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ADVERTISING SECTION A

This is the book that has shown 
thousands of men th e  w a y to 
amazing pay increases. Get your 
Free copy now. Learn how other 
men, no smarter than you, have 
increased their pay 100%— 200% 
and even 500% through Cooke 
Training. Send Coupon Now!

Here are th e  biggest offers 
yet —  so big th at  I can’t  
explain th em  all on this  
p age. Y o u  d o n ’ t  k n o w  
what w o n d e r fu l  offers I 
m a k e  y o u .  Y o u  d o n ’ t  
k n o w  w h a t  w o n d e r f u l  
things I do for m y  stu
dents till you get m y  book 
“ T h e  Vital Facts.”  Send  
for it  now. G e t  the de
tails  of m y 16 smashing,

G et into E le ctrica l 
Contracting

John  J innee , 1133 F o u rth  Ave., Astoria, L .I . 
New York, m nkee $800 to  $1000 a  m on th  
in  buniiicss fur himself. He says Cooke 
Train ing  is responsible for his success.

A u to  E le c tric ity  P a ys  B ig
W . E. Pence, A lbany . O regon, specialises 
iq Auto E lectric ity  and  makes $750.00 a 
m onth . Was form erly a  mechanic earn ing  
*30 00 a week.

B ig  M o n e y in E le ctrica l 
C o nstruction

A, P. K lrn u , 4449 K erw in , D etro it, M ich
igan, earns e ver $5000 a year in Electrical 
Construction work. H e form erly earned $5 
ft day.

Even ordinary electricians are earning $10 to $12 a day and thousands of big 
jobs paying *70 to $200 a week are going begging for w ant of trained men to 
fill them. Electrical Experts (trained men) are needed everywhere now. 
Electricity— the fastest growing industry and best paying profession in the 
world— N EE D S YOU. I will train  you ju s t like I tra ined  the  three men whose pictures you 
see to  the left, and thousands of others. G e t the  details of my train ing  and  m y 10 great 
smashing offers to you. _

I  W ill T ra in  Y ou  ^  W9 M y  T ra in in g  Pays
at H o m e — in Its  Own W ay

C n a r p  T i m  a  r " i  M ost of my studen ts make
^ p a i t ?  I I i l l  V ^  ]< J  m any tim es the  m onthly pay-

Id my iralDlng you get my T f t  m e a ts  fo r  m y  t r a in in g  in
own20yearsofexperienceasan U tltfltS  spare-tim e work. Beginning
S &  C S o T K o W  52 Articles VV,tl‘ J “" ’7 ! <L ' p 7 wengineers and the full time / *n All—  you 8P0C1J" spare-tim e t'o rk
and services o f 10 college V /  V  \  Given to instruction. You earn while
trained and practical engi- X. \  y You FREE you learn. M y training is
neers whom I employ to assist /  >XTa /  no t an expense— it pays itsme in the work of training / >X-y nwn wav
my students. '  > 7  /l,S i •y*

W hy Cooke W  G ° B “ si'
Trained M en  are ness M y

So  Successful M oney
Cooke Trained Men easily get the big jobs in E very m onth I give two of  ̂

electricity because employers know me—They my s tuden ts  $500 i n cash to
know the value of my training and the reputa- eo in+n husinpss fnr thpm-
tionof the big two million dollar institution be- f  ° .V ?  /  L  L  COOKE,
hind me. Over 3000 men who started with my selves. No strings to  this «♦ Chief Enoineer 
training reported big pay increases to me last offer. I t ’s  an outright ^phirann
year. My employment department helped many „:rt__all exrdfnnprl in /  S I  i n  .of these men land the One big jobs they are now 8111 ai* explained in ♦ Works, Inc., Dept,
holding. m y book. «.♦ 17-B, 2150 Lawrence

- —  . . .  . .  - -  . .  ♦♦ Avenue, Chicajo, Illinois
Get the Facts— W rite M e Now /  send me at once with-

f  out obligation full partieu-
The coupon will bring you the big story of the opportunities lars of your home training In

for you in Electricity. Don't decide cm any training till you /  Electricity and details of your 
get my book. Learn how hundreds of other men get into the /  16 great offers and your plan for
big-pay class. Get my 16 smashing offers. Mail Coupon .Now. financing your students,

L. L. C O O KE, Chief Engineer, /
Chicago Engineering W orks, Inc. /  Name............................
Dept. 17-B, 2150 Lawrence Ave, Chicago, III. /

Jf Address..........................................................

B ? f _______
c u y ............................................state.

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention this magazine.
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next week unless you are prepared to follow the machinations o f  Prince A  li and the 
counterstrokes o f Frank Carter to the end. I t ’s a story that won't let you drop it.
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ADVERTISING SECTION A

CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING
. AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

B IG  M O N E Y  A N D  F A S T  S A L E S .  E V E R Y  O W N E R  B U Y S  
GOLD IN I T I A L S  for his auto. You charge $1.50, make $1.35. 
Ten orders daily easy. Write for particulars and free samples. 
AMERICAN MONOGRAM CO., Dept. 54, East Orange, N. J.

L I V E  A G E N T S  M A K E  $10 D A Y  S E L L I N G  E U R E K A  
S T R A IN E R  and Splash Preventer for every water faucet. Takes 
on sight. Widely advertised and known. Get details today. 
A. D. Seed Filter & Mfg. Company, 73 Franklin, New York.

M A K E  $75. A  W E E K  A N D  UP, S E L L I N G  O U R  F IN E ,  
MADE-TO-MEASURE, ALL-WOOL SUITS. DIRECT TO 
WEARER—ALL ONE PRICE, $31.50. BIGGEST VALUES. 
COMMISSIONS IN ADVANCE. WE DELIVER AND COLLECT. 
GX9 SWATCH SAMPLES FURNISHED. W. Z. GIBSON, 
INC,, Dept. 0-400, Chicago.________________________________

W E  S T A R T  YOU W IT H O U T  A  D O LLA R .  SOAPS.  E X 
TRACTS,  PERFUMES, TOILET GOODS. Experience unneces
sary. CARNATION CO., Dept. 200, St. Louis, Mo.

A G EN TS ,  our new Household Cleaning Device washes and 
dries windows, sweeps, cleans walls, scrubs, mops. Costs less 
than brooms. Over half profit. Write HARPER BRUSH
WORKS, 320 Grimes St.. F airfield, Iowa.___________________

W E  S T A R T  YOU in business, furnishing everything. Men and 
women, $30.00 to $100.00 weekly operating our “New System 
Specialty Candy Factories” anywhere. Opportunity lifetime; 
booklet free. VV. Hillyer Ragsdale, Drawer 93, East Orange. N. J.

A G E N T S — W R IT E  FOR F R E E  S A M P L E S .  SELL MADI
SON " BETTER-MADE ”  SHIRTS FOR LARGE MANU
FACTURER DIRECT TO WEARER. NO CAPITAL OR 
EXPERIENCE REQUIRED. MANY EARN $1U0 WEEKLY 
AND BONUS. MADISON MFGRS., 503 Broadway, New York.

L IG H T N IN G  S T R A N G E  B A T T E R Y  C O M PO U N D .  Charges 
discharged batteries instantly. Eliminates old method entirely. 
Gallon free to agents. LIGHTNING CO., St. Paul, Minn.

A T  LA ST  A L I F E T IM E  JOB. OUR AGENTS MAKING 
$50.00 to $150.00 WEEK selling our “Factory-to-Family” 
HOUSE AND STREET DRESSES. No samples to carry. We 
deliver, collect and you get your commission at once. 
PEGGY ANN DRESS CO._,_l)i*pt._50;LJ14 E._Sth St., Cincin.,_a 

S A L E S M E N — Opening now for a $5,000 to $10,000 year man. 
Established wholesale house selling retail merchants; staple 
line. Permanent position with real contract to producer. A. F. 
Gibson, Mgr., Dept. A, 1922 Euclid Ave.. Cleveland. Ohio.

$96 A W  E E K  G U A R  A N T E  E D H O S I E R Y  OF F E R. WE 
FURNISH ESSEX CLOSED CAR TO REPRESENTATIVES. 
New plan doubles your earnings. Write quick for offer. 
THE FRANK B. JENNINGS CO., Dept. A-219, Dayton, Ohio.

A G E N T S — $1.25 AN  HOUR FO R  S P A R E  T IM E .  Show sam
ples and introduce teas, coffees, spices, extracts, food products 
—things people cat. Get our big free sample assortment offer— 
19 full size packages right out of stock. HARLEY CO.,
G-2171 Harley Building, Dayton, Ohio.__________________

D I S T R IC T  S A L E S M A N  F O R  U N IO N  M A D E ,  H A N D  
T A IL O R E D ,  ALL WOOL SUITS AND OVERCOATS at $23.50. 
Prefer married man with sales experience. $35.00 weekly to 
start. Apply D, M. HARVEY", Box 00, Chicago._____________

AUTHORS-MANUSCRIPTS
Photoplays, short stories, novels, newspaper articles sold, criti

cised, revised. Send for F R E E  details and advice. Have success
fully handled thousands of manuscripts. Expert services. Estab- 
lished 1911. Ad. Pub. Co., P. O. Box 496, San Francisco, Calif.

ST O R IE S ,  POEMS,  P LA Y S ,  ETC., are wanted for publica
tion. Good ideas bring big money. Submit MSS., or write 
Literary Bureau, 110, Hannibal, Mo.

SONG W R IT E R S — IF YOU COMPOSE SONG POEMS OR 
MELODIES, get in touch with me immediately. I have a 
proposition to offer you. Send a card or letter now to 
RAY H1BBELER, D3. 4040 Dickens Avenue, Chicago._____

MICHIGAN FARM LANDS FOR SALE
H E R E ’S  Y O U R  L A N D !  $10 DOWN A N D  $10 A  MONTH

BUYS TWENTY ACRES OF MY BEST LAND IN CENTRAL 
MICHIGAN FOR $400, OR TEN ACRES FOR $250. WRITE 
AT ONCE FOR FREE 48 - PAGE PICTURE BOOK. 
G. W. SWIG ART, Y1245 First Natl. Bank Bldg., Chicago.

HELP W ANTED— MALE — FEMALE
E S T A B L I S H  Y O U R S E L F — AT H O M E — A S  A Photographic 

Expert. Make $75 a week while learning. Write at once for 
TEMPORARY offer. INTERNATIONAL STUDIOS, Dept. 1455, 
3C01 Michigan Ave., Chicago.

E A R N  $110 TO $250 M O N T H LY .  E X P E N S E S  P A ID  AS  
R A I L W A Y  T R A F F I C  IN SPECTO R.  POSITION GUARANTEED 
AFTER COMPLETION OF 3 MONTHS’ HOME STUDY' 
COURSE OR MONEY REFUNDED. E X C E L L E N T  O P P O R T U 
N IT IE S .  Write for Free Booklet CM-30. STAND. BUSINESS 
TRAINING INST., Buffalo, N. Y.

EA R N  $25 W E E K  AT  HOME. G I R L S — W OMEN,  16 UP.
Learn Gown Making. Learn while earning. Sample home 
lessons—free. Write immediately. FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, 
Dept. F-52I, Rochester, N. \ \

Classified Advertising continued on 3rd cover.

W hat does the Boss 
think of you?

How do you stand when your employer checks up 
his men for promotion ? Does he think of you ? 
Is there any real reason why you should be 
selected ?

Ask yourself these questions fairly. You must 
answer them some day if you ever expect advance
ment and more money.

You know that your employer can’t afford to 
take chances. When lie selects a man, he wants 
to be sure he’ll make good. I t’s only natural that 
he should choose a trained man— a man with 
sound, practical knowledge of the work.

Don’t wait until somebody else gets that pro
motion. Get busy right now and be ready for 
your opportunity when it comes.

You can do it in spare time at home through 
the International Correspondence Schools, just as 
thousands of other men and women have done.

The first step they took was to mark and mail 
this coupon. Make your start the same way and 
make it right now.

M a il th e  C o u p o n  f o r  F r e e  B o o k le t

I N T E R N A T IO N A L  C O R R E S P O N D E N C E  S C H 0 0 L 8
Box 2170-D, Scranton, Penna.

Without cost or obligation, please tell me how I can qualify for 
the position or in the subject b e fo re  which I have marked an X:

B U S I N E S S  T R A IN IN G  C O U R S E S
Business Management 
Industrial Management 
Personnel Organization 
Traffic Management

BBusiness Law
Banking and Banking Law 

□Accountancy (including C.P. A.)
□  Nicholson Cost Accounting
□  Bookkeeping 
□Private Secretary 
□Spanish □  French

jSalesmanship
□ Advertising
□ Better Letters
□ Show Card Lettering
□ Stenography and Typing
□ Business English 
□Civil Service
□ Railway Mail Clerk 
□Common School Subjects
□ High School Subjects
□  illustrating □  Cartooning

T E C H N IC A L  A N D
□ Electrical Engineering 

Electric Lighting 
Mechanical Engineer 
Mechanical Draftsman

□ Machine Shop Practice
□ Railroad Positions
□ Gas Engine Operating
B Civil Engineer 

Surveying and Mapping 
□ Metallurgy 

□ Steam Engineering 
□Radio

I N D U S T R I A L  C O U R S E S
□ Architect
0 Architects* Blue Prints 

Contractor and Builder 
□ Architectural Draftsman 
□ Concrete Builder 
□ Structural Engineer 
□Chemistry □  Pharmacy 
□ Automobile Work 
□ Airplane Engines 
□ Navigation
□ Agriculture and Poultry 
□ Mathematics

Name......................................................................................
Street 3 -6 -2 4
Address..................................... ..................................................................

City................................... .................. State.............................................. .

Occupation....................................................................................................
Persons residing in Canada should send this coupon to the Interna
tional Correspondence Schools Canadian. Limited. Montreal. Canada.

In answering any advertisement on this page it  is desirable that you mention this magazine.



ADVERTISING SECTION A

The scientific basis 
for the use of 

S O A P
The following set of prin
ciples has been endorsed 
by 11(59 physicians of high
est standing and is offered 
as an authoritative guide to 
women in their use of soap 
for the skin :
1 The function of soap for 

the skin is to cleanse, not 
to cure or transform.

2 Soap performs a very 
useful function for nor
mal skins by keeping the 
skin dean.

3 If there is any disease of 
the skin which soap irri
tates, a physician should 
be seen.

4 Tobesuitableforgeneral 
daily use, a soap should 
bepure, mild ana neutral.

5 If the medicinal content 
of a soap is sufficient to 
have an effect upon the 
skin, the soap should be 
used only upon the ad
vice of a physician.

W hat can soap do for your skin?
The specialist’s

T ’HE scientist— the derma- 
to lo g is t, the reputab le 

physician, the chemist—is the 
only authority worth listening 
to on the care of your skin, 
whether he is talking about 
cosmetics or treatments or 
soap.

Soap, for instance, is an ex
ceedingly important factor in 
the care of your skin. Medical 
authorities say you can’t get 
hygienically clean without it.

On the other hand, these 
same authorities will tell you 
that soap cannot cure your 
skin, nor “ nourish” it, nor

answer is simple

tender it beautiful except as it 
makes it clean— choose your 
soap, not to achieve miracles, 
but to cleanse your skin safely.

When you buy soap for 
your complexion, buy a pure, 
mild, neutral soap. If you 
choose Ivory, you have as fipe 
a soap as can be made, regard
less of price. Ivory is pure, 
gentle, safe. It contains no 
m edicam ents or co loring  
matter or strong perfume. It 
renders with fine distinction 
every service you can get from 
any soap.

Pr o c te r  &.Gamble

6 In all cases of real trou
ble, a physician's advice 
should be obtained be
fore treatm ent is at
tempted.

NEW! —

I V O R Y  S O A P
991V 0 r" ° Pure It Floats

queft iv o r y  5 ? @ 1925, by The P rocter &  Gamble C o., Cincinnati

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention this magazine.
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Author o f  “ Jet’ Sal,”  etc.

C H A P T E R  I .

LINKERSPORT.

EK E R S P O R T  is a  few  m iles u p  a  sm all 
river th a t em pties into th e  A tla n tic  
O cean, and the w a ter  is  salt, excep t 

d u rin g low  tid e  in a  sp rin g freshet, b u t that 
is  n o t the reason C y ru s  B u llitt , w ho w as 
born  there, and w ho grew  up there, r igh t in 
L in kersp ort, w en t to sea, an d  m ade his 
career on the b ig  ships.

D u rin g  a ll h is ea rly  life  and u p  to his 
n ineteenth y e a r  the sea had fo r C y ru s  no 
p articu lar a ttraction . I t  w as good for 
sum m er bath in g on the sa n d y  beach beyon d  

1 A

J ag ge d  P o in t, and  fo r m ackerel or flounder 
i f  y o u  cou ld  borrow  a  dory. B esides, it 
soften ed  the sev erity  o f both  w in ter and 
sum m er a t  L in kersp ort, w here there w ere 
no extrem es an d  w here n othin g m uch ever 
happened.

A s  fo r th e  m y stery  o f  the sea, th e  lu re o f 
it, its  h inted  rom ance, its  beckonin g fingers 
to  lands fa r  a w a y , an d  to  people strange 
an d  new’, it m eant n oth in g lik e  th a t in 
C y r u s ’s  y o u n g  life . H e  w a s n o t th a t sort 
o f  a  b oy.

N o w  if  th e  sea h ad  been equipped w ith  
a  set o f  m echanical lathes, an d  a  good 
la b o ra to ry  w ith  a  porcelain  k iln , and chem 
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ical retorts, and calipers m easuring to the 
thousandth o f  a  m illim eter, and an up-to- 
d ate  lib ra ry  on  radio reactions— ah, th at 
w ould  h a v e  been a  v e r y  different m atter, 
indeed! T h e n  C y ru s  w ou ld  h a ve  been 
dream ing b y  n ig h t and  p lan n in g b y  d a y  
h ow  h e cou ld  run a w a y  and go  to sea.

B u t h e  w o u ld  n o t h a ve  run a w a y — n ot 
a ctu a lly . T h a t  w ou ld  h ave m eant desert
ing h is fath er. H e  w ou ld  n ot h a ve  done 
th a t. H e  w ou ld  h a ve  done n othin g to 
h u rt h is fa th er, w ho n ever h ad  spoken a  
cross w ord  to him , and  w ho h ad  denied him  
nothing— excep t th e  thin gs he could  not 
afford.

W h ich  m eant th a t C y ru s  h ad  all that 
m ost o f  the b o y s  in L in kersp ort had, includ
ing a  p a ir  o f shoes in  the w in ter tim e. In  
fa ct, h e  h ad  m ore th an  m ost o f them  b e
cause he co u ld  m ake things h im self. H e 
m ade him self a  p a ir  o f  skates from  the 
runners o f  B a n k e r  H a rp er ’s sleigh, w hich  
w as n ever used a fte r  M r. H a rp er go t a  
lim ousine.

O n e sum m er there w as a  b a d  sm ash-up 
on  the S tate  turn p ike eigh t m iles a w a y . A  
m otor cy c le  ran through a  flivv er and w as 
so b a d ly  sm ashed th a t the ow ner, an electric 
linem an o u t on  h o lid ay, said from  th e  hos
p ita l he n ever again  w anted to  see the 
“ b lasted  ju n k .”  C y ru s  salvaged  it  and 
m ade it  in to  a  good runn ing m achin e he 
used fo r years.

W h en  th e  radio  cam e along C y ru s  h ad  
the first one in L in kersp ort. M a d e  i t  h im 
se lf a t  a  co st o f  sixty-three cents. T h a t  
w as w hen th e y  th o u gh t th e y  h ad  to h a ve  
silk-bound copper w ires, w hich w as the on ly  
m aterial C y ru s  could  n o t im provise. H e 
w as stum ped fo r a  b a tte ry  fo r  a  tim e, b ut 
fin a lly  recharged  on e o u t o f  an  abandoned 

flash light.
Som e persons w ould  h a ve  sa id  C y ru s  w as 

poor— seeing h is  b are  feet, h is u su ally  
rag ged  clothes, h is la c k  o f  evid en t resources, 
the fa c t  th a t h is m other h ad  died w hen he 
w a s a  b a b y  and  th a t h e  lived  w ith  his 
fa th er in  the room s over the shooting ga llery  
w here th e  tw o  o f  them  d id  the cooking, 
such a s  it  w as.

B u t  “  p o v e rty  ”  w as a  w ord  C y ru s  d id  
n o t un derstan d  d u rin g h is boyhood. I t  
n ever stru ck  h im  th at h e  w a s poor— n ot

w hen the w orld  w as filled  w ith  a  m u lti
p lic ity  o f persons d iscardin g va lu a b le  things 
lik e  sleighs w ith  runners o f  the finest 
w ro u gh t steel, m otor cy c le s  w hose o n ly  
trouble w as th a t the carbu retor w as caved  
in and the w heels sm ashed an d  the gear 
sh aft broken , an d  b atteries w ith  nothin g 
w rong excep t the need o f a  little  new  
chem ical conten t and  som e p atien ce, w hich 
C y ru s  h ad  ap len ty.

E nough m aterial is d iscarded or throw n 
a w a y  in  A m erica  to m ake m a n y  an oth er 
n atio n  rich. A s k  a n y  ju n k  m an. C y ru s  
B u llitt  kn ew  it, too.

B u t  h is fa th er died. T h en  he did  realize 
th at he w as poor, poor indeed; n ot in 
m aterial resource,' though th a t w as lack in g  
also, b u t b ereft o f  the one friend w ho w as 
a lw a y s  there w ith  a  little  sm ile o f sym p ath y  
in  h is difficulties and a  fine breath  o f d e
lig h t in h is conquests o v er  d isarray.

H is  fa th e r ’s death  m ade a  m an o f him , 
i f  m anhood is th at estate  in  w hich  one sees 
th in gs as th e y  are, and  n o t as th e y  m igh t 
h a v e  been or o u gh t to b e. I t  w as tim e 
enough, a n y w a y . C y ru s  w a s go in g on 
nineteen.

W hen  he cam e b a c k  from  the fun eral and 
u n lo cked  the outer door o f  the shooting 
g a llery  he noticed  th a t some one h ad  tacked  
a  p iece o f w h ite  paper on its  upp er panel. 
“  N o tice : Sheriff’s  S a le ,”  i t  read, fo llow ed 
b y  a  lot o f  fine printin g.

C y ru s  th o u gh t som e one w as u tiliz in g  the 
ga llery  door fo r  a  bu lletin  board . I t  w as 
righ t across from  th e  p o st office, w here 
u su a lly  these p u b lic  n otices w ere posted. 
O rdin arily  h e  w ou ld  h a ve  to m  the th in g 
dow n, b u t his m ood w as n ot aggressive, and 
he let it  sta y , In  fa ct, he even  fo rgo t to 
lo c k  the outer door, fo rgo t to  ligh t u p  
w hen d a rk  cam e, forgo t to get h is supper.

H e subsided in  the m a rk er ’s chair, b ack  
b y  the targets, p lun ged  in a  m ood rath er 
solem n. H e  w a s done w ith  cry in g . T h a t  
h ad  been finished the d a y  before. N o w  he 
w as th in kin g o f w h a t h e  should do, try in g  
to w onder w h a t h is fa th er w o u ld , sa y  i f  he 
w ere there.

T h e  elder B u llit t  h ad  expired o f  a  h eart 
a tta c k  a t  n igh t, in  h is bed, sudden ly, a  
m ercifu l ending, b u t one w hich did  n ot
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perm it the im parting o f a n y  d y in g  ad vice to 
h is o n ly  son and sole heir.

C yru s, how ever, felt little  d oubt o f w h at 
h is course should be. C h iefly , it  m ust be 
one th a t w ould  force L in kersp ort to a  full 
realization  o f the unexam pled v irtu es of 
the la te  M r. B u llitt . C y ru s  w as fa r  from  
satisfied  w ith  the esteem  in w hich  his 
patern al parent had been held b y  his fellow  
tow nspeople.

H e recalled  the record o f tw en ty  years, 
as he knew  it: the arrival o f A n d rew  B u llitt  
from  the W est, w here he had been a  cow boy 
or a  gold  m iner, or som ething; h is m arriage, 
in his forties, w ith  M e lin d a  N arw earin g, 
the governess in the hom e o f M r. H arp er; 
their rath er flam b o yan t start in leasing the 
A m erican  H ouse, w here th e  elder B u llitt  
continued fo r  som e years, w here C y ru s  w as 
born, w here h is m other died; the leasing o f 
the G ran d  O p era H ouse, w ith  B u llitt  as 
m anager; then the sh ift o f  fortun e; leavin g 
the A m erican  H ouse; leavin g the O pera 
H ouse; operatin g a  livery  stable u n til the 
autom obile rendered livery  stables obsolete; 
the ta k in g  over, o n ly  five y e a rs  before, o f 
the shooting g a llery ; their life  in the room s 
above— an id y llic  life  in its  w a y — and the 
p u tte ry  w a y s  o f th e  g a llery, tending the 
targets, o iling the guns, k eep in g the m arkers 
clean.

L in kersport did not a p p reciate  a  shooting 
ga llery, h is father had often  said. T h e y  
ou gh t to  m ove to a  b igger c ity , w here 
some o f the old A m erican  spirit w as a live  
and people knew  th e y  ought to  k eep  their 
hands in b y  h andling a  trigger regularly. 
B u t  enough m on ey cam e in  to p a y  for the 
canned goods and the occasional m eat they 
ate. C y ru s  n ever p articip ated  in those 
m on thly sessions h is fa th er h ad  w ith  the 
teller in  M r. H a rp er ’s ban k, b u t he fe lt a  
vague resentm ent against M r. H arper, and 
other prom inent citizens, also.

O n ce these prom inent citizen s had 
honored his fa th er; he had been one of 
them ; but n ot o f late. H e avoided  them ; 
th e y  did not com e to see him .

T h is  h ad  been all w rong. C y ru s  felt it 
m ore k een ly  than an yth in g else. H o w  could 
he reverse this condition? H ow  could he 
m ake them  see w hat he had seen in that 
departed  spirit, a  gentlem an o f the finest

sense o f honor, an  affection  of th e  tenderest 
m em ory, a  q u a lity  o f m ind set c le a rly  on a  
rock  a b o v e the m utation s of life?

C H A P T E R  II .

OVER THE RADIO.

TH E S E  reflections w ere ru dely  startled  
b y  the en tran ce into the darkened 
room  o f tw o fellow s. O n e rudely 

shouted, “  H ello , C y !  H o w  abou t a  string 
o f tw en ty-tw os? M a r t- says I c a n ’t spot 
him , b u t I ’ll show  h im !”

C y ru s  lit  the kerosene lam p above the 
targets and faced  M a r t K en n ed y, the ex
press clerk , and Jim  B a g g e rly , from  the 
dru g store. H e  w as abou t to  pass o ver to 
them  the .22 rifles w hen a  sense o f their 
d isrespect sm ote him .

H e  stiffened, to them  u n acco u n tab ly , and 
sa id  cu rtly , “  Sorry, boys, b u t the g a lle ry ’s 
closed to-night. C om e around to-m orrow .”  

T o  their half-asham ed apologies, m uttered 
in d istin ctly , h e  b a d e  them  good n igh t, fo l
low ed  them  to the door an d  locked  up. 
T h e n  he clim bed the sta irs to h is bedroom  
w ith  a  h e a v y  heart. I t  seem ed to him  that 
som ehow  M a rt and Jim  h ad  added another, 
a n  un nam able insult to the m em ory o f his 
fa th er— lack in g  the d ecen cy to w ait until a t 
least a  d a y  a fter  h is funeral before p ick in g  
u p  h is  w orn ta rg et rifles in p la y  p ractice.

A s  he w as ligh tin g  his lam p, how ever, a  
loud and persistent k n o ck in g  cam e from  the 
street door. A t  first he p aid  no atten tion , 
but it w as repeated. H e  descended and 
opened.

I t  w as Judge V illas, h is fa th e r ’s friend. 
“  E v en in ’, C y r u s ,”  said th e  judge. “  I f  ye  
a in ’t gone to bed thought I ’d com e in a  
sp ell.”

“ O f  course, judge. G lad  to see yo u , sir,”  
C y ru s  led  the w a y  to th e  sitting-room  

over the g a llery. T h e  judge sa t dow n and 
lit  a  stogie. “  R ad io  w o rkin ’ ? ”  he asked, 
lookin g tow ard the co m er w here th e  one 
tu b e em placed in an old ced ar chest w as 
w ired  u p  through the w indow  into a  n eigh
boring tree.

“  O u g h t to b e ,”  C y ru s  answ ered, m oving 
tow ard his contraption. “  I ’ll tun e in, if 
y o u  lik e .”
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T h e  ju d ge w aved  a  hand d ep recatin gly. 
“  N o .”  H e w as ev id en tly  d istrau gh t and 
h ad  m entioned the radio on ly  as a  m eans 
of opening an unpleasant conversation. 
F in a lly , w ith  an  effort, he revealed  the sub
je c t w hich ev id en tly  h ad  brough t him  in.

“  I  d id n ’t w'ant C lem  N e w t t ’ nail u p  that 
notice, C y r u s ,”  he h a lf apologized. “  F a ct
is, I  held him  off a  d a y, u n til— w ell, I  ju st 
w-ouldn’t  let h im  do it  yestid d y , b u t to-d ay 
he— y e  see, I  h a in ’t  no choice in these 
doings. A s  the d u ly  sworn and certified  
Justice o f th e  P eace  o f  the T o w n sh ip  o ’ 
L in kersp ort I  plum b go t tew  issue a  sheriff’s 
notice w hen i t ’s  applied  fer, regular, fo llow 
in ’ the record o f ju d gm en t and th ’ due lapse 
o f  tim e. D o  y o u  follow  m e, m y  b o y ?  D o  
y o u  understand w h at I am  s a y in g ? ”

C y ru s  began to  understand. “  O h, th at 
n otice on the d o o r?”  he ejacu lated . “ I  
d idn ’t read it .”

“  H u m ! ”  T h e  ju d ge tw iddled  his thum bs. 
I t  w ould  be even harder than h e  a n tic ip a te d ., 
A fte r  a  m om ent o f silence he plunged on, 
b u t w ith  an effort.

“  I t  m eans, C y r u s ,”  he said, “  th at M r. 
H arper h as ju d gm en t a g ’in ’ y e r  fa th e r ’s 
estate a n ’ has levied  a  sheriff’s  execution to 
co llect.”

“  W h a t!”  C y ru s  exclaim ed, as the situa
tion daw ned on him . “  Y o u  d on ’t m ean h e ’ll 
ta k e  the ga llery  from  m e? ”

“  T h a t ’s it, m y b o y ! I ’m afraid  th a t’s
i t .  ”  T h e  ju d ge w iped his brow . I t  had 
been hard, b u t the q u ick  intelligence o f his 
frien d ’s son had spared him  too m uch ex
planation.

C y ru s  clenched his hands, shut his m outh 
tigh t, stared straight ahead and said 
nothing.

“  I t ’s a  danged sham e, C y r u s ,”  the judge 
w en t on. “  I ’m sp eakin ’ to ye , now , in m y 
p riva te  and p articu lar ca p a city  o f friend to 
A n drew  B u llitt , who is gone and can no 
longer defend h im self, a n ’ I ’m  out o f 
cham bers a n ’ w ith ou t ju d icia l c o ’nizance, 
a n ’ I ’m  here to sa y  th at M r. H arp er is a  
hard  m an. V e ry  hard. B u t  h e  said it w as 
h is right. T h ere  m igh t b e  o th er judgm en ts 
and  h e  could not w a it.”

“  Y o u  m ean the— the g a llery  isn ’t  m ine? 
T h e y ’l l  ta k e  it? ”

T h e  ju d g e  nodded h is h ead  slow ly.

“  B u t m y hand-rest for target pistols w ith  
the autom atic  sight— can th ey  ta k e  that, 
to o ? ”  C yru s sudden ly trem bled w ith  appre
hension.

T h e  ju d ge reassured him , explaining that 
w as his personal p ro p erty  and could  not be 
touched for debts ow in g b y  the deceased.

“  A n d  m y m otor c y c le ? ”
“  N o, m y b o y . T h a t  is sa fe .”
“  A n d  m y  ra d io ? ”
“  N o . T h e y  c a n ’t  touch that, n or y o u r 

clothes, nor a n y  o f  y o u r  personal effects.”  
C y ru s  sm iled, fo r the first tim e in five 

d ays. Indeed, he w as pervaded  b y  a  subtle 
satisfaction  o f w hich he w as unconscious. A  
m ajo r problem , a  v e ry  w eig h ty  one, and 
one w hich he h ad  not dared fa ce  squarely, 
w as b ein g solved for him .

T h e  judge, en jo yin g  his stogie now , con
tinued, in m ore am iable m ood. “  P erh ap s 
I  ou gh t to tell yo u , m y  b o y, I  w o u ld n ’t 
trade m y  m em ory o ’ A n d rew  B u llit t ’s 
friendship fer all M r. H a rp er ’s m oney, a n ’ 
th ’ sto ck  o’ th ’ ban k  throw n in. N o  siree! 
I ’ll tell y e  som ethin ’ else. H is nam e a in ’t 
H arper, either. H is fa th e r ’s nam e w as 
H e rtsk y . H e ’s on ly  second generation  stuff, 
new -rich scum . B u t ta k e  A n drew  B u llitt . 
N o w  there was a  m an as cam e dow n from  
th ’ real old  days. I  suppose y o u  realize 
as  how' his great-great-gran d fath er signed 
the D eclaration  of In dep en d en ce?”

“  F ath er said so o n ce,”  C y ru s  adm itted. 
I t  m eant little  to  him , b u t he w anted  to 
please the judge.

“  W ell, I ’ll tell y e  som ethin ’ m ebbe y e  
d o n ’t k n o w ,”  the fou n t o f ju d icia l w isdom  
continued. “  Y e r  fa th er b y  rights ought t ’ 
had a  hundred m illions o f dollars, m eb b y  
m ore.”

C y ru s  gasped: “ W h a t? ”
T h e  ju d ge chew ed his stogie a  b it to g iv e  

fu ll dram atic  pause to his statem ent and 
then ca lm ly  resum ed. “  H e n ever told y e , 
I ’ll b e t.”  C y ru s  n egatived  w ith  his head. 
“  N o , T h ’ b low  w as too deep. H e n ever 
told  a n yb o d y, b u t I  kn ew — in a  curious 
w a y . I  w as readin ’ law  in O w sley ’s office 
in them  days, n igh th u tty  y ea rs ago, w hen 
y er  fa th er com e to L in k ersp o rt first. H e ’d 
been out W est w ith  a  G ran d D u k e  o f  R u ssia  
and then h e ’d b in  a  p artn er o ’ one o ’ th ’ 
V an d erbilts  w ho died ’thout m a k in ’ no
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m ention of it  in  w rit in ’ . T h a t  w as A n drew  
B u llitt— th ’ ekal o ’ dukes a n ’ N ’Y a w k  
financiers, a n ’ h is w o rd ’s good as theirs, 
a n ’ better.

“  B u t w hen th is here V an d erb ilt died 
’thout recordin ’ A n d re w ’s partnership in a  
p rop erty  th e y  h ad  togeth er o u t W est w uth  
’bout tw o hundred m illions, m ore or less, 
h is estate dragged A n d rew  on here into 
N ’ Jersey  t ’ th ’ F ederal c ’ot, a n ’ they go t 
their agen t, H e rtsk y , fa th e r  o ’ th ’ M r. 
H arp er w e know , t ’ c la p  a  sum m ons ontew  
him , a n ’ then take a  snap ju d gm en t a g ’in ’ 
him  as b ein ’ non-existent. I  w as in c ’o t  w ith 
M r. O w sley, h old in ’ h is papers in ’nother 
case the d a y  th e y  done it.

“  ’T w a s  M r. O w sley  explained to A n d rew  
w h a t th e y  done to him . T h e y  sp ent ’b o u t a  
y ea r  together tr y in ’ tew  undo it, b u t 
’tw arn ’t  no use. A n ’ A n d rew  m ade no 
holler. H e ’d  h ad  a  hundred m illions a n ’ 
h e ’d lost it. H e ’d been friend a n ’ partner 
to a  duke a n ’ a  V an d erbilt, a n ’ he settled  
dow n here a n ’ m arried y e r  m a jest th ’ sam e 
a n ’ n ever m entioned it. H e  w as thet k ind  
o f a  m an— th ’ sa lt o ’ th ’ ea rth .”

C y ru s  w iped  a  tear from  h is eye.
T h e  ju d ge cough ed and rose ponderously, 

sa y in g  it  w as tim e to go. T h en  he added, 
as if  it  w ere an  afterth o u gh t, a  second pu r
pose in his v isit:

“  S w artz an d  M oheim , the butchers down 
te w  th ’ corn er,”  h e  offered, “  need som e one 

i t ’ d riv e  th e ir  cart, a n ’ I  though m eb b y — ”  
C y ru s  looked u p  q u ic k ly , h is eyes m oist. 

“  W h y , judge, I  cou ld n ’t  m ake enough d riv
ing a  b u tch er’s ca rt to  p a y  all I  ow e.”  '

“  Y o u  d on ’t  ow e n oth in ’— do y o u ? ”
“  I  ow e all th a t fa th er owed.
“  N o t on y e r  tin ty p e. M r. H a rp er’s ju d g 

m ent w iped o u t all h e  ow ed a t the b an k , a n ’ 
there h a in ’t m ore’n  a  hundred dollars 
besides.”

“  B u t  the ga llery  w on ’t  co ver the ju d g 
m en t.”

“  ’T a in ’t  y e r  lo o k o u t.”
C y ru s  shook h is head g ra v e ly  and  then 

said, w ith slow  effort, “  I ’ll p a y  e v e ry  cent. 
F ath er had b ad  lu ck . T h a t  w as all. I ’v e  a  
lon g life  ahead. I ’ll turn the scales.”

“  B u t ,”  the ju d ge protested, “  n o b o d y ’s 
lookin ’ tew  yo u . T h is  a in ’t  C h in a. Y o u  
je st look  o u t fer yerself. A n ’ th in k  it  over.

M e b b y  in th ’ m o m in ’ y e ’ll  w ant tew  go see 
S w artz  and M oheim . I f  a n y b o d y  bothers 
y e , legal, com e tew  m e. ’T w o n ’t  cost y e  a 
c e n t.”

H e  stam ped dow n the sta irs and soon 
the o u ter door o f the ga llery  closed w ith  a  
ban g. C y ru s  w en t dow n and locked  it, and 
then returned a n d  sat under the lam p. T h e  
silence and  the loneliness becam e un bear
able. H e turned  on the radio.

H e  tun ed  into the m iddle o f  a  sentence. 
“  — in ven tive y o u th  o f A m erica ,”  c le arly  
cam e th e  voice as i f  sp eakin g to him  alone, 
“  should b e  given  ev e ry  op p o rtu n ity  to 
develop  its  ideas. I  believe th a t out of un 
train ed  y o u th  w ill com e m a n y o f the great 
developm ents o f the im m ediate future. 
B eliev in g  this, I  inten d  to offer ev ery  pos
sib le fa c ility  to e v e ry  y o u n g  in ven tor who 
lack s  the tools and appliances to develop his 
plans. H ereafter, ev e ry  m orning a t  nine 
o ’clo ck , in m y  office in the B ro o k ly n  N a v y  
Y a r d , I  w ill receive a n y  y o u n g  m an w ho 
h as a  new  m echanical idea  he w an ts to see 
p e rfe cted .”

C y ru s  turned out and sat fo r a  lon g tim e 
th in kin g. H e  w as no longer eith er destitute 
o r  lon ely. H e  w as v e ry  m uch a live  w ith  new  
hope.

B efore he w en t to bed he set h is alarm  
clo ck  fo r 3 .1 5 , a fter  stu d yin g  a  road m ap 
o f N e w  Jersey. B y  the n ew  cem ent h igh
w a y , on ly  e ig h t m iles off, B ro o k ly n  w as n ot 
q u ite  a  hundred and fifty  m iles from  
L in kersp ort.

C H A P T E R  I I I .

YOUTHFUL INVENTORS.

C Y R U S  w as dressed the n ext m orning 
before the first fa in t stirrings o f the 
earliest daw n. T h ere  w as no rea lly  

good reason w h y  he should n ot h ave lit the 
kerosene lam p, b u t he fe lt  he w anted to  do 
a ll h e  h ad  to do an d  b e  off before a n y  one in 
L in k ersp o rt w as up. H e w ould  “  run  a w ay  
and  p u t som ething over on them .”  Besides, 
h e  h ad  to b e  in B ro o k ly n  w ell b efore nine 
o ’clo ck.

A ll h is sp are clothes he m ade into a  
bundle. T h ere  w ere som e unders, a  ftin h el 
sh irt alm ost new , h is S u n d a y  tie, and h is
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shoes. T h e  shoes w ere a ll done u p  w ith  
the rest b efore he thought— w h y  n o t w ear 
them ? I t  w as sum m er and there w a s no 
real need fo r  shoes, and  his stockings w ere 
to m  and n ot fit  to  take, b u t it  w ou ld  b e  
easier to  c a rry  h is shoes on  h is fe e t. So 
h e  did.

H e  a te  the last o f  the oatm eal and p u t all 
the coffee in  the pot, w hich  m ade it  ve ry  
strong. H e  d ran k  it  a ll— three cups— and 
began  hum m ing to him self: w as it U lysses 
w ho started  on h is ten y ea r  adven turin g in 
th e  great p laces o f  the w orld, sure and 
h a p p y  because h e  kn ew  h ow  to see into the 
core o f  th in gs as th e y  are?

F o rtu n a te ly  he h ad  cleaned the m otor 
cy c le  the d a y  before, b ecau se he th o u gh t he 
w ould  go to the cem etery  in  it, n ot realizing 
th e  ju d g e  w ould  ta k e  him  in h is flivver. 
B u t  i t  h ad  less than a  gallon  o f  fuel. H e 
rem em bered th e  gasoline under the counter 
in th e  ga llery  used fo r  clean in g the rifles, 
an d  poured th a t in the tan k, w hich m ade it 
h a lf fu ll. P ro b a b ly  th a t w ou ld  b e  enough 
to ge t him  there.

T h e n , w hen all w as read y, an d  the first 
ro sy  finger o f  daw n w as stirrin g a lo n g the 
horizon, and the hens n ext door w ere b e
gin nin g to m utter, he w en t to the w ork 
bench behind the targets in h is ow n little  
cu bb y-h o le  an d  w rapped in a  p iece o f new s
p ap er the au tom atic  sighting d evice w ith  its 
hand-rest.

H e  tied  th e  tw o bundles, one contain ing 
the clothes, the oth er the device, securely 
under the saddle, and then, in the dark, 
w en t all abou t the g a llery  and  once, fo r the 
last tim e, through the u pstairs room s, 
p a ttin g  each  o b ject affection ately. H is 
h an d  rested an ex tra  m om ent o ver the arm 
ch air w hich  h ad  been h is fa th e r ’s. T h e n  a 
lu m p  cam e into his throat an d  he ran  dow n 
to the cyc le . T h is  w as h is farew ell.

A  m om ent later the pup-put-put o f the 
m achine ran g lik e  a  rifle  v o lle y  along R iv er  
Street. “  C y ’s  squ irt d ev il,”  the ju d ge 

-ca lle d  it. A s  he passed the T o w n  H a ll he 
could  b a re ly  distinguish the c lo ck  in the 
tow er. I t  show ed eight m inutes to four.

H e  w a s on the cem en t road  w ithin  a  q u a r
te r  o f  an  hour. H e  passed through B am e- 
g a t l t k e  an  a rtillery  charge before the sun 
w a s  u p . A t  F orked  R iv e r  the constab le

sleeping abo ve th e  fire  house heard  h is e x 
h a u st w a y  dow n the road, lo o k ed  out, saw  
him  com ing, and  rem arked to h im self, “  O n e 
a  them  e ig h ty  m ile cops f ’m  ’L a n tic  C ity  
lam m in ’ a  jo y  rid er; I ’ll la y  odds on h im ,”  
turned o ver an d  w en t to  sleep.

H e  saw  the rim  o f the sun  com e o u t o f 
th e  h arb or a t  T o m s R iv e r  as he crossed the 
o ld  bridge, w here he saw  the first sign of 
life  and h ad  to slow  dow n to tw e n ty  m iles. 
H e  h ad  been m akin g fo rty -five  to sixty . 
T h e  n ext he k n e w  the six  o ’c lo ck  w histle 
w as b lo w in g in th e  m edicinal fa c to ry  in 
N e w  B ru n sw ick  an d  h e  w as on  the edge o f  
the tow n. O h, h e  w ould  m a k e it  surely 
now !

H e  cu t dow n to fo r ty  m iles. N o  use o f  
being overhauled  fo r  speeding— n o t now . 
H e  began  to th in k: W o u ld  M a rt and  Jim  
show  up fo r their strin g  o f B B ’s  and  b e  the 
first to d iscover h is absence? W h o  w ould  
tell the ju d ge?  H e h ad  le ft  no w ord, 
n oth in g w ritten . I t  w a sn ’t n ecessary. H e  
could  send a  po sta l to th e  ju d ge. T h a t  
w ould  b e  enough. T h a t, a n d  the m essage 
h e  w ou ld  h a ve  fo r M r. H arper— som e d a y.

A s  h e  go t to  N e w a rk  and h ad  to slow u p  
through the bad  lan ds beyon d , for the early  
tru ck s w ere a lrea d y  thronging the b u m p y 
B elgian  b locks, he w ondered h o w  L in d a  
C ath erw ood  w ould  tak e  his leavin g. W o u ld  
she m iss him  a t a ll?  P erh ap s he ou gh t to 
send her a  postal, too. M a y b e  not, though. 
H e  ou gh t to b e  b a ck  b efore C h ristm as, and 
then i t  w ou ld  b e  n ice  to h a ve  her ask  him  
w h y  h e  d id n ’t  w rite  and to be ab le  to say  
h e  d id n ’t k n o w  she w anted him  to w rite. 
T h a t  w as better, fo r  she had been preferring 
Jim  B ag ge rly .

C h ristm as w as a  terrific w a y s  off— fu lly  
six  m onths. B y  th at tim e h e  w ould  h ave his 
p a te n t and th e  m on ey w ould  b e  com ing in 
fast. O h, h e  ought to g e t b a c k  to L in kers- 
p o rt b y  T h an k sg iv in g .

T h e re  he w as a t  J ersey  C ity  in  tim e fo r 
the first fe rry  a t  seven  o ’c lo ck . H e  took 
the D esbrosses S treet b o at, b y  m istake, b u t 
despite th at h e  w as on B ro o k ly n  B rid g e  b y  
seven th irty . H e  b a re ly  looked  dow n a t the 
v a st river, b a re ly  n oticed  the h u rry in g  
throng, o f  w hich h e  seem ed a  com ponent 
p art, N o w , w ith  the end o f his jou rn ey 
alm ost in sight, he becam e fearfu l th a t too
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m a n y others w ould  b e  ahead o f him . W h y  
h a d  he slept a ll n igh t?  T h a t  w a s too stupid. 
T h ere  h ad  been a  la te  m oon, too, excellen t 
fo r n ig h t traveling.

H e  entered th e  N a v y  Y a r d  a  few  m inutes 
b efo re  eigh t w ith  a  thron g o f w orkm en 
b earin g dinner pails. A s  he w as a b o u t to  
p ass under .th e  wooden arch a  m arine 
sen try  stepp ed  from  a  little  house a t  one 
side and intercepted  him . T h e  m arine w as 
in  sum m er un iform  o f tan  linen w ith  a  w hite 
b e lt an d  w h ite  shoes. T o  C y ru s  he seem ed 
th e  incarnation  o f d e ft  and  efficient 
a u th o rity .

“  H o ld  on, b o y ,”  th e  m arine sh arp ly  com 
m anded. “  W h ere y o u  g o in g ? ”

T h e  “ b o y  ”  seem ed unnecessary. I t  
ran kled. H o w ever, C y ru s  responded b risk ly , 
still under the im pulse that h e  m ight b e  
late, “ I  am  lo o k in g fo r the office o f  the 
com m an dan t o f the N a v y  Y a r d .”

“  O fficial b u sin ess?”
T h is  w as a  facer, b u t C y ru s  hesitated  the 

m erest fraction  o f  a  m inute b efo re rep lyin g. 
“  Y e-es, I am  callin g on  him — a t  h is in v ita
tio n .”

T h e  m arine repressed a  sm ile a s  h e  su r
v e y ed  th e  b are  legs en ding in grim y shoes, 
th e  b o y  covered w ith  dust, th e  b attered  
m otor cycle . “  T h e n  w h ere’s y o u r  so ck s? ”  
he asked.

C y ru s  fe lt th e  b lood suffusing h is w hole 
b o d y  su d d en ly  and  receding, lea v in g  him  
cold . H e  w as m ortified  an d  furious, and  
a  little  fea rfu l th a t h e  m igh t n o t g e t in  a t  
last a fter  h is lo n g jo u rn ey. H e  looked  
dow n, aim lessly  and  confused.

l i r e  m arine relented. P erh ap s som ething 
in the w istfu l in ten sity  o f th e  a p p lican t b e
fo re him  assured h im  th is w as n eith er p lo t
ter, tram p nor id ler. “  A ll r ig h t,”  h e  said, 
p o in tin g  to th e  b u ild in g  ju s t inside and 
across a  sp ur track , “  y o u ’ll find it  over 
th ere .”

T h en  C y ru s  saw  th e  lettered  sign, “  C o m 
m andant U . S. N a v y  Y a r d ,”  and w en t fo r
w ard. H e  parked  h is m otor c y c le  b y  th e  
side o f  th e  door. A  m an w ith  a  w hite sk u ll 
cap , a  b lu e  blouse, tan  trousers and ta n  
puttees— a  m an litt le  older than  him self—  
answ ered h is  k n o ck , and replied non
c h a la n tly  to  h is q u ery , “  F irs t lu ff a in ’t  due 
’til tw o  b e lls .”

“ C an  I  w a it? ”  C y ru s  asked. H e  kn ew  
enough, and ju st enough, n au tica l ph rase
o lo g y  to kn ow  th a t “  tw o bells ”  m ean t n in e 
o ’clock.

“  Sure. S tick  a rou n d .”  T h e  am iable fe l
low  proceeded to polish up  th e  brass h an dle 
o f th e  fron t door.

A  refrain  ran  through C y r u s ’s head:

“  When I was young and charming
I polished up the knocker of the big front 

door,
And I polished it up so carefully
That now I am ruler of the King’s Navy.”

H e  h ad  learned th a t w hen he w as one o f 
th e  chorus a t  the E p iscopal church  in  the 
production  th e  fa ll b efore o f  “  P in a fo re .”  
H e  parked  h is m otor c y c le  b y  th e  side of 
the build in g and cam e b a c k  to  w atch  th e  
operation  on the door. F in a lly  he ven tu red  
to  ask, “  A r e  y o u  a  sa ilo rm an ?”

T h e  w ielder o f  the brass polish grunted, 
“  W h en  I  h a in ’t been  to sea? N a w . I ’m  a  
g o b !”

C y ru s  fe lt  in this, as  he had fe lt  in the 
a ttitu d e  o f th e  m arine, a  derision, a  subtle 
sense o f  su p erio rity . I t  w as as  though these 
m en  h ad  p la in ly  said : “ Y o u  are a  lan d 
lu bb er and  w e b elo n g to  th e  n a v y ; w e are 
ob liged  to  tolerate y o u  an d  to adm it th a t 
y o u  m a y  b e  an inferior species o f  hum an 
being, b u t y o u  can n o t p o ssib ly  exp ect to 
com e in to  m ore in tim a te  co n tact w ith  a  
profession  raised  in fin itely  abo ve y o u  and 
y o u r  k in d .”

H is  atten tion  w as d istracted  n ow  b y  the 
a rriva l o f  another y o u n g  m an o f a bo u t his 
ow n  age, b u t dressed sm a rtly  in a  w h ite  
co lla r  an d  w ell pressed clothes a n d  b earin g 
in  h is arm s a  large  folder from  w hich  p ro 
tru d ed  num erous draw ings.

C y ru s  w as th e  first, b u t there w as the 
secon d “ in ven tive  yo u th  o f  A m erica.”  In  ten 
m inutes th ere  w ere a  dozen. B y  a  q u arter 
o f  n in e th e  y a rd  w as filled  w ith  pushing, 
eager, suspicious, determ ined b o y s  a n d  
y o u n g  m en— o f a ll  ages b etw een  fifteen  and 
th irty .

W h en  th e  com m andant arrived , a t  three 
m inutes to nine, h e  w as u n ab le  to reach h is 
office b y  th e  u su al approach, across the 
spur. H e  w as obliged  to  gain  h is  desk, 
c lan d estin ely , b y  a  rear entrance.



168 ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

A t nine o ’clo ck  he looked  o u t o f  h is 
office w indow , agh ast, a t  a clam orous sea 
o f  y o u n g  inventors.

C H A P T E R  I V .

COMPETITION INCREASES.

Li e u t e n a n t -c o m m a n d e r  l a y -
t o n , the com m andant, said  to L ie u 
ten an t W orcester, Superin ten dent o f 

the Y a r d , w ho occupied  the ad join in g office, 
“  L o o k  a t th at m ob! T h e  radio is sure a 
sounding board  o f th e  nation. A n d  q u ick  
action! W h ew ! I  w as let in fo r th at 
ta lk  o n ly  last n igh t, an d  said ‘ a n y  ’ m orn
ing. I  d id n ’t m ean th e  1 n ext ’ m orning. 
I  th o u gh t I  m igh t get h a lf a  dozen b o y s  in 
the course o f  a  w eek, b u t look  a t ’em ! 
T h e r e ’s five  hundred. H o w ’ll I  handle 
them ? T h e  ad m iral’s com ing a t ten, and 
I  w on ’t be ab le  to ge t a w a y  from  him  b efore 
tw elve. I ’d turn them  all a w a y  and  tell 
them  to com e b a c k  another d a y , b u t I  
h a ve n ’t  the h ea rt.”

T h e  tw o  stood a t the office w indow  lo o k 
ing o u t. M o st o f  the crow d  w ere p o o rly  
dressed, b u t a  few  w ere ev id en tly  spruced 
up fo r the occasion. A b o u t one in three 
bore som ething in  h is hands or arm s.

“  L o o k s as  if  th ey  h ad  their m odels w ith  
th e m ,”  said  L ieu ten an t W orcester. “  I  
w onder if a n y  o f them  has a  sound id ea .”

“  P erh ap s n o t,”  replied the com m andant, 
“  b u t w h at difference does th at m ake? I t ’s 
the sp irit, the am bition  th e y  d isp lay. I t  
b u ck s m e u p , rea lly , b u t i t ’s em barrassing, 
th is m ornin g.”

T h e  lieu ten an t shrugged h is shoulders. 
“  I ’m a fra id  y o u ’ll spend a  lo t o f tim e fru it
less ly ,”  h e  ventured .

“  N o ,”  th e  com m andant returned, w ith  
con viction . “  I f  out o f th at five hundred 
o n ly  one show s w ith  an  em bryo, even if  it  
tak es ten y ea rs to develop it, the service 
w ill b e  w ell repaid  for a n y  tim e I  give—  
o n ly  I  h a v e n ’t the tim e n o w .”

“  W h y  n o t turn  them  o ver to an ensign 
in  th e  d raugh tin g room  .to w innow  them  
o u t, and  then  y o u  ta k e  the finals a t n o o n ?”  

“  G ood idea. T h a n k s ,”  said the com 
m andant.

H e  w en t to  th e  door, opened it  and  faced

the steel filings w hich  h is m agn etic vo ice  
h ad  draw n from  th e  lim itless ch aff o u t o f 
th e  invisible ether. “  B o y s ,”  said  he, “ I  
am  delighted th a t y o u  h a ve  responded to  
m y  in vitatio n  so pro m p tly . I f  y o u  w ill go 
aroun d the bu ild in g  to y o u r right, and 
en ter the second door, E nsign  T en fla ir  w ill 
receive y o u . L a te r  I  w ill h a v e  th e  oppor
tu n ity  m y se lf o f m eeting y o u .”

T h e  sea becam e su d d en ly  a n g ry  as if  
d isturbed b y  a  fierce seism ic u p h eaval. 
E v e r y  b o y  w an ted  to b e  first, and each 
jam m ed h is w a y  tow ard  the corner o f  the 
build ing.

T h e  com m an dan t raised h is hand. 
“ T a k e  it  e a s y !”  h e  called. “ N o  h u rry . 
E v e r y  one w ill be received. Y o u  gain  n othin g 
b y  pushing. B u t  b e  regular a b o u t it. G et 
in  line. T h e  first one h ere go to th e  head. 
A fte r  th a t fa ll behind, in turn. N o w ! 
S te a d y !”

H e  closed the door an d  w en t inside.
C y ru s  h ad  been d ire ctly  a t th e  door w hen 

it  opened to  let th e  officer address his 
audience in person. W h en  the m ob started  
to  the side, how ever, h e  foun d him self 
p a rtia lly  shoved aside, though he did 
m anage to be the second to  reach th e  side 
door. A h ead  o f h im  w a s the y o u n g m an 
in w hite co llar an d  pressed clothes, w ith  the 
h u ge folder o f  draw ings.

“  I  w as here first,”  said  C yru s, firm ly, 
“  an d  I  should precede y o u .”

T h e  w earer o f the w h ite  co llar m erely 
turned his b a ck  and the m ore p ersisten tly  
pressed close to  the closed door.

C y ru s  laid  a  han d on him , sayin g, “  S tep  
asid e.”  In  a  n ew spaper p arcel un der h is 
le ft arm  w as h is device.

A s  the one in the w h ite  collar fe lt him 
self being forced  a w a y  from  the door, w h ile  
behind them  the crow d w as m oun ting 
rap id ly , he m erely  m oved h is k n ee u p  
sw iftly  p u n ch in g the p arcel from  under 
C y r u s ’s arm . I t  fe ll to  the ground, the 
strin g  brakeband there to the gaze o f a ll la y  
revealed  the nest o f w heels and eccentrics.

C y ru s  kneeled  dow n, retied  his parcel, 
ca lm ly  p laced  it  b y  the w all, reached out 
and  took the w hite-collared  b o y  b y  the tw o 
arm s and  set h im  o ver several feet. H e  
resisted an d  in  doing so  the folder o f 
d raw in gs b ro k e an d  the sheets scattered .
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A t  th is m om ent the door opened and an 
officer w ith  an en sign ’s b a r  on his sleeve 
appeared. “  W h a t is th is? ”  he called, 
“  N o  need of figh ting over it. C om e in—  
yo u ! ”  H e indicated  the y o u n g  m an in the 
w hite collar, who had ju st retrieved h is lost 
draw ings.

C y ru s  stepped forw ard. “  I  w as first,”  
he insisted.

T h e  ensign looked  over the tw o boys, and 
w as ev id en tly  m ore im pressed w ith  the ap
pearance o f the w ell-clothed  ow ner o f the 
draw ings, w hom  he w as a lread y  assisting 
in. “  T h e re  w ill b e  p le n ty  o f tim e,”  he 
replied.

“ B u t  the com m andant sa id ,”  C y ru s  in
sisted, “  th a t the first one here w as to go to 
the head o f the line. I  w as first.”

T h e  ensign looked  a t the bare legs and 
the new spaper bound parcel. A lrea d y  the 
other had disappeared. “  Y o u  are n ex t,”  
h e  decided, “  step  in here and w a it.”

In  h is anteroom  sep arated  from  the en
sig n ’s office o n ly  b y  a  p artitio n  going p art 
w a y  to the ceiling C y ru s  cou ld  overhear the 
q u izzin g  o f  the one w ho h ad  m anaged to 
precede him , w ho began  exp lainin g h is 
draw ings. T h e y  a ttem p ted  to present a  
schem e fo r lay in g  o u t c ity  streets on cu rves 
instead of on squares. In  a  few  m inutes 
the ensign h ad  given  him  the address o f an 
in stitute in the c ity  to seek, an d  h ad  
passed him  out.

C y ru s  entered.
“ Ah! T h e  scra p p er?”  E nsign  T e n fla ir  

greeted him.
“  N o , sir. I  n ever fight— er, th a t is, 

seldom .”
“  B u t I  saw  y o u — ”
“  O n ly  if m y  rights are invaded, s ir .”
T en fla ir  laughed. B u t  now  th a t he h ad  

a  better chance to observe the app lican t he 
becam e m ore a tten tive. H e  w as n ot m ore 
than tw o or three years older than C yru s, 
h avin g ju st been graduated  from  the 

\  academ y a t A n napolis, and w as serving his 
first shore d u ty  in th e  ordnance draughting- 
room .

“  T h a t ’s fa ir  enough, ”  h e  lig h tly  an 
swered. “  L e t ’s see. W h a t ’s  yo u r id e a ? ”

C y ru s  began un rolling his package. “  A  
device to render possible au tom atic  sighting 
on a  m oving ta rg e t,”  he said.

‘ ‘ W h a t !”  exclaim ed T en fla ir, adding: 
“  D o n ’t show  me. K e e p  it. C om e and see 
the com m andant a t tw elve. O u t the rear 
door. G ood d ay. N e x t.”

In  this m anner the sheep w ere w innow ed 
from  the goats. B y  noon the five hundred 
h ad  dw indled  to less than th irty . W hen 
the com m andant cam e in from  the m orning 
w ith  the adm iral in charge o f opera
tions he faced  th is selected  list w hom  T e n 
fla ir  h ad  detained for him.

“  W h o ’s firs t? ”  he called.
“  I  a m ,”  said  C y ru s  prom p tly.
“  C om e in .”  H e  to o k  the a p p lican t’s 

nam e, age and address. “  L in k ersp o rt? ”  
he asked. “  W h e re ’s th a t? ”

“  D o w n  the Jersey  co a st.”
“  H o w  fa r ? ”
“  M y  speedom eter clocked it  this m orn

ing a t  one hundred an d  fo r ty  eight and a 
h a lf  m iles.”

“  Speedom eter? Y o u  cam e b y  autom o
b ile ? ”

“  N o , sir. B y  m otor c y c le .”
“  A n d  y o u  heard  m e on the radio last 

n ig h t? ”
“  Y e s , sir. O n e I  m ade m y se lf.”
“  G ood. T h en  y o u  h ave  a  m echanical 

bent. W h a t tim e did y o u  get h ere? ”
“  E ig h t o ’clo ck , s ir .”
“  W h a t ? Y o u  rode one hundred and 

fo r ty  eigh t and a  h a lf m iles before eight 
o ’c lo ck ? ”

“  Y e s , sir. A n d  I  w as here first, too. I  
w as ahead of the b o y  the ensign let in first, 
o n ly  he w as betw een m e and the corner o f 
the b u ild in g w hen y o u  told us to com e 
around b y  the sid e.”

C om m ander L a y to n  sm iled b road ly. 
“  G ood; now  tell m e w h at y o u  are m ost 
interested in— in the w a y  o f an in ven tion .”  

C y ru s  undid his p a cka g e and  spread it 
on the desk, and proceeded to explain  its 
m echanism . “  T h is  w ill sight p isto ls,”  he 
said , q u ie tly , “  so th a t th ey w ill h it m oving 
targets one hundred tim es out o f one 
hundred— a u to m atica lly . O n ly  m y  eccen
trics are  m ade of w ood— h ad to w h ittle  ’em 
m yself. I f  th e y  are cast o u t o f  steel, and 
ground fine, th e y  w ill w o rk .”

T h e  quiet, calm , m ature assurance o f this 
b o y  im pressed the officer. A s  C y ru s  w as



170 ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

ta lk in g  h e  w as su rveyin g the w orn clothes, 
grim ed a n d  d u sty  w ith  travelin g; he noted 
the bare legs, the b attered  shoes, the lean 
fingers stained w ith  the m arks o f tools and 
grease.

“ H o w  do y o u  k n o w  th e y  w ill w o rk ? ”  
asked  th e  com m ander.

F or th e  first tim e C y ru s  blushed, and  
hesitated. H e  w as for a  m om ent confused, 
b u t then said, “  T h eo re tica lly . M y  m odel 
is n ot righ t m eta llu rg ica lly .”

“  W ell— w h y  did y o u  try  to  in ven t a  
pistol s ig h t? ”

“ B ecau se  I  w o rk  in a  shooting ga llery , 
an d  see w h a t b ad  shots m ost people a re .”

“  I  suppose y o u ’re  a  p re tty  good shot 
y o u rse lf? ”

“  N o , s ir .”
“  W ell, ju st h ow  good a re  y o u  as a  pistol 

sh o t?”
“  I  h a v e  n ever fired a  gu n  in  m y  life , s ir .”  
T h e  com m an der’s  ja w  fell. T h is  w as 

unique. H e  concealed  h is great interest and  
persisted, say in g, “  W ell, if  y o u  don ’t care 
enough a b o u t shooting even  to  h a v e  pulled  
a  trigger though y o u  w o rk  in  a  shooting 
ga llery — h ow  long, d id  y o u  s a y ? ”

“  F iv e  years, s ir .”
“  F iv e  y e a rs  w ith  p isto ls a n d  n ever fired 

one. W h y , I  th o u gh t e v e ry  b o y  in  A m erica  
eith er h ad  a  gun  or w anted one— ”

“  I  w a s b rou gh t u p  w ith  them , sir. M y  
fath er w as a  crack  shot, b u t he said m y  
au to m atic  sigh t w ould  b e  the last k ic k  to 
p u t firearm s in the discard on ce it  w as p er
fected. H e  th o u gh t it  w ould  be a  fine thing, 
too. M y  fath er understood the needs o f 
th e  co u n try , sir. H e  w as a  b ig  m an, a  great 
m an  in h is w a y , even  i f  ev eryb o d y  d idn ’t  
understand h im .”

“  B u t th is inven tion  is yours, I  under
stan d .”

“  Y e s , sir. M y  fa th er is d ead .”
“  P ardon  m e.”  In to  the com m an dan t’s 

vo ice  cam e a  closer sym p a th y, and  he b e
cam e m ore indulgent. H e  fe lt he w as d eal
in g  w ith  a  p reco city  h e  w ould  n ot lik e  to  
cu rb , h ow ever w ild  i t  m igh t seem . “  Y o u  
s a y  i t  w ou ld  b e  a  fine th in g  to  discard  fire
arm s? Y e t  y o u  claim  to in ven t a device to  
render them  m ore d ead ly. A ren ’t  y o u  a  b it  
incon sisten t?”

“ N o , sir. M o s t people  don ’t  k n o w  h o w

to shoot a n y  m ore, and few  care to; on ly  
profession al soldiers and am ateur m arks
m en and b ad  men. T h e  b u lk  o f the people 
w an t their shooting don e fo r  them , and 
w ou ld n ’t  th e y  rath er h a v e  it  done b y  a  
m achin e th a t n ever m akes a  m istake th an  
b y  m en who are h u m an ly  fa llib le?  W h en  
I  p aten t m y  sig h t I ’ll offer it  to  the go v
ernm ent, and  w hen  th e  govern m ent b u y s  
it  then  no oth er m arksm an w ill b e  in a  posi
tion to com pete.”

T h e  com m andant rose and p laced  h is 
han d on C y r u s ’s shoulder. “ B u llitt , m y  
b o y , I  m ust see m ore o f  y o u , b u t later. 
F irst, I  m ust ta lk  w ith  th e  others and  see 
w h a t I  can  do fo r  them . I f  y o u  w ill g o  an d  
return  abou t fo u r o ’c lo ck  I  w ill tr y  then to  
suggest som ething th a t w ill h e lp  y o u .”

“  T h a n k  yo u , s ir .”
C y ru s  lifted  h is finger t o  h is forelock. 

H e  w an ted  to  sa lu te  as he h ad  seen a  
sailor do w h ile  w a itin g  d u rin g th e  fore
noon, b u t h e  d ou b ted  i f  th is w ould  b e  con 
sidered proper in  a  civilian . H e  b ack ed  
from  th e  office to  w a it the appo inted  hour.

C H A P T E R  V .

A  DECISION— AND AN ENEMY.

IN  som e tedious m anner k n ow n  best to 
him self th e  com m andant deleted  the 
th irty . A t  four o ’clo ck , w hen  C y ru s  re

turned, there w ere o n ly  six  others, w ho, 
l ik e  him self, h ad  been asked  to return. 
T h e  com m andant had them  held  in h is 
outer office and appeared  there b efo re them  
co llectively .

“  B o y s ,”  he said— though C y ru s  w a s th e  
you n gest, w hich  m ade all p ra ctica lly  o f  age 
— “  I  selected  y o u  from  all w h o cam e to  
see m e to -d a y  as perhaps the m ost lik e ly  
to  possess in ven tive  ideas o f  practica l 
value.

“ Y o u r  ideas, to  b e  perfected , require 
tools, m aterials, and prop er draw ings,”  
w en t on  th e  com m andant, “  and I  h a ve  
k e p t those few  o f y o u  w ho h a ve  ideas th a t 
cou ld  b e  p erfected  here in the N a v y  Y a r d , 
th a t I  m igh t sp eak  to y o u  con fid en tia lly  and 
fra n k ly . I  am  m ore than  eager to see each  
an d  e v e ry  one o f  y o u  b rin g  to  fru ition  the 
b est th a t is  in y o u .
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“  Y e t  I  am  preven ted  from  d oin g a ll I  
w ould  lik e  to do, b ey o n d  the g iv in g  o f  m y  
ad vice , w hich I  offer to y o u  freely , b y  the 
regulation s o f  th e  U n ited  S tates govern 
m en t, w hich  preven t m y  offering y o u  the 
use o f our p la n t here, w ith  its  tools, m a
terials, and  d ra ftin g  room . U nless— ”

T h e  com m an dan t paused. H is  hearers 
shuffled un easily. C y ru s  w as trem blin g w ith  
intense an x iety . A ll  d a y  h e  h ad  been alter
n ate ly  b u o y ed  w ith  hop e and cast into d e
spair, N o w  h e w ould  n ot b e  ab le  to  get 
b a ck  to L in k ersp o rt b efore d ark , and he 
h ad  alm ost m ade u p  h is m ind th a t he w ould  
h a v e  to go b ack .

“  U n less,”  th e  su a ve  officer continued, 
“  y o u  w ere in  th e  service. In  th at even t 
all w ould  b e  different. T h e  regulations 
w ould  n o t o n ly  perm it, th e y  w ould  dem and, 
th a t I  exten d  to  y o u  the use o f  its  prop erty. 
T h erefo re  a il I  can  sa y  to y o u  is this: if  
y o u  w ish  to  en list in  the n a v y  y o u  w ill h ave 
ev e ry  fa c ility  possible to  develop  a n y  in 
ve n tiv e  id ea.”

H e seem ed through, an d  y e t  added, a p 
p a ren tly  as an a fterth o u gh t, y e t  d efin itely: 
“  T h a t  m a y  p rove o f use to  th e  go vern 
m en t.”

T h ere  w as a  sw ift let-dow n in  th e  ten 
sion. N o n e o f h is  audience looked a t  him  
d irectly . T h e y  looked  sheepish ly from  one 
to another. N o n e  dared o p en ly  to  criticize  
th e  officer, b u t these b o y s  w ere n ot o f  the 
ty p e  th a t o rd in arily  go  to  sea.

“  T h in k  it  over, b o y s ,”  the com m andant 
concluded. “ I t  is an im portant decision, I  
k n o w .”

H e  w ithdrew  to his p riv a te  office.
T h e  six  gathered  in one k n o t, ch attin g . 

C yru s, aside, overheard.
“  I t ’s fo r th ree y ea rs, n othin g less,”  one 

protested.
“  A n d  surrender ev eryth in g  to  U n cle  

Sam , I  b e t ,”  another ejaculated .
“  A n d  toe th e  scratch  fo r ev ery  sm all

tim e b u lly  w ith  a  stripe on h is s leeve,”  a  
th ird  grow led.

“  A n d  liv e  in  th e  steerage w ith  ja c k s  
and roustabouts. N o t on yo u r life ,”  the 
fo u rth  decided, and  dep arted  h astily .

O ne b y  one the others follow ed. In  a  
few  m inutes C y ru s  w as alone.

O n e b ell stru ck . I t  w as four th irty . T h e

w orkm en  began  filin g o u t o f the yard , their 
d a y  done. S till, there rem ained three hours, 
a t  least, o f  d a yligh t le ft. H e could get b ack  
to L in kersp ort sh o rtly  a fter  dark, and the 
m o to rcycle  w as still p arked  outside b y  the 
office. O n ly  he needed gasoline, and he had 
no m oney. H e h ad  h ad  no lunch.

W h ile  he hesitated  th e  com m andant cam e 
out.

C y ru s  tim id ly  approached him  and 
asked : “ I f  I  enlist, sir, h ow  can  I  get a 
ch an ce to use th e  N a v y  Y a r d  tools and 
m a teria ls?”

“  T h a t  ’ll b e  e a s y ,”  replied the officer.
“  I f  y o u  can  pass the exam ination s I  w ill 
see y o u  are p laced  in  th e  ordnance room  as 
an  appren tice d ra ftsm a n .”

T h is  w as th e  final answ er to all his 
doubts.

T h ir ty  m inutes la ter  h e  w as in the ser
v ic e  o f  the U n ited  States, enlisted for three 
y ea rs. H e  sold  the m o to rcycle  to a  second
han d shop on  F u lto n  S treet fo r enough to 
p a y  fo r his d itty  b o x  and h is uniform , 
w ith  an  ex tra  p a ir  o f  k h ak i trousers. T h a t 
n igh t he w rote to  Judge V ila s, to ld  o f  the 
step  he h ad  taken , and  asked  to be advised 
a b o u t the disposition o f  h is fa th e r ’s estate, 
and to assure all creditors th e y  w ould be 
p aid  in fu ll.

H e  passed th e  exam inations required o f 
th o se aspirin g to clerical appointm ents, 
an d  w ith in  a  w ee k  C om m ander L ay to n  
h ad  him  a t w o rk  in  the d raftin g  room , 
w here the officer o f the d a y  w as Ensign  
T en fla ir.

U n fo rtu n a te ly  for C yru s,' Com m ander 
L a y to n  w as relieved in  h is d u ty  as  com 
m andant o f the N a v y  Y a r d  a b o u t this tim e.
H e  h ad  served h is three y e a rs  on shore and 
w as assigned to  com m and a  scou t cruiser. 
C y ru s  never had a n y  con tact w ith  h is suc
cessor. H e had to lo o k  for a ll op p o rtu n ity  s 
to E nsign  T en fla ir.

T h e  ensign, w ho h ad  grad u ated  n ear the 
h ead  o f h is class and w ho h a d  chosen ord
nance fo r his sp ecia lty , th a t being consid
ered th e  cra ck  b ran ch  o f the service, w as 
looked  upon, and looked  upon him self, as 
one o f the fu tu re  stars o f th e  n a v y . H e 
r ig id ly  m aintained the traditional g u lf  b e
tw een  th e  enlisted m an and  the officer who
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gain ed  h is com m ission through th e  acad
em y.

M o re. H e  saw  m ore than a  g u lf o f d is
cipline. T h e re  w as a  social an d  an  econom ic 
g u lf as w ell, a n d  th is in h is case  am ounted 
to  a  hum an gu lf.

W hen, on a  M o n d a y  m orning, th e  new  
ap pren tice reported  for d u ty , a live  w ith  h is 
new  enthusiasm  and visu alizin g  an  u n 
paralleled  ch an ce to  b e  free w ith  the a p 
purtenances he so desired, E nsign  T e n fla ir  
su ccin ctly  assigned him  to  d u ty  a t  th e  outer 
desk.

A n d  there C y ru s  found he m ust sit a ll 
d a y  long, receivin g  visitors, answ ering 
questions, and  keep in g charge o f  th e  tim e 
clo ck  w ith  its  pun ch  w hich  recorded th e  
en tran ces and ex its o f all em ployees, offi
cers as w ell as m en. H e w as, in a  w ord, an  
office b oy.

H ere, thus q u ic k ly , h a d  ended, ap p ar
en tly , h is dream s o f association  w ith  th e  
m eans to p e rfe ct h is  invention. I t  w as 
worse, in fin itely  w orse, th an  ten d in g ta rg et 
in  the L in k ersp o rt shooting ga lle ry .

O ne m orning E n sign  T e n fla ir  w a s la te—  
v e ry  late. H e  cam e in  a  few  m inutes b e 
fore tw elve o ’c lo ck . A s  C y r u s  w as abou t 
to punch h is tim e th e  ensign seized  h is 
hand and said:

“  M a k e  it  nine o ’c lo ck , th a t’s a  good fe l
lo w .”

“  B u t  I  ca n ’t , ”  said C y r u s ; “  th e  p u n ch  
is  a u to m atic.”

“  T h en  d o n ’t  pun ch  it  a t  a ll. S a y  y o u  
fo rgo t.”

T h e  ensign disappeared. T h e  n e x t d a y  
C y r u s  w as called  to the office o f  th e  n ew  
com m andant to report th e  h ou r o f  E n sign  
T en fla ir ’s  arriva l. H e  could n ot lie  a b o u t 
it, and, on cross-exam ination, w as ob liged  
to  tell th e  tru th . B efo re  he le ft  h e  to ld  
th e  new  com m andant o f h is disappoin tm ent 
in his w o rk, recalled the prom ise th a t h a d  
been m ade, and p rotested  th a t h e  “  w an ted  
a  chan ce to  see th e  b ig  gu ns w o rk .”

“  W h y  don ’t  y o u  a p p ly  for assignm ent 
to a  b attlesh ip  th e n ? ”  the n ew  com m andant 
replied. “  I f  y o u  m ake such  an  ap p licatio n  
I ’ll ap p rove it. A sk  fo r clerical d u ty . T h e re  
are  som e yeom en va can cie s.”

T h e  ap p licatio n  w a s m ade and granted, 
in , due tim e, b u t b efo re  C y r u s  could  g e t

a w a y  from  h is  tim e d o c k  E n sign  T en fla ir  
sou gh t h im , a fter  hours.

“ Y o u  infernal g o b ! ”  h e  exploded. 
“  W h y  did y o u  sn itch  on m e ? ”

C y r u s  p rotested: “  I  d id n ’t  sn itch . T h e  
com m an dan t asked  m e w h a t happened, an d  
I  to ld  h im .”

“  O h ! J u st lik e  th a t— eh! W ell, let m e 
te ll y o u  som ething: I ’m  go in g  to  la y  for 
y o u  and I ’m  go in g to  g e t y o u , and g e t y o u  
good, fo r this. D o  y o u  h e a r? ”

“ V e r y  w ell, s ir .”
B e fo re  th e  ensign could  h a v e  a  chan ce 

to effect a n y  such  ann oun ced purp o se C y 
ru s h ad  le ft the N a v y  Y a r d  fo r good. B u t  
T e n fla ir  w as to b e  w oven  in to  h is life , as  
th e  d a rk  m o tif o f  h is n a v a l career.

T h e  d ra ftm a n ’s a p p ren tice  w a s  assign ed 
to  th e  b attle sh ip  K a n sa s  as  a  yeom an. H e 
sailed, tw o  d a y s  la ter, to  jo in  th e  A tla n tic  
fleet, in  th e  C aribb ean .

F o r  th ree w eeks h e  did n o t k n o w  w h a t 
h is duties w ere, fo r  h e  w a s so sick  h e  could  
n o t lace  his shoes.

U n a b le  to  w a lk , h e  w a s excused from  
d u ty  b y  d a y , an d  so sp en t a ll h is tim e in  
h is  h am m ock, w h ich  w as slu n g b eh in d  one 
o f th e  starboard  seven-inch gu ns, in the 
yeo m an  d ivision . H e re  h e  w a s  “  b ro k en ,”  
a  w ord  used  a lik e  fo r  w ild  co lts and  fo r  new  
sailors. A s  th e  boson  said :

“  I t  ta k es  the starch  out o f  ’em , b u t it  
m akes ’em  m en .”

H is  k it  consisted  o f a  d itty  b o x, m ade 
o f oak , and  a b o u t as  b ig  as  th e  b oxes u sed  
b y  b o o tb lack s, a  can va s  b a g  a b o u t the size 
o f  those used b y  go lfers, and h is ham m ock, 
w ith  a  b la n k e t. T h e s e  w ere h is sole w o rld 
l y  belongings. H is  o n ly  h old  on life— so it  
seem ed in  tho se re tch in g  h ours o f a go n y —  
w a s to c lin g p reca rio u sly  to the w h ite
w ash ed  ceilin g o f  th e  d eck  w hile h e  sw un g 
v ic io u sly  b a c k  an d  fo rth  above th e  po l
ished brass breech  o f th e  seven -inch  gun.

B u t  th e  tro p ics cam e— a n d  surcease, for 
the sh ip  slithered  into h a rm o n y  an d  poise. 
T h e n  h e  could  n o t sleep fo r th e  h e a t and  
the la c k  o f a ir; an d  the first n ig h t h e  foun d 
co u ra g e  to  im itate  oth ers w hom  h e  saw  
litterin g  th e  su p erstru ctu re forw ard.

A s  he crep t aiding th e  ra il, b la n k e t in  
h an d , search in g fo r  th e  p la ce  h e  fe lt  he
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w anted, h e  glanced  overboard  into th e  sea 
w hich spread like glass, and saw  th e  T ita n ’s 
phosphorus in  the w a ke astern, w hile 
ahead, in the new  m oon, spread a  m agic 
carpet.

A s  he rounded the cu rv in g  steel o f the 
foredeck, the officer o f  the w atch  alm ost 
collided w ith  him , and asked  sh arp ly:

“  W h ere are  y o u  g o in g ? ”
“  I can ’t sleep in m y  ham m ock, s ir .”
“  Y o u r  first tim e in the tro p ics?”
“  Y e s , s ir .”
“  T h en  you d on ’t know , b u t I ’ll tell y o u : 

the coolest place is u p  close to the under
deck, in yo u r h am m ock.”

C y ru s  w as abashed. H e looked on  lo n g
in g ly, w ith  yearn in g desire, to th e  indistinct 
form  o f the protrudin g b ig  gu ns w hich 
loom ed, forbidding, gh ostlike.

“  B u t m ay I , sir— w ould it  m ake a n y  
differen ce,”  he pleaded tim id ly, “ if  I  w ent 
on the roof th ere?”

“  Y o u  m ean th e  fo ’ca stle ? ”
“  N o ; the roof. T h a t  little  house up  

above the— the fo ’c a stle ? ”
“  A h! T h e  sixteen-inch turret h o o d !”
“  Y e s, s ir .”
“  V e ry  w ell.”
L ik e  a  hom in g pigeon to its  nest, th e  lad  

from  the L in kersp ort shooting ga llery  
clim bed to that a iry  perch, h igh  above the 
sea, thrust out above and beyond the dour 
b attleship . Som ething san g solace to his 
soul. H e knew  n ot y e t  how  he w ould reach 
his goal, b u t he w as near— v e ry  near.

H e  spread his b lan ket and la y  dow n, 
keen  for each s ligh t breeze. T h e  m oon rose 
m ore and m ore, flooding the sea. H igh-girt 
O rion  jew eled the Southern  C ross. H e 
fe lt p rojected, as it  were, am ong them , 
above the battlesh ip  and b eyond it— over 
the m agic carp et— content, ecstatic , sail
ing, sailing, sailin g into the unknow n.

C H A P T E R  V I .

CLOSE TO A DREAM,

TH E R E  w as fourteen  inches o f  arm or 
p late  b etw een  C y ru s  and the b ig  gun 
th a t n ight. T h e  d istance to its  se

crets  w as m uch farth er, and seem in gly  as 
d ifficult to  cover as  it  w ould  h ave been to

p en etrate the arm or, as he w as to learn 
presen tly . H e h ad  gone on the battlesh ip  
to  learn abou t the gun, b u t a lth ou gh  the 
officer o f the w atch  m igh t relax  discip line 
a  trifle d urin g a  tropical n igh t, and  w ith  
a  “  gre e n y ,”  life  and d u ty  on a  b attleship  
are h ig h ly  specialized.

C y r u s ’s jo b  w as to keep  count o f  the 
crates of prunes, b ag s o f  flour, tins o f m eat, 
sack s o f sugar an d  coffee, pounds o f bacon, 
peas, beans, tap io ca , b ak in g  pow der, and 
sp ice consum ed b y  the variou s messes. 
C h ie f am ong these w as the “ g o b ’s scoffin’, ”  
or sailo rs’ table , w hich  fed  over nine hun
dred. T h en  there w as the “  steerage,”  feed
ing the p e tty  officers and clerical force, to 
w hich he belonged. A b o v e  th is were the 
higher m esses, those o f the “  F o u rth  W a rd ,” 
or the junior officers, an d  o f the w ardroom , 
or senior officers. F in a lly , there w as the in
d ivid u al m ess o f th e  cap tain .

E nough to keep him  b u sy , su rely— too 
b u sy  to pursue the studies th a t w ould  fit 
him  to com plete his invention. B efo re  a 
m onth had passed he w ondered how  he 
w ould  ever find “  the tools, p la n t an d  m a
terial ”  he fe lt he h ad  been prom ised, w ith  
w hich he could  com plete his m odel and his 
draw ings. Y e t  he m ade no com plaint.

W a s he not there, d a y  b y  d a y  and n ight 
b y  n ight, o n ly  a  few  feet from  the b ig  
guns? In  the v e ry  atm osphere o f  the secret 
he desired?

F or the officers’ messes he k e p t ta b s on ly  
on the staples, such as sugar, flour, and 
dried  legum es. O n ce a  m onth h e  m ade an  
in ven to ry  o f each mess. A ccess to each  w as 
easy, excep t to th at o f the cap tain . T o  
reach this he had to a p p ly  to the cap ta in ’s 
ord erly , w ho accom panied h im  to  the cap 
ta in ’s p a n try  and stood beside him , w aitin g, 
w hile he m ade his list.

T o  reach the ca p ta in ’s p a n try  h e  w as 
led along a  passage th a t opened on  the 
cab in s o f  the cap tain  an d  the adm iral. A s  
th e  K a n sa s  w as not a  flagship, there w as 
no adm iral on board , and  thus the adm i
r a l’s  cab in , together w ith  its anteroom , w as 
v a can t, and the door stood a lw a y s  a ja r. 
In sid e could  b e  seen a  p late  glass fu ll- 
len gth  m irror and  a  n o b ly  carved  o aken  
chest, the m ost orn ate p iece o f  fu rn itu re on  
the ship.
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J u st across th e  p assage from  the ad
m ira l’s  cabin w as the ad m iral’s d ining 
room , also n ot in  use excep t fo r  certain  
s ta te  occasions in  p o rt. A t  th e  end of it, 
as h e  passed, C y ru s  go t a  glim pse o f a  
sh elf o f  books. H e  w as h u rry in g  along, 
under con voy, as it  were, o f the cap ta in ’s 
orderly , b u t he cou ld  not fo rget th at shelf 
o f  books.

T h e  sh ip ’s lib rary , to w hich he, w ith  all 
o th er enlisted men, had easy  access, had 
g rievo u sly  d isappointed him . N o th in g  b u t 
n ovels and books o f  travel, an d  such  rea d 
ing— sterling stuff, to b e  sure, b u t o f sm all 
service to an  inventor.

T h e  ad m iral’s  d ining room  w as open to  
a ll. O fficers and m en passed through it  con
sta n tly . A lw a y s  on  d u ty , o f  course, and 
h u rry in g  som ew here, b u t it  did n o t seem  
to  C y ru s  th a t there cou ld  b e  a n y  great 
b reach  o f d iscip line in going there.

So h e  slipped in a t  the first o p p o rtu n ity  
an d  looked  a t  those books. W h a t a  find! 
A  gold  m ine w ou ld  h ave  interested him  
less. A  textb o o k  on  trajectories; a  series 
o f  G erm an  w o rks on ordnance; E nglish  
an alyses o f  deep-sea shooting o f  em placed 
rifles; a  bound A m erican  essay  on fire con 
tro l; and— a  French  w o rk  on  ballistics.

H e  w anted  to devour this, b u t the strange 
lan guage h alted  him . T h e re  w as an E nglish- 
F ren ch  d ictio n a ry  in  th e  lib rary , and  now  
h is problem  w as— how  to  get the tw o to 
gether. H e  w as too tim id  to  send w ord to  
th e  cap ta in  ask in g perm ission to borrow  
th e  b ook. H e  returned  to  his d esk  a b a ft 
th e  sm okestack, betw een  decks, p u zzlin g 
o ver some w a y  to g e t hold  o f the book w hile 
h e  also could h a v e  the diction ary.

T h e  v e ry  n ext d a y  fortun e favored  him . 
T h e  K a n sa s  dropped anchor in H am pton  
R o ad s fo r  a  ten  d a y s ’ s ta y  close to N o r
fo lk , and  a ll th e  officers excep t those neces
sa ry  to m ain tain  d iscip line and ca rry  on 
th e  w atch es to o k  shore leave. T h is  le ft  the 
a fte r  p art o f  th e  upper decks, near the 
a d m ira l’s  cab in  and  d ining room , deserted.

C y ru s  go t th e  d ictio n ary  from  the l i 
b ra ry  and ensconced h im self in  the fa r  cor
n er o f the ad m iral’s d ining room  w ith  the 
tom e on ballistics. H ere h e  becam e so con
cen trated  in tracin g out the m eaning o f the 
F ren ch  w ords and absorbing the techn ique

of gu n n ery, w hich  u n til now  he had lacked , 
th a t he becam e u tte rly  unconscious o f the 
fligh t o f tim e or o f the passage' o f  persons.

A n  u n u su ally  a ttra ctive  person ' cam e 
alo n g: fem inine, yo u n g, and o f course 
p retty . T h e  gan gp lan k  h ad  been down for 
hours, and the laun ches h a d  h a d  a  chance 
to p ly  b ack  and forth , and  m ore than  one 
b it  o f  flu ffery  w as a lrea d y  on board. T h is  
one g lided  a lo n g the p a ssa gew ay  as if  she 
rath er belonged there, n ot a  b it  aw ed b y  
the a u sterity  o f  h er lo catio n  n ear th e  liv in g  
q u arters o f  the v e ry  liv e  cap tain  and  the 
sup posititious dom icile o f  th e  possible a d 
m iral.

She w en t b o ld ly  r igh t into th e  cap ta in ’s 
cabin, and th e  audacious y o u n g  th in g rum 
m aged  b ra zen ly  in h is w ardrobe u n til she 
cam e on h is dress hat, the lon g w a v y  one 
w ith  th e  w h ite  ostrich  feather, w hich the 
cap ta in  w ore on ly  a t  N e w  Y e a r ’s receptions 
o r  w hen the P resident or th e  S ecretary  o f  
th e  N a v y  review ed the fleet.

T h en  she tiptoed— sn eaked  ”  w ould  b e  
a lm o st th e  prop er w ord— out th e  cap ta in ’s 
door, a lo n g the passage to  th e  a d m iral’s 
cabin , and popped in  there. T h e  reason 
fo r th is  effron tery w as p resen tly  appar
ent.

T h e  ad m iral’s  cab in  h eld  the o n ly  fu ll- 
len gth  m irror on th e  ship , and a  v e ry  ex
cellen t one it  w as, o f b eveled  p late , in a  
m ah ogan y fram e.

A n d  there, fram ed in  the austere ele
gan ce o f an  ad m iral’s surroundings, th is 
yo u n g, p retty , and  decid ed ly  fem inine per
son posed and p u ttered  and  prim ped, try 
in g  on th e  c a p ta in ’s  dress h a t fro n tw ay s and 
sidew ays, and  in rakish  fashion— ob liqu ely , 
w ith  th e  ostrich feather sw eeping across the 
slen der le ft  shoulder.

U n til a  m ovem ent across th e  passagew ay 
— the ra ttle  o f  leaves follow ed b y  the drop 
to th e  steel deck, o f a  b o o k  h a stily  p laced —  
caused her to look up. W herew ith  she 
scream ed— ju st a  trifle— and slam m ed the 
ad m iral’s door.

T h e  scream  disturbed C yru s, and be
w ildered him  too. H e  go t the m erest 
glim pse o f  sk irts and a  feather in the ad
m ira l’s cabin . H e  h ad  a  sudden vision  o f
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the conversion o f the K a n sa s  to  a  flagship 
and  the unexpected  arriva l o f a  new  ad 
m iral, w ith  his fam ily , for, b ein g new  to 
the n a v y , th is d id  not seem absurd. F ea r 
clutch ed  him  an d he h a stily  began replacin g 
the books and papers.

H ow ever, b efore he could do m uch, the 
cabin  door opened and the girl faced  him  
bo ld ly . She w as indeed v e ry  bold . W h en  
she saw  he did n o t w ear a  uniform , b u t 
o n ly  the blouse o f a  sailor, she w as even  
aggressive.

“  W h o  are y o u ? ”  she dem anded, com ing 
forw ard.

H e  h alted , em barrassed, and replied:
“  A  yeo m a n .”

“  W h a t are y o u  doing h ere?”
“  I  h a ve  to  k eep  tra c k  o f supplies fo r  th e  

ca p ta in ’s ta b le .”
-S h e held  the h a t c a re fu lly  beh in d  her 

b a ck  as she dem anded in sin u atin gly:
“  A re  y o u  lookin g fo r them  in  h is b o o k 

ca se ? ”
H e  regained h is assurance a  b it  as  he 

noticed  th at she w as not so v e r y  large, n or 
so v e ry  old , p ro b ab ly  several y ea rs  yo u n ger 
than he w as. H e  fe lt stirrin g w ith in  him  a  
little  o f the consciousness o f class th a t stirs 
on  occasion w ith in  ev ery  w earer o f the liv 
e ry  o f U n cle  Sam . A fte r  all, she w as 
m erely a  w om an, and he h ad  given  an oath  
to p rotect th e  p ro p erty  o f the service.

“  T h is  is the ad m iral’s b o o k case ,”  he 
corrected.

“  B u t the cap ta in ’s b o o k s,”  she insisted.
She had him  there. H e did not know , and 

so could  not den y it; b u t she m oved a  little , 
and he saw  the feather d anglin g from  the 
h a t she held behind her.

“  W h a t are you  doing in th e  ad m iral’s 
c a b in ? ”  he dem anded.

F o r an instant her eyes— h e noted th ey  
w ere o f b lue, to begin  w ith , b u t becam e 
speedily b luish  b la ck  w ith  inten sity, and o f 
a  m agn etic force th at seem ed to resolve him  
to  w ater— flashed d efiantly.

T h e n  perhaps she saw  th at he, too, w as 
sum m oning all h is courage to b lu ff h is w a y  
through a  contretem ps, an d  she laughed, 
w hich  b ro u gh t th e  sk y -b lu e  lu ster b a c k  to  
th e  depths o f  her eyes. She tossed th e  h a t 
carelessly  on the ta b le  and  cam e tow ard  
h im , lo o k in g  in q u irin gly  on the sheets o f

paper he had m arked  w ith  the tran slations 
o f  the strange F ren ch  words.

“  I  d idn ’t  kn ow  he h ad  n ovels h ere ,”  she 
com m ented, lookin g fo r the title. T h en  
sh e .ex c la im ed : “ W h y , i t ’s  in  F ren ch . D o  
y o u  read F re n ch ? ”

“  N o , b u t I  h a v e  an  E n glish -F ren ch  d ic
tio n a ry , and I ’m gettin g  along better than  
I  thought I  w o u ld .”

W ith  th is she sa t on the table, sw iftly  
as  a  purrin g k itten , w ith  a  m otion th at 
thrilled  him  th rou gh  and through, and 
asked  ea gerly :

“ W h a t ’s it  abou t?  T e ll  m e. A  lo ve  story,. 
I ’ll  b e t .”

“  N o ,”  said  he, w ondering w h y  he trem 
b led  so a t  her nearness to h im ; “  i t ’s  abou t 
b a llistics.”

“  B a ll-is-tics? ”  she stam m ered. “  W h a t ’s 
th a t? ”

“  T h e  science o f. gau gin g ordnance. I t  
d escribes th e  trajecto ries o f the b ig  gu n s.”

“ O h ! ”  H er disappoin tm ent w as poign
an t. “ J u st g u n s !”

“ Y e s , m iss.”  H e  w as extrem ely sh y  and 
resp ectfu l. H e  fe lt  he ought to leave im 
m ed iately , an d  y e t  h e  d id  n o t w a n t to go.

“  B u t  w h a t are  y o u  both erin g abou t guns 
fo r— in the p a n try ? ”

T h is  w as a  challenge h e  could n ot ignore, 
though he w as confused.

“  T h e  p a n try ,”  he b lu rted  out in  reply , 
“  is o n ly  a  stepp in g sto n e.”  T h en  he 
blushed  a t h is ow n tem erity  in revealin g so 
m uch o f him self to  t h is ‘stran ger w ith  the 
a u d a city  to b eard  h im  in  the ad m iral’s 
d ining room , even  i f  h e  h ad  no rea lly  p lau s
ib le business there.

P erh ap s she en jo yed  h is b lushing. P er
h ap s she noted h is square shoulders, the 
unusual w id th  betw een  h is eyes, h is 
d ream y brow , h is firm  chin. P erh ap s it 
pleased h er a  grea t deal to  h a v e  so sta lw art 
a  m ale a t  h er m ercy.

“  ‘ A  stepp in g sto n e? ’ ”  she repeated , as 
i f  q u izzin g. “  W h a t do y o u  m ean ?”

“  I  m ean I ’m  servin g  th ere to  g e t a 
ch an ce to s tu d y  gu n n ery .”

“  W h a t fo r ? ”
H e  fe lt  th e  b ead s o f  sw eat sp rin g  to  his 

forehead. She h ad  no righ t to  q u iz  him  
thus, b u t h ow  could h e  tell her so?

“  W h y ? ”  sh e insisted calm ly.
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“  So I  can  p erfect m y  in ven tion .”
“  W h a t in ven tio n ?”
H e w iped the sw eat from  h is  brow . I t  

w as unbearable. She h ad  no right.
“  W h y — ”  H e  hesitated , an d  w as silent. 

H e looked down, alm ost su llenly.
She hopped off the tab le  lig h tly , and said, 

ju st as if  h e  w ere an  equal: “  P o u f! Y o u  
th in k because I ’m  a  girl I  ca n ’t  understand 
about the b ig  guns. I s  th a t w h y  y o u  w on ’t 
tell m e ? ”

“  N o .”  H e  b a re ly  opened h is  lips.
“  T h en  w h y ? ”
H e thought n ow  o f a  good excuse to p ro

te ct his secret. “  B ecau se ,”  he dared, at 
last, lured to it  b y  the sa u cy  challen ge in 
her m erry eyes, “ w e in the n a v y  are not 
perm itted  to  ta lk  abou t th e  service to  o u t
siders.”

T h is  pinged her. T h e  eyes flashed blue- 
b la ck  again. “  O h ,”  she exclaim ed an g rily , 
“  I ’m n ot an  outsider! I ’m  the cap ta in ’s 
d au gh ter.”

T h is  flatten ed  him . H e  w a s so taken  
a b a ck  h e  w as u n ab le  to  sp eak  though he 
opened his m outh to  rep ly . She saw  she 
h ad  w hipped him  in stan tly , b y  an u n fair 
ad van tage, and relented im m ediately. T h e  
lo ve ly  b lu e  cam e b a ck  to  those seductive 
pupils. She laughed, ap ologetically , w hile 
he m um bled h is apologies, to  w hich  she 
responded b y  p lacin g th e  b ook  in h is hands 
and exclaim ing:

“  T h ere! T a k e  it! S tu d y  i t  a ll y o u  like . 
A n d  I  do hope y o u r invention  is a  great 
o n e !”

D iffid en tly  he to o k  the b o o k  and  said the 
v e ry  th in g he im m ed iately  regretted  a s  
being the h eigh t o f  tactlessness. “ B u t  the 
cap tain — he m igh t n ot lik e  i t .”

She stam ped h er foot, tw irlin g th e  dress 
h at in h er hand, cry in g , “ O f course h e ’ll 
lik e  it. D o  y o u  th in k  he w o n ’t  let his 
daughter len d  one o f h is  books, a  stup id  
o ld  F rench  b o o k  on— b all— ball— is— tic s ? ”

She m ade a  mend and started  off. H e  
touched h is cap, h um bly.

A t  th a t m om ent in the doorw ay appeared 
a  you n g officer, searching fo r  her, an ensign, 
“  H ello , R a b y , h ere y o u  are! ”  h e  called  in  
a  ch eery  voice.

“  Y e s , P e rc y ,”  she replied, jo in in g  him .
T h e  vo ice  w a s fam iliar. . B o o k  in  hand,

abou t to w ith d raw , C y ru s  looked tow ard  
th e  officer w ho h a d  ignored him . I t  w as 
E n sign  T en fla ir.

C H A P T E R  V I I .

TWO SCORES TO SETTLE.

TH E  C om m an der o f the U . S. S. K a n sa s  
w as C ap ta in  R a o u l V osm er, U . S. N . 
H is  fa th er w as th e  C om m ander V o s

m er w ho served under Com m odore P o rter 
on  th e  M ississippi d u rin g the C iv il W a r; 
h is gran d fath er w as the V osm er w ho w en t 
to  Jap an  in 1852 as a  flag officer under 
Com m odore P e rry ; h is great-gran dfath er 
h ad  com m anded a  gu n b oat in  the w ar o f 
18 12  and a  p riva teer un der D eca tu r 
again st the T rip o lita h  pirates.

H e  w as b o m  in th e  n a v y , bred in  the 
n a v y , lived  in the n a v y , and  h ad  no hope 
o r  am bition outside the n a v y . I f  one w anted 
to  kn o w  the finest fru it o f  the A m erican  
n a v y  he h ad  o n ly  to kn o w  C ap ta in  Vosm er. 
B ein g , as  h e  often  sa id  casu ally , in  the 
second cen tu ry  o f  h is service, he w ore it  
lik e  an old glove, easily  an d  w ell.

T h e re  w ere tw o V osm er children, 
W illiam , th e  elder, ju st o f  an  age to  prep are 
fo r A n n ap o lis accord in g to  fa m ily  tradition, 
an d  his sister, a  y e a r  youn ger.

W h en  she w as a  t in y  to t and la y  in her 
fa th e r ’s  arm s w hile he discussed w ith  her 
m other an approp riate  nam e— he h a d  ju st 
been  com m issioned lieuten an t and w as b ack  
from  the first cruise to foreign  w aters, 
w here, fo r a  tim e, h e  h ad  been station ed as 
n a v a l aide to  th e  A m erican  A m bassador to 
th e  C o u rt o f the Sublim e P orte— he said, 
“  See th at fa r-a w a y  lo o k  in h er eyes? 
M a k es  m e th in k  o f B essa ra b ia .”

“  W h a t a  charm ing nam e! ”  exclaim ed her 
m other. “  Is  th a t T u rk ish  fo r E liza b e th ? ”  

“  N o ,”  h e  laughed, “  i t ’s  a  co u n try  I ’ve  
n ever seen, b u t a lw a y s  w an ted  to. L o o k ! 
In  her eyes! T h ere! So fa r  a w ay — so v e ry  
far! ”

“  I t ’s so origin al and po etic! I  w onder if  
a n y  g irl w as ever nam ed B e ssy ra b ia ? ”

“  I  hope n o t,”  the lieu ten an t m used, 
“  le t ’s  begin .”

“ O n ly  w e m u stn ’t  call her ‘ B e ssy ,’ ”  th e  
m oth er acquiesced.

1 A
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“  N o r  B ess— ju s t B essarab ia .”  H e  poked 
a  gen tle  forefinger into a  dim ple, askin g, 
“  eh— R a b y ? ”

“  O h, R ao u l, please!” M rs. V osm er 
pleaded. “  N o  n icknam es.”

“  Q u ite  r ig h t,”  he acquiesced. “ I t  m ust 
b e  B essarab ia— or n oth in g.”

F o r  m ore than seventeen y ea rs now  the 
flag  of V osm er determ inationrhad flow n over 
B essarabia, and every  attem p t to  corrupt 
her to B ess or B e tty  or B e ts y  or B e ssy  or 
even B eth  h ad  been defeated . Y e t , w ithin  
the citadel, im pishly, had crep t, lodged an d  
becom e ensconced th e  roguish— R a b y .

She w as R a b y  to everyone, an d  o n ly  
B essarab ia  fo r th e  first few  years to h er 
fa th er and  m other. R a b y , th e  hoyden ish; 
R a b y , th e  a rb itra ry  and  q u ix o tic  ruler o f  
th e  Vosm ers.

T h e  rules an d  regulation s of th e  U n ited  
S tates N a v y  w ere a  second n ature to C a p 
tain  Vosm er— b u t R a b y  w as h is first nature. 
H e  hoped th e y  n ever w ould conflict.

B eneath his exterior o f  d iscip lin ary  
officer those close to him kn ew  his p a rtia lity  
fo r R a b y , kn ew  th at if  she had asked him  
to run the K a n sa s  u p  to N e w  Y o r k  so she 
could  see a  m atinee he w ould do it— w ere 
it  not in vio lation  o f the regulation s— or 
a n y  other little  th in g like that— unless it  
w ould  sp ot the record o f one o f the m ost 
exem p lary  officers in the service.

N o n e kn ew  it better than h is orderly , 
w ho stood on d u ty  outside his door eight 
hours o f the tw en ty-fo u r, an d  w ho h ad  been 
station ed in the passage d urin g th e  episode 
o f  the try in g  on o f the hat, an d  also during 
its  afterm ath  o f the borrow in g o f the book.

T h e  next m orning C ap ta in  V osm er w as 
a t  his desk  prep aring a  report to th e  d e
p artm en t on a  new  experim ent in fire con
trol w hich he w anted tried out, and, finding 
need fo r his F ren ch  te xt on ballistics, 
stepped over fo r it  to  th e  shelves in the 
ad m iral’s  dining room.

T h e  ord erly  saluted  a s  h e  passed out, and 
sensed the possible em barrassm ent to R a b y , 
to say  n oth in g o f  the dilem m a o f h er father, 
i f  it  should happen that the cap ta in  required 
th at p a rticu la r book. M oreover, he fe lt  a  
personal responsibility. H e  h ad  been there 
w hen the b ook  w as taken  a w a y  an d  had 
said nothing.

2 A

H is w orst fea rs  w ere p resen tly  confirm ed. 
T h e  cap ta in  h u n ted  through th e  shelves 
fru itlessly , go in g  over every  b ook a  second 
tim e, an d  m utterin g to him self, “  I  p u t it  
here m yself, righ t here, d a y  before yester
d a y .”

T h e  cap ta in  glanced  up, saw  the inten t 
lo o k  on the face o f the orderly  an d  de
m anded, “  W h o ’s been m eddling w ith  m y  
b o o k s? ”

T h e  ord erly  stood a  b it stiffer, ey es front, 
heels a t  rig h t angles, hands stiff a long his 
trousers tape. H e  w as n ot sure th a t the 
q uestion  h ad  been directed to him .

“ O r d e r ly !”  snapped C ap ta in  V osm er, 
T h e re  w as no avo id in g this. T h e  m arine 
sa luted  and p ivoted  q u arter fa ce  fo r a  d irect 
gaze.

“  W h o ’s been m eddling w ith  m y  b o o k s? ”
H ere w as th e  dilem m a direct. Should  he 

deliver R a b y  to her fath er, and  render both 
un com fo rtab le , an d  p erhaps g e t the worst 
o f  it  in the bargain , in the long run, or—  
w h at should  he do?

T h e  cap ta in  m ust h a ve  sensed his g u ilty  
know ledge. “  T h in k , o rd e rly ,”  he de
m anded. “  H a s  an yo n e been a t th is b ook
case since y e ste rd a y ? ”

“  Y e s , sir. I  saw  one o f the yeom en, 
s ir .”

“  A  yeom an ? W h a t business h a ve  th e y  
g o t in h ere? ”

“ I  d on ’t  kn ow , sir. I  saw  one readin g 
here, an d  m akin g n otes from  one o f the 
books, sir, and— ”  here h e  decided it  w as 
best b y  a ll m eans to lea ve  R a b y  out o f  it, 
“  I  th in k  he to o k  one a w a y  w ith  him , s ir ,”  
h e  concluded.

“  W ell, get th a t yeom an , and  brin g  h im  
to m e, im m ediately— a n d  th e  book— espe
c ia lly  th e  b o o k .”

A  few  m inutes la te r  C y ru s , b ook  in  hand, 
stood sh am efaced  b efore the cap tain . T h e  
ord erly  h ad  said  n othin g to  him , b u t  a lread y 
he h ad  entered s ilen tly  into the conspiracy 
to  shield R a b y . W a s h e  n o t m an enough to 
stan d  respo n sib ility  fo r  h is  ow n  actions? 
T h e re  w as n othin g un ique in this, neither 
in  C y ru s  nor in th e  o rd erly . T h e  w hole 
sh ip ’s roster, from  execu tive officer dow n to 
the last d eck  sw abber w ou ld  h a ve  done as 
m uch— or m ore— fo r R a b y . ^

T h e  cap ta in  q u ic k ly  saw  the b ook  w as
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unharm ed, then turned severely  on the y e o 
m an. “  W ho to ld  y o u  to ta k e  m y  books 
like this, w ith ou t perm ission?”

“  Pardon m e, sir, b u t I  m erely  borrow ed 
it— for a  few  d ays. I  m eant to return  it, 
o f  course.”

“  B orrow ed it— eh? H o w  long h a ve  y o u  
been in the serv ice? ”

“  A  m onth, s ir .”
“ A h ! In  th a t even t w e w ill overlo ok  y o u r 

— ah— error, b u t k n o w  fo r the fu tu re  th a t 
books for the enlisted m en are in the sh ip ’s 
lib ra ry .”

C y ru s  saluted. “  Y e s , sir. T h a n k  y o u , 
s ir .”  H e turned to go.

“ H o ld  on ,”  said  the cap tain , w ho h ad  
been stu d yin g him , “  y o u  are an  enlisted 
m an an d  y o u  read F re n ch ? ”

“  N o , sir, b u t I  h a ve  an  E nglish-F ren ch  
d ictio n ary . O r, a t  least, I  h a ve  th e  use o f 
the one in  the lib rary , s ir .”

“  A h , then y o u r  m istake w a s n atu ral. Y o u  
th o u gh t w hen y o u  p ick ed  this up  i t  w as a  
F rench  n o vel.”

“  N o , sir. I  d on ’t  need a  d ictio n ary  to  
understand the title .”

“  Y o u  d on ’t  m ean to sa y  y o u ’v e  read this 
w o rk ? ”

“  Y e s, s ir .”
“ W h a t— in one d a y — w ithout know in g 

th e  lan g u a g e? ”
“  Y e s , sir— a t least those ch ap ters I  re

quired, sir.”
T h e  cap tain  strove to  conceal his smile. 

T h e  orderly  w as stan din g stiffly a t  attention  
b y  the doorw ay, b u t  listen ing to each w ord. 
T h e  cap tain  assum ed a  m ock  seriousness, 
a n d  asked, sem i-ponderously, “  W ell, w h at 
do y o u  th in k  o f i t? ”

C y ru s  w as n o t lookin g a t  him  d irectly . 
I t  w as, indeed, a  solem n occasion. “  I t  g a v e  
m e som e n ecessary inform ation, s ir ,”  h e  re
plied , “  b u t I  am  inclined to d isagree w ith  
th e  a u th o r’s ch ap ter on the revised  arc o f  
th e  tra jecto ry  fo r  sixteen-inch sh ells.”

T h e  cap ta in ’s ja w  fell. “  O h! Y o u  d o ? ”  
h e  rem arked, w heeled abou t in h is chair, 
opened the b ook, noted  on  a  p a d  w ith  his 
p en cil tw o num bers h e  w as seeking, snapped 
th e  b ook  shut, an d  returned it  to  C yru s.

“  I t  is evident, y o u n g  m an ,”  said  he, 
w ith o u t a  sm ile, “  th a t y o u  h a ve  m ore use 
fo r  this b o o k  than I  h ave. I  co u ld n ’t  read

it a ll in  a  d a y. T h ere! T a k e  it  and keep  
it  as  lon g as y o u  lik e .”

C y ru s  saluted  and w ithdrew , clasp in g the 
bo o k  tenderly, b u t he w as in  a  cloud o f 
happiness for a  fa r  different reason than his 
successful breastin g o f  a  d ifficult situation. 
I t  w as the first tim e th a t a n y  one in the 
service h ad  addressed him  as “  y o u n g  m an .”

E nsign  P e rc y  T e n fla ir  h a d  m et M iss 
B essarab ia  V osm er th e  w eek  b efo re a t  a  
dance a t  O ld  P o in t C o m fo rt. Ju st assigned 
to h er fa th e r ’s ship , h e  lost no tim e in con
fin in g his ga lla n t a tten tion s to the daughter 
o f  the cap tain . A lrea d y  he had sent roses, 
can d y, a  n ew  n ovel, and an invitation  to a  
theater p a rty , w hich h ad  been accepted.

A s he led  h er a w a y  from  the ad m iral’s 
d ining room  th a t d a y  he lau gh ed  a t her 
possession o f her fa th e r ’s dress h a t, and 
w aited  outside the cabin  fo r h er w hile she 
restored it  to its  d ustp roo f b o x  on the upper 
sh elf o f the w ardrobe.

T o  chan ge the su b ject she expressed her 
interest in th e  “  sailor w ho reads F re n ch .”

“  T h a t ’s  n o th in g,”  said he, “  w e all h ave 
to learn  F ren ch  a t the a ca d e m y .”

“  T h is  w as an  enlisted  m an, n ot an 
officer.”  She laun ched  into a  laudation  o f 
the surprised student, though she fa iled  to 
tell h im  she had loaned h er fa th er ’s book.

T en fla ir  inquired  as to h is id en tity  and 
sa id  nothin g further.

T h e  n ext d a y  the K a n sa s  w eighed anchor 
an d  w as off for the provin g ground beyond 
the C apes. B rig h t and ea rly  in the m orn
in g  T e n fla ir  appeared in the tin y  office o f  
the yeom an. H e  w as surprised to recognize 
the form er appren tice draughtsm an w hom  
he h ad  m ade serve him  in B ro o k ly n  as tim e
keeper.

“  I t ’s y o u , is i t ? ”  h e  com m enced cold ly , 
lookin g a b o u t the n e a tly  cleared desk  o f the 
yeom an, w ho stood a t a tten tion  during the 
v is it  o f  an officer.

“  Y e s , sir. I t  is a  coincidence th a t w e 
a re  on the sam e sh ip .”

T en fla ir  m ade n o  d irect response. H is 
ey e s  w ere c ritica lly  exam ining each article 
on  the desk. P resen tly  h e  spied the book 
on th e  rear, un der som e papers. H e  p icked  
it  u p  an d  read the title.

“  W h a t ’s  th is ? ”  h e  asked, lookin g on the
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inside cover, w here w as w ritten  in pen 
“  R a o u l V osm er, U . S. N .”  H o w  did y o u  
com e b y  th is? ”

C y ru s  resented both  ton e and m anner. 
M o reover, he w a s still sh y  in th e  presence 
o f  a  uniform , an d  he thought it m ight be 
im m odest to p lead  a  personal co n tact w ith 
th e  com m ander o f the ship.

“  I  borrow ed it, s ir ,”  he replied, sim ply. 
“  B orrow ed it from  the ca p ta in ’s personal 

lib r a r y ? ”
“  Y e s , s ir .”
T e n fla ir ’s eyes narrow ed. “  L o o k  here, 

B u llit t ,”  said he, “  I  k n o w  y o u  from  the 
N a v y  Y a rd . Y o u ’re inclined to  exceed 
y o u r  a u th o rity  and  to  step  o u t o f bounds. 
I ’m  te llin g y o u  fo r y o u r ow n good yo u  had 
better w atch  yo u r step  on ship. T h e  w a ys 
a re  different here. D iscip lin e is stricter. 
Y o u  c a n ’t  ge t a w a y  w ith  th in gs on ship you  
could  p u t  over on land. N o w , I ’ll take 
charge o f this book. M a y b e  yo u  borrow ed 
it and m aybe— yo u  to o k  it .”

A  little  later Ensign  T e n fla ir  sent w ord 
b y  the ord erly  he desired a  few  w ord s w ith  
the cap tain . P resen tly  he w as received on 
the bridge, w here th e  cap tain  w as ch attin g  
w ith  the officer of th e  deck . T e n fla ir  pro
duced the book, sayin g, ca su a lly , “  L o o k  
w h a t I  foun d in  the hands o f a  y eo m a n .”  

T h e  cap tain  looked at the b ook  an d  re
turned  it, rep lyin g , “ Y e s , rath er a  preco
cious you n gster— I loaned it  to  h im .”  H e  
turned his b a ck  on T e n fla ir  a n d  addressed 
th e  officer p acin g  in  the rear o f the q u arter
m aster a t the wheel.

“  L ie u ten a n t,”  he said, “ le t ’s  h ave  y o u r 
glass. T h a t  looks lik e  the sm oke o f a  fru it 
liner off there on the p o rt b o w .”

T en fla ir  now  h ad  tw o scores to settle  w ith  
C yru s.

C H A P T E R  V I I I .

THE GUN TURRET.

TH E  ca p ta in ’s orderlies are chosen from  
th e  honor m en o f  the m arines, b u t  
th e y  m ust a lso b e  o f  a  talln ess and 

b read th . N o t less than  six  feet u p  and  dow n 
an d  corresp on din gly broad  in the shoulders 
are  q u alificatio n s added  to  an  exem p lary  
record.

Y e t ,  w ith  these requirem ents, a  large 
num ber o f th e  hundred m arines on the K a n 
sas w ere on the ca p ta in ’s preferred list. 
T h e y  w ere changed on ce a  m onth, so th at 
a ll m ight h a v e  a  ch an ce during the cruise 
to pace u p  and dow n in the passage outside 
the ad m iral’s d in in g room ad join in g the 
ca p ta in ’s cabin , or a t the foot o f the ladder 
on the foredeck, leading to the fly in g  
bridge, w hen the cap ta in  spent his accu s
tom ed h alf hour w ith  the lookout.

T h u s  M a rin e  Serpel, w ho h ad  been the 
ca p ta in ’s  ord erly  during the episode of the 
b ook— six feet tw o, one hundred and nin ety- 
three pounds net— a  little  later could  be 
seen, d u rin g the even ing w atch , on guard 
outside the seven-inch starboard  m agazine. 
H is  b u d d y, M a rin e  B ev e rd y , another tall 
hon or m an, w as ca rry in g  on w ith  official 
m essages an d  atten tion .

O n e evening, ju st before “  ta p s,”  Serpel, 
on gu ard  outside the m agazine, ap p aren tly  
a  p e rfu n cto ry  service on such a  peaceful 
vo ya g e— fo r w ho w ould  w a n t to  m olest the 
am m unition, esp ecially  w hen it w as behind 
a  locked  door o f w hich th e  k e y s  w ere held 
b y  the ordn an ce officer?— fe lt he had to 
h a v e  a  sm oke— ju s t a  p u ff or tw o.

* N o  one b ein g  in sigh t h e  rolled his own, 
w ith  h is le ft  hand, b y  his side, and m anaged 
a  light w ith o u t bein g seen. T h en  one deep 
b lissfu l puff.

A  w icked  lan d  breeze off the starboard 
b ow  chose that m om ent to sw irl around the 
side. I t  seized the h a stily , ill m ade 
cigarette, ripped out its  innards, and  de
posited  them , glo w in g an d  sp arklin g, righ t 
through th e  scu ttle  o f the door to the 
m agazine.

M a rin e  Serpel w a s p rop erly  horrified, so 
m uch so th a t it  w as m ore than  a  few  seconds 
b efo re h e  rem em bered to  toss the em p ty 
y e llo w  p ap er into the sea  and  leap forw ard 
to  the m agazin e door. I t  w as locked, o f 
course. H e  peered through the keyhole. 
A ll w as b la ck , n atu ra lly . In  a ll p ro b ab ility , 
he thought, no harm  w a s done. E v en  if  the 
sp ark s  did  g e t inside, th e  pow der w as a ll in 
b ag s an d  w ould  be d ifficult to  ign ite. M o re
o ver, it  w as p ro b a b ly  s tic k  po w d er and no 
ciga re tte  sp ark  co u ld  a ffect it  unless in
closed.

H is  d u ty , n everthelsss, w as q u ite  clear.
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H e should report the incident to the officer 
o f the deck, w ho w ould  p ro b a b ly  h ave  to 
call the ordnance officer to u n lo ck  the 
m agazine. B efo re  th at could  b e  done th e  
execu tive officer w ould  be on the jo b , and, 
as fire drill w as his h o b b y  the ship d ou b t
less w ould  be drum m ed to  quarters, the 
gu ard  turned out and the crew  b ro u gh t up 
w ith  all apparatus.

F ollow in g w hich, the next m orning, w ould  
com e official in q u iry, w ith  p rob ab le  d isclo
sure o f the horrid facts. A  c igarette  sm oked 
on d u ty  b y  an honor m arine! D em erits! 
N ev er again the ca p ta in ’s o rd erly! P erh ap s 
the loss o f a  stripe!

In  this serious dilem m a Serpel strove to 
extend him self enough to  see through the 
scuttle, an aperture a b o u t ten inches high 
and tw en ty  inches wade in the top  panel o f 
the door. H e  could n ot q u ite  see in, m uch 
less w riggle in, as he w as o n ly  too eager 
to do.

A t  th is m om ent, on h is  w a y  to his h am 
m ock laced in repose above the breech of 
the seven-inch gun, cam e C yru s, rea d y  to 
retire fo r the n ight. Serp el’s eye  fell on 
him  and he saw  a  w a y  o f relief. T h is  lad  
w as sue inches shorter and s ix ty  pounds 
lighter than him self. v

“  T h is  w a y , yeo m a n ,”  he called  so ftly , 
and C yru s responded.

In  a  m om ent o f desperation and anguish 
Serpel confided w h at h a d  happened. “  I f  
I  lift  y o u  up to that scu ttle ,”  h e  concluded, 
“  ca n ’t you  look  in and m ake sure the stum p 
is o u t? ”

“  W h y  n o t? ”  C y ru s  ch eerily  accep ted  
th is perilous evasion  o f str ict d u ty , n am ely, 
to  report, b u t o f w hich he w as ignorant. 
T h o u g h  no one ever tells a  beginner in the 
service all the things he m ust and m ust not 
do, ignorance is never adm itted  as a  p lea  of 
not g u ilty  w hen cau g h t in infraction.

C y ru s  clim bed u p  Serp el’s b a c k  and 
th ru st h is head and shoulders through the 
scuttle. T h e  m arine handed him  a flash
ligh t and he cast its beam s into the m aga
zine. A cross the room  w ere p iles o f  brass 
shell casings, on the righ t w ere sm ooth row s 
o f shells, on the le ft  piles o f pow der bags, 
an d  in the cen ter w ere a  few  em ptied  bags. 
Square in the m iddle o f them  h ad  fallen  
the lighted  tobacco. I t  h ad  ignited  and fra z 

zled  y a rn  from  one o f the bags, w hich  w as 
sm oldering a lo n g calm ly , b u t su rely  eatin g 
a  w a y  tow ard  the cen ter o f the pile. I t  
m igh t burn there fo r hours and p erhaps go 
o u t even tu ally , b u t the m erest breeze m ight 
fa n  it into a  flam e.

C y ru s  did n ot stop to report to Serpel 
w h a t he had seen. A lrea d y  his shoulders 
w ere through the scu ttle . H e  felt he could  
ge t h is h ips through, too. T h en  he could 
drop on h is hands to  the deck. H e w riggled  
on, inch b y  inch, w hile outside the m arine, 
in n ervous excitation , w as p ra yin g  no o f
ficer w ould com e th a t w a y.

P resen tly  C y r u s ’s heels disappeared. T o  
Serpel it seem ed hours, b u t it  w as pro b ab ly  
o n ly  a  m inute or tw o b efo re C y r u s ’s head 
appeared  and he called, so ftly , “  I t ’s out. 
S tan d  below  now  and give m e a  l i f t .”  O n e 
stam p o f his fo o t h ad  settled  the glo w in g ' 
y a m .

A  few  m inutes later h e  w as in his ham 
m ock, w avin g aside as o f no consequence 
S erp el’s protestation s o f u n d y in g  gratitude, 
and assuring the m arine no one w ould  ever 
kn ow  from  him  th a t a  burn ing c igarette  had 
been p erm itted  to b low  through the scuttle 
o f the pow der m agazine.

T o  his b u d d y , M a rin e  R e v erd y , how ever, 
Serpel confided: “  H e ’s the sm artest, 
gam est, q u ickest th in g on th e  old  K an sas. 
I t  w as as n ifty  a  trick  as  w h a t M o n s M ons- 
sen did on the M issouri— go in ’ head-on into 
a  b u rn in ’ m agazine— and M onssen go t a  
Congressional order and ten a  m onth for 
life . I  feel lik e  a  h ou n ’ d aw g abou t it— y e t if 
I  w rite  ’er u p  in report both of u s ’s  lik e ly  
to g e t d em erits.”

“  K e e p  y o re  m o u f shet th en ,”  w as the 
opinion  o f M arin e  R everd y.

C yru s, ev id en tly , th o u gh t n othin g o f it.
P erhaps, how ever, he w as encouraged b y  

the successful secrecy o f the exp lo it o f 
the m agazine, w hich rendered him  a  hero in 
the eyes o f tw o m arines, though he did not 
a c tu a lly  k n o w  th at, to extend the scope o f 
h is adventures.

F o r  instance, there w as the sixteen-inch 
turret, fo ca l point o f h is dream s, cen ter of 
h is desires. H e saw  it  every  d a y, an d  m a n y 
tim es each d a y . F o r it  the ship had been 
b u ilt, to  em place it  pro p erly  these th irty  
odd thousand tons o j  steel h ad  been a s 
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sem bled in com plicated  m echanism ; tow ard 
it, d irectly  or in d irectly, pointed the a ctiv i
ties o f the thousand m en and  officers op erat
in g  the floating fortress.

In  the turret, m oreover and esp ecially , 
la y  the o p p o rtu n ity  fo r p erfectin g  the in
vention  w hich w as C y r u s ’s sole reason for 
being as h e  w as, an  en listed  m an in the 
n a v y . W h en  he h ad  slep t on its hood 
th at first n ig h t in the tropics he h ad  fe lt  
assured p h y s ic a lly  o f  an u ltim ate trium ph.

Y e t  each  d a y  since he fe lt  fa rth er a w a y  
from  th e  tu rret an d  the great gu ns w hich 
it  housed, fo r no one could  en ter excep t the 
ordnance officers and the m em bers o f the 
gu n  crew s, p ick ed  m en a ll, and veteran s 
o f  the service all.

T h e  F ren ch  tom e “  R edaction  e t T e c h 
n ique de B allis tics  ”  had n ot solved his 
problem . T h e  d raugh tin g room  in  the 
N a v y  Y a r d  a t B ro o k ly n  h ad  n ot helped 
h im  m uch. L o n g  since he h ad  learn ed  th at 
w h a t h is fu tile  m odel m ade in the Linkers- 
p o rt target g a llery  contain ed  w as litt le  m ore 
than  the germ  o f an  idea, and p erh ap s not 
th at.

Y e t  the inner consciousness o f  the in
ven tor w a s n ot abashed. In  h is soul he 
kn ew  th a t h e  h ad  a  sound idea. H e  w ould 
stak e h is life , in fa c t  h e  h a d  staked  his 
career, or the ea rly  p art o f  it, on his 
c e rta in ty  th a t som ehow  h e w ou ld  in ven t an 
au to m atic  sight.

E leven  y e a rs  elapsed b etw een  th e  tim e 
w hen E dison  first con ceived  the idea of the 
incandescent lig h t and the m om ent w hen it 
becam e an established fa ct, y e t  E dison once 
said th a t w hen he first saw  the lam p  in his 
m in d ’s ey e  h e  regarded it  as good as 
finished.

So it  w as w ith  C y ru s  B u llitt  and h is a u to 
m atic  sight. H e  possessed th e  fa ith  o f 
m artyrs, an d  i f  h e  w as concen trated  in his 
purpose to th e  exclusion  o f a ll else the 
reason for a n y  m istakes he m ade m ust b e  
seen in  the in ten sity  o f h is  faith .

H e  fe lt h e  m u st g e t a t  those guns 
d irectly . H e  m ust ge t into the turrets, see 
them , s tu d y  them . B ooks, charts, d raw 
ings, reports, w ere n o t enough. H e  m ust 
m easure, feel, k n o w  th e  rea lity .

H e  scraped acq u ain tan ce w ith  a  gu nn er’s 
m a te  w h o  h ad  th e  jo b  o f p ointer on the

starboard  gu n  crew . T h is  m an held  third 
p la ce  am ong all th e  p ointers in the service 
an d  w as k e y e d  to  a  p itch  o f  excitem ent 
o ver the com in g b attle  p ra ctice  in the spring 
in  w hich he hop ed  to better his excellent 
standing.

T h e  gu n n er’s m ate, u n fo rtu n ately , how 
ever, w a s un able to  gra n t C y r u s ’s request to 
see the inside w orkin gs of the turret. R e g 
ulation s fo rbad e the en tran ce to the turret, 
h e  explained, o f  ev e ry  one excep t the crew . 
S orry. I t  co u ld n ’t be done.

C y r u s  observed  the h abits o f th is gun 
crew . T h e y  opened th e  door o f  the turret, 
a  slid ing steel a ffair tw o inches th ick , each 
m orning sh o rtly  a fter  “  q u arters,”  and from  
then u n til fire  drill a t  four in the afternoon 
the door stood open w hile th ey  w ere at 
w ork.

T h e y  answ ered th e  fire and collision calls  
a t  fo u r an d  fo u r th irty . A t  five  th e  door 
w as closed and  locked . C y ru s  noticed  th at 
o ften  d urin g the last h ou r in the afternoon 
th e  tu rret w ould  b e  deserted and  the door 
o n ly  p u lled  to d u rin g th e  fire drill w ith out 
th e  k e y  being turned.

F ire  drills w ere held ev ery  d a y ; collision 
drills, e v e ry  other d a y . E v e r y  m an on the 
sh ip  n ot en gaged in a ctu al operation had 
h is  p lace  in these drills, and w as expected 
to  particip ate . T h e  p lace o f the com m is
s a ry  yeom an  w as in the p a n try , w here he 
w a s exp ected  to  m ake sure th a t the w a y  
w a s cleared  fo r hose or b uckets.

T h e  w a y , how ever, w as n ever clogged; 
C y ru s  a lw a y s  saw  to th at. H e wondered 
i f  h e  could  n ot .m anage to  sn atch  a  few  
m inutes, a t  least, for a  clan destin e v isit 
to  th e  b ig  gu ns d urin g th e  fire drill. T h e  
p a n try , b ein g  forw ard, w as u su a lly  inspect
ed  first, a  few  m inutes a fter  eigh t bells. 
T h e  gun crew  served a ft, in the forecastle, 
an d  w ere o ften  held  u n til n early  five. T h e  
tu rret w as h a lfw a y  betw een.

C y r u s  sa w  th a t b y  a ctin g  p ro m p tly  he 
m ight m an age a  h a lf h o u r alone in the tu r
re t som e d a y  d urin g fire drill. E ven  if  
apprehended he anticipated  n othin g serious 
a s  a  result. W h a t harm  could h e  do?

H is  d a y  arrived. A  m inute a fter  eight 
b ells  in th e  afternoon  th e  grea t gongs in 
th e  m ess h alls and over th e  sleeping spaces 
clan ged  their harsh sum m ons. O ver six
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hundred m en leaped as to a  call to battle. 
E v e r y  one responded excep t the n avigatin g  
an d  engineering forces.

T h e  p a n try  w as as  n ea tly  housekept as 
a  m odel b ungalow  in a  hom e show exp o
sition. C y ru s  stood at sailo rly  attention  b y  
the door. In  a  few. m inutes the executive 
officer poked  in his head, glanced  q u ick ly  
abou t, and passed on. W ith  him  w ere the 
officer of the deck and a  quarterm aster.

C y ru s  m oved to the door and w atched 
the three inspectors d isappear into the first 
ob lique passagew ay. T h ere  th e y  w ould  go 
dow n tw o decks to the railin g  over the 
w heelpit o f  the turbines. I t  w ould  ta k e  
them  ten m inutes, or tw elve, to inspect the 
seven  turbine decks.

In  that ten or tw elve m inutes C y ru s  had 
am ple tim e to s lip  along the p o rt rail, b ack  
through the n ext p assagew ay, sidle up  to 
the door in the rear o f  the starboard six- 
teen-inch turret, thrust it  open, step inside, 
an d  p ull the steel ca re fu lly  behind him .

I t  seem ed v e ry  sim ple. H e  w as safe, 
and  alone. T h e  round sp ace, lit  o n ly  b y  
the ligh t d riftin g  in the aperture through 
w hich protruded the tw o sixteen-inch rifles, 
held  a ll he w anted to know . I f  h e  could 
learn it  a ll in th irty  m inutes!

F or a  m om ent h e  stood still, accusto m 
ing his eyes to the dark . G ra d u a lly  from  
before him  the gau n t, huge paun ches o f 
th e  enorm ous rifles becam e eloquent of 
p erso n ality. B efo re  he could  see a n yth in g 
m ore he reached o u t and p a tted  the near
est. I t  seem ed alm ost like  a  hum an en tity—  
th is sh in y steel center o f T ita n ic  in ten sity, 
launcher o f a  p rojectile  th a t could go ten 
m iles and sin k a  battleship.

T h en , even before he could see else, b e
fore h e  could p ro fit one io ta  from  h is fo o l
h a rd y  ven ture, th e  door behind  opened, and 
h e  turned, apprehensively, to  greet the en 
tran ce o f a  m an in  uniform .

“  W h o  are y o u ? ”  snapped a  terse voice.
C y ru s  stepped b ack  pro m p tly , sa luted , 

an d  inform ed him  o f  h is id en tity .
“  W ell, out o f  th is.”
C y ru s  w en t b a ck  on  deck, feelin g lik e  a  

b o y  cau g h t stealin g apples in  a  y a r d  from  
w hich h e  h ad  been p revio u sly  w arned. T h e  
officer closed an d  locked  th e  tu rret door and 
then faced  him .

I t  w as E nsign  T en fla ir, H is  eyes 
gleam ed co ld ly  and a sm ile o f q u ick  con
ten t cam e to him  as he recognized C yru s.

“  W ho ga v e  y o u  perm ission to enter the 
tu rre t? ”  he dem anded.

“  N o  one, sir. I — ”
“ A re  yo u  aw are th a t no one could give 

y o u  perm ission excep t the cap tain  o f  the 
sh ip ? ”

“  N o, sir. I — ”
“  D id  the cap tain  g iv e  y o u  perm ission?”
"  N o, sir. I — ”
E v id e n tly  sure now th a t he had no un 

know n  asset w ith  w h ich  to deal, T en fla ir  
proceeded w ith  decisive design.

“  R eserve y o u r  exp lan ation s,”  he said 
severely , “  fo r the executive officer. Y o u  
are cited  for qu arters. I  p lace  y o u  under 
arrest, b u t release y o u  on yo u r ow n recog
n izan ce until tw o bells o f the m orning 
w atch , w hen y o u  w ill appear on the q u ar
ter-deck. M ean w h ile return to y o u r  p a n try  
an d  rem ain  there.”

C H A P T E R  I X .

THE BRIG.

A T  the stroke o f tw o b ells  the follow - 
L ing m orning a  sorry  dribb le p ro

ceeded tow ard  th e  fore p a rt o f 
the p o rt q u arter-deck. S ix  b lu e ja ck e ts  from  
the forecastle w ended their w a y  along the 
m ain deck w ith  an attem p t a t brazen  rail
lery . T h e y  h ad  been apprehended the n ight 
before, p la y in g  p en n y ante. A  p e tty  offi
cer, coxsw ain o f the ju n io r launch, cam e 
along to explain  w h y  he h ad  neglected  to 
report a  m issing tack le. T w o  ja ck ie s  w ere 
up, charged w ith  m altreatin g  the tam e bear 
w ho w as the sh ip ’s m ascot. A n oth er w as 
charged  w ith  b ein g  absen t from  fire drill 
w ithout leave. A  stoker cam e, charged w ith  
sleeping during his w atch .

A m o n g this flotsam  in  the ebb tide o f 
battlesh ip  discipline floated  the com m is
sa ry  yeom an, chagrined, apprehensive.

T h e  execu tive officer, L ieu ten an t-C o m 
m ander M iddleton, w as p acin g b a ck  and 
forth  stu d yin g the report sheet ju st handed 
to  him , and  w hich contained a  recital o f  th e  
cases b rought fo r h is disposal. H e  w as to 
b e  sole ju d ge and ju r y  in th is police court.

!
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I t  w as an average, routine m orning. A il 
o th er offenders, like  C yru s, h a d  been cited  
on their ow n recognizance.

A p p a re n tly  th e  com p arative inoffensive
ness of th e  com plain ts an n oyed  execu tive 
officer M id d leto n . H e  w ould  h a v e  liked  
“  som ething to set h is  teeth  in to ,”  b u t, a t  
first glance, th is crop o f  m alefactors m er
ited little  m ore than reprim ands and  sus
pended sentences. T h e re  w as n ot even  an 
honor m an to dem erit, w hich  w as h is  fa v o r
ite  form  of discipline.

“  Judge ”  M id d leto n  w orked  through h is 
d ocket rap id ly . H e  w as n ot p a tien t in  lis
tening to  explanations. U n less th ere w a s a  
fla t denial o f th e  charge h e  w ou ld  n o t con 
sider exten u atin g  circum stances. T h e  p en n y 
an te artists w ere sentenced to “  h am m ocks ”  
a t  “  retreat ”  fo r th ir ty  d a ys, w ith ou t a c
cess to the recreation  h a ll d u rin g  th a t tim e, 
and a  w arn ing th a t repetition  o f  th e  offense 
w ould  brin g  upon them  severer penalties.

T h e  n eglectfu l coxsw ain  w as reprim and
ed p u b licly . T h e  s lee p y  sto ker w as con 
dem ned to serve tw o ex tra  w atch es, un der 
close surveillance. T h e  ja ck ie s  w ho m ade 
cruel sp ort o f  th e  b ea r w ere sentenced to  
a  d a y  each in th e  b rig , b u t th e  sentences 
w ere suspended w ith  the p roviso  th a t th e y  
b e  enforced on a  second offense.

C y ru s  w as the last to  com e fo rw ard  in  
response to  his nam e. Ju d ge M id d leto n  
looked to the com plaining ensign. T h e re  
seem ed a  hopeful gleam  in  h is eye.

“  W h y , th is is  a  serious offense, M r. T en - 
fla ir.”

“  A y e , s ir ,”  w as the resp ectfu l assent. 
T h e  ju d ge addressed C yru s, sa y in g:
“  Y eom an , y o u  are ch arged  w ith  m a

licious m ischief in  en tering th e  starboard  
sixteen-inch tu rret clan destin ely  in  the ab 
sence o f the gun crew  and th e  responsible 
officers. G u ilty  or not g u ilty ? ”

“  W h y , sir,” 's tam m ered  C y ru s , “  I  d idn ’t  
kn ow  there w as a n y  harm . “  I  ju st— w h y —  
I , sir— ”

“  D o n ’t  trifle, yeom an. A n sw er th e  
question — y e s  or no. A re  y o u  g u ilty ? ”

“ I  w as n ot m alicious, sir. I — ”
“  N o  com m ents, yeom an. A n sw er m e 

now  d irectly , no equivocation , y e s  or no—  
did y o u  enter th e  sixteen-in ch tu rret y e s
te rd a y  afternoon  d urin g th e  fire d r ill? ”

“  Y e s , s ir .”
“  W h o  g a v e  perm ission?”
“ N o  one, sir. I — ”
T h e  ju d g e  raised  a  ste m  finger. “ N o  

com m ents, yeo m a n ,”  h e  said, and turned 
t o  th e  ensign, ask in g: “  In  w h a t m anner 
h ad  h e  ta m p e red ?”

“  I  w as too soon fo r him , s ir ,”  T en fla ir  
p ro m p tly  asserted. “  I  saw  him  go in an d  
w as on h is heels. H e  had ju st p u t h is hand 
on th e  b reach  o f th e  starboard  rifle w hen 
I  en tered an d  called  h im ; b u t, sir, i f  y o u  
w ill p erm it m e— th is go b  is  a  n uisance. 
H e  has n o  respect fo r discip line; th in ks 
h e  h a s  a  righ t to roam  into a n y  p a rt o f 
th e  sh ip , even  to  the a d m iral’s cab in  and 
th e  turret. H e  belongs in the p a n try , b u t 
h e  w o n ’t  s ta y  th ere .”

T h o u g h  sym p ath etic  w ith  th e  ensign, 
M id d leto n  h alted  th e  ex parte com m ent 
w ith  a  gesture, an d  resum ed th e  tria l w ith  
th e  offender.

“  N o w , y eo m a n ,”  h e  continued, “  y o u  
sn eaked  in to  th e  tu rret d u rin g fire drill 
w h en  y o u  k n e w  the crew  w ou ld  b e  absent. 
T h e re fo re  y o u  m ust h a ve  kn ow n  y o u  w ere 
v io la tin g  regulation s, an d  no p lea  of ign o
ran ce could  b e  allow ed. T h e re  can  b e  no 
d ou b t y o u  w ere  m ischievous. So fa r  the 
c h a rg e  is  upheld. N o w , then, th e  o n ly  
q uestion  rem ain ing is, w ere y o u  m ali
c io u s? ”

“  I  w a s n ot malicious, s ir ! ”  C y ru s  sto u t
l y  insisted, h is ey es flashing.

“  A  m om ent, yeom an , and p erm it m e to 
b e  th e  ju d ge. A n sw er m y  questions. W h y  
d id  y o u  en ter th e  tu rre t? ”

“  I  w an ted  to see h o w  th e  b ig  gu ns w o rk, 
s ir .”  H e  looked  sq u a re ly  a t  th e  m artin et.

“ A h ! C u r io s ity !”  O fficer M id d leto n  
seem ed n ot d ispleased w ith  th e  fo rth righ t 
m anner o f  h is prisoner, a n d  rum inated: 
“  W ell, th e  turret is  interesting. Y o u  h a ve  
been in  th e  service  o n ly  a  sh o rt tim e. I  
can  un derstan d h ow  th e  desire to  enter a  
forbidden  p la ce  and  o b serve th e  hidden 
m echanism  m igh t h a v e  so arou sed  y o u r  
cu rio s ity  th a t y o u  w o u ld  v io la te  regu la
tions, b u t  w e m u st h a v e  a  w a y  to  m ake 
y o u  rea lize  th e  sev erity  o f  y o u r  offense. 
C u rio s ity  can no t en tire ly  excu se y o u .”

“ I t  w as n o t cu rio sity , s i r ! ”  C y r u s  in
sisted  sto u tly .
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“  W h a t !”  E v e ry  fiber in the m artin et’s 
b o d y  sprang to atten tion . “  N o t cu riosity? 
T h en  w h a t w as i t ? ”

C y ru s  looked to E n sign  T en fla ir. T h is  
officer had been the first to  whom  h e h a d  
told  his am bition  the d a y  he rode from  
L in kersp ort to B ro o k ly n . W h y  did  he not 
sp eak  u p  and exonerate him ? T h en  he 
noted the sneer on T e n fla ir ’s lips, and he 
w as filled w ith  a  sudden pride th a t re
sented eith er rid icule or accusation. F o r  
the m om ent he m ade no reply.

“  W h a t w as i t ? ”  dem anded the judge.
“  F o r a  p riva te  re a so n !”  C y ru s  a t len gth  

replied grim ly,
“  A  p riva te  rea so n !”  snapped the execu

tiv e  officer. “  T h a t  is enough, yeom an. I f  
y o u  w ere fran k  w ith  m e I m igh t help  you . 
B u t ‘ a  p riva te  reason ’ m a y  b e  m alicious; 
it  m a y  even b e  treasonable. Y o u  are o f 
course conscious th a t yo u  have given  an 
oath  of lo y a lty  to the flag  o f the U n ited  
S ta tes.”

T h e  blood m ounted to C y r u s ’s  tem ples. 
H e clenched h is hands in stin ctive ly  a t the 
veiled  insult, b u t his teeth  w ere tig h tly  
closed.

“  T w en ty -fo u r hours in the b r ig !”  T h e  
judge— and ju ry — concluded tersely: “ A n d  
thin k it  over! M arin e, see to y o u r pris
o n e r!”

T h e  m arine w ho stepped forw ard to 
touch C y ru s  on the shoulder and  escort him  
a w a y  w as— Serpel. H is  eyes closed in m o
m en tary  anguish as he perform ed his d u ty. 
C y ru s  w alked obedien tly  ahead o f him  as 
he indicated  th e  w a y  along the starboard  
rail, down th e  nearest com panion ladder, 
across the m ain deck, dow n three ladders 
on the p o rt side, along th e  p o rt h u ll, until 
th e y  reached the brig.

A s  th e y  w ere safe from  all sigh t and  ears 
— along the port hull o f the turbine deck—  _ 
M a rin e  Serpel w alked  abreast o f  h is p ris
oner and said, sotto voce: “ I ’m  sure d a ft 
w ith  m isery  fo r  yo u , yeo m a n .”

C y ru s  looked u p  and  saw  the u n m istak
able  h u rt in  the o th er’s  eyes. N o  one m ore 
than an  honor m an could  realize the 
degradation  in  a  sentence to the b rig . T h e n  
C y ru s  sm iled fo r the first tim e. “ I t ’s all 
in  th e  d a y ’s  w ork, I  suppose,”  he depre
cated ; b u t h is  vo ice  w as d ry .

“  ’T a in ’t r ig h t,”  Serpel insisted. “  O ld  
Stotten  B o ttle  suspended sentences on 
e v ’b o d y  b u t y o u , a n ’ y o u  w u z sure the 
least g u ilty  o f th e  lot. T h e y ’s som ethin ’ 
m ean abou t this, yeom an. T e ll m e, has 
E nsign  T en fla ir  go t it  in  fo r y o u ? ”

C y ru s  thought q u ic k ly  an d  decided to 
hold  his ow n counsel. H e shook his head. 
H e  w as too dow nhearted  to  tru st him self 
to  fu rth er speech.

T h e y  h ad  arrived  b efore a  clear sp ace 
on  the deck. T h ro u gh  open hatch es the 
b lue s k y  could  be seen, and th e  resultan t 
d a ylig h t illum ined the brig— tw o steel- 
locked  cells again st th e  hull, and a  sp ace 
in front railed  off w ith  chain s linked  to steel 
posts counter sun k in th e  deck.

C y ru s  saw  o n ly  the cells. H e  blan ched 
an d  recoiled. T h e  m arine saw  h is fea r  and 
its  cause, b ut w as q u ick  to reassure him .

“ N o t  the ce lls ,”  said  he; “ th a t’s soli
ta ry . J u st inside the chains— th a t ’s all, and 
th a t ’s  en ough.”

N eith er cell w as occupied, as  no serious 
offender w as in duress a t  the m om ent. In 
side the chains, sq u atted  on the deck, or 
ly in g  dow n, w ere ten or tw elve b lu e ja ck 
ets. A ll b u t tw o h ad  been incarcerated  for 
d rin kin g liquor. O f  the others one w as a  
dope suspect, and the other a  chronic 
sleeper at post.

N o n e seem ed to m ind th e  disgrace, for 
retention in  the b rig  could  h a rd ly  b e  called 
m ore than th at. E x cep t th at th e y  w ere 
obliged  to sleep on the bare deck, w ith  
o n ly  a  b lan ket, w hen accustom ed to h am 
m ocks, and th a t their rations w ere cu t to 
tw o sparse m eals a  d a y , these convicts 
w ere no w orse off than  their m ates on the 
ship.

Y e t  C y ru s  seem ed to  shrivel a t  the pros
pect. A ll h is sp iritual forces dried w ith in  
him . T h e  space beyond that chain , ap p ar
e n tly  so like  all other sp ace on the h u lk  o f 
steel, w ould  b e  fo r him  a  G ethsem ane.

Som ething o f  his suffering w a s conveyed  
to Serpel, though un in ten tion ally . T h e  
m arine led him  w ith  bro th erly  tenderness 
to a  p lace  inside the chain , b u t fa r  re
m oved from  all other occupants, and said 
th a t he w ould  com e b a ck  im m ediately  w ith  
a  b lan ket.

R e tu rn in g  w ith  th is n ecessity  an d  as he
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gave it  to C yru s, the m arine w hispered: 
“ I ’m m a k in ’ a  try  to get y o u  ou ta  here 
before n ight, yeo m a n .”

M arin e R everd y, serving as the cap ta in ’s 
orderly , had the last h a lf o f the m orning 
w atch  and the last h a lf o f the afternoon 
w atch . A t  eight bells he joined his buddy, 
M arin e Serpel, at mess.

“  S ick , J o e ? ”  he asked. “  Y ’ look green 
round th ’ g i l ls !”

“  Y e s , B e n ,”  Serpel rejoined, “  I  am 
sick. R em em ber the yeom an  I  told y e  
’bout— saved m y num bers th ’ n igh t I 
sm oked a  c iga rette  near th ’ seven-inch 
m agazin e?”

“  Y ’ tole m e.”
“  T h e y  stu ck  him  in the b rig .”
“  T h ’ hell y o u  sa y ! W h o  stu ck  h im ? ”  
“  O ld  Stotten  B o ttle  a n ’ y o u n g  T en - 

fla ir.”
“  Y ’ m ean th ’ first luff o ’ th ’ starboard  

B ig  B e rth a ? ”
“ Y e a h ! S ay , w h at yo u  know  abou t 

h im ? ”
“  N o th in ’ m uch— o n ly  ’a t h e ’s a  lic k 

spittle, a n ’ m ushy round th ’ cap ta in ’s 
d aughter, an am achoor b u lly , a n ’ too 
danged sm art.”

“  Y e a h ,”  s lo w ly  m uttered  Serpel, “  a t ’s 
him , o n ly  y ’d better la y  off c ra ck in ’ him  up 
to m e. I  don ’t  like  h im .”

“  ‘ C ra ck in ’ him  u p  ’ ? A in ’t no friend o ’ 
m ine.”

“  H e ’s a  low -dow n, sw ank-bellied  hind 
heel o f a  sw am p sn ake, if  y ’ ask  m e.”

“  L ea ve  him  la y  a t  th at. W h a t yo u  go in ’ 
to do abou t i t? ”

“  Y o u ’re goin ’ to  fix i t ,”  Serpel asserted, 
w ith  a  new  decision as i f  he had solved  the 
problem .

“  M e ? ”  R e verd y  w as astounded.
“  A in ’t y o u  the cap ta in ’s ord erly?  W h en  

y o u  go b ack  on d u ty  y o u ’re go in ’ to  sp eak  
to th ’ cap ta in — tell him  w h a t th is o rn e ry  
swine o f a  T e n fla ir  done to a  square y o u n g  
g u y  th a t’s stra ig h t as  a  strin g .”

“  Y e a h , b o ! ”  snorted R e v erd y . “  W a tch  
m e! I ’m  th a t th ick  w ith  the sk ipp er, I  am ! 
B lo w  up to the cab in  yerse lf a n ’ te ll h im !”  

Serpel w as so u p set h e  did  n ot e a t h is a c
custom ed h e a rty  dinner. H a lf  through he 
excused h im self and sou gh t his d it ty  box,

w hence he extracted  th e  tab let o f paper he 
used on S u n d ays fo r w ritin g to  h is m other. 
W ith  this he labored h a lf the afternoon, 
m akin g d ra ft a fter  d ra ft o f  an epistle. 
F in a lly  satisfied, he sought his b u d d y  ju st 
as th at w o rth y  w as to go again  on d u ty, and 
handed him  a folded paper.

“  T a k e  that, yo u  button-headed sim p,”  
he asserted, “  a n ’ deliver i t .”

M arin e R e verd y  read the inscription.
“  W h y , th is is for C ap ta in  V o sm er,”  he o b 
jected .

“  Y e a h ,”  Serpel adm itted. “  R ig h t sm art, 
b en ’t y e ?  C ’n read, a n ’ ev e ry th in ’.”

“  Y o u  w ant me to hand this to the sk ip 
p e r? ”

“  Y ’ go t me, b u d d y, th ’ first tim e. A n ’ 
if  y ’r sense o ’ re g ’la t io n s ’s so str ict y ’ can ’t 
do it, then look around fer another b u d d y —  
th a t’s a ll.”

“  H old  on, Joe— y ’re ta k in ’ th is thing 
serious.”

“  Y ’d be, too, B en, if y ’ saw  the look  
in th a t k id ’s eyes when I  stu ck  him  in the 
b r ig .”

C H A P T E R  X .

PRIVATE SERPEL— FRIEND.

PR O M P T L Y  a fter  the ch an gin g o f the 
w a tch  a t eigh t bells th at afternoon  
C ap ta in  V osm er, in h is office, w as 

handed a n ote b y  his orderly . O pening it, 
he read:

Deer sir, Captain Vosmer, U. S. S. Kan
sas, lat. 36 s., long. 17 ' 3 7 "  west, about, 1 
respectfully beg leave to report that the Yeo
man Bullitt, a straight young fellow, believe 
me, sir, is in the brig, and he is innocent be
fore Almighty God I swear it, captain. He is 
the yeoman you loaned the French book to 
that day when I was orderly on duty at your 
cabin, sir. If  this report goes beyond my 
duty, sir, and takes something on me that 

* belongs to another I stand ready and willing 
to take the consequences, even to the loss of 
my stripes.

Yours respectfully and obediently,
J o s e p h  N a p e r  T a n d y  S e r p e l , 

Private, U. S. M. C., C. M. O. 3 service 
chevrons.

R estrain in g an  in stin ctive  sm ile, th e  cap 
tain  called  to M a rin e  R e v e rd y , stan din g, 
as w as cu sto m ary , ju st outside h is  door.
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“  O rd e rly ,”  said he, “  are  y o u  acquain ted  
w ith  M arin e  S erp el?”

“  A y e, sir. H e is m y  b u d d y .”
“  H ow  does he com e b y  three ch evro n s?”  
“  F ran ce, C hina, and the P hilippines, 

s ir .”
“  A n d  he holds the C ongressional M edal 

o f  H o n o r?”
“  A y e , s ir .”
“  H o w ? ”
“  B elleau  W ood, sir .”
“  D iv is io n ? ”
“  T h e  F irst, s ir .”
“  S ervice?”
“  M ach in e gunner, foot transport, first 

c lass.”
“  W ell, if  he w as a  m achine gunner w ith  

the first d ivision  in B elleau  W oo d  and holds 
a  C ongressional M edal Of H onor, how  is it  
he has no C ro ix  d e G u erre?”

T h e  ord erly  indicated  his first hum an 
feeling, one o f surprised refutation .

“  Y o u  m ean th at frog  m ed a l?”  he q u e

ried.
“  I  m ean the F ren ch  official decoration 

o f  the w ar cross. I t  w as u su ally  issued 
b efore ours, or in  conjun ction  w ith  them .”  

“  H e ’s  go t th at to o ,”  exclaim ed the or
d erly, “ w ith  p a lm s !”

“  H e ’s noted everyth in g else abou t h im 
self in th is letter  ” — the cap ta in  indicated  
the p a in fu lly  indicted  epistle b efore him —  
“  w h y  did he n eglect h is C ro ix  de G u erre ? ”  

M arin e  R e v e rd y  thought in ten tly  fo r a  
m inute. T h e n  h is face lit. “  M a y b e ,”  he 
hazarded, “  he ca n ’t  spell i t .”

T h e  cap tain  regarded the accouterm ent 
o f  h is orderly. T h e  fresh ly  applied  p ip in g 
on his b elt, cap  ban d and can vas shoes w as 
as  conscien tiously apportioned as the po w 
der on a  d eb u tan te ’s nose; th e  creases in 
h is trousers w ere o f  razorlike keenness; his 
tu n ic c lu n g  to h is lean  h ips w ith o u t the 
slightest angle; h is aquiline profile  could  
h a ve  served as a  m odel for sold ierly  aplom b.

“  Y o u  are aw are,”  said the cap ta in  a fter  
a  m om ent, “  th a t it  is essential th a t an 
orderly  should  observe discretion  and care
fu lly  keep h is ow n  counsel. H e  is  n o t to 
ta lk  a b o u t w h a t h e  m a y  see or h ear w hile 
on d u ty  here. D o  y o u  understand th a t? ”  

M arin e  R e v erd y , ey es stra ig h t ahead, 
replied: “  A y e , s ir .”

“  R em in d M a rin e  Serpel o f  th at, an d— ”
M arin e  R e v e rd y  b reathed  m ore freely .
“  G o to the b rig  and  b rin g  Y eo m an  B u l

litt  h ere ,”  the cap tain  added.

A  few  m inutes later C y ru s  stood b e fo re  
th e  cap rain in  h is office. H e h ad  no m eans 
o f know in g th a t the a u d a city  o f a  m arine 
in  ap p ealin g again st all rules o f  b attlesh ip  
discipline over the h ead  o f the execu tive 
officer d irect to the cap tain  him self h ad  
b ro u gh t abou t th is in terview  w ith  one 
w hose m ere w ord  held th e  po w er o f  life  and 
death over a  thousand men.

H e  o n ly  k n e w  th a t h e  had been m ore 
th an  seven hours in a  durance w hich, how 
ever hum ane its  accouterm ent, sym bolized  
fo r him  th e  essence o f  degradation. T h e  
seven  hours seem ed lik e  seven y e a rs  of 
slow  torture. F o r  th e  first tim e he w as g lad  
h is fa th er w as dead  and could  n ot kn ow  of 
w h at h ad  b efallen  his adored son.

C a p ta in  V osm er regarded him  w ith  o f
ficial scru tin y d ivorced  from  severity . H e 
looked b eyo n d  and saw  M arin e  R e verd y  
ju s t outside the doorw ay.

“  O rd e rly ,”  h e  called, “  close the d o o r.”
N o w  th e y  w ere alone.
“  A re  y o u  n ot the y o u n g  m a n ,”  he asked, 

“  w ho borrow ed m y  F rench  ‘ B a llis tics  ’ ? ”
“  A y e , s ir .”  C y ru s  slo w ly  raised his eyes, 

brim m ing w ith  woe, to a  level w ith  the keen 
glan ce o f h is com m ander.

“  S it d o w n .”  T h e  cap tain  indicated  a  
ch air  a t  the side o f h is desk. T h e  com 
m and and  the gesture w ere a lik e  eloquent, 
and a ffected  C y ru s  lik e  a  glow  o f hospi
ta lity  at the close o f a  w eary  jo u rn ey. H e, 
a  prisoner for th e  b rig , told  to  sit alone 
in  the presence o f th e  cap tain  o f the 
ship!

H e rem oved h is  round, starched can vas 
cap , an d  sa t gin gerly  on the edge o f th e  
chair.

“  N o w  tell m e, B u llitt , w h y  y o u  are in 
th e  brig , and rem em ber th a t I  h a ve  no other 
version  o f the affair th an  w h a t y o u  w ill h a v e  
to sa y  for y o u rse lf.”

“  I  entered the starboard  sixteen-inch 
turret y este rd a y  afternoon  during fire drill 
w ith o u t perm ission, s ir .”

“  T h a t  m igh t b e  a  serious offense. W ere 
y o u  a w are  o f  w h a t y o u  w ere  d o in g ? ”
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“  I  m ean t no harm , s ir .”
“  Y o u  to ld  th is to the execu tive officer?”  
“  A y e , s ir .”
“  A n d  y o u  w ere sentenced to  the b rig  for 

how  lo n g ? ”
“  T w e n ty -fo u r  hours, s ir .”
T h e  cap ta in  w as p la in ly  puzzled. H e 

could  not y e t  see w here the punishm ent fit
ted the crim e.

“  W h a t exp lan ation  did  y o u  g iv e ? ”  he 
inquired.

“  N on e, sir. I  denied it  w as m alice  or 
cu rio s ity .”

“  A n d  y o u  d id  n o t te ll why y o u  w en t 
into the tu rre t? ”

“  N o , s ir .”
H is  interrogator seem ed to com prehend 

the situ ation  now . H is  eyebrow s lifted . 
“ G o o d !”  he added, as if  a  period had 
been p laced  on h is in q u iry. “  I  can under
stan d  w h y  M r. M id d leto n  fe lt it necessary 
to  h a ve  y o u  reflect on yo u r offense in con
finem ent. Y o u  h a ve  reflected, o f course. 
A n d  do y o u  see n ow  w h y  it  w as w rong for 
y o u  not to te ll the reason for y o u r  going 
into the tu rret in  defiance o f sh ip  regu la
tio n s? ”

T h e  tone w as even  an d  k in d ly , though 
ju d icia l.

C y ru s  looked  a t the cap tain  fran k ly .
“  A y e , s ir ,”  he adm itted.
“ G o o d !”  the cap ta in  glow ed, adding: 

“ P erh ap s, then, y o u  w ill tell m e now . W h y  
did  y o u  go into the tu rre t? ”

“  T o  s tu d y  the b ig  guns, sir, so th at I  
can  p erfect m y  au to m a tic  sigh t for use on 
m ovin g ta rg ets .”

“ W h a t !”  T h e  cap ta in  could not conceal 
h is in cred u lity . “  A n  in v en to r?”

“  A y e , s ir ,”
“  W h ich  accoun ts, o f course, fo r y o u r 

interest in  a  textb o o k  on  b allistics.”
“  A y e , s ir .”
“  A m e rican ? ”
“  A y e , s ir .”
“  W h en  did  y o u r fa m ily  com e to  

A m e rica ? ”
“  I  don’t  k n o w , sir.”
“  A re  there no fa m ily  reco rd s?”
“ W ell, sir, I  kn ow  th a t m y  great-great

gran d fath er signed the D eclaratio n  o f In 
dependence, b u t  I  don ’t  k n o w  m uch b eyo n d  
th at, sir. I ’m  so rry .”

“  W ell, w h y  do  y o u  w an t to b e  an  in
v e n to r? ”

“ T o  p a y  off m y d eb ts.”
“ D eb ts?  Y o u  are too y o u n g  to  h ave 

debts o f consequence.”
“  T h e y  are som e I  h a ve— w ell, assum ed, 

sir .”
T h e  cap ta in  w as clearly  exploring a  novel 

case. H e  foun d h im self rep eated ly  look
in g  over this ro o k y  w ith  incredulous am aze
m ent. Y e t  h e  h ad  a  final question  to ask 
b efore he could reach a  decision.

“  W ith  y o u r  a n ce stry ,”  he continued, 
“  y o u  m ight h a ve  defin ite ideas abou t you r 
d u ty  to the flag. H o w  a bo u t th a t? ”

“  I  fe e l,”  C y ru s  replied, “  th a t a fter  I 
h ave p aid  m y  debts, m y  life  and all I  can 
earn  or save or ach ieve should  belong to the 
governm ent o f the U n ited  S ta tes.”

“  T e ll me, now , h o w  y o u  becam e an  en
listed  m an .”

W ith  this audience, in w hom  for the first 
tim e since the passing o f h is fa th er he fe lt 
a  sy m p a th y  th a t w ou ld  com prehend all he 
hoped to do, h e  b loom ed w ith  confidence. 
H e  to ld  o f L in k ersp o rt, o f the shooting 
ga llery , o f  his fa th e r ’s death, o f the vo ice  
on  the radio, o f h is ride to  B ro o k ly n  in the 
ea rly  daw n, o f h is in terview  w ith  C om 
m ander L a y to n , o f h is enlistm ent, of his 
service in  the d rau gh tin g  room  w here he 
fa iled  to find the o p p o rtu n ity  he h ad  sought, 
o f h is ap p licatio n  fo r  tran sfer to a  b a ttle 
ship, o f  h is efforts during spare tim e in 
the p a n try  to prepare him self w ith  technical 
know ledge so n ecessary  to com plete his in 
vention.

In stin ctiv e ly  perceiv in g th a t the bosom  
o f his audience w as w arm  w ith  un derstan d
ing, h e  lo st h is self-consciousness and ex
claim ed, “  Y o u  see, cap ta in , I ’v e  fou n d  out 
y o u  ca n ’t  learn  w h at y o u  need from  books 
or from  m en either. I  w ould  n ever h ave 
thought o f  an  au tom atic  sigh t if  I  h a d n ’t 
w orked  in a  shooting ga llery . E ven  if the 
p isto ls fired o n ly  B B ’s still th e y  w ere guns. 
T h e  sam e th in g  h olds true u p  to a  sixteen- 
in ch  rifle. Y o u ’ve  go t to g e t righ t in  w ith  
’em  i f  y o u  w a n t to k n o w  h o w  to control 
’em , sir .”

C ap ta in  V osm er rose and  w alked  to the 
open p o rt and  looked  o u t a t  the s w iftly  flow 
in g  sea, h is b a c k  turned on the prisoner
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yeom an. H e  w as sa y in g  to  him self, “  I  
w onder h o w  I  could  p u t a  sp irit lik e  th at 
into B i l l y ! ”

F in a lly  he returned and seated  him self 
again  a t  his desk. “  B u llit t ,”  he said, “ y o u  
ou gh t to tr y  fo r the N a v a l A cad em y, and 
secure a  com m ission. I t  w ould  be a  shorter 
an d  b etter w a y  to realize y o u r am bitions. 
W h y  n ot do th a t? ”

C y ru s  fe lt h is pulses thrill. F o r a  b rief 
m om ent it  w as as if he a lrea d y  w ore the 
uniform  of the com m issioned officer. Such  
w as the a lch em y o f the bra in  an d  h eart he 
faced.

T h en  the chasm  betw een them  yaw n ed. 
H e  w ilted , say in g  h alf-h earted ly , “  I  am  
too poor and  I  h a ve  no p o litical influence; 
I  could  n ot g e t the a p p o in tm en t.”

“ D o n ’t  b e  so su re a b o u t th a t,”  th e  cap 
tain  corrected. “  Influence is  n ot neces
sary  if  y o u  h a ve  the w ill and the m erit. In  
fa ct, there has ju st com e dow n a  ru lin g from  
the Secretary' o f  th e  N a v y  w hich  m a y  fit 
y o u r  case ex a ctly . H e has announced th a t 
he w ill appo in t tw o en listed  m en to the

acad em y n ext fa ll, an d  th a t th e y  w ill be 
chosen b y  com p etitive  exam ination .”

C y ru s  opened h is m outh to speak, b u t no 
w ords cam e forth.

“  G e t rea d y  fo r th a t exam ination ,”  the 
cap tain  concluded, “  and if  I  can  help  you  
in  a n y  w a y  call on m e .”  H e turned to his 
desk  as i f  th a t term inated th e  interview .

C y ru s  m um bled, “  T h a n k  yo u , s ir ,”  
tw iddled  his cap  in  h is  hands, rose a w k 
w ard ly , started  tow ard  the door, and then 
cam e b ack , a b je c tly , as  he asked, hesi
ta n tly , “  B u t, sir, do I  h a ve  to s ta y  in the 
b r ig ? ”

“ W e ll! ”  C ap ta in  V osm er exclaim ed, “ I  
h ad  forgotten  th a t ! ’ H e  called, “ O rd erly ! ”

M a rin e  R e v e rd y  opened th e  door, stepped 
inside and saluted .

“ N o t ify  the officer o f the d e c k ,”  the cap 
tain  ordered, “  th a t sentence on this prisoner 
is  suspended.”

“  A y e , s i r ! ”  replied th e  orderly , sa lu tin g 
as he w ithdrew .

“  N o w , B u llit t ,”  the cap tain  concluded, 
“  le t  us see w h a t is  in y o u ! ”

T O  B E  C O N T I N U E D  N E X T  W E E K

U U V

IN MOURNFUL NUMBERS
C O R  every  blossom  th ere ’s a  bug,
*  F or ev ery  jo y  a  w oe;
F o r every  “  peach ”  an u g ly  m ug,

F o r  ev ery  friend a  foe.

F o r  ev ery  gain  there is a  loss,
F o r  ev ery  clim b a  fa ll;

F o r  ev ery  jo b  there is a  boss,
F o r  ev ery  dim e a  call.

F o r ev ery  p la u d it th ere’s a  jeer,
F o r  ev ery  m end a  break;

F o r e v e ry  sm ile th ere is a  tear,
F o r  e v e ry  too th  an  ache.

F o r ev ery  tire there is a  tack,
F o r  every  tru th  a  lie;

F o r  e v e ry  fortun e th ere’s  a  lack,
F o r  ev ery  sw a t a  fly .

L ooks p re tty  d ism al? Y e s , th a t’s true. 
S lim  prospect, I ’ll b e  bound.

I  d on ’t  kn ow  w h at on earth  w e ’ll do—
B u t tu rn  each  line around!

Walter G. Doty.



By GARRET SMITH

“  ¥  O O K .S lik e  the b ig  tow n h ad  go t the 
I  poor little  la d y ’s  g o a t !”  thought 

J —4 F erris as the w isp o f a  girl w aited  
a t the In form atio n  D esk  fo r her verdict.

“  I  saw  yo u r advertisem ent fo r a  stenog
rapher. H a s the p lace been filled y e t ? ”  
She h ad  p u t the question  to the blond and 
b lo w sy person a t the desk. H er cu ltivated  
voice, w ith its  u n derlyin g  n ote o f  weariness, 
h ad  cau gh t F erris ’s  atten tion .

“  T e lly n m in u te ,”  b u bb led  the atten dan t 
through h er gum , sa va ge ly  p lu n gin g a  plug 
in to  the sw itchboard.

T h e  caller, F erris thought, stood out 
again st the backgrou n d  o f the o th er girl 
lik e  a  fad in g rose b efore an egregious sun 
flower. T o m  F erris w asn ’t m uch o f a  la d y ’s

189

m an, b u t he w asn ’t y o u n g fo r nothing. H e  
believed he could  tell a  la d y  w hen he saw  
one. T h is  girl w as a  lad y  b y  a ll the ear
m arks and, unless his eyesight w as all 
w rong, a  la d y  in distress.

She w as so o b vio u sly  g e n tly  bred, so 
o b vio u sly  intelligent, and  y e t as ob viou sly  
unused to the b ig  c i t y ’s atm osphere, as 
o b vio u sly  broken  b y  a  lon g and fruitless 
search for a  niche there.

T o m  F erris ’s honest u p -S ta te  heart beat 
in sy m p a th y  for her. H e looked abou t the 
b ig , glarin g room , reeking w ith  A u g u st heat 
an d  the staccato  c la tter  o f typew riters, a t 
the b u stlin g y o u n g  job-riders, and then 
b a ck  a t  the girl.

N o , she d idn ’t belong. B u t som ething
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a bo u t the cu t o f  her little  chin and a  ligh t 
n o t y e t  burn ed  o u t o f h er v io le t eyes told  
him  she w asn ’t  y e t  beaten.

“  S h e ’s m e over a ga in ,”  h e  told  h im self. 
“  B o u n d  to  lic k  the b ig  tow n or d ie  tryin g. 
W on der i f  I ’ll b e  as n ear don e a s  she is in 
another w ee k .”

T h e  inform ation  girl turned from  the 
phone.

“  Y e h !  J o b ’s fillism ornin ’,”  she droned, 
indifferen tly. D riv in g  a  n ail in  a  sister’s 
coffin le ft  h er unm oved.

T h e  a p p lican t stared  a  m om ent, then, as 
she turned  tow ard th e  door, sw ayed  a  little . 
F erris started  forw ard  im pu lsively, b u t the 
girl p u lled  h erself together a t once and 
ackn ow ledged  h is gesture w ith  a  fa in t sm ile 
an d  a  b rief bow . T h e n  she passed resolutely  
o u t on h er hunt.

A t  th a t m om ent a  b o y  a t  h is elbow  said, 
“ M r . H a le ’ll see y o u  now , M r. F erris .”

T h o u g h  F erris  h ad  com e h u n tin g  a  jo b  
o f  his ow n, h is  m ind  w as still absorbed w ith  
the strange girl w hen he faced  the m an w ho 
w as to  decide h is fate. H a le ’s  w ords 
b rou gh t h im  b a c k  to h im self.

“  I ’m  sorry, M r. F erris, b u t I ’ve  abou t 
settled  on  an oth er m an  fo r th a t position. 
A s  I  to ld  y o u , w e  lik e  y o u r  perso n ality, 
y o u ’ve  g o t th e  a b ility  w e ’re lookin g for, 
b u t y o u  h a ven ’t  the kn ow ledge o f N e w  Y o r k  
and  the N e w  Y o r k  experience w e need in 
th is jo b . I  h op e y o u  h a ve  b etter lu ck  a t  
th e  n ext t r y .”

“  B e tte r  lu c k ! ”  F erris  bu rst out. “  I ’v e  
been hoping for better lu ck  n ext tim e fo r 
six m on ths now. Y o u ’re p ra ctica lly  sa y in g  
a  m an m ustn ’t  go  in th e  w ater in  th is tow n  
till h e ’s  learn ed  to  swim . W h y , th ere ’s  an  
a rm y  o f m en an d  w om en h it  th is  b u rg  and  
g e t jo b s every  y e a r; w h y  ca n ’t  I ? ”

“  Wrell, th e y  eith er com e yo u n ger o r  
older. Y o u  tell m e y o u ’re  tw en ty-seven . I f  
y o u  w ere tw en ty-on e or tw o I  could  g iv e  
y o u  a  jo b  th at w ouldn ’t  require N e w  Y o r k  
experience or breadth  o f  experience, a  
beginner’s  jo b  th a t I  w ou ld n ’t  insult y o u  
w ith  n ow . O n  th e  oth er hand, if  y o u  w ere 
th irty -fiv e  an d  h a d  a  broad  experience in  a  
sm aller tow n  and h ad  m ade a  record, th en  
y o u ’d b e  fitted  fo r  a  b ig  execu tive jo b  here. 
Y o u  com e from  R ochester. Y o u  h a ve  h a d  
th e  beginning o f a  good business experience

there. G o b a c k  fo r five  or ten  y ea rs till 
y o u ’v e  m ade a  record  b efore y o u  ta ck le  us 
a g a in .”

F e rris ’s ja w  set.
“  T h a n k s, b u t I  ca n ’In take y o u r advice. 

I ’ll b ea t th is tow n  y e t. G oo d d a y .”
B u t  as  h e  em erged from  th e  build in g 

an d  faced  the b la zin g  street, he fe lt  h is self- 
confidence ooze a  little.

L o w er B ro a d w a y  in  A u g u st! A  r iv er o f 
s tic k y  asp h alt through w hich  rushed 
p u rp o sefu lly  an a rm y  o f job-h olders! A  
border o f  tow erin g, fo rb id d in g cliffs, every  
one o f  w hose ten thousan d w in d o w s m eant 
a  jo b  gu ard ed  again st him ! T h e  great 
c i t y ’s fetid  b reath  strangled  h im . A  strange 
su n  b e a t w ith  a  b razen  ham m er upon his 
alien  head. H is  soul sank.

“  G oth am , th e  G o a t-G etter! ”  h e  ex
claim ed. “  W ill  it g e t m y  g o a t too, I  
w o n d er?”

T h e n , even  as h is  th o u gh ts turned b ack  
to  th e  g irl, h is fe llo w  job -h u n ter, h e  saw  
h er again .

She w as stan din g ga zin g  in a  w indow  
n ext door. A s  h e  lo o k ed  closer h e  could  see 
she w as lean in g lim p ly  again st th e  pane 
w ith  a  d ejected  air.

“ T h e  po or k id ’s s ic k ! ”  he th o u gh t, re
m em bering h o w  h er step s had fa ltered  u p 
stairs. “  W o n d er i f  I  can  help  h e r ? ”

H e  started  fo rw ard  im p u lsively , then 
h esitated .

“  H o ld  on, T o m m y ! Y o u ’re a lw a y s  
p u ttin g  y o u r  fo o t in  th in gs b y  go in g  off h a lf 
cocked. S h e ’d  p ro b a b ly  tu rn  y o u  over to 
a  co p .”

A t  th is  h e  n oted  the w indow  she w as 
stu d yin g . I t  w a s th a t o f  a  restau ran t! N o w  
h e understood.

“ S ta rv in g  to  d e a th !”  h e  exclaim ed. 
“  T h e  po or k id ! S h e ’ll b e  fa in tin g  righ t 
h ere  on  the sid ew alk.”

H e  h esitated  o n ly  a  m om ent longer.
“  T o m m y ,”  h e  to ld  h im self, “  y o u  n ever 

p ick ed  u p  a  girl on  th e  street b efore in 
y o u r  innocent life , b u t h ere ’s  w here y o u ’re 
go in g to  begin . T a c t fu l, though, b o y ! 
T a c t f u l! ”

H e  approach ed  th e  g irl now  in h is best 
business m anner, s w iftly  m ap p in g o u t th e  
first p la n  o f a tta c k  th a t entered h is  head. 
H e  w asn ’t  m uch pleased w ith  it, b u t it  w a s
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the best he could  conjure u p  on the spur 
o f  the m om ent.

“  P ard on  m e,”  he began. “  A b o u t th at 
jo b  y o u  asked  for upstairs. R em em ber y o u  
saw  me up there? W ell, there is a  jo b  open 
fo r yo u  a fter  all. I  tried to stop y o u  before 
y o u  got out, b u t som ebody interrupted me 
fo r a  m om ent and y o u  go t aw ay . A fra id  
I ’d m issed you . G rea t lu ck  I  found you  
a g a in .”

T h e  girl w as starin g a t him , first startled, 
then d o u b tfu l, b u t fin a lly  w ith  a  fa in t blush 
o f hope.

“  Y o u  m ean there w as a  m istake? T h e  
job  isn ’t filled y e t?  T h e y  w a n t m e? ”

She choked  a  little  and Ferris th o u gh t she 
w as going to cry .

“  O f course y o u ’re w anted. T errib le  
stu p id ity  lettin g y o u  get a w a y  lik e  th is,”  
he hurried  on sparrin g for tim e to collect 
other inspiration. “ B u t y o u  see— y o u  see 
— i t ’s not e x a ctly  the jo b  y o u  ap plied  for, 
som ething b etter that-— th at— 1 happen to 
h ave  the decision on. N o w — let m e thin k 
— y o u  see— ’”

H e glared  earnestly  a t h is w rist w atch . 
I t  told  him  nothin g b u t the fa ct th at it w as 
tw elve fifteen, w hich he m ight h ave gleaned 
from  a  glance a t T r in ity  steeple. Indeed he 
took to stu d yin g th a t p iece o f arch itectu re 
n ex t as if it  m ight y ie ld  a  fu rth er sugges
tion, b u t it  o n ly  reiterated  the luncheon 
hour thought. T h a t  thought w as clear 
enough. F low  to go on from  there w as the 
puzzle.

“  Y o u  see— he repeated inanely.
She saw, all right. H e  stole a  glance at 

her w ondering eyes. H e  w as afraid  th e y  
were seeing a ltogether too m uch. H o p e and  
excitem ent had given  them  a  sp arkle  and 
painted a  fa in t p in k  on the pale cheeks.

“  G osh, she’s a  little  b ea u ty ! ”  he thought. 
A n d the thought d idn ’t a lla y  his grow ing 
p an ic in the least.

H a n g  it  a ll! H e m erely w anted  to get 
som e food into th is girl before she fainted  
on h is hands. H e  d idn ’t  care w h a t she 
thought o f him  a fter  th at. O r did  he? 
W ell, an yh ow , the end ju stified  the m eans. 
P erh ap s she’d be a  good sp o rt and see th at, 
a fter  she had a  little  food.

“  Y o u  see,”  he insisted once m ore, then 
rushed on desp erately. “  I ’v e  go t a  lo t o f
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appointm ents, b u sy  as the m ischief to-day, 
g o t to get a  b ite  and run. C a n ’t go b ack  to 
the office w ith  you . G o t to settle  this job  
to-day, though! Y o u  h ave to eat before long 
anyhow . W ould  y o u  m ind ta lkin g  business 
a t  luncheon? R ig h t in  here is a  good 
p la ce .”

H e gave her no chan ce to dem ur, though 
he saw  her stiffen a  little . A  strong hand 
under her elbow  propelled  the slight little 
w raith  through the door and to an im 
m ediate table. She w as try in g  to say  som e
thin g but F erris drow ned it  in a  flow  of 
cheerfu l inanities.

She dropped lim p ly  into a  ch air held b y  
an alert w aiter. A g ain  she started  to speak.

“  P ardon  m e,”  F erris interrupted. 
“  W e ’re in a  h u rry, w aiter. M iss— eh—  
m a y  I m ake a  suggestion? I  know  the 
m enu. Suppose w e h ave chicken  broth and 
som e bluepoints, and w e ’ll decide w hat 
else w e ’ll h ave w hile h e ’s b rin ging them .”  

F erris h ad  read th at a  starvin g  person 
m u st be fed  cau tio u sly  a t  first. T h ese 
v ia n d s ought to b e  harm less for starters.

“ B u t  r e a lly ,”  d ie  said w ith a  fa in t show 
o f d ign ity , “  I  d on ’t kn ow  even  w ho you  
are. I  shouldn ’t b e  lunchin g w ith  you . 
I ’m n ot in the h a b it— ”

“ N o n sen se!”  F erris b roke in h eartily. 
“  T h is  is pure business. Ju st an  accom 
m odation to m e. Y o u  needn’t w o rry  about 
m y  p a y in g  fo r y o u r luncheon. I t  goes on 
m y  expense accoun t. T h e  com p an y p a y s  it. 
R e gu la r  th in g ta k in g  prosp ective em ployees 
to lunch and ta lk  it  over. O f course y o u  
d o n ’t kn ow  m e. I  d o n ’t  kn ow  yo u . T h a t ’s 
w h a t w e ’re here for. M y  n am e’s Ferris. 
Y o u  saw  m e u p  in the anteroom  a t B o s
w e ll’s. D o n ’t w o rry . I f  w e find w e can  do 
business I ’ll g iv e  y o u  p le n ty  o f references 
fo r  m yself. L isten , do— do I  look  lik e  a  
m asher— or som ething o f  th a t so rt? ”

T h e  girl studied  his fa ce  for a  fu ll 
m om ent. She saw  a p a ir  o f honest clear 
g r a y  eyes w ith  a  h in t o f  troubled  em bar
rassm ent b a ck  o f their effort a t calm  assur
ance. T h e y  w en t well w ith  the firm  m outh 
and clear, h ea lth y  com plexion. She seem ed 
to  lik e  w h at she saw .

“  N o  y o u  don ’t ,”  she assured him  w ith  a  
b lush, and a  fran k  hum orous sm ile that on ly 
served to torture F erris further.
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T h e  blessed food arrived  a t th is  po in t 
an d  ga v e  h im  another respite. F ood, a fter  
a ll, had been his sole ob jective.

“ I ’m  p re tty  h u n g ry ,”  he suggested. 
“  P erh ap s w e can  ta lk  b etter w hile w e e a t.”

“ W h a t else, s ir? ”  prom pted the w aiter.
C on fou n d  it, h ow  w as he going to  keep 

th is girl from  eatin g too m uch after starvin g  
the L o rd  know s h ow  long?

“  E r — w hich  w ill y o u  have, te a . or 
co ffee?”

“  C offee, p lease.”
T h e re  w as a  w istfu l n ote in h er vo ice  

w hich he ignored.
“  C offee fo r  tw o. W e ’ll call y o u  w hen we 

w a n t a n yth in g m ore,”  he ordered.
T h en  he proceeded p urpo sely  to  forget 

to  a sk  h er i f  sh e’d  h a ve  a n yth in g else.
“  N o w  for business,”  h e  w en t on a fter  

th e  oysters h ad  disappeared and h e  had 
th o u gh t o u t another step in  his perilous 
course.

H e  h ad  d ebated  p a y in g  the b ill and 
b ru ta lly  te llin g h er o f the tr ick  he h ad  
p la y ed  and let it  go  a t th at. B u t  it  w ouldn ’t 
do. H e ’d go t to see it  through. So fa r  
h e ’d ju st delayed  starvation  for her. H e 
m u st go on sta llin g in  th e  hope of m ore 
inspiration.

“  Y o u  see I  p icked  yo u  on sigh t w ithout 
kn ow in g a n yth in g abou t y o u  b u t w hat I 
saw . I ’m  a  p re tty  good ju d g e  o f ch aracter 
an d  a b i l i t y  I  th in k. I f  y o u r  references and 
tests m easure u p  to m y  present opinion of 
y o u , I  shall w a n t y o u . H a v e  y o u  refer
ences w ith  y o u ? ”

From  a  m uch w orn han d b a g  she drew 
a  h a lf dozen n ea rly  w orn-out letters. T h e y  
g a v e  him  all h is cu riosity  asked, w ithout 
the need of verbal questions.

“ R u th  D ennison, o f  B rattleb o ro , V e r
m on t; h igh  school and business college 
grad u ate; three y e a rs ’ experience in a  
B rattleb o ro  law  office as stenographer,”  he 
noted  osten tatio u sly  on the b a ck  o f an 
en velope, addin g the nam es and addresses 
o f  th e  w riters o f  th e  letters.

H is  m ost im p ortan t notes, how ever, w ere 
p u re ly  m ental— th a t for three y ea rs she 
h a d  been the sole support o f h er w idow ed 
m other, w ho h ad  died and le ft  h er hom e
less ju st b efore h er m arch upon im pregna
b le  N e w  Y o r k . Judgin g from  the d ate  and

condition o f these letters, sh e h ad  been 
h u n tin g  a  job  here in  va in  fo r eigh t m onths.

“ G osh ! S tu ck  it  o u t tw o m onths longer 
th an  I  h ave a lr e a d y !”  h e  thought.

“  V e ry  sa tisfa cto ry  references, F m  sure, 
M iss  D en n iso n ,”  h e  added aloud. “  Y o u ’v e  
h a d  no N e w  Y o r k  experience, I  assum e?”

“  N o ,”  she adm itted  fa in tly . “  N eed  
th a t m ake a  d ifferen ce?”

“  N o t a  b it. N o t  a  b i t ! ”  he assured her 
h ea rtily . “  I ’m not as  m uch o f a  believer 
in this N e w  Y o r k  experience th in g  as som e 
people are. N o w , in tow ns like B ra ttle 
boro ,’ and R ochester, N e w  Y o rk , yo u  get a 
broader experience w hile y o u ’re in  train ing 
than y o u  do here, and  get on to the ropes 
q u icker. B esides, y o u ’re  com ing to N e w  
Y o r k  a t  ju st th e  righ t a g e .”

“  W h ich  is ? ”  she asked  dem urely, and 
giggled  a t h is confusion, a  m ost en tran cin g 
m usical giggle.

“ J u st the r ig h t a g e ,”  h e  m anaged to say , 
and lau gh ed  w ith  her.

She h ad  a  sense o f hum or, th a t girl. A n d 
p retty ! A  tran sform ing m iracle w as going 
on  b efore h is  eyes under the influence of 
th e  lim ited food he h ad  cau tio u sly  allow ed 
her.

“ I f  y o u  approve o f tow n s like R oches
ter, N e w  Y o rk , so th o rou gh ly, w h y  did  you  
lea ve  R o ch e ster?”  she asked, searching him  
w ith  h er clear eyes.

F erris stared a t her, startled.
“  H o w  in  the w orld  did  y o u  kn o w  I  cam e 

from  R o ch ester?”  he dem anded sus
piciously .

“  O h, I  d idn ’t , ”  sh e lau gh ed  in delight. 
“ I  ju st guessed it  from  the tone o f y o u r  
vo ice  w hen y o u  sp oke th e  nam e. O f course, 
y o u r p ick in g  R ochester a s  an  exam ple w as 
suspicious, to o .”

F erris w as perspiring a  litt le  m ore than 
even  the A u g u st h ea t dem anded. T h is  girl 
w as en tire ly  too keen. H e  m ust w ind u p  
th is im possible situation  b efo re she m ade a  
com plete fool o f  him .

“ W ell, n o w ,”  he began , all business 
again , “  th e  im portant q uestion  is, how  
m uch sa lary  do  y o u  w a n t?  I  can p a y — ”

H e  stopped short. A  sudden sensation o f 
intense chill raced  u p  h is  spine. M en tio n  
o f p a y in g  a n y th in g  b rou gh t b a ck  to h is 
m ind  th e  dam ning fa ct th a t h e  h ad  broken

2 A



GOTHAM, THE GOAT-GETTER.

his last b ill a t b reak fast th a t m orning. H e 
h ad  m erely  noted th a t h e  had enough 
chan ge to w iggle through the d a y  econom 
ica lly . A fte r  th at, if  he d id n 't find a  jo b  
to -d ay , h e ’d h a v e  to figure o u t a  w a y  to 
m orrow  to finan ce him self a  little  longer. 
T h ereup on , bein g a  y o u n g m an  w ho le t to 
m orrow  ta k e  care o f itse lf, he h ad  dism issed 
the subject.

N o w  he w as certain  th e  litt le  h an dful o f 
chan ge in his p o ck et w ou ld n ’t p a y  even for 
th is m eager luncheon.

H e  looked dow n th e  crow ded restauran t. 
T h e ir  corner h ad  seem ed so secluded a 
m om ent before. N o w  it seem ed lik e  a  raised 
p latform  in th e  center o f a  v a st hall in 
w hich a  m illion people had sudden ly 
stopped ea tin g  to g a ze  a t him . H e  im ag
ined the scene w hen th e  w aiter presented 
their check.

“  W ill y o u  excuse m e a  m om en t?”  he 
exclaim ed. “  I  forgo t a  telephone call I  
m ust m ake a t on ce.”

In  a  telephone booth  in th e  lo b b y  he 
took stock. E ig h ty -th ree  cents! H is b ill 
w ould  b e  w ell o ver a  dollar— perhaps tw o 
dollars. T h is  w as an  expensive restau
rant.

N ic e  little  situation , w as it  n o t?  T h e  
m ore he thought abou t it, th e  m ore awTk- 
w ard  it  seemed. A n d  the h otter the tele
phone booth grew . H is  brain  began  to  feel 
lik e  his collar and ju st a bo u t as fu ll o f good 
ideas.
• H e  opened th e  booth door fo r a  breath  

o f  air, and w ith  it  'cam e an  inspiration. A  
few  feet a w a y  w as the restauran t exit, and 
no one gu ardin g it c lo sely  for the m om ent. 
U nnoted h e  slipped out to th e  street b are
headed. A roun d the co m er and  dow n to 
N assau  Street he hurried. T h e re  he paused, 
relieved to find no h u e and c ry  behind  him . 
T h e  v e ry  ease w ith  w hich  h e  had stepped 
out a  few  y a rd s  and lost h im self in th is 
boilin g hum an caldron m ade him  shud
der.

B u t, no, our k n ig h t erran t w as n ot cra- 
v e n ly  abandoning a  la d y  in distress. In  a  
few  m om ents he h ad  foun d w h a t he sought 
— the three-ball sign o f a  paw n broker, th e  
o n ly  frien d ly  sym bol m a n y  a  lo n e hum an 
m ite  ever finds in the b ig  c ity .

H e  had been go ne less than  ten  m inutes
3 A

w hen h e  returned to the ta b le  m inus his 
w rist w atch and p lu s tw en ty  dollars.

“ So so rry ,”  he apologized. “  H a d  trou 
b le  lo catin g  m y  m an. N o w  to  get dow n to 
business again . L e t  m e test y o u r d icta
tio n .”

H e  g a v e  h er a  pencil an d  the b a c k  o f  a  
le tter  and  d ictated  rap id ly  a  fa n cifu l letter 
h e  had im provised on  th e  w a y  b a ck  from  
th e  paw nshop.

S h e read h er n otes b a ck  to  him  p e rfe ctly  
w ith o u t a  stum ble.

“ F in e! Y o u ’re hired, i f  term s are 0 . K . 
I l l  start y o u  a t th irty  dollars a  w eek, and 
h ere ’s  fifteen  dollars to  b in d  th e  bargain . 
Y o u  can  ju s t w rite  a  receipt on  the b ack  
o f  th is envelope to m ake ev eryth in g  b u si
nesslike.

“  N o w , I  c a n ’t  p u t y o u  to  w o rk  until a  
w ee k  from  to -d ay . P ro b a b ly  y o u ’ll be glad  
o f  a  little  rest from  jo b  hunting. Y o u r  sal
a r y  begin s nowT, o f course— a  little  vacatio n  
in advance.

“  A n oth er th in g y o u  m a y  th in k  a  b it 
odd. I  h a ven ’t a n y  office address a t pres
ent. I ’m  h elp ing open a  new  business, and 
on accou n t o f certain  riva ls  w e ’re keep in g 
it  d a rk  till w e start. I ’d  trust y o u  w ith  the 
facts, b u t I ’v e  agreed w ith  m y  associates 
n o t to tell a  soul outside the circle.

“  M ean tim e, h ere ’s m y  residence address. 
I f  y o u  w ant to look m e up, see M r. G eorge 
M ersereau a t H allow ell B rothers. H ere’s 
h is address. F o r  the sam e reason I  gave 
above, I  can ’t refer y o u  to m y  old business 
associates,

“  N o w , le t m e kn ow  w here to  find yo u , 
please, so I  can  drop y o u  w ord  w here to 
com e w hen w e’re rea d y .”

A  little  d o u b tfu lly  she ga v e  him  the ad
dress o f  the Y .  W . C . A ., and th e y  parted  
im m ediately  a t th e  restauran t door. H e  
turned  and  w atch ed  h er h u rry  dow n the 
street.

“  W on d er w h a t she th in ks! B e t  sh e’d 
h a v e  turned m e dow n if  she h a d n ’t needed 
th at m on ey th e  w orst w a y. G pd, I ’v e  got 
m y  w ork cu t o u t fo r  m e n ew ! G o t to  m ake 
good w ith  her. G o t to  get a  jo b -fo r  her 
th is w eek  som ehow , w hether I  find a n y 
th in g to  do m y se lf o r  n o t.”

A t  least a  hundred tim es a  d a y  during 
th e  n ext w eek h e  cursed h im self fo r  get-
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tin g into such a  tangle. H e  could  drop o u t 
o f it  w henever he chose. She h ad  go t m on ey 
enough out o f it to g iv e  her a  w ee k ’s  fresh 
start. A ll he h ad  to  do w as to sen d h er a  
line sa y in g  h is business p lan s h ad  fa llen  
through.

T h e n  each tim e he w ou ld  see a  vision  o f  
R u th  D en n iso n ’s  ey es and  h e ’d kn ow  he 
h ad  to stick . H e  som ehow  cou ld n ’t  b ear the 
th o u gh t o f  a  lo o k  o f d isappointm ent or 
d istrust leveled  a t  him  from  th a t p articu lar 
p a ir  o f eyes. H e d id n ’t  understand that 
eith er a t the tim e.

N o t th a t he w a sn ’t  assailed  b y  m om ents 
o f d istrust h im self. L o o k in g  over the H elp  
W an ted  ads in  an  even ing paper, h is eye  
cau g h t sigh t o f  a  featu re sto ry  in  an  ad
jo in in g new s colum n. M iss  T erese  L a  F on d, 
the p a p e r ’s ch ief “  sob sister,”  w as w ritin g 
a  series o f articles on unem ploym en t based 
on  her ow n experience w hile disguised as a  
jo b  hunter.

A  horrible th o u gh t stru ck  h im  num b. 
W a s it  possible th at R u th  D en nison  and 
T erese L a  F on d  w ere one an d  the sam e 
person, th at h e ’d find the sto ry  of h is m is
guided b u t w ell-m eant p ra n k  spread o u t 
in  new s print to h elp  m ake a  G oth am  
A u g u st d a y  less d reary  and lonesom e? H e  
h ad  to know !

T h a t  even ing he called  a t  the Y .  W . C . A . 
to  find out. N o , M iss D en nison  did  n ot 
liv e  there. She m erely  go t her m ail there. 
N o , th e y  d id n ’t  k n o w  w here she lived  or 
w orked.

T h a t  d id n ’t  lo o k  so good! N e x t  m orn
ing he called  on M iss L a  F on d a t her office 
and  w as relieved. She m ost em p h atically  
w as n o t R u th  D en nison, n ot b y  a t  least 
fifteen  years an d  a  set o f  facia l scenery 
th a t w as little  if  a n y  im proved b y  earnest 
b u t m isguided a rt  w ork.

B u t he w as h avin g harrow in g troubles of 
h is o w n  these d ays, besides h is continuous 
fa ilu re  to  find a  jo b  fo r h im self or th e  girl. 
W ith in  fo u r d a y s  a fte r  h e  p arted  w ith  her 
a t  the restau ran t h e  h ad  spent th e  last cen t 
o f  the little  b alan ce  le ft  from  w h a t h e  h a d  
raised on his w atch . H is  room  w as p aid  
fo r  in ad van ce to  the en d  o f th e  w eek. 
B u t  h e  h a d n ’t  a  cen t to  ea t w ith , and 
now here to  g e t a  cent.

A ll b ecau se h e  h a d  m et th e  g irl. F irst,

h e  h ad  paw n ed h is w a tch  an d  squandered 
m ost o f th e  proceeds on  her. Second, 
through h er he h a d  for the tim e bein g cu t 
him self off from  th e  p o ssib ility  o f borrow 
in g from  his friends. F o r  he h ad  given  to 
the girl as a  reference G eorge M ersereau, 
h is o ldest and m ost influential friend in 
tow n. T h en , to b e  sure M ersereau w ouldn 't 
spill the beans i f  the girl m ade inquiries of 
him , F erris h ad  called  up his friend and 
prepared him .

B u t, b ein g asham ed to confess the p re
sum p tuous pretense w ith  w hich he had b e
guiled  M iss  D en nison, h e  le t G eorge th in k  
also th a t h e  w as opening a  business. So 
now  to borrow  a  sm all sum  from  him , or 
a n y  o f their crow d, w ould  b e  to confess 
the w hole thing. F erris suffered from  a 
pride too stubborn  for that.

A s  for his fa th er in R ochester, th e y  h ad  
quarreled  over his com ing to N e w  Y o rk , 
an d  -he could  g e t n othin g from  hom e b u t 
car  fa re  b a ck  an d  a prom ise o f a  good jo b  
w hen he go t there. N o t  th a t y e t!  H e ’d 
tr y  a  little  starvin g first.

A n d  h e  did sta rve  fo r one w hole d a y. 
H e  k e p t u p  h is double can vass fo r  jobs, 
b u t the old fire o f  h is approach w as spent. 
T h e  n ext forenoon w as the same. A n d  to 
m orrow  m orning w as the tim e set fo r M iss 
D en n iso n  to report fo r w ork. H e m ust 
n o tify  her not later than  th at even ing as he 
h ad  prom ised.

P oor k id ! P erh ap s she w as o u t o f  m oney 
again  b y  now  and  b lissfu lly  depending on 
him .

In  his desperation h e  w ent down to see 
G eorge M ersereau  that noon. H e  had hoped 
G eorge w ould  in v ite  him  to luncheon, b ut 
he h ad  another engagem ent and could on ly 
see him  fo r a  few  m inutes. U n fo rtu n a tely  
there w as no hope o f a  jo b  w ith  G eorge. 
H is  concern em ployed v e ry  few  m en, and 
p a rt of those h a d  been laid  off during this 
y e a r  o f business depression.

“ C om e another tim e and s ta y  all d a y, 
T o m m y ,”  he invited . “  A n y th in g  special 
on y o u r m ind? Y o u ’re n ot looking so w ell. 
B een  s ic k ? ”

“ B een  p re tty  b u sy  and w o rried ,”  F erris 
adm itted. “  S ay , d id  th a t little  M iss D e n 
nison I  called  y o u  up  abou t ever ask  y o u  
a b o u t m e?>’
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“ She sure did! O h, b o y! Som e girl! 
Y o u  lu ck y  dog! I ’d h ave hired  h er m yself 
if y o u  hadn ’t. I f  yo u  w eren’t a  friend of 
m ine I  thin k I ’d have taken  her a w ay  from  
y o u  a t that. A s  it w as I told h er y o u  were 
the salt o f the earth. Said  1 d idn ’t kn ow  
w hat yo u r m ysterious new  deal was, b u t 
th at y o u  had all kinds o f b ack in g  in 
R ochester, and stood ace h igh  w ith  ev ery 
body here.”

“  T h a n k s a w fu lly , G eorge. S ay , listen. 
D o  you  m ean w h at y o u  sa y  abou t hirin g 
h er? ”

“  W h a t do you m ean? H a v e n ’t yo u  
hired h e r? ”

“  Y e s, b u t the fa c t  is I ’v e  go t to  renig. 
M y  d eal’s hung fire, and I  ca n ’t p u t her on 
for an indefinite tim e and I ca n ’t afford to 
hold her. W ill y o u  ta k e  her off m y h a n d s?”

“ W i l l i ?  W ill a  pu p  gn aw  a  bone? T h a t  
is if  she can  w ork as well as  she ta lks and 
looks. A t  th a t I ’d  p a y  q u ite  a  lo t to have 
her around as an ornam en t.”

“  S h e’s as good as she looks. I ’v e  tried 
h er.”

“  Send her around. I ’ve  been p u ttin g  u p  
w ith a  false alarm  fo r m onths because I  
co u ld n ’t find an y th in g  better. W hen  can  
she co m e?”

“  T o-m orrow  a t nine, if she h asn ’t 
changed her m in d .”

“  F ine! I ’ll fire th at oil can  o f m ine this 
p .m . See yo u  an d  h er in the m orning. G o t 
to run n o w .”

“  A ll right, old b o y , b u t listen. I  w arn  
y o u  now  that as soon as I  get lan ded here 
right I ’ll get h er a w ay  from  y o u .”

M ersereau eyed  him  curiously.
“  Y o u  th in k  quite a  lo t o f that you n g 

la d y , d o n ’t yo u , T o m m y ? ”
“ D o n ’t y o u ? ”  F erris asked.
T h e y  looked into each o th er’s eyes search- 

in g ly  for a  m om ent, then both laughed.
“ T u t!  T u t ! ”  M ersereau  ch u ckled . “ A  

fine pair o f m oon ca lv es w e are over a  girl 
w e ’ve seen once each. W e  both regard her 
str ictly  in a  business light, o f course. A ll 
right, T o m m y , th e  w a r's  on. A n d  m ay the 
best m an w in .”

B u t  T o m  Ferris, a t  least, fe lt  som ething 
deeper than their banter im plied, though 
h e  tried to scoff a t h im self fo r  it. H e ’d 
m ade good w ith  the g ir l and saved his

d ign ity  p re tty  w ell. W h a t m ore did he 
w an t?  H e  cou ld n ’t answ er th at question.

T h e  question  w as there harder than ever 
w hen h e  m et R u th  D en nison  in M ersereau ’s 
anteroom  n ext m orning. A  w eek  o f rest 
an d  foo d  h ad  com pleted the m iracle his 
cau tio u s luncheon had begun. H e  h a d n ’t 
dream ed she could b e  so p retty .

B u t h e . sw allow ed hard and gave her 
briefly  th e  exp lan ation  th at had satisfied 
M ersereau. H er expression puzzled  him  as 
h e  talked . H e  co u ld n ’t  tell w hether she was 
g lad  or sorry, a n g ry  o r  not. She seem ed to 
b e  stu d y in g  h is fa ce  and w aitin g  fo r him  to 
s a y  m ore.

M ersereau cam e in a t  th a t m om ent, and  
greeted  her cord ia lly .

“  W h a t ’s the v e rd ic t? ”  h e  asked. “ H a v e  
y o u  decided to g iv e  us a  tr ia l? ”

“  W h y — w h y, y e s ,”  she agreed. “  I  sup
pose so. I  h a v e n ’t  a n yth in g else in m ind. 
I  am  sorry  y o u r p lan s w en t w rong, M r. 
F erris. I  hope y o u  w ill g e t them  straigh t
ened out soon.”

“  T h a n k s. I  told  M r. M ersereau I ’d be 
aroun d a fte r  y o u  again  b efore long. G ood 
Juck to yo u . I ’ll have to run n o w .”

A n d  h e  fled a b ru p tly . T h a t  w as over. 
N o w  h e  could look  a fter  his ow n affairs. 
G o t to borrow  a  little  coin  and stick  it  out 
u n til h e  lan ded  som ething. C atch  him  m ak
in g  a  fool o f  h im self over a  girl again! 
M ersereau  cou ld  h ave her.

T h e n  he foun d h im self starin g in a  restau
ra n t w indow  ju st as he h ad  seen R u th  
D ennison doing a  w eek  ago. I t  w as m ad
dening, b u t h e  cou ld n ’t lea ve  it.

T h e  m ingled  fum es o f  ta x icabs and 
steam ing asph alt acted  as ether to his sw im 
m ing senses. T h e  rum ble o f  the c ity  seem ed 
to  b e  grow in g dim  fo r a  m om ent. B u t  he 
p u lled  h im self together and tried to th in k.

L e t ’s  see. W h o  w ould  he ta ck le  first fo r  
a  little  m on ey? N o t  M ersereau! H is  new  
secretary  m igh t find it  out. A n d  then som e 
one touched his elbow.

“  O h, M r. F erris, I  w as a fra id  I ’d  m issed 
y o u ! ”

I t  w as R u th  D en nison  herself.
“  Y o u  fo rgo t I  ow e y o u  fifteen  dollars 

th at y o u  ad van ced  m e,”  she w en t on, b reath 
lessly, “  M r. M ersereau  happened to h a ve  
it  h a n d y  in even  b ills  in his p o ck et and  le t
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m e h ave an advance. So I  grabbed  it  and 
ran a fter  y o u .”

She thrust a  little  w ad  o f b ills  in to  his 
hand.

“ N o ! N o ! ”  insisted F erris. “ T h a t ’s  
you rs. A n d  I  ow e y o u  fifteen  dollars m ore. 
I  hired y o u  for a  w e e k !”

“  D o n ’t b e  silly . A n y h o w , w e can ’t 
quarrel on the street. I  h a ve n ’t h ad  b reak 
fa st y et. P erh ap s y o u  w ou ld n ’t m ind sittin g 
an d  ta lkin g  it  over w hile I  eat. P u re ly  a 
business m atter, y o u  understand. T h e  
b reak fast w ill be on the h ou se.”

T h ere  w as a  m erry tw in kle  in her eye.
F erris fe lt h im self flushing. T h a t  phrase 

w as rem iniscent of their other m eal to
gether. T h is  tim e it  w as he w ho w as being 
propelled in to a  table.

“  N o w  w e will go on w ith  o u r q u arre l,”  
she announced as sh e co m fo rtab ly  settled 
in  her chair.

She held his gaze for a  m om ent w ith  clear 
ey es that seem ed to read all he had in his 
m ind. F erris sudden ly surrendered. H e ’d 
go t to be square w ith  th is girl.

“  M iss D en n iso n ,”  he began  w ith  a  rush, 
“  I  w ill keep  this m oney, and I ’ll tell y o u  
w h y .”

In  a  few  w ords h e  b lu rted  out the truth  
— that is, a ll excep t the suffering it  h ad  
caused him .

“  I  m eant w ell, an d  it turned o u t a ll right. 
I  rea lly  thought I  still had a  chan ce o f 
m akin g good w hen I  told  y o u  th a t cra zy  
sto ry, but I  w as a  c lu m sy ass abou t it  and 
y o u  pro b ab ly  despise m e,”  he w ound up 
dolefu lly.

T h e re  w as a  suspicious m ist in the g ir l’s 
eyes now.

“  B u t I  d on ’t  despise y o u ,”  she insisted. 
“  H o w  could  I  w hen y o u  saved  m y  life?  
W hen  y o u  found m e I  h ad n ’t eaten  fo r  tw o 
d ays, and I  w as ju s t abou t through. A n d , 
w h a t’s m ore, y o u  am used m e a  lo t w hen I  
needed am usem ent m ost. I  w an ted  y o u  to 
tell m e the truth  and thought y o u  w ould  
som e tim e. Y o u  h ad  b etter tell the rest o f 
i t .”

H e stared a t h er stu p id ly  fo r a  m om ent.
“ Y o u  m ean y o u  k n e w ? ”
“  I  guessed a  little  a t  a  tim e. I  began 

guessing w hen y o u  cam e b a c k  to the table
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th a t d a y  w ith  y o u r w rist-w atch  gone. I  
guessed som e m ore from  the w a y  M r. M er- 
sereau over-did his assurances abou t yo u  
th a t d a y  I  called  on him  first. A n d  to-day 
I  guess from  the w a y  yo u  look that y o u  
h a v e n ’t eaten m uch y o u rself this w eek, 
w hile I ’ve been gettin g  as fa t  as a  little  p ig  
on y o u r m o n ey.”

“  D o n ’t  rub it  in, p lease ,”  F erris begged. 
“  A n y h o w , I  h op e w e are going to be 
frien d s.”

“  W e  d on ’t need to  be enem ies,”  she 
agreed. ;t N o w  tell yo u r friend, if y o u  feel 
lik e  it, w h a t y o u ’re going to d o .”

“  I ’m  going to keep  h u n tin g fo r a  job . 
Y o u  h a v e n ’t  let old  G otham  get yo u r goat, 
and I ’m not go in g to .”

“  I  am  afra id  it  h as got m in e,”  she con
fessed. “  N o w  th at I ’ve  go t a  jo b  a t last 
and  the fig h t’s over, I  seem to dread this 
b ig  c ity  m ore than ever. I  th in k  m ayb e 
I ’m  in cu rab ly  sm all tow n folks. A re  y o u  
sure yo u  aren ’t?  W h y  don ’t y o u  go b ack  
to R ochester? I  w o u ld .”

F erris looked thoughtfu l.
“  N o t w ithout figh ting it to the lim it,”  

he gritted . “  O f course, I  m ay  have to in the 
end, b u t n o t fo r aw hile y e t, not till I ’m 
su rely  licked  tho roughly, and I d on ’t y e t 
believe th e y  can lick  m e th o ro u gh ly .”

She leaned sudden ly across the table 
tow ard him .

“  D id  y o u  m ean w h at yo u  said w hen y o u  
to ld  m e y o u ’d w ant to hire m e b ack  as soon 
as yo u  go t settled  som ew here w here yo u  
c o u ld ? ”

“  I  surely d id ! ”  he declared w ith  fervor.
“  Suppose— ju st suppose y o u  h ad  to go 

b a c k  to R o ch ester a fter  all. W o u ld n ’t y o u  
need a  secretary  or, a n y w a y, a t least a  plain  
stenographer up  th e re ? ”

F erris jum ped to h is feet.
“  D o  y o u  m ean it?  W o u ld  y o u  go to 

R o ch e ster?”
“  W ell, I ’d h a ve  to g iv e  M r. M ersereau 

tw o w eeks’ notice, to  b e  decent, I  sup p ose,”  
she dem urred.

“  R u n  righ t u p  and  do it  n ow  w hile I  go  
dow n th e  street and te legrap h ,’ he ordered. 
“ W e ’ll h a ve  the w aiter hold  our tab le  until 
w e get b ack . G otham  can  h a ve  our goats, 
i f  i t  w an ts ’e m !”

END



By E. S. PLADWELL
A u t h o r  o f  "  T h e  F ig h tin g  C o l o n i s t , "  “ T h e  P u b l i c a n , "  e t c .

A NOVELETTE— COMPLETE IN THIS ISSUE

TH E  a d ven t o f Stephen K a n e  into the 
fashion able upper circles of urban 
society  w as so devious th at h e  often  

w ondered i f  he w ould ever g e t there a live. 
H e had expected  to  m eet w ell-bred men 
and  w ell-gow ned wom en in an  environm ent 
o f b ea u ty  and graciousness; b u t b efo re he 
arrived  a t this p leasant goal his eyes w it
nessed a  scene en tire ly  different.

W h ite-cap s tossed on a  darken ing gra y  
sea w hich  seem ed to m ove etern ally  east
w ard tow ard bare headlands. W estw ard, a  
m arching curtain  of fo g  sh u t o u t th e  last 
o f  dayligh t.

A  tin y  steam  schooner, h ard ly  the m atch  
o f a  N o rth  Sea traw ler, slow ly  sw un g in 
tow ard land, w a lk in g  in to  sm oke blow n  
from  h er ow n d in k y  stack. C old  a ir forced 
w isps o f  the o ily  stuff dow nw ard so that it
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tr ick led  into a  b leak  little  wheelhouse. 
Stephen K a n e 's  calloused hand reached 
u p  and closed the m ost offending w indow  
despite a  grin  o f  tolerance from  a  b lack- 
bearded ruffian a t  the wheel.

“ N o  use o ’ th at, fa rm e r!”  grunted the 
skipper. “  Y o u  better n ot so il y o u r hands, 
seein ’ how  y o u ’re goin ’ in to  society  so 
s o o n !”

T h e  y o u n g  m an a t the w indow  grinned 
as his snub nose and sa n d y  h a ir  pressed 
close to  the pane.

“  G lad  y o u ’re keep ing m e so lily -w h ite !”  
he draw led.

“  H u h ! Y o u ’ll g it  over it i f  y o u  m ingle 
w ith  them  high-toned c ity  people. I  seen 
a  m ovie once th at show ed all abou t ’em. 
T h e y ’re te rr ib le !”

T h e  ship  sw aggered closer to  the shore.
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T h e  y o u n g  m an  peered through th e  gloom  
ahead and tried to  v isu alize  h is com ing su r
roundings; b u t h e  saw  o n ly  a  b are  h ill.

“  H e re ’s w here y o u  g it  o f f ! ”  announced 
the skipper.

T h e  y o u n g  m an ’s  q u izz ica l b lu e  ey e s  
looked blank.

“ O h ! Is  th is the c ity ? ”
“  N a w ; th is is the suburbs. E v e r y  tim e 

w e p ick  u p  a  h ayseed  lik e  y o u  d in g in ’ on  
th e  keel o f  a  catb o at in  the m iddle o f  the 
ocean, w e lik e  to lan d him  in  a  p la ce  lik e  
this. I t  g ives him  a  n ice w a lk  to  town. 
R estores h is c ircu latio n .”  T h e  sk ip p er’s 
vo ice  changed to  a  grow l. “ W e  d on ’t  
w an t a n y  innocent people a b o ard  here, a n y 
h o w .”

T h e  passenger sm iled ru e fu lly  dow n upon 
the w rinkled, g r a y  sto re c lo thes w h ich  c o v 
ered h is ta ll and w ell-kn it b o d y. H is  h e a v y  
tan  b oots w ere dried h ard  as rocks.

“  I ’m  plum b inn ocen t,”  h e  adm itted , 
“  b u t I ’m not b lin d !”

“  W ell, keep  yo u r m outh  shut. T h a t ’s 
all w e ask . G e t o u ta  here! I  go tta  go to 
w ork! ”

T h e  w heel spun around. T h e  ship  sw ung, 
rolled, sw ung again, pitched. B e lls  clan ged 
dow n to the little  engine room  a ft . T h e  ship  
h alted  and backed.

T h e  passenger stepp ed  dow n from  th e  
sw a yin g  brid ge an d  m ade h is w a y  to  the 
base o f  th e  little  sta ck  w h ere fo u r o f  th e  
cre w  w ere gathered— D a g o  M ik e , P aule, 
D u tc h  H einey, and P ortergee T o m — p irates 
a ll, b u t frien d ly  to a  sh ip w recked  m an.

T o m  jeered. “  Y o u  w a n t w e should  send 
y o u r trun k  ashore, S te v e ? ”

S teve  laughed, b u t th e  crow d grew  silent 
an d  w atch ed  th e  approach  o f a  sheer-sided 
h ill w h ich  loom ed high  an d  then  fe ll a w ay . 
A  lig h t appeared in  th e  cu rve  o f  th e  cove. 
A  ra ft  or p la tfo rm  tossed n ear th e  ligh t. 
T h e  steam  schooner’s  an ch or chain  rattle d  
out. B ells  ran g v io le n tly  below  decks. T h e  
w heelhouse w indow  opened an d  th e  sk ip 
p er b aw led  trem endous orders. T h e  crew  
descended tow ard  th e  sin gle cargo  m a st fo r
w ard . L an tern s appeared  on deck . A  w inch 
began  to snort.

“  G e t aboard  th e  cargo , S te v e !”  b aw led  
th e  sk ipp er. “  H a n g  on to th e  lash in ’s l W e ’ll 
sw in g y o u  a sh o re !”

S tev e  ran  d ow n  to  th e  w a is t  o f  th e  ship, 
w here d a rk  w a ters tossed ju s t  b ey o n d  th e  
b u lw arks. T h e  cargo  boom  low ered. R o p es 
a n d  ta ck les creaked . A  h o o k  sh o t dow n into 
a  b la c k  hold. In  tim e the h o o k  retu rn ed  
w ith  a  large  p a c k in g  case w hich  m igh t h a v e  
contain ed  a  p iano. S te v e  go t aboard .

“ G o o d -b y !”  roared  th e  sk ipp er. “ A fte r  
th is k eep  in  so c iety . L e t ’e r g o ! ”

T h e  rop e tighten ed. S teve  sw un g h igh  
o ver th e  b u lw a rk s  and then dow n to u n cer
tain  depths. T h e  tossing r a ft  rose tow ard  
him . H is p iano bum ped, h a lted , an d  began  
to  toss w ith  it. H e  m ade a  sp eed y  series 
o f  ju m p s to shore, lan d in g in  th e  presence 
o f  fo u r b u rly  an d  h o stile  m en  group ed  
aro u n d  a  lantern.

“ H e ’s a ll r ig h t ! ”  cam e th e  sk ip p er ’s 
w ind-b low n  vo ice , stick in g  to its  jo k e . “  H e  
go t sh ip w recked  on  his w a y  in to  s o c ie ty .”

A  m ig h ty  h an d  cam e across S te v e ’s chest.
“ N o b o d y ’s  a ll r ig h t aroun d here, m is

ter! ”  grow led a  h u s k y  vo ice . “  Y o u  s tick  
h e r e !”  T h e n , th rou gh  cu p p ed  h an d s to th e  
sh ip : “  W o t d id  y o u  lan d  th is  g u y  for?
A in ’t y o u  g o t a n y  sen se?”

“ I  co u ld n ’t  let h im  d ro w n !”  defended  
th e  skipp er.

“  S u re y o u  cou ld ! W a d d a  y o u  th in k  y o u  
are— a  C o a st G u a rd  c u tte r? ”

“ A w , sh u t u p ! ”  sn arled  th e  sk ipp er. 
“  Y o u  k n o w  b e t te r !”

S tev e  lo o k ed  a bo u t, s triv in g  to find a  
w a y  out o f  this p la ce . H e  n oticed  a  figure 
com ing from  th e  lan d w ard  shadow s. B e 
yo n d  h im  w ere v a g u e  w h ite  sh apes lik e  tw o 
sq u are houses.

T h e  m an cam e in to  th e  lan tern  lig h t. H e  
w as ch u n k y , sm ooth sh aven , fo rm id ab ly  
h o o k  nosed, an d  covered  b y  a  g rea t g r a y  
co a t o f th e  latest m ode.

“ T o o  m a n y  ligh ts  on th a t s h ip !”  h e  
sn ap ped. “  W h a t ’s th is ta lk  ab o u t?  W h o  is 
th is  fe llo w ? H o w  did h e  get h e r e ? ”

“  C am e ashore on  a  cargo b o o m ,”  rep o rt
ed  one o f  th e  toughs. T h e n , serio u sly : “  D o  
w e croak  h im ? ”

T h e  hook-n osed m an p rod u ced  a cigar. 
H is  s o ft  w h ite  h an d s trem bled  s ligh tly .

“ N o . N o  need  o f th at, b o ys. I ’ll ta lk  
to  h im .”  H e  tu rn ed  to S tev e . “  W h o  a re  
y o u ? ”

“  S tep h en  K a n e .”
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“  W h ere fro m ? ”
“  G ra y  B u tte , A rizo n a.”
“  W h a t ’s yo u r business?”

R a n ch e r.”
“  W h a t are y o u  doing h ere?”
“  T r y in g  to  get to the c ity .”
“  W h a t fo r ? ”
“  T o  v is it  m y  sister. M y  fath er and 

m other both  died. I ’m  a  R ep u b lican . I  can  
ride a  horse and  cook hash. W e ’ve g o t a  
dog on the ran ch nam ed Isa a c, b u t h e ’s  no 
good. M y  m other w as a  P resbyterian , b u t 
m y  fath er d id n ’t  h a ve  a n y  p a rticu la r  re
ligion. H e  sm oked B u rle y  T w is t tobacco, 
b u t I ’m stu d yin g  cigarettes. I  w as born a t 
Y u m a  and educated in th e  p u b lic  schools. 
A ge, tw en ty-five . A n y th in g  e lse?”

“  D o n ’t  g e t fr e s h !”
T h e re  w as a  pause. T h en :
“  Y o u  m a y  b e  all right. I  th in k  so; b u t 

w e ’d better k eep  a  w atch  on you . H e y , 
B ill— gu ard  th is fellow . I f  he gets  g a y , 
s lu g  h im !”

S te v e ’s vo ice  b roke o u t of control. “  S a y , 
w h at m akes y o u  bootleggers so s c a r y ? ”

“  T h a t ’s enough from  y o u . Y o u  stan d  
still and m ind y o u r  own b u sin e ss!”

Steve fe lt h is un iverse w abblin g around 
him . T h e  steam  schooner h ad  been strange 
enough, b u t his present environm ent w as 
w eird. P u zzled , he th ru st cold  hands into 
his p o ckets and w atch ed  the cargo com e 
over the w hite line of su rf a n d  thence b y  
degrees to the shore. O n ly  th e  m arvelous 
w o rk  o f the w inchm an preven ted  th e  ship  
from  slinging its w ares all over th e  p lace.

T h e  cargo piled up. A t  length the leader 
gestured. T h e  w orkm en, excep t fo r S te v e ’s 
enorm ous guardian, started  inland in to  th e  
shadow s w here sudden ligh ts glared  o u t. 
M o to rs roared. T h e  tw o w h ite  houses cam e 
to  life  and b ack ed  tow ard Steve. T h e y  w ere 
m oving van s. H e  saw  their sides covered 
w ith  flaring advertisem ents.

“  G e t to w o r k !”  com m anded the boss to 
Steve.

“  W h a t for? I ’m n ot in th is !”
“  G e t  to  w ork! ”  snarled S tev e ’s  b ig  

guardian , producing som ething th a t g lit
tered in  h is hand.

S teve  resen tfu lly  w as forced to jo in  th e  
b lu r  o f  sw eatin g m en h au lin g h e a v y  p ackin g 
cases into th e  lan tern  lit  recesses of a  grea t

w agon. V ig ila n tly  h e  so u gh t a  w a y  for es
cape, b u t no chan ce presented itself. In  
tim e th e  first v a n  w a s loaded. T h e  second 
b ack ed  up. S teve  glanced  seaw ard tow ard  a  
shredding fog-ban k. T h e  lines o f the steam  
schooner crum bled  a w a y  even  as h e  looked.

“ G e t b u s y !”  sn ap ped  the hook-nosed 
boss.

S te v e  p erfo rce obeyed , w o rkin g slow ly, 
w ondering w h a t th e y  w ould  do to him  later. 
C ase  a fte r  case w en t into the m ovin g va n  
u n til it  becam e filled . W a d s o f old q u ilts  
an d  carp ets w ere roped around th e  en d  to 
g iv e  the veh icle  a  dom estic aspect. .

B ig  B ill started  ty in g  p a rt o f th e  rope.
S teve  saw  his chance.
H e  slip p ed  o u t o f  the b u sy  c irc le  o f men 

a n d  sto le  along d ie  r ig h t side o f  the van , 
lea vin g  it  b efo re  str ik in g  th e  a rc  o f lig h t 
from  th e  lam ps, not kn o w in g th a t the shreds 
o f  fo g  distended th e  glare  and  threw  his 
b o d y  into g igan tic  silhouette.

“ H e y ! ”  ye lled  a  vo ice. “ H e ’s  g e ttin ’ 
a w a y ! ”

T h e  note o f  alarm  m ade S teve  d o u b ly  
sure a bo u t these fellow s. H e  ran like a  deer, 
in land  along th e  side o f  the hill. A  flash 
o f  flam e leaped  a t him  from  the rear. A  
rep o rt ban ged. A n o th er flash m ade him  
d u ck  h is head. T h e  w all o f the h ill forced 
him  to  race  across the v e h icle ’s lam ps. A n 
other shot b la zed  a t him .

Som e one leaped o u t o f  the v a n  ahead. 
S teve  sw erved  to  the le ft  into unknow n 
lan ds. H e  passed th e  g lare  o f  the headlights, 
b u t h is step s becam e h e a v y  in a  sand dune. 
H e  leaped  over it  tow ard  u tter  darkness. 
H is  leap  continued su rp risjp gly  dow nw ard. 
H e  th ru st out h is arm s w ild ly , tou ch in g 
n othing. S u d d en ly  his legs w ere alm ost 
sm ashed b y  th e  im pact o f  h ard  ground, 
w h ich  b rou gh t h im  p a in fu lly  to h is knees, 
b u t o n ly  fo r an  instan t. H e p itch ed  fo r
w ard  again , th is tim e lan d in g up sid e dow n. 
S p a rk s danced b efo re his eyes.

“  Is  this the w a y  I  v is it  th e  c ity ? ”  h e  
w ondered as h e  struggled  to h is feet.

A n  infern al crack lin g  noise m ade him  
sh a k e h is  head. I t  redoubled. H e  tried  to  
lo o k  around, b u t his w orld w a s p itch  d ark . 
F lash es o f  y e llo w  ligh t sp at into th e  in k y  
h a ze  a b o v e  h im .

“  W ill t^ ey  n ever le t u p ? ”  h e  groaned.



200 ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

A  how l o f  p a in  cam e, fo llow ed b y  ye lls  
and curses. M o re  shots follow ed. M o re 
yells. A  sense o f  u n rea lity  and  m elodram a 
assailed the bew ildered S teve  and h ea rtily  
he loathed  it. H e fe lt abou t, learn ing th a t 
he h ad  fallen  into a  b are  little  g u lly  or dry- 
w ash. T h e  shooting ceased. H e  clim bed 
u pw ard  s lig h tly  and stu ck  his h ead  out o f 
the little  crevasse. T h ree  excited  flashes 
w hipped out, abou t a  hundred y ard s  aw ay. 
A  b u llet sizzled  into a  sand p ile  near him .

A  lo t o f m en w ere h a vin g  a  b attle!
“ L e t  ’em  g e t it  o u t o f their sy ste m s!”  

decided Steve, returnin g to  cover. “ 111 
w a it.”

A  last sh o t popped near him . T h ere  w as 
a  y e ll. I t  subsided. S u d d en ly  h e  heard  the 
shriek o f  startin g  m otors and then the deep 
throbbin g o f  pow erful m achines. H e  looked 
o u t again. T h e  tw o m ovin g va n s w ere roar
ing a w ay , their ligh ts yello w in g the fo g  in 
fron t o f them . T h e  fo g  closed in. T h e  red 
tail ligh ts disappeared. T h e re  w as a  fa in t 
sound of m otors and then silence.

A t  length S teve  clim bed o u t o f h is cre
vasse, a  victim  o f w eird  circum stances, 
th o rough ly  resen tful. H is eyes, accustom ed 
to darkness, could tell earth from  s k y ; b u t 
his position  w as u tte rly  unknow n. H e 
stum bled forw ard, som ew hat uph ill, try in g  
to find the road w here th e  tru ck s h ad  gone.

Su d d en ly  he heard  a  muffled groan. H e 
halted  and peered a t the ground. Som e
th in g la y  ju st ahead o f his boots. H e 
reached dow nw ard, touching w arm  clo th in g 
w ith his le ft hand. H is right, sw eeping 
low er, a ccid en tally  cam e upon the b u tt o f  a  
revolver. H e  grabbed  it.

“ P ass th e  w o r d !”  gasped the w ounded 
m an. “  T e ll  ’em  the h ijack ers g o t us! ”

“  H ija ck e rs? ”  w ondered Steve. “  W h a t ’s 
a  h ija c k e r? ”

T h e  w ounded m an tw itched. D esp ite  the 
darkness h e  m anaged to co n v ey  h is alarm .

“  W h o ’s ta lk in ’ ? ”  cam e a  n ear-b y voice, 
as an  indistin ct form  approached. “  B ill!  
P ete! Is  th a t y o u , P e te ? ”

“  A  s p y ! ”  gasped the w ounded m an. “  A  
.spy— th e g u y  th a t cam e off the b oat! H e ’s 
k id d in ’ m e! L o o k o u t ! ”

S teve  did  n o t w a it fo r  the n ext m ove o f 
these suspicious m en, b u t leaped to his feet 
an d  sw u n g the m u zzle  o f h is pistol forw ard.

“  S ta y  righ t there! I ’ve  h ad  enough o f 
th is nonsense fo r one n igh t! S tic k  yo u r 
hands u p ! ”

T h e  approach in g m an ’s  form  becam e 
elongated. S teve  w alked  u p  to him  and 
foun d a  w eapon w hich he stu ck  into his 
p o cket, som ew hat irascib ly .

“  T h e  n ext tim e y o u  stage one o f these 
knock-dow n-and-drag-out show s please get 
another a u d ie n ce !”  he suggested. “ Y o u ’d 
better go hom e and tak e  y o u r  friend w ith  
y o u ! ”

“  Y a -a !  Y o u  sp y! Y o u  lookout! I  
th o u gh t there w as som ethin ’ q ueer w hen w e 
seen y o u  h an gin ’ around th e  beach! T h e  
sh ip ’s crooked, too! E v e r y b o d y ’s c ro o k e d !”

“  I  believe i t ! ”  adm itted  Steve.
“ W e  should h a v e  croaked y o u , y o u  sp y! 

Y o u  tell them  o th er birds th a t w e ’ll m eet 
’em som e d a y , and yo u , too l D o  yo u  get 
m e ? ”

“  A ll r ig h t,”  agreed Steve, turnin g aw ay . 
“  T a k e  care o f  y o u r  friend. I ’m  going. I  
hope y o u ’ll m eet all the h ijack ers y o u  
w ant! ”

T h o ro u g h ly  disillusioned concerning his 
m ethod of reachin g his sister and h er sm art 
hom e in the c ity , h e  found his road and 
can n ily  k ep t to the w heel-tracks, g lan cin g 
rearw ard u n til he w as w ell aw ay. A t  tim es 
he h alted  and his desert-trained hearing w as 
p u t into p la y ; b u t there w as no sound ex 
cep t the muffled boom ing o f the ocean.

H e  trudged uph ill for an age. T h e  fog 
lessened. H e reached a  sum m it a t last and 
descended along the edge o f a  hill.

F a r  inland, across a  d ark  vo id , he saw  a  
m ovin g ligh t w hich becam e tw in  lam ps, 
then  disappeared. L a te r  another pair o f 
lam ps passed; and then another. Cheered 
b y  th is sigh t h e  w alked  along cau tio u sly  
fo r  another hour. A t  last h e  saw  the lights 
o f  a  farm house as he cam e around a  bend. 
H e  reached a  dim  w hite fence and w en t 
p ast it. A  dog b arked . S te v e ’s feet touched 
hard  pavem ent. A  h igh w ay  at last!

H e  h alted  and tried  to  lo o k  b ack w ard  up 
th e  old d irt road, hearing no sound. F a r 
to  the southw ard, along the h igh w ay, cam e 
tw o fa r-a w ay  lights, prom ising a  possible 
ride. H is  recent troubles w ere over. Sud
d en ly, as if  rem em bering som ething, he ran 
h is  righ t hand under his shirt and fon dled  a
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m oney belt. In  an  in stan t he w as satisfied  
th a t its cargo w as fu lly  intact.

H is fingers h ad  touched fo r ty  thousand 
dollars in  cu rren cy.

I I .

I t  w as a fter  m idnight w hen S teve  passed 
m an y parked  autom obiles in  a  q u iet residen
tia l d istrict an d  h alted  in front o f a  house 
w ith  d a rk  w indow s. A  strain  o f  piano m usic 
cam e from  w ithin  the build in g. S teve hesi
tated ; b u t this w as the righ t address, so he 
ascended four steps an d  ran g a  bell. Sh o rtly  
he w as stan din g upon a  P ersian  ru g  in a  
paneled anteroom . B eyo n d  him  an  opened 
d oorw ay shone w ith  golden brilliance, 
brin ging laugh ter and m usic.

A w ed  b y  his surroundings, he tw irled  a  
p eaked  cap  borrow ed from  a sailor; and 
then, feelin g w eigh ts in h is clothes, he fu r
tiv e ly  slipped h is cap tu red  p isto ls into a  b ig 
vase on a  stand. A  vio lin  and flute joined 
w ith  the piano in a  dash o f m usic. A  shadow  
fell in the doorw ay. A  tall, b lack-haired  
y o u n g w om an, b ea u tifu lly  gow ned in shin
ing b lack, sw ept into the room and extended 
her bare r igh t arm . H e r vo ice  w as a  
resonant contralto .

“  A h , Stephen! A t  last! I  exp ected  y o u  
several d a ys  a g o !”

“  I  go t sh ip w recked ,”  h e  explained.
“  Y e s ? ”
Steve continued, feelin g th at “h e  had to.
“  I  m et a  fellow  w ho w anted m e to com e 

u p  the coast in  his catboat. H e  said he 
could  handle it. H e  fell overboard. I  
sta yed  on the bottom  o f th e  boat, ye llin g  
fo r help, till a  little  steam er cam e along. 
O therw ise I  w ouldn ’t b e  h ere.”

T h e y  appraised  each  other. N eith er had 
seen the other for years. She w as the older. 
T h eir  fa th er w as th e  sam e, b u t their 
m others cam e from  different environ
m ents, w hich reacted  on their children. 
H er costum e w as exquisite, m olded to a  ta ll 
and gracefu l form ; his w as w rinkled  and 
w recked, h anging on a  ran gy  b o d y. H er 
high-heeled slippers w ere o f  sheer s a tin ; his 
b oots w ere soaked and o u t o f  shape. H er 
rounded cheeks w ere o live; h is w ere rough 
and red. H er parted  hair, on a  sm all and 
w ell-poised head, shone je t  b la ck  in the so ft

ligh t; h is sa n d y  m op stu ck  u p  in  every  
direction. H er ey es w ere round and brow n; 
his w ere b lue, peering hum orously from  lids 
narrow ed b y  facin g  h o t suns and strong 
w inds. H er hand w as long and  tapering; 
his w as broad and rough.

She sw itched on a  ligh t and pointed to a  
lounge. She seated  herself beside him .

“  I t  is true, then, abou t fa th er’s d ea th ? ” 
she asked.

H e  nodded tow ard h is shoes. T h e  m usic 
becam e louder. A  gu st o f laugh ter and 
applause follow ed.

“  A  p i t y ! ”  she apologized. “  M y  in vita
tions w ere out before I  heard  o f his passing. 
I  could  not stop th is.”

H e  nodded again  and tw irled his cap. 
H is  eyes, strivin g co v e rtly  to  gau ge her, en
countered a  d irect stare  w hich w as eager 
and questioning. H e  resented it. O f  course 
she w as en titled  to her inheritance, b u t his 
fa th e r ’s las t adm onition  ran  through his 
brain, as c le arly  as though th e  cro ch ety  old 
W esterner w ere in this room :

“  T h a t  g ir l’s  independent and h igh 
fa lu tin ’ an d  fu ll o f society  ideas and  none 
too stead y. M o st o f  it  cam e from  h er m a, 
o f course, b u t I ’m not keen abou t h an d in ’ 
h er  a  lo t o f  m on ey outrigh t, so I  w an t y o u  
to sell h a lf the outfit, convert it  into cu r
ren cy, go  an d  see her, and dangle it  righ t in 
fro n t o f  h er like  a  p rize  fo r good behavior, 
see? P la y  her along. I f  sh e’s  all right, 
g iv e  it to  her. I f  sh e’s not, g iv e  it  to her 
anyhow . A t  least I  w an t y o u  to m ake a  
try , sabe?”

S teve  fe lt  lost and helpless now . T h e  
th in g looked easy  enough in G ra y  B u tte , 
A rizon a, b u t n o t in the presence o f this 
sophisticated  w om an! T h ere  w as m usic in 
h is ears, scent in his nostrils, and the flash 
o f polished floors in front of h is eyes. H e 
sparred for tim e:

“ I  understand y o u ’re doing concert w ork. 
H o w  is i t? ”

“  O n ly  fair, Stephen. I t ’s v e ry  sp ecula
tive, y o u  k n o w .”

H e stared a t the splendid tapestries and 
rugs in the room . She sm iled.

“  M y  m other le ft m e th is hom e and 
enough to give m e a  start, b u t I  can not 
continue indefinitely, o f  course.”

“ O f  cou rse.”
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H e studied h is a w k w a rd  feet. Som ething 
flashed abo ve h is line o f vision. H is gaze 
lifted  and  h e  sat b o lt up righ t. A  slender 
yellow -haired  girl stood lik e  an  ivo ry  
statu e near th e  doorw ay, c la d  m ain ly  in  
glin tin g  sandals, tassels o f  beads, an d  a  
v iv id  cloth  o f  gold w hich  hun g g ra ce fu lly  
from  her shoulders and shim m ered in th e  
light. She puffed a t a  c iga rette  in a  lon g 
holder, sp eakin g to  P a u la  through the 
sm oke:

“  D o  I  go on now  o r w a it  a w h ile ? ”
“  G o a h e a d !”  ordered P au la .
O ther dancers appeared b efo re  h is vision, 

one o f  them  in flu ffy  w h ite , tw o in  Spanish 
costum es. T h e y  gathered  n ear th e  doorw ay, 
ta lk in g  and laughing.

“  D o  y o u  do th is v e r y  o fte n ? ”  b lu rted  
Steve.

P a u la  nodded a  n egative, causin g her 
large  ornam ental earrings to  jingle.

“  N o t v e ry . I  could  n ot afford  i t ! ”
“ N o ; I  cou ld n ’t, eith er. T h e r e ’d  b e  a  

r io t ! ”
“.O h , th is is o n ly  a  tid b it. R e a lly  an  ex

perim ent. I  w ish to  see h o w  m y  friends lik e  

i t .”
T h e  girls passed b eyo n d  the ligh ted  door

w a y . T h e re  w as a  y e ll. H an ds clapped. T h e  
m usic sw ung into a  fa st dance.

P a u la  arose. “  I  m ust atten d  to  m y  
g u e s ts !”  T h e n  cou rteou sly: “ W o u ld  y o u  
p refer to b e  show n y o u r  room . Y o u  m u st 
b e  q u ite  tired .”

W is tfu lly  S teve  looked  tow ard  the lig h t
ed door. H e  w as gripped b y  a  great curi
osity.

“  W e ll,”  h e  hesitated, “  if  y o u  th in k  I ’d  
b etter go to bed— ”

She w as gam e. H er ch agrin  w as q u ick ly  
effaced. N od d in g, she to o k  his hand and  led  
him  through the d o o rw ay  into a  b ig  oak- 
paneled  room , w here h e  b lin ked  am id b righ t 
ligh ts and  a  b lu r  o f m ovin g figures. A  m ass 
o f faces turned  tow ard him , m akin g him  
realize  h is  horrib le im pudence; b u t it  w as 
too late.

P a u la  raised a  gracefu l arm . “  M y  
friends, I  w ish to  present m y  brother, S te
phen K a n e . H e has ju s t arrived  from  A r i
zon a a fter  perilous adventures, in clu d in g a  
sh ip w reck .”

H an ds clap p ed  lo u d ly . S teve  sensed th a t

h e  w a s a  v e ry  interestin g freak , and his 
fa ce  w as b la n k  w ith  consternation. ,

A  vo ice  b aw led  a t h im  through the noise: 
“  A t ta  b o y ! W a ter, w a ter everyw h ere, and  
n ot a  bootlegger in  s ig h t!”

S teve  grinned, b u t o n ly  fo r  an  instant. 
P a u la  led  him  around, in trod u cin g him  to  
th e  m ass o f  strangers w hose sh iftin g  figures 
w ere fu rth er confu sed in  h is bra in  b y  the 
shim m er o f ligh ts upon polish ed floors, p o l
ished p iano, g lin tin g  silver, and  sta ck s  o f 
varico lored  dishes on a  co m er table .

Steve w a s  led  u p  to a  sto u t w om an in 
b la c k ; a  slim  gentlem an  w ith  a  h u ge nose; 
a  sp o rty  lo o k in g m arried  w o m a n ; a  w ea lth y  
publisher w h o  lo o k ed  lik e  a  b arten der; a  
p a ir  o f p r e tty  blondes in d ark  b lu e  w ho 
sh ran k  from  h im ; a  th in  m aiden w ith  sp ec
ta c le s  and short h a ir; a  dem ure y o u n g  w om 
a n  in p lain  w h ite  w hose brow n  ey es w ere 
d ire ct an d  fr ie n d ly ; a  handsom e, keen -eyed, 
b lack-m ustached  m an w hose sm ile w as 
genuine; several oth ers n o t so a ttra ctiv e ; 
a n  a rm y  m a jo r; a  bearded m an  w ho looked  
lik e  an  a rtist; a  ju m ble  o f y o u n g  m en and 
girls; an d  fin a lly  a  great m oun tain  of flesh 
w hose loose, fla b b y , p in kish , b land visage  
w a s belied  b y  a  p a ir  o f b lu e  ey es w ith  a  
g im let stare u tte rly  w ith o u t expression. H e 
arose p o n derously  and lifted  a  w ineglass.

“  H e re ’s to  the sh ip w recked  co w b o y! 
M a y  h e  n ever ta k e  w a ter  a g a in ! ”

T h e re  w a s a  laugh, b u t S teve  saw  P a u ia ’s 
ey es narrow . T h e  sto u t m an gu lp ed  his w ine 
and subsided q u ic k ly . T h e  little  dancer w ith  
th e  golden scarf, stan din g m otionless in a  
co m er, allow ed h er reddened lip s to  curl 
in  a  s ligh t sm ile. S tev e  b ack ed  aw ay.

“  D o  not b e  alarm ed! ”  cam e a  courteous 
vo ice  alongside him . “  P a u la  saw  a  dancer 
lik e  th a t in the m ovies one tim e, so she 
thought she’d  tr y  it. R a th e r daring. I t  
doesn ’t  m atter, o f  course; w e ’re  w illin g  v ic 
tim s to P a u la ’s  experim ents. W e ’re used to 
th e m !”

S tev e  turned to  th e  keen -faced  m an 
w h ose intelligen t eyes w ere sm iling.

“ I ’m a  lam b and  plum b lo s t ! ”  adm itted  
the m an from  A rizon a.

“  B u t  I ’m  sure y o u ’ll lik e  us. W e are 
n o t so  abandoned  as w e m a y  seem . M ix ed  
crow d , o f course. P a u la ’s  crow ds a re  al
w a y s  m ixed. W e  ex p ect it. H ello— th e re ’s
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R im in i, the vio lin ist. H e brings people to  
their fe e t !”

“  M u st b e  go od ,”  grun ted  Steve. T h e n : 
“  W h a t ’s a  h ija c k e r? ”

T h e  oth er frow ned q u izzica lly .
“  I  don ’t k n o w  w h a t’s in  y o u r m ind, b u t 

* h ijack er ’ is slang for a  person w ho steals 
liqu or from  a bootlegger, w ho n atu ra lly  has 
no legal recourse. W h y ?  W h a t brin gs this 
u p ? ”

“  I  heard  it  to-n ight fo r the first tim e,”  
explained Steve.

“  O h ! ”
P a u la  cam e u p  and  la id  a  h an d  on  the 

o th er’s b la ck  shoulder.
“  I ’m  glad  you are so n ice  to m y  brother, 

M ic h a e l!”  T h en  to S teve: “ M r. H a m il
ton  is one o f m y  best friends, Stephen. I  
hope y o u  w ill be given  th e  p leasure o f  his 
frien d sh ip .”

M ich a el H am ilto n  bow ed to her. “  A  
broth er o f yours, P au la , needs no creden
tia ls .”

S teve  tried  to register u rb a n ity , b u t the 
great vo ice  o f the fa t  m an behind him  broke 
out in a  rum bling confidential w hisper to 
som ebody:

“  A w , h e ’s ju s t  a  po or h ick  th a t go t out 
o f the p astu re b y  m istake. Som ebody 
forgo t to m end the fen ce. T o  hell w ith  
him ! ”

S teve  colored. S lo w ly  he b ack ed  a w ay , 
lan ding alongside th e  sm iling girl in  w hite, 
w hose h air w as glin tin g  unbobbed an d  nut- 
brow n un der the light. She looked  lik e  a  
regular old-fashioned girl.

“ I ’m gettin g a ll c o n fu se d !”  he b lurted.
“ Y o u  shouldn ’t  th in k  th a t w a y ! ”  she 

chided. “  S till, perhaps it  m ust b e  strange 
to  yo u . A re  y o u  going to  s ta y  here lo n g?”

“  I don ’t  kn ow . W h a t m akes y o u  a s k ? ”
She looked  dow n upon h er clasp ed  hands. 

“  Y o u  m ight n ot lik e  it  h ere.”
“  Y o u ’ve  go t a  c la irv o y a n t m ind.”
P a u la  intruded, som ew hat agitated .
“  E xcu se m e, B eth . Stephen, I ’d lik e  to  

sp eak  w ith  y o u .”
W on dering, h e  follow ed h er through the 

crow d and o u t to a  sm all a lco ve near the 
m ain anteroom . A  su rly, b lo w sy, unshaven 
fellow  in a  g ra y  co a t stood there, dom inated 
b y  the enorm ous figure o f the fa t  m an in 
evening clothes, w hose b lu e  ey es w ere cold

ly  a lert though his b o d y  w as inclined to 
sw a y. T h e  eyes bored into S te v e ’s.

“  Send h im ! ”  ordered the fa t  m an  to 
P au la .

P a u la  held out appealin g hands.
“  I  wish y o u  w ould n ot insist, Steine- 

m a n n !”
“  A w , w h a t’s th e  difference? A ll  h e ’s 

go tta  do is ta k e  a  m essage. I  c a n ’t  reach 
’em  b y  telephone, can I ? ”

“  B u t— ”
“  T h e re ’s n obo d y else. I  ca n ’t  send a  

guest. Y o u r  servants are a ll wom en. I  
ca n ’t n avigate. T h is  other fe lla  here is 
le a v in ’ th e  c ity . T h a t  leaves it up to this 
g u y .”

“  W h a t ’s this a b o u t? ”  dem anded Steve.
“  T h e r e ’s a  taxshi outside the door,”  ex 

plained th e  m onster. “  I ’ll g iv e  y o u  address 
to go to. G iv e  letter  to  a  m an nam ed T a y 
lor. T h a t ’s all. W a it ! ”

T h e  g ian t w addled  over to  a  desk and 
scraw led  a  lon g n ote, w hich w as folded into 
a  h e a v y  envelope. A  bold  address w as w rit
ten  across it.

“ I don ’t  lik e  th is !”  protested  P aula.
“  W h a t y o u  don ’t  lik e  m akes n o  differ

e n c e !”  grow led the fa t  m an.
P au la  d rew  herself up to h er fu ll regal 

height.
“  Y o u  are forgettin g  yo u rself, Steine- 

m a n n !”
“ A w , rats! S o ciety  stuff is all righ t in 

so c iety , b u t th is is  business! C u t out the 
R i t z ! ”

“  I  said  y o u  w ere forgettin g  y o u r s e lf!”
T h e  fa t  m an ’s  eyes flared.
“  S a y ! ”  he baw led, im p atien tly . “  A in ’t  

y o u  go t a n y  sense? I ’m te llin ’ y o u  to send 
th is g u y  o u t there w ith  th is m essage—  
see ? ”

S tev e  m easured the grea t b u lk  o f Steine- 
m ann and decided th a t n othin g short o f  a  
fen ce-post w ould  do; how ever, he reached 
h is right han d out for a  h e a v y  vase. P au la  
counterm anded w ith  an  im perious gesture. 
In  am azem ent S tev e  set the vase dow n. 
T h e  m ountain  o f flesh addressed him .

“  T a k e  th is m essage, k id! B e a t i t ! ”
“  S tein em an n ! ”  p leaded  P aula.
S teve  looked  from  one to the other. H is  

eyes narrow ed as he realized th a t his step
sister w as bein g bulldozed  in  h er ow n hom e.



204 ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

W h y ?  W h a t po w er d id  th is fish-eyed fa t  
person h a v e  o ver h er? T h e  cattlem an  d e
cided to  find o u t. H e  h eld  o u t h is h an d  fo r  
th e  letter.

“ N o ! ”  cried  P au la .
“  A w , g e t o u t o f  h ere ,”  said  th e  p la y fu l 

fa t  m an to  Steve.
“  S te p h e n !”  p leaded  P au la .
“ A w , i t ’s  all r ig h t!”  p lacated  th e  gian t. 

“ H e ’ll n ever k n o w  th e  d ifferen ce!’
“ T h a n k s ,”  ackn ow ledged  Steve, ta k in g  

th e  m issive. “  Y o u ’re  righ t. I ’m plum b 
in n ocen t.”

T h e  fa t  m a n ’s ey es had the ste ad y  glin t 
o f  intense concentration.

“ Y e h ,”  he agreed, som ew hat h ea v ily . 
“ Y o u  are; b u t w h a t if  y o u  a in ’t?  You c a n ’t 
rock  th e  b oat! B e a t i t ! ”

I I I .

A  g r e e n  ta x ica b  d riven  b y  a  silen t h a w k 
faced  chauffeur d ro ve Steve through m iles 
o f  streets an d  fin a lly  into a  region o f rail
road y ard s  an d  m an u factu rin g  p lants. R o w s 
o f sh a b b y  houses began  to appear.

“ W here are  w e  g o in g ? ”  w ondered Steve.
“  W e ’re a lm o st th ere ,”  grun ted  th e  

chauffeur. “  I t ’s  a  tough d istrict.”
“ T h a t ’s fu n n y !”
“  H u h ! T h e r e ’s  lots o f fu n n y  th in gs 

n ow ad ays, m ister! I  ge t ’em ev e ry  n igh t. 
M e , I ’v e  q u it th in k in ’ a b o u t ’e m ! ’

“  I ’m ju st s ta r tin g !”  confessed Steve.
T h e  car ascended a  d irt road flan ked  b y  

d a rk  houses. I t  turned  a t the to p  o f  th e  
hill and drew  u p  to a  silent tw o -sto ry  
ed ifice w hose en tran ce w as on  th e  second 
floor, approached  b y  a  r ic k e ty  sta irw ay. 
T h e  taxi driver flashed a  ligh t on  the aged 
fron t porch. A  n um ber showed. I t  w as 
th e  righ t address.

“  W a it h ere,”  com m anded Steve, a lig h t
ing.

H e  w en t u p  th e  sta irw a y  an d  ran g the 
bell. F ootstep s creaked  and  the door w as 
sw un g open. A n  electric  light w as sw itched 
on. S tev e  stepped into an  odorous h a llw a y  
w ith  a  th read bare red carpet. T h e  door 
closed. H e  fa ce d  a  sw a rth y  m an, h a stily  
clad .

“  I ’v e  go t a  letter  fo r Joseph T a y lo r ,”  
announced Steve.

“  W h ere  y o u  com e fro m ? ”
T h e  cattlem an  h esitated , relu ctan t to  use 

P a u la ’s  address; b u t h e  to ld  the truth  dog
g e d ly . T h e  sw a rth y  m an nodded an d  led 
h im  a lo n g a  h a llw a y  an d  dow n a  d a rk  fligh t 
o f  stairs. A  sm ell o f  alcohol an d  p ackin g 
stra w  assailed  h is nostrils.

T h e  gu id e reach ed  th e  low er floor and  
opened a  door w hich led  into a  w ell-lighted  
room  w here tw o m en w ere stan din g along
side a  rum pled b ed . O n e o f them , a  slim , 
sh ifty -ey ed  fellow , identified  h im self as 
T a y lo r . H e  grabb ed  th e  letter, opened it, 
a n d  y e lp e d  to th e  other:

“  N o w  w e k n o w  w h y  them  m ovin g va n s 
d id n ’t com e here! H ija ck ers  go t ’e m !”  

S uddenly th e  reader cau g h t him self and  
glared  a t  S teve, flick in g  th e  m issive a w a y ; 
b u t S tev e  h a d  seen its  last sentence—  
th o u gh tlessly  w ritten  a t  th e  end instead o f 
th e  beginning— “  D o  n o t sa y  an y th in g  in 
fro n t o f  b earer.”

S tev e  gasped, stru ck  b y  the gh astly  coin
ciden ce o f  d ie  w h ole  th in g— first the boot
leg  b o at, then th e  m o vin g van  episode, then 
P a u la  an d  h er sto u t gu est, and  n ow  th is 
m essage; b u t a  m om ent o f  thought con
vin ced  h im  th a t these h app enin gs w ere too 
coin cid en tal. H e  had stum bled  across a  
n etw ork  so v a s t th a t a n y  one m ight bum p 
in to  it  a t  a n y  tim e! A  w h isk y  ring!

T a y lo r  tried  to  b elittle  the n ew s in th e  
letter.

“  A w , w h a t i f  w e d id  lose tw o m ovin ’ 
van s?  T h e r e ’s  p le n ty  m ore stuff a rriv in ’ ! ”  

“  S u re ,”  said  Steve, am iab ly . “  Y o u  
h a v e  to  m a k e a llow an ces.”  *

T w o  p a ir  o f h e a v y  fe e t tram ped dow n 
th e  h all fro m  outside.

“  Y e p ,”  agreed T a y lo r . “  T h e re ’s profit 
a n ’ loss in  e v e ry  b u sin e ss!”

T h e  door opened behind Steve. H e 
turned. T w o  m en faced  him . B o th  h alted  
in  surprise. O n e w a s B ig  B ill, the b u rly  
fe llow  w h o h a d  gu arded S tev e  a t  the shore 
lin e. T h e  o th er w as a  th in -faced  com 
panion. Suspicion flared  from  their eyes.

“ I t ’s th e  g u y  th a t cam e off the b o a t !”  
b aw led  B ill. “  H e  w as h a n g in ’ around 
w hen th e y  landed the goods! A n d  now  h e ’s 
here! A  sp y, b o y s! A  sp y! G rab  h im !”  

“ Y o u ’re  c r a z y ! ”  cried  Steve, b ack in g 
a g a in st th e  bed.
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“ O h , n o ! ”  ru led  T a y lo r . “ W e ’ll look 
into this! G iv e  an  accou n t o f  you rself, 
m ister! H o w  do y o u  horn into th is so 
o fte n ? ”

“  A ccid en t! ”
“  H u h ! W ell, m ebbe y o u ’ll h a ve  another 

a cc id e n t!”
B il l ’s hoarse voice b aw led  forth:
“  G rab  him ! Search h im !”
T o o  la te  S teve  rem em bered th e  m oney 

b e lt around h is w aist. Sudden pan ic  m ade 
h im  lash o u t fran tica lly  and  tr y  to rush 
through a  door or w indow .

H is  righ t fist leaped forw ard. I t  cau g h t 
T a y lo r  fa ir ly  betw een  th e  e y e s ,'k n o c k in g  
him  across the bed. T h e  other three in
sta n tly  closed in. Steve tried to sw in g again . 
T h e  th in -faced  m an sm othered h is arm  as 
he leaped  forw ard. T h e  m igh ty  fist o f B ig  
B ill descended. S teve  saw  stars. H e  sta g
gered tow ard the door. B ig  B ill stru ck  him  
again and kn ocked  him  to his knees.

S teve  yelled  a t  the top  o f his vo ice , 
d esp erately  try in g  to a ttra c t possible a id  
from  th e  ta x i driver. T h e  c r y  w as muffled 
b y  a  b lo w  in  the m outh. A n oth er h e a v y  
b low  crashed into h is r igh t eye. H e  yelled  
again, ju st as he saw  a  b la c k ja ck  lifte d  and 
poised over his head. H e tried  to sw ing a  
p ro tectin g  hand, b u t h is arm  w as held. 
T h ere  w as a  sh atterin g concussion. T h e  
w orld  sp lit into fragm en ts o f  sp arks w hich 
fell a p a rt and then fad ed  out.

H e  aw oke in darkness, groanin g from  
m a n y hurts. A t  first he h ad  an aw esom e 
feelin g th a t th is w as the end o f e v e ry 
th in g; b u t his hands la y  on w ood and the 
sm ell o f alcohol and  p a ck in g  straw  p er
sisted. H e  arose to  h is knees, n otin g  th at 
h is w hole b o d y  w as in  d isarray. A t  length 
he p u t a  hand to h is w aist. T h e  m on ey 
b e lt w as gone!

A  hoarse vo ice  boom ed from  som ew here 
outside:

“  Y o u  needn ’t w ait, driver. H e ’s  go in ’ to  
s ta y  h e r e !”

“  A w , h ow  do y o u  get th at w a y ? ”  scoffed 
the chauffeur.

“  A ll righ t, then. I ’ll te ll y o u  to b ea t it, 
then. H o w  abou t th a t? ”

S tev e  gathered h is b attered  m uscles to 
geth er and  m anaged to  craw l to a  side w in
dow , w h ere h e  tried  to  raise the shade.

H e  saw  th e  va g u e outlin es o f the tax i o u t 
in  front. T h e  driver h a d  com e from  his 
seat.

“  See it  in m y  h a n d ? ”  snarled th e  ch a u f
feu r. “  Y o u  p ull a n y  o f th a t stu ff on me, 
an d  y o u ’ll  be h old in ’ a  harp ! D ’y e  th in k  
I  slam  around tow n all n igh t w ith ou t know - 
in ’ m y  s tu ff? ”

“  H o ld  ’e m ! ”  yelled  Steve.
T h e re  w a s a  how l outside an d  a  d istant 

p atterin g o f  feet. Steve lifte d  a  ch air an d  
crashed through th e  w indow .

“ H o ld  ’e m !”  he im plored, clim bing 
through jagged  glass.

T h e  driver calm ly  tw irled an  autom atic. 
“ A w , th e y ’re g o n e !”  he announced. 

“  W e d on ’t w ant ’e m !”
“  F in d  ’em! ”  raged Steve. “  H u rry  up—  

le t ’s c h a s e ’em! ”  .
“  W ad d a y o u  th in k  I  am — a  c o p ? ”
Steve reached th e  tax i and shook b oth  

fists w ild ly .
“  T h e y ’ve  got m y  m oney. T h e y  rolled 

m e! Com e on— chase ’e m !”
“  A w , chase ’em  y o u r s e lf!”
“  Y o u — y o u  m ean, y o u ’ll do n o th in g?”
“  A w , w h a t’s  th e  use? E v e r y  tim e one 

o f  y o u  hicks com e to tow n yo u  lose yo u r 
roll and then yell. I ’d b e  chasin ’ m y  legs 
off. Y o u ’re the second one to -n ig h t!”  

“ W ow ! Y e  gods, w h at a  c ity ! S ta y  
here, then! I ’ll do som ething, even  if  I ’m 
s h o t !”

H e  turned and raced tow ard shadow s b e 
h in d  the house, w here he thought the others 
h ad  disappeared. H e struck  a  fence, v a u lt
ed it, b arked  his shins again st an em p ty 
doghouse, dodged betw een tw o m ore 
houses, sw ung into a  rear street, and 
then tore around the b lo ck . H e  saw  abso
lu te ly  nothin g o f  his despoilers. A t  last 
h e  w as forced to  return  to  the m addening 
tax i driver.

“  I t ’s a  good c ity ,”  reported the ch a u f
feur, tak in g  u p  the recent conversation. 
“ I ’m a  booster. Y o u  b ird s com e in  here 
an d  crab  a t us, b u t i t ’s y o u  h ick s and 
boobs and bootleggers th a t raise all the 
trouble, and then y o u  blam e th e  c i t y ! ”

“  L en d  m e yo u r p is to l! ”  pleaded Steve. 
“  I  w ant to look  into th a t h ouse.”

“  N ix . I  m a y  h a ve  to  d rag  y o u  out 
a g a in !”
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“  S a -a y ! A re  y o u  lik e  th is a ll the tim e? 
C om e w ith  m e, th en .”

“ A w , tell it to  the p o lic e !”
“ N o ! ”  gasped Steve, rem em bering 

P a u la ’s  connection w ith  the affair.
“  U h-huh. O ld  stuff! T h e y  a lw a y s  tie  

y o u  rubes u p  so yo u  ca n ’t h o lle r !”
“  A ll r ig h t,”  decided Steve, in an  u n 

ste ad y  vo ice  w hich w him pered. “  Y o u  
pore, onregenerate, slab-sided m ule, s ta y  
h ere, then, and h old  yo u r p istol hard! I ’m  
go in g a lo n e.”

“  O . K .  M y  m eter runs along ju st the 
s a m e !”

Steve fa ir ly  leaped tow ard  the house lest 
h e  b ite  the m an. H e arm ed him self w ith  
a  fence p ick et and  searched the build in g 
from  top to  bottom . T h e re  w as nothin g 
th ere excep t shadow s an d  echoes an d  the 
creaks o f his ow n footsteps. A t  las t he w as 
forced to trudge despon dently  b a ck  to the 
ta x i. H e h a d n ’t found even a  shred o f paper 
fo r  evidence.

“  H o m e !”  he grow led, entering the rear 
o f  the m achine. “  M a k e  it  fa s t ! ”

T h e  ligh ts o f P a u la ’s  house appeared 
b efore h is vision  in an  in cred ib ly  short 
tim e. W ell-c la d  persons lau g h in g ly  de
scended the fron t steps and entered sedans 
o r  lim ousines. S teve  w a s b eset b y  qualm s 
a bo u t h im self. H e  jerked  a  m irror tow ard  
him . T h e  dim  ligh t from  the dash-lam p 
reflected  upon a  red -faced  horror w ith  
tousled h air, a  b lackish  eye, th ick  lips, and 
blood on the side o f  th e  neck. H is sh irt 
w as in ribbons, its  co llar w as to m  out, h is 
co a t w as ripped, an d  his trousers w ere 
com ing apart.

“ M y  g o s h !”  he gasped. “ Stop here! 
I ’ll  sneak in the b a c k  w a y .”

“  O h, s u re !”
T h e  ta x i driver, certain  o f  h is p a y , a p 

plied  the brakes.
S teve  go t out.
“  N e x t  tim e y o u  start a w a y  from  J a y  

C o rn ers,”  ad vised  th e  am iable chauffeur, 
“  p u t y o u r b an k  roll in a  sa fe ty  v a u lt— and 

then  d o n ’t  com e! ”
F o r  one tu rbu len t in stan t S teve  stood 

q u ite  still, seeing red. T h en  th e  pen t-u p  
resentm ent from  a  w hole n igh t o f  m ishaps 
w as too  m ig h ty  fo r h is self-control.

S w iftly  h e  ju m p ed  on  the running-board,

y a n k e d  th e  autom atic pistol out o f its side 
p o cket, threw  it  in t6  the street, jam m ed 
the chauffeur again st h is w heel, reached u p  
fo r  th e  taxim eter, sm ashed it  over h is 
cap, kn ocked  h im  under the steering-post, 
grabbed  him  b y  th e  n eck, shook him , 
bounced him  u p  and dow n, shoved  him  to  
the floor, dum ped th e  seat cushion on top  
o f him , a n d  le ft  h im  gu rg lin g and claw ing 
fo r air.

“  N o w  sa y  som ething sm art abou t that!” 
suggested  Steve. “  Som ething w it t y ! ”

T h e re  w a s no in telligen t reply .
Steve, feelin g slig h tly  better, ran u p  the 

street, slipped into a  little  ivy-covered  a lle y  
beside the house, reached the b a ck  yard , 
clim bed som e steps, and took an open door 
w hich led  to the k itch en . A  negro w om an 
stood petrified  am id p iles o f dishes and 
spoiled eatables. A n oth er b rought in trays 
an d  em p ty  bottles. S teve  rushed straight 
into a  dim  h a llw a y . V o ices cam e from  
aroun d the corner, ch atterin g  b rig h tly . 
T h e  p a rty  w as b reak in g  up. P a u la ’s low  
vo ice  w as b id d in g som e guests good night.

S teve  p o ked  his cautious head  around 
the com er. B y  lu ck  he cau gh t P a u la ’s eyes, 
w h ich  w idened a t the aw fu l apparition  and 
then  recognized som e trace of her step
broth er under the m ass o f bruises. H e 
beckoned  and  drew  b ack . She controlled 
herself and  continued her sm all ta lk , 
ch an gin g n ot the slightest intonation  in her 
vo ice . In  tim e th e  door closed. She glided 
aroun d the corner.

“ H u r r y !”  she w hispered. “ W h a t has 
h ap p en ed ?”

H is  ja w  tightened b itterly .
“ I ’v e  m et y o u r fr ie n d s !”  he b lu rted . 

“  Y o u r  real friends! B ootleggers— croo ks 
from  the g u tte r !”

P a u la  turned w hite, b u t  h er  h ead  w en t 
up.

“  Y o u  dare!”
“  D a r e ? ”  H e clenched his fists. W o rd s 

fo u gh t w ild ly  fo r u tteran ce; b u t still h e  
w as n ot cruel enough to shout in  front o f 
h er guests. H e  grow led : “  Y o u  h a ve  dared  
to  send m e to  such a  p lace, an d  n ow  y o u  
a sk  that?”

“  I  d id  n o t send y o u — ”
“  E vasio n ! Y o u ’re  in it  u p  to yo u r n eck. 

Y o u ’d  b ette r  sta rt exp la in in g.”
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“  A n d  are y o u  so m o ral?”
H e  stiffened.
“  M o ra l?  N o ! I  sm oke, sw ear, drin k, 

gam ble— b u t n o t under fa lse  pretenses! 
Y o u ’re a  frau d , a  fa ke— ”

H e did not kn ow  h ow  frig h tfu l h e  looked  
w ith  his tattered  clothes, sw ollen fa ce  and 
tousled hair. B u t  P a u la  braved  him . H er 
lip s tightened as she to o k  a  lon g breath.

“  Y o u  shall not sa y  these thin gs in  the 
presence o f m y  guests! M ich a el H am ilton  
is ju st around the corner. I  forbid  y o u ! ”

T h e  A rizo n ian ’s m outh opened. T h e  
statuesque creature aw ed him , forcin g him  
to  choke dow n h is indignation  and m akin g 
him  stare a t  her, w on derin g w h at to do! 
F in a lly  he bow ed his head, ad m ittin g  de
feat. But. h e  could  not accep t d efeat. P u re 
hum an stubbornness caused him  to ta k e  a  
new  tack.

“  A ll right. T h e n  I ’ll g iv e  y o u  som ething 
else to  th in k  abou t. I  b ro u gh t y o u r inheri
tance w ith  me. In  a  m on ey belt. F o rty  
thousand dollars. I t  w a s foolish, b u t I  
b rought it th a t w a y. I  w anted  to  ca rry  
out d a d ’s w ishes litera lly . B u t  to-n ight I  
m et yo u r friends!"

R em orse struck him . H er eyes d ilated  
w ith  horror. H e  stopped; and  then h e  con
cluded doggedly:

“  Y o u r  friends w an ted  it , so th e y  too k  
i t ! ”

H er fa ce  turned w h ite  as iv o ry . H e r  
ey es closed. H e  cau gh t h er as  she fell.

I V .

S t e v e  fe lt constrained as h e  entered the 
' d a in ty  b re ak fast room n ext m orning. A w k 
w ard ly  he san k  his b attered  b o d y  into a  
chair and allow ed a colored m aid  to  serve 
him . P a u la  w as pensive, c lad  in a  spotless 
house gow n, to y in g  w ith  flaw less cu tlery. 
S teve studied h ow  to approach her. H e  
looked out o f the curtain ed  w indow  tow ard 
the stre a k y  w aters of the G olden  G a te  
below  him . T h e  silence becam e intense.

“  Y o u r  clothes h a ve  been rum pled ,”  sug
gested P au la , h esitan tly . “  P erh ap s y o u ’d 
like to b u y  a  new  su it.”

“  I  h a ven ’t  a  cent. I ’m  c le a n ed !”
She inspected the flashing sides o f  a  

coffee pot. H er vo ice  w as v e ry  clear:

“  A n d  y o u  m ean to  sa y  th a t y o u  carried 
a ll th a t m on ey w ith  y o u , in  th at fash io n ?”

“  O h, it  w as foolish. B u t  i t  looked safe 
enough a  w eek ago. I t  w as d a d ’s w ish. I  
intended to ta k e  a  train  here. T h e re  w as 
n othin g to it. I  d idn ’t allow  for these other 
stunts.. W hen I  to o k  th at b o a t ride I ’d h a lf 
forgotten  the m on ey in m y  belt. G o t used 
to it. T h e  first d a y  I  w as feelin g it  a ll the 
tim e. L a s t n igh t I ’d forgotten  it. I t ’s 
n atu ral, I  gu ess.”

“  B u t  co u ld n ’t  y o u  h a ve  b an ked  it  and 
b ro u gh t a  c h e c k ? ”

“  N o  b an k  in G r a y  B u tte . W hen  I  got 
h ere the b an ks w ere closed .”

She sighed. H er vo ice  broke.
“  W h a t are  y o u — w e— going to d o ? ”  she 

asked.

“  G et the m oney b ack . I  d on ’t kn ow  how . 
I  h a ven ’t  a  plan. I ’ll h ave to th in k  up one. 
M ean tim e, h ow  abou t c lo th es? ”

“  I  th in k  I  can  arrange cre d it.”  H er lips 
tw isted. “ I ’v e  used it a t  tim e s !”

H e  glanced a t the d a rk  sideboard, the 
splendid p ictu re  above it, the paneled w alls, 
th e  h ea v y  b lue w indow  hangings, and the 
b e a u tifu lly  scrolled lam p near the tinted  
ceiling.

“  O h ! ”  he rem arked, slow ly. “  T h en  
i t ’s all a  fake. A ll false appearances. L ik e  
the w hole c ity , I  su p p o se !”

“  N o ! T h e  c ity  is glorious! Y o u  
stum bled in to  an  evil cross section, th a t ’s 
a l l ! ”

H e  sa t b a c k  and countered au d aciou sly:
“ N o w , w h at sort o f  w h isk y  does M ik e  

H am ilton  p e d d le ? ”
“  H e ’s not th at sort o f  m an! H e ’s honest 

an d  d ecen t.”
“ Y o u r  b e a u ? ”  asked  Steve, b lu n tly .
“ N o t  ex a ctly . P lease do not m isconstrue 

m e! ”

“ I  c a n ’t  construe a n y th in g !”  he raged. 
“  L isten . H o w  does m y  fa th e r ’s daughter 
happen  to  b e  w rap ped  u p  in  a  w h isky
g a n g ? ”

She w inced, lookin g resen tfu lly  a t  his 
rum pled figure; b u t h e  w as her judge.

“ I  needed m o n ey,”  she adm itted , to the 
coffee pot. “  C o n cert w o rk  is uncertain. 
M y  funds becam e low , so lo w  th a t I  d id  n ot 
k n o w  w hich w a y  to tu rn .”  She saw  him  
grin n in g tow ard h er thousand dollar p a in t
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in g  on the w all. “  O h, o f  course I  could  
m ove a w a y ; drop m y  friends; drop  m y  
w o rk; lea ve  everyth in g th a t has been dear 
to  m e since childhood— drop ev ery  h op e and 
aspiration — ”  She halted. “ Can you  
un derstan d ?”

“  N o . G o o n .”
“  A h , th e  v irtu o u s view poin t is so easy  

to one w ho has n ever been te m p te d !”
“  G o on. Y o u  w ere exp lain in g.”
She spoke through rebellious lips:
“  I  w as approached  b y  a— gentlem an—  

w ho needed m on ey. H e  offered a  chance 
for a  sure investm ent. I  did n ot know  
e x a ctly  w h at it  w as, b u t he proved  his case 
so w ell th at I  too k  a  ch an ce w ith  the last 
o f m y  fu n d s— m akin g sure th a t I  should 
n o t know  e x a ctly  w hat the investm ent w as. 
C a n  y o u  un derstan d ?”

“ Y e p . T o o  m uch. K id d in g  y o u r s e lf!”  
She nodded co ld ly .
“  T h e  investm ent w as successful. I  m ade 

m oney. I  h a ve  a lw a y s  m ade m oney, u n til 
recen tly . B u t  I  g o t in deeper and  deeper.”  
A  grim  line straightened h er cu rved  lips. 
“  N o w  th e y  even com e to  m y  hom e! ”  Sud
den ly  she c lu tch ed  her n ap kin  in clenched 
fists. “ C an  y o u  see the d a ily , h o u rly  terror 
— the fear o f d isco very— haunted— livin g  
o ver a  volcano— oh, m y  brother, w h y  did  
yo u  tell m e last n igh t o f  the good 
fortun e th a t m igh t h a ve  been m in e !”

Steve h ad  n othin g to  say . H e r  appeal 
w as too piteous. H e w atch ed  a  freighter 
p low in g through b lu e  w aters below  him . 
Som ething m oved outside the w indow . H e 
focused h is eyes upon th e  fro n t steps. A  
fam iliar, stu rd y, hook-nosed m an in good 
b lu e  clo th in g w as arriving.

“  W h o  is th a t? ”  snapped Steve.
P a u la  turned  an d  glanced outside.
“ T h a t  is  J o e  H am m ond, One o f the ch ie f 

lieutenants o f  th e  g a n g !”
“  W h o  is th e  b ig  c h ie f? ”
“  Steinem ann. Y o u  met. h im .”  C on tem pt 

crep t into h er voice. “  H e  w anted to g e t 
into ‘ so c iety .’ I  h ad  n o  reco u rse!”

“  O f  course n o t ! ”
T h e  doorbell rang. • P au la , w ith  a  neg

a tiv e  n od  to th e  m aid , arose an d  w alked  
to  the anteroom .

S teve  hesitated . Suddenly, w ith o u t 
P a u la ’s  know ledge, h e  arose, d ip p ed  tow ard

/

the b ig  vase, an d  q u ie tly  extracted  h is short- 
barreled  p istol. H e  tiptoed into an  a lcove. 
T h e  fro n t door opened. T h e  new com er w as 
ushered in.

“  I  d id n ’t  w a n t to  telephon e,”  h e  e x 
plained, q u ic k ly . “  I  w as n ear here, a n y 
how . T h e y ’v e  traced  the m ovin g van s into 
th e  P en in sula  hills. W e ’re  go in ’ to round 
’em  up. T o -n ig h t.”  H is  vo ice  becam e 
dulcet. “  W e ’ll n ot see you  suffer a  loss! 
N o t you, P a u la !”

S te v e ’s  anger arose. P au la ! A n d  so his 
fa th e r ’s  dau gh ter— b earin g his nam e— w as 
su b ject to  fam iliarities from  a  gan g o f cheap, 
law breakers! Im p etu o u sly  S teve  stepped 
forw ard, hold ing th e  pistol. T h e  oth er 
m an ’s m outh opened. H e  threw  a  sharp 
inquirin g glan ce a t  P au la .

“ I ’v e  heard  en o u g h !”  roared Steve. 
“  T h e re  are  som e th in gs I  c a n ’t  stand f o r ! ”

“  W h o  is th is  fe llo w ? ”  dem anded the 
oth er, recogn izing S teve  and sp eakin g to 
P au la . “  Y o u r  b ro th er? ”

“  N o t e x a c tly ,”  said  Steve, tru th fu lly .
“  O h. A  sp y! H e  w a s a t  th e  lan ding last 

n ig h t!”
“  A n  officer o f  the F ederal Secret Ser

v ic e ! ”  announced Steve.
“  S te p h e n !”  gasped P au la .
T h e  v is ito r ’s fa ce  turned purple-red.
“  So y o u ’re a  sp y! A  sp y! I  kn ew  it! 

W ell, y o u  h a v e n ’t  g o t an y th in g  on m e! 
Y o u  h a v e n ’t a n y  w itnesses— ”

S teve  cocked  h is  pistol.
“  N o ! ”  scream ed P au la . “  Stephen— not 

th at! H eaven s, sto p  th is m elod ram a!”
T h e  last w ord inspired  Steve w ith  a  new  

idea. D elib e ra te ly  h e  pointed the pistol 
tow ard  her.

“ S te p h e n !”  h e  scoffed. “ C u t  o u t the 
p et nam es, please! C om e dow n to earth! 
I ’v e  w orn a  m ask — yes, I ’v e  fooled yo u , 
lead in g y o u  on w ard, le ttin g  y o u  ta ttle  y o u r  
little  secrets in m y  e a r  w hile ge ttin g  enough 
evidence to send y o u  and  y o u r  fine crow d 
o f  crooks to th e  p en iten tiary! N e v e r  m ind 
th e  endearm ents now ! W e ’ll dispense w ith  
them ! Y o u ’re  trap p ed! Y o u  poor fool, so 
y o u  tried to  th row  m e off th e  trail w ith  y o u r 
cheap love! D o  y o u  th in k  I ’ve  been b lin d  
a ll these w ee k s? ”

“  P a u la !”  groaned th e  reproach ful visitor.
P a u la  looked  stricken.

' —  3 A
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“  F o r H e av en ’s s a k e !”  she gasped, in a  
vo ice  th at w as rea lly  piteous.

“  O h, yo u  d id n ’t m ean to b etra y  yo u r 
fo o ls !”  declaim ed Steve, g iv in g  P a u la  her 
cue. “  Y o u  can  tell them  yo u  w ere inno
cent! B u t  y o u  w eren ’t  clever enough. T h is  
man, fo r instance, kn ew  his scoundrels took 
m arked b ills  off m y  b o d y  last n ight— ” 

“ T h a t ’s  a  l i e ! ”  croaked  the hook-nosed 
m an. “  I  n ever saw  them  a fter  the firing 
com m en ced !”

“  O h! So y o u  ran as fa st as t h a t !”
“  W h a t firin g?”  gasped Paula.
“  O h, one o f the results o f y o u r little  in

ve stm e n ts!”  said Steve, w ith  b itin g  truth. 
“  T h ere  w as a  b attle  a t  the beach betw een 
bootleggers an d  h ijackers. M a y b e  som e
bo d y  w as k illed . I  h aven ’t  seen the new s
papers. P erh ap s th e y ’ll find a  ‘ m urder 
m ystery  ’ s h o r t ly !”

P au la  laid  a  hand to h er bosom .
“  A h , w hat h a ve  I  been doing! ”  she 

groaned.
“  S a y  nothing, P au la ! ”  com m anded the 

visitor, betw een tight lips. “  K e e p  m u m !” 
“  N ev er m ind th at! ”  snapped Steve. 

“  P u t y o u r h an d s u p ! T u rn  aroun d! I ’ll 
see i f  a n y  o f m y  b ills  are  in y o u r po ckets! ”  

“ I f  I  had a n y  b ills I ’d  be fa r  a w a y ! ”  
snarled  the visitor.

“  I  believe i t ,”  adm itted  Steve, d isap
pointed a t his search. “  I  suppose y o u  
crooks all scatter a fter  y o u  m ake a  k illin g , 
e h ? ”  Steve brightened. “  Y o u  cou ld  find 
yo u r friends if  y o u  w anted  to, th o u g h !”

“  Sure I  could! W h a t o f i t? ”
Steve appraised  him  fo r a  lon g tim e.
“  W ell, m a yb e y o u ’ll ta lk  better w hen 

y o u ’v e  had a  good rest,”  decided the ca ttle 
m an, a t last. “  I ’m  go in g to hold y o u  here 
fo r aw hile. Y o u ’ll th in k  it  over. P au la , 
get m e som e clo th es l in e !”

“  N o ! ”  she gasped, in  real alarm . “  L e t  
him  go, Stephen! T h is  is too terrible! 
I t ’s  d a n g ero u s!”

“ G o ! ”  h e  roared. “ I  to ld  y o u  this 
m ockery  is  over. G e t th a t c lo th es line! ”  

“ H u r r y !”  urged  the hook-nosed m an, 
w hose ey es sen t a  m essage to P au la .

“  O h, she ca n ’t  escape! ”  snapped Steve. 
“  T h e re  are  o th er m en w atch in g! I ’m  n ot 
so e a s y !”

“  T h is  is m adness! ”  persisted  P au la .
4 A

“  G o ! ”
She w ent, tossing u p  her hands. T h e  

v isito r dropped his attem p t a t bluster. H e 
licked  his lips. T h en :

“  C o u ld n ’t  w e fix th is u p ? ”  he suggested. 
“  N o . N o t till y o u  ge t th at m on ey b ack  

from  yo u r m e n !”
“  I ’ll get i t ! ”
“ Y o u  b et y o u  w ill! D o  yo u  w ant to 

correspond w ith  those fellow s right n o w ? ”
“  A n d  g e t ’em into y o u r trap? Y a -a -a ! 

Y o u ’re slick , y o u  are! ”
“  A ll righ t; w h at w ould yo u  su g gest?”
“  H o w  m uch m oney did  y o u  lo se?” ' 
S te v e  told the truth .
“  F o r ty  thousand dollars?”  T h e  m an ’s 

ja w  sagged. “  Y o u  m ean the b o y s  go t th a t 
off y o u ? ”  H is eyes becam e trium phant. 
“  H a-h a! So the gra fter  got soaked for h is 
roll, e h ? ”

“  G ra fte r? ”
“  Y e h , grafter! H o w  else w ould a  Federal 

agen t get th a t m uch coin, eh? Y o u  b ig  
bum , y o u ’ll n ot g e t that b ack  w ithout 
w o rk in ’ for it! I ’ve  g o t som ethin ’ on yo u  
now ! ”

“  T h a t ’s  r ig h t,”  conceded Steve, d azed ly . 
“  I  m ade a  m istak e.”

“  Y o u  b et y o u  did! H a-ha! A n d  y o u ’v e  
g o t the n erve to  threaten  me!”

“  T h a t ’s enough! ”  snapped Steve. “  Sup
pose y o u ’re  a ll w rong? Suppose I  w asn ’t 
crooked? A re  all F ederal agen ts cro o ked ?”  

“  N ope. T h e y ’re not. B u t  th e y  d on ’t  
d rag  b ig  b an k  rolls around, m iste r!”

“  A ll right. Suppose I ’m  n ot a  F ederal 
a g en t a t  a ll? ”

T h e  m an ’s ey es w idened.
“  O h! ”  H e drew  b a ck  a  step. “  I  see it  

n ow ! A  h ijack er! T h e  p aym aster, e h ? ”
“  A ll r ig h t,”  agreed Steve. “  W h a t o f it?  

W ill y o u  g e t y o u r  men to geth er?”
“  S u re .”  S w eetly . “  I ’ll brin g  ’em a ll! 

T h e y ’d  like  to m eet y o u ! ”
“  O n e a t a  t im e !”
“  O h, n o !”
“  G o  to th e  devil, th e n !”
P a u la  returned w ith  a  coil o f  strong 

c lo thes line. She w as loath  to g iv e  it  over.
“  W h a t an actor! ”  she rem arked, lookin g 

a t Steve.
“ H e  fooled  y o u ! ”  snarled  the visitor. 

“  Y o u  poor b o o b !”
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T h e  doorbell rang. P a u la  stiffened and 
looked  a t a  w all c lo ck . H er face paled  
again .

“ M y  a cco m p a n ist!”  she gasped. “ A  
reh earsal! I  h a d  fo rg o tten ! ”

“  W h ere ’s the stairs— a  cellar— a clothes 
c lo set— a n y th in g ? ”  dem anded Steve, po in t
ing the p istol. “  S p eak  q u ick ! ”

She pointed to the le ft  an d  dow nw ard. 
T h e  v isito r w as abou t to c ry  o u t, b u t Steve 
jam m ed th e  p istol m u zzle  against his ear 
an d  he w ilted. S tev e  shoved him  forw ard 
and  dow nw ard. P a u la ’s h ead  bow ed and 
then, u n stead ily , she w alked  to the door
w a y , p u llin g herself together b y  sheer w ill
pow er. S teve  shoved h is stum bling prisoner 
dow n a  fligh t o f steps an d  into a  cellar. H e 
turned on a  ligh t sw itch. T h e  other m an 
tensed. S tev e  saw  it.

“ S h u t u p !”  he snapped. “ Y o u  start 
figh ting and I ’ll drill you ! ”

T h e  m an ’s eyes glared  w ith  m alevolence, 
b u t h is lips trem bled and h e  breathed too 
hard . S teve  grabbed  him , threw  him , 
bound him , gagged  him , searched about, 
and  fin a lly  stow ed h im  a w a y  in a  d ark  
closet alongside a  coal b in . S teve trussed 
h im  co m fo rtab ly  on the floor and sp rang 
the b o lt upon the wooden door o f the 

closet.
T h e  m etallic  c lick  sounded lik e  an  overt 

act. I t  m ean t that he h ad  crossed his 
R u b ico n — w h atever R u b ico n  it  m igh t be. 
H e  stood and  stared a t the sh in y  th in g for 
a  lon g tim e.

“  I  w ish I  kn ew  w h at I  w as d o in g !”  he 
lam ented, p la in tively .

V.

I f  P a u la  h ad  been raffled b y  recent 
sto rm y events, a ll trace of it  w as gone when 
Steve returned upstairs to the h a llw a y  w hich 
led  to the fron t door. T h e  deep-toned 
chords of a  splendid grand  piano cam e from  
th e  fro n t room . H e  peeped through h ea v y  
portieres an d  observed the girl w ith  the 
brow n  h air  p lay in g. M ich a el H am ilton  
w a s in  a  ch air a t  h er righ t, and behind her 
w as P a u la — ta ll, gracious, sta te ly , u n 
ruffled, as though n othin g h a d  ever h a p 

pened!
“  C o o l!”  m uttered  the ranchm an in  ta t

tered g ra y , stan din g on the polished hard
w ood floor. “  H o w  do th e y  do i t ? ”

H e r resonant vo ice  floated  forth , b eau ti
fu lly  train ed, p e rfe ctly  controlled, running 
through all the em otions o f a  splendid Saint- 
Saens p iece; first cajo lin g , then w istfu l, 
then argum en tative, d eclam atory, veh e
m en t, vio len t, ending in a  burst o f w ild , p a s
sionate, triu m p h an t m usic th a t m ade the 
ranchm an from  the cow  co u n try  retreat to 
a  settee in a  telephone a lco ve  and  sit there, 
starin g  a t the floor and clenchin g his hands 
w ithout kn ow in g w h y.

H e  sta y ed  there a  lon g tim e u n til her 
guests departed. Im m ed ia te ly  she sought 
him .

H e arose slo w ly , feelin g lik e  a  lim p dish- 
rag, so fu ll o f  inner em otions th a t outw ard  
happenin gs seem ed superficial.

“  W h a t are y o u  doing w ith  th a t m an 
d ow n stairs?”  she dem anded, b reak in g into 
h is trance.

“  O h , him ? I  d on ’t k n o w .”
“  Don’t know?’*
S tev e  started  p a cin g  the polished floor 

o f  the anteroom , sp eakin g fra n k ly :
“  I  overp layed  m y  hand. I  should h ave 

sta yed  in the background. T h o se  fellow s 
d id n ’t kn ow  I  w as yo u r brother. I  should 
h a v e  w atch ed  th is fellow , not cap tured  him . 
N o w  I ’ve  spilled the b e a n s !”

P a u la ’s fa ce  show ed h er p o ign an t d isap
pointm ent.

“ S tephen! T h en  y o u  h a ve  on ly  inter
fered  to m ake things w orse! A h , do yo u  
realize how  one fa lse m ove can b etray  m e—  
hum iliate m e b efore m y  friends— la y  m e 
open to the vengeance of these ruffian s?”

“ W ell, y o u  go t y o u rse lf into th is !”  re
m inded Steve, slow ly.

She m ade an  im p atien t gesture.
“  A n d  y o u  h a ve  no p lan — no i d e a -  

n o th in g !”
“  I ’ll figh t it  o u t som ehow .”
“  V io len ce? ”
“  I  don ’t k n o w ,”  h e  adm itted , help lessly. 

T h en  h is vo ice  becam e exasperated: “  I  
don ’t  w a n t the p u zzle  a n y  m ore than y o u  
do! I ’d lik e  to leave th is p lace! I  w an t 
to  go hom e! I f  this is society, then I  w ant 
a  n ice horse corral; b u t I ’v e  go t to get yo u r 
m on ey b a ck ! I  c a n ’t leave yo u ! I ’ve  go t 
to fight! D a d  w ould  h a v e  w anted m e to! ”
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“  Y o u  are a t  lib e rty  to go home, 
Stephen! I kn o w  y o u  have done the b est 
y o u  co u ld .”

“  I  ca n ’t. I ’ve g o t to stick . I t ’s  a  sort 
o f  d u ty . I ’ll have to turn bootlegger, m a y 
be— learn the nam es and addresses o f  this 
gan g —  track  ’em dow n, through y o u  or 
w ith ou t you . I f  I  on ly  knew  enough abou t 
y o u  to kn ow  y o u r s in ce rity !”

She held out p leadin g hands.
“  Is  terror n ot sin cere?”
“  Y e s ;  but— som ehow — y o u  d on ’t  look 

rumpled enough. I  ca n ’t understand yo u . 
Y o u — y o u  ou gh t to run around m ore, and 
throw  up yo u r arm s, and c ry  and w rin g 
y o u r hands— I ca n ’t explain  it, b u t yo u  
d o n ’t seem right, so m eh o w !”

She w as forced to smile.
“  I  fear I  la ck  y o u r dram atic  a b ility .”  
H e stared a t her, then ga v e  it up.
“  I ’ll try  to s tu d y  it ou t. I t ’s  ge ttin g  too 

th ick  for m y b ra in !”
H e pondered on the m atter all afternoon, 

even w hile v isitin g  the profane prisoner, 
w ho prom ised retribution. S teve  tied him  
tighter and then visited th e  dow n town dis
trict, b u yin g a  b lue su it and o th er things 
in a  credit store an d  a lterin g  his appear
an ce com pletely. B u t the problem  re
m ained unsolved. H e  w as still stu d yin g 
th at n igh t w hile w ondering w hether or not 
to w atch the cap tu re o f  the m oving van s 
far dow n on the southern roads. H e  sa t 
alone in front o f  a  ch eery  grate  fire in the 
fron t room, w atch in g the dan cin g flam es.

A  c lo ck  stru ck  eleven. A  n eighbor’s a u 
tom obile buzzed  a w a y  outside. A  d istant 
street car  rum bled up a  hill. T h e n  cam e 
a silence w hich m ade S teve  aw are o f sub
dued conversation  som ew here near th e  
fron t w all o f  the house. Su d d en ly  one o f 
the vo ices bu rst forth  in crooning song:

“  Mary had a little lamb 
With flesh as white as snow— ”

T h e re  w as an interim  w hile the singer 
seem ed to b e  th in kin g deeply. T h e n :

“  B u t w h y  should a n y  one g iv e  a  dam n? 
T h a sh  w h at I ’d  like to k n o w !”

‘ W o w !”  w hooped a  ju b ila n t voice.
“  T h a ss  good! T h a ss  good! S a y  it  again, 
S h orty! H u rry  up, b efo re  w e forget i t ! ”  

Steve jum ped up as if  jab b ed  b y  a  pin.

“  M y  m en— S h o rty  and  Slim — up here? 
A n d  drun k? G ood fathers, does th is c ity
float in w h is k y ? ”

H e ran to the door and flung it  open. 
T h e  light from  the h a llw a y  ga v e  illum in a
tion to a  little  green hedge near the side 
en tran ce a t  the right o f the fron t steps. 
A b o v e  the hedge w ere the upp er p arts o f 
tw o figures, one tall and one short, arm  in 
arm , sw ayin g. B oth  their heads w ere 
topped b y  broad-brim m ed hats.

“ C om e in ! ”  rasped Steve. “ W h a t are  
y o u  doin g h ere?”

T h e  pair huddled together.
“  W e a in ’t re a d y ,”  dem urred the ta ller 

one. “  W e  w ann a be shober first.”
‘ Com e in ! ”  b arked  Steve.

T h e  p air hesitated, turned tw o resentful 
faces tow ard the speaker, b u t finally  rolled 
around to the front, ascended the steps, 
and stood together, hand in hand, b lin kin g 
into the light. B o th  w ere round-headed, 
red-faced, and s ligh tly  b leary-eyed . B o th  
w ere m ore or less shaven excep t for 
scra w n y  m ustaches. B o th  w ore sh in y new  
store c lo thes off the counters o f the G ra y  
B u tte  E m porium . T h e  taller visitor w as 
slig h tly  knock-kn eed. T h e  shorter w as 
s lig h tly  bow -legged.

“  W e w as ju st h an gin ’ aroun d,”  ex
plained the taller, b lan dly.

“  W e w anned to m ake sure yo u  w as 
s a fe ,”  added S h orty. “  Y o u  carried  a  lo ta  
m on ey into this w ild  —  hie —  w icked c ity . 
W e  w asn ’t goin ’ to com e in and shee yo u  
tiH w e w as shober. H e y, S lim ? ”

“  Y e h ,”  agreed Slim .
“  H ow  did  y o u  g e t h ere? ”  dem anded 

Steve.
“  H o w  did w e get h ere? ”  inquired 

S h orty.
“  P er— persh ever— aw , how  do I  k n o w ? ”
“  C om e in ,”  invited  Steve, grim ly.
T h e  p air  consented, trooping p ast the 

d oorw ay and gap in g a t  the sp lendid  rugs, 
taste fu l draperies, shin ing fu rn itu re and 
glitterin g  floors. T h e ir  h a ts  cam e off.

P au la  appeared a t the head o f the inner 
stairs, bundled  in a  flu ffy  w h ite  affair full 
o f  p in k  ribbons w hich w as m o stly  concealed 
b y  a  cream -w hite loun gin g robe.

“  W h a t is the m a tter? ”  she called, in 
alarm . “  W h o  are these persons?”
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“ C a ttle  off the ra n g e !”  rasped Steve. 
“  M averick s! S tray s! A n gels o f d a rk 
ness— ”

“  ’S ’ w ro n g !”  corrected  S h orty , g ra v e ly . 
“  W e ’re l i t ! ”

“  T h e y 'r e  m en off m y  ra n ch ! ”  explained 
the irritated  Steve. “  T h e y  cam e to help  
gu ard  m y  m oney b elt! H a -h a !”

Su d d en ly  a  w ild  idea gripped him . H e 
gra b b ed  Sh o rty  b y  the co a t lapel.

“  L isten ! H o w  m uch m on ey h a ve  y o u  
g o t? ”

“  W e  go t p len n y. L eggo . Sheven, eigh t 
hundered dollars. W h y ? ”

Steve baw led triu m p h an tly  to P au la :
“  O rder u p  a  b u ck e t o f  b la c k  coffee! 

W e ’ll get these lost lam bs b a c k  into condi
tion! I ’m  going to run a  h ealth  resort for 
bootleggers dow n in  A rizo n a!* ’

T h e re  w as a  m om ent o f  stupefied silence. 
T h e n :

“  W h a t on earth  are y o u  ta lk in g  a b o u t? ”  
dem anded P au la , p iteo u sly . “  H a v e  yo u  
gone c ra z y ? ”

“  C ra zy , nothin g! T h e se  tw o fellow s 
w ill take m y prisoner b a c k  to A rizon a! 
T h e y ’ll m ake him  d ecoy the rest there! I  
c a n ’t figh t this bootleg gan g here; n either 
can  yo u ! A ll right! W e ’ll p la y  this gam e 
on the hom e g ro u n d s!”

V I .

I t  is  no sm all jo b  to b u y  a  second-hand 
autom obile a t m idnight in a  strange c ity , 
esp ecially  if  one desires a  closed car  and 
n ot too m an y questions asked. S teve  rum 
m aged around desp erately, going from  lo t 
to  lot, u n til a t  len gth  he achieved  a  h e a v y , 
rattlin g  o ld  cab  w ith  susp iciou sly  w hite 
tires and gleam in g b lu e  p ain t, th e  entire 
w heeze costing abou t fo u r hundred dollars. 
L u c k ily  it  carried  license p lates, so Steve 
drove it  hom e. P a u la  m ade a  dubious in
sp ection  o f  the th in g and then led  th e  w a y  

in to  the house.
“  I t ’s  no b a rg a in ,”  ad m itted  Steve, b e

fore she could  get in h er criticism .
“  Stephen! D o  y o u  k n o w  w h a t y o u  are 

doing? D o  y o u  realize  th a t th is m eans 
k id n ap in g —  vio len ce —  to y in g  w ith  the 
la w ? ”

“ O h !”  S teve  closed the fro n t door

slo w ly . “  Y o u  th in k  i t  w o u ld  b e  b ette r  to 
call the p o lice ? ”

“  N o ! N ev er! B u t  w e can n o t go  on  
w ith  this! I t ’s  dangerous! I t  in v ites dis
co ve ry  an d  retribu tio n ! A h , Stephen, I  
fea r  y o u r  cu re is w orse th an  th e  d isea se!”  

H e  stared a t h er, n o t w ith o u t resen t
m ent.

“  Suggest som ething b etter, th e n !”
“  I  w ish I  could! A h , w h at a  tangled  

w eb  I ’m  i n ! ”  She faced  him  squarely . 
“  Stephen! I  can n o t turn again st these 
m en— these b ootleggers! I  c a n n o t!”  

S te v e ’s b lu e  eyes narrow ed.
“  O h ! Y o u r  ch an ge of heart, then, w as 

o n ly  tem p orary. I t  w a sn ’t s in c e re !”  
“ S in c e re !”  H e r vo ice  v ib ra ted . “ I s a  

trap ped  anim al sincere in w an tin g  to e s
cap e?  A h , it  isn ’t th a t. I  h a ve  a  deeper 
s in cerity ! C a n  I  turn  tra ito r to these m en 
a fte r  ta k in g  their m oney— a fter  liv in g  on 
their illic it operations? I s  th a t fa ir?  N o ! 
I  could not respect m y s e lf !”

S teve  slum ped w e a k ly  into an arm chair. 
H is  sun-tanned fa ce  looked  w ea ry . H e 
b lu rte d : ;

“  I t  looks lik e  y o u  w a n t to b e  p u lled  out 
o f the fire un bekn ow n st to y o u r s e lf!”

She w as forced to smile.
“  B u t  h ow  can  I  b e tra y  these m en? C a n  

I  lead  them  on,, tre a t them  lik e  friends, 
ca jo le  them  w hile try in g  to  stab  them  in 
th e  b a ck ?  N o ! H o w  could  I  s ta rt anew  
w ith  a  clean  conscience i f  I  h a ve  been dis
hon est in th is ? ”

H e  cau g h t th e  ap p eal in  it, b u t he 
co u ld n ’t g iv e  w a y  to it. H e  considered the 
red -b lack -yello w  p attern  on a  glorious A s i
a tic  rug.

“ T h e n  y o u ’d le a v e .m e  to c a rry  on the 
b a tt le ? ”  h e  inquired.

She sank into a  chair. H e  noted h ow  
c a re fu lly  each b la c k  h a ir  w as p arted  a w a y  
from  an exact line w h ich  ran  a lo n g the cen 
ter o f h er w ell-shaped  head.

“ G o hom e, th e n !”  she urged , lookin g 
u p  sudden ly. “  Y o u ’v e  done y o u r  p a rt. 
I ’ll figh t th is th in g a lo n e !”

“  I  ca n ’t. T h o se  b u rg la rs  still h a v e  y o u r  
m o n e y !”

She sa id  no m ore. A  tw in ge o f  com pas
sion  sm ote h im . H e  arose h e s ita n tly  an d  
la id  a  h an d  on h er shoulder.
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“  W e  all do foo l things and g e t into 
trou ble  som e tim e, sister! I t ’s hum an n a
ture— even am ong so ciety  people and those 
w ho are supposed to b e  a b o v e hum an cus
sed n ess!”  H e couldn ’t  refra in  from  th at 
little  ja b ; how ever: “  W h a t y o u  need is a  
chan ge. G et a w a y  from  everyth in g . W h y  
n ot go dow n to A rizo n a ? ”

“  T o -n ig h t?  In  this dep lorable c a r ? ”
“  N o. In  a  few  d a y s .”
H e r  fa ce  brightened.
“  I  m ight. I  h ad n ’t  th o u gh t o f  th at. I  

don ’t  k n o w .”
H am m ering footsteps announced the a p 

proach  o f Sh o rty  and Slim , w ho h alted  in 
the doorw ay. S teve w aved  them  to seats. 
Sober b u t shaken, th e y  m ade them selves 
.uncom fortable in the nearest chairs. S teve  
m inced no words.

“  A re  y o u  fellow s w illin g to  ta ck le  a  dan 
gerous jo b ? ”  he asked, point-blan k.

T h e re  w as a  m om ent o f constraint.
“  H o w  d an gero u s?”  q u alified  Sh orty .
“  K id n a p in g . I ’ve  go t a  m an a lrea d y  

roped and tie d .”
* T h e re  w as another large  silence.

“  I  d u n n o,”  considered S h orty. “  W h a t ’s 
the p lo t? ”

“  H e has to b e  driven  w ith out d isco very  
to A rizo n a.”

“  Im p o ssib le !”  said P au la .
“  W h a t’s the m ain sch em e?”  insisted 

Slim .
“  I  w ant yo u  fellow s to  brin g  him  to  

C a s e y ’s hole— y o u  kn o w  the place, ’w a y  
up in the m ountains, fo rty  m iles from  the 
ranch. 1  w an t y o u  to treat h im  rough. I  
w ant y o u  to m ake him  w rite letters to  all 
his bootlegger friends, askin g them  to  visit 
him . I ’m  even  w illin g to h a ve  him  send 
railroad tickets. M a y b e  th e y ’re  w antin g 
som e nice p lace to hide. I ’m aim in g to get 
the w hole gan g there. M a y b e  I  can ’t ;  i t ’s 
a  long shot; b u t i f  I  do— ”  Steve closed 
his righ t hand. “  S ee? ”

“  C a n  w e m ake h im  a c t u p ? ”  wondered 
Sh orty.

“  Y o u  can . H e ’s fla b b y .”
S h o rty  looked a t Slim . Slim  looked a t 

S h o rty . B o th  began to grin. S tev e  ex 
plained his situ ation  and p lan s thoroughly.

“  Y o u ’ll h a v e  to treat ’em rou gh ,”  h e  
w arned. “  B u t  th is is w a r !”

“ I t  sounds real interestin ’ ! ”  ch u ckled  
Slim .

“  B u t suppose w e ’re ca u g h t? ”  inquired 
Shefrty.

“  T h en  run for yo u r lives! ”
“  I t ’s  too dangerous! ”  exclaim ed P au la . 
“  Shall I  le t the prisoner free, then, to 

spread the a la rm ? ”
“  N o ! ”
“ T h en  w e ’ll go on w ith th is !”  Steve 

turned im patien tly  to h is em ployees. “  C an  
y o u  keep  sober and atten d  to business?”

“  I f  we d o n ’t , ”  said  S h o rty , “  w e ’ll p rob ’- 
ly  stop  a few  years in the p enitentiary. 
S a fe ty  first?”

“ I ’ll take a  chance, then. M a k e  this 
fellow  boost A rizon a, see? M a k e  him  
w rite  like a  boom -tow n circular. M a k e  
h is friends cra zy  to join  him  down there. 
I t ’s the on ly  w a y  I know  to reach ’em. I 
ca n ’t fight ’em here. I ’m a  lost m averick  
here. I ’ve  got to ge t ’em on m y own 
g ro u n d !”

S teve  sw ung around to P aula. “  W ho 
are the fellow s that robbed m e, th e  p als of 
this m an, H am m on d ?”

P a u la  replied re lu ctan tly :
“  O h, I ’v e  m et som e of them . T h e re ’s 

A ngelo, Joe W a lk e r, H ym ie B au m , B ig  
B ill K ram er, K id  H in k, and R ed  K ru se. 
T h a t ’s all I  k n o w .”

“  T h a t ’s  p len ty! I t ’s a  wonder th ey le ft 
y o u  the k itch en  s in k !”

P a u la ’s o live skin  w hitened. Slim  and 
S h o rty  stared a t h er w ith  fran k  curiosity. 
S teve  saw  he h a d  been too fran k. In sta n t
ly  he started  tow ard the door w hich led  to 
the cellar sta irw a y , g iv in g  his m en a  nod. 
T h e y  follow ed to the low er floor, w here the 
prisoner w as unbound an d  lifted  to his feet. 
H is fa ce  w as m alevolent and his eyes b lazed  
w ith  hatred. T h e  light w as sw itched on 
and the g a g  rem oved from  his m outh. H e 
began to ch afe  his hands.

“  Y o u ’ll p a y  for th is !”  he prom ised, g lar
ing around a t the three o f them . “  Y o u  
d o n 't g e t a w a y  w ith  this! N o t  w ith  m e! 
W a it till m y  m en com e! W e ’ll see abou t 
this! H u h ! W e ’ll s e e !”

S teve  considered the m an ju d icia lly . 
“ T ie  him  u p  a g a in !”  decided Steve. 

“  H e ’s n ot ripe y e t ! ”
T h e re  w as a  short scuffle w hich le ft the
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hook-nosed m an puffing so th a t the gag 
threatened to strangle him ; b u t sh o rtly  he 
w as w a lk in g  upstairs, outraged  and w ild  
eyed , w abblin g on legs le ft  free so he could 
travel to the ca h

S teve  covered the m a n ’s  shoulders w ith  
an  o ld  b la n k e t an d  preceded the oth ers u p  
the steps. H e opened the door from  the 
cellar and passed through, intending t o . 
h old  it open; b u t he shut it  sw iftly .

T w o  slo u ch y  m en w ere ta lk in g  to P au la , 
w hose face w as a liv e  w ith  apprehension. 
B o th  turned tow ard Steve. O n e w as of 
fa ir  size; the other w as short and w easel
faced . H is slack  m outh sagged w hen he 
saw  the cattlem an.

“  W h o ’s  th is g u y ? ”  he yelped.
F o r  an  in stan t the cattlem an  w ished he 

still had his pistol, w hich  he h ad  tossed 
b ack  into the vase lon g ago. H is  plans 
w ere going glim m ering. T h e  sm aller m an 
w as the slim -faced fellow  o f the tum ble- 
dow n house w here S teve  w as robbed!

Q u ick ly , striv in g  to do the righ t thing 
on  v e ry  short n otice, the ran cher braced 
him self again st the door. T h e  larger of 
the tw o m en stepped forw ard.

“  W h a t have y o u  go t there, e h ? ”
“ N ev er m in d !”  S teve spread him self 

in front o f the panels. “  T h is  happ ens to 
b e  a  p riva te  h o m e !”

“ Y e h ! ”  shrilled the sm aller m an, who 
h ad  recognized Steve. “  B u t w h at are you 
d oin ’ h ere? ”  H is  vo ice  arose. “  I t ’s a  
p lant! A  t r ic k !”

P a u la  thought she saw  a w a y  to avert 
the storm .

“  H e ’s m y b ro th e r!”  she explained.
“  Y o u r  b ro th er?”  T h e  slim -faced m an 

looked  from  P a u la  to Steve as his fa ce  
tw isted in a  sardonic grin. “  Y o u r  brother! 
H a-h a! O ld  stuff! A n d  w e thought y o u  
had class!”

P a u la  cau gh t her b reath . S teve jum ped 
forw ard  w ith  a ll his w eight. H e sw ung a 
vehem ent righ t fist th at kn o ck ed  the fe l
lo w  spraw lin g again st the front w all. Steve 
follow ed up, stan din g over him .

“  I f  m y  sister has a  gu ardian  here, i t ’s 
b ecau se y o u  crooks h a ve  stolen w h at b e 
longs to  h er,”  said  the cattlem an  v e ry  slow 
ly .  “  N e v e r  m ind y o u r insults; y o u ’re 
b u ilt  th a t w a y ; y o u  d on ’t  kn ow  a n y  b e t
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ter; yo u  c a n ’t  apologize because it  doesn ’t 
m ean an yth in g. W h e re ’s  th a t m on ey y o u  
took from  m e ? ”

“  Y o u  l i e ! ”  sn arled  the pron e cro o k  from  
h a b it.

T h e  oth er m an h a d  n o t help ed  h is p al. 
S teve  saw  him  sn eak tow ard  the rear door, 
w hich he shoved  inw ard slig h tly . T h e  
door bu lged  ou tw ard  and carried  him  w ith  
it  as Slim  w riggled  his long b o d y  through. 
T h e  other m an recoiled. H e  y e lled  to 
P au la :

“  W h o  are these fellow s? W h a t is  this? 
A  trap , eh? Y o u  traitor! Y o u  traitor! 
S tuffin ’ y o u r house fu ll o f cops, e h ? ”

“ N o ! ”  cried  P au la.
T h e  m an  shook a  b o n y  fist un der her 

chin.
“ Y o u  fly  m oll —  y o u  four-flusher w ith  

the R itz y  front— if  y o u ’v e  double-crossed 
us, w e ’ll k n o ck  y o u  so fa r  th at— ”

Slim  grabbed  his w rist. T h e  m an b e 
cam e desperate. H e  ju m ped  aside, tw ist
ed, won free, calcu lated  for one short in 
stan t, and slid fo r the exit. S lim  w ent 
a fter  h im  lik e  a  fo o tball ta ck ier  w ith  both  
arm s outstretched.

T h e  fu g itive  hurdled  h is arm s b y  a  w ild  
leap, opened the door, and  rushed outside. 
T h e  door collided w ith  Slim . Slim  bounced 
again st Steve, w ho w as w atch in g the thin- 
faced  fellow . S teve  in stan tly  shoved Slim  
aside.

“ G rab  the little  m a n !”  ordered Steve 
over his shoulder. “  S tu ff h im  into the cab  
w ith  the m an dow n stairs! G et o u t of 
tow n! T r e a t ’em  rough! N e v e r  m ind  m e! 
H u r r y !”

Steve tore p a st th e  d o o rw ay  and dow n 
the steps. H e  saw  his q u a rry  streak in g 
along the street tow ard  a  lam p -post and 
p ast it. H e  started  in p ursuit. T h e  other 
raced around a  com er. So did Steve. H e 
chased the m an dow nhill tow ard  a  street 
w ith  car tracks. A  street ca r  rum bled to 
the crossing, a ll ligh ts  lit. T h e  fu g itive  
dodged in fron t o f  it  an d  gained s a fe ty  b y  
a  thin  m argin. S teve  h ad  to w a it u n til it 
passed; and  then he saw  th e  oth er speed
in g  farth er dow n h ill. S teve  h a lted , p a n t
ing.

“  W ell, h e ’ll never know  w here the cab  
w en t, a n y h o w !”  soliloquized the cattlem an .
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H a stily  he retraced h is steps. A s  he 
neared the house he saw  th e  ru by-red  tail- 
ligh t o f an  autom obile m ovin g a w a y , grow 
in g sm aller w ith  d istan ce u n til i t  tu rn ed  a  
com er. S teve w atch ed  in b enediction; and 
then he w en t in to  the house.

T h e  lighted  anteroom  seem ed stran gely  
q u iet a fter  th e  recent scene. P a u la  w as in  
a  chair, c lu tch in g a  d a in ty  la ce  h andker
chief, starin g a t  th e  em bers o f  th e  fire.

Steve slum ped in to  another ch air. “  A n d  
n ow ,”  h e  rem arked ch eerfu lly , “  H eaven  
h elp  us a l l ! ”

V I I .

P a u l a  w as v e ry  late  to appear n ext 
m orning, and h er fa ce  w as p a le  and draw n 
w hen a t last she glided into th e  d a in ty  
b reak fast room . Steve, sm oking a  cigarette, 
ga v e  her p le n ty  o f tim e before startin g a n y  
conversation. H e  w atch ed  a  steam er run
ning p ast a  yellow -brow n  b lu ff as it  p low ed 
through the G olden  G ate , lea vin g  a  m ile- 
lon g w a ke o f w h ite  w aters behind  it.

“  W e ll,”  he inquired  a t length , “  w hat 
a re  yo u r p la n s? ”

“ P la n s? ”  H er vo ice  w as p lain tive. “ I  
h a ve  o n ly  the instin ct to flee.”

“  A ll righ t; flee, th e n .”
She nodded, b u t her b ig  ey es w ere dis

turbed. She b lurted:
“ A h , Stephen, I  alm ost w ish  y o u  h a d  

n ever com e here! I  th o u gh t y o u  w ere ru s
tic , harm less, innocent, n a iv e . M y  h ea v
e n s !”

S tev e ’s h om ely  fa ce  w rin kled  into a  grin  
as  he balanced  a  coffee cu p  a gain st his 
m outh.

“  H u h ! D o  y o u  th in k  a  m an can run a  
b ig  cattle  ran ch  b y  b ein g innocent? D o  
y o u  think I  can  m anage a  cro w d  o f  w ild 
eyed  w ranglers b y  b ein g  harm less? L a d y , 
y o u ’ve guessed m e w ro n g !”

“  I  know  i t .”  S h e hesitated. “  T h a t ’s 
w h y  I  fear fo r y o u .”

“  F orget it. M y  sins are  in a  r ig h tfu l 
cause. I ’m like a  k n igh t, or som ething, b at
tlin g  again st sin .”

“  Y o u  are facetiou s th is m orning! ”
“  N o , I  don ’t  lik e  th e  jo b , b u t I  can ’t  

le t  go. H ello , w h a t’s th is co m in g?”
A  uniform ed m essenger ran u p  th e  fron t 

steps. In  a  m om ent S teve  w as reading a

w ire d a ted  from  F resno, m ore th a n  tw o  
hundred m iles a w a y . I t  w as:

This is hell. Tire blew out, battery quit, 
front wheel is loose. Slim in the brush while 
I  am repairing car here. Pray for us.

S h o r t y .

S tev e  tore th e  p ap er up. T h e  m essenger 
dep arted .

“  B a d  n ew s? ”  inquired  P au la , arising 
from  the table.

“  E v e ry th in g  is  go in g  as sm oo thly  as  
m igh t b e  exp ected ,”  reassured Steve, tru th 
fu lly . “  H a d n ’t  y o u  b ette r  p a ck  u p ? ”

She bow ed h er h ead  m eekly .
“  I  w ill h a ve  to  b id  go o d -b y  to  a ll m y  

friends, o f  course. I t  m igh t ta k e  a  d a y  or 
tw o. W h en  do w e s ta r t? ”

“ W h en ever th e  startin g  is good. M a y b e  
I ’ll s ta y  here till H am m on d’s  letters  arrive 
am ong his friends. I  w a n t to see their e f
fe c t. Y o u ’d  b ette r  go a w a y  first.”

“  I ?  A lo n e  on  an  A rizo n a  ca ttle  ra n ch ? ”  
S teve  looked  u p  sharp ly.
“  W ell, i t ’s ju s t  a s  sa fe  a s  a  bootleg

g e r ’s  headquarters! M a y b e  m ore so! W h a t 
m ore can  I  offer? Isn ’t  it  enough th a t 
y o u ’re un der y o u r  fa th e r ’s ro o f? ”

P a u la  ca u g h t h e r  b reath  an d  drew  her 
h ead  up. S teve  realized  th a t she w as a l
rea d y  d istracted  enough. H e  arose, stepped 
forw ard, and  slapped an  im pulsive hand 
on her surprised aristo cratic  shoulder.

“  F o rg ive  me— sister. D o  w h atever y o u  
darn ed  please. I f  y o u  w a n t chaperones or 
house parties, g o  to  it. I ’m  o n ly  try in g  to 
h elp  y o u ! ”

She turned a w a y  and started  for the rear 
stairs, her h ead  bow ed, though there w as 
a  trace o f am usem ent in  h er face.

“ Y o u  are a  good m an, S te p h e n !”  she 
adm itted , poising h erself a t  th e  b ase  o f  
the steps; and  then, w ith  a  q ueer little  
shrug, she started  up, ju s t  a s  th e  doorbell 
rang.

I t  w as another telegram  from  Fresno:

This is hell. We had to buy two new spark 
plugs. Cargo is O. K., and Slim made them 
write three letters with a fence picket boost
ing Arizona. The car sounds terrible.

- Shorty.

A n  h o u r la te r  the b ell ran g  again. T h is  
tim e it  w as B eth , greeting S teve  w ith  a

i ,
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sm ile as  th e y  shook hands. She b rou gh t 
her roll o f m usic to th e  p ian o ra c k  and 
doffed h er p la in  g r a y  tailored  co a t and  a 
w h ite  toque. She called u pw ard  to P au la , 
ann oun cin g h er arrival.

“  D o  y o u  do m uch p la y in g ? ”  asked  
Steve, loun ging again st th e  piano sociab ly .

“  O h , y es. I t ’s m y  profession, y o u  
k n o w .”

“  P rofession ? H u h ! Y o u  lo o k  m ore lik e  
a  little  hom e b o d y  to m e !”

H er brow n  ey es flashed u p  tow ard  his 
qu izzical b lu e  ones; and then she looked 
dow n upon the iv o ry  k e y s  again . H e  saw  
th a t her lashes w ere v e ry  long.

“  I  m ust sup port m y se lf,”  she explained. 
“ A n d  y o u  travel around from  p lace  to 

p lace, ham m ering p ia n o s?”
“ R e ce n tly , yes. I  used to b e  w ith  P a u la  

alone, b u t she h a sn ’t  been herself la te ly .”  
Su d d en ly  B eth  reached u p  a  han d an d  
clu tch ed  h is sleeve. “ O h, ta k e  her aw ay, 
M r. K a n e ! Y o u ’re  her brother. G e t her 
som ew here w here sh e’ll forget things. She 
h asn ’t  been righ t sin ce th is terrible business 
sta rted .”

“  W h a t terrib le b u sin ess?”
B eth  flushed. She touched a  little  p lain 

tiv e  note on  the p iano: “  P lu n k !”
“  I  w ish y o u  d id  not k n o w !”  she m ur

m ured, choosing h er w ords. “  I  w ish w e 
h ad  n ever gone into th is terrible th in g .”

“  G rea t S co tt! A re  y o u  a  bootlegger, 

to o ? ”
H e r hands opened out o ver the piano 

keys.
“  N o , no, no! I  refused to touch a  p en n y 

w hen I  learned w h a t it  w as. I  to o k  m y  
loss; b u t P a u la  cou ld n ’t  afford  th at. She 
w a s in  too d ee p ly .”

“  C o u ld  you a fford  i t ? ”
B e th  fondled  the keybo ard . H e  liked  

the gloss o f her brow n  h air and  th e  dain
tiness o f h er sup ple fingers; b u t  he liked  her 
rep ly  better:

“  I  can  a lw a y s  afford to b e  lo y a l to  m y  
friends, even  though I  m a y  n ot approve. 
T a k e  h er  a w a y , M r. K a n e . Y o u ’ll n ever re

gret i t ! ”
T h e  doorbell ran g again  b efore Steve 

could  rep ly . P au la , in  b lue, sw ep t dow n
stairs an d  ga v e  Steve tim e to  disappear 
behind a  side w a ll b efo re she opened th e

door; an d  then he heard  the h e a v y , s la n g y  
vo ice  o f Steinem ann, the hum an elephant.

Steve peeped out an d  saw  th a t the v isito r 
w as c la d  in  all the splendor th a t the law  
allow ed. A b o v e  his ru d d y, ch u b b y  fa ce  
w as a  shining h igh  h a t. H is  p in k  chops 
w ere shaved  alm ost to w hiteness. U nder 
h is rollin g chin  w as a  sp eckless h igh  collar 
and  w h ite  cra va t. A t  th e  le ft  lapel o f his 
lon g b la ck  coat w a s a  red  carnation. G ra y  
striped  trousers, sp ats and  p a te n t leather 
shoes appeared beneath th e  coat. W ith  a  
b ow  he presented P a u la  w ith  a  lo n g box, 
p resu m ably  flow ers. H e  grinned in a  
frien d ly  m anner, m akin g a  little  gesture 
tow ard his raim ent.

“  M e, I  go t class! ”  he announced. 
“  L o o k  m e o v e r !”

“ I  am quite su rp rised !”  cam e P a u la ’s 
voice, tru th fu lly . T h ere  w as a  h esitan t m o
m ent. T h en : “  W o n ’t  y o u  com e in ? ”

“  Y e h ;  sure. I  a lw a y s  lik e  to b e  am ong 
oth er c lassy  people, h u -h u -h u !”

T h e  m ountain  of flesh strolled in. T h e  
door closed.

Steve fe lt B e th  c lu tch  his arm .
“  L e t u s go into the gard en ,”  she su g 

gested. “  I  do n ot lik e  th is m a n .”
“  B u t how  abou t P a u la ? ”
“  O h, sh e’s  sa fe  enough, excep t for bein g 

m ade ridiculous. W e ’d b etter go. I t  m igh t 
b e  m ore ta c tfu l.”

“  Y e s ,”  agreed Steve. “  T h e r e ’s going to 
b e  a  pow erfu l lo t o f ta c t needed around 
here. L e t ’s g o ! ”

B eth  led him  out o f a  side door to a  
sm all inclosed garden, w here a  p erfect little  
green  law n  w as bordered b y  a  p a th w a y , 
an d  then b y  a  th ick  b u t studied  tan gle o f 
bushes, vin es and flowers, form ing little  
nooks. A  high g ra y  Ita lia n  w all stood a t 
the rear and sides o f  the p lace. A  little  
foun tain , fram ed in m oss and w ater grass, 
splashed m u sically  from  a  sm all arch in 
the rear w all. G racefu l m arble seats stood 
on th e  p a th w a y  or peep ed  from  the deeper 
shrubbery.

A  b u tte rfly  flashed in the sun light. B ird s 
tw ittered  in  the brush. T h e  p lace  w as calm , 
p eacefu l, isolated  from  the w orld.

“  I  lo ve it ,”  said B eth , ta k in g  one o f the 
p a th w a y  seats. “  C an  y o u  b lam e P a u la  fo r 
not w an tin g to g iv e  it  u p ? ”
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H e  looked  around s lo w ly , and then up
w ard  tow ard  the rear o f the house. H is 
h om ely  fa ce  becam e w istful.

“  I t ’s sort o f  a p arad ise  w ith a  serpent 
in  it. I f  w e can  throw  out the sn ake it  ’ll 
b e  p e rfe ct.”

H e  foun d B e th ’s gen tle brow n  eyes re
ga rd in g  h im  w ith  sem e cu rio sity .

“ A lle g o r y !”  she exclaim ed. “ A n d  yo u r 
E n g lish  is q u ite  pure. I  a lw a y s  thought 
th a t the people o f  the ca ttle  co u n try  had a 
d ia le ct all their o w n .”

“  D id  y o u  exp ect m e to flourish six- 
shooters and b a rk  o u t sw ear w o rd s?”

“  N o . B u t— I d id n ’t  k n o w  th a t yo u r m en 
w ere as w ell ed u cated  as y o u  seem to b e .”  

“  I ’m  n o t,”  he replied  sob erly. “  I  w ish 
I  w as. B u t  th e  old ideas h a v e  changed. 
W e  h a ve  a  gram m ar school in G r a y  B u tte  
th a t w ou ld  k n o ck  y o u r e y e  out. W e  have 
a  m ovie theater. W e  ge t m agazines and 
n ew s w eeklies. T h e r e ’s a  radio o u tfit in  the 
ran ch  house. T h e  old w a ys  h a ve  go n e.”

“  B u t th e y  m u st h a ve  been w o n d erfu lly  
p icturesque! ”

“  A n d  u n com fo rtab le . O h , I ’ll gra n t that 
th e  old d a y s  w ere b ig  d a ys; m y  d ad  used 
to  te ll m e stories th at curled  m y hair. B u t 
g iv e  m e th e  m odern im provem ents. W h y , 
I  can  s it on the porch o f  m y  ran ch house 
and  lo o k  a t  m y  ca ttle  w hile the radio tells 
m e the la test C h ica g o  q u o tatio n s on b e e f!”  

“  T h a t  doesn ’t soun d v e ry  rom an tic,”  
she dem urred.

“  A ll right. I  can  sit on m y  ran ch  house 
porch  and w a tch  the sunset throw  gold  on  
th e  h ills w hile G a lli-C u rc i sings from  a 
corn er o f  th e  liv in g  room . B e a t t h a t ! ”

“  T h a t ’s b e tte r.”  She nodded. “  N o w  I  
e n v y  y o u .”

“  I ’d like  to h a ve  y o u  see it. H ello! 
A n o th er te le g ra m !”

A  m essenger slipped through the front 
g a te w a y . T h e  w ire cam e from  fa r  dow n the 
S an  Joaquin  V a lle y :

This is hell. Burned out connection rod 
bearing. Will fix it in two hours. Garage 
man saw our guests, but we said we were 
taking escaped maniacs home and we got away 
with it. Shorty is dying of heart failure, and 
we hope you are the same. Slim .

“  Is  it b ad  n ew s?”  asked  B e th , stu d yin g 

S te v e ’s  face .

“  N o t y e t ,”  said  S teve  grim ly, tearin g up  
the m issive.

A  loud vo ice intruded  from  the front o f 
the house. I t  w a s . the fa t  m an, pleading 
passion ately  to P au la :

“  D o n ’t  turn m e dow n w ith ou t th in kin ’ 
it  over. Y o u ’v e  go t the class and  I ’ve  go t 
the coin, P au la , and w e ’d m ake a  sw ell 
team , y o u  and me. I  know  I  look  rough, 
P au la , b u t I  g o tta  good h eart and i t ’s strong 
for y o u ! ”

“ H e a v e n s !”  gasped B eth , arising from  
th e  stone seat.

T h e  m igh ty  b aw l grew  louder and m ore 
intense:

“  M y  G od, P au la , I  love yo u ! N ix , n ix; 
d on ’t  ju m p  u p  lik e  th at, P au la . I  a in ’t an 
en em y, P a u la ; I ’m a  slave! C a n ’t  yo u  see 
h ow  I ’v e  w atch ed  y o u , longed for yo u —  
gone d ip p y  o ver y o u — to o k  ev ery  ch an ce 
I  could to g e t near y o u  because m y  heart 
w as b u m in ’ for y o u ?  W h y , P au la , y o u ’re 
the queen o f the earth  to m e! I ’ve  seen lots 
o ’ queens, P a u la ; I  a in ’t  a n y  sprin g ch ick
en, I ’ll adm it; b u t w hen it  com es to class 
y o u ’v e  go t it  on ’em  a ll. G im m e a  chance, 
P a u la ; lo o k  m e over— ”

S teve  saw  B e th  starin g tow ard the house, 
h er lip s parted  and  her ey es show ing an
guish and am usem ent.

“ T h e  poor m a n !”  she exclaim ed, w ith  
a  little  catch  in  her vo ice . “  T h e  poor, 
poor m a n !”

“ W ell, h e ’s fran k  a n y h o w !”  adm itted  
S tev e, s ta rtin g  to  roll a  c igarette. “  N o th 
in g  sn ea k y  a bo u t it; he com es righ t out and 
tells th e  w hole c i t y ! ”

“  B u t  h o w  terrible for P au la! O h , I  
w ish it  w ere som e one else! ”

S tev e ’s ey es w ere qu izzica l as th e y  looked 
in to  B e th ’s.

“  O h ,”  he m used. “  H am ilton, e h ? ”
B e th  colored.
“  I  d id n ’t  m ean it  th a t w a y. T h a t ’s not 

fa ir  to  P a u la .”
“  N o ; still i f  H am ilto n  d id  sta rt som e

thin g, she w ou ld n ’t  th row  him  out, w ould 
sh e?”

B e th  w as forced  to sm ile.
“ I  do not b elieve such a  th in g ever 

happened, so I ’m  n ot able to  discuss i t ,”  
she said  w ith  an  a ir  o f  fin ality .

“  Sure. Y o u r  lan guage is vagu e, b u t y o u r
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fa cts  are plain. W ell, H am ilton  isn ’t as b ad  
as this, anyhow . L is te n !”

“ W e  shouldn ’t ! ”
“  A ll righ t; try  not to  hear it. H e ’s  not 

a  lover; h e ’s an  announcer! W h o a ! Som e
th in g ’s gone w ron g.”

H e began  to  b e  aw are o f  a  grow in g si
len ce— a  cry p tic  and m onotonous silence 
w hich lasted  u n til S teve and B e th  were 
forced to look a t each other in perp lex
ity . T h e y  becam e v e ry  quiet. M in u tes 
passed. T h en  cam e a new  vo ice , h igh and 
shrill and passionate, disclosing th a t a  third  
person had entered the house. T h e  vo ice 
yelled  un in telligib le things. T h e  others 
started  ta lkin g. T h e re  w as a  clam or u n til 
h is tones grew  clearer and harsher, dom i
n atin g  ev ery  oth er sound.

“  Y o u  crook; yo u  double-crosser! Y o u  
th o u gh t yo u  w as sm art, Steinem ann, b u t 
w e traced  yo u , y o u  b ig  robber! Y o u  K in g  
o f  the H ijack ers! A w , do yo u  th in k  w e 
don ’t  kn ow  how  y o u  p la yed  u s  along, pre
tendin ’ to be the boss bootlegger, m a k in ’ 
us p u t u p  our coin and then stealin ’ our 
stuff?  Y o u  greasy  crook, you  double-crossed 
yo u r ow n c ro w d !”

“ Y o u  l ie ! ”  how led  Steinem ann. “ G e t 

o u ta  h e r e !”
“  Y a-a -a -a-a ! I ’m te llin ’ the tr u th !”
“  G et o u ta  here, y o u  d irty  little  slob—  

th ere ’s ladies p re se n t!”
“  G e t out, h ey?  Y a -y a-a -a-a -a! W e ’ll 

see! I  suppose y o u  d id n ’t  m ake u s p u t all 
o u r coin in  y o u r b ootleg gam e, did y a ?  I  
suppose y o u  d idn ’t  m ake us b rin g  th a t 
cargo u p  on the ship, did y a ?  I  suppose 
y o u  d idn ’t steal them  m o vin ’ va n s fo r y o u r
self, did y a ?  Y a -a -a ! Y o u  traitor— y o u  
Judas— y o u  double-crosser, y o u  spy, y o u  

sneak, y o u  robber— ”
“ Stein em an n !”  shouted P a u la  in des

peration. “  A n d  yo u , w hatever y o u r nam e is 
— how  dare }'ou create th is scene in m y  
h ouse?”

“  R ig h t’s r ig h t!”  defied th e  h igh  vo ice  
stubborn ly. “  I ’m in  the righ t. W e ’ll get 
th is crook if  w e h a ve  to  sw ing fo r it. A n d  
you, y o u  im itation  so ciety  jan e, h o w  abou t 
them  spies an d  snoops y o u ’ve  g o t h an gin ’ 
around here? Y a -a -a -a ! Y o u  crow d  o f 
double-crossers, crooks, holdouts— w e’ll see 
abou t yo u ! W e ’ll s e e !”
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A  door slam m ed vio len tly .
S teve  weis alread y  running, leavin g  B e th  

behind. H e  raced  into the house, up  the 
stairs, and in to  the liv in g  room .

Steinem ann’s fla b b y  fa ce  w as w h ite  as h is 
collar. H is soft hands trem bled. H e  leaned 
against a  bookcase, m outh  open, ey e s  
stricken, lookin g p iteous and dazed, like  a  
fish yan k ed  out o f p lacid  w aters and puffing 
a t  the gills. P a u la  w as seated  on a  chair, 
w rin gin g her hands. S teve  cam e to a  h a lt 
in front of her. T h e  accuser h ad  gone.

“  W h ere is he? W h o  is h e ? ”  dem anded 
Steve, to P aula.

Steinem ann gu rgled  and  m anaged to 
p o in t a  p u d g y  finger tow ard  the street. 
S teve  w hirled on him .

“  G e t out o f here! I ’v e  heard  enough 
from  y o u  and abou t y o u ! ”  S tev e  w alk ed  to 
the door and opened it. “ G i t ! ”

“ T h is  a in ’t  y o u r  h o u s e !”  dem urred 
Steinem ann.

“  N o ; i t ’s n ot you rs, either. I ’v e  go t ju st 
a bo u t enough au th o rity  to tell y o u  and all 
the rest o f y o u r bootleggers and h ijack ers 
to get out and s ta y  out! N o w , g o ! ”  

Steinem ann turned ap p ealin gly  to the 
w om an in the chair.

“  P au la! P au la! Y o u  a in ’t  gonn a let 
tliis g u y  get a w a y  w ith  this, are  y o u ? ”  

P au la  bow ed her head.
“ I  a m !”  she replied, co ld ly .
“  O h .”  S tein em ann ’s  little  ey es narrow ed. 

“  Y o u , too, eh? G o in ’ b a c k  on a  pal, eh? 
A h , n ix! N jx , P au la! I  ca n ’t believe 
it!  M y  G od, I  cou ld n ’t  stan d  i t ! ”

S teve  w aved  the door im p atien tly .
“  W hen it  com es to go in g b a ck  on pals, 

h ow  abou t those m ovin g v a n s ? ”  h e  inquired, 
opening the w ound. “  Y o u  g o t P a u la  and 

.th e  others to in vest in th a t b oatload  o f stuff 
an d  then y o u  h ijack ed  it! Y o u ’v e  go t yo u r 
nerve, com ing here a fte r  that!”

Stein em ann ’s m outh w obbled. H e  lick ed  
his lips. S u d d en ly  he sw un g o u t h is arm s 
in an ap p ealin g gesture.

“  W h a t of it?  A ll th a t I ’v e  go t is 
P a u la ’s, i f  she’ll o n ly  ta k e  i t ! ”

H e  turned tow ard  h er w ith  a  glan ce 
w hich registered tenderness com bined w ith  
u n certa in ty. H is  vo ice  broke as h e  baw led : 

“  A w , P au la , y o u  d id n ’t k n o w  it, b u t a ll 
them  things— ev eryth in g  I ’v e  done— w as
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fo r yo u , to m ake y o u  h a p p y! Y o u  d id n ’t 
know  that, d id  y o u ?  I  w anted  m on ey; 
pow er; I  w anted to see y o u  rollin ’ in 
diam onds, palaces, steam  yach ts , lim ousines, 
w here y o u  belong, u p  am ong the m illion
aires, sho w in ’ u p  the flossy dam es that 
cou ld n ’t  hold a  can d le  to  yo u ! W h a t i f  I  
did throw n dow n those slobs? T h e y ’re on ly  
a  bunch o f bum s! I t  w as yo u  I  w as 
th in kin ’ o f, P au la ; y o u ! ”  T h e  fa t  m an 
la id  a  hand on his heart. “  I ’ve  h ad  a  pain 
here— a lon gin ’— an ache— ever since I  first 
saw  yo u ! P au la , P au la , lo o k  up! T e ll m e 
y o u  w as o n ly  k id d in ’ m e, before y o u  b reak 
m y  heart! ”

“  O h, g e t o u t !”  suggested  Steve, w earily .
P a u la ’s righ t arm  bent and her head 

low ered tow ard  it. H er b o d y  rocked. 
T h ere  w as a  stifled  c r y  w hich m ight have 
been a  laugh, a  sob, or a  protest against 
th is degradation. Steinem ann started  tow ard 
her. S teve  extended a  leg to  trip  him .

“  E nough o f this b u rle sq u e !”  rasped the 
cattlem an . “ G et o u t ! ”

“  B u rlesq u e? ”  T h e  sto u t m an ’s little  b lue 
eyes becam e steely  as he halted, revealing 
dynam ic b rutalities w hich w ere fa r  from  
lover like . “ W here do y a  get th at stuff? 
Y o u  get g a y  w ith  m e and th e y ’ll be p u ttin ’ 
y o u  into an ash can ? I m a y  be cuckoo 
abou t P au la , b u t th at d on ’ t g iv e  a n y  of her 
relatives a n y  right to b u tt in, n ot w ith  me! 
Y o u ’re out! G o b ack  to the a lfa lfa , w here 
y o u  b e lo n g !”

Steve fe lt w ild ly  desirous o f  hurling the 
m an through the doorw ay and down the 
steps; b u t Stein em ann ’s figure w as so un- 
sh a k ab ly  ponderous that the idea looked 
like a  to tal loss. T o  shove this m an w ould 
b e  like shoving a  barn.

“  O h, take a  h in t!”  am ended Steve. “  G o 
hom e! ”

Stein em ann ’s cold  eyes flared a t the 
ran cher and then turned tow ard P au la . 
T h e y  began to look bew ildered and hurt 
an d  defeated. H e licked  his lips.

“ P au la! ”  he b leated. “  Is  this the en d ? ”
“ S u re !”  intercepted Steve. “ Slam  the 

d o o r!”
Steinem ann w hirled on him . Passion—  

tire passion o f d isappointm ent— m ade him  
b aw l forth  in  a  trem endous b u ll vo ice:

“  Y a !  Y o u  h ick, y o u  b u ttin sky , y o u ’re

at. the b ottom  o f this! P a u la  a in ’t been the 
sam e since y o u  cam e! I  see through yo u  
now , y o u  schem er, y o u  snake-in-the-grass! 
T u rn in ’ h er again st m e, eh? K n o c k in ’ m e 
behind m y  b ack , eh? S ay , do y o u  know  
w ho y o u ’re m o n keyin ’ w ith ? ”

“  T h ere  are ladies present.”
“  U h. O h. I  see.”  T h e  fa t  m an’s m an

n er becam e less choleric and m ore deadly. 
“  W ell, h ave  a  good tim e w hile y o u  can, 
b u t lem m e tell y o u  this: I ’m one o f the b ig 
bosses, see? G et th at?  I ’m B ig  B ill Steine- 
m an, the K in g  of the B a il B o n d  B rokers, 
see? I  stan d  in w ith  the m ain gu ys, see? 
A s k  abou t m e a t the C ity  H all, th a t’s all. 
A sk  a n y w h e re !”  Steinem ann snapped his 
fingers under S te v e ’s nose. “  Y o u  m on key 
around me and I ’l l  turn y o u  into a  grease- 
spot! N o w , go ahead an d  ligh t yo u r 
c igarette  in the d y n a m ite !”

Steve turned w earily  to P au la , w ho had 
B e th  alongside her.

“  G e t m e a  cro w b a r!”  he appealed. “  I  
ca n ’t shove it out so I ’ll have to p ry  it 
o u t !”

T h e  fa t  m an, w ith  a  certain  d ign ity , 
raised an enorm ous reprovin g hand tow ard 
S teve  and then looked again tow ard the 
w’om an in the ch a ir .”

“  P a u la !”  he appealed, so ftly .
She turned her b ack  on him . H e stood 

h esitan t for a  m om ent and then, bow ing his 
shoulders, he cram m ed his splendid shining 
h a t upon his head and passed slow ly b eyond 
the threshold.

“  I ’ll say  go od -by n o w ,”  he surrendered. 
“  I ’ll com e b a ck  w hen y o u  feel better. 
P au la . Y o u  a in ’t y o u r s e lf!”

T h e  door closed.
P a u la  bow ed her head again in her arm s 

and her b o d y  shook w ith  rackin g sobs. B eth  
b en t over her. So did Steve.

“  H u m ilia tio n !”  she cried, clenchin g her 
hands. “  I  can not stan d  th is thing! W h at 
h ave I le t m yself into! W h a t irony! W h a t 
retribution! I  can not stan d  it— I  can not 
stand i t ! ”

T h ere  w as silence. P au la— the proud and 
unruffled P au la — broke dow n and  cried like 
a  b a b y , until even Steve saw  that she w as 
o n ly  a  nerve-shattered w reck, incapable o f 
m eeting the situation  m uch further. H e  
turned to B eth .
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‘ ‘ L isten ! O n ce y o u  asked m e to  help  
her. W ill you do y o u r sh are?”

“  H o w ? ”
“  G o a w a y  w ith  her. S ta y  w ith  her. T a k e  

care  o f  h er a t  m y  A rizo n a  ran ch. W ill 
y o u ? ”

B eth  considered, looking a t th e  floor; 
an d  then she m ade a  n egative gesture.

“  I  am  n ot free. I  need e v e ry  en gage
m ent I  can  get. I f  I  can cel m y  present 
ones th ey  w ill be hard  to find  in  th e  fu tu re. 
I  c a n n o t!”

H is ey es looked  contem ptuous fo r  an 
instan t. H e  thought he saw  selfishness, the 
sort w h ich  gives lip  service  an d  fa ils  in  a  
pin ch ; b u t it  began  to daw n on h im  th at 
th is self-sup portin g little  m usician  w as m ade 
p ra ctica lly  penniless b y  the sam e in vest
m ents w hich h ad  trap ped  P au la . In  a  flash 
o f understanding he sensed h er sta rk  
stru ggle  again st p o verty , so th at h e  w as 
tem pted to m ake an  offer o f  personal a id ; 
b u t his new  an d  greater respect advised  him  
n ot to.

“  I ’m  s o rry ,”  h e  said, sin cerely. “  T h e n  
I ’m  stu m p ed !”

“  L e t m e tak e  her to  m y  room ,”  offered 
B eth . “  T h a t  w ill g e t h er a w a y  from  here, 
an yh o w . W e  can not su b ject h er again  to  
this!”

H e  thought it  over.
“  T h a n k s; u n til to-n igh t,”  he decided. 

“  T h e n  sh e ’ll ta k e  the tra in  south .”  H e  
touched P a u la  on the shoulder, p u ttin g  an 
en d  to further tem porizing. “ C om e,”  he 
said , gen tly . “  L e t ’s end th is, then! G o 
u pstairs and p a ck . T a k e  enough things 
fo r  a  m onth. Y o u ’re go in g to  b e  sa fe  from  
n o w  on. S a fe !”

She accepted the suggestion, arisin g som e
w h a t w earily.

“  A n d  y o u ? ”  she asked, lookin g a t  h im  
w ith  glistenin g eyes.

“  I ’m going to  s ta y  fo r aw h ile .”
“  A h , no. T h a t  w ould  n o t b e  fa ir ! ”
“  Y e s . I ’m gettin g clearer ideas n ow . 

A s  soon as y o u ’re  gone I ’ll turn  over a ll m y  
evidence to  the F ed eral au th orities.”

“ M y  heavens, n o !”
“  T h e re ’s  litt le  danger. Y o u ’ll n o t b e  

im plicated. I ’m  p lann ing to  scare th is gan g 
out o f the c ity . H a v e  y o u  ever seen a  
rabbit-drive? T h e  farm ers scare the rab

b its  fo r  m iles into a  pen. W ell, th a t ’s m y 
idea. I ’m  go in g to  scare o u r rab bits clear 
into A rizon a, into a  trap, and I  own the 
trap!”

H e to o k  h er u p  the stairs and into h er 
d a in ty  room , w ith  its  deep b lu e  carp et and 
ivo ry-co lo red  furnishings, w here he le ft  her 
w ith  B e th  to p a ck  her things. In  less than 
a n  hour she returned dow nstairs, w alk in g  
rega lly , w earin g a  b ea u tifu l g ra y  tailored  
o u tfit and a  veiled  h at, ap p aren tly  so p lacid  
a n d  com posed th a t S teve  m arveled  a t the 
n erve w hich could b u o y  her so sp lendidly.

S tev e  h ad  ru n g fo r  a  ta x ica b . H e  help ed  
P a u la  and B eth  into it.

“  I ’ll g e t the tickets an d  the sleeper,”  he 
prom ised, “  I ’ll w ire ahead to the ranch 
and  tell ’em to clean th e  p lace. T h e , b o y s  
w ill m eet y o u  w hen y o u  arrive. T h e  train  
leaves here a t  seven. I ’ll  see y o u  a t B e th ’s 
house b efore six. W e ’re lu c k y  it ’s o n ly  a  
few  b lo cks a w a y .”

H e  too k  B e th ’s h an d  fo r  an  instan t, lo o k 
in g  into h er eyes. “  T h a n k s ,”  h e  said, 
s im p ly. “ W e ’ll m eet again — m a n y  tim e s !”

B eth  sm iled a t  him . H e  fe lt m ore 
cheerful.

L e ft  alone in th e  house, w ith  one appre
h en sive colored m aid  below stairs, he w rote 
letters and telegram s to  A rizo n a  and carried  
b ag ga ge dow nstairs. T h en  h e  started  dow n 
tow n in a  street c a r  filled  w ith  sober fo lk , 
m a in ly  w om en go in g shopping. H e  con
tin ued  to n otice  th is ram p an t sobriety  as he 
passed through streets teem ing w ith  traffic, 
an d  lines o f  a ttra ctiv e  shop w indow s and 
fine bu ild in gs w here the business o f an 
a ctiv e , hustlin g, b re e zy  c ity  hum m ed along.

“ S h u c k s !”  he adm itted , in the railroad 
office. “  T h e  c i t y ’s all right. T h e  w h isk y  
business doesn’t  am ount to a n y th in g !”  A n d 
then: “  B u t  it  sure looks b ig  w hen i t ’s close 
u p ! ”

H e  bou gh t tick e t and b erth  fo r  P au la , 
w en t to a  m ovie w hich  depicted  so ciety , 
and, w ith  im pressions th o ro u gh ly  m uddled 
again , started  fo r  hom e la te  in the a fter
noon. H is  fo o tfa lls  seem ed lo n ely  in the 
splendid em p ty house, b u t he fe lt  a t ease in 
it  now. H e  sighed w ith  satisfactio n , took 
off h is coat, san k  in to  an easy  chair, lifted  
h is feet in to  another chair, an d  u n folded  the 
p in k  sp ortin g edition  o f a  new spaper.
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“  W e ll,”  he decided, “  things are n o t so 
bad, a fter  a l l ! ”

T h e  doorbell rang again. I t  w as another 
telegram . H e settled  him self into the chair 
and opened the m issive:

Steering gear broke. The damn thing went
off a cliff on the ridge road. I hope you choke.

Shorty.
V I I I .  . y

T h e r e  being nothing to do abou t it, 
S teve  burned the cheerless m essage and tried 
to gleam  som e intelligen ce from  the new s
p a p er’s com ic strips; b u t a  restless fo reb o d 
ing assailed him , so th a t sh o rtly  he paced 
the shining floors and  began to po tter 
around flaw less furniture, d a in ty  vases, rare 
pictures, and  a  hundred oth er o b jects  w hich 
ga v e  him  a  w on derful education  in interior 
decoration.

“  B u t  w h y  d id n ’t she sell som e o f this 
stuff and keep  o u t o f that other b u sin ess?”  
he w ondered.

P a u la  h ad  n ot to ld  him  th a t the p lace 
w as a lread y  m ortgaged. She forbore to 
explain  th a t the loss o f a  few  o f these pre
cious articles w ould  take som ething from  
the effect o f the w hole house, so th at she 
m igh t as w ell le t everyth in g go a t once, if 
it  m ust go. H e  could  not h a ve  under
stood this elusive cu ltu ral point. H e m erely 
saw  w h at he saw , sm oking a  c igarette  and 
paw in g thin gs over.

H e  jigg led  a  fine b la c k  Chinese stan d  full 
o f craven  dragons until he rem em bered that 
its  frag ile  vase, in  solid  colors b lendin g from  
b la ck  to b lue to so ft orange, contain ed  his 
loaded revolver. H e  jerked  h is hands a w a y  
and  started  tow ard a  d eft g ilt  fram ed p ic
ture o f  a  C alifo rn ia  p o p p y  field. T h e  bell 
ran g again. H e looked a t the grea t c lo ck  
w ith  its  le isu rely  pendulum . I t  w as alm ost 
six. Im p atien tly , realizing that he h ad  
now  w asted  too m uch tim e, he w en t to the 
door and opened it.

F o u r m en faced  him , a  huddled m ob 
bunched on the top steps like a  foo tball 
w edge w aitin g  for a  signal. O n e w as the 
m an w hom  Steve had chased dow n the street 
w hen Slim  and  S h orty  h ad  departed  in their 
luckless auto!

“  W ell?  W h a t is it n o w ? ”  barked Steve, 
in  consternation.

T h e  forem ost m an, a  b u rly  fellow  in an 
u ltra-fashion able b u t v e ry  b a g g y  brow n 
suit, laid  his broad-toed foot in the doorw ay. 

“  I  w an n a see P a u la  K a n e ! ”  he grow led. 
“  S h e ’s not in. G et th at foot a w a y .”
“  Is  Steinem ann in ? ”
“  N o . I ’m  all alone. G oo d d a y .”
“  O h, no. T h e re ’s been too m uch fu n n y  

business around here, m ister; w e ’re go in ’ to 
snoop around for aw hile! W e ’re going in i ”  

“  W h a t for?  I h a v e n ’t invited  y o u .”
“  D o n ’t get hard-boiled, now ! G et a w ay  

from  th at d o o r!”
T h e  intrusion m ade Steve feel the right-* 

eous indignation  of a  landed proprietor.
“  W h a t?  S a y — since w hen do they allow  

gan gs to run hog-w ild  into p eople’s  houses? 
G e t o u t o f  h e r e !”

T h e  leading m an jerked  a  thum b tow ard 
his friends.

“  A w , le t ’s go! ”
T h e  fo u r o f  them  shoved forw ard. Steve 

tum bled  b ack w ard  though not before his 
q u ick  eyes glanced  h o p efu lly  up and down 
the street; b u t the charge o f the q u artet 
w as so a b ru p t th at tw o pedestrians and one 
un iform ed chauffeur failed  to notice an y 
un tow ard  incident on th is doorstep.

T h e  door ban ged  shut. T h e  b u rly  m an ’s 
three associates grouped around him . T h e  
person w hom  S teve  h ad  once pursued, a 
slim  and tallish  fellow  w ith  b lu e  stu b b le  on 
his jaw s, jerked  an  accusin g finger toward 
th e  ranchm an.

“ T h a t ’s the m ysterious g u y  han gin ’ 
around here all w eek! H e ’s  crooked! M a k e  
h im  cough up w h a t he know s, M ik e! W e ’ve 
go t him  w here w e w an t h im ? ”

S tev e  fe lt  tem pted to m ake a  rush for 
the vase w hich held his revolver, b u t it  was 
beyon d  the others and w ou ld  require 
p atien ce and tech n ique b efore the pistol 
cou ld  b e  fished out o f  the vase. R e gretfu lly  
he w as forced to fa ce  the visitors, standing 
a t  b a y  in fron t o f the stairs.

“ Y o u ’ve  go t a  lo t o f nerve! ”  he observed. 
“ W h a t do y o u  exp ect to  get o u t o f th is? ”  

“  A  lo ta  things! ”  grow led  the b ig  fellow , 
w hose b ro w  w as low  and  covered b y  h ea v y  
b la ck  hair, disclosed w hen he doffed his 
b attered  hat. “ W h e re ’s Steinem ann? I  
suppose he a in ’t  been here, h e y ? ”

“  H e  has. H e  w en t a w a y .”
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“  U h-huh. H e ’d b etter! T h e  double- 
crossin ’ crook, w e ’d rip  him  a p a rt! W ell, 
b o ys, m ebbe he go t a w a y  th is tim e, I  dunno; 
b u t m ebbe this b u m ’s ly in ’ .”  H e  b arked  a t 
Steve. “  W h ere ’s  P a u la ? ”

“  N on e o f yo u r business.”
T h e  b ig  m an ’s hands clenched and h is 

th ick  lip s tighten ed  as h e  advan ced  tow ard 
Steve.

“  Y o u  get fresh w ith  u s and th e y ’ll w rap 
y o u  in  a  box, see? G e t n ext to you rself! 
W e a in ’t here for fun! W e ’ve  been bunked, 
razzed, double-crossed, and flim -flam m ed, 
see? W e ’re sore, see? T h e  cops are g e ttin ’ 
onto us and so are the F ederal d icks. G et 
th a t?  W e ’re lo o k in ’ fo r one fa t  traitor and 
a  sm ooth society  ja n e  th a t’s done a  lo t of 
d irty  w o rk  behind our b acks! G e t th at?  
W e ’re go in ’ to send ’em  to  hell, w here th ey 
b e lo n g !”

Su d d en ly  S teve  observed th a t this fellow  
w heezed through his nose and slobbered a t 
th e  m outh, g iv in g  a  brutish  asp ect w hich 
m ade the ranchm an adm it a  qualm  o f un 
rest.

“  Y o u ’re ’w a y  off! ”  h e  protested. ‘ I  
don ’t  kn ow  a n yth in g abou t Stein em ann ; he 
m a y  be a ll y o u  sa y ; b u t th e  rest o f  i t ’s 
w ro n g !”

“  H e lie s !”  yelp ed  the slim  m an. “  T h is  
is the fella  that licked  H y m ie  B au m ! W h a t 
becam e o f H ym ie?  W h ere is he, h e y ? ”

“  H e le ft h ere,”  answ ered Steve, tru th 
fu lly . “ I  n ever saw  him  a g a in !”

“  F ish y ! F ish y ! E v e ry th in g ’s crooked 
here! M a k e  th is g u y  cough up, M ik e! 
H e ’s  go t som ethin ’ on his m in d !”

“  W a it a  m o m en t!”  S teve vo iced  h is real 
am azem ent. “  Y o u  m ean to say  th a t yo u  
fellow s can  rush into a  house lik e  th is an d  
do w hatever y o u  w a n t? ”  H e  looked  from  
one m an to another. “  I s  it  plain  gall or 
does som ebody g ive y o u  perm ission?”  

“ W e ’ll search this house, y e h ! ”  retorted 
th e  slim  fellow . “ W e  p a id  fo r it, a in ’t 
w e ? ”  H e  sw un g a  hand tow ard the fine 

^ furnishings. “ B o o z e !”  he jeered. “ A ll 
booze! W e done the d irty  w ork, th e y  go t 
the ja c k ! W e  paid  for th is house, 
m ister! ”

I t  w as la rg e ly  exaggeration, b u t the 
victim ized  gan gsters nodded in unison.

“  W ell, w h a t o f i t ? ”  dem anded Steve, in

desperation. “  D o es th a t g iv e  yo u  righ t o f 
e n tr y ? ”

“ A w , can  i t ! ”  advised  the b ig  fellow . 
“  C om e on, y o u  gu ys. Search the d u m p !”

“ N o ! ”  forbade Steve.
T h e  b ig  fellow  reached u p  an arm  and 

shoved S teve  o u t of the w a y. T h e  o u traged  
ranchm an lashed out w ith  an irritated  fist, 
b u t he w as off balan ce and he did  n ot 
register excep t to m ake the b u rly  m an leer.

“ O h, y o u  w an n a figh t, e h ? ”
T h e  b ig  fe llo w ’s le ft  hand slipped behind 

S te v e ’s head and h is r igh t fist drew  b ack . 
T h e  ranchm an saw  it com ing and tried to 
w rithe out o f the w a y, b u t— crash— a 
th un derbo lt stru ck  him  betw een the eyes. 
H is  w hole b o d y  fe lt  th e  terrific im p act, 
even to his sagging knees. H e  tum bled b ack 
w ard and landed on the stairs.

“  A n d  y o u ’ve  go t the n erve to do that!” 
h e  gasped.

H e  scram bled to his feet, ta k in g  a  step  
upw ard. T h e  b ig  fellow  approached and 
started  a  viciou s overhan d sw in g w hich 
arched h is b o d y  b ack w ard  fo r an instan t. 
In  th at flash o f tim e the desperate S teve  
saw  an opening, u n ethical and unorthodox, 
ban ned b y  all th e  ru les o f k n ig h tly  com 
b a t, b u t so tem ptin g th a t the distracted  
ranchm an could  n o t resist. H e k icked. T h e  
toe o f  h is h e a v y  new  shoe sank into the 
m an ’s m idriff. W ith  a  hissing sound lik e  
a  pun ctured  tire, th e  fellow  w en t stra igh t 
b ackw ard  to th e  fron t w all, w here he col
lapsed and la y  m oaning and groaning, pu r
p le  faced, w rith in g in a  p a in fu l en deavor to  
get b ack  his w ind.

“  H e don ’t  figh t f a ir ! ”  screeched one o f  
th e  others.

“  H ow  can  I ? ”  defended Steve.
“  G et h im !”  yelp ed  th e  ta ll fellow .
T h e y  charged  tow ard  the steps. S teve  

th o u gh t o f  fligh t tow ard  the upper floor, b u t 
th e  h u rtlin g  m ass w as upon him . H e  
kn ocked  the forem ost b ack . A n other stum 
bled  and grabb ed  S te v e ’s knees. H e  w on  
a  leg  free and sw ung a  k n ee into the fel
lo w ’s face . T h e  third visitor hurdled  over 
the others. S te v e ’s free arm  lashed out. 
T h e  other reeled, b u t stru ck  b a c k . S teve  
w arded  him  off and shoved  him  dow nw ard.

T h e  trio returned to  th e  struggle. T h e  
b ig  fellow , near th e  door, began to regain
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h is balance. H e  w a s glow erin g, sobbin g 
w ith  rage and  pain. T h e  b attlin g  S teve  saw  
th e  look  in th e  m a n ’s face . S u d d en ly  the 
ranchm an realized  th a t th is struggle— sta rt
in g  m ain ly  as an  acciden t, brough t a b o u t b y  
th e  pique o f disappoin ted crooks— w as lik e 
l y  to becom e dem oniac. W ild  w ith  
desperation, assailed b y  a  pushing, jostlin g, 
sm ashing crow d w hich surged u p  th e  steps 
and shoved him  b ack w ard , he longed for 
th e  revo lver in the va se ; b u t the vase w as 
fa r  a w a y  on its ta b le  near the door, m o ck 
in g  him  w ith  the dem ure b e a u ty  o f  its  lu s
trous b u t indifferent colors.

T h e  telephone rang.
“ F o rget i t ! ”  ye lled  som ebody. “ G e t 

h im !”
“  B e  rea so n a b le !”  pan ted  S tev e. “  C u t 

th is o u t !”
T h e  telephone ran g again . I t  k e p t rin g

ing.
A  fist drove in to  S te v e ’s  w aist, m akin g 

h im  w ince. A  leaping fellow , flan k in g him  
from  th e  le ft  side, forced  h im  to huddle 
again st the banisters and ham m er side
w a ys. H e co u ld n ’t  k n o ck  the m an  through 
th e  w all, so ev ery  b lo w  m ade th e  fellow  
rebound.

T h e  gian t w as am bling u p  th e  step s now. 
T h e  b a tt le  lig h t w as in  h is eyes. T h e  fran 
tic  Steve, b attered  and bruised, figh ting 
w ith  m outh open and eyes g la ssy  through 
sheer vio lence o f  effort, w a s urged to a  
sw ifter pace. H e  kneed a m an try in g  to 
ta ck le  him  around the w aist. H e slam m ed 
the m an at the w all, forcin g him  off cen ter 
and shoving him  dow nw ard. T h e  th ird  fe l
low  w as elbow ed a w a y . F o r  an  instan t S teve  

w as free.
Su d d en ly  he leaped u p  three steps, lo n g

in g  for a  w eapon. H is  hand touched the 
banister. In spiration  m ade him  grab  it  w ith  
both  hands. H e  p u lled  w hile the yellin g , 
sn arling m ass claw ed a t him . T h e  b an ister 
stu ck . H e p u lled  again , testin g  ev ery  m us
cle  o f h is b o d y. T h e  ban ister cracked, sp lit 
a t  an  unsuspected  jo in t, and fell overside 
b efore h e  could get a  good hold. A  line o f 
square w ooden rails stood u p  s ta r k ly  from  
the steps. H e  grabbed  a  rail. H e  sw ung it 
w ild ly  upon a  b obb in g head.

“  H e ’s lick in ’ us! ”  ye lled  the ta ll fe l
low.

“ I ’l l  settle  ’im ! ”  prom ised th e  giant.
H e  p u lled  u p  rails, one b y  one, y a n k in g  

them  o u t o f  their so ck ets  as h e  w alked  up  
th e  steps. H e hurled  h is first fistfu l a t 
S teve, o ver the heads o f  th e  oth ers; and 
then, com ing close w ith  three o f them  in  h is 
hands, h e  b attered  dow n upon th e  ran ch 
m an ’s  h ead  lik e  a  feu d al w arrior slam m ing 
a w a y  w ith  a  sw ord. S te v e ’s defensive w and 
splin tered under th e  on slaught. H is  righ t 
arm  num bed. T h e  po w erfu l trip licate  club  
b ea t w ith o u t m ercy. H is h ead  w abbled , 
bow ed dow n, bow ed low ; and  still the fu 
rio us b lo w s rained upon him  u n til the stairs 
leaped a t  h is fa ce  and circ led  un der and 
o ver him , an d  h e  p itched  sid ew ays off the 
low er step s to the floor, seeing m a n y fire
w orks.

Q ueer pains assailed the ranchm an; 
q ueer im pressions flitted  across his disor
dered brain . L ig h ts  and shadow s joined 
w ith  the rin gin g o f h is ears to  an n o y  him . 
H e  la y  b lin k in g  stu p id ly  u n til h e  w as 
aw are o f a  sw a yin g  sensation  an d  ascer
tained  th a t a  b ig  fo o t w as rollin g him  to  
and  fro. N o t  k ick in g ; m erely  rollin g. H e 
strove to e levate  h im self, b u t n oticed  th at 
his w hole righ t side w as num b. H e  san k 
b ack .

“  She m ingled w ith  th e  w rong people! ”  
he groaned.

“ Y o u  h ad  it  cornin’ ! ”  retorted  th e  ta ll 
fellow  as h e  cam e into S te v e ’s b lurred  v is
ion. “  W e  dunno w h a t y o u ’ve  done to  us, 
m ister; b u t w h atever it  is, w e ’re even .”

“  F o rg et h im ,”  grow led B ig  M ik e. 
“  Search  the house.”

T w o  o f the m en follow ed h is  tru cu len t 
lead. T h e  third sta y ed  near S teve, w ho la y  
still fo r  a  long, lo n g tim e, try in g  to  c la ssify  
som e o f the pains w hich chased through his 
b o d y. A t  last h e  began  to  n otice  h is com 
pan io n ’s  soft, m onotonous fo o tfa lls  on the 
polished floor o f  the anteroom . S teve  m an
aged  to turn  his neck, T h e  oth er fellow  stood 
n ear the piano, stuffing a  priceless m iniature 
into h is p o ck et and then rollin g u p  a  m ag
nificent b la ck -g ra y -g o ld  brocade.

“ H e y ! ”  jeered  S tev e  p a in fu lly , “ W h y  
d on ’t  y o u  g iv e  th e  oth er fellow s a  ch an ce?”

T h e  m an ju m ped  an d  cast a  g u ilty  look  
tow ard  the d oorw ay. T h e n  h e  grinned.

“  Q u it k id d in ’ f  T h e y ’ll g e t theirs all

!
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right, a ll righ t! T h e y ’ll ta k e  th is dum p 
a p a rt.”

T h e  new s m ade S tev e  a ttem p t to arise, 
b u t a  p atron izin g glance from  the visitor 
to ld  him  the effort w as w asted. T h e  ran ch
m an ’s r ig h t arm  and shoulder w ere o u t of 
com m ission. T h e  forearm  w a s - a  crushed 
ruin.

H e  la y  b a c k  again , th o rough ly  discour
aged  and som ew hat sick, b u t h is desperate 
m ind cau gh t a  new  idea.

T h e  vase! T h e  pistol! L ess  than fifteen  
feet aw ay!

H e  started  to  w rith e tow ard  the dragon- 
table. T h e  other m an, exam ining a  d eft 
iv o ry  carvin g, saw  th e  m ove and threw  a  
ca lcu latin g  lo o k  tow ard  the door, m akin g 
sure th a t i t  w a s closed, and S teve  could  
h a rd ly  reach th e  knob  w ith ou t agonized 
effort.

“  W a it  aw h ile ,”  ad vised  the visitor. 
“  W e ’ll p u t y o u  on a  cou ch  birrteby. W e  
a in ’t  goin ’ to  k ill y o u . T a k e  it  ea sy .”

S teve  considered a  w ild  y e ll fo r help , b u t 
th e  th ick  w indow s w ere a ll shut and th e re  
w ere p ro b a b ly  no passers-by on th e  quiet 
street anyhow . H e  decided to keep craw l
in g, w rith in g a lo n g s ilen tly  and gained five 
feet before the h e a v y  footstep s of the ex
plorers thum ped up from  the cellar.

“  N o b o d y  here b u t a  scared coon w om 
a n ! ”  reported B ig  M ik e  disgustedly, 
em erging from  a  rear doorw ay. “  W e ’v e  
been u pstairs and dow n. W e ’re b u n k e d !”

“  W ell, h ow  a b o u t th is g u y ? ”  persisted 
th e  ta ll m an, po in tin g  a t  Steve. “  H e  know s 
som ethin ’ ! ”

“  I  dunno,”  considered B ig  M ik e. “  S u p 
pose he w on ’t  ta lk ?  W e  can ’t  b ea t h im  u p  
m uch m ore, can  w e ? ”

“  N o ; n o t v e ry  m uch. S-sh! W h a t ’s 

th a t? ”
Som ething m oved b eyond the fron t door. 

A  k e y  w as inserted into the lo ck . T h ere  
w a s a  c lic k  and then a  m om ent o f m anipu
lation  as the kn o b  turned  and the h ea v y  
oaken  panels sw u n g inw ard. T h e  un in vited  
visitors lo o k ed  a t  each  other. W ith  one 
im pulse th e y  scattered  behind  curtain s or 
m ade them selves sm all again st th e  fron t 
w all. O ne o f  them  produced a  b la ck ja ck , 
w hich  seem ed to  b e  th e  favo red  w eapon o f 
th e  w hole gan g.

T h e  door cam e w id e open.
B e th  w alk ed  in. H er startled  ey e s  saw  

th e  b attered  Steve. She d rew  b a c k  in  sur
prise.

Steve m ade a  desp erate leap. H e  
b u tted  h is head  a gain st the dragon -tab le  
an d  m ade it  fa ll a w a y  from  him . T h e  
b lack-b lu e-oran ge vase trem bled, toppled, 
bounced  off the fa llin g  edge, tum bled to 
the floor, and bu rst into a  hun dred  crashing 
fragm ents. A  sh in y n ickeled  revolver cam e 
to  rest am id the ruins.

“  G rab  i t ! ”  ye lled  Steve.
I t  all happened in an  instan t. B eth , a t  

first uncom prehending, cau g h t h is alarm  
a n d  ju m ped  fo r the w eapon, ta k in g  i t  in 
h er g loved  righ t hand ju st as she saw  the 
form s a t th e  w all. W ith  a  little  stifled cry , 
she p ointed  the pistol. H er arm  trem bled. 
T h e re  w as a  m om ent o f  electrical ten
sion.

“  N ix ! ”  y e lp e d  the ta ll fellow , elevatin g  
h is alarm ed fists tow ard  th e  ceiling. “  P u t 
it  dow n! D ro p  it! Y o u ’re  too n ervous! I t  
m ight go o f f !”

“  T h e re  are fo u r o f  ’em ,”  w arned Steve. 
“ W atch  o u t !”

She b ack ed  again st the door, fa cin g  th e  
w hole room . A  h e a v y  b lu e portiere m oved. 
She pointed her jig g lin g  pistol a t  it. B ig  
M ik e  decided to com e forth , w a v in g  d is
gusted hands.

“  S tep hen ,”  she gasped, “  w ho are these 
m en? W h y  did  th e y  d e la y  y o u ? ”

“  B u rg la rs ,”  h e  answ ered.
“ O h ! ”

“ Y o u  l ie ! ”  snarled B ig  M ik e . “ W e  
g o tta  rig h t here, se e ? ”

“  W h a t? ”  gasped Steve.
“  W h a t a  ch eap l i e ! ”  sa id  B eth .
“ B e t h ! ”  pleaded the w eaken in g Steve. 

“ G iv e  m e y o u r p isto l! I ’ll cover them ! 
M y  le ft  hand! T h e y ’re  stealin g P a u la ’s 
things! ”

B eth , confused and a t b a y , stood star
in g  a t  the sullen  q u artet; and then  sud
d en ly  she b en t and slipped the p istol in to  
the han d of Steve, w ho w as ly in g  on h is 
in ju red  rig h t side w ith  h is head n ear th e  
floor. H e to o k  th e  w eapon and held  its  
gleam in g barrel u p w ard  stead ily . B ig  
M ik e ’s eyes n arrow ed; h e  sp oke to B e th  in  
a  hoarse voice:

4 A
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“  Y o u ’ve b u tted  in w here yo u  go t no 
business. A ll right— m ebbe w e ’ll tend  to  
y o u , to o !”

“ Search  ’e m !”  gasped Steve. “ B e  
qu ick ! W e  h a v e n ’t  m uch tim el T h e  b ig  
fellow  first.”

B ig  M ik e  saw  the p isto l’s d ea d ly  tunnel 
pointed stra ig h t a t  h is eyes. P erforce he 
elevated  h is arm s and, grim acin g and  
grum bling, stood as m otionless as his 
friends.

B eth , though trem bling, to o k  an  u g ly  
b la c k ja ck  from  under his b e lt and then  
exam ined into th e  b u lg e  in  h is co a t pocket. 
I t  yield ed  five ch aste ly  designed spoons, 
seven  forks, a  gold  w atch , a  pair o f ornate 
am ber-and-gold ear decorations, three 
bracelets, a  co stly  m edallion, a  p a ir  o f  
m onogram m ed scissors, fo u r d elicate  Irish  
lace  h andkerch iefs, and a  d a in ty  little  gold- 
and-silver vase.

“  T h ro w  ’em  on th e  f lo o r !”  cried Steve 
in  a  w eak  vo ice . “  T h e n  ch ase these b u r
glars out. H u r r y !”

“  B u rg la rs? ”  snarled  B ig  M ik e . “  C u t  
o u t the insults, see? I t ’s our stuff, a in ’t  
it?  W e  p aid  fo r it, d id n ’t  w e? Y a h !  Y o u  
k eep  ta lk in ’ lik e  th a t and  p re tty  soon w e’ll 
com e and g iv e  y o u  another dose— an d th is 
flu ffy-h aired  m oll, too .”

S teve  in differen tly  p u lled  th e  trigger.
T h e  room  rocked. A  flash o f  flam e 

streak ed  un der B ig  M ik e ’s chin and ripped 
h is bulging red  n eck tie  apart. H e  clutched  
a t his throat. H is  ey es p opped  and h is fa ce  
tu rn ed  ch alk-w h ite.

“ C u t  it o u t !”  h e  gibbered. “ D am m it, 
y o u  m igh t ’a ’ k illed  m e !”

“  I  w ill, n ext tim e,”  prom ised S teve  in a  
w hispering vo ice . “  B e th — m ake ’em  fa ce  
th e  w a ll— search ’em— ohase ’em  out—  
h u r r y !”

“ S te p h e n !”  she pleaded. “ T h e  noise! 
T h e  n eighbors! D o  y o u  w a n t p u b lic ity ? ”

“  Y e s . I  d on ’t  care now . G iv e  their 
n am es to  th e  F ed eral officers— th e new spa
pers— go the lim it— telephone. H u r r y !”

“  N o ! ”  y elled  th e  ta ll m an.
“ B e th — y o u  ca n ’t  h o ld  ’em  lon g— b u t 

tell the new spapers. H u r r y ! ”
“ You do that,” snarled Big Mike, “ and 

we’ll— ”
Steve made the big fellow’s eyes stare

5 A

stra igh t into th e  p isto l m uzzle. T h e  m an 
w ilted. S teve m ade a  litt le  gesture. T h e  
chasten ed  gan g fell into lin e lik e  a  m ilitary  
squad, facin g  th e  door. T h e  frigh ten ed  B eth  
delved into p o ck ets th a t y ie ld ed  cu tlery , 
scarfs, ivo ry , brocades, silks, an d  even  a  
splendid han d m irror. A rtic le s  fell to  the 
floor in a  tum bled h eap  until B e th ’s  trem 
b lin g  han d opened th e  door an d  pointed 
to w ard  the d arken ing street. T h e  m en su l
le n ly  filed  out. T h e  last one, B ig  M ik e , 
tossed a  glan ce b ack w ard , b u t the bore o f 
th e  p istol w as still leveled  stra ig h t a t  him . 
H e  shrugged  his w ide shoulders, slam m ed 
h is b attered  h a t upon his head, and sh u f
fled  dow n th e  fro n t steps.

B e th  closed  th e  door; she leaned again st 
it . R eactio n  set in. She to o k  a  deep breath  
an d  looked u pon  th e  w reck a ge on th e  floor.

“  A h , w h y  did  th e y  do  th a t? ”  she asked 
p iteou sly . “  A n d  w h y  did  th e y  trea t y o u  
s o ? ”  H e r  ey es w idened. “ S te p h e n !”

T h e  p istol w as still pointed  up w ard, b a l
an ced  in h is  cupp ed  le ft  h an d ; b u t  his ey es 
w ere closed.

I X .

Confused  ideas an d  hazy im pressions 
flitte d  across S tev e ’s ch ao tic  m ind  lik e  a  
flick erin g  m ovie ed ited  b y  to ta lly  irrespon
sib le  dem ons. Q ueer personages floated  b e
fo re  h is d istorted  vision. T h e  w orst w a s a  
co a l-b lack  creatu re w ith  th ick  red  lip s an d  
k in k y  h air. T h e n  there w a s a  b londe 
w om an w ith  a  sq u are ja w  and a  m asterfu l 
m anner w ho soothed and b u llied  him . 
T h e re  w as also  a  y o u n g  w om an w ith  b ig  
brow n  eyes w h o  flitted  in and  o u t fo r  no 
p articu lar reason, som etim es brin gin g oth er 
ph an tom s w ho stared a t  h im  through iron  
bars.

B u t the m ost alarm in g exh ib it in  the 
w hole w eird  m enagerie w as a  g ra v e  and 
deliberate personage w ith  a  glo w in g b la c k  
V a n d y k e  beard , w ho perform ed tr ick s  w ith  
stran ge b o ttles  and  odors w hile m urm uring 
“  T h ere, there, th ere ,”  in  a  sed u ctive vo ice . 
S teve  soon ascertain ed  th a t th is  person w as 
a  treacherous frau d  lik e ly  to  m ake ligh tn in g 
m otions and ja b  things. T h e  v ic tim  deter
m ined to  un m ask  th is rasca l and m anaged 
to  tear a w a y  p a rt o f  th e  b la c k  b eard  b efore 
several oth er scoun drels bore h im  down.
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H e  aw o k e a t last to a  saner w orld. T h e  
iv o ry  w alls  began to  focus. T h e  bars o f 
h is cage w ere foun d to b e  m ere b ed  rails. 
H e  attem p ted  to  sit u p , b u t found him self 
w ea k  and bound b y  an iron-clad sp lin t upon 
his righ t forearm . H is  th roat an d  tongue 
and  eyes fe lt  parched, as if a  recent con
flagration  h ad  burned a w a y  the n atu ral 
m oisture, and he pondered upon this m iracle 
u n til he becam e aw are o f  a  persisten t 
shadow  h overin g near him . H e  turned his 
w ea ry  head on the piilow . H is  w idened 
ey e s  beheld the coal-b lack, k in k y-h aired  
creatu re o f  his dream s.

“  Y o u  here a g a in ? ” ,h e  protested.
T h e  devoted colored m aid  la id  dow n a 

tr a y  o f dishes.
“  A re  y o u  you, M r . K a n e ? ”  she asked  in 

a  trem bly voice. “  O r a in ’t y o u  there y e t ? ”
“  I ’m here,”  he reasoned feeb ly , “  b u t 

w here is i t? ”
“  Y o u ’re b a c k ! ”  she declared. “ Y es-sir, 

r ig h t here in  M iz ’ P a u la ’s room , safe a n ’ 
sane. G lo ry! Y o u  shore w en t a  pow erfu l 
lo n g distance, M r. K a n e ! ”

“  P a u la ,”  considered Steve. “  P aula . 
P au la . O h, y es. W here is sh e ? ”

“  W h y , M iz ’ P a u la  been A rizo n a  m igh ty  
n igh three w eeks com e T u e s d a y .”

“  T h ree  w eeks?”
“  Y es-sir; M iz ’ B eth , she run the house. 

P olicem en ram p in ’ around w a itin ’ for y o u  
to  g it aw ak e and g iv e  testim onials. Y e s- 
sir. D o cto r  been here three tim es every  
d a y . Y o u r  r ig h t arm  got infested and yo u  
g o t a  m ean fever. D o cto r  says yo u r tem- 
p e r ’m ent w en t u p  to one hundred and five, 
o r  five  hundred an d  one, I  dunno w hich, 
'm ost all the tim e. Y o u r  arm  busted  all to 
p ieces,”  she continued. “  Y es-sir. D o c 

tor, he says— ”
T h e  door of the room  opened. B eth  

w alk ed  in, lookin g tired and w an, w ear
in g  a  sim ple g ra y  th in g w hich seemed to  
b e  g iv in g  its  las t service. She looked at 
th e  ta lk a tiv e  servan t, la y in g  a  finger to her 
lips.

T h e  m aid  becam e silent. S teve turned his 
languorous head  and saw  B eth .

“  O h, y e s ,”  h e  rem em bered b rig h tly , 
“ y o u ’re th e  girl th at p la y ed  the p ia n o !”  
T h e n  h e  w en t to  sleep  again.

T im e  passed. C am e a  m orning w hen a

b atch  o f  telegram s, letters  an d  new spapers 
w as laid  upon h is bed , an d  h e  started  
catch in g u p  w ith  the even ts o f  the w orld. 
B e th  drew  u p  a  ch air  alongside him , a r
ran gin g thin gs in  consecutive order.

T h e  first w as a  sh e af o f o ld  telegram s. 
S teve  w as able to trace th e  jo u rn ey  o f  Slim  
an d  S h o rty  and their dem oniac ca b  through 
hair-raising adven tures w here m iracles 
abounded. T h e  w o rk  o f  rescue on the R id ge 
R o ad  consum ed tw o d ays. R ep airs to o k  a n 
oth er d a y . T h e  engine w en t en tire ly  
A . W . O . L . in  the S an  F ernando V a lle y . 
A fte r  m ore repairs the erran t m achine se
lected  a  spot to  h a lt in  th e  m iddle of a  
b u sy  h ig h w a y  near L o s  A ngeles, w here a 
traffic cop helped to shove the th in g into 
a  d itch. T h e  rear a x le  housing w as prac
tic a lly  ap art. A fte r  m ore doctoring, the in 
tracta b le  car  lim ped onw ard, on ly  to h a lt 
again  a t  R iverside, P alm  Springs, and even  
Y u m a . A  p la in tive letter from  Slim  com 
pleted  th e  sad record. Slim  w ro te from  the 
ran ch:

We got the damn thing here and we shoved 
the prisoners into the mine at Casey’s Hole 
under guard. The prisoners are terrible sick 
and willing to do anything you want, but if 
you ever make us do another fool stunt like 
that again, we are going to quit you cold.

A p pen ded  thereto w as a  carbon co p y  o f 
another letter, w ritten  under extrem e pres
sure b y  H am m ond to h is bootlegger p a ls  in  
th e  c ity :

I have found the swellest joint you ever 
saw, a regular little private hotel in the moun
tains. The place has been abandoned for 
years. It is a lulu of a place, full of fruit 
trees and melon patches. I  have stocked it 
full of canned grub. I get all the magazines 
and sporting papers and hear concerts every 
night by radio. This is the life. Any time 
things get too hot for you, come down here.
If you are broke I will send you a railroad 
ticket. Tell all the other boys about it, but 
for the love of Mike, do not let the news 
get away from our gang. It is too good to 
spoil. We can keep this as a  secret hang
out for the whole crowd.

S teve  laughed  a t th is p ictu re  o f the b are  
o ld  m ining claim  am ong the w ind-blow n 
crags o f C a s e y ’s  H o le; b u t B eth  next 
shoved  forw ard th e  fron t p age of a  two-
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w eeks’-old new spaper. S te v e ’s sm ile va n 
ished as he read a  b ig  headline:

BOND BROKER MURDERED IN TAXICAB

Big Bill Steinemann, Well Known Politician, 
Member of the “ WhUky Lobby” at 

the City Hall, Is Found Beaten to 
Death in Abandoned Car.

“ So th e y  go t h im !”  gasped Steve. 
“  T h e y  m eant business. A n d I  thought 
th e y  w ere ju st a  p a ck  o f  poor rough
n e c k s !”

“  T h e y  w ere b itter and v e ry  dangerous,”  
said B eth . “  W e have been lu c k y .”

H e read  on, w adin g through colum ns o f 
fa cts  an d  surm ise. T h e n  he read another 
headline:

NEW WHISKY RING UNCOVERED

S teve  read aloud, in surprise:
“  H am m ond, H y m ie  B au m , Spider B en z, 

K id  H in k , R ed  K ru se , and  a ll the others. 
T h e  paper says th e  police are try in g  to 
connect them  w ith  th e  Steinem ann m ur
der. H ow  did  it  all h a p p en ? ”

“  I  did th a t,”  adm itted  B eth . “  W hen  
P a u la  w as o u t o f it, I  to ld  the new spapers 
and the officers. W a s  it  th e  r ig h t th in g  to  
d o ? ”

“  Y e s ;  b u t h ow  did y o u  know  th eir  
n am es?”

“  I ’v e  heard  them . A h , y o u  do not know  
o f the lon g n ights w ith  P au la , b efore y o u  
cam e, w hile she w as terrorized  b y  th e  
people she had invited  so b lin d ly ! I  can  
alm ost hear her ta lk in g  now  as she paced  
up and down in th is room : ‘ M y  friends, 
B e th — K id  H in k , B ig  M ik e , Spider B en z, 
B ig  B ill Steinem ann. A h , w h a t an ironical 
punishm ent! ’ ”

S teve san k  b a ck  in  his pillow . H e  
grinned.

“  W e ll,”  he rem arked w ith  satisfactio n, 
“  w e ’ve  got our auto  load a t the ran ch; 
P au la  is sa fe; Steinem ann is k illed , an d  our 
crooks are bein g scared o u t o f tow n. T h a t  
looks good. W h a t ’s n e x t? ”

“  A  letter  from  P a u la .”
“  O n ly  o n e?”
“  She w as w aitin g  fo r y o u r  a rriva l. W e  

did  n ot tell her y o u  w ere so  i l l .”

Steve took the th in g  from  th e  envelope 
an d  u n folded  the scented b lue p ap er, read
in g  to  the clim ax:

— Oh, my dear, good, generous, competent 
brother, I  know now that your manner of 
living and mine are far apart as the poles. 
This place is your home, but I  can see no 
enticement to the eye or soul. Out of my 
window I can view a chicken coop, a rickety 
shed, a stack of hay, a  rusty barbed wire 
fence, some sickly cottonwood trees, and be- • 
yond that a range of wrinkled mountains, 
whose colors at sunset furnish the only beauty 
in a  desolate land. It is indeed our father’s 
home; its walls seem to echo tales of his 
bleakness and indomitable spirit, but I am 
neither pioneer nor ascetic, merely a woman 
from another environment who is willing to 
endure, but cannot pretend enthusiasm. Do 
not think I do not appreciate your great 
generosity— but I will be glad indeed when 
this trouble is over and our lives can be 
normal.

S tev e  passed th e  letter  to B e th . “  S h e ’s 
losing her n erve.”

“  S h e ’s lo n ely ,”  corrected  B eth , a fter  
reading.

H e w atch ed  h er clean  profile and gentle 
ey es w hich  seem ed to ask  toleration.

“  T h a t ’s  r ig h t,”  he adm itted  at len gth . 
“  F o lk s  are  lik e ly  to  get th a t w a y  in  a  
stran ge p lace. B u t w ould  y o u ? ”

“ I  don ’t  kn ow . I t ’s p ro b ab ly  accordin g 
to  th e  friends I ’d  h a v e  w ith  m e.”

“  M e ,”  h e  suggested.
She threw  him  a  q u ick  glan ce, n ot w ith 

o u t apprehension.
“  T h in k  it  o v er,”  he added.
She flushed.
“  Y o u  are a  v e ry  s ick  m an, M r. K a n e .”  
“  B u t I  m ean th a t— B e th .”
H e  tried  to  ta k e  h er hand, b u t w eakness 

prevented.
“  Please! ”  she urged. “  Y o u  h a ve  too 

m a n y  burdens; too m a n y w orries. Y o u  
h a v e  y o u r b attles  to  figh t; I  h a v e  m ine. 
Y o u  are generous, b u t— I  can not accep t 
shelter under such circum stances.”

“  Shelter? S a y , I ’m  n ot runn ing a  bo ard 
in g  house! I  w ant y o u  to  m arr— ”

H er fa ce  w as red, b u t there w as a  suspi
cion o f a  sm ile. I t  w as th e  first tou ch  o f 
color he had noted. S u d d en ly  h e  realized  
h o w  earn estly  she h a d  nursad h im . H e  
w ondered a t w h at costl
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“ O h, p le a se !”  she pleaded. “ Y o u  are 
supposed to lie  still and g e t w e ll.”

“  Som e d a y — ”  he began.
“ H ush!”
T h e re  w ere noises dow nstairs. T h e  door

b ell ran g tw ice. T h e  colored m aid  p attered  
u p  th e  stairs and  p oked  h er fa ce  into the 
room  again.

“  G e n ’lem an from  the d istrict a tto rn e y ’s 
office,”  she announced. “  A n d  here ’s an 
other telegram .”

“  Send him  u p ,”  ordered Steve, tearing 
th e  en velope open. “  I  feel lik e  tellin g ev ery 
th in g I  k n o w !”

T h e  w ire w as from  S h o rty  a t the ran ch :

The whole herd came down here to-day to 
visit Hammond's health resort. We have 
them laid out and tied down. We are wait
ing for you patiently. Shorty.

S teve  flung the p ap er to  B eth .
“  B u m  it b efore th e  d istrict a tto rn e y ’s 

m an com es in ,”  h e  requested. “  A n d  then 
w ire to Slim  th a t I ’m  on m y  w a y .”

X .

Steve hastened home, despite the doc
tor’s orders. Still weak, with his arm in a 
plaster cast and a sling, he descended from 
a local train at Gray Butte and started in 
a rented touring car upon the fifty-mile 
journey over sand-flats and mountain 
canons toward home.

F am iliar scenes b ro u gh t him  a  th a n kfu l 
jo y . A s  the car  too k  the descent into the 
v a lle y  w here th e  o ld  w h ite  ran ch  house 
stood am id its clustered trees, he strove to  
see the b leakn ess w hich P a u la  disliked so 
earn estly; b u t ev e ry  co m er o f  the p lace 
b rou gh t rem iniscences w hich  m ade his 
ey es brighten. W h en  the c a r  halted  in 
front o f the ranch house grounds, he leaped 
o u t and jigg led  the g a te ’s ru sty  chain  h a p 
p ily . S lim  w as there.

“ I t ’s hom e, Slim — hom e! L o o k  a t the 
fool dog rushing dow n the p ath ! L o o k  a t 
th e  C h in k  cook w avin g from  the kitchen! 
L o o k  a t the new  roof on the b a m , and the 
new  w h ite  p a in t on the ran ch house! W h y , 
th is is beautiful!”

H e  strode u p  the p ath , p a st the sparse 
shrubbery an d  th e  a lfa lfa  law n , w here a  b ig

red setter tried  to bow l h im  over. P au la  
appeared a t the fro n t o f  the ram blin g o ld  
one-storied b u ild in g  and advan ced  tow ard  
him  sm ilin gly . I t  w a s th e  sam e ta ll and 
gracefu l P au la  w ith  th e  w on derfu l o live  
com plexion and c a re fu lly  p arted  hair. She 
w ore a  d a in ty  b lu e  dress, so aggressively  
spotless and flaw less th a t h e  fe lt  a  tw inge 
o f  resentm ent a t  the p o lite  loafin g w hich it  
advertised . P la in ly  she w as out o f  place. 
H e  cau gh t h im self frow n in g slig h tly . A s  
she extended her hand he noticed  th a t the 
n ails  o f ev ery  finger w ere perfect.

“  A h , I  am  g lad  y o u  h a v e  arrived  sa fe ly ! ”  
cam e h er resonant vo ice . “  I  h a ve  been 
shocked  at the n ew s o f  y o u r terrible 
adventures! ”

“  T h e y ’re o v er,”  he answ ered, th a n k fu lly , 
ta k in g  her hand. “  T h a t  is, a lm ost o v e r .”  
H e  turned to Slim , w ho w a s carry in g  his 
su it case. “  H o w  a bo u t those fellow s up at 
C a s e y ’s  H o le ? ”

“  O h, th e y ’re  a ll righ t, i f  th e y  a in ’t  dead 
o r  som ething.”

“  D e a d ? ”
“  W ell, y o u  to ld  us to  trea t ’em  rough, 

d id n ’t  y o u ? ”
“  G rea t S c o t t ! ”
“  A w , I  guess th e y ’ll live. T h e y ’re to u gh .”
S te v e ’s alarm ed gaze flicked  to th e  corral, 

the b a m , the pum p, the w agon shed, and, 
b eyo n d  all these, to  the fla t pastures. A ll 
seem ed deserted.

“  W here are  the m e n ? ”  he dem anded.
“  T h em ? O h, th e y ’re  g u ard in ’ the 

prisoners.”
S teve  w en t into the liv in g  room  and tossed 

his h a t upon a  horsehair sofa . H e  sank 
in to  a  b ig  chair alongside the o n yx  m antel 
and under an  oil p a in tin g  o f a  square-jaw ed 
m an w ith  beetlin g brow s and a g ra y  
m ustache.

“ L e t m e get th is r ig h t,”  suggested  Steve. 
“  Y o u  m ean y o u  ruffians h a ve  com m itted 
assault, b attery , m ayhem  and m urder on a  
lo t o f  poor c ity  croo ks th a t co u ld n ’t  defend 
them selves?”

T h e  cu lp rit fiddled w ith  th e  b elt o f  his 
b lu e  overalls.

“  N o t e x a ctly ,”  he inform ed the red car
pet. “  T h o se  fellow s acted  m ean. T h e  
b o ys lost their tem pers. T h in g s  sort o f w ent 
from  b ad  to w orse.”
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“  O h .”
S te v e ’s  vo ice  w as irritated.
“  A n d  now  w e ’v e  go t th e  w hole b lam ed 

circus dow n here— b attles, trouble, grief 
and everyth in g! A n d  I  th o u gh t I  w as 
u sin g m y  h e a d !”

“  W ell, i t ’s them  th a t’s s ick  th is  tim e, 
n o t y o u ! ”  consoled  Slim .

“  A p p a re n tly  so. I ’ll lo o k  into this to
m orrow .”

“  N o ! ”  pleaded P au la .
“  I  do n ot intend to  h a lt a t  th e  edge o f  

v ic to r y !”
H is vo ice  w as snapped o u t w ith  a  q u ic k  

turn  of the head, so th a t sh e w as again  re
m inded th a t th is rural re la tiv e  w ith  the 
slung arm  and the w rin kled  b lu e  su it w as 
not the adolescent she h ad  once believed. 
H is  fa ce  w as th in  and  pale, m a k in g  th e  
ey es b luer and  th e  lines around them  
darker. T h e  q u izzica l expression w as sub
ordinated  b y  a  laten t steely  glin t, and 
though he slouched u n gracefu lly  in th e  b ig  
ch air she sensed m ore strength an d  pow er 
th an  she h ad  ever susp ected  in  h im  before. 
H e  w as the m aster, on h is ow n  ground. She 
fou n d  herself addressing h im  v e ry  respect

fu lly :
“  B u t, m y  brother, is there no w a y  to  

h ave p e a ce? ”
“ Sure. D arn ed  q u ic k !”
“  A h , n ot in  that spirit. W h y  n o t stop 

before som e one is  g rievo u sly  h u rt?  C a n ’t  
there be a  com prom ise?”

S teve  frow ned. She looked u p  a t the p ic 
tu re above him , gasp ing a t  w h at she saw . 
T h e  sam e p a ir  o f  rum in ating b lu e  eyes 
stared a t her stern ly  from  the can vas!

“  A n d  I  th o u gh t yo u  an  in n o cen t!”  she 
b lurted. “  Y o u r  fa th er ’s son! B u t, oh, 
m ust y o u  be hard  and  cruel, n ow  th at y o u  
h a ve  the v ic to r y ? ”

“  I  h a v e n ’t go t a n y  v ic to ry  y e t. S ay , 
w h a t in  thunder m akes y o u  p lead  so 
earnestly  for these burglars? Is  yo u r 
m em ory so sh o rt?”

“  N o ; b u t I  w a n t p e a c e !”  She stood over 
th e  cen ter tab le  and gestured p lead in gly. 
“  S ic k  people are irritable. I  do n o t w an t 
m ore trag ed y. I  w a n t to  see an end to it  
a ll. W h a t i f  I  d o  sacrifice m ost o f th at 
stolen m on ey? M o n e y  is n ot everyth in g . 
A h , Stephen, I  am  a  refugee, a  stranger in

a  stran ge lan d, a w a y  from  m y ow n  environ
m ent, m y  ow n vo cation , m y  friends, m y  life! 
P erh ap s i t ’s hom esickness; ca ll i t  w h at y o u  
w ill. I  w a n t peace. I  im plore y o u  to b e  
c a r e fu l! ”

“  I ’m  going to  be carefu l an d  I ’m  also  
go in g  to b e  irr ita b le !”  h e  assured her.

B u t  the lon g h orseback ride w ith  S lim  
n ex t d a y  w as less easy  than  it  seem ed. 
S te v e ’s d an glin g arm  and w eakened condi
tion  m ade th e  jo u rn ey  so gruelin g th a t h e  
w as forced  to  go slo w ly  and m ake Slim  
p itch  cam p  in  a  sheltered  g u lly  th at eve
ning.

T h e  how ls o f  co yo tes cam e to  S te v e ’s 
ears. H e  sm iled as he thought o f w hang
in g  street cars and roarin g taxicabs. T h e  
hobbled  horses m unched p e a cefu lly  n earby. 
S lim  snored. T h e  little  cam p fire threw  a  
ch eery  yellow ish  glare upon a  n ea r-b y  h ill
side. W h ite  constellatio ns o f  stars shone 
dow n. S teve  sighed h a p p ily .

“  T h is  is  h o m e r  h e  m urm ured, go in g  to  
sleep.

T h e y  stru ck  an o ld  w agon  road  n ext 
m orning and w oun d u p  through a  region o f 
loose d irt h ills  and cliffs. T h e  road  sw ung 
d ow n  through a  bare canon, b u t S teve  and  
Slim  urged  th e ir  horses u p  another tra il 
w hich led  to  the to p  o f  a  b ru sh y  ridge w here 
th e y  w ould  lo o k  dow nw ard, ahead, and see 
an enorm ous am phitheater w ith  sheer rock  
cliffs. S teve  and S lim  turned to  the le ft, 
r id in g a lo n g the ridge u n til th e y  stru ck  
another edge an d  started  dow n w ard on a  
w indin g trail w hich led  to a  sm all canon. 
A t  the fu rth er end o f  th is w as a  covered  
m ine sh aft and  an o ld  w ooden cabin.

A  m an stepped o u t o f  a  cra n n y  in th e" 
rocks.

“  S teve! ”  h e  yelped. “  'W elcom e hom e I”
S h o rty  cam e b ouncing o u t o f  the shack  a t  

th e  head of a  delegation  in overalls.
“ W e ’re all h e r e !”  w hooped S h o rty , 

“  G osh, look  a t  th a t busted  arm ! W h en  
did y a  get in? H o w  y o u  feelin ’ ? ”

S teve  looked  from  one grinn ing ran cli 
han d  to another.

“ I  cam e to  end th is h o lid a y !”  h e  
draw led. “  W h y  d idn ’t  som e o f y o u  g o  to  
w o rk ? ”

“ W e  thought y o u ’d  lik e  u s  t o  gu ard  
’em ,”  said  S h orty ,
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“  Y e s — p la y in g  p o ker and carousin g in 
th e  cab in ! L o o k  a t  those em p ty  b ottles 
an d  tin cans! W h y , y o u  dog-goned m is
creants, y o u ’ve been h avin g a  p rivate  p ic
n ic ! ”

“  W e  earned i t ,”  contended Shorty.
“ Y e s ; you d id ; b u t w h y  did these other 

loafers ju m p  on the band w a g o n ? ”
“  W e  h ad  t o ! ”  explained a  bearded m an. 

“  L isten . T h e m  prisoners are m igh ty  hard 
n uts. L an gu a ge?  S ay , y o u  w ouldn ’t believe 
it. W e ’ve sa t o ver the m ine sh a ft fo r hours, 
ju st listen in ’ and le a m in ’. T h e y  ga v e  us 
hellfire and dam nation in eight hour shifts. 
Y essir! W e  tried to treat ’em decent, b u t 
th e y  go t so ornery w e h ad  to w allop  ’em. 
T h e y  even  tried  to b rib e u s; b u t w e fixed 
th a t.”

“  H o w ? ”
“  B orrow ed them  tw o red  bron cs from  

th e  Joe Jennings ran ch. Saddled  ’em  up 
an d  let a  co u p la  p r is ’ners go ahead and 
escape. T h e  p ris ’ners saw  the horses and 
leaped u p  into the sad d le .”

“  A n d  cam e d ow n ,”  finished Steve.
“  Ju st then the oth er p ris ’ners m ade a  

b re a k  to escape, b u t a fte r  w e kn o ck ed  ’em 
b a c k  into the m ine sh a ft w e collected  the 
tw o  riders and  sorter g lued  their arm s and 
legs together. W e  h a ve n ’t h ad  a n y  season 
o f rest, Steve. A s k  them.”

“ I  w ill,”  said Steve.
S h o rty  and  several others lifted  a  b ig  

w ooden cover, topped b y  a  ring, w hich 
blo cked  the entrance to the sh aft. Steve 
looked  dow n into a  hole s ligh tly  deeper and 
som ew hat larger than an  o rd in ary  cellar, 
w here candles sp luttered on an old table. 
A  ladder ran dow nw ard. A  w arm , hum an 
sm ell w a fted  upw ard. D a y lig h t  shone 
u pon  th e  h aggard  ey es an d  pale faces of 
m a n y  som ber m en, including H am m ond, 
T a y lo r , H y m ie  B au m , B ig  B ill K ram er. 
B ig  M ik e , an d  several others.

“ I ’m  go in g d ow n ,”  said Steve, w ith  a  
fo o t on the ladder. T h en , raising his voice 
sligh tly : “  I f  a n y b o d y  sta rts  an yth in g, yo u  
can  shoot.”

“  Y a -a -a -a-a ! ”  snarled a  passionate 
vo ice . “  M o re  rough stuff! ”

“  N o t  unless y o u  begin  i t ! ”  retorted  the 
ranchm an, startin g  down.

H e  fou n d  th e  p la ce  n o t b a d ly  equipped.

H eap s o f  bedding w ere strew n in th e  co r
ners or rolled on  top  o f  h a y  piles. S u it 
cases w ere num erous. M irro rs w ere lodged 
in crannies in the rock  w hich com prised the 
w all. C lothes, sh avin g ou tfits, tow els, a  
w ater k eg , p a ck in g  cases, and a  table 
helped to m ake the p lace habitab le . C an s 
o f  food and  heap s o f p ap er p lates w ere all 
over the place.

T h e  m o tley  crow d stood in a  circle a t a 
respectfu l d istance. F in a lly  one of them  
b arked :

“ H ell! I t ’s the m ysterious g u y ! ”
Steve reached their level and faced  them. 

T h e y  h ad  suffered. A ll w ere battered. 
T w o  o f them  lim ped. O n e had his arm  in a 
crude sling. T h re e  others d isplayed  b lack  
ey es an d  sw ollen jaw s. T h e  hook-nosed 
H am m on d seem ed w orst o f all, m akin g 
Steve susp ect th a t h is com panions had 
punished him  for leading them  into this 
trap ; b u t H am m on d w as the first to speak 
sen sib ly:

“  S a y , y o u  seem  to be the m ain g u y. H o w  
m uch longer is th is th in g go in g to la s t? ”

“  U n til y o u  com e to term s.”
“  W ell, w h a t’s the b ig  id e a ? ”
“  I ’ll tell y o u . I  w en t into y o u r town 

and y o u  rolled  m e fo r  fo r ty  thousand 
d ollars.”

“ N o t m e !”  denied H am m ond.
“  N o . T h e se  others. T h a t ’s w h y  I  m ade 

y o u  decoy ’em  here. T h e y ’re go in g to re
tu rn  th at m o n ey.”

H am m on d seem ed aggrieved.
“  T h a t ’s all righ t, m ister, b u t how  abou t 

keep ing me here, eh? H o w  abou t kid- 
n ap in ’ m e, eh? H o w  a b o u t the law , 
eh? Y o u ’ve b u tted  into a  h eap  o f trouble, 
m iste r!”

“  Y o u ’d h a ve  a  n ice  case to brin g into 
the courts, w ou ld n ’t y o u ? ”  scoffed Steve.

“  Y e h . M a y b e  y o u ’ve  go t us there; 
b u t sa y — do y o u  kn o w  w ho y o u ’re m o n key
in ’ w ith ?  D o  y o u  th in k  y o u ’re foo lin ’ w ith 
a  crow d o f b ab ies? ”

“  I s  th at a  th re a t? ”
“  N o p e; n ot w hile y o u ’ve  go t y o u r gan g 

w ith  gats, rea d y  to  shoot d a ylig h t out of 
us! I ’m o n ly  ju st ta lk in ’. I t ’s a  h abit. 
B u t  i f  I  w as a  poor h ic k  that go t tangled 
u p  w ith  this bunch, m ister, I ’d  m ake m yself 
scarce  an d  sa y  m y  p rayers! ”
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“  T h a n k s ,”  said Steve, n odding. “  C om e 
to th in k  of it, y o u  are a  hard  crow d. I ’d 
better p rotect m yself. W h en  I ’m  through 
w ith  y o u  I ’ll ship y o u  b a ck  to San F ran cisco 
in a  box car un der gu ard . I ’ll p u t y o u  so 
fa r a w a y  th a t y o u ’ll never com e b a c k ! ”

A  m igh ty  h an d  sh o ved  H am m on d side
w ays. A n o th er h an d  slapped h im  across 
the m outh, k n o ck in g  him  again st the w all. 
B o th  hands belonged to  B ig  B ill.

‘ ‘ Y o u  s im p !”  he raged  a t H am m ond. 
“  A re  y o u  tr y in ’ to p u t th is g u y  w ise? A re  
y o u  tr y in ’ to  g e t u s  a ll cooped u p  in  a  box 
car, m a yb e  in  th e  p e n ? ”

“  N o ! ”  how led  the crow d.
B ig  B ill tu rn ed  to  S tev e  and  tried  to  b e  

m ore engaging.
“  L e t ’s cu t out th e  b u ll. W h a t’s y o u r 

prop osition ?”
S teve  po in ted  to  B ill, T a y lo r  and B aum . 
“  Y o u  fellow s to o k  m y  m on ey. F o u r of 

yo u . I  don ’t  kn o w  w ho th e  fo u rth  m an 
w as, so i t ’s u p  to  y o u  th ree .”

“  Suppose y o u  g e t it. D o  w e go fre e ? ”
“  Som e o f yo u , p ro b a b ly .”
“  Suppose w e tell y o u  to go  chase y o u r

s e lf? ”
“  F a ir  en ough,”  b luffed  S teve. “  W e can 

k eep  th is u p  a ll y e a r .”
G row ls issued from  m a n y  throats. E y e s  

glared . Som e one m ade a  q u ick  m otion, 
b ut w as arrested  b y  another. B ig  B il l ’s 
hands clenched, b u t an u pw ard  g la n ce  
w arned M m  to keep  them  a t  h is side.

“  W e ’ll d ig  o u t ! ”  he threatened.
“  G o  ahead. I t ’s gran ite .”
B ig  B il l ’s choleric face turned purple. 

H is  m outh opened and his ey e s  becam e 
m urderous; b u t a  vo ice  yelled  in th e  crow d: 

“  A w , g iv e ’m  w h a t h e  w ants! H e ’s  go t 
us! ”

T h e  b a ttle  lig h t fa d ed  from  B ig  B il l ’s 

eyes.
“  W ell, w ad d a  y o u  w a n t? ”  h e  dem anded. 
“  T h a t  m o n ey .”
“ I t ’s in the b a n k .”
“  O h ! T h e n  m a yb e y o u  b rou gh t y o u r 

b an k  books w ith  y o u . I ’ll lo o k  into ’em .”  
S tev e  held  o u t his hand. H e w as n ot 

to b e  denied. T h e  lon g im prisonm ent and  
th e  arm ed ran ch  hands abo ve the sh a ft 
seem ed to  h a v e  a  p ersuasive effect. B ig  
B ill re lu cta n tly  p rod u ced  a  litt le  book.

“  Y o u ’ll p a y  fo r  this! ”  he prom ised.
“  I ’ve  p a id  a lread y. A n d  now  yo u , T a y 

lor; and y o u , B a u m .”
“  M y  co in ’s in ’F risco ,”  explained B aum . 
“  A ll righ t. I ’ll g e t a  pow er o f attorn ey 

to ta k e  it. I ’ll  find w here y o u  live . A ll o f 
y o u . I ’ll file attach m en ts a gain st th e  
properties o f y o u  three fellow s, w herever 
th e y  a re .”

“  W h a t? ”  roared B ig  B ill.
“  Sure. I  w a n t th a t m oney b a c k .”
“  T h a t  b o y ’s c le v e r !”  sneered H am m ond, 

from  the w all. “  A n d  y o u  th o u gh t he w as 
a  boob! H a -h a !”

B ig  B ill tw itched around vic io u sly .
“  T h a t ’s enough from  y o u ! ”  h e  how led, 

catch in g  H am m on d b y  the th roat and sh ak
in g  him  to  his knees. “  Y o u  crook, yo u  
four-flusher— I ’ll k ill y o u ! ”

A  shot exploded into the m ine. A crid  
pow der fum es clouded  the a ir. B ig  B ill  
ju m p ed  b ack .

“  Y a -a -a -a-a -a! ”  w M m pered the helpless 
B ig  B ill. “  Y o u  crooks! ”

B u t  S teve  took ad va n ta ge  o f  the m oral 
effect o f the shot. H e rum m aged through 
p o ck ets  and  into su it cases, b rin ging forth  
b a n k  books, m em oranda and other things 
w hich  m igh t h elp  in his fu tu re  exploration  
fo r  his m oney.

“  A n d  now , gentlem en, a  few  papers to  
sig n ,”  he suggested. “  P ow ers o f a tto rn ey  
an d  so fo rth .”

T h e y  signed. T h e  ear-splitting c ra ck  o f 
the pistol had shaken their m orale. I t  w as 
a  sullen, silen t crow d. S teve  w as glad  o f it. 
H e  stuffed the b o o ty  into h is p o ck et and 
started  up the ladder, and  reached h is 
friends.

“  H e y ! ”  cam e H am m on d ’s voice. “  W h en  
do w e get ou t?  Y o u  w ere o n ly  k id d in ’ 
abou t the b ox cars, w asn ’t y o u ? ”

“  C erta in ly  n o t.”

T h ere  w as a  how l. T h en  cam e another 
voice:

“  A ll  right. H o w  soon do w e  g o ? ”  
Steve, w ith  a b o u t fourteen  thousand 

d ollars’ w orth o f assets under h is hand, and 
p o ssib ly  m ore com ing w hen  he could  file  h is 
attach m en ts, g a v e  his rep ly  dow n th e  sh aft: 

“  I ’ll le t y o u  ge t out a fter  I ’ve  collected  
a ll m y  m on ey. T h e n  I ’ll ship yo u  in  a  
fre ig h t car  to  th e  c ity , w here I ’ll  le t the
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police and  F ed eral officers lo o k  y o u  over. 
A fte r  th at, som e o f y o u  m a y  go free.”  

T h e re  w as a  loud y e ll;  b u t S h o rty  and 
Slim  y a n k ed  u p  the ladder and fastened 
dow n the h e a v y  cover o f the sh aft.

“  T h e y ’re n ot good sp orts,”  rem arked 
S h orty. “  T h e y ’re like  a  bum  horse.”

“  H o w ? ”  asked Steve.
•“  T h e y ’re fine a t  the start, b u t th ey hate 

to  b e  in a t the fin ish !”

X L

Steve to o k  h is tim e rid in g hom e n ext 
d a y  w ith  S lim  and S h o rty , p lann ing to 
arrive a t  the ranch on the m orning after.

“  I ’m  glad  i t ’s all o v er,”  he confessed, 
as he crossed a  yello w  va lley .

“  A ll over, w hile th at g a n g ’s h ere? ”  asked 
Sh orty.

“  O h, w e can handle them . W e get som e 
m on ey b ack , a n y h o w .”

“  H o w  m u ch ? ”
“  I  d id n ’t exp ect to get it  all. C ro o ks a re 

flash y  spenders. I ’ll ta k e  w h at I  can and 
fo rget the r e s t !”

“  Y o u ’ll h a ve  to go to the c ity  a g a in !”  
S teve  gazed ahead  a t a  b lu e  canon w hich  

c le ft a range o f gau n t m ountains.
“  I  w a n t to go b a ck  to the c ity . Ju st long 

enough to get— w h at I w a n t.”
“  Som eb od y’s liab le to get you!"  snorted 

Slim .
“  P o ssib ly ,”  adm itted  Steve.
Slim  frow ned a t th is expression o f reck

less courage, b u t ceased arguing. In  tim e 
the p a r ty  rode into the canon, crossed the 
divide, an d  cam ped fo r the n ight. N e x t 
m orning th e y  sw un g dow n in to  the hom e 
ranch lands.

Som ebody ran  tow ard  them , gesticu lat
ing. T h e  riders spurred their horses until 
th e y  m et the b lue-clad  Chinese cook  who 
w as w ild ly  excited.

“ M iss P au la , she g o n e !”  he jabbered, 
pointin g tow ard the road b eyo n d  the ranch 
house. “  M a n  take h e r !”

“  W h a t n e x t? ”  groaned Slim .
Steve dism ounted, holding the reins.
“  S a y  it  q u ic k !”  he com m anded.
“  M a n  com e autom obile, tw o-three hour 

ago. T a k e  M iss P au la , run a w a y  sou th .”  
“  W h a t sort o f  m a n ? ”
“  W h ite  m an. C o rd u ro y. R id e  in auto,

hire from  G r a y  B u tte  garage. H e grab  
M iss  P au la , ch u ck  in car, go ’w ay. She 
y e ll, ‘ N o , no, n o ! ’ H e  sa y , ‘ Y e s . ’ She 
cry . H e grab  hold, ch u ck  in ca r; go ’w a y .”

“  W o w ! Suffering P eter, w h a t in hell 
h a ve  th e y  started  n o w ? ”  raged  th e  desp air
ing Steve. “  W h a t ’s  the id ea  o f  it?  I  
th o u gh t w e h ad  th is business settled. W h y  
ca n ’t  th e y  g iv e  u s a  re s t? ”

“  I  du n n o,”  adm itted  S h orty .
S te v e  m ounted. H e spurred his horse 

an d  galloped ahead tow ard the ran ch house. 
H e  le ft  h is anim al a t  the g a te  and ran past 
the creakin g old p o rch  tow ard  P a u la ’s 
room . H e  opened the door. N o th in g  w as 
there except tru n ks, clothes, sm all articles, 
and the dozens o f  little  tou ches she had 
given  the p lace  in  a  b ra ve  b u t  hopeless en
deavor to tu rn  an  aged  ranch house room  
into a  boudoir fo r  a  cultured w om an. T h e  
stain ed  y e llo w  w all p a p er w ith  its  sp lo tch y 
red roses w rith in g  around a  faded  green 
•trellis h ad  been h er W aterloo. Som ehow 
the p lace  looked  path etic. H e  shut the door 
so ftly .

“  T h e y ’v e  gone to G r a y  B u tte ,”  he de
cided, bending and ta k in g  the spurs off his 
high boots. “  S h o rty , get the a u to .”

S h o rty  acted . In  tw o m inutes S te v e ’s new  
tou ring car w as speeding across the v a lley . 
I t  roared u p  into a  canon, sw un g along a  
tortuous road, screeched u p  a  long grade, 
leaped over the top, descended along dan
gerous cliffs, to o k  a  dow nhill road  tow ard 
a  collection  o f houses, and cam e to a  h alt 
alongside a  wooden p latform  w ith  a  little  
coop o f a  station .

“  Y e p ;  th e y  b o u gh t through tickets for 
San F ra n cisco ,”  inform ed the aged station  
agent. “  Y e p ; train  le ft  tw o hours ago. 
Y e p ;  the w om an w ore silk  or som ethin ’. 
H igh-heeled  shoes, p a ten t leather, v e ry  
n ifty . T h e  m an? D id n ’t notice h im .”

“  W a s the w om an unw illing to g o ? ” 
asked Steve.

“  W a -al, com e to th in k  o f it, she 
did  a ct sorter strange. Seem ed subdued 
like. S cared .”

“ M y s te r y !”  raged  Steve. “ I ’m  sick 
o f  i t .”

H e gazed  dow n the lon g tangen t o f track  
w hich  led  southw ard. A  new  v ista  o f grief 
and  em barrassm ents opened before him , 
perhaps leading h im  into m ore nets o f in 
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trigue. H e  realized  h ow  little  h e  rea lly  
understood P au la  or the ram ifications of 
h er m any-sided endeavors; y e t  P a u la  w as 
his guest, under his roof and under his 

protection.
“  W h a t w ould  a  fe lla  w an t to  steal her 

fo r ? ”  w ondered S h o rty , alongside Steve. 

“  R an so m ?”
“  M a y b e . I  d on ’t kn ow . P o ssib ly  re

venge. O ne th in g is certain : she w as k id 
naped under th reat o f b o d ily  harm . She 
w a s kidnaped in  a  h u rry . O therw ise she’d 
h a ve  le ft  a  n ote or som ethin g.”

Steve w alk ed  o ver to his new  car, a  b ig , 
reliable, m edium -priced m achin e bou gh t 
recently.

“  I ’m going to stop th is business,”  he 
announced to  Slim , the driver. “ W e ’ll 
catch  th at tra in .”

“  C atch  a  train? O n  these ro ad s? ”
“  N o . W e ’ll b ea t it. I t  h as to go far 

to the southw ard before it strikes the m ain 
line. T h e y ’ll h ave  to chan ge cars. W e ’ll 
head for Y u m a  and cu t ’em o ff.”

“ Y u m a !”  groaned S h o rty . “ S a y , do 
yo u  know  w h at y o u ’re doin ’ ? ”

“  Y e s . G et into the b a ck  seat. W e ’re 
going to rescue P a u la .”

B u t as the telegraph poles flew  p ast on 
the d u sty  desert road w hich paralleled  the 
railroad track s for a  w a y, S teve adm itted  
more irritation  than ga llan try  tow ard his 
stepsister. T h e  sport of the race appealed  
m ore than the k n ig h tly  idea o f rescue. H e 
w as grow ing s ligh tly  w ea ry  of P au la . S till, 
he had his d u ty  tow ard her.

T h e  m achine raced  for lon g hours 
through desert lands, streaked dow n to the 
C olorado, and fin a lly  the w eary, d u sty , 
shaken travelers reached Y u m a  and  its 
railroad  station.

“  T ra in  le ft  fo r ty  m inutes a g o ,”  said  th e  
agent.

S teve  scratched his sandy hair.
“  A re you  sure th e y ’d b e  on th is tra in ? ”  

asked Slim .
“  I  guess so. T h e  agent says all the up- 

State  locals w ere .on tim e. T h a t  m eans 
th e y ’ve  conn ected.”

“ W h y  not w ire ahead an d  stop  ’e m ? ” 
asked Shorty.

“  A n d m a yb e get p u b lic ity  for P au la?  

N o ! ”

“ W ell, w h at do w e d o ? ”
“ Shove a h e a d !”  said  S teve  desp erately.
T h e  m achin e sw ept on fo r countless m iles 

through the Im p erial V a lle y .
“  I t ’s a  fool c h a s e !”  grow led Slim .
“  M a y b e ,”  said  Steve w earily .
Su d d en ly  it  daw ned on  him  th a t h e  w a s 

headed for Sari F ran cisco . H e  w anted  to  
go there. W h y , th is p u rsu it g a v e  him  ju st 
the excuse he needed!

“  I  refuse to b e  b e a te n ,”  h e  announced 
w ith  new  vigor. “  Step on i t ! ”

T h e  car  n eared the railroad. A  sm all 
station  appeared.

“  S to p !”  ordered Steve. “  I ’ll ask  qu es
tion s.”

“ A w , the tra in ’s in L o s  A n g e le s!”  
grow led Slim .

B u t Steve w ent to  the station. H e w as 
gladdened b y  the a g e n t’s w ords:

“  T h a t  tra in ’s on ly  a  few  m iles u p  the 
line. T h e r e ’s been a  fre igh t w reck b lo ck in ’ 
the w hole sy stem .”

Steve ju m ped  b a ck  into his ca r  ju b ila n t
ly . T h e y  traveled  on w ard  till R iverside 
h ove into sight. S teve  sought news.

“  T h e  tra in ’s th ir ty  m inutes a h ea d ,”  said  
the agen t. T h e  car, w ith  its  blear-eyed 
crew , raced g rim ly  on to L o s A n geles and 
approached the depot.

Steve rushed into the v a s t arcade. H e 
noted th a t his slung arm  w as covered w ith  
cak ed  du st and his high-heeled cow m an ’s 
b oots w ere h igh ly  conspicuous in th is p lace 
o f m arble tilin g and w ell-dressed citizens, 
b u t he had no tim e to w orry. H e leisure
ly  approached a  colored gentlem an in 
uniform , w ho fin a lly  condescended to  
speak:

“  Y e s , sir. T ra in  fo r San F ran cisco  is 
ju st leavin g. O ver there.”

Steve looked through a  glass door tow ard  
the tracks. A  crow d m illed around w avin g 
farew ell to passengers. D ozen s o f m oving 
form s blurred  his vision. H e d idn ’t rea lly  
exp ect to see P au la ; she m ight h ave  taken 
another train  or she m igh t have eluded her 
m ysteriou s cap tor and returned to  the 
ran ch. M a n y  things m ight h a ve  happened. 
H e found him self ap a th etic  as  he w atched 
the crow ds.

T h e  train began to m ove. Su d d en ly  he 
saw  P au la .
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A  m an ’s han d clutched  her r igh t arm  and 
yan k ed  h er u p  to  the vestib u le  o f th e  
last car. H er fa ce  w as averted. She w as 
w rith in g her shoulders, b u t S teve could 
n o t tell w hether she w ere struggling again st 
th e  m an or m erely  strivin g to  get through 
th e  passengers in  the vestibule.

S teve  rushed to the glass door and opened 
it. H e  ran  across a  flagstone area an d  u p  
to  an open g a te w ay  w here friends o f pas
sengers w ere returning. S a v a g e ly  he b u ck ed  
again st the hum an stream .

“  H e y ! ”  ye lled  a  policem an, grabbin g his 
coat. “  W h a t ’s th e  ru sh ?”

Steve sh o ok  off h is cap tor, dodging 
around three ch atterin g  wom en. T h e  train  
w as tw o hundred feet a w a y  and gatherin g 
m om entum . H e  raced  u p  the cinder p a th , 
gained, then lost.

“  P a u la !”  h e  pan ted, com ing to a  h a lt. 
“ O h, h e l l ! ”

“  B e a t i t ! ”  rasped the cop.
D ejected , S teve  b ea t it . Slim  w as in  the 

w a itin g  room.
“  T o u g h  lu ck ! ”  com m iserated Slim . 
S tev e ’s fa ce  w as set. H e  took off h is  

broad-brim m ed h a t and kn o ck ed  its  dust 
o ff again st th e  croo k  o f h is arm . H is  san d y  
h air w as ram pant, h is cheeks w ere hollow , 
h is chin  w as stu b b ly , a n d  h is ey es glared 
red ly.

“  I ’m  m a d ! ”  he proclaim ed to  a ll th e  
w orld. “  D am m it, w e ’re beaten  b y  an eye
lash! I  w on ’t stan d  for it! D am m it, I ’m  
going to so lve th is m y stery  o f  P a u la ’s if  w e 
h a v e  to b attle  fo r  th e  n ext yea r! C om e 
on— get a  m ove on! C atch  th a t train ! ”  

Slim  groaned.
“  W h a t! T o -n ig h t? ”
“ N o w ! ”
“  B u t th a t tra in ’s a  f ly e r !”
“ L et ’er f l y ! ”
“ Y o u ’ll bu rn  u p  the a u to !”
“  C han ge the oil. C om e o n !”
T h e y  found S h o rty  a t  the wheel o f  th e  

d u sty  car.
“  W e ’ll  b e  p in ch ed ,”  pleaded Shorty. 
“ Y e s ;  and  P a u la  m a y  be in trouble! 

S tep  on i t ! ”
I t  w as d a rk  b efo re  th e y  le ft  L o s  A n 

geles. T h e  car z ip p ed  along the fo r ty  m iles 
o f  turn s on the fam ous R id g e R o ad, racin g  
to  th e  sum m it and over it.

“  T h e  tra in ’s f if ty  m inutes ah ead ,”  in
form ed the agen t a t  B akersfield .

Slim  took the w heel. T h e  car roared  
a lo n g th e  stra igh t road s o f  th e  great San  
Joaquin  V a lle y . T h e  speedom eter regis
tered 50, s s ,  an d  60. T rees, fences, w agons 
an d  cars flew  past.

T h e  car boom ed through F resno and 
roared p a st sm all ham lets alongside th e  
railro ad  tracks.

A  siren shrieked. A  m o to rcycle  co p  
w h izzed  p ast and in to  th e  ligh t, h old in g u p  
h is hand.

“ Y o u  w ere  doin g s ix ty -tw o !”  h e  a c
cused.

“  W e  th o u gh t th e  road w as clear! ”  b leat
ed  Slim .

“  Y e h . W e  s ta y  u p  la te  fo r ju st such 
b ird s as yo u . W ell, y o u ’ll p ro b ’ly  do  from  
th ir ty  to  s ix ty  d a y s  in  ja il. W e ’ll get y o u r  
cells read y. O u r ju d ge is one hard-boiled  
egg! ”

T h e  raging S tev e  produced b ail and to o k  
a  receipt and an arrest ta g , a ll o f  w hich  
consum ed tim e.

T h e  car started  again.
“  W h ich  one o f  us goes to ja i l? ”  p leaded  

Sh orty.

T h e re  w as a  long1 silence. D a w n  cam e. 
F ie ld s becam e g r a y  and then green.

“ B u t  w h o goes to  ja i l? ”  persisted  
Sh orty .

“  I  d o ,”  accep ted  th e  s leep y  S teve, 
“  Speed u p ! ”

“  W e can ’t  catch  th a t tra in  n o w .”
“  N o . W e ’ll get ahead o f it. W e  go  w est. 

T h e  train  h a s to m ake a  b ig  loop  n orth
w ard  around the b a y . W e ’ll nail it  in O a k 
la n d .”

T h e  car  fin a lly  sped a lo n g a  level p la in  
a n d  then threaded through th e  streets o f  
O aklan d . I t  reached a  h ig h w ay  w here a  
grea t m aze o f  tracks, signals, an d  sw itch  
tow ers appeared  a t th e  le ft o f  the road. 
T h e  b a y  w as sighted. T h e  h ig h w ay  ran  
stra ig h t tow ard  deep w ater, a longside th e  
tracks. A  lon g train  o f P u llm an s draw n 
b y  a  m onster locom otive m oved leisu rely  
a lo n g the m ole.

T h e  auto raced p ast it.
“ T h a t ’s h e r !”  exu lted  Steve. “ W e ’v e  

w on! ”

T h e  car  slid  u p  to  a  sm all b u ild in g  an d
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cam e to a  halt. S teve jum ped out. H e 
stood on w a b b ly  legs, rubbing his eyes and 
striv in g  to throw  off the num bness of his 
brain ; and then he lurched along a  con
crete floor to the v a st covered train-shed.

T h e  m igh ty  locom otive cam e up the 
track  and rum bled tow ard him  until it 
stopped w ith  its great steam  chest ju st a t 
the level o f his shoulders. B aggagem en  and 
porters scurried past. T h e  side o f the train 
becam e a live  w ith  descending figures. 
T ravelers  began to pass Steve. Suddenly 
he saw  P a u la  in a  new  b lue su it— H eaven  
knew  how  she got it, b u t it fitted  to per
fection — w alk in g serenely down the p la t
form  w ith  a  fine-looking, dark-m ustached 
m an in business clothes and a go lf cap, 
carry in g  a  suit case.

“  M ik e  H a m ilto n !”  gasped Steve.
P au la  halted. H er eyes w idened w ith  

am azem ent; H am ilton  looked a t Steve, 
frow ned, and dropped his su it case w ith  a 
bang.

“  W h a t are yo u  doing h e re ? ” he dem and
ed cu rtly .

“  W?hat am  I  doing—  W h a t—  S ay, 
w here did y o u  get yo u r n erv e? ”

“  N e r v e ? ”  snapped H am ilton.
P a u la  held  a  restraining hand in front 

o f  him . H er vo ice  w as deep and vib ran t, 
trem bling w ith  excitem ent.

“ N o ! M ich ael, dear, let me speak to  
him ! Please! A h , please let m e handle 
h im !”

“  L e t y o u  handle m e !”  b leated  Steve.
“  P lease, M ichael! T h e  poor b o y  has 

been bew ildered, perhaps m isled. H e is not 
evil, r e a lly !”

Steve tried  to catch  h is breath.
“  N o ,”  he gibbered! “  b u t I ’m  lik e ly  to 

b e ! ”
H am ilton  turned to P au la.
“  I  see no reason to b an d y  w ords w ith  

th is rough re lativ e .”
“  A h , b u t he is m y  brother. I  cannot let 

this breach w iden if  I  can stop  it, dear. 
L e t  m e sp eak w ith  him . A fte r  a ll, is it not 
better to h ave p e a ce? ”

H am ilto n ’s  fine eyes regarded Steve w ith 
out w arm th.

“  I  see no reason to court th is fe llo w ’s 
favor, b u t if  you  desire it, m y  dear, I  will 

y ie ld .”

Steve clenched his fists, b u t P a u la  cam e 
stra igh t in front o f him , lay in g  a  glo ved  
hand on h is shoulder.

“ L e t u s have p e a c e !”  she pleaded. 
“  C om e! L e t me sp eak w ith  y o u ! ”

H e hesitated, b ut cu riosity  won. H e a l
low ed her to lead him  to a  quiet corner 
of a  deserted w aitin g  room . S uddenly she 
threw  her arm s around his shoulders and 
arm  sling. H er head w as laid b ack  and her 
lip s w ere sm iling, b u t her eyes were m oist.

“  A h , m y  dear, good, kind, noble-hearted 
brother, h ow  can I ever m ake am ends to 
y o u ?  H o w  can I ever th an k  y o u  for the 
happiness y o u  have brought m e? H ow  can 
I  ever hope to m atch y o u r fineness, yo u r 
generosity, yo u r steadfastness, yo u r grea t
ness o f soul? O h, m y  splendid brother, I  
ow e everyth in g to y o u ! ”

Steve tried to draw  a w a y  sligh tly .
“  W h a t started  this?” he w’ondered.
She k ep t her arm s abou t him .
“  I realize y o u  could not know . I  w ill 

explain. I  w as q u ite  un h ap py at yo u r 
ranch, although it w as no fau lt o f yours. 
I  d id  n ot like  it, m y  brother. I  w as m oody 
and  depressed. N a tu ra l'y  I  corresponded 
w ith  all m y  o ld  friends, including M r. H a m 
ilton. W ith o u t realizin g how  it m ight read, 
I  w rote, am ong other th in gs: ‘ I  am  s ta y 
in g  here against m y  w ill, a  prisoner beatin g  
m y  w ings again st the bars, unable to reach 
the freedom  I lon g for, guarded b y  a  
strong-w illed  brother w ho com m ands m en 
w hose m anners and usages I  cannot a p 
p ro v e .’ P lain  enough, y o u  see; true enough. 
B u t poor, dear M ich ael read m y  letter in a 
different light— ”

“ G rea t S c o t t ! ”
“  A n d nothin g w ould suit his k n ig h tly  

soul b u t to com e and rescue m e. E v e ry  
fine im pulse, ev ery  b it o f friendship and a f
fection  w as aroused b y  m y  call; and he 
cam e to m e— cam e to m e when nothin g 
else w ould seem to  stir h im .”

Steve did not kn ow  w h at to say.
“  W e were m arried a t Phoenix w hile 

chan gin g cars,”  she added.
“ W ell, I ’ll be d arn ed,”  sum m arized 

Steve.
H is sleepy, reddened eyes stared a t her, 

d a zed ly  a t first, and then stern ly.
“  B u t  w as it fa ir  to cause m e all th is
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trouble? C o u ld n ’t y o u  h a ve  le ft a  n ote a t 
the ranch house? E ven  a w ord to  the 
c o o k ? ”

H er so ft arm s still lingered about his 
shoulders.

“  A h , brother, I  am  sorry, b u t I  dared 
not stop for an yth in g. C ould  I  tell M ich ael 
it w as all a  m istake? C ould  I  m ake him  
feel foolish a fte r  he h ad  dashed for hun
dreds o f m iles to m y rescue? N o ! I  d idn ’t 
h ave the h e a r t!”

Steve tried to regain his m ental b a l
ance.

“  H ave— h ave y o u  done it  sin ce?”  he in
quired.

“  N o . I  h op e I  never w ill! I  do not 
w ant to  m ake h is w o rth y  deed ridiculous. 
W o u ld  y o u ?  G iv e  m e you r help. A id  me. 
D o  n ot m ake a  fool o f h im .”

S teve  looked a t her k een ly, w ith  her arm s 
still a b o u t him .

“  A re  y o u  sure th at you w ill n ever m ake 
a  fool o f h im ? ”  asked  the ranchm an de
liberately . r. . ’

“  N o ! N ev er! O h, Stephen, I  know  th a t 
y o u  h a ve  m easured m e b y  th e  elem ental 
y a rd stick  o f fo lk  who liv e  sim p ly; I  kn ow  
th at y o u  h ave  n ot a lw a y s  understood m e, 
nor I  y o u ; b u t do n ot ju d ge m e too harsh
ly , m y  splendid  brother o f the m ountains 
and the plains. O n ce I  w as draw n into a  
v e ry  indiscreet th in g; b u t I  h ave suffered 
fo r it. D o  n ot ju d ge m e b y  th at m istake 
alone. L e t m e prove m y w orth  in m y  ow n 
environm ent as y o u  h ave proved you r w orth  

in  y o u rs.”
H e  read her sin cerity . H e  drew her close 

and kissed her.
“  M a y  it  be th a t w a y, th e n !”  he agreed, 

gen tly . “  G ood lu ck  to y o u ! ”
H an d  in hand th e y  w alked  out o f the 

w a itin g  room  and tow ard the handsom e 
fellow  p a cin g  the concrete w alk . P au la  ap
proach ed him  first.

“  M y  brother is not unreasonable, 
M ich a e l,”  she announced. “  C om e. Sh ake 
hands. A fte r  all, w e are in th e  sam e fam 
ily  now . L e t  us b e  fr ie n d s !”

S teve  extended h is hand.
“  U n der the circum stances,”  h e  an

nounced, w ith  the prop er am ount o f  re
luctan ce, “  I  suppose there is nothin g to do 

b u t agree to i t .”

T h e y  shook hands, though som ew hat 
stiffly.

P au la  and M ich ael, bow ing and sm iling 
w ith  va ry in g  degrees o f  w arm th, raced for 
their b oat to cross the b a y . Steve returned 
to  his w eary  em ployees in the car.

“  W h ere ’s P a u la ? ”  dem anded Sh orty.
“  S h e’s gone hom e, safe under g u a rd .”
“  S afe  a lread y? G osh, yo u  sure w ork 

fa s t .”
“ O h, I ’m train ed  to it  now . S tart the 

c a r .”
T h e y  w en t to San Fran cisco on the au to  

ferry . T h e  va lian t m achine w as tak en  to 
a  garage. T h e  b lear-eyed  trio  m anaged to 
gain  entrance to  a  decent hotel and fe ll 
into their beds and slept till the n ext m orn
ing. T h en  th e y  bath ed, shaved, and b o u gh t 
new  clothes, appearing sh o rtly  as respecta
ble citizens.

S teve  le t his com panions explore the 
town. H e hired a  taxi, ignored P a u la ’s 
hom e for the tim e, an d  rode to a  house 
on a  side street. A  grim  lan d lad y  ushered 
him  into an old-fashioned parlor a n d  w en t 
u pw ard  to announce his presence. S h o rtly  
B e th  cam e dow nstairs, dressed in h er old 
g ra y  street suit, ca rry in g  a  roll o f m usic. 
H e saw  th a t her fa ce  w as still p ale, b u t 
h er b row n  eyes tw in kled  a t  sigh t o f him .

“  P au la  told  m e y o u  h ad  pursued her 
across tw o S ta tes ,”  said B eth , shakin g 
hands. “  I t  m ust h ave been quite thrill
in g ! ”

“  Y e s ,”  h e  said inan ely.
“ S it d ow n ,”  she invited.
H e  seated him self, try in g  to  gather from  

her face som e idea o f th e  lone-handed b a t
tle she h ad  been w a gin g  during the absence 
o f  P au la , her best “  custom er.”  B u t B eth  
did not seem as tired as form erly. P erh ap s 
she had not been nursing a n y  battered  c a t
tlem en lately .

H e deserted his chair.
“ L isten , B e th ,”  he pleaded. “  O n e tim e 

y o u  told m e I  w as too b u sy, too sick, too 
burdened, too charitable, and all that. 
W ell, that d a y ’s gone. I  w a n t to ta k e  yo u  
dow n to A rizo n a  w ith  m e.”

She seem ed startled .
“  I ’m n ot ch aritab le ,”  he explained. 

“  I ’m  not even sick. I  d idn ’t  chase P au la  
across tw o States. I  d id n ’t care a  hoot
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abou t P aula. I  m ade th at w ild  ride ju st 
to g e t near y o u ! ”

She looked out o f the w indow . T h ere  
w as nothing in sigh t except a  row  o f houses 
opposite, y e t  her gaze seem ed to see dis
ta n t skies.

“  C om e o n ! ”  he urged, ta k in g  h er fingers 
in the o n ly  usefu l hand he h a d  le ft. “  I  
need yo u , B eth . I ’ve  h ad  a  rough tim e. 
I t  w asn ’t my  rough tim e; it  w as w ished on 
m e. B u t I  had to stand for it, and I  w an t 
m y  rew ard. C om e to the ranch and help  
c iv ilize  m e.”

She did n ot reply . H e saw  on ly  her rigid  
profile, w ith  the ligh t o f the w indow  p a in t
in g  golden strands on her brow n  hair.

“  B esid es,”  he urged  som ew hat helpless
ly , “  I  w ant you  to b e  ch aritab le  th is  tim e. 
I  w a n t y o u  to  h elp  get m e o u t of ja il.”

She turned q u ick ly .
“  J a il? ”
“  Y e s . Y o u  see, I  w a s arrested for 

speeding. T h e  ju d ge gives ’em  from  th ir ty  
to  six ty  days. I f  I  can  o n ly  get y o u  to 
m ake m e h a p p y, w e can  send m y  m en hom e 
b y  train  and then  get dow n the San Joaquin 
V a lle y  on the n in eteen th, ea rly  in  the m orn
ing, and  le t the ju d ge m a rry  us b efore he 
opens court. H e w ou ld n ’t  send m e to  ja il 
a fter h e ’d ju st m arried  us, w ould he? H e ’s 
h ard  boiled, b u t he ca n ’t b e  that hard  
b o ile d !”

B e th ’s head bow ed. A  p in k  glow  in her 
cheeks reddened. H er vo ice  w as v e ry  low : 
“  A n d  w ould  y o u  m a rry  m e ju st to keep  out 
o f ja i l? ”

“  N o . I f  y o u  w ant, I ’ll take th ir ty  years 
in  ja il, and then m arry  y o u  a fte rw a rd !”

T H E

H er face w as still shielded from  him , b u t 
he saw  she w as sm iling.

“  In  th at case ,”  she agreed, “  I ’ll try  to 
get y o u  free .”

T h e  n igh t o f  th e  eighteenth w as b ea u 
t ifu lly  clear. T o w a rd  m idnight S te v e ’s  car 
returned in a  ferryb o at to  the eastern side 
o f  the b a y , dodged the traffic o f a  m igh ty  
c ity , and clim bed u p  a  long, c u rv y  road 
w hich  led into h igh  h ills and up to the 
m outh  o f a  tunnel shored w ith  tim ber and 
lit  b y  m a n y  lam ps. H e stopped the car  at 
th e  to p  o f the grade.

B elo w  him  la y  a  grea t p lain  w here the 
ligh ts  o f  nine c ities jo in ed  in a vast illu 
m ination. B ey o n d  th a t w as the b lackness 
o f  the b a y , and b eyo n d  th a t San F ran cisco, 
stan din g o u t lik e  a  diadem  o f a  m illion je w 
e ls  against th e  great vo id  o f  the sk y  and  the 
P acific.

“ M y , b u t th a t’s b e a u tifu l!”  exclaim ed 
Steve. “ A  c ity  o f  diam onds! I  d idn ’t  like  
it  a t  first; I  go t in  the w rong w a y ; b u t I ’m 
a  little  m ore tolerant abou t it  n o w .”

“  Y o u  struggled  for th a t w hich was 
r ig h t,”  rem inded B eth .

“  A n d  w on a  rich  rew ard ,”  he finished. 
“  L o o k ! B ey o n d  th is tunnel are the C o n 
tra  C o sta  h ills, and then  the b ig  v a lle y  and 
m ayb e ja il;  and then hom e! O u r h o m e !”

B eth  nodded.
“ W h ere y o u  go, there also w ill I  g o ! ”  

she quoted.
“  L e t ’s go, th e n !”
H e slam m ed the b ig  car into gear, 

stepped on the throttle , and rushed through 
th e  tunnel an d  o v er the h ills and fa r  aw ay. 

E N D

nr tr tr
T H E  R I V E R

’" T H E  su rface o f  the river 
*  Is  ashim m er in the m oonlight, 

A n d  the g lo ry  o f its gladness 
Is  en tran cin g in its calm ;
A n d  m y  pulses throb and q u iver 
T o  behold the lo v e ly  river,
A n d  m y heart and so u l’s  abandoned 
T o  the m oon-lit r iv er ’s charm .

James S. Ryan,



By CHARLES NEVILLE BUCK
A u t h o r  o f  "  T h e  B a t t le  C r y ,”  e tc .

W H A T  H A S  O C C U R R E D  I N  P R E V I O U S  P A R T S

WADE M U RRELL, a Kentucky mountain clan leader in his later twenties, driving homeward 
from North Carolina, finds a girl semiconscious in the dark road. She is Cynthia Meade, a 
New York actress with a small part in a movie being made in an Asheville location. Jock 

Harrison, a New York man about town, has been shot and Cynthia fears a murder charge; Harrison 
had been pursuing her. She appeals to the mountaineer to aid her flight, and he agrees after she 
declares she is a good woman. Lesher Skidmore, leader of a rival clan, spreads a poison-tongue 
report about Cynthia, but Murrell’s mother, known as Aunt Erie, welcomes the girl. Loutish school
boys stone Cynthia for a lowland wanton, and Murrell severely beats the ringleader and the school
master. Cynthia wins her enemies by garbing herself demurely and singing the mountain ballads. 
Caswell Harley, ambitious to go to the Legislature, offers the girl a secret love. She upbraids him 
tigerishly. Next she encounters Jock Harrison, who had recovered from an apparently mortal wound. 
He believes she shot him, and has come for revenge.

C H A P T E R  X X .

WHEN AMBITION IS DEADLY.

CY N T H I A  did n ot accep t W a d e ’s in 
vitatio n  to spend th at evening dressed 
in  shoddy fin ery  w hile the handsom e 

stranger, w ho h ad  given  the nam e o f S ta cy  
C arro ll, “  sparked ”  w ith her b efo re the b ig  
fireplace. N either^did W ade h im self stand 
on sen try  p o st outside the door to  protect 
h er from  p ry in g  eyes.

In stead , the girl m aneuvered w ith  ev ery
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instin ct o f a  shrew d w ariness to b lo ck  the 
hospitable b u t dangerous effort o f h er 
hosts to throw  her alone w ith  their other 
guest— and she succeeded. In  th at effort 
to v a r y  and a m p lify  her entertainm ent she 
read their kindliness o f  m otive and cou ld  
n o t explain  to  them  its unw elcom eness.

Y e t  C y n th ia  carried  th e  situation  w ith’ 
a  skill w hich, d urin g the first even ing, 
p roved  adequate, and H arrison, as he 
bow ed to her adroitness, reflected  th a t b e  
could  afford  to p la y  a  w a itin g  gam e. F o r
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a few  d a y s  it w ould p a y  him  to let his 
affairs d rift unhurried on the slow m oving 
tide o f self-establishm ent am id new  sur
roundings.

E v en tu a lly  it w as w ith  W a d e him self 
that C y n th ia  foun d herself standing b y  the 
creek bed in the ligh t o f a  m oon th at w as 
strik in g out all colors excep t lights of silver 
and platinum  and shadow s o f co b alt and 
black-green.

“ I fe lt a  bound ter hev speech w ith  y e ,”  
the m an w as tellin g her, “  because it com e 
over me afresh th at I w anted ter than k y e  
fer w hat y e  done. H it  w as a  righ t parlous 
m atter ter on dertake— ter stan d  up  thar 
afore thet crow d a n ’ sing. A lb eit y e  sounded 
light-hearted, I  know s y e  fe lt  contrariw ise. 
T h a r  w as peril ap len ty , a n ’ a lb eit I  h a in ’t 
o verly  tim orous I  listened a t y e  w ith  a  chill 
o f fear ergin st m y  h eart. E f  y e  h ed n ’t 
k ep t them  fo lk s right interested— ther 
k ittle  po t o f  d ire trou ble  m out hev boiled  
o v er.”  H e paused, and in the m oonlight 
his face w as granite g ra y  and sober. “  B u t 
y it  h it w as ther o n ly  th in g ter do— a n ’ ye  
done h it .”

“  I  had to do it— o r t r y ,”  she told him . 
“  B ecause I w as the cause o f  the tro u b le .”

“  A n ’ y it  y e  d id n ’t do n aught ter start 
no trouble— sa ve o n ly  ter com e hyar, 
Lesher w as jest m akin ’ an excuse o f y e —  
him  a n ’ his p a c k .”

A b ru p tly  the girl laid  a  hand on his arm .
“  W a d e ,”  she dem anded, “  are y o u  sure 

th at the m eeting settled  things? D id  it 
rea lly  prove a n y th in g ? ”

“  H it p ro v ed ,”  he assured her, “  thet 
Lesher Skidm ore fared  b a ck  hom e w ith  fu ll 
know ledge thet ther M u rrells  h ed n ’t fell 
ap art y it . H it  proved thet ther striv in ’ ter 
b lackgu ard  m e because— o f y o u — hed done 
fa iled .”

“  L isten , I  d on ’t w an t to horn in ,”  she 
said  q u ick ly , lapsing under excitem ent into 
the febrile, s lan gy form  o f expression that 
had been her on ly  form  before she cam e 
here. “  I ’m  n ot try in g  to be a  little  M iss 
F ix it or an y th in g  like th a t— b u t y o u  say  
I ’ve  done som ething, and  if  I can  do a n y 
th in g m ore to  help— w ell, I  w ant to go the 
lim it— th a t’s a ll.”

“  I ’d love righ t w ell ter hearken ter a n y 
thing y e  w ants ter tell m e.”

“  A re  y o u  sure th at there a ren ’t still M u r
rells w ho are rea lly  Skidm ores in sp ite of 
their nam es— M u rrells  th at are still try in g  
to  fo x  y o u  and cross y o u ? ”

“  I  w as k in d erly  h op in ’ th et w as over 
w ith  n o w .”

T h e  im pulse to w arn  him  w as w a n in g  in 
her m ind w ith  the alm ost eq u a lly  po ten t 
fear o f inflam ing in him  fresh intensities o f 
anger. D u b io u sly  she hesitated, and he 
dem anded b lu n tly : “  H e v  y e  heered a n y 
b o d y  slu rrin ’ me in a  fashion thet I ’ve  need 
ter kn o w  erbout? A  m an in m y  fix ought 
ter sleep w ith  one eye  open— or h e ’s liab le 
n ot ter w a ke up  a t a ll.”

“  I ’ve  been w on derin g,”  she told  him . 
“  I t ’s hard  to tell w hether repeatin g things 
w ill do good or harm . I don ’t w an t to stir 
u p  trouble and y e t  I  d on ’t  w an t to let 
m ischief-m akers ge t a w a y  w ith  their stuff. 
W ill y o u  prom ise m e to k eep  cool even if 
I  tell y o u  som ething th a t’s go t a  righ t to 
m ake y o u  red-headed?”

“  I ’ve  done held m y hand afore now, 
C y n th y — a n ’ y e ’ve  done seed m e do hit. 
L esher Skid m ore’s still a liv e .”

“  A ll right, I ’ll risk it. I  thin k yo u  
o u g h t to know . A  kinsm an o f yo u rs told 
m e this afternoon to ask yo u  w h y — if y o u  
were a  figh ting m an— y o u  w eren ’t in the 
w a r? ”

T h e  m an had been stan din g a t p lian t 
ease in the m oonlight. H is  eyes, as they 
h ad  dw elt on the g irl, had been so ft and 
rather w istful. I t  w as as if a fter  stress 
his sp irit had relaxed in the softness of 
m oonlight and night breeze to a  sort o f 
languor. N o w , as though a  high vo ltage 
h ad  been sent through his nerves, he s tif
fened to a  hard  tautness.

H is chest heaved and cau gh t its breath 
deep, holding it  there. H is  hands closed 
n ot sp asm o dically, b u t w ith  a  slow  rig id ity  
th at w ould h ave crushed an y th in g  th ey  had 
held, and across his tem ple the w hiteness of 
his scar w as a  lum inous smear.

T h e  silence seemed to the girl to  hold 
interm in ably, and she w ondered w hether the 
friendship th at h ad  grow n betw een them  
could su rvive the deadliness o f fu ry  w ith 
w hich the m an w as w restling in a  quiet 
torture.

I t  w as as if  she h ad  spoken the forbidden
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w ord; h ad  tram p led  on the a rk  o f  decent 
sifence in his h o ly  o f holies. T h en  his vo ice  
cam e in slow  w ords o f even m easure pitched 
to an  absolute m onotone o f m ortal affront.

“ I  w asn ’t  in ther w a r / ’ h e  said , “  because 
en durin ’ o f th et tim e I w as in  ther peniten- 
sh e ry .”

She saw  th at the h u rt o f the question 
stru ck  him  to the q u ick  o f h is feelin g, b u t 
she saw , too, th a t his sense o f  affron t did 
n o t extend  to her; th at he absolved  her o f 
a n y  b u t an  innocent connection  w ith  it.

She cam e closer an d  took both his tig h tly  
shut hands in her own.

“  L isten , M r. M an -o f-th e-m oun tain s,”  
she b ro k e o u t tum ultuo usly. “  I  don ’t  need 
to kn ow  an y th in g  abou t th at. I  o n ly  re
p eated  the question  b ecau se I  thought y o u  
ou gh t to kn ow . A s  fa r as  th at goes I m igh t 
b e  in  th e  p en iten tia ry  m y se lf r igh t now  if  
it  w eren ’t fo r  y o u .”

“  I  recko n ,”  h e  said sh o rtly , “  thet w ho
ever told  y e  ter a sk  m e thet q uestion  hed a  
rath er fer you ter do h it then him . H it ’s a 
m atter I  d on ’t suffer m en ter ta ttle  erbout 
overm uch. H it ’s a  m atter t h e f l l  b e  settled  
som e good d a y — a n ’ w hen h it ’s sottled, 
e ith er m e or L esh er w ill stretch d ead .”

“  L e s h e r!”  she exclaim ed w ra th fu lly , 
“ So th a t w as one o f his little  stunts, too, 
w as i t ? ”

She let go o f his hands. T h e y  had relaxed 
o u t o f their tightness now , and the m an 
drew  b a ck  a  step and stood w ith  th e  stiff 
p reoccupation  o f ey es lookin g into a  p ast 
o f  evil m em ories.

“  A fo re  w e goes a n y  fu rth er,”  said W ad e 
slow ly, “  le t ’s y o u  a n ’ m e thrash th is th in g 
out— an ’ then, e f  w e aim s ter be friends, 
d o n ’t  le t ’s n either o f  us ever ta lk  erbout 
h it no m ore.”

“  W e  d on ’t  h a ve  to  thresh it  out, W ad e. 
I  don ’t  need a n y  explanations from  y o u .”

“  N o n e  the less, th a r ’s som e tw o-three 
people in  ther w orld  I  w an ts ter stand 
unslurred a fo re ,”  he declared grim ly. “  A n ’ 
y o u ’re one o f  ’em .”

“  O f  cou rse,”  d ie  said , “  i f  y o u  feel th a t 

w a y .”
“  T h e y  h eld  a  special session o f ther 

H ig h  C o te  dow n h y a r  one tim e ter clean  u p  
old  business,”  said  the m an. “  T h e y  b rou gh t 
a  fotched-on  jed ge  a n ’ a  prosecu tin ’ la w y er

from  dow n below — an ’ some s iv ’ral new s
paper scribblers. L esher Skidm ore hed done 
pledged  hisself ter k eep  ther o ld  feu d  
grievan ces outen ther m atter— a n ’ u s M u r- 
rels j ’ined w ith  him  fer a  p eacefu l term  o f 
cote. W e  ’low ed h it w ould  look seem ly 
a fore ther w orld  a n ’ h it w o u ld n ’t  do u s no 
m aster harm  h y a r a t  hom e.

“  T h en  Lesher, k eep in ’ w ell outen  sigh t 
hisself, turned round a n ’ go t m e indicted  fer 
his b ro th er’s death— alb eit thet k illin ’ com e 
erbout in open b a ttle  y ’ars b a ck — a n ’ th ey  
con victed  me. T h e y  ’low ed th e y  w an ted  ter 
m ake a  sam ple o f  som ebody th e t w asn ’t  jest 
sm all f r y .”

He' paused, and his eyes glittered .
“ T h a r  w as still one w a y  I  m out h ev  

saved  m yself. T h e r  M u rre lls  w a s ready 
ter b u st dow n ther ja il house a n ’ ta k e  m e 
a w a y  from  L esh e r ’s  h igh  sheriff. T h e y  
cra ve d  ter b last u p  ther settin ’ o f th er cote 
w ith  gunpow der a n ’ fer m e ter ta k e  leg-bail 
b a c k  in  ther h ills. B u t  stid  o f d oin ’ thet, 
I  sent fer L esh er a n ’ h e  com e ter see m e 
th ar in ther jail-h ou se.”

H e  paused, and  then h e  w en t on again :
“ L esher, he sw ore he h ed n ’t tu c k  no p art 

in ther business, a n ’ I  kn ow ed h e  lied  a n ’ 
to ld  him  so. T h e r  tow n  w as fu ll o f M u rre lls  
arm ed w ith rifle-guns a n ’ sp ittin ’ fire ta lk . 
T h e y  w as w a itin ’ fer  ther w ord  from  m e ter 
f o ’ce  ther jail-house, a n ’ in them  d a y s  th ar 
w a m ’t no b acksliders am ongst ’em. B u t  I  
kn ow ed h it w ould  m ean a  lav ish  o f  dead 
m en — a n ’ I  concluded thet h it w o u ld n ’t do.

“  S e ttin ’ th ar in ther jail-house, L esher 
a n ’ m e m ade a  com pact. I  agreed ter go 
dow n thar ter F ra n kfo rt-to w n  a n ’ su iter in 
ther p enitensh ery fe r  ther rise o f tw o G od  
A ’m igh ty  long y ’ars. Seem ed like h it  was 
m ore C h ristian  then ter b u y  m y  freedom  
w ith  a  lo t o f blood. L esher pledged  hisself 
te r  k eep  ther tru ce h y a r  a t hom e— a n ’ w e 
both  tu ck  solemn oath th at w hensoever ther 
d a y  com e round th et him  a n ’ m e could figh t 
o u t our ow n grievan ce ter ther p lu m b death 
w ith o u t d raggin ’ in  ou r k ith  a n ’ k in  w e ’d 
do h it.

“  I ’m still w a itin ’ -fer th e t d a y  ter com e—  
a n ’ I ’m w a itin ’ w ith  a  fev er  in m e. Lesher, 
h e ’s seekin ’ ter g it m e k ilt  som e o th er 
fashion  a fo re  h it  com es. L ea stw a y s, th e t’s 
th er seem in’ o f  h it .”

5 A
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“  B u t  i t ’s over n o w ,”  the girl argued. 
“  I t ’s over and y o u ’re on to p  a fter  a ll. M en  
tru st y o u .”

“  H it  k a in ’t n u ver b e  over w hilst h e  
liv e s ,”  W a d e told  her in th e  c lip ped  sy llab les 
o f  grim  obsession. H it  k a in ’t  n uver be 
over w hilst I  reecollects th et th er b o y s  w en t 
in ther a rm y  a n ’ w ore tin  hats— an* I  sta yed  
b ack  a n ’ w ore them  prison clothes. H it  
k a in ’t n u ver be over w h ilst I  reecollects th et 
I  sen t word ter ther G overnor prom isin ’ ter 
com e b ack  a n ’ finish m y  term , w ith  e x try  
tim e tacked  on, e f so be h e ’d le t m e out 
lon g enough ter fight acrost ther ocean-sea. 
I t  k a in ’t  n u ver be over w h ilst I  reecollects 
th et w unst w hen I  besought an officer ter 
a id  m e, he ’low ed ther co u n try  hed free m en 
enough ter figh t h it ’s  b attles, a n ’ d id n ’t 
need no crim in als.”

“  B u t, W a d e ,”  she protested  in a  grop in g 
effort to co m fort him , “  lots o f  m en th a t 
w ent and fo u gh t b ra ve ly  enough h a ve  com e 
b a ck  sick  a t h eart. T h e y  ca n ’t  see th a t a n y 
th in g has been gain ed b y  it  a ll.”

H e  w aved  aside the w eak  a ttem p t a t  
solace.

“  I  h a in ’t  a r g y fy in ’ w ith them  th et holds 
ergin st w a rfa re ,”  he told  her. “  I ’m  b o ld in ’ 
erginst h it right h y a r  a n ’ now — es hard es 
I  kin. B u t hundreds of thousands o f m en 
th et w as b u ilt fer peace a n ’ n au gh t else w as 
dragged out b y  ther scruffs o f  thar n ecks 
a n ’ throw ed inter w arfare— m en w ith  w h ite  
faces a n ’ w ea k  bodies. H it  h a in ’t no m ar
ve l thet some com e b a ck  hom e cussin ’ a n ’ 
dam n in ’ things G od n ever m ean t ’em  ter 
tackle.

“  B u t me, I  w as b o m ed  a n ’ reared fer 
figh tin ’ a n ’ seem s like a  rifle-gun is k in d erly  
p a rt o f m e. I  reckon I  w o u ld n ’t  h ev  hed 
no lam entation  ter m ake a n y w a y  h it  w ent. 
H it  w as men lik e  m e thet hed a  license ter 
go— a n ’ th a r w a sn ’t n othin ’ m aster gained 
thar in ther penitensh ery n u th er.”

“  I f  i t ’s a n y  satisfaction  to  y o u ,”  said 
the girl in a  low  vo ice w hen h e  paused, “  I  
m a y  m ention th at I  baw led out th is b u sy 
b o d y  th a t m ade the w ise cra ck  a bo u t y o u  
for fa ir, and handed him  a  couple o f w allop s 
on his m ap to  boot. I  forgot all abou t bein g 
m aidenly— b u t I  d on ’t  th in k  h e  go t m uch 
pleasure o u t o f  h is gossip.”

W a d e M u rre ll nodded.
6  A

“  W e ’ve  done ta lked  it  o u t n o w ,”  he s^id. 
‘ ‘ E s  fe r  ther m an th et told y e  ter ask  m e, 
I  k in  look  over h it, because I ’v e  done g iv e  
y e  m y  pledge, b u t I ’d lo ve righ t w ell ter 
kn o w  w h o ’s slurrin ’ m e.”

“  T h a t ,”  she declared, “  w a s w h y  I  
started  th is conversation. I t ’s y o u r  b right 
y o u n g  cousin w ho w an ts to go to the L egis
latu re. H e  te lls  m e h e  h as L esh er S kid 
m ore’s support, and  h e  sa y s  a fter  h e ’s 
squeezed the L egisla tu re d ry  h e  m eans to  
go  to C on gress.”  She paused  fo r  a  con
tem p tu ou s laugh , then added: “ I  believe 
h e ’s  even  g o t one ey e  cocked  on the .W hite 
H ouse. H e  certa in ly  h ates h im self, th a t 
b o y ! ”

“  C a s  H a r le y !”  W a d e uttered  the nam e 
rath er in m ed ita tive  than  in a n g ry  surprise. 
“  I ’m  righ t g la d  ter kn o w  h it, e f h e ’s p lo ttin ’ 
w ith  Lesher. I  h a in ’t  n u ver g iv e  h im  n o 
m aster th o u gh t a fore now . F o lk s  ’low ed 
th et h e  w as tr ick y , b u t th e y  h a in ’t  n u ver 
’low ed h e  w as ter sa y  dangerous. H it ’s 
n orated  thet C a s  is so m onster va in  thet ef 
a n y  m an w anted ter g it r id  o f him  all h e ’d 
h e v  need ter do w ould b e  ter s tic k  a  peacock  
fea th er in  his co a t tail. T h e n  h e ’d straight
w a y  stru t hisself ter d ea th .”

S u d d en ly  and alm ost h y ste rica lly  C y n th ia  
laughed.

“  C a n  y o u  b ea t i t ,”  she exclaim ed. “  H ere 
I  com e to  these m ountains and all in the 
w orld  I ’m  lookin g for is a  p lace to hide. 
A n d  I  find m y self stirrin g up com m otions, 
an d  sa y in g  w ho shall go to  th e  L egislatu re 
a n d  w ho sh an ’t! ”

“  I  guess C a s  w o n ’t  g o ,”  com m ented 
W a d e  d ry ly . “  I ’ll see ter thet. M en  goes 
te r  F ran kfo rt-to w n  from  these h ills fer  jest 
tw o  reasons— ter set in ther L egisla tu re or 
ter su iter in ther penitenshery. I ’v e  done 
a ’rea d y  been  th a r fe r  one o f them  reasons. 
H it  w ould  b e  a  k in d erly  p ity  ter h e v  th er 
w ron g m an in both jo b s.”

“  T h en  y o u  w on ’t  ‘ f ly  m a d ,’ as y o u  call 
it, an d  h a ve  a n y  row  w ith  h im ? ”

“  N o , I  w o n ’t need ter do th e t,”  h e  
assured her gra ve ly , “  b u t h e ’ll h ev  ter re
fashion  his hopes fer ther future. H e  w on ’t  
b e  no statesm an— a n ’ I ’m rig h t g lad  y e  
forew arned m e betim es.”

T h e y  stood fo r  a  b rie f w h ile  in silence, 
listen ing to  the little  sounds th a t # e n t in to
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the _ orchestration  o f the n igh t. I f  sounds 
h ave color, these w ere all in h arm o n y w ith  
the b lue and green and silver from  the 
m oon’s palette. A t  length , C y n th y  heard 
the m an sa y in g  q u ie tly :

“  W e fa u lts  th er law s fer b ein ’ u n fair  an ’ 
y it ,  righ t oftentim es, w e lets m en lik e  C as 
H a rle y  g o  dow n below  a n ’ help  ter m ake 
our law s. S ave o n ly  fer y o u  w e ’d hev fell 
inter th et sam e error ergin .”

H e paused, then turned tow ard her w ith 
m ore o f  im pulsiveness in his vo ice  than 
w as usual.

“  Y e  h a in ’t been h y a r  long a n ’ y it  y e ’ve 
don e a ’ready w rou gh t som e right needful 
changes h y arabo u ts. Y e ’v e  done aided in 
g ittin ’ ther new  school a n ’ y e ’ve  done 
quieted  dow n a  h atefu l th reat o f w arfare. 
Y e ’ve  done been ther cause o f  one scallaw ag 
b ein ’ turned outen  ther old  schoolhouse, a n ’ 
now  y e ’re forew arn in ’ u s from  le ttin ’ a  
rascal go  ter ther L egislatu re. A n ’ y o u ’re 
a  gal— a n ’ a  fu rrin ’ g a l.”

C y n th ia  looked dow n a t the shim m er o f 
m oonlight on  still w ater.

She w anted  to  declare to  him , in the 
h u m ility  o f  confessional sp irit, th at the girl 
w ho h ad  done these things w as not a t  all 
the girl w ho h ad  clim bed over the high 
wheel o f  h is w agon th at n igh t outside A she
ville. She fe lt the need of adm ittin g that 
the girl w hose p o rtra it he had ju st sketched 
w as a  counterfeit p la y in g  an  enforced part, 
b u t a  cou n terfeit w ith  a  new  yearn in g to 
m ake the im itation genuine.

P erh ap s, i f  Jo ck  H arrison h ad  rem ained 
dead, she m igh t in the end have accom 
plished it. T h ro u gh  the centuries the m ost 
fascin atin g dream  o f alchem ists h ad  been 
the transm ution o f b ase  elem ents into p re
cious m etals. I t  had rem ained one of the 
im possibilities, b u t C y n th ia  had begun to 
hope th a t hum an m etals m ight be different. 
Theto H arrison  h ad  com e, and in H arrison ’s 
hands she w ould  b e  inert c la y  again.

She h ad  a lw a y s  been plastic, and until 
n ow  no scu lp to r h ad  sought to  m old her 
contours tow ard  a n y  expression o f an ideal. 
H ere she stood as the c la y  on the studio 
turn tab le.

W a d e  M u rrell, th e  ru de visio n ary , saw  in  
h er the m aterial o f  n o bility . J o ck  H a r
rison’s cyn ica l ey e  saw  in  h er o n ly  the

m akin gs o f  a  p la y th in g  and caricatu re— and 
she herself saw  no w a y  to p reven t Jock  
H arrison  from  elbow ing his w a y  to the 
scu lp to r’s p lace and ta k in g  possession o f 
b o th  c la y  and m odeling tools.

T o geth er, she an d  W a d e w a lk ed  slo w ly  
b a ck  to the house.

F rom  the opening o f  the dog run th ey  
could catch  the red  glo w  o f C a rro ll’s p ip e 
bow l. A s  th e y  drew  near the pipe w as re
m oved  and the lips th a t h ad  held  it  began  
a  lo w  w histlin g o f  a  ja z z  fragm ent,

In  the dog run itse lf C y n th ia  turned w ith  
an abru p t baste to h er ow n door and W a d e, 
w ith  a  w ord o f greetin g to  h is oth er guest, 
passed on to  that o f  the m ain room . C arroll 
nodded and said  p leasa n tly :

“  M iss  Stokes, w e h a v e  m issed y o u  b o th .”
From  the sa fe ty  zon e o f  h er ow n 

threshold the girl turned and paused w ith 
h er han d on the knob.

“  O h, i t ’s y o u , M r. C a rro ll,”  she e x 
claim ed lig h tly  to  h id e the h ea v y  despair 
th a t ch illed  her heart. “  T o  tell y o u  the 
truth , I ’d forgotten  y o u  w ere a liv e .”

W a d e h ad  disappeared, an d  the new 
com er low ered h is vo ice  as  he stepped 
forw ard.

“  A fte r  a ll,”  he answ ered eq u a b ly , “  w hy 
sh o u ld n ’t y o u ?  I t  isn ’t y o u r fa u lt I  am , 
is i t? ”

B u t the bedroom  door h ad  slam m ed in 
h is face, and he heard  the h e a v y  hand- 
w rou gh t b o lt shoot hom e.

“  G o d frey-m ig h ty , C a s ,”  observed L esher 
Skidm ore, as the w ould-be statesm an “  lit 
dow n ”  from  a  w h ite  m ule a t  his door. 
“  Y e ’re w earin ’ a  w oebegone fa ce  lik e  es 
e f  y e ’d done buried  y o re  last friend. W h a t 
a ils y e , so n ? ”

F o r a  m om ent or tw o the scow ling y o u n g  
m an stood overw helm ed w ith  his sense of 
catastrop h e and anger, then he found 
words.

“  Y e s tid d y ,”  h e  announced exp lo sively, 
I: W a d e  M u rrell r id  u p  ter m y  stile. H e 
d id n ’t  even  ligh t dow n a n ’ com e inside. 
H e  jis t hollered fer m e ter com e o u t.”

“  W ell, an ’ y e  w en t out, I  reckon, d id n ’t 
y e ? ”

T h e  v isito r nodded m oodily.
“  H e  sot th ar on  h is rid in ’ critter  a n ’
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looked  down a t me, an* his eyes, th ey  w as 
too q u iet a n ’ innocent lik e  n o t ter be 
harborin ’ guile. I  seed that righ t a w a y .”

“  A ll right. G o o n .”
“  H e  said  k in d erly  so ftlik e : ‘ C as, does 

y e  still aim  ter run fer ther L egisla tu re n ex ’ 
e lectio n ? ’ an* I  says, ‘ I  reckon so. W a d e ,’ 
a n ’ he says, ‘ W ell, I ’v e  done been stu d y in ’ 
erbout h it, C as, a n ’ I ’ve  done concluded 
y e ’d better p u t b y  th et notion fer good a n ’ 
a ll.’ ”

L esh er’s  vo ice  w as v e lv et soft.
“  W h a t answ er did  y e  g iv e  him , so n ?”
“  I asked  him  fer w h y  should I  p u t h it 

b y , a n ’ h e  said, still sp ea k in ’ so ft, ‘ I  w ent 
dow n th a r ter F ran kfo rt-to w n  once, a n ’ h it 
w as a  right grievous m istake. I ’v e  done 
concluded  thet fe r  y o u  ter go n ow  w ould 
b e  a  still b igger m istak e.’ T h em  w as his 
w ords.”

“  W h a t did he mean b y  ’em , son? W h a t 
hed y e  done ter brin g on a  hardness b etw ixt 
y e ? ”

T h e  you n ger m an flushed p a in fu lly .
“  T e r  g ive y e  ther fu ll stra igh t o f  h it, 

Lesher, I ’d  done k in d erly  m ade a  fool o f 
m yself w ith  thet h u ssy  th e t h e ’s h arb orin ’. 
She k in d erly  led m e on a n ’ I  aim ed ter keep  
h it q u ie t.”

“  A fo re  G o d  A ’m ig h ty ,”  storm ed the 
Skidm ore leader in a  tran sport o f explosive 
rage. “  A ir  y e  sich a  plain  dam n fool e3 
th et?  D o n ’t y e  kn o w  she’s  W a d e's  w ench? 
D o n ’t  y e  kn ow  h it m eans w arfare  ter 
m on key w ith  another m an ’s w om an? D o es 
y e  reckon he fotched her c l ’ar from  A she- 
viile-tow n an ’ stud a t b a y  b etw ixt her a n ’ 
his w hole dam n p a ck  o n ly  ter let y e  m ake 
free w ith  her? A ll right! Y e ’v e  done 
m ade yo re  own bed a n ’ now  I  reckon y e ’ve 
got ter la y  in h it. E f  ther M u rrells  w o n ’t  
stom ach y e  fer ther L egisla ter, th a r h a in ’t  
no sense in m y seekin ’ ter aid  y e .”

T h e  angered intriguer sp a t contem ptu
ously and shrugged his h e a v y  shoulders. 
Y e t  he w as both  infuriated  and bitterly, 
disappointed. H ere  w as a  m an w ho could  
h elp  him  as no other could, because w hile 
osten sibly a  M u rrell in good clan  standing, 
he w as a c tu a lly  L esh er’s  secret agent. 
T ra ito rs  to th e  fe a lty  o f the clan  w ere few  
and hard to replace. Y e t  as a  M urrell out
cast H a rle y  could b e  o f  no use to  him . N o t

o n ly  th e  am bition s o f  the traitor, b u t the 
success o f  h is ow n schem es h ad  suffered a 
crush in g b lo w  in  th is abru p t developm ent.

“  B u t, L esh er,”  urged  C a s  desp erately, 
“  ther w en ch  g iv e  m e ter th in k  th e t she w as 
k in d erly  s ick  o f  W ad e. She g iv e  m e ter 
th in k  th a t she w as h u rtin ’ fer  com panion
sh ip  w ith  som ebody th e t w asn ’t  a  fo o l.”  

Skidm ore snorted. “  A n ’ even  a tter  thet, 
y e  ’low ed y e  hed a  ch an st,”  he m a d e scath 
in g  com m ent,

H a r le y  pleaded. In to  th e  fa b ric  o f  his 
b ein g  h ad  been w oven  a  pattern  o f am 
bition. T o  h ave it  ripped ru th lessly  out 
w ould  b e  w orse than death. T o  sa v e  it  
w hole he w as rea d y  to  p a y  th e  u su ry  o f 
desperation. L esh er le t h im  unbosom  him 
self, g iv in g  n o  intim ation  o f sy m p a th y , and 
w hen th e  aggrieved  fool w a s ta lked  o u t the 
Skid m ore leader h ad  h is response read y, b u t 
it  w as a  response w hich required  pream ble.

“  T h a r  h ain ’t no m anner o f  use in  yo re  
cornin’ ter m e unless y e  k in  fo tch  M u rrell 
stren gth  a lo n g w ith  y e ,”  h e  sa id  grim ly. 
“  E f  h it ’s  jest Skidm ore stren gth  alone 
th e t’s te r  be figgered on, h it ’d  p a y  m e b etter 
ter run a  Skidm ore fer ther L egisla ter o u t 
a n ’ out. H it looked lik e  y e  k in d erly  stud 
in second p lace  o v er  yo n , n ex t ter W ade.

“  I  ’low ed th et e f y e  w a s ter stan d  in fu st 
p la ce  ’stid  o f  second, m e a n ’ y o u  could  
k in d erly  p ull in d ouble harness— b u t y e ’ve 
go t ter g it  inter th et fu st p lace  fer yoreself. 
I  k a in ’t m an-pow er a  d isable fool u p  ter 
leadership am ongst m y  enem ies. N o w  
y e ’v e  done u p  a n ’ asked  fer destruction  a n ’ 
pears like  y e ’re go in ’ ter g it  h it— all o ver a  
fotched-on  stru m p et.”

“  E f  W a d e w ould  je s t sicken  a n ’ d ie ,”  
m oaned C a s  H a rle y  b itterly , “  I  reckon, 
even now , I  w ould  stand in fu st p la ce  over 
th a r.”

L esher g a v e  him  a  q u ic k  contem ptuous 
glance. “  A ll right, th en ,”  he dem anded 
w ith  d iabolic directness, “  W h y  d on ’t  y e  
see ter h it th et he does sicken a n ’ d ie ? ”  

H a r le y ’s eyes w idened. “  W h a t does y e  
m ean, L esher? A m  I  ther A lm ig h ty  L o rd  
ter call dow n m ortal ailm ents on a  m a n ? ” 

“ O h, h e l l !”  cam e the disgusted  retort. 
“  I ’m  a  p a lav erin ’ w ith  a  m an th e t h a in t’ 
go t ther gum ption ter h it a  copperhead 
w hen h it  hisses at him . T h a r  h a in ’t  n airy
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b it o f  sense in w a stin ’ m y  b reath  on y e  
nohow .”

“ B u t  y it , L esher, y e ’d  lo ve  righ t w ell ter 
see W a d e die y o reself— and, despite thet, 
y e  suffers him  ter go on liv in ’ .”

Skidm ore stood an d  looked  h is visitor 
d isd ain fu lly  up an d  down.

“ E f  a  Skidm ore b u lle t deadened h im ,”  
he said  sh arp ly, “  th a r ’d b e  hell ter p a y . 
T h e r  w a r w ould  b u st loose a n ’ c a rry  off 
m an a tte r  m an. E f  a  b u lle t from  ther la ’rel- 
bresh deadened h im — m ankind  w ould  la y  
h it  u p  ergin st ther Skidm ores w hether a  
Skidm ore done h it  or n o t.”

H e  pau sed  a  m om ent to le t h is w ords 
sin k in. “  B u t e f  a  M u rrell w as ter p ick  
a  quarrel w ith  him , and  hed ther gu ts ter 
d raw  q u ick est a n ’ shoot straigh test in  ther 
open sigh t o f  w itnesses, a n ’ s la y  him  in  self- 
defense, I  reckon a  ju r y  w ould  let thet m an 
com e c l ’a r .”

C a s  H a rle y  w inced a t the a u d a city  of the 
suggestion, an d  L esher sa w  the w incing.

“  A s  I  stan ds h y a r  and ey es y e  up a n ’ 
d o w n ,”  h e  said , “  I  sees a  m an thet stands 
risin ’ o f  six  fo o t in h is socks. I  sees a  m an 
th et d on ’t  lo o k  n o  fashion p u n y . I  sees a  
m an th et adm its h is ow n self h e ’s go t ther 
m akin ’s o f a  P resident in  him  a n ’ ther 
qualities fer lead in ’ ther w hole U n ited  
States, a n ’ y it  th a r ’s som ethin ’ m issin ’ outen  
him . H e  d on ’t  dast ter h it a t  one snake 
th et b ars h is p a th w a y  ter F ra n k fo rt-to w n .”  

“ F lit  w ould  h ev  ter b e  fa ce  ter face—  
a n ’ afore M u rrell w itnesses, w ou ld n ’t  h it? ”  
fa ltered  C as H a rle y .

“  H it  w ould  u n do u bted ly, sh o rely  h ev  ter 
b e  done th etaw ay. B u t  y i t  a  m an th et 
k n ow s w h a t h e ’s  aim in ’ ter do k in  b e  ready, 
a n ’ w ith  a  figh tin ’ feller like  W ad e h e ’s go t 
a  license ter figger th et alm ost a iry  m ove is 
a  m ove ter ther holster. I  h a in ’t n u ver 
heered self-defense called  n o  crim e.”

C H A P T E R  X X I .

A PLASTER SAINT.

UN D E R  these clear m oun tain  ligh ts 
J o ck  H arrison  showed an altered  
asp ect from  th at w hich  C y n th ia  had 

seen b a c k  there in  N e w  Y o rk . E x ce p t for 
the occasional g lin t o f  sardonic purpose that

cam e in to  his e y e  w hen it  m et hers, and 
hers alone, th e  g ir l m igh t h a v e  been b e 
gu iled  into th in kin g and hop ing th a t h e  h ad  
a ctu a lly  changed. *

B u t she w arn ed  herself th a t h e  w as o n ly  
in gratia tin g  h im self w ith  her protectors, 
stren gthen in g an d  consolidatin g h is position 
again st the d a y  w hen she m igh t appeal to 
them  again st him . I t  filled  her w ith  a  fu tile  
fu ry  to  see h o w  ea sily  he, o f w hom  she had 
th o u gh t as  a  N e w  Y o rk e r  w ith  a ll the N ew  
Y o r k e r ’s insistence on  l i fe ’s sm ooth and 
b rittle  finish, fell into his p la ce  here in a 
lan d  o f opposites.

H e h ad  com e figh tin g no head  tide o f  
precon ceived  preju d ice , and  h is g ift  o f  
a d a p ta b ility  carried  him  ea sily  into the con
fidence o f  m en given  to slow  friendships. H e 
m ingled  , w ith  ragged  m ountaineers and 
ta lked  o f  their interests as i f  he w ere a  
brother in  b lood, and  in  th e  sam e w ise th ey  
accep ted  him . H e  dran k w ith  them  in 
their ow n hidden stills, b u t no m an ever saw 
him  affected  b y  th e  fiery  n ectar w ith  w hich 
th e y  p lied  him .

W h en  self-esteem ing m arksm en offered 
dem onstrations o f  sw iftn ess and a ccu ra cy  
w ith  either “  rifle-gun ”  or “  pistol-gun ”  the 
stranger w as generous in  adm irin g praise—  
b u t, to their am azem ent, h e  u su a lly  cap ped  
their perform ance w ith  one alm ost as  good. 
T h e  w ord w ent abroad  th a t w h atever m ight 
b e  said o f W a d e M u rre ll’s fem ale protege, 
there w as no ga in sayin g th at his n ew  gu est 
w as a  he-m an, “  u p-stan din ’ a n ’ straight- 
g a z in ’ a n ’ n o t a feared  o f  n uther hell ner 
high w a ter.”

C y n th ia  w atch ed  his progress through 
apprehensive eyes. I t  d id  n o t m atter th at 
a lo n g L ittle  F lin ty  th is  m an w a s w inn ing a  
q u ick  p o p u larity , b u t it  d id  m atter trem end
o u sly  and dangerously th a t W a d e M u rrell, 
slow  and cau tio u s o f  ju d gm en t, w as being 
d raw n  to h im ; w as b ein g  w on b y  him .

“  H e ’s selling h im self to W a d e ,”  she 
m used in an  a go n y  o f apprehension— and 
W a d e M u rre ll w as her last defense.

T h e y  w ere sittin g  a b o u t the b re a k fa st 
tab le  now , an d  the m orning m ists w ere d is
sip atin g  into brillian t color. A lth o u gh  the 
sam e roof h ad  sheltered  them  fo r a  w eek, 
the m an and th e  w om an from  the low lan ds 
still m aintained th e  d istan t fo rm ality  o f
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strangers. H arrison  h ad  p a tien tly  sought 
the o p p o rtu n ity  fo r  five m inutes alone w ith  
the girl, b u t she h ad  a lw a y s  evaded  him , 
an d  the duel th a t th e y  w ere w aging w ith 
such d ea d ly  earnestness h ad  n ever b etrayed  
itse lf b y  a n y  outw ard  ripple on th e  tran qu il 
surface o f  appearances.

T h a t  perhaps w as the c o y  m ethod o f  c ity  
fo lk . N eith er W a d e  nor h is m other 
question ed  it, a lthough it  p u zzled  th a n . 
O n ce a  stranger is accep ted  in the h ills he 
is w h o lly  accep ted  and  no b ars o f  reserve 
are  k ep t stan din g again st h im . F o r a  new- 
com er it  is w h oleh earted ly  one th in g or the 
oth er: W elcom e, or B egone!

“  I  hadn’t  u sin ’ n uther ther m ule critter 
ner y it  ther p a cin ’ m are terd ay, C y n th y ,”  
suggested W a d e sio w ly . “  1 ’low ed m eb b y  
y o u  a n ’ M r. C arro ll m igh t lo ve ter r id e  u p  
te r  th er sum m it o f O ld  S h a ggy . Y e  k in  g it 
a  righ t far-flung look o u t from  u p  th ar— a n ’ 
n u th er one o f  y e  h ain ’t  seed h it y it . O n  a  
c l ’ar d a y  y e  k in  gaze p lu m b acrost ter 
C y a r lin y .”

C arro ll nodded h is h ead  recep tively .
“ I f  M iss Stokes w ill go w ith  m e ,”  he 

declared, “  I ’ll  be delighted. I ’m sure y o u ’re 
anxious fo r  a  v ie w  as d istan t as N o rth  
C arolina, aren ’t yo u , M iss S to k es? ”

“  I ’v e  seen N o rth  C a ro lin a ,”  she answ ered 
b riefly .

“ So h a v e  I , ”  h e  sm iled, “  an d  doubtless 
w e shall both  see it  aga in , y e t  to  see it  from  
a  m ountain  top  is  a  d ifferent thing. F o r 
m y part, I  shah prefer th e  lo n g  v ie w  to  the 
close u p .”  H e  tu rn ed  tow ard  A u n t E rie  
and  added in casual exp lan ation : “ I  spent 
som e w eeks in  a  hosp ita l in A sh eville, and  
it  w a sn 't p leasant. O n e w ho h as been sick  
o r  im prisoned in a  town thin ks in  term s o f  
hospitals or prison s.”  H is  ey es cam e b a ck  
b an term gly  to  the girl. “  B u t  from  the to p  
o f  O ld  S h a ggy, M iss  Stokes, w e shall see 
on ly  the v io le t m ists o f  en chan tm en t.”

“  T h a n k  y o u ,”  C y n th ia  declined w ith 
quiet decisiveness, “  I  d on ’t  th in k  I ’ll go. 
I ’m  finishing a  ‘ k iverle t ’ an d  I ’d rath er 
spend the m orning b y  the loom .”

“  A t  th e  loom .”  T h e  m an raised h is 
ey es and  a  repressed m errim ent seem ed to  
possess him . “  P ardon  m e, M iss Stokes, 
b u t isn ’t  there an elem ent o f  hum or in th a t?  
U n less y o u  are v a s tly  u n like m ost c ity  girls

o f  to-d ay, I ’ll dare sa y  y o u  n ever saw  a  
lo o m  u n til y o u  cam e here— excep t, perhaps, 
those tr ick y  little  affairs th at one encounters 
in  the arts  an d  cra fts  p laces a b o u t G reen
w ich  V illa g e .”

“  N o , I  n ever d id ,”  she said  listlessly.
“  B u t  I  lik e  it. I t ’s  good stu ff.”

“ A n ’, la ! b u t she je s t  n a tc h 'ra lly  tu c k  
ter h it  lik e  a  gosling tak es ter ther c re ek ,”  
ann oun ced A u n t E rie  ad m irin g ly. “  She’s 
m a k in ’ a  S ta r  o f  B eth leh em  k iv erlit  a n ’ 
h it ’s  p lum  p a r ty .”

“  F in e ,”  com m ended C arro ll. “  S ta r  o f 
B eth leh em ! T h e  V irg in  and  the C h ild ! 
T h a t ’s  b eau tifu l sym bolism , b u t I  w as 
th in kin g  o f  h o w  ea sily  w e all chan ge w hen 
w e chan ge o u r environm ent— an d  o f  how  
litt le  w e  ch an ge in a n yth in g excep t outw ard 
color. W e ’re  so m a n y  cham eleon s.”

“  I  d on ’t k n o w  w h a t th e y  b e,”  announced 
A u n t E rie ; and the m an  turned  deferen 
tia lly  tow ard  her.

“  T h e y  are those little  lizard s,”  h e  e x 
plained, “  th a t are g r a y  w hen  th e y  stretch  
o u t fo r a  snooze on  a  g r a y  tw ig— b u t th e y  
tu rn  green  w hen  th e y  ta k e  a  nap on  an oak  
le a f.”

“ L a n d  sake, y e s , I  k n o w s them  things 
a s  w ell as I  do hoptoads! ”  th e  o ld  w om an 
said, “ B u t  I  d idn ’t  n u ver hear th er long 
n am e f a  ’em  a fo re  now . I  recko n  h it ’s  
je s t  a  high-soundin ’ b ook  w o rd .”

“  T h e re ’s an oth er lon g n am e th a t  ex
p la in s w h y  th e y  do i t ,”  said  th e  m an. “  I t ’s  
ca lled  p ro tective  coloration , and it  m eans 
a  m ethod o f h id ing. B u t  un der a ll th e  
ch an ges o f  color, th e  lizard  itse lf d oesn ’t  
ch an ge; i t ’s still a  lizard — a n d  som e o f  th a n  
a re  poisonous.”

“  I ’v e  heered tell som e w a s p izen — ther 
leetle  h a te fu ls !”

C y n th ia  w an ted  to rise u p  an d  fling h er 
tin  coffee cu p  in to  the fa ce  o f th is m an w h o 
sat so ca lm ly  b aitin g  h a .  T h is  m ethod 
w hich  h e  appeared  to  d eligh t in perfectin g, 
th e  d evice  o f  ta lk in g  in a  fashion  th a t  
m ean t on e th in g  fo r  them  a p d % * o th e r  
her, h a d  becom e im en d u n b iftv;tnrtext.: , 3 ^ ^ .  
w as lik e  the in fa m y  o f  lettin g  
drop b y  drop, upon th e  h ead  o f  a  chained 
victim  until it  w o re a w a y  th e  sk u ll and b it 
fa ta lly  in to  th e  reason. Y e t  she sa t so 
tran qu il o f  ou tw ard  seem ing th a t o n ly  one
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o f those seated  a t the tab le  could  see the 
sm oldering resentm ent th at lu rked  deep in 
h er  eyes.

“  W ell, I ’m  sorry  y o u  w o n ’t  clim b O ld  
S h a g g y  w ith  m e,”  observed C arroll p h ilo 
so p h ica lly, “  b u t I  suppose a  w om an ’s  p lace 
is a t the loom . W h a t are y o u  doin g this 
m orning, M r. M u rre ll? ”

“ M e, I ’m  a im in ’ ter sp lit m e o u t som e 
ced ar fen ce rails  fer  ther new  clearin ’. ”

“  T h en , i f  y o u  don ’t  m ind, I ’ll let O ld  
S h a g g y  w a it u n til M iss Stokes feels m ore 
receptive— and to-day I ’ll sp lit rails w ith  
y o u .”

C y n th ia  w anted  to b u rst into derisive 
laugh ter. In  her m in d ’s eye, she w as seeing 
th is m an s ittin g  in  the tonneau o f h is  car 
leanin g on h is w a lk in g  stick  w ith  his 
cham ois-gloved hands in d o len tly  crossed. 
W ell, she cou ld  fram e sentences th a t h ad  
d ouble m eanings, too, an d  it  w as w ith  an  
alm ost d ream y w ickedn ess th a t she o b 
served:

“  S p eakin g o f  lizards— there are several 
kinds. T h e  lizard  on the fen ce rail and  the 
lounge lizard  aren ’t  ex a ctly  the sam e thing 
— if y o u  ge t w h a t I  m ean .”

A s  if  in corroboration, she heard  W a d e 
sayin g  d u b io u sly:

“  H it ’s  righ t slavish  w o rk  fer a  m an thet 
faain’t stron ged  h isself ter h it  b y  degrees.”  

“  T r y  m e,”  said  C arro ll, pushing b ack  
his chair. “  Y o u ’re the boss, and y o u  can  
fire m e w hen  y o u  g e t re a d y .”

T im e  in  these im m em orial h ills o f A p p a 
lach ia  is n o t as tim e in  other places. In  
a  ran ge th a t w as hoar w ith  age w hen the 
A n des and  the A lp s  w ere y e t  sea bottom , 
centuries an d  m inutes shrink through long 
perspectives to  a  kinship o f m easurem ent, 
an d  even  to the short-lived  m en w ho in h abit 
their ligh ts and shadow s tim e is n ot a ll o f 
th e  clo ck  a n d  calendar.

W a d e and S ta cy  C arro ll h a d  been stran 
gers a  w eek  ago, y e t  w hen, w ith  the 
com ing o f  n oon , th e y  threw  them selves 
sw eat-drenched on  a  m at o f p in e needles 
a t  the edge o f  the h igh  clearing, each felt 
th a t  a n  o ld  acquain tancesh ip  stood betw een 
them . N o t  once th a t m orning had th e  low - 
lan der flung dow n h is m aul in  surrender to 
com plaining m uscles. N o t  once h ad  he 
cried  quits, an d  n ow  h is b reath  cam e w ith

as rh yth m ic an d  deep a  regu la rity  as  th a t 
o f  the m an w ho h ad  been reared close to the 
soil and its hard  exactions.

T o  W ad e M urrell he seem ed a  proven  
m an, and as the hillsm an la y  gazin g  a t  him  
he th o u gh t th a t h ad  he too been ab le  to  
w a lk  vario u sly  in  the broad  p laces of the 
w orld— h ad  he too been ab le  to  feast his 
h u n gry  m ind at the b an qu et tables o f ex
perience an d  know ledge —  h e m igh t h a ve  
hoped to be such another.

T h is  traveler could  p ain t p ictu res w ith  
w ords, m akin g them  glow  w ith  color and 
sing w ith  effect. H e  cou ld  speak lig h tly  
and y e t  strik e  a  deep n o te  o f  u n derlyin g 
m eaning.

W a d e  him self, bred  o f  the bone and 
blood o f  stoics, envied this articu late  pow er. 
H e  him self kn ew  o n ly  the retreat into si
lence w hen, m ost o f all, th ings cried o u t in 
h im  fo r u tteran ce; retreat in to  silence th at 
a te  like  an acid— or actio n  w hich  w as o ften  
forbidden.

H e  had been born  w ith  the bran d  o f 
reticence upon him , as though a  stern angel 
h ad  atten ded h is b irth  w ith  a  finger tip  
pressed to its  lips, and because o f th a t racial 
ta c itu rn ity  there w ere tim es w hen the sp irit 
in  him  w as an eagle caged, b eatin g  and  
laceratin g its w in g s  again st invisible b u t 
m etal-hard bars.

Som ehow , in the presence o f th is com 
panion he seem ed h im self to becom e articu 
late, and the need to  sp eak grew  im pera
tive. Suddenly he foun d him self exclaim ing 
w ith  an alm ost savage vehem ence:

“  H it  m ust b e  a  righ t jo y o u s th in g fer a  
m an ter hev ther g ift  o f w ords. W ith  us 
pore, benighted  fo lk  up h y a r  ther deepest 
th o u gh ts thet com es ter us je s t  clu tters u p  
inside us— lik e  logs jam m ed behind a 
splash-dam . W e  h a in ’t  go t no m eans o f  
le ttin ’ ’em free ter ride ther tid e .”

C arroll sm iled.
“  A n d  y e t ,”  h e  said , “  th e  v ig o r o f  y o u r  

m ountain  speech seem s colorfu l and tren 
ch an t to  m e.”

W a d e shook his h ead  doggedly.
“ W e ’re a  silen t, y e a  a n ’ n a y  k in d  o f 

fo lk , w hen h it com es ter ta lk in ’ r igh t out 
from  ther h ea rt,”  h e  declared, rising on  one 
elbow  to p o in t off into th e  s k y . “  D oes 
y e  see th et eagle  so arin ’ up  yon der?  I
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know s w h ar he hes his nest at. H it ’s up 
on  a  ro ck  c lift  th et lifts  straigh t o v er  a  
plum b go rge.”

“  Y e s ,”  said  C arro ll, “  I  see i t .”
“  W a -a l,”  announced W ade, w ith  a  

m irthless laugh , though his ey es w ere 
sm oldering w ith  b an ked  fires o f feeling, 
“  thet eagle he k a in ’t  s in g  no song— all he 
kn ow s is ter scream . L o o k s lik e  as han d
some a n ’ es strong a  b ird  es th et ought 
ter hev some better m eans of speech then 
thet. B u t in all ther ragged  nestses o f a ll 
h is old gra n ’sire eagles, from  ther d a ys  o f 
ther flood righ t on dow n, h is k ind  hes been 
too b u sy  searchin ’ th e  w orld  fer foo d  a n ’ 
figh tin ’ foes fer aught else. H e ’s  done h un t
ed  a n ’ fit tw ell thar h a in ’t  n othin ’ le ft  in his 
h eart save lo ve fer his freedom  a n ’ his nest, 
a n ’ h ate  fer all else besides. E ven  his love 
is righ t fierce a n ’ sa va ge .”

“  Y o u r  m ountain  eagles,”  said  C arroll 
slow ly, “  aren ’t  the o n ly  b irds th a t can  
hate, m y  friend. Y o u r  hates are  ju s t  a  little  
fran ker and th e y  ca ll for m ore d irect a c 
tion, th a t’s a ll.”  H e paused and fum bled 
for his pipe, and then he m ade a b ru p t an
nouncem ent: “  I  m yself h ave a  m atter o f  
personal w rong th a t I  m ean to  aven ge—  
and for th e  tim e b ein g it  has the pow er 
to eclipse other and perhaps more im portant 
m atters in m y  m in d .”

“  Y o u ! ”  M u rrell sat now  w ith  h is hands 
locked  abou t his updraw n knees, and his 
eyes w ere fu ll o f surprise. “  Y e  d o n ’t look 
like a  m an h arb orin ’ no deep grievan ce.”  

“  A n d  y e t ,”  responded the iow lander 
slow ly, I  have a  deep grievan ce— and I  
m ean to harbor it  u n til i t ’s punished.”

“  I  reckon th is en em y h ain ’t  no m ount
ing m an, is h e ? ”  T h e  question  broke off, 
and the inquirer w as q u ick  to apologize. 
“  B u t d o n ’t answ er thet. 1 h a in ’t go t no 
license ter question ye. I  don ’t  suffer men 
ter question m e.”

H arrison  sm iled. I t  had o b vio u sly  n ot 
occurred to W a d e that the enem y o f whom  
he spoke m ight not be a  m an, b u t a  w om an, 
and C arroll m ade no correction.

“  T h a t ’s a ll r ig h t,”  he assured h is com 
panion. “  I  broached th e  su b ject m yself. 
T h is  en em y w as a  friend. W e h ad  q u ar
reled, b u t n ot seriously. W e  w ere stan din g 
together in m y room . I  turned m y b a ck .

T h e supposed friend shot m e from  behind—  
d id n ’t even  p ause to see w hether I  w as dead 
or a live; le ft me ly in g  there and b ea t it .”

“  A fo re  G od! T h e r  dam n craven  1”  
M urrell b reathed  the w ords low  a n d  in
d ign an tly . “  B u t  y i t  in  ther b ig  tow ns ther 
police ja ils  fo lk s like th et righ t sp eedily, 
d on ’t th ey?  T h a r  h a in ’t  no la r ’el h ills  a n ’ 
tim bered crags thar w har a  m an k in  ta k e  
leg  b ail a n ’ h ide out, is  th a r ? ”

“ T h e  police d id n ’t  solve th is riddle,”  
sm iled C arro ll. “  T h e y  d idn ’t  kn ow  who 
d id  it— an d I  h a ven ’t told  th em .”

“ Y e  d id n ’t  tell ’em ?”  W a d e repeated 
th e  w ords, and  in to  his ey es cam e under
standing and  w ith  it  a  daw n ing adm ira
tion.

“  Y e  d id n ’t tell ’em  because h it  w a r yo re  
ow n business. Y e s , I  recko n  y e ’re righ t 
w hen y e  sa y s all ther eagles h a in ’t  in  ther 
hills-— a n ’ h it d on ’t  sk eercely  s a tis fy  no 
eagle to  tote  his grievan ces te r  ther b a m  
y a rd  a n ’ tell ’em  ter th er w atch do g, does 
h it?  H e  loves better ter tru st h is ow n b e a k  
a n ’ h is ow n  c la w s.”  T h e  m ountaineer 
paused, and then  he said grim ly: “  I  aim s 
ter be a  go d ly  C h ristian , b u t I  hopes y e  
g its  ther craven  th e t b etray ed  y e , M r. C ar- 
ro ll.”

“  I  m ean to ,”  declared  th e  other.
T h e y  sa t lookin g off from  the h igh  slope, 

w here th e y  had been w orking, to the 
heap ed -u p  crests th a t w ere v io let again st 
fa r  distances, and W ade M u rre ll's  fa ce  
show ed a  b ro w  gathered  into w rin kles o f  
deep thought.

“  I ’v e  done to ld  y e ,”  he said, “  thet I  
h a in ’t go t no m aster g ift  fer w ords, a n ’ 
so som etim es I  feels lik e  as  e f  flood tides 
inside m e w as g ittin ’ outen thar ban ks— a n ’ 
d id n ’t  h ev  no outlet. I ’v e  done been stu d y- 
in ’ a  heap since ther gal com e— a n ’ I ’v e  go t 
a  bound ter counsel w ith  som ebody. I  
reckon she m ust be h u rtin ’ sore from  lone
som eness h y a r  am ongst u s ." -  •

“  I  im agine,”  suggested C assell liglstly,. 
“ if  she d id n ’t lik e  it, she wotlldto’t  Stay, 
w ould  sh e ? ”

A  sudden shadow  clouded the m oun tain  
m a n ’s eyes, threaten in g retreat once m ore 
into silence.

“ T h e t ’s her business,”  he said sh o rtly . 
“  I  h a in ’t asked  her no questions, a n ’ I
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h a in ’t suffered n obo d y else ter pester her 
w ith  none— b u t I  'low ed thet w hen you 
com e m eb b y sh e ’d w elcom e rig h t g a y ly  a  
ch an st fer a  com panionship— o f her own 
so rt.”

“  She h as seem ed q u ite  casual w ith  m e,”  
ackn ow ledged  C arro ll, “  b u t perhaps she is 
too reserved for sudden in tim acies.”

W ad e shook h is head, w ondering va g u ely  
w h y  his com panion should sm ile so hum or
ously .

“  I ’d lo ve ter see thet gal g it w hatsoever 
she w an ts outen  life ,”  h e  w en t on. “  I  
fo tch ed  her h y a r— a n ’ h it d on ’t  p leasure 
m e none ter kn o w  thet she’s done m et up 
w ith  treatm en t th et sp run g outen  sorry ig- 
n ’ran ce.”

“  S h e ’s h ad  good treatm en t from  y o u ,”  
suggested the other. “  Y o u ’ve  held  her sa fe  
— even w hen it threatened to b reak  dow n 
y o u r own influence.”

“  So fu r  es th e t’s co n sam ed ,”  announced 
W a d e, “  I ’d h ev  done th et m uch fer a n y  
m an or w om an thet I  suffered ter ta rry  
under m y roof. B u t  none of them  th in gs 
d id n ’t  rise outen  no fa u lt o f ther g a l’s— h it 
w a s a ll jest enem ies of m ine seekin ’ ter h it 
a t  me a n ’ ter h u rt a  w om an along w ith  
m e.”

“  T h e  p retext w as an old one for h it
tin g at a  m an ’s rep u tatio n ,”  m used C ar- 
roll. “  T h a t  o f pretendin g to th in k  y o u ’d 
b rou gh t a  ligh t w om an w ith  yo u , and th at 
she w as you r m istress.”

“ T h e t ’s w h at m y  enem ies g iv e  out ter 
ea ch  a n ’ every— a n ’ I  reckon  I d on ’t need 
ter tell y e  h it ’s a  dam n lie  from  sta rt ter 
fin ish .”

“ Y o u  don ’t h ave to tell m e th at yo u r 
m otives are en tirely— even q u ix o tica lly —  
hon orable,”  sm iled C arro ll; “  and y e t  I ’m 
w ondering w hether, a fter  a ll, there isn ’t one 
germ  o f  truth  in  the s to ry .”

M urrell stiffened, and his ey es w ere for 
a  m om ent again  po in ts o f in w ardly  lighted  
flin t.

“  W h a t does y e  m ean? A  lie ’s  a  lie, 

h a in ’t  h it? ”
“  I  d on ’t  m ean the lie, M u rrell. I  w as 

o n ly  w ondering w hether y o u  w eren’t, a fter  
a ll, bein g d raw n  in to  a  feelin g th a t had 
th e  m akin gs o f  lo ve  in  it  fo r th is y o u n g 
w om an .”

W ad e arose and stood fo r a  lo n g  h a lf  
m inute w ith  his b a c k  turned. H is  eyes 
w ere h a lf closed, b u t through the n arrow ed 
lids th ey  w ere burn ing w ith  an intenser y e t 
a  softer fire. F in a lly  he jerked  his h ead  
into a  nod o f affirm ation and w heeled  again  
to fa ce  his com panion soberly. U n der their 
bronze his cheeks w ere paler th an  th e y  h a d  
been a few  m inutes ago.

“  M y  lo ve fer her h a in ’t ter m ake,”  he 
declared veh em en tly . “  H it ’s done m ade 
a n ’ com e ter fu ll ripeness. B u t  I  h a in ’t said 
no w ord ter her— a n ’ I  d on ’t  n u ver aim  ter 
s a y  no w ord  ter her. She d on ’t kn ow  h it 
ner suspicion h it, an ’ e f G od  gives m e 
strength ter keep  on b itin ’ m y  tongue hard  
enough, she h a in ’t n uver a  go in ’ ter k n o w .”

C arro ll refrain ed  from  a n y  rep ly . T h e  
th in g had gone further than he supposed, 
and y e t  it w as n ot so strange. T h e  little  
C irce  h ad  sung h er a llu rin g  song to other 
and m ore experienced m ariners, and p er
h aps n ot all o f  them  h ad , lik e  him self, rec
ognized the tun e for a  carn al en chan tm en t 
devoid  o f soul. E v e n  he, recogn izing th a t 
so  w ell, had not stuffed  his ears w ith  w ax 
lik e  U lysses and  sailed  on un scathed. B u t  
it  w as a  G o d ’s p ity  th a t th is fine, sim ple 
fellow — this stron g barbarian , w ith  a  touch 
o f the saint abou t him — should  h ave b e 
com e enm eshed.

C arroll on ly  nodded, and the other m an 
w en t on. T h e  “  sp lash-dam  ”  th a t had held  
his em otions p a in fu lly  w alled  up so long had 
broken  at last, and the tide w as spilling 

‘ through w ith  the h ead  rush o f a  cataract.
“  I ’d done gone on th is fu r  w ith ou t n uver 

k n o w in ’ w h at h it w as ter burn  u p  w ith  a 
fever fer no w om an— b u t then I h ed n ’t 
nuver seed no w om an lik e  her afore. N o w  
I  la y s  a w ak e  night-lon g, a n ’ m y  arm s th e y  
aches fer her; e f she breshes m e w ith  her 
fingers, h it ’s like  es e f a  hurrican e hed done 
shook m e; a n ’ w hen I  hears h er vo ice  sp eak 
in g  low  under the skies a tter d ark , ther stars 
don ’t  stand still in th ’a r  p laces n o  m ore—  
seem s lik e  th e y  runs sets in  heaven— ”  H e  
b ro k e off and w heeled  ch o k in g ly  aw ay , 
overcom e b o th  b y  the g u s ty  sw eep o f his 
em otion and sham e fo r h is un w onted a ban 
donm ent to its  expression in w ords.

C arro ll h ad  risen and now  he stood n ear, 
h is  ow n  fa ce  strain ed  o f expression.
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•• “ C u t it o u t, m a n !”  he exclaim ed 
b ru sq u ely . “  G et this th in g un der con
trol and k eep  it  there. S tran gle it— d on ’t 
let it beat y o u ! Y o u  d on ’t k n o w  h ow  b ig  
y o u  are, b o y ! D o n ’t let a  w om an y o u  kn ow  
nothin g abou t snare y o u . I ’ve  been through 
th e  m ill, and I  know . B u t y o u — w ell, 
y o u ’re different— and it  w ould  com e near 
k illin g  y o u .”

“  I  som etim es w ishes h it  w ould  k ill m e,”  
declared W a d e M u rrell. “  T h e n  I  could 
rest plum b easy. B u t  w h y  should  you fore
w arn m e ? ”

“  O n ly ,”  said  C arro ll v e ry  q u ie tly , “  be
cause I  d istrust m ost w om en— and w here 
the m an an d  the w om an com e from  d if
ferent lives— th in k  different thoughts— I  
m igh t alm ost sa y  w orship different gods— ”

H e  b ro k e off short, an d  M u rrell nodded 
in  w retched understanding.

“  T h e t ’s  w h y  I  don ’t  aim  ter n u ver let 
her k n o w ,”  he said. “  T h a r  h a in ’t no b ird  
thet eagles need ter feel asham ed afore—  
b u t y it  th e y  k a in ’t  m ate save o n ly  w ith  
oth er eagles— a n ’ eagles is w ild .”  H e 
paused, then w en t on: “  B u t  I ’v e  seed this 
gal w hen ev ery  d rap  o f b lood  in her veins 
w as eagle b lo od ; I ’ve  seed her stan din ’ b e
tw ix t me a n ’ a  m an th et w as shootin ’ a t  m e 
from  the b lack-d ark  la ’rel; I ’ve  seed her 
sta n d in ’ up a n ’ fro n tin ’ m en th et w a s lik e  
ter b reak  out inter b loodshed— ”

O n ce m ore h e  paused, and once m ore his 
expression chan ged. I ts  h ot im petu osity  
altered  to the q u iet o f reverence.

“  I ’ve seed her show in ’ herself ter be ther 
pattern  o f b ravery  a n ’ ther p attern  o f gen
tleness. S h e’s eddicated— a n ’ I  reckon sh e ’s 
highborn. I  know s G od  d id n ’t fashion her 
fer me— a n ’ so I aim s ter hold  m y  p e ace.”

“  Y o u  thin k ” — C arro ll found the w ords 
hard  to sa y — “  y o u  th in k  sh e’s too good for 
yo u , th is g ir l? ”

“  I  th in k  sh e’s too good fer a n y  m an ,”  
cam e the in stan t rep ly , and it  cam e lik e  a 
challen ge. “  I  know s, though, som e d a y  
som e m an ’ll g it  her, a n ’ I  hopes ter G od 
h e ’s  good ter her. H it  w o n ’t  b e  m e— an 
ign ’rant h ill b illy . G od  d id n ’t  n u ver w ill h it 
ter b e  m e.”

O n ce m ore h e  paused, a n d  then he 
added: “ T h e t ’s fe r  w h y  I ’ve  done k in d erly  
sought ter throw  ther tw o of y e  tergitber.

I  reckon sh e ’s h u rtin ’ w ith  lonesom eness, 
a n ’ y e ’ve  go t a ll ther w orld  ter ta lk  a b o u t; 
y e ’v e  go t ther sam e so rt o f b lo od  in y o re  
veins. I  d idn ’t  w an t her p lu m b obleeged  
ter b e  k in d erly  shut in w ith  n o  m an b u t 
m e. H it ’s h er due ter h ev  b etter com p ’n y .”

C arro ll h ad  listened to th a t description, 
h ad  looked a t th e  p o rtra it p a in ted  in  the 
high colors and b o ld  strokes o f id ea liza
tion, an d  a t first it  h ad  been hard  not 
to b reak  into rib a ld  laugh ter. N o , h e  told  
h im self, th a t w a s  h a rd ly  true— no m an 
co u ld  lau gh  a t su ch  pen t-u p  feelin g or a t 
such  sin cerity .

H ere the co u n terfe it had been fu lly  a c
cepted as the genuine. T h e  crass and v u l
ga r im itation  h ad  been set on a  pedestal 
a n d  can on ized , and  th is in h erently  decent 
fe llo w  believed  him self u n w o rth y  to lift  h is 
ey e s  to the p laster saint!

T o o  good fo r a n y  m an— b ra ve  and gen 
tle ! T h is  little  B ro a d w a y  ch icken , w ho had 
la id  her b ligh tin g  spell on him  too, b u t 
la id  it o n ly  in the a llurem en t o f the flesh 
and w ith ou t successfu l disguise. T h e  little  
gold  digger w ho p la y ed  w ith  m e and w hose 
idea o f  m o rality  w as th e  h ig h ly  techn ical 
one, d ictated  o n ly  b y  caution, o f “  w a tch 
in g  h er s te p .”

A s  fo r b ra v e ry  an d  gentleness, she w as 
su ch  a  poltroon th a t she could  step over 
th e  b leedin g b o d y  of the m an she had shot 
and  go a w a y  w ith ou t a  w ord. She w as so 
ch ea p ly  vu lg ar  that to  a n y  e y e  less gu ile
lessly  ignorant than  W a d e ’s she w as a  b u r
lesque.

N o w  she w as vam p in g a  m an whose v e ry  
b igness grew  out o f his n a ive  innocence of 
the w orld. I t  w as a  b igness w hich  she could 
in no w a y  understand. She w as p la y in g  a  
p a rt b efore sim ple people— and sh e w as 
gettin g  a w a y  w ith  it. T h e  ban efu l little  
crook!

F o r  such a  m eretricious ch aracter the 
pen iten tiary  w as the proper p lace— th a t or 
an  apartm ent in  N e w  Y o r k  w here she cou ld  
b e  a s  c a re fu lly  w atch ed  and  as ru th lessly  
controlled  as som e d ecep tive ly  b ea u tifu l 
p an th er m a y  b e  controlled  b y  the w hip  o f  
th e  lion  tam er.

C a rro ll’s  determ ination  w as stiffened; 
an d  y e t, as  h e  looked a t the m an b efore 
him , he th o u gh t, less in  fear than in p ity
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and genuine adm iration: “  I  m ust go slow. 
H e ’d try  to  m ake a  grease sp ot o f  m e if  he 
kn ew  w h y  I  w as here, and it w ould  b e  a  
p ity  to  quarrel w ith  him . T h e re  has been 
p ity  enough a lread y— b ut sh e ’s run am u ck  
too fa r .”

T o  h is com panion he said  q u ie tly : “  A f 
ter w h at y o u ’v e  to ld  m e, I  d on ’t  kn ow  th a t 
I  shall even feel free to tr y  for M i s  
S to k es’s  frien d sh ip .”

“  I  w an ts y e  ter do h it ,”  declared the 
other earn estly. “  I  don ’t aim  ter sp eak 
n o  w ord— a n ’ even  i f  I  did, h it  w ou ld n ’t 
b e  no m ore then  f a ’r  ter g iv e  y e  a  good h a lf 
o f  ther ro ad .”

C H A P T E R  X X I I .

REACTIONS.

WH E N  th e  afternoon  w a s h a lf spent, 
the sound o f m aul on w edge, w hich 
h ad  been d riftin g  down to  th e  lo g  

house, w as drow ned in the continuous and 
sullen roar o f s k y  b atteries draw ing near. 
B la c k  thunder heads, rim m ed w ith  the 
s ick ly  frin ge  o f  green  th a t proclaim ed 
w ind, b lo tted  o u t the sun and carried a  
streak  o f  sullen anger across the sk y . A  
liv id  b rillia n cy  o f  ligh tn in g gashed th e  
spreading cloudbanks, and th e  rum ble l ift
ed  its vo lu m e to a  cannonading, w hile the 
advance gu ard  o f the w in d  b en t the trees 
and  called o u t a  m oanin g p rotest from  the 
lashed forests.

“  I  reckon w e ’d b etter m ake a  run fer 
h it ,”  declared W a d e, w ith  an  eye  on the 
sk y , although h e  sm iled as if, in the im 
pendin g fu ry  o f  th e  elem ents, h e  foun d a  
sort o f V a lh a lla  o f  delight. “  H it ’s cornin’ 
on  ter storm . ’P ears lik e  h it  ’ll be a  gu lly  
w asher an ’ a  trash  m over— n ot no gen tle  
d rizzle-drozzle.”

B efo re  th e y  h ad  m ade th e  jo u rn ey  dow n 
th e  m ountainside th e y  w ere leanin g into 
a  w ind o f hurrican e force, and gazin g w ith  
distended pu p ils through a  m u rky  gloom  
o f sheeted rain  an d  hail th a t w hipp ed  them  
w ith  the stin g o f  raw hide. T h e  v a lle y  w as 
a  w ell betw een the solid  darkness o f the 
slopes, and its  m urk  w as m ade interm it
te n tly  liv id  w ith  a  ragged  w h ipsaw in g o f  
lightning.

In to  the house, w hen th e y  succeeded in 
reach in g it , th e y  ran a s  tw o m en m igh t 
run into a  fo rt from  th e  p u rsu it o f  ene
m ies, and  a ll the rest o f  th e  d a y  th e y  
listened, lik e  an im als in a  den, to  the as
sau ltin g  pound o f wfirfl and  h ail and rain .

B u t  the setting sun tore o u t scraps o f  
clo u d  from  the w est fo r  shreds o f  color to  
peep  through, and because th e  a ir  w a s 
ch illed  and  sharp  a  h eap  o f  p in e kn ots 
roared u p  the chim ney.

C y n th ia  w as sittin g, a fte r  supper, in  a  
sp lit o a k  ch air  a t  one co m er o f th e  hearth . 
In  a  rude sem icircle the others lounged, 
too, and ta lk e d  in a  d esultory fashion  w ith  
frequ en t lap ses into silence. T h e  girl sa t 
w ith  her elb ow s on  h er kn ees and  her 
fingers locked  under h er sm all ch in . H e r 
gray-green  ey e s  did n ot stra y  from  the b a ck  
o f  the fire p it , w here foolish little  lines an d  
p attern s o f soot sp arks p la y ed  behind th e  
logs. T h e y  w ere  ey es fu ll o f  broodin g and 
reflection.

S h e did  n ot look  a t the oth er chairs, and 
she did n ot n otice th at one silen ce h ad  
stretched and  prolonged itse lf. She w as n ot 
conscious th a t C arro ll h ad  risen an d  m oved  
over u n til he stood behind  her— betw een  
h er an d  the door.

A t  last, though, his vo ice  q u ie tly  p itch ed  
an d  ironic, broke through her insulation  o f
aloofness.

“ So g ra ftin g  an d  ch eatin g— try in g  to 
m urder a  m an and lea vin g  him  to b leed to 
d eath— these w eren ’t  enough, w ere th e y ?  
Y o u  h ad  to com e here to deceive and va m p  
sim ple fo lk  w ho too k  y o u  in an d  p rotected  
y o u .”

W ith  a  start th at m ade her h eart m iss a  
beat th e  girl looked  up.

E x cep t for herself and J o ck  H arrison, 
the room  w as em p ty . She realized  w h at had 
happened. A u n t E rie  and W ad e M u rre ll 
h ad  slipped q u ie tly  a w a y  to  lea ve  them  
un in terrupted  together. T h e ir  o b tu se hos
p ita lity  had refused to grasp the fa ct th a t 
she stu d iou sly  avoided  bein g a lo n e w ith  th is 
m an as she w ould  h a v e  avoid ed  d ead ly  
contagion.

N o w  she appeared  trap ped. T h e  th in g 
th a t for m ore than a  w eek  she had success
fu lly  m aneuvered and con trived  to avoid  
h ad  happened a t  last, an d  h er fa ce  turned
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ashen w ith  dread and anger as she cam e to 
her feet an d  com m anded tensely: “ L e a v e  
m e alone. G e t out o f  here! ”

“  Y o u r  v o ca b u la ry  is losin g its  color, m y  
d ea r,”  h e  lau gh ed  a t her. “  In  the old 
d a ys  there w ould  >have been a  fierier 
eloquence. Y o u  w ould  h a ve  said: ‘ G et- 
the-hell o u t o f here, yo u  b ig  bum ! ’ ”

“ G e t out— get out— g e t o u t ! ”  she re
p eated  m onotonously, w ith  a  sense of 
num bed despair. She could  n ot banish the 
sin kin g terror o f  one w ho stan ds on the 
scaffold  alone save fo r the executioner. 
T h ere  w as no u p-leap  o f th e  o ld  spirit, 
w hich h ad  a lw a ys been ready to m eet com 
b a t h a lf w a y.

“  I  should h a v e  been able to  p ro tect m y 
se lf,”  C arro ll w en t on w ith  a  hard  steadi
ness. “  I  kn ew  y o u r  ty p e  a t  least. B u t  
these people are  sim ple and generous. T h e y  
are ea sily  deceived. T h e  p en iten tiary  w as 
intended fo r  such p u b lic  m enaces as y o u —  
th at, or— ”

C y n th ia  caught a t  her b reast as if  to hold 
and stead y  h er p a lp itatin g  h ea rt w ith  her 
trem ulous fingers.

“ W a d e M u r re ll!”  she scream ed w ild ly , 
and it  w as lik e  a  shriek out o f n ightm are. 
“  A u n t E rie . F o r G o d ’s sake com e here! ”

T h e y  could not h a ve  been fa r  a w a y , b u t 
it  w as W a d e w ho first cam e eru p tiveiy  
through the door, and his face , for once, 
w as alm ost as startled  as h er ow n —  
startled , b u t d o u b ly  dangerous.

“  W h a t is i t ? ”  h e  dem anded.
H e  saw  the girl leanin g again st the w all 

near her chair, her eyes w ide and terrified, 
b u t he saw  S ta cy  C arroll as com posed as if  
th ere had been no o u tcry, and h is q u ick  ey e  
took in the fa c t  th a t the m an stood h a lf 
the w idth  o f the room  a w a y  from  the girl 
herself.

I t  w as C arro ll w ho answ ered, and  his 
tone w as reassurin gly steady.

“  M iss S to k es,”  he volunteered, “  h as had 
a  frigh t. I  tried to reassure her, b u t  she 
h eard  som e sound outside— or th o u gh t so—  
and she w as con vin ced  th a t an  enem y o f 
y o u rs w as lu rk in g  a b o u t.”  H e  paused and 
then  he w en t on : “  I t  w as a  sort o f  w a k in g  
n ightm are. I  fa n c y  th a t sin ce th a t oth er 
n igh t w hen she saw  y o u  sh o t a t, M u rrell, 
h er im agination  h as been overkeen . O n e

h as to be raised to  it  to  ta k e  these things 
c a lm ly .”

H e  looked  o ver a t  the g irl and  his eyes 
w ere fu ll o f w arn ing. A lrea d y  C yn th ia  
h ad  begun  to  w onder w h a t she w ould  s a y ; 
w h a t explanation  she w ould  give. A lrea d y  
she h ad  seen in h er im agination  the 
catastrop h e th at w ould  sp rin g  from  the 
un leash ed w rath  o f W a d e  M urrell should 
she tell the tru th . Im p ulse h ad  cried  o u t 
and  now  ju d gm en t repented. S lo w ly  she 
nodded her head.

“  I  guess it  w as ju st n erves,”  she said , as 
h er  spread fingers pressed her h o t tem ples. 
“  I t  sounded lik e  a  foot b reak in g tw igs—  
b u t it  sounded too  cau tio u s fo r  an  honest 
n oise.”

“  I ’ll s lip  o u t a t  th e  b a c k ,”  said W ad e, 
“  a n ’ ta k e  a  k in d erly  lo o k  round. D o n ’t 
w oorit yo reself, gal. I ’ll b e  h ee d fu l.”

A u n t E rie , w ho h a d  been o n ly  a  little  
tard ier than  W ad e, sat dow n again  ph ilo
so p h ica lly  in h er ch air  and  nodded. O ne 
could  not afford to take alarm s too seriously 
w hen th e y  cam e so often.

“  I  recko n ,”  she said , “  ther sort o f life  
w e lead s u p  h y a r  seem s rig h t fu ll o f  dire 
perils fe r  them  th et h a in ’t  h o m ed  ter h it .”

C y n th ia  fe lt  su d d en ly  an d  v a stly  
asham ed. C arroll h ad  laughed  a t th e  Joan 
o f  A r c  idea. I t  w as certa in ly  no Joan o f 
A r c  h e  had ju s t seen.

“  I t ’s th e  sudden th in g ,”  she said d efen 
sive ly . “ I t ’s  the th in gs th a t don ’t  g iv e  
y o u  a  m om ent to  brace y o u rse lf.”  In to  
h er vo ice  cam e a  n ote o f w ildness. “ I t ’s 
liv in g  under— the sam e roof w ith  fe a r .”

C arro ll foun d it im possible to sleep for 
som e hours th a t n igh t, and w hen the cabin  
w as q u iet, excep t fo r A u n t E rie ’s  snores, he 
opened his door and sat m ood ily  on the 
threshold. T h e  starlit skies, fresh ly  scoured 
b y  the storm , w ere diam ond-bright, and he 
breath ed  d ee p ly  a ir th a t still tasted  
p u n ge n tly  electrical w ith  freed ozone.

Som ehow  th e  gam e h ad  changed and  be
com e so rd id ly  depressing. Som ehow  m a t
ters stood in  altered  asp ect and  h is m ind 
w a s troubled.

“  G od  kn ow s,”  he m used, “  a  w om an w ho 
is  cap ab le  o f  m urder doesn ’t  call fo r m uch 
sy m p a th y — and y e t I  feel a  dam ned b ru te .”
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H e  could  n o t escape the th o u gh t o f  how  
sligh t an d  child ish  she h a d  looked in there, 
s ittin g  w ith  th e  cu rv e  o f  h er sm all chin  on 
h er hands and  w ith  the firelight d an cin g on 
h er face. H er defenselessness h ad  been dis
concerting, too, w hen she cam e to her feet 
w ith  terror burn ing in h er eyes.

“  B osh and nonsense,”  he m en ta lly  ex
claim ed, contem ptuously. “  I t ’s ju st b e
cause I  w as fool enough to  fa ll in lo ve  w ith  
her— i f  one can call it  love. Y e t ,  i f  there 
w asn ’t a  trace o f  an y th in g  b ette r  th an  
passion in th a t love, it  w as because th at 
w as all she could call o u t. I ’d  rath er h ave  
had the real thing— sp irit as w ell as  flesh. 
T h e  v u lg a rity  and  ignorance co u ld  h a ve  
been cured. I ’d  h ave w orked w ith  her an d  
developed her, b u t y o u  ca n ’t  p u t a  m oral 
backbon e into a  m oral in verteb rate .”

H e  arose and shook h is head.
“  Y e t ,”  he adm itted  d ism ally  to  him self, 

“  I  fe lt a  b ru te  w hen she d idn ’t  sp it fire a t 
m e and b lackgu ard  me— in the old w a y —  
w hen she ju st stood there and  looked 
piteous. T h e  hardest o f them  can  b e  so 
dam ned so ft.”

T h e  next d a y  w hen C arro ll cam e b a ck  
from  a  m orning o f  rail sp littin g  C y n th ia  
w as now here to be seen. A u n t E rie  said 
she h ad  gone off on some expedition  o f  her 
ow n and m ight n o t b e  b ack  fo r several 
hours.

“  A ll r ig h t,”  laughed C arro ll. “  I ’m  out 
o f  a  jo b  th is afternoon, and since M iss 
Stokes w ouldn ’t  go w ith  m e, I  thin k I ’ll 
clim b O ld  S h a g g y  alone, b u t I ’ll do  it  on 
fo o t instead of horseback. I ’ll take the steep 
tra il.”

I t  w as stiff going up the sheer fron t o f 
the m ountain  th a t raised its  head lo ftily  
a b o v e its  neighbors; stiff going that sent a 
m an ’s blood pum ping vigorou sly  through 
h is veins and burned in to  m uscular fa tigu e 
the restlessness o f  new  doubts.

T o  one w ho h ad  lived  in shoulder touch 
w ith  ord erly  m ultitudes it  w as an education, 
too. H ere, looking dow n on a  w ildness 
th a t seem ed to c r y  defiance on m an ’s 
am endm ent, one could  realize h ow  sporadic 
m ust be m an’s  effort to o v erla y  th is law less
ness o f u n tam ed ages w ith  h is ow n  prim , 
eth ical m iniatures.

H ere w ere leagues o f  m atted  forest and

acre upon acre o f  rhododendron th ickets 
through w hich a  b ear co u ld  h a rd ly  w orm  
its  w a y. H ere  w ere glim pses o f  cliffs 
poroused w ith  cavern s th a t opened cham ber 
upon cham ber, and  o f gorges th a t gath ered  
u p  and  held m ig h ty  h a n d fu ls  o f  shadow .

N o  w onder th a t in such a  co u n try  a  m an 
co u ld  “ ta k e  leg-bail ”  and h id e o u t. A  
b attalio n , it  seem ed, m igh t disappear in 
such a  p lace  and  rem ain in d efin ite ly  con
cealed.

S ta c y  C arro ll began  to w on der w hether 
on e could  draw  a  sharp line betw een the 
cou n terfeit and  the geunine in  hum an 
affairs. T h e  colors and spaces o f th a t h igh  
cloud-land seem ed to  im part them selves to  
a  m an ’s th o u gh ts and to ch an ge w ith  the 
course o f the sun. H ere  he seem ed to  b e  
d ivided  into tw o identities. O ne o f them  
w as s ittin g  on a  m oss-covered rock  an d  
lookin g w ith  a  co ld  im p a rtia lity  on the 
other, w ho h a d  h itherto  been him self. A n d  
the m an on th e  ro ck  fe lt lik e  shouting a t  
the oth er m an, w ho h ad  been h im self: 
“  Y o u  poor cou n terfeit— y o u  flaw ed reflec
tio n  o f uncertain  values! W ho a re  y o u  to 
s it  in ju d gm en t? ”

F in a lly , he rose from  the p lace  w here h e  
h ad  rested and w ent on. I t  w as h a lf  w a y  
u p  the m ountain  th a t h e  h itched  his w a y  
aroun d a  sharp  abutm en t o f  stone, hold ing 
to the ju ttin g  root o f a  w ind-crippled  pine, 
and saw  on a  rock  shelf f i f ty  y ard s  a w a y  
th e  seated figure o f  a  girl.

“  N o w  h o w  the devil did she get h e re ? ”  
he asked  him self, a  little  piqued  th a t 
C y n th ia  had m ade the ascen t upon the a c
com plishm ent o f w hich h e  h ad  been rath er 
p lum in g h im self. H is  second th o u gh t w as: 
“  N o w  w e can  finish the little  in terview  
th a t w as interrupted last n ig h t.”

H e  sm iled as he reflected  h o w  footless 
it  w ould  b e  for her to  sh o u t to  W a d e  or 
A u n t E rie  for rescue u p  here, alm ost in  
graspin g distance o f  th e  low est trailers o f 
cloud.

T h e  op p o rtu n ity  fo r  w hich  h e  h ad  been 
w a itin g  h ad  seemed to drop from  the s k y —  
and y e t  u n acco u n tab ly , w ith  the end a t 
hand, h e  hesitated.

H e  h ad  m ade it  p lain  to the g irl from  th e  
first th at all he needed, or asked, w as five 
m inutes alone w ith  her. In  th a t five  m inutes
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h e cou ld  n o t o n ly  s a y  h is s a y  b u t p ro 
nounce h is ju dgm en t. She h erself w ould  
need litt le  tim e fo r  w ords. S h e w o u ld  h a ve  
no choice excep t th e  choice h e  w ould  offer 
h er o f  th e  p e n iten tiary  or abso lu te su r
render.

T h a t  she h ad  understood him  had been 
p lain  from  th e  desperate and ad ro itly  re
sourcefu l w a rfa re  she h ad  w aged to avoid  
th a t m om ent.

N o w  it h a d  com e, an d  instead of pressing 
forw ard  h e  stood deb atin g  un certainties 
n ew ly  born  in his brain .

W h a t th at im pulse o f  indecision w as, or 
o u t o f  w h at it  grew , h e  did  n o t k n o w . H e  
o n ly  k n e w  th a t h e  crouched dow n behind  
the an gu lar b ough s o f th e  tw isted  p in e and 
le t  h im self fa ll into the w eakness o f  
reverie.

“  I  refused  to confide in  th e  p o lice ,”  he 
to ld  him self, “ b ecau se I  w a n ted  the set
tlem ent to com e abou t in  ju s t such a  w a y  
as this. I  p aid  a  law y er to trail this run
a w a y  vixen, I  sp ent w eeks in  a  hosp ita l 
bed . I  fo llow ed her across the m ountains o f 
th ree  states. I ’v e  b ided  m y  tim e. N o w , 
I  h a ve  o n ly  to  close m y  fingers on her—  
to  see h ow  h er n ew , h eroic v ir tu e  stan ds u p  
against the a ltern ative  o f go in g  to ja il. I t  
is  no longer m ere revenge. N o w , i t ’s a  
m atter o f  protectin g W a d e  M u rre ll from  m y  
ow n disillusionm ent as w ell. I t ’s ju stice .”

Y e t  his h esitation  held  him .
H e w as lookin g a t h er as she s a t  on  a  

sh elf o f  ju ttin g  lim estone a t  the foot o f  a  
sp ruce, w hich the hillsm an calls a  he-balsam . 
I t  w as a  tree th a t had h u n g  to its  p re
carious ro o tage through generations o f 
storm . A b o u t h er the grass w aved high 
and green— and she, in h er gingham  dress, 
w ith  a  new  w istfu l ness in h er w ide eyes, 
rem ained m otionless, starin g  ahead  o f  her.

S h e w as sm all and child ish . S uddenly 
i t  flashed on the m an h o w  you n g she w as. 
T h is  w as n ot the sam e girl w ho h ad  le ft  
him  ly in g  in his hotel room in  A sheville. 
H is  m em ory flashed b a ck  to those scenes, 
an d  h e  saw  th a t g irl again . She h ad  been 
d a d  in  slea zy  finery, designed, one m ight 
h a v e  said , fo r d eliberate  and pro vo cative 
im m od esty. H er fa ce  h ad  flared  w ith  a  
g a u d y  con trast o f p a in t and  pow der. H er 
lip s  h a d  defied  him  sn eerin gly  through

scarlet sp lashes th a t exaggerated  n ature. 
From  her tongue h ad  poured the abuse o f  
a  gu tter child.

T h a t  girl h ad  been the p e rt litt le  B ro a d 
w a y  flapper and  hard  as agate. She had, 
n one the less, in her fashion, enthralled  him  
— or the anim al th a t w as in  him — b y  a 
b ea u ty , th at show ed g lo w in gly  through all 
h er grotesquerie. She h ad  challen ged  him  
b y  the sharp  a n d  m ercurial qu ickn ess o f her 
im pish m en ta lity. V u lg a r  h a d  been th e  a p 
p eal an d  v u lg a r  h ad  been his response.

B u t  th is girl seem ed otherw ise. T h e  
p a in t w a s gone, a n d  the color o f  ch eek  an d  
lip  and ey e  w ere d e lica te ly  gorgeous— in
stead  of crassly  b izarre . T h e  sneer no longer 
flaw ed th e  g r a v ity  o f  h er eyes. T h is  girl 
un der th e  he-balsam  w as slight a n d  gra ce
fu l, an d  som ehow  as d e w y  in her freshness 
as  i f  she h ad  n ever b loom ed near slim e.

A  sudden th o u gh t o f  p ro tective  p ity  
jerked  a t the m an ’s  h ea rt and, because the 
h a b it o f the c y n ic  w as stron g upon him , 
h e  sm iled a t  h im self fo r  h arboring it. B u t 
it  persisted  again st h is  efforts a t  d isdain 
fu l repudiation.

W a s it  possible th a t this strange, alm ost 
m y stic  cou n trym an , th is fe llo w  w ho w as 
stro n g  a lik e  in  b a tt le  and in p ra ye r had , 
b y  the v e ry  so rcery  o f h is idealization, 
w rou gh t a  tran sfigu ring chan ge in her? W a s 
it  possible th a t b ein g  fa lse ly  shrined b y  
sim ple believers m igh t h a v e  con verted  an 
u n w o rth y  idol into som ething lik e  rea lity ?

In  sp ite o f  a ll h e  k n e w  a bo u t her— a 
m en tal dossier o f  m oral inertia  and  hom i
cid al a c t iv ity — he began to d oubt him self. 
T h e  H am let trace  that: is in  ev ery  thinker 
a tta ck e d  his certa in ty . T h e  p ictu re she 
m ade as sh e sat there, unconscious o f  his 
presence, argu ed  for her w ith  m em ories o f 
yo u th fu l dream s w hen fa in t fragran ces and 
subtle suggestions h ad  still exercised a  pow er 
u pon  him .

“  I ’m  a  dam ned fo o l,”  he to ld  him self. 
“  B u t  the m ood is w rong— th e en viron 
m en t is w rong—  A  m an ca n ’t  p la y  raw  
m elodram a o n  a  sta ge  se t  for P ete r  P an . 
A n oth er tim e— n ot n o w .”

H e  turned an d  clim bed behind th e  shelter 
o f  h is sandstone an gle  to another perch 
w h ere h e  w as o u t o f  s ig h t, and  sa t down 
again  w ith  h is p ip e  an d  h is thoughts.
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T h ere, w ith  the p ictu re, w h eth er a  true 
or fa lse p o rtra it o f girlish sim p lic ity , re
m oved from  the actu al field o f  his vision, 
he w as inclined to lau gh  a t h is sentim ental 
relapse.

“  I f  sh e ’d h ad  th e  germ  o f fineness in  
h er,”  he told h im self. “  E ven  if  a n y  o f 
th is ou tw ard  im provem ent w ere real or 
perm anent, G od  know s I co u ld  can cel out 
a ll the past. I ’m  n ot a  m ere libertin e. 
B u t  it  c a n ’t b e  genuine. W h a t she d id  to 
m e sh e’ll do to  this co u n try  b o y . She’s 
posing as an angel-faced  in gen u e now , and 
w hen she tires o f b ein g the angel, it  w ill 
be too late. T h e  least I  can do is to save 
W a d e M u rre ll.”

B u t a fter  a  m om ent h e  shook his head. 
A gain  his bein g seem ed to sep arate in to  tw o 
d istin ct entities, and one o f  them  stood in 
conflict w ith  the other. I t  w as as  if S ta cy  
C arroll w as fa c in g  J o ck  H arrison , and as 
if  S ta cy  C arro ll h ad  also begun  to look  on 
m atters from  an an g le  a t w hich  J o ck  H a rri
son laughed.

“  Y o u  lie, H arriso n ,”  said C arro ll. “  Y o u  
are n ot a  fool. Y o u r  brain is sound enough 
to fa ce  logic. Y o u  pretend to h a v e  shifted  
from  the attitu d e o f  a  m an w ith  th e  one 
purpose o f aven gin g a  personal w rong to 
th a t o f  th e  a ltru ist p rotectin g  his fellow  
m an.”

“  T h a t  is n o  p retex t,”  the H arrison  m en
ta lity  argued. “  I t ’s genuine en ough.”

“  I t ’s  a  lie ,”  contradicted  th e  C arroll 
m ind. “  I t ’s a  lie  seekin g virtu o u s disguise. 
I t ’s the hokum  o f casu istry . B a c k  o f  it  
lies th e  flam in g passion for th is w om an th a t 
you  c a n ’t  overcom e. Y o u  advised  W a d e 
M u rrell to  stran gle  th e  in fatuation . Y o u  
can ’t stran gle  it  y o u rself. I f  th e  girl has 
im proved, it  o n ly  m akes y o u  w an t h er th e  
m ore. I f  she h asn ’t im proved, y o u  claim  
her as on e w ho h as fo rfeited  h er freedom . 
R ig h t now  y o u r b lood  is in a  fev er  o f  de
sire. Y o u  are h u n gry  to  conquer her— to  
possess h er.”

T h e  m an arose.
“ I ’m  n ot ge ttin g  an yw h ere,”  h e  told  him 

self d u lly . “  I  can ’t  m ake u p  m y  m ind—  
b u t th a t o n ly  proves th at th is th in g needs 
m ore th in kin g  o v er  b efo re  I  act. T h is  isn ’t 
th e  tim e to  confron t h er.”

I t  w as C y n th ia  w h o  sta rted  dow n th e

m oun tain  first, and from  h is concealm ent 
H arrison  saw  h er go. F o r  a  few  m om ents, 
h e  stood w here h e  w as and  n oted  the ligh t 
grace w ith  w hich she Sw ung herself fro m  
foothold  to foothold  dow n a  steepness th a t 
m igh t h a ve  held a  genuine peril fo r one less 
sure of foot an d  eye.

“  I ’ll keep  y o u  in sight, y o u n g  w om an ,”  
h e  com m ented to h im self. “ A n d  if  m y  
dou b ts cry sta llize  into certain ty , I ’ll still 
c laim  m y  five m in utes’ ta lk .”

I t  rath er am used C arro ll to  rea lize  th a t 
h e  cou ld  m ake h is w a y  over these h ills  w ith  
so fa ir  a  cou n terfeit o f th e  w oodsm an ’s  c ra ft  
in  h old in g to  cover and  a vo id in g  noise. H e  
seem ed to  d rift lik e  a  shadow  behind  th e  
girl, a lw a y s  o u t o f  sight.

B u t w hen h e  saw  h er lea ve  th e  ro ck y , 
th ick eted  m ountain  side and  start into the 
c learin g  w here W a d e  M u rre ll’s ax  h a d  been 
rin gin g, h is fa ce  hardened.

“  S o  th a t ’s w h ere y o u ’re  go in g ,”  h e  re
flected. “  Y o u  rise from  m aiden m edita
tions and go to  vam p  th e  sfinple hero. T h e  
sim ple h ero h as resolved to  h old  h is ton gue 
— b u t y o u  m ay find a  w a y  to m a k e h im  
s p e a k !”

C arro ll h a lted  in th e  laurel, and  his eyes 
grew  m erciless again.

“  E avesd rop p in g isn ’t  q u ite  m y  lin e ,”  h e  
to ld  h im self, “  b u t th is tim e I  resort to  i t  
— an d i f  she tries to  b reak  dow n y o u n g  
M u rre ll’s resolution, then, as G od  looks 
dow n on m e, I ’ll  p u t h er  w h ere sh e’ll b e  
harm less— and I ’ll  w aste  n o  fu rth er tim e 
on sen tim en t!”

W a d e h ad  throw n dow n h is ax  an d  com e 
fo rw ard  to  m eet th e  girl, and h er ey es w ere 
sm ilin g on him . C arro ll edged forw ard , 
a n d  from  th e  higher ro ck  behind him  their 
w ords cam e b a ck  to  h im  as i f  from  a  sound
in g  board.

“  T m  righ t g lad  ter see  y e ,”  th e  m an sa id
sim ply.

A s  th e  tw o  drew  clo ser together, th e ir  
voices fell and C arro ll lost th e ir  w ords. H e  
cursed un der h is breath , because th e ir  faces 
w ere earnest and h e  th o u gh t h e  m igh t be 
m issing som ething th a t he needed to  k n o w . 
B u t side b y  side, a fte r  a  few  m inutes, th e y  
d rifted  hearer to  h is h id in g p lace, and once 
m ore h e  w as ab le  to listen  in.

W a d e  w a s fin ish in g som e sentence an d
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th e  other m an cau gh t the w ords: kinder-
ly  am azed thet y e  d id n ’t w a n t ter clim b 
O ld  S h a g g y  w ith  ther furriner, C y n th y .”  

T h e  girl turned and stood soberly  looking 
into her com pan io n ’s  face.

T h e y  w ere so close together th at the hills- 
m an m ust h ave  felt the in toxicatin g stir  o f 
her breath  on h is cheek, and C arro ll sa w  
him  stead y  his m uscles as  a  m an m ay brace 
him self again st a  buffet o f  g u sty  w ind— or 
passion.

“  L isten , W a d e ,”  she declared. “ I  wish 
y o u ’d stop  try in g  to throw  th at m an and 
m e together. I  w ish y o u  w o u ld .”

T h e  m ountaineer opened his eyes in sur
prise, and C arroll reflected: “ H e re ’s w here 
I  h ear som ething p leasant a bo u t m yself. 
H e re ’s w here she sta rts  to  tear pages out 
o f  m y rep u tatio n .”

“  I  w as on ly  seekin ter h ev  y e  freed from  
lonesom eness, C y n th y ,”  M u rrell explained. 
“  H e seems ter b e  a  righ t u p stan d in ’ m an 
— a n ’ h e  know s ther sam e life  you does.”

“  I ’m not d en yin g th at, W a d e ,”  she 
agreed th o u gh tfu lly , “  b u t y o u  kn ew  when 
y o u  b rou gh t m e here th a t I  cam e to h id e.”  

T h e  h igh lan der’s ey es flashed danger
ously.

“  Y e  h a in ’t got no cau se ter suspicion 
h e ’s a  sp y — h ev y e ? ”

She shook her head.
“  I t ’s n ot th a t,”  she assured him . “  B u t 

he com es from  outside— and w hen he leaves 
he goes b a ck  to th e  ou tside w orld. I t ’s 
n atural th at a n y b o d y  finding m e here 
w ould w onder w h y  I  cam e. I ca n ’t b e  
alone w ith  him — and refuse to ta lk  abou t 
m yself. Y o u  can  forbid  yo u r ow n people 
from  askin g questions, because th a t’s y o u r 
m ountain  code. B u t not to answ er n atural 
questions to outsiders, is p re tty  m uch th e  
sam e as confessin g som ething.”

“  C le v e r,”  reflected C arro ll. “  I ’ll s a y  
th a t’s  a  dam n clever line to  take. So he 
know s sh e ’s  a  refugee from  ju s tic e !”

“  I ’m  right sorry, C y n th y ,”  cam e the 
co n trite  ap ology. “  I  m eant w ell, th o u gh .”  

W ad e paused, a n d  then slow ly, aw kw ard 
ly  he w ent on:

“  I  ’low ed thet a  gal like  y o u  m out h ev  
need o f  com panionship. I ’d done seed 
w h at a  fine, h igh-m inded gal y e  w as. A n d 
I  lo w e d  th et e f  m y  benighted ey es could

d iscam  them  q u alities  in y e , a  m an lik e  hint 
thet know ed ther w orld, th et could  reecog- 
n ize  all them  lavish  g ifts , h e ’d jest n a tch ’- 
ra lly  be bound ter appreciate  y e , a n ’ 
m eb b y, b y  a n ’ b y , h it m out lead on ter 
m a k in ’ y e  b oth  righ t h a p p y .”

T h e  girl laid  a  han d on the m an ’s  arm . 
H er eyes w ere soft.

“  I ’m n ot lookin g for happiness from  a n y  
m an, W a d e ,”  she said. “  I f  y o u  m ean h a p 
piness th a t com es from  love-m aking, I ’m 
done w ith  that. I ’m off it  for life . I  do 
find happiness in friendship, lik e  the k ind  
y o u  g iv e  m e— "  She paused, then added 
s lo w ly: “  I  find it  in a  friendship lik e  yo u rs 
p a rtly  b ecau se y o u ’re W a d e  M u rrell, and  
p a r tly  because I  kn o w  th ere ’s no danger o f  
its  lead in g on to— ”

A g ain  she paused, an d  then fa llin g  w ith  
en tire n aturaln ess into his ow n vern acular, 
sh e added. “  B ecau se th e re ’s  no danger o f 
its  leading on to sw eet h eartin ’ .”

F o r  an  instan t th e  m ountain  m an looked 
a s  if  h e  had taken a  b lo w  in the face , then 
h e  forced a  sm ile and  said  w ith  ga llan t 
m en d acity: “  N o , gal, th a r  h a in ’t  no danger 
o f  thet. L o o k s lik e  n uther one o f  u s h a in ’t 
no m aster hand fer sw eet h eartin ’. ”

O n ce m ore the g irl laid  a  ligh t hand on 
h is arm .

“  W a d e ,”  she declared, and her eyes w ere 
su dden ly  tear-m isted, “  th ere’s one th in g I  
w an t y o u  to know . Y o u  m ust k n o w  it. 
W hen  I  cam e here I  w as ju s t w h at I  looked 
like. I  w as a  flip  little  sm art A leck . I f  
I ’m  an y th in g  better than th a t now , i t ’s 
because b ein g here has changed m e, because 
y o u ’v e  changed me. A n d  th ere ’s another 
th in g I  w an t y o u  to kn ow , too. I  w a n t to 
go on bein g th e  chan ged  person.”

“  H e ll! ”  exclaim ed C arro ll to him self. 
“ T h is  eavesdroppin g is a  d isgusting b u si
n ess.”  H e  d rew  b a c k  v e r y  q u ie tly  and 
w en t a w ay .

“  T h e re  goes y o u r  specious excuse o f  p ro
te ctin g  W a d e  M u rre ll,”  h e  to ld  him self. 
“  Y o u  can  scrap  th at virtu o u s pose. S h e ’s  
n o t try in g  to vam p  him , a fter  all, it  seem s. 
N o w  y o u  m ust decide th is question  fa ir  and 
and square on  th e  b asis o f  y o u r  ow n  
passion .”

H e  w alk ed  alo n g in deep th o u gh t and  
k ick ed  sa v a g e ly  a t  the clods a lo n g the w a y .
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“  I  never w anted  her as I  do n ow ,”  he 
adm itted. “  I  w a n t her even if  I  can  get 
h er o n ly  b y  fo rce .”

C H A P T E R  X X I I I .

TH E BREAKING POINT.

LE S H E R  S K I D M O R E ’S farm  la y  o n ly  
a  few  m iles from  L ittle  F lin ty  and 
th e  house o f  W a d e M u rrell, and  y e t 

it  w as fa r  enough a w a y  to  dom inate a  
stretch  o f co u n try  so inh abited  b y  S k id 
m ores and Skidm ore conn ection s th at the 
clan  head w as loosely  ringed abou t and 
surrounded b y  sta lw arts  o f h is ow n blood.

In  th e  house itse lf, w h ich  overlo oked  the 
w aters o f  H a rd  T im es F o rk  near the m outh 
through w hich it  em ptied  in to  B ig  F lin ty , 
L esher w as ju s t now  dw elling alone. T h e  
Skidm ore leader w a s a  w idow er and  ch ild 
less, and a  w idow ed sister k ep t his house 
for him , b u t in  these d a y s  she h ad  ad ven 
tured  on a  lon g jo u rn ey  to v isit a  m arried  
dau gh ter in  fa r-a w a y  O klahom a.

E v en  m oun tain  concepts o f  tid iness h ad  
gone to  p o t in th is w om anless abode, an d  
the p e tty  feu d al despot w as liv in g  in  “  sich 
a  plum b m ess th et ev eryth in g  w as kerflum - 
m ixed erbout sta n ch w a y s a n ’ si-go dlin ,”  if  
the w hispers o f  n eighboring housew ives 
cou ld  be trusted. A lso , if  one took h is in
form ation from  th e  sam e source, th ere w as 
oth er and even m ore regrettab le  dem oraliza
tion  under th a t roof.

I t  w a s intim ated th a t L esher, w ho not 
o n ly  led, b u t dom ineered over the figh ting 
m en o f th e  Skidm ore c lan , bow ed in a  sort 
o f  hen-pecked obedience to the o ld er sister 
w ho k e p t his house, and now  th a t her keen  
and  shrew ish e y e  no longer raked  th e  p lace  
lik e  a  cold  search ligh t, a  sense o f  e x 
pan sive freedom  enveloped the m an.

N o w  not o n ly  w ere things le ft  ly in g  in 
d isa rray  w here th e y  fell, b u t the b ig  ju g , 
th a t ord in arily  reposed under a  concealing 
p ile  o f fodder in th e  barn, stood b la ta n tly  
and unabashed on th e  k itch en  table and  th e  
tin  cu p  beside i t  w a s rarely  dry.

Lesher Skidm ore w as on  the loose, and 
stran g ely  enough, h is  m ost con stan t com 
panion in dissipation w as n o t a  fellow  S k id 
m ore b u t a  b ack slid in g  M u rre ll.

C a s  H a r le y  w en t o ver there, n o t o p en ly  
along the road th a t follow ed the creek  beds 
o f  B ig  F lin ty  and  H a rd  T im es, b u t b y  a  
sho rt cu t through th e  “  la ’rel h e lls ,”  a n d  
his cu sto m ary  approach  to th e  p lace  w a s 
from  th e  rear. U su a lly , h e  cam e a t n igh t 
w hen L esh er w as sittin g  in p leasu rable  real
ization  w ith  his shoes off b efore th e  fire an d  
w ith  the ju g  a t  his elbow .

Since such a  precau tion  o b via ted  com 
plications, it  w as understood betw een  these 
tw o th a t the n ote o f  a  w hipp oorw ill, th rice  
repeated ju s t b a c k  o f  the house, sho uld  
stan d  in lieu  o f  the lifted  vo ice  ask in g a d 
m ittan ce— a  vo ice  w h ich  oth ers m igh t a lso  
hear.

I t  chan ced  th a t H a rle y , besides h is a d 
v a n ta g es  o f  ed u cation  in  a  school “  dow n  
below  ”  and his v a u ltin g  am bition s fo r state
c ra ft  preferm ent, w as g ifted  w ith  a  pow er 
to  m ake a  fiddle sing, an d  in  th ese periodic 
sprees, w hen L esh e r ’s sp ir it  w a s soarin g 
free and  untram m elled, h e  lo ved  n othin g 
m ore than  to  sp raw l a t  ease in  h is  ch air 
w ith  the tin cu p  o ften  replenished an d  his 
e y e s  on  th e  cra ck le  o f  th e  h ick o ry  logs, 
w hile his m instrel fiddled  for him .

T h ro u gh  these even ings C a s  H a r le y  o f
ficiated  a s  the vassal m usician, seek in g to 
clin ch  into effectiveness the stren gth  o f  th is 
friendship, and teasin g m usic from  the 
rosined c a tg u t u n til the Skidm ore ch ief
ta in ’s  h ead  dropped sleep ily  on  h is chest. 
W h en  he h ad  roused h im self several 
tim es, each  tim e w ith  a  glassier eye, 
and had fin a lly  stum bled o v er  to  p itch  lik e  
a  dead m an on to h is u n m ade bed, C a s  
H a rle y , w ho n ever dran k, w o u ld  sit b y  the 
fire a w h ile  w ith  h is thoughts.

T h e n  H a rle y , h a tin g  the w hole degraded 
sq u alor o f  the scene, b u t ch o k in g  b ack  h is 
d isgu st and p la y in g  h is gam e, w ould  lie  
dow n on th e  bed  o f the absent sister and 
sleep u n til m orning.

T h e  su p erabun dan t vigo r o f L esher S k id 
m ore m ade it  possible fo r him  to rise  w ith  
th e  sun, a fter  a  debauch  th a t h a d  b een  
alm ost n ight-lon g, w ith  a  c larified  e y e  and 
a  ste ad y  hand, and in th e  m ornin g there 
w ere rehearsals b ack  o f th e  barn .

In  these rehearsals, y o u n g  C as , aspiran t 
fo r m em bership in th e  b o d y  o f the S ta te ’s 
law m akers, w a s b ein g  trained fo r m urder.

6  A
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T h e  lessons w ere conducted  w ith  a  fo rty*  
five  calib er revolver, an d  L esh er, w ho w as 
him self a  p lu p erfect m agician  in  the leger
dem ain o f  sp eed y  d raw  and accu rate  firing, 
officiated as tutor.

H is p u p il w as b ein g  prep ared  fo r  the 
pretended quarrel w hen, in assum ed self- 
defense, he w as to “  b lo w  dow n ”  W a d e  
M u rrell, and sin ce th e  p rosp ect w as one 
fo r w hich  h is sp irit required  m uch steeling, 
he needed a  course o f  intensive training.

O n e of these m ornin gs w a s m uch lik e  
another. L esh er w ould  rouse him self o u t 
o f  a  stupefied  sleep, w ash  h is unshaven fa ce  
and— presto— arise w ith  a  p h oen ixlike re
new al o f  en ergy. B u t  th a t en ergy w as n o t 
ad dicted  to  m enial tasks, an d  it  w as C a s  
w ho m ade th e  coffee an d  fried  th e  eggs.

I t  w as C a s  w ho sta rted  the d a y — th o u gh  
h e  h ad  no liqu o r fu m es o f  w hich  to rid  h is 
brain — w ith  th e  ill-tem per o f the m an  w ho 
is tyran n ized  over. W h en  C a s  h ad  done 
such chores a s  even  th is sh iftless regim e 
m ade essential, h e  w a s led  o u t w ith  the 
holster under h is arm p it and  his m ore 
m ilitary  w ork  began .

“  O u t W e s t,”  L esher to ld  him , “ th e y  
d raw s a  six-gun a n ’ throw s h it up— a n ’ 
th e y  shoots as th e y  b rin gs h it dow n ergin . 
M y s e lf  I  ca lls  th et dam n  fo lly — h it ’s  je s t  
p ’in t-b lan k  w a stin ’ one fu ll u p  a n ’ dow n 
sw oop o f a  m a n ’s gu n -h an d .”

C a s  nodded d u lly .
“  E s  fer m e,”  w en t on  the m aster, “ w hen 

I  draw s, I  la y s  m y  fu st finger out a lo n g 
the b a r 'l. H it ’s w ith  th et finger I  does m y  
gun-aim in ’ w hen I  h eve ter shoot suddint- 
q u ick . H it ’d  am aze y e  ter note h o w  n igh  
as good as a  m an ’s  e y e  his pointed fin 
ger is .”

A g ain  C a s  nodded. E v e ry b o d y  kn ew  
th a t w ith o u t b ein g  told , he thought.

“  B u t  I  don ’t  raise no six-gun u p  a n ’ 
d rap  h it  dow n ergin ,”  resum ed th e  lecturer. 
“  H it ’s on ther com e-up thet m y  gu n  cra ck s, 
a n ’ g in ’ra lly , u su a lly  w hen I  shoots a t som e
th in ’ I  h its nigh round a b o u t h it. Look' 
h y a r, le t m e show  y e ! ”

T h e  m an, w ho h a d  been so d ru n k  last 
n igh t th a t h e  h a d  no m em ory o f  w hen  he 
h ad  stum bled to b ed , w en t o ver and set 
a  flask on  a  stum p. “  N o w ,”  h e  said, 
“  w hen I ’v e  tu c k  som e s iv ’ra l step s, shoutt 
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a n ’ w hen  y e  hollers, then I ’ll w hirl a n ’ 
sh o o t.”  W ith  h is hands h an gin g a t his 
side and h is revo lver in its  case, h e  strolled 
c a su a lly  a w a y  from  the targ et. H is  ga it 
seem ed careless an d  slouching. H is  w hole 
a ttitu d e  w a s in d o len tly  relaxed.

“ S h o o t!”  y e lled  H a rle y , and  th e  w a lk 
in g  m an sp un  on h is heels, h is r igh t arm  
and h an d  flashing w ith  a  speed that the ey e  
h a rd ly  follow ed. T h e  g lin tin g  b lu e steel 
th in g flashed u p w ard  and ou tw ard  w ith  it, 
and on the rise b ark e d  three tim es so q u ick 
ly  th a t the reports seem ed blended into one 
continuous sound.

F ro m  the stum p to  w hich  the m arks
m an ’s b a ck  h ad  ju st been turned, cam e the 
sp lin terin g o f  glass.

“  T h e t ’s ther fashion  y e  w an ts ter do 
h it ,”  said  the dem onstrator ca lm ly . “  W a d e  
M u rre ll, h e  k a in ’t  b etter th et sh o otin ’—  
a n ’ e f  a  m arr know s ahead o f tim e w h a t’s 
cornin’ off, C as, he k a in ’t  h a n d ily  equal 
h it .”

C o ld  b looded? Y e s , b u t th a t w as n ot 
w h a t d isturbed y o u n g  H a rle y .

D esp eratio n  h a d  spurred him  on, and  he 
h ad  been  a n  a p t p u p il. A  sto p w a tch  m igh t 
h a v e  shown th e  m argin  b y  w hich  h e  lagged  
behind  his precep tor in th e  ce lerity  o f  h is 
perform ance, b u t it  w ould  h a ve  shown it  in 
fifth s  o f  seconds. I t  h a d  required  an a b 
solu te  an d  suprem e determ ination  to  force 
C a s  to th e  u n dertakin g , b u t th a t  sta te  o f  
m ind  h e  h ad  attained.

H e  h ad  passed through the stage  o f  b lood 
sw eat th a t h a d  b rou gh t his resolution to  
the stick in g  point, so now  it  w as no longer 
a n y  h esitan cy  on th a t score, e ith er, th a t 
d isturbed him .

H e  w as beginning to d istru st L esher 
Skidm ore.

“  L esh e r ’s  done been trea tin ’ m e lik e  his 
n igger s la v e ,”  he grum bled to him self, 
“  A n d  w h a t m eans h a ve  I  go t o f kn o w in g 
th at w hen I ’ve  done k ilt  h is m an fer him  
■— he h a in ’t  go in ’ ter desert m e a n ’ lau gh  
m e ter sco rn ?”

T h a t  w as th e  thorn  th a t  w as festerin g 
in  h im  w h ile  m atters w en t forw ard  a t  th e  
house o f  L esh er Skidm ore, w hich no one 
save the tw o o f them  kn ew  or even  sus
p ected— unless, indeed, th e  intended v ic tim  
h a d  suspicion s o f  w hich  he d id  n o t sp eak,
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N ig h t a fter  n igh t, L esher w as m ore an d  
m ore con tem ptuously  d ictatoria l. M o rn in g 
a fter  m orning, he ordered C a s  abou t his 
servile tasks w ith  a  less d isguised and  a  
m ore disdain fu l ty ra n n y .

“  Y e  aim s ter go ter ther L egislatu re, 
C a s ,”  L esh er observed  one m ornin g w ith  
a  u g ly  leer, “  a n ’ then y e  aim s te r  go ter 
Congress, a n d ’ fin a lly , y e  aim s ter b e  P resi
den t o f A m e rick y . A ll righ t, son, thet suits 
m e, b u t now , dam n y e , g it m e  m y  b reak 
fa st  r ig h t sp eed ily  a n ’ chop m e som e fire
w ood a n ’ feed  m y  m ule-critter— or y e  w on ’t 
n u ver b e  no great statesm an, a n ’ m ore- 
o v e r ly  I ’ll p lum b k ic k  ther sea t outen y o re  
p a n ts.”

D isgu ise  h ad  been cast aside. C a s  H a r
le y  h ad  sold  his soul, and L esher Skidm ore 
ow ned him .

C a s  kn ew  th is an d  his sp irit boiled in  
him , b u t he dissem bled his fu r y  and p re
tended th a t the w hole m atter w as a  huge 
jest.

“  A ll right, y e  b ig  b lo w -h ard ,”  he 
laughed. “  I  reckon y o u  a n ’ m e, w e un der
stands one an oth er.”

“  I  hopes w e does,”  retorted  L esher 
d ry ly . “  H it ’s righ t n eedfu l thet w e 
should.”

B u t to h im self H a rle y  sa id : “  W a it till 
I ’v e  co llected  w h a t I  w an t from  y o u . T h en  
it  ’ll b e  m e th a t ’ll do the k ick in g— and I ’ll 
k ick  y o u  to d eath .”

T h in g s  like  th a t can ’t  go on  lon g w ithout 
b rin ging u p  som ewhere. I t  w as on an eve
n in g w hen an  u g ly  streak proclaim ed itse lf 
through h is drunkenness th a t Lesher p re
c ip ita ted  the eruption.

C a s  w a s tired  th a t n igh t w hen he gave 
h is w hippoorw ill call an d  le t h im self in to 
fiddle fo r h is m aster. H e  hoped L esher 
w ould  d rin k  him self to  sleep early , because 
h e  him self could  h a rd ly  keep  h is ey es open, 
and as soon a s  he looked a t Skidm ore his 
hopes rose.

U su a lly  L esh er le ft  th e  ju g  alone u n til 
n igh tfa ll. N o w , he w as a lrea d y  as fa r  
ad van ced  as m idnight u su a lly  foun d him —  
y e t, fo r a ll h is thickness o f  speech and  his 
bloodshot puffiness o f eye, h e  d id  n ot a p 
pear drow sy. In stead , a  n ervous restless
ness possessed him.

“  H o w d y, C a s ,”  h e  greeted. “  S o t y e  a

cheer a n ’ com m ence fiddlin ’ , dam n y e . 
W h a t m ade y e  so ta rd y ?  Y e ’v e  done k e p ’ 
m e w a itin ’ a n ’ I  h a in ’t  in  no m ood ter be 
k e p ’ w a itin ’. ”

C a s  forced  a  laugh .
“  I  h a in ’t  none ta rd y , L esh er,”  he d e

clared . “  I  reckon h it  je s t seem s th et w a y  
te r  y e  because tim e han gs h e a v y  on y e  
w hen I  h a in ’t  h y a r .”

“  T im e ’ll h an g h e a v y  on you,” announced 
the oth er th ick ly , “  e f  y e  d on ’t g it  th et 
fiddle ter screechin ’ r ig h t sp eed ily .”

T h ere  w as a  dangerously u g ly  look  in his 
red  eyes— a  sort o f m ad dog trucu lence, and 
the un stead y h an d  w avered  over to the 
loose-hanging holster. E v en  w hen u n stead y  
th a t han d on a  gun  w as too perilous, and 
C a s  m ade haste  to seat him self an d  u n 
lim ber h is instrum ent an d  h is bow .

T o -n ig h t the ty ra n t w as ten sely  fretfu l. 
N o th in g  suited  him , and  w ith  a  disgusted 
w a ve  of the hand he w ou ld  h a lt one fa vo rite  
tun e m id w ay and call fo r another selection.

H a rle y  raged in w a rd ly  as his bow  scraped 
th e  strings an d  his fingers w orked  indus
triou sly  on the frets. I t  w as borne in on 
him  th a t should  he h esitate now , u n til he 
h ad  soothed th is inflam ed b east to sleep, 
h e  him self w ou ld  die. I t  w as born e in on 
him , m oreover, th a t he h ad  sold him self 
into a  peonage to th is m an, w ho w as the 
en em y o f his blood, and  d ia l  no escape 
offered itself.

T o  his ow n people he h ad  been a  traitor, 
and now  to  his en em y h e  w as the help less 
v ic tim  w ho could  be d estroyed  w ith  a  w ord.

F in a lly , it  seem ed to C as th at h is tired 
fingers cou ld  no longer nurse the frets  nor 
sw in g the bow . T h e  soul-sick w eariness 
th a t filled h im  h ad  becom e insuperable, 
and y e t, though it  w as w ell p a st m idnight, 
no p rosp ect o f  rest appeared. Lesher, 
grow in g drun ker and  drun ker and still 
drin k in g u n b elieva b ly  b y  the cu p fu l, w as 
w ide aw ak e and ever m ore and m ore insis
ten t in his clam or for m usic.

A t  length C as le t h is b o w  rest on  his 
knees.

“ L esh er,”  he said slow ly, “  I ’v e  jedgm ati- 
c a lly  go t ter rest a  spell a n ’ sm oke m e a  
p ipe. I ’m  plum b sp en t.”

Skidm ore go t u n stead ily  to  his feet. H is  
b loodshot ey es w ere em bers o f m adness.
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“  Spent, a ir y e ? ”  h e  dem anded fu rio u sly. 
“ W a ’a l w h y  shouldn ’t  y e  be spent? W h a t 
else a ir y e  good fer? I  h a in ’t  w earied  yic. 
A lb e it y e ’re fid d lin ’ lik e  a  fish, I  aim s ter 
h ev  m ore o f  h it  since I  k a in ’t  g it m e 
n oth in ’ better. G o  on  a n ’ fid d le  till I  b id s 
y e  stop, y e  dam n m o o n -ca lf!”

B u t  C a s  arose and la id  dow n h is in stru
m ent.

“  I ’m  don e fer to n ig h t , L esh er,”  he 
insisted.

Skidm ore w as rockin g dru n ken ly  b efore 
him . I t  looked  a s  if  h e  w ould fa ll, an d  C a s  
hoped he w ould, b u t he k ep t h is feet.

W h ile  from  the w aist dow n h e  seem ed 
in cap able  o f coordination, h is r igh t hand, 
w ith  a  strange precision, m ade a  gestu re 
th a t b rought it  out b efo re his ch est arm ed, 
w ith  its  finger nursing a  pistol trigger.

T h e  vo ice  leaped and q u avered  w ith  th e  
m an iac’s  uncensored violence.

“  D o n ’t  y e  kn o w  w h a t y e  a ir, C a s  H a r
le y ? ”  it  dem anded. “  Y e ’re  m y  nigger 
slave. Y e ’re m y  w h ite  n igger. G o  on a n ’ 
fiddle, w h ite  n igger, till I  tires of listen in ’ 
a t  y e ! ”

Y o u n g  H a rle y  looked  dow n th e  m u zzle  
o f th e  p istol, then h e  san k  in to  h is chair, 
and  w ith  sw eat on h is forehead and stealin g 
dow n in cold  drops un der h is arm pits, he 
scraped h is b ow  on the strin gs w h ile  m urder 
a te  a t  h is h eart. L esher, too, spraw led  
again  in h is  seat.

N e v e r  b efo re h a d  th e  session been  so 
in term in ably  long. T h e  n igh t h a d  w orn 
itse lf o u t and  daw n  w a s g ra y in g  the east 
w hen, from  S kid m ore’s relaxed  hand, th e  
revo lver slid  to th e  floor. W e a k ly , gro p 
in g ly , L esher gain ed  h is fee t an d  staggered  
w eavin gly  to  the bed.

U p o n  it  h e  threw  him self, w hile h is lip§, 
stirrin g th ick ly , shaped  the w ords “  W h i-  
n ig g e r!”

C a s  H a r le y  w as insane now . T h e  n igh t 
h ad  eaten w ith  a  corrosive m adness into his 
brain  and  terror h a d  m ade him  a  lu n atic  
w ith  the single th o u gh t o f  k illin g  his 
persecutor.

H e  arose d eliberate ly  from  his ch air  an d  
looked  a t the unconscious figure on  the 
bed. A lth o u gh  h e  w as a  teetotaller, h e  
poured h im self a  tin  cu p  b rim fu l o f  the 
fiery  liqu or an d  gu lp ed  it  dow n lik e  w ater.

S lo w ly  a  sm ile spread across h is face.
H e  retrieved  the w eap o n  th a t h is torturer 

h a d  dropped. T h e  fire, w hich  he h ad  re
ce n tly  replenished a t the p ro fan e com m and 
o f h is m aster, h a d  tak en  a  fresh lease o f 
l i fe  an d  leaped in to  carm ine b rillian ce. T h e  
room  w as light-flooded.

W ith  th e  revolver, in h is hand, C a s  H a r
le y  w a lk ed  over to  the bed . H e  thrust 
the m u zzle  a gain st th e  b reast o f th e  m an 
w h o  la y  stupefied. H e  ja b b ed  the m an ’s 
ribs.

“  W a k e  u p , dam n y e ,”  h e  shouted w ild ly . 
“  W h ite  n igger, am  I ? ”

T h e  m an  in  the bed  gru n ted  stu p id ly  as 
C a s  pressed the trigger. T h e  house w as 
filled  w ith  a  crashin g noise and  a  little  
stench floated  abou t th e  room , the stench o f 
saltpeter.

E xh au sted , d ru n k an d  crazed , C as H a r
le y  d id  not a t  once th in k  o f fligh t. H e  
w en t ca llo u sly  b a c k  to the b ed  he h ad  been 
used to  o ccu p y in g  a n d  dropped sleepily  
dow n on it.

B u t  in  an h ou r h e  w as aw ak e again , and  
a  co ld  realization  w as ch illin g h im  to  th e  
m arrow . O n  the other b ed  spraw led a  
dead m an; a  dead m an w hose d eath  h a lf 
the co u n try  w ould, rouse itse lf to aven ge. 
H e  w as the slayer, an d  he w as a  M u rrell.

T h e  sh o rt-lived  satisfactio n  o f  vengeance 
oozed o u t o f him . H e  faced  a  desperate 
fu tu re. H e  w ould  b e  hun ted  dow n and 
k illed  lik e  a  scu rry in g  rab bit, o r  hanged 
b y  the n eck, till dead.

T h o s e  w ere the a ltern atives— the o n ly  
a ltern atives unless—

H e  stopped and  m opped his c lam m y 
forehead.

H e  w as a  M u rrell. W a d e  k n e w  h e  w as a  
traito r, b u t W a d e h ad  never y e t  surrendered 
a  M u rrell to  Skidm ore vengeance w ith o u t 
a  b attle . H e  could  pretend th at h e  sh o t 
in self-defense. H e  could flee fo r san ctu ary , 
and  for a  tim e a t  least, unless a ll c lan  
trad itio n s w ere v io la ted , h e  w ou ld  b e  
harbored.

I f  th e  w a r  b ro k e o u t afresh , as it  un 
d o u b ted ly  w ould , his ow n affairs w ould  be 
m erged and  lo st in its  com posite furies. 
Y e s , th e  one th in g to do w as to  flee to  
W a d e  M urrell and dem and th e  c la n ’s  righ t
fu l protection  fo r one o f  its  num ber.
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C arro ll, returnin g to th e  house a fter  a  
lon g w a lk , kn ew  b efo re  h e  h ad  com e near 
th a t the w om an  w ho sto od  b y  the stile 
ta lk in g  to  A u n t E rie  w a s no m ountain  
w om an. H is  ingrained sense o f  social 
va lu es m ade th a t proclam ation  as soon as 
he saw  th e  w a y  th is oth er w om an carried 
her shoulders an d  head, an d  he to o k  off his 
h a t as h e  cam e up.

“  I  d on ’t  need to b e  to ld  th a t y o u ’re the 
S ain t o f  D o e  R u n ,”  h e  said. “  I ’ve  been 
here tw o w eeks, an d  I ’ve  heard  abou t y o u r 
w ork. M a y  I  introduce m y s e lf? ”

“  I  kn ow  w ho y o u  are, to o ,”  sm iled A n ne 
P u rvian ce. “  A u n t E rie  has a lrea d y  told  
m e abou t y o u .”

A  h a lf  hour later A n n e sat on the stile  
w here som e o f L a k e ’s h o llyh o cks still held  
u p  b ra v e ly  colored heads, an d  C arro ll 
leaned again st th e  fence. F o r  a  little  w hile, 
lik e  one w ho is th irsty , she h ad  m ade him  
tell h er a ll a b o u t thin gs th a t w ere going on  
in  the w orld  outside. T h e ir  ta lk  ran  o f  
p la y s  and operas and painters and singers 
— the gossip th a t tak es tin gling life  from  
hum an lip s an d  th a t becom es cold  in n ew s
p ap er print.

In stin ctiv e ly  she liked  the distin ction  o f 
h is m anner; th e  ca th o lic ity  o f  h is inform a
tion and interests.

Soon the top ic veered and th e y  w ere 
ta lk in g  o f  the M u rrells— and o f C yn th ia .

“  C an  a  fellow  lik e  W a d e ,”  he inquired 
w ith  a  seem ing o f  detached  interest, “  fa il 
to  be sm itten  b y  the b e a u ty  o f th is new  
typ e . A n d  if  he is  sm itten, h ow  w ill it  e n d ? ”

A n n e P u rvia n ce  shook her h ead  in grave 
an x iety . “  I ’v e  thought o f  th a t,”  she re
sponded, “  and  I ’ve  w ondered. O f course, 
i t  w ou ld  b e  a  p ity . N o  perm anent h a p 
piness could  com e o f it. T h e  c ity  w ould  
ca ll to her. T h e  h ills  w ould  hold  him . 
In deed, these h ills  could  h a rd ly  do w ith o u t 
h im .”

“  B esides th a t,”  ven tu red  the m an w ith  
th e  can dor o f  one sp eakin g to  a  com panion 
w ho stan ds on  th e  sam e social p lane, “  fo r 
a ll the b ra v e ry  th e y  a ttrib u te  to  th is girl, 
fo r a ll h er p h ysica l allurem ent and her 
q u ick  w it, I ’m  a fra id  she’s a  little  vu lgar, 
w hile th e  m an, fo r a ll h is cru d ity , has 
f e t r io s ^ l ig n i t y .”

“  I t  w ould  b e  a  d isaster i f  i t  ran  into

sen tim en t,”  declared the S ain t o f D o e  R im , 
“  n o t because o f a n y  fa u lt in the girl, b u t 
because th ere ’s no com m on ground on w hich  
th e y  can  m eet. I  im agine W a d e  know s 
th a t. H e ’ll gu ard  again st the d an ger.”

“  I t ’s  a  p it y ,”  declared  C arro ll, “  that 
she cam e to  u p set th in gs.”

“  She h a sn ’t  been altogeth er u p settin g ,”  
A n n e  rem inded h im . “  She has no idea o f 
i t  herself, b u t in som e w a y s  sh e ’s been 
con stru ctive. She cam e into an atm osphere 
o f  persecution— and sh e’s  w on  her w a y. 
She h as grow n  and changed g re a tly .”

“  W ill the chan ge last w hen its n o ve lty  
ends, M iss  P u rv ia n ce ? ”

“ I  th in k ,”  sa id  A n n e slow ly, “  it  w ill 
last, if life  g ives h er a  chan ce. I  d ou b t if 
she ever kn ew  a  m an u n til she m et W a d e 
M u rre ll w ho w a sn ’t p red ato ry . A s  for m y 
self, I  believe in the girl, an d  I  th in k  I  
k n o w  as m uch a b o u t h er as a n y  one h ere.”  

T h e  m an lifted  his brow s.
“  I  should  s a y ,”  h e  rem arked, “  that 

y o u ’d q u a lify  as  a  ju d g e  o f ch aracter. T h is  
girl h as seem ed a  b it  o f  a  m y ste ry  to m e 
a n d  con sequ en tly  interesting. She rem inds 
m e stro n gly  o f a  girl I  once kn ew — so 
stro n gly  th a t it  alm ost g ives the illusion o f 
th a t other g ir l ’s presence— and th a t girl w as 
a  rotter. She too k  a  sh o t a t  m e one d a y  
a n d  d id n ’t  sto p  to see w h eth er I  w as dead 
o r  alive. I ’m glad  to h a v e  such a  report 
from  one w ho kn ow s th is g ir l ’s real n am e.”  

H e  used the expression figu ra tive ly , y e t  
exp erim en tally, and for a  tim e th e  w om an 
sa t on th e  stile lo o k in g  a t  him . B eh in d  
h er grave eyes trooped a  procession o f con
jectu res w ea vin g  into final conviction.

W h en  she sp oke her tone w as unchanged, 
b u t h er  w ords w ere rath er am azing.

“  I  w on der,”  she said, “  w hether I  c a n ’t 
guess yo u r real nam e, too. W eren ’t y o u  
called  H arrison  a t one tim e, M r. C a rro ll? ”

C H A P T E R  X X I V .

AMUCK.

JO C K  H A R R I S O N  w as g ifted  w ith  a  
self-poise w hich  u su a lly  carried  him  
through surprises, w ith  no b etra y a l 

w ritten  in his face. W h en  A n n e P u rv ia n ce  
p u t  th a t question it  required  a ll h is schoob
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ing to m ain ta in  th e  fro n t o f a  m an w ho h ad  
n o t been jo lte d  in to  absolute am azem ent.

H e  stood lo o k in g into the eyes of this 
w om an w ho, in  sp ite  o f  h er cord u ro y  and  
flannel a ttire, w as train ed  in  w o rld ly  w is
dom , and  h e  sm iled  h is ackn ow ledgm en t 
o f the hom e thrust.

“  A ston ishm ent is  a  w ea k  w ord ,”  h e  con
fessed. ‘ ‘ I  h a d n ’t  supposed C y n th ia  M e a d e  
w ould  unbosom  herself to  a n y  one. D id  
she happen  to tell y o u  th a t she sh o t m e an d  
le ft  m e fo r dead— w ith o u t even  sounding an  
a la rm ? ”

“  N o ,”  answ ered A n n e P u rv ia n ce  w ith  
un broken  com posure. “  She to ld  m e— a n d  
she convinced  m e th at sh e did  n o t shoot 
y o u , b u t th a t the case w a s so c ircum stan tia l 
th a t pan ic seized h er an d  she ran  aw ay . 
She h ad  no d ou b t y o u  w ere dead. She 
listened fo r a  h eart beat, b u t throughout 
her terror she believed th a t i f  y o u  w ere 
a liv e  to sp eak  y o u  w ou ld  exon erate h e r .”

“  She lied  to y o u , M iss  P u rvian ce . T h e re  
ca n ’t  be m uch question  th a t sh e d id  h er 
best to m urder m e.”

“  I  believe sh e to ld  m e the tru th , M r . 
H arrison . Y o u ’v e  p aid  m e th e  com plim en t 
o f  callin g  m e a  ju d g e  o f ch aracter, a n d  I ’ll  
stak e  m y  ju d gm en t on h er inn ocen ce.”

“  I  c a n ’t, in  politeness, co n tra d ict y o u ,”  
he sa id  d ry ly .

“  Y o u  see in  h er a  lig h t and crim inal 
g ir l,”  declared  the w om an. “  A n d  I  th in k  
d ie ’s a  gobd b it  b etter th an  th a t. S h e sees 
in y o u  a  m an w hose in stin cts are  a ll p red
a to ry , and  I  fa n c y  y o u  are a  go od  b it 
b etter than th at, too. I ’m  n ot q u arrelin g  
w ith  eith er v iew . I  see in the w hole situ a
tion  th e  w orkin g o f  a  viciou s code an d  
n othin g m ore.”

E v e n  in  the fa ce  o f a  surprising d isco very , 
S ta c y  C a rro ll’s a ttitu d e  d id  n ot veer to the 
w eakness o f self-defense. H is  sm ile w as 
cy n ica l, b u t  n o t a t  a ll th a t o f  a  d iscovered 
w rongdoer.

“  C o d es are  s lo w ly  and  stro n gly  b u ilt, 
M iss  P u rv ia n ce ,”  h e  suggested, an d  I  
suppose th e  on e y o u  refer to  is th a t w h ich  
p erm its m en to  d iv id e  w om en  in to  tw o  
classes— an d  tre a t them  d ifferen tly .”

“  Y e s ,”  sh e  said , “  th a t w a s w h a t I  
m ean t.”

“  N eith e r  y o u  n or I  m ade th a t  code, a n d

n either o f  us can undo i t ,”  he said  th o u gh t
fu lly . “  W e b o th  k n o w  it  exists. N o n e  
the less, i t ’s d isconcertin g to a  m an w ho 
th in ks o f him self as a  gentlem an  to h a ve  a  
w om an on y o u r side o f the line catch  a  
glim pse o f  h is affairs on th e  o th er side. 
T h e  reticen ces o f  life  co n stitu te  a  go od  
p rop ortion  o f  its  d ecen cy .”

She n odded and  there w as no flare  o f  
indignation  in  h er retort, b u t p erh ap s fo r  
th a t ex a ct reason it  h a d  a  b ite  w hich  h e  
d id  n o t a lto geth er escape.

“  I ’m  n o t a ccu sin g  y o u  o f  m onstrous 
ev il, M r . H a rriso n ,”  she answ ered. “  I  re
cogn ize y o u  as a  gentlem an , b u t I  w a s ' 
th in kin g  o f  a  line in a  p la y  o f a  few  y e a rs  
b a c k — ‘ C om m on C la y , ’ w asn ’t  it?  A  
ch ara cter w as m ade to s a y : ‘ I ’m  a  gen tle
m an. I  p re y  o n ly  on th e  dau gh ters o f  th e
p o o r.’ ”

H arrison  em p tied  his p ip e an d  h is lip s 
tw isted  to  a  w r y  sm ile.

“  In  prin cip le  I  agree w ith  y o u ,”  h e  to ld  
h er. “  U n fo rtu n a te ly , n atu re interven es an d  
n atu re is strong. I  b elieve  o u r w h ole  con
ception  o f g e n tility  goes b a ck  w ith  a  so rt o f  
w orship to A rth u r a n d  h is R o u n d  T a b le . 
A rth u r  in ven ted  ch iv a lry , y e t  i f  I  rem em ber 
arigh t, A rth u r ’s  m ost ‘ p a r fa it gen tle  k n ig h t’ 
w a s a  p aram ou r o f  A rth u r ’s  queen— and 
G a la h a d , whose ‘ stren gth  w as a s  the 
stren gth  o f  ten because h is h ea rt w as p u re ,’ 
w ell, he w a s L an ce lo t’s  son .”

“  I ’m  n ot d en y in g ,”  she said  in  a  low  
vo ice , “  th a t th e  code is o ld . I  o n ly  sa y  
i t ’s b a d  to th e  core. A n d  as I  recall m y 
readin g, L an celot fa iled  to fin d  th e  H o ly  
G rail— b ecau se o f  h is s in !”

H arrison  w as lookin g a t  th is w om an  w ith  
a  k een  interest. A fte r  a  m om ent h e  spoke 
again .

“ In  a  n ovel or p la y , M iss  P u rv ia n ce ,”  
h e  rem inded h er iro n ically , “  I  w ould  sh rin k  
g u iltily  un der w ords su ch  a s  y o u  h a v e  
sp o k en  an d  h id e m y  d im inished h ead  in  
sham e. B u t  life  is  tou gher fibered. P erh ap s 
th ere isn ’t  even  a n y  n ew  n ote in  y o u r  a rg u 
m ent. A ll th a t y o u  s a y  I ’v e  th o u gh t fo r  
m y se lf, b u t I ’v e  h a d  certain  m isgivin gs o f  
la te  th a t y o u  are— w ell, p erh ap s cry sta lliz
ing. M a y  I  ta lk  c a n d id ly ? ”

“  C erta in ly . I t ’s th e  o n ly  w o rt 
w a y  to ta lk .”
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“  V e ry  w ell. I f  th is girl has a  chan ce to 
m ake som ething o f  herself I  w on ’t  interfere. 
T h e  fan ta stic  thought stru ck  m e n o t long 
ago th a t perhaps W a d e  M u rre ll h ad  
achieved  the im possible. I t  occurred  to 
m e th a t perhaps h e  h ad  so edited  and  re
w ritten  a  hum an  docum ent a s  to infuse a 
touch o f th e  genuine in to  the coun terfeit.

“  I  am  in lo ve  w ith  th is girl as a  m an 
m ight fa ll in lo ve  w ith  P h ry n e  or C irce. 
T h a t  is to sa y , she can  set m y  passion on 
fire, and she does. A  m an does n ot m arry  
a  P h ryn e o r  C irce, though he m a y  w a n t 
h er d am n ably. H e  doesn’t w an t h er as a 
w ife. A  w ife  calls for certain  q ualification s 
w hich a  C irce  or a  C y n th ia  M ead e n ever 
h a s.”

“  P erh ap s C y n th ia  h as acquired  som e o f 
them  now . P erh ap s she’s  in the process o f 
acquirin g oth ers.”

“  P erhaps, b u t i t ’s too un certain . U n til 
now  I ’v e  been stron g in m y  b elief th at she 
tried  to k ill m e. T h a t  g a v e  m e a  m ortgage, 
an d  I  cam e to foreclose it. Y o u  tell m e 
th a t y o u  believe she’s  innocent o f th at 
p a rticu la r crim e. A t  all events, sh e’s en
titled  to the benefit o f  ev ery  doubt— if 
there is a  doubt. Y o u  also th in k  th a t w ith  
a  chance, she m a y  m ake som ething o f her 
life . V e ry  w ell, I ’ll go aw ay . T h a t ’s the 
best I  can  offer. I  d on ’t even  dare ta lk  to 
her first.”

“  A ll she asks is  a  release from  the terror 
o f  p u rsu it.”

H arrison  nodded slo w ly  and his fa ce  w as 
sober.

“ I  tak e  it  th a t neither y o u  n or I  are 
sentim entalists, M iss P u rv ia n ce ,”  he said. 
“  W e  live  fa cts  and  w e ta lk  facts, b u t d on ’t 
m ake a n y  m istake. T h e  sort o f lo ve I  adm it 
fo r C y n th ia  M ead e m a y  not b e  a  noble 
passion, b u t i t ’s stron g and its  roots h ave 
gone deep in to  me. I t ’s a  hell. I t ’s n ot 
so ea sy  to g iv e  her up. W e c a n ’t  rew rite 
th e  code y o u  o b ject to. B u t  i f  y o u  believe 
she can  b e  prom oted from  th e  p la y th in g  
w om an to th e  respected w om an I ’ll tak e  
m yself off. W hen  I ’m gone y o u  m a y  tell 
h er th at I ’v e  w iped  the sla te  c lean .”

“ Y o u  cou ld n ’t do b e tte r,”  A n n e P u rv i
an ce assured him , “  unless y o u  could  s ta y  
to- h elp  h er.”

“  N o , th an k  y o u ,”  h e  announced grim ly.

“  I  kn ow  h ow  m uch I  can  concede. U n h o ly  
fires, i f  y o u  choose to call them  th at, are  
n o t cool fires. Passion ca n ’t  b e  exorcised 
an d  w iped  o u t a t  a  b reath . A  m an m a y  
k e y  him self to a  good resolution, b u t if  he 
lingers in the danger zon e he m a y  also 
b reak  dow n. H e  ca n ’t b e  sure th at he 
w ill a lw a y s  stan d  unshaken a gain st sq u all
like gu sts th a t m a y  strike him  unaw are.

“ A s  fo r m e, I  th in k  the anchor lines 
m ight p art. I  ca n ’t answ er fo r m yself if 
I  sta y , M iss P u rvian ce, b u t I  can  u n dertake 
to go. T h is  girl and  I  m et on the q u ick 
sands o f passion. I  d oubt i f  w e could  set 
o u r feet on q u ieter h igh w ays, and w alk  them  
sed a te ly . O ld  m em ories w ould  com e and 
new  resolves w ould  go u p  in sm o k e.”

“  I  w on d er,”  m used th e  w om an q u ie tly , 
“  w hether W a d e  M u rre ll h a sn ’t rew ritten  
a  p aragraph  or tw o in y o u r  ow n hum an 
docum ent, M r. C a rro ll? ”

“  N on sen se,”  he alm ost snapped. “  I ’m 
too old a  b ird  fo r  th a t.”  H e  broke off and 
added  as if fin a lly  clo sin g the topic:

“  D o n ’t tell h er this, b u t b efore G od, if  
C y n th ia  M ead e h ad  been able to m eet m e 
on a  different plane— on the oth er side of 
the. line y o u  o b ject to— I ’d com e to her 
h u m b ly  enough, offering her n ot a  h a lf  love, 
b u t a  w hole love— and I ’d g iv e  ten y e a rs  of 
m y  life  to h a ve  it  po ssib le.”

“  A re  y o u  sure —  even  now  —  it isn ’t 
p o ssib le?”

“  H o rrib ly  sure. W ell, th a t’s  th at, an d  
n ow  w e ’ve  ta lked  enough a bo u t m e.”  H is 
m anner changed and he laughed. “  I f  y o u  
d o n ’t  scorn tainted  m on ey I ’d like to h ave 
a  p a rt in build in g y o u r  school.”

D o w n  the road  tow ard  them  cam e W ad e 
M u rrell. H e  w as carry in g  his coat over his 
arm , and th e  pistol holster th a t he u su ally  
w ore under h is le ft arm p it w as m issing.

W a d e h alted  a t the stile  and A n n e P u r
vian ce said to the low lander: “  Y o u  h a v e n ’t 
been here as lon g as I  h ave, M r. C arro ll, or 
y o u ’d  n otice the fa ct, w ith  pleasure, that 
M r. M u rre ll com es outdoors these d a ys  
w ith ou t his p istol strapped  to h is side. I t ’s 
a  m igh ty  w elcom e sign o f confidence and 
p e ace.”

W a d e sm iled, too. “  Som etim es,”  he 
said , “  I  goes abroad a ll d a y  now  a n ’ fergits 
ter tote  h it along w ith  m e. I  w ouldn ’t  h ev
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done thet a fore C y n th y  sung a t ther school- 
hou se.”

“  Speakin g o f C y n th y ,”  com m ented C ar- 
roll, whose ey es w ere on the graveled  h igh
w a y , “  there she com es now  and, b y  G od, 
som ething’s w rong! S h e ’s  running as i f  
hounds w ere a fter  h er.”

M u rre ll w heeled an d  started  forw ard, b u t 
the girl h ad  appeared around the bend, close 
a t hand, and  she cam e forw ard  stum bling 
w ith  exhaustion, her fa ce  h o tly  flushed and 
her ey es w ide.

A t  first she tried to sp eak  an d  fa iled . 
She could  o n ly  lean p an tin g  again st the 
rail fen ce w hile W a d e  fann ed her w ith  h is  
h a t a n d  sa id  q u ie d y : “  T a k e  y o re  tim e, 
C y n th y . Y e ’re safe h y a r, a n ’ th ar h a in ’t  no 
torm entin ’ h a ste .”

“ B u t  there i s ! ”  she b ro k e o u t in the 
staccato vehem ence o f exhausted  breath . 
“ I  cam e to w arn  y o u .”

A gain  she h ad  to  pause and gasp . H e r 
heart w as p a lp ita tin g  w ith  the unaccus
tom ed run o ver broken  and  ro ck y  w a ys. 
H er stockings and sk irts w ere w et from  
plun gin g pell-m ell through the creek.

“  E n och  W a d e ,”  she rushed on, “  told m e 
to com e here. H e ’s h u rry in g  to  other 
houses first. C as H a rle y  h as k illed  L esher 
Skidm ore, and th e y  th in k  h e ’s  running here 
fo r  shelter. T h e  Skidm ores are a fter  h im .”

T h e  announcem ent cam e in broken sp urts 
o f  short-breathed violence, b u t a  v o lu m e  
could  h a rd ly  h a ve  held  betw een  its  co vers 
a  m ore burdened sto ry  o f catastrophe.

W a d e M u rre ll stood holding th e  g ir l’s 
eyes w ith  h is ow n. H is  fa ce  h ad  seem ed to  
freeze into an ic y  m isery. H is  hands closed 
slo w ly  and rig id ly  in to  fists. H is  p a in 
fu lly  b u ilt stru ctu re of peace h ad  collapsed 
in  a  breath . H is  efforts had crum bled, 
and  his face w as lik e  th a t o f a  m an w ho 
h a s com e to h is house, eagerly  an tic ip atin g  
w elcom e and  com fort, to stan d  dazed before 
a  square o f sm oking ruins and  to taste  in 
h is n ostrils the stench o f form less ashes.

H is  enem y w as dead— killed  b y  a  k in s
m an— an d lik e  a  rab b it scu rry in g  and 
doublin g ahead o f harriers, th at kinsm an 
w a s fleeing fo r sa n ctu a ry  w ith  pursuers hot 
on  his trail.

“  S eek  ter catch  yo re  breath , g a l,”  he 
pleaded, “ a n ’ exzact ter m e w h a t w ords

E noch  spoke. I ’ve  need ter k n o w  enough 
ter go on, a n ,’ lik e  es not, thar h a in ’t  m uch 
tim e. Y e  sa y s  C a s  k ilt  L esh e r? ”

A n n e P u rvia n ce  h ad  in stin ctive ly  cau gh t 
a t  C a rro ll’s elbow , and  from  h er lip s h ad  
com e a  sound lik e  a  low  and despairing 
m oan.

C y n th ia  m oved forw ard. H e r y o u n g 
strength w as g iv in g  her b a ck  breath  fo r 
u tteran ce, and she nodded h er head.

“  E noch  d id n ’t  kn ow  the details. C as 
H a r le y  h ad  been over to Skidm ore’s several 
tim es la te ly . H e  w as there ea rly  this 
m orning, b efore sunrise. T h e  tw o w ere 
alone. T h e re  w as som e quarrel. T h e  S k id 
m ores sa y  L esh er w as ly in g  in h is bed w hen 
he w as shot. Som e one saw  H a rle y  leave 
th e  p lace. T h e  Skidm ores sounded the 
alarm  and form ed a  posse.”

“  A n ’ w h a t d id  y e  sa y  E n o ch ’s  doin ’ 
n o w ? ”

“  H e ’s gath erin g  the M u rre lls  together. 
T h e  Skidm ores w ould  com e here, h e  said, 
to  ta k e  C a s  a w a y . T h e y  guessed h e ’d m ake 
fo r y o u r  house. E n o ch ’s  try in g  to  g e t som e 
o f y o u r ow n  people here first.”

W a d e  nodded slow ly. “  Y e s ,”  h e  said, 
“  th e y ’d  th in k  thet, th er Skidm ores w ould. 
I  don ’ t see w h y  C a s  h a in ’t  go t h y a r  a ’ready 
e f  h e ’s  cornin’ in sich torm en tin ’ haste. H e 
k n o w s a  short c u t hither. H it ’s righ t steep 
a n ’ la ’relly . O n e m an th et kn ow ed hit 
w ell could slip  through qu ick , b u t it  w ould 
slo w  dow n a  crow d. H e  ou gh t ter b e  cornin’ 
outen  ther w oods r igh t u p  th ar b y  th et b ig 
gu m  tree to l’a b le  soon n o w .”  H e  turned 
an d  pointed  u p  th e  tim bered slope, then he 
added: “  A n ’ thar h e  does com e, unlessen 
m y  ears is ly in ’ ter m e.”

T h e  oth ers heard  nothing, b u t they 
turned and their eyes rem ained held b y  th at 
cu rta in  o f h e a v y  green. A  m acabre fascin a
tion k ep t them  strain ing tow ard  it, and pres
e n tly  th e y  could  h ear a  s ligh t rustle and 
saw  th e  laurel branches p a rt cau tio u sly.

H a v in g  peered w a rily  out and seen th a t 
o n ly  M u rre lls  as  y e t  w ere gathered b elo w , 
a  hum an figure b roke from  th e  cover and' 
cam e leapin g, slid ing, stum bling d ow n  the 
steep  grad e o f  the cleared ground. A  little  
a va lan ch e o f  loosened stones cam e w ith  
him . I t  w as a  figure th a t the briers h ad  
tattered  an d  the d irt begrim ed u n til its  shirt
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h u n g on a  steam ing, b loodied  b o d y. T h e  
flesh o f  its  legs showed through tears in the 
trousers, an d  as it  ran, fear-driven , i t  w aved  
a  h e a v y  revo lver in  its  righ t hand.

T h is  m an did  n ot look  as though he 
w ould  b e  the H o n orable  C asw ell H a r le y  
w ith in  the y ea r, or as though his fu tu re  in
clu d ed  debates in  the N atio n a l Congress. 
H e  w as, ju st now , a  m addened anim al in 
fligh t fo r h is life, runn ing fo r protection  to 
the m an w hose p lace h e  h a d  sou gh t to 
usurp, w hose life  he h ad  conspired to  take.

C arro ll stood w ith  his hands th ru st into 
th e  p o ck ets o f h is ja c k e t. H is  fa ce  w as 
q u iet and alm ost expressionless, and th a t o f 
W ad e M urrell w as un readable b a c k  o f  its 
fixed  frow n.

N o  one spoke as the desperate m an ran 
stu m b lin g ly  forw ard  and  h alted  w ith  h ea v
ing chest b efore them , th e  revo lver still 
sw inging in his hand.

“  T h e r  Skidm ores a ir a tter  m e, W a d e ,”  
h e  b ro k e out exp lo sively . “  M e  a n ’ Lesher, 
w e quarreled, a n ’ I  hed  ter k ill him . H it  
w ar self-deefense. I  hed ter do it, b u t now  
ther Skidm ores a ir  a tter m e .”

“  W h a t w ar y e  d oin ’ a t  L esher S k id 
m ore’s  dw ellin ’-house so soon in ther m orn- 
in ’, C a s ? ”  inquired W a d e q u ie tly .

“  I  w en t th ar ter h ev  speech w ith  him , 
b u t ther Skidm ores a ir a tter m e, a n ’ I ’m a 
M u rrell. H a in ’t  th et enough fer y e  ter 
kn ow , W a d e ? ”

T h e  M u rrell leader slo w ly  shook h is head.
“  N o t q u ite  enough, C a s ,”  h e  answ ered. 

“  I  h a in ’t  bat-blind. I  know s th et y e ’ve  
done been consortin ’ w ith  L esher right 
o ften  h y a r  of late. H it  w ou ld n ’t  am aze m e 
e f  ther tw o o f y e  h e v  been p lo ttin ’ erginst 
m e— b u t es y e  says, y e ’re a  M u rre ll.”

“ W h y  w ould  I  be p lo ttin ’ w ith  Lesher, 
W a d e ? ”  T h ere  w as a  terrified  w hine in  the 
voice.

“  M e b b y  y e  did  h it because 1 to ld  y e  
y e ’d h ev  ter la y  b y  y o re  n o tio n  o f go in ’ ter 
ther L egislatu re. I  k in d erly  ’low ed y e ’d 
done turned ter L esh er ter b a c k  y e  u p .”  
H e  paused, then w en t on ev en ly : “  I  h a in ’t  
go t no jed gm atic  w a y  o f  k n o w in ’ w h at 
passed b etw ix t y o u  tw o, b u t I  suspicions 
th et L esher sou gh t ter h ev  y e  sla y  m e. H it  
w ou ld  b e  a  righ t ea sy  w a y  o u t fo r  him —  
h a v in ’ m e k ilt  b y  a  M u rre ll.”

■ “ T h e t ’s  w h a t h e  sought ter h e v  m e do, 
W a d e,”  the other declared in cau tiou sly , 
b lu n d erin g headlon g into a  p itfa ll o f adm is
sion. “  B u t  I  gainsaid  h im .”

“ F er  w h y  did y e  ga in say  him , C a s ? ”
“ F er  w h y ?  B ecau se w e ’re both M urrells. 

B ecau se  w e ’v e  go t ther sam e blood in  our 
veins. W a sn ’t  thet reason enough? M o re
over, I  a in ’t  no m urderer.”

“  Y e ’re ly in ’, C a s ,”  cam e th e  b itin g  reply . 
“  Y e ’re ly in ’ . Y e ’d done agreed ter g it 
m e, for him , a n ’ ther p a ir o f y e  cavilled  
a n ’ fell out over ther term s o f ther bargain. 
B u t  still I  d on ’t aim  ter le t no Skidm ore 
m ob ta k e  y e  a w a y  from  m e.”

“  T h a n k  G od, W ad e. I  know ed I  could 
deepend on y e .”

“  R ig h t n o w ,”  w en t on the stead y vo ice 
o f  the M u rrell ch ief, “  E n o ch  W a d e ’s round
in ’ u p  our m en. E f  so be ther Skidm ores 
g its  h y a r  fu st, I ’ll aim  ter hold  ther fo rt 
tw ell th ey  com es.”

“  T h a n k  G o d ,”  p an ted  the fu g itive . “  U s 
M u rrells , w e a lw a y s  stands terg ith er.”

“  A n ’ w hen th e y  all gits  h ya r, S k id 
m ores and M u rre lls  a lik e ,”  w en t on the 
other, ign oring H a r le y ’s  observation s on 
lo y a lty , “  I  aim s ter g iv e  ’em m y  orders. 
I  aim s ter tell ’em no Skidm ore gan g k a in ’t 
ta k e  y e  off a n ’ s la y  y e  in the woods. I  
aim s ter tell ’em thet a  posse m ade up 
even-steven o f Skidm ores a n ’ M u rre lls  air 
a  go in ’ ter tak e  y e  ter ther ja il house. A n ’ 
a tter  thet, both ther Skidm ores a n ’ M u rrells  
a lik e  a ir a  go in ’ ter turn  in a n ’ tr y  y e  fer 
m urder-—a n ’ co n vict y e— a n ’ h ang y e! I  
aim  ter show  all m en thet m urder is m urder, 
w hosoever does h it .”

C a s  H a r le y  h ad  stood grow in g livid  as 
he listened. A ston ishm ent h ad  altered to 
u n speakable terror as  the inten t o f this 
oth er m an developed through his words. 
N o w , lik e  a  w ild  beast, he lurched forw ard 
sh akin g w ith  an ague o f  fu ry , a n d  leveled  
h is w eapon a t h is k in sm an ’s  breast.

“  I  a lw a y s  know ed y e  w asn ’t no true 
M u rre ll,”  he shouted in dem oniac fu ry . 
“ Y e  aim s ter h a n g  a  m an th et’s go t y o re  
ow n  blood in h is  veins. Y e  aim s ter send 
m e unshirted inter red h ell; b u t, a fore G o d ,; 
I  aim s ter ca rry  y e  a lo n g w ith  m e.”  H is  
vo ice  h a d  risen to a  shriek  and h is eyes 
w ere h o t w ith  th e  fev er  o f m adness.



“ I  h a in ’t  g o t no w eepon  on  m e, C a s ,”  
com m ented W a d e  q u ie tly , holding the ey es 
o f the m an w ho threatened him  with' the 
ste ad y  au th o rity  o f h is ow n, b u t the oth er 
w as outside the frontier o f reason now —  
im m une from  the influence o f  sa n ity , and 

h e  o n ly  laughed.
“  Y e ’re dead righ t w hen y e  sa y s  I ’d  done 

agreed  ter k ill y e , a n ’ now , a lb e it m y  p lan s 
w en t w rong, I  still aim s ter k ill y e  a n yh o w . 
E f  I ’m  go in ’ ter hang, I  m igh t es w ell g it 
a ll m y  enem ies first. I  aim s ter k ill y e  
righ t h y a r  a n ’ now , a fore th er ey es o f  ther 
dam  strum pet y e  fotched  h y a r  w ith  y e . I  
aim s ter send y o re  h y p o crite  soul h o w lin ’ 
dow n ter h ell ahead o f m e. I  aim s— ”

T h e re  w as th e  roar o f  a  w eapon, an d  the 
con vu lsive shrieks o f tw o w om en, b u t it  
w as n o t W a d e  M u rrell w ho fell. H e  still 
stood a s  he h ad  b ra ced  h im se lf 'to  ta k e  his 
death.

I t  w as C a s  H a rle y  instead w ho w as tu rn 
in g  around s lo w ly  and  w iltin g  into a  rag
lik e  shapelessness. I t  w as C a s  H a rle y  w ho, 
w ith in  the sp ace o f  seconds, la y  dead on  the 
ground.

“  I ’m  s o rry ,”  sa id  S ta c y  C arro ll q u ie tly . 
“  B u t  I  w as a fra id  to w a it a n y  longer. I  
shot from  the p o ck et. I t  seem ed the o n ly  
w a y .”

F ro m  b en eath  the hom espun p o ck et flap 
o f the low lan d er’s coat a  tin y  thread o f 
vap o r stole through a  sm all and pow der- 
burned hole, an d  as he spoke he w ithdrew  
h is hand, still hold ing th e  squarish  
au tom atic  pistol w hose single staccato  u tter
an ce h ad  reversed the term s of an  in evitab le  
traged y.

In  those last few  m om ents, b efore the 
shot h ad  sounded, W ad e M u rre ll h a d  given  
u p  all th o u gh t o f continued ea rth ly  ex ist
ence, and h ad  lifted  h is head to fa ce  his 
execution. T h e  tw o w om en, p a ra ly zed  b y  
their helplessness and  aw aitin g  the horror 
o f  m urder, h ad  seem ed in a  gh a stly  fashion  
to  h a v e  becom e a lrea d y  accustom ed a n d  
inured to  th e  h ideous idea. T h e y  fe lt  th at 
through a  lon g w hile th e y  h ad  stood there 
w aiting.

T o  a ll o f  them , too, h ad  com e th e  flash
in g  con viction  th a t i t  w ould  n ot b e  W a d e 
alone w ho w ou ld  die. W h en  th is m aniac 
h ad  begun  to  shoot, h is  h om icidal thirst

r ’

w ould  n ot b e  sla k ed  u n til h is p istol w as 
em p ty  and oth ers o f them  h ad  fallen.

N o w  a ll th a t w as le ft  o f  the hum an beast 
th a t h ad  run am u ck  w as a  lifeless heap on 
the groun d, an d  W a d e  M u rrell turned his 
ey es s lo w ly  to those o f the low lander.

“ I ’m  righ t obleeged  ter y e ,”  he said. “  I  
w as p ’in t-b lan k  exp ectin ’ ter die, a n ’ I  
’low ed th et w hen I  drapped he w ouldn ’t 
sto p  thar— h e’d h a v e  sought ter s la y  y e  
a ll.”

“  T h is  child , h ere,”  declared A n n e P ur- 
v ia n ce  in a  low , shaken voice, “  tried  to 
ju m p  betw een  th e  tw o, b u t I  h eld  her. I  
k n e w  his b u lle t w ou ld  go  through tw o 
bodies as  ea sily  as  on e.”

C y n th ia  M ead e said  nothing, b u t now  
th a t the m om ent h ad  passed she sa t dow n 
on the roadside em bankm en t and  covered  
h er fa ce  w ith  h er hands.

“  C la ib o rn e ’s F o r t ,”  the house o f  the 
an cien t fire-eater o f the Skidm ores, w as 
m ade the ra lly in g  p o in t o f  excited  clansm en 
o n  th e  m orning w hen the leader w as foun d 
dead in his bed. I t  w as o ld  Jase C laiborn e 
w ho lashed the arm ed an d  bew ildered m en, 
first m ustered b y  th e  alarm , into a  b laze o f 
m ilitan t ardor.

“  T h a r  h a in ’t  no need o f  p a lav erin ’ now . 
T h e t  tim e’s  done p ast a n ’ go n e ,”  shouted 
the w hite-h aired  firebrand alm ost exu lt
a n tly . “  W e ’v e  done k e p t ther tru ce a n ’ 
th er dam n M u rre lls  h ev  done busted  h it. A  
M u rrell slew  L esh er in L esh er’s ow n bed 
a n ’ h e ’s done run y a p p in ’ ter W a d e fer 
shelter. T h a r  h a in ’t  n au gh t now  ter do 
sa ve  ter go over th a r a n ’ g it him , a n ’ w hen 
th e y  bars ther door ergin  us th ar h a in ’t 
n au g h t ter do save ter b ea t h it in a n ’ b u m  
ther house dow n o ver ’em .”  T h e  old  m an 
paused, b u t h is ey es w ere b lazin g  as he 
yelled  his peroration. “  A n ’ a lb eit I ’m  
rig h t old, I  aim s ter go a lo n g w ith  y e .”

T h e y  h ad  to  th ru st him  b ack  b y  force, 
an d  th ey  le ft  him  gru m blin g and cursing 
behind them , w hose h o t p ace h is o ld  legs 
co u ld  n ot h op e to  hold.

T h o u g h  q u ieter councils h ad  in  a  m easure 
p revailed , the ran ks o f the m an h u n t, w hich 
h ad  spread from  com bin g the w oods, w ere 
to converge abou t th e  p lace  w hich  th e y  fe lt 
sure w ould  b e  th e  destin ation  o f  the
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assassin. W a d e M u rre ll’s house w as to be 
their ob jective, a n d  w hen th e y  reached it  
th ey  looked  fo r b attle .

T h e  M u rrells  w ould  not be resting id ly  
a t  their hom es on  such  a  d a y, and ju st as 
the Skidm ores w ere ra lly in g  o ver here, so 
the M u rrells  w ould  be gath erin g and 
“  greasin ’ rifle-guns o v er  y o n .”

I t  w ould  b e  an  a d va n ce  gu ard  o f  p u r
suers, in a ll likelihood, th a t w ould  clash 
first w ith  an  ad van ce gu ard  o f defenders.

A t  W a d e ’s stile  there w ould b e  a  cu rt 
dem and fo r the surrender o f C as H a rle y  in 
the nam e o f the law — m ade b y  a  Skidm ore, 
w ho held  office as a  d ep u ty  sheriff. T h ere  
w ould  be as cu rt a  refusal, based on th e  
p lea  th a t th is w as n o t a  genuine posse, but 
a  clan  m ob.

T h en  the figh tin g w ould  begin. T h e  truce 
w ould  b e  d efin itely  ended— and som e o f 
those w ho w en t over w ould  n ot com e hom e.

B u t  w hen T r o y  L esher, th e  d ep u ty , w ith  
three or fo u r m en a t h is b ack , peered 
cau tio u sly  through the laurel fo r  their first 
v ie w  o f the M u rre ll abode, th e y  drew  b ack  
again  an d  looked  a t each  other in am aze
m ent. -

W a d e h im self a n d  tw o  o r  three o f his 
m ore peace-lovin g kinsm en stood there u n 
p rotected  in the yard . T h e  doors and w in 
dow s stood open— n o t barred, as m igh t
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h a ve  been expected, fo r siege. T h e re  w as no 
show  o f rea d y  weapons.*

H a lf  su sp ectin g som e trap  o f a  new  an d  
c r a fty  devising, the d ep u ty  stepp ed  o u t 
into the open w ith  h is hands w ide of his 
bod y.

“  I ’m T r o y  L esher, ther d e p itty  sheriff,”  
he shouted, “  a n ’ I  w an ts C as H a r le y  for 
m urder. Is  h e  h y a r ? ”

U n arm ed, W a d e  M u rre ll w alk ed  forw ard  
to  m eet him .

“  H e ’s inside, m en ,”  h e  called  o u t as  he 
w en t, “  b u t h e  la y s  dead. H e  sought ter 
s la y  m e a  le ttle  w h ile  b ack , a n ’ M r . C arro ll 
shot h im . W o n ’t  y e  com e in ? ”

“  H it ’s  a  lie ,”  bellow ed a  vo ice  from  the 
shelter o f th e  w oods. “ D o n ’t  go  in thar, 
T r o y . H e ’s  seekin ’ ter lure y e  inside a n ’ 
h o lt y e  fe r  a  h o stag e.”

W a d e  M u rre ll sto pped  dead in h is tracks. 
“  E f  y e  com e h y a r  ter find o u t ther 

tru th ,”  h e  declared, a n d  his vo ice  h ad  
altered  to a  challen gin g hardness, “  h it ’s a  
r ig h t e a sy  th in g ter do. H it ’s  a  p it y  ter 
spill b lo o d  w hen ther cause is done en d ed .”  

H e  paused, then  added: “  B u t  e f  y e  je s t  
com e hell-ben t on w arfare , I  k a in ’t  h olp  it. 
Y e  k in  h e v  h it eith er w a y  y e  w ants. C a s  
la y s  d ead  inside m y  house, a n ’ I  in vites y e  
ter com e in  a n ’ see fer yoreselves. I  d on ’t  
aim  ter fo tch  him  o u t ter y e .”

T O  B E  C O N C L U D E D  N E X T  W E E K

U V  u

THE C O M P E N SA T IO N
/ " ''O M E , k iss and  forget! W h y  care?

A ll th e  w orld  can  tak e, w e can  spare;; 
A t  loss o f  its  fa v o r  w h y  fret?
W e  are sure o f  each  oth er y e t;

O h, w h at m a y  ou r lo v e  n o t dare?

T h e  w reath  th a t b u t  one co u ld  w ear,
T h e  w ealth  th at w e n ever could  shares 

F o r  these should  our ey es b e  w et?
C om e k iss and  forget!

F o rg et all w e bore, and  m ust b ear;
W h ere lo ve is, w h a t p lace  fo r  desp air?

O u r h earts to  G o d ’s m usic set,
C a n  either ever regret 

T h e  price o f the harm on y rare?
C om e, k iss and  forget!

jSUthely S, Fisher.
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XI— THE CONVALESCENT

HO P A L O N G  h ad  sp en t so m uch tim e 
in bed the last few  w eeks th a t he 
w elcom ed the d aw n , and u su a lly  

w as the first person u p  and dressed, w hich  
in volved  him  in  num erous and alm ost u n 
ending argum en ts w ith  B u c k  an d  R ose, 
esp ecially  th e  latter. I t  seem ed to H o p 
a lo n g th a t he had, in  her m ind, slipped 
b a ck  in to  the in fa n t class, to b e  coddled 
w ith  e a sy  chairs and pillow s, and w atch ed  
en tire ly  too clo sely .

I t  w as becom ing dow n right irksom e, and 
m ore than on ce an  edge h ad  grow n  on  his 
tem per w hich h e  h ad  been h a rd  p u t to  
conceal. H e  could sw ear a t  B u ck , b u t  he

could  not sw ear a t R ose, and  n o t fo r w orlds 
w ou ld  he have offended her or h u rt h er fee l
ings; b ut w hen the d a y  cam e th a t found 
him  leavin g her m inistering care to go b ack  
to  the b u n k house to gam ble and squabble 
w ith  the b o ys h e  w ou ld  b e  gratefu l b eyond 
words.

H e rubbed  h is eyes, pushed the b lan ket 
dow nw ard w ith  energetic feet, and slo w ly  
sat up, p ivo tin g  to let h is legs slide over 
the edge o f  the bed. T h e  cold floor felt 
good, an d  the ea rly  m orning a ir  h ad  ju st 
enough tan g in it  to  m ake him  dress w ith  a  
degree o f  haste.

A  glan ce out o f  the w indow , cranin g his
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n eck  to peer u p  p a st the eaves, told  h im  
th a t the d a y  w ould  b e  clear and b righ t, 
H o ld in g his b oots in  a  hand, he w alked  soft-* 
3y  to  the door, opened i t  a  little , an d  lis
tened. B u c k  w as begin nin g to  stir.

R each in g th e  k itch en , H o p alo n g pulled  
on  h is b oots an d  lifted  a  lid  o f  th e  sto ve. 
T h e  ashes h ad  n o t been  dum ped, w hich  
m eant th a t R o se h a d  le ft  to  B u c k  the 
n ig h tly  ta sk  o f  loadin g the stove fo r break- 
fa st use. I t  too k  o n ly  a  fe w  m inutes to  
clean  th e  fire  b o x  and bu ild  u p  a  scientific 
b laze.

Scientific b la zes w ere a  h o b b y  w ith  Hop-* 
a long. B u ck , despite a ll th e  w o rd y  in-< 
structions w asted  on him , still persisted  ini 
throw in g in b ig  ch u n ks o f w ood and th en  
stan din g on one foot an d  hop ing th a t the 
m a tch  w ould  ta k e; an d  w hen H o p alo n g 
b u ilt the fire B u c k  stood on one fo o t and  
grow led  w ith  im patience.

F irst there m u st b e  a  crisscrossed la y e r  
o f  v e ry  fine shavin gs; then  a  crisscrossed 
la y e r  o f h eavier shavin gs, w ith  the w ood o f  
each  succeeding la y e r  increasing propor
tio n a te ly  in  thickness. I t  w as a  fine art, 
n ot to  b e  sligh ted ; and n ever d id  such a  
scien tific foundation  b e tra y  the tru st p laced  
in  it. T h e  tou ch  o f a  m atch  sent a  roaring 
through th e  stove, and b y  th e  tim e one 
could go  to  th e  w ood b ox an d  return  even 
th e  to p  la y e r  w as b lazing.

H o p alo n g had ju st s tru ck  the m atch  
w hen the floor b oard s o f  the dinin g room  
creaked  p rotestin gly  and  B u c k  s tu ck  his 
head in  a t  the door. H e  b lin ked, yaw n ed , 
an d  ru bbed  h is eyes. T h e n  h e  fixed them  on 
th e  stove.

“  I  could  ’a ’ h ad  tw o  fires go in ’ b y  th is 
tim e,”  he rem arked w ith  before-breakfast 
frankness.

“  Y o u  shore could— if th e y  b o th  d idn ’t 
go o u t,”  replied  H o palo n g.

T h ere  sounded a  b risk  cracklin g , a  ten
tative  hiss, an d  a  grow in g roar. L it t le  puffs 
p f  b lu e  sm oke sh o t th rough  the ch in k s b e
tween lid s and  sto ve top , a n d  then th e  
warm ed ch im n ey tried  to  su ck  sto ve  and  

;a ll u p  th rou gh  th e  ro o f. H o p alo n g stood 
erect.

“  I  m igh t ’a ’ h ad  tw o fires goin ’ b y  th is  
tim e, o r  m eb b y  th ree, i f  y o u ’d  raked  o u t th ’ 
a sh es  la s t n ig h t a n ’ g o t th in gs re a d y .”

B u c k  lifted  his h ead  from  h is  dripping 
hands, b lew  resoun dingly, an d  gro p ed  for 
th e  tow el.

“ H u h !”  h e  said . T h e n  h e  m oved  to 
w a rd  the slab  o f  b aco n  and  p ick ed  u p  a  
k n ife .

“ G e t a w a y  from  th a t sm oked h a w g !”  
said  H o palo n g, grab b in g th e  slab. “  Y o u  
cu t bacon  lik e  y o u  o u g h ta  cu t steak , a n ’ 
cu t steak  lik e  y o u  ou gh ta  cu t bacon . G e t 
a  b u ck e t o f w a ter  i f  y o u ’v e  go t to do som e
th in ’. ”

“  G ettin ’ w ell r ig h t fast, a in ’t  y o u ? ”  de
m anded B u c k , senior ow ner and  forem an 
o f  the D o u b le -Y . H e  spread h is feet, 
jam m ed  his kn u ck les again st h is hips, an d  
stared  w ith  fran k  directness a t  h is com pan
ion. “  G ettin ’ r igh t b a c k  into y o re  old 
form , a in ’t  y o u ?  R eck o n  ev eryb o d y  ou gh ta  
lik e  their bacon  all dried  out, don ’t  y o u ?  
Shore, I ’ll get a  b u ck et o f  w ater, a n ’ fo r a  
couple o f  pesos, M e x , I ’ll h eave it  a ll over 
y o u ! ”

“  Y o u  a in ’t  go in ’ to  ge t n oth in ’ fo r no
b o d y ,”  retorted  H opalong, d ispensing w ith  
th e  bacon  slab. H e  reached for the b u ck et 
a n d  opened the door a t  the sam e tim e; 
an d  then turned his h ead  and  grinned a t  
R o se  P eters as she entered th e  k itch en.

“  T h a t ’s righ t, H o p alo n g; i f  it  is n ot 
too h e a v y  for y o u ,”  said  R ose, ey in g  the 
b u ck et du bio u sly. “  B u ck , the w ood box 
is  em p ty. I ’ll  h a ve  b re a k fa st rea d y  soon.”

“  C om e on, B le a r-E y e ,”  said  H o palo n g, 
grabbin g B u c k ’s  b elt. “  G e t som e w ood. 
Y o u ’ll w arm  u p  a n ’ ge t near hum an w hen 
y o u  see th a t su n .”

B u c k  shuffled a fter  h is o ld  friend, 
b lin ked  a t the risin g sun, and grunted.

“ Y o u  gim m e th a t b u ck e t,”  he ordered, 
grabb in g one side o f  the pail. “  Y o u  a in ’t  
g o t no business d ra w in ’ w ater till y o u  get 
plum b w e ll.”

H o p alo n g bridled, and  closed h is grip  on 
the o th er side o f th e  handle. T h en  h e  
y an k ed . C a u g h t m om en tarily  o ff balan ce, 
B u c k  w en t sidew ays, lost h is grip , recov
ered  his poise, and looked  w ith  disgust a t  
th e  b u ck e t sw in gin g in  h is frien d ’s hand.

“ Y o u  shouldn ’t  do th at, H o p p y ,”  he 
chided. “  A  sudden strain  lik e  th a t m igh t 
op en  u p  them  w oun ds a n ’ p u t  y o u  on  y o re  
b a c k  a ga in .”
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’  H opalong took a  q u ick  step  forw ard  a n d  
shoved h is fa ce  w ith in  a  few  inches o f his 
forem an ’s.

“  I ’m  g e ttin ’ dam n sick  o f  b e in ’ pam 
pered lik e  a  sick  p u p !”  he hissed. “ T h em  
w ounds w o n ’t open up  agin if  I  strain ed 
’em  enough to p u t you on yore b a c k . A n ’ 
i f  y o u  reckon  I ’m  still an invalid , y o u  ju st 
grab  h o lt o f  m e; th a t’s  a ll, ju st grab  h o lt! ”

“ N o w , now , n o w !”  reproved the fore
m an  earnestly. “  Y o u ’ve  been an  a w fu l sick  
m an, H o p p y .”

“  A n ’ I ’ll n ever h ear tb ’ end o f it, nei
th er, I  recko n ,”  grow led th e  oth er. “  G o 
g e t th a t fire w ood a n ’ le t m e alone.”

H e h ad  been a  s ick  m an, h overin g on  the 
edge o f the G rea t D iv id e , w ith  o n ly  h is 
steel constitution  and cast-iron  stu bborn 
ness to sa ve  him . Shot fu ll o f  holes, he h ad  
lost an alm ost fa ta l am ou n t o f  b lo od ; b u t 
b y  som e m iracle p ast un derstan ding the 
w ounds had not been in fected ; h e  h ad  been 
given  th e  best m edical treatm en t and  n urs
in g  th at it  w as possible to get, and h e  h ad  
p u lled  through b y  an  eyelash.

R e st, sun light, fresh air, and  p le n ty  o f 
nourishing food h ad  done their w o rk. E v e r y  
d a y  th a t passed now  foun d h im  m akin g sur
prising strides tow ard  h is  old-tim e fitness. 
H e  could alm ost feel th e  stren gth  return, 
and the last w eek  h ad  tem pted h im  to  
perform  grave indiscretions from  the sheer 
pride o f en ergy, an d  th e  fa c t  th a t th e y  h ad  
done him  no h arm  w as the best p roof o f 
h is condition. L ik e  m ost m en unaccustom ed 
to  d isability , he had an  ingrained contem pt 
fo r w eakness if  the w eakness w as h is ow n.

B re a k fa s t w as over, R o se w as clearing 
u p  th e  k itch en, B u c k  p aw in g around in 
th e  draw ers o f the old-fashioned w a ln u t 
desk for th e  accoun t b ook, an d  H o p alo n g 
lounged in the k itch en  door g ra v e ly  sm ok
in g  an odorous corncob p ip e, a  g ift  from  an 
adm irer in  the South.

H e  w as w atch in g a  p iebald  ch u n k o f 
equine m eanness in  the b reakin g corral, a  
horse th a t as  y e t  h ad  n ot been ridden, 
despite the several a ttem p ts to  th a t end. 
H e  w ondered h ow  he cou ld  arran ge things 
so  th a t h e  could  slip d ow n  there an d  show 
th e  p iebald  th a t it  h ad  an  en tirely  u n w ar
ran ted  idea o f its  ow n  cussedness. I t  w ould  
h a ve  to  be done w hen no one w as looking,

or the p rotestin g sq u aw k s w ould  b e  heard 
a ll the w a y  to T w in  R iver.

“  N o w  w h a t y o u  th in k  to  d o ? ”  inquired 
R ose, glan cin g o u t o f the w indow  and fo l
low in g h is g a ze  b efo re h e  could  sh ift it. 
She saw  th e  p iebald , and h ad  heard B u c k ’s 
high-pressure opinion o f  it, so she did  not 
con n ect it  w ith  H o p a lo n g ’s  thoughts. W h y  
should she conn ect it, w hen such  a  thing 
as b reak in g a  reputed m an -killer w as the 
v e ry  last id ea  th a t should  find a  w arm  w el
com e in  th a t red  h ead ? B esides, R o se had 
a lw a y s  credited  h im  w ith  h a vin g  a  lo t o f 
first-class, uncom m on sense.

“  O h , h e ’s  figgerin ’ on  b u lld o g gin ’ a 
couple o f steers,”  grow led  B u c k  from  the 
fro n t room , “  or m eb b y  b u stin ’ th a t pop- 
eyed , m an -k illin ’ p e t o f  S k in n y ’s ,”  he ad d 
ed  as an  overw helm ing broadside, n ot for a  
m om ent realizin g th a t h e  h ad  h it the n ail 
on  th e  head. “  W h e re  in  hell is th a t a c
cou n t b o o k ? ”

H o p alo n g stiffened a  little  a t  B u c k ’s  
lu c k y  shot in  th e  d ark , and glanced  a t 
R ose.

“ A h - h !”  she w hispered, h er ey es w ide 
open in am azem ent. She shook her head 
fiercely, and ca lm ly  replied  to  her peeved 
husband. “  Y o u  p u t the b o o k  on the top 
o f  the desk, so y o u  could  find it  aga in ,”  she 
said , and  turned  to  H opalong. “  Y o u  m u s’ 
n ot do t h a t ! ”  she w hispered.

H o p alo n g relaxed an d  lau gh ed  a t  B u c k ’s 
grow ls; and then leaned forw ard  to  peer 
in ten tly  a t  a  m ovin g d ot fa r o ff on the north  
ran ge, ob livious to  B u c k ’s  little  ironies.

F o r  n ea rly  h a lf a  m inute he studied  th is 
dot, and then tu rn  la z ily  in  the door.

“  H e y , B u ck ! B  etch a  th ’ cigars th at th ’ 
K id  brin gs in another prisoner before 
n ig h t.”

“  T h ere  a in ’t  no d ou b t a-ta ll now,” re
torted  B u ck , “  th a t y o ’re y o re  ow n  self 
aga in . R ose, h e ’s  shore w e ll; a n ’ b ein ’ s ick  
d id n ’t do h im  no good a-tall. Y o ’re ju s t  as 
loco as ever, y o u  S iw a sh !”

“  A fte r  t h ’ las t couple o f w eeks w ith  y o u , 
m eb b y  I ’m  a  little  locoer; b u t th ere’s  som e
b o d y  cornin’ across ou r n orth  section  th a t 
rides lik e  M esqu ite, o n ly  h e ’s  too big. I ’m 
b e ttin ’ i t ’s him , an ’ som ebody else, rid in ’ 
d ou b le.”

“  A n ’ I ’m  b e ttin ’ y o u  go t som e m ore o f
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them  h allu ceration s th at T e x  said y o u  h ad  
once b efo re ,”  grow led B u c k ; b u t h e  w a s 
stepp in g b risk ly  tow ard  the door. “  H um ! 
L o o k s like h im ; a n ’ then agin , it  don ’t . ”

D o w n  a t the b u n k  house S kin n y  T h o m p 
son stepped out o f the door an d  lo o k ed  id ly  
aroun d. F o r a  m om ent h e  ga zed  stead ily  
a t  the d ista n t new com ers and then glanced  
a t  th e  ranch house. Seeing H o p alo n g and  
B u c k  in  th e  k itch en  door, he am bled to 
w a rd  them , a  grin  on  h is  freck led  face.

“  H ere com es y o re  p et bob-cat, H o p p y ,”  
h e  called . “  L o o k s lik e  h e ’s  d raggin ’ som e
th in ’ hom e w ith  h im .”

“  W e ’ll k n o w  w ho it  is w hen it  ge ts  a  
litt le  clo ser,”  replied  B u ck .

“  C lo ser? ”  repeated S kin n y. “  W h a t ’s  th ’ 
m atter w ith  y o re  eyes?  C o in ’ b lin d? T h a t ’s 
M esqu ite, M e sq u ite ’s cayu se , a n ’ I ’m gam 
b lin ’ th a t th ’ other feller is  T o m  S h o rt.”

“  W h en  y o u  figger on  b u stin ’ th a t p ie
b ald , S k in n y ? ”  carelessly  asked  H opalong.

“  Ju st as soon as m y  b re ak fast sets 
go o d ,”  answ ered S kin n y. “  I  lo st m e a  
b re a k fa st once b y  b ein ’ in a  h u rry  to  b u st 
a  m ean ca y u se ,”  h e  explained.

T h e y  ta lked  id ly  w hile th e y  w atch ed  th e  
double riders approach, an d  it  w as n o t long 
b efo re  there rem ained n o  question  abou t 
their identities.

W hen  M e sq u ite  passed th e  corral h e  
carelessly  raised a  han d in salu tation , and 
in  a  few  m in u tes m ore pulled  u p  near th e  
k itch en  door. T h e  m an w ith  him  let loose 
6 f th e  can tle  and  slid  g ra te fu lly  to  th e  
groun d, sighing w ith  relief as  b e  arranged 
h is  w rists to  lie  m ore co m fo rta b ly  in  th e  
rope w h ich  bound them , an d  a ll th e  tim e 
rem ained su llen ly  silen t, scow ling a t the lit
tle  group. N o  on e p a id  a n y  atten tion  to  

him .
“  W h a t did  y o u  do w ith  R ed  a n ’ L a n k y ? ”  

asked B u c k  w ith  great interest, as  M es
q u ite  dism ounted. “  D id  y o u  tell ’em w h a t 

I  sa id ? ”
M esqu ite  sm iled.
“  F o rgo t a ll abou t it, lik e  I  w arn ed  y o u  

I  m ight. I  reckoned  th e y  figgered th a t 
Shanghai and h is  frien d s w ould  th in k  th ’ 
tow n  w as to o  dangerous, a n ’ ta k e  to th ’ 
h ills  to  hide o u t till th in gs go t q u ie t,”  h e  
said. “  T h e y  suggested th a t th e y  ta k e  th ’ 
open co u n try  arou n d  B ig  M o ose, a n ’ th a t

I  ta k e  th ’ tow n. S aid  th e y  know ed all 
th at co u n try  rig h t w ell, a n ’ th at I  d id n ’t;  
a n ’ th a t I  could  learn th ’ tow n a  lo t q u ick er 
th an  I  could  learn  th ’ h ills .”  H e  ch u ck led . 
“ S u ited  m e, plum b center. I  w an ted  to 
h u n t b y  m yself. T h e y  rode north  a n ’ I  
rod e w est; a n ’ this is  w h a t I  grabb ed  in  
th e  d a rk  th ’ v e ry  first n igh t I  s tru c k  th ’ 
to w n .”

A ll eyes n ow  turned  to  th e  prisoner, w ho 
w a s  u n easily  w a tch in g  H o p alo n g, th e  m an  
h e  h ad  tried  to m urder.

B u c k  looked  a t  th e  m an  w ith  little  in
terest.

“  I  go t a  frien d  o f yo u rn  p ick eted  in  an  
o ld  sh ack, w ith  P e te  W ilson  settin ’ in  fron t 
o f th ’ door,”  said th e  forem an, w ho also 
w as sheriff o f T w in  R iv e r  C o u n ty . “  W e  
don ’t  d are ta k e  him  to  tow n  for fea r  h e ’ll 
b e  ly n ch ed  som e d a rk  n igh t. C o m e over 
here, so I  can  ta k e  them  c u ttin ’ ropes off 
y o re  w rists a n ’ p u t on  som ethin ’ th a t ’ll b e  
m ore co m fo rtab le .”

S kin n y  fo rg o t h im self an d  stood erect, 
an d  bum ped h is h ead  again st th e  eaves o f 
th e  house. H e  stepp ed  from  the w all, took 
off h is  h at and  pun ched  th e  crow n  b a c k  
to  its  fu ll heigh t.

“  P ete  is a  o n e-track  m a n ,”  h e  observed, 
w rin kles o f  am usem ent p la y in g  on  his 
lea th ery  fa ce . “  Y o u  te ll P e te  a  th in g  a n ’ 
h e  forgets ev eryth in ’ else. B u c k  told  him  
th a t th ere w a s n in e b ig  b u ck sh o t in each  
barrel o f  th a t scatter  gum, a n ’ th a t if h e  
d id n ’t  se t r ig h t close to  th ’ door som e o f 
’em  w ould  scatter  so w id e  th e y ’d  m eb b y  
m iss h is m an w hen h e  fired. H e  is  to p ull 
trigger a t  th ’ first susp icious m ove.

“  W h en  P e te  g o t th ’ h an g o f B u c k ’s  r e 
m ark s b e  m oved u p  d o s e  to th ’ door, so he 
w ou ld n ’t  w aste  no lead a t  a ll. P ete  th in k s  
a  h ell o f a  lo t o f H o p p y ; a n ’ h e  fe d s  k in d a  
p u t o u t th a t w e w o u ld n ’t  le t him  go  off 
gu nn in ’ fo r  y o u  a n ’ th ’ rest o f  y o re  g a n g .”  
H e  paused a  m om ent to let h is rem arks sin k 
in, and  his vo ice  h arden ed  a  little  w hen he 
continued: “ Y o u ’r e  go in ’ in th a t sh ack. 
Y o u  a n ’ E a d e s  w ill b e  chained together. 
U n less y o u  w a n t to co llect a  couple loads 
o f  bu cksh o t a t  a b o u t a  dozen feet, y o u ’ll 
se t dam n still. F u r ’s I ’m  co m em ed , I  shore 
h op e both  o f y o u  m a k e a  b re a k .”

Buck instinctively tried the handcuffs,
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fou n d  them  secu rely  lo cked  an d  stepp ed  
b a ck , w a vin g  h is hand. S k in n y  glanced 
u p w ard, foun d th a t he w as clear o f  the 
eaves an d  sto od  erect again . H e  w aved  
a  han d tow ard  the b u n k  house.

“  S tep  righ t a long, Sh o rt; P e te ’ll b e  
tick le d  n ear to d eath  to  see y o u .”

H a v in g  sta rted  his prisoner in  the gen
eral d irection  o f  th e  w a itin g  and  cold-eyed  
P ete , S k in n y  pau sed  an d  turned.

“  K id , y o u  g o t ’em  cornin’ rap id . I  
sn ickered  a t y o u  th ’ n igh t y o u  started  o u t; 
b u t I ’m  ea tin ’ hum ble p ie  now . Y o u  can  
cou n t on m e a n y  tim e y o u  need m e; a n ’ 
I ’ll g iv e  y o u  m y  b ra n d  n ew  m outh -organ  
if  yo u  b la n k  R e d  an d  L a n k y  o n  th is m an 
h u n tin ’ .”  H e  g e n tly  scratch ed  h is h ead  and 
sw u n g aroun d to fo llow  th e  shuffling p ris
oner. “  Y e s , sir; i f  R ed  a n ’ L a n k y  m an age 
to cap tu re  one o f them  co y o tes th e y ’ll get 
so sw elled u p  th a t there ju s t  w o n ’t  b e  no 
liv in ’ w ith  ’em .”

T h e  three friends w atch ed  him  go, and 
ta lked  id ly  fo r  a  few  m inutes. T h e n  B u c k  
rem em bered th e  accoun t b o o k  and  th e  en
tries he h a d  to m ake, an d  w en t in to  the 
house.

H o p alo n g, h is eyes fixed  h u n grily  on the 
m ean p iebald  in  the corral, s tarted  tow ard  
th e  inclosure, M e sq u ite  b y  h is side. T h e y  
reached  the gate  an d  rested  their arm s on 
th e  top b ar, b oth  con ten t to  e n jo y  the 
o th er’s com p an y in silence. A fte r  aw hile 
H o p alo n g sighed and faced  h is com panion.

“  K id ,”  h e  said in a  low  vo ice  a fter  lo o k 
in g  c a re fu lly  aroun d to see th a t no one w a s 
near enough to overhear him . “  I ’m  all 
h ealed  u p  again , a n ’ g e ttin ’ p lum b fed  u p  on  
b ein ’ pam pered lik e  a  b a b y . I  been  th in k- 
in ’ a b o u t y o u  p u rty  h ard , o ff h a v in ’ a  good 
tim e ch asin ’ them  dam n am bushin ’ sk u n k s, 
w hile I  had to  set around a n ’ b e  n ursed 
plum b strong. Y o u  a in ’t  go t n d  idea w h a t 
I ’v e  been  through, k id , ever sin ce I  go t o u ta  
b e d .”

H e  sighed again  and  shook his head.
“  W h a t y o u  sa y  a bo u t w a itin ’ around 

h ere till a fter  d ark , w hen I  can  sn eak a w a y  
w ith o u t b e in ’ seen? M e  a n ’ y o u ’ll  go u p  
to  B ig  M o ose a n ’ s if t  th a t tow n  th rou gh  a  
fine-m esh sieve. W h a t y o u  th in k  o f  th at, 
h u h ? ”

Mesquite’s face softened, and then grew

h ard . H e  sh o o k  h is  h ea d  em p h atica lly  and 
replied:

“  Y o u  a in ’t r id in ’ off w ith  m e till th ’ 
doc s a y s  y o u  c a n .”

“  H o ly  m averick , k id ! I  a in ’t  seen  him  
fo r  a  couple o f  w e e k s !”

“  T h e n  y o u  b ette r  see h im  righ t soon, 
for y o u  d on ’t  go  rid in ' aroun d lo o k in ’ for 
trou ble  till y o u  get plumb w e ll.”

“  W h y , I  a in ’t  n ever been  no b etter in 
all m y  life  th a n  I  am  righ t now ! D o n ’t 
y o u  recko n  /  k n o w  w hen  I ’m  fee lin ’ all 
r ig h t? ”

“  I  k n o w  th a t y o ’re itch in ’ to  b ite  off 
m ore than  y o u  can  ch ew ,”  reported  th e  
y o u th ; “  b u t y o u  a in ’t go in ’ to  b ite  it  off 
w ith  no h elp  o f m ine. I ’m g o in ’ b a ck  to  
B ig  M oose, a n ’ I ’m go in ’ righ t soon; y o ’re 
s ta y in ’ h ere till th ’ doc turns y o u  loose.”  

“  B u t  y o u  c a n ’t  g e t Shanghai on his ow n  
ran ge w ith o u t m e, k id ,”  sa id  H o p alo n g 
earn estly. “  R ed  a n ’ L a n k y  w o n ’t g e t him ; 
b u t  I  k n o w  h ow  to .”

“  A ll  r ig h t then; I  recko n  I ’ll  h a ve  to 
ch ase him  off h is ow n  ran ge ,”  retorted  th e  
y o u th . “  I ’m  go in ’ to  g e t h im , a n ’ I  d on ’t  
care w here it  happens. A ll o f w h ich  a in ’t 
in terestin ’ y o u  none a t a ll; y o u  don ’t ride 
w ith  m e till th ’ doc sa y s y o u ' ca n .”

“  Y o u  a in ’t  trea tin ’ m e righ t, k id .”
“  I f  I  th o u gh t th a t w as true, H o p p y , I ’d 

rid e off a n ’ n ever com e b ack . T h e re  a in ’t 
n o  m an on earth  th a t I ’d rath er be w ith  
r id in ’ into B ig  M oose, or a n y  p lace else,, 
th an  y o u . I  w a n t to g e t th ’ o th er tw o 
co y o tes  a n ’ clean th ’ slate; b u t if  y o u  w an t 
m e to s ta y  here w ith  y o u  I ’ll le t ’em slide, 
a n ’ ta k e  a  chan ce on  g e ttin ’ ’em  later. B u t 
y o u  c a n ’t go w ith  m e to -d a y .”

H o p a lo n g  looked  a t the suspicious p ie
b a ld  and  g ra v e ly  w in ked  one eye. H e 
dragged  h is arm s from  the ga te  bar, 
slouched  d e jec te d ly  and  started  s lo w ly  to 
w ard  the b u n k  house.

“  A ll righ t, k id ,”  he said  in  w e a ry  resig
n ation. “  I  recko n  I  go t to p la y  b a b y  
a w h ile  longer. C om e on ; I  ge t tired  stand- 
in ’ u p  so lo n g ,”  an d  th is tim e h e  w in ked  a t 
th e  b u n k  house door.

“ W h a t’d  I  tell y o u ? ”  dem anded M e s
q u ite . “ I f  y o u  ge t tired  lea n in ’ against 
th ’ corral, w h a t w o u ld  happen  to  y o u  if  
y o u  tried  to  r id e  u p  to B ig  M oose, w ith  a
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figh t w aitin g  fo r -y o u , m eb b y, if  y o u  go t 
th ere?”

“  M e b b y  y o ’re  right, b u t I  shore h a te  to 
adm it i t ,”  grow led H o palo n g. “  W hen  y o u  
figgerin ’ on go in ’ b a c k  u p  th e re ? ”  h e  asked, 
know in g th at his com panion h ad  gone w ith 
o u t sleep for a  lon g tim e.

“  A fte r  I  ge t som e re st,”  answ ered M e s
quite. “  I ’ll turn in till noon, get som e
th in ’ to  eat a n ’ p ull o u t righ t a fte r .”  

H o p alo n g nodded an d  turned tow ard  the 
k itch en , w here th e  co o k  w as m akin g a  din 
w ith  dishes a n d  vo ice .

“ I ’ll  sto p  som e o f th a t dam n noise for 
y o u ,”  he said. “  Y o u  ta k e  m y  bunk if  y o u  
w an t. W a it  till I  c lear i t  off fo r  y o u .”  

H e  rem oved th e  b elt, gu n  an d  sad d le 
w hich  covered  th e  bed , grow lin g a b o u t the 
m an w ho h a d  p u t  them  there. H e  carried  
th e  saddle to the door and p laced  it  close 
to  the w all, w here S k in n y  w ould trip  over it  
if  h e  follow ed his usual h a b it o f sw in ging 
on  the door casin g and shooting him self 
along the w a ll to h is bu n k. T h e  b e lt he 
slung around him  an d bu ck led  loosely.

I t  w as M e sq u ite ’s  b e lt and M e sq u ite ’s  
gu n. H is  gaze settled  on  the b elts  and  
gu ns w hich h is y o u n g  friend w a s h anging 
on their pegs,- and  h is ey es shone a  little .

“  H o w  y o u  lik e  th a t pair, k id ? ”  
M esqu ite  flushed from  p rid e and sm iled. 
“  F irs t rate, H o p p y ,”  he answ ered. “  I  

w a s n ever so proud in a ll m y  life  as w hen  
y o u  le t m e k n o w  th a t y o u  w as len d in ’ ’em 
to  m e. W h e n  y o u  w a n t ’em  b a ck  again , 

ju s t  sa y  th ’ w o rd .”
“  I  loaned ’em  to  y o u  to ge t them  fellers 

w ith , k id . W h en  y o u ’v e  g o t ’em  all y o u  
can  g iv e  th ’ gu n s b a c k  to  m e. Y o ’re  th ’ 
o n ly  m an th a t ever w ore ’em , excep t m e.”  
H e  looked  around th e  room , did n o t see 
w h a t he sought and again  started  tow ard  
th e  g a lle y . “  T u r n  in  now . I ’ll ch oke th ’ 
cook, an ’ go o u t an ’ set w ith  P ete , a n ’ 
h elp  h im  w a tch  th ’ prison ers.”

P e te  w a s g lad  to  see him , b u t did n o t 
ta k e  his eyes from  the tw o  m en sittin g  in  
th e  sh ack, excep t fo r  on e q u ic k  glance.

P ete  W ilson  w as a  litt le  slow -w itted, b u t 
h e  w a s d o gged ly  fa ith fu l to H o palo n g. In  
h is  ey es H o p alo n g w as th e  greatest m an 
th a t ever h ad  lived , and  a  m an  w ho could  
do no w ron g, A  con ten ted  grin  slid  across
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the sen try ’s fa ce  and  h e  sh ifted  his cu d  
to th e  oth er cheek.

“  I  been so rta  h an k erin ’ fo r ’em  to  m ake 
a  b re a k ,”  said P ete , p a ttin g  the ten-gauge 
affection ately. “  G o t two barrels here, one 
fo r each  o f  ’em ; b u t bu ck sh o t a in ’t  h a rd ly  
b ig  enough. I  w an ted  B u c k  to lem m e load  
her w ith  p isto l b u llets; b u t  he said  these 
here w as b ig  en ough.”

“  S ingle b a ll w ould  ’a ’ been b e tte r,”  said  
H o p alo n g g ra v e ly , as h e  sat dow n on th e  
ground and tu ck ed  h is legs under him .

“  B y  g o s h !”  sa id  P ete  w ith  keen interest. 
“  T h a t ’s  righ t! G e t m e a  couple sh ells  w ith  
th em .”

“  A in ’t  g o t n one.”

P e te  shook h is h ead  sa d ly  an d  chew ed in 
q u ie t reflection.

“  W h e re ’d  S k in n y  g o ? ”
“  R o u n d  to  b u st th a t p iebald . Y o u ’l l  

h ear it  p u rty  soon.”
“  T h em  fellers in there g o t a n y  w a ter  

a n ’ g ru b ? ”  asked  H o p alo n g, g la d  th a t the 
p estiferous S k in n y  w as go in g to  b e  v e ry  
b u sy  for the n ex t fe w  m inutes.

“  Y e a h , th e y  h a ve ; b u t th e y  been so rta  
leery  a b o u t reach in ’ fo r i t ,”  exp lained  P ete , 
c a re fu lly  sh iftin g  th e  double-barrel. B o th  
ham m ers w ere a t  fu ll co ck , an d  th is fa c t  
seem ed to be o f intense interest to  the m en 
in  the shack.

“  T u r n  th a t lead  sp ra ye r a  litt le  to  th ’ 
le ft , a n ’ le t  ’em d rin k  a n ’ e a t ,”  ordered 
H o p alo n g, a lso  interested  in  th e  co ck e d  
ham m ers. P e te  h an dled  w eapo n s w ith  th a t 
n on ch alan t carelessness w h ich  a lw a y s  in
trigues th e  in terest o f  ev e ry  one w ith in  
range.

“  P e te ,”  sa id  H o p alo n g in surprise, a s  h e  
gazed  a t  th e  b e lts  slung aroun d the g u a rd ’s 
w aist, “  w h a t y o u  w earin ’ tw o  gu n s for?  
A in ’t  one gu n  a n ’ th a t th ere ten -gau ge 
enough fo r w a tch in ’ a  co u p le  o f  m en th a t 
are  handcuffed  to g eth er? ”

“  W ell, I  ju s t  p u t ’em on  in  case I  needed 
’em ,”  answ ered P ete , grin n in g ch eerfu lly .

“  T h e re ’s  one o f  ’em  y o u  d o n ’t  need n ear 
a s  m uch as I ’m  go in ’ to ,”  said  H o p alo n g. 
“  W h e re ’d  y o u  ge t th a t ex tra  o n e?”

“ I t ’s one th a t B u c k  to o k  off th a t g a n g  
th a t M e sq u ite  rounded  u p  in T w in  R iv e r. 
W a n t i t ? ”

“  R e ck o n  I  d o ,”  answ ered H o palo n g,

7 A
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draw ing the w eap o n  from  its  holster and 
balan cin g it  in  h is hand. “  W h y , th is is  
a  dead ringer for m y  ow n guns. F ee ls  r igh t 
n atu ral. G im m e t h ’ b e lt till I  see h ow  she 
h an g s.”

H e rem oved it  an d  then  slung it  aroun d 
h is ow n w aist as  h e  stood up, let o u t tw o  
m ore holes in  th e  strap  and  p a tted  it  to  a  
com fortable  fit.

“  F ee ls  r ig h t good again , w earin ’ tw o  
guns. P ete , I  w a n t y o u  to do som ethin ’ 
fo r  me, a n ’ k eep  y o re  m outh  tig h t shut 
abou t it. M e sq u ite ’s  rid in ’ a w a y  close a fter  
dinner. I  w a n t y o u  to go o u t a n ’ w ran gle 
m e m y  b est cayu se, an ’ p ic k e t it  in  a  h o l
lo w  or draw  w here I  can  find it  r ig h t h a n d y . 
Y o u  do it  betw een  n ow  a n ’ noon, a n ’ I ’l l  
s it  here w ith  th a t sh o tgu n  a n ’ h old  these 
fellers dow n .”

“  B u t  B u c k  said  fo r  m e to s ta y  r ig h t 
h ere ,”  p rotested  P e te  as  a  m atter o f d u ty .

“  Y o u  gim m e th a t shotgun, go u p  a n ’ 
te ll B u c k  th a t I ’m  ta k in ’ y o re  p la ce  w hile 
y o u  rid e around a n ’ lim ber u p  for a  co u p le  
o f  hours; b u t d on ’t  y o u  sa y  w h y  I ’m  re
lie v in ’ y o u . T h e n  com e b a ck  here, g e t 
th ese C o lts  a n ’ m y  Sharps, a n ’ ta k e  ’em  
w ith  y o u  a n ’ lea ve  ’em  near th ’ cay u se .”

P e te  surrendered the double-barreled  
w eapo n  and w alk ed  to h is horse, p ick eted  
n ea r the k itch en ; an d  w hen h e  returned 
a  few  m inutes later h e  co llected  the gu ns 
a n d  w en t on h is w a y . T w o  hours passed 
a n d  then  h e  rode u p  again , dism ounted and  
h eld  o u t h is h an d  fo r th e  shotgun. O n ce 
again  seated  in  fro n t o f  the door, he 
ch u ck led  an d  leaned closer to  h is friend, 
te llin g w here he h a d  le ft  th e  horse, an d  
addin g th a t he h ad  ridden  it  “  a  m ite  ”  to  
ta k e  th e  edge off its  m eanness, in  case 
H o p akm g m ight n ot h a v e  recovered enough 
to  exert his fu ll strength.

N o o n  cam e and passed, an d  M esq u ite  
roped  a  fresh horse in  the little  corral an d  
m ade rea d y  to dep art. H e  sm iled sym 
p a th e tica lly  a t the w istfu l expression on 
h is  frien d ’s face , m ade a  couple o f foolish 
rem arks to  h id e h is ow n  feelings an d  loped 
n orthw ard  in  th e  general direction  o f  B ig  
M oose.

H o p alo n g w atch ed  him  u n til h e  h a d  
shrunk to  a  p in  point, and  th en  w andered 
o u t to th e  sam e corral, h is e y e s  on  an o ld  
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m are. T h is  anim al h a d  lo n g sin ce lo st its  
sp eed  and  stam ina, and  w a s p ra ctic a lly  a  
pensioner. I t  seldom  fa ile d  to insist on  
ge ttin g  rounded fiip w ith  th e  sad d le  horses, 
a fte r  a  p itifu l show  o f independence, an d  
could  n o t b e  k e p t o u t o f  the c a v iy a  w ith 
o u t considerable effort.

E v e r y  m ornin g it  w a s co llected  w ith  the 
others, driven  in to  th e  h orse corral an d  
tu rn ed  out a ga in  e v e ry  evening. D a y  a fte r  
d a y  i t  w en t th rou gh  th is perfo rm an ce, w a s 
sw orn a t b y  th e  w ran glers in  tu rn , w h o  
secretly  h a d  a  deal o f  affection  fo r  it, an d  
o n ce  in  aw h ile  som e grin n in g p u n ch er w ou ld  
th ro w  a  sad d le  on  its  o ld  b a c k  an d  p re
ten d  to  b e  h a lf  scared to  d ea th  d u rin g th e  
sham  p itch in g  w h ich  ensued.

U p  a t th e  ran ch  house B u c k  P ete rs  
peered through a  w in d o w  an d  saw  th e  con
va lescen t w a n d er to w ard  th e  co rra l. T h e  
ro p e in  H o p a lo n g ’s  h an d  arou sed  a  surpris
in g  am ount o f  susp icion  in  th e  forem an ’s 
m in d ; b u t i t  d isappeared , an d  a  grin  passed 
o v er  B u c k ’s  fa ce  as  h e  sa w  th e  rop e settle  
o v e r  th e  h ea d  o f th e  o ld  pensioner. H e  
grin n ed  still m ore w h en  H o p a lo n g  led  th e  
o ld  tim er to th e  b u n k  house a n d  p u t a  sad
d le  o n  it. W h e n  H o p a lo n g  m oun ted  and 
rod e slo w ly  to w a rd  the ranch house B u c k  
d rew  b a c k  from  th e  w indow  an d  w andered  
to  th e  door.

“ H e llo !”  h e  said  in  sim u lated  surprise 
a s  H o p a lo n g  d rew  u p . “ Y o u  m ust b e  
fee lin ’ p u r ty  stro n g to  ta k e  a  ch an ce  o n  
th a t m an -k iller.”

H o p a lo n g  grinn ed foo lish ly .
“  H onest, B u c k ,”  h e  replied , “  i t ’s  b een  

so lo n g since I  sat a  sad d le th a t I  ju s t  h as 
to  g e t th ’ feel o f  it  a g a in .”  H e  p a tte d  
th e  scra w n y  n eck , an d  then  thu m b ed  it, 
and  pretended to  b e  frigh ten ed  b y  th e  
sudden  show  o f  anger. “  B a d  cayu se, 
B u ck , p lu m b  b a d .”

“  A in ’t  n one w orse, I  reck o n ,”  ch u ck led  
B u c k , w hose ey es h a d  taken  in  th e  em p ty  
rifle  scab b ard  an d  the to tal la c k  o f  gun  
b e lts  an d  C o lts. “  L o o k  o u t d ie  d o n ’t  b u st 
in  a  couple o f  r ib s  fo r  y o u . W h ere  y o u  
g o in ’ ? ”

“  F ig g erin ’ on  dash in ’ u p  to  B ig  M o ose 
a n ’ shootin ’ u p  th ’ to w n ,”  answ ered FIop- 
a lo n g , grinning.

B u c k  d o u b ted  i f  th e  o ld  m a re  co u ld
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c a rry  h is friend to B ig  M o o se  in tw o d ays, 
and again  the la ck  o f w eapons reassured 
him . H o p alo n g w ould  n ot ride v e ry  far.

“  I f  y o u  run acrost R ed  a n ’ L a n k y , tell 
’em to  get th ’ hell o u t -of there a n ’ com e 
b a c k  here, w here th ere ’s p le n ty  o f  real w ork 
w a itin ’ fo r ’em .”

“  I ’ll do th a t v e ry  th in g ,”  replied H o p 
along, grinning again.

“  I  a in ’t go t no tim e to w aste  stan din ’ 
here foo lin ’ w ith  y o u ,”  grow led B u ck , his 
m ind on the a cco u n t book. “  R eckon  a  
little  ride w ill b e  a  r igh t good th in g for 
y o u . T a k e  som e o f  th ’ m eanness ou ta  yo u , 
m e b b y .”

“  T h en  y o u  b ette r  stradd le  a  cayu se  a n ’ 
rid e w ith  m e,”  retorted  H opalong. “  A ll 
t h ’ sam e, B u ck , y o u  a in ’t  go t no idea h ow  
good a  saddle fee ls.”

“  W a n t to borrow  m y  g u n ? ”
“  G o t a  better one o f  m y  ow n a n y  tim e 

I  w a n t to  ca rry  it ,”  retorted  H opalong. 
“  D o n ’t  h a rd ly  believe I ’ll run  u p  a g ’in ’ 
no w ild  In ju n s. W h o ’s  r id in ’ th ’ north  
range to -d a y ? ”

“  B illy . H e ’s rid in ’ i t  i f  h e  a in ’t  asleep 
in  th ’ shade o f h is ca y u se .”

H o p alo n g w heeled the m are and  urged it  

forw ard.
“  So lo n g ,”  he called.
“  So lo n g ,”  gru n ted  B u ck , and turned 

b a c k  into th e  house to  tell h is w ife  th a t 
H o p alo n g h ad  m ore sense than h e  had sus
p ected , and  th a t he seem ed tickled  h a lf 
to  death  to  feel a  saddle under him  again.

H o p alo n g rode north, fo llow in g slo w ly  
on  M esq u ite ’s tra il; b u t several m iles from  
th e  b u n k  house h e  tu rn ed  aside, follow ed 
dow n a  dry-w ash, and  a fter  a  few  m iles 
m ore he dism ounted n ear a  high -strun g 
horse w hich h ad  fo u gh t P ete  w ith  unbound
ed  enthusiasm , an d  w hich  now  eyed the 
new com er susp iciously. T e n  m inutes later 
H o p alo n g C assidy , astride a  real horse, w ith  
h is rifle in its  sheath  and tw o  gun  belts 
sagging h e a v ily  from  his hips, rode n orth
w a rd  again, d riv in g  b efore him  a  docile old  
m are w hose gentle g a it m ade h im  sw ear 
fre tfu lly .

I I .

T he few lights of Big Moose spotted the 
dark with pin points of sickly yellow, and

M esq u ite  paused on  the brow  o f a  h ill to 
lo o k  dow n upon them  b efo re ta k in g  the 
slope. A s  h e  stared  dow n on the tow n he 
th o u gh t sa d ly  o f H o p alo n g’s  desire to be 
w ith  him , an d  determ ined to get through 
w ith  his tasks as soon as possible. H e h ad  
w asted  p a rt o f the aftern o on  in  order th a t 
h e  w ould  not reach the tow n b efore dark, 
an d  now  h e w as eager to p u t m atters to 
the test.

O n  the old w agon  road several m iles east 
o f  th e  tow n a  horsem an rode a t a  lope 
through the darkness, bound for B ig  M oose 
an d  w h atever m ight aw ait him  there. H e  
kn ew  the tow n w ell, fa r  b etter than  did 
th e  m an he w as fo llow in g; and he p re tty  
w ell kn ew  m ost o f the perm anent in h ab
itants.

M o re freq u en tly  now  h e w as sh iftin g his 
position  in the saddle, restin g one set o f 
m uscles b y  throw in g the strain  on  others; 
stu b b o rn ly  refusin g to adm it how  tired he 
w as, and try in g  to  ignore th e  ph ysica l 
w eakness w hich tau n ted  the strength o f his 
sp irit. H a vin g  gone th is far, he w ould not 
q u it u n til h e  had accom plished h is purpose, 
an d  so h e  sh ifted  again  and set his ja w s 
and  pushed ste ad ily  onw ard.

A fte r  w h a t seem ed to b e  an  interm inable 
length o f tim e th is rider reached  th e  top 
o f  a  h ill south o f  B ig  M o ose and  d rew  up, 
sw a yin g  a  little . H e  rested w hile h is gaze 
passed over th e  d ark  collection  o f  sh acks 
below  him , pausin g here and there as ligh ts 
held his atten tion .

H e  ached all over, and his arm s seem ed 
to b e  m ade o f lead. A fte r  a  few  m inutes 
h e  dism ounted, tied  the horse to a  stunted 
tree, and started  dow n th e  slope, stum bling 
a  little  now  an d  then.

W h en  h a lfw a y  to th e  b o tto m  he stopped 
to  rest, and a  han d dropped to a  gu n  b elt 
as  the hoo t o f  an  ow l sounded from  the 
opposite edge o f  the tow n. T h e  c ry  w as 
v e ry  w ell done* b u t to  his ears it  sounded 
suspicious. H is  life  had been crow ded b y  
m a n y experiences w hich  h a d  taugh t him  not 
to  tak e  th in gs a t  their fa ce  va lu e. T h e  
saloon w as now  o f  secon dary interest, and 
h e  pushed on through the d ark , as  stra igh t 
a s  he could go  tow ard  the p lace w hen ce th a t 
h o o t had sounded. I f  it  w as a  w arn ing sig
n al, it  h ad  n o t been given  abou t him , since
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it  w as too  fa r  a w a y ; b u t he could, guess 
w hom  it  m igh t concern.

M esq u ite  w as m ovin g in the darkness in  
the general d irection  o f  the saloon w hich 
h ad  proved to b e  so interesting on  h is 
form er visit. In  his haste to get th e  w o rk  
over w ith , he w as n ot as  cautious as he 
m igh t h a ve  been, and  the hoo t passed a l
m ost unnoticed.

B efo re  him  la y  the littered  square in  
fro n t o f the saloon, w hich  w as foolish  to  
cross from  th at direction. H e  w orked  
around th is open space and  then  ap 
proached the build in g from  th e  north, a n d  
tried to  find a  serviceable cra ck  am ong the 
scores of them  in the flim sy shade w h ich  
b lo ck ed  the w indow  in  the w a ll on th a t 
side of the build in g.

T h e re  w ere cra ck s enough to  le t  a  glow  
o f  radiance through, w here the sizin g h ad  
been abrad ed  b y  y ea rs o f service; b u t n ot 
one of them  w as w id e  enough or open 
enough to give him  a  glim pse o f w h at la y  
behind. H e did  not realize  h o w  v iv id ly  
he w as outlined again st th a t lum inous y e l
low  square, h ow  p la in ly  h e  w as silhouetted  
to  a  keen -eyed  w atch er.

T h e  rin gin g n otes o f a  d istan t w hippoor
w ill m ade no im pression on h is conscious
ness, and a fter a  m om ent h e  slipp ed  alo n g 
the w all, turned the corner, an d  stopped 
beside th e  rear door, h is h an d  cau tio u sly  
fee lin g  fo r the la tch . S lo w ly  h e  m oved it, 
rea d y  to surge again st th e  p lan k s an d  send 
them  sw inging inw ard  w hen  the b ar w as 
free.

H e h ad  no w a y  o f k n o w in g  th a t th in gs 
h ad  happened sw iftly  in  th a t room ; th a t 
the first hoo t o f  the ow l h ad  sen t a  dozen 
m en scu rry in g  to agreed-upon positions, 
h a lf o f them  w atch in g th e  fro n t door, th e  
other h a lf the rear. W ith  th e  sounding o f  
th e  w hippoorw ill a ll ey es h ad  focused on  
th e  rear entrance a n d  now  w ere in ten tly  
w atch in g the alm ost im percep tible rising o f  
the latch  and its  hom e-m ade bar.

N eith er d id  he, n or th e y , kn ow  th a t th e  
ow l w ould  h o o t n o  m ore th a t n ig h t; th a t 
the w hippoorw ill h ad  fe lt  a  gun  b u tt crash 
again st its  h ead  an d  w as n ow  bound and 
gagged. N eith e r  he, n or th e y , kn ew  th a t 
an  alm ost exhausted  m an w a s dragging 
h im self tow ard  th e  littered  square, desper

a te ly  eager to  get to the fron t door o f  th a t 
saloon.

M esqu ite, the la tch  raised as high as it  
w ould  go, hurled  him self again st the door 
an d  sent it  c ra d lin g  b a ck  again st the inner 
w all, fo llow in g i t  lik e  a n  a n g ry  cat, b o th  
gu n s b reast h igh  and balanced  for action. 
T h e n  the ligh t w as b lo tted  o u t, he foun d 
him self h a lf suffocated  in th e  fo ld s o f a  
b la n k e t, h is gu ns torn and  kn ocked  from  
h is hands, an d  h e  w as figh tin g fo r h is life  
in  a  sn arling p a ck  o f  thieves.

T h e  hands on  throats, w rists an d  an kles 
w ere too m a n y ; an d  th e  rope w hich bound 
him , coil a fte r  co il, m ade him  helpless. 
M e rc ifu lly  th e  b la n k e t h a d  been torn  in  
the struggle, else he w ould  h a v e  d ied  from  
suffocation.

R e a liz in g  th a t he w a s o n ly  w earin g him 
se lf out and  th a t he m igh t need a ll h is 
stren gth  la ter  on, he ceased to stru ggle  an d  
la y  in ertly  again st th e  w all.

F o x y  Joe, h is righ t h an d  again st th e  side 
o f  h is fa ce  w here a  bu lle t h a d  le ft a  b lo od y 
fu rrow , turned fu rio u sly  to  th e  m an w hose 
p lan  h ad  been carried  out.

“  I t ’s all dam n nonsense, ta k in ’ th a t p u p  
prisoner! ”  h e  snapped a n g rily . “  W e  cou ld  
ju s t as w ell ’a ’ riddled  h im  w hen th ’ door 
opened a n ’ saved  ourselves a  lo t o f trouble. 
L o o k it w h a t /  go t, a n ’ a ll fo r n oth in ’,”  he 
continued.

“  A n ’ m ade signs o f  a  k illin ’ for them  
dam n pun chers to  see ? ”  grow led the b a r
tender. “  T h e y ’ll b e  u p  here, e v e ry  dam n 
one o f ’em , w hen th e y  find h e ’s  m issin ’. 
A n ’ I ’ll' b e  th ’ one th a t ’ll h a ve  to  answ er 
th e ir  questions. T o o  b a d  th a t b u lle t d id n ’t  
go  a  couple o f  inches m ore to  th e  r ig h t!”

“ T h a t  s o ? ”  snapped F o x y  Joe.
“  T h e re  a in ’t  no use sta rtin ’ a  ro w ,”  

u rged  another. “  P u t  him  on a  hoss a n ’ get 
it  over w ith .”

“  W h ere  y o u  ta k in ’ h im ? ”
A n y  p lace  o u t in  th ’ bru sh  fa r  enough 

w est o f  to w n .”
T h e  exhausted  m an outside w a s crossing 

th e  square, staggerin g and resting, craw l
in g  and  resting, stirred  to  fren zy  b y  the 
sounds o f the shots. H e  rested again , grit
ted  h is teeth, and w ent on a  few  y ard s, h is 
eyes fixed v e n g efu lly  on th a t door. L e t  h im  
reach th a t and touch its  latch , an d  he w ould
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show  w h a t p rice  w as p a id  fo r  k illin g  a  
frien d  o f the D o u b le -Y . 

f “  G et a  ru stle  o n ,”  said  th e  bartender 
an xiou sly . “  A s  soon as y o u  shoot him , 
scatter  fa r  a n ’ w ide, an ’ w atch  out w h at 
k in d  o f track s y o u  leave. H e ll’s go in ’ to 
b u st loose u p  here, shore a s  sh o otin ’ ! ”  
H e  stepped forw ard  to oversee th e  handling 
o f  the prisoner, and  h e  did  n ot catch  the 
slow  an d  silen t m ovem ent o f the fron t door; 
d id  n o t see the cra ck  slo w ly  w idening. 
“ C om e on! M o ve  liv e ly ! A in ’t y o u  got 
no— ”

“  H a n ’s u p ! ”  cam e a  low , snarled order, 
w hereat the trussed an d  bundled m an a t 
th e  base o f  the w all started  to struggle fu 
rio u sly  and to shout.

T h e  answ ering m ovem ents w ere sp as
m odic, some o f the postures rid iculous and 
contorted. F o x y  Joe turned as w h ite  as his 
d irty  fa ce  w ould  perm it, and seem ed to h ave 
tro u b le  w ith  h is b reathin g. T h e  bartender 
in stin ctive ly  reached tow ard  his belt, and 
h is w hole upper b o d y  follow ed th e  dow n
w ard  sw in g o f  his arm , to  crash on the floor 
and slow ly  straighten.

T h ro u g h  the sm oke sw irlin g around 
th e  door the startled  crow d  saw  a  m an 
leanin g again st th e  sill for support, one 
k n ee on  the floor. H is  face w as w orkin g 
w ith  rage, w h ich  now  began  to lessen as th e  
m eaning o f  the stru gglin g  figure near the 
w all d rifted  through his consciousness: 
M e sq u ite  w as n o t dead. T h e  n ew com er’s 
elbow s w ere fa st a gain st h is sides, to  seek 
w h a t sup port th e y  could  ob ta in ; and, as 
th o u gh  th is w as n o t enough, the arm s 
m oved u n til th e  w rists rested again st th e  
hips. In  each  h an d  w as a  C o lt, both  w a b 

b lin g  a  little .
F irs t  am on g th e  crow d  to sense th e  sig

nificance o f  th a t huddled posture, those 
hip-steadied  w rists and  th e  w averin g  guns 
w a s F o x y  Joe, w ho believed  th a t another 
fe w  seconds w ould  find  him  dead. H is  w ell- 
foun ded  fear o f  th a t gunm an w a s overcom e 
b y  the desperate situ ation  in w hich  he 
foun d h im self and  th e  signs as  h e  read 
them ; and  th e  rage and  fear o f  a  cornered 

w o lf H a zed  in  h is  eyes.
In  a  ju m p  h e h ad  gained the shelter o f 

a  r ig id ly  erect friend, an d  th u s b u lw arked  
reached fo r h is gu n; b u t  as h is  elbow

flashed o u t p ast th e  barrier another roar 
filled  the room  an d w as echoed  b y  a  shriek. 
T h e  sho ck of th e  h e a v y  bu lle t spun Joe 
sid ew ays and he grabbed  th e  fa llin g  gun  
w ith  h is other hand.

A n oth er roar from  th e  door drove him  
back w ard  in a  stum ble. H e  dropped his 
gun  and leaped tow ard the w indow , d ivin g 
a t  it  head first, careless alike o f glass or 
sash. H e stru ck  it  a live  as another shot 
crashed  out, and  he w as dead before his 
feet flashed through the ragged opening. 
A  sh a k y  laugh  cam e from  the sagging m an 
in the door, an d  there w as n ot a  hand in 
the room that w as low er than straining m us
cles could hold  it.

“  U n tie h im ,”  said H opalong, figh tin g 
w ith  all h is w ill to  keep  h is consciousness 
u n til M esqu ite  w as free to  dom inate the 
situation. “ U n tie— him , dam n— y o u ! ”  he 
grated.

T h e  com m and w as q u ic k ly  a lth ou gh  
som ew hat b u n g lin g ly  obeyed, and M e s
q u ite, aflam e w ith  rage, leaped to h is feet 
and  kn ocked  dow n th e  tw o m en nearest 
to  him ; and then, controlling h im self, 
h a stily  disarm ed th e  un resisting crow d. 
H e  seem ed to be g re a tly  interested in the 
w eapons as he handled them , and his 
frow n  increased until he chanced to glan ce 
a t  the bar. T w o  w orn and  b attered  C olts 
la y  on it, and w hen h is eager h an d s closed 
on  them  h is ex u lta n t lau gh  rang o u t lo u d ly  
and  clearly.

“  A ll right, H o p p y ! ”  h e  shouted. “  I  
go t ’e m !”

H e b alanced  the w eapons in h is itch in g 
hands and searched th e  line for an excuse 
to  use them ; b u t none offered, and he 
b ack ed  the cow ed crow d against a  w all.

T h e  m an in  the door w as now  dow n on 
both  knees, an d  his tw o gu ns sagged alm ost 
to the floor. H e  sw ayed  a  litt le  and stiff
ened, and sm iled reassurin gly a t  h is  sud
d en ly  anxious an d  un derstan ding friend.

“ I ’m all right, K id ,”  h e  said . “  J u st a  
little  tired, th a t ’s a ll, Ju st a  little  tired, 
a n ’ m ad as all h e ll.”  H e  paused  a  m om ent, 
an d  continued: “  S trin g  a  rope through t h ’ 
trigger gu ards o f  them  guns, a n ’ w e ’ll get 
o u ta  h ere .”  A g ain  he paused. “  T i l l  to 
m orrow , K id ; till to-m orrow .”

In  a  few  m om ents M esq u ite  threw  the
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rope over his shoulder, sagging a  little  from  
its w eight, w alk ed  b risk ly  to the fro n t door, 
slipped an  arm  un der one o f  H o p alo n g’s, 
and then faced  the crow d again  as h is friend 
sheathed his guns.

“  I ’ll rem em ber ev ery  fa ce  in  th is room ,”  
h e  snarled. “  T o-m orro w  w e com e b ack  
again, a n ’ w e com e a  shootin ’ ; a n ’ for a  
lead  dollar I ’d sta rt th ’ shootin ’ n o w !”

T h e  crow d rem ained silent, n o t being 
able to th in k  o f an y th in g  to  sa y . I t  
w atch ed  th e  tw o  pun chers fa d e  o u t o f 
the little  square o f lam p ligh t on  th e  grounds 
outside and listen ed  to  th e  slow  fo o tstep s

d y in g  out across the square. P erh ap s in its  
co llective  m ind it  saw  a  hard-rid in g ou tfit 
poundin g n o rth w estw ard ly  through th e  
n igh t i som ew here on th e  T w in  R iv e r-B ig  
M o o se  trail— an o u tfit k eyed  to vengeance,

“ --------------- ! ” ' said a  voiee, b reak in g  the
tense an d  pun ishin g silen ce; and  w ith  th e  
sound o f th a t curse th e  crow d  cam e to  life . 
I t  stirred, it  leaped, and  b y  three ex its  
sought the info ld in g s a fe ty  o f  the shelter
in g  n ig h t and th e  added  sa fe ty  w h ich  
horses and grow in g distance m igh t p ro vide.

H o p alo n g C a ssid y  h ad  n o t q u ite  b itten  
o ff m ore than  h e  cou ld  chew .

T H E  E N D  O F  N o . I t

NEXT WEEK: “ FOX versus FOX.”

XJ V u

SWIMMIN9 IN THE BRANDYWINE
/~ *O M E  on in, th e  w a te r ’s fine;

P u t y o u r clothes righ t there w ith  m ine.
N o th in ’ lik e  o ld  sum m er tim e 
’N ’ sw im m in’ in the B ran d yw in e,

See th a t sunfish d art a w a y ,
L is ’en to th a t o ld  b lue ja y ;
T h e re ’s a  crow  a  ca llin ’, too.
G ee! b u t I  lik e  June— d on ’t y o u ?

L o o k  out, B ill!  I ’ll d ive in first.
G osh! I  th o ’t  m y  l u n g s ’d b u rst.
Sum pin ’ sw um  again st m y  heel;
W onder i f  i t  w u z  an eel?

V'

W ish  those clouds w ould  b lo w  a w a y ;
Seem s th e y  h ate  a  sun ny d a y  
’N ’ are a lw a y s  try in ’ to 
G et b etw een  th e  sun ’n ’ yo u .

B e t I ’ll b ea t y o u  g e ttin ’ dressed;'
G lad  these sto ck in ’s  a in ’t m y  b esf5 
N e v e r  m ind abou t y o u r  hair,
I  to ld  m a V  she d on ’t  care.

H u rry  u p  or y o u  ’n ’ I
A r e  goin ’ .to  m iss th at ch erry  pie.
S u re ly  does m ake m e feel fine,
Sw im m in ’ in the B ran d yw in e.

Marvin Wesley BUderback.



By DON WATERS

W H A T  H A S  O C C U R R E D  I N  P A R T S  I  A N D  I I

ZEB W HITE, a farm youth, gets a job firing a locomotive through the influence of Jim Brown, 
a railroader, His visions for an engineer's berth give him hopes that he may win the hand of 
“ Itchy-Witchy,” a farmer’s daughter, so called on account of her peculiar name inherited from her 

Welsh forbears. He takes Jim’s place one day while Jim is sleeping off the effects of liquor, and the 
train is wrecked. Zeb is injured, but finally recovers and returns to duty. He feels that he is mak
ing progress with Itchy-Witchy, but his home conditions worry him. His father has been caught 
moonshining and sent to jail. His mother and sisters, mountain-bred, mistrust the city where he 
has brought them to live, and return to the mountains, Zeb risks his life once more for his old friend 
Jim Brown— this time to save his job as well as his life, for Jim, raised to be an engineer, all but 
lets his boiler blow up through negligence. Zeb rakes the fire and before the superintendent next day 
takes the blame lo r the burned boiler. He fears that his railroad career is over.

C H A P T E R  X V . ( Continued)

FOR A FRIEND.

A S I L E N C E , strained and tense, fo l
low ed h is w ords. H e  stared de
fia n tly  from  one to the other o f  

th e  am azed  faces before him . H is  heart 
fe lt  as h e a v y  as lead , and y e t  he stood u n 

flinching, shoulders squared, h ead  throw n 
b ack , listen ing fo r th e  sentence th a t w ould  
m ean the end o f h is am bitions.

F o r  a  fu ll m inute n ot a  sound cam e from  
th e  three m en w ho w atch ed. T h e  boiler 
m aker sa t, starin g straigh t u p  into h is face . 
Z e b  noticed  his expression o f am azem ent. 
T h e  shop forem an w ith  incredulous eyes,

Thit story began in the Argosy-AUetory Weekly for Jane 27.
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as though his ears h ad  b etray ed  him , looked  
in consternation  a t th e  figure in carp et slip
pers and ban d aged  hands opposite. T h e  
superintendent h un ched  forw ard  over h is 
desk, a  half-sm o ked  ciga r  held  u p righ t p a rt 

. w a y  to his lips, w onder w ritten  on h is face.
T h e n  a s  Z e b  w atch ed , th e  superin ten 

d en t’s ey es w rin kled , h is expression chan ged  
into a  grin , h e  th rew  b a c k  h is head and 
laughed. T h e  other tw o m en jo in ed  him .

“  H a w , haw , h a w !”  th e y  roared. “  T h a t ’s  
good. B e st one I  ever h e a r d !”

Z eb  fe lt  a  slow  surge o f anger creeping 
o ver h im  a t  their heartlessness. H ere  he 
had throw n  h is  jo b  a w a y , p itch ed  h is  hopes 
and am bition s to  one side in  tho se few  
w ords an d  th e y  lau g h ed  a t  Him.

F in a lly  th e  lau g h te r  stopped, th e  super
inten dent sto o d  u p  an d  p a tted  him  on the 
shoulder.

“  Z eb , I  understand w h y  y o u  m ade th a t 
statem ent. I  resp ect y o u  fo r it, b u t  i t ’s 
fu n n y  ju st th e  sam e.”

“  W h a t ’s  fu n n y  a bo u t i t ? ”  Z e b  sp uttered .
“ W h y , Jim  B ro w n  n o t ten m inutes ago 

told u s ju st w h a t y o u  did— w ord  fo r  w ord. 
I  believe him . T h e  evid en ce is  a ll to  sub
stan tiate  his statem ent. J im  B ro w n  is no 
lon ger in th e  service o f  th e  com pan y. A n d  
Z e b ,”  the su p erin ten den t’s  vo ice  b ecam e 
serious, “ I  w a n t to  th a n k  y o u  fo r  ta k in g  
th e  cHance y o u  d id  la s t n ight. I t  p ro b a b ly  
w a s the m eans o f  savin g  life , n ot to  m en
tion  com p an y p ro p erty . L a y  off as lon g 
as y o u  w a n t to. I ’ll see y o u  g e t p aid  fo r 
all th e  tim e y o u ’re  out. I ’m sorry. I t ’s 
all I  can  do fo r y o u , b u t I  h op e I  m a y  b e  
able to show  m y  ap p reciation  la ter.”

Z eb  m urm ured: “  T h a n k  yo u , C o lo n el,”  
and hurried  from  th e  room .

H e  w as a fra id  i f  h e  stayed  there, he 
m igh t m a k e a  show  o f  h im self.

Jim  w a s done. H e  k n ew  th a t a s  lo n g  as 
th e  present officials w ere in ch arge  o f  th e  
division, his frien d  w ould  n ever g e t h is 
jo b  again . H e  w a s  so rry  fo r  him . H e  
h a d  certa in ly  been a  stead fa st frien d  and 
i t  w as indeed hard  to rea lize  th a t ju s t  a fter  
his prom otion to  engineer, not th ree  m onths 
ago, Jim  B row n  should  b e  bum ped off.

A s  Z e b  crossed th e  street, th e  th o u gh t 
ran  through h is m ind— “  O n e  less. I ’m  u p  
on  th e  lis t  n o w .”

In sta n tly  h e  h a ted  him self fo r it, loathed  
th e  fa c t  th a t h e  w ou ld  ad van ce b y  J im ’s 
m isfortune.

In  p e rp le x ity  h e  searched h is m ind to 
discover som e w a y  he m igh t h elp  Jim . H e  
w a s w illin g  to do a n y th in g  possible, fo r h e  
foresaw  th a t h is frien d  w ould  slide ra p id ly  
d ow n  now  th a t the one th in g w hich  served  
as a  ch eck  on him  w a s gone.

H e  entered th e  boarding house, clim bed 
the stairs to h is floor an d  opened th e  door 
o f  his room . In sid e sa t Jim , heeled b a c k  
in  a  chair, h is feet prop p ed  u p  on  th e  
dresser, ca lm ly  sm okin g a  cigarette.

“  H e yh o , Z eb ! I  sure p u lled  th e  p rize  
boner last n igh t, an d  th e y  d id n ’t  la c k  a  
th in g  of k n o ck in g  m y  legs o u t from  un der 
m e th is p leasan t a. m .”

“  Jim , I ’m sorry. I — I  tried  to  h elp  y o u , 
b u t I  cou ld n ’t .”

Jim  threw  the c ig a re tte  dow n  h a lf 
sm oked, go t u p  and  faced  Z eb .

“  L isten , y o u  o ld  son o f a  beehive! I  
k n o w  yo u  did. I  h eard  a ll a bo u t h o w  y o u  
sta y ed  w ith  th e  ja c k  an d  drew  th e  fire* 
S o rry  y o u  go t burn ed, b u t d on ’t  g iv e  a  
fid d ler’s cuss a bo u t th eir  o ld  boiler. I ’m  
excom m unicated  from  th e  p a y  c a r  fo r  life* 
A n d , k id , I ’m  so rry  as the devil it  a ll oc-f 
curred . I  m igh t h a v e  g o t y o u  in  d u tch .”

“  W h a t do y o u  aim  to  do n o w ? ”  w as 
Z e b ’s  anxious question .

J im  lit  another c igarette  b efo re answ ering.
“  W ell, I  w a s figuring. R in g  h as a  

ch an ce to m ove u p tow n  and  sta r t  an oth er 
chop jo in t. I  w a s ta lk in g  to  him . H e ’ll 
sell h is bean fo u n d ry  cheap here. I  h ad  
started  to  soak som e dough d ow n  to  b u y  
it  w hen th is  happ ened. I  g o t a b o u t a  th ird  
la id  u p  and p itched  a  dru n k to  ce leb rate  
w ith  th e  w ell know n  resu lts.”

Z e b  studied  fo r a  m inute, then  m ade h is 
offer.

“  I ’v e  g o t a  good p ile  in th e  b a n k . Y o u  
go dow n to  R in g ’s  and m ake th e  arran ge
m ents. I ’ll sta k e  y o u  to  w h a t m on ey y o u  
n eed .”

T o  J im ’s  eager w ords o f  th an ks, Z e b  
m erely  w aved  a  b an daged  hand.

“  C u t o u t the gratitu d e. I  ow e y o u  it. 
R im  a lo n g now . I  w a n t to  so ak  these 
fists .”

Jim  hurried  from  th e  room , w h istlin g
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b lith e ly , and Z e b  sa t dow n to un w in d  the 
ban dages and dress h is b listered  hands. 
T h ere  w as a  chan ce th a t J im  w ou ld  do 
som ething w ith  the restauran t. H e w as 
w ell know n and liked , and  if  he w ould  n ot 
drin k too h ea v ily , he cou ld  m ake it  p a y . 
Z e b  hoped h is frien d  w ould  m ake a  go o f 
it , for h e  dreaded to th in k  o f h is being 
one o f  the poolroom  loafers.

H e little  kn ew  h ow  h a rd  Jim  w a s h it. 
H is  a ttitu d e  w hile h e  w as in the room  rath er 
p u zzled  Z eb , h is careless sp irit, h is casual 
w histle, h is n onchalan t m anner— all w ere 
forced.

I f  Z e b  h ad  looked  dow n the h a llw a y  a t 
J im ’s retreatin g figure, seen the despondent 
slum p to h is  shoulders, th e  w orried  look  
on  his face , th e  d raggin g footsteps, he 
w ould  h a ve  realized  h ow  h eavy-h earted  Jim  
w as. F o r it  is no sligh t th in g fo r a  m an 
to  be bum ped off. A n  engineer is  at one 
tim e the m ost fortun ate, the b est p a id  and 
the m ost precarious w orker in th e  laboring 
w orld. F o r his jo b  lies betw een the con
fines o f one division, an d  the turn  o f chance, 
th e  w him  of fortu n e, often  d ep rives him  o f 
it. T h e re  are  hundreds o f  railroads, thou
sands o f  railroad division s in  th is co u n try , 
y e t  to a n y  o f  th e  others, h e  is a  new  m an 
w ho m u st begin  a t  the bottom  o f th e  list.

Jim  realized  th is fu lly , y e t  as he w alk ed  
dow n the street, i t  w as n ot h is jo b  nor the 
fu tu re  th a t w a s on  h is m ind. P assin g th e  
hotel, in fro n t o f  th e  depot, a  travelin g  m an 
on the p o rch  heard  him  m utter: “  W h a t a  
dam n fool I  w a sl I t  m igh t h a ve  cost the 
k id  h is jo b .”

B u t Z e b  kn ew  n oth in g o f th is. T h a t  
even ing he w en t dow n to th e  restau ran t and 
w ro te out th e  ch eck  th a t m ade Jim  the 
ow ner. A lth o u gh  his b u rn s pained him  
con sid erably , he w en t to  bed ea rly  th at 
n igh t and  slum bered soun dly, since he fe lt 
th a t h e  h ad  repaid  a  b it o f  the d eb t he 
ow ed Jim  B row n .

Z e b  w as la id  u p  fo r ten  d ays. T h e  
b listers on his ban d s an d  feet broke, burned 
lik e  liqu id  lead  an d  g ra d u ally  healed. H e 
m arked  up b efore h is  h an d s w ere thorough
l y  w ell and w orked  fo r a  few  d a y s  w ith  
layers o f ban dages un der h is h e a v y  gloves.

O ne d a y  soon after, he w as in  the w ash
room . H e  h a d  finished c lean in g u p  and

w as ch an gin g h is clothes. F o r  a  lon g tim e, 
h e  h ad  been “  b u ck in g  the ex tra  board  ”  
an d  h ad  alm o st forgotten  th a t his “  age ”  
w a s p ilin g  u p . C a s u a lly  h e  glanced  a t the 
list ta ck ed  on a  locker door. I t  surprised 
him  to see th a t his nam e w as b u t ten from  
the top. H e stood for a  regular run now. 
H e  w as through b u ck in g  the ex tra  board.

H e  finished dressing and crossed the 
tra ck s  to th e  call office. A fte r  ta lk in g  for 
a  few  m inutes w ith  the call b o y , he m ade 
u p  his m ind to the jo b  he desired. A  
“  yo u n ger ”  m an w as on the W est E n d  
freigh t. Z eb  exercised h is  righ t, “  bum ped ”  
the other and m arked  up fo r the job .

I t  w as better, th is regular run. Z eb  kn ew  
w hen h e  w as due to lea ve  and return  and 
th e  irregular hours and  u n certain  runs o f 
an  ex tra  firem an becam e a  th in g o f the 
past. H e h ad  clim bed another ru n g on the 
ladder.

Y e t  he w as not en tire ly  satisfied. E ven  
though he had a  good run, h e  w as n ot con 
tented  fo r he d id n ’t  ow n it. H e had seen 
h o w  ea sily  a  m an m igh t lose his jo b  and 
how  p ath etic  he becam e on ce it  w as taken  
from  him . H e  o ften  looked a t the coal 
ch u te, the cin der hoist, the m assive tu rn 
table , the fa st passenger engines and  the 
im m ense freigh t m oguls, com p an y p ro p erty , 
a ll w orth  m oney. T h e  v e ry  engine he fired 
w a s w orth  m ore m on ey th an  h e  w ould  earn, 
in  all p ro b ab ility , d urin g h is entire lifetim e. 
H e, too, w as co m p an y p ro p erty , and y e t  
h a d  no va lu e  in their estim ation. A  m is
step— an  in fractio n  o f th e  rules and the 
com p an y w ou ld  b um p him  off, then  w h at?  
T h e  question  presented itse lf over and over 
again .

A s  he m ade h is d a ily  run, his thoughts 
tu rn ed  m ore and m ore tow ard  the farm s 
th a t lined  b oth  sides o f th e  rig h t o f w a y. 
H e  w atch ed  the farm ers p low in g their fields 
w ith  their tracto rs th at turned the furrow s 
faster th an  a  m an  co u ld  fo llo w  on foot. 
H e  saw  them  reapin g their grain, gatherin g 
their co m , and  w hen his engine ban ged  over 
a  road  crossing, som etim es a  m achine w as 
h alted  to  le t  them  pass, a  farm er and his 
w ife  in front, a  couple o f rosy-cheeked 
children  in  the rear seat. T h e y  seem ed 
a  contented and  prosperous people.

G ra d u a lly  th e  conclusion form ed itse lf in
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his m ind. T h e y  w ere the people  w ith  a  good, 
solid foun dation. T h e y  ow ned their jobs, 
their liv in g  depended on b asic  principles. 
T h e  soil w as the real source o f w ealth  and 
sta b ility . H is  jo b  w as precarious, fleeting, 
depending on too m an y chances. H is  life  
w as un settled, casual, a  room  a t either end 
o f the division, a  m eal w herever the chan ce 
afforded. T h o se  m en w ho w orked their 
ow n lan d  w ere fa r  b etter off. H e w ould  
sa ve  his m oney, b u y  his p iece of earth  an d  
if  the d a y  cam e w hen th e  railroad cast him  
off, he w ould  not becom e one o f the pool- 
room  loafers.

A n d  here w as the answ er to h is silent 
questions abou t I tch y -W itc h y . She w as 
often er in his m ind now  and a lw a y s  coupled  
to  the idea o f a  hom e far from  the railroad 
and w h a t it  m eant. B u t she h ad  her ow n 
fa rm ; her fa th er ’s p lace w as far b etter than 
a n y  he could hope to acquire fo r m an y 
years.

Y e t  Z eb  fe lt th a t w hen the tim e cam e 
for her to choose betw een  the hom e she h ad  
been reared in and  the one he w ould  offer 
her, there w ou ld  b e  no h esitan cy  on her 
p art— she w ould  choose h is. Such  is the 
egotism  o f  yo u th .

C H A P T E R  X V I .

HOGHEAD ON SIXTEEN.

AT  last it  h ad  com e. F iv e  y e a rs  o f  
sw in ging a  scoop, o f  ro ck in g a  
shaker bar, o f  jerk in g  a t  the fire 

hook h ad  b rou gh t their rew ard. Z eb  w as 
prom oted. T h e  ordeal o f h is exam ination  
th at he h ad  hoped fo r and y e t  dreaded 
w as com e an d  gone and he h ad  passed first 
on the list o f a  dozen firem en. H e w as an 

engineer.
N o w  for the rig h t hand side o f  the cab , 

for the rattlin g  Johnson b ar and the brass 
b ra ke  v a lv e  handle! Im p atie n tly  he w aited  
the m orning a fter  h e  had com e b a ck  from  
h is exam ination in the m aster m echanic’s 
office, im patien t for the call b o y  to b atter 
on the door o f  his room and send him  o u t 

on a  run.
B usiness w as good, b ette r  th an  i t  h ad  

been for y e a rs  else h is prom otion w ou ld  
not h ave  com e so soon. H e  h ad  b u t fiv e

y e a rs  “  age ”  and  h e  realized  th a t it  is 
seldom  a  firem an is prom oted so yo u n g. 
Z e b  w as b u t tw enty-three, although his age 
w as dow n on the com p an y books as tw en 
ty-six.

H e  sa t dow n and w rote a  lon g letter to 
Itch y -W itc h y , te llin g her of h is good fo r
tune. H e  decided  to p u t the unspoken 
question  th a t hun g betw een  them  to the 
w ord. H e  w alked  o u t, dropped the letter 
in th e  box so it w ould  go out on Sixteen  
in  the m orning. T h en  he w en t hom e, 
turned  in to bed, b u t sleep w ould  not com e.

T h e  thoughts of th at letter and w h a t it, 
m eant to him , banished all sleep, and Zeb 
tossed and tum bled for hours, w ide aw ake. 
F in a lly  he fell into a  fitfu l slum ber on ly  to 
b e  aw aken ed  w ith  a  start. T h e  telephone 
bell w as callin g  in sisten tly  dow n the h a ll
w a y .

H a stily  he w en t to the phone, lifted  the 
hook, answ ered the question  and heard the 
w elcom e news.

“  W h ite ? ”
“ Y e s . W e ll? ”
“  Y o u ’re m arked  up  fo r  S ixteen .”
H e  h u rried ly  dressed, w en t dow n to 

R in g ’s, a te  a  h a s ty  b reak fast, and crossed 
th e  track s to  the roundhouse. T h e  93 7 w as 
m arked up  for the run. Z eb  found her 
un der the coal ch u te, ta k in g  on fuel. H e 
clam bered aboard, sat dow n on the en gi
n eer’s seat box, and m ech an ically  w iped  off 
reverse lever handle and th rottle  grip  w ith  
a  p iece o f w aste.

A  great contentm ent sto le  over him  as he 
cracked  the in jector, then opened it  w ide. 
T h e  rum ble o f the coal fa llin g  into the 
tender w hen the hostler sw ung on to the 
g a te  rope sounded like m usic to his ears.

A n  old  engineer w hom  Z eb  had fired for 
passed below , looked up, and grinned.

“ W ell, k id , I  suppose y o u ’ll run the 
w heels off her to -d a y .”

Z eb  laughed  b ack . “  N o , J erry . I ’m  a  
th in kin g  no one ever b ro k e a n y  speed rec
ords on th e  W est E n d .”

“ N o t till th e y  len gth en  o u t the tracks 
a  b it  betw een station s,”  w as th e  o th er ’s  re
joinder.

T h e  hostler slid  dow n over the coal.
“  Y o u  tak e  h er over, Z e b ? ”  h e  queried.
T o  the nod o f assent the hostler added:
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“  Y o u  ju st go t tw elve  thousand pounds o f 
coal.,, I  looked a t y o u r  sand. I t ’s 0 . K .,  
dom e plum b fu ll; ail y o u  g o tta  do is h igh 
b a ll.”

In  a  few  m inutes Z e b ’s firem an showed 
u p , and on com ing in to  the ca b  h e  ex
claim ed in w onder:

“  W h y , I ’m darned! W h a tch a  doin g on 
th is run, Z e b ? ”

“  O h, P e te y  D in k  la id  off fo r  a  couple 
days, so th ey  ru n  m e.”

“  G lad  o f  i t ,”  w a s th e  rep ly . “  T h e  o ld  
m an is  sure gettin g  crabb ed  these days, 
^ e ’s  got a  farm  dow n on th e  m ain line 
som ew here’s near N e w  R iv er. A ll he ta lks 
abou t is p low in g and  p lan tin g  these days. 
W ish  h e ’d get a  lea ve  o f  absence and go 
to farm ing. H e w orries m e d izzy . W h y , 
h e ’s so b u sy  w a tch in g  the cattle  in  the 
fields and the clodhoppers a lo n g th e  r igh t 
o f w a y, th a t if  I  d id n ’t k eep  tra ck  o f him  
h e ’d run rig h t through an  open sw itch  ev ery  
d a y .”

Z eb  laughed. “  H o w  lon g is o ld  P e te y  
D in k  been a  ru n n in g ?”  h e  asked.

“  O h, h e ’s  been prom oted fo r over th irty  
y ea rs n o w ,”  w as the rep ly .

“  W ell, k id , w hen a m an drives an  en
gin e for th irty  y ea rs, d on ’t  y o u  th in k  h e ’s 
due a  ch an ge?”

T h e  firem an considered. “  Z eb , I  guess 
y o u ’re right. T h ir ty  y ea rs is a  lon g tim e. 
I  n ever thought o f it  th a t w a y . G od , som e
tim es it  seems ages ago sin ce I  grabbed  a 
scoop for th e  first tim e, and it  a in ’t b u t 
three y ea rs .”

A  th o u gh tfu l lo o k  cam e into his eyes. 
H e  turned and k ick ed  a  coal board into 
p lace. “  G od, Z eb, b u t I ’ve  seen and did  
a  lo t in  those three y e a rs .”  H e  glanced into 
the oil rack  on the tender. “  H e y , Z eb , not 
a  strin g o f  w aste  here. T h e y  forgo t to p u t 
a n y  on last trip, to o .”

Z eb  looked a t his w atch . “  K id , slip  
o ver to the storeroom  and get som e. I ’ll 
ta k e  her over to the d ep o t.”

T h e  firem an dropped off as  Z eb  opened 
th e  th rottle  and  the 937 slo w ly  m oved  dow n 
th e  shop tra ck  tow ard  th e  m ain  line. H e  
ran  her to  th e  sw itch  w here a  w a itin g  
brakem an lined the rails  u p  for him , re
versed  an d  b ack ed  dow n to the coaches. 
H e  drew  a  shovel fu ll o f  h o t coals o u t of

the fire, p laced  h is  ta llo w  p o t on  it to  w arm  
u p  the h e a v y  oil, and, filling h is long- 
spouted can  w ith  the th ic k  b la c k  liquid , 
h e  go t dow n from  the cab  and began  to oil 
around.

A  few  drops on th e  links, a  streak  on  th e  
guides, a  litt le  pu d d le in th e  v a lv e  stem  
cup— ca refu lly  he exam ined th e  en gin e’s  
m echanism . A s  h e  oiled, he thought over 
his letter to  I tch y -W itc h y . H e ’d  o n ly  b e  
on  th is run for a  tr ip  or tw o. T h en  w hen  
th e  regular m an cam e b a ck , h e ’d  la y  off, 
go out to see her, and tell her the things 
he could  n o t w rite. P erh ap s she m igh t even  
m eet him  a t the statio n  on  the return  trip . 
I f  h e  did— his h eart thum ped fa st an d  fu 
rious a t th e  thought.

A  vo ice  a t  his b a c k  caused him  to turn 
around. T h e  su p erin ten den t stood beside 
him .

“  W h ite , I ’m  a  litt le  dubious abou t run
n in g y o u  on a  passenger y o u r first trip . 
P la y  safe, even i f  y o u  h ave a  d e la y ,”  the 
“  old m an ”  cautioned  him . “ B u t  don ’t 
have a  d e la y  i f  y o u  can h elp  i t .”

“  Colonel, I ’ll sure do th a t,”  Z eb  ear
n estly  replied. “  Y o u  know  I  don ’t  w an t to 
m ake a  gom  o f i t .”

T h e  o ld  m an rem oved h is cigar from  his 
m outh.

“  I  guess i t ’s a ll righ t. W e ’re  short o f 
enginem en now . Y o u  k eep  y o u r  nose clean  
and y o u ’ll h ave p le n ty  o f w o rk. T h e y ’d 
give me the d evil if  a n y th in g  happened 
and th ey  found o u t I  run a  m an on  a  p a s
senger w h o ’d ju s t been p rom oted .”

Z e b ’s answ er w as lost in  the firem an ’s 
w ords w ho cam e rushing u p  a t  th is tim e, 
breathless.

“  S ay , -wouldn't it  ja r  the m arkers off a  
h an d  c a r !”  he began. “  W h y , those m easly  
gu ys  in the storeroom  w o u ld n ’t even g iv e  
m e a  b it o f  w aste  w ith o u t an order. T rie d  
to find the roundhouse forem an. B een  ru n 
nin g m y  heels off, cou ld n ’t  lo cate  him . 
N o th in g  doing unless I  g it  a n  order signed 
b y  h im ,”  he ejacu lated .

T h e re  w as a  lon g-draw n-out from  the 
conductor: “ A ll  a -a-b -b o ard -d !”

“ W ell, w e h a ve n ’t  tim e to  fool w ith  it  
n ow , a n y w a y ,”  Z e b  replied. “  L e t ’s  g o .”

“ L u c k  to  y o u ,”  called  th e  superintendent 
as  Z e b  tu rn ed  aw ay.
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Z eb  clim bed  u p  into the cab  and opened 
the air ringer va lve .

T h e  “  gong-gon g ”  o f the b ell sounded. 
K ic k in g  open the relief cocks, h e  p u lled  the 
th rottle an d  Sixteen  go t under w ay. Slow 
l y  a t first, then  faster and faster, the big 
d riv in g  w heels revolved , the engine passed 
the crossing, the gates stem m ed the tide 
o f  traffic, th e  b ell in the gatem an ’s sh an ty  
ran g in sisten tly, the loose boards rattled . 
Sixteen  w a s on the rails, a  cloud o f dust 
fo llow ing her.

Z eb  w aved  a  han d to the gatem an , jerked  
th e  th rottle  open a  couple o f notches, eased 
the reverse b a r  b ack  tow ard  the center, an d  
Sixteen p ick ed  up speed, sw ept dow n th e  
y a rd , passed the lim it post and thun dered 
across a  brid ge around a  curve a n d  on  to 
th e  W est E n d  D ivision .

Z e b  listened to  the blended noises o f  m o v
ing w heels a n d  oscillatin g rods b eneath  
him . F iv e  y e a rs  o f rid in g engines h ad  tun ed 
h is ears so th a t he could  p ic k  o u t each  
in d ivid u al n o te  from  am ong the hundred 
notes th a t chorused a ll abou t— th a t dull 
th u m p  w hen  th e  drivers passed a  lo w  jo in t 
in  the rails  w as a  loose shoe; th a t litt le  
scarce h eard  “  c lin g-clin g ”  w as a  w orn rod 
bushing; th a t s o ft b ea t lik e  the flutter o f  
a  callin g p artrid ge  w as th e  steam  altern ate
ly  shoving a gain st one and  then the other 
piston face.

A  road  crossing w histle bo ard  flashed b y  
w ith  its tw o lon g an d  tw o  short b la c k  m arks 
p ain ted  on the w h ite  b ackgrou n d . Z e b  
reached  u p  h is le ft  han d and, w ith o u t look
ing, p u lled  th e  w histle cord. T w o  long, tw o 
sh o rt b lasts b lared  out. In  a  h a lf  m inute 
h e  thundered p a st th e  road. A n  autom obile 
fu ll o f p eople sto od  w aitin g  fo r him  to  pass, 
w arn ed  o f h is approach  b y  the w histle.

T h e  engine ran  on. Station  a fter  station  
approached. Z e b  sh u t off th e  steam , a p 
plied  th e  brakes, m ade his stops easily  w ith 
o u t ja r  or b ack la sh , lik e  a  veteran . I t  w as 
rid icu lou sly  sim ple, th is runn ing an  engine. 
T h e  jo b  itse lf did n ot am ount to an yth in g. 
I t  w as th e  slow , arduous schooling an en
gineer goes through, th e  process o f  elim i
nation, th a t m ade the jo b , n ot a n y  call for 
skill in it  itself.

H e  b lew  fo r a  station  an d  looked a t  h is 
w atch . H e  w a s o n  tim e to  th e  m inute. H e

sh u t off an d  applied  th e  air. T h e  tra in  
cam e to  a  stop. H e  looked  b a ck . A  couple 
o f  han d tru ck s o f  b ag ga ge an d  express w as 
b ein g  un loaded from  the cars behind, the 
evidences o f  sum m er visitors. T h e y  w ere 
com ing into the m oun tain s m ore and m ore 
each y e a r  now . H e  saw  a  sieek varnished  
canoe ca refu lly  slid  on  to  a  tru ck . T h ere  
w ere tennis rackets, g o lf clubs, tw o  or three 
d ogs in their fa n c y  shipping crates, a ll th e  
accessories for the gam es o f grow n-ups.

L o rd , h e ’d  n ever h ad  a  va catio n , n ever 
k n o w n  w h at it  w a s to go off on a  care-free 
tr ip  o f  a  couple o f m on ths and  h a v e  a ll the 
m on ey to  spend h e  needed.

H e  sa w  the conductor sw in g h is hand, 
h eard  th e  “  A ll a b o a rd !”  a n d  go t under 
w a y . H is  h ea rt thum ped a  b it. H e  sm iled 
a s  h e  noticed  h is h an d  on  the th rottle  
shake. H e  h ad  a  queer trem b ly  fee lin g run
n in g through him , fo r th e  n ex t station  w as 
E cclefech an .

H e  realized  th a t w h a t h e  h ad  set his 
h eart on h ad  com e to pass, an d  he w an ted  
to  h ave an  audience o f— one to see him  p ull 
in to  h is ow n tow n, to kn o w  h e h ad  w on  o u t. 
A  feelin g of elation  thrilled  him . T h e  fire
m an  looked  across, astonished, as Z eb  b e
gan  to sin g:

“  Oh, the red light is the danger light,
The green light cautions slow;

The white light shows the clear rail 
As down the track we go!”

Z eb  u su a lly  w as so serious th at h is ex
u beran ce surprised him self. H e  w as h ap p y. 
W on der if  h e  w ould  see Itch y -W itc h y ?  
P ro b a b ly  not. S h e ’d  g e t h is letter, though. 
H e ’d  see h er on th e  w a y  b a ck  an d  speak 
a  few’ w ords to  her. T h e n  h e ’d la y  off and 
com e o u t to see her, n o t fo r  one d a y, for 
several. M a y b e  even  a  w eek. T h e y ’d h ave 
a  grand tim e together, tram p in g over the 
h ills and en jo y in g  each o th er ’s  com pany. 
H e ’d  forget the railro ad  fo r  aw hile. T h e re  
w as som ething else on h is m ind th a t w as 
even  m ore im portant to h im  than  h is jo b  
on  th e  road.

T h e  engine rolled around the curve. 
A h e ad  la y  the tow n  o f E cclefech an . H e 
glan ced  over a t  h er  house th a t stood under 
th e  shade o f a  h a lf dozen large  w h ite  oaks. 
A  flu tter in th e  y a r d  a ttracted  h is a tten 
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tion. H e  looked  again . Y e s , it  w as I tc h y -  
W itc h y . D in n er tim e. She p ro b a b ly  w a s 
seeking her fa th er to call him  fo r his m eal. 
She disappeared around a  corner o f  the 
house, and he sa w  h er again  com ing dow n 
the p ath  tow ard  th e  railroad.

Z eb  looked  ahead, h is m ind  a ga in  on  h is 
jo b , then  b a ck  to w here his train , sn akelike, 
b en t into a  crescent, fo llow ing. H e  closed 
th e  throttle , h is han d m oved th e  b ra k e  
v a lv e  a  fraction . S ixteen  slow ed dow n and  

stopped.
Z e b  looked  u p  th e  h illside. T h e re  w a s a  

b are  p a tch , d ark  red, n ew ly  p low ed, w here 
h is fa th er h ad  bro k en  the field  below  th e  
house. A  feelin g o f p ride sw ep t o v er  Z eb . 
F iv e  y ea rs ago he h a d  com e dow n from  
th a t p lace, an  ign oran t b o y  w ith  n othin g 
b u t a  b u rn in g am bition  to  lu re  h im  for
w ard . N o w  he w a s an  engineer, p u llin g  a  
first-class passenger train . T h o se  y ea rs h ad  
been w ell spent. H a rd  w o rkin g years, th e y  
w ere, b u t even  th e  w o rk  h ad  im proved him . 
Z e b  W h ite  w a s a  ta ll, w ell k n it  m an, broad  
an d  square acro ss th e  shoulders. E ven  
th rou gh  h is  ju m p er, those sw elling m uscles 
co u ld  b e  seen. H is  ey es w ere far-seeing and 
b rig h t; h is  ja w  w a s square. T h e re  w as 
ch aracter w ritten  in th a t firm  m ou th ; there 
w as a  touch o f softness in  its  w him sical 
com ers, a  flashing g lin t o f  tenderness in  
those sharp b la c k  eyes. T h e  railroad h ad  
m ade a  m an o f him , a  m an o f  w hom  a n y  
w om an m igh t b e  proud.

H e  glanced  b a c k  to th e  m ail car. T h e y  
w ere slinging o u t th e  sa ck s of m ail. H o p e 
sh e’d get th a t letter; h o p e she’d m eet him  
here on the return  run. T h e  bu stle  and  stir 
behind him  a lo n g the train  settled  dow n. 
T h e  b aggage tru ck s w ere b ein g hauled  
clear. B e la ted  go od-byes from  friends to  
dep arting ones floated  u p  to  him  a b o v e th e  
ste a d y  thum p-thum p o f the engine pu m p s 
and the lo w  rum ble o f th e  burn ing coal in  
th e  fire  b o x  b elow  him .

“ A ll  a b o a rd !”  th e  con d u ctor’s ca ll ran g 
o u t follow ed b y  th e  signal w histle, a n d  a s  
Z e b  opened u p , S ixteen  m oved  a w ay .

H e  m ade th e  run  to  th e  en d  o f th e  
division, a te  a t  th e  term inal hotel, anxious, 
im patien t to retu rn . T h e  m inutes dragged  
b y . H e  glan ced  a t  h is  w a tch  a  dozen tim es 
in  th e  tw o h ours th a t S ixteen  la y  o v e r  to
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retu rn  as Seventeen. A t  la s t  th e  m inute 
arrived.

Z e b  w as seated  on h is  seat box, his h a n d  
on  the throttle , h is ey es lo o k in g b a c k  fo r  
the h igh  sign since h e  desired, m ost o f a n y 
th in g, to m ake a  good run b a c k  to  E ccle* 
fech an  and, if  possible, m ake u p  a  few  
m inutes. F o r  deep dow n inside o f h im , a  
w arm  glow  presaged th a t those few  min-< 
u tes w ould  m ean a  lo t  to h im  an d  to— som e 
on e else.

H e  b ro u gh t h is train  to  a  q u ick , sm ooth 
sto p , as  q u ick  a  stop  as w a s possible, with-i 
o u t ch atterin g  the b ra kes or slid in g th e  c a r  
w heels, started  an d  accelerated  a t  each  s ta i 
tion  w ith  a  su re increasing th rottle , le ttin g  
th e  steam  fo llo w  th e  pistons, ju s t  h e a v y  
en ough to  tu rn  th e  drivers to  their lim it 
o f  traction  and  y e t  fee lin g th a t p la ce  w here 
an o th er n o tch  on  th e  th ro ttle  w ou ld  sp in  
th e  w heels. Z e b  k n e w  h is business w ell, 
and  a t  ev e ry  lo o k  a t  h is w a tch , h is satis
fa ctio n  increased. T w e n ty  seconds, a  fu ll 
m inute, a  m inute and  a  h a lf h e  gain ed, an d  
a s  Seventeen  pulled  into E cc lefech a n , h e  
w a s a  fu ll four m inutes ahead o f schedule. 
T h e  train  stopped, th e  en d  o f th e  tender 
b en eath  the w ater spout.

Z eb  sp oke to th e  firem an : “  F ill h er u p ,’* 
an d  clim bed down.

T h e  station  la y  behind  an d  ten feet b e
fo re him , stan din g beside a  b aggage tru ck , 
sto od  Itch y -W itc h y . In  h a lf a  dozen h u r
ried  steps Z e b  approached, feelin g in h is 
p o ck ets  fo r  a  b it  o f w a ste  to w ip e off h is  
hands. T h e n  h e  rem em bered— there w a sn ’t  
a  th read  o f w aste  aboard  th e  engine. A  
c lean  w h ite  linen h an d k erch ie f soon w as a  
g re a sy  w a d  o f  clo th  as h e  rubbed  it  o ver 
h is hands.

She sa id : “ W h y , hello, E n gin eer Z e b  
W h ite ! A re n ’t  yo u  th e  gran d  one, th o u g h ? ”  
P o in tin g  co n q u ettish ly  to a  sm ear o f b la c k  
oil on  h is cheek, she scolded: “  W h en  y o u ’re  
greasy , d on ’t  y o u  com e n ear m e !”

Z e b  laughed. “  B u d ,”  h e  b egan , “  B u d , 
d id  y o u  a ll ge t m y  le tte r? ”

She colored, looked  dow n a t  th e  cin der 
w a lk , sw in ging a  sh a p ely  fo o t in  an  aim 
less litt le  h a l f  circle, tip p in g th e  cinders. 
S h e nodded h er h ead  in assent.

“  A n d  w ill y o u — w ill y o u , B u d ? ”
S h e nodded again , v o icin g  a  lo w  u Y e s .”
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S h e looked  up  at him , all the instincts o f 
w om an lo ve  w ritten  in her vio let-blu e eyes. 
Z eb  fe lt as though h e  w ere tran sported  to 
another w orld , far from  the shin ing rails 
and rollin g cars  th a t he had know n  for 
so lon g. N eith e r  ever kn ew  h ow  it  h a p 
pened. H er arm s w ere aroun d h is n eck; 
h er vo ice , so ft and  lo w  w a s in  h is ears, 
and in little  sobbing gasp s she w as h a lf 
cry in g , h a lf  laughing: “ O h, Z eb , I  love 
y o u , I  lo ve y o u ! ”

T h e  firem an from  th e  b a ck  end o f the 
ta n k  alm ost fell off th e  edge o f the tender 
in astonishm ent a t  the sight.

T h e  con d u ctor from  b ack  along the train 
shouted, “  A ll aboard! ”  three tim es w ith  no 
response. F in a lly  h e  started  ahead  to  see 
w h y  Seventeen  held  the rails. T h re e  cars 
b a ck , he stopped and grinned behind  his 
hand. H e  m otioned to  th e  firem an, still 
stan din g on top  o f  the tender, b y  reachin g 
h is han d h igh  abo ve his head and bringing 
it dow n rap id ly  tw ice.

T h e  firem an slid  over the coal. “  B oot- 
b o o t !”  th e  w histle tooted , and in another 
h a lf m inute Z eb  w as aboard, a  sheepish 
look on his face , and Seventeen  w as again  
in m otion.

Itch y -W itc h y  heard th e  liftin g  crossing 
b lo w  as the rear car sw ung around the 
cu rv e, and  she kn ew  th a t Z eb  w as h a p p y. 
She reached up a  hand to her so ft, p in k  
cheek, looked a t  the streak ed  fingers, b lack  
w ith  engine oil, th e  m ark  o f  the railroad.

T h e n , tu rn in g and  w alk in g  across the 
track s, she spoke to h erself: “ Z eb  W h ite , 
n ext tim e— I  w ant yo u r fa ce  to b e  c le a n .”

In  another m in u te she ad ded : “  I  d o n ’t 
care  w h eth er i t ’s clean  or n ot, ju st a s  long 
a s  y o u — ”  her sen tence rem ained u n 
finished.

C H A P T E R  X V I I .

WEDDING BELLS.

WH E N  Z e b  go t in  from  his run th at 
even ing, as  h e  w alk ed  across the 
y a r d  a fter  w ash in g u p , h e  again  

repeated  in  h is m ind their conversation. 
A lth o u gh  h is  ta lk  w ith  th e  w om an h e  loved  
h a d  been  b rie f and  hurried , still m a n y 
th in gs can  b e  said  in  a  few  m inutes.

A  vo ice  hailed him  as h e  rounded th e  
end o f a  strin g  o f cars. H e  turned to see 
the ch ie f caller beckonin g for him  to w ait.

“  W h ite , P e te y  D in k ’s m arked up  for 
Sixteen  in  th e  m orning. G uess h e ’s go t his 
‘ crap s ’ a ll in now. D o  y o u  w ant to tak e  
o u t a  d itcher on the m ain line? R o ad- 
m aster sa y s  i t ’s  a  w ee k ’s jo b , b u t y o u  know  
i t  p ro b a b ly  w ill be tw o or three i f  th ey  
claim  a  w ee k .”

Z e b  considered. “ T e il y o u  w h at I ’ll do,
Jak e. I f  yo u  prom ise to relieve m e in  a  
w eek, I ’ll ta k e  it  o u t.”

“  A ll r igh t, Z eb. F iv e  th ir ty  in the m orn
in g ,”  and the caller started  to w a lk  a w a y .

Z e b  called  o u t a fter  him : “  R em em ber, 
ju s t  one w eek now ! I ’m layin g  off then 
fo r  ten d a y s .”

T h e  oth er stopped am azed. Z e b  had 
n ever laid  off fo r m ore th an  a  d a y  before 
unless he w as hurt.

“  T e n  d a ys! T e n  d a ys! W h a t fo r ? ”
Z e b  sm iled and w alk ed  a w a y  w ith o u t a n 

sw ering his question.
B u t a  few  m inutes la ter  in the sup er

in ten den t’s office, w hen the “  o ld  m an ”  
asked the sam e question , Z e b  answ ered:
“  W ell, C olon el, I ’m go in g to  ge t m arried, 
so ju s t h a v e  som e passes m ade o u t for m e 
and  th e  little  la d y , w ill y o u ?  I ’v e  n ever 
seen N ia g a ra  F alls . N eith er h as she. I  
h ad  th o u gh t o f  going o u t hom e and  ju st 
ta k in g  it  ea sy , b u t th e re ’s  no excitem ent 
u p  there. So w e ’ll tak e  a  tr ip .”

T h e  superin ten den t arose an d  clasp ed  
Z e b ’s  hand.

“  C o n gratu latio n s, W h ite , and m y  best 
wishes. A ll I  go t to  sa y  is, sh e ’s go t a  
dam n fine m an. A m  I  invited  to th e  w ed 
d in g ? ”

Z eb  shook his head. “  C olon el, I  su p 
pose I ’m  sorter o f  fu n n y, b u t th ere ’s  n ot 
go in g to b e  a n y  b ig  w edding. S h e ’s  not 
m uch fo r  form al doings, a  few  o f her re la 
tives and th a t ’s  all. I  th in k  i t ’s  better 
th an  m akin g a  b ig  stew  o ver i t .”

T h e  superin ten den t laughed. “ W ell, 
p erh ap s y o u ’re righ t a t  th at. I ’ll te legrap h 
fo r th e  passes now . T h e y  w ill b e  here 
inside a  w ee k .”  *

Z e b  th an ked  him  and w en t to  h is room  
to s it  fo r an  h ou r stu d y in g  a  p ictu re  o f  
I tc h y -W itc h y  th a t stood on h is dresser. H e
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rem em bered Jim . H e ’d  h a v e  to let Jim  
know . H e  w a lk ed  dow n to  h is restauran t 
and as he a te  supper, Jim  sa t opposite him  
talkin g.

“  Z e b , old  h ea d ,”  h e  said w hen he heard  
the new s. “  S h e ’s  a  fine a n d  d a n d y  girl, 
b u t a t— ”

Z e b  held  u p  his hand. “  N o w , c u t o u t 
th e  salve, Jim . I  k n o w  w h a t y o u ’re  going 
to sa y , b u t i f  I  w as tw ice as  good a  m an, 
I  w ouldn ’t  b e  h a lf  good en ough fo r h er.”  
H e  changed th e  su b ject. “ H o w ’s  th in gs 
going, J im ? ”

“  O h, fine. I ’v e  m ade m ore m on ey th is 
m on th  than  I ’v e  ever m ade b efore w hen 
I  w as firin g.”  T h e re  w a s a  touch o f regret 
in  J im ’s  voice.

“  W h a t’s  eatin g y o u ? ”  Z eb  questioned. 
“ Y o u ’v e  go t a  good p lace  here. Y o u ’re 
m akin g m on ey. W h a t y o u  grouchin g 
a b o u t? ”

“  W ell, I ’ll te ll y o u , Z eb . Y o u r  ta lk  
o f  m arryin g  h a s set m e th in kin g. H ere I  
am , no one m uch to care abou t me— ”

“ E x ce p t m e,”  Z eb  b ro k e in.
“  Y e h , I ’ll tak e  th at b a c k ,”  Jim  replied. 

“ Y o u ’v e  stu ck . Y o u ’v e  been m y  friend, 
as  good a  friend as m an ever had. Y e t, 
Z eb , th ere ’s som eth in gxlackin g, and  th a t’s 
a  w om an.”

“  Sidew heeler?”  Z e b  questioned dubi

ou sly
“ O h , S idew heeler’s  a ll righ t, b u t I ’d 

n ever m a rry  her and, Z eb , she w an ts to 
m arry. N o w  J ake, the caller, is c ra z y  
a bo u t her. H e ’d m arry her in  a  m inute, 
and  sh e’d  p la y  square w ith  him , too. I  
feel p re tty  sm all a t  tim es b ecau se I  kn ow  
if  I ’d  ju s t  q u it jo lly in g  her along, sh e’d 
b e  M rs. J ak e  in a  m on th.”

Z eb  looked  a t Jim  ste a d ily  fo r a  long 
tim e b efore speaking. “  Jim , d on ’t  let a n y  
q u ixo tic  n otions o f stick in g  to Sidew heeler 
b e  a  b ar  to  either h er  o r  y o u r happiness. 
I f  J a k e  w an ts her, le t her go. T h e r e ’s  
other wom en, b ette r  w om en, w h o ’d b e  
proud o f y o u . F o r  in stan ce.”  N eith er 
spoke fo r a  b rie f space. Z eb  puckered  up  
h is lip s an d  w histled  a  b ar  o f “  A n n ie 

L a u rie .”
Jim  shot a  q u ic k  glance a t  him , a n  e x 

pression o f surprise on his face. “  W h y , 
Z eb , th a t w om an ’s  a  queen. S h e’s  too dam n

fine fo r such  a  drin kin g, figh tin g  m ess as 
I  a m .”

“  O h, I  d on ’t k n o w ,”  w as Z e b ’s  answ er, 
“  Y o u  don ’t h ave to  drin k nor figh t, Jim , 
unless y o u  w an t to .”

“  Y o u ’re  right, old  scout, I  d on ’t h a v e  
to . I  o u gh t to cu t o u t th a t rough stuff, 
b u t I ’v e  been a t it  a  lon g tim e till  i t ’s  go t 
to  b e  a  h a b it.”

I t  w as on  the point o f Z e b ’s ton gue to  
s a y : “  W h y  don ’t  y o u  cu t it  ou t?  M a k e  
som ething o f yo u rself, Jim . T h e r e ’s  a  
fu tu re  fo r  y o u ,”  w hen  h e  stopped h im self, 
H e  h ad  n ever tried  to  reform  Jim . H e  fe lt  
i t  w as b eyo n d  him , and  a  secon d la ter  h e  
w a s glad  h e  h ad  not started  a  tem peran ce 
lecture. T h e  door opened and an engineer, 
cam e in, g lan ced  a t Z eb , w in ked  h is e y e  
a t  J im  and nodded h is h ead  in  an  a lm o st 
im p ercep tib le  little  tw ist tow ard  th e  rear 
room .

“  E x cu se  m e,”  and  Jim  ju m p ed  u p  to  
follow  the other b a c k  tow ards the k itch en .

W h en  h e  returned in  a  couple o f m inutes 
h is b reath  w as h e a v y  w ith  the scent o f c o m  
w h isk y . Z e b  sta yed  b u t a  short tim e an d  
w en t out. T h ere  w as d oubt and  h e a v y  un
ce rta in ty  in  h is h eart a b o u t Jim . T h e  
tem ptation  fo r d rin kin g w as a lw a y s  b efore 
him , an d  Jim  B row n , good fellow  th a t h e  
w as, cou ld  n o t refuse th a t tem ptation.

A s h e  closed  the door behind him  he 
glanced  b a ck  to  see Jim  in the center o f a  
k n o t of m en, lau gh in g and ta lkin g, little  
kn ow in g the w o rry  th a t Z e b  w as h a vin g  
over him . H e  w alked  a  few  steps, stopped, 
his forehead w rin kled  in studious furrow s. 
T h en  he q uicken ed  his pace.

H e h ad  m ade u p  his m ind to see Side
w heeler, to try  and induce her to s ta y  a w a y  
from  Jim . I t  m a y  h a v e  been th e  reaction  
o f  his ow n v e ry  recent experience, it  m a y  
h a ve  been the desire fo r his friend to kn ow  
th e  w arm  glo w  o f p leasure th a t thrilled  h im  
w hen h e  thought o f the w om an he loved, 
b u t w h atever the m otive, he w anted  Jim  to 
h a ve  a  w om an to care fo r him . N o t S id e
w heeler, though. Jim  m u st h a v e  a  b etter 
w om an and  m ust p a rt from  Sidew heeler fo r 
good. H e ’d w ork it  som ehow . H e ’d b u y  
h er  off. H e ’d offer her so  m uch m on ey 
she’d  lea ve  and n ever return.

Z e b  litt le  realized  th a t w hen a  w om an
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lo ves a  m an there is  n o t enough m on ey 
m in ted  to b u y  h er off. B u t  b u o yed  up b y  
the h op e th a t h e  w as on the w a y  to help ing 
Jim , h e  w a lk ed  b lith e ly  tow ards th e  depot. 
H e  glan ced  into the fru it store, then  across 
the street to th e  d ru g gist’s. B o th  p laces 
w ere em p ty . H e  w andered o u t through the 
d ep o t on to the w a itin g  p latfo rm . In  a  
d a rk  corner, leanin g a gain st th e  gratin g th at 
sep arated  the d ep ot from  the passenger 
tra ck s  an d  unm brella shed, he saw  her.

“  G o o d  even in g ,”  he began.
She cast a  g la n ce  across the track s as 

though lo o k in g fo r  som e one b efore 
answ ering.

“ H ello  y o u r s e lf!”  T h e n , n oticin g the 
concern in  h is fa ce , sh e said  flip p an tly , 
“  W ell, le t ’s h a v e  it. G e t it  off y o u r  chest 
b efore it  sours on  y o u r  stom ach. I ’m  
listen in g .”

Z e b  scarce ly  k n e w  h ow  to  start, b u t 
b lurted  out, “  Jim , i t ’s a b o u t J im .”

“  S ay , w h a t y o u  try in g  to h an d  m e? I ’m 
th rough  w ith  Jim . H e ’s dead and planted  
deep a s  fa r  as  I ’m  concerned. Y o u  n eedn ’t 
tr y  to square him . I  k n o w  y o u  a n d  he are 
th ic k  an d  h e ’s p ro b a b ly  try in g  to find o u t 
w h y  I  a in ’t been  aroun d for a  w ee k .”

Z eb  stood ill a t  ease, first on one foot 
then  on the other. T h is  un expected  turn  
o f  even ts h ad  co m p lete ly  nonplused him . 
H e  opened h is m outh  to  sp eak. She w a ved  
her han d a t h im  an d  h e  n oticed  th e  sp arkle  
of a  d iam ond on th e  th ird  finger o f  her 
le f t  hand.

“  D e p a rt John A ld en , from . H asten  
b ack  to M ile s  S tan dish  an d  tell him  h is 
goose is b u rn t b la ck , h is p ies m ashed.”  A n d ' 
she dism issed h im  w ith  th e  w ords, “  P lease, 
M r. W h ite , d on ’t  b o th er m e w ith  Jim  
B ro w n  a n y  m ore. H e ’s run  through the 
derail, turned over and w recked  h is train. 
H e ’s  o ff th e  bo ard  an d  rig h t o f  w a y . I ’ve 
g o t a  regu lar g u y  n ow  and  I  w ill s tick  to 
him . G o o d -b y .”

Z e b  le ft  h u rried ly  w ith o u t lo o k in g  b ack . 
I f  he had , h e  w ould  h a v e  seen Sidew heeler’s 
d efia n t lo o k  m elt, her flip p an t m anner w ilt, 
an d  dow n her ch eeks a  slow  tr ick le  o f  tears 
course in s te a d y  drops. H e  m igh t h ave  
h eard  the lo w  w ords, “  O h , Jim , y o u ’re the 
o n ly  g u y  I  ev er  lo ved  an d  n ow  y o u ’re gone 
fo r e v e r !”

B u t  Z e b  w as n ever to  k n o w  the heart 
w rench  th a t she had given  herself, fo r  a  m in
u te  later she h ad  w ip ed  a w ay  the tears, po w 
dered her fa ce  anew , an d  w hen J a k e  cam e 
h u rry in g  u p  she m et him  w ith  a  sm ile and 
a  laugh . L ife  on  th e  frin ge of the railroad 
h a d  ta u gh t h er th a t a  sm iling face and a 
b re ezy  m anner w ere b etter, fa r  better, than 
tears an d  sighs even i f  th e y  co vered -a  sore 
an d  broken  h eart.

H e  w en t to  h is room  w ith  a  feelin g o f 
relief, and, s ittin g  on  the bed , h e  review ed 
even ts that h ad  passed and gone. T h e  
w arm  m oist sp rin g even in g h a d  a  softness, 
a  fee lin g alm ost b enevolent abou t ' it. 
T h ro u gh  the op en  w indow  th e  sounds o f 
engines p o ppin g off o ver a t  the round house 
w elled  in, m uffled a n d  y e t  d istin ct. A  low  
rum ble to ld  o f  an  en gin e ta k in g  on coal. 
F ro m  u p  th e  y a r d  could  b e  heard  the regu
la r  b ea t o f  a  sw itch  engine.

T h ese  th in gs cam e to Z e b ’s ears, an 
u n dertone o f  fam iliar noises th at he h ad  
becom e so accu sto m ed  to th a t th e y  w ere 
scarcely  p ercep tib le  a t  a n y  tim e an d  now  
th e y  w ere b u t as th in gs w ell k n ow n , things 
h ea rd  from  a  grea t d istance. F o r  there 
w a s a  flood o f m em ories singing through him  
th a t carried  h im  b a c k  to th e  d a ys  w hen 
th e  noises o f  the railro ad  fell harsh and  
stran ge on  h is earn. H is  in ju ry  w hen he 
h a d  la in  p inned help less in the rising creek, 
th a t seem ed ages ago. I tch y -W itc h y — the 
tim e she h a d  carried  h is m essage, th a t w as 
in  the lon g, lo n g p ast. F u n n y  a b o u t the 
railro ad. I t  w as a  m a n ’s  gam e. H e  kn ew  a  
hun dred m en, kn ew  them  w ell an d  in  d ie  
sam e tim e, w h a t a  few  w om en h e  h ad  m et. 
T h e  nurse, M iss  A n n ie , it  w a s so strange 
th a t h e  could  n o t th in k  o f  h er w ith o u t con 
n ectin g  J im ’s p erso n ality  to  hers.

H e  rem em bered a  h a lf  dozen tim es in 
th e  y e a r  a fter  h is in ju ry  w hen h e  h ad  gone 
o u t to  see M iss  A n n ie . Jim  h a d  accom 
pan ied  h im  several tim es. W ith  him  her 
a ir  h ad  been one o f  friendliness, b u t Z eb  
h a d  fe lt  rath er th an  understood the re
lation sh ip  betw een  h er and Jim . I t  w as 
lik e  th e  sw ord p la y  betw een  tw o expert 
fen cers— a  rap id  fe in t an d  p a rry , a  glin t 
o f  ph rases th a t m et, w ere guarded and m et 
again . Jim  w as try in g  to b reak through 
h er gu ard — w ith  sm all success.
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O n ce he h ad  adm itted  to  Z eb  as th e y  
rode b ack  from  a  v is it: “ S a y , k id , M iss  
A n n ie is  one o f  the few  w om en I  ca n ’t  out- 
th in k. S h e ’s sharp as a  tick e t collector. 
L o rd , y o u  ca n ’t  p u t a  th in g over on  her. 
I ’ll b et w hen she fa lls  in lo v e  w ith  som e g u y  
sh e’ll be w orth  m ore to  him  th an  sand  on a  
w et rail. P h ew ! S h e ’s  som e jan e, som e 
ja n e .”

A n d  to Z e b ’s q u ery , “ J im , w h y  d o n ’t 
y o u — ”  Jim  h ad  interrup ted  w ith  a  lau gh :
“  N o t a  ch an ce th ere for m e. T h a t  g ir l’s 
n o t ty in g  up w ith  a n y  lik k e r  head. Som e 
successful g u y  w ith  a  p ile  o f ja c k  is  go in g 
to  c o p  her. A n d  m ore po w er to  him  an d  
to  h er, to o ,”  he added.

N o w  Z e b  looked  again  a t  I tc h y -W itc h y ’S ' 
fa ce  sm iling a t h im  from  o u t its  silver fram e 
and  vo icin g the th o u gh t h e  could  n o t k eep  
still, “  G ee, b u t I ’m  a  lu c k y  g u y ,”  h e  turned 
in for th e  n igh t and  slept soun dly till the 
ca ll b o y  a w o k e h im  in  the m orning w ith  the 
order, “  S ix  o ’clo ck  on th e  m ain line d itcher. 
Y o u  go t th e  728 fe r  a  ja c k . S h e’s on the 
cinder p it  n o w .”

F o r  the n ext w ee k  Itch y -W itc h y , Jim , his 
m other, and all th e  a ffa irs o f  h is e v e ry  d a y  
life  becam e secon dary. H is  m ind centered 
on  h is  jo b . T o  k eep  u p  the m inor repairs 
on  th e  engine, p u m p  p a ck in g , tighten ing u p  
rod  w edges, settin g u p  shoes, clearing ta n k  
strainers, litt le  jo b s  th a t to o k  u p  a ll h is 
spare tim e. F o r Z e b  w as v e ry  carefu l 
a b o u t his engine, a n d  the slightest th in g 
w rong g a v e  him  m uch concern  till he h a d  
repaired  it.

T h ere  w a s a  lo t to  do on  th e  seem ingly 
loafin g jo b  on  th e  d itch er; there a lw a y s  is  a  
lo t fo r a  conscien tious m an to  do on the 
railroad. T h e re  w ere  th e  train  orders to  
stu d y  so as  to get a s  m u ch  tim e in on the 
job  as possible w ith o u t d ela yin g  traffic w hile 
the d itch in g crew  cleared  m ud and debris 
from  beside the r igh t o f  w a y . A n d  in m ak
ing the run ahead to a  sid ing to let a  pas
senger o r  fre igh t through, in b ack in g  u p  to 
th e  jo b  again  a fte r  a  train  h ad  passed, 
Z e b ’s  m ind n ever le ft  h is jo b  for a  m inute.

H e h ad  to b e  carefu l, fo r on the fla t cars 
behind h im  a  hundred careless track  
laborers m ust be looked  o u t for. H is  m ind 
occasion ally  filled  w ith  thoughts o f Itch y - 
W itc h y , fleeting, m om en tary  flashes o f

m em ory, driven  a w a y  in  a  b rie f m inute b y  
th e  ever present w ork in  h an d . Z e b ’s jo b  
cam e first. H e  little  kn ew  it, b u t the h a b it 
o f  railro ad in g w as fa st grip p in g him .

O n ly  a t  n igh t, w hen h e  h ad  done fo r  the 
lo n g d a y , sittin g alone in th e  b oard in g house 
beside the railroad, d id  he relax. T h en  the 
w arm  glo w  o f  affection sto le over him  and 
Itc h y -W itc h y ’s  fa ce  w as b efo re h im , o ften  
follow ed b y  h is m other, th e  nurse, and  Side
w heeler, fo u r w om en ea ch  differing from  
the other. Y e t  through all their differences 
ran  one deep an d  u n va ry in g  q u a lity , a  
v ir tu e  th at transcended a ll their other 
virtues, the desire to lo ve an d  be loved . 
A n d  several n ights, tired  an d  sleep y, Z e b  
turned in, a  d im  va g u e  in k lin g  o f the d riv in g  
force th a t im pels m en and  w om en to do th e  
gran d  th in gs in  life  opening b efore h im . 
F o r  out o f h is lo ve  for I tc h y -W itc h y  cam e 
th e  know ledge a n d  rea lization  o f  other 
loves.

T h e  w eek  passed. Jak e, tru e  to h is prom 
ise, sent another engineer to  relieve him , 
an d  Z e b  rode the first passenger b ack . A s  
u sual, h e  w en t to  J im ’s restauran t. T h e  
p la ce  w as crow ded. I t  seem ed to b e  a lw a y s  
b u sy  since Jim  h ad  ta k en  it  over. Z e b  w as 
pleased a t  the p o p u la rity  o f  th e  p lace, y e t  
a s  he looked  a t  those fello w s a t  the tab le  
ah ead  w ith th e  b o ttle  b ra zen ly  in  th e  cen ter, 
when h e  listened to their boisterous lan 
gu age freely  peppered w ith  lu rid  oaths, he 
shook his head. T h e  p lace  w a s  run on a  
free and ea sy  basis. I t  reflected  J im ’s 
ch aracteristics p e rfe ctly . P erh ap s h e  w as 
too straigh t laced ; perhaps Jim  k n e w  b etter 
h ow  to g e t along w ith  th e  m en  o f  th e  road.

Jim  cam e o u t o f the k itch en , saw  Z e b  and  
crossed o ver to h is table . Z e b  m otioned 
h im  to  bend o ver and  w hispered a  few  
w ords in his ears.

Jim  straightened u p , clap p ed  Z e b  a  thum p 
on the b ack  th a t d ro ve d ie  a ir  from  h is  
lungs. “  Sure, I ’ll b e  the best m an! G o in g 
o u t th is m orning? Y o u  b e t I ’ll  g o  w ith  
y o u ! ”

A t  J im ’s  w ords, ea sily  h eard  over the din, 
the b u zz o f  conversation  stopped. T h e re  
w as a  general turnin g o f heads, a  cran in g o f  
necks.

Jim , in  sp ite  o f  Z e b ’s  low  rem onstrance, 
“  N o , no, J im ; k eep  i t  q u ie t,”  shouted,

8 A
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“  B o y s , ra y  friend here, Z e b ’s, gettin g 
sp liced  to-d ay! W hoopee! I t ’s a  grand  
even t! L e t ’s h ave a  drin k  on i t ! ”

Som e one passed a  b o ttle . Jim  turned it  
u p  and sw allow ed deep ly . T h ere  w as a  
bedlam  o f voices, all w ishin g lu ck  to  Z eb , 
w ho, em barrassed, h a rd ly  kn ew  w hich w a y  
to turn. H e  w ished ferv e n tly  th a t Jim  h ad  
k e p t q u iet. T h e n  he reflected, it w as 
n oth in g to b e  asham ed o f, and sooner or 
later ev ery  one w ould  hear o f  h is m arriage. 
I t  is hard  for a  railroader to h a ve  a  secret, 
and w ell Zeb kn ew  this.

H e  go t a w a y  from  the n o isy  crow d as 
soon as he could, an d  w ith  the w ords “  See 
y o u  on S ixteen  ”  to  Jim , he hurried  out.

A  few  m inutes b efore Sixteen  le ft  J im  
m et him  and the tw o sat in the sm oking car. 
A s  the train  took the crossover on to the 
W est E n d  D iv isio n  th e y  noted  un sual 
signs o f  a c tiv ity . P ile  a fte r  pile o f n ew ly  
hew n cross ties w ere stacked  in n eat heap s 
a lo n g the r igh t of w a y . H e a v y  n ew  rails  
la y  end to end on b o th  sides o f  the road  bed. 
A  h a lf m ile o u t a  steam  shovel flu ttered  its  
exh au st w hile the b ig  toothed  b u ck e t b it  
ch u n ks o u t o f the red c la y  b a n k  o f a  n arrow  
cu t. .

Jim  sp oke: “  W id en in g th e  rig h t o f  w a y . 
T h e re ’s som ething doing on the W est E n d. 
W on der w h a t? ”

T h e y  flashed b y  a  w o rk  train  th at w aited  
on a  passin g tra c k  fo r them  to  go b y .

T h e  conductor cam e through an d  saw  
the tw o.

“  H ello , W h ite ! H ello , Jim ! W h a t y o u  
g u y s  rid in g the cushion s fo r a ll dolled  u p ? ”  
L o o k in g  a t Z eb  h e  w in ked  ro gu ish ly  and 
added, “  S ay , b o y , I ’ve  h eard  a  few  rum ors. 
A re  th e y  true. A re  y o u  going to m a rry  
th a t p re tty  little  b lu e-eyed  girl o u t a t  E ccle- 
fe ch a n ? ”

Z e b  nodded.
“ W ell, lu ck  to y o u ! I V e  been m arried 

fo r ten y e a rs  an d  h ere ’s som ething stra igh t 
— w hen  a  m an  gets  a  good w om an life  
m eans som ething to  him . W h y , I  h a rd ly  
can w a it to  g e t hom e a t th e  end o f th e  
run now , m id I  rem em ber w hen  I  w as y o u r 
a g e  I  n ever w en t hom e till  e v e ry  o th er 
p la ce  w a s closed  fo r  the n ig h t.”

H e  laughed. “  T h in g s  ch an ge in  ten  
y e a rs .”  P o in tin g  o u t through th e  .window 
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to w here Sixteen  w a s flashin g b y  a  long 
string o f w o rk  cars on the siding, h e  re
m arked: “  T h e re ’s chan ges been going on  
righ t here. C rush ed  stone b allast, n in ety  
pound rails, and  new  b rid ge steel. M a rk  
m y  w ords, th is is  a b o u t through bein g a 
w ooden axle  division. A n d , s a y ,”  h e  con
tinued, “  I  ju s t  read an official b ulletin  this 
m orning. I t ’s  n o t p osted  y e t. E cclefech an  
is a bo u t don e.”

“  W h a t? ”  Z e b  queried  in  surprise.
“  Y e p , i t ’s so. T h e y ’re renam ing it 

Ju n ction  C ity . H e a rd  o f  the n ew  coal road, 
h a v e n ’t y o u ? ”

T h e y  both nodded.
“  W ell, she ties in a t  th e  W est E n d  there. 

I t ’s h er term inal. Ju n ction  C it y  w ill be 
som e p lace  too, w h en  th e y  sta rt m oving 
fre igh t through i t .”

T h e  conductor m oved  d ow n  the car. “  See 
y o u  g u y s  la ter,”  he said , an d  le ft  them  to  
ta lk  over the news.

Jim  w as en thusiastic. “ B o y , th ere ’s a  
b ig  fu tu re  ahead  fo r y o u ,”  h e  began , then 
h e  stopped, a  look  o f sadness crossing h is 
face . “  I ’m  fr a n k ly  en viou s o f y o u , Z eb . 
Y o u ’v e  g o t the w om an y o u  w ant. Y o u  
stan d  fo r  a  go od  run, b u t m e— I ’m  in a  
h o le .”

“  W h y , Jim , y o u ’re  m a k in g  m ore m oney 
r ig h t now  than  I  a m .”

“  O h , I  k n o w , Z e b . B u t— ‘ I t ’s gone, 
le t it  go. G od  bless it! ’ ”  h e  hum m ed. “  I ’ll 
n ever w heel a  d rag  a g a in .”

Z e b  looked o u t o f  th e  w indow . H e 
co u ld n ’t find  w ords to fit. Jim  w as o u t o f 
it .  H e  w ondered how  it fe lt  to  b e  a  rail
road er an d  to  b e  ban ished  from  the road. 
H e  cam e to w ith  a  start. A  fa m ilia r cu rve 
w a s sw eeping in an  arc b efore him , a  stone 
w alled  field flan ked  the railro ad , a  rock  
hou se nestled  a gain st th e  slop e o f  the h ill 
behind.

H e  looked  again . O n  th e  door step  stood 
a  w om an. I tc h y -W itc h y  w a s w aitin g . H is  
h ea rt pounded  fa st  a s  h e  led  th e  w a y  to th e  
en d  o f the car.

T e n  m inutes la te r  h e  h ad  greeted  her. 
She w a s a  vision  o f  loveliness, a  w h ite , flu ffy  
b u n d le  o f  y o u th  a n d  v ita lity  w ho, m uch to  
Z e b ’s  em barrassm ent, greeted  him  w ith  a  
h u g  an d  a  k iss, heedless o f  h e r  relatives, 
w h o  crow ded around.
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She introduced Z e b  and  J im  to them , and 
m ost o f them  w ere strangers to the tw o 
railro ad  m en. T h e y  w en t in  and sa t dow n 
in  the b ig fro n t room . Z e b  listened to the 
conversation. I t  h in ged  abou t the changes 
go in g on around th e  railroad. Som e o f the 
older ones w ere opposed to renam ing 
E cclefech an .

H e  heard one sa y : “ I t ’s a  good old nam e, 
th a t carries the tan g o f hom e in it. Ju n c
tion  C ity !  B ah ! Sounds like fre igh t cars 
a  sm ashing togeth er.”

Z eb  turned to I tch y -W itc h y . “  G irlie, 
w h a t do y o u  th in k  o f  i t ? ”

“  W ell, Z e b ,”  she answ ered, w ith  a 
squeeze on his arm , “  if  I ’m to  be a  railroad 
mein’s w ife, Junction  C ity  suits me. I t  
sounds carb a n gy  enough, I  gu ess.”

H e  cau gh t her b y  the hand as the 
preacher entered the door and led  her 
tow ards him , w hispering, “  H e re ’s the fellow  
th a t ’ll tak e  the ‘ if  ’ out o f th a t.”

A  few  m inutes later th ey  w ere m arried. 
T h ere  w as a  b u zz  o f congratulations. A m id  
th e  confusion I tch y -W itc h y  disappeared and 
Z eb , w atch in g an xiou sly , saw  her returning 
to the room  soon a fte r  dressed for travel. 
A s  he m ade his w a y  tow ards her, her 
fa th er stopped him .

“  L ad , be good to  her. S h e’s a ll I  h a v e .”  
Z eb  reached o ver and shook the old m an ’s 

hand. “  D a v id , I — I — ”  w ords fa iled  him , 
b u t the lo o k  in h is eyes ga v e  the prom ise.

H e  joined  Itch y -W itc h y  a t the door. 
T h e re  w as throw ing o f rice  as th e y  hurried 
dow n the path  together tow ards the station. 
T h e  fron t end o f Seventeen ’s engine cam e 
into sight and the train  drew  u p  and cam e 
to a  stop in front o f the station  w ith  a  

•squeal o f brakes.
A s  the engine passed, Z eb  a u to m atica lly  

glanced  up to see w ho w as on the run to 
d a y, b u t he n ever saw  w ho w as engineer. 
I tch y -W itc h y  turned tow ards him  an d  Zeb 
m om en tarily  fo rgo t engines and engineers, 
even  the railroad, for the m elting softness 
o f  those v io le t eyes drove the pow er to 
th in k  a w a y  from  him .

A s th e y  w en t u p  the car  steps a  few  old  
shoes thudded again st the side o f  the coach. 
T h e y  foun d a seat and she w aved  good-by 
till the crow d a t th e  station  w as hidden 
around the curve. T h en  she n estled

a gain st Z e b ’s shoulder, a  lo o k  o f  conten t
m ent and tru st in her face.

J im  cam e through carry in g  their su it
cases, set them  dow n and, m utterin g “ G oin g 
up  in the b aggage c a r ,”  h e  left.

T h e y  did  n o t see him  again  till th e y  
stopped a t the term inal. H e  helped them  
aboard the through train  w hen th ey  tran s
ferred, stood around, silen t and ill a t  ease 
till leavin g tim e, and then w ith  a  “  G ood 
lu ck  to y o u , Z e b ,”  h e  h eld  out his hand.

T h e y  shook hands, these tw o m en w ho 
h ad  been fa st friends fo r five years,, w ho 
had been w ithin  an arm ’s reach of death, 
who each ow ed the other a  debt o f  gra ti
tude. A  sim ple and sincere han d clasp , a  
sm ile in their faces, a  w ord  o f w ell w ishing 
on their lips, y e t  each h ad  a  little  secret 
doubt in h is heart.

Z e b  wondered h ow  the w om an he loved 
and h ad  ju st m arried w ould react to Jim  
w ho, as he dropped Z e b ’s  hand, w as th in k 
ing, “  L ord , the old  son of a  gun! W on der 
i f  h e ’ll g ive  me the a ir n o w ? ”

E ach  kn ew  th at a  new  relationship h ad  
begun, each w ondered h ow  it  w ould  end.

“  A ll a b o a rd !”  the conductor called.
T h e  p orters p ick ed  up the stools; the 

vestib u le  doors w ere closing, y e t  Jim  and  
Z eb  stood.

T h e  p o rter behind Z e b  fin a lly  spoke, 
“  C a p ’n, w e ’re le a v in ’, ”  and as the car go t 
in to  m otion Z eb  turned, clim bed aboard.

“  G oo d-b y, J im ,”  and  “  G ood lu ck , Z e b .”
J im  w atch ed the train  till it  w as o u t o f 

sight, then slow ly  w alked  o u t on to the 
street and b a c k  to the restauran t, a  forlorn  
feeling w eighing him  down.

C H A P T E R  X V I I I .

JIM  BROWN AGAIN.

TE N  d a ys later the n ew ly-w eds re
turned from  their honeym oon. I t  
w as five  o ’c lo ck  in the m orning 

w hen th ey  go t in, and  Z eb  engaged a  room  
a t the hotel across from  the depot. D u rin g  
their trip  th e y  h ad  ta lked  over their plans. 
Z eb  w as going to tr y  for a  run on  the W est 
E n d. T h ere  w as a  la y o v e r  freigh t th a t 
m ade E cclefech an  e v e ry  n igh t and cam e 
b a ck  in  the m orning. H e  h ad  decided  to
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see if  h e  cou ld  p ull the engineer off it. I f  he 
succeeded h e  could  h ave h is n ights a t  hom e.

Itch y -W itc h y  w as w illin g to  do a n yth in g 
th a t Z eh  suggested, even liv e  in tow n, but, 
a s  she explained: “  F ath er is gettin g  o ld , 
and, Z eb , although I  h ate  to sa y  it, he w ill 
not b e  w ith  u s  long. I  can  m ake his re
m ain ing y ea rs com fortab le  fo r h im . H e 
likes y o u , and there is no reason w h y  y o u  
ca n ’t s ta y  w ith  u s .”

T h is  arrangem ent satisfied  Z e b , and  after 
gettin g  her settled  an d  com fortab le  Z eb  le ft  
to  go  dow n and see Jim . W h en  he arrived  
a t  th e  restauran t h e  stopped  aghast. A n  
excited  k n o t o f m en w ere gathered inside. 
T h e  p lace  w as in a  w reck . B ro k en  chairs 
and dishes clu ttered  the floor. A  sm ashed 
w indow  h ad  sp ra yed  broken  g lass across 
the sidew alk. A  pu d d le o f fresh blood led  
from  the door o u t across the sid ew alk  to  
the curb.

Z eb  pushed h is w a y  in. “  G reat G od, 
w h a t’s happened? W h e re ’s  J im ? WTio’s 
h u r t? ”  he yelled  fran tica lly .

From  one and another o f  the m en w ho 
surrounded h im  h e gleaned the sto ry. A  
crow d h ad  b e a r  in the p lace  all n igh t 
drinking, an d  w hen Jim  cam e dow n in the 
m orning th e y  w ere in  an  u g ly  m ood. T h e  
w aiter and cook  h ad  been driven  into the 
k itch en  w here, behind  the locked  door, th e y  
cow ered in  co m p arative  sa fe ty  from  the 
b arage o f  p la tes a n d  cups th a t w ere hurled 
a t  them  every  tim e th e y  opened th e  door to  
escape. W h en  J im  cam e, a t  first h e  tried  
to calm  them, b u t th e y  w ere too fa r  gone 
to  be calm ed. F a ilin g  in th is he bo d ily  
threw  them  o u t on e b y  one, none too 
gen tly . T h e n  as he stooped over, p ick in g  
u p  som e dishes from  the floor, unseen one 
returned an d  stru ck  him  a  blow  over the 
b ack  o f h is head w ith  a  h e a v y  coffee cup, 
J im  w as b a d ly  h u rt, unconscious. H e  h ad  
ju st been taken  to  the h ospita l in  an  
am bulance.

Z e b  d u lly  h eard  th e  w ords— “  H e ’s h it  
hard . S houldn ’t  w on der i f  th a t cra ck  
finishes h im .”

Z e b  heard  no m ore. H e  rushed o u t in to  
the street, h ailed  a  p assin g autom obile and, 
to the astonished driver, shouted: “  D r iv e  
m e to th e  hospita l a s  q u ick  as y o u  can  
w heel h er.”

T o  the w ords “  I  d o n ’t  w a n t to be ar
rested for sp eedin g,”  Z eb  p u lled  o u t a  
crum p led  w ad  o f b ills, “  H ere, burn  it  up, 
fellow . I f  y o u ’re ca u g h t th is w ill p a y  y o u r 
fin e.”

T h e re  w as a  c la sh  o f  sh iftin g  gears, a  
q u ick  acceleration  th a t settled  into a  h igh  
pitched w hirr, m id  m a d ly  the m achine 
w h izzed  through th e  streets, ju st begin nin g 
to  b e  a ctiv e  w ith  ea rly  m orning traffic. 
R o u n d in g the cu rve  o n  tw o w heels w ith  
b larin g  horn* the m achin e sp urted  u p  the 
gravel d riv ew a y  in fro n t o f the hospital and 
stopped w ith  both  rear w heels skidding.

Z e b  rushed up  the step s three a t  a  jum p, 
flung th e  door open, and, to an am azed 
nurse w ho m et him  in the h a llw a y , h e  
b lu rted: “ Jim ! W h e re ’s  J im ? ”

She gazed  a t  h im , w ild  eyed , in surprise. 
“ J im  w h o ? ”

“  Jim  B ro w n ! H e  w as ju st b rou gh t in 
h u rt a  few  m in utes a g o .”

“  O h ,”  she answ ered, “  h e ’s u p  on the 
third  floor. T h e y  ju st carried  h im  up. B u t  
I  d on ’t  th in k  y o u  can  see h im .”

Z e b  n ever p a id  the sligh test a tten tion  to  
h er. W ith o u t even  a  than ks, he turned  an d  
m ounted the stairs in lon g sp rin gin g ju m p s.

A t  the h ead  o f the h a ll on  th e  th ird  floor 
h e  ca st a  q u ick  lo o k  u p  a n d  dow n the cor
ridor. A  door opened, a  n urse cam e o u t 
w ith  a  bow l held  in  her hands. Z e b  ran  
tow ards h er. A s  he n eared h e  recogn ized 
her. I t  w as M iss A nnie.

“  W h e re ’s  h e ? ”  he asked  in a  hoarse 
vo ice . “  W h e re ’s  J im ? ”

She pointed  to the door she h a d  ju st 
com e out of. Z eb  flung it  open an d  
stepp ed  into the room an d  stopped. H is  
b reath  seem ed to  b e  ch o k ed  off; h is b lood  
frozen. Jim  la y  un m ovin g on  th e  bed , a  
w h ite  helm et o f ban dages crisscrossed h is 
h ead  in com p act layers. H is  ey e s  w ere 
closed, his fa ce  w as w hite. I t  h ad  the lean  
calm  lo o k  o f  death  a bo u t it , thin  lipped  
w ith  b lu e eyelid s a n d  a  sh a rp  p in ch ed  a p 
pearance. H e  tried  to vo ice  J im ’s  nam e, 
b u t h is th ro a t m uscles w ere p a ra ly zed . H e  
w as u n ab le  to sp eak.

F in a lly , a fte r  an effort, a  harsh d ry  
w hisp er w elled out: “  Jim , oh J im !”

A  m ovem en t across the b ed  a ttracted  his 
atten tion , a n d  fo r th e  first tim e h e  n oticed
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th e  head nurse, w ho h a d  been stan din g there 
ever since h is  en tran ce. H e  turned an  
ap p ealin g glan ce to her and  foun d voice.

“  M iss, is he b ad  h u rt?  W ill he— w ill 
h e ? ”  H e  co u ld n ’t l i f t  h is courage u p  to 
com plete the sentence.

She sm iled a  little , then  in a  calm , reas
suring vo ice , she answ ered: “  D o n ’t  w o rry . 
H e ’s  gotten  a  n a sty  b lo w  on the head, b u t 
th e re ’s no im m ediate danger unless com 
p licatio n s set in. In  fa ct, th e  doctor w ho 
h a s ju st le ft does n o t even  b e lieve  h is skull 
is fractu red .”

T h e  relief in  Z e b ’s  fa ce  a t  her w ords 
m ade h er turn  q u ic k ly  and lea ve  the room . 
In  the h a llw a y , she m et M iss  A n n ie h u rry 
in g  back . T h e re  w as a  suspicion  o f tears 
in  her eyes, a  huskiness in the older w om 
a n ’s vo ice , as  she sa id  to the oth er: “ I ’ve  
seen m an y a  sight since I  cam e here, b u t 
n ever a n y th in g  lik e  those tw o. W h y , 
D am o n  and P yth ias , D a v id  and Jonathan 
w ere m ere acquain tances. T a lk  abou t the 
lo ve  a  w om an h as for a  m an, i t ’s m ere a f
fectio n  com pared to the love o f tw o m en ,”

M iss A n n ie w as surprised a t  the outburst. 
B ir th  and death, a g o n y  and  suffering, all 
the hum an w oes and  pain s th a t are a  p a rt 
o f  th e  ev e ry  d a y  w o rk  in a  hospita l le ft 
th e  head nurse, q u ie t and  sym path etic, d eft 
and assured. B u t  th is concern  one m an 
h ad  for another w as a  new  experience, and 
she w as touched d eep ly  b y  it.

M iss  A n n ie  entered the room . Z e b  arose 
from  th e  ch air  w h ere he h ad  sat gazin g 
into J im ’s face , a s  though b y  the v e ry  in 
ten sity  o f h is sta re  he m igh t absorb  J im ’s 

troubles.
“  M iss  A n nie! O h, I ’m  so glad  to know  

y o u  are still here an d  w ill look  o u t for 

J im .”
“  W h y , M r. W h ite , I  look  o u t for a n y  

one here w ho needs atten tion . T h a t ’s m y 

w o rk .”
“  I  k n o w  th a t,”  said Z eb  q u ick ly . “  B u t 

I  w a n t y o u  to be extra  solicitous now . I f  
th ere is an y th in g  h e  needs, a n yth in g he 
w an ts, get it  for him . I ’ve  go t the m on ey 
a n d  I ’d  spend the last cent on Jim  B row n , 
b ecause— w ell, I  ca n ’t ju st exp lain — b e
cau se J im ’s m y  fr ie n d .”

“  I  know , I  k n o w ,”  she answ ered. “ W ell, 
d o n ’t  w o rry . H e ’ll receive the b est a tten 

tion  possible. Y o u  rem em ber,”  she added, 
“  I ,  too, kn ow  Jim  B row n , an d  I ,  too, lik e  
h im .”

Z eb  grabb ed  her hand. “  G od  bless y o u , 
litt le  lad y . I ’m  tru stin g y o u  to do the best 
y o u  ca n .”

She replied  ge n tly : “  A ll r igh t. N o w  
y o u  run along an d  le t him  b e  q u ie t.”  

“ W h en  can  I  see h im ? ”
“  N o t  fo r a  d a y  or tw o .”
“ B u t  I  m ust see him . I  c a n ’t  w a it a  

d a y  or tw o. H e  m igh t w a n t m e .”
“  H e ’ll sleep a  couple o f hours now  till 

th e  hypoderm ic w e ga v e  him  w ears off. P er
h ap s if  y o u  happen to  be here then, yo u  
m igh t see him . Y o u  a re  not supposed to, 
b u t— ”

P la c in g  h er finger to her lips, she turned 
tow ard  the door, becko n in g Z eb  to follow . 
O n ce o u t in  the h all, Z eb  pulled  out his 
w atch . W h ew ! J u st h a lf an hour till S ix 
teen  le ft  and h e  and h is brid e w ere due 
to go o u t on it. H e h ad  forgotten  all 
a b o u t I tc h y -W itc h y  absorbed as he w as in 
J im ’s state. N o w  it cam e b a ck  to him  in 
a  rush. She w as w aitin g a t the hotel, w a it
in g  for h im  to return, anxious, w orried 
p ro b ab ly , a t  h is lon g absence.

H e cau gh t the street car on the co m er 
and  n ervously  b it h is lip s a t each stop  it 
m ade on its  seem ing endleSs- trip  on the 
few  m iles from  th e  hospital to the depot. 
O n ce u p  in  the room , he foun d her cryin g .

“  O h, Z e b , w here h ave  y o u  been? I ’m 
w orried sick. I  im agined all sorts o f things 
happ enin g to y o u .”

W ith  his arm s around her, he com forted  
h er  and told her o f J im ’s m isfortune.

W h en  he h ad  finished, she replied: “  Z eb , 
I ’l l  tell y o u  w h a t I ’ll do. I ’ll go hom e on 
Sixteen. Y o u  s ta y  here over the d a y  till 
y o u  kn o w  how  J im ’s going to com e along. 
See the superintendent abou t the run  yo u  
spoke o f  and get everyth in g straightened 
out. I ’ll be w aitin g  for y o u .”

T o  Z e b ’s relu ctan t consent, she added: 
“  N o , i t ’s all r ig h t.”  She sm iled b ra ve ly . 
“  I f  I ’m  go in g to  be a  railroad m an ’s w ife , 
I  m igh t as w ell get used to w aitin g, fo r  
I  foresee I  w ill h a v e  a  lo t o f it  to  d o .”

Z eb  carried  their su it cases dow n and  
w ith  a  sin kin g feelin g  in h is heart, saw  
S ixteen  p u ll o u t. H e  h a ted  to see h er go ,
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y e t  h e ' w a s to m  b etw een  the tw o co n flict
ing em otions th a t m illed and  tw isted  
through him .

In sid e a  h a lf h o u r a fter  S ixteen  le ft , he 
w as b a ck  a t  th e  hosp ita l, s ittin g  beside 
J im ’s  bed , w a tch in g  him  as h e  struggled  
b a ck  to consciousness. A  flu tter o f h is 
eyelid s, a  m ovem ent o f  h is hands, a  tu rn 
in g  of his ban daged  h ead  n ervo u sly  from  
side to side and  Jim  m oved lik e  a  m an 
com ing b a c k  to  life . T h e n  w ith  a  con
vu lsiv e  h eave, he sa t u p  an d  ga zed  around 
w ild ly .

Z eb  sp oke: “ Jim , h o w  do y o u  fee l, o ld  
m a n ? ”

Jim  turned a  b la n k  fa ce  on  h im  an d 
graspin g the head o f the bed  in  h is hands, 
p u lled  him self up righ t. T h e re  w a s delirium  
in  h is eyes, m adness in  h is vo ice  w hen  he 
shouted: “  G e t out, a ll o f  y o u , g e t ou t! 
N o  m ore b oozin g in  here! Y e s , I  drin k, 
b u t I ’m  th rough , and y o u  g u y s  c a n ’t  tou ch  
it  in  m y  p la c e !”

H is  shout ran g through th e  h osp ita l: 
“ I ’m  through, I ’m  th ro u g h !”

T h e re  cam e the p a tter  o f h u rry in g  feet 
in the h a llw a y . M iss A n n ie a lte r e d  th e  
room .

“  T h ere , there, Jim , ta k e  it  ea sy . D o n ’t  
shout so. Y o u  d isturb  e v e ry  o n e.”

“  B u t  I  tell y o u  I ’m through. I ’v e  taken  
m y  last d r in k !”  Jim  y elled . “  G rea t G o d , 
w om an! C a n ’t  y o u  hear m e? I ’m  off the 
b o o ze.”

B o th  Z e b  and  the nurse tried  to q u iet 
him , b u t their efforts w ere useless. I t  w as 
not till Jim  had been given  an h yp o derm ic 
th a t h e  w as stilled, and  fin a lly  relaxed  into 
a  fitfu l state  o f com a.

Z e b  sat, torn  b y  sy m p a th y , w a tch in g  
Jim  for an hour till the effects o f th e  dru g 
slo w ly  w ore off. W h en  Jim  reaw aken ed, 
h e  w as sane, and  n o tic in g  Z eb , h is  ey es 
ligh ted  up.

“  H ello , Z e b , o ld  tim er,”  h e  greeted. H e  
fe lt up to  h is ban d aged  h ead  and grinned 
w a n ly . “  T h a t  w as th e  o n ly  fig h t I ’ve  tried  
to sto p , an d  see w h a t happ ened  to m e .”

H e  w et h is lips. “  G od , m y  ton gue feels 
lik e  som e one h a s  been usin g it  fo r a  fo o t 
m at. W h ew , b u t I ’m  d ry .”  H e  reached  u p  
and  pushed the b ell b u tto n . In  silence, 
Z e b  w atch ed  him .

In  a  few  m inutes M iss A n n ie  entered. 
J im  glan ced  u p  a t h er and  sm iled in recog
n ition. “  W ell, w ell, i f  it  a in ’t  m y  old 
frien d  A n n ie  L a u r ie .”  H e  lau gh ed : “ A n nie, 
so y o u ’re still h e re ? ”

“  Y e s , still here, M r. B ro w n .”
“ B een  here a  lo n g tim e, h a ven ’t  y o u ? ”
“  Y e s ,”  she replied  p ro u d ly . “  Seven 

y e a rs  n o w .”
“  W e ll,”  considered Jim . T h e n  w ith  a  

grin : “  I ’v e  o n ly  been here a  short w hile. 
Y o u ’re  b ette r  acq u ain ted  th an  I  am . S k ip  
o u t and  see i f  y o u  can  ru stle  up  a  regular 
d rin k  fo r m e.”

“  W h y , ' M r. B ro w n ,”  she exclaim ed 
shocked, “  I ’m asham ed o f yo u ! N o t  o ver 
an  hour ago y o u  swore y o u  w ere through 
d rin kin g fo r  good an d  n ow  y o u  are askin g 
fo r o n e .”

Jim  lo o k e d 'a ro u n d  a t  Z e b  for confirm a
tion  o f h er w ords. Z e b  nodded h is head,

“  Y o u  sure said  th a t th in g, J im .”
“  I  m u st h a v e  been cra zy  w hen  I  said 

th a t,”  he said ru efu lly . “  B u t  I ’m n ot 
c ra z y  n ow , an d  it  goes. I  guess I ’ve  a bo u t 
go t old en ough to  gra d u ate  from  the rum  
houn d c la ss .”

H e  reached o u t h is hands. Z eb  grasped  
one.

“  Y o u , too, M iss  A n n ie ,”  an d  Jim , hold
in g  to their hands, repeated  his prom ise. 
“  I ’m  o f it  fo r  life . ‘ G o o d -b y, booze, for
ever m ore.’ M y  b oozin g d a y s  are done and 
o ’er ,”  he sang.

O utsid e o f th e  d a y  w hen Itch y -W itc h y  
h a d  prom ised to m a rry  him , Z eb  h ad  n ever 
h eard  w ords th a t he thrilled  a t  a s  he did 
a t  those. T h e  one b a d  h a b it th a t w as ge t
tin g h is frien d  w as a  th in g o f the p a st, fo r 
J im ’s  w ord w as good.

H e  glan ced  a t  the n urse and  th e  look  in 
h er fa ce  p u zzled  him  fo r a  second. T h en  
h e  recogn ized  it. H e  h ad  seen th a t expres
sion b efo re  in oth er w om en ’s  faces. I tc h y -  
W itc h y  h ad  it  w hen she looked a t  him . H e  
h ad  noticed  it  in  h is m oth er’s. A t  tim es 
h e  h ad  seen it  in S idew heeler’s fa ce  w hen 
h e  h a d  m entioned J im ’s nam e to  her. N o w  
h e k n e w  th a t M iss  A n n ie  h a d  the sam e feel
in g  as the oth er w om en. She w as m uch 
m ore interested in  Jim  than  even  J im  
realized.

She colored, w alk ed  out o f  th e  room  a n d
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Jim  la y  b ack  on his pillow , his ey es closed 
and  in a  sh o rt tim e, he fell into a  peacefu l 
slum ber.

Z e b  tip toed  from  th e  room  an d  w en t 
dow n the corridor out into th e  street, a  song 
o f  jo y  singing in h is heart. Jim  w as too 
discerning, he knew , to long rem ain in  ig 
norance o f w h a t he him self stro n gly  sus
pected.

H e w en t u p  to  th e  office to find o u t 
a b o u t a  run  th a t w ould  g iv e  him  h is n igh ts 
a t  hom e and he learned other things th at 
w ere good to  hear. D ro p p in g  in to th e  
train m aster’s  office, C h arley  K een e, after 
con gratu latin g  him  on h is m arriage, in
form ed him  th a t the old m an w anted to 
see him .

W ondering w h a t w as up, Z eb  entered the 
superintendent’s office. T h e  o ld  m an 
shook hands w ith  him .

“  W ell, W h ite , now  th a t y o u ’re an old  
m arried  m an, I  exp ect y o u  h a ve  y o u r h eart 
set on a  regular run th a t w ill b rin g  y o u  
hom e ev e ry  n ig h t.”

“  C olon el, y o u ’re a  good guesser. H o w  
did  y o u  kn o w  th at w as w h a t I  w a n te d ? ”

T h e  colonel sm iled his know in g sm ile. 
“  I ’v e  been here fo r th ir ty  y ea rs and  h ave  
seen a  hundred o r  m ore m en get m arried. 
A n d  w ith ou t exception, th e y  fa n  u p  her§ 
first th in g for a  run th a t w ill g iv e  ’em  tim e 
a t hom e. I t ’s n atu ra l and I  lik e  to  see it. 
A  m an th a t h as a  conten ted and h a p p y  
hom e life , is p re tty  a p t to ta k e  care o f  h is 
train . T h e  b est m en w e h a ve  are the fe l
low s w ho ow n their ow n hom es an d  h ave 
a  w om an w a itin g  there for their return. 
B y  the w a y , W h ite , I  prom ised to keep  y o u  
in  m ind and g iv e  y o u  a  boost first ch an ce.”

Z eb  w ondered w h a t w as com ing. T h e  
superintendent le isu rely  lit his cigar, puffed 
a  few  tim es then  continued:

“  W ell, here it  is. M a r k  u p  fo r the W est 
E n d  D ivisio n — exclu sively .”

“  W h y , colonel, i f  I  do th a t, I  au to 
m a tica lly  c u t m y se lf o u t o f  a  m ain  line 
run. T h e re ’s ju st a  few  train s o u t there, 
and  th ey  are n o t v e ry  desirable. I  w anted 
one fo r a  w hile, b u t I  h ave m y  h eart set 
on  h au lin g th e  L im ited  som e d a y  and i t ’s  
a  m ain line ru n .”

“  Y e s , th a t ’s so, b u t h ere ’s a  b it  o f news. 
T h e  W est E n d  in  five  y e a rs  w ill b e  a  b igger

division  than  the m ain line is  now. In  fa ct, 
I  h a ven ’t  a  d oubt b u t th a t it  w ill b e  the 
m ain  lin e .”

H e  took a  few  step s across the room , 
looked o u t th e  w indow  and continued:
“  M a rk  u p  fo r it now , Z eb , an d  y o u ’ll stand 
first on the list. I ’v e  go t n othin g to do 
w ith  the W est E n d  a fter  the first o f n ext 
m on th .”

F o r a  second the significance o f the 
w ords did n ot sink in, then Z eb  understood. 
T h e  W est E n d  had been m ade a  d ivision 
to itse lf and he, Z eb  W h ite , h ad  a  chan ce 
to becom e the “  o ldest ”  engineer on th a t 
division. T o  th in k  his am bition  w ou ld  so 
soon be realized! I t  alm ost to o k  his breath  
a w ay .

H is  eyes w ere shining. “  C olon el, I ’m 
gra tefu l, v e ry  m uch so. T h a n k s. T h a t ’s 
a ll I  can  s a y .”  H e w anted  to sa y  m ore, 
b u t the w ords w ould not com e.

H e  turned to leave. W h a t it w as, he 
n ever could  explain, b u t som ething tem pted 
him  to  turn  and sa y  to the other, even  as 
his hand touched th e  door k n ob . “ I ’m  
sure pleased, and  I  kn o w  tw o oth er people 
w ho w ill b e .”

“  T w o ? ”  th e  colonel asked, puzzled. 
“  W h o ’s the oth er besides the w ife ? ”

“  J im  B row n . H e ’s  in the hospita l n o w .”  j
“ Y e s , I ’v e  heard  abou t Jim . I t ’s  a  

sham e, too. W h a t does h e  w an t to get 
drunk for? J im ’s  a  sm art fellow , w ell liked , 
and I  know , from  experience w ith  him , his 
word is as good as gold. B u t  the booze— ”  
T h e  colonel shook h is head. |

Z e b  replied, and  there w as a  ring o f  
pleasure in h is vo ice : “  W ell, h e ’s given  h is ' 
w ord; h e ’s off it  fo r  go o d .”  T h en  a  g rea t ’ 
resolve cam e to  him . “ C olon el, ca n ’t y o u  
— w on ’t y o u — p u t him  b a c k  if  he la y s  off 
the d rin k ? ”  ;

T h e  colonel studied. “  N o , W h ite— th a t 
is b eyond m e. J im ’s off fo r good. I ’m 
sorry, b u t— ”  H e  hesitated . Z eb  w as a ll 
atten tion  a s  th e  superintendent added:
“  T h e re ’s a  chan ce fo r him , th o u gh .”

“  A  ch an ce fo r h im ? ”  Z eb  asked  eagerly . 
“ W h a t is it?  I ’d  give an y th in g  to  see him  
set r ig h t.”

“  C om e and  s it dow n and  I ’ll tell y o u  
abou t i t ,”

Seated  across th e  fla t top ped  table, Z eb
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listened as the superin ten den t outlin ed  J im ’s 
chance. H e  h ad  been w atch in g J im ’s res
tau ran t and h ad  seen how  popular it  h ad  
becom e. J im  knew  h ow  to  m ake a  restau
ran t p a y . T h e re  w as b u t th e  drin kin g 
against the p lace. D o w n  below , in one cor
ner of the depot, the station  restauran t, a  
p lace o f clean  w hite linen, o f s o ft ligh ts and 
gleam ing silver, w ould  soon b e  w ith o u t a  
m anager. T h e  F ren ch m an  w ho h ad  the 
lease on it  w as go in g b a c k  hom e to the o ld  
coun try.

“  F ren ch ie  w as a  good cook, an d  h e  m ade 
enough m on ey in  the five  y ea rs  h is lease 
had run to retire,”  w as the su p erin ten den t’s 
com m ent. “  I t ’s a  gold  m ine fo r th e  righ t 
m an; b u t,”  he cautioned, “  th e  p la ce  h a s  
g o t to  k eep  u p  its  reputatio n . W ill y o u  
vouch for J im ? ”

“  Colonel, I ’ll b a ck  him  u p  to  th e  lim it. 
I ’ll go on J im ’s  b on d  for a n y  am ou n t I  am  
able to rak e  u p .”

“  W ell, I  w ould , to o ,”  the superintendent 
ackn ow ledged. “  W hen  h e  g e ts  out, te ll 
h im  I  w an t to see him  u p  here.”

Z eb  grabbed the su p erin ten den t’s hand. 
“ Colonel, b y  G od, y o u ’re— w ell— colonel, 
I ’ll never forget yo u r consideration .”

“  O h, th a t’s all righ t, W h ite . I ’m o n ly  
too  glad  to b e  ab le  to do som ething fo r 
y o u .”

T h e  telephone rang, and their in terview  
ended.

A s  Z eb  w en t o u t the door he heard  th e  
superintendent sa y : “  A n d  b y  th e  w a y ,
J ake, m ark  W h ite  off the m ain line. H e ’s 
signed up for the W est E n d  D iv isio n . N o , 
the W est E n d  alo n e.”

Z e b  hu rried  dow n th e  sta irs and b a c k  
uptow n. H e  h a rd ly  could  w a it till h e  re
turned to Jim  an d  to ld  him  the good new s. 
H e b u rst into th e  room . T h e  n urse w as 
sittin g  beside the bed. Z e b  fan cied  h e  saw  
her je rk  her hand o u t of J im ’s  as he cam e 
in, b u t the m ovem ent w as so q u ick  h e  w as 
n ot sure. O n ce inside, how ever, he becam e 
certain  o f one th in g: Jim  w as n ot w astin g  
a n y  tim e. M iss  A n n ie ’s  confusion  g a v e  h er 
thoughts a w ay , and Z eb  forgo t m om en tarily  
th e  new s he had hurried  so to  tell.

H e  looked  from  one to  th e  other slo w ly . 
M iss  A n n ie colored under h is  glan ce. N o t 
Jim , how ever.

T u rn in g  to  her, h e  said  w ith  a  grin: 
“  A in ’t  it  a w fu l?  Y o u  ju s t c a n ’t  k eep  a  
th in g  from  him . D o n ’t  a sk  a n y  questions, 
Z eb , old  horse, b u t  th is little  la d y  here is 
a  going to  b e  M rs. B ro w n  as soon as m y 
dom e shingles over. So, isn ’t it, A n n ie ? ”  

She b lushed  and answ ered sa u cily : 
“  S ay , Jim  B row n , y o u ’re  a  fa st w orker. 
G iv e  m e tim e to th in k .”

“ T im e! Y o u  go t the rest o f  y o u r  life  
to  th in k  it  over a fter  the preacher sa y s  ‘ fo r 
better, fo r w orse, com e h igh , low , ja c k  or 
th e  gam e.’ ”

C H A P T E R  X I X .

ENTER A NEW RAILROADER.

TH E  statio n  d inin g room  un der J im  
B ro w n ’s m anagem ent — or rath er h is 
w ife ’s— is fa r fam ed  for its  w h ole

som e food an d  its  q u ie t a ir o f seren ity . 
E v e r y  through train  h as a t  lea st a  h a lf hour 
la y o v e r  for m eals, and  so fa r  h a s th e  excel
len ce o f  its  cuisine sp read  th a t th ere seldom  
is a  v a c a n t sea t a t  a n y  o f  th e  tables.

B u t  no m a tter  how  crow d ed  th e  p lace  
m a y  be, there is  a lw a y s  room  fo r one m an. 
Z e b  W h ite  in  o veralls  o ften  is  seated  w hen 
som e retired  business m an, fu m in g a t th e  
d e la y , m u st w a it. F o r  ev e ry  even ing a  h a lf 
h ou r b efore the E astern  M a il p u lls  o u t Z e b  
com es in  to  dinner. A n d  th e  diners m arvel 
a t  the consideration  show n th is  m an in o ver
alls. T h e y  little  dream  o f th e  bond o f  
friendship  betw een  th e  m anager a n d  th e  
engineer.

O ne evening, Z e b , w ho h ad  finished eat
in g, sp oke a  few  w ords to the p leasan t 
faced , efficient lo o k in g  w om an w ho sat n ear 
the door, an d  w ith  a  glan ce a t  h is watch,; 
rem arked:

“  W ell, M iss  A n nie, I ’ll b e  m ovin g alo n g. 
I t ’s ju st ten  m inutes till lea vin g  tim e.”

“  Z eb , h o w ’s the w ife ? ”  w as her rep ly . 
H is  fa ce  clouded, a  w orried  w rin k le  ap

peared  on h is forehead.
“  I  h o p e she’s 0 . K .,  b u t y o u  kn ow , M iss  

A n n ie , y o u  n ever can  tell. I  h a v e n ’t  heard  
to -d a y  since I  w en t through th is m orn in g.”  

“ Z eb , I ’m  go in g o u t to see her to-m orrow  
and  m a y  s ta y  till— till it  happens. I ’d  
rath er e n jo y  a  spell o f n u rsin g a g a in .”
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Z e b  shook h er hand. “  F ine. I  w ish y o u  
w ould. I t  w ould  b e  a  relief to  k n o w  y o u  
■ were there. I ’d  feel a  lo t better. I ’d la y  
off the run, o n ly  th in gs are so b risk  now  
th a t the m en are h a rd ly  gettin g their eigh t 
hours rest betw een  calls; b u t I ’ve p u t in 
m y  bid for a  layoff, and  as soon as an extra  
m an shows I ’m  go in g to s ta y  around hom e 
fo r  aw h ile .”

She laughed. “  O h, Z eb , q u it yo u r k id 
d in g me! T h a t ’s another verse o f  the sam e 
song y o u ’ve  been singing for th e  last three 
years. I t ’d h u rt y o u  w orse than a  dose o f 
rat poison to  see som e one else ta k e  yo u r 
run o u t fo r tw o n ights, one right a fter  
another. I  re a lly  believe y o u  th in k  as m uch 
o f th at o ld  engine as y o u  do yo u r w ife !”  

H e shook h is head an d  grinned rather 
sheepishly: “  O h, y o u  kn ow  i t ’s not th a t
bad, b u t,”  he added p rou d ly, “  I ’m w illin g 
to b et a  thousand dollars I  go t th e  best ja c k  
on the railroad.”

“  Sure, Z eb , I  k n o w  that. I  w as o n ly  
jok in g. B u t  ” — h er vo ice  h ad  a  rin g th a t 
hinted  a t m ore than her w ords stated— “  se
rio u sly, y o u  should  spend m ore tim e around 
hom e ju st now . T h a t  girl needs y o u .”

“  Y e s , y o u ’re r ig h t,”  he assented, and, 
turning, w aved  his han d to a  ta ll, w ell set 
u p  m an in  evening clothes w ho slo w ly  paced 
betw een the tables.

“  So long, Jim . G ood n igh t, M iss A n 
n ie .”  A n d  h e  w en t out.

S carce ly  h ad  he le ft  w hen a  call b o y  en 
tered w ith  a  railroad telegram  in his hand. 
G oin g u p  to J im  B row n , he said:

“  H e re ’s a  m essage ju st com e through 
fo r W h ite . I t ’s in  care  o f  y o u .”

“  H e ’s ju s t  gone out to h is en gin e,”  said  
Jim  as h e  id ly  glanced  a t the green sheet o f 
paper.

O n e look, his expression changed from  
cu riosity  to  concern, a n d  he hurried  to the 
front.

“  G et ready, A n n ie ,”  he fra n tica lly  or
dered. “  L e t ’s go out there. L o o k  a t  this. 
W hile y o u ’re gettin g y o u r things on, I ’ll 
telephone and find out w h at I  ca n .”

She glanced  a t the telegram  and q u ick 
ly  called the h ead  w aiter over and ordered: 
“  G eorge, look o u t for things. Jim  and I  
w ill be gone for aw hile. P erh ap s a ll n ig h t.”  

She did  n ot w ait to hear h is answ er, b u t

w ith ou t w astin g  a  m om ent she g o t on  her 
h a t and co a t an d  follow ed Jim  s w iftly  to 
w ard  the train.

T h e  last passengers w ere h u rry in g  
aboard; the b aggage an d  m ail tru ck s th a t 
w ere d raw n  alongside w ere alm ost un load
ed. T h e  engine w as begin nin g to pop. I t  
w as lik e  a  • sp irited  horse, paw in g and 
stam ping, im patien t to begin  the run.

Jim , still in h is even ing clothes, hatless 
and o u t o f breath , ran  u p  to  the engine 
even  as Z eb  clim bed into the cab . In  a  
q u ick  leap  Jim  w as aboard. W ith o u t a  
w ord he handed Z eb  the telegram .

Z eb  read it, turned a  startled  fa ce  to  
the other, and  his vo ice  trem bled w hen he 
m uttered: “  G rea t G od, Jim ! W h a t w ill I  
do? N o t a  ch an ce to la y  off. M u s t m ake 
the run, and she is— she is— ”

“  D o n ’t  w orry, old  m an. I t  m ay  b e  
a ll right. P ro b a b ly  n ot as b ad  as it  seems. 
I  telephoned, and her condition  rem ains 
abou t the same. A n nie is go in g out; sh e ’s 
b a ck  in the train  now . S h e’ll do everyth in g 
po ssib le .”

T h e  air w histle in th e  cab  w histled  a  
keen  little  flu tterin g shrill, th e  signal for 
th e  E astern  M a il to start. Jim  m ade a  m ove 
to  get off the engine, b u t Z eb  clutched  h is 
arm  fiercely.

“ Jim — oh, Jim , don ’t go! C om e w ith  
m e! R id e out w ith  m e to-night! ”

“  B u t  the rules, Z e b — ”
“ T o  hell w ith  the rules! C om e on out! ”  

T h e re  w as a  piteous appeal in Z e b ’s  voice.
“ A ll right. L e t her ro ll,”  w as J im ’s  eager 

com m ent. “  I ’ll fire .”
H e  grabbed  the scoop from  the aston

ished firem an’s  hands w ith  the w ords:
“  B o y , w atch  m e and learn h ow  to sto ke 

a  ja c k .”
T h ere  w as a  deep cough in g rum ble as 

the drivers slipped on the rail, a  gratin g  as 
th e y  chattered  on  the sand, a  gong-gong 
o f the bell, and  the E astern  M a il sw iftly  
accelerated . D o w n  the y a rd  she rolled, 
gatherin g speed e v e ry  m inute. T h e  b lo ck  
signals a t th e  crossover trem bled, changed 
from  red to green, b lin ked  again and 
showed the w h ite  ligh t for a  clear track . 
W ith  a  jo ltin g  side thrust, the engine took 
th e  sw itch. T h e  train  follow ed, and deep- 
throated, regular, th e  exhaust b ea t on th e
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even in g a ir  as the E astern  M a il, w ith  sp in 
n in g drivers, flew  over the track.

J im ’s w h ite  co llar w a s soon w ilted , h is 
sh irt front, the sp arkle  o f a  diam ond show 
in g  through the coal sm ears, w as scorched 
an d  grim y. T h e  hand on the steam  gauge 
clim bed up to the 17 5  m ark, passed it  and 
three pounds over, the pops opened. T h e  
b ea t o f the exhaust w as drow ned out in  th e  
roar o f the escaping steam .

Jim  handed the firem an the shovel.
“  K e e p  her th ere .”  H e  pointed to  the 

gauge and stood u p  behind  Z eb.
F o r a  m inute he rem ained tense, his 

eyes ablaze, h is b reath  com ing fast. T h e n  
he reached across Z e b ’s shoulder, grasped 
his hand th at h eld  the th rottle , and pulled  
it  b ack  another h a lf inch. Z eb  looked  
around, nodded his head, m oved off the 
box, and stood beside Jim , w ho slid  into 
his place.

O n  the d eck  below  them  the firem an 
hunched over his scoop, b it  deep into the 
coal on the tender. T h e  fire door banged 
open, and he sh o t scoop a fter  scoop o f coal 
into th a t scarlet bed, th a t w ith  a  pop an d  
a  sizzle changed the gleam in g b la ck  lum ps 
into brow n bursts o f sm oke and glow in g 
em bers alm ost as soon as th e y  stru ck. T h e  
train  behind slung around th e  curves, g a l
loped u p  the grades, and pounded dow n 
the h ills faster th an  ever cars had rolled 
on the division before. F o r Z eb  h ad  an 
im pellin g m o tive fa r stronger, fa r  m ore 
pressing than  th e  tim e-table, to run b y  to 
night.

T h e  pops closed, the firem an w ith  w hite 
fa ce  show in g th rough  the grim e, clim bed 
w ea rily  on to  h is seat box. H is  shoulders 
sagged. N ev er h ad  he fo u gh t a  fire so 
ste ad ily  n or so h ard  a s  now . H e wras 
beaten .

Z eb  stepped dow n on to the shovel sheet, 
h is lip s form ed th e  w ords “  H igh ball h er,”  
and  he m otioned ahead to Jim  an d  grasped 
•the shovel. W ith  an  e a sy  sw inging pitch  
an d  a  h eave  th a t to ld  o f  lon g practice, 
h e  sw un g th e  shovel b a ck  and  forth  b e 
tw een  th e  coal gates an d  th e  fire door. 
H e a v y , h eap in g scoops o f  coal he han 
dled  seem ingly w ith o u t effort. T h e  shovel 
becam e a  th in g a live  in his hands to  sw ing 
in  a  short arc, b u ry  itse lf in  the coal pile.

✓

and shoot sq u arely  through the door w ith  
a  lif t  and a  tw ist th at sp rayed  the coal 
o ver the fire lik e  w ind-blow n sand.

T h e  steam  th a t h ad  begun  to drop 
clim bed again. T h e  firem an turned am azed 
eyes on the gauge. H e did  n ot believe it 
possible to keep her h o t w ith  the b ar h a lf
w a y  dow n the qu ad ran t and the th rottle  
open to the last n otch. B u t  Z eb , lik e  Jim , 
w as a  veteran. H e  h ad  gone through the 
sam e h ard  school, and all the trick s o f 
firin g  th a t he h ad  learned w ere d isp layed  
to-n ight. K eep in g  the w a ter  in the boiler 
till i t  scarcely  bobbed  in the bottom  of 
the glass, a ltern a tely  Jim  and Z eb  stoked, 
ge ttin g  ev ery  therm al u n it from  each lum p 
o f  coal, ev ery  oun ce o f force from  each  foot 
pound o f steam .

W h en  the d ispatchers laid  o u t the run
ning schedule fo r the M a il, th e y  thought 
th a t it w as as fa st as  their m o tive pow er 
cou ld  haul th at train . B u t  as Z eb  passed 
station  a fter  station  he shot a  glan ce a t 
h is w atch  a t each one. T h e  schedule w as 
fast, b u t the M a il w as faster th is evening. 
M in u te  piled  on m inute, till a  quarter o f  
an  hour separated  the train  from  its tim e 
on the tim e-table. Junction  C ity  w as the 
first stop. T h e y  w ere h a lfw a y  there now .

B a c k  in  th e  second coach  behind the m ail 
and  express cars a  w om an sa t an xiou sly  
ga zin g  out th e  w indow . A s  the lan dscap e 
grew  dim  b efo re her in the fad in g dusk, 
b y  the w a y  an  occasion al lig h t bobbed  
p ast in the b lurr, she kn ew  she w as rid in g 
fast— fa r  faster than  she h ad  ever ridden 
before. She h ad  w atch ed  fo r  J im  a t  the 
term inal an d  w hen he h ad  n o t appeared 
again  she kn ew  th a t h e  w as u p  in th e  en 
gine w ith  Z eb . H e  p ro b a b ly  w a s handling 
th e  train  p a rt o f  the tim e, and d ie  w as 
g la d  o f it. F o r  his one regret w as th a t h e  
w ould  never again  d iiv e  an engine.

H ith erto  she could n ot un derstan d w h a t 
i t  w as abou t railroadin g th a t w as so a p 
pealing, b u t n ow  the continued fa st p ace 
o f  th e  train  w as beginning to  thrill her. 
N o w  she began to  feel d im ly  a  little  o f  
w h a t la y  behind J im ’s often  vo iced  desire 
to b e  on the road again.

J u st th is m ornin g h e  h a d  said  w ist
fu lly : “ G od, I ’d  g iv e  a  thousand dollars 
ju s t  to  feel a  th rottle  h o t in m y  hand, to
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p u t m y  feet on a  boiler head, and horse a  
Johnson b a r  u p  the q u ad ran t to the cen
ter, to  t e a r  the exhaust cut-a-ta-chu, cut-a- 
ta-chu, roar out on a  ja c k , rollin g s ix ty  
m iles an h o u r !”

A n d  she h ad  answ ered: “  Y o u ’re w ell off 
now , m akin g m oney, m ore m on ey than  a n y  
engineer. F o rget it .”

W ell, he w as h avin g h is w ish now , b u t 
it  w orried her. T h o se  tw o  u p  ahead to 
gether m igh t throw  cau tio n  to the w inds 
and becom e reckless. T h e y  w ere driv in g 
the train  fa r  faster than s ix ty  m iles an hour 
to-night.

T h e  conductor, passing through, saw  her. 
“  W h y , M rs. B row n , w here y o u  b o u n d ? ”

“  G oin g o u t to Ju n ction  C ity ,”  w as her 
rep ly .

H e  looked  a t  his w atch . “  W h ew , Z e b ’s 
hau lin g  ’em  to -n ig h t!”

A  station  flashed b y . H e  cau gh t a  
glim pse o f  it. C on sternation  w as in  his 
vo ice  w hen he said:

“  G reat b a lls  o f fire! W e ’re tw en ty  
m inutes ahead o f schedule, or m y  w atch  is 
stopped.”

H e  g lan ced  a t h er w rist w atch , show ing 
below  the sleeve o f  h er co at, and reached 
u p  fo r th e  w histle cord to  signal the engi
neer a  slow  signal.

She grabbed  his arm .
“  D o n ’t ! ”  she begged ; an d  to the qu es

tion  in  h is eyes she said: “  S it dow n here 
and  I ’ll te ll y o u  w h y .”

W ondering, he seated  him self beside her 
and  as she ta lked  he n ervou sly  w atch ed  th e  
scenery slid ing past.

W h en  she h ad  finished h e  rem arked  w ith  
u n certa in ty: “  W ell, i f  h e  doesn ’t get a n y  
faster, I ’ll le t it  go. B u t ,”  h e  added  anx
iously, “  great G od, a s  it  is, th e  rear coaches 
are  liab le  to w h ip  clear off in to  the fields 
on som e o f these b e n d s !”

“  D o n ’t  w o rry ,”  she replied . “ I  k n o w  
Z eb. H e  never w ill run  h is train  in  a  
w a y  to  im peril the lives o f passengers.”

“  I  guess y o u ’re r ig h t,”  th e  conductor 
adm itted. “  B u t  h e ’s  sure w heelin g ’em  to  
th e  lim it to-n igh t,”

U p  ahead in  th e  engine i t  w as d rive and 
fire, tu rn  and tu rn  abou t, w ith  J im  and  
Z e b . T h e  regu lar firem an sat on  h is seat 
b o x  an d  tended th e  w ater, fo r h e  fe lt  h elp 

less before these tw o p a st m asters in th e  
a rt o f shoveling coal. A n d  the M a il never 
slacken ed  pace. U p  h ill its exh au st took 
on  a  louder note; dow n hill it eased off. 
T h e  w histle b lared  o u t a t  road  crossings; 
th e  sa fe ty  va lve s  seated  b u t once or tw ice.

F a s t as  th e y  ran, still i t  seem ed slow 
to  Z eb . H e  glanced  v a t  h is w atch  every  
five  m inutes, and the chill dread tu gged  a t 
his h eart a t  each look.

“  W h a t i f  I ’m too la te  to  ever see her 
a liv e  again? W h a t i f  she is slipp in g from  
life  n o w ? ”

W ell, he w as doin g h is best. H e  kn ew  
the M a il w ould  n ever again  m ake th e  tim e 
it  w as m akin g to-night. W ish  he h ad  spent 
m ore o f  h is tim e w ith  her! B itte r ly  h e  re
gretted  th a t last B roth erh ood m eeting w hen 
he had opposed p u ttin g  another engineer 
on  the M a il runs. I f  th e y  had , he could 
h a ve  e v e ry  oth er d a y  a t  hom e. N o w  he 
w orked  e v e ry  d a y . H e  resolved  th a t i f  
th in gs cam e o u t a ll r ig h t h e ’d  sanction  th at 
ex tra  m an. I t  w ould  m ean less m on ey, b u t 
m on ey seem ed a  w orth less th in g to him  
now .

H e  glan ced  u p  a t Jim . T h e re  w a s a  look  
a b o u t him  he h ad  n ot seen fo r m a n y  a  
y e a r  now . Jim  w as tran sfigu red; the ligh t 
o f b a ttle  show ed in  his fa ce ; the thrill o f  
speed h a d  gripp ed  him  once m ore. W ith  
set ja w s  and h ard  eyes on the tra ck  ahead, 
Jim , the staid  and respectab le, h ad  for a  
b rie f tim e gone b a c k  to  J im , the rough
neck.

L u rch in g  from  side to side, “ grass p ick 
in g ,”  the b ig locom otive p lun ged  forw ard , a  
m assive m echanism  h eedin g th e  u rge o f  th e  
m en w ho d ro ve h er fo r speed— m ore speed. 
D u s k  h ad  fallen , and  sp read  its  so ft m an tle 
o ver the co u n try  side through w h ich  the 
train  roared. A  q u ie t tim e w hen the a ctiv i
ties o f  the d a y  slow  dow n, w hen cattle  
s lo w ly  fo llo w  each  oth er hom ew ard, w hen 
the la s t  ro sy  tin ts  o f  the sun set spread a  
s o ft p eacefu l glo w  o ver a  h ushed  land.

T h e  M a il tearin g  through th e  in creasin g 
darkness, show ering h ot sp arks a lo n g th e  
rig h t o f  w a y , h er ligh ted  coaches illu m in at
in g  a  parallel p ath  a lo n g th e  tra ck , w ith  
screeching w h istle  a n d  roarin g  pops, seem ed 
un real, a  n ightm are com e to  startle  a  peace
fu l  land.
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N ig h t fell an d  still th e  E astern  M a il 
roared along. T h e  ligh ts  o f Ju n ction  C ity  
flashed into v ie w  aroun d th e  cu rve. Z eb  
shut off an d  for the first tim e sin ce leavin g  
th e  term inal, the b ea t o f  the exh au st w as 
stilled . H is  le ft  han d jam m ed the th ro ttle  
shut, his r igh t shot • the a ir into a  hard  
service  stop. W ith  fire  strea k in g  from  
squealin g b ra ke shoes, the train  slow ed 
dow n to a  ch atterin g  halt.

B efo re  the engine h ad  stopped, Z eb  flung 
h im self off. S tiff legged, lean in g far b a c k 
w ard , h old in g th e  grab  irons w ith  b oth  
hands, h is r igh t leg  stretch ed  out, h is le ft  
angled  on to the engine step, he sw ung 
s lo w ly  forw ard . O ne han d le ft  the grab  
iron and w ith  a  h ea v e  and a  leap, he sw un g 
b a c k  and le t go.

H is  feet pattered  on the crossing boards, 
and still running, he turned and headed for 
the stone house th a t la y  across the w ide 
field. B u t a  few  feet behind, Jim  follow ed. 
T h e  doctor m et him  a t the door.

B reath less, Z eb  gasped out: “  H o w  is
she, doctor? H o w  is sh e ? ”

“  F ine, doin g n icely . T h e  danger is all 
over and sh e’s restin g ea s ily ,”  w ere the com 
fo rtin g  w ords. “  J u st dozed off, p ro b a b ly  
w ill aw aken  in a  few  m in u tes.”

“  C a n  I  see h e r? ”  w as Z e b ’s  n ext ques
tion, relief and gladness ligh tin g  u p  his face.

“  N o t r igh t a w a y . In  a  short w h ile .”
A n nie cam e u p  w hile the three m en stood 

im patien t outside the door. H u rry in g  p ast 
them , she entered. Z eb  and Jim  w ere ill 
a t ease, anxious, w a itin g  for a  lon g five m in
u tes th a t seem ed an  etern ity  u n til she cam e 
out w ith  th e  jo y o u s news.

“  C om e in and see her, Zeb. S h e’s  a sk 
in g  for y o u .”

H e  w ent in an d  closed the door. T e n  
m inutes passed, five  m ore and y e t  Z eb  
sta y ed  in the room . O v er on  th e  engine, 
the firem an looked  a t h is w atch . T w o  m in
utes m ore, and  the M a il w as scheduled  to 
leave. N e rv o u s ly , he glan ced  tow ard  the 
ligh ted  house across the fields. O ne m inute 
m ore till lea v in g  tim e an d  Z eb  h ad  n ot y e t  
show n  up.

H e  b lew  a  short h o o t on the w histle. I t  
echoed across to  th e  room  w here Z e b  sat 
on one sid e o f the b ed , h old ing Itch y -  
W itc h y ’s hand.

H e  jum p ed  u p  a n d  leanin g dow n, k issed  
her.

“  G irly , I  h a ve  to  go. T h e y ’re callin g  
fo r m e. I  ca n ’t  d e la y  the M a il.”

“  Z eb , w on ’t y o u  s t a y ! ”  cam e h er w ea k ly  
w orded request.

“  I ’d  like  to. I  w a n t to, b u t B u d , the 
M a il’s w aiting. I  h ave to  g o ,”  so rro w fu lly . 
“  G oo d-b y. I ’ll be hom e to-m orrow ,”  and 
he raced o u t o f the house.

H u rry in g  dow n the path , he alm ost 
stopped once, h a lf turned b ack . H is heart 
la y  b a ck  there, b ack  w ith  the w an, w eak  
w om an w hom  he loved. T h e  field through • 
w hich  he passed w as q u iet and p lacid . L ife  
o u t here w ithout thrills or danger seem ed 
b ereft o f  strife , a  v e ry  desirable th in g to 
Z e b  a t th a t instant.

T h en  as another toot from  the w histle 
sounded, he ju m ped  and looked a t his train. 
T h e  lon g strin g  o f ligh ted  coaches headed 
b y  the b ig  engine, his engine, g a v e  him  a  
fee lin g o f pride. H er h ead ligh t w as lit, 
a  h ard  cold beam  of glarin g  w hite ligh t th at 
bored  a  hole through the darkness ahead. 
H is  steps u n con sciously grew  faster and he 
began  to run. H is  heart la y  b a ck  there b u t 
h is d u ty  la y  u p  ahead.

W h en  h e  arrived  a t h is engine as he 
sw un g on to  her, it  w as in tim e to hear the 
“ A ll a b o a r d !”  signal. H e opened h er up 
an d  reg retfu lly  lo o k in g b ack , saw  the lights 
o f h is hom e disappear. B u t  his jo b  held 
him  in a  grip  th a t h ad  been y ea rs in the 
form ing.

T h e  firem en sp oke: “ H o w  is she, M r. 
W h ite ? ”

“  F in e, fin e,”  w as Z e b ’s reply . “  C o u ld n ’t 
b e  better. H a d  a  hell o f a  tim e, though. 
A n d  he— he— sa y! H e ’s go t a  ch est on
him  lik e  a  sp ike keg, a  b ack  like a  w restler, 
and lungs! Y o u  ought to hear him . Sounds 
lik e  an eight-hundred runn ing a w a y  dow n 
R ed  M a rb le  m ountain  sq u allin g  fo r han d 
b ra k e s.”

“  W h o ? ”  asked  the firem an puzzled.
“  W h o ! W h y , m y  son! H e ’s a  h u sk y  

litt le  ty k e . H e ’ll m ake a  cra ck e rja ck  en gi
neer som e d a y .”

Z e b  reached up his hand for the w histle 
cord  to  b lo w  a  road crossing. A  grin  spread 
over h is fa ce  and he b ro k e a  th ird  com p an y 
ru le  th a t n igh t— first tim e when he h ad
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ridden Jim  in  the cab , secon d ly  w hen  he 
le ft  h is train  w hile on d u ty , and  now  b y  
unnecessarily b low in g h is w histle.

L o n g continued, rising and fa llin g, v ib ra t
ing far across the hills, pen etratin g into dis
tan t va lley s, the b ig  steam boat w histle on  
the engine rum bled out.

H e grinned over a t  the firem an and on ce 
m ore reached for the w histle. A g ain —
w hoo-oo-oo! whoo-oo-oo! w ho! w hoey!

W hen the echoes h ad  ceased reverb erat
ing, he laughed.

“  Y e p , I ’m going to m ake a  railroader 
o u t o f Jim m y! ”  he said  g leefu lly .

C H A P T E R  X X .

LURE OF THE RAILS.

EC C L E F E C H A N , the tow n beside the 
railroad, w ith  its  quiet sounding 
nam e, its trim  stone houses, its rock- 

w alled  fields, is gone forever. Junction  
C ity , m od em  and bustling, has taken  its 
place. O n ly  in the m em ory o f a  few  o f th e  

[old tim ers does the q u ain t little  W elsh  v il
lag e  th a t n estled  a t the fo o t o f  the h ills 
w here the v a lle y s  converge, rem ain.

T h e re  is an  enorm ous paper m ill below  
the high w ide concrete dam  that spans B ig  
H u n g ry  C reek . A b o v e  the c ity , a  tann ery 
stretches its  piles o f tan  bark, over the 
m eadow  w here once the b la ck  W elsh  cattle  
grazed. S trin gs o f acid  tan k  cars w ait in  
lon g lines on the track s beside the creek  
w here once Z eb  W h ite  used to fish for broo k  

trout.
A cross from  the b rick  depot, a  round 

house w ith  th ick  clouds o f  h e a v y  sm oke 
h anging over it , stan ds sq u at and u g ly , a  
sem i-circular b u ild in g w hose ev ery  line 
shows it  w as constructed  for u tility  an d  not 
w ith  a n y  idea o f  b ea u ty . A  score o f b ig  
locom otives rest betw een  th eir  runs on the 
convergin g tracks th a t spread out fanw ise 
from  its  gap in g doors, sm oke an d  steam  
id ly  trick lin g  u p w ard  from  their stacks.

Steel tow ers, h igh  skeleton like structures, 
one a fter  another rear their h eigh t a lo n g 
the tracks, each supporting its  lon g sagging 
sp an s o f h igh  tension cables. T h e  little  
sin gle tra ck  road th a t a t  one tim e served to 
care fo r a ll the traffic o f  the p lace, it , too,

is  gone. A  double track , fo u r w heel-pol
ished rails, sw ing around in sw eeping cu rves 
into Junction  C ity . D a y  or n igh t, th e  
rum ble and noise o f one train  scarce dies 
dow n b efore another com es racketin g  a lo n g 
to a  clatterin g h a lt a t the crossover.

T im e  has b rou gh t its changes. T h e  
farm s are gone. In d u stry  h as raised  the 
va lu e  o f the lan d  around Junction  C ity  till 
it  is far too expensive to  grow  food upon. 
B a c k  fu rth er and further u p  into the h ills, 
now  being denuded of their tim ber b y  J u n c
tion  C it y ’s h a lf  dozen saw  m ills, b y  its  a d d  
an d  paper p lants, th e  farm s retreated  h igh er 
an d  h igh er u p  in to  the m ountains. A ll  
b u t one. A cross from  the depot, a  level 
stretch  o f tu rf show s green in the sum m er, 
dun brow n  in  the fa ll. Z eb  W h ite  holds 
the farm  in sp ite o f  the m an y offers h e  h as 
h ad  to p a rt w ith  it. T h e se  h a ve  m ounted 
y ea r b y  y ea r  as anxious business concerns 
cast envious eyes on its  d esirab le locatio n .

T o  each offer, Z eb  W h ite  g ives th e  sam e 
refu sa l: “  N o , i t ’s  n ot for sale. I  d on ’t
need the m oney. B esides the w ife  h a s  the 
sa y  so and she w an ts to  keep  it .”

H is w ords are not id le boastings fo r 
E ngin eer W h ite  h as the best run  on the 
division. T h e  E astern  M a il is the c ra ck  
train  and although Junction  C ity  h a s o u t
grow n the d a ys  w hen Sixteen  w as an even t, 
still there is a  crow d a t the station  each 
even ing to w atch  her com e in and depart.

Just a t dusk in the sum m er, in th e  
gath erin g  darkness o f fall and sprin g, w hen 
w in ter ’s ea rly  n igh ts h a ve  fallen, each eve
ning there com es the lon g draw n o u t s ta 
tion blow  o f the E astern  M a il from  dow n 
the track . S ca rce ly  h a ve  the echoes ceased 
resounding w hen th e  glare  o f  her electric  
h ead ligh t casts its  beam  on the poles along 
th e  righ t o f w a y . T h en  w ith  a  b an gin g 
thunder, it  c la tters across th e  ju n ctio n  
frogs, thunders around the curve, th e  b ig  
superheater passenger engine sw in ging th e  
dozen all steel coaches ea sily  in her w ake. 
T h e re  is a  clan gin g o f  crossing bells, a  lo w 
ering o f  gates across the roads, a  h u rry in g  
o f  m ail and express tru cks, as  she p u lls  u p  
a n d  stops b efo re the station.

Z e b  W h ite ’s  nam e in gold  letters is  em 
blazon ed  on  th e  panel under th e  r ig h t han d 
cab  w indow . H e  is  proud o f h is engine,
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r
pro u d  o f his record fo r he has n ever h ad  a  
d e la y , h e  h as m ade the m id-division  stop on 
tim e, never a  m inute late, n ever a  m inute 
ea r ly , save one tim e.

Z eb  still v iv id ly  rem em bers th a t nerve- 
ra ck in g  ride w hen Jim  and  h im self b roke 
th e  runn ing schedule for the M ail.

A s  the M a il p u lls  into Ju n ction  C ity , Z e b  
looks across to w here tw o figures stan d  be
fore the door o f  the o ld  fashioned farm 
house, the o n ly  one le ft inside the cor
p o ra te  lim its o f  Junction  C ity . T h e re  is 
a  grin on h is fa ce  as he sees the tin y  lan 
tern  his son holds, raise up, sw ing in a  
litt le  arc. H e blow s his w histle, too t toot!

T h o se  tw o are n ot the on ly  ones w ho a l
w a y s  g iv e  Z eb  a  salute. B ill W h ite  never 
m isses th e  E astern  M a il. T h a t  w a ve  from  
h is son ’s  g lo ved  hand, fo llow ed b y  the good 
n atu red : “  H o w d y , p a p ,”  as the engine
slow s dow n, is lik e  w ine to his soul.

“  Y e p ,”  he sa y s  gra n d ly  a t  ev ery  op por
tu n ity  to a  w aitin g  passenger, “  Y e p , I  
o u g h t to kn ow  him . T h a t ’s m y  son, Z ebbe. 
I  b ru n g th a t a ir b o y  up  right, brun g him  
u p  to w o rk  and he shore la m e d  h is lesson. 
H e ’s  je s t  done h ad  m e and  m aw  a  new  
house p u t up, a  stone o n e.”

A n d  to the rejoiner, “  T re a ts  y o u  w e ll? ”  
B ill W h ite  replies, “  W a l I  reckon as how  
h e orter, seeing as I  a lius d id  m y  best fer 
h im .”

Z eb  has an am used tolerance for his 
father. H e can ’t  d o  m uch for him  y e t  he 
does w h at he can.

F o r  as tim e goes on, the im pulsiveness o f 
y o u th  th at fired  Z eb  has chan ged  into a  
m ore com placent tolerance. M en  are w h at 
conditions m ake them . H is  thoughts run 
b a ck  to  Jim .

Y e s , conditions m ake m en, the elem ent 
o f  chan ce p la y s  its p art, too. H e  looks 
b a c k  o v er  the lo n g  strin g o f chances th a t 
m ade him , p u t him  w here he is and m arvels 
a  little . M en  h a ve  com e and gone on  the 
railroad, v ictim s o f chance, helpless paw n s 
in  the gam e.

J u st a  sho rt tim e ago, he m et P e te y  D in k , 
w ho b y  a ll rights should  h a ve  been on the 
engine o f  the E astern  M ail.

T o  Z e b ’s question, “  H o w ’s  fa rm in g? ”  he 
answ ered: “  Z eb , I ’v e  q u it farm ing. I ’m

no farm er. I  ju st saw  the colonel and he 
sa ys I m ight g e t b a ck  a g a in ,”  a  ring o f hope 
in his voice.

“  W h a t ’s the m atter w ith  fa rm in g? ”  w as 
Z e b ’s rath er surprised question. “  I  th o u gh t 
y o u  w ere doing fin e.”

“  F in e! H ell, m an! T h e  h ail b ea t dow n 
m y  w heat ju st as I w as fixing to reap it, the 
ch icken s go t the p ip  and all died in  a  w eek, 
an d  th e  bloom ing m ule, the son o f a  gun, 
choked  to d eath  try in g  to sw allo w  a  frozen 
turnip. F arm in g ’s no good. Z eb , I ’m a 
railroader. I ’d q u it in  the m iddle o f  a  fu r
row  to listen  to  an engine b low  and I  spent 
m ost o f  m y  tim e h an gin g around the sta 
tion . I t  gets yo u  and once it gets y o u , y o u  
needn ’t tr y  to do a n y th in g  else.”

H is  w ords recalled  to Z e b  an oth er’s sim i
la r  phrase. Sidew heeler, in the alm ost fo r
gotten  p ast, h a d  said  th at v e ry  thing. H is  
ow n desires for a  farm , fo r m ore tim e a t 
hom e, w ere becom ing feebler each  year.

H e envied  the m en w hose tim e w as their 
ow n, w hose jo b s  w ere their ow n. Y e t, to 
d rive a  cra ck  train  w as Z e b ’s am bition  and 
it  h ad  been fulfilled. L ife  ou gh t to  m ean 
m ore, still he thought p h ilosop h ically , it  
could  m ean a  lo t less.

T o  feel the surge and li f t  o f  th a t hundred 
ton  o f coordinated m echanism  below  him , 
to je rk  her th rottle  open and  ge t the instant 
response lik e  a  sp irited  horse a t  the touch 
of a  spur, to  look  b a c k  on a  cu rve and see a  
strin g  o f  coaches follow ing, to k n o w  th at 
th ere w ere h a lf a  thousand lives, a  m illion 
dollars w o rth  o f p ro p erty  h anging on his 
n erve and ju d gm en t— there w as a  sense o f 
com m and, a  fee lin g o f  pow er in driv in g an  
engine th a t m ade Z eb  feel a  little  superior 
to  ev e ry  one w ho n ever h ad  experienced 
th a t thrill.

Y e s , Sidew heeler w as right. “  I t  gets  
’em  a ll.”

T h e  M ail w as roarin g along through the 
n igh t. Z e b  reached up, b lew  a  crossing 
b low , looked ahead to w here th e  rails sc in til
lated  and glistened.

Shinin g steel stretch in g out, o u t into the 
dim  darkness ahead. I t  had him , too. H e  
h ad  heard  th e  call o f  th a t shin ing steel 
y ea rs ago. H e  heard it  stronger than ever 
to-night. H e  w ould  hear it  a lw ays.

T H E  E N D



By KARL W. DETZER

MI N N A  P E T E R S O N  pushed open 
the door o f Johnnie C la u se ’s gen
eral store and stepped inside. A  

bridal train  o f  snow  b lew  in a t her heels.
I t  w as m id-D ecem ber. T h e  store, w hich 
w as a lso th e  C ath ead  v illa ge  post office, 
b lu rred  opalescent w ith  pipe sm oke, th a t 
lifted  in clouds and la y  lik e  m uslin sw aths 
along the ceiling.

A t  th e  tob acco  counter a  h an dful o f fish
erm en discussed sm all m atters w ith  m om en
tou s sighs, grun ts and reflective  silences. 
C asp er C lause, w hose son Johnnie h ad  de
serted th e  lak es fo r business, b it tigh t on 
h is p ip e w hen h e  saw  M in n a  en ter and 
blin ked  h is single eye. H e  shook his head, 
set fla t on his shoulders as if  he never 
h ad  possessed a  n eck; th e  others to o k  his 
w arn ing and nodded.

“  ’E v ’n ’, M is ’ M in n a ,”  h e  said.
“  ’E v ’n ’ , C asp er. ’E v ’n ’ the rest o f  y o u  

b o y s.”  M in n a  slapped th e  snow from  her 
m ittens. “  M a il in  y e t?  W ell, no wonder, 
all th is w eather on th e  road. Seen R o b in ? ”  
she asked.
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<! W h y , n ot e x a c tly ,”  C asp er C lau se  
grum bled as if  m uffling a  lie  m ight m ake 
it  less a  lie. “  W a s y o u  lo o k in ’ around 
the sh a n ty?  H e  w as there a  b it ago, ’fore 
d a rk .”

“  I ’v e  been th ere ,”  answ ered M in n a. 
“  H e  m ust be u p  the b each  or som ething. 
I  thought h e ’d h e  all petered out a fter  
th a t b ig  haul he m ade to-day. M o st m e n ’d 
be! Seven hundred pounds o f  tro u t in one 
l i f t  o f  the nets, and w ith  a  b lo w  cornin’ on! 
’W hat ’d y o u  lif t  to-d ay, E rn ie ? ”

A  lean, sp are fisherm an in stained yello w  
slick er and w ilted  so u ’w ester looked up  un 
easily . N o  trou t that ever cam e to h is nets 
bore a  m ore im passive fa ce  than E rn ie  
J a y n e s ’s, n o  dogfish an uglier. H is  eyes 
w ere set close, on  either side o f  a  nose th a t 
seem ed to  h a ve  continued grow in g a fter  the 
rest o f h is s livery  b o d y  h ad  stopped; as 
he looked a t M in n a  Peterson h is little  
m outh  drew  dow n in a  ch illy  sort o f sm ile.

“  W h y , M is ’ M in n a — w e pulled  ju st four 
hundred pounds F o u r d g h t y — four eighty- 
six  to b e  p a rticu la r.”
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“  R o bin  a lw a y s  does k eep  ahead o f yo u , 
d on ’t  h e ? ”

M in n a ’s  vo ice  h ad  the p rid e o f  a  ch ild . 
H er cheeks shone astou n d in gly  clear w ith  
a  glo w  lik e  M ich iga n  h o lly , in  the sm oke of 
the C lau se  store. She w as sm all, w ith  a  
p o sitive  chin, her m outh  tu rn ed  u p  a t the 
corners rea d y  to  lau gh . She w as tw en ty , 
three y ea rs m arried  to  R o bin  Peterson.

C a th ea d  villa ge  h ad  decreed  th a t M in n a  
sho uld  m a rry  N e ls  N ielso n  w hen she w as 
seventeen. She w as orphaned, un usually  
p re tty , a  w om an grow n. N e ls  N ielson  had 
th e  n am e o f  a  stead y  m an. H e  w as saving, 
fearless o f  w eather, and  besides held  com 
m ission to  c a rry  the m ails from  O tta w a  Is 
lan d  to  C ath ead . T h a t  m ean t six  hundred 
a  year, in addition  to  passengers and the 
fru it cra tes in ch erry  season. T h ere  were 
g irls a p len ty  along th e  M ich iga n  coast who 
en vied  M in n a  P eterson the ch an ce to catch  
N e ls  N ielson.

A n d  then M in n a, w ith  a  p e rv ersity  w hich 
no one ever suspected, ran  a w a y  one S atu r
d a y  afternoon  and w as m arried  b y  the jus
tice  o f the peace a t  C ed a r B rid g e  to R o bin  
Peterson.

“  Y o u ’ll h a ve  to l i f t  tw ice a  d a y ,”  she 
to ld  the fisherm an in  Johnnie C la u se ’s store, 
“  if  y o u ’re going to  k eep  u p  w ith  R o b in !”

She w a ved  her han d and a  ram pageous 
w ind slam m ed the door sh u t a fter  her.

“  A n d  if  th at a in ’t  a  dam n sham e! ”  e x 
claim ed E rn ie  J ay n es un der h is b reath .

“  W h ere is h e  a t? ”  W a lte r  C o o k  w an ted  
to  know .

“  In  m y  sh a ck ,”  C asp er C lau se  said, 
“ drun k as the devil on S a tu rd a y  n igh t. W e  
m igh t go down, see i f  th e  w in d  a in ’t  like  
to  straight him  u p .”

“  I ’ll go to  hell y e t, ly in ’ to  th a t g ir l,”  
E rn ie  Jayn es grow led. “  Seven  hun dred  
pound! H e  a in ’t  lifted  seven hundred 
pound in a  m onth! A n d  m e try  in ’ to  be 
sm all— ”

“  H o w  m uch did  y o u  li f t  to -d a y ? ”  asked  
Johnnie C lause.

“  H a lf a  ton. Y o u r  d ad  to o k  nine hun 
dred h im self. A n d  now  w e go t to go stir 
out th a t derelict! ”

M in n a  P eterson ran  dow n th e  street p ast 
th e  b u tch er shop and  peered in its fro sty  
w indow . W h ere could R o bin  b e?  She

h a lted  a  m om ent b efore th e  pool h all n ext 
door. T h e  en tran ce sw ung open  and two 
m en cam e out. M in n a  looked  p ast them  
in to  the w arm  lam p light. R o bin  w as not 
there.

T h e  w est w in d  spurted  across sand  hum 
m ocks from  L a k e  M ich igan . T h e re  the sun 
h overed  over O tta w a  Island, and im m ersed 
th e  tu rbu len t w aters fo r a  m om ent in  a  sin
ister and prop h etic  aura. F o r the m inutest 
fraction  o f tim e it  g lared  through a  breach 
o f clo u d  ban ks, lik e  som e unw elcom e, por
tentous om en, then d ipp ed  its  h ead; n ight 
to o k  its p la ce  on th e  upp er G rea t L ak es. •

M in n a  P eterson shivered an d  started  on 
tow ard  hom e. She fe lt the sharp, lashing 
b ite  o f new  w inds in  the ga le  th at had been 
m akin g all d a y. T o -n ig h t w ould  be a  n ight 
o f  turm oil, she kn ew  deep in h er sea-loving 
h eart; distress signals w ould  f ly  before 
m orning, flares bu rn  a t th e  coast guard sta
tion s; a  n ig h t o f  u n ea sy  w atch es u p  and 
dow n the coast, a  n ig h t o f pan ic, a  n igh t 
to  brand  m en cow ards or m ark  them  heroes, 
an d  drow n them  together, each  as deep and 
w et as the other.

She closed the door to her ow n house b e
h in d  her, ch u cked  w ood into the gluttonous 
k itch en  stove, an d  set a bo u t p rep aring sup
per.

I t  w as five  b y  the alarm  clo ck  on the 
w all. T h e  house shook in the exasperation 
o f  the w inds. T h e  k ettle  hum m ed, and the 
fire  crack led  under it.

M in n a  m ade biscuits. R o bin  liked  h o t 
breads. W h a tever he liked  he should have! 
W h a t other w om an on all the coast d idn ’t 
e n v y  M in n a  such a  good lookin g m an? 
T h e y  w ere a ll jealo u s o f R obin , all those 
lo u ts  in the fishing fleet!

I I .

Old C asp er C lause, w ho n ever doddled 
over a  n ecessary jo b , led  the w a y  down 
tow ard  the beach. H is  slicker bristled  out 
behind  him  in the w ind, and he w alked 
w ith  a  flat-footed  w addle, b lurted  w hole
h ea rted ly , and sought no shelter. E rn ie 
J ay n es trudged  behind him .

E rn ie  bent like  a  sickle w hen h e  w alked, 
h is em aciated  h ead  pushed forw ard. In  
th e  rear W a lter  C ook  puffed enorm ously,
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bundled round b y  oilskins, h is so u ’wester 
p u lled  low  an d  button ed  under h is chin; he 
w as shapeless as a  b arro w  o f fish, a  b u lk y  
shadow  ploddin g un h esitatin gly  through the 
lesser darknesses o f  the dunes.

N e t  reels flung abou t h ilario u sly  near the 
docks, squeakin g in  an ill-tuned chorus. 
Shore ice crunched. H ard, h igh  breakers 
drum m ed the sand. T h e  nine d in gy shan
ties o f the fishing fleet, each  w ith  its w arp ed  
d ock  in fron t and its ragged  icehouse b e
hind, h u ddled  abou t the entrance to the 
harbor.

T h e  first o f  these belonged to R o bin  
Peterson. A ll o f them  w ere dark. A t  the 
second, C asp er C lause, lettin g  his one good 
ey e  do th e  w o rk  o f tw o, fitted  a  k e y  to the 
p ad lo ck , jerked  a t the hasp, and stepped 
in. E rn ie  Jayn es and fa t little  W a lt  C ook  
follow ed.

“  L o c k  th e  h o o k ,”  C asp er ordered. “  I ’ll  
b u m  the lam p .”

H e  touched his m atch  to an  o ld  ship 
lam p, chained to a  beam  o f the d irty  ceil
ing. It sent dow n a  rich  y e llo w  ligh t upon 
the tid y , ill-sm elling cleaning room  o f the 
shack.

E m p ty  k egs w ere heaped in a  corner, 
em p ty  fish barrow s in another. A  stack  o f 
recum ben t n et bu oys, their flags hanging 
lim p, la y  under strings o f wooden floats, 
lik e  fa t, shellacked  sausages. T h e  room  once 
h ad  been w hitew ashed.

“ H ell and  high w a te r !”  said  C asper 
C lause. “  W ill yo u  ta k e  a  look a t th a t? ”

T h e  husband o f M in n a  P eterson spraw led 
on  th e  floor, h is head p illow ed on a  fish net. 
H e  aw aken ed, startled; arose, a w kw ard ly  
passed a  h an d  across his forehead, and set
tled  u n stead ily  again st the w all.

H e w as a  sm all m an, cu t to a  n eater p a t
tern  than m ost o f h is fellow s o f the coast. 
M in n a  liked  sm all m en. A ll her life , u n til 
R o bin  d rifted  dow n from  G ran d  T rav erse  
w a y, she h ad  know n  o n ly  b ig  ones, aw kw ard  
fellow s, w ith  lon g arm s and h e a v y  hands 
and a  w a y  o f squeezin g y o u  h a lf to  death if  
th e y  h a d  to tou ch  y o u . R o bin  P eterson 
w as sp are w ith o u t excessive thinness. H is  
e y e s  w ere b lue, the p ale  k in d  o f b lue.

“  W h a t’s  th e  fu ss? ”  h e  asked  o f  the silent, 
d isapprovin g circle.

“  N o  fu ss.”

“  T h e n  w h y  y o u  stan d  round lik e  a  p a ck  
o f  m issioners? I  need a  drin k  o f w a ter.”

C asp er C lau se w add led  tow ard  a  b u ck et 
in the com er, unhooked a dipper, an d  car
ried the drin k across. R o b in  P eterson  
sw allow ed it  in one gulp.

“  M in n a, y o u r w om an, she’s been  lookin ’ 
for y o u ,”  E rn ie  J ayn es said.

“  W h a t fo r ? ”
“  Supper, I  gu ess.”
“  D e v il w ith  su p p e r!”  Peterson  slip p ed  

on  h is feet. “  I  don ’t  w a n t no su p p e r!”
C asp er C lau se dropped the dipper w ith  a  

c la tter to th e  floor and reached  h is rheu
m atic  fingers tow ard  the you n ger m an ’s 
throat. T h e y  fasten ed  in  lik e  so m a n y an 
chors, pinched, and  then cast a w ay .

“  T h e y ’s  tim es, P eterson , y o u  a in ’t  fit the 
ch o k in ’ ! ”  h e  grow led. “ N o w , hom e w ith  
yo u , or b y  the M a ck in ac , I ’ll sm ack y o u  the 
w hole w a y ! G e t out, o u t m y  fish s h a n ty !”

I I I .

M in n a  P eterson h ad  finished w ith  h er 
b iscuits w hen foo tstep s sounded on the 
sn ow y b a ck  porch. She w iped  the last 
flour from  her round, red  hands an d  ran  
to open the door.

R o bin  w ould  b e  tired  to-n ight. L ift in g  
nets on the 12 th  o f  D ecem b er! She 
w renched the door in tow ard  her, aga in st 
the w ind th a t strove to p u ll it  out.

R o bin  h ad  foun d it  h a rd  w o rk  w alk in g. 
T h e  ga le  h ad  been in  h is face , and w eak
ened his legs a t the sam e tim e it  b lew  the 
liquor o u t o f h is head. H e  crossed u n 
ste ad ily  to  th e  tin  b u ck et an d  poured o u t 
a  drin k o f  w ater.

“  W h y , R o b in ! ”  M in n a  said. A n d  then, 
sim p ly: r‘ I  been w a itin g  su p p er.”

“  A n d  ru n n in ’ u p  and dow n the tow n 
a sk in ’ w here I ’m  a t! L isten , M in n a — I ’ll 
ta k e  care m y self and  don ’t  y o u  go  ta lk in ’ ! ”

H is  cold  fa ce  flushed. M in n a ’s ow n  ̂ be
cam e u n n a tu rally  w h ite  and  th e y  a te  in  s i
lence, M in n a  lookin g stra ig h t a t her p la te , 
R o b in  a t his.

She h ad  lived  a ll her life  on  the fish in g 
coast; tw e n ty  years, lon g enough to  rec
ognize drunkenness dn a ll its  form s and 
stages. I t  h eld  no terror fo r h er; her 
fa th er h a d  sailed  th e  lakes, an d  h er uncles,

9 A
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all o f them  decen t m en, an d  h ad  th e y  not 
tak en  w h a t th e y  called  a  n ip  w henever 
th e y  w ished it?  O f  course, R o b in  w as d if
feren t. W h y  else  h a d  she m arried  him ?

She looked  acro ss a t  h im  w hen  she 
th o u gh t he w ould  n ot n otice. H e  show ed 
fa tig u e  un der h is  p a le  eyes. A  so ft p ity  
w en t through h er. F o r  R o b in  to  w o rk  so 
hard , in  such w eath er, o u t there on  th a t ic y  
la k e  th a t he m ust com e hom e d ru n k! O f 
course h e  w as d ifferen t from  those other 
m en! T h e y  co u ld n ’t  even  fee l the cold!

“  R o b in ,”  she ven tu red , “  it  m u st’ve  been 
a w fu l o u t there to -d a y . I  th o u gh t o f y o u  
e v e ry  m inute. I  co u ld n ’t  w a it, h op in g y o u ’d 
g e t through and  g e t  in— ”  S h e paused. 
H e  did n ot answ er. “  T h e  b iscu its  are  not 
b ad , y o u  th in k? I  to ld  E rn ie  J ay n es h e ’d 
h a ve  to  sta y  o u t n ig h ts  i f  he w a s go in g  to  
h au l in as m u ch  as y o u  d o !”

R o bin  looked  u p  susp iciou sly .
“  B ette r  d o  y o u r  te llin ’ a t  hom e,”  h e  a d 

vised  m orosely.
H e  w en t to  b ed  a b ru p tly  a t  eigh t o ’clo ck , 

le a v in g  M in n a  a w a k e  b y  th e  sto ve. She fe lt 
lo n ely  in  the k itch en  b y  herself. A t  nine 
she arose desp on den tly  an d  polish ed an 
old  brass sh ip ’s  lam p , a  ta sk  th a t she had 
plann ed  to do n ext d a y . I t  w as u n th in k
able to g o  to bed.

O u tsid e th e  w in d o w s th e  w in d  ran ted  
w ith  a  stubborn , m an iacal fu ry . A  h ard  
n igh t on  the lak es! M in n a  th o u gh t rem i
n iscen tly  o f a  tim e w hen  she w as a  v e ry  
little  g irl, a n d  h er fa th er, a  b ig  m an like 
C asper C lau se, p u t  o n  Bis slick er a t  three 
o ’c lo ck  an d  to o k  o u t h is  sloop r ig  alone 
to  h elp  a  little  sh in gle schooner h a vin g  
trouble. N o  gasolin e engines those d ays.

W ell, R o b in  w a s lik e  th a t. G o  if  needed! 
T h e  a larm  clo ck  p o in ted  to  one w hen she 
clim bed the sta ir  to  th e  chill little  room  
ab o ve the parlor. I t  w as still snow ing. 
R o b in  aw aken ed, asked th e  hour, and w en t 
b a ck  to  sleep im m ediately.

M in n a  w as ju s t m akin g coffee n ext m orn
in g  w hen M rs. C asp er C lau se, her w oolen 
sk irts  w h ipp in g in  th e  w ind, rap  u p  th e  p ath  
to the k itch en  door. M in n a  saw  her a p 
p roach  and  lifte d  th e  la tch . Snow  stood 
boot-deep  on the level an d  h eap ed  u p  into 
three-fo ot ridges across th e  dunes.

“  H ear ’b o u t las t n ig h t? ”  M rs. C lau se  
10 A

asked. She shook her sk irts b y  th e  k itch en  
sto ve an d  stood, pan tin g , w hile ch u n k s o f 
sn ow  m elted  on  th e  floor. She w as a  h e a v y , 
short-w in ded  old- w om an. “  S team er g o t 
lost over P yra m id  w a y , co u ld n ’t  see fo r 
storm — d id  get on  th e  b ar— ”

M in n a  p oured  tw o  cu p s o f  coffee deliber
a te ly  an d  set them  on th e  b a ck  o f th e  stove.

“  A ll th e  m en, C asp er an d  W a lt C o o k  
and  E rn ie  and  th e  H ed ges b o ys, th e y  too k  
W a lt ’s b o a t a n d  ru n  o u t to  her. N o  need. 
She go t off w ith o u t no trouble— on ly  looked  
b a d  fo r a  b it .”

M in n a  Peterson  fe lt a  dull num bin g th ro b  
in  th e  m uscles o f h er th roat. “  A ll the 
m e n !”  She sw allow ed, b u t could  n o t dis
lod ge th e  th in g  th a t choked her. “  A ll  
th e  m e n !”

T h e re  sm othered o v er  h er a  strange and 
in tan gib le  b la n k e t o f  anger th a t w a s  n ot 
anger, o f  heart-burnin g an im osity  tow ard  
M rs. C lau se, o f d esp airin g an d  inconsolable 
m isgiving.

“  A ll the m e n !”
A ll th e  fa t  o ld  lo afers in Johnnie C la u se ’s  

store, h is m other m eant. T h e re  w as a 
fine son for a  fisherm an’s  fa m ily . Selling 
sugar! R o b in  h a d  no gu ts fo r  a  loutish  
jo b  lik e  th a t, th a n k  H eav en ! S till, she 
w ished  h e  h a d  gone. E v e r y  m an w as need
ed  in a  storm  lik e  la s t n ig h t’s. She kn ew .

F o r the first tim e a  tin y , u n com fo rtab le  
d o u b t clouded her adm iration, h er p rid e fa l
tered.

“  Steam er go t off sa fe ,”  she said , w ip in g 
th e  snout o f  th e  coffeepot w ith  u n necessary 
cau tio n . “  T h e re  w a sn ’t  a n y  need go in g 
o u t.”

“  W h o  could  tell th a t? ”  asked  M rs. 
C lau se. H er ey es w ere inten t upon M in n a ’s  
colorless cheeks. She h ad  a lw a y s  said  
M in n a  Peterson  h ad  no cause to b e  so up- 
ish. “  C o u ld n ’t  te ll— ju s t e v e ry b o d y  w en t.”

M in n a  spun abou t.
“ R o bin  w ould  o f  gone if  it  w asn ’t  for 

m e !”  she cried. “  Said  all a lo n g he b etter 
go dow n and see w h a t’s doin g! B u t  -I— I 
w a sn ’t  v e ry  w ell-like. I  to ld  him  he 
cou ld n ’t, sa id  h e  h ad  to  s ta y  w ith  m e, ju st 
m ade h im  sta y ! S till in bed he is, n ever 
go t there till  a fter  one o ’c lo ck .”

“  N o . W e  see y o u r ligh ts w hen w e passed 
on  our w a y  hom e,”  M rs. C lau se  agreed.
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1 M in n a  stood a  lon g tim e lookin g out 
across the u n tracked  sn ow  a fter  C asper 
C la u se ’s w ife  h ad  gone. A g ain  she felt the 
sw elling in  her throat. T h e  night h ad  h u rt 
her som ehow. I t  h ad  brough t a  m om entous 
trouble into her un troubled  life , as in tan gi
b le  as it  w as absorbing, illo gical, in tu itive. 
She could n ot un derstan d it.

R o bin  h ad  h u rt h er s illy  pride. T h a t  
w as all. A n d  w h a t w as pride? C erta in ly  
o ld  M rs, C lause could  b o ast o f no pride.

L o o k  a t her lan dlubber, Johnnie 1 C om 
p a re  h im  w ith  R o bin ! Y e t  d oubt arose 
lik e  a  m ist upon th e  fa ce  o f  w ater, doubt 
th a t h er husband still stood high-headed 
a b o u t h is fellow s, d oubt o f  h is absolute su 
p eriority.

“  A ll the m e n !”  A n d  he la y  hom e abed 
— sleeping a  drunken sleep, a ll evening 
w hile oth er fisherm en labored  sp len d id ly  
upon the lake.
— A s  th e  d rifts  p iled  h igher and the b la sty  
w in ter w ore on, R o bin  P eterson snored 
m a n y n ights in  his ow n or some n eigh b or’s 
fish sh an ty. H e  staggered hom e on b lu s
te r y  m ornings, w earin g a  so rry  face, h is 
ey e s  pa ler than  ever. E a c h  tim e M in n a  
helped him  w ith  his boots, m ade him  hot 
coffee, and w hen she heard  him  tum ble into 
bed  she clim bed th e  sta ir  q u ie tly , b rou gh t 
dow n his clothes, sponged them , pressed 
them  out, and la id  them  b a ck  upon the 
ch air beside him .

She p u t on a  g a y , fam iliar fr o n t  before 
M rs. C asper C lau se and the other wom en 
o f the fleet. She told  o f  R o b in ’s d iligence 
a t  the w orkben ch  in th e  cellar, and dis
p la y e d  the tow el ra ck  he m ade for the k itch 
en. She scrubbed her house until it  shone; 
baked , cooked, lived  ex cited ly  h un ting 
d u ties for her hands. E v en  alone in  her 
k itch en  she sang.

B u t the n ights w ere b ad . She la y  aw ake 
and told  h erself fiercely  th a t R o bin  Peterson 
w as the best husband in C ath ea d  village. 
A s  for those oth er wom en— again and again  
she asked  herself— w h a t h ad  th e y  to  boast 
abou t?  C asp er C lau se— w h at a  h om ely  
b ru te  he w as, w ith  h is one e y e  and no n eck! 
A n d  E rn ie  J ay n es’s nose! A n d  th a t fa t  
W a lt  C o o k , w ith  h is w heezes!

N els  N ielson ? W ell, he w as a  good 
enough fellow  an d  n ot so b a d  looking. H e

saved  his m oney. B u t to th in k  of being 
m arried  to him ! T o  th in k  o f b ein g the 
w ife  o f a n y  one excep t R o bin , good old 
w aggish  R o b in !

She began  to listen  w hen  she heard  him  
m oun t the porch. D id  he stam p  his feet 
or d rag them ? D id  he grip  the latch  or 
fu m b le for it?

IV .

I ce hugged  th e  lak e  shore th a t spring 
through a  b lu stery  M a rch  fa r  into A p ril, 
an d  still floated  d eterm in edly in the w ash 
the i  st o f  M a y . F o r  tw o m onths the m en 
o f the fleet h ad  been b u sy  a t  their boats, 
p a tch in g  ribs, scrapin g, calking, painting, 
tu n in g u p  the engines, m ending nets, cu t
tin g  fresh b u o y s, sp licin g ropes.

C asp er C lau se  w as the first o f  them  all 
to  ligh t a  fire under the b ig  tar k ettle  
upon the sand. Soon there w as a  rack et o f 
ham m ering a b o u t the flat-faced  gasoline 
b o at draw n upon th e  w a y s  a t E rn ie  J a y n es ’s 
sh a ck . T h e  others, in  dungarees, labored 
d a ily  a t  th is ta sk  an d  that. A ll excep t 
R o bin  Peterson.

“  H o w  abou t the boat, R o b in ? ”  M in n a  
asked  in M a rch , and  tw ice again  in  A p ril, 
an d  once m ore on the i s t  o f M a y .

“  B o a t ’s good enough. N o  need to do 
a n y th in g  to  i t .”

“  S h e ’ll le a k .”
“  I  can  b a il,”  h er husband countered.
W h en  the season did  open, w ith  a  lu x u ry  

o f  w arm  w inds out of the southw est, R o bin  
Peterson  cam e dow n one noon from  the pool 
h a ll and w en t h ero ica lly  to w ork upon the 
broad, th irs ty  seam s o f his boat.

She w as not a  gracefu l cra ft, th is  K in g 
fisher; she lack ed  care and w hite lead, 
oakum  and atten tion . T h ree  d a ys  R o bin  
labored , sw eatin g in  the sun w h ile  other 
fisherm en sa t co m fo rta b ly  in th e  shade. 
B u t  the third  d a y, w ith  the w o rk  unfinished, 
h e  tossed b a ck  his y e llo w  h air, le ft  a  p a in t 
brush in the p ail, and  sta lked  up the un 
tid y  street o f the v illage. I t  w as nine th a t 
n igh t w hen he cam e hom e, a  dissolute, sog
g y  w reck  o f  a  m an, an d  M in n a  p u t him  to 
bed.

H e  h ad  blustered  abou t Johnnie C la u se ’s 
store h a lf the evening, forced  a  quarrel w ith  
a  v isitin g  coast guardsm an, h ad  been beaten
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for his trouble, and  cast out in to  the m u d d y 
street.

C ath ea d  v illa ge  is no p ra tin g  m oralizer, 
but it kn ow s a  m an ’s p lace a t  the opening 
o f fishing season. T h e re  is a  tim e for ev e ry 
thing, including drunkenness, accord in g to 
the sand-bitten  creed o f the lak es; and th e  
opening o f  fishing season ca lls  for stead fa st 
sobriety , for devotion to b o ats an d  nets, for 
lab o r unsw eetened b y  a n y  o f th e  rugged 
vices th a t appeal to w ea ry  m en.

T h e y  are a sim ple people, these unlearned 
and bew ildered children o f th e  five  sw eet 
w ater seas. M in n a  P eterson w as one o f  
them. N arro w  distances, b lu n t en croaching 
shores hem  in their v isio n ; fo r them  there 
is none o f the m ysterious an d  boundless 
m agn itude o f  the sa lt oceans, o n ly  the posi
tive  m astery  o f un bending w eathers, th e  
certitude o f  labor, th e  dogm atic m arch  of 
the seasons, an d  th e  in evitab le  au th o rity  of 
death.

M en  and  w om en on a  s a lty  coast m a y  
point their fingers a t a  becko n in g horizon  
and sa y : “  T h ere  lies C h in a , there th e  In 
dies.”  O n the G rea t L ak es, w ives o f fisher
m en are denied even th e  com fort o f such  
glam our. T h e y  kn o w  th at b ey o n d  their 
horizons lie  m erely  other v illages, u n in telli
gib le and uninspired as their ow n. O n ly  
the fa u lts  o f the sea are their heritage, its  
passions, its loneliness, its  anim osities, 
stripped bare of the sorcery  o f  salt.

M in n a  Peterson  h ad  ridden o u t to  the 
fishing ban ks w ith  h er fa th er in th e  sto u t
hearted  d a ys  o f can vas; later, w ith  O scar 
L in dstrom , w ho h ad  been h er m o th er’s 
brother, she learn ed  th e  o b stin acy  o f  a  gaso
line engine, the cra n k  an tics o f  a  tu b b y  b o at 
in  a  headlong sea. G ill nets held  n o  m y s
teries for her, nor pond n ets either. She 
kn ew  w ith ou t m istake ev ery  ragged  pennant 
th a t m arked  the b u o y s o f a ll the C ath ea d  
fleet.

“  R o b in ,”  she said th a t M a y  m orning 
w hen the sun shone crisp ly  into the k itch en  
w indow  w hile she prepared b re a k fa st a t the 
sto ve, “  I ’m going out a lo n g o f y o u  to -d ay . 
I  can lend a  hand, b ette r  th a n  a n y  b o y  
y o u  can p ick  u p .”

“ Y o u ! ”
“ M e. A n d  w e ’ll  b ea t th e  oth ers again , 

lik e  y o u  did  la s t season.”

She spoke g rim ly. H e  w inced  and g a v e  
h is a tten tion  to the p late  b efo re  him .

“  W e ’ll m a k e  a  tr y  o f  it , a n y h o w ,”  she 
am ended.

“  T h e  nets is p re tty  sn a rly .”
“  T h en  w e ’ll h a v e  to  fix  them .”
C ath ea d  villa ge  heard  th a t afternoon  th a t 

M in n a  P eterson h a d  gone o u t u pon  the 
lak e  w ith  her husband. T h e y  m ade a  good 
h aul, so ran th e  ta lk , R o b in ’s first li f t  o f 
a  la te  season. B u t good h au l or bad, w ho 
w a s M in n a  Peterson  to fly  a t  the throat 
o f  a ll the conven tion s o f th e  fishin g coast?

C asp er C la u se ’s w ife  nodded to  her dis
ta n tly  th a t n igh t w hen  th e y  m et in front 
o f  th e  p o st office.

“  G ood e v ’n ’ to  y o u , M rs. C la u se ,”  she 
cried . T h e  older w om an paused, m ade to 
go on and then turned slow ly. “ D id  y o u  
h ear o f our catch , R o b in ’s and  m ine, th is 
m orning? N in e  hun dred  pounds! N o t  b ad  
fo r  a  slow  season, y o u  th in k ? ”

“  I ’v e  heard  w orse,”  M rs. C lause grum 
bled. “ T h e y ’s thin gs w orse’n  a  b ig  h a u l.”

M in n a  w alked  hom e lik e  a  queen on 
parade. D id  a n y  one else h a v e  a  w ish 
to  cu t her, she ga v e  them  little  chance. 
E v e n  the n ext d a y  w hen  R o bin  again  la y  
d ru n k in the clean in g sh a ck  and the K in g 
fisher floated  a t  the d ock, she faced  the 
fleet p ro u d ly , eye  fo r  eye, and ta lked  sp irit
e d ly  o f the boat, o f the p rob ab le  tonnage 
fo r  the season, o f R o b in ’s sk ill w ith  con
tra ry  gasoline.

She p la y ed  her p a rt p ro u d ly  u n til the 
first d a y  o f June. T h a t  m orning, w hich 
is set aside as  a  fisherm an’s  h o lid a y  a ll 
a lo n g th e  coast, the b o ats sta yed  in harbor, 
and  the m en o f the fleet labored jo y o u sly  
u ptow n, opposite the post office, co n stru ct
in g  a  rough, out-of-door d ance pavilion.

O f cedar saplings and N o rw a y  p in e th e y *  
b u ilt  th e  sides, an d  stacked  balsam  bow s 
on top for a  roof. T h is , in  th e  lan guage 
o f  th e  lakes, is a  “ b o w ery,”  a  c iv ic  institu 
tion. O n the first o f  Jun e is th e  great 
a ffa ir  o f  the season.

M in n a  h ad  m et R o bin  Peterson  a t a  
b o w ery  dance. A t  another N els  N ielson  
h ad  pleaded th a t she m a rry  him  and set
tle  dow n upon O tto w a  Isla n d , h ad  pleaded 
w ith  an  exasp eratin g ly  short vo ca b u la ry  
and  all the fire o f  an oil-skinned cavalier.
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She h ad  looked forw ard  to the d a y. 
E a r ly  in the m orning, w hile R o bin  boiled  
u p  nets, she p atch ed  and m ade rea d y  his 
S u n d a y  su it. R o bin  could  dance, drun k or 
sober! W a sn ’t he th e  lightest-foo ted  of 
them  all?  E v e ry  b o w ery  n igh t he m ade 
those peg-legged old  roustabouts envious!

W o u ld n ’t  the w om en w atch  them , even 
to  C asper C la u se ’s  b rin y  old w ife, and 
E rn ie  J a y n es ’s tw o p ick le-faced  sisters? 
W o u ld n ’t N e ls  N ielson  ask  her for a  dance, 
and then another and another, and w o u ld n ’t 
sh e  refuse a fter  the first, o n ly  to  prove 
th a t she w as th e  proudest w om an in  C a t
head village?

* She *saw N els  N ielson  a t fo u r o ’clo ck . 
She h a d  run dow n to  th e  sh an ty  for m ore 
gasoline to  clean  a  las t sp ot from  R o b in ’s  
coat, and finding R o bin  n ot on the beach, 
h a d  com e u p  to th e  b o w ery  to look  for 
him . S h e did n ot find him  there either. 
B u t  w o rkin g on  th e  p latfo rm  w as N els 
N ielson .

S ix  m onths it  h ad  been sin ce she ta lked  
w ith  him . W h a t a  p ity  she thought it 
w hen th a t N e ls  N ielson  h ad  n ever m ar
ried, h ow  slow  and red-faced and b ig-h an d 
ed  and u g ly  h e  looked beside her b lu e
eyed  R o bin ! H e  seem ed less p itia b le  this 
tim e. T h e re  w as a  fresh, w in d y  color in 
h is sk in , a  hardness she had learned to 
recogn ize as one sign o f  sobriety.

H e h a d  com e over from  O tto w a  Islan d  
ea rly  in th e  forenoon, she heard , to ca rry  
hom e a  b oatload  of children  w ho h ad  spent 
the w in ter in th e  conven t school a t  C ed ar 
B rid ge. T h e y  w ere expected  dow n a t  noon. 
B u t  a t  noon, and a t tw o o ’clo ck , and again 
a t  four, the ch ildren  had not com e. H e 
telephoned; the tru ck  h ad  broken , it  w ould 

g e t there b y  five.
“  I t ’s m a k in ’ m e la te  fo r the d an ce,”  he 

com plained to  the m en on the floor. 
“  T h e y ’s a  little  b lo w  cornin’, too. F iv e  
o ’c lo ck! A n d m e th in kin ’ it  w as a  holi
d a y! I t  ’ll b e  d ark  a fore I get to the island, 
c a n ’t  get b a ck  here a fore te n !”

“  K id s ,”  C asp er C lau se  com m ented, “  is 
a  m ean crew  to h an d le  in the d ark . 
S p ecia lly  w hen th e y ’s  a  b it o f  w ind o n .”

N els  N ielson  laughed.
“  I ’ll h andle ’em all righ t. T h e y ’s  only 

ten. I ’ll  pen  ’em  all dow n under co v e r.”

“  A n d  try  to com e b a c k ? ”
“ S u re !”  A gain  he laughed. “  T h in k  I ’d 

m iss the w hole dance for a  m ess o f  k ids 
and w e a th e r? ”

M in n a  slipped a w a y . T h e re  w as a  g a y  
carelessness in h is voice. She w alked  h asti
ly  around the p in e arbor to avoid  a  m eet
ing w ith  M rs. C lause. Som e one follow ed 
her b eyond the heaped up p iles o f boughs. 
She turned and stood fa ce  to face w ith  
N els  N ielson.

H is  carelessness had gone. In  its  p lace 
w as a  curious, sad defiance, an d  M in n a  
fe lt  a  hot rush o f blood redden her own 
cheeks. She started  b a ck ; then called  her
se lf a  cow ard  and stopped.

“  M in n a — ”  he said.
“  Y o u  can have the second dance, N e ls ,”  

sh e answ ered ligh tly .
H er attem p t a t recklessness failed. H e 

cam e a  step nearer. F o r a  long, quiet m o
m en t th e y  looked a t each  other.

“  M in n a, are y o u  u n h a p p y ? ”  he asked.
She w as cau g h t unaw ares. T e a rs  cam e 

into her ey es and she tried n ot to le t them 
fa ll. H e w as different som ehow, stronger 
than  he ever h ad  been. A b o u t his lips 
she saw  a  new , so ft, gentle line. T h e y  
w ere firm er lip s th an  R o b in ’s. H is  eyes 
w ere a  deeper blue.

“  M in n a — ”  he said again .
A n d  a n g ry  sham e cam e o ver her. W ith  

a  hard  sp urt o f  w ill she rushed p ast him  
and dow n the hill.

W h y  should N e ls  N ielson  b reak  up  her 
pride? W h y  should h e  guess she w asn ’t 
h a p p y?  D a re  to sa y  th at she w a sn ’t? W h o  
w as N els  N ielson  to a ct so sligh tin g ly  to 
w ard  R obin ?

She slam m ed the k itch en  door behind 
her, and u p stairs flung herself dow n on 
the bed. A n  hour she la y  there, thin kin g 
hard  thoughts o f the m an she had ju st 
ta lked  to, know in g all the tim e, b itterly , 
th a t ev ery  thought w as a  lie  to  herself.

She dressed a t last, conscious o f  her p ale  
cheeks, w ea rily  prepared supper and sat 
dow n to w a it fo r R o bin . H e  h ad  n ot y e t 
com e w hen the m eal w as ready. T w ilig h t 
fell, and neighbors lighted their lam ps. She 
p u t on her shaw l a t  las t and crep t w ith  a  
q ueer foreboding dow n through the sand to 
the fish shanties. R eck lessly , she crossed
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the p lan kin g above the dam , n ot w aitin g 
fo r d ie  iron bridge.

O ver in tow n g a y  gasolin e flares a lread y 
lighted  the b ow ery. L a fe  B e a ty  w as scrap
ing his fam ous fiddle in  im patien t an tic ip a
tion. A  flat-chested  parlor organ, carried 
dow n from  the M eth o d ist m ission house, 
em itted  unharm onious gasps.

M in n a  P eterson stopped in  the sand b y  
E rn ie  J a y n es ’s fish sh an ty  and clenched her 
h an d s w ith  a  disappoin tm ent th a t w as a l
m ost ch ild ish . T h e y  should go a n y w a y  to 
th a t dance, R o bin  and  she! She w ould  
fo rget N els  N ielson !

A  pair o f m en strode to w ard  her from  
th e  river d o ck . M in n a  ed ged  b ack w ard  
behind a  n et reel. She w a s  em barrassed 
to  be foun d here b y  th e  h arb or h un ting 
R o bin . She looked  dow n a t th e  finery o f 
her new  w hite dress, conscious o f its  ab 
su rd ity, conscious o f th e  o b stin acy  o f  gossip 
and th e  fra g ility  o f pride.

“  N ielson  o n ly  ju s t 'g o t  sta rted ,”  C asper 
C lau se  w as sayin g. “  I ’m  g lad  i t ’s  n o t m e 
h a u lin ’ a  p a ck  o f y o u n g  ’uns over to  O t
ta w a  Islan d  in the d a rk .”

“ N els  d o n ’t  w o rry . N o t the w o rry in ’ 
k in d . S tea d y , b u t no fu ss .”  T h is  w as 
W a lt  C o o k . “  H o w ’s  P eterso n ?”

“  T h a t  drun k hog! O ught to  g e t drow ned, 
h is  ow n good and hers. S h e’s a  uppish 
gal, n ever lets on— ”

T h e y  passed o u t o f  hearing. M in n a  
P eterson drew  a  deep b reath . A ll th e  so ft
ness o f  w om anhood drained out o f  h e r  soul, 
in  a  single and horrid m inute, a ll th a t w as 
le ft  o f a  great fa ith , a ll h er  co m fo rt and  
content.

“  T h a t  d ru n k h o g !”
She leaned again st E rn ie  J a y n es ’s sh an ty, 

w ea k  w ith  m isery. A  g r itty , b itter  taste  
filled  h er m outh. She w a s surprised to feel 
tears.

S h e w iped her cheeks, determ ined to  b e  
r id  of w om anish in firm ity . A  drop o f rain  
fell on her hand. L ig h tn in g  flashed  a  
m enace in the northw est and th e  first m es
senger o f a  sum m er w in d  drove across th e  
dunes. N e ls ’s little  b lo w  w a s com ing, a ll 
right. N o  d ou b t a bo u t th at.

. M in n a  stopped  a t R o b in ’s door an d  fe lt 
for the p ad lock. I t  gap ed  open its  jaw s, 
gossiping to  th e  w o rld  o f h e r  sodden, u n 

repen tan t husband inside. A  lig h t burned 
from  the ceiling, a  su lk y , sm oky lam p w ith  
th e  ch im n ey un clean ed; she could  see th at 
m uch through the crack .

S hould  she fa ce  him  n ow ? O r w as she 
too m uch asham ed? Indecision  trium phed. 
A lo n g  the insecure p lan k in g o f the w h a rf 
she fe lt her w a y  tow ard the fresher air o f  
th e  w ash. T h e re  w as a  stan ch  and sy m 
p a th e tic  com panionship in  the un fettered  
w ater. I t  w ould  rain  h ard  in a  m inute. 
A lrea d y  ligh tn in g sp lintered o u t o f the 
north and un easy ca tsq u a lls  disturbed the 
lake. N e a r  M in n a ’s feet a  startled  gu ll 
rose scream ing from  th e  old  breakw ater, 
an unseen, cack lin g  omen. . ••

T h e  rain  cam e dow n, w ith  the fresh fu ry  
o f  a  sum m er storm . M in n a  w in ced  w hen 
its  cold , w et sheets first w ashed her h ot 
face . B u t  she did not m ove.

She could see th e  sm all w hite lig h t of 
N e ls  N ie lso n ’s m ail b o a t fa r o u t on the 
lak e, w ith  its cargo of children  for O ttaw a  
Islan d . N e ls  N ielson , w ho h a d  w anted  to 
m a rry  her! In  the sh a n ty  behind la y  R obin  
Peterson , d issolute, d isgraced, h er  husband. 
A n d  to-n ight she h ad  th o u gh t th e y  w ould 
go to a  dance! She h ad  com e in  a  w h ite  
dress searching fo r him . H o w  th e  town 
m ust laugh  a t her high-headed pride!

T h e  w in d  w hin ed an d  w h ipp ed  a t her 
sk irt. N e ls  N ie lso n ’s b o a t still sw am  in 
th e  d ark  off shore. I t  looked  to b e  driftin g  
to  M in n a, sw in ging south and no further 
a w a y . She saw  d u lly  its  b lo odshot port 
ligh t, now  its  starboard  green. T h e  b o at 
certa in ly  w as d riftin g.

A  flash tow ard  th e  h eaven s roused her. 
W h a t could  N e ls  N ielson  be doing, ligh t
in g  so great a  lam p ? She forgo t h er ow n 
d isgrace for a  m om ent. W ith  fascin ated  
eyes she w atch ed  the lak e. T h e  p o rt side 
ligh t still shone red. B u t  abo ve it, over
w helm in g— th a t co u ld n ’t  b e  a  lam p!

I t  w as fire! N e ls ’s m ail b o a t afire w ith  
•ten children!

H e r w et fin ery  tripped  her as  she ran 
b a c k  tow ard  th e  b oathouse. She flung 
open th e  door. U p o n  th e  n ets la y  her hus
b a n d  snoring. S h e fe ll on h er knees b e
side him .

“  R o bin ! R o bin , I  s a y ! ”  S h e pum m elled 
h is  chest, slapped d esp erately  a t  h is face ,
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“  R obin , h on ey! T h e y ’s a  b o a t on fire! 
G od , R o bin , R o bin , w a ke u p ! ”

R o bin  P eterson  snored ‘ s tead ily . H is  
slicker and so u ’w ester’ la y  heaped beside 
him . H is  m u d d y b oots spraw led near his 
b are  feet. T h e  lam p sm oked in  the rising 
w ind. I t  flickered and w en t out.

In  its  las t gu st M in n a  Peterson  ga v e  a  
horrified look  a t h er m otionless husband. 
T h e n  sh e pushed herself up, k ick ed  off her 
ow n  w et shoes and slipped into h is boots.

“  T h e y ’s a  fire, R o b in ! ”  she begged. 
“  P lease, please, R o bin ! C om e alo n g w ith  
m e !”

She w as in  the so u ’w ester’ and  slicker. 
O n ce  she turned, ca llin g  again . R o bin  did 
n ot answ er. M in n a  rolled  sh u t th e  door, 
sn ap ped  the p ad lock, jerked  out the k e y .

I t  w as d a rk  in the cab in  o f the K in g 
fisher. W ith  shakin g fingers she foun d the 
fuel v a lv e  and sw itched  on  the spark. She 
dropped the prim ing cu p  tw ice. T h e n  it  
ra ttled  su ccessfu lly  again st the cylin der 
p etco cks and  she tried  her strength on the 
flyw heel. R o b in  did th a t gen erally . W ith  
a  h ard  je r k  she turned it over.

H er arm s h ad  steadied  w hen she cast off 
th e  lines. O n  the sm all deck  a ft, w ith  the 
tiller betw een her feet, she leaned her el
bow s, fisherm an fashion, upon the roof o f  
th e  cabin , and  w atch ed  the b reak w ater ligh t 
sw in g past.

T h e  open lak e  set her b o at to  caperin g 
id io tically . O n ly  once she glanced  shore
w ard. T h e  ligh ts  of the v illa ge  w ere fa ll
ing a w ay . T h e  storm  had drenched out 
com p letely  th e  festive  flares in the bow ery. 
A lre a d y  h igh  sp ra y  dim m ed the b reak
w ater lam p. T h e  flam e ahead shone 
brighter.

V .

M in n a  h a d  w atch ed  tw o b o ats burn  a t 
sea  in  h er life. E ach  tim e, drugged w ith  
sleep, she had run dow n to the shore in 
th e  deep o f n igh t and stood b y  w ith  the 
o th er wom en, p a ra ly zed  in  her soul b y  th at 
one elem ental fear com m on to ev e ry  sailor 
and  w oodsm an. F ire. T h e  precarious 
a n tics  o f sm all vessels in h e a v y  seas w ere 
nothing. O ne could  m anipulate those. B u t  
w h a t could a n y  one, no m atter h ow  brave, 
do w ith  fire?

T h is  w a s gasolin e consum ing th e  m ail 
b o at. O u t o f  the sn u b b y  b o w  deckin g 
w here the petrol ta n k  w as b u ilt, b raids o f 
p u rp le  flam e sh o t u p  into the em p ty, w et 
s k y  an d  reach in g a ft , chew ed ragged  ven ts 
in  th e  cab in  roof. T h e ir  roar o u tp lay ed  
th e  p a tter  o f  rain.

M in n a  listened. S h e co u ld  n ot h ear the 
children. B u t  in another m om ent she saw  
them . T h e y  w ere crow ded a t the stern, a  
close, terrorized, un cou n table m ass o f heads 
an d  arm s. M in n a  sw u n g th e  tiller over 
an d  pointed into the w ind.

F o r the first tim e since sh e p u t on 
R o b in ’s b oots and le ft him  snoring on the 
floor, she fe lt a  co ld  satisfactio n  in  her ow n 
k in d . T h ese  w ere n ot com m on children. 
T h e y  w ere children  o f  the lak e, as she w as 
herself; sons and d augh ters o f  coastguard  
surfm en, o f ligh t tenders an d  fisherm en. 
T h e y  m igh t scream  an d c r y  a t  fire, b u t 
th e y  w ould  kn o w  h ow  to  get in to  h er boat.

She m aneuvered the K in gfish er in an in
cau tio u s circle and  nosed its  b ow  am idship 
into N els  N ielso n ’s  w h ite  laun ch. A  sm all 
b o y  w ith  long, th in  legs leaped into the 
air as the tw o cra fts  touched an d  dropped 
claw in g upon the d eck  o f  the fishboat.

“ O n e !”  said  M in n a  Peterson  through 
h er teeth.

T w o  girls tried  it  n ext. T h e  sm aller o f 
th em  slipped, h u n g p recariou sly  overside 
a n d  the b o y  ya n k ed  her b ack .

“ T h r e e !”  M in n a  counted.
T h e  force o f  the w ind, th e  pressure o f  

th e  fish b o a t’s  propeller, flu n g th e  bu rn 
in g  laun ch  a w a y  fo r  a  m om ent. M in n a  
gasped, an d  again  fe lt  h er cold  sa tisfa c
tion . T h e  first sm all b o y , w ith  a  tw ist o f 
h is  w rist, had throw n h er b o w  line into the 
h uddle o f children. Som e one cau g h t it. 
O n ce m ore her b o a t craw led  w ith in  reach.

“ S ix ! ”  M in n a  P eterson  cried. She
leaned forw ard  on  h er elbow s. “  Seven! 
T e n ! ”  She w aited. W h ere w as N els  N ie l
son? B ig  stupid! W o u ld  h e  m o n key  a ll 
n ig h t below ?

“  N els! ”  she scream ed. “  N els! ”
A  queer terror possessed her. She

scream ed again , over and over, till her shout 
w a s a  w hisper th a t the w ind sucked  up. N o  
one answ ered, no one a t  all.

F ire  sp urted  o u t o f the ports. O n  the
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sho rt b ow  o f h er fish b o at, the children  
from  O tto w a  Is la n d  w ere crow ding through 
the h atch  into the engine com partm ent. 
T h e  one b o y  rem ained.

M in n a  noticed  d u lly  th at he h ad  tied  a  
rag  around h is le ft  arm . H e saw ed w ith  
h is ja ck -k n ife  till the b ow  lin e  snapped. 
T h e  K in gfish er p lu n ged, an d  thundered 
once m ore into the p la n k s o f the m ail boat, 
w hile a  m igh ty, ch okin g h ea t scorched 
M in n a P eterso n ’s face.

She understood.
“  H elp  yo u , m iste r? ”  th e  sm all b o y  fo r

w ard  cried.
“ G o b e lo w !”  M in n a  answ ered him .
She scream ed N e ls ’s nam e again . H is  

b o at w as flam e from  b ow  to  rudder tjjere 
in front o f h er eyes. N els  N ielson  h ad  died. 
H e  h ad  died aflo at, on d u ty . W ell, w orse 
cou ld  happen! She heard  herself laugh, 
an d  w as shocked  a t th e  sound. W a s d ie  
go in g m ad?

She straightened  her Knees and  k ick ed  
over the tiller. In  a  close, reckless circle 
she drove her b o a t around and around the 
b lazin g  cra ft. I t  w as settlin g low er.

T h ere  w as n oth in g she could  do. I t  an
gered her, th is heiplesslness. T h e  m ail b o at 
listed, w ith  a  lurch  to starboard; flung 
a b o u t senselessly, lik e  a  torch  in  th e  hands 
o f a  drunken ju gg ler. M in n a  P eterson 
laugh ed  out loud again  a n d  th o u gh t o f the 
snoring R obin .

T h is  tim e she kn ew  she w as m ad. W h y  
should she lau gh ? F in d  an y th in g  brave, 
an y th in g  splendid in th is w icked , b lazin g  
ligh t?  H o w  could  she dare see in its  crim 
son plum e a  b rief, floatin g  m onum ent to  
N els  N ielson  and to all the thousan d m en 
before him  w ho h ad  died b y  fire  a t  sea? 
W ell, R o bin  P eterson h a d  done th a t to  her 
pride. M a d e her m ad.

T h e  m ail b o a t listed  another degree and 
spun in a  com plete circle. W ith  no w arn 
in g  it  dipped its  b o w  under a  b la ck  w a ve  
and sank. I ts  go in g w as an  anticlim ax. 
Sudden darkness, w ind, rain , an  e d d y  o f  
w ater. T h a t  w as all.

M in n a  turned th e  b ow  o f h er  ow n  b o a t 
shorew ard. She saw  th e  sudden flare o f  a  
coast guard p atro l on O tto w a  Islan d. T h e  
co ast gu ard  w as too late!

T h e  b reak w ater lig h t c a s t a  listless glo w

through the dw indling rain  a t  C ath ead . 
M in n a  P eterson steered tow ard  it, h er eyes 
fixed, her piin d u n easy  w ith  astoun ding 
thoughts.

She edged p ast the broken pilin g a t  the 
h arb o r m outh, sw un g to the le ft  and 
thum ped alongside th e  fisherm en’s w h arf. 
T h e  w ater w as q u iet here. She lifted  the 
trap , reached dow n w ith  tired, cold  fingers 
and  flung off the sw itch . T h e  engine 
coughed. M in n a  Peterson  th rew  a  pair o f 
h a lf  h itch es over a  p iece of ced ar p ilin g  and 
stepp ed  ashore.

“ G o u p  th ere ,”  she b ad e the children 
w ho tum bled out o f the h atch , “  u p  there 
w here yo u  see the ligh ts  and find C asper 
C lau se. T e ll  him  y o u  h a ve  to g e t hom e 
’fore y o u r  fo lk s  go cra zy . T e ll  him  w h at 
happened. T e ll him  R o bin  Peterson  w en t 
out alone and saved  y o u .”

She un lo cked  the fish sh a n ty  and 
slam m ed th e  door behind her.

“ So y o u ’re a w a k e !”  she chided.
R o bin  P eterson sat up  d u lly  on his p ile  

o f  unboiled  nets.
“ W h a t y o u  d oin ’ in m y  boots, M in n a ? ”  

h e  w an ted  to know .
M in n a  P eterson to o k  off the b oots and 

th rew  them  on the floor beside sou ’w ester 
an d  slicker. She faced  her husband.

“  I  a in ’t h ad  y o u r boots. T h e re  th e y  
are , on the floor. T h e r e ’s y o u r oilskins, 
ju s t  w here y o u  threw  ’em. Y o u ’re drunk, 
R o b in  Peterson. A n d  N els  N ielso n ’s dead, 
D ro w n d ed . B u t  do y o u  kn ow  w h a t? ”  She 
sp oke each w ord  grim ly. “  Y o u  took out 
the boat, R o bin  Peterson. Y o u r  ow n boat, 
the K in gfish er. A n d  y o u  g o t ten k ids off 
the m ail b o at, and y o u  b rou gh t ’em in  
here. U n derstan d th a t?  Y o u  got ten kids, 
a ll b u t N els, and the m ail b o at b u rn ed .”

“  I  did n o t,”  said R obin .
“  T e n  k id s ,”  M in n a  P eterson repeated. 

“  O f course, y o u  did it drun k! Y o u  d id n ’t  
k n o w  y o u  w ere o u t! Y o u ’re a lw a y s  drunk. 
C ath ea d  looks for that. M a y b e  now  I ’ve  
g iv e  ’em som ething else to  look for in you! 
T h e y ’ll believe in y o u  aw h ile m ayb e, sav
in ’ a  boatload  o f k ids. I ’ve  g iv e  y o u  a  
push, R o bin  P ete rso n ! ”

She ran  out o f  the sh an ty  in her b e
draggled  w hite dress and slam m ed the door 
a  second tim e behind her.
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L ig h ts  w ere gleam in g uptow n. M in n a  
stood and looked w istfu lly  a t  them . She 
h ad  lived  all her life  in C ath ead . T h en  
she turned tow ard the r igh t along the pier.

She w alk ed  slow ly, b u t w ith  no in d eci
sion. D o w n  the creakin g w h arves she 
tram ped, tow ard  the b reak w ater o f rocks 
and ced ar poles a t  the h arb or m outh.

T h e  rain  had slacken ed. T h e  pier head 
lig h t glow ed dow n m istily  upon her, pinken- 
in g  the soiled  w h ite  dress, for a  m om ent 
len d in g a  flush to her cheeks, brushin g a 
y e llo w  luster across her fly in g  hair. H er 
lip s w ere open, as i f  she m igh t be sm il
ing. She strode on, tow ard  the end o f the 
b reakw ater, o u t o f  the ligh t. A head' la y  
th e  lak e, dark , enduring, m asterfu l, heed
less o f w om en ’s  anxieties.

A  stiff cu rren t ran  w estw ard  o u t o f  th e  
h arbor m outh, su ck in g a t  the piling, b re ak 
in g  the course o f rollers, ca rry in g  w ith  it 
a- burden o f sand and  stick s, dead leaves, 
pieces o f  old boats, all the refuse o f  a  care
less w orld ashore. B ey o n d  th e  b ar the 
la k e  la y  s ix ty  fathom s deep.

T H E  

XJ

R o bin  did not go hom e im m ediately. 
H e  sat on  the floor w ith  his ill-sm elling 
n ets and  th o u gh t the m atter over for a  
w hile.

F u n n y , M in n a  a ctin g  th a t w a y . H e re
m em bered n othin g a b o u t a  fire. B u t  there 
la y  h is boots, there h is slicker. C erta in ly  
th e y  looked w et. H e  arose sh a k ily  and 
poured another drin k. Too bad, drin kin g 
so m uch. M in n a  m ade such  a  fuss. W ell, 
a  m an deserved a  b it  o f  a  spree a fter  savin g 
ten  kids.

H e  w andered hom e a t last. T h e  h ouse- 
looked em p ty, no lig h t in  the k itch en. 
M in n a  m ust b e  in  bed . W ell, she w a sn ’t 
a n y  m ore tired  th an  he. H e  stum ffied u p  
th e  stairs, try in g  to  th in k  w h a t i t  w as h e ’d 
forgot.

O h , y es, th a t b o w ery  <iance! M in n a  
m ust b e  over there sk y la rk in g  y e t, she 
w asn ’t in bed . H e  sa t dow n on th e  edge 
o f a  chair, and pulled  off a  boot. S h e ’d 
g e t hom e a ll righ t. F u n n y , he co u ld n ’t re
m em ber going a fter  those k ids. H e  w as 
v e ry  sleepy.
END

XJ x$
W H I T E  C O A L

( Hydro-Electrical)

P ) E E P  thunders in  th e  gorge,
L~* T h e  w hite-fan ged  rapids rage: 
A n d — m iles below — m en forge 

P low shares and  sw ords o f life  
W h erew ith  in tw ain  to w age 

T h e  arts o f p eace and  strife.

U n der the d riftin g  clouds 
T h e  rapids toss their m anes; 

W h ile— m iles below — the crow ds 
T o il in the turbined m ills,

A n d  count their m inted gains 
B o rn  in the w oodland  rills.

W ith  clam or and  w ith  foam  
T h e  rapids seethe and sweep—  

W h ile— m iles below — a  hom e 
O f in d u stry  aspires,

A n d  w hile the w o rld ’s asleep 
P ain ts  heaven  w ith  its  fires!

Olin Lyman.
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By SAMUEL G. CAMP

jk  L O N G  e a rly  last Septem ber I and  the 
/ \  other five  per cen t o f  the fa m ily ,

£ * >  nam ely, m y  w ell-know n w ife, w ere 
on surprisingly frien d ly  term s, business 
w asn ’t so worse, and, a ll in all, yo u  m ight 
say I  w as s ittin g  p retty . B u t, w hile I  am 
b y  no m eans superstitious, nevertheless, I  
had m y fingers crossed. W h a t I m ean, 
som ething seem ed to te ll m e th a t things 
couldn ’t go on lik e  that. T h e y  n ever do.

A n d  th ey  d id n ’t.
O n e evening w hen the w ife  arrives b a ck  

a t  our little  gra y  hom e in the W est E ighties, 
i t ’s p la in  to  be seen th a t she is in a  state 
o f  no little  excitem ent. So it  seem s sh e’s 
jo ined o u t w ith  som e w om en vo ters ’ organ 
ization  or oth er, and from  now  on, she 
m akes k n ow n  in clarionet tones, she is pos
itiv e ly  going to  ta k e  an active  personal in
terest in  p u b lic  affairs. A n d  ju st to  prove 
it. she p ro m p tly  starts radiocasting the cor-
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rect answ ers to each  and all o f  th e  p o litica l 
crossw ord p uzzles then confron ting the one 
hundred per cent A m erican  public.

“ Sign  o f f ! ”  sa y s I, cu ttin g  in w ith  old  
w orld  courtliness. “ L isten . T h is  is  im 
po rtan t. H a v e  y o u  told  a n y b o d y  about 
th is except m e? T h a t  from  now  on y o u ’re 
p o sitive ly  gonna tak e  an  a ctiv e  personal 
interest in p u b lic  a ffa irs? ”

“ W h y , n o ,”  sa y s th e  litt le  wom an.
“  W ell, th e n ,”  sa y s I , “  do m e a  fa vo r 

and  k eep  i t  d a rk  fo r ju st tw en ty-fou r 
h ou rs.”

“  W h y ? ”  dem ands th e  frau , suspiciously.
“  B ecau se ,”  I  replies, “  w hen W a ll S treet 

gets w ise to it  th ere ’ll n o  d oubt b e  the great
est boom  in h isto ry, and  I  w an t to  g e t  in  on 
th e  ground floor.”

“  Y o u  and  y o u r  com ical strip  stuff! ”  
sn ap s th e  dear girl. “  I f  y o u  and the rest 
o f  the m en h ad  taken  som e interest in  some-
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th in g  besides baseball, b o x  fights, and the 
like , th in gs w ouldn ’t b e  lik e  th ey  are  n o w .”  

“  A n d  y o u  w ouldn ’t  b e  v o tin g ,”  s a y s  I . 
“  R u t all th at aside, w h y  not, ju st fo r the 
present, ta k e  an  a ctiv e  personal interest in 
d ishing u p  a  few  eats?  D in n er’s an  even  
h ou r late  a t  th is w riting, and I  go t a  bu si
ness conference in  ju st th ir ty  m inutes.”

“  B usiness co n fe re n ce!”  snorts the b itter  
fraction . “  T h e  sort th a t’s held  in a  couple 
o f  ringside c h a irs !”

W ith  w hich the la d y  o f  the house an d  
lo t han gs her h a t on the floor, drapes her 
co a t o ver th e  chandelier, and  sails  o u t in to  
th e  kitchen.

Such  is life  in the b ig  leagues.
W ell, as a  general rule, a  person ’s p o liti

cal affiliations is som ething w hich  runs in 
fam ilies like  other form s o f insan ity. A n d, 
a il b y  lu ck  and  chance, the w ife  b ein g o f 
the sam e p a r ty  as y o u rs tru ly , w h y , In 
sp ite of the m issus tak in g an a ctiv e  personal 
interest in  p u b lic  affairs, I  guess w e w ould  
o f p u lled  through till the co u n try  w as saved  
again  on N o vem ber 4 w ith ou t rendering 
ourselves no m ore o b jectio n ab le  to  the 
neighbors than  usual, if—

B u t, o f  course, th ere ’s a lw a y s  an  “  i f .”  
A n y w a y s, one n ig h t the w ife  on ce m ore 

show s u p  th irty  m inutes la te  fo r chow . So, 
o f  course, I  am  fit to b e  tied , even i f  the 
new s she brin gs w ith  her h a d n ’t been o f a  
k in d  w hich, w ith ou t fu rth er inducem ents, I  
w ould  o f  ch eerfu lly  tossed off a  b eaker o f 
cyan id e, or m a yb e b it th e  h an d  th a t should 
o f fed  m e and d idn ’t.

So it  seem s m y  h ig h ly  ta len ted  h elp m ate 
h ad  been ta k in g  such an a ctiv e  personal in
terest in p u b lic  affairs th a t th is p o litica l 
sextet, o f  w hich  she is one o f  the original 
m em bers, has a ctu a lly  gone to w o rk  and p u t 
h er on a  regular com m ittee, no fooling. A  
com m ittee th a t w as supposed to  b u sy  them 
selves w ith  h irin g  sp eakers fo r w h a t y o u  call 
rallies, and th e  like.

“  F in e !”  sa y s I  w ith  a ll th e  enthusiasm  
w ith  w hich I  m ight o f  received  the glad  
n ew s th a t I  had , a t th e  m ost, six w eeks 
to  live . “  O n w ards and upw ards! K e e p  it  
u p  and  y o u ’ll h a v e  M a  F erguson  lo o k in g 
lik e  a  regular A lice  S it-by-th e-F ire . W h a t ’s 
m ore, I  am  now  gonna h eap  still fu rth er 
hon ors on y o u . T h a t ’s to  say , I  tak e  great

pleasure in  appo in tin g y o u  a  com m ittee o f  
one on— er— refreshm ents. I  go t a  busi
ness date— ”

“  A n d  listen ,”  in terru p ts the w ife , w ith 
o u t so m uch as a  w ord o f ackn ow ledgm ent 
in  regards to the fresh honors I h ave th ru st 
upon her. “  D o  y o u  kn ow , Jim , w hen th ey  
p u t m e on th a t com m ittee, the first th in g 
I  th o u gh t w as: ‘ W h a t a  chan ce for 
H o ra c e ! ’ ”

F o r dear old R u tgers!
“ H o ra c e !”  I  y elp s. “  F ly in ’ catfish! 

D ’y e  m ean to  say— ”
B u t a t  th is extrem ely  critical point, in  

the even t th at he is a  p e rfe ct stranger to 
y o u — w h ich  I  o n ly  w ish he w as eq u a lly  so  
to  m y self— ju st a  few  k in d  w ords in regards 
to  one H o ra ce  J . H ooper.

H orace, then, I  regret to  say, is a  rela
tiv e  o f m ine b y  w h a t I  call th e  fortun es o f 
w ar. T h a t ’s  to say , h e ’s th e  w ife ’s brother. 
In  the case th a t y o u  are p erso n ally  n o t 
posted  in respects to these som etim es b a f
fling m arita l relationships, i f  I  k n o w  w h at 
I  m ean, w ill sa y  th at, accord in g to the best 
legal authorities, th is m akes H o race o ccu p y  
the h igh ly  responsible position  of b rother- 
in-law  in relatio n  to  m yself. O r in other 
w ords, as I  lose no o p p o rtu n ity  to poirtt 
out, H o race is m erely  a  relative  o f  m ine 
b y  law  as d istinguished from  ju stice.
. N o w , from  th e  foregoing, yo u  h a ve  no 
d oubt been ab le  to grasp the fa ct th a t I  
h a v e  perso n ally  g o t a b o u t as  m uch use fo r 
th is syn th etical re lative  o f  m ine as a  fish 
h a s fo r a  lifegu ard . A t  a n y  rate, w e ’ll say 
so.

H o w ever, ow in g to the fa c t  th a t m y  v a ri
ous and sun dry reasons fo r o b jectin g  loud
l y  to H o race are  m uch too hum orous to  
m ention, w h y , for the present, an yw a ys, I  
w ill m erely  say th a t I  ch iefly  ta k e  excep
tion  to  M r. H ooper on th e  groun ds th a t he 
occupies th e  sam e relation  to lan gu age th a t 
E dison  does to e lectricity . O r in oth er 
w ords, w hile, o f  course, lan gu age existed  
b efore the a d ven t o f  H o race  J. H opper in to  
th is d iz z y  w orld, n evertheless, there is  posi
tiv e ly  no disputin g th e  fa c t  th a t H o race is 
the b im bo th a t p u t it to  w ork.

A ll o f  w hich  is ju st another w a y  o f sa y 
in g  th a t m y  charm ing w ife ’s  d eligh tfu l rela
tiv e , M r. H o race  J . H ooper, is the undis-
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puted  lon g d istance h ea v yw e ig h t cham pion 
w indjam m er o f th is or a n y  other age. T h is  
b a b y  b roadcasts from  a n y  angle, I  m ean to 
sa y , w ith  a ll the ease and celerity  o f a  
greased p ig  n ego tiatin g  a  slip p ery  slide.

T a lk in g  com es as n atu ra l to him  as fa ll
in g  does to  N ia g a ra , and  try  and sto p  eith er 
one of them ! In  fa ct, w hile a  few  con serva
tives w ill no d oubt accuse m e o f d raw in g the 
lo n g bow , it  is th e  positive  tru th  th a t H o r
ace begun  ta lk in g  a t  th e  fa ir ly  ea rly  a g e . 
o f  three m inutes, h is first w ords being 
“ L ad ies and  ge n tle m en !”  and if  h e ’s ever 
sto pped  since then, y o n  n eedn ’t  p a y  m e a  
dim e!

C on seq u en tly , n o  d ou b t y o u  can  ea sily  
p ictu re  th e  en ch an tin g p rosp ect a n y  tim e it  
looks lik e  dear old H o race  is on ce m ore 
go in g to b e  am ong those present in our 
q u iverin g  m idst. T h e  w ife, y o u  un der
stand, a lw a y s  insisting on H o race  sto p p in g 
w ith  u s w henever h e  v isits  th e  b ig  tow n ; 
and these visits, in m y en tirely  un prejudiced  
opinion, b ein g m uch too lon g and likew ise 
a ll too num erous. W h ich , if  it  w as le ft to  
m e, H o race  w ould  drop in on  u s e x a ctly  
once in a  b lu e m oon, and  s ta y  the fu ll 
len gth  o f  tim e it w ould  take an u n u su ally  
rap id  ta lker to sa y  “  K n ife ! ”

“  D ’y e  m ean to s a y ,”  I  sa y s to  the w ife ,
“  th a t y o u ’re gonna try  and ta k e  a d van tage  
o f  yo u r position on th a t com m ittee to rin g  
in  a  personal relative, lik e  H o race, as  a  
sp eaker in the cam p aig n ?”

“  I  d on ’t  m ean to s a y  n othin g o f  the 
s o rt,”  sa ys the m issus w ith  a sp erity . “  I  
a lre a d y  done i t .”

“  H o w  do y o u  m ean, y o u  a lread y  done 
i t ? ”  I  dem ands.

“  I  p u t the m atter u p  to the other m em 
b ers,”  replies the w ife, “  and th e y  w ere all 
fo r it. I t ’s hard  to find good speakers a n y 
w ays. So then I  called  u p  H o race  in  A l
b an y , and h e ’ll b e  here to-m orrow . Y o u  
kn ow  the jo b  he w as on w as o n ly  tem porary, 
a n y w a y s .”

“ Sure,”  sa y s  I . “  N o  m atter w h a t k in d  
o f a  jo b  th a t b a b y  gets, it  w ou ld n ’t  o n ly  b e  
tem p o rary .”

“  O h, is th a t so ? ”  she com es b ack , sw eet
ly . “  W ell, I  notice h e ’s a lw a y s  been ab le  
to  m ake p le n ty  m on ey en ough  to  support 
h im self.”

“  F o r the six  m onths p er y ea r, or m ayb e 
less,”  I  p u ts  in, “  th at I  h a v e n ’t p erso n ally  
m y se lf stak ed  him  to a  room  and b o ard .”

W ell, o f  course there w as m ore of it, b u t 
a s  i t  p ro b a b ly  w o u ld n ’t  serve no' p articu lar 
purpose, I ’ll spare y o u  th e  details. T h o u g h  
I  m igh t add th at th e  best a n y  com peten t 
ju d g e  w o u ld  o f  given  th e  w ife  w a s a  draw .

I I .

W ell , in  sp ite  o f  a prom ising lookin g 
train  w reck  in th e  p ap ers th a t m orning, 
H o ra ce  show s u p  as advertised. A n d  then, 
a s  th e y  sa y  in the subtitles, cam e a  tim e 
d u rin g w hich I  suffered in  silence. O r, 
th a t ’s  to sa y , w hile I  p erso n ally  lap sed  into 
an alm ost to ta l calm — tr y  an d  tre a t y o u r
self to  a  few  choice rem arks w ith  H o race  
h ittin g  on all six— m y  little  jo b  o f suffering 
w a s n e a tly  done to th e  sk ille d  accom p an i
m en t o f  M r. H ooper on h is throat.

C om in g dow n on th e  train , H o race h ad  
m ade w h at y o u  call an  inten sive stu d y  o f 
th e  vario u s p a rty  p latform s, an d  so forth , 
w ith  the results th a t inside o f a  surpris
in g ly  shore tim e— th e  surprise b ein g  on 
accou n t th a t a  tim e w hich  seem ed so  long 
co u ld  b e  so short— I  w as p o sitive ly  fu ller 
o f  cam p aign  issues, and  allied  topics, than 
H o u d in i is o f tricks. In  fa ct, I  a lrea d y  got 
p le n ty  p o litics, d o n ’t th in k  I  h a v e n ’t! 
W h ich  is n ot say in g  th a t I  w asn ’t  righ t 
in  line to  get p le n ty  m ore.

F o r, as tim e goes on, o r  during m a yb e  
th e  n ext three w eeks, an d  M r. H ooper 
w arm s to  h is job — how ever, ow in g to  the 
fa c t  th a t th ere ’s others to  en tertain  yo u , I  
w ill conclude th is p a rt o f  the ev en in g ’s per
form an ce b y  sim p ly  sa y in g  that, a ll in all, 
I  w a s p erso n ally  no fit  su b ject to b e  a t 
large; a  m en ace to p u b lic  sa fe ty , w h at I  
m ean, and esp ecially  to one H o ra ce  J. 
H ooper!

A t  th at, though, I  m ight sa y  th a t there 
w as one tim e, an yw a ys, w hich , i f  M r. 
H ooper ever again  gets as n ear to th e  w ell- 
know n  P e a rly  G a tes as h e  w as r igh t then, 
i t  w ill o n ly  be a  m iracle th a t saves him  
from  crashing in. A n d  fo r th a t m atter, th e  
m issus w asn ’t so fa r  behind him .

M ean in g  the tim e w hen, r igh t in the fa ce  
o f  the fiercest k in d  o f opposition, the frau
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carries h er po in t in regard  to I  an d  h er tag
gin g along w ith  H orace, th e  dem on spell
binder, on his even ing soap b o x  tours.

F o r sm iling out loud!
W ell, o f course, th e  o n ly  reason I  let 

h er w in  it w as to k eep  p eace in  a  fa m ily  
w here— w ell, tr y  an d  find it!

A n y w a y s, such w as th e  h ig h ly  en jo yab le  
state o f  affairs, and  no relief v isib le  to  the 
n aked  eye, w hen, a ll b y  lu ck  and chance, 
a  curious tu rn  o f  even ts led  m e into the 
fa in t hopes th at m ayb e, a fter  a ll, there w as 
a  w a y  out.

I f  th ere ’s  no ob jection s from  the ga llery, 
how ever, I  w ill first ta k e  u p  b rie fly  a  little  
m atter, or y o u  m ight say  affair, w hich , ow 
in g  to  one th in g  an d  another, seem s to  o f 
escaped notice.

W ell, I  h a ve  used th e  w ord affair advised
ly , h a vin g  in m ind th e  one w hich, som e little  
tim e a fte r  M r. H o o p er’s lon ged-for arrival, 
I  w h o lly  w ith ou t intention  discovered to b e  
going o n  betw een a  certain  M iss M u rie l 
M o n trose and, readin g h o rizo n tally , a ctu 
a lly  M r. H ooper h im self! L ikew ise , I  w as 
m akin g no secret o f  the fa c t  th at, a t  the 
tim e, M iss M o n trose w as p la y in g  w h a t is 
som etim es called  a  b it, in  a  m usical pro
du ction  c le ve rly  en titled , “  L u c y , L ouise, 
and  C h arlo tte ,”  w hich  w as ju s t then en jo y 
in g  w h at th e  press agen t free ly  adm itted  to  
b e  a  phenom enal run  a t one o f  o u r leading 
playhouses.

N eedless to  sa y , I  w as p o sitive ly  dum - 
foun ded o ver the abo ve ep och-m aking d is
co very, and the m ore so on  accou n t th a t so 
far as m y  experience w ent, this w as M r. 
H o op er’s abso lu tely  first appearance before 
a n y  audience in the role o f  a  squire o f jan es, 
as  y o u  m igh t say.

So, an yw a ys, h avin g, o f course, M r. 
H o o p er’s  b est interests a t heart, I  lost n o  
tim e in ta k in g  u p  th e  m atter w ith  him .

“  H o w  co m e?”  says I , stern ly. “  H o w  
did y o u  happen to  m eet u p  w ith  this, now , 
M iss  M o n tro se ?”

“ I  w as pro p erly  introduced  to  h er  b y  
a  frien d ,”  replies th e  w itness, p roud  and  
defiant.

“  S im ple b u t ingen ious,”  I  adm its. “  N o  
d o u b t,”  I  goes on, “  she com es o f a  prom i
n ent Southern fa m ily  th a t lo st their-' for
tu n e in  the C ivilized  W a r ? ”

“ O n the co n tra ry ,”  says th e  w itness, 
ta rtly , “  I  believe she said  her people w ere 
q u ite  prom inent in C h icago. M ontrose, o f 
course, is m erely  a  stage nam e. T h e  fa m ily  
nam e is— er— G reen, I  believe. O r possi
b ly  Jones. H er fa th er is— w ell, som ething 
in lea th er.”

“  B o o tleg ge r,”  I  suggests p rom p tly.
“ A n d  v e ry  w ell to  d o ,”  sa y s H orace.
“  W h y  n o t? ”  sa y s  I .
“  A n d  as for M iss M o n trose h erse lf,”  sa y s 

he, “  she is u n do u bted ly  a  m ost talen ted 
y o u n g  lad y ! M o st talen ted! I  h a v e  no 
d oubt that some d a y  she w ill b e  one of our 
v e r y  brigh test stars.”

“  Fresh  from  E urop ean  triu m ph s,”  s a y s  
I . “  L isten . Is  the w ife  w ise to th is ? ”

“  Y o u  m ean m y  s ister?”  he asks.
“  U n fo rtu n a te ly ,”  I  replies.
“ C erta in ly  she is ,”  s a y s  H orace.
“  D o es  she a p p ro v e ? ”  I  asks search in gly .
“  P o s it iv e ly !”  sa y s  M r. H ooper.
“  So th a t’s  a ll settled ,”  sa y s I.
L a te r  on I asked  the w ife  w h y , i f  she 

w as wise to  how  H o race  w a s choosing his 
girl friends from  the chorus, w h y  she h a d n ’t 
said  som ething to  m e abou t it?  So she says 
I  knqw  as w ell as  she th a t M iss M o n trose 
is no chorus g irl, sh e ’s  a  real actress. A n d  
w h a t is m ore, she p erso n ally  herself h ad  
lunch w ith  H o race and  M u riel one d ay, 
and  M u riel seem s lik e  an  a w fu lly  nice girl. 
S o  she sa y s the reason she d id n ’t  say  n oth
ing to  m e w as because she kn ew  I ’d have 
a  w hole lo t o f  slurring rem arks to m ake, 
on accoun t o f M iss M dn trose being an a c
tress, and  she is  p o sitive ly  s ick  an d  tired  
o f  hearing m e razz  H o race, and th a t ’s that.

So I  says, v e ry  w ell, I  accep t her apol
o g y  an d  d idn ’t  pursue th e  su b ject fu rth er.

III.

N o w  in  respects to  a  p o ssib le w a y  o u t o f  
w h a t I  w ill here term  m y  difficulties— the 
sam e bein g a  v e ry  p o lite  w a y  o f referrin g  
to  the situation— w ell, one afternoon  I  am  
stro llin g glo o m ily  through the shoppin g dis
trict, w atch in g the w orld  go b u y , an d  try in g  
to  listen  to  none other than our old  frien d  
H orace, w ho, I  p ro b ab ly  don ’t need to say , 
is  w ith  m e so le ly  on  th e  accou n t th a t I  
h a v e  been u n ab le  to shake him .
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So during th is d elightfu l ram ble I  h ave  
been sort o f turnin g th in gs over in m y gian t 
in tellect, and  h ave ju st a bo u t decided th a t 
the o n ly  th in g  fo r it  is to  hire Some com 
peten t gunm an to pass o u t H o race as n eatly  
an d  pain lessly  as  possible— though in these 
last respects I  am  n o t disposed to b e  fin ick y, 
and  the operator m a y  use h is ow n judgm en t 
— when along com es M r. E ddie W est, gen
tlem an, sportsm an, an d  an  in tim ate frien d  
o f  mine.

I  m igh t sa y , b y  th e  w a y , th a t a t  th e  pres
en t w riting, fo r  reasons b est know n  to  m y 
self, I  am  n ot q u ite  so stro n g for E dd ie 
as  I m ight o f been a t  on e tim e. T h o u g h , o f 
course, I  am  n o t d en yin g  th a t he is one o f 
th e  best.

A n y w a y s , since th ere seem ed to b e  no 
w a y  out o f  it, I  stabbed  E d d ie  in the back , 
y o u  m igh t s a y , b y  in trod u cin g him  and 
H orace. A lso , I  inform ed M r. H ooper th at 
M r. W est w as b y  w a y  o f  b ein g one o f our 
leading box-fight im presarios. A fte r  w hich, 
s o ’s in order to p reven t M r. H ooper from  
crash in g in— w hen all com m unication  be
tw een I  and E d d ie  w ould  o f  been perm a
n en tly  cu t off— I  m ade all h aste  to  ask 
E d d ie  h ow  th in gs are  go in g w ith  him .

“  N ev er b ette r,”  replies M r. W est cheer
fu lly . “  A s  th e  m atter o f  fa ct, I ’m on a  
w inner! L isten . I f  righ t a t  th is m inute, 
see, I  a in ’t perso n ally  m y self th e  sole m ana
ger and p rop rietor o f  the w o rld ’s n ex t 
h ea vyw eig h t cham p, I  w ill p o sitive ly  refund 
y o u r m on ey b y  return m a il! ”

“ N o ! ”  sa y s I , p ro p erly  im pressed. 
“  W ell, w h a tta  y o u  know ! J a c k  D em p sey  
th e  n ext, e h ? ”

“  I ’m a C h in am an ,”  sa ys E dd ie , “  i f  th e  
fa cts  is not precisely  as  stated! ”

“  F a ir  en ou gh ,”  s a y s  I .  “  W h o  is  the 
b ird ? ”

“ T h e  W ild  B u ll o f  M o n ta n a !”  replies 
M r. W est w ith  p ardo n able pride. “ H o w ’s 
th a t for a  su btitle , w h a t?  T h e  W ild  B u ll 
o f  M o n tan a! I  w rote it m y s e lf!”

“  E d d ie ,”  I  adm its, “  on the square, y o u  
g o t R u d y a rd  K ip lin g  w ritin g ad vices to  the 
lovelom s. T h e  W ild  B u ll o f  M o n ta n a! 
N o t so b a d ! ”

“  N o t  so b ad  is r ig h t,”  agrees M r. W est 
m odestly. “  B u t, listen. Y o u  b o y s  going 
som e place, or m erely  on  y o u r  w a y ?  W h a t

I  m ean, w h y  not step along to the gym  and 
catch  th is lad  o f  m in e ’s stuff? H e ’s  good, 
w h a t I m e a n !”

“  L e t ’s go ,”  sa y s  I . “  B u t m a yb e M r. 
H ooper w ould  rath er be excu sed ,”  I  adds, 
w ith  a  h op efu l lo o k  a t H orace.

“  D e lig h te d !”  sa y s  M r. H ooper prom p t
ly . “  P o ssib ly  I  m igh t even p u t on the 
g lo ves fo r a  few  m om ents w ith  this— er—  
W ild  B u ll person,”  he goes on, w ith  a  fallen  
arch  look. “  Y o u  know , som e y ea rs ago I  
used to  b e  rath er h a n d y  a t the gam e— not 
b a d  a t a ll, i f  y o u  k n o w  w h a t I  m ean— and 
la te ly  I ’ve rea lly  been feelin g the la c k  o f  
exercise.”

W ell, if  th a t w o u ld n ’t  hand y o u  a  lau gh , 
then n either w ould  Sir W illiam  R ogers, th e  
ro y a l favo rite! F o r, w hile M r. H ooper 
stan ds a  even  seven ty-tw o inches am ongst 
h is feet, an d  likew ise carries p le n ty  o f  
w eigh t, nevertheless, i f  th a t b o zo ’s  an  a th 
lete, I ’m  a  d ivin g  V enus. B u t  fo r  th at 
m atter, it  is  p e rfe ctly  sa fe  to  sa y  th a t th is 
w insom e an d  dem ure re lative  o f  m ine w ou ld  
n ot h esitate an instant o ver ta k in g  on B ill 
T ild e n  a t tennis, J o h n n y W eism uller a t  
sw im m ing, o r  Paderew ski a t  th e  p ia n o .'

“  S u re !”  sa ys E dd ie , w ith  w h a t certa in ly  
looked to m e lik e  a  s ly  grin. “  G lad  to  
h a ve  yo u . A s  the m atter o f  fa ct, y o u ’ll com e 
in h a n d y  as as  a  m atch  in a  cigar store. I t ’s 
lik e  this, see. J u st now  I ’m  sh ap in g the 
W ild  B u ll fo r a  tangle w ith  K a y o  Pohlson. 
T h e r e ’s on e tough egg, b u t i f  the W ild  B u ll 
d on ’t ta k e  h im  inside a  couple rounds then 
M a n  o ’ W a r  w a sn ’t a  race horse. A n d  fo r 
a  fa ct, y o u  go t no idea o f  w h at a  jo b  it  is 
to  k eep  th e  W ild  B u ll in  sparring partners. 
W h y , o n ly  y este rd a y  he bu sts a  nose fo r 
one bim bo an d  an  arm  fo r  another, an d—  
w ell, a n y w a ys, i f  y o u  feel lik e  y o u  needed 
a  little  ligh t exercise, w h y , s u r e !”  >

“  W e ll,”  m um bles M r. H ooper, all o f  a  
sudden  ap p earin g so rt o f  nervous, fo r no 
tran sparen t reason, “  I — w ell, th a t ’s  to  sa y , 
w e ’ll see.”

W ell, w h ile  M r. H ooper is  m akin g a  bum  
o u t o f  the H o n . W . J . B ry a n , on  the w a y s  
to  the gym :

“ L is ten ,”  I  m an age to  w hisper excited ly  
to  E ddie. “  I f  th is cuckoo p u ts  on the m itts, 
a n d  th e  W ild  B u ll slaps him  for a  row  o f 
hospital cots, I ’ll— ”
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“  N o th in g  stirrin g ,”  b re a k s  in  E ddie. 
“  T h is  jo b b ie  w on ’t  p u t  on th e  m itts  n ot 
•with n obo d y, n o t th is p leasan t afternoon. 
W a it till h e  sees h im !”

“  W h o  sees w h ich ? ”  s a y s  I .
“  W a it till th is  g ill sees C la re n ce !”  sa y s  

he.
“  W h o ’s C laren ce ? ”  I  asks.
“  T h e  W ild  B u ll o f M o n ta n a,”  sa y s  M r. 

E d d ie  W est. “  T h a t ’s  w h o  h e  is  in  real life , 
see— C laren ce B ro w n .”

IV.

W e ll , in  respects to  M r. E d d ie  W e s t’s  
prom ising can d idate for the h ea v yw e ig h t 
honors, I  certain ly  w ished y o u  could  o f seen 
him  for you rself. B ecau se w hen it  com es to  
the attem p t to g iv e  y o u  even  th e  fa in test 
idea  of M r. W e s t’s rem arkable ath lete , w h y, 
I  am  now  signing off u n til seven th irty , 
w hen the program  w ill be resum ed.

O f course, I  m igh t sa y  th a t C laren ce 
stands a  even  inch taller th an  B ig  Jess, 
and  as y o u  no d ou b t kn ow , M r. W illa rd  is 
no d w arf. W h a t is  m ore, it  m igh t b e  said  
th a t C laren ce’s extrem ities, or w h a t m ight 
be a p tly  term ed h is hands an d  feet, w as 
som ehow v a g u e ly  rem iniscent o f, respective
ly , h o t w ater b o ttles  and  vio lin  cases. Like-' 
w ise it  is p ro b a b ly  safe to  s a y  th a t h ad  a  
six-ton  tru ck  run fu ll tilt  into M r. B ro w n ’s 
p an , the form er w ou ld  o f com e off b y  fa r  
the second best.

A s  lu ck  w ould  h a ve  it, w e foun d th e  W ild  
B u ll a lread y  in  th e  ring, doing a  n eat b it  o f 
shadow  boxing. So for q u ite  som e tim e I  
and  H o race w as p o sitive ly  lost in adm ira
tion. O r m a yb e  I  m ight b etter say  w e w as 
a ctu a lly  stru ck  dum b. A n d  w hen y o u  stop 
to  th in k  w h a t th is last m eant in the case 
o f  M r. H ooper, no d oubt y o u ’ll b e  w illin g 
to adm it there m u st o f been a  good reason.

C laren ce! L ik e , for instance, callin g  th e  
Shenandoah “  C u te y  ” !

“  W e ll,”  sa y s  E dd ie , “  w h a t d ’y o u  
k n o w ? ”

“  I  go t o n ly  on e criticism  to m ake,”  I  
replies, snapping o u t o f it.

“  W h a t ’s th a t? ”  a sks E ddie.
“  H e  a in ’t  o rig in al,”  I  answ ers. “  H e ’s  a  

o u t and o u t steal from  a  p la y  th e  m issus 
drags m e to .”

*  “  W h a t p la y  w a s th a t? ”  s a y s  M r. W est.
“  T h e y  called  it  ‘ T h e  H a iry  A p e ,’ ”  

sa y s  I.
So, a n y w a ys, a b o u t then  th e  W ild  B u ll 

starts to w o rk  on  a  sp arrin g partner. W ell, 
i t  w asn ’t  o n ly  a  couple o f  m inutes b efore 
the W ild  B u ll w as o u t o f w ork. S o  then  
another bozo clim bs in to  th e  ring. T h is  
b ird  lasts alm ost an entire round. A fte r  
w h ich  a  th ird  job bie  totters into the squared 
circle. W ell, as a  actu al fa ct, th is las t b im bo 
goes o u t ju s t  w hen the first one is com 
in g  to.

H o t cay-nin e!
“  A n d  th a t ’s  th a t,”  sa y s  M r. W est. 

“ Y e s , w e go t no m ore sp arrin g partners 
to-d ay. U nless— ”  H e  turns in q u irin gly  to  
H orace.

W ell, I  w ished y o u  could  o f seen him ! 
B elieve  it  or not, M r. H ooper cou ld n ’t  o f  
been  w orse scared h a d  h is fa m ily  p h ysician  
ad vised  him  th a t he w as seriously  th reat
ened w ith  lo ckjaw .

“  I— er— th a n k s,”  sa y s M r. H ooper 
fa in tly . “  B u t I  ju st rem em bered a  press
in g  business engagem ent. P o ssib ly  som e 
o th er d a y .”

A n d  w ith ou t another w ord  M r. H ooper 
goes a w ay  from  there!

“  S a y ,”  sa y s E dd ie , w hen H o race h ad  
fad ed  out o f  th e  p icture, “ w ho is th a t b ig  
b lim p , a n y w a ys?  E xcu se  m e if  h e ’s  a  rela
tiv e  or som ethin g.”

“  H e ’s  a  re lativ e ,”  I  replies, “ an d  y o u ’re 
excused. In  fa ct, go a s  fa r  as  y o u  like . 
I ’m  listen in g.”

So then I  ta k e  E d d ie  into m y confidence 
in  respects to th is  curse th a t’s  w ished on  
m e a t the a ltar, so to sa y , n am ely, M r. 
H ooper. A n d , w h at w ith  one th in g and an
other, E d d ie  b ein g a  good scout an d  al
w a y s  w illin g to lend a  h elp ing hand, the 
upshot o f  it  w as, I  an d  E d d ie  goes into 
execu tive  session.

W ell, fo r a  w hile it  lo o k s lik e  w e ’re  u p  
again st a  gam e w hich  is abso lu tely  u n beat
able. B u t  then som ething w h ich  h as cer
ta in ly  all th e  earm arks o f a  regular idea 
com es to  th e  versatile  M r. E d d ie  W est. 
S k illfu lly  nursed along, this inspiration  o f 
E d d ie ’s  fin a lly  blossom s into som ething 
w hich— w ell, a n y w a ys, bein g then  in  the 
a c t  o f go in g dow n for the th ird  tim e, I
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w ould  o f certain ly  grasped a t it, h ad  it 
looked  n ot on e-half so a ttra ctiv e  as it ac
tu a lly  did.

N o w , as for th is little  fram e-up o f E d 
d ie ’s— y o u  see I  am ch eerfu lly  g iv in g  M r. 
W est the entire credit and not try in g  to 
d etra ct from  h is laurels in  a n y  w a y, shape 
or m anner— -well, so ’s in  order to save later 
exp lanation s, I  m ight sa y  here th a t it  w as 
based  on the follow ing facts, or yo u  m ight 
s a y  propositions, v iz ., and to w it:

F irst, on the undeniable truth  th at, as 
regards b y  far the m ajo r share of the fickle  
pu b lic, the so-called presum ption  o f inno
cence, as respects p ra ctica lly  all our m ost 
p o pular crim es, w o rks w ith  w h a t y o u  m ight 
ca ll the reverse E nglish  in respects to people 
th a t m akes their liv in g  on the stage. T h a t ’s 
to  sa y , tak e  a n y  actress— like, for instance, 
M iss M u riel M ontrose, and she is presum ed 
to  b e  g u ilty  as charged  until she proves 
h erself innocent, and even then th ere ’s a  lot 
o f  people th a t w ill h ave to b e  shown.

A n d , secon dly, that in v ie w  o f the im 
pression, w h ich  w as no less than  terrific, 
m ade b y  one C laren ce B row n , know n as the 
W ild  B u ll o f M o n tan a, on M r. H o race J. 
H ooper, w ho, it  w as o n ly  fa ir to presum e 
th at, usin g C laren ce as a  sort o f trip le
th reat m an, so to say , it  w as possible to 
stam pede M r. H o oper in p ra ctica lly  a n y  
given  direction; and th a t w h a t’s m ore, once 
on h is w a y, M r. H ooper w ould  be in no 
tearin g  h u rry  to return.

A n d  I  am  still o f the firm  opinion th at, 
p u re ly  as theories, b o th  o f the abo ve prop o
sitions w as abso lu tely  sound.

B u t how ever th a t m a y  be, a t b re ak fast 
on the m orning a fter  m y  w orld  conference 
w ith  M r. E d d ie  W est, M r. H ooper being in 
th e  a ct o f inh aling a  three-m inute egg, and, 
therefore, tem p orarily  m ute so fa r as a r
ticu lated  speech w as concerned— a n y w a ys, 
I  to o k  the occasion  to  a sk  him  w ould  h e  
c a re  to  jo in  m e a t th e  H o te l D ou gh m on t 
fo r lunch.

W ell, the im m ediate results o f  th is a p 
p a ren tly  harm less q uestion  w as tw ofo ld —  
consisting o f  an  e legan tly  hand-em broidered 
lo o k  o f  suspicion  from  the w ife , and a  
prom p t accep tan ce from  M r. H ooper.

So a  little  la ter  I  am  in  the process o f  
go in g q u ie tly  a w a y  from  there, w hen rig h t

o u t o f a  clear sk y  I  am  confronted w ith  a  
un looked-for d ifficu lty  in  the sh a p ely  shape 
o f  the missus.

“ W h a t ’s the idea  o f  this a ll o f a  sudden 
in v itin g  H o race o u t to lu n ch ? ”  dem ands the 
litt le  w om an h arsh ly .

“  W h y , n oth in g,”  I  sa y s inn ocen tly. 
“  C a n ’t  a  g u y  ta k e  h is ow n brother-in- 
la w  out to lunch w ith ou t being subjected  
to  a  series o f cross w ord exam inations in 
respect to his m otives? W h y  w ouldn ’t I  
ta k e  him  out to lu n ch ? ”

“  W h y  w ould  y o u ? ”  com es b a ck  th e  frau  
p rom p tly.

“  W h y ,”  I  sa ys, “  I  suppose because h e ’s  
a  r igh t g u y  and I  w an t to trea t him  r ig h t.”  

“  R ig h t g u y ! ”  snaps the w ife. “  H o w  
lo n g since? Y o u  go t som ething u p  y o u r  
sleeve, and I  kn ow  it! ”

“  W o m a n ,”  says I , “ y o u  w rong m e. O n  
m y  honor as a  B ritish  officer, I  am  using 
p o sitive ly  no ap p aratu s w h atsoever.”

A n d  w ith  the last w ord— for once, a n y 
w a ys— I  closed the door g e n tly  b u t firm ly  
behind m e.

W ell, M r. H ooper shows u p  p rom p tly  a t 
the H o tel D o u gh m on t, w here I  w as a lread y  
w a itin g  for him  in the lo b b y. So w e ’re on  
our w a ys to the restauran t when, b y  p re
vio u s arrangem ent, I  am lo u d ly  paged for 
a  phone call. So I  sa y s  for H o race to w ait 
here an d  I ’ll b e  b ack  in a  jiffy . So a  few  
m inutes later I  report b ack  in a  state  o f  
breath less excitem ent.

“  L isten ! ”  I  sa y s  to M r. H ooper. “  T h a t  
ph one call w as from  E d d ie  W est. T h is  
m orning, see, on  the w a y  to  th e  office, I  
happened to m eet u p  w ith  E d d ie  and his 
litt le  friend the W ild  B u ll o f  M o n tan a—  
n am e’s B row n , y o u  rem em ber— and so I  
dropped the rem ark th a t I  w as lunching 
here w ith  yo u . So E d d ie  calls  up  to s a y  
th a t B ro w n  h as foun d o u t a bo u t y o u  and 
M u rie l— som ebody m ust o f  tipped him  off 
th is m orning— and, an yw a ys, the W ild  B u ll 
is  righ t th is m inute headed fo r th e  D o u g h 
m on t, so E d d ie  sa y s  to  get going, on ac
cou n t th e  W ild  B u ll is sure o u t for trouble, 
an d  w h a t’s m ore, if  y o u  ta k e  h is ad vice 
y o u ’ll lea ve  tow n for a  w h ile .”

“ B u t— w h at— I  d on ’t  u n d erstan d !”
stu tters M r. H ooper. “ T h is  m an B row n  
— w h a t’s  M u rie l to  h im ? ”
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“  P o sitive ly  n othing, so it  seem s,”  I  says, 
“  excep t h is w ife! ”

W ell, y o u  could  o f  ea sily  pu sh ed  M r, 
H o oper over w ith  a  chocolate eclair,

“  L o o k !”  I  says.
A n d , loom ing am ongst th e  com m on herds 

lik e  a  F erris w heel am ongst a  flo ck  o f  k id 
d ie cars, here com es C laren ce!

J u st for an  in stan t M r. H o oper regards 
the stead ily  ap p roach in g M r. B ro w n  w ith  
a  g lassy  and likew ise p o p eyed  gaze. T h en  
M r. H ooper starts h a stily  fo r  the nearest 
exit. W ell, n ot b ein g  the sort th a t w ould  
desert a  friend un der fire— and esp ecially  
a s  I  h a d  it  in  m y  m ind to see to  it  th at 
H o ra ce ’s  n ext stop  fo r a n y  len gth  o f tim e 
w as no nearer than, a t  th e  least, C hicago—  
I  follow ed.

B u t ju st b efore w e reach  th e  exit, som e
thin g happens th a t— w ell, m a yb e  I  and  E d 
d ie should o f  rem em bered th a t the H o tel 
D ou gh m on t w as q u ite  a  p o pular resort w ith  
th e  ladies o f the theatrical profession. B e 
cause, an yw a ys, M iss  M u riel M o n trose en
ters, sm iling.

“  G reetings, H o ra ce ,”  sa ys M u riel, p la n t
ing herself betw een M r. H ooper and  his 
goal. “ W h y — w h a t’s  th e  m a tte r? ”

H o race ’s  expressive countenance, see, 
b ein g  ju s t then th e  b attle field , y o u  m igh t 
sa y , of a  large  num ber o f conflicting em o
tions, a ll o f  them  un pleasan t. In  fa ct, p ra c
tica lly  a n y  com petent alienist, observin g 
H o race at the m om ent, w ould  o f p rom p tly  
recom m ended th a t he b e  p u t under im m e
d iate  observation. A n d  fo r th a t m atter, I  
m ight o f  appeared  a  trifle  nervous, sa y , m y 

self.
A t  a n y  rate, in  response to  M u rie l’s greet

ing th ere’s a  sort o f gu rglin g sound in  H o r
a ce ’s  throat, b u t his ord in arily  silver tongue 
p o sitive ly  refuses to  function.

A n d  in the m ean tim e M r. B row n  con tin 
ues to approach.

iH qrace m akes a  feeble a ttem p t to pass 
M u riel, w hich results in the la d y  graspin g 
M r. H o oper firm ly  b y  the arm  and on ce 
m ore w an tin g  to  k n o w  w h at i t ’s a ll about.

A t  abou t w h ich  tim e M r. B ro w n  arrives.
“ C la re n ce !”  exclaim s the bew itch in g 

M iss  M ontrose. “  I  h a ven ’t  seen y o u  for 
ages! C laren ce,”  she g o e s  on, turnin g once

T H E

m ore to  the m uch bew ildered M r. H ooper— ■ 
w hich he h ad  v e ry  little  on m e— “  C laren ce, 
.you kn ow , is— w ell, w h at he calls a  box- 
fighter. So w e d on ’t see v e ry  m uch o f each 
other, b ecau se he th in ks it  m igh t interfere 
w ith  m y  stage career i f  people kn ew  I  h ad  
a  brother th a t w as a  prize figh ter.”

“  W h y ,”  she sa y s  to C laren ce, “  I  don ’t  
b elieve y o u ’ve  even heard  th a t I ’ve chan ged  
m y  stage  nam e to  M u rie l M o n tro se !”

“  N ew s to m e,”  sa y s  C laren ce. “  I f  I  had, 
I  w ou ld n ’t be here, and th ere’s  others th a t 
w ou ld n ’t lik e w ise !”

A n d  he follow s th is w ith  a  look  in m y  
direction  w hich— w ell, a n y w a ys, sta rtin g  
slow ly, b u t gra d u ally  gain in g speed, I  per
son ally  proceeded to fa d e  o u t o f the p ic
ture.

B row n ! Y o u  m igh t rem em ber th a t M r, 
H ooper once rem arked th a t th at he believed 
M iss  M o n tro se’s  actu al nam e to be— er—  
G reen. W ell, he w as p e rfe ctly  correct, ex
cep t the color.

W ell, o f  course, H o race relates hi3 
strange experience to the w ife, and leave 
it  to  the m issus to p u t tw o an d  twro togeth er 
and a ct accordin gly . H o w ever, there is little  
to  b e  gained b y  go in g into these in tim ate 
fa m ily  m atters.

A n d  fin a lly, ju st one little  inciden t w h ich  
m ayb e m igh t b e  o f som e interest. O n  the 
d a y  fo llow in g the even ts I  h a ve  described 
I  som ew hat n ervou sly  once m ore visited  
M r. E d d ie  W e s t’s gy m , on  "account there 
w7as a  little  m atter o f business w hich  I  
w ished to  tak e  up w ith  M r. C laren ce 
B row n . W ell, I  found C laren ce b u sily  en 
gaged  in p u llin g a  se t o f chest-w eights o u t 
o f  the w all b y  the roots.

“  M r. B ro w n ,”  I says, in  the m ildest o f  
m anners, and k eep in g a  eagle ey e  on the 
nearest exit, “ now  in respects to the fif ty  
iron m en w hich y o u  received from  m y self 
as the retu rn  fo r ta k in g  p a rt in  y e ste rd a y ’s 
perform ance— w ell, seeing th e  show  w as a  
flop— ”

“  T r y  an d  get i t ! ”  grow ls th e  W ild  B u ll 
o f  M o n tan a. “  J u st try ! ”

W ell, I  w as o n ly  go in g to suggest th a t 
he do th e  fa ir  th in g, a n y w a ys, like , m ayb e, 
sp littin g  w ith  m e f if ty - fifty ;  but— use y o u r 
ow n  judgm en t.

E N D
10 A
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E VERY car owner wants Stick-a- c r / z ' i ' f -  — lite -portableauto trouble lamp, w # / t a b  # O l  
powerful spotlight and camp IDONA.STFFI 1 light. Throws 250-ft. light beam. W •* '* * *  j

A r r i M T Q  N E W  K IN D  O F  
/ i U C I l  1 O A U T O  T R O U B L E  L A M P
Magnetic base sticks to any iron or steel part of car— 
any angle- even upside down. Leaves both handsfree.
Reaches any part of car. More useful than other 
$7.50 trouble lights. Sells for only $2.50. Your profit 
1006. You can actually make four to ten sales in 
every ten demonstrations.

O n e  M in u te  D e m o n s tr a tio n
Spectacular, convincing demonstration on any car in I 
80 to CO seconds. Day and night feller. Schoolboy sold j 
35 in one afternoon. Wilson made $1 a minute for an I 
hour and a half. Totfer, Merrill, Clark. Mechemerj 
and Dawes, each keep standing orders for 800 a nion h ."
Hurry for the big summer touring season. Save time 
by sending $2 deposit for demonstrator by rrturn 
mail. Money refunded if demonstrator is returned in 30days. Test 
Stiek-a-lite One evening will convince you. Then switch to full 
time and make $10,000 a year. If you prefer, send no money—just 
send postcard for particulars. Write or wire immediately.
PREMIER ELECTRIC CO., Dept. 18 H, 1800 Grace Streel, Chicago, III.
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GROPING 
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B e  Y o u rs e lf—G e t 

In to  Y o u r S tr id e —
MAKE GOOD!

All men-women, 18 to 65 wanting to qualify for Govern
ment Positions, $140-$300, traveling or stationary—W r ite  
M r. O z m c n t ,  2 1 6  S t .  L o u is , M o ., im m e d ia te ly .

Y L _ |  U . S . GOVEI
H o  MEN—̂-WOMEN 18 UP

$1700 to $3300 A YEAR
A L L  P O S T A L  S A L A R IE S  J U S T  R A IS E D

Many i'.S. Government jobs obtainable. Expe- , 
 ̂rienc.e usually unnecessary.Common education I 
'sufficient. Write today sure for free list of po- < 
sitionsand free sample examination coaching.

FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, Dept. F-270, ROCHESTER. N. Y.
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M O T I O N  P I C T U R E  P L A Y S
EXCH AN G E  PLOTS FOR $$—Photoplay ideas accepted any 

form; revised, criticized, published, copyrighted, marketed. Ad
vice free. UNIVERSAL SCENARIO COBP., 209 Security Bldg., 
Santa Monica and Western Ave„ Hollywood, Calif.________

PA TEN T A TTO RNEYS— PA TE NTS AND INVENTIONS
PATENTS. BO O KLET  FREE. Highest references. Best re

sults. Promptness assured. Send drawing or model for ex
amination and opinion as to patentability. Watson E. Coleman, 
644 G St., Washington, D. C.

PATENTS. Write for our free Evidence of Invention Blank 
and Guide Book. "How to Get Your Patent.” Send model or 
sketch of your invention for our Inspection and Instructions Free. 
Terms Reasonable. Randolph & Co., Dept 419, Washington. 1). C.

PA TEN TS—Write for FREE Guide Books and " Record of 
Invention Blank ”  before disclosing inventions. Semi model 
or sketch and description of invention for Inspection & Instruc
tions free. Terms Reasonable. Prompt Attention. Highest 
References. Victor J. Evans & Co., 762 Ninth, Washington. C.

Patents Procured; Trade- Marks Registered—A comprehensive, 
experienced, prompt service for the protection and development 
of your ideas. Preliminary advice gladly furnished without charge. 
Booklet of information and form for disclosing idea free on re
quest. Richard B. Owen. 68 Owen Bldg., Washington, D. C.. or 
41-J Woolworth Bldg. ,_New_ York._________________________

IN VEN T IO N S  C O M M E R C IA L IZE D  on cash or royalty basis. 
Patented or un patented. In business 24 years. Complete
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249 Enright. St. Louis, Mo.



T^hetheryou need tires for motor car «* bus «•> 
or truck, Silvertown extends you performance 
that meets your individual requirements. In 
three distinct type^each for different services, 
they offer special value and specialized service.
THE B. F. GOODRICH RUBBER COMPANY, A k r o n , O h i o

I n  C a n a d a :  TH E  B. F. G O O D R IC H  RUBBER CO M PAN Y,. Limited, Toronto

Silvertown (Heavy Duty) Bus* 
Truck Cords—-Rugged w ith  real a n ti- 
skid  trea d , m a d e expressly  fo r  bus a n d  
tr u ck , th ey  in crease th e  n e t profit.

Goodrich
Silvertowns

Silvertown Balloon Cords d eliver  
th e  sp ecia l d e lu x e  r id in g  a n d  driving 
B a llo o n s  a t th e  low est cost o f  operation.

Silvertown Standard Cords are the  
tires th a t m a d e Silvertow n  a  h o u s e- 
h o ld  n a m e to  m illio n s  o f  m otorists.

THE MTTNSV.Y PR ESS, N EW  Y O R K


