they’d nothing else to do.

A  little later, as around I played,
And saw that young girls were so frail and ’fraid,
I wondered why on earth a maid was made.
No mortal use the timid things could be 
That a philosopher of six could see—
So great a mystery was the sex to me.

A  few years more, when youth’s expansive flame 
Put my philosophy of six to shame,
A  greater mystery the sex became.
Next ’into college I for knowledge went 
And wondered at the time so vainly spent— 1 
Four years for learning things not worth a cent!

A  year of lounging in that sacred place,
Then round the world to see the human race 
I wandered, and my spirit grew apace.
Afore than seven marvels had the world for me,
And this the greatest: why the poor should be 
Slaves of the rich men when they might be free.

But having had sufficient time to cool 
My fancy in this tough world’s roughest school 
I give up life's conundrums as a rule.
Yet such is habit— howsoe’er we try-— ■
The other day I fell to wondering why 
In Yankee taverns they serve cheese with pie.

Henry IV. Austin.
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S HE came to the ferry-house 
every morning to take the eight 
o’clock boat— a slender, little 

wisp of a girl with gray, Irish eyes 
and a determination to the lift of 
her chin that seemed too strong for 
so fragile a creature. One thought 
somehow of an ant struggling to 
carry off a piece of bread fifty times 
its size, of an automobile engine 
trying to drive an ocean liner.

Constantin noticed her first as she 
lingered one day before his stall 
wistfully eying the banked-up color 
of a mass of pink chrysanthemums 
marked “ ten cents apiece.”

She fumbled a moment in her purse, 
then, evidently calculating the cost of 
car fare and kindred necessities, 
breathed a sigh and half turned away. 
Constantin recognized that she was 
not a customer. -

Ordinarily that would have dis
solved for him all further interest in 
her: but now he yielded to a sudden 
rash impulse of altruism. Constan
tin’s Greek soul could understand the 
unsatisfied yearning for beauty; still he 
did not entirely forget the instincts of 
commercialism.

Stooping hastily under the counter, 
he picked up a big American Beauty 
rose which had broken off from its

long stem, and which he had intended 
to wire for bargain custom later in the
dav.

“ Here, lady! ” He held it up. “ I 
geev’ you a present! ”

She hesitated uncertainly, then, ob
serving his boyish eagerness and the 
friendly clash of his white teeth, 
accepted the offering.

“ Oh, thank y o u !” She smiled 
dazzlingly. “ It is lovely. My chil
dren will be delighted.”

A  shadow flecked for a moment 
Constantin’s satisfaction in his gen
erous deed. He began to regret the 
rose, which, overblown, could have 
been disposed of to a profit.

“ Ah! You married, eh ?” he 
questioned coldly. “ You got kids?” 

“ Oh, no,” she cried, a swift blush 
dyeing her cheek. “ You don’t under
stand. I was speaking of the children 
at m}' school. I teach a kindergarten 
over on Staten Island.”

Constantin’s teeth flashed once more 
like the sunlight coming from behind a 
cloud. He dived under the counter 
for a spray of asparagus fern, only 
slightly damaged, to supplement his 
previous gift, and nodded apprecia
tively as she twisted it and the rose 
into a nosegay and pinned them on the 
front of her gray jacket.
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The incident ended there, however, 
for just then the doors were thrown 
open to the slip, and the waiting crowd 
made its usual wild stampede for the 
boat, sweeping along the little school- 
ma’am in its surge.

But as the big doors swallowed her 
up she turned to smile again and wave 
her hand in good-by; and Constantin 
remained so preoccupied for ten 
minutes thereafter that he actually 
gave thirteen carnations for a dozen 
to one of the chaffering women it was 
his especial delight to circumvent.

After that it became the custom 
with Constantin to watch every 
morning for the little gray-jacketed 
figure, and, despite the fact that Sat
urday and Sunday were his two best 
business days, he now grew to regard 
their weekly return with gloom and 
disaffection because on those two 
mornings she stayed at home.

He made it his habit, too, always 
to have ready for presentation to her 
a little bouquet of damaged flowers; 
and if occasionally a dewy La France 
bud or a spray of lilies-of-the-valley 
crept in, which under no interpreta
tion could be classed as culls or sec
onds, he would shrug an impatient 
shoulder at the chitlings of prudence.

“ I guess I can be a good sport 
sometimes, maybee,” he would mutter. 
"  Beside’, eef I work off the bum 
stuff on my nex’ customer, w ’at ees the 
diff’ ? ”

The schoolmistress, on her side, 
also learned to look forward to the 
wait in the ferry-house as a pleasant 
episode of her daily trip, never in her 
innocence and unconscious feeling of 
racial superiority ascribing any more 
serious motive than that of simple 
kindliness to the attentions of the 
dark-eyed son of Hellas.-

So they glided into a sort of inti
macy; and as a good deal can be said 
in a conversational interchange of ten 
or twelve minutes a day. if it extends 
over a period of several months, they 
came eventually to know all that was 
to be known about one another.

The girl, Constantin learned, was 
not filling a regular city position as 
kindergartner, but, • owing to her in
experience and lack of normal school 
training, had been compelled to take 
a poorly paid place in a small Staten 
Island creche, or day nursery— the 
half-baked charitable project of a 
group of fashionable women who met 
their promised subscriptions to the 
institution somewhat irregularly ac
cording to the status of their bridge 
debts.

Consequently, as she confessed, 
even the pitiful stipend that she earned 
was often in arrears, and frequently 
she was put to dire shifts to buy her 
necessary commutation ticket and pro
vide for her room rent.

Still, with that insistence on a resi
dence in Manhattan which becomes 
with so many people almost an obses
sion, she clung stubbornly to her stuffy 
hall bedroom on the upper West Side, 
and took the long journey by ferry 
and subway twice a day, rather than 
seek the cheaper and more convenient 
accommodations of the island.

She had to arise every morning with 
the cold, gray dawn in order to reach 
her work in time; her breakfast, when 
she could crowd it in, was a glass of 
milk and a cracker taken hastily from 
her dresser while she did her hair; for 
luncheon she got along with a couple 
of raw eggs obtained from a woman 
near the creche who kept chickens; 
and at night, on her return to the city, 
she was so tired that she could do little 
else than tumble into bed.

In short, her tale was one of a dis
tressful struggle against overwhelm
ing odds, with defeat and shipwreck 
only too plainly on the cards when
ever her valiant spirit should suc
cumb to undermined health and 
strength.

The florist, on the other hand, had 
ambitions and an outlook. He was 
not like these other- low-down Greeks 
she saw around, he proudly averred; 
he had education, having studied two 
years at the college in Athens.
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Moreover, he was a property owner 
in his own country, he boasted, re
ferring somewhat grandiosely to an 
inheritance he possessed of two olive 
orchards, although neglecting to state 
that the size of both put together was 
hardly more than that of a New York 
City back yard.

Also, he had prospered since com
ing to America, and now had in view 
the purchase of a flower-shop up-town 
and a candy-stand at Coney Island.

“ Eef I got married, I make eet pay 
beeg,” he assured her with a slantwise 
glance from his black eyes. “ My 
Wife she could tend to the candy place 
in the season, w’ile I hustle in town 
w’eeth the flowers.”

Failing these personal topics, he 
would descant to her on the beauties 
of his country, to which he hoped 
some day to return.

“ Come, I weel tell you— w’at you 
call eet?— a fairy tale of my people,” 
he would say, having learned that his 
rendition of the old Homeric myths 
and legends was always able to coax 
a smile to her lips; and then he would 
recite how- Paris, “ he got a mash on 
theese Helen and run off veeth her, 
same as that chauffeur do weeth mil
lionaire’s wife I see about in paper 
the other day ": or how Ulysses had 
traveled around in his “ steamboat ” 
on his way back from “ that beeg 
scrap at Troy.”

. His favorite narrative, however, 
was of the adventures of Perseus, who 
evidently stood chief with him among 
all the demigods and heroes.

“ Ah, he was a wise guy, that Per
seus!” He would wag his head. 
“ Listen, how he got heem hees wife. 
There Was, you inns’ understand, a 
beeg animal, like that brontosaurus 
they got up to the Museum Xachel’is- 
try, I guess; and theese animal he 
come up out of the sea every little 
w’ile and tear up the country. So, the 
keeng he make a bargain and he say 
to that animal, eef ‘ you don't come 
no more I geev’ you mv daughter, 
Andromeda, to eat up.”

" ‘ Sure/ say the animal. ‘ I seen 
that daughter of yours, and she just 
the same as a ripe peach. Chain her 
up on the seashore and I come get her 
some day w’en I feel hungry.’

“ Well, the keeng did eet to save 
hees country, but he feel awful sorry, 
and he offer a thousand dollars and the 
Lizzie to w’atever young mans keel 
that old brontosaurus ’ fore ’w’at he 
eats her up.

“ The young mans all scared, 
though, ’cause they know no one got 
no license to fight that beast, no more 
than 3’ou have to be w’ite hope and 
challenge that Jack Johnson; so they 
all stand back and say: ‘ Let George 
do eet.'

“ Then Perseus, he have bright 
thoughts. He notice that bronto
saurus have eyes like a fish w’at look 
straight ahead and sideways, but not 
up. So he tell the keeng, ‘ I ’ll be the 
goat,’ and he go to hees uncle, Hermes, 
w’at had that Glenn Curtiss skinned to 
a finish.

“  ‘ Uncle,’ he say, ‘ lend me them 
aeroplane slippers of yours, please. I 
want to fly some myself.’

“ Hermes, he keeck and shake his 
head, no. l ie  say: ‘ Boy, you sure 
fall into one of them holes in the air, 
and then your mother blame me.’ And 
he wouldn’t let heem have them aero
plane slippers.

” But Perseus watch hees chance 
w’en Hermes ees asleep, and he swipe 
them slippers and he fly off to the sea
shore in them same as a bird.

“ Just as he got there up comes old 
brontosaurus for Andromeda; but 
Perseus fly down from above w ’ere 
brontosaurus can’t see heem, and stick 
in hees sword and chop off the bronto
saurus’s head. So he win the tliou- 
san-dollar purse and the girl, and they 
get married.”

But the time came, as the days grew 
more languorous, and spring lapsed 
into summer, that the schoolmistress 
smiled but faintly at Constantin’s 
stories. Her fprmerly brisk step 
lagged now when she came to the
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ferry- house, and her cheek had lost all 
its color. Indeed, she looked like noth
ing so much as a drooping lily.

“ Eet ees that dam’ school w'at ees 
keeling h e r!” cursed Constantin, and 
to his mind the creche became the 
monster of his favorite fable.

“ I wonder w’at that Perseus would 
do to those school?" he speculated. 
“  I bet he scheme out a way to feex 
eet.”

Then one morning his way suddenly 
became clear. She told him as she 
came to the stall that day that she did 
not expect to return at her usual hour 
in the afternoon; she had a number 
of reports to make up, it seemed, and 
would be detained until late in the eve
ning.

At Constantin’s hand lay the morn
ing paper, in which he had just been 
interestedly perusing a lurid account 
of the exploits of M Jakev, the Fire
bug,” a wholesale incendiary, whom 
the authorities after a long chase had 
finally succeeded in rounding up. The 
flaring head-lines caught his eye now 
and gave him an inspiration.

Like Perseus, and with the craft al
ways so dear to the Greek heart, he 
would at one stroke wipe-out of exist
ence the monster threatening his An
dromeda, and at the same time by his 
prowess win the lady.

All that day he pondered the details, 
and by six o’clock when business was 
over had his plan perfected. Balan
cing his cash and closing up the stand, 
he thrust a bottle of kerosene in his 
pocket and started for the island.

The situation of the school, he dis
covered Avhen he reached it. could not 
have been improved for his purpose. 
It was a small frame structure to it
self, detached from all the other build
ings of the institution and thickly sur
rounded by trees and shrubbery.

Scouting around through this, Con
stantin could see through the windows 
the little kindergartner bending over 
her desk, still engrossed in her weari
some task. The spectacle of her pale 
fatigue gave the last necessary courage.

Noiselessly he proceeded to barri
cade the door so as to shut her off 
from escape until he should rescue her 
and win her devotion— and then she’d 
marry him! Then, stealing around the 
building, he built under each window 
and at the four corners a heap of dry- 
wood and tinder and paper, liberally- 
drenched with the kerosene. There 
should be no mistake about the anni
hilation of the monster.

But before actually setting the match 
which would emancipate his charmer 
an approaching step along the path 
to the school alarmed, terrified him, 
and he dodged back into the bushes 
to wait until the wayfarer should pass. 
But the step did not turn off; instead, 
it came nearer, and at last the stal
wart form of a young man emerged 
from the dusk and made directly for 
the door.

“ What the — ” Constantin heard 
him mutter as he paused in evident 
bewilderment before the barricade. 
“  What does this mean ? ”

The stranger did not wait long, 
though, to find out. With a sw-eep or 
two of his strong arm he sent Con
stantin’s sticks and wedges flying, and, 
bursting open the door, called exci
tedly :

“ Estelle! Estelle! Are you there ? ”
She came forward in answer to the 

summons, and with a little, weary 
gesture of surrender permitted herself 
to be gathered in the stranger’s arms.

“ This is the end! ” Constantin 
heard him grumbling, “  You’ve got 
to stop this slaving away here, sweet
heart, and let me take care of you. 
It’s not going to be next month, either, 
as you said. I intend to marry you 
to-morrow- and take you aw-ay for a 
good long rest.”

Constantin sneaked back to the rear 
of the building and began rapidly dis
persing all traces of the pyres he had 
made.

“ I don’t theenk I weel take that 
candy-stand at Coney Island,” he ob
served gloomily. “  One store ees all 
a man can tend to by heemself.”



AFTEjR a supper consisting only 
. of thin gruel, Red Libby sat 

glowering at poor little Blitz as 
though holding him responsible for our 
plight. Frequent sups from his bottle 
served to increase his resentment, and 
finally he staggered to his feet and 
made for the little man crouched in 
front of the fire.

“ I bin thinkin’ about you for some 
time, you little shrimp! ” roared Red. 
towering over the other. " You bin 
loafin’ around here, eatin’ our grab, 
and never even splittin’ a bit o’ fire
wood. It’s time you did something! 
I’m hungry, I am; now, there's my
cap. You just make a rabbit come 
out’n that as you did a couple of weeks 
or so ago, so’s we can have some stew, 
or, by gorry, I'll wring the neck off’n 
you! ”

What freak of wanderlust or ill luck 
had brought the conjuror into our 
Maine logging-camp at the start of the 
season we were never able to discover.

He had turned up one afternoon 
from nowhere, and announcing him
self as Professor Blitzendorf, a former 
partner of Hermann the Great, had 
stated that he had come to make us a 
visit. His title was entirely too long

and too complicated for any one in the 
camp to attempt, and it soon became 
shortened to Blitz, with which he 
seemed quite content.

Sandy McHugh, whose Scotch name 
in no way signified his parentage— he 
being a French-Canadian who had 
strayed across the line— announced it 
as his firm belief that Blitz had really 
been the public performer that he 
claimed.

“ I t’ink I ban see her in vaud’ville 
to Montreal," asserted Sandy, getting 
his genders mixed in his earnestness. 
" I ban sure she ban on de stage las’ 
year dis time, but I t’ink she escape, 
maybe.”

The first few nights Blitz had been 
the most respected member of the 
community. He mystified us with his 
tricks performed with the greasy, tat
tered pack of cards which the camp 
owned; and on one occasion he was 
greeted with storms of applause when 
he borrow-ed a huge eoonskin cap from 
Red Libby and, after numerous fan
tastic passes, produced from its re
cesses a jumping, wriggling rabbit.

To be sure, a little bunny had been 
lurking about camp for some days, 
jpicking up such scraps as might fall
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to the ground at meal-times, but no one 
had ever been able to get near him; 
and the very fact that Blitz had been 
able to capture it without the use of 
firearms, and to secrete it within Red’s 
cap, only to fish it out again at the 
proper time, was enough to convince 
Red that the little man’s powers were 
indeed supernatural.

After that Blitz took it for granted 
that his welcome was interminable. He 
made himself entirely at home, ate 
voraciously, and declined politely but 
firmly all suggestions that he might 
take a hand with an ax. He actually 
produced a razor from one of- his pock
ets and shaved every morning, a pro
cedure that was strictly tabooed by the 
rest of the camp.

In fact, the conjurer had taken on 
quite a jaunty aspect compared with 
his appearance when he first arrived. 
His little black string tie was always 
adjusted to a nicety, his hands were 
the only pair in camp that were not 
stained with pine pitch, and he even 
devised some way of blackening his 
shoes with the charred ends of the 
firewood.

We were growing just a little bit 
tired of him when the first big snow
storm appeared and hemmed us in. 
The worst of it was that the logging 
magnate who directed our destinies 
had sent us off, in the first place, with 
only a moderate amount of provisions, 
intending to forward the regular win
ter’s supplies before the roads were 
blocked.

Now they were blocked in earnest, 
we were running short of eatables, and 
it might be a week or more before a 
team could break through with its 
load. The one who stormed most at 
this condition of affairs was Red 
Libby, whose six feet four inches of 
manhood demanded four square meals 
a day.

And Red, as was his wont when dis
gruntled, had produced from some 
secret hiding-place his personal stock 
of whisky. We knew from experience 
that when Red got short of fodder and

long on whisky that it was apt to result 
in trouble.

He was reputed to have killed his 
man once in a drunken brawl in New 
Brunswick; and it was said to have been 
the fact that Red was the most efficient 
foreman known to any lumber trust 
that, aided by influence, resulted in his 
release on parole after he had lan
guished in jail all summer.

Blitz rose to his feet, frightened, 
white-faced and shivering, and faced 
the giant raging in wrath before him. 
He tried to speak, but the words he 
stuttered out were disconnected and 
unintelligible.

“ None of yer heathen gibberish!” 
yelled Red. “  You can’t cast no spell 
over me with your devilish chatter. 
It’s up to you to make good, and make 
good now.”

In vain the little man tried to ex
plain that he was not in good shape 
for conjuring that evening; in vain 
the others tried to dissuade Red from 
his intention to wreak his passion on 
the shivering culprit unless he pro
duced a rabbit from the coonskin cap 
which he held in his trembling hands, 
turning it this way and that.

One might as well try to move a 
hundred-foot pine as to move Red 
when his obstinacy was aroused. He 
kept crowding closer and closer to 
Blitz as he repeated his demands, the 
other retreating step by step, expostu
lating, begging, pleading.

“ You won't do it, hey?” growled 
Red, as they brought up against the 
side of the shack. “ Then I’ll put you 
out of the way right now! ”

As he spoke he whipped a piece of 
rope from behind him and swung it 
about the neck of his victim, pulling it 
taut with a vicious jerk that brought a 
yelp from Blitz like the squeak of a 
mouse when it feels the claws of a cat.

“ By Tam! She bail goin’ hang 
him! ” muttered Sandy McHugh. 
“ Norn du petit chien, she nuts’ not 
dat! ” and Sandy threw himself on 
Red’s shoulders and clasped his arms 
around his neck.
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It took only a moment for the woods 
giant to shake him off, but the moment 
was enough to make the rest realize 
that Red’s mood was dangerous, and 
they projected themselves into the 
fray, shouldering their way in between 
Red and the white-faced Blitz.

But Red kept fast hold of the rope, 
and stuck to his purpose as firmly as 
though it was the one thought in his 
mind. It was Sandy who at length 
persuaded him to defer the execution 
o f the victim until the morning, hoping 
that by that time his fury might have 
diminished somewhat.

But Red only consented to this on 
the condition that Blitz remained bound 
through the night, and he personally 
tied the rope around the little man, 
lashing him to one of the bunks and 
placing the coonskin cap in his pin
ioned hands.

The little crew of men lapsed into 
silence. One by one they dozed off 
into sleep, all but Sandy and Red. 
Even Blitz, exhausted by the struggle 
and his fright, dropped his head on his 
bound hands and fell into slumber.

But across from him sat Red Libby, 
his eyes glaring like a cat’s in the flick
ering light of the dying fire, his hand 
raising the bottle to his lip's at inter
vals, as he watched his victim crouched 
in the dusk of the shadows.

And from the corner where Sandy 
McHugh lay curled up in his blankets 
like a ground hog in his hole, a pair 
of bright eyes watched every move
ment of the giant lumberman.

It would not do to try and set the 
little conjuror free. Red, unlike most 
men, was a light sleeper when satu
rated with whisky. It would make too 
much noise to try to untie the victim 
and get him out of the shack, and once 
outside there was no refuge for him 
except death in the snow-banks of the 
woods.

Sandy’s little ferret eyes kept watch
ing, and Sandy’s wiry figure kept mov
ing imperceptibly and noiselessly, un
til when at last Red's big head drooped 
on his breast as he sat holding the end

of the rope in his hands, Sandy was 
within a foot of the door of the shack.

Very, very slowly the Canuck rose 
to his feet; noiselessly he picked up a 
pair of snow-shoes from-.the floor; 
without a sound he drew open the shack 
door inch by inch until he could squeeze 
through to the outside. The blast of 
cold air caused Red to stir and half 
awaken; then, feeling the end of the 
rope still within his fingers, he dozed 
off again.

Just before the cold light of the 
winter dawn came filtering through 
the oiled paper window-panes of the 
single window, the door opened again 
noiselessly, and Sandy slipped in and 
wormed his way back into his corner, 
passing by the sleeping Blitz and paus
ing just a moment as he passed.

A ray of light from the rising sun 
smote Red Libby on the face, and he 
woke with a roar that shook the ceiling 
of the shack. Blitz started up in af
fright, only to fall helplessly to the 
floor, bound by his ropes.

“  Now, ye little devil,” Red yelled, 
“  unless your Satan and his imps have 
helped ye out, ye swing to hell now! 
See if your witchcraft will save yer 
neck! ” and he gave a twitch to the 
rope.

“ Mais non! ”  cried Sandy. ' ’ She 
cannot de trick do unless she de pass 
make. She mus’ de hands untied 
have I ”

Grudgingly Red consented, and 
Sandy helped the trembling Blitz to his 
feet and thrust into his numbed hands 
the coonskin cap. “  Now mak’ de 
pass,” he ordered; “ mak’ de pass over 
de chapeau! ”

As if in a dream Blitz did as or
dered, waving his hands back and forth 
in the motions that he used in his card 
tricks to distract our attention. “ Mak’ 
de incantation! ” ordered Sandy, and 
Blitz complied, his lips moving with 
words that seemed very like a prayer.

“ Now,” cried Sandy, “ let us de 
chapeau see; maybe she have a rabbit 
made.”

He placed one hand on each of the
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conjurer’s, guiding them to the brim 
of the cap, while Red stood with a 
supercilious sneer on his face, his mur
derous eyes fixed on the little man's 
countenance with a glare like an angry 
beast before it springs.

No one saw the knife-blade open in 
Sandy’s hand, as in apparently helping 
Blitz to explore the cap he thrust his 
own hand inside. The cap wriggled 
queerly a moment, and then out- 
jumped a little brown hare, which in 
its fright landed square in Red Libby's 
face.

“ The devil him self!”  roared the 
giant, scared into soberness, and with 
one bound he wrenched open the shack- 
door and ran out into the open as if 
all the imps of the nether world were 
after him, while Blitz stood staring 
stupidly at the result of his conjuring, 
his eyes starting out of his head with 
astonishment.

When the load of much-desired pro
visions appeared at noon the conjurer 
was bundled up in the sled and sent 
back to Bangor, a trip that he seemed 
quite willing to make; and he did not

even leave a farewell for Red, who 
wras still roaming the woods, and who, 
we knew, after his fright had spent it
self, would return in time, sobered and 
ashamed.

Not until the sled and the ox-team 
which drew it had been lost to sight 
among the pines did Sandy reveal his 
share in the escape.

Then he chuckled.
“ Me, mats, but I am one grand con

jurer,” he laughed. “ Yes’day I get 
ze grand hunger, an’ I mak’ de trap for 
de rabbit out'n de clear, ’way back in 
de woods where de snow she no fall 
Trough de tree so very mooch. Las’ 
night I go. II cl as! Ze trap he is 
empty! But I watch an’ watch from 
de cover of de pines until ze leetle wee 
rabbit she come, hop, hop, hop, into 
my trip. Zen I catch her wiz my bare 
hands. Sacrc! but she bite,

“ But I tie heem legs wiz a bit of 
string an’ put her in zee cap, an’ w’en 
ze Blitz, she open ze chapeau, Sapristi! 
I cut de string. Ah, she will make 
one good ragout, zat rabbit; vat you 
zink? ”

C L A R IN D A ’S FAN.

A  d a i n t y  thing of silk and lace,
O f feathers and of paint ;

Held often to her laughing face 
When I assume the saint.

Too dainty far to mix with these 
Old pipes, cigars, and books 

O f bachelordom— rare life of ease, 
Rare friends, rare wines, rare cooks.

’Twill smell of stale tobacco-smoke 
Ere many days, I fear;

And hear full many a rattling joke—  
And feel perhaps a tear.

Why is it here? Alas, for me!
I broke it at the ball.

“ Apologize— repair i t ! ” See?
Five dollars gone. That’s all.

Elliott E. Shaw.



PE R SO N A LLY, 1 detest these in
troductions; but in this case, as 
you will see, it is necessary. I 

had often noticed the man in the Greek 
cafe— an old, meager chap with snowy 
goatee, sunken eyes, and the general 
look of a wreck of fortune, though he 
was always neat enough.

On this particular evening he was at 
ray table alone. I nodded to him, 
flung down my gloves, and a book I 
had with me— the official estimate of 
the Regiments Etrangers. As I sent 
Christoff for pilafe and baklava,, the 
old man’s face suddenly broke into a 
singularly winning smile; he leaned 
over and gently touched the little book. 

“ May I, if you please? ”
“ Certainly,” and I handed it to him. 

For perhaps fifteen minutes he pored 
over it, and not until our cafe Turkiko 
had been brought did he look up, a 
sudden new life in his faded eyes. He 
held out the book, open.

" Just glance over that, and that.”
I read the two passages and looked 

up, half comprehending. He smiled 
again, and this is the story that he 
told me. I took shorthand notes on 
my cuff below the table, so that I man
aged to keep some of his phraseology. 
This is the story he told :

It is good to find some one in this

city who is interested in such things, 
sir. I was one of Captain Danjou’s 
sixty-five, and one of the five left after 
we held two thousand Mexicans all 
day; but it is not of that I would 
speak. You read the other passage? 
Bien! It is perfectly true, although 
but a scrap of it is given there.

During the early part of that terri
ble struggle in Mexico, out of which 
only the Legion came with honor, I 
was a private of the first rank in the, 
second company of the First Regi
ment. I am an Englishman —  in a is 
n’importe. We were sent out with a 
mixed battalion to occupy a fairly 
large town up in the hills, and, if you 
remember, every effort was being made 
to conciliate the Mexicans to our rule, 
which proved to be a bad thing for 
Maximilian in the end.

Well, we took the town easily 
enough after a little sniping, but the 
poor devils of Mexicanos were imbued 
with the idea that we were all savages 
and idolaters. There was a large 
monastery outside of town, which shut 
its gates and refused to communicate 
with us. At that time my chum was a 
splendid chap called Victor, an Alsa
tian. O f course I knew nothing about 
his past, but we stuck together for 
three years until he left the sen-ice.
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Paitvre Legion! We were wild to 
raid the monastery and the fondas: 
and our poor general, that first day in 
the town, nearly went crazy until he 
hit upon the excellent idea of placing 
us on guard over the other troops, 
Victor and I were posted at the door 
of the church, when our general and 
Ducroix, our own' company captain, 
approached.

Ducroix,” said the former anx
iously, biting his mustache, “ we’re in 
a devil of a fix here. Everything is 
shut up and the people mortally afraid. 
How would it be if we held a parade 
celebration of high mass to show them 
we are good Christians? ’’

“ Very good, won g e n e r a land le 
vieux  —  the “  old man ”  —  turned to 
me. “  Smith, rout out that calotin of 
a cure and put him to work. Victor, 
take a dozen men and decorate the 
church with palms and flowers from 
those gardens. Sergeant Bern, you 
will have the drummers and buglers 
ready for the salute at the elevation of 
the Host.”

Well, the men were drawn up in the 
square, while our battalion did the 
hard work, as usual. I went for the 
cure, only to find that he had skipped 
out of town before the fight, which I 
reported to the general.

" Diable! ” he growled. “ Colonel 
Beauvau, ride out to that monastery 
and get a monk if you can. Fite! ” 

The colonel obeyed, while we all re
mained on parade. Everything was 
ready except the celebrant, the bal
conies and house - tops crowded with 
curious and frightened people. Beau
vau came back alone, swearing at the 
monks, and the general was just giv
ing the order to break ranks when 
Victor stepped out and saluted Du
croix.

" Well? ” snapped le vieux.
“ It occurred to me, in on capitaine 

spoke up Victor coolly, “ that if you 
cannot find a priest to celebrate mass, 
you might use me for that purpose.” 

Every one within hearing grinned, 
wondering if Victor would get the era- 
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paudine for such a joke. The general 
pushed past Ducroix, his eyes snapping 
with rage.

“ What does this mean ? Are you 
m ad?”

“ No, inon general ”  and Victor re
mained as calm as ever. “  I happened 
to remember that I was a bishop when 
I entered the Legion, and have not yet 
been unfrocked, to my knowledge.”

You can imagine the gasp that passed 
down the files as the word ran back. 
The little group of officers stared in 
perplexity; in those times even a gen
eral hesitated to interfere with men of 
the Legion, so that it was our captain 
who stepped forward.

“ Come with me, mon enfant.”  He 
took Victor by the arm and they van
ished in the church like brothers. Five 
minutes and Ducroix returned.

“ We can proceed with the mass, 
general. The bishop is now being 
vested in the sacristry.”

Do not smile, my friend. Ah, I as
sure you that there was nothing of 
sacrilege, of jest, that day! It was 
terrible to us who knew Victor and 
ourselves. Do not imagine that men, 
because they reck little of life, reck 
little of Gocf also.

We, who had been pleading to raid 
the monastery above the town, sited 
more than one tear that moment when 
our comrade blessed us. I think it was 
more sacred to us than anything else 
could have been.

Eh bieiiy that is the true story of the 
little paragraph you read in the book 
here. Now comes the story that is not 
in the book. You are in no hurry? 
Allow me to order more coffee— or let 
us take mavrodaphne.

Now, in the months that followed 
Victor and I grew closer than ever—  
corps ct chemise, as we used to say. 
But never did I or anv other man men
tion that high mass to him; and, al
though the story spread through the 
army, men knew better than to com
ment on such things. If you remem
ber, we left two thousand of the 
Legion dead in Mexico, so you can see
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how we won our sergeant’s gold chev
ron before three months. And then 
the storm burst.

We were transferred to the third 
company together as sergeants. One 
day I received orders from Captain 
Danjou to select what men I liked and 
ride north to a little place named Altos 
del Rey. A  company of zouaves was 
stationed there, and all our troops 
were being concentrated; I was to 
order the zouaves in with all haste, as 
even then the hills between us were 
filling with the rebels. It was a ticklish 
job, my friend.

I selected Victor, five stalwart Ba
varians, and our Prussian adjutant, 
Schmidt— you know, my friend, our 
adjutants were not like those in the 
British army, for they were not even 
commissioned officers. The eight of 
us cantered off through the hills one 
bright sunrise, trusting to reach Altos 
del Rey by night.

No one dreamed that the crisis was 
so near. Nom d’un pipe! What fight
ers they were, those Mexicans! We 
came to no town until two in the after
noon; as we had brought no rations, 
we were hungry— and thirsty.

When we rode into a village, with 
Altos del Rey only ten miles ahead, we 
halted to improve the shining moments 
of liberty. At one end of the village, 
by a little mountain stream, stood a 
small mill, if I remember rightly, of 
adobe.

I stayed with the horses while the 
others foraged. We had barely been 
in the place five minutes, and Ern- 
heim, one of the Bavarians, was just 
coming out of the fonda with a ham 
and a jug of meal, when I heard a 
crack. Ernheim hiccuped and went 
down with a bullet through his jugular.

A  moment later the others were in 
the saddle, Victor catching up the ham 
as he ran. From the houses around, 
from the ends of the street, and from 
the hill slopes ahead came smoke and 
bullets; we were caught in a perfect 
ambuscade, and I saw instantly that 
the mill offered our only hope.

We rode through the men ahead of 
us, shooting them down like dogs; but 
as we did so my horse went down, and 
Bauer, another Bavarian, was shot 
through the heart. A  moment after, 
all of us wounded, we reached that 
adobe mill and got the gates together. 
Then began a terrible battle —  six 
against a hundred.

We had brought carbines and re
volvers, being on special duty, though 
Schmidt wore a sword as adjutant. 
The rebels were irregulars, guerrillas 
of the hills, and braver men I have 
never met— no, not in the Legion itself.

Four times did they charge us across 
the open, and each time we shattered 
them before they reached the gates; 
Schultz, another of the Bavarians who 
had been drilled through the abdomen, 
sat against the wall and loaded for us 
as we shot.

It was nothing but a little mud 
tower, and we were on the roof, with 
our horses in the patio below. When 
we had driven them back for the fourth 
time they settled down and opened a 
dropping fire on us from the hill above 
and the nearer houses of the village. 
As there was no ammunition to waste, 
we put Victor on guard and polished 
off the ham and a jug of mescal that 
Schmidt had clung to. A  few moments 
later Schultz called faintly to Victor.

“ Mon camarade,”  murmured the 
blond Bavarian, handsome as Michel
angelo’s Tor e, “  I’m going. I fear 
God, Victor— give me absolution— in 
heaven's name! ”

Victor looked down at him a mo
ment, holding his hand, the tears run
ning down his bronzed cheeks. We 
had all loved the big fellow dearly—  
he was a baron, I believe.

“ I— I— God help m e!” cried poor 
Victor, going to his knees. “ I will 
hear you.”

We moved away to the parapet, 
while the bullets slumped into the mud 
walls, sending hard chips flickering all 
around.

Schultz died happily. At least I 
had the satisfaction of potting two of
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the rebel leaders before he passed— I 
remember thinking savagely that he 
would not travel the last trail alone. 
Helas! At such times, my friend, I 
fear we hark back to our Viking blood 
most shamefully!

Schmidt, Victor and I, Bauer and 
Danjou held a council of war under 
the parapet. We were all slightly 
wounded from that first terrific storm 
of bullets, but none .of us seriously.

“  No use trying to ride through 
them,” said I. Schmidt grinned as 
the man at whom I had fired crumpled 
up and hung half over the parapet of 
the nearest house.

“ No, that would be madness,” he 
added. “ When night comes one of 
us might slip through, leading his 
horse silently as far as he could. We 
might get the Zouaves that way.”

“  And in the mean time they’ll burst 
in,” said Victor quietly. ‘‘ Tiens! No 
matter if they do, Smith! There is 
only the one narrow stairs up here to 

' the roof; one or two could hold that 
against an army, and they can’t burn 
the place down.”

“ Right,” I nodded. Schmidt fore
stalled us all by claiming the honor of 
messenger, which perforce I awarded 
him. We said no more, but confined 
our attention exclusively to the enemy.

Twice more before sundown they 
tried to rush us after furious bursts of 
firing that ripped the adobe parapet to 
shreds, but without harming us; and 
twice we drove them back, making 
every shot count. It was dead sure 
that with nightfall they would attempt 
to finish matters, though for the pres
ent we stopped their gradual closing in.

As the sun hung on the western hills 
I saw Schmidt lay down his carbine 
and come to Victor. ' The latter vent 
white beneath his bronze.

“  I am not of your religion or any 
other, man vicux,”  said the Prussian 
softly. “ But there is something —  I 
do not know— I feel that your blessing 
should go with me.”

Poor Victor! I do not know what 
lay behind his tortured face, but one

can imagine many things. At the light 
which crept into his reckless eyes I 
realized that before long I would make 
a similar request myself— though God 
knows I had as little religion as any 
Legionnaire in those days. So Victor 
and Schmidt moved away and talked 
together.

Slowly the daylight faded out and 
the little puffs of smoke gradually 
changed to splashes of flame from vil
lage and hill, which began to creep 
nearer. Danjou went cursing to the 
roof with a slug through his shoulder.

“ Better be off, Schmidt,” I said. 
He nodded, unslung his cartridge-box, 
caught up his revolver, and was gone. 
We had decided that it was of little 
use to keep the gates shut below.

Once the rebels got up to us our best 
chance was to hold the narrow stair
way that opened out on the roof, for 
it would only pass one man at a time 
and was quite steep.

We heard the creak of the gates, and 
nothing more. We were sparing of 
our ammunition now, and Victor came 
up to me.

I am going to try it also,” he said 
softly, but not so softly that Danjou 
did not hear. The man ceased his 
cursing and dragged himself over to us.

” Victor," he said, settling himself 
comfortably near the stairway, we 
are caught like rats— ”

" Touche! ” sang out Bauer from 
tlie other side, and joined us, tying up 
a shattered right elbow. Danjou con
tinued calmly:

“ We’re a bad bunch, camaradcs. so 
no use crying over spilled milk. 
Schmidt won’t get through, and you're 
a fool to try it, Victor. But before 
you go, m a n  g a r s ' —  well, you under
stand In the daytime it's nothing; 
but now. with the darkness all around 
and Ic bon Dieu touching you on the 
shoulder— why. things change.”

" Oui, things change!” echoed 
Bauer. At the instant there came a 
sudden burst of yells, shots, and more 
yells; then silence, and Victor's voice 
broke the starlit night like a bell.
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“  That was Schmidt —  he felt that 
he would go down.”

I am not going to tell you, my friend, 
what Victor said to us there. That 
was a moment that can come to a man 
but once in all his life, and you would 
not understand, for the circumstances 
made profane things seem sacred to 
us. We thought we would all die that 
hour, and our reserve was swept aside.

Well, the dropping fire was creeping 
nearer, and presently Victor was gone. 
I had been raked across the brow —  
here, where you see this light scar—  
and we got all the carbines and pistols 
together, sat down comfortably against 
the parapet, and waited.

A  second burst of yells and shots 
thrilled up across the night, and almost 
with it there came a rush at the gates 
below. A  moment later the little mill 
was filled with men, and the first ap
peared on the stairs.

I caught him amidships with my 
carbine. Danjou dropped the man be
hind him, and their fall must have 
swept the rest down the stairs. They 
tried it again, but our spare carbines 
and revolvers accounted for four more 
before they gave it up and crowded 
back into the darkness beneath. Then 
came muffled roars from below, Dan
jou crumpled up dead, and bullets 
ripped through the adobe and thatch 
roofing.

“ Lie on the parapet! ” I yelled to 
Bauer, and he understood. We got to 
the parapet, which was four feet high 
and a foot wide, and lay down side by 
side. Bauer held his pistol in his un
hurt left hand, and when the firing 
ceased and they made another rush on 
the stairs we gave them such a hot re
ception that they broke back, leaving 
the stairway choked with dead and 
wounded men.

Fortunately, there was nothing com
bustible about the old mill. After 
shooting through the roof again they 
tried still another rush and uttered 
yells of surprise and dismay when our 
bullets greeted them once more.

There was nothing they could do;

unless our ammunition gave out w'e 
could hold that place indefinitely —  
until with the daylight they could pick 
us off the parapet from the hillside.

“  Come over here, Smith! ” ex
claimed Bauer suddenly. “  There’s a 
cursed flea biting me and I can’t get at 
it with my good hand for fear of roll
ing off.”

Occasional shots were still coming 
through the roof, so I crawled over 
and scratched his leg, laughing at the 
nerve of the man. Hour after hour 
we lay there, waiting for the dawn to 
end— hungry, cold, and thirsty.

‘‘ Poor V ictor!” said my comrade. 
“  I wonder if we’ll meet him in hell, 
Sm ith?”

“ I trust so,” I replied with a hard 
laugh. “ We’ll certainly meet plenty 
of the legion there.”

Well, my two or three little scratches 
sent me off into a delirious raving after 
a bit. I remember Bauer holding me 
on the parapet, his legs wrapped about 
my neck desperately, while he banged 
away at the stairs; they must have 
rushed again and gone down under his 
single fire.

It was nearly dawn when I came 
around; Bauer had me down on the 
flat roof, careless of bullets, and was 
pouring mescal into me until I choked 
to life.

“  Buck up,” he ordered, shoving a 
carbine into my hand. “ It’s nearly 
dawn, so we might as well pay the score 
like Legionnaires. Vive la Legion! 
Vive la France! ”

I imagine that we were both a bit 
off our heads, for we yelled like mad
men until we were hoarse. The dawn 
was creeping over the hills when the 
first bullets began tearing up through 
the ceiling.

For the first time we thought to fire 
back in the same fashion, and after a 
fusillade of shots from our revolvers 
Bauer suggested that we go down the 
stairs and die fighting like men. Mes
cal is not good on empty stomachs.

We started down the stairs arm in 
arm into a reek of powder-smoke. I
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released Baer’s arm so he could shoot, 
and to our surprise we cleaned out the 
one room below in a moment —  the 
Mexicans taking us for devils incar
nate !

We put after them, out through the 
gates into the open— and at the precise 
moment when we should have been 
potted like rabbits a wild yell went up 
from the curving road ahead, and to
ward us came running the sturdy little 
zouaves, shooting as they ran.

Yes, my friend, it was Victor. Pie 
had got through safe— dashed through 
the rebels, though his horse was badly 
wounded, and died a mile farther on. 
That delayed him, and when he reached 
Altos del Rey the zouaves swarmed

out to the rescue within ten minutes, 
barely reaching us at dawn.

What became of him? Oh, he was 
decorated for that— and by Maximil
ian himself, mind you. But perhaps 
it was because the emperor heard about 
the famous high mass; they said he 
laughed over it— poor fellow, he had 
little enough laughter in Mexico! And 
I? Mats non! Later it was, under 
Bazaine, when we let them annihilate 
us before Orleans and so saved the 
army, that they gave me this.

And the old man very lightly and 
reverently touched a tiny red ribbon 
in his buttonhole as he pushed back his 
chair and bowed to me. But I sat 
there for long, thinking many things.

IX TH E GARDEX.

T h ere 's a light in the window; the curtains half drawn 
Let a golden ray fall on the sweet-scented lawn;
And I see now and then at the window a face 
O f the dear little angel who lends to the place 
All the charm one imagines that paradise knows—
And it blooms in the night like an opening rose.

In the parlor I know there’s mama with her book,
Too absorbed in the story to pause or to look,
Or to question or wonder, and here at the gate 
I am waiting for courage and blessing the fate 
That has brought me so near to the dear little lass 
Who is watching for me, peering out through the glass.

It is eight by the clock in the old belfry tower,
And the moonlight is soft on the slumbering flower.
Quick, she slips from the window! I listen and catch 
** Pit-apat ” in the hallway, and “ d ock! ” goes the latch. 
And down through the arbor she hastens, and I 
Am persuaded ’tis best to indulge in a lie.

“ I was just coming in when I saw you come out "—
She is smiling— I wonder if that implies doubt,
When, alas for the fears of a too timid youth!
She confesses: ” Now, Paul, you’re not telling the truth.” 
And contributes a very unnerving "H a -h a !”
And a hint that she thinks I'm afraid of mama.

Oh, you dear little woman, how well you divined 
What it was that so troubled and worried my mind!
It was easy enough to ask you just to bless 
With a word, when I’d reason to hope for a “  yes 
But it wasn’t so easy a matter to go
To mama when I’d reason to look for a “ no! ”  Paid Medcrst.



AND I tell you that, under certain 
| circumstances, all men will act 

in exactly the same w ay! ” The 
youngest midshipman aboard the U. S. 
S. Mexico —  Midget, for short —  
pounded on the table, by way of em
phasis, as he aired his views of man
kind in general, and men of the navy 
in particular.

The lieutenant shook his head 
thoughtfully. “ Wrong again. Mid
get,” he advised. “ But what makes 
you think so ?”

“ Think so ?” The Midget was 
scornful. “ I don’t think so; I know 
it! Precedent, man, precedent; that’s 
why I know it.”

“ But any one. Midget ”— the lieu
tenant smiled— “ may establish a prec
edent.”

“ Don’t you ever believe i t ! ” the 
Midget flashed. “  Listen to this :

“ We are very slightly changed 
From the semi-apes who ranged 
India’s prehistoric clay.

— and that’s true, isn’t it? Why— ”
“ Don’t think. Midget, that I’m try

ing to belittle your friend Mr. Kip
ling.” the lieutenant cut in. “  But you 
know you can’t take that literally.”
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“ That doesn’t alter the fact.” The 
Midget seemed pleased with his argu
ment. “ All men under the same cir- 
cum— ”

“ Oh, all right; have it your way.” 
The lieutenant threw his cigar aside. 
“ But give me just about five minutes,” 
he added, “ and I’ll show you just 
how absurd your arguments can be at 
times.”

“ Fire ahead,” laughed the Midget 
and settled himself comfortably.

The lieutenant bit off the end of a 
fresh cigar and began :

“ For a man like ‘ Buck ’ Malone, 
Brisbane. Australia, isn’t the best 
place in the world. It’s too— well, it’s 
too ' wide open.’ ’’

“ Buck Malone?” There was a 
question in the Midget's voice.

The lieutenant struck a match and 
puffed for a moment industriously.

“ Yes; Buck Malone, coxswain 
U. S. S. Monongohela. I first made his 
acquaintance while officiating at a 
‘ deck court ’ when the Monongohela 
was in Brisbane. He was brought on 
deck, bleary-eyed, dirty from a night 
spent in the brig, and reeking with 
odor of whiskv.

*•.■ - t - C - ' s d  '-'s i
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“ I was young then— very young—  
and I felt the responsibility of my first 
deck court.

“ ‘ Well, what have you got to say 
for yourself? ‘ I tried to put the skip
per’s rasp into my voice as I addressed 
Malone.

“ ‘ Nothin’,’ he growled surlily.
It was my first deck court, you 

know. " You must remember, Ma
lone,1 I said, although it did sound 
ridiculous, as he was several years my 
senior, * that you are a petty officer and 
should set an example. This time I’m 
going to let you off, but remember— ’

“ He muttered something that sound
ed like, ‘ Aw, wot t’ ’ell! ’ and shuffled 
for’ard.

“ After that 1 kept an eye on him. 
He was on his third cruise, and his 
records were a sight. Nothing serious, 
but it seemed as if he just couldn't let 
the ‘ booze ’ alone. The crew didn’t 
think much of him, for he blustered a 
lot, swore, and played the bully gener
ally.

*' Ashore, it was said, he was a veri
table terror; wrathfully demanding 
wdrat he wanted, and usually getting it. 
In short, he was of that good-hearted, 
but ‘ rough-neck ’ type that has caused 
so much adverse criticism against the 
seaman ashore.

“ The equipment yeoman, Struthers, 
was the exact opposite of Malone. Gen
tlemanly; well-behaved, studious, and 
with a spotless record. If anything, 
he was too good. There are such men, 
you know.”

The lieutenant puffed his cigar re
flectively. The Midget was silent.

Presently the lieutenant continued :
“ The girl was a soft-voiced, dark- 

skinned little witch, whose eyes had 
that ‘ as-you-like-it' look in them. She 
played with Malone, Struthers. and 
several others, I believe.

“ Malone was on the starb’d, and 
Struthers was on the port watch. So 
they were never ashore together.

‘ One morning Struthers approached 
me and. saluting, said: “ Sir, I have to 
report Cox’n Malone jumped ship last

night.' That was all. There was no 
hesitation in his speech or manner, and 
he did not seem ashamed of the fact 
that he was ‘ squealing ’ on a shipmate.

" I didn’t answer him; but, as a mat
ter of duty, passed the word for the 
master-at-arms to arrest Malone for 
leaving the ship without permission.

“ Later I learned that Malone had 
gone ashore and found Struthers with 
the girl. He had called Struthers aside 
a moment. There was no fight—  
Struthers was not of the fighting kind. 
The result was that Struthers returned 
to the ship and Malone remained with 
the girl.

“ O f course. Malone got a deck 
court; I didn’t officiate this time, and 
went to the brig for three days for 
‘ jumping ship.’

“ How it came about I never knew, 
but the next day there were many 
scowling faces among the men and 
much muttering of a squealer. Men 
eyed Struthers askance, and related a 
tale of how Malone had once half killed 
a seaman in Guantanamo for squealing 
on him. In the brig Malone was 
swearing— as I learned from the mas-
ter-at-arms— that he'd get that d------cl
pen-pushin' squealer if it was the last 
act of his life.

'* Frankly, I think it was Struthers's 
intention to - beat it ' lx;fore Malone 
was released, but he didn’t have the 
chance: for on the morning Malone 
came from the brig, Struthers went to 
the sick bay.

“ In half an hour a working party 
was piped ashore to build a shack. 
They raised the yellow quarantine flag 
above it and moved Struthers in. bag 
and baggage. The surgeon had diag
nosed his case as smallpox.

“ The crew was piped aft. and the 
skipper, after explaining the risk, 
asked for a volunteer to stay with 
Struthers. Malone stepped out before 
the skipper had finished speaking, and. 
followed by the wondering eyes of all 
of us, went over the side with his hag, 
hammock, and ditty-box and entered 
the shack.”
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The lieutenant stopped to relight his 
cigar and smiled at the Midget. “ Well, 
now,” he questioned, “ what did Ma
lone do ? ”

For a moment the Midget seemed to 
be puzzling with the picture of that 
lone shack on the Australian coast 
with the yellow, quarantine flag above 
it. Then he answered emphatically: 
“  He punched the very devil out of him. 
That’s what he did! ”

The lieutenant laughed and shook 
this head. “ Wrong, Midget. On the 
contrary. The surgeon brought aboard 
all sorts of stories of bow Malone was 
treating Struthers like a baby; singing 
to him and spinning interminable 
yarns.

“ Often, so the surgeon said, he had 
found Malone holding Struthers’s 
hands to keep him from scratching 
himself. Malone hardly slept at all: 
he seemed worried that Struthers 
would want something and he would 
not hear him.

“ This lasted for about a month or
so.

“  Finally, one morning, Struthers 
returned to the ship. Malone was kept 
in the shack a few days longer, but he, 
too, was soon back on board.

The Midget drummed impatiently 
on the table as the lieutenant stopped.

“ Well, go on,” he demanded.
The lieutenant smiled reminiscently.
“ About three months later we were 

in the Brooklyn navy yard. It was a 
Sunday morning, and the crew was 
loitering on the fo ’c’s’l ; I remember 
distinctly Struthers sitting on the cap
stan. Malone was aft, giving a final 
touch to his boat. He had avoided 
Struthers since we left Brisbane.

“ When he finished his wrork he 
walked for’ard, and went straight up 
to Struthers on the fo’c’s’l. Conversa
tion stopped as he neared the capstan 
and addressed Struthers.

“  ‘ You ail right now? ’ he growled.
“ Struthers smiled. ' Yes, thanks.’
“ ‘ You sure you’re as well as you 

ever was ? ’ was the next question.
“ ‘ Sure.’ laughed back Struthers.
“ Malone backed off. ‘ Then, you 

dirty squealer you,’ he demanded,
‘ come down and fight! ’ ”

The lieutenant stopped abruptly.
The Midget’s fist crashed on the ta

ble, “ By George!” he ejaculated. 
“  That’s what I call a man! ”

“ And you think, Midget,” the lieu
tenant guyed, “ that all men under the 
same circum— ”

“ Aw ,” interrupted the Midget, 
reaching for the matches, “ pipe down, 
will you ? Don’t rub it in.”

W HEN L O V E  BEGINS.

W hen  love begins the pulses go.
But no longer sluggish, tame, or slow;
But, looking down from heights of bliss,
Man learns to know what rapture is.
And all his feelings finer grow.

How7 very gay the ardent beau,
How7 all his thoughts writh fervor glow!
What w7ondrous happiness is his 
When love begins!

Ah, there is one w7ho can bestow7 
The ecstacy I fain wrould show—
A  beauteous, captivating miss—
You smile, Clarisse? I’ll take a kiss,
For by your eyes I see you know7 
When love begins.

Nathan M. Levy.



Four things greater than all things are
Women and horses and power and war.

y k F T E R  all is said and done, and 
the small, black coffee is 

"  •  served, that little couplet tells 
the history of the world.

We are still barbaric, and worship 
power and war. There is more money 
being spent and more men bearing 
arms to-day than ever before in the 
history of the world.

Conflict attracts the attention of 
everybody— our stories and moving- 
picture films and stage spectacles run 
to bandits, battles, big business break
ing competitors, captures and escapes, 
slaves (white), and the taking of 
treasure.

Sifted down to the bare basis, the 
whole business is as primitive as when 
the cave men went around picking 
their teeth with war-clubs and smash
ing their neighbors’ heads in order to 
get their supply of skins, fish, meat, 
caves, spears, and daughters.

The man who works in an office all 
day and sells galvanized pails whole
sale and watches the zinc market fluc
tuations, likes to read about fights with 
swords and guns and dead and wound
ed and swishing seas and ships and all 
the rest of it.

The pale young man who wears 
flowing Windsor ties and writes poet
ry about pirates while he lives upon 
the income of the fortune founded by 
his father in the hardware business, 
has the right idea. As a matter o f fact 
the most piratical thing he ever saw 
was a tango tea— pronounced “ tongo 
tay ” if you want to show ee-claw.

It is a whopping lot safer to take 
one’s piracy that way, and the pirates
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don’t care anyway, those who are dead 
being awfully dead, and those who are 
alive being pretty busy, thank you, 
and not income taxers.

(Reginald, pass the lady-fingers. 
Believe me, if you want to see a real 
pirate try to tip a waiter two bits. He’ll 
show his teeth, including the back fill
ings, and will have Sir Henry Morgan 
lashed to the fife rail when it comes to 
looking stern and severe.)

What I set out to say is that we all 
want to take our exercise by proxy. 
We want to read about somebody else 
or see somebody else getting all het up 
by playing polo or baseball or raising 
hob in Mexico.

Pretty soon it will be the open season 
for baseball, and what eighteen partic
ular men are doing in Pittsburgh, or 
Boston, or the Polo Grounds, will en
gage the attention of several millions 
of men, women, boys, and girls.

Do you think Mexico will have a 
look-in at the news when that baseball 
season starts? No, and echo answers 
no, that being what an echo is for.

The cashier-lady in the restaurant 
will ask me what I think of the Giants, 
as she hands me the nickel change, and 
I won’t know what to say, because I 
couldn’t really tell you who the Giants 
are, and she’ll think I’m a queer sort 
of young man, which perhaps I am.

“  Well, we smashed ’em again.” the 
office-boy will announce gleefully, and 
when I want to know who is smashed, 
and how long it will be before they re
cover, he will look at me half in pity 
and half in scorn.

I don’t blame the ball-players for 
taking their business seriously, because 
that’s what they are paid for. Not
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that I don’t take anything which I am 
not paid for seriously, but that the 
business should be capitalized for mil
lions, and that it is a safer venture than 
a steel business or importing, is the 
amazing part of it.

It is the desire to see somebody 
“ smashed ” that makes it pay, the in
herent tribal instinct to be a partizan, 
to take sides, to hate rival tribes, and 
root for somebody or something.

If you don’t believe we are still bar
barous, repeal all the laws against 
prize-fighting and see the industry 
boom. It would be the biggest business 
proposition in the world.

Admitting that I don’t know any
thing about baseball may stamp me as 
a foreigner or some other harmless 
sort of person. Perish the thought. I 
am American born, with a French ac
cent, use violet perfume, and shoot 
from the hip.

Having reached this point in the dis
course, you will probably think that I 
despise baseball and enthusiasm of any 
sort. Nay, nay, not to say neigh. It 
only proves what I set out to say— the 
best thing about the present civiliza
tion is its’ very barbarity.

When we don’t like fighting in liter
ature and the diamond, good night, 
and hello Julius Ccesar, meaning that 
we will have gone the way Rome went, 
which is a favorite simile for those 
who knock turkey-trotting, horse-trot
ting, and all the little pleasures of life.

Some say that Rome committed 
royal hara-kiri by living too easy. 
Others blame the baths. I don’t know, 
not being there, and not believing any
thing I don’t see, but I do observe that 
history tells us the fighting was all 
done, Rome having whipped every
thing her same size and weight, and 
some that were bigger. When we have 
to stop fighting in some way or another 
then we begin to complain of our 
health. /

The tired business man is never any
thing more than tired as long as he 
stays in the ring and fights to keep his 
business going, but the minute he lays

off to rest or retire, he might as well 
order a tombstone with trimmings.

War is a devilish thing, in which a 
man goes A ery hungry at times, loses 
more sleep than is good for him, and 
does a month or more very tiresome 
running around before he gets five 
minutes of excitement worth while. I 
wouldn't advise anybody to go to war, 
there are so many other ways in which 
to be uncomfortable.

Fighting is bad, especially if the 
other fellow has a longer reach, and I 
don’t want to advise anybody to fight 
ill the hope of salvation or health, un
less they can be assured of ten thou
sand dollars, win or lose, ringside.

Piracy has gone out of date and fa
vor since long-range guns e&me in, ex
cept among Chinese and a^few others 
who will have their little fun -if they 
are hanged for it. Arctic exploring is 
too cold, and you may be dead before 
you can get your picture in the papers, 
and desert travel is too hot.

I confess I don’t know how to pre
serve the fighting spirit, and the time 
is coming when we’ll all be very mild 
and harmless, and we’ll be going 
around all forehead and glasses, just 
thinking-machines, reading of the cru
sades and other wars, and taking our 
excitement all second-hand.

In the mean time I hope to keep 
your pulses quickened with lively tales, 
and for June we have

Gold Grabbers
BY WILLIAM WALLACE COOK

and an old favorite of T he A rgosy 
comes back with a full book-length 
novel of mining and fighting in the 
West.

This is the story of a young mining 
superintendent who bumps into the 
most peculiar set of mixed-up fights 
that ever were heard of. and yet there 
isn't a thing about the story that will 
strain your credulity, if you have such 
a thing.

There is a girl, of course, and vil
lains and thieves, but there is nothing
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of the worn-out plot in this story. It 
runs as smoothly as a six-cylinder car, 
and you have finished it before you 
realize it, for there isn't a dead space 
in the whole book.

I might-say a lot of pretty things 
about it, but the fact that it is given to 
you is proof enough of my faith in it. 
You’ll like it, and I am sure you will 
be glad to welcome Mr. Cook back 
again with a yarn that is as good as 
anything he ever wrote.

The novelette in the June number is

The Thing That Was 
Caeser's

BY GEORGE BRYDGES RODNEY

author of “ Sailing With Morgan.’’ It 
is laid in me Orient, mostly in the 
China Sea, and it has more originality 
than most stories I have seen in a dog’s 
age. The story is about a little silver 
box, made from the thirty pieces of sil
ver which Judas received for his be
trayal.

It has been in existence for ages—  
Caesar had it— and in its track goes 
war, just as behind “ The Wandering 
Jew ” went pestilence. The war in 
Turkey, the war in Mexico— war, war, 
war —  is hooked up with this silver 
box.

There is a fight with Chinese pirates

that is a masterpiece of description, 
and as Rodney knows his country at 
first hand, you can rely on him for ac
curacy of color and detail. This is a 
story you will remember long and en
joy reading. If you read “ Sailing 
With Morgan,” you know the finished 
workmanship of Rodney.

There are some short stories in the 
June number that are exceptional, and 
which I made special effort to secure. 
They are by Captain W. R. Foran, 
whose work is more or less familiar to 
A rgosy readers; John Fleming W il
son, one of the best writers of sea sto
ries living; Hugh Johnson, who has 
done some fine stories about the army, 
and P. G. Wodehouse, already fa
mous.

Foran’s story is laid in northern In
dia, Fleming’s on a reef in the Pa
cific, Johnson’s in Jolo among the Mo- 
ros, and Wodehouse writes of Coney 
Island and New York, That gives a 
pretty wide range from cover to cover, 
and as these four writers know their 
art, I commend the short stories in the 
June A rgosy to your serious attention. 
I think these stories will prove to you 
that T he A rgosy is buying the best 
fiction of the best writers, and has a 
table of contents which should make 
any reader satisfied that he is getting 
the best product his money can buy.

F R O M  T H E  A D M I R A L ’ S D E S P A T C H  B A G
This month I am giving ybu, along 

with the usual batch of letters, brief 
excerpts from letters which have piled 
up in my desk. Many of these letters 
were very good, and deserved being 
published in full quite as much as 
many others, but in order to give 
everybody a chance to express even a 
brief opinion, I have grabbed a sen
tence or two from them.

The same 'old warfare over Jackson 
is going on, in prose and verse, and 
with these few words to save space, t 
turn the merry melange over to your 
tender mercies.

Hello, Old Missouri!
E ditor, A rgosy:

I come to you with a few lines that you 
may know we get T he A rgosy out here in 
old Missouri and enjoy it immensely. I f  I 
miss a copy I feel like a schoolboy missing 
a holiday.

I don’t suppose this will find its way to 
publication, for I am not a college gradu
ate, neither am I an army officer or any of 
those whom you seem to favor with space 
in your record; again, that doesn’t alter 
the fact that I am going to tell you of the 
pleasure I get from your publication, even 
if  I am only a clerk in a country hotel.

Believe me, all your stories appeal to 
me, and I have no fault to find because the
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writer of a Western story doesn't know 
sage-brush from greasewood. or a Califor
nia saddle from one of the ** center fire ” 
type despised by the cow-puncher of Wyo
ming twenty-five years ago. That doesn't 
matter so he tells the story well and the 
main points fit their places.

Mesquite Ranch " was good, though I 
admit I can’t recall anything like the coun
try described in either Wyoming. Montana, 
the Dakotas, or Texas. However, as 1 
said before, those don’t count if the'story 
is well told and teiches a lesson that is 
worth while. I like to unload my ideas 
from time to time even if you don’t think 
them worthy of space (others pay for 
them), and I have the pleasure of writing. 
T ub A rgosy has given me many a pleasant 
hour, and it has kept well to the front of 
all fiction publications, therefore it has 
served, and for that let us be thankful. 
Like R ip  V a n  W in k le , I will say, “ May 
you all live long and prosper."

W ylder H. W alters.
Hannibal, Missouri.

Argosy Still Pleases Him
E ditor, A rgosy :

Far back in the misty chamber of mem
ory I can place a shadowy figure bearing 
a 'small package, entering the kitchen of 
our old farm home " down in Maine.'’ It 
was my father returning from the post- 
office with T he A rgosy. Thus the maga
zine, born but one year before me, became 
my boyhood chum, and it is still with me, 
and I hope it will be one of the blessings 
of my old age.

Never before have I attempted to scale 
the walls of the editor’s Log-Book. Many 
;i sinile must light the face of our editor 
when he views the ruins of our whims and 
fancies as we endeavor to point to that 
which we think he should choose in the 
making of our magazine.

Our A rgosy’s increasing growth, pros
perity and popularity alone stands as a fit
ting monument as to his selection of au
thors. What a contradiction of opinions 
there is in the Log-Book !

One approves of " The City of the Un
seen,” and sings praises to the gifted 
author, James Francis Dwyer, and at the 
same writing voices prejudice in regard to 
Air. Jackson’s “ Ambushed,” "First Law,” 
e t  cetera . But I have read them all with 
edjoyment. “ Winged Feet ” was the best 
in the year. Jackson’s vivid descriptions 
give us to understand that time is the 
curse of the idle rich, that occupation is 
humanity’s friend and forces us to feel the 
loving personality of the little heroine 
dancer L u n e sk a .

We thank you, Mr. Editor, for the grand 
stories of the past, and will gladly leave the 
future entirely to your wise care.

T. F reeman Noyes.
R. F. D. i,
North Yarmouth, Maine.

Back to the Flagship
E ditor, A rgosy :

Greetings from an old reader. I left the 
good ship A rgosy last year and shipped in 
" furrin waters,” but could not resist the 
temptation to sail under the old colors once 
more. You've got one great idea in your 
complete magazine. No more monthly 
waits. I miss William Wallace Cook's tales, 
also A. P. Terhune's, but I have become 
reconciled to the youngsters. You have two 
fine authors in John Moran and George 
Washington Ogden. Give us some more of 
them. Fred Jackson’s "Winged Feet” 
was his masterpiece. As for H. P. Love- 
craft :

With scathing lines 
He undermines
Our humble, meek suggestions,
And when he signs 
What he opines
There is no room for questions.
He ramps and roars,
He shouts, he soars,
His opinions never vary ;
You will agree,
It's plain to see v 
He consults his dictionary;

also,
I think, indeed, he has no sense 
When he has no lo r e  for Jackson,
For, unlike the bard of Providence,
His c r a ft  brings satisfaction.

J. C. C ummings. 
5714 Blackstone Avenue,
Chicago, Illinois.

Breaks Long Silence
E ditor. A rgosy :

I've been a silent reader of T he A rgosy 
so long I can keep silent no longer. What 
is the matter with T he A rgosy? One can
not compare the present A rgosy with the 
past A rgosy. The difference is too great. 
Our present A rgosy is rotten. The stories 
are so silly one doesn’t care to read them. 
Wake up to the fact T he A rgosy is failing 
every month. I am glad you print no more 
short stories. The last ones were simply 
not worth reading. T he A rgosy would be 
fine now if the reading was good. The 
change in the serials is first rate, also the 
complete novelette. Why so many kicks 
about Fred Jackson? I think “ Ambushed” 
the finest ?tory T he A rgosy ever had,
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“ Winged Feet ” was a good love story. 
Terhune’s stories are fine. Hope to see 
some more soon. The stories that I en
joyed most were “ Breaking Into West 
Point,” “ Larkin of the Free Range.” Why 
not have some more like that.

And why not some good short stories 
when you have any. “ A Forty-Four Cali
ber Joke” was no joke at all. Give us 
some more stories like “ An Enemy Hath 
Done This,” “ Easy Money,” and “ The 
Motor Buccaneers.” Why not have some 
more H a w k in s  stories. They drive away 
the blues. Three cheers for “ The Haw
kins Ambulator,” in December, 1910. 
Don’t give us any more stories like “ Out 
of Algiers,” “ The Border of Blades,” 
“ The Waters of Strife,” and “ Ysabel of 
the Blue Bird." They surely were not in
teresting. Most likely many of the Log- 
Book readers will think I have poor taste 
for reading material. But am also certain 
there are many who side in with me too. 
Hoping to see better reading, in the future 
A rgosy,

(Mrs.) K. Eugene.
Marshall, North Dakota.
I can’t quite understand how you say 

T he A rgosy is entirely ruined and then 
say “ Ambushed ” was the best story we 
ever had. Certainly hope to have more 
stories like those you say you like, but in 
order to meet the tastes of so many read
ers, the authors have to be varied from 
month to month. Some of the stories you 
didn't like seem to have been very popular, 
and some that you did like, others did not 
care for, which is why editors die young.— 
E ditor.

This Lad Converted
E ditor, A rgosy:

Have just read my letter in the March 
A rgosy and its attendant comment. I did  
finish your December number, but found 
nothing that came within a mile of your 
old style. But your present issue has 
changed all that. I am inexpressibly de
lighted with the idea of cutting put the 
serials, and the “ shorts ” make it look like 
home again.

As to your question inquiring why I 
missed T he A rgosy two years, I was but 
a boy of thirteen, and as I lived in the 
country, and the two nearest points kept 
no A rgosies, I had  to do without. Before 
that I constantly bought the magazine, as 
far back as I can remember. Now I am 
where I can get ’em, thank goodness.

I am sure the majority are in favor of 
the magazine as it used to be, but the way

it is now is very satisfactory. Keep Edgar 
Franklin, and here is a word for H a w k in s. 
Now, “ brother,” if you are not averse, in 
a spirit of fair play, give my letter a chance 
and you will be obliging a boy reader.

C. D. Myers.
Hendricks, West Virginia.
You said in your former letter that you 

had looked at the contents page and didn’t 
like the new A rgosy, although you hadn’t 
seen it for two years. Give me a fair show, 
lad, and your well-written letters are al
ways welcome, even as a critic. Also, re
member that there are about half a million 
others who have to be considered, and that 
increasing sales tell how the majority feel. 
— E ditor.

Some More Verse
E ditor, A rgosy:
Lovecraft has dropped from rime to prose, 
To shew that what he knew, he knows.
I say that really to my view 
’Twas little that he ever knew.
He mentions that three faults remain.
It’s up against him there again.
I rather think there is no more.
His letter makes the number four.
He says a novel he will write,

■ Our ardent passions to enlight.
Each reader then will have to carry 
The latest published dictionary.

John Russell.
404P2 Zack Street,
Tampa, Florida.

Sees Steady Improvement
Editor, A rgosy:

I can see no reason for the many criti
cisms of stories and authors in T he A r
gosy, I have been reading it for six years, 
and it is improving with each issue. ” “ An 
Enemy Hath Done This ” was so good 
that I was oblivious of everything else 
while reading it. “ Georgia Girl,” in her 
defense of Mr. Jackson, is a girl after my 
own heart. As for Mr. Lovecraft, and the 
rest of the “ knockers,” they are in the 
minority, and are worthy of no considera
tion. So on with T he A rgosy, and let 
Jackson be unconfined.

A. L. Rossiter-
4206 Whitman Avenue,
Cleveland. Ohio.

W yoming to the Front
E ditor, A rgosy:

l don’t know how much praise you can 
stand without suffering from undue ex
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pansion, but without indulging in fulsome 
flattery I will sav T he A rgosy has im
proved some. I like to have some short 
stories, as they are convenient for short 
times of rest.

I see there is some adverse comment on 
Jackson. He is a little abnormal in the 
handling of his favorite subject, but we do 
not want commonplace in fiction, as we 
have enough of that in life, and if it were 
not so we would not spend our time read
ing fiction.
Now as feeling grows intense,
Some with more vanity than sense,
Try to air their classic knowledge 
To show that they have been to college; 
Try to ape old Homer’s style 
In rime that’s scarcely worth the while 
To spend the time in reading.
So arrogant is every line of his dogmatic 

screeding
Till each one has had their say 
And the tumult of battle dies away,
I think, indeed, it would be best 
To let poor Jackson have a rest,
And Lovecraft try his bitter spite 
On some other poor luckless wight,
I have no doubt his victims will survive, 
And in spite of criticism thrive 
When the voyagers of T he A rgosy their 

bickerings forget,
Then you can print a Jacksonette.

"Richard Forster.
Rothwell, Wyoming.

Liked "Mesquite Ranch”
E ditor, A rgosy:

Have just finished ” Mesquite Ranch.” 
Keep Katharine Eggleston on your staff. 
I wish you would hurry and give us some 
more J o h n  S o lo m o n , ’’ Vs hall right.” If 
we get more of H. Bedford-Jones. Captain 
Foran, Terhune, Franklin, and Dwyer, we 
won’t mind so much Jackson. I started 
“ Winged Feet,” but could not finish it— 
the first time I have missed any story.

I wish that Dwyer would write a sequel 
to " The City of the Unseen ” and show 
what happened to Ir is , X c d . and H o o p e r .  
I like the new way of having no serials 
very much. The Log-Book has become 
very interesting lately on account of the 
comments on H. P. Lovecraft.

H. R. G.
Cedar Rapids, Nebraska.
J o h n  S o lo m o n  is scheduled to return in 

July in a complete novel entitled '‘ John 
Solomon— Supercargo,” a sequel to " The 
Gate of Farewell.” The third novel in the 
trilogy of J o h n  S o lo m o n  stories will be 
“  The Seal of Solomon.” probably next fall.

I have just bought some more stories from 
Captain Foran, laid in India. Dwyer sent 
me a card from Colombo, Ceylon, last week, 
and he is now in Australia.— Editor.

Opinions of Cow-Puncher
E ditor, A rgosy:

I have been reading T he A rgosy for 
eight years, and have never expressed an 
opinion in the Log-Book. I think you could 
not better T he A rgosy it any cost. I get 
sore at people like H. P. L. I will pay his 
fifteen cents a month if he will quit reading 
the A rgosy. Jackson is great— let us have 
another like “ Winged Feet.” Ogden is 
fine— give us more of him and H. Bedford- 
Jones. I am a cow-puncher, and certainly 
would like to loosen up my .44-six on that 
man Lovecraft. Yours for luck. Excuse 
pencil, as ink is scarce at the Bijou Ranch.

Jack  E. B rown.
Kellogg, Idaho.

Sees Steady Improvement
E ditor, A rgosy:

I have been a reader of T h e  C a v a lie r ,  
T h e  A ll- S t o r y , and R a ilr o a d  M a n ’s  M a g a 
z in e  since they were first published, but I 
can hardly wait for T he A rgosy. “ An 
Enemy Hath Done This ” was one of the 
finest stories I have ever read. Some of 
my favorite authors are H. Bedford-Jones, 
James Francis Dwyer. Katharine Eggle
ston’s “ Mesquite Ranch ” was fine. You 
have greatly improved T he A rgosy by cut
ting out the serials. Give us stories like 
you have been giving us and everybody 
should smile. More power to you.

J. W. McE ntire.
Curwensville, Pennsylvania.

March Argosy Fine
E ditor, A rgosy:

I have read T he A rgosy for six years, 
and it is the best magazine of its kind pub
lished. I have followed the discussion 
about Fred Jackson, and I must say that 
he and Terhune are the best writers you 
have.* I want to congratulate you oil the 
March number. I think it is great, and 
having each number complete is fine.

R. S. B aldwin.
Merchants’ Exchange Bank,
Hamburg, Iowa.

W ants Argosy Oftener
E ditor, A rgosy:

I am in favor of making T he A rgosy a 
twice a month magazine if  you don’t give
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us a double dose of Jackson. Your com
plete magazine idea is great, and let us 
hope you keep it this way. You sure have 
been delivering the goods. Such stories as 
“ The Waters of Strife,” “ The Motor 
Buccaneers,” “ Out of Algiers,” “ Mesquite 
Ranch,” “ The Secret War,” “ City of the 
Unseen,” “ Sailing With Morgan,” and 
“ Desert Loot ” are great. Don’t forget 
the other two J o h n  S o lo m o n  stories you 
have coming. Also give us another Hock
ing. The short stories have all been good. 
I would like a theatrical story soon.

E arl R. S m a u .e.
962 North Twenty-Second Avenue,
Omaha, Nebraska.
“ The Pink Prune Pays,” a tragedy of 

vaudeville, by Clinton H. Stagg, author of 
“ Easy Money,” is scheduled for the June 
A rgos y .— E ditor.

Complete Magazine Pleases
E ditor. A rgosy:

I have been reading T he A rgosy for a 
long time, and I like the complete maga
zine idea. Being a traveling man, the 
short stories help fill in the time between 
towns. Give us more of Fred Jackson and 
Bedford-Jones. They are your best wri
ters. I always read the Log-Book, as it is 
like a heart to heart talk with the man be
hind the guns. I look forward to T he 
A rgosy and wish it came out twice a month.

C harles H. N ichols.
322 Clay Avenue,
Detroit, Michigan.
I have a fine supply of Jackson and Bed

ford-Jones in the manuscript safe.— E di
tor.

N ew  Argosy Perfect
E ditor, A rgosy:

I have been reading T he A rgosy for 
many moons, and am going to venture a 
few remarks. The new A rgosy is just 
about perfect. Let the short stories go 
hang and stick to the old way of once a 
month. “ The City of the Unseen ” was 
rotten. “ An Enemy Hath Done This ” 
was first rate, and “ The Waters of Strife ” 
was great. But “ Mesquite Ranch,” in the 
March number, is the best, cleanest, and 
most refreshing story that I have read in 
some time. Jackson, in h e r  February ef
fort, made a clean sweep, but in her earlier 
stories she gave one the impression of a 
woman trying to play baseball. If you 
have any more like the last one don’t be 
stingy with them, and you might pass the 
word to the authorities that there are

places for people like Mr. H. P. Lovecraft 
with brain-storms.

K. Morris.
Port Huron, Michigan.

W ants More Letters
E ditor, A rgosy:

I have just read the Log-Book for March 
and write to enter my little knock. It is 
not against the stories, however, but 
against the amount .of space given this 
person called Lovecraft when two or three 
in te r e s tin g  letters might have been printed 
in the space so used. The March issue is 
a great idea. Your A rgosy is very enter
taining and well made up.

(Mrs.) W. S. Ritter.
Cleveland, Ohio.

Canada Is Satisfied
E ditor, A rgosy :

“ The Gate of Farewell ” can’t be beat 
and also “ The Waters of Strife.” “ Scud 
o’ the Banks ” and “ Easy Money ” were 
good, too. Just keep T he A rgosy going 
the way it is and I won’t kick.

B. E. W ilson.
Kenobert, Saskatchewan, Canada.

Sends His Congratulations
E ditor, A rgosy :

Congratulations! No serials in the 
March number. The busy man who buys 
a magazine on a train or to rest himself, 
consider serials waste-paper. Few care to 
make the effort to keep in mind the connec
tion between the instalments. I am glad 
to see long and short stories complete in 
T he A rgosy.

W. A. Far well, M.D.
37 Commercial Street.
Sherbrooke, Quebec, Canada.

Argosy Is Best
E ditor, A rgosy:

I am enclosing money-order for a year’s 
subscription to T he A rgosy. A s a maga
zine it is the best ever, and its stories are 
never beaten and seldom equaled.

B en T. Reitm an . 
Zumbrota, Minnesota.

N ew  System Fine
E ditor, A rgosy:

I have been reading T he A rgosy five 
years and always thought it a great maga
zine, but the present magazine has the old ‘ 
one beat a mile. I don’t like to wait for
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stories. I see quite a few criticisms of 
Jackson, and I want to say his work can
not be surpassed. “ Winged Feet ”  was 
great, and “ Mesquite Ranch ” fine.

J. H irsch.
Box 210,
Field, British Columbia.

Wants Western Stories
E ditor, A rgosy :

I wish you would give us some more 
Western stories. I think T he A rgosy is 
better than it ever was now. The new’ cov
ers are fine, for some people thought it 
was a “ blood and thunder ” book in the 
old yellow cover.

Fa y  W est.
3034 Sixth Avenue.
Los Angeles, California.

Reader Ten Years
E ditor, A rgosy :

Along in 1904 I chanced to pick up a 
copy of T he A rgosy and read the opening 
chapters of “  Who and Why.” Since then 
T he A rgosy has been a regular visitor. I 
have no comment to make on your changes, 
as you seem to make the magazine better 
every time you make a change, but I can 
say that I can get more clean reading-mat
ter out of T he A rgosy than any magazine 
I ever read.

J. Raymond Goodman, 
Featherston, Oklahoma.

Argosy Is Unequaled
Editor, A rgosy:

I have read T he A rgosy for about three 
years and have tried many other maga
zines, but find it surpasses them all. Ter- 
hune, Jackson, and Hopkins are my favor
ite authors. Give 11s more war stories by 
Terhune— his war stories are the best I 
have ever read. "Inside Information” 
and “ Ambushed ” were very good. I am 
another H a n 'k in s  knocker, and think they 
were about the silliest stories I ever read.

John A. Y oungwortb.
103 Ashland Avenue,
Kenosha, Wisconsin.

Two Old Regulars
E ditor, A rgosy:

We wish to express our thanks for the 
great pleasure we have had in reading 
T he A rgosy for the past twenty-five years 
or more. The first story was “ Snow, Ice, 
and Water,” or rather, that is the one we 
remember as one of the first we read. It

was printed in pamphlet form at that time 
and we could hardly wait for the next is
sue, and it is the same to-day. We are 
verging on the fifties and are still looking 
forward for the next issue.

E. J. BurriTT.
635 Jackson Avenue,
Evanston, Illinois.

George P. L eonhart. 
1617 Florence Avenue,
Evanston, Illinois.

Oklahoma Likes Argosy
Editor. A rgosy:

Find enclosed money-order for a year’s 
subscription to T he A rgosy. I have been 
reading it regularly for seven years, get
ting it from news-stands, but I am moving 
to where I cannot get it. I am lost with
out it, for I like it better than any maga
zine I have ever read.

W arren A sh ,
Steedman, Oklahoma.

Radiograms
Give us some more Fred Jackson. Miss 

Eggleston is great, also " Waters of 
Strife.”— (Miss) E. L esalle, Lowell, Mas
sachusetts.

We all wish you would give us the maga
zine as it was for so many years.— E mma 
D. E ngle, San Francisco, California.

I think you have the right idea in cutting 
out the serials.— Milo C arter, Mineral 
Ridge, Ohio.

I have been reading T he A rgosy fifteen 
years, and your present make-up pleases 
me immensely.— A ugust Jensen, Denver, 
Colorado.

I am for T he A rgosy first, last, and all 
the time. H. Bedford-Jones is the best au
thor I ever read.— T. W. B., Villanon, 
Georgia.

I have read T he A rgosy since it was 
T h e  G o ld e n  A r g o s y , but the new style is 
O. K .— J. L. Savage, Christiana, Pennsyl
vania.

Your March number is a dandy. Fred 
Jackson is your best author.— S idney C lay  
(no address).

A rgosies all over the house, “ Mesquite 
Ranch ” was great.— E. A. S., Grand Rap
ids, Michigan.
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Build your home around 
ideal heating
A  house in which waste and ex
travagance have a loose rein is 
never a happy hom e. Genuine 
economy does m uch to  favor 
dom estic peace. O ld fashioned 
heating m ethods afford little 
protection  to  the windward side 
o f  the room s —  waste the va lu 
able heat up the ch im n ey— or 
overheat som e room s in the effort 
to  drive needed heat to  exposed 
room s. The ideal in heating 
com fort and fuel econom y is 
reached and permanently guar
anteed b y  an outfit o f

ID E A L  Boilers and A M E R IC A N  Radiators utilize no 
more than the exact amount o f  fuel needed to  warm 
room s uniformly. Autom atic regulators stop all fuel 
wa^te b y  instant control o f  draft and check dampers. 

Besides, fuel can be saved b y  turning o ff radiators in any rooms where warmth is not always needed. 
ID E A L  Boilers and A M E R IC A N  Radiators are made for every size o f  cottage, mansion, flat, 
church, school, store, garage, or public building. They produce the m ost healthful warmth known 
—  free from ash-dust, coal-gases and soot —  thereby also saving much cleaning labor and damage 
to  furnishings.
In choosing from  the big ID E A L  Boiler line, you  can select a type ju st right for your needs —  for 
water, steam or vapor, for hard coal, w ood, gas, soft coal, lum p, run-of-m ine or screenings; or you  
can choose our new D O W N -D R A F T  type for sm okeless  burning o f  low-grade soft coals (plentiful 
and cheap in m any localities.)
IDEAL-AM ERICAN heating

A N o. 6-22-w I D E A L  Boiler and 
400 >q. ft. of 38 in . A M E R IC A N  
R a d ia to rs, c o s tin g  th e owner 
$ 2 3 0 ,  w ere u sed  to heat th is  co t
ta g e . At th is  p r ic e  th e goods 
can be bo ugh t of any repu table , 
com petent F itter. T h is  d id not 
incrud e cost of labor, p ip e, valves, 
fre ig h t,.e tc ., w hich  are extra, and 
vary, a cco rd in g  to c lim atic and 
oth er cond itions.

outfits will wear for a century or more; require no annual over-hauling to keep in order. 
Sectional parts go together by finely machined iron-to-iron water-ways which never 
require packing or attention. Consider present attractive price and low cost o f  
upkeep and absence o f repairs, with the fact that our outfits 
increase rental and sales values— and you will see that the outfit 
is more than a choice — i t ’ s  a big paying investm ent.
£*et us help you choose wisely. Build around the heart o f 
any home — which is ideal heating. Whether seeking to com
fort your present building or you are planning a new

home or other 
building, our 
b o o k l e t s

Vacuum Cleaner \  a  i (mailed free)< a n d  s p e c ia l
A sk  also fo r  catalog o f  th e  yJ G l < in fo r m a t io n
A R C O  W AN D — a su cc ess- ! will be worth
f u l  sets-in -the-cellar ma- j u * ™ 'o *
c h in e  w ith  s u c t io n  p ip e  H  j under no obli-
running to each floo r. J gation to buy.

A ct now!

Showrooms in all 
large cities AmericanRadiator Company Write Department A  34 

8 16-822 S. Michigan 
Avenue, Chicago

HHMHHMHHHHHHMHHMHMMMfcMMMM
In answering, this advertisement it it desirable that you mention T he Abgosx
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NABISCO
Sugar Wafers

HILSIL incomparable sweets are the most universally 
popular of all dessert confections. Whether served 

at dinner, afternoon tea or any social gathering, Nabisco 
Sugar Wafers are equally delightful and appropriate. In 
ten-cent tins; also in twenty-five-cent tins.

Another dessert delight. Wafers of pleasing size and 
form with a bountiful confectionery filling. Another 
help to the hostess. In ten-cent tins.

NATIONAL
BISCUIT

COMPANY

In anevoering thi$ advertitement it it  detiroble that you mention T h» Abgoby.
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On Which Side 
o f the Desk/Ire
YOU?

International Correspondence Schools
B o x  8 5 8 ,  S C R A N T O N , PA.

Explain, without any obligation on my part, how I can qualify 
for the position before which I mark X.

T h e  m a n  b e fo r e  th e  d e sk  w o r k s  w ith  h is  hands  a n d  is  p a id  
fo r  h is  labor. T h e  m a n  b e h in d  th e  d e sk  w o r k s  w ith  h is  
head a n d  is  p a id  fo r  h is  knowledge.
It is m e re ly  a q u e s tio n  o f  K N O W IN G  H O W .
T h e first step in “ know ing h ow ”  is simply 
a matter o f cutting out, filling in and m ail
ing us the cou pon  shown here.

In return we will show  you  how  to im prove 
your position, increase you r salary, or to 
get into a m ore congenia l occupation , with
out leaving hom e or losing an hour o f time 
from  you r present w ork.

There are no requirem ents but the ability to 
read and write, and the am bition  to succeed.
Thousands o f m en, and w om en too, in 
nearly every trade and profession  date the 
beginn ing o f  their success to the day they 
filled, in  th is C oupon. W hy not *YOU?
It costs nothing to  find out. T ake the first 
step in y ou r ow n advancem ent today.

Mail this Coupon NOW .

Salesm anship 
Electrical Engineer 
Electric L ighting Supt. 
E lectric Car R unning 
Electric W irem an 
T e le p h o n e  Expert 
A rchitect
Building Contractor 
Architectural Draftsm an 
Structural Engineer 
C oncrete C onstruction  
M echan ica l E ngineer 
M echanical Draftsm an 
R efrigeration  E ngineer 
C ivil E ngineer 
S u rv ey or
M ine Superintendent 
Metal M ining 
Locomotive Fireman & Eng. 
Stationary Engineer 
T extile  M anufacturing 
G as Engines

C ivil Service 
R ailw ay Mail Clerk 
B ookk eep in g  
Stenography & Typewriting 
W in d o w  T rim m ing 
S how -C ard  W riting 
Lettering and Sign Painting 
A dvertising  
C om m ercia l Illustrating 
Industrial D esigning 
C om m ercia l Law  
A u tom ob ile  R unning 
T ea ch er
English Branches 
Good English for EveryOne 
A gricu lture 
P oultry  Farm ing 
Plambing& Steam Fitting 
Sheet-M etal W o rk e r  
N avigation  Spanish
Languages French
Chem ist G erm an

Cit.v

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention T h e  A egosy .
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0 0  MADE IN ONE MONTH
w ith a 'L o n fC risp etteM a ch in e

By This ManT h a t ’ s what M r. Eakins made— paid his last $10 for 
rent of a store w indow — at the end of 30 days had 
$1500 in the bank— today he is independent. A  
Crispette machine and Crispettes did it.
M r .  P e r r in ,  C a l . ,  t o o k  in  $ 3 8 0  in  o n e  d a y — e v e r y  n ic k e l  b r o u g h t  
h im  a lm o s t  4 c p r o f i t .  W h a t  a r e  y o u  g o i n g  t o  d o  in  t h e  f u t u r e  ?
■ Just b a r e ly  e a r n  a  l i v i n g — k e e p  w i s h i n g  fo r  s o m e t h in g  to  t u r n  
u p ?  D o n 't  d o  i t .

L IS T E N — take that money you have saved up against the day of opportunity 
—invest it in a Long Popcorn Crispette Machine and make fortune smile on 
you—build up a big paying business. T h ink  of the fortunes made of 5c pieces 
—street cars—moving'picture shows—5 and 10c stores. Everyone will spend a 
nickel— everyone likes Crispettes—children—parents—old folks. Y ou  don’ t 
need any exoerience—vou can start anywhere—in a store window, a small store room where rent is 
cheap, or the kitchen of your home. T h e Crispette machine and Long’ s secret formula to the man of

a sure w ay to independence and-fortune—to make money from the start,limited means is a Gold Mine

A L M O S T  4 0 0 %  PROFIT
Every 20c invested returns $1.00 cash—not theory- 
— not guesswork—not imagination, but the actual 
bona fide proven record of profits from Crispette 
machines from Coney Island to Oregon—from 
Canada to Argentine Republic.
S T O P ! Y ou  have followed the rut too long— 
received only what others cared to give. Get on 
the "other side— take only what you want.
F. C. Thom pson, Ore., took in $575 in 27 days. 
E. H , H ., Pa., sold over 12,000 rolls in two weeks 
—just records from letters from Crispette merchants 
in all parts of the country.
T h e  money barons began with much less advan
tage than I offer you today. Write N O W  for m y 

; handsomely illustrated 48 page free booklet “ H ow  
to Make M oney In T h e  Crispette Business,”  or

Come To See Me At My Expense
It's unnecessary to write that you are coming—just 
drop in any time. I will pay your traveling expenses 
within a 300 mile radius if you buy a machine. I 
will give you-reference after reference from respon
sible merchants, bankers, citizens—satisfy yourself 
and then go over the Crispette business with me!

G o  In to  T h is  B u s in e s s  N o w —
T he big spring and summer trade is waiting for 
you right in your own city. Send for m y free 
b o o k l e t  “ Dollars &  Sense In T h e  Crispette 
Business.”  It tells the whole story— how and 
where to start— how to succeed, proved by the 
experience of others. It’s worth reading even if 
you don't start. If you are looking for a good thing 
and easy money, send for this book—T O D A Y .

■ In  amwtring thit aivertiiem mt ttsU tfertroWe Ihat vou menlton-THa Aaoosr.
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Bp>ad, ©m

B
in g  o f  h a r d  a n d  s o f t  w o o d

— flo o r s , w o o d w o r k  a n d  fu r -  • .

.tu r e . ■ W i t h  it  ir fe x p e n -  :V
s w o o d s  m a y  b e  f in is h e d
le y . a r e  a s  b e a u t i f u l  a n d  |
c  a s  h a r d  w o o d . M a d e  in  V  1
n d a rd  s h a d e s ,  in c lu d i n g
, Early English, Golden
'eathered, Fumed, etc. jf

fo o d  D y e  is  a  c o m b in a t io n  s p ir i t -  
i, e m b o d y i n g  a l l  th e  g o o d  q u a l i t i e s  o f  b o t h  1 

a  s p ir i t  a n d  a n  o i l  s t a in ,  w i t h  t h e  d i s a d v a n t a g e s  o f  n e it h e r .
I t  is  u n s u r p a s s e d  fo r  s t a i n i n g  r e e d  b a s k e t s  a n d  m a n u a l  

t r a i n i n g  m o d e l s —  a ls o  f o r  b u r la p  a n d  o t h e r  w a l l  c o v e r in g s ,

J o h n s o n ’ s  P r e p a r e d  W a x

A  c o m p le t e  f in is h  a n d  p o l is h  fo r  a l l  w o o d — flo o r s ,  w o o d w o r k  
f u r n i t u r e ,  a u t o m o b ile  b o d i e s ,  e t c .  A p p l y  w it h  a  c lo t h  a n d  

p o l is h  w i t h  a  d r y  c lo t h .  G i v e s  p e r f e c t  r e s u l t s  o v e r  a n y
: o r  o i l .

. W a x  is  u n s u r p a s s e d  a s  a  p o lis h  Ma 
o g a n y  a n d  m is s io n  fu r n i t u r e ,  jU  

R e s t o r e s  t h e  l u s t r e  to  jU i  
, b a g s ,  e t c .  F o r  p o l i s h in g  J U  . 
>odies i t  h a s  n o  e q u a l .  MLI
in d  d o e s  n o t  g a t h e r  d u s t .  MLI

a in t , h a r d w a r e  o r  d r u g  M ^k 
a fr e e  c o p y  o f  o u r  2 5 c  M iI
e  P r o p e r  T r e a t m e n t  MLI  
>rs, W o o d w o r k  a n d  JuMH  
u f e .  ”  I f  h e  h a s n ’ t ^ M  
y , w r it e  u s .

C. Johnson 71^ Jk -1 jWjMftk-;-
W o o d  F in is h in g

Beautiful results

W o o d

J o h n so n 's  
P re p a re d  W a x \ ^  
i s  a  la s t in g  \  
a r t i s t ic  f i n i s h  
f o r  f l o o r s  -  n e w  
o r  o l d  -

1

r
L 1

t i f .
i advertisement it  i i  detirable that you mention TH i A ie o s i . } i $;■
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Popular Educational Food Campaign
E g g s in  -wrong com bination and an excess of starchy (paste m aking) and fatty  foods make 

people sluggish and cause dull, sp litting headaches, la ck  o f m em ory and concentration, drowsiness 
and inertia. A  com plete change to “  digestible ”  brainy foods (suitable meat, gam e, fish and suitable 
dairy foods, com bined w ith suitable vegetables and fruits according to the new  brainy food plan) pro
duces the most m arked im provem ents in  a few  w eeks.

a . H. BRINKLER
F o o d  E x p e r t

Brainy Diet
A  t h in  m a n , a f t e r  b e in g  o u t  o f  w o rk  n e a r ly  a  y e a r  t h r o u g h  w e a k n e s s, w as 

r e s to re d  in  t h r e e  w e e k s  t o  h a r d  w o rk  a s  a  c a r p e n t e r  a t  f u l l  p a y . I n  su ch  ca ses  
t h e  c h a n g e  f r o m  w ro n g  c o m b in a t io n s  o f  fo o d s , a n  e x c e s s  o f  s t a r c h y ,  c lo g g y , 
d e a t h  p r o d u c in g  fo o d s  t o  e n e r g iz i n g  fo o d s  c a u s e s  a  l i t e r a l  t r a n s fo r m a t io n .

A n o t h e r  p e rs o n , d e a f  in  t h e  r i g h t  e a r ,  o w in g  t o  a  d is c h a r g e  c a u s e d  b y  an  
e x c e ss  o f  m u c u s  m a k in g  fo o d s  (c re a m , b u tt e r ,  c h e e s e , e t c .)  c o m p le t e ly  e l i m i 
n a t e d  t h e  c a ta r r h  t h e r e b y  r e s to r in g  h is  h e a r in g  b y  t a k in g  c o r r e c t  c o m b in a 
t io n s  o f  s u it a b le  fo o d s .

A  c a se  o f  k id n e y  a n d  b la d d e r  t r o u b le  o f  t e n  y e a r s ’ s t a n d in g  w a s sa ved  
fro m  a  s u r g ic a l  o p e r a tio n , a n d  t h e  o b je c t io n a b le  d is c h a r g e  r e l ie v e d  w it h in  t e n  
d a ys, b e c a u se  t h e  lo ss  o f  c o n t r o l  w a s  d u e  e n t i r e ly  t o  t h e  c o n s ta n t  i r r i t a t io n  
f r o m  c e r t a in  i r r i t a t in g  fo o d s  a n d  d r in k s .

P r u r ig o  o r  “ I t c h , ”  c h r o n ic ,  b e y o n d  t h e  r e m e d ie s  o f  d o c to r s  a n d  s k in  
s p e c ia li s ts  c o m p le t e ly  d is a p p e a r e d  w it h in  t h r e e  m o n th s.

A  c h r o n ic  s u ffe re r , w e ig h in g  415 p o u n d s, u n a b le  t o  e x e r c is e ,  re d u c e d  o v e r  
iu n d s ( in  p u b lic  l i f e ,  u n d e r  m a n y  w itn e sse s), g a in e d  s t r e n g t h  a n d  f ir m e r  
a n d  lo s t  r h e u m a tis m .

Over 100 similar cases certified by Official Investigating Committee
D u r in g  n in e te e n  y e a r s  o f  p e r s o n a l e x p e r im e n t s ,  I  h a v e  le a r n e d  t o  p ro d u c e  in . m y s e lf  rheum atism , catarrh , sore throat» 

tonsilitls, constipation , double chin , sw ollen glands, kidney troubles, shortness of breath, rough sca ly  skln> 
dandruff, sores, boils, pim ples w ith  w hite pus, blackheads, rash, and other sym ptom s at w ill b y  e a t i n g  o f
d i f fe r e n t  c la s s e s  o f  fo o d s  in  e x c e s s  f o r  s e v e r a l  d a vs  o r  w e e k s  a c c o r d in g  t o  t h e  sy m p to m s d e s ire d . A N D  I C A N  R E S T O R E  MYSELF TO 
G O O D  H E A L T H  I N  A  F E W  D A Y S  B Y  C O R R E C T  D I E T .  T h e  fo o d s  w h ic h  c a u s e  e x p e c to r a t io n , c a ta r r h ,  c o u g h , c o n s tip a tio n , t u m o r s , 
e t c . ,  a r e  s p e c if ie d  i n  m y  b o o k le t  w h ic h  h a s  t a u g h t  m a n y  t o  c u r e  th e m s e lv e s .

M The New Brainy Diet System 99 sent for 10 cents. Send Addresses of Sick Friends to
G. H. BRINKLER, Food Expert, D ept. 52E, Washington, D. C.

Would You Accept This 
30-Day Offer?

Standard o f  the World. Endorsed by Government and Railway Officials.
Harris-Goar'a enlarged Easy Credit Plan now enables you to  own one o f  these 
superb Elgin Watches xcithovt missing the money. W rite f o r  Free Catalog.

17-Jewel Elgin

FREE
MR. H A R R IS  w a n ts  to  sen d  

y o u  his t h r e e  la te s t  B o o k s  
F R E E — o n e th e  s t o r y  o f  “ T h e  
D ia m o n d ,”  I ts  d i s c o v e r y ,  
w h e re  an d  h o w  m in e d ,c u t a n d  
m a r k e te d , th e  o th e r , “ F a c ts  
v s  B u n c ,”  o r  a l l  a b o u t  th e  
W a tc h  B u sin e ss , b o th  a t  h o m e 
a n d  a b ro a d  .a ls o  o u r  B ig  F r e e  
W a tc h  aD d D ia m o n d  B o o k .

N o w , d u rin g  th is  S p e c ia l S a le , is th e  
tim e  to  b u y  th is  e le g a n t  J L Y -J E W E L
Elgin. Thoroughly factory tested, fitted in a 
beautiful Gold Strata Case, Factory stamped and 

Guaranteed 25 years, hand engraved, plain polished or with your own monogram, and our 
startling offer is to send you this celebrated 1914 Model free o f charge for your approval

No M oney Down
Because we want to prove to you that the great 

volume o f our business actually enables us to do 
better by you than any other Watch or Diamond 
House in the World, and that on this particular 
watch, we save you nearly half for it Bella regu- 
lary at §20 to §22, while our

Special An|.J S t 075Price is UIIlJf i&-
O n ly  $2.00 a  M on th

We don’t want you to send us one cent—not a penny. Merely give us
your full name and address that we may send you this superb 17-Jewel Elgin on
approval, and if  after you receive it and want to keep it, then pay us the sum of

But if  after you have worn it 30 
days FREE and don’t want to 
keep it, send it back at our ex

pense. You assume no risk whatever. You do not buy or pay a cent until we 
have placed the watch right in your own hands for your decision. We want no 
security, no interest, no red tape—just common honesty among men. Write for 
our BIG FREE WATCH AND DIAMOND BOOK today. Do it now!
HARRIS-GOAR CO„ Dept. 1250, KANSAS CITY, M0.

The  House Th a t Sells More Elgin Watches Than Any Other Firm  in the W orld, i

JewelsCase

In anticering any advertisement on thit pose it it  deeirable that you mention T ub  A egosx.
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He Mops In Misery Without B.V.D.

A
t y p i c a l  s u m m e r  d a y — a  t y p i c a l  o f f i c e  s c e n e — a r o u n d  o f  

s m i l e s  a t  t h e  m i n g l e d  d isco m fo rt  a n d  d isco m fitu re  o f  t h e  
m a n  w h o  h a s n ’ t  f o u n d  o u t  t h a t  B . V . D .  is “ th e  f i r s t  

a i d "  t o  c o o l n e s s .  Y o u , o f  c o u r s e ,  h a v e  B . V . D .  o n  o r  r e a d y  
t o  p u t  o n .  I f  n o t ,  m a r c h  t o  t h e  n e a r e s t  s t o r e  a n d  g e t  i t .

For vour own welfare, fix this label firmly 
in your mind and make th e salesman 
sho-Tv it to you. If he can’ t or won’ t, 
w alk out! On every B.V. D. Under
garment is sewed

This Red W oven Label

MADE FOR THE

BEST RETAIL TRADE
(T ra d t M ari Reg. U. S. Pat. Off.

and Foreign C- untries)

B .V .D . Coat C u t  Undershirts and K n ee  
Length D r a w e r s .  50c., 75c. r $1.00 a n d  
$1.50 the Garment.

B .V .D . Union Suits (Pat. U. S. A. 4-50-07) 
$1.00, $1.50, $2.00. S5.00 and SS.00 the Suit.

1 he  B . V .  D .  C o m p a n y ,
N E W  Y O R K .

London Selling Ag-ency: 66, Alderm anbury, E. C . •

• !
In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention T hb Abgohy.
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Book2 c  a  W e e k  P a y s  W a s h  B i l l !  ' i

Electricity or Water-Power Does the Work- ^
Just a “Twist of the W rist” Starts or Stops the Mach
The 1900 Motor Washers are now at work in thousands of homes. T hey are doing 
the work formerly done by women, at a cost of 2c a week for power 1 Saving thou
sands upon thousands of dollars in wash bills. Saving worlds of wash-day troubles. 
Leaving the women free to do other work while the machines are doing the washing.

The 1900 Motor Washer
1900 Wafer Motor Washer
C a n  b e  c o n n e c te d  w ith  
a n y  w a t e r  t a p  in s ta n t ly]

Washes a Tubful in Six Minutes!
Handles Heavy Blankets or Dainty Laces

The outfit consists o f the famous 1900 W asber 
with either Electric Motor or Water Motor. 
You turn on the power as easily as you turn 
on the light, and back and forth goes the tub, 
washing the clothes fordearlife. Then, turn 
a lever, and the washerdoes the wringing. All 
so simple and easy that it is mere child’s play.
A Self-Working Wringer Sent 
With Every Washer! w^ T T m

me!

Doing the wringing with 
1900 Electric Motor WasherW r in g e r . W e  g u a r a n te e  t h e  p e r f e c t  w o r k in g  o f  b o th .

N o  e x t r a  c h a r g e  fo r  W r in g e r , w h ic h  is  o n e  o f  t h e  
f in e s t  m ad e. W r i t e  f o r  F R E E  B O O K  a n d  3 0  B a y s *  F R E E  T R I A L  O F F E R !  
D o n ’ t  d o u b t! D o n 't  sa y  i t  c a n ’ t  b e  d o n e . T h e  f r e e  b o o k  p r o v e s  t h a t  i t  c a n .  B u t  w e  
do n o t  a s k  yo n  t o  t a k e  o u r  w o rd  f o r  it .  W e  o ffe r  t o  se n d  a  1900 M o to r  W a s h e r  o n  ab so 
lu t e  F r e e  T r i a l  f o r  a n  e n t i r e  m o n t h  t o  a n y  re s p o n s ib le  p erso n . N o t  a  c e n t  o f  s e c u r 
i t y — n o r  a  p ro m is e  t o  b u y .  J u s t  y o u r  w o rd  t h a t  y o u  w i l l  g iv e  i t  a  t e s t .  W e  e v e n  a g r e e  
t o  p a y  t h e  f r e i g h t ,  a n d  w il l  t a k e  i t  b a c k  i f  i t  f a i l s  t o  d o  a l l  w e  c la im  f o r  i t .  A  p o sta l 
c a r d  w it h  y o u r  n a m e  a n d  a d d re ss  s e n t  t o  u s  t o d a y  w i l l  b r in g  yo u  t h e  b o o k  f r e e  b y  r e v  
t u r n  m a l l .  A ll  co rresp o n d en ce sh o u ld  b e  ad d re ssed  t o  1 9 0 0  W A S H E R  C O . , 6 1 4 9  
C o u r t  S t ; .  B i n g h a m t o n ,  N .  Y . ,  o r ,  i f  y o u  l i v e  i n  C a n a d a ,  w r i t e  t o  th e

~ ~  ------ -- (23)
v u i i i ,  I  .i , o i j i £.i i <il ii  m u  • « x  . , u r ,  i x  y o u  l i v e  i u
Canadian Washer Co., 859 Yonge St., Toronto, Canada.

K e  H a p p y  a n d  
W e|l W h ile  

Travelling

Mothersili’s 
Seasick Remedy

S a tisfa ctio n  G uaranteed  or  
Money R efu nded .

O ffic ia lly  a d o p te d  b y  S te a m s h ip  
C o m p a n ies  on b o th  f re s h  and sa lt  
w a te r —en d o rsed  by h ig h e s t  a u th o r- 

i  - /  c i t i e s  — a n d  u sed  by t ra v e le r s  th e  
- - — srt*rm o v e r . C o n ta in s  no c o c a in e , 

'T h o rp h in e . o p iu m , c h lo r a l ,  co a l ta r  
. p ro d u cts , o r  t h e ir  d e r iv a t iv e s .

^ J d lu  b y  le a d in g  d ru g g is ts . 50c b o x  e n o u g h  
o r  21 hours.-jSlvQQ b o x f o r  o c e a n  voyage, 
spendable Preventative of Nausea.
rs  i l l 's - T r a v e l  B o o k  se n t  b y  r^ fiuest. w it h o u t  cha rg e .

M0THERSILL REMEDY CO., Detroit, Michigan
Al6Q* R r id « -S t re e t ,  L o n d o n ; M o n t re a l,  N e w  Y o r k  

~ F a t i .s  M i la n ,  H a m b u rg .

appen
If You TreatYour Tires with

NEVERLEAK
D on ’ t be bothered with ag

gravating pnnetures and porous 
tires. Just use NEVERLEAK Tire 
F luid and it w ill save you  tim e 
and m oney. Instantly heals 
p u n c t u r e s  on the run and 
doubles the life o f  your tires for 
it actually preserves the rubber.

The Old Stand-By
Be sure you get the geuuiue NEVER

LEAK, used and sold for 18 years by 
repairmen and dealers everywhere. 
It is the one reliable preparation 
guaranteed to give satisfaction. Put 
up in handy self-injector tubes, 25c 
each.
BUFFALO SPECIALTY COMPANY, 

BUFFALO, N. Y.

in ansiccnny any advertisement on this page it is dc,suable that you mention T h i  A hgobt.
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T h e  O S T E R M O O R
C o m fo rt

C le a n lin e s s

T ra d e -M a rk  G u a r a n te e s  S le e p — C o m fo r t—  
E c o n o m y — C le a n lin e ss— S a tisfa ctio n

But the trade-mark does y ou  no good 
if you don’ t insist on seeing it before 
you buy a mattress—and if you don’ t 
believe in the Ostermoor sufficiently 
to refuse any one of the hundreds of 
imitations which are offered in its 
place— at a lower price— o f  course.
Their cheapness ( not their economy) is 
their only excuse.

1 5 .

S e n d  f o r  F r e e  B o o k
of 144 pages, with samples of ticking.

A handsome, full-size Ostermoor mat
tress, 4 ft. 6 in. wide and 6 ft. 3 in. long, 
elegantly finished, will be sent to you, 
express prepaid, same day we pet your 
check or money order. Your money 
will be returned without question if 
you are dissatisfied at the end of 30 
days. Mattresses packed in leatherette 
paper and burlap, fully protected.

OSTERM OOR &  C O .
110 Elizabeth Street, New York

A^aacjr: Alias* Feather & Down Co., Ltd., 
Montreal

MATTRESSES COST
Express Prepaid

4 ft. 6 in. w ide by 6 ft. 3 in. long—
A .C .A . T ickin g, 45 l b s ....... $15.00

Satin Finish T ickin g. 45 lb s.... 16.50 
M ercerized Art T w ills , 45 lbs . 18.00
Special Hotel Style, 50 lb s .......  23.00
Extra T h ick  French Edge, 60 lbs. 30.00 
Special Imperial Edge, 60 lbs . .  35.00 
Ex. T h ick  Imperial Edge,70 lbs. 45.00 
Imperial D o u b l e  S t i t c h e d

French Roll, 80 lb s . ...............  55.00

Mattresses in tw o parts, 50c extra. 
Smaller sizes cost S I  less each size.

Get IntoThePopCorn.Crispette 
A n d  C a n d y  B u s i n e s s

Dellt>obarp«r’s 
Kettle- Popped 

PopCurn Machine 
mud*- In several 

sixes.
N O T  IS!

We also make Com* 
plete Wagon Outfits 
for  Transit purposes. 
Our booklet deseribes 

| them.

W e Will Start You!
an d teach yo u  the b u sin es- F R E E .  T e l l  y o u  h o w  to m ak e the m ost m o n ey w ith  the least e f f o r t -  
h o w  to g e t  the c ro w d s— h o w  to cash  in H IG  from  the v ery  s t a r t ! W e ’ ll h e lp  lo ca te  y o u , to o , if  yo> 
w ish , an d  m ak e it so e.»-y that yo u  ta n  start at o nce and

P a y  U s  L a te r  F r o m  Y o u r  P ro fits
H u n d re d s o f m en an d w o m en  ev e ry w h e re  are m ak in g  B I G  m o n e y  in th e ev e r-p o p u la r  P o p  C o rn , 
C r is p c t te  an d  C a n d y  B u sin ess. W e  w ill g la d ly  do  fo r  you  w h at we h a ve d one for h u n d red s b efo re  you! 
W e  m ak e th e term s so  ea sy  th a t  a v e ry  sm a ll am o u n t is su fficien t to start you ,

$600.00 in 3 days th a t’ s  w h at one m an to o k  in a t  B ra id w o o d ,
111. A n o th er  m ad e $ 2 2 5  in o n e d a y . A  y o u n g  

w o m an in S t . L o u is  Cleared $ 5 0  in 1 %  hours. T h in k  of i t ! D id  yo u  e v e r  hear 
o f  su ch  a  w o n d eriu i b u sin ess ? Y e t ,  yo u , too , can  d o  as w ell in this ea sy  b u sin ess 
of B I G  P R O F I T S .  N o w  th en , d o n ’t w a it— d o n ’ t th in k  yo u  h a ve n ’ t en o u g h  
m o n ey , G E T  our p ro p o sitio n  first, then  d e c id e  !

Dellenbarger’ s Kettle-Popped Pop Corn
A  new p ro ce ss , m eans — l a r g e ,  l i g h t ,  f l u f f y  a n d
t e n d e r  k e rn e ls  th at m elt in yo u r  m o u th . M a k e s  
C r is p d t e s  w o n d erfu lly  rich and d e lic io u s— th e k in d  
that “  w in s ”  tiie “  C o m e -b ack -to -ge t-n n  r e "  cro w d s .

S t a r t  a t  O n c e  - N O W !
S en d fo r our b ig . g e n e ro u s  co -o peratio n  o ffer.

F R E E  ca ta lo g u es  and fu ll pa rticu lars ex p la in 
in g  h o w  we s u r e  yo u  on ea sy  paym ents. D o n ’ t 

p u t  th is  o p p o rtu n ity  o ff  an o th er m inute.

Write Today, SURE! b efo re you fe rg e t  it
O u r b t g o r t r r s e n t  by 

return  m ail. I t ’s up to  you N O W  to ac t—
D O  S O  l A d d re ss

C. M. DELLENBARGER & CO.
619 W. Jackson Boui.,

Chicago, Dl. n ^ e l l ^ n b a r g e r ’s  I m p r o v e d  A u t o m a t i c  
C r l s p e t t e  a n d  P o p  C o r n  B a l l  M a c h in e .  

M a d e  i n  s e v e r a l  s iz e s .

In  answering any advertisement on this page it i s  desirable that you mention T h e  A r g o s y .
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Pmt'O'Lite
Tlosi

The only reliable 
lighting system

Prest-O-Lite spells safety— it 
is absolutely reliable.

I t  is  s im p le  a n d  s t u r d y .  I t  s ta t id s  
t h e  r o u g h  a n d  t u m b le  w o r k ,  t h e  j o l t s  
a n d  t h e  v i b r a t i o n .  H a s  n o  d e l ic a t e  
c o n n e c t io n s  o r  f r a i l  p a r ts .

Y o u r  l i g h t  m a y  s n a p  o u t  s u d d e n ly  
a t  a  c r i t ic a l  t im e , i f  i t  d e p e n d s  o n  a  
t o y  s t o r a g e  b a t t e r y  o r  a n y  o t h e r  c o m 
p l ic a t e d  s y s te m .

P r e s t - O - E i t e  is  the most convenient 
s y s t e m . N e e d s  p r a c t i c a l l y  n o  a t t e n t io n , 
h a s  n o  m  y s te r ie s ,  a n d  b r e e d s  n o  t r o u b le s .

T h e  f ir s t  c o s t  is  s m a ll .  T h e  o p e r 
a t i n g  e x p e n s e  is  n o  g r e a t e r  t h a n  t h a t  
o f  a  c a r b id e  g e n e r a t o r ,  a n d  o n l y  o n e -  
t l i i r d  t o  o n e - f i f th  t h a t  o f  e le c t r i c  l i g h t .

30-D ay Free Trial
Y o u  c a n  p r o v e  a l l  o u r  c la im s  fo r  

P r e s t - O - E i t e  b y  o u r  30- d a y  t r ia l  p la n . 
B e fo r e  b u y i n g  a n y  o t h e r  s y s t e m , in s is t  
u p o n  t h e  s a m e  k i n d  o f  a  te s t .

Don’t pay for poor light
Any dealer who offers you a combination of 

equipment, including any other lighting system, 
will give you Prest-O-Lite instead, if you insist. 
And if you know the facts, you w i l l  in s is t .  
Tear off on the dotted line, 
write your name and address 
below and mail it for com
plete information about  
motorcycle lighting.

Prest-O  - Lite 
is ideal for 

Stereopticons

T h e  P rest-O -L ite  C o ., Inc.
732 Speedw ay ■ „  Indianapolis, Ind.

- ' (Contributor to Lincoln Highway.) -
Send information on A L L  Lighting Systems to

3  Y ears to Pay
fo r  the Sw eet-T oned

Meister
P ian o

$ 1 7 5
3 0  D a y s ’ F r e e  T r i a l
W e  P a y  th e  F re igh t
You are not asked to deposit 
or pay or advance a cent In 
any way until you write us and 
say that the MKISTEK is entire
ly satisfactory and you wish to 
keep It. Then these are the 
terms of sale:
$  “Y  a Week or 
$  ^  a Month

No cash payment down. No interest on payments. 
No extras of any kind. Piano stool and scarf free. 

Sold direct from the maker to you at a guaranteed 
saving of $100. No dealer’s profit for you to pay.

Send now for our beautiful Free Catalog which shows eight 
styles of Meister Pianos.

Our resources exceed $4,000,000. We sell more pianos direct to 
the home than any other concern in the world.

R O T H S C H I L D  &  C O M P A N Y
Dept. B-23. Chicago, Illinois

=  G ood N e w s  F o r =  
T h e  ONE-ARM ED a n d

ARMLESS

T h e  a b o v e  a r e  a c tu a l p h o to s  o f  M r. O. E . H u ffm a n , H ic k o r y , N.O. 
H e  sh o w s o n ly  o n e  o f  m a n y  t h in g s  t h a t  c a n  be d o n e  w it h  a

C a rn es A rtific ia l A rm
Mr. Huffman wears two Carnea Arms. He writes: " I  feed, dress and

shave myself; carry my suit case as easy as anyone; open and close a door; 
open drawer o f desk or dresser, take out what I want and close it  again. 
As for looks, no casual observer could tell that 1 wear artificial arms. They 
are comfortable to wear (in fact feel a part o f me), and easy to operate. 
Would not be without them for any amount o f money. ’

W ith  a Carnes A rtif ic ia l A rm  Y o u  can
do w r it in g , d r a w in g , sh a rp e n  le a d  p e n c il ,  u se  te le p h o n e , c lea n  
t e e t h , la c e  o r  b u tto n  sh o e s, p u t  o n  g lo v e , b ru sh  c o a t ,  t ie  c r a v a t ,  
b ru sh  h a ir ,r u n  a u to m o b ile ,r id e  b ic y c le ,d r iv e  h o rse s , p la y p o o l  
o r  b illia rd s , d o  s e w in g , Iro n in g , s w e e p in g  a n d  m a n y  o th e r  
t h in g s  se e m in g ly  im p o s s ib le  b u t  a b s o lu te ly  tru e .

W r ite  fo r  i l lu s t ra te d  ca ta lo gu e  sh o w in g  fa c - s im lle le tte r s  
and photographs o f wearers o f  Carnes Artificial Arms. I t  will absolutely 
convince you that in the Carnes we have produced an artificial arm and hand 
that you can really "d o  things”  with and without assistance of natural band. 
Endorsed by Surgeons. Adopted by large railroads and factories.
Olll* friiq p q n tpp O ffp r Call a t  any o f  our offices. If  we v U * .  l l U d l  d m e e  W l i c r  cannot prove that the Carnes Arm 
is  all we claim we will pay your round trip expenses. However, we guaran
tee a  perfect fit by mail or no pay. Write for catalog A-5. I t ’s  FREE.

C A R N E S  A R T I F I C I A L  L I M B  C O M P A N Y
Bain Office and F actory, 901*908 E. 19th St., Kansas City, Bio.

New Y ork, 601 Centurlan Bldg.
Pittsburg, 70S Arrot Building.

Chicago, New York Life Bldg. 
Seattle, 9129 W estlake Avenue.

In answering any advertisement on this page it it  desirable that you mention T hb ABGOBZ.
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T h at S ty lep lus suit is 
s im p ly  aston ish ing at $17! ”

T o  the young man above all, 
“ im pression” is a big part of 
the gam e— he must look well if 
he would win. Instinctively he 
chooses Styleplus Clothes $17 
to give him the “ making g o o d ” 
appearance and save him real 
m oney besides.

Styleplus #17 
Clothes J J /

W h a t  is  t h e  s e n s e  o f  m y  p a y i n g  
$20 to  $ 2 5 , o r  e v e n  m o r e , f o r  m y  
c lo t h e s  w h e n  I  c a n  g e t  s u i t s  l i k e  
t h e s e  f o r  $ 1 7 ? ”  y o u  w i l l  s a y  i f  
y o u  v i s i t  t h e  S t y l e p l u s  S t o r e  in  
y o u r  t o w n .

“  W h y  n ot save  $3 to $ 8 ? ”

Popular with men of a ll ages and a ll occu 
pations. Style +  all wool fabrics. Style +  per
fect fit. Style +  expert workmanship. Style 
+ guaranteed wear.

You can tell a  gen u in e Styleplus by the 
Label in the coa l, the T icket on the sleeve, 
and  the G uarantee in th e pocket.

One le a d in g  clothier in nearly 
every town and city sells Styleplus 
Clothes. If there should not be 
a Styleplus store in your town, 
please write us, and we will refer 
you to one nearby.

As Others

HENRY SONNEBORN & CO.
Founded 1849 B a lt im o r e ,  M d .

G o
Cam ping
This Year

Send Today for 
Free Camp 

Guide

Special Bar
gain Price on 
this Splendid 

Army Style 7 by 7 ft. 
Wall Tent— Complete 

R igh t now— if  you order quick— you 
can g e t  this sp lendid  wall tent all com p le te , 
w ith  p oles, ropes, pins, e t c .,  fo r  on ly  §5.90. 
Order one now. There never was such a tremendous 
bargain offer before on a tent o f anything like this 
size and quality. A regular big camping tent. The 
style he U. S. Government and National Guards 
have adopted. Made o f 8-oz. white duck—a cracker 
jack o f a tent for camping or outing. Go camping this 
summer. It is the ideal way to spend your vacation. 
Thousands o f people all over the country are now 

— :— outdoors in tents to grow healthy and strong.
D on’ t  d e la y. R em em ber i t  is  a  v e ry  special o ffer. I f  y o u  w a n t  
o n e o f  th ese  te n ts  o rd e r d irect. B u t  ev en  i f  you d o n ’ t  order

Special SutmOffer
Send the coupon  toda y  and learn about the 

(treat special offer being made to readers of this 
Magazine. Learn how you can get a complete camp
ing outfit Everything you need—at a remarkably 
low reduced price. Don’t fail to learn about this.

1 9 1 4  Cam p Guide

Send coupon today for t h e  
n e w  1914 C am p G u id e. I t  w ill g iv e  
yo u  all th e  la te s t  in fo rm atio n  a b o u t
cam ps and ca m p in g . T e lls  yo u  how  
to  p rep are fo r  trip s . W h a t  to  ta k e  
a lo n g -  also  e x p e r t  a d v ic e  o n  h u nt
in g  and fish ing. T e lls  yo u  h o w  you 
ca n  g e t  ro ck -b o tto m  p rices d ire ct
from  m anufacturer, on evenjthim r you 
need. Send the coupon TODAY—now.
H.Channon Company

Kartu* and Randolph Sts. 

D e p t .iW 5  ChlcsSo

Send This Coupon Today
H.Channon Company

D ep t. 1075 M ark et a n d  R a n d o lp h  Sts-Q uCdgO

Please send me the new 1914 Camp Guide and 
full details o f  your tent and camp outfit offers*

N a m e .

A d d r e s s ..

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention T h i  A bgobt.

2 - / /



THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

8 0 c Profit on Each Dollar
selling one minute pictures at fairs, carnivals, picnics, busy street corners, and
everywhere you can think of. I positively show you how to m a k e  this m o n e y . You need 
no experience. You can start at once. I want ambitious m e n  and w o m e n  to t a k e  
advantage o f my most amazing offer.

$ 4 A 0 000 ONE MINUTE CAMERA
A N D  C O M P L E T E  O U T F IT

Yes, only $12.00 sets you up in the Kvest, quickest money-getting business o f today.
This wonderful camera makes pictures on post-cards and buttons without films or 
plates. Pictures are finished, ready to sell, in one minute. They sell for 10c ea ch - 
cost you l% c . Over 8c profit on a sale—8 0 c  on each dollar.

I offer you this great chance to earn 5SO a week. Begin now. Yon can’ t lose. Mr $12 outfit includes the O ne M inute  
C a m e ra , tripod and material to make SO finished 2** x 3H inch pictures. First sales bring $5. Your only expense after 
th a t  will be the small cost o f supplies. W rite  m e today  for FREE PARTICULARS.

M. Cowan, Mgr., ONE MINUTE CAMERA CO., Dept. 469, 536 S. Clark St., CHICAGO

M A K E  A  M O T O R - B O A T  O F  A N Y  
R O W B O AT IN LESS THAN ONE MINUTE
T U R N  A N Y  R O W B O A T  IN TO  A  M O TO R -BO AT W IT H  AN

Starts with one- 
twelfth turn o f  
fly - wheel: n o  
cranking.

D rives a  row 
boat 8 miles an 
h o u r --a  canoe 
12 miles.

So  s im p le  t o  o p e ra te  th a t  w o m en  a n d  c h ild re n  a r e  “ E v in - 
r u d in g ”  e v e r y w h e r e . W h y  n o t  g e t  one fo r  your  v a c a tio n ! 
B y  sp e c ia l  a r r a n g e m e n t  w e  h a v e  p ro c u re d  a s  a n  e x c lu s iv e  
f e a t u r e ,  th e

FAMOUS MAXIM SILENCER
a n d  ca n  a p p ly  It to  e i th e r  1913 o r  1914 m o d els . T h e  “ E v in ru d e  
h a s  a lw a y s  b e e n  p r a c t ic a lly  s i le n t  In o p e ra tio n , b u t  th is  a d 
d it io n  m a k e s  i t  a  v e r it a b le  tr iu m p h . N o s im ila r  m o to r  ca n  

u se  th e  M axim  S ile n c e r . I t  h a s b een  ad ded 
t o  th e  a lr e a d y  lo n g  l i s t  o f  e x c lu s iv e  “ E v in 
r u d e ”  fe a tu r e s . I t  Is t h e  o n ly  m a r in e  m o to r  
In  th e  w o r ld  h a v in g  a

Built-In R eversible M a g n eto
T h is  m a g n e to  Is n o t a f fe c te d  by 
r a in , w a v e s  o r  e v e n  co m p le te  
su b m ersio n . T h e  ‘ E v in r u d e ’ ' Is 

b u ilt  b y  t h e  la r g e s t  m a n u fa c tu r e r s  o f  ro w 
b o a t  m o to rs  In th e  w o rld . C a p a c ity  f o r  1914,60.000.
H a s b ee n  a d o p te d  b y  t w e lv e  g o v e rn m e n ts , in 
c lu d in g  t h e  U . S. A . w e i g h t  a b o u t  50 po u n ds, m ay
b e  c a rr ie d  l ik e  a  s u it  ca se . F o r  s a le  a t  H a rd w a re  
a n d  S p o rtin g  G oods D e a le rs  e v e r y w h e r e . 

Illustrated Catalog Free Upon Request.

EVINRU D E MOTOR C O M PAN Y
5 0 2  M Street Milwaukee, Wis.

“ D O N ’ T  S H O U T ”
'I hear you. I can hear now as well 

as anybody. ‘ How?’ With
£  THE MORLEY PHONE.

I’ve a pair in my ears now. but 
they are invisible. 1 would not know 
1 had them in, myself, only that 1 hear 

all right.
"  T h e l U o r l e y  F l i o n e  for the

D E A F
is to the ears what glasses 
are to the eyes. Invisible, 
comfortable, weightless and 

_  harmless. Anyone can adjust 
it.” Over one hundred thousand sold. Write for booklet and testimonials. 

THE MORLEY CO., Dept. 752. Perry Bldg.. Phila.

Get in the Game!
Y o u , to o , ca n  h a v e  
heaps or p lea su re  
in  a n  “ Old T o w n
C a n o e ’ ’ d u rin g  lei- 

^ 2  s u r e  h o u rs— and it 
mm p ro v id e s  a  d a n d y  

v a ca tio n . S tau n ch , 
lig h t  an d  g ra c e fu l. 
4000 In sto ck , a g e n ts 

■ |  e v e r y w h e r e . S en d  
f o r  ca ta lo g .

Old Town Canoe Co. 
^  185 M ain St.

O ld T ow n, M aine 
0 .8 .  A . ^

Y o u  W a n t  M o n e y ?
L is t e n ! Y ou  are facing a rare opportunity to make money in big quantities as a one 

minute photographer. N o experience. Small capital. Unlimited money-making field. Every
body buys. 13c profit on a sale. Fifty sales a day bring §6.50 profit. W rite at once for our

FREE BOOK ABOUT THE
“ MANDEL” POST CARD MACHINE

A  w onderful one minute picture machine. A portable post card gallery. T akes,, finishes and de
livers post card and button photos at the rate o f three a  minute. N o  plates, f i l m s  or dark r o o m .  Enor
mous profits for red blooded, ambitious men and women. No waiting. No delays. Profits begin at once. 
First sales bring back practically entire investment. D on’t delay— get an early  start. Fairs, carnivals, picnics, 
outdoor celebrations, busy corners, small or large tow ns— m oney everyw here with a ‘ 'M an d el”  M achine. 
Consider the b ig  chance w e offer you  and write without delay.

4 7 4  Ferrotype B u ild in g ,  C H IC A G O ,  o r Dept. 4 7 4 , P u b lic  
B an k  B u ild in g, 8 9 -9 1  De lancey Street. N E W  Y O R K .THE CHICAGO FERROTYPE CO.,

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention T hb Abqost.
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Loftis “ Perfection" 
Diamond Ring

T h ia  D ia m o n d  R in a  Is o a r  g r e a t  specia l. I t  stan d s alone . 
a s  th e  m ost p e rfe c t  D iam ond R in g  ev er  produced. O n l y y  
th e  finest q u a lity  pu re w h ite  diam onds, p e r fe c t  in  c u t  j 
an d f u l lo f  fiery brillian cy, are  used. S k illfu lly  m ount
ed  in o u r fam ous L o ftis  “ P erfe c tio n ”  14ksolid  go ld  ,
6-prong r in g , w hich possesses ev e ry  line o f  g ra c e  
and b e a u ty . T h is is  th e  D iam ond R in g  she w an ts .

No. 659 is Our Big Leader. Price $50. $  ■ ■
T ER M S , PER M ONTH  5
O u r la rg e  C a ta lo g  sh o w s th e  L o ftis  “ Perfection** , 
D iam ond R in g in  m an y d ifferen t sizes  an d prices.
A lso  a llo th e r  n ew , fash io n ab le  m ou ntings. Sen d fo r  

C a ta lo g . I tiB fre e . W rite  tod ay.
Diamonds, Watches, Jewelry

-  -  — ' D ep t. N847
BROS & CO. i iu  1 0 8  N . S t a te  S t . ,  C H IC A G O ,  IL L .

. Gift, That She 
vWlll Always Cherish k

. O u r  h a n d s o m e  1 1 6 - p a g e  i l l u s t r a t e d  C a t a l o g  m a y
^ tru ly  be ca lled  th e  "  B o o k  o f  B a rg a in s .* ' A l l  th e  n ew , 

. popu lar s ty le s  in J e w e lry  a r e  sh o w n — g o rg e o u s ly  
k b ea u tifu l D iam onds, a rtistic  solid  go ld  and p latinum  

, m o u n tin g s— ex q u isite  th in g s — th a t  se ll in  som e 
\ ca sh  sto res a t  double our p rices. O u r w a tch e s, too. 

a r e  b ig  barg a in s. S e le c t  a n y th in g  desired an a  

L e t  U s  S e n d  It t o  Y o u  o n  A p p ro v a l 
I f  sa t is fa c to r y , send u s o n e-fifth  o f  pu rch ase p rice 

1 as first  paym ent, balance d ivided  in to  e ig h t  equal 
f  am ou nts, payable m onthly . W e p ay a ll d e live ry  
’  ch a rg es. S en d fo r  C a ta lo g  to d ay—N O W . D o n ’t  delay,
A Diamond is the best investment you can make

D iam onds increase in v a lu e  10 to  20 p er ce n t ea ch  ye ar. 
A  diam ond is  th e  id ea l g i f t  f o r  th e  loved one. W e  g iv e  

b e tte r  v a lu e s  and ea sier  term s than  an y  house in  A m erica . 
Stores also in : P IT T S B U R G H . S T .  L O U IS . O M A H A .

J u s t  l i s t e n  t o  t h i s .
Mr. Lloyd x t a r t e d  from 
Sau Fraucbco a n d  trav
eled to N e w  Y o r k .
*tared at the beet Hotel*, lived like a Lord wherever he went and cleaned 
up more than tlo.oo every day be waa oat. Another man worked the 
fair* and summer r--io>rlH. and when mere wax noth Inc e pedal to do, 
jnet atarted otic on any atreet lie happened to select, got bnay and pulled 
in $8.00 a <tny lor month after month. This interesta you, dou’l  It?

MAKE
$200 A
If yon are making 

leea t h a n  $50 a 
week w rite ns to
day. We can help 
you to w e a l t h  and 
independence by onr plan, 
you can work when you please, 
where you please, always have 
money and t h e  m e a n s  of 
making barrels more of It.

MONTH

M Y  P R O P O S I T I O N  a W o n d e r f u l  X p w  C a  m o r n  with whichm l r n u r u o l  I lu ll you can take and inataiitaneously develop pictures 
on Paper Post Cards and Tintypes. Every picture is developed without films 
or negatives and is ready to deliver io > * n r  cnatomer in a minute after 
making the exposure. Tills rem:i ibnblo invention takes 100 pic
tures au hour and p»ys you a profit of from f»00 to l,f>00 |*tr cent. Everybody 
wants pictures and each sale you make advertises your business and makes 
more sales for yon. Simple Instructions accoin|iany each outfit and you can 
l>eglii to make money in a short tini6 after the outfit reaches you.

W F  T R I K T  Y f l l l  ®w •••"< »« c o n f i d e n c e  h n v e  w e  in onrl?L IllUOl I UU pn>)>otMifou that we t rimt y o u  for part of the oo«t
of the outfit. 'The regular selling price of the Camera and complete work
ing outfit 1s reasonable. The profit* are so b ig, s<> qnh-k, *o sure that you 
could afford to pay the full price if w - asked you to do so. But we are so 
absolutely certain that you can make big money from the start that we trust 
you for a substant ial sum which you need not pay unless you cleau up $200 
the first month F a i r  e n o u g h ,  i s n ’ t  i t !

Do not delay a  m inute, but w rite ns today 
f o r  ou r f r e e  catalog and  fu ll  particu lars.

L. LAS CELLE, 627 W. 43d St. f t f i  New York

He Built His Boat—
Y o u  C a n  B u ild  Y o u r s  T o o
L e t  us sh o w  y o u  h o w  e a s i ly  H . A . K e n t  o f  H a m ilto n . 
O n tario , w h o se b o a t  is  sh o w n  a b o v e , b u i lt  h is  o w n  B ro o k s 
B oat. T h e B ro o k s m eth o d  s t iv e s  two-thirds b o a t  b u i ld 
e r 's  p r ic e  and g iv e s  yo u  th e  b est m a te r ia l— a  th o r o u g h lv  
s e a w o r th y  cra ft . W e send y o u  a l l  p a rts  sha|»ed an d  fitted  
re a d y  fo r  yo u  to  fa s te n  to g e th e r . S a t is fa c t io n  g u a ra n te e d . 
W h y  n o t  In v e s t ig a te  —

Write for Brooks Boat Book
S h o w in g y o u  la t e s t  m o d e l c ru ise rs—p o w e r  b o a ts—s a il  b o a ts  
— ro w  b o a ts  - c a n o e s — b o a ts  o f  a l l  k in d s  and sizes. C o m p lete  
p a tte rn s  and in s tru c tio n s  o n ly , ca n  b e  had  f o r  $2 t o  $20. 
W r ite —ask about the new Brooks “V” Bottom model 
— a  sp e ed y  tra v e le r  t h a t ’s e a s y  to  b u ild . M ail p o sta l to d a y .

BROOKS MANUFACTURING CO.
5305 Rust Ave. Saginaw, Mich.

Lare-est P la n t  o f  it s  k in d  in  th e  W o rld . 
O rig in a to rs  o f  th e  P a t te r n  S y s te m  o f  B o a t  B u ild in g .

B u y s  k n o ck ed  d o w n  fra m e  
o f t h is  23-foot m o to r  b o at, 
in c lu d in g  f u l l - s iz e d  p a t

tern s  an d illu s tra te d  in s tru ctio n s  t o  fin ish . Speed 9lA  to  
14 m ile s  per hou r. 12 p a ssen g ers. I l lu s tr a t io n s  sh o w n  in  
our free Boat Book, w ith  c o m p lete  d e scrip tio n .

&  & 4 A # A. $5.00 Water Power
• Vacuum Suction Mas- 

sage Machine that you  
can sell for $ 2 .5 0  and make 100% profit.
n r  HE BRANDT VACUUM MASSAGE MACHINE appeals to men and women 
-L and it costs but half the price of inferior machines. Offers the only natural 

means of developing, restoring and beautifying Bust, Neck and Arms. Eradi
cates wrinkles, Drooping of the Mouth, Double Chins, Pimples, Blackheads, etc. 
Relieves Contusions, Bruises and pains due to retarded circulation.

A splendid opportunity for you. No experience required. Hest Agents’ 
Proposition ever offered. Exclusive Territory granted to live wires. W e aLso 
manufacture a hand massage machine that rerails at. $1.00. ALso a big seller. 
Don’ t delay. W rite today for full information and big money-making proposi
tion that w ill make yon independent.

A. C. BRANDT MASSAGE MACHINE CO., Sole Manafacturers, 148 Duane St., N. Y.

tn answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention T hb A boost.
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F R E E J I
ltlh*.____

Yes, we will send you a gen-> 5 1  | M ud
uine Lachnite Gem for you to 
wear for 10 full days absolutely 
free. This is the most astounding jewelry offer 
ever made. See a genuine Lachnite for yourself. 
W e a r  i t  f o r  10 days. T h e n  i f  y o u  c a n  t e l l  it fro m  a  g e n 
u in e  d ia m o n d  s e n d  i t  b a c k  a t  o u r  ex p e n s e . T h e y  a r e  c u t  
b y  t h e  w o r ld  re n o w n e d  d ia m o n d  c u tt e r s  o f  E u r o p e  a n d  
th e ir  d a zz lin g  fire  la s t  fo re v e r . A  su p erb  g em  s e t  in 
solid  go ld . W rite  to d a y  fo r  o u r b ig  n ew  ca ta lo g .

Open An Account
D o n ’t  sa v e  u p  y o u r  m o n e y  f o r  m o n th s  a n d  m o n th s  

•r? r e  Y °u  w e a r  b e a u t if u l  J ew elry . O p e n  a n  a c c o u n t  
w it n  us. H a v e  a l l  th e  g e n u in e  L a c h n i t e s  a n d  o th e r  
h a n d so m e  je w e lr y  yo u  w a n t. W r ite  to d a y  f o r t h e  b ig  n ew  
c a ta lo g , w  e  t r u s t  yo u . N o re d  ta p e . Y o u r  c r e d it  is  good.

Pay As You Wish
Just a small amount down. T ake your time about paying for 

the rest. Your choice of any of the superb bach- 
mtes and all sorts o f other superb, elegant 
jewelry. A ll at the rock bottom price. Astound- 

1 in g  prices never equalled before. Pay as you 
f  are able. T h e  most liberal of terms. Get the free 

book that tells you all about it. Write today—now.
Free B o o k —W rite  Today

Do not delay an instant. Put your name and 
address on a postal or a  letter and send it  in to ua 

hU . e OT}ce* »»e 11 send you our big new catalogue 
Ffffi/ o f elei4a,nt Jewelry absolutely free. Find out 

about genuine Lachnites. Find out how 
you can wear one o f these superb gems 
for 10 days absolutely free. Do not delay 
an Instant. Send in your name and get 
the big new jewelry book absolutely free.

I HAROLD LACHMAN CO.
Dept. 1075,12 N. Michigan Ave.,Chicago. 111.

for Your Name
To quickly introduce our dazzling blue 1 

w h ite  M a ztec  G em s (U nited  S ta te s  L e tte rs  P a t
en t) an d t o  d istrib u te  o u r b e a u tifu l a r t  ca ta lo g , 

___ . ..___ _  “ T h e  S to ry  o f  th e  M aztec  G e m .”  W e  w ill, fo r

f
o n ly  2 tw o  ce n t stam p s to  co v er co s t o f  m a ilin g , send you f re e  a  
gen u in e u ncu t N a v a jo  R u b y  b o u g h t fro m  th e  N a v a jo  Indians 
to g e th e r  w ith  o u r  lo w  co st-p rice  o ffe r  f o r  cu ttin g  and m ount
in g . W rite  to d a y— now . (Sellers o f  Genuine Gemssince 1902.) 
FRANCIS E. LESTER C O ., D ept. NK5R M esilla  P ark . New M ex ico

O v e r  80,000 in  U s e
M ostly sold b y  recom m en
dation. F or Personal Desk 

or General Office.
11 checks menta 1 ca lculat i ons. 
Handsome M orocco case free.
Buy Tbru Your Stationer.
W rite for to d a y  tria l offer, 
A. B. Gancher, A. A . M. Co., 

119 W.Broadway, New York City

G  o l a e n  G e m
“ Addinfe Machine 1

M a d e  $ 3 0  F irst  D a y
B. B a sh a . o f  B e ll Islan d , N ew fo u n d lan d , 

d id  th is  w ith  o u r

CHAMPION Minute Photo Machine
T h a t  b eg in n ers  m a k e  su ch  p ro fit  a t  th e  
s t a r t  sh o w s th a t  n o  e x p e r i e n c e  is  n e e d e d  
in  th is  w o n d e rfu l m o n e y -m a k in g  bu sin ess, 
lto b t. B o ck. W illo w  H ill. P a ., to o k  in  $35 in  
o n e d a y . V ern a rd  B a k e r , H o lb ro o k , N eb.. 
$29.90. Jas. F . W en d e, A sh to n . Id a h o , $26. 
C. V. L o v e tt. F o r t  M eade. F la ., m ad e  $60 in 
o n e d a y . T h ese te s t im o n ia ls  a r e  ju s t  a  few  

o f  m a n y  h u n d red s w e  h a v e  on file.
P ic tu re s  in  P o st  C a rd s an d  o n  B u tto n s  a l l  th e  ra g e  a t  F a irs , 

C a rn iv a ls . P ic n ics . R e so rts . S ch o o ls , D epots, F a c to r ie s , on 
S tre e ts— a n y w h ere— e v e ry w h e re . O u r C h a m p io n  C a m e ra  ta k e s  
p ic tu res , s ize  2^x3*$. If»x2% , an d b u tto n s. F in ish es  co m p lete  
p h o to  in  30 seco n d s : 200 a n  h o u r. ATo dark room. E a s ie s t, q u ic k 
est, b ig g e s t  m o n ey -m a k er  k n o w n . S m a ll in v e stm e n t. A b o u t  
85c p ro fit  on e a ch  d o l la r  y o u  ta k e  in. Be your own boss. W rite  
a t  on ce fo r  F re e  B o o k , T est im o n ia ls  and L ib e ra l O ffer.

A M E R IC A N  M INUTE PHOTO CO.
2214 Ogden A ve., Dept. A -16 4 , C hicago, I llin o is

READ

NIGHTS OF 
SUSPICION

by

Anna McClure Scholl

WHICH BEGINS IN THE 
CAVALIER OF APRIL 18TH

DO N ’ T  you love the 
delightful thrills, the 

suspense, the breathless 
tension of a rattling good 
mystery story ?

This is one of the best ever. 
And it all happened to a 
placid little school-teacher 
on a placid little New Eng
land farm.
That’s only one of the big 
features in The Cavalier 
this week.

Read “ IN SEARCH OF 
QUIET,” by Allan Upde- 
graff— and laugh!
Read the three other serials 
and many short stories.

READ
THE CA V A LIER !

Now on sale at all news stands 
1 0 cents a c o p y  $4.00 a year

The Frank A . Munsey Company
175 Fifth Avenue New York

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention T he Aigosy.
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O u r  n e w  e a s y  p a y m e n t  p la n  e n a b le s  y o u  to  g e t  a  b e a u t i f u l  th e n  e a s y  m o n t n ly  p a y m e n t s  to  f it  y o u r  p u re e .
D ia m o n d  t h a t  y o u  w ill  b e  p r o u d  o f ;  th a t  in c r e a s e s  iu  v a lu e  f r o m  L e t  u s  s e n d  y o u  a n y  D ia m o n d  y o u  m a y  s e le c t  f r o m  o u r  
y e a r  t o  y e a r  a n d  p r o v e s  a  b e t te r  in v e s tm e n t  th a n  a  s a v in g s  c a t a lo g u e  s o  y o u  m a y  c o m p a r e  o u r  v a lu e s  w ith  th o s e  o f f e r e d  
b a n k  a c c o u n t;  a n d  g iv e s  y o u  th e  m a r k  o f  s u c c e s s .  b y  o t h e r  d e a le r s ;  b e  c o n v in c e d  t h a t  o u r  I M P O R T E R ’S  PRICES

P a y  o n l y  a  s m a ll  p a y m e n t  d o w n  w h e n  y o u  g e t  th e  D ia m o n d , o f f e r  y o u  a  g r e a t  s a v in g .

EASY M ONTHLY PAYMENTS
20% DOWN and 10% PER MONTH

W e f u r n is h  a  g u a r a n t e e  c e r t i f ic a t e  w ith  e v e r y  D ia m o n d  a n d  W e h a v e  b e e n  in  b u s in e s s  s in c e  1885 a n d  h a v e  t h o u s a n d s  
a l lo w  t h e  f u l l  p u r c h a s e  p r ic e  o n  a l l  e x c h a n g e s . W e w ill  s e n d  o f  s a t is fie d  c u s t o m e r s  w h o  h a r e  b e e n  b u y in g  f r o m  u s  f o r  t h e  
e x p r e s s  p r e p a id  a n y  D ia m o n d  o r  o th e r  a r t ic le ,  f o r  e x a m in a t io n  p a s t  25 y e a r s .
a n d  a p p r o v a l,  y o u  to  b e  th e  s o le  ju d g e  a s  to  w h e t h e r  y o u  k e e p  W rite  to d a y  f o r  o u r  c a ta lo g u e  d e  l u x e  N o . 21, a n d  s e e  h o w  e a s y  
it  o r  r e t u r n  it  a t o u r  e x p e n s e . It is  f o r  y o u  to  o w n  a n d  w e a r  a  b e a u t if u l  D ia m o n d .

L.W. S W E E T S .  C O ,In c  , 2  and 4  MAIDEN LANE, NEW YORK CITY.

a h  w o o l
S u it M a d e  to O r d e r
A  Linings Guaranteed for Two Years

M a d e  to  y o u r  in d iv id u a l  m e a s u r e  fro m  
i a n y  s e le c t io n  o f  c lo th , in  a n y  s t y l e  a n d  
g u a r a n t e e d  to  f it  y o u  p e r f e c t ly .  O u r  s u its  
a r e  m a d e  b y  t h e  o n ly  s y s te m  in  t h e  w o r ld , 
w h ic h  in s u re s  p e r f e c t  fit. a n d  a r e  n o t  a p 
p r o a c h e d  in  p r ic e ,  v a r ie t y  o f  s t y le ,  q u a li t y  
o f  m a t e r ia ls ,  t r im m in g s  a n d  w o r k m a n 
s h ip  b y  a n y  o th e r  h o u se . W e  s a v e  y o u  
o u e - h a lf  o n  a n y  c lo th e s  y o u  b u y .

A m azing A gen cy  O ffe r
A L L

W O O L

W rite  us and w e w ill  send y o u  ab so 
lu t e ly  fre e , co m p le te  sa m p le  o u tfit, 
and la r g e  se le c tio n  o f  c lo th  sa m 
p les , la te s t  fa sh io n  illu s tra t io n s , 

o rd e r b la n k s, ta p e  m easu re, c o m p lete  in s tru c 
t io n s  ho w  to  ta k e  m ea su rem en ts. W e w ill
show you how easy it is to get into a well-paving busi
ness. Hundreds o f our agents are making $ 5  T O  S I  5 
A D A Y . You can make good money using spare time 
only. Profit on two orders pays for your own suit.
T H E  O L D  W O O L E N  M IL L S  C O . Dep

Demonstrator 
Agent wanted 
in each boat
ing community. 
Special wholesale

Sr ice on first ouV 
t sold. A m a zin g

fuel injector saves 
H A L F  operating

Write 
T O D A Y !

cost, gives more power, w ill not back-fire.
Engine starts without cranking; reversi
ble, only three moving parts.
D e t r o i t  E n g i n e  W o r k s ,  1300 J e f f e r s o n

G REATEST EN
G IN E  B A R G A IN  
EVER OFFERED.
Honey refunded if  
you are not satis
fied. 1. 2 and 4 cyL 
2to50h.p. Suitable 
for any boat, canoe, 

t r a c e r ,  c r u i s e r — or 
' railw ay track  car. 
Join ' ‘ boosters”  club. 

Send for new catalog.
A v e . ,  D e t r o i t ,  M ich -

a T  h e  C r e a t e s  t o r  B o a t
? l c ) U  F or  T h e  M o n e y  E v e r  B u ilt

M ULLINS 16 fo o t  s p e c ia l  s te e l  la u n c h  
a ffo r d s  t h e  p le a s u r e s  o f  m o t o r  ivoating, a n d  p r o t id e s  
a  sa fe , s e a  w o r th  v , d e p e n d a b le  m o t o r  b o a t , w it h  g r a c e 
fu l  l in e s  a n d  l*ea u tifu l f in is h — A b s o l u t e l y  G u a r 
a n te e d  A g a i n s t  P u n c t u r e — S a fe  a s  a  l i f e  b o a t, 
w i t h  a i r  c h a in  Ik*rs  c o u c e a le d  b e n e a th  d e c k s  in  b o w  
a n d  s t e r n — C a n ’ t  w a r p , s p l it ,  d r y  o u t  o r  r o t — N o  
s e a m s  to  c a l k — N o  c r a c k s  to  le a k .
M U L L I N S  $ 1 3 0  S p e c i a l  L a u n c h  is  eq u ip p e d  w ith  2- 
C y c le . S-H. P. F erro  en g in e s, t h a t  c a n ’t  s t a l l—Sp eed  81-2 
to  9 m ile s  an  h o u r — O ne m an  co n tro l —  F itte d  w ith  
M U L L I N S  s i le n t  u n d e r-w a te r  e x h a u st .
T h is  16 fo o te r  se a ts  8 p eo p le  c o m fo r ta b ly — h a s 4 fo o t  beam  
an d  11 fo o t  4 inch  co c k p it— P o s it iv e ly  th e  g re a te s t  lau n ch  
v a lu e  e v e r  o ffered . W r ite  to d a y  fo r  b e a u t if u l ly  i l lu s 
tra te d  m o to r  b o a t  c a ta lo g , c o n ta in in g  f u ll  p a rt ic u la rs .

T H E  W . H . M U L L I N S  C O M P A N Y  
3 2 4  Franklin St. S a lem , O hio, U. S . A.

THE W O RLD 'S LARGEST BOAT BUILDERS
MULLINS STEEL BOATS CAN'T SINK

SAMPLE CASE 
TR E E

W o n d e rfu l o p p o rtu n ity . A c t  q u ic k . SE L L  
“ A M B R E W ”  C o n ce n tr at e d  B E E R  E X 

T R A C T  F O R  M AK IN G  B E E R  AT  HOME. 
J u st  b y  th e a d d itio n  o f  w a ter. N o t a  
N ear B eer, n o t a  S u b stitu te , b u t  a  pnre, 
g en u in e , fo a m in g  L a g e r  B e er  fo r  one 
ce n t a  g la ss . S m a ll, co m p act, c a r r y  th e  

B e er in co n cen trated  form  in  y o u r  p o ck et 
an d  su p p ly  th e  en o rm o u s dem and . G U A R 

ANTEED STRICTLY LEGITIMATE. CAN BE SOLD 
ANYWHERE. Wet or Dry. NO LICENSE REQUIRED. 

Something new. everyone buys, a  sure repeater. Immense 
demand—no competition—100 per cent profit. Territory going 

fast, no experience needed, all or spare time. Just send 
postal to-day. W e'll show yon how to make money quick.

T H E  A M B R E W  C O M P A N Y . D e p t. 1 3 2 6 , C IN C IN N A T I, 0 .

Salesmen Wanted
We want 750 five-thousand-dollar a year salesmen. Experience unnecessary. Do 
not delay. No charge for territory. Exclusive field. Success assured. 150 per 
cent, profit. Remarkable opportunity. Harvest ol real money-making.
W e  a r e  a p p o in t i n g  m e n  e v e r y d a y  t o  m a n a g e  o u r  b u s in e s s  in  lo c a l  t e r r i t o r i e s .  We 
need good,honest, willing workers,a n d  weoffer y o u  this o p p o r t u n i t y  t o  r e p r e s e n t  u s .

You Can Make $5,000 This Year
in t r o d u c i n g  THE SWEDISH RHYTHMIC VIBRATOR. t h e  m o s t  a m a z i n g  s e l l e r  e v e r  I  
in v e n t e d .  A n  i n s t r u m e n t  f o r  h o m e  v i b r a t o r y  m a s s a g e  t r e a t m e n t .  Needed b y 

every man, woman and family. Endorsed by the highest medical authorities in 
the world. P r o d u c e s  30,000 t h r i l l i n g ,  i n v ig o r a t in g ,  p e n e t r a t i n g ,  r e v i t a l i z i n g  

v ib r a t io n s  p e r  m in u te . A  m a s te r p ie c e  o f  m e c h a n ic a l  a n d  e le c t r ic a l  g en iu s. 
S e l l s  t o  t h e  h o m e , t o  p h y s ic ia n s , m asseu rs , o s te o p a th s , c h ir o p r a c to r s , b a rb e rs , 

b e a u ty  p a r lo r s — u n l i m i t e d  m a r k e t .
I n V P C t i f r a t p  Get free literature and complete information at once. Send 
1  ■ ■  *  just you r name and address on a postal card and all will be
mailed F R E E  immediately. A g e n t ’ s sa m p le  fu r n ish e d  a t  w h o le s a le  
p r ic e . I n v e s tig a t e .  Territory being rapidly assigned. B u t  o n e  m a n  
a llo w e d  in  a  f ie ld .  Give the name oi your county- Send your name and address 
today. T h is is a brilliant opportunity. Do not put it off. A ct im m e d ia te ly . Address

SWEDISH RHYTHMIC VIBRATOR CO. iftSEShSIS: Chicago, I1L

In  answering any advertisement on this page H is desirable that you mention T he Abgobt.
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THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

BLUE W H IT E
G E N U IN E

DIAMONDS
^ MODERATE PRICES 

E A S Y  
sJERMSB u y  d ir e c t  fro m  

I m p o r t e r s  a n d  S a v e  ^
D e a le r ’s  P r o f i ts .  Startling 

ow prices— and pay in little amounts 
from time to time. \ r

C e r t l f le d  G u a r a n t e e  w it h  e v e r y  D ia m o n d — guaran
teeing its weight and quality. A safe w ay to buy and save 

money —  no inconvenience— and have the Diamond now. 
Perfectly cut, blue white Diamonds, gleaming, sparkling, 

scintillating — genuine high quality. A o t  a  c e n t  t o  p a y  
until you have examined the Diamond. We send you free mag- 

! nifying glass. Any diamond in our

Beautifully illustrated Diamond and Watch Free Catalog
will be sent for examination without obligation. This offer is open to ^  

i every honest person— OPEN TO YOU. Note the wonderful 
\ values shown here—NO. 40-1-2 let.; No. 42-.&-8kt; No. 45 .^^SSfu 
i -1-4,1-10 kt.; No. 40-3-8 k t.; No. 47-5-8k«.; No. 48- ^

3-8,1-16 kt.; No. 49-5.8. 1-16 kt. Compare these 
prices with others. We Import thorough "*

> mands, cut them here, save 3-Jpercent duty. >
Give the saving to you. Writetoday for 

our BIG C A T A L O G  and SPECIAL 
W O R L D -B E A T IN G  OFFER 

One C arat Diamonds for only ]
All Diamonds, also watches, on easy 

terms— no money first. Send lot Catalog 
today.

The Walker Edmund Co.,
DIAMOND IMPORTERS 
Dept. Y. STATE &
MADISON STS.,
CHICAGO,
ILL

Build Bodily Strength
And Mental V igor

G u a r a n te e d  R e s u l t s  in  3 0  D a y s
W r ite  fo r  m y F R E E  BO O K P H Y SIO L O G IC A L  
E X E R C IS E S .”  T o lls  lio w  e x e rc is in g - w ith  m y 
sy s te m  ten  m in u tes a  d a y  w ill  im p ro v e  y o u r  
h e a lth  and v it a l i t y ,  in te r n a lly  and e x te rn a lly . 
I t  te lls  yo u  how  to  b u ild  a  co n s titu t io n  th a t 
w i l l  d e fy  co ld s  and illn ess , th a t  w ill  g iv e  yo u  
m u sc u la r  pow er, pure b lo od , p e rfe c t d ig e stio n , 
a  strong- h e a rt  and lung-s. Send ie . in stam ps 
to  c o v e r  postage.

The Henry Victor System
11-16 F o u rth  A v e ., D ept. 121 N ew  Y o r k

THE RETURN TO OUTDOORS
marks a trying time for dainty complexions and 
tender skins. LABLACHE, the 
powder invisible, protects 
and perpetuates that vel
vety smoothness. Used by 
millions of discriminating 
women the world over.
Exquisitely f r a g r a n t .
A  c o n s t a n t  delight.

R e f u s e  S u b s t i t u t e s
They may be dangerous. Flesh,
White, Pink or Cream, 50c. a box 
o f  druggists or by mail. Over 
two million boxes sold annually.
Send 10c. f o r  a sample box.

BEN. LEVY CO.
F r e n c h  P e r f u m e r s .  D e p t .  41 
1 2 5  K i n g s t o n  S t . ,  B o s t o n .  M a s s .

HONEST MAN WANTED
in  e a c h  t o w n  fo r  s p e c ia l  a d v e r t i s in g  w o r k ;  $15 a  w e e k  
to  s t a r t ;  e x p e r ie n c e  u n n e c e s s a r y ;  r e fe r e n c e s  re q u ire d . 
M c L e a n , B la c k  &  C o ., 17 E . B e v e r ly  S L , B o s to n , M ass.

MAKE $ 2 5  A  D AY
B E  Y O U R  O W N  B O S S

Y o u  c a n  e a s ily  d o  it  w ith  o u r  w o n d e r fu l  
n e w  in v e n t io n . E v e r y  d im e  y o u  t a k e  in , 

y o u  m a k e  8c n et  p ro fit. T h e  
DIAMOND POST CARD GUN
is a unique metal camera—takes official size 
post cards and button photos, 4 sizes, with
out the use of films.dry plates or dark room. 
JUST CLICK TH& BULB, AND DELIVER 

THE PICTURE—takes one minute—it ’s easy. 
BIG MONEY awaits you at Beaches, Parks, 
Fairs, etc. No experience needed. SEND FOR 
F R E E  ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET AT ONCE. 
International Sletal and Ferrotype Company 
2223W West 12th Street, D527, Chicago. III.

PRICE 75c

Live 
Agents Wanted

‘PH O N F”  WITHOUT BEING 
r  OVERHEARD

heard. Hold secret conversation — Every 
advantage of a booth telephone—Sent post
paid f o r  o n ly  7 5  c e n t s — Money back if not

ASSOCIATED MFRS. CO. OF ILL. 
1163-191 W. Madison St., Chicago, III.

A G E N T S get our 1914 prices-

catalogue of this big wonderful self-heating 
• iron. Every home can now afford it —dandy 

seller — 300.000 sold. Schubert, Mfr’s Distr., 
3214 So. Halsted Street, Dept. 214, Chicago.

Regular Price THE RAPID VACUUM —« onWWaaher 
with

Automatic 
Sold on 30 days' trial. Suction.

?l25- * W s m * r

ng from
to fine laces. Tub of clothes washed in 

5 to 10 minutes. A  child can operate it. 
A g en ts  W a n ted . S p ec ia l p r i c e  o n  s a m p le  ]>ostjtaid. 

W rite for terms and trial offer.

STEWART-SKINNER GO,, 107 Cherry St., Worcester, Mass.

[THE TALLAWANDA GEM
(A  Synthetic W hite Sapphire)

Not an imitation but a genuine gem itself, 
resembling the diamond in color, fire, and 
brilliancy, cut by expert diamond cutters. 

They will scratch a file,' cut glass, and stand all diamond 
tests, conrains no glass. Mounted only in 14Kt. solid gold 
diamond mountings. A  certificate of guarantee with each 
stone. Write for price list of Tallawanda Gem Jewelry. 
Write today. TALLAWANDA GEM CO.. OXFORD, OHIO. Dept. 41.

m

A G EN T S $35 to $75 A WEEK INCOME.
N e w  In v e n t io n . S c ru b s , t a k e s  u p  
w a te r . N o  w r in g in g , n o  c lo th s , 

^  le s s  w o r k . B i g  s a le s — b ig  p ro f its . E x c l u s iv e  t e r r ito ry . 
W r ite  t o d a y . S p e c ia l  te rra s . 

P I R B U N G M F G . C O m D e p t .  3 4 0 ,  C h i c a g o ,  I I I .

M a g n if ic e n t  S te e l L a u n ch  $ Q £
C o m plete  W ith .E n g in e , R eady to  Run

1 8 - 2 0 - 2 8  a n d  2 7  f t. b o a t*  a t  p r o p o r t io n a t e  p rice# . All launches tested and fitted witn
Detroit two-cycle reversible engines with speed controlling lever—simplest engine made starre 
without cranking—has only 3 moving parts—anyone can run it. T h e  S a fe  L a u n C D —»MO-without cranking—has only 3 moving parts—anyonecanr
lutely non-sinkable—needs no boathouse. All boats fitted with air-tight compartments—can
not sink, leak ot rust. We are sole owner* of the inot sink, leak ot rust. We are sole owner* of the patents for the manufacture o f rolled steel, 
lock-seamed steel boat*. Orders filled the day they are received. Boats shipped to every 
part Of the world. F r e e  C a t a lo g .  S t e e l  R o w b o a t s .  8 2 0 .  (83)
MICHIGAN STEEL BOAT C O .. 1 2 0 0  J efferson  A venue. Detroit, M ich .. U. S . i>

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention T hb Aigost.
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©•iwi-tiMMi*

How would you like to have been the 
successful rival of King Solomon?

How would you like to have been the 
beloved of the Queen of Sheba?

Some things to have been?

W hat?

You had better read

Q u e e n  of S h e b a
A Complete Novel

{T)\> Perley Poore Sheehan

IN THIS WEEK’S

A ll-Story 
W e e k ly

(A pril 18 th)

Also you will find five excellent 
Serial Stories and numerous Short 
Yarns. Next week there will be a 
new story by Edgar Rice Burroughs.

Now on sale at all new s-stands 
Ten cen ts a  copy. $ 4 .0 0  a y ea r

The Frank A. Munsey Company
175 Fifth Avenue, New York

IV f TRUST YOU
$ 2 .9 5  B r in g s  Von T h is  S u it  

B E  W ELL D R E S S E D
Thousands of men have charge accounts with us and take
six months to pay. You, too, can have a credit account 

k with us and we want you for a newcustomer 
| —your credit is good—w e ’l l  t r u s t  yo u *

We Give You 6 Months to Pay
G u a ran te e  S a t is fa c t io n

Remember, we save you big money on 
i made-to-order clothes that are better in 

quality than can be bought elsewhere. 
No matter who you are or where you live, 
weTlsellyouordermadeclotheson c r e d i t .

S ta n le y -R o g e rs  S h o w  Y o u  H ow  to 
Ta k e  Y o u r  Own M e a s u re m e n ts —  
D o n ’t  H e sita te  — It ’s Easy — O rder 
B lank  Sh o w s A ll.
W e have the easiest special system of 
taking measurements ever used. Y ou ’ll like It when you see the simple instructions.

C O  U S  Brings You 
T h i s s u i t

This elegant all-wool suit, made in latest style as shown, of fine brown fabric. Sent to you—made to your order — upon receipt of $2.95 and meas
urements. Order by No. 799 S.

Price $12.95. Balance $2.00 Monthly 
No References Asked— No Red Tape 

Free S TY LE  BOOK and SAMPLES
. Write for book showing latest styles and fabrics 

being worn by 6well dressers all over the country. 
Get your copy now. It ’s Free. Send a postal for it today. Write to

STA N LEY-R O G ER S COM PAN Y

Get 
1914’,. 
Style j 
Book | 
N o *

5 3 2 -S 3 4  South C lark Street CHICAGO, ILL.

$151° A WEEK PROFIT
W IT H  O U R D A N D Y  P H O TO  M A C H IN E S
The latest invention in photography. Makes photos 
direct on post cards or  tin types In one minute with
out the .use o f  negatives o r  films. No D a rk  Room  
Required. Experience unnecessary. You can make 
500 pictures a day. Finished photos cost from  l c  to 
2 l-2c . You can easily sell them at 10c to 25c. Small 
Investment. Big Profits. BE YOUR OW N BOSS! 
W rite fo r  new 1914 illustrated catalogue to d a y .

NEW YORK PHOTO MACHINE CO.
Dept. 20A . 106 Delancey S t., New York City, U. S. A .

N o  J o k e  T o  B e  D e a f
—E v e r y  D e a f  P e r s o n  K n o w s  T h a t .  

I MAKE MYSELF HEAR
A fter being deaf for 25 years
with these Artificial Ear Drums.
I w e a r  th em  d a y  an d n ig h t. T h e y  | 
a re  p e r fe c tly  co m fo rta b le . No one 
sees th em . W rite  m e and I w il l  _
tell you a true story, how I got deaf M6QIC3ieO t3r UfiJlll 
and how I make myself hear. Address Pat. Nov. 3, 1908 
GEO. P. W AY, Artificial Ear Drum Co., 

38 Adelaide Street, Detroit, Mich.

T A  k l P f l  Hesitation, Arienlimn! IJlU tine. & All New Dances

r
Y ou can now  quickly, easily  learn . In y o u r  o w n  h o m e , to  dance 
the T a n g o . A r g e n t in e , C a s t le  W a lk , H e s ita tio n  W a ltz . 
D ream  W a ltz , and oth er popu lar new  dances. T he new  b ook , 
“ T h e M o d e rn  D a n c e s ,"  by  Caroline W alker, g ives authentic, 
plain instructions, correct diagram s and beautifu l illustrations, 
especially posed by  experts. A n y o n e  c a n  le a rn .
The Only Successful Method of Home-Instruction

recogn ized  by Society and P rofessionals superior to  ord inary class or 
private instruction. Chicago Tribune says: “ In ‘The Modern D ances.' 
f * .  the m ovem ents are clearly  set fo r th  and are aided with 

s \'j  photographs so that a n y o n e  can easily m aster the 
fiA '-^- steps.’ ’  First two editions exhausted in one 
4 ^  ^ 1’'  month. Third edition now ready. Better than M jg S  

ten  dollars worth o f private lessons, and costs
f ln lv  O n e D a IIa c  Oh 88,6 at best book and u n iy  l in e  U O liar mu*jc stores everywhere; or 
send dollar direct to publishers for beautifully bound 

L copy, postpaid. M o n e y -b ac k  guarantee . O rd e r today.

. S A U L  B R O S ., P ubrs., D ept. 13 
L 626 F e d .r a l  S t .  C h ica g o , III. —

lit answering any advertisement on thie page it  i t  desirable that you mention T hb Abgosy.
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M unsey’s Magazine
is revolutionizing magazine making

It is publishing a brand-new, full b ook -len gth  novel 
com plete in each issue. T h is means that you  get a

$1.50 Book Every Month

in T h e  M unsey— $18.00 w orth  o f  books a year, 
and you  can bank on  their being g o o d — no novel 
w ill get into T h e  M unsey that isn’t good .

T hese novels are attractively presented in large, 
clear print, on  fine b ook  paper, profusely illus
trated. D o n ’t m ake the mistake o f  th inking they 
are old  stories reprinted. O n  the contrary, they 
are new , fresh from  the pen o f  the authors, and 
are published in T h e  M unsey before  go in g  into 
b o o k  form . In M u n sey ’s M agazine they cost you  
15 cents; in b ook  form , $1.50. But

In The Munsey you get 
a Complete, High-class, 
Illustrated Magazine

in addition to the novel— a magazine that is sound 
and sane and better than the best day it has ever 
seen before. It is brilliantly and beautifully illus
trated, brilliantly and beautifully printed, and is jam 
full o f  human interest, high-class articles, with 
short stories, poetry  and miscellany in abundance.
T h e  M unsey is double num ber in size.

15 cents, a ll news-stands; by the year, $1.50

FRANK A. MUNSEY, New York

In answering this advertisement if  is desirable that you mention T he  A bgo st.
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THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

Try This Test
Compare a genuine 

Chalmers “ Porosknit”  
garment with any imita
tion. Turn both inside 
out. E xam in e them . 
Judge them for yourself.

Take a Chalmers “ Porosknit”  
Union Suit. See how strongly all 
seams are reinforced throughout—  
double-seamed by cover seaming.

gape betw een  button s. The 
Closed Crotch is comfortable. It 
fits.

‘ ‘ Porosknit”  is made in all 
styles—for man, for boy. Open 
in texture, and of soft, absorbent 
yarn, it keeps you cool by ab
sorption and evaporation of per
spiration. Your pores breathe 
the needed air. The yarn’s soft- 
ness eliminates irritation of the 
skin.

These features y ou  can see 
and feel.

This Label on every Garment

! G U A R  A
i Note that there are no cumber

some flaps to gape open. Stretch 
i the fabric See the extra stitches 

s irroundingeach ventilating hole. 
; These, with the lock-stitch, pre

vent unraveling.

The Elastic Seat
• Now, the “ s t r e t c h ”  in knit 

goods is only one way. But 
observe the triangular piece in 

; the back of a “ Porosknit”  Union 
Suit. See how this piece of fabric 

i is reversed—the stretch running 
opposite to the rest. This means 
full elasticity in the seat. It gives 
— at every turn or bend, with no 
pull, no bulge, no draw.

T h e re  can be no “ sh ort- 
waisted”  feeling— no “ cutting in 
the crotch.”

“ Porosknit”  Union Suits stay 
buttoned while on. They do not

Write for Handsome Book of All Styles

FOR MEN Any Style FOR BOYS 
Shirts and Drawers O e  

U v C  per garment b  J C
FOR MEN . . .  „  FOR BOYS
H . 0 0  Any Style 5 0 c

J , ;* t »• * *i » t * • * » »!• * * * * *
•«  •  • « »

J l M M  M
M M

( #'• "1*1 
• M  M  MIN

Cleanly Making
The extreme care in making, 

you cannot see— unless you come 
to Amsterdam. There, in a 
modern mill, clean as a new pin, 
“ Porosknit”  is fashioned and 
sewn.

Countless patented machines 
knit the high-priced yarn into 
the celebrated fabric. Then each 
yard of fabric is aerated with 
hot, dry, pure air, for extra
cleanness’  sake.

Other machines complete the 
finishing touches. Then, each 
garment is ironed individually 
before packing. See for your
self how pleasing the appearance 
in the box— at the dealer’s.

Underwear can be made to look 
something like Chalmers “ Poros

knit.”  But none can match 
the genuine “ Porosknit”  com
fort, durability, q u a lity  of 
yarn, e la s t ic i ty , lightness, 
coolness! None.

CHALMERS KNITTING CO.

This 
is Our 
No - Limit 
GUARANTEE

" I f  any garment bearing the genuine 
Chalmers ‘ Poroskn it’ label, and not 
stamped ‘ S econ d s ’ or ’ Im perfect’ 
across the label, fails to give you its 
cost value in underwear satisfaction, 
return it direct to us and we will 
replace it or refund your money, 
including postage."

37 Bridge St., Amsterdam, N. Y.

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention T b i  Argosy.
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THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.
)

I API E Y ^ fg
D avi d s i

Some Things You Can Do With the Harley- 
Davidson That Cannot Be Done 

W ith Other Motorcycles
Y ou  can start the m otor at will, without even dism ounting or 
putting the m achine up onto the stand. A  sim ple dow n w ard  
push on either pedal operates the patented H arley-D avidson  
Step-Starter, and starts the motor.

Double Clutch Control
Y ou  can operate the clu tch  either with 

clu tch  pedal or by  a hand lever. No need 
to let go o f the grips that con trol the 
throttle and the spark or to take either 
hand off the handle-bars. Just a pressure 
o f the toe or the heel and you  engage or 
release the clutch .

Folding Foot Boards
Instead o f one fixed or cram ped p os i

tion, the ex cep tion a lly  long foot boards 
perm it y ou  to assume a variety o f  rid ing 
positions on  long tours. These foot boards 
w ill com fortably  accom m odate a rider of

any height. The pedals m ay also be used 
as foot rests if desired.

Double Brake Control
Y o u  can operate the brake by  back pedal

ing on  either pedal or by  a lever conven ient 
to the foot. T h is foot con tro l o f both  clu tch  
and brake gives practica lly  autom obile co n 
trol o f the machine, a d istin ctly  new and 
very desirable exclu sive  feature.

Ful-Floteing Seat
Y o u  can ride over really  rough roads 

in  perfect com fort, because the patented 
H arley-D avidson  F u l-F loteing  Seat absorbs 
all the jars and vibrations.

T h e s e  f e a t u r e s  a r e  d e s c r i b e d  i n  d e t a i l  in  t h e  1 9 1 4  H a r l e y - D a v i d s o n  c a t a lo g ,  

w h i c h  w i l l  b e  s e n t  o n  r e q u e s t .  I n  t h i s  c a t a l o g  y o u  w i l l  a l s o  f i n d  a  c o m p l e t e  

d e s c r i p t i o n  o f  t h e  H a r l e y - D a v i d s o n  p r o t e c t e d  s e l e c t i v e  t w o - s p e e d  m o d e ls .

H A R LE Y -D A V ID S O N  M O T O R  C O M P A N Y , 383 B Street, M ILW A U K E E , WIS.

In answering this advertisement it is desirable you mention Th i  Abgobt.



THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

T O get “ that Royal 
Tailored Look” 

means to get the high
est-priced local tailor’s 
result—without his tax 
or his temperamental 
uncertainties

You deal with a
business man—
your  l eadi ng  
m e n ’ s w e a r

And you get a business man’s 
surety of service, with a busi
ness man’s guarantee.

H e  s e n d s  y o u r  m e a s u r e s  to  th e  f a m o u s  

R o y a l  S u n s h in e  S h o p s  in  C h i c a g o  o r  N e w  

Y o r k ;  y o u r  c lo t h e s  a r e  c u t  a n d  b u i l t  b y  c u s 

to m  jo u r n e y m e n  w h o  h a v e  b e e n  s c h o o le d  

in  th e  w o r l d ’ s g r e a t e s t  s t y l e  e n v ir o n m e n t s .

The Ro yal  Tailors
C H I C A G O  —  N E W  Y O R K

T h e r e  is  n o  f lu c t u a t io n  in  R o y a l  S e r v i c e  

o r  s u r v e i l l a n c e  ; e v e n  th e  d e l i v e r y  d a t e  i s  
g u a r a n t e e d .  Y o u  g e t  y o u r  

s u i t  th e  d a y  y o u  e x p e c t  i t .

L i k e w i s e ,  y o u  g e t  

i t  a t  a  p r ic e  t h a t  

m a k e s  it  e c o n o m i

c a l -  $ 1 6 ,$ 1 7 ,$ 2 0 , 

$ 2 5 , $30 a n d  $ 3 5 .

T R A D E  M A R K  R E G I S T E R E D

In answering this advertisement it it desirable that you mention Th i  A ig o b i.



THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

America’s Telephones Lead the World 
Service Best— Cost Lowest

from  Laru/an L)ai/y Pfai/'' 
__— 1____  —

from JT/ccTr/cn/ J})dusi£nd'̂ > 

( £ .0/ie/o/i^

tel?

*55415W i M
GoL  ,S g * J L  the telcnh *0t *
■ *****
* f .

P M s M d lSaJ1t h e L ^ b..4)f> . * w ■ As .
8uf f.*ons;°f 8/inie oSf ,

.-s

From " L e  P etit Phare dc Nantes, ”  Paris

“ But today 1 found I had to talk with Saint-Malo, 
and, wishing to be put through quickly, I had my 
name inscribed on the waiting list first thing in the 
morning; the operator told me— though very amiably, 
1 must confess— that I would have to wait thirteen 
hours and ten minutes (you ore reading it right) in 
order to be put through."

Herr W endcl, in The German Diet.

“  I refer here to Freiberg. There the entire tele
phone service is interrupted at 9 o’clock p. m. Five 
minutes after 9 o’clock it is impossible to obtain a 
telephone connection.”

Herr Haberland, Deputy, in the Reichstag

“ The average time required to get a connection with 
Berlin is now I y i hours. Our business life and trade 
suffer considerably on account of this lack of tele
phone facilities, which exists not only between Dus- 
seldorf and Berlin and between Berlin and the West, 
but also between other towns, such as Strassburg, 
Antwerp, etc.”

Dr. R .  Luther, in the Dresdner Anzeiger

**In the year 1913, 36 years after the discovery of 
the electro-magnetic telephone, in the age of the 
beginning of wireless telegraphy, one of the largest 
cities of Germany, Dresden, with half a million in
habitants, is without adequate telephone facilities.**

U N IT E D  S TA TES

S W ITZ E R L A N D

N E TH E R L A N D S
N O R W A Y

SW E D E N
R U S S IA

D E N M A R K
GREAT BR ITA IN
G ERM AN EM P IR E

F R A N C E
I T A L Y
H U N G A R Y

A U S T R IA
B U LG AR IA
B E L G IU M

S P A IN
P O R T U G A L

Real Average Cost of Telephone Service
p e r  y e a r  to  a  s u b s c r ib e r  i n  t h e  U n i t e d  

S t a t e s  a n d  E u r o p e a n  c o u n t r ie s  
( b a s e d  o n  o f f ic ia l  r e p o r t s ) .

Note: In translating European costs into 
American dollars, consideration haa 
been given to the relative purchasing 
power of money in Europe a n d  the 
U n ite d  States as shown by oper
ators’ wages.

* 7 0  * 8 0  * 9 0  *100 * 120 130 *140 IS O  160 *170

These are the reasons w hy there are twelve times as many tele
phones for each hundred persons in the United States as in Europe.

A m e r i c a n

One Policy

T e l e p h o n e  a n d  T e l e g r a p h  C o m p a n y  

A n d  A s s o c i a t e d  C o m p a n i e s

One System Universal Service

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention T h*  A*go8Y.

m m

. 
il

V



THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

United States Tires help police departments 
to rely on the motorcycle as an aid in pre
serving law and order.

The safety, low cost, reliability and speed of the 
m otorcycle have made it invaluable to the police.

The M otorcycle Policem an gives his tires the 
hardest o f service. His duty takes him over roads 
that other riders avoid. Frequently he trusts his 
very life to his tires. United States Tires with
stand hard police service everywhere.

«  That is w hy a vast m ajority o f police m otor
cycles are equipped with United States Tires, 

ijgou w ho ride m otorcycles for business or 
*  pleasure should profit by the policem an ’ s experi-

NOTE THIS:

ence. You, no less than he need the safest, lowest 
cost per mile tires.

Today United States M otorcycle Tires stand 
alone — in a class absolutely by themselves and 
are acknowledged to be the standard m otorcycle 
tires o f the world.

Their overw helm ing popularity is a known 
fact. In one year— 1913 — the sales of U N ITED  
ST A TE S M O TO RC YCLE T IR E S  increased 139 
per cent.—  an increase that is without a parallel 
in m otorcycle history.

Dealers who sell UNITED STATES MOTORCYCLE TIRES sell the best of everything.

Made by the
Largest Rubber Company in the World

In aniwerins thit advtrUiement it it detirable that mu men'.ion Tb » A ioosr.
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Gold Plated “Bull” Watch Charm►
To Every Man Sending 5c for a Sack of “ Bull” Durham Tobacco

This W a tch  Charm  is unusually attractive in appearance and 
design. It is 1 4 K  gold plated, and w ill p rove  a d ecid ed  ornament 
to any W a tch  F ob  or  W a tch  Chain. W e  are making this unusual 
F ree O ffer in order to induce m ore  sm okers to try “ rolling their 
o w n ”  fresh, fragrant, hand-m ade cigarettes from  w orld -fam ous

G E N U I N E

'Bull Durham
S M O K I N G  T O B A C C O

( Enough for forty hand-made cigarettes in each 5 -cent sack)

m m m

As many cigarettes are rolled w ith “ Bull”  Durham in a year 
as all brands o f  ready-m ade cigarettes in this country combined. 
T h ere  is a unique, delightful aroma to “ Bull”  Durham that is not found 
in any other tobacco. It is prod u ced  b y  an exclusive process, 
know n only to the m akers]of “ B ull”  Durham. O n ce  y ou  have 
learned this delicious, distinctive flavor, you r taste w ill always call 
for  it, and you  w ill always recognize “ B ull”  Durham anyw here 
b y  its savory aroma. T h ere  is nothing else like it in the w orld.

A sk fo r  F R E E  
book o f  *'papers" 
With each 5 c  sack

Send 5 cents and we 
will mail you pre
paid, anywhere in 

U. S., a 5 -cent sack of “ Bull”  Durham, 
a Book of cigarette papers, and this 14K 
gold plated “ Bull”  W atch Charm, Free. 
W e  will also send you an illustrated book

let showing how to “ roll your own”  ciga
rettes with “ Bull" Durham tobacco. In 
writing please mention name and address 
of your tobacco dealer. Address “ But!”  
Durham, Durham, N. C . Room 1123.

T H E  A M E R IC A N  T O B A C C O  C O M P A N Y

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention Thb A b o o s t .
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Weighs only 
11 ounces

Dimensions 
IV* x 3 x PA 
inches

Loads in day
light

Makes good 
nictures

An efficient 
camera 

for 
$5.00

Premoette Jr.
A  marvellously com pact camera, just a trifle 

larger than the pictures it makes, and so well 
made, so carefully equipped and tested, that it 
makes pictures equal in quality to  those made 
by  m uch larger and m ore expensive cameras.

It  will go into any coat pocket or a lady’ s hand
bag, and will produce sharp, crisp negatives which 
will yield good  size pictures by contact or excel
lent enlargements o f  almost any size.

The Prem oette Jr. N o. 1 is well made in every 
respect, it loads in daylight, is fitted with ball 
bearing autom atic shutter and carefully tested 
lens, and m akes.2%  x & A  pictures. The P rem o
ette Jr. No. 1 A , similar to  N o. 1 but for 2%  
pictux-es, price -$8.00.

G et the new Premo catalogue — a book  that no one interested in 
photography should be without. It describes the many Premo advan
tages fu lly — th e daylight loading Film Premos,' the Premos that 
take films or plates with equal facility, the Premo Film Pack and 
tank developing system. It’ s free at the dealer’ s, or will be gladly 
mailed to any address on request.

Rochester Optical Division
E astm an  K o d a k  C o m p a n y  R o ch e ste r , N . Y .
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Book 
Coupon
Burlington Watch Co.,

,pt-1075. I9th St. 
ml Marshall Blvd.

.  Chicago, 111.
Please send me {with
out obligation and pre
paid) your free book on 
watches with full information 
o f your cash or $2.50 a month 
offer on the Burlington Watch.

Name..

Just Out!
Newest Ideas in Watches

The latest products o f the craft. Exquisitely beautiful. Your own ini
tials handsomely engraved on the superb gold strata case— guaranteed 
for 25 years. Your choice o f Inlay Enam el Monograms, B lock and 
Ribbon Monograms, Diamond Set, Lodge, French A rt, Dragon D e 
signs. Open face or hunting cases, ladies’ or gentlemen’ s 12 and 16 sizes.
A  watch to suit every taste. And—DIRECT—at the rock-bottom price. •
T h e  m a s te r p ie c e  o f  w a tc h  m a n u f a c t u r e — 19 je w e l s — a d ju s t e d  to  th e  se c o n d — 
a d ju s t e d  to  p o s i t i o n s  — a d ju s t e d  to  te m p e r a tu r e  — a d ju s t e d  to  iso c h ro n ism .

Special
A  Remarkable Special O ffer
F or reasons explained in our let
ter to you (special trade reasons) you 
can now get direct the superb Burlington 
Watch at the rock-bottom price —  the same 
price that even the wholesale jeweler must 
pay—-and in order to encourage everybody 
to secure this watch at once, purchasers may 
pay this rock-bottom pride direct from us either 
for cash or $2.50 a month on this great special 

offer! We send watch on approval, prepaid.

Sent— No Money Down— Prepaid
Remember, the highest grade watch 

direct ( for special reasons, now ) 
at the same price that even the 

wholesale jeweler must pay! 
You risk absolutely nothing 

■— you pay nothing, not 
one ' cent —  unless you 

want this exceptional 
Offer after seeing 

and = thoroughly 
inspecting the 

Watch.

These Exquisite
New Designs
in watch cases are win
ning favor everywhere. And 
wherever the great Burlington 
Watch has been introduced it 
is noted for its wonderful time 
keeping qualities. Ask any rail
road man what he thinks o f the 
Burlington Watch. Ranchmen, 
engineers, and men in all walks 
o f life whoseduties require them 
to put a watch to the hardest tests 
prefer the Burlington because they 
know they can depend upon it.

IntheU. S. Navy
every fighting vessel 
has the Burlington Watch 
aboard. The S. S. Connecticut 
alone has over 200 Burlingtons 
aboard; the Battleship Cieorgia 
has 159 Burlingtons; the new' 
dreadnought Wyomipg already ) 
lias over 190 Burlingtons. Many I other battleships, such as the New j 
Hampshire,North Carolina, Minne- i 
sota. have ovdr 100 Burlingtons aboard. '

Think of the constant 
vibration, the extreme heat 
in the boiler rooms, the salt air 
and the change o f climate from 
the Arctic to the Tropical; i f  a 
watch will stand up and give 
accurate service aboard aman-of- 
war it will stand up every where

Send Coupon for Our New 
Book of W atch Designs

<i

Burlington Watch Company
Dept 1075, 19thSt. & Marshall Blvd.,Chicago


